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PROGRESS TA ILO RIN G  CO ., DEPT. D-195 "| 
500 S. Throop S t., Chicago 7, III.
Dear S ir: 1 WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO ■ 
WEAR AND SHOW, w ith o u t paying  l c  fo r i t . Rush V al- I 
uable S u it Coupon and Sam ple K it w ith  a c tu a l fab rics  ■
ABSOLUTELY FREE. I

• B
Name • • • • • _ • .................................... A ge. . . .  I

A ddress ................................    .

C ity ...................... .. ......................................  S ta te .  . . . . . . . . .  I

See How Easy 
It Is to Make

” s30—
IN A DAY!

JUST MAIL COUPON p“ of,n7?uar
money now or any time. You don’t pay money for 
samples, for outfits, or for your own suit under our 
remarkable plan. So do as other men have done— 
mail the coupon now. Don't send a penny. Just send 
us the coupon.

YOUR OWN SUITS WITHOUT lc COST!
Our plan makes it easy for you to get your own per
sonal suits, topcoats, and overcoats without paying 
l tf— in addition to your big cash earnings. Think of 
it! Not only do we start you on the road to making 
big money, but we also make it easy for you to get 
your own clothes without paying one penny. No won
der thousands of men write enthusiastic letters of 
thanks.

PROGRESS TAILORING CO., Dept. 0-195 
500 S. Throop St. Chicago 7, III.

-------------------------- !
Add to Your Profits 
with Tailored Suits 

tor Ladies!
You can add many 
dollars to your earn
ings by taking orders 
for our beautifully- 
styled, fine quality 
m ade-to -m easure  
suits and skirts for 
women. Many times 
husbands sell suits 
to men, their wives 
sell suits and skirts 
to women . . . and i 
the profits roll in ! i 
You can too! Outfit j 
c o n ta in s  s ty le s , - 
prices, and simple | 
instructions.

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

No Experience Needed

I t’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don't 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 
opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll 
send you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 
100 fine fabrics and everything else you need to start. 

You’ll say this is the greatest way to make 
money you ever saw. Rush the coupon today!



WHAT HAPPENS WHEN A MAN 
DECIDES TO DO SOMETHING I
ABOUT HIS FUTURE!
The proven rule of "learn more to earn more” 
took M.E.F. (name on request) from a position 
of truck driver to that of an accounting executive 
in sixteen months. Listen to what M.E.F. says:

"I was driving a truck—working long horns and 
not making much money. I had a burning desire 
to better myself in life, and decided to enroll with 
LaSalle. I went along driving my truck days and 
studying nights and got my first break after com
pleting 35 assignments. I took a cost accounting 
position. Within one month after starting full
time, I received my first raise, thereafter fol
lowed more. One of the greatest thrills of my life 
came just nineteen months after I started with 
LaSalle. When our firm opened up a branch office, 
I was assigned to take charge of the Accounting 
Department and my salary is doubled.”

M.E.F. took a proved road to success—and 
his letter is typical of the thousands we have in 
our files from men and women in all walks of fife.

There is no reason why you can’t win success 
through LaSalle Accounting Training. Today the 
demand for good accountants far exceeds the 
supply. This spells real opportunity to the man 
who is prepared.

You need no special talents to become a suc
cess in Accounting. You do not even need a pre
liminary knowledge of bookkeeping. All you need 
is the will to work—to achieve success perhaps 
years sooner.

Under the LaSalle Problem 
Method you can acquire a thor-

CHARTER MEMBER OF THE 
NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL

OVER 4,200 CPA s HAVE BEEN TRAINED 
BY THE FAMOUS LASALLE

PROBLEM METHOD

ough knowledge of Accounting—you can master 
its fundamental principles—become expert in 
the practical application of those principles. You 
learn by doing—without losing any time from 
your present work. You train directly under the 
supervision of a competent staff of Certified 
Public Accountants and accounting experts.

Our book "Accountancy, The Profession That 
Pays” is FREE. It explains how we train you 
from the ground up—or from where you are now 
—according to your individual needs. The cost 
is low—terms easy.

Send the coupon RIGHT NOW. Don’t lay it 
aside and say you’ll do it later. It can be the 
means of your SUCCESS—perhaps larger suc
cess than you have ever dreamed. At least it’s 
worth considering. m a i l  t h e

_  C O U PO N — NOW!

£ S U

SEND FOR FREE B O O K
EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

(Z w icA ftandeH C t
DEPT. 2378H 417 SOUTH DEARBORN STREET, CHICAGO 5. ILLINOIS

Please send me, free of all cost or obligation, your illus
trated book, "Accountancy, the Profession That Pays."

Age
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B e the envy  o f  
friends! Win 
th is strik ing
ly  handsom e 
"A t la s  Cham
p ion ”  Trophy.par. y* ft-

e lig ib le .

RESULTS:

p u t S f  
(normal >i

S..

I started yo*Jr I wa«W «S
i  Y-

lncr'*” '12>A'; tore 
W. V..

Ghecktfae Kind of Body YOU W ank
L  _ f n m n l o v i A n  C U a r t  &Complexion, Sleep

p i  Slimmer Waistline 
^  and Hips 
Q  Broader Chest and 

Shoulders
n  More Weight, Solid
U  in ALL the RIGHT 

PLACES

holder of the T itle  "The 
W orld's Most Perfectly 
Developed M an."

sim

[- i More Powerful Arms 
and Grip

Q  More Powerful Leg 
Muscles

n  More Energy, Better 
^  Complexion, Sleep 

More Restfully

...a n d  I'll PROVE I Can Make 
You O ver From Head to Foot I

IN ONLY IS MINUTES A DAY
V E S ,  i t ’s  y o u rs  f o r  th e  a sk in g —
A th e  k in d  o f bod y  Y OU w a n tl 

J u s t  te ll m e  W H ERE y ou  n ee d  i t— 
a n d  I ’ll  a d d  SO LID  IN C H E S of 
p o w e rfu l n e w  m usc le—m a k e  y o u r  
e n t ir e  b o d y  o v e r  in to  th e  k in d  o f  
p o w er h o u se  th a t  w o m en  ad m ire  
a n d  m e n  resp ec t.

D o y o u  w a n t b ro a d e r  sh o u ld e rs  
—p o u n d s  m e lte d  off y o u r  w a is t a n d  
h ip s—m o re  p o w e rfu l a rm s—h a n d -  

[s—a m id -se c tio n  w ith  
:eel m uscle?  J u s t  ch e ck

you’ll be using the method which many great ath
letes use for keeping in condition for boxing, 
wrestling, baseball, football, tennis and every
other sport.

w h a t y o u  w a n t r ig h t  in  th e  coupon  
below . I ’L L  PR O V E y o u  ca n  g e t it  

in  ju s t  15 m in u te s  a  d a y —rig h t  in  th e  p r iv a c y  o f

FREE My V aluable  
32-Page Book. 
-N O T 1 0 * -

y o u r  ow n  room .
I  d o n ’t  c a re  if  y ou  a r e  15 o r  50—s k in n y  o r  fa t . 

M y m e th o d s  a r e  fam o u s  fo r  w o rk in g  F A S T — 
g e ttin g  R ESU LTS on  s k in n y  .run -dow n  bod ie s— 
tu rn in g  flabby  sk in  a n d  b o n es  in to  SOLID  
M USCLE!

W HAT'S MY SEC RET?
“DYNAMIC TENSION” ! That’s the ticket! The 

identical natural method that I myself developed to 
change my body from the scrawny weakling I was 
a t 17 to my present superman physique! Thousands 
of fellows are becoming marvelous physical specimens 
—my way. I give you no gadgets or contraptions. You 

ply use the dormant muscle-power in your own
__ -given body—watch it increase and multiply
double-quick into real solid LIVE MUSCLE.

My method—“Dynamic Tension” is so easy! Spend 
only 15 minutes a day in your own home. From the

Send now for my 32-page book 
describing my famous method— 
packed with photographs and valu
able advice. Tells how YOU 
can develop big powerful mus
cles; excel in athletics; de
velop a magnetic personality 
—and more. Shows what 
“Dynamic Tension” has 
done for others—what it 
can do for YOU!

This book is a real 
prize, yet I ’ll send 
you a copy absolutely 
FREE. Rush coupon 
to me person
ally:
CHARLES 
Dept.
East 
York

CHARLES ATLAS. Dept. 140B,
115 East 23rd St., New York 10. N. Y.
Peax, C&aszgej CZt&w - -//ezaj tAe- o/-

d?
(Check as m any as you  
like)

□  More Weight -  Solid -  in 
—  Right Places

Send me absolutely FREE a  copy 
of your famous book showing how 
“Dynamic Tension” can make me a 
new man—32 pages crammed with 
photographs and valuable advice. 
No obligation.

The Rig

N A M E ...................................... A G E .
(p lease  p rin t o r  w rite  p la in ly )

□  Broader Chest, Shoulders

□  Powerful Arms, Legs, Grip 

a  Slimmer Waist, Hips

□  Better Sleep, More Energy C IT Y ................................ S TA TE

A DD RESS
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An exclusive report

for every man on:

crime . . . hunting . . . jobs . . .

new gadgets . . . women.

HITS AND MISC'S
They say the HOTTEST SHOW IN THE WORLD is 

the Swedish ballet. . .
NEW YORK GIRLS weigh two pounds more than 

the national average AND HAVE AN EXTRA 
INCH OF BUST TO TOTE AROUND . . .Kiss a 
girl's lips in INDIA-in public—and 
you get hauled off to prison for COMMITTING 
AN "Obscene act."

Now that the STRIPTEASE has been intro
duced in France, it's tying the country 
in knots. Playboy Gauls won't even 
blink when they see a naked girl, YET THEY 
GO OUT OF THEIR MINDS WHEN A STRIPPER STARTS 
PEELING. . .

If you can't make out in LOS ANGELES, 
you'll never make out. THERE ARE 7800 MOTELS 
IN AND AROUND THERE . . . Men, it turns out, 
buy more perfumed products than women. . .

DAILY GRIND

ARMY BEATING THE BUSHES to get civilian 
photographers ... Hep construction workers 
now marching their families into 
TRAILERS. That way they can SKIP around 
the country, work in a seasonal field and 
take a job anywhere. . .

Don't be shocked if your company rings in 
with FREE DANCING LESSONS FOR EXECS. Top 
business brass convinced that mambo and 
cha cha lessons help business confidence 
and poise. ... IN BUCKS PER HOUR THESE DAYS, 
bricklayers, electricians, plumbers, 
carpenters are leading the pack ... A tip 
from the top PERSONNEL men: If you're over 
35 and job-hunting, make sure you're not 
toting a spare tire around the middle. 
OVERWEIGHT scares off prospective 
bosses. . .

Continued on page 42
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PICK YOUR OWN 
SUCCESS STORY 
FROM THIS PAGE

These are the true stories of people who 
seemed trapped in routine, low-pay shaky 
jobs. Handicapped by lack of proper train
ing, they couldn’t get the things they wanted 
out of life—more money, a job they liked, 
security and happiness.

They are a small sample of the thousands 
of men and women—young and old—who 
turn to I. C. S. for help. Their will-to-learn 
plus I. C. S. training have changed the course 
of their lives.

Are you discouraged with your job and 
pay and feel you can’t improve yourself be
cause of lack of specialized education? Well, 
these men and women were in the same boat. 
With I. C. S. training, one of these success 
stories could be about you.

I . C . S. Is the oldest and largest correspondence 
school. 2S6 courses. Business, industrial, engineer
ing, academic, high school. One for you. Direct, job- 
related. Bedrock facts and theory plus practical 
application. Complete lesson and answer service. 
No skimping. Diploma to graduates.

Wins $3000 contest—“ After my
I. C. S. courses I secured a new 
position.” says Mr. Cecil Rhodes. 
“My income has more than dou
bled and I recently won a $3000 
sales contest.”

“ As a college graduate, I found I.C.S. 
very valuable.” Robert Lee took the 
I. C. S. Course in Advertising, is 
now Promotion Manager for a 
large corporation. “I. C. S. got me 
started on the way up,” he says.

From clerk to Assistant Estimator, 
thanks to I.C.S. “Any way you look 
a t it,” writes Mrs. Edna James, 
“ the time and money one spends 
for I. C. S. Courses will be repaid 
a thousandfold.”

From $152 to $395 a month—“ I.C.S. 
made my engineering work more 
interesting,” Frank Bachtik tells 
us."I was a Jr. Draftsman making 
$15? a month. My present income 
is $395.25 a month. ’

3 FREE B O O K S- a  36-page pocket-size g u id e  to  a d 
v an cem en t, a  go ld  m in e  o f  tip s  o n  “ How to  Succeed .”  
A lso a b ig  ca ta log  o u tlin in g  o p p o rtu n itie s  in  y o u r 
field  o f  in te re s t a n d  a sam p le  I.C .S . lesson  (M a th .) .

F o r R eal J o b  S ecu rity —G et a n  I .  C . S. D ip lo m a! I .  C . S ., S c ran to n  9 , P e n n a . Home¥tu!?y cTuncil

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
BOX 9 2 3 5 5 M , SCRANTON 9 ,  PENNA. (Paitiil list of 256 courses)

Without cost or obligstlon. sand mo "HOW to SUCCEED" and tho opportunity booklet about tho Hold BEFORE which I have m alted X (plus sample lesson):
A R C H ITE C TU R E  
and B U ILD IN G  
C O N STRU C TIO N

□  Air Conditioning—Refrig.
□  Architecture
□  Architectural Interiors
□  Building Contractor
□  Building Estimator
□  Building Maintenance
□  Carpentry and MiU Work
□  Heating
□  Painting Contractor
□  Plumbing
□  Reading Arch.

A R T
□  Cartooning
□  Commercial Art
□  Fashion Illustrating
□  Magazine Illustrating

A V IA T IO N
□  Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
□  Aircraft & Engine 

BUSINESS
□  Advertising

C IV IL ,  S T R U C T U R A L  L E A D E R S H IP  
E N G IN E E R IN G  □  Foremanshjp

□  Civil Engineering
□  Construction Engineering
□  Highway Engineering

□  Industrial Supervision

□  Television Technician 
R A IL R O A D

□  Air Brake Equipment

D  Show Cord snd Sign Lottorin, °
□  Sketching and Painting Q  Choimcal tngineering

□  Bookkeeping and Accounting O goading S truct Blueprints
□  Business Administration
□  Business Correspondence
□  Public Accounting
□  Creative Salesmanship
□  Federal Tax
□  Letter-writing Improvement
□  Office Management
□  Professional Secretary
□  Retail Business Management
□  Sales Management
□  Stenographic-Secretarial
□  Traffic Management 

C H E M IS T R Y

□  Leadership and Organization □  Car Inspector
□  Diesel Engineer A Fireman

□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping 

D R A F T IN G
□  Aircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Mechanical Drafting

□  Personnel-Labor Relations _
M  E C H A N IC A L  □  Section Foreman
A N D  SH O P  S T E A M  A N D

□  Gas-Electric Welding D IE S E L  P O W ER
□  Heat Treatment □  Metallurgy □  Combustion Engineering
□  Industrial Engineering
□  Industrial Instrumentation
□  Industrial Supervision
□  Internal Combustion Engines
□  Machine Design-Drafting

□  Mine Surveying and Mapping □  Machine Shop Inspection

A U T O M O T IV E
'  □  Auto Body-Hebuilding

□  Auto Elec. Technician
□  Auto-Engine Tune Up
□  Automobile Mechanic

Name------------------------------

□  Chem. Lab. Technician
□  General Chemistry
E> Natural Gas Prodr A Tran*.
□  Petroleum Engineering
□  Plastics
□  Pulp and Paper Making

□  Plumbing Drawing and 
Estimating

□  Structural Drafting 
E L E C T R IC A L

O  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrical Maintenance
□  Electrician □  Contracting
□  Lineman 

-H IG H  SCHOOL

□  Diesel-Elec. □  Diesel Eng's
□  Electric Light end Power
□  Stationary Fireman
□  Stationary Steam Engineering 

T E X T I L E
□  Carding and Spinning
□  Cotton, Rayon, Woolen Mfg.□  Machine Shop Practice

□  Mechanical Engineering
□  Quality Control
□  Reading Shop Blueprints
□  Refrigeration
□  Sheet Metal Worker _____
□  Tool Design □  Toolmaking □  Domestic Refrigeration 

R A D IO , T E L E V IS IO N  □ M arine  Engineering
______  ______ _ □  Industrial Electronics CD Ocean* Navigation

□  Commercial □  Good English □  Practical Radio TV EngYng □  Professional Engineering
□  High School Subjects □  Radio and TV Servicing □  Short Story Writing
□  Mathematics □  Radio Operating □  Telephony

□  Finishing and Dyeing
□  Loom Fixi'g □  Textile Des'ing
□  Textile EngVg □  Throwing
□  Yfarpmg andUfeaving 

M IS C E L L A N E O U S

_Age_ -Home Address-

City_

Occupation-

_S tate_ -Working Hours __
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces. 7



Medicine
for Males

By Anthony Ridge

UNLUCKY STIFFS—A brand new dis
ease is stumping the medics. I t ’s called 
“stiff man syndrome” and the set of symp
toms includes a strange muscle stiffness, 
rigidity or tightness, and muscle spasms 
which are sometimes so painful that they 
feel as if the muscles are being pulled from 
the bones. A sudden movement or fright

brings on the spasms. The rigidity makes 
the spine curve or draws it into a hump. 
When the patient falls because of a leg- 
muscle spasm, he drops like a “wax 
dummy.” Thus far, four men have died 
from it. Lab tests at the Mayo Clinic 
have failed to find any cause and every 
treatment tried has proved to be of little 
help.
------------------  ]{ ------------------
ARSENIC MENACE—The only ingredi
ent of tobacco smoke that is known to be 
a possible cause of cancer in humans is 
arsenic. In the past three decades, the 
average arsenic content of American cig
arettes has increased three-fold while the 
death rate from lung cancer in men has 
mounted 600 per cent. Reason for the 
boost in arsenic content of your tobacco is 
that the soil is contaminated with arseni
cal insecticides and it’s almost impossible 
to purify the soil.
-------------------------U ---------------------------

IT’S NOT OVERWORK—Men very 
often blame “overwork” for their physical 
and mental ills. In an interesting study of 
90 men with “overwork” illnesses, an 
Omaha doctor has come up with revealing 
findings. The symptoms of most of the 
men were traced to disagreement with 
supervisors or bosses. Even though the

patients disliked argument, they stayed 
on the job despite the unpleasantness. 
They were fearful, apprehensive and con
cerned over their mental and physical 
health. Sometimes, when a fellow-worker 
had a heart attack or other illness, a group 
of employes working with him believed 
they had the same condition. Blaming 
overwork was evidently a phony reason 
for their trouble.

------------------------- u ---------------------------
MISCELLANY—It’s true that “bending 
the elbow loosens the tongue,” experi
ments at Michigan State University show. 
Under the influence of alcohol, men re
laxed their standards of conformity and 
increased their fluency . . . Veterans Ad
ministration hospitals are using only the 
narcotic alphaprodine for major and minor 
surgery. I t induces a light “sleep state” 
from which the patient rouses quickly . . .

-------------------------  1} -------------------------
OUCH!—When your doctor seems to pay 
little attention to your pain, it’s probably 
because he knows little about it. After 
studying the meaning of pain, a New York 
doctor concludes there’s a distinction be
tween the pain itself and a man’s reaction 
to it. A Chinese or Eskimo may just grit 
his teeth while an American will scream 
with a similar pain. We all have a pain

“ceiling,” and once we’ve reached the ex
cruciating maximum, the pain remains 
constant. In hospitals, patients seem to 
complain of post-operative pains after 
chest and abdominal surgery. Few gripe 
about pain after an operation on the head 
and neck, hand, wrist, a skin graft, bum 
dressing or amputation.

HOW’S YOUR DENTALITY?—Your 
toothache may be only psychosomatic. 
That is, your cavities and the general con
dition of your teeth depend on your type 
of personality, according to a New Jersey 
dental researcher. Studies on naval cadets 
and retrainees indicate that men with good 
sound teeth tend to have a “heterono-

mous” personality—they’re anxious, hos
tile, rigid, dependent on others and in
clined to worry about their health. They 
have regular medical and dental check
ups and little tooth trouble. On the other 
hand, men with lots of cavities have an 
“autonomous” personality—the responsi
ble, intellectual type. Like the absent- 
minded professor, they forget to brush 
their teeth, fail to see a dentist or keep 
appointments with him.

-------------------------  H -------------------------

TREAT-IT-YOURSELF—Men with high 
blood pressure will find it much easier to 
control their condition by using a stand
ard blood-pressure gadget at home. These 
patieiits, says a Michigan specialist, can 
be taught to read their own blood pressure 
and adjust dosage of drugs properly. Be
sides being convenient and economical, by 
cutting down many trips to the doctor’s 
office, the method gives the patient a 
chance to share the responsibility for look
ing after himself and to learn to live 
within his capacities. Anxiety about visit
ing a hospital or doctor often shoots up a 
man’s blood pressure. So does the custom
ary air of secrecy about a blood-pressure 
reading. Taking his own at home should 
have great psychological advantages.
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"I Got My Start in Music 
This TEACH-YOURSEUF’ Way’

In mualo with 
ad notes and play 
school did so mud

I got my 
It Is to learn 
wayl In *»«*» two daughters.

...says famous orchestra leader

LAWRENCE W ELK
Television Star of 

"The Lawrence W elk Show”
[MONDAY AND SATURDAY EVENINGS-ABC-TV ]

You, Too, Can Ploy Your favorite Instrument — 
Even If You Don't Know a Single Note of Music 

Nowl Start Right Out Playing Real Pieces by NOTE. 
No Private Teacher or Special "Talent" Needed.

FROM FARM TO FAME. Above are Lawrence Welk and his 
famous “Champagne Music" orchestra of TV fame. When Welk 
was a farm lad, a U. S. School of Music Course taught him to 
read and play music in his spare time.

And H ere 's  W ha t O th e r S tuden ts Sa y

Q
X

Ugh School Boy 
Loams Very 

Quickly
“Couldn’t play a 

note. Now play at 
p a rtie s . All my 

■friends were sur
prised and asked me how 1 
learned so quickly." -Bobby 
Smith, Grove Hill, Ala.

•'How Happy 
I Am"

"H ow happy I 
am. I play for par
tie s . e n ter ta in 
ments. Never once 
thought I would 
be able to  play  th e  p iano. 
Thanks a m il lio n !”  —Cora 
Franklin Duke, Bumpass, Va.

Excels Friend 
Who Has 

Teacher
"I didn’t know a 

note. Now I play 
Ifor p a r t i e s .  A 
'friend (taking les

sons from private teacher same 
length of time) is still doing 
simple exercises.” —Marie Van 
Hulle, Manitoba. Canada.

"Friends Were 
Amazed"

"Didn’t know a 
note on piano. In 
a s h o r t  t im e  I 
could play simple 
hym ns. Friends 
were amazed. Now entertain at 
parties, play at church.” — 
Samuel Moses, Mt. Vernon, 
Tenn.

W HY are you cheating yourself of the 
thrills of playing your favorite instru

ment? You think it’s "too hard” to teach 
yourself? You can’t afford private lessons? 
The nearest teacher is too far away? It 
would take "too long” to learn? You lack 
"special talent” ?

Over 900,000 people have found a simple 
answer to these common difficulties. One of 
them was a North Dakota farm boy named 
Lawrence Welk. Early in life he showed a 
great love of music, and by 13 had learned to 
play his father’s old "squeeze box” by ear. 
Then, after years of hard farm labor, came the 
wonderful day when he was rewarded with a 
modern accordion. He enrolled in the home 
study Accordion Course of the U. S. School 
of Music and was soon playing real music by 
note. Thus he started on the road that led to 
fame and a dazzling career, climaxed by the 
present triumph of Lawrence Welk and his 
"Champagne Music” on ABC-TV.
W hat Can P la y in g  M usic Do fo r  YOU?

Of course, you may simply want to learn to 
play for the sheer joy of it. The thrill of 
"pouring out your heart” in mu
sic. The fun of entertaining your 
friends—of being invited to play i 
at gay parties, dances, and socials, |  
where you meet interesting peo- j 
pie, build your self-confidence.
The pleasures of appreciating 
music more.

Regardless of what YOU want out of music, 
here’s the quick easy way to get it! In just a 
few weeks, you can be playing REAL MUSIC 
on the piano, accordion, guitar, saxophone, 
or whatever your favorite instrument may be. 
Not by any "trick” method. But actually 
reading and playing real sheet music — so 
easily and confidently that your friends will 
be amazed! They will suspect that you’ve 
"known how” for years.

En jo y  A ll These A dva n ta g es
You learn-by-playing. No boring scales and 

exercises. Lessons consist of delightful songs, 
hymns, waltzes, etc., with simple how-to-play- 
it directions and large clear pictures. Learn 
right in the privacy of your own home, in any 
spare time you choose. This easy do-it-yourself 
way spares you the inconvenience and per
sonality problems of having a private teacher 
—and costs only about a TENTH as much. No 
special "talent” or previous knowledge of 
music needed. Everything is so clearly ex

p lained—so easy to understand—even young
sters "catch on” right away. Whole family 
can learn for price of one. Mail coupon now.

MUSIC 1H YOUR CWM HOUt

f t
v

Mail Coupon for FREE BOOK
page FREE BOOK. No obligation, 
no salesman will call on you. It 
can mean so much to you for the 
rest of yqur entire life—if you will 
mail the coupon TODAY! U. S. 
SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio 
A92. Port Washington. N. Y. 
Reduced prices on instruments to 
our students.

Let us SHOW you why our way 
to learn music is so EASY—and 
so much fun ! See why our method 
has been so successful for 59 years. 
Read actual letters from our stu
dents, many of whom never 
dreamed they could play until we 
showed them how. Mail the 
coupon for our valuable 3<5-

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
Studio A92.< Port Washington, N. Y.

I am Interested In learning to play, particularly the In
strument checked below. Please send me your free Illus
trated booklet, “How to Learn Music at Home.” NO 
SALESMAN IS TO CALL UPON ME.
□  P i«
□  Guitar
□  Steel Guitar
□  Violin
□  Piano Accordion
□  Saxophone
□  Trumpet, Comet

□  Pipe, Hammond, 
Reed Organ

□  Tenor Banjo
□  Ukulele 
[3 Clarinet 
3  Trombone
□  Flute

□  Piccolo
□ r  ‘

Harmony 
0  Mandolin 
□  Practical Finger 

Control
Do you have the Instrument?...

(Please Print Carefully)

(Insert Zone Number, If Any)
J  CHEC K HER E for Booklet A If you are under 18 years.



Learn at Home to Fix
Electrical Appliances

To build a better future, get into a field where 
there’s much important work and the security that 
comes from knowing a good trade. Servicing elec
trical appliances offers that OPPORTUNITY. 
Every wired home has an average of 8 electrical 
appliances. Up to 10 million new appliances are 
sold every year and owners pay well to keep them 
in repair. That’s making a fast-growing need for 
trained men.

Start Soon to Earn $3, $4, $5 an HoHr 
Extra in Your Spare Tine

Start soon to fix electric toasters, clocks, fans, vac
uum cleaners and other appliances for neighbors 
and friends. Work in your basement, garage or 
spare room. Pick up $3 to $5 an hour extra that way. 
It’s easy to increase your earning power—to pay 
for this training many times over with your spare 
time earnings.

Learn and Earn with Multi-Use Tester 
Built with Parts We Send

This course includes the parts to build a portable, 
sturdy Appliance Tester that helps you locate elec
trical defects quickly and easily. You use it to 
learn and do actual electrical appliance repair

jobs. If you want better pay, learn this good trade. 
No need to give up your present job. You can train 
at home in your spare time for only $2.50 down and 
$5.00 a month. A small price to pay for increased 
earnings, a more secure future. Paste coupon be
low on a 2$ postal or mail in envelope for free book 
and sample lesson. Address National Radio Insti
tute, Dept. G1B7, Washington 9, D.C.

2c TO MAIL THIS
COUPON M A Y START 

YOU TO SUCCESS

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE
Dept. G1B7, W ashington 9, D. C.
Please send me Electric Appliance Training lesson and book free. 
(No salesman will call.)
Name..........................................................................
Address.
City. ............ ........................................... Z o n e . . . .  State.............

APPROVED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL
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A young girl was taking a swim in a 
secluded lake. Suddenly she noticed a 
young boy sitting on the bank watching 
her with great big eyes. She shouted at 
him to leave. Instead, he picked up her 
clothes and began tying knots in them. 
She swam to the bank, grabbed an old 
tub as a shield and advanced angrily on 
the boy. “Young man,” she shouted, “do 
you know what I ’m thinking?”

“Sure do, lady,” the kid replied. “You’re 
thinking there’s a bottom in that old tub.”

•  •  •

Two women were sitting in a bar and 
grill. One turned and said to the other: 
“If I ’m not in bed by ten o’clock, I ’m 
going home.”

•  •  •

“Comrade Speaker,” he said, “there’s 
just one thing I want to know. What hap
pens to my unemployment compensa
tion checks when we overthrow the gov
ernment?”

Mrs. Tracy, busy cleaning in another 
part of the house, heard the kitchen door 
slam. Thinking it was her young son, she 
called out: “I ’m in the living room, dar
ling. I ’ve been waiting for you!”

There was silence for a few moments, 
then a strange voice faltered: “I ’m sorry, 
lady. But I ain’t your regular milkman.”

The boy friend invited his sweet and 
lovely up to his apartment to see his 
etchings. When they arrived at the apart
ment, she was surprised to see no etch
ings. In fact, to her amazement, she dis
covered he had no chairs or any furniture 
at all. She was floored.

•  •  •

A traveling salesman was about to check 
into a hotel at Key West, Florida, when 
he noticed a most charming bit of pulchri
tude giving him the eye. In a very casual 
manner, he walked over and spoke to her 
as if he had known her for years. Both 
walked back to the desk and registered 
as Mr. and Mrs.

After a two-day stay,, he checked out 
and was handed a bill for $350. He looked 
at it and protested. “There must be some 
mistake,” he said, “I ’ve only been here 
for two days.”

“I know,” said the clerk, “but your 
wife has been here for two months.”

•  •  •

The trouble with most newly married 
girls is their lack of understanding of their 
husband’s salaries. The way they handle 
the budget, usually there’s too much 
month left over at the end of the money!

During the hunting season a couple ot 
Alabama deer hunters were rather disap
pointed to find that their favorite guide 
had deserted them for some visiting fish
erman instead. “What’s the matter? Don’t 
you like hunters?” asked one of them.

“Like ’em first rate.”
“Do fishermen pay more?”
“Nope,” the guide admitted.
“Then what’s the idea of taking up 

with them?”
“Friend,” the woodsman replied, “I 

just got plumb tired of being shot at for 
a deer. So fur, ain’t nobody mistook me 
for a fish.”

•  •  •

Not long ago a business executive 
passed away and his widow was inconsol
able. She cried for a week without stop
ping. Then a lawyer appeared with a 
check from the insurance company. She 
stole a look at the amount—$75,000— 
sighed, and with a tear in each eye said 
soulfully, “Believe me, but I ’d give $25,000 
of this to have him back!”

•  •  •
There are lots of couples who don’t pet 

in parked cars. The woods are full of 
them.

___________/

"I think you're bluffing, Sam. I'll see you."

T hink  you can top the ed itors sense of humor? ITs worth a fresh five-spot if  you can. Send your favorite gags to 
M ALE, 655 Madison Avenue, New York 21, N. Y . No lim it on the number of submissions, but sorry, no returns, either. I



Candy rang the doorbell, then was suddenly 
pulled into the room full of 

leather-jacketed toughs.



the BLONDE who
runs the syndicate

She was a thrill-seeking wildcat who busted out of H ell’s Kitchen

to parlay a beautiful body and a 1 5 0 IQ into a million-dollar racket.

By RICHARD E. W HITE
Illustrated by Charles Copriano

► In another three weeks taffy-haired 
Candy Collins marks her tenth anni
versary. Only she’s not sure whether 
she should celebrate, or just go some
where and cry. Because for the last 
nine years and 49 weeks she has been: 
(a) a prostitute; and (b) a madam.

Candy isn’t proud of it. But neither

is she ashamed of it. She’s used to it.
She won’t celebrate with a frosty 

candle-crowned layer cake. She’ll prob
ably just sit at the long low walnut and 
chrome desk in her air-cooled office 
with its thick rugs and polished wood 
paneling. And she’ll think back to the 
sweltering (Continued on page 56)
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In one gigantic explosion, every gun on the front opened up and pumped a blanket of steel into the hidden Red army.
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It was a hell o f a way to treat an experienced platoon leader. 

They had me playing footsie with the N orth Korean ack-ack boys.



blood
bath
for
the 17th

The Sabre jets shrieked in, adding their deadly rockets to the artillery barrage.

By CAPTAIN RUSSELL G. ARTHUR, USA

^ It wasn’t that I was gung-ho, or eager to get my head 
blown off. It was just that I ’d served as a platoon leader 
with the paratroops during World War Two and was an 
experienced combat officer. So I couldn’t see that the job 
they gave me when I got to Korea made any sense.

“You’ll be the divisional photo interpreter,” the Seventh 
Div’s G-l told me when I reported for assignment in 
March, 1953.

“Photo interpreter?” I howled. “My God, sir! I ’m an 
infantry officer—a company commander!”

The G-l was a light colonel. He glanced up at me, let 
his eyes travel significantly to the railroad tracks on my 
collar—and then looked away. I ’d been in the Army long 
enough to know that meant the interview was over and 
the issue settled. And not in my favor.

All my moaning and complaining failed to help. Instead 
of being given command of a company, I was handed 
several sets of stereoscope glasses—and ordered to in
terpret.

Oh, I knew what I was doing—more or less. I ’d taken 
several courses in aerial photography and photo inter
pretation. I ’d even done a little of each in the years fol
lowing V-J Day. But I didn’t like it, especially not after

the Chinese launched the first of a series of heavy attacks 
against the Seventh Division.

“You’re flying at 0600,” the Division Air Officer in
formed me.

The dawn was cold and gray at 0600. My jeep pulled 
up at the airstrip and I stumbled across the field to the 
operation shack. Two L-19’s—unarmed, light, single- 
engined monoplanes—were warming up on the apron.

“Okay, captain,” a second john yelled to me above the 
racket of the engines. “You ride that one. The cameraman 
goes in the other.”

The pilot of my ship waited only until I was in my 
seat and had the safety belt secured. Then he revved the 
engine and the plane shot off the strip.

The rising sun was burning off the morning mist. The 
white stuff lay shrouding the valleys in rapidly thinning 
patches.

We were over the front within a few minutes. There 
wasn’t much going on. A few desultory rounds of artillery 
fire kicked holes in the hills here and there. Otherwise, 
there was little to show there was anyone alive in the 
sharply-etched trenches running along the slopes and 
summits of the hills. (Continued on page 48)
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AARON
STERN’S

I climbed into the tree and tried

For two years I lived like an 

animal; hiding in holes, eat

ing berries and filthy bark. 

I sometimes thought a bullet 

in the head would be better.

as told to KEVIN JONES
Illustrated by Lou Marchetti

► I lay there in the hole. I t was a 
dank, frozen hole, clawed out of the 
black, unyielding earth by my des
perate hands, and it stunk of my 
filth. I  twisted on the mess of rags 
that crawled with lice and I looked 
up at the thatched fir bows that I 
called a roof. I was dying of starva
tion.

The anxiety to live is an amazing 
thing. So many times I  had been close 
to death; so many times I  had wished 
that death would claim me. And so 
many times I had died in my own 
mind.

But now I didn’t want to die. I 
would fight it until the end. I  rolled 
over and pushed myself up on one 
elbow. I  felt the strain in tie  quick
ened beat of my heart. I  also felt the 
pounding throb. The infection had 
made a hideous blue and bulging 
thing of my leg and the fever burned.

In my delirium I had thought of 
seizing my knife and ripping the sick
ened leg to the bone. And I had seen 
myself elated because of this violent 
victory over torment.

That was it. Victory. To win over 
something. For years now there had 
been nothing but defeat. There had 
been nothing except running away, 
always being hunted, trusting no one, 
suspecting everyone, being surround
ed by the enemy.

More than ever then, as I crawled 
for the snowed-in opening to the hole, 
was I  aware of the enemies that 
stalked the forest. There were the 
wild dogs who would rip you to 
pieces in a matter of seconds. Then 
there were the cunning, cruel men of 
the Gestapo, the local spies who would 
sell a man’s (Continued on page 70)



For five sweaty months, I ruled like a king. But I had 

to conquer a wilderness full of spear-throwing Indians, 

knife-happy natives, and over-sexed pagan women.

Our trouble included one man speared, another drowned, and grinning natives who stole everything in sight.

MY 50 MILES 
OF JUNGLE

By JACK MacDONALD

► The big trouble on my Costa Rican road construction job began when 
a little guy named Carlos Esterlita rode into the work camp on a 
donkey early on January 7, 1956. I wasn’t surprised to see him, and 
when he got off his donkey in froitt of my tent, I stepped out.

“Which one,” he asked, without even saying hello, “is the man 
called Dutch Krueger?”

“I know why you want him,” I  said, “but I ’d rather have you talk 
to me instead. Come in and have a beer.”

He shrugged. He was in no hurry. He’d talk to him later. But he 
would talk to him.

While he was drinking his beer, he said quietly, “You know this 
Krueger has been with my sister?”

I nodded.
“And you know he has forced her to sin with him?”
I nodded again just to be agreeable. Whether Dutch had forced her 

or not was a matter open to debate, for we all knew Rosa had sinned 
with lots of men. I could have told him what could he expect from a 
sister who is a bum, but you don’t go kicking a guy in the teeth like 
that. Carlos knew she was a bum anyway, and would take care of her 
himself. But in the meantime, whether Rosa was wrong or not, the 
family honor had to be defended. I could understand this vicious 
pride, so I agreed with him completely and tried to talk him out of 
going after Dutch. Dutch was a damned good (Continued on page 76)
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When the native women moved in on us, my men got ugly and threatened to mutiny if I didn't let them stay.
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BOOK BONUSCALL
GIRL
BAIT
He made war on the rats and they 

swore they would see him hang—  

even if they had to kill the most 

beautiful blonde in town to do it.

By M. E. CHABER
Illu stra ted  by Rudy N ap p i

► The man who came in on the airliner at the 
International Airport was early. But he 
wanted to arrive before he was expected; to 
wander around and feel the city before it 
knew he was there. He checked his bags at 
the airport and took a cab to Aragon C ity.

He went from bar to bar, from club to 
club. In each he had one drink. Brandy and 
water.

By midnight the only evidence of the 
brandies was the warmth under his belt. And 
he knew Aragon C ity  for what she was. He 

CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGEh
I sat on the bed, smoking and watch
ing her. It was like living in a fantasy.



C A LL G IR L  B A IT
continued

could feel her lack of roots, the violence that bub
bled just beneath the surface.

He walked into a small, dimly lit club on Por- 
tola. He sensed a difference as he walked to the bar. 
Everyone there was better dressed than in the bars 
he’d visited earlier—sleeker, more enameled.

He ordered his drink and became aware of the 
woman who sat next to him at the bar. Her per
fume reached out to tug at his senses. He took a 
quick look. Evening dress. Plunging neckline. Mink 
stole. Careful blonde hair. Her face was familiar. 
He searched his memory and found the face staring 
out from a movie screen. He turned back to his 
drink.

Later he knew she was examining him. He looked 
at her. She stared back at him. There was excite
ment in her eyes. And something else.

It was after one when he left the club with her. 
She handed him her car keys and pointed out the 
convertible. In the car she leaned against his shoul
der, occasionally calling out directions in a sleepy 
voice.

It was a small estate in the residential section of 
Aragon City. They left the car beneath the car 
porch. He unlocked the door with the key and fol
lowed her in.

In the modern living room, she tossed her hand
bag on a chair and turned to him, holding her arms 
out in drunken gravity.

“Put me to bed,” she said simply. She swayed 
toward him.

He picked up her limp form and carried her out 
into the foyer. After a couple of wrong guesses, he 
found the bedroom. He paused uncertainly, then 
deposited her on the bed. She sagged back on the 
cover, her eyes closed.

He dropped to one knee and removed her clothes. 
Then he turned to look at her. He let his breath out 
slowly. It was a well-cared-for body, delicately 
curved, the legs strong and shapely.

He pulled the covers down beneath her so that 
she rested on the sheets. She still seemed submerged 
in a drunken sleep, but he was suddenly aware that 
her breathing was too deep and rapid. A panel of 
light was across her face and he saw the quiver of 
a curled eyelash against her cheek.

Anger stirred within him as he stood up. A mo
ment later, savagely, he turned back toward her.

Outside, the tempo of the storm picked up with 
a sullen fury.

Here and there a sleeper stirred uneasily, but the 
honest citizens of Aragon City slept on, unaware 
that the storm was ravishing their city.

I WAS DUE in Aragon City at eight that night.
On Flight 324 from Denver. I  had another 

brandy and water in a bar on Third Street and got 
in a cab. It was a quarter to eight when I got to the 
International Airport.

The girl a t the desk said that Flight 324 was on 
time. I lit a cigarette and took a quick look around 
the waiting room. There were a lot of people but 
nobody who looked like they belonged on a com
mittee. Then the PA system came to life.

“Mr. Milo March, there is a telephone call for 
you in booth three next to the United Airlines 
counter.”

I  grinned and ducked out, taking the under
ground passage to the gates. The phone call meant 
that they hadn’t bothered to ask if the plane was 
in or that they suspected I was there early. Not 
that it made any difference. But I was still going to 
make it look like I came in on the right flight.

After a while the big transport lumbered off the 
strip and wheeled around with one wing pointing at 
the gates. When the passengers came off, I walked 
along with them into the waiting room.

I didn’t  have to wait long. “Mr. Milo March,” 
the girl’s voice said over the loudspeaker, “there is 
a telephone call for you in booth three next to the 
United Airlines counter.”

I walked over to the booth and took the receiver 
from the hook. “Milo March,” I said.

“Just a minute, sir,” the operator said. I  waited.
“Milo March?” a new voice asked. It was a  man 

with a salad voice. Crisp.
“Yeah,” I said and waited some more.
“This is Willis—chairman of the committee. Did 

you just get in?”
“Isn’t this when I was due?” I countered. I 

grinned, remembering the twenty-four hours I ’d al
ready spent in Aragon City.

“Of course, of course,” he said hastily. “We were 
going to meet you, March, but thought better of it. 
Will you come straight here? The address is three- 
two-two Loma Vista Boulevard. The third floor.”

“Okay,” I said and hung up. I reclaimed the stuff 
I ’d checked the night before and went out and got 
a cab. I  gave the driver the address and leaned back 
in the seat.

I already had an idea what it was going to be like.

When we were alone, she threw her coat on the chair 
and swayed forward, holding her arms out drunkenly.



He swung and I waited until the last possible moment, 
then ducked. His fist crunched as it split the plaster.

You get feelings like that some days. This was going 
to be a job that could be summed up with one word.
Messy.

Two weeks before this Willis had gotten in touch 
with me by long-distance phone. First he’d told me 
who he was. Linn Willis. Sometimes consulting en
gineer to the Air Force. Owner of the Willis Aircraft 
Corporation in Aragon City, California. Owner of 
the Aragon City News. A big shot. Then he added 
that he was Chairman of the Aragon City Civic 
Betterment Committee. I  could already smell the 
next step.

Aragon City was steeped in crime—that was his 
word, steeped—and they wanted a competent in
vestigator to prepare a report for the Civic Better
ment Committee. I had been highly recommended 
to the committee. They wanted to hire me.

The cab pulled up in front of the building on 
Loma Vista Boulevard. I paid the driver and lugged 
my two suitcases into the building with me.

If the reception room on the third floor was any 
indication, the Civic Betterment Committee couldn’t 
do much better by itself. The rugs were soft and 
the lights were softer. The furniture was so modem 
you began to feel old-fashioned the minute you 
looked at it. Then you looked at the receptionist 
and forgot the place even had furniture. She had red 
hair and it looked real.

She was giving me a fast inventory too and when 
her eyes met mine I could tell that she knew what 
I was going to say. So I didn’t say it.

“Some joint you got here,” I said casually.
“Joint?” she said.
“Yeah.” I took another look around the room 

and then brought my gaze back where it belonged. 
“This is the hotel, isn’t it?”

“This,” she said coldly, “is the Aragon City Civic 
Betterment Committee.”

“Honey, they couldn’t do better than you,” I 
said. I grinned at her. “If this isn’t a hotel, maybe 
they’ve got some rooms for rent where you live.”

She laughed. It was a nice laugh. While I was

enjoying it, I  moved over and sat on the edge of 
her desk.

The door in back of her opened and we both 
looked up. The man in the doorway was maybe fifty 
and looked like he had a million for every year of it.

“Miss Carr,” he said and it was the same lettuce 
voice I ’d heard on the phone, “you will show Mr. 
March in the minute he arrives?”

“Of course, Mr. Willis,” she said. She took an
other fast look at me. I t was obvious that she felt 
she had to make some explanation about me. “This 
gentleman—” she began.

“Hold it, honey,” I said. I slid off the desk and 
waited until he looked at me too. “I ’m Milo March. 
I was just getting ready to tell Miss Carr who I was 
when you came in.”

“Oh, was that what you were doing,” he said. 
“Well, we’re waiting for you, March.”

“I know,” I said. We played the waiting game 
again, then he turned and led the way into the next 
room. I winked at the receptionist and followed.

There were six other people seated around a big 
table in the room. It looked like a conference. But 
I saw one of them before any of the others. She was 
wearing a different perfume today. And a tailored 
suit instead of an evening dress. But it was the 
same careful blonde hair.

Willis had already paused beside her chair. “Mr. 
March, Miss Vega Russell,” he said. “Miss Russell 
is very civic-minded, but she is perhaps better 
known as a star of the screen.”

“How do you do, Mr. March,” she said in a 
starched voice.

“I ’ve seen Miss Russell before,” I said, not both
ering to mention that it had been the night before. 
But I was thinking about it. Long ago I ’d come to 
the conclusion that there are no accidents—that’s 
why I never have any.

But Willis was leading me along to the next 
person. Another woman. This one was old. Very 
old, by the testimony of the wrinkles on her face. 
But her eyes were young and she sat more erect 
than anyone in the room.

“And this is Miss Elizabeth Saxon,” Willis was 
saying. “She is Aragon City’s oldest citizen and 
has long taken a most active interest in civic 
affairs.” Something about his voice made me think 
that Linn Willis didn’t  much like Miss Saxon.

She looked at me with those young-old eyes and 
snorted. “Well,” she said, “at least you look rela
tively honest. I  suppose one can’t ask for more.”

I decided that Miss Saxon and I would get along.
Willis took me around the table, introducing me 

to the others. George Stern. A lawyer. Middle-aged 
and fat. Donald Reid. A banker. He shook hands 
as if he suspected you wouldn’t give his hand back. 
Sherman Marshall. Commissioner of Parks for Ara
gon City. A man who was always looking for votes. 
Dr. David Jilton. Young but with a permanent 
bedside manner. And if you could believe Willis 
all of them were so civic-minded they were about 
to burst with it.

When I ’d been introduced, we all sat around 
the table looking important.

“We,” Linn Willis finally said, “are pretty much 
in agreement that you’re the man we want, March, 
and—”

“Just a minute,” I said. “You may be in agree
ment, but I ’m not. First, why do you want to hire 
me?” (Continued on page 86)
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'Four kings," Farouk said, but when he laid down his cards,

From Montreal to Monte Carlo, he’s made 

and lost a hundred fortunes. And wher

ever he goes, he remains a man of mys

tery— even to the women in his life. 

By H. M. PIPER
Illustrated by Bob Schulz

► it  was at Cannes in the summer of 1951 that cor
pulent King Farouk of Egypt was doing as badly 
at poker as he had done at ruling his sandy little 
kingdom. A dapper little man with four tens had 
just clipped him for 400,000 French francs, and 
though this made little difference to the king’s bank 
account, he was seething in anger because the clip
per was a commoner.

“Another hand, your majesty?” The little man 
asked.



“Of course.”
The cards flipped out. Both men bet and raised. 

The hands were finally called at 15 million francs 
(about $43,000).

“A flush,” the little man said.
“I beat you with four kings,” Farouk snapped.
The cards were put down, and the little man 

brushed his mustache and smiled.
“Come now, your majesty. Play seriously. Of 

course four kings can beat my flush, but I see only

three kings showing there. Where is the fourth?” 
“The fourth,” said Farouk, puffing himself up 

like a sail full of wind, “is me.”
The man chuckled politely at the feeble attempt 

to pull rank. “I ’m sorry,” he said, “but the only 
man who is king in poker is the man with the high 
cards. I ’m afraid my flush is even more royal than 
your royal personage.”

The money went into the little commoner’s hands, 
as it had many times since (Continued on page 50)
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Later on, we Figured we'd dump the blonde into the water with the croc so she could make like Sheena the Jungle Girl.

the D a y  H ollyw ood

We had a croc in our waterhole, a 

hunter who couldn’t shoot, and a 

game warden on our back. It was 

time to call out the sexy dames.

By C. RAY STAHL

► I could see we weren’t going to make it. Johnny 
Lawrence was tramping the accelerator. The Dodge 
gave it everything she had. And on the opposite 
flank of the buffalo herd Alan Tarlton was coaxing 
the last bit of speed out of his hunting car. But as 
usual the buffalo were running for cover with too 
much of a head start. It was a good bet they would 
escape into the bush before we could cut them off.

This had been going on for three frustrating 
weeks. Every day we searched the game plains for 
Cape buffalo. Spotting a herd, we would close in 
cautiously, trying not to spook the brutes. We 
weren’t going to harm them. All we wanted were

26



some motion picture shots of their ugly faces. All 
we’d got were monotonous views of retreating buf
falo behinds.

That final sprint was the part I feared and hated. 
That mad dash across the rough terrain with 
reckless disrgeard for life and limb and about ten 
thousand dollars worth of camera equipment. The 
Dodge would steamroller trees that looked to me 
like they were big enough to wreck the car. But 
Lawrence had proved an infallible judge of which 
was going to give.

Yet we never got off free. Our camp was littered 
with mangled tires, broken springs and shattered 
axles. Not to mention battered, bruised and punc
tured humans.

Suddenly a tremendous crash blotted out those 
minor complaints. Lawrence gave a mighty twist of 
the wheel; the car slewed sideways! Somehow the 
rear end missed the pitfall. Then he straightened 
out and braked to a stop.

Everyone knew the score: another wart hog hole. 
We had hit them before.

We sat there limp and despondent, gingerly 
plucking thorns from tender places, while Johnny 
got out and assessed the damage. Probably another 
axle ruined, from the sound of it. And another day 
shot to hell. Even then the buffalo were lumbering 
into the bush as Tarlton, seeing our plight, came 
over to lend a hand.

SOP in such a situation was for everyone to 
unload and pile in with Alan. He would drive us 
back to camp, pick up the mechanics, and return 
to help Lawrence make the repairs. I got out. Just 
inside the outer fringe of the thicket I  saw a mon
strous hulk—one of the buff. Standing there, 20 
yards away, perfectly motionless. Looking us over. 
And laughing himself to death, most likely.

I didn’t have to warn Lawrence. He had already

seen the brute and propped his .470 double against 
the fender just in case. We left him there.

When we got back to our camp by the Mara 
River, Arthur St. Eggers was just setting out with 
his shotgun. Arthur was a character. Square of 
face and body with reddish hair and complexion 
and a moustache to match. An apprentice hunter 
by accident—literally.

Around Nairobi Arthur had quite a reputation. 
As a screwball. “Flat out—all the way,” he loved to 
boast—and to drive. So it was hardly surprising 
that Arthur one day splattered himself and his MG 
all over the landscape.

W'hen he got out of the hospital with a recon
structed leg and a fat insurance settlement, Arthur 
used the proceeds to buy a hunting car. It was a 
valuable asset. As I ’ve indicated, chasing animals 
on the game plains is rough on a vehicle. Any mo
tion picture safari should have at least four of five 
hunting cars because there will always be one or two 
on the blocks and spare parts are in short supply. 
Thus, Arthur had no trouble renting his car and 
himself for our safari.

He loved to hunt but as camp manager he was 
mainly limited to supervising our SO safari boys. 
Lawrence and Tarlton did most of the shooting for 
the pot. So late each afternoon Arthur would trudge 
out in search of variety.

Down there in the Masai were little green pigeons 
by the thousands. Very tasty eating. They were 
Arthur’s favorite target. But Arthur couldn’t  hit a 
bull elephant in the behind with a bass fiddle. The 
pigeons must have liked it that way.

Boom! Boom! We sat in the mess tent and 
listened to the reverberating concussions a few 
hundred yards down river. A moment later a 
massive swarm of pigeons swept low overhead, 
temporarily blotting out (Continued on page 79)

loused Up Africa

Wo kept cranking our camera as the herd chased Arthur, and when he ran for a tree, the animals ran after him.





He stared at her, brushed up against 

her, followed her wherever she went. 

He could probably slug her and she’d 

never be able to identify him. He was

mr. n ob od y
By WENZELL BROWN

Illustrated bv Samson Pollen

James Harris sat bolt upright 
in the rocking subway train. He 

|M|rk n s ttfw ( was squeezed in so tightly be- 
tween the fat man on his right 
and the woman reading a news

paper on his left, that he couldn’t have leaned 
back even if he’d wanted to. This was the way 
he liked it. There was nothing to interfere with 
his watching the woman.

She was sitting halfway down the car on the 
opposite side, her purse and four or five pack
ages piled on her lap. She was a dish, Harris 
thought, a real prize-winning baby, the kind 
who wouldn’t give a guy like him as much as 
the time of day.

The thought made him angry. This dame had 
everything— looks, money, fame of a sort. And 
what did Harris have? Nothing. He wet his lips 
with the tip of his tongue and let his anger rise 
up against her. If things went right this after
noon, he’d more than ( C o n tin u ed  on page 44)

He squeezed in beside the fat man 
and ogled the girl over the 

top of his newspaper.
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The mouth of the great floe seemed to expand as we shot into it. There was a 

grating jolt, and we jammed to a stop against the walls. We were buried alive!



We strained our guts on the oars and towed the ship through the ice inch by inch until the cold drove us inside.

By GERALD MADRONES

► “Deck crew—topside!” the Old Man’s voice 
boomed over the intercom. We hit the companion- 
ways on the run. The first sight of the surrounding 
seas was frightening. The vast body of water off 
the frozen continent was crammed with huge floes 
—building up great ice ridges as high as 100 feet 
or more. And beyond the SS Burleigh, about a 
mile to larboard, stood an immense berg, a minor 
mountain of drifting ice . . .

The storm from the southwest, harsh, blister
ing, continuous for four days from the eighth of 
July, had brought on the first signs of the white 
freeze. I t was the time of the year when the 
currents around Cape Horn are the most treach
erous, when the ice drift from the polar cap is 
driven heavily north. The 4,200-ton British cargo 
vessel was being swept into the Weddel Sea.

Manuevering north by northwest in an attempt 
to skirt the wind, Captain Carl Tedden, 26 years 
a full master, gave the vessel full head. At one 
a , m . of July 13th, the SS Burleigh was at 57 
degrees longitude 12 degrees latitude. And eight 
hours later, the ship’s bearing was 52 degrees 
longitude 18 degrees latitude. We had been driven 
115 miles backwards!

The vessel was in immediate danger of having 
her bottom ripped open when the captain sum
moned us. Now, in a desperate effort to get into 
clear water, he heeled the Burleigh on a straight 
course for the moving berg! Deep under-sea 
turbulence around the gigantic ice mass kept 
the waters open. With a running start, under full 
power, the vessel might be able to bull its way 
through from that point. The alternative—was 
the fatal possibility of being frozen in for the 
full cycle of 11 months before the summer thaw.

The approach was torturously slow. Lookouts 
were doubled on the bow and stern, boat deck 
port and starboard, before and aft of the mid-ship 
housing. We leaned over the sides, eyeing the

movement of the ice and relaying warnings of 
protruding spurs to the captain on the flying 
bridge. The closing mass rushed against the hull 
with a noise like the scraping whine of a boxcar 
making a turn on wet rails.

For three hours we were deadlocked. Then, 
at sometime after 11 a .m ., a giant floe to star
board collided with something underneath and 
split wide open with a cannonading boom. Those 
of us on deck opened our mouths against the 
terrific suction in the eardrums. But the Burleigh 
was edging into the water around the berg . . .

Eight hundred feet high, the glazed mammoth 
hill of ice rose up in two sections. One, pyramidal 
and relatively smooth on the two sides visible to 
us as we closed in. The far side of the berg, the 
section we would have to break away from, resem
bled a mountain. And from midway to below the 
waterline, a vast, hollow cavern opened like a 
gaping wound.

The Burleigh moved in a wide arc around the 
berg, less than 80 yards from it at its closest 
point. Soundings were taken constantly. A sud
den projection below the surface could split us 
wide open.

The vessel was making progress but it did not 
seem to be moving at all! Then we realized what 
was happening. The currents, swift and treach
erous, were spinning the berg around! It was like 
two separate bodies were traveling independent 
courses in the same orbit. Suddenly the ship was 
heading directly into the berg: 70 yards . . .  60 
yards . . .  50 yards . . . .

I was on the boat deck and I bolted for the 
wheelhouse. Wesbord, the first mate, was at the 
helm. He had seen the danger and the Old Man 
had ordered him to “Kill all engines!” But with 
power cut, the Burleigh continued closing with 
the berg.

The mountain of ice (Continued on page 82)
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By MAJOR JOHN WRIGHT 
CHIEF OF DETECTIVES. RICHMOND, VA.

Illustrated by John Leone

They were mad dog killers, and 

after their Richmond City Jail 

caper, every cop in the East was 

hoping they’d cross his sights.

^ George Kauffman was dead, taken for a 
ride by his pals in Pittsburgh. George Phil
lips was dead too—under machine guns 
held in the avenging hands of Washington 
police officers. And Walter Legenza and 
Bob Mais were as good as dead—or so we 
thought.

They were locked in a little cell in the 
Richmond City Jail. Guards patrolled the 
corridor in front of their cell door. Other 
guards swarmed through the passages and 
administration rooms of the jail, and still 
other special guards paced the sidewalks 
around the jail.

They were the last of the Tri-State Gang 
—which we preferred to call “Richmond’s 
Bloody Bunch.”

Murder was their meat, kidnapping their 
sport, bank robbery their diversion, payroll 
lifting their play, and hijacking their 
hobby. But all that was over now. We 
had convicted them of murder. Standing in 
Hustings Court they had heard a jury 
announce its verdict: “Guilty.” And they 
had heard Judge John L. Ingram pronounce 
sentence: “Death.”

Now the two were waiting only to be 
transferred to the Virginia State Peniten
tiary sometime in the next 24 hours. Then 
they would be electrocuted.

Yes, Walter (Continued on page 74)

Panting from exhaustion, Mais hauled his 
semi-conscious partner into a boxcar.
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THE BAG-BUSTING SPREE
By JOSEPH STOCKER
Illustrated by Valigursky

► There, over Marieulles, he spotted it—a long, 
black, sausage-shaped blob, rolling lazily at the end 
of its cable 100 feet above the shell-splattered town.

Looks harmless enough, he thought. And then his 
mouth tightened beneath his goggles. Yeah, harm
less like a nest of Arizona scorpions. You jumped 
one of these babies and you had your hands full. 
The Germans didn’t like you tampering with their

observation balloons—their precious Drachen. Go
ing in after them was like going across the threshold 
to hell.

Well, all right. Hell, here we come!
Down went the Spad, plunging almost at a right 

angle to the ground. The roar of wind and engine 
numbed his senses; the slipstream plucked furious
ly at his helmet and goggles. He glanced at the 
speedometer. 160 . . . 170 . . . 180 . . . 185 . . . 
This Spad—this fragile creature of wires and wood 
and canvas—could it endure the strain?

Now the AA guns were getting the range. Brown

He was a lone wolf whom everybody despised, and no man would fly cover for him. But in
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OF THE ARIZONA KID
puffs of smoke piled up around him, until the sky 
seemed full of them, and there was death in each 
puff. All the Huns had to do was match puff to 
plane—one good shot—and that would be that.

But there wasn’t time now to worry about it. 
The balloon grew fat in his sights.

He reached for his guns and got off a burst. Then 
he whipped out of his dive, arched past the sausage 
in a long, looping turn and looked back.

A miss!
He made another pass.
Missed again!

A third pass. A long, blazing burst from his guns 
this time. And then PHO-O-O-O-M!

The great bag exploded in a ball of flame and 
smoke. His plane leaped, then steadied under his 
touch. As he streaked for home, the tense line of 
his mouth relaxed into a wide grin.

The date was September 12, 1918. The "place: 
France—the St. Mihiel sector. Frank Luke, Jr., the 
wild kid from Arizona, had got his first balloon. 
But, more than that, he had set in motion one of 
the strangest and most spectacular hunting sprees to 
be recorded in all of World (Continued on page 66)

18 craxy days, he convinced them he was the deadliest killer on the Western Front.
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H A L F - G E R M A N
H A L F - I R I S H
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They’re touting big-eyed Nelle Bedell as a James Dean in skirts because she’s a 

mirror image of the late actor in many ways— even down to a passion for cars.

CONTINUED ON NEXT P A G E^
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HALF-GERMAN HALF-IRISH HOTROD



She got know-how from her German

side, determination from the Irish

And if you turn her loose with a
1

set of wrenches, she’ll make a
Vg

U;'

jalopy hum like a Jaguar in less time

than it takes to change your oil.
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Makay stood silently in the entrance of 
the empty Jawbone Saloon, his arms 
parting the batwings. Behind him, the 
rising sun climbed slowly out of the 

jagged foothills; touched his broad back and cast his 
shadow into the saloon.

Makay’s shadow told much about him; for the 
shadow was a rakish one: tilted Texas hat, twin tails 
of a knotted neckscarf fluttering in the breeze, slop
ing shoulders and lean waist, and the flaring butts of 
big Colts jutting from his thighs.

The shadow told much and, again, it told little— 
for it showed nothing of the hard, bright anger in his 
eyes.

The silence of the early morning was broken by 
the sharp stomp of his grulla horse at the hitchrack. 
The grulla was fitted for travel. The stock of a 
Winchester angled from a saddle scabbard, and a 
warsack was tied behind the can tie. A blackened cof- I 
fee pot and a skillet were lashed to the warsack.

The Jawbone was a combination saloon and hotel; 
a two-story structure which squatted cattycorner at 
the intersection of Main Street and Hawkins Street.

Makay glanced both ways along Main and both 
ways along Hawkins. There was not a human or 
horse in sight. The town of Atlas had not yet come 
to life on this Saturday morning. Makay stepped from 
the clear freshness of the new day into the dank 
saloon. The batwings flapped on squeaky springs be
hind him.

The hard, bright anger in Makay’s eyes slowly 
faded and in its place came a look of puzzled curiosi
ty. His gaze studied the scattered rubbish and ciga
rette stubs on the plank flooring. There was enough 
litter to account for a Saturday night wingding; yet 
last night was Friday, a usually quiet night.

A sudden rattling of bottles swung Makay’s eyes 
to the bar. At the far end, an old man lifted a huge 
basket of empty bottles and made his way to the 
back door. The swamper didn’t see Makay. And 
Makay followed silently, having no use for tinkling 
spur chains that made a man sound like a belled cat.

At the back door, Makay (Continued on page 60)

MALE L J  . .
f i c t i o n

There was a bandit who hadn’t stolen anything and a

widow who didn’t grieve. It smelled bad and

Makay was ready to quit. Then he saw the girl with the .44.

By HARRY WIDMER
Illustrated by Tom Ryan
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The two guns boomed w ith  one noise 
and the man in the m iddle hit the floor.
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MOTOR MEMO
The real pleasure in owning a VOLKSWAGEN 

comes when you fork over a buck a week for 
gasoline instead of the usual five with 
a standard car . . . TELL A GUY HOW MUCH IT 
COSTS HIM IN GAS MILEAGE and he’ll forget 
all about the higher horsepower. . .
ANOTHER STORY TO ILLUSTRATE THE CADILLAC 
MYTH: A union leader recently said, "If 
I owned one CADILLAC, all hell would break 
loose and I'd get ridden out of town on a 
rail. If I had three CHRYSLERS, no one 
would say a word.". . .

About the turn of the century in Pennsyl
vania, the FARMER'S ANTI-AUTOMOBILE 
ASSOCIATION lobbied to have this law 
put into the books about cars: "Automobiles 
traveling on country roads at night must 
send up a ROCKET EVERY MILE, then wait 
ten minutes for the road to clear. Driver 
may then proceed with caution, blowing 
his horn and shooting off ROMAN CANDLES.
In case a horse won't pass an automobile 
on the road, THE DRIVER MUST TAKE THE 
MACHINE APART AS RAPIDLY AS POSSIBLE AND 
CONCEAL THE PARTS IN THE BUSHES. . ."

FISH AND GAME GAMBITS
THAT $15 COYOTE BOUNTY IS BIG MONEY TO 

THE SMART APPLES who hunt them from the 
air by light plane, pick off dozens in 
a single day . . .

It's an odds on bet YOU CAN'T RESIST a new 
dry ice DUCK DECOY. It bobs its head two 
to four times a minute imitating a feeding 
bird. One charge of dry ice allows the

bird to feed for three hours. . .
THERE ARE HUNTERS WHO SWEAR that the wild

est, fiercest animals of all are some of 
those funny old ARCTIC BEASTS. If bothered, 
a sea lion will stomp a man's blood out, 
and those comical old king penguins can 
break two legs with a flick of their 
powerful flippers . . . The dangerous part 
of WATER SKIING involves the towboat 
where there's generally one person facing 
backward so he can keep his eye on the 
swimmer. THE RESULT: TOW BOATS SKIMMING 
UP ON BEACHES KILLING PEOPLE, DECAPITATING 
SWIMMERS.

THINK THIS ONE OVER. IT'S GOOD NEWS FOR 
ANGLERS. There are more fish in the sea 
right now THAN HAVE EVER BEEN CAUGHT 
IN ALL HISTORY. . .

SMART MONEY

Phenix City regulars don't mourn the old 
B-Girls, but it hurts them not to be able 
to scare up A GOOD BUG GAME which pays 
off on combination of numbers taken from 
the daily totals of the N.Y. Stock 
Exchange. . .

Europeans still fall for the Confederate 
money gag. They'll cash REBEL NOTES for 
thousands of dollars . . . Tax inspector 
in France came out with a book called 
"A COMPLETE GUIDE TO TAX DODGING.". . .
ONE ARMCHAIR WAY TO COLLECT A FAST BUNDLE 

is by tipping the U.S. Customs Office. If 
you know someone's going to SMUGGLE a 
load of valuables into the States, the 
U.S. Customs will fork over 25 per cent of 
whatever loot they recover as a reward



PLUS ONE-FOURTH OF THE FINE LEVIED AGAINST 
THE SMUGGLERS. One Boston tipster hauled 
in $11,000 recently ... A BIG WEST COAST 
BUSINESS: Renting rollaway beds for $6 a 
week in crowded Los Angeles. . .

FIGURE YOU'RE IN HOT WATER if your debts 
add up to more than one-fifth your annual 
take-home pay. . .

UP-TO-DATE URANIUM HUNTERS NOW CANVASS 40 
SQUARE MILES AN HOUR USING ELECTRONIC 
DETECTION DEVICES that are airborne. The 
gadgets record uranium oxide ore within 
1000 feet on either side of plane's path . . . 
Don't be suckered into a new home with 
promises of a "family" room. It's a fancy 
new name for the old dining room. . .

SPORT BEAT

BEST EXAMPLE OF PLAYING THE GAME RIGHT 
DOWN TO THE WIRE: Knute Rockne kept his team 
keyed up at half time in a RED dressing 
room (red is supposed to excite you) and 
always housed the visiting team in a 
BLUE one (blue is supposed to cool you off) 
. . . NEW KICK IN MIAMI IS SKIING ON SAND 
DUNES . . . They say Stan Musial could hit 
.350 for the rest of his life if he took all 
the rests Ted Williams takes. . . . HERE'S 
WHAT'S WRONG with those walkie-talkie 
units in which coaches tell quarterbacks 
which plays to use. There's nothing in 
the book to prevent an opposing club 
from tuning in . . . Why do they keep calling 
footballs "pigskins?" All footballs in 
use are made from cowhide . . . Even 
hotshot bullfighters tremble a little at the

mention of Miuras bulls. They are never 
brought to point of complete submission. 
One of them killed the great Manolete . . . 
THERE IS SUCH A THING AS A CLUTCH BALLPLAYER 
NO MATTER WHAT ANYONE SAYS. Some of our 
greatest athletes turn sick when they're 
called upon in a tight situation ... If 
you think SPITTERS are treacherous, get 
old-timers to tell you about "refrigerator 
balls." When the home team pitcher was 
ahead, he'd send for them to be taken 
out of the icebox. Hitting them was like 
hitting balls of WET COTTON. . .

HOME HINTS

THE GREAT THING ABOUT CHLORDANE, the new 
anti-termite chemical, IS THAT IT WON'T 
HARM SOIL AND PLANTS LIKE OTHER KILLERS . . . 
There's a tiny plastic carbonator 
floating around you can stick in a corner 
of your refrigerator. YOU GET ENOUGH 
CHARGED WATER FOR 250 DRINKS ... If you're 
hot for power tools, but don't know where 
to start, A CIRCULAR'SAW IS YOUR BEST 
BET. It’s the workhorse of the shop, will 
rip, cross-cut, miter, cut compound angles, 
and with attachments can cut dadoes and 
mouldings. . . . Don't let anyone FOX you 
into a PLUMBING revision if you're remodel
ing your home. IT MAY STAND YOU AS HIGH 
AS $300 to readjust a tub that cost only 
$75 . . . Careful not to build your fence 
around the house too high. A neighbor 
can say you're blocking off her air and 
ruining her sunbathing, HAUL YOU INTO COURT 
AND MAKE YOU PAY . . .
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even up the whole bloody score with her.
He ought not to be staring so hard, he 

warned himself. Then he grinned. Who 
noticed him ? Especially with a looker like 
Mabel Kent close at hand.

Harris couldn’t have tom his eyes away 
from her if he wanted to. Something about 
her got through to him, made his pulse 
race, scooped out a hollow place at the pit 
of his stomach so that he felt almost as 
though he were falling. She was a doll, all 
right. A bit on the flashy side; platinum 
blonde hair, smooth pink skin and over
full crimson lips made her so. She wore a 
lot of jewelry, too much perfume and her 
bottle-green dress stretched too tightly 
across her bosom. The arrogant way in 
which she walked and held her head 
showed that she knew what she had. But 
she wouldn’t give it out easy. To get close 
to Mabel Kent, you’d need plenty of fold
ing stuff in your pockets.

Harris had been following her for more 
than three weeks. But he was willing to 
bet that he could walk right up and speak 
to her and she wouldn’t remember ever 
having seen him before. That burned him, 
yet it gave him a sense of power too,. Al
most as though he were an invisible man.

That’s the way it had always been with 
him ever since he was a kid. In the crowd
ed schoolrooms, in the teeming slums 
where he was raised, he was a complete 
nobody, the little guy who wasn’t there. 
Nobody bothered him; they just left him 
alone. He had been an ordinary kid, short
er than most, with a pale face, undistin
guished features, hair of an indeterminate 
brown and eyes that were a watery gray. 
Even his name was commonplace. Few 
people ever bothered to remember it. 
He’d never had a nickname either. He 
wasn’t that important to anybody.

Harris had lived alone with his mother, 
a vague, defeated little woman who sub
sisted on relief checks. He never got 
close to anyone. No girl friends, not even 
a buddy. There’d been a time when he’d 
tried to change things, work his way into 
the gang that hung around the comer 
drug store. It hadn’t panned out. They 
beat him up and once they’d beaten him, 
they forgot all about him, never bothered 
him again.

Next he’d tried wearing flashy clothes, 
talking loud, hammering metal cleats on 
his shoes so that he made a lot of noise 
when he walked. Now and then he’d draw 
a snicker but that was about all. Nobody 
noticed him unless he thrust himself upon 
them, and then something unpleasant al
ways happened. So pretty soon he’d given 
it up. That was when he’d learned the 
advantages of being a nobody.

He’d discovered this hidden gift almost 
by accident. One day he’d walked into the 
drug store with a n'ckel to buy a candy 
bar. But the girl behind the counter had
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been too busy yacking with a couple of 
sharpie kids to pay him any mind. He 
tapped the nickel on the glass but all she 
did was turn her head and throw him a 
pained look.

He picked up a candy bar and thrust it 
in his pocket, then another and another 
until his pockets were bulging. He tossed 
the nickel down on the counter and walked 
out. He was all shaky inside and sweat 
had sprouted out across his forehead and 
the back of his hands. He expected to be 
grabbed and dragged down to the police 
station. But nothing happened—nothing 
at all. And when he finally gathered up 
enough nerve to go back to the drug store, 
the fat girl’s eyes slid across his face as 
though she’d never seen him before. That’s 
when he knew.

What he had, a real gift for being in
conspicuous, was one that almost amount
ed to genius. His worries were over. He’d 
never starve or have to do menial work. 
He could take anything he wanted and no 
one would ever see him do it.

He quit school and started drifting. At 
first he filched in the five-and-ten-cent 
stores, the cheap, crowded markets, pick
ing up anything that struck his fancy.

His fingers grew nimble but he knew 
that wasn’t the secret of his success.

XX E could wander in and out of bars, ho- 
tel lobbies, restaurants, snatching up 

a purse, a wallet or a loose bill. Nobody 
noticed him while he was around; nobody 
missed him when he was gone. Instead of 
fighting against his nondescript appear
ance, Harris began to cultivate it. Even 
when he had money, he wore a plain blue 
serge suit, a white shirt, and plain tie.

But even while he practiced being in
conspicuous, he couldn’t hold down a 
dream that haunted him. Some day James 
Harris would be a big shot, famous, the 
talk of him on everybody’s lips.

But until that time, the years rolled by 
and Harris remained simply a petty thief. 
Now and then he got a job, always a pid
dling little one that he hated, like being a 
stock clerk or a packer. After a few 
weeks he’d drift away.

Harris knew he wasn’t going to be presi
dent, not even a senator or a representa
tive. He wasn’t going to be a moving pic
ture star or a great novelist. But somehow 
there had to be a short cut to fame. Some 
of the kids he’d known in the slums had 
made the headlines. How had they done 
it? Rackets. A big score. Killed somebody. 
But they’d all been sent up the river or 
taken the hot squat in Sing Sing, too. It 
was the same old story: You made a 
name for yourself, then you traded your 
name for a number. That was strictly for 
the birds, not for a hip guy like James 
Harris.

All the same if you were smart enough

you could get away with murder. The 
word murder touched off something in
side of him. There were plenty of mur
derers who never got caught. And they 
didn’t have half the equipment Harris 
had. Like the Black Dahlia case out in 
California. Like Jack the Ripper.

Anonymous fame—that was the ticket. 
It suited Harris to a T.

XX E started reading books about crimi- 
nals. Most of these guys were pikers. 

That was why they landed up on the gal
lows or in the electric chair. Come to 
think about it. even Jack the Ripper 
wasn’t so hot. All his victims were street 
women, derelicts, drabs. Harris could 
shoot a lot higher—society women, ac
tresses, the rich and famous. He could 
make them all shudder at the thought of 
him. They’d lock themselves up at night? 
be afraid to walk the streets even in day
light.

At first it was all a dream. Then Harris 
began to plan. He wouldn’t need a weap
on. A gun was noisy and a knife wasn’t 
quick enough.

His hands! He knew how strong they 
were in spite of his appearance of weak
ness. They were all he would need—except 
a victim.

He wasn’t in any hurry. When he slept, 
he’d feel his hands encircling smooth, 
warm flesh and he’d press harder and 
harder until he woke up. He’d be covered 
with perspiration and so excited he 
couldn’t go back to sleep again. Still he 
bided his time. It couldn’t be just any 
woman.

Then he saw Mabel Kent and he knew 
in a flash that she was the woman. He 
didn’t know her name or who she was, but 
he recognized instinctively that she was 
the target for the homicidal drives that 
racked his days. She was the enemy, the 
personification of all the women who 
wouldn’t give themselves to little men 
like James Harris. He’d never win from 
her more than a glance of contempt, a 
faint expression of derision or distaste.

He’d seen her leaning over the perfume 
counter in a Fifth Avenue shop. He 
couldn’t see her face, only the sensual 
lines of her figure and the contours of 
her rounded arm and neck. Her legs were 
nice, a little heavy at the calves, tapering 
down to slim ankles, the kind Harris liked.

She completed her purchase and turned, 
her eyes sweeping over him. He started 
before he remembered he didn’t have to 
worry. Her gaze went on past him. He 
studied her face. It was just the way he’d 
pictured it in his dreams, fine-boned and 
firm-fleshed. Her cheek bones were wide, 
giving a depth to her cool blue eyes. He 
hadn’t made any mistake. This was the 
woman, all right.

CH E was moving out of the shop onto 
^  the crowded avenue. He stood still un
til the crowd closed in around her. Sud
denly a wave of panic hit him. He should 
have stayed close, not taking any chances 
on losing her. He darted forward, sweat 
pouring from his face, his hands trem
bling. He needn’t have worried. You 
couldn't lose a dame like this. She stood 
out like a neon sign in a dark alley.

After that he stuck close behind her, 
never more than a few feet away. Other



men turned to stare at her. Harris cast 
baleful glances at them. Couldn’t they see 
he’d staked this dame off? He was sur
prised when she turned in at a subway 
kiosk. You’d expect a fancy frill like this 
to ride around in a Caddy. Or a taxi. But 
the subway made the chase easy. So why 
should he kick?

He tailed her to an apartment house on 
the West Side, just off Riverside Drive. 
He was right there on the steps when she 
dug out the key from her purse and 
opened the mailbox. After she’d gone in, 
he’d read her name on the mail-box. 
Mabel Kent—that was all.

He’d been disappointed in the place 
where she lived. He’d expected a plushy 
backdrop for a dame as smooth as this 
one. He looked the house over. A shabby 
old brownstone with an ornate glass door 
in front, four stories high with only 
apartments on each floor. Then it dawned 
on him. She’d like things cosy and private 
so that no one could stick his nose into 
her business. It confirmed his earlier im
pression of her. His lips formed a thin 
disapproving line. He’d picked the right 
woman. She had plenty coming to her.

Mabel Kent—the name suddenly rang 
a bell. He was an avid reader of the scan
dal sheets that gave the “inside dope” on 
the famous and near famous. He dredged 
his memory for the details of the stories 
about Mabel Kent. She had been a show 
girl who’d married a wealthy playboy. 
She’d ditched him to run off with a band 
leader. A couple of divorces. A role in a 
Broadway musical. Some TV appearances. 
Kent had never been tops, but she’d 
never been bottom either.

I I E  stood in the doorway opposite the 
brownstone, thinking. She didn’t 

know it but pretty soon she’d be on the 
front pages. Harris would do that for her. 
He’d give her more fame than she’d ever 
had. He looked down at his hands, flexing 
the strong fingers.

After that there was no room in his life 
for anything but Mabel Kent. He learned 
all about her habits, her foibles, how she 
spent each hour of the day. She rose late, 
never before two or three. Harris was al
ways there, idling on the comer, lounging 
in a doorway, ready to pick up her trail. 
He never, never spoke to her, but he was 
never far away. Sometimes he took the 
table next to hers in a restaurant, the seat 
opposite on a bus. If she had ever smiled, 
nodded, even drawn away, his resolve 
might have been weakened. But she was 
oblivious to his presence.

She slept on the third floor front, her 
bed not far from the dormer window. He 
could glimpse her sometimes when she 
got up, her blonde hair disheveled, her 
face a little pouchy without makeup. But 
by the time she hit the street, she’d look 
like a million dollars again. He’d feel a 
welling of pride inside himself. This was 
the babe he’d picked, the one to share the 
big adventure with him.

IMOST of her afternoons she spent by 
herself. She didn’t have any women 

friends. But the evenings were different. 
She never spent a night alone. There were 
plenty of men in her life. A different guy 
almost every night. But they all ran to 
type. Big, beefy studs with a lot of flash

to them. Clothes made to order, fancy 
cars, free spenders.

He’d wander often to the block where 
Kent lived, haunting the place like a 
shadow, waiting for her to come home. He 
even rented a furnished room only a few 
blocks away so he’d never be far from 
her. He was always there when she showed 
up. He’d watch while her friend of the 
evening helped her out of the car. Watch 
while they ascended the stone steps to
gether. The next few minutes would be 
terrible ones. They’d be climbing the 
stairs and he couldn’t see them. When the 
lights clicked on in the third floor front, 
he’d let out his breath but he wouldn’t 
move away. Not for a long time.

The pictures which formed in his mind 
created an exquisite torture within him, 
a compound of hate, pain, pleasure, envy, 
excitation and frustration. Sometimes he’d 
want to rush up the stairs, kick down the 
door, confront Mabel Kent with her du
plicity. Couldn’t she understand? She be
longed to him, James Harris. Nobody else 
had a right to her.

He’d check the mad impulse. After all, 
all he had to do was wait. These lovers of 
hers were men of straw, shadows, unreal. 
They could never know, never experience 
the final intimate rapture was was to exist 
between himself and this woman. At 
times, he could almost bring himself to 
pity them.

After the first week or so there was no 
reason to wait. He could strike at any 
time and be sure of success. But that

would bring the game to a close before he 
had fully tasted its savor. He thought up 
excuses to procrastinate, set imaginary 
obstacles in his own path.

Hanging around the block day after day 
was dangerous, but he couldn’t bring him
self to make the final play. Not without 
a sign. Not without a word from her. But 
that afternoon the sign had come. He’d 
followed her downtown while she shopped, 
trailed her from one shop to another.

She’d been leaving Spicer’s when her 
high heel had slipped on the polished 
floor. She caught herself in time to pre
vent a fall, but some of her packages fell 
from her arm. One of them slithered to 
within a few inches of Harris’ feet. He 
picked it up and handed it to her.

She’d said, “Thanks. Thanks a lot,” 
smiling automatically as she would to any 
stranger. Her eyes had remained blank, 
unseeing. Then she had turned away limp
ing a little, not even glancing back at him.

He wanted to rush after her, pull her 
around, make her look at him. He wanted 
to shout, “Can’t you see me? Don’t you 
know I ’m alive?” But he held his tongue. 
There’d be time for that later. He stood 
still, hating her, yet wanting her too.

This was the day. He wouldn’t wait any 
longer. He and Mabel Kent would be 
joined together in a relationship more in
timate, more enduring than any of her 
lovers had known.

He made no conscious effort to follow 
her, so it was almost with a sense of sur
prise that he found himself beside her on
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She tried to scream as he choked her, but the noise came out as a gurgle

the subway platform. He entered the car 
behind her. There weren’t many seats left 
and she had taken one of them. He 
wanted to stand so that he could see her 
better but his knees went weak and 
threatened to buckle under him. That was 
why he squeezed in between the fat man 
and the old woman with the newspaper.

Now that the game was drawing to a 
dose, his hatred passed and he felt an 
almost maudlin affection for Mabel Kent. 
He wanted to go to her, murmur words 
of endearment. She seemed to him a be
loved child who had to be punished, yet 
who needed reassurance that the punish
ment would be quick.

'T ’EARS of self-pity burned his eyes.
He'd miss her. Miss the long, lonely 

vigils in the doorway opposite her house. 
The train jolted to a stop and she got off. 
There was no reason for him to follow 
her. There was no place she could go but 
home. So he might as well stop at the 
florist shop for the box of roses he needed 
for his plan.

He couldn’t bring himself to leave her, 
however. There was so little time left. 
He wanted to spend every minute of it 
close to her. He trailed her to the door, 
stood on the sidewalk watching the supple 
movement of her body, the flick of her 
legs as she disappeared up the stairway. 
Only then did he walk back toward Broad
way.

He chose the roses with care, heavy 
blood-red blossoms, almost black at their 
throats. This would be his gift to her.

With the roses in his arm, he returned 
to the block, shambling along slowly like 
a stranger, pretending to peer at the num
bers. He let himself into the foyer, 
thumbed the bell, and listened to the burr 
of the automatic release.

When he was halfway up the stairs he 
heard her door click open and the tap of 
her heels in the hall. She was peering down 
at him over the railing but she wouldn’t 
be surprised when she saw the box of 
flowers. She got them all the time.

She was in her room before he hit the 
landing but she hadn’t bothered to close 
the door. She’d taken off her dress and 
put on a loose-fitting housecoat. She was 
standing before her dresser, fumbling with 
her purse, taking out a coin. A tip.

He almost laughed, then his anger came 
flooding back. But it wasn’t a blinding 
anger, he could see her more clearly than 
ever before, that what he had to do was 
right.

He entered the room quietly and heeled 
the door shut behind him. She looked up 
at the soft slam of the door and a frown 
creased her forehead. He approached her. 
almost apologetically, and held the box 
out to her. He said. “The man who sent 
them, he wanted you to look at them, to 
see if they're okay.”

She hesitated, then lifted the lid. The 
blood-red roses were in front of her. She 
gave a little gasp of pleasure and her 
fingers explored for a card. She said won- 
deringly. “They're gorgeous. But who 
sent them?”

Harris spoke very softly to her. “I did."
Her glance lifted to his face but her 

expression was one of confusion rather 
than alarm.

He fought to keep his manner calm, not 
to frighten her too soon. “Don’t you re
member me?”

“No,” she answered. Then her breath 
sucked in and fear came to her eyes.

U  E stayed still. She was looking at him 
now, he thought, really seeing him for 

the first time. Her eyes widened in panic. 
She started to back away from him. He 
followed her.

She dropped the roses and they spilled 
across the floor between them. She said, 
“You’re the man this afternoon . . Her 
voice trailed off and he could see she was 
getting ready to scream. He couldn’t per
mit that.

He threw himself upon her and his 
hands circled her throat just in time. The 
scream was cut off almost before it 
started. It came out as a gurgling murmur.

He bent her backward, his fingers bit
ing deeper and deeper into the soft col
umn of her flesh. She tried to struggle, 
lashing out at him with her feet, raking 
at his wrists with her long nails. But her 
strength was no match for his.

T IE  flung her down on the bed and knelt 
11 beside her, the pressure of his fingers 
growing stronger. She lay still, but still he 
dared not release his grip. He still had 
not had satisfaction. He squeezed harder, 
harder, to produce the burst of emotion 
that he wanted, and when he could squeeze 
no more, he suddenly wanted to scream.

It wasn't the way he'd expected it to be!
There was no exultation. Nothing. Only 

the blindness of despair and the wish to 
cling to her forever and ever. He lost all 
sense of time as he crouched beside her. 
His fingers grew numb and his wrists hurt 
but still he could not let her go. Finally 
he fell across her. His face rested on the 
pillow' close to hers, and he shut his eyes.

He had no idea of how long he re
mained beside her but when he looked 
up, the room was dark and the windows in 
the houses across the street showed 
squares of yellow light. Panic twisted at 
him, sent him scuttling across the room. 
He stumbled, grasped at a chair and sent 
it .crashing to the floor.

The noise sobered him, brought him 
back to his senses. He felt along the wall 
for the switch, flicked it on, and stood 
trembling in the unexpected brilliance. 
The roses were a trampled mass at his 
feet. Automatically he picked one up.

He was acting crazy, he thought. He had 
to get out fast. He straightened up and 
forced himself to remain still for a mo
ment. He mustn’t flip. He had to relax, 
play it cool.

He let himself out into the dim hall. 
He walked rapidly but without stealth, as 
he’d trained himself to do. The stairs were 
carpeted. They made no sound beneath 
his feet. He reached the next landing safe
ly and started along the corridor.

Then the door beside him opened

A woman stood in the doorway, peer
ing out near-sightedly. She was a short 
stocky woman with hennaed hair. She 
wore a dowdy purple dress and her eyes 
were bright behind the lenses of her 
glasses. Harris knew the type, a busybody.

He wanted to plunge headlong down the 
last flight of stairs. But he was paralyzed 
w'ith terror. The woman stepped into the 
hall, gave him one swift incurious look 
and then passed by him to the railing and 
peered upward.

Her blank gaze had told him all he 
needed to know. Why did he have to re
mind himself after all these years of the 
lesson he’d learned in the drug store? He 
pulled himself together and kept on walk
ing. At the bend of the stairs, he heard 
the woman's querulous voice. “Some
thing's going on up there in that Kent 
woman's apartment.”

His head jerked around but she wasn't 
talking to him. She was speaking over her 
shoulder to someone in the doorway. She’d 
forgotten him already. The nagging fury 
smoldered inside him. He'd like to sink 
his fingers into the old witch's scrawny 
neck, make her look at him. the way Kent 
looked before she died.

Mabel Kent—at least the memory’ of 
her staring eyes sent a pleasant tingling 
sensation through him. even if the stran
gling hadn’t. There w’as one dame who’d 
seen him for what he really was. not a 
nonentity but a killer, a big shot, a guy 
who'd soon be a legend in crime.

Outside on the street he stopped to light 
a cigarette. He sucked the smoke deep 
into his lungs. He felt almost the way he 
had the time he’d tried a reefer, big, pow
erful. strong.

But it was only a beginning, and he had 
to strike again soon—for several reasons. 
One was to get the feeling of exultation 
that had eluded him. The other was to 
make sure people would know.

IWAYBE the press wouldn't catch on 
quick that this was a juicy story, just 

the first of a series of murders. Next time 
he’d have to leave a trade mark of some 
kind. His fingers touched the crushed rose 
in his pocket. It brought a smile to his 
lips. After this he'd always honor the 
woman of his choice by bringing a gift of 
roses.

Excitement plucked at him and he scur
ried .along the street so fast that several 
times he almost bumped into people It 
didn't really matter. After a quick glance 
of irritation they never gave him a second 
look.

A night clpb loomed up ahead. A woman 
stepped out of a cab and under the lights 
She was lush-figured and her hair glowed 
like silver in the artificial glare. She was 
a celebrity of some sort because a little 
knot of people had already formed about 
her. Harris could hear her laughter and 
the bright chatter of her voice.

He slid his way into the crowd until he 
was close beside her. He forgot all about 
Mabel Kent.

This was the woman, the one for whom 
he’d really been searching. ***46



I saw my job failure in my family’s eyes

but how they smiled when 
I. C. S. pulled me through
T ake it from me. T h a t’s the hard 
way to discover a mistake.

I thought I was in solid down a t 
the p lan t with my years of experi
ence. T hey’d never lay m e  off.

B ut they did. And I was in solid 
—as long as business was good. B ut 
when things started  getting tigh t . . .

“In tim es like these,” the boss told 
me, “everybody has to  pull his own 
weight and a little  more. Experience 
is more than ju s t adding up years. 
You have to  learn something, too.”

I was sore, sure. B ut when I 
calmed down I realized he was right. 
I  decided then  to s ta rt learning. I 
signed up for an I. C. S. Course, 
studied a t home in my spare time.

Then I went back to the plant. 
T he boss was so impressed with my 
I. C. S. diploma, he gave me another 
try  . . .  and soon after I even got a

TRAINED men are In demand
I t ’s a fact. R igh t now  there are 
p lenty  of job opportunities for 
trained men. How do you get tra in 
ing and hold down a job a t the same 
time? Simple. S tudy w ith I. C. S. 
a t home, in your spare tim e, a t a 
cost of only pennies a day.

I. C. S. is the oldest and largest 
correspondence school. 256 courses. 
Business, industrial, engineering, 
academic, high school. One for you. 
D irect, job-related. Bedrock facts 
and theory plus practical applica
tion. Complete lesson and answer 
service. Diplom a to graduates.

3 FREE BOOKS
1. "H ow  to Succeed,” a gold mine of 
job tip s th a t w ill open 
your eyes to your own 
m istakes. 2. An outline 
of job opportunities in 
the field of your choice.
3. A sample I.C.S. les
son text. Send for them  
today.

F o r R eal Jo b  S ecurity  —G et a n  I. C. S. D ip lom a! I .  C. S ., S c ran to n  9 , P en n a . Member, National
C  s i n  ■ m i v t m l

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S 6 5 ™ n >
BOX 22365M. SCRAN TO N  9 , PEN N A .

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field
A R C H IT E C T U R E  
and B U ILD IN G  
CO N STR UCTIO N

□  Air Conditioning— Refrig.
□  Architecture
□  Architectural Interiors
□  Building Contractor
□  Building Estimator
□  Building Maintenance
□  Carpentry and Mill Work
□  Heating
□  Painting Contractor
□  Plumbing
□  Reading Arch Blueprints 

ART
□  Cartooning
□  Commercial Art
□  Fashion Illustrating
□  Magazine Illustrating

AVIA TIO N
□  Aeronautical Engineering Jr.
□  Aircraft & Engine Mechanic 

B U S IN ES S
□  Advertising

C IV IL ,  S T R U C T U R A L  
EN G IN E E R IN G

□  Civil Engineering
□  Construction Engineering
□  Highway Engineering

□  Bookkeeping and Accounting □  Reading Struct. Blueprints
□  Business Administration
□  Business Correspondence
□  Public Accounting
□  Creative Salesmanship
□  Federal Tax
□  Letter-writing Improvement
□  Office Management
□  Professional Secretary
□  Retail Business Management
□  Sales Management
□  Stenographic-Secretarial
□  Traffic Management 

C H E M IS T R Y

□  Sketching and Painting 
A U TO M O TIVE

□  Auto Body Rebuilding
□  Auto Elec Technician 
C  Auto-Engine Tune Up
□  Automobile Mechanic

□  Chemical Engineering
□  Chem. Lab. Technician
□  General Chemistry
□  Natural Gas Prod. & Trans.
□  Petroleum Engineering
□  Plastics
□  Pulp and Paper Making

□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Structural Engineering
□  Surveying and Mapping 

D R A FTIN G
□  Aircraft Drafting
□  Architectural Drafting
□  Electrical Drafting
□  Mechanical Drafting
□  Mine Surveying and Mapping
□  Plumbing Drawing and 

Estimating
□  Structural Drafting 

E L E C T R IC A L
□  Electrical Engineering
□  Electrical Maintenance
□  Electrician □  Contracting
□  Lineman

H IGH  SCH O O L
□  Commercial □  Good English
□  High School Subjects
□  Mathematics

(Partial list of 256 courses)
BEFORE which I have marked X (plus sample lesson): 

L E A D E R S H IP  □  Television Technician
□  Foremanship RA ILRO A D
□  Industrial Supervision □  Air Brake Equipment
□  Leadership and Organization □  Car Inspector
□  Personnel-Labor Relations □  Diesel Engineer & Fireman

M EC  H AN IC  A L □  Section Foreman
AND SH O P STEA M  AND

□  Gas-Electric Welding D IE S E L  PO W ER
□  Heat Treatment □  Metallurgy □  Combustion Engineering
□  Industrial Engineering
□  Industrial Instrumentation
□  Industrial Supervision
□  Internal Combustion Engines
□  Machine Design-Drafting
□  Machine Shop Inspection
□  Machine Shop Practice
□  Mechanical Engineering
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M IS C E L L A N E O U S
□  Tool Design □  Toolmaking □  Domestic Refrigeration 

RADIO, T E L E V IS IO N  □  Marine Engineering
□  Industrial Electronics □  Ocean Navigation
□  Practical Radio T V  Eng’r’ng □  Professional Engineering
□  Radio and T V  Servicing □  Short Story Writing
□  Radio Operating □  Telephony

Name _Age_ _ Home Address _

C ity,

Occupation

Zone _ Working Hours _A.M to P.M._
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., 
Montreal, Canada. . . . Special tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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We flew at about 3,000 feet, a fair al
titude, considering that some of the 
mountains were only 500 or 600 feet 
below us.

The other L-19 was flying on our 
right. I saw the photographer hunched 
over the complicated camera equipment 
that was taking the pictures we needed.

Even at our relatively slow speed, it 
was almost impossible to distinguish 
much on the ground. The Chinese are 
experts at camouflage, and they’d put 
everything they could into deep caves 
and tunnels.

“Hold on!” came from the pilot. He 
threw the ship into a sharp bank. I won
dered why—until I saw the smoking trac
ers streaking by on both sides. The Red 
was using his heavy machine guns that 
morning.

The remainder of the hour we spent 
in the air consisted of more of the same. 
Then we turned around and ran home.

Thirty minutes after we’d set our 
wheels down, the photographs were de
veloped and printed. I went to work on 
them with my stereoscope. The gizmo 
gives aerial shots a three-dimensional 
effect and makes it possible to detect 
men, equipment, new earthworks and 
even camouflage netting.

There was nothing out of the ordinary 
in the pictures. Whatever they showed 
had been recorded on previous photo
graphs.

“Nothing to report, sir,” I told the 
G-2. “My trip was a waste of time . . .”

HP HE Ops officer made me feel worse 
*  than ever. “The Chinese just started a 
heavy barrage,” he announced. “The 
MLR should be attacked tonight.”

I  went to my bunker quarters, angry 
and frustrated. I’m no hero, but the 
way I figured it, I was being paid to 
fight. Playing around with glossy por
traits of Korean mountains wasn’t my 
idea of fighting!

But orders are orders. I went out the 
next morning—and the next. I flew mis
sions for the next three weeks. My find
ings? Except for an occasional lone mor
tar or supply truck—nothing.

In the meantime, the line companies 
were fighting hard. The Reds were at
tacking, and paying high prices for the 
privilege. Reports received at the CP 
told of 200 enemy killed by one com
pany, 150 by another, 250 by yet an
other.

Me? The only enemy I saw were the 
mosquitoes and gnats that flew into my 
bunker.

Our MLR had been taking a heavy 
pasting from Chinese artillery for three 
or four days. It was April 14, and I rolled 
out of the sack reluctantly for another 
flight.

Blood Bath 

For the 17th

Continued from page 15

Our two L-19’s circled the strip and 
then headed north. It was 0645 and the 
front was much more active than usual. 
Deadly bursts rocked both friendly and 
enemy hillsides.

“Look at the flak!” Beatty shouted.
There was plenty of it. I  estimated 

the ack-ack to be fast-firing small 37 m m  
stuff, but a single shell could blow our 
frail kite into a million pieces.

Our plane was unarmed. I carried noth
ing but the .45 automatic strapped to my 
waist. I had to sit in the rear seat and 
watch. I couldn’t even fight back!

I noticed some suspicious changes in 
certain sections of the terrain-changes 
that had been made during the night. 
They showed up along the Red MLR 
directly opposite positions held by the 
17th Infantry Regiment—the Buffaloes.

“Shoot the whole sector,” I radioed the 
photog in the second plane.

Beatty, of course, listened in on the 
conversation. He shoved the stick for
ward. We started down. He took the L-19 
as far as he dared and we clipped the 
weeds growing on the Chinese MLR. 
What I saw wasn’t good.

The Chinese appeared to be building 
up. Some of the earth was freshly dug 
by tank treads. There were more trucks 
on the roads than I’d seen before.

'T'HE Commies didn’t appreciate our 
1 nosiness. Heavy small arms and auto

matic weapons fire came up to meet us. 
There were several near hits from the 
37’s and the plane rocked.

“I’ve got everything!” the camera
man radioed. We bugged out and flew 
south along the Chorwon Valley.

For the first time, I felt a pulse of 
excitement while I waited for the films 
to be run through. The lab chief rushed 
them to me.

I flattened the prints on the table in 
the Ops shack. I put my glasses on 
them—and saw the worst! I  snatched 
up the photos and ran for my jeep.

“G-3!” I ordered the driver. The di
vision intelligence and plans officers 
listened to me for a few seconds. Then 
one of them grabbed a field phone.

“Find the ‘Six’—quick!” he barked. 
“The Six” was the code designation for 
the Seventh Division commander.

“General!” he shouted. “Captain Ar
thur’s found a big Red buildup in front 
of the 17th!” the staff officer said when 
he reached the Old Man. “They’ve 
brought in tanks, self-propelled guns, 
new mortars!”

Moments later, I was the center of 
attraction for more generals and colonels 
than I’d seen in one place for a long 
time. I laid out the photographs and held 
my stereoscope glasses so all could see.

“There—behind Porkchop,” I point

ed, “is a company of tanks. To the right 
—masked by T-Bone Hill—is another 
company, plus 76 and 152 m m  SP guns.” 

Then the headquarters seemed to ex
plode. The Old Man began issuing or
ders and the generals and colonels 
snapped to work.

“Alert the 17th—most of that build
up’s in front of Lieutenant Colonel 
Snow’s battalion . . . make sure he’s 
notified . . . get me air liaison . . . pass 
the word to artillery and corps . . .” 

The general was calling the plays 
like a sports announcer describing a 
fast-moving fight The artillery officer 
grabbed one phone, the G-3 another. 
Someone was chopping his gums a t the 
Air Force. Someone else was bulling his 
way through the switchboards to reach 
the 17th Infantry.

P O R  a while, I was completely forgot- 
ten, I backed away from the ordered 

melee and sat on an upended ammo crate 
in a far comer

Suddenly: “Arthur! Captain!” I came 
out of my improvised easy chair as 
though I’d been shot. It was the Old 
Man himself.

“Yes, sir!”
“I ’ve heard a lot of stories about you,” 

the division commander growled. “You’re 
always complaining about being stuck in 
your job. Now I’m going to shove you 
up front. Take your jeep—and join 
Colonel Snow’s battalion—for the
day . . .”

I didn’t get it—but didn’t argue, either. 
I told my driver what I’d been ordered 
to do. He shrugged and wheeled the jeep 
north. I reported in to Colonel Snow’s 
battalion.

“You’re to go on to the observation 
post,” one of the officers on duty in
formed me. Colonel Snow’s expecting 
you.”

I got there—by jeep and by foot. 
“Right over here, lad,” the commander 

of the Buffaloes’ battalion said. He in
dicated a spot in the forward wall of the 
OP bunker. “It’s all yours.”

I was standing in front of a picture 
window overlooking the Chorwon Valley 
and its tangle of bomb-blasted hills.

In the distance, artillery thudded and 
roared. The rattle of machine guns could 
be heard at intervals. I glanced at my 
watch. It was 1153. I didn’t understand 
what I was there for—or what I was 
expected to do. Colonel Snow noticed 
me checking the time.

“You’ve got a few minutes,” he 
grinned. “We’re pulling the plug at 1200.”

A FTER what seemed an unduly long 
time, Colonel Snow began a count and 

the bunker grew quiet. Those who were 
near embrasures or firing ports crowded 
up to them.

“Ten seconds . . .”
I stuck my face into the opening. 
“Seven . . .”
The tension mounted.
“Three . . . two . . .”
Snow’s “One” was lost in the terrible 

thunder that broke at that instant. Be
hind us, a dozen battalions of artillery 
ranging from 105’s to huge 240’s un-

(Continued on page 50)



"I’ve actually seen new hair grow 
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of others, too!"

Three of the eases I have seen:
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ifying to see my hair 
grow back (as is shown 
by my pictures) as I used 
the Brandenfels System."

O.B.
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help my baldness so I it had been sparse. Just 
was overjoyed at the to have stopped losing 
results following use hair and to have even a 
of the Brandenfels little more is wonder- 
Plan.” O.W. ful.” D.N.

“I'm sure you would never guess, to see me now, that I was once 
the bald young man whose small before’ picture is shown at the 
left. But I was! New' fuzz started to grow and then hair covered 
my scalp after continued use of the Brandenfels Home System of 
Scalp Applications and Massage."

"That was a number of years ago and since then I have seen 
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of the United States who, without expensive office calls, nave 
achieved one or more of these benefits:

Renewed Hair Growth Lets Excessive Falling Hair
Relief from Dandruff Scale Improved Scalp Conditions 

"Why wras new hair growth possible,” you ask. "The reason was 
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in our scalps, beneath the skin. Medical research has shown this 
can be possible.”

"These roots were reactivated back into production and for 
this we will always be grateful.”

No expensive office calls
If you have excessively falling hair, ugly dandruff scale, a tight, 
itching scalp, a rapidly receding hair line, or any unhealthy scalp 
condition which is not conducive to growing hair, DON’T 
WAIT! It may be possible for you to arrest these conditions 
RIGHT IN THE PRIVACY OF YOUR HOME without ex
pensive office calls. Carl Brandenfels realizes results may vary 
from individual to individual (as with any remedy) because of 
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Carl emphatically believes—and proves it with 20,954 audited 
testimonials— that his formulas and unique pressure massage 
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(postage regulations).
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leashed a roar. The air was filled with 
the rushing roar of shells.

The blasting went on. The artillery
men were firing their weapons as fast 
as they could ram fresh loads into the 
tubes and yank their lanyards.

The first salvo hadn’t fallen before 
the second and third ones were on the 
way!

The enemy-held hills and valleys vir
tually disappeared in great fountains of 
blasting, flaming death. The Chinese MLR 
turned into a sea of smoke and fire and 
dust.

The earth shook. The murderous bar
rage went on and on in a boiling cres
cendo of sound. For 30 minutes, can
non and mortars fired without letup. 
Many thousands of shells crashed into 
the Communist positions in that half 
hour. The tidal wave of death clawed 
and battered the enemy.

And then it stopped. Just like that. I 
turned away from the embrasure, slowly, 
my eyes wide and only partly believing.

“Keep looking, son,” Colonel Snow 
shouted. “It’s only beginning.”

A NEW kind of roar rolled out of the 
sky. It was at once high-pitched and 

heavy and it shook the heavens . . .
They came out of the sun, streaking 

down on the Reds at incredible speeds. 
There were a dozen F-86’s, flashing silver 
blurs. They lanced down, the blast of 
their rockets sharp and hard against 
the chattering background of the SO’s in 
the wings.

The deep, tearing belch of 500-pound 
bombs added to the infernal racket of 
the holocaust.

More F-86’s followed. Then slower 
F-51’s raked and chopped the enemy 
with more rockets and heavy machine 
gun fire. A flight of B-26’s droned in from 
the East. Their bomb bays were open 
and the fat 1,000-pounders tumbled out.

The carnage ceased at 1310 hours— 
an hour and ten minutes after it began. 
The Chinese MLR was a smoking, crushed 
wasteland.

I went back to my jeep on shaky pins. 
The magnitude of the combined attack 
had been'more—far more—than I could 
have imagined. I was glad—damn glad— 
that I ’d been watching it instead of be
ing on the receiving end!

The Signal Corps had aerial damage 
assessment photos of the sector ready 
by the time I arrived back at head
quarters. A staff meeting was called.

“The tanks and the SP weapons are 
entirely wiped out,” the Old Man in
formed us. “A conservative estimate 
gives the number of Chinese killed as 
1,000.

The general nailed me after the meet
ing was over.

.“Well, Arthur?” he grunted. “Still 
think your job is useless? Or do you 
imagine you could do more damage as a 
company commander?”

I found myself grinning right into 
the Old Man’s face. All of a sudden, I 
didn’t feel angry or resentful or frus
trated any more. After all, there was a 
hell of a lot more to this photography 
business than met the eye. ***

he had met the ex-potentate while sun
bathing one day, and the game went on. 
The game ended just about the time the 
dawn was coming up. When the man left, 
a rangy blonde from Dallas asked, “Who 
is that li’l fella? He’s even good enough 
to play poker with Texans.”

Her boy friend replied: “They call him 
Novarro the Tiger, but other than that, 
nobody really knows much about him.”

TVOVARRO the Tiger (full name Antonio 
Novarro Fernandez) drew his first no

tice from the mad, bad leisure classes of 
Europe in May of 1951 when he signed 
into the famous George V Hotel in Paris. 
He caused a little excitement by arriving 
in a big shiny Lincoln sedan driven by a 
large North African chauffeur, but not 
much, because such sights are not un
usual in Paris.

The various police organizations of the 
world that are interested in keeping track 
of him say that this same Antonio No
varro Fernandez ceased to use this name 
sometime in January of this year—coin
cidentally just after he had made several 
fat financial kills. He has been bom 
again, they think, under another name as 
yet unknown to them—but that gets 
ahead of things.

Perhaps the best way to get a line on 
how Novarro, or whatever he now calls 
himself, operates today is to sketch his 
tactics. The first thing Mr. Novarro did 
in 1951 in Paris was to start making 
friends and influencing people. This was 
easy in Paris through big tips and careful 
selection of companions at the best bars. 
Novarro would walk into the dining 
room of the Ritz and say as loudly as 
etiquette would permit, “The same table 
for 15 tonight, Alphonse, and don’t for
get the best champagne.”

By things like this headwaiters can tell 
how important a man is, and headwaiters 
tell other people.

Novarro then set himself up in one of 
the George V’s fanciest suites. And he 
began frequenting the hotel’s famous bar 
where he always managed to be seen with 
a beautiful woman. They form part of 
the “decor” he planned for the role of a 
very wealthy, dependable man. But 
he was never flashy, and he paid his hotel 
bills regularly and with a smile. That 
basically was how he got in society.

George V employes remember him still. 
“There have been plenty of Novarros 
through here,” said one, “but only one 
Novarro-Femandez.” Their most vivid 
recollection is that he was terribly thin. 
He seemed ill at times, and would fre
quently come into the bar leaning on a 
friend’s arm for support.

Novarro would borrow cigarettes from 
the bellhops. “The doctor has told me not 
to smoke,” he would say as he tipped

Novarro

the Tiger

Continued from page 25

the boy handsomely for the cigarette, “so 
I daren’t carry a pack myself.”

He had plenty of money and was not 
afraid to spend it. One day he told the 
barman at the George V that he had de
cided to move to the Riviera. It was 
July and most of the “haute monde” had 
already left Paris for the summer. In 
Cannes, Nice and Monte Carlo he knew 
he would find all the Texas millionaires, 
the rich French businessmen, and the es
capees from Britain’s onerous tax sys
tem. These were the people who could 
help him with his income problems.

The barman was delighted to help and 
called his friend Jules, head barman at 
the Carlton in Cannes. “I ’m sending you 
a character we have had here: Novarro. 
Fine type; plenty of dough.” Jules was 
delighted, too, for although Jules was 
happy to have people like-the Windsors 
and King Farouk, who would spend some 
of their casino winnings at his bar, the 
season had been a bit dull. He settled 
back to welcome the new saviour.

CO  Novarro, with his Paris reputation 
of inexhaustible wealth, descended on 

Cannes somewhat nervously. He had 
comparatively little money left—a mere 
35 million francs, or about $100,000. He 
arrived on the Cannes beach where Jack 
Warner, Freddy McAvoy, Judy Garland, 
Jimmy Donahue and a dozen other less 
distinguished international socialites were 
already stretched out in the sun. Novar
ro, whose real name was Abraham Sy- 
kowski, was also known as “Kid Tiger,” 
and the Tiger was on the prowl.

It was during the summer of 1951 that 
Novarro made his contact with Farouk, 
who was then King of Egypt. At that 
time Farouk -and his entourage were tak
ing up the whole first floor of the Carl
ton. He and Novarro hit it off together 
right from the first. But there couldn’t 
have been a more peculiar-looking pair. 
Farouk was fat, with little eyes and soft, 
pulpy hands. Novarro was thin and ema
ciated, with a small moustache and scars 
all over his body.

King Farouk found rich commoner No
varro more colorful than some of his 
other playmates at the roulette tables, so 
they became fast friends. Perhaps it was 
the role of repentant gangster that No
varro then began to play that attracted 
the king, or perhaps he thought the ugly 
millionaire could easily be parted from 
some of his cash at baccarat. The little 
swindler, who was a consummate actor, 
told Farouk that he had once been A1 
Capone’s lieutenant, and that he had 
been very chummy with Jack “Legs” 
Diamond. The king apparently fell for 
this.
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Novarro. of course, reveled in the pro
tection of a reigning monarch who loved 
to gamble. The fact that he was a friend 
of Farouks opened all doors to him, in
cluding those of the most exclusive clubs, 
and increased the scope of his possible 
activities a hundred-fold. He was with 
Farouk for long nights at the baccarat 
tables, where they were often the first 
to arrive and the last to leave. Usually, 
Novarro's pockets were filled. During the 
day. Novarro would take part in the 
Cannes social season. For instance, he 
helped to elect the local beauty queen. 
Miss Palm Beach Casino.

That beauty queen election also was 
the occasion of Novarro's biggest re
corded gambling loss. Whether it was the 
sun that affected him, or an overdose of 
beautiful dollies in “bikinis" that blinded 
his usually astute gambling instinct, that 
night he dropped 82.000.000 francs at 
tout va (anything goes). He did not seem 
to mind too much, but joked about it as 
though he had only lost a few thousand 
francs.

I I E  recouped some of this loss a few 
days later when he sat down in the 

Palm Beach Casino, where he played po
ker with Farouk and took all of the king's 
money. But in spite of this fairly mod
erate success, he began to lose large sums 
in other places.

He got to work on a few sideline swin
dles to recoup his bankroll. For example, 
rich foreigners who wanted to get a black 
market rate on $100,000, say, would come 
to Novarro. He would tell them to trans
fer whatever sum they wanted to his 
account in a Swiss bank, “and when they 
tell me it is there, I will give you the 
equivalent here in francs,”

The only trouble was, Novarro would 
not pay up. Or he would give the victim 
only part of the money and promise the 
rest later. There was nothing they could 
do against Novarro, for the whole trans
action was illegal.

After a winter in Paris, Novarro went 
back to Cannes the next year, 1952, but 
Farouk was no longer there—and no

longer king. Things puttered along not 
too promisingly until he found a profes
sional gambler with whom he played a 
fast game of poker. They played in the 
lobby of the Carlton itself, for the Tiger 
had no stomach left for the Palm Beach 
Casino tables and high society had be
gun to snub him anyway. The game 
lasted until four in the morning, with 
Novarro becoming the loser and getting 
grimmer and paler every half hour, while 
his opponent sat stolidly and raked in the 
I.O.U.’s. According to Jules, the barman. 
Novarro started out by winning a mil
lion and a half francs, then lost them and 
two million more.

Finally he gave up. “See me in the 
morning,” he told the gambler, “I’ll pay 
you then.” When the gambler arrived the 
next day. Novarro’s villa was empty.

It was later that same day, January 
13, 1953. that a big black Packard pulled 
up at Annemasse on the Swiss frontier, 
towing a squat, two-wheeled trailer. While 
the chauffeur silently checked the tires, 
a small, thin man squeezed as far back 
in the cushions as he could, sitting on a 
small black bag like a hen on eggs, shov
ing his passport at the inquisitive French 
customs man. Novarro was a supersti
tious crook, and the date bothered him.

He was right to be superstitious. The 
customs inspector looked at the docu
ment and then back at Novarro. “Your 
passport is not exactly in order, sir.”

Inspection revealed that Novarro was 
by no means a pauper. The precious bag 
contained several million francs in cur
rency. In the car and trailer, the police 
found 300 million francs’ worth of jew
els. 25 suitcases with dozens of fine suits 
and enough other clothing to take care 
of a normal millionaire for a lifetime.

“This is scandalous,” blustered No
varro, “I am a citizen, going peaceably 
to Switzerland for my health.”

The police, however, tipped off by the 
games section of the famed French 
Surete National, could pin nothing di
rectly on him. He had only run out on 
a gambling debt.

He was kept in Annemasse for 17 days 
under protective surveillance, during 
which time he was allowed to go to the

Megeve Casino nearby to gamble. He 
told the police that he had a reserve 
account in a Zurich bank worth over 
$2,400,000. The bank refused to confirm 
it. since all Swiss bank accounts are se
cret, but it did not deny it either. (The 
police believe Novarro does have a tidy 
hoard in Switzerland under one more of 
his aliases.)

The Annemasse jug was not by any 
means the only one Novarro had seen the 
inside of, nor were the Annemasse police 
the only ones to know about the man. 
The world-famous International Criminal 
Police Commission, or Interpol, already 
had him on their books as a globe-trot
ting con man. and there is not much he 
can get away with without their know
ing about it. The first time this organiza
tion heard about him was when he was 
18 years old, in 1912.

Antonio, or Kid Tiger, or Alexandre 
Romanoff, or The Chicago Kid, or El 
Dragon Humano, or Duke de Braganza. 
or The Frog Man. or whichever of the 
dozens of aliases—mainly variations on 
his three-name Spanish handle—you want 
to call him by. was bom Abraham Sy- 
kowski in Radomsk, Poland, in 1892. At 
15 his career began bizarrely enough with 
a job as contortionist in Barnum & Bai
ley’s Circus. How he got to the U.S.A. 
is one of the early mysteries. After the 
circus, he spent two and a half years in 
the Orpheum vaudeville circuit. In 1911 
he went to Cuba with Orpheum, and 
there he probably picked up some of his 
bad habits and convincing patter, along 
with his first Spanish passport and fluent 
Spanish.

The first time the police became aware 
of him was when he was 18 years old.

A T that time, as Charles Ladaux. he got 
a sentence of 130 davs in Havana for 

various swindles. From that time on. his 
story has been one long “in again out 
again Finnegan” regarding jails, and the 
dope on him is well known in a score of 
world capitals. The Tiger is a great trav
eler, and has seen the insides of the best 
pokeys in three continents.

In 1913 he was put away for four 
years in Cuba for passing phony dollar 
bills. In 1.918, having passed a comfort
able World War One in a Cuban jail, 
he was condemned again for passing 
counterfeit money. Then he went to San 
Diego, California, and bingo! Jail for 
falsification of passport.

Police have him listed as jailed for 
thievery in Los Angeles in 1923. Records 
show that he seems to have made a small 
fortune there as a bootlegger during 
Prohibition. In fact, it was on the sav
ings from his rum-runner days that the 
police think he set himself up in inter
national society.

After Los Angeles, his next stop was 
Lisbon, Portugal, where he was jailed for 
illegal entry in 1934. Then, in Zurich, 
jail again on a Swiss concept of illegality, 
“doubtful means of existence." In 1935 
he was put away in Vienna for swindles; 
back in Lausanne. Switzerland, he was 
jugged for usurpation of identity in 1936. 
In Danzig, in 1927, they got him for 
“crookery.”

(Continued on page 54)



Can You Succeed . 
as a Hotel Executive? (
"E ve r since graduating from  the ■ 
Lew is School, the know-how I ac- I 
quired has served me w e ll in the ho- ■ 
tel fie ld . Now as Ow ner-M anager o f I 
this beautifu l Inn , I am  enjoying the i 
fru its of m any successful years a s  a  I 
hotel man. I h eartily  recommend I 
Lew is Hotel T ra in ing  to anyone anx- J 
ious to get ahead in  the hotel f ie ld ."  |  
—Frank H. W ixso n . ^

into a BIG PAY,,H O T E L  J O B ”
"A fte r  receiving my Lew is d ip lom a, I 
gave up my office job and accepted a 
position obtained fo r me by the Lew is 
Placement Service . A t the end of the 
season, I w a s  appointed M anager of 
another hotel. Later, I came to this 
hotel. Each change meant an  increase 
in s a la r y ." —Don E. Ulmer.

“ Can A Man My Age Become 
A Hotel Executive?”

"Thanks to Lew is , I 've  trip led my s a l
a ry  since entering the hotel and in 
stitutional field ! I am now connected 
w ith  a  leading college in charge of 
Personnel M anagement and Cost Con
tro l. W hat a  welcome change from  
the futureless jobs I had before Lew is 
T ra in in g ."—Eygene L. Tynd a ll.

“ Hotels Call For Trained 
Men & Women”

"M y first position a fte r graduating 
from  the Lew is School w a s  w ith  a 
fine hotel. A fter a  short tim e, I w as 
offered my present position as Host
ess and Social Director of an Officers 
Cand idate C lu b .' I w an t to thanks 
the Lew is Hotel T ra in ing  School fo r 
m aking this p ossib le ."—Ruth M ather.

Some of the WELL-PAID Positions Open to Both MEN and WOMEN
Q  Manager 
Q  Ass't Manager 
0  Hostess 
0  Steward 
0  Executive 

Housekeeper 
0  Auditor 
0  Purchasing 

Agent

0  Sports Director 

0  Apt. Hotel Manager 

0  Banquet Manager 

0  M altre d'H otel 

0  Personnel Director 

0  Publicity Director 

0  Club Manager

SUCCESSFUL
TEAS

M. C. Lewis, Pres.
LEWIS HOTEL 
TRAINING SCHOOL
R o o m  C B -1 2 5 -5 2 , W a s h in g to n  7 , D .C .
Please send me F R E E  and without obligation, 
details as to how to qualify for the hotel and 
institu tional held. I  am particularly in ter
ested in  the positions I  have checked.
0  Home Study 0  Resident Training

Did you ever sit in a beautiful hotel lobby and say 
to yourself, "It certainly must be a joy to be a hotel 
executive here!”
Did you ever watch (perhaps envy a bit) the hotel 
manager as he went about his thrilling duties?
Did you ever notice the importance—and prestige— 
of the hotel manager and wonder, "What would I 
have to do to enjoy a position like his?”
In short—did you ever consider what it could mean 
to you in happiness as well as good pay, if  you could 
qualify for one of the glamorous, excitingly differ
ent executive positions in a luxurious hotel, fashion
able resort, smart town or country club, motel, 
apartment house project, or humanity-serving insti
tution, school or hospital?

You Can Step Into a Well-Paid Hotel Position
Certified T o  “M ake Good”

Lewis Training qualifies you quickly at home in lei
sure time or through resident classes in Washington 
for these well-paid, ever-increasing opportunities, in 
the fascinating hotel, motel, and institutional field. 
Thousands o f Lewis graduates from 20 to past 50 
are “making good” as managers, assistant mana
gers, stewards, executive housekeepers, hostesses, 
and in 55 other types of important positions.
A happy ever-growing future awaits you in this busi
ness where previous experience has proved unnec
essary and you are not dropped because you are 
over 40.

FREE BOOK GIVES FASCINATING FA C T S-
Our FREE book, “Your Big Opportunity,” explains 
how easily you can qualify for a well-paid position. 
It tells how you are registered FREE in the Lewis 
National Placement Service; how you can be a Lewis 
Certified Employee—certified to “make good” when 
you are placed in a position! MAIL THE COUPON 
NOW.

COURSE APPROVED FOR 
ALL VETERAN AND 

WAR ORPHAN TRAINING
0  Office M anager 0  R estaurant or CofT.ee 
0  Social Director Shop Manager

And more than 55 other well-paid 
positions

Address....................................................................... |

C ity ................................. Z o n e ... .  S ta te ..................I
0  Check here J f  eligible for

Veteran Training.

Lewis Hotel Training School
Room CB-125-52, W ashington 7, D. C .
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One look at his green eyes, and women forget how small and frail he is

(Continued from page 52)

After that his trail again led to the 
United States and became somewhat 
fogged up with various comings and go
ing to Canada. Upon being arrested in 
Montreal in 1939 on vagrancy charges, 
the Canadian police tried to deport him, 
but could find no country willing to take 
him in. So they let him off on parole.

In February, 1940, while he was stuck 
in Canada, two of his American gangster 
friends are reported to have crossed the 
frontier to pay him $21,000. “Whether 
this was hush money or a payoff for 
some bigger deal he had helned them 
swing is not known. But it did give him 
the capital for a profitable new sideline 
and the first of his rare partnerships with 
women.

He started a blackmail racket with two 
American ladies of leisure. These girls he 
used in the classic way. Well-to-do Mon
treal citizens, introduced to them on 
“friendly” terms, would suddenly find 
themselves being photographed in com
promising situations with Novarro’s girls. 
The wealthy suckers would pay up or be 
exposed.

On Sundays, Novarro’s day off from 
the blackmail business, he would hie him
self to the racetracks to bet and look for 
more victims. He could not keep away 
from gambling for long. In his spare time 
he found a rich French-Canadian official 
who liked poker. The Tiger talked him 
into a friendly game. At the end of a 
two-month friendship, Novarro was rich
er by another $50,000.

Ever since that time, Novarr > has 
lived like a king. It is as a Spanish noble
man that he most prefers to be known.

Novarro claims royal blood as “Count 
Alex Novarro” of Spain. With his silver 
tongue—and perhaps some hard cash—he 
has managed to persuade various gullible 
Spaniards that this claim is reasonably 
well founded, for he has obtained Span
ish passports. The ironic part about his 
Spanish nationality claim is that his 
adopted motherland is the one country 
he has never been able to visit, for all 
his Spanish passports have been counter
feit and the Spanish police would have 
him in jail the moment he landed there. 
The Spanish, however, finally have sent 
out a call to withdraw the passport when 
next he showed up with it for renewal.

Apparently this news reached his ears 
and scared him off, for the latest word 
about him is that he is a Brazilian citi
zen. Although the Brazilians may not yet 
know it. the “King of the Brazilian Iron 
Industry,” millionaire philanthropist and 
do-gooder, has descended upon them in 
all his glory—for that is the latest per
sonality Novarro has decided to take, but 
under what name the police have yet to 
learn.

Novarro has told newspapermen that 
he is a South American philanthropist, 
with most of his fortune invested in iron 
mines. In fact, he once claimed to be. 
the biggest man in Brazilian iron, as well 
as owner of large quantities of Royal

Dutch Shell oil stocks in Brazil. Among 
his other South American holdings, No
varro listed the motion picture industry 
in Montevideo, Uruguay mines in San 
Diego, Chile, and huge coffee plantations 
in Brazil. If his claims are true, and the 
police think they may be. South America 
is the only place in which Novarro has 
any money invested. He says he also sup
ports orphan homes, “because I love 
children.”

As far as the authorities know, how
ever, mines, orphans, and even his al
leged former life in Brazil are all fig
ments of Novarro’s colorful imagination, 
although it is probably true that he has 
some investments in the country. The 
police do not think he can still be as 
wealthy as he was when he came back to 
France in 1951, because he has lost so 
much in gambling.

The Tiger is believed to have gone into 
semi-retirement, still adding to his in
come by what he manages to con from 
unsuspecting people. In his youth, No
varro used to mark cards, but it is now 
thought that he plays cards fairly straight 
and merely to amuse himself. One of his 
sources of income is illegal money ex
change. In the past this brought him con
siderable sums, partly because he some
times mulcted his confidants of their 
dough by simply not paying them.

There is an unconfirmed story going 
the rounds in France that in 1946 No
varro laid the foundation of the fortune 
that has permitted him to live high, wide 
and handsome ever since. In June of that 
year Novarro is rumored to have pulled 
the biggest coup of his life, on the pro
ceeds of which he came to Europe six 
years later to become the king of the 
gaming tables. Interpol, Scotland Yard 
and other interested parties are skeptical. 
What is known is that just after his 
Canadian blackmailing epoch in 1940, the 
Tiger was nabbed by the FBI in Miami, 
Florida. He was just passing through 
after having deposited 120,000 Amer
ican dollars in a Toronto bank. Where, 
the FBI wanted to know, did the $120,- 
000 come from?

TV OVARRO, then the Duke de Braganza, 
said he borrowed it from a Wash

ington friend. The Washington friend 
had another story. The duke had told 
him that he had large sums stashed away 
in safe-deposit boxes that he could not 
get at because the U.S. Treasury depart
ment was after him for tax evasion. The 
names of these banks and the combina
tions of the boxes were all listed in code 
in the duke’s old family Bible. “Here,” 
said the duke, giving the Washington 
sucker the Bible, “as proof of my sin
cerity, run a hot iron over one or two of 
its pages.”

Lo and behold, names and numbers 
written in invisible ink appeared between 
the lines. The book was obviously worth 
a mint, and to the Washingtonian, the 
duke parted with it for $120,000—a lit
tle advance of 10 percent on what No
varro claimed was in the safe-deposit

boxes. The only trouble was, the Bible 
was not an heirloom, and the invisible 
writing turned out to be gobbledygook.

The man turned the duke in to the 
FBI. Because of some extradition prob
lem, they could not hold him.

The experience with the FBI seems to 
have convinced Novarro to avoid the 
United States in the future, for he has 
not been back here since 1946. In spite 
of his Canadian difficulties he asked, in 
1945, to be naturalized a Canadian citi
zen, but the Canadians turned him down. 
After his Miami arrest the next year, 
traces of Novarro were found in the 
Netherlands Indies from which he was 
expelled, and from where he returned to 
Cuba, then Rio, Rome, Switzerland, and 
finally the George V lobby in Paris.

ALTHOUGH he frequently used the 
^  story he had been an intimate of A1 
Capone, the truth was slightly less ro
mantic. It is certain that he knew Capone 
and Legs Diamond, but only in the same 
way dozens of other racketeers and boot
leggers did. He was never the beloved 
disciple of the big-shots that he pre
tended to be. Actually the big gangsters 
were much too tough for the likes of 
Novarro, for he was not a violent type 
at all, and there is no record of violence 
connected with him.

Small and thin, his head and his hands 
have a drawn, emaciated look that em
phasizes the green hypnotism of his eyes 
and the green blarney of his tongue. He 
is always very well dressed; keeping him
self spick and span seems to have be
come a mania with him in recent years. 
It is the opinion of some of the latest 
police inspectors that have interviewed 
him that he has decided to quiet down 
and to live as near to the right side of 
the law as possible.

With his ability to talk amusingly and 
convincingly about his alleged fortune, 
it is probable that Novarro really will 
settle down to a life of true retirement. 
Recently he has been careful with his 
money, and has tried to stay out of trou
ble. However, unless he can get away 
with being a “Brazilian,” he is doomed 
to a nomad’s life for a long time to come. 
He will not be allowed back in France, 
and he is “persona non grata” in too 
many of his favorite European countries 
to be able to return.

Antonio Novarro Fernandez has two 
alternatives for the remainder of his 
mysterious life: He can live in compara
tive quiet, security and comfort on his 
savings, if he really has any, for there 
are no specific criminal charges out 
against him today. Or, with his long, slim, 
“millionaire’s hands,” his engaging smile 
and his revival-meeting persuasiveness, 
he may find it impossible to abstain from 
looking for new suckers, and he may end 
up by risking an equally quiet life’s end 
in some new jail.

In any case, Kid Tiger is “well cor
nered,” as the French police put it. He 
cannot get away with much any more, 
anywhere in the world. ***
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warped-linoleum tenement where she 
spent her childhood—and wonder where 
the years have gone.

I ’m a newspaperman, and some of my 
best friends are prostitutes. So I know a 
lot about Candy Collins and her rotating 
roster of leggy, lovely, $100-a-night call 
girl employes.

I know some of Candy’s employers, 
too. Not all of them. But I ’m just as 
happy. When a newspaperman knows 
too much about the underworld kings and 
their kingdoms, there’s always the chance 
he’ll wind up in a cemetery or hospital.

But Candy’s operation I know well. 
Headquarters is a compact but smartly- 
furnished office on the mezzanine floor 
of the Pymbrook Hotel for Ladies. It’s 
just one of scores of legitimate properties 
in businesses like real estate, trucking 
and manufacturing in which underworld 
money has been invested.

The Pymbrook lobby is as dignified as 
stone columns, crystal chandeliers, and 
dark-stained walnut paneling can make 
it. Its chairs are generally full of 
wealthy widows waiting for the doorman 
to bring them the word that the chauf
feur has drawn the limousine to the 
front entrance.

But here and there are slim, chic 
career girls. Models carrying their trade
mark—the hatbox. Crisp and eager small
town girls—deposited here with trepi
dation and tears by their parents, when 
they insisted on trying to crash show- 
business.

And at the first stop of the ornate 
brass-gated old elevator, you turn left 
and down the hall to a door, with the 
gold gilt lettering, “CANDICE R. COL
LINS—PRESIDENT, COLLINS BUSI
NESS SERVICE.” The service isn’t 
specified, but it’s rendered to tired busi
nessmen.

/"TANDY has no trouble hiring help.
That’s one important reason for the 

Pymbrook office. I t’s where most of the 
recruiting is done. When a would-be star
let gets behind in her rent, she’s re
ferred to Candy who suggests, after feel
ing out the individual carefully, That an 
easy way to pay is available.

“You can stay on at the hotel in the 
meantime,” she says kindly. “I ’ll arrange 
for your arrears to be taken care of. If 
you should get that big break in the next 
two weeks—wonderful. You’ll be able to 
pay your bill in a routine way. Or, if you 
prefer, you can notify the family to pay 
and go back home. But, if the big break 
doesn’t come, or you’d rather not go 
home, just come back and see me in two 
weeks."

The break rarely comes. Rather than 
face the shame of admitting the Big 
Town beat them—just as every one back

Blonde Who Runs

the Syndicate

Continued from page 13

home predicted it would—the girls often 
do go back to Candy. It seems like the 
best way out.

But this hadn’t always seemed the 
best way out to Candy.

She’d seen girls follow that way, of 
course, since she was a kid. The part of 
town in which we grew up graduates al
most as many $5 girls every year as it 
does high school kids. You know the kind 
of neighborhood I mean. Every big city 
has one. It has a saloon for every six 
people—and a hock shop for every saloon. 
The streets were our playgrounds. Gutter 
dirt and open hydrants were our Riviera.

I say “our” because I lived in the 
tenement flat directly below hers. My 
family lived on the fifth floor. Candy and 
her older brother Bill lived with an aunt 
and uncle’s family on the sixth.

Bill—he was killed in the Pacific dur
ing the war—was my best buddy. I re
member when we were kids we’d send big 
important code messages back and forth 
on the dumb waiter. And when I wanted 
to go up to play cards with him on a 
rainy day, I’d rap three times with a 
broom handle on the plaster-cracked ceil
ing.

When we were old enough, we went 
down to enlist together. They took Bill. 
But I had a broken eardrum I didn’t 
know about. So then we got split up. 
Night before Bill left, we had a farewell 
party for him. Five or six cases of beer, a 
big cake Candy baked, the works. Candy 
was only 14 then, but she was pert as a 
picture. She’d ripened early and her 
sweater emphasized her lush figure.

Bill took me aside. He looked a little 
worried. “Dick,” he said, “I’m not gonna 
be able to take care of the kid where I ’m 
goiri’. I sure wish you’d keep your eye 
on her.”

I did, too. If she was invited to a 
Cellar Club party, I made sure I  was 
there. Once when one of the guys got 
hold of some weed, and everybody was 
taking drags, I managed to duck hers, and 
substitute a Camel.

When the drinks were poured I’d make 
sure that after the first one, hers were 
straight ginger ale.

She wouldn’t always go along with 
me. Sometimes she’d call out, “Dick, 
you left out the magic ingredient.” And 
red-faced, I’d have to pour in the Early 
Times and apologize.

Those nights she was generally with 
someone she liked. Giggling, cheeks 
flushed with excitement, she’d arm-in
arm from the living room into what the 
boys called the loving room—a room 
lined with couches and settees.

I worried the most those nights, and 
made plenty of excuses—which annoyed 
my own dates no end—to keep walking 
through the romance room. Once Candy

looked up coolly after my fourth trip 
through and grinned, “Dick, if I need a 
shadow, I ’ll call Pinkerton.”

I don’t know what Candy did with 
those guys. I know one or two of the 
loud-mouths bragged, but I didn’t put 
much stock in that. I figured anyone 
would keep his mouth shut to keep a 
good thing like Candy to himself. Any
way, I ran interference as well as I 
could. Even got a few switch-blade 
slashes when I took on a couple of peg- 
pants who tried to double-team her one 
night.

The gang had had a party, and I left 
the club thinking everyone had gone. I 
heard hard muffled voices, and then a 
girl’s voice, shrill with fright. Candy’s 
voice. I didn’t waste any time. I broke 
through the living room, shoved the door 
open, caught a quick look at Candy pinned 
down by the bigger of the two. The other 
guy, Slim, had the neck of a bourbon 
bottle tilted to his lips.

I hit him like a ton of steel ingots. 
The bottle skidded across the room and 
fell there. He did too. The other guy 
wasn’t as easy. His knife got to me be
fore I got to him.- The floor was splashed 
with blood—mine from his slicing, his 
from a very bloody nose—before I finally 
got her out of there.

You had to hand it to her though. She 
was cool. “Going to any more cellar club 
parties?” I asked when I got my breath.

“Probably will,” she said, smoothing 
her dress and straightening her hair. 
“Can’t keep my nose buried in books all 
the time. But I’ll pick my dates a little 
more carefully.”

I took her out myself a few times. 
But to me she was still Bill’s kid sister. 
And when my dad tagged a better job 
and the family moved to Suburbia and 
I started college, I didn’t see her any 
more.

A few years later, she did invite me to 
a very important Saturday morning in 
June, though. Then, elated and ecstatic 
in spite of the fact that her high heels 
threatened to snag in her long black 
graduation gown and trip her in front of 
900 people, she stepped gingerly down 
the stairs of the auditorium stage, high 
school diploma with honors held in a 
slightly clammy palm.

That day the world was her oyster. 
It wasn’t till she bought the Sunday 
Times and began combing Section Nine 
for a job, that she realized the oyster- 
shell might be just a little hard to crack. 
There weren’t many positions a diploma 
qualified her for. But finally under 
“SALES HELP—FEMALE” she found 
there were plenty of jobs.

Candy pressed her best slim skirt and 
cotton blouse that night, and set her 
alarm for seven a .m . When it rang, she 
felt grown up for the first time in her 
life. And she got the job—not much of 
a job, 67 and-a-half cents an hour, but 
she was very proud just the same.

It was one of the better stores in the 
city. Candy worked in the perfume de
partment, and she found quickly that she 
had as many men customers as women. 
It seemed to be the place they always 
came to when they couldn’t think of a 
present for their wives, their girlfriends 
—“Or,” said her red-haired co-worker



pretty Kathy Weber, “their mistresses.”
Kathy was a hungry little redhead. She 

too wanted furs, perfumes and $300 
tailored suits, and working in depart
ment stores, she said, was not the way 
girls got such things.

Kathy found a better way. And within 
a month, of the day she quit, she was 
back at the perfume counter—in a floppy 
hat that must have cost her $25, and an 
afternoon dress right out of Vogue. She 
bought an ounce of “Joy” at $50 per, 
paid for it with a $100 bill, and bursting 
with a secret she had to share, said she’d 
buy Candy lunch. As soon as she’d come 
back from a visit to the fur salon, that 
is.

Candy is not naive. By the time Kathy 
got back, she’d eliminated rich uncles 
dying (nobody collects on a will that 
fast), murder for insurance (Kathy 
wasn’t married), and sweepstakes ticket 
coming in (this was the wrong season). 
She was spelling “prostitute” to herself, 
and wondering how a girl could do such 
a thing just for money, when Kathy 
strutted up in a stone-marten stole.

IT  ATHY took her to lunch often after 
that, and each time the clothes got 

better, and the jewelry collection more 
extensive. Candy began to understand— 
and, as she pressed the same $8.98 cheap 
cotton dresses in the same drab, silver- 
fish-infested apartment, she wondered 
who was right. She or the redhead.

Kathy invited Candy to parties. But 
because of her embarrassment over the 
clothes she didn’t have, Candy made 
excuses. She had started night college. So 
she blamed studying that couldn’t be 
postponed, a term paper to finish, head
aches. But finally, one day, when Kathy 
offered to lend her an outfit, she ac
cepted. And she found the world of $30 
hats, $50 shoes, and $100 girls was a 
dazzling one indeed. That made up her 
mind. She had a long talk with Kathy 
that night—at her East Side apartment— 
and Candy decided her own standards 
were old-fashioned, needed a little mod
ernizing. This was the life. Weekends at 
swank shore clubs in the summer. Trips 
to Miami in the winter.

She didn’t want to leave school though. 
Still wanted that college degree and had 
plenty of brains to get it easily.

But now she could get it faster. Now 
her “work” was at night. She could at
tend school by day. She continued to 
take her studies seriously, spent extra 
hours in the library, ignored the bold 
and the shy requests for dates by dozens 
of students.

But then one night she rang a bell 
outside a plush hotel suite. The door 
opened, and there in a lounging robe, 
with champagne cooling in an ice bucket 
behind him, was a sharp-nosed, but 
ruggedly handsome ex-Marine from one 
of the city's best families. He had 
slipped her mash notes in chem class, and 
asked for dates every single day with
out fail after class.

At the door, he was as surprised and 
flustered as she, and at-first thought she 
was ringing the wrong bell. Humil’ated, 
ashamed, she hoped she was. She checked 
the card in her purse. This was the room. 
He had closed the door reluctantly and
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He reached out and savagely ripped open her dress. “Nothin’ can help you, beautiful,”

gone back inside. It was her decision. 
Her brain seething, she made it. Business- 
was business. She rang the bell again. 
She entered the room, and let him help 
her off with her coat. She could feel his 
hand tremble a little.

“I didn’t think marines scared this 
easily,” she said.

“Candy,” he said. “I had no idea. 
Look, we can call off the whole deal.
I . . .”

“That’s all right,” she said. “I wouldn’t 
be here if I didn’t want to be.” Candy 
tilted his head forward, gave him a long 
kiss. Then she sat down, her smooth 
nylon-clad legs crossed coquettishly. 
“How about that champagne over there?” 
she said. “Let’s drink a toast to tonight.” 
This was significant. After that night, 
Candy no longer had qualms. In the 
name of business she could do anything.

And it changed her life in one other 
way, too. She never went back to school 
again.

Candy did continue her education 
though—as a syndicate girl—the syndi
cate that controls all the important 
gambling, dope-traffic and prostitution in 
every part of this country, including the 
elite $100 call girls of cities like New 
York, Los Angeles, Miami, Washington 
and Las Vegas. She’s had some wild ex
periences.

The most frightening happened when 
a bunch of young hoods decided to have 
some fun.

One of the gang had an older sister 
who, like Candy, worked for the syndi
cate. He visited her apartment and, 
while she was taking a shower, went 
through her address book, and found 
the office number.

They rented a room for a night at one 
of the better hotels and then called the 
office number. “I’m from the West,” 
the spokesman said. “I’d like to arrange 
a little engagement tonight with one of 
your girls. I’m in room 1805 of the Sands 
Towers.”

rf^ANDY drew the unlucky number.
When she arrived at the door, she 

rang, and waited.
The door opened on a tough-looking 

muscular young man of 17 or 18. Behind 
him. Candy could see several other 
hard-looking youths sprawled around on 
couches and chairs, with highballs or 
cigarettes in their hand. “Excuse me,” 
she said, “I must have the wrong room.” 
She turned to go.

When he saw Candy’s low-cut dress, 
the guy’s eyes had lit up like 100-watt 
bulbs. His hard hand snapped out and 
grasped her wrist. “This is the place all 
right, beautiful,” the punk said hungrily. 
He clamped a calloused hand over her 
mouth, and forced her into the room.

A door opened and another eight or 
nine peg-trousered, leather-jacketed char
acters poured out of the bath-room. She 
felt naked and dirty. Unconsciously, she 
shrugged her neckline up a fraction of an 
inch.

The leader laughed in her face. “Come

on, beautiful,” he said, “that’s not gonna 
help.” He placed his hands inside the 
neckline. “But this is!” He yanked. It 
tore neatly at the seam.

Tears burned Candy’s eyes. She stood 
up and slapped at him wildly. Two hoods 
grabbed her arms. The spokesman, eyes 
blazing reached out and ripped again.

“All right,” he said. “That’s far enough 
now. You, beautiful, be smart, relax.” He 
turned to the others.

“Just one more thing: I don’t want this 
lady to think we’d want to deprive her of 
an honest living. Of course, 100 bucks is 
a little out of our price range. So we all 
chipped in”—he threw a wad of bills on 
the table—“and we managed to raise 
$25. That’s not bad money for an eve
ning's work. Not bad at all.” He pulled 
Candy to him.

“You’re way ahead of yourself, punk!” 
said a harsh voice at the door. A pass 
key had turned in the lock, and two 
rough-looking men were standing there, 
pistols in hand. One threw Candy her 
coat. She wrapped it around her hastily. 
She started toward the door, then turned 
back to the dress-ripper and slapped him 
full across the face with all the fury and 
hate that was in her. Once, twice, and 
again. Then she left.

Behind her, she heard the door click, 
then lock. She stood there for a moment, 
lighting a cigarette with a wavering hand. 
Suddenly the noises began in the room. 
Dull, thudding noises, punctuated with 
hoarse cries of pain. The boys were be
ing pistol-whipped one at a time by one 
hood, while the other covered them.

Candy left, sick to her stomach, grate
ful that help had come.

The Syndicate. Before I started to beat 
a typewriter for a living, I was one of 
the millions of Americans who believed 
names like Murder, Inc., and Crime, Inc., 
are invented by newspaper editors.

But they’re as real as General Motors 
or AT&T. They hold board meetings at 
long mahogany tables, seated in polished 
leather chairs. Their “New Products” 
committees report on progress in fields 
like labor gangsterism. They assign ter
ritories just as carefully and methodically 
as Alcoa or Pittsburgh Paint. And they 
study sales reports from local syndicate

“executives” like Candy Collins just 
as thoroughly as the vice-president in 
charge of sales of General Electric does. 
They eliminate competition just as 
subtly.

There was an example of such an 
elimination in the newspapers not too 
long ago. No—not a gangland execution. 
That’s to be deplored. Too messy, makes 
too many headlines.

This was handled with much greater 
finesse. An idle-but-not-yet-rich playboy, 
who wouldn’t come into his money until 
some future date. He was a likeable, con
genial guy; always ready to do favors. 
When friends or fraternity brothers came 
to town, he had made dates for them 
with beautiful women who were willing to 
be kind to dates who were kind to them.

This went on for several months. Then, 
strapped for cash, he realized suddenly 
that when he didn’t find them a date, they 
plunked $100 down elsewhere for a pre
sentable professional. “Why,” he asked 
himself, “shouldn’t I get in on this easy 
money?” He knew plenty of showgirls 
and models who would cooperate. He had 
many friends who wanted what they had 
to offer. So, at the cost of losing a few 
highly indignant old friends, he went 
into business. His mistake: He didn't 
take out “insurance” in the right places.

The Syndicate got reports. Their in
vestigative branch—three ex-detectives 
whose job it is to find out which closets 
the skeletons are hidden in—went to 
work. They made notes. They took names 
and addresses. They passed the notes and 
the addresses on to the DA’s office. 
Quickly, completely, the competition 
folded. The amateur made the front 
pages. The professionals, once more, 
made the money.

/^ANDY'S girls do well in the money 
^  department themselves. This is one 
inducement when they “enlist." But can
ny Candy adds others. She rationalizes 
for them that, after all, the way to big 
money on the stage, in TV and movies is 
often through a “business introduction” 
to a producer. There have been many 
“success stories" among her girls.

Then. too. Candy’s kids become inti
mate friends of the handsomest singing 
and acting idols in show business. To ex
plain why, I refer you to a conversation 
I had with an old friend at a showbiz bar 
recently. “Well,” I said, “you really 
made it big at last. First TV. then Broad
way, then the Gold Coast. And you al
ways went for the most beautiful women. 
I guess you have all you can handle 
now.”

“Well,” he said, “that’s what every
body thinks. But to tell you the truth, 
I’ve got a solid career going now, and 
those scandal mags are always itching to 
rock the boat with a guy like me. So—I 
pay for my kicks. Except now I can 
afford the best.”

The result is Candy’s gals wind up 
with stars of TV, movies, and stage. And 
they're paid well for it, to boot. For a 
vulnerable bachelor star, the expensive
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he sneered, “nothin’.”

way is, in the long run, the least ex
pensive.

There’s little or no danger to health. 
Each month, the dolls check in at the 
syndicate doctor’s office for the drawing 
of a few CC’s of blood for an STS 
(Serological Test for Syphilis), and a t.2 
million-unit shot of bicillin, the long- 
acting penicillin that gives long-term pro
tection against what doctor’s euphemisti
cally call “Cupid’s Catarrh.”

Prostitution as the “Business Service” 
operates it is fine as far as most of the 
girls are concerned. The hours leave 
plenty of time for schooling or sunbath
ing. The pay puts them in the top in
come brackets. They don’t like to leave.

One Candy Collins beauty decided after 
a year she’d go back to Kentucky and 
marry her old boy friend. She got off 
the plane at Lexington Bluegrass Airport. 
But halfway home, driving past Clabber 
Girl baking powder signs painted on 
weather-beaten bams, seeing again the 
chicken houses with women scattering 
feed behind the wire fences, and fields 
of tobacco, she turned the car around. “I 
changed my mind,” she said. “After life 
up here, I figured Billy and back home 
would be about as dull as a boll of 
cotton.”

Candy’s set-up—Syndicate protection 
or no—needs just one accident to buckle 
it like a bombed-out bridge. The accident 
almost happened one evening last year. 
All it took was one unexpected visit from 
a home-town boy who’d decided to marry 
his sweetheart no matter what she said.

But when she, contrite and touched, 
told him about the past year, he broke 
down and cried like a little boy. He 
walked out in a fog, and came back the 
next day with a gun.

“I can’t take it,” he cried. “I ’m killing 
you and me both. No point in either of 
us living.”

That, right then and there, could have 
been the end of the Candy Collins set
up. Something like that would have had 
editors dancing on their copy desks.

Fortunately for Candy—and the two 
kids—the girl had presence of mind and 
guts. “Jimmy,” she said calmly, “I agree. 
I deserve to die. But let me look right. 
Let me brush my hair, fix my lipstick. I 
won’t lock the door.”

She went in, and in one minute was 
back in a sheer negligee. Hungrily, he 
swept her into his arms. Later on he 
didn’t want to die any more. The prob
lem was solved.

There’ll be other problems. Candy will 
meet them all head-on. And that’s good— 
because she’s got a fine head on her 
shoulders. But she can’t win them all.

And eventually, inevitably, there’ll be 
the moment when she stands in court and 
hears a judge intone a sentence: “Three 
to five years for procurement.”

Candy knows all this. She can’t help 
but know it. So, as I say, in three weeks, 
she marks her tenth anniversary.

And somehow I get the feeling she 
wishes she had never ever seen her first
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and watched the swamper carry his load 
of dead soldiers to the Jawbone’s ceme
tery. This cemetery was a gully nearly 
filled to the brim with broken empty 
bottles. The swamper set down his basket 
and started hurling his bottles with shat
tering impact into the sea of jagged glass.

Makay tired of watching the swamper 
and turned back into the saloon. When he 
drew even with the band platform he sud
denly stopped and looked at the girl 
standing in front of the bar. She poured 
whiskey, lifted the glass and drank. 
Makay easily recognized Gladys Wendell, 
wife of Homer Wendell. Makay moved 
quietly up behind her and slid his arms 
around her, saying, “Fifty guesses.” 

Gladys twisted in the circle of his arms 
and faced him. When she saw who it was 
she chuckled deeply. She flicked her eyes 
toward the whiskey bottle. “I ’m cele
brating being a widow.”

His eyes popped wide open. “Homer’s 
dead?”

“He was shot when the bank was 
robbed last night.”

Makay took his arms from around her. 
“Drag that across again, slow-like.” 

“Homer was shot last night when 
Chesseldine’s outlaws robbed the Atlas 
Loan and Trust Company. Chesseldine 
cleaned out the bank. That slow enough?” 

Makay whistled. His life savings had 
been in the bank. Then a puzzled frown 
crossed his forehead. “Was Homer one of 
the bandits?”

“No such luck. Homer, drunk as usual, 
just stumbled smack into a bullet.” 

Makay moved over to the bar. He filled 
the glass with whiskey, handed it to 
Gladys. She took a healthy sip and handed 
it back. Makay finished off the whiskey.

He wiped the back of his hand across 
his mouth, then asked, “What are you 
doing here?”

“Dan Hepburn gave me a job here at 
the Jawbone. I start tonight. Homer left 
nothing for me—except a whiskey bill 
here with Dan. So, I ’m going to entertain 
at the Jawbone. Shall we have a drink 
on that?”

“We”ll drink to that, Gladys. And we’ll 
drink to my leaving town broke—thanks 
to Chesseldine.”

“You’re leaving town?”
The hard, bright anger came back to 

Makay’s face. Into his mind surged the 
scene last night with old Buddenrock, 
owner of the big Wagonwheel spread. 
There had been no harsh words, just 
Buddenrock’s simple statement that he 
had- sold the Wagonwheel to a cattle 
syndicate—and that “maybe” the syndi
cate would keep on Makay as foreman.

To Gladys, he said, “I’m pushing off 
to some other range.”

The very way in which he said it 
brooked all questions which leaped into

Incident

at the Jawbone

Continued from page 41

her mind. She murmured, “And you’re 
going away—dead broke.”

Gladys grabbed up the whiskey glass 
from which they both had drunk, and 
flung it with all her strength against the 
far wall.

The swamper, entering the barroom, let 
out a yelp. “Ain’t there enough mess 
around here?”

Makay put the palm of his left hand on 
the bar-top and vaulted over it to land 
lightly behind the bar. He took two fresh 
glasses and poured whiskey into the 
bottom of each glass.

Gladys said: “Set out one for Pop.” 
She beckoned to the swamper. “We’ll 
drink to a new day.”

Makay pushed a drink each toward Pop 
and Gladys. They all emptied their glasses 
in silence.

Pop then smacked his lips. “Some doin’s 
around here last night, Makay. Bank 
robbery pulled off in regular Jesse James 
style. Some say it was Chesseldine, some 
are not so sure. The riders were masked.”

Makay stared moodily out at the bank 
building.

Pop helped himself to another shot 
of whiskey. “When Marshal Pollner got 
back here empty handed with his posse, 
he said the bandits scattered to hell and 
gone in the foothills.”

Makay slowly fashioned wheatstraw 
paper around tobacco. He licked the 
cigarette and stuck it to his lower Up. 
“Anybody killed—besides Homer?”

“Nope,” said the swamper. “Baldy 
Raines was night guard at the bank. He 
was found roped and gagged and with a 
bump the size of a melon on his head. 
He says he opened the back door to let 
his cat out, like he always does, and 
something hit him.”

“That,” murmured Makay, “is worth 
some thinking.” He thumbed a match 
aflame and lit his cigarette.

A group of riders clattered and chuffed 
up to the Jawbone hitchrack. Makay 
smoked in silence as he watched three 
riders come through the batwings. The 
fourth rider took up a position on the 
gallery.

The first rider through the swinging 
doors came in with a swift, arrogant 
stride. He was a tall, almost gaunt man. 
He had a long, straight nose, clear gray 
eyes and a military mustache. He had a 
Colt .44 strapped low on each leg. His 
gray eyes settled carefully on Makay.

As Makay met those eyes, a tension 
started to build in the now silent room. 
These two men, altogether different, were 
yet alike. They eyed each other warily, 
both knowing and sensing the power of 
the other.

The tension-taut air of the room was 
broken by Gladys’ call to the gaunt man: 
“Hello, Chesseldine.”

Makay stood quietly behind the bar. 
His two hands were resting on the top 
of the bar. He let them rest there, lightly 
and relaxed.

Chesseldine looked more closely at 
Gladys. Suddenly a quirk on the left side 
of his face lifted a comer of his mustache 
in an amused grin. “Gladys,” he said. 
“Socorro, wasn’t it?”

“You’ve called it, Chesseldine. The 
Blue Moon.” She nodded toward Makay. 
“This is Makay of the Wagonwheel.”

Chesseldine inclined his head briefly to 
Makay. Then he turned toward one of the 
riders who had come in with him, and 
said, with a courtly bow, “Miss Gladys, 
Mr. Makay—my daughter Rita.”

Makay’s eyes then left Chesseldine and 
flicked to the rider he had presented as 
his daughter. She was a pretty girl with 
jet-black hair curling the brim of her 
pushed-back Stetson. Her gray eyes were 
set far apart and her cheekbones were 
gently prominent. Her mouth was full. 
Makay found no fault at all with her too- 
tight shirt and tighter levis. The one 
angular note in her curves was the Colt 
.44 tied to her thigh. Her gray eyes were 
sizing up Makay with a detached coolness. 
Makay gazed with admiration until an
other body eclipsed the one he had been 
admiring.

This other body was that of the third 
rider who had come into the Jawbone. 
Makay heard Chesseldine say dryly, “Mr. 
Makay—Mr. Largo.”

Largo was young, around the same age 
as Chesseldine’s daughter—about 20. 
There was an air of restrained vicious
ness about him; a lurking, primitive force 
that seethed close to the surface. He wore 
two Peacemakers slung low and tied. He 
walked over to the bar which Makay 
stood behind and ordered.

“Whiskey for me.”
Makay nodded toward the bottle. “I’ve 

been helping myself. You do likewise.”

TJITA Chesseldine hooked her thumbs 
in her shell belt and set herself to en

joy what was building. She winked at her 
father.

Gladys, laughing huskily, placed herself 
between Makay and Largo. She lifted the 
whiskey bottle. “I’ll pour a round for 
the house.”

Makay’s left hand reached behind him 
for glasses on the back-bar.

Largo brushed against Gladys. “That’s 
sure being neighborly.” He patted her.

Makay’s left fist, moving just the 
distance from the back-bar, struck Largo’s 
jaw with a solid, meaty sound. Largo 
spun, falling, the side of his head bounc
ing against the flaring edge of the ma
hogany, and he dropped from Makay’s 
view.

“Hold!”
Makay froze, saw that the guard on 

the gallery had his rifle poked through 
the batwings, dead center on Makay’s 
chest.

A quirk of a smile again appeared on 
Chesseldine’s hawk-like face. He called 
toward the batwings, “Largo asked for 
that, Utah.” The rifle disappeared. Then 
Chesseldine’s eyes moved toward his 
daughter. He winked.

She met his eyes rebelliously, saying 
nothing.



Chesseldine walked over and stood 
above Largo and watched him slowly 
come back to life. Largo scrabbled to a 
sitting position, his hands fastening on 
the butts of his Peacemakers. Chessel- 
dine’s boot pushed Largo back on the 
floor, held him there.

Because Chesseldine’s eyes were hooded 
by his lids as he looked down at Largo, 
Makay could not see what was in them. 
But Largo could, evidently, and his hands 
slid away from his gun butts. Then 
Chesseldine removed his boot.

Largo climbed slowly to his feet. He 
looked across the bar to Makay, saying, 
“We’re building quite a tally, Makay. 
We’ll have to settle it soon.”

Makay shrugged.
Largo accepted the whiskey from 

Gladys, let his fingers brush slowly over 
hers, then walked over to a table and 
sat down. For all the heed he paid the 
others, he might have been alone in the 
room.

Makay filled two glasses and came 
around the bar. He handed one to Ches
seldine and nodded toward a table at 
one of the windows facing onto Hawkins 
Street. Both men crossed the barroom, 
faced each other and sat.

Ri(a Chesseldine went over and sat 
across from Largo. She said nothing as 
she flicked at a table leg with her 
quirt.

Gladys, left alone at the bar, drank 
her whiskey. Then she moved down the 
length of the bar and turned up onto the 
staircase.

Makay looked speculatively at Ches
seldine, thinking about the empty bank 
across Hawkins Street. Chesseldine spoke: 

“That’s a fine rifle you have out front 
on the grulla horse. Are folks around here 
so honest that you can leave a gun like 
that in the street?”

“1VO,” said Makay. “Not that honest.
11 I figured only to stop here a moment 

before pulling out; then I heard about 
the excitement last night.”

Chesseldine raised an inquisitive eye
brow. “Excitement?”

“Bank robbery, Chesseldine.” Makay 
casually studied the smouldering tip of 
his wheatstraw. “Some folks think they 
recognized the bandit leader.”

A flash of humor came to Chesseldine’s 
face. “Me, no doubt.”

Makay nodded, and let it go at that. 
“Tell me something,” said Chesseldine 

seriously. “If you were Chesseldine and 
you had a sack full of loot—wouldn’t you 
be far into the hills by now?”

Makay shrugged. “Just making con
versation.”

Chesseldine thoughtfully smoked his 
cigar. “Anyone hurt?”

“Gladys’ husband was killed.”
“I ’m truly sorry,” said Chesseldine. “I 

used to know Gladys before she married. 
Fine girl.”

Rita Chesseldine snorted. “Fine bum.” 
Chesseldine smiled indulgently. “Now, 

Rita.”
The old swamper lifted another basket 

of empty bottles, carried them out to the

backyard. Soon they heard the inter
mittent crash of glass.

Chesseldine listened intently; then 
asked Makay, “Does he break each one?” 

“You oughta see his glass garden out 
there. It’s a death trap.”

Chesseldine raised his eyes toward the 
rooms above. “Gladys doesn’t act too be
reaved.”

“Homer Wendell,” said Makay, “wasn’t 
one to bring out love in a girl.”

Largo got to his feet, walked along 
the bar and pushed out through the bat- 
wings.

Rita came over to Makay’s and her 
father’s table and sat down. She gave her 
father a long, searching look, then 
turned her eyes on Makay, asking, “Did 
Gladys see Homer get shot down?”

“I don’t rightly know if—”
She cut him off with: “Gladys is the 

one, Father!”

/''HESSELDINE considered that for 
several moments as he sucked on his 

cigar. Then he shook his head slowly.
Rita raised her quirt and brought it 

down viciously on the table top. The 
glasses and bottle jumped. She got up 
from the table and stalked back to the 
one she had shared with Largo. She sat 
there with her stiff back to them.

Makay poured two drinks, said to 
Chesseldine, “I wish I knew what the hell 
was going on around here.”

Largo came striding into the saloon 
and sat down with Rita, saying: 

“Homer’s dead all right.”
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From out behind the Jawbone saloon 
came the heavy explosion of a .45. Then 
a second shot. After that came the yelp
ing of a dog in an indignant, injured and 
furious retreat.

Makay went quickly to the back door 
of the saloon. There, he saw Dan Hep
burn, the owner of the Jawbone, slipping 
a .45 into his waistband. There, also, was 
the old swamper; fairly shaking with 
anger, sputtering:

“There was no damn reason to punch 
shots at that poor hound!”

Dan Hepburn was a tall, handsome, 
robust man, his thick black hair sleeked 
to his head with grease. On the sleeves of 
his white shirt were fancy ladies’ garters 
which looked to Makay like a pair Gladys 
had been wearing recently.

Hepburn turned his head to the 
swamper “Keep your bill out of it. I feed 
that no-good mutt. If I want to sharpen 
my aim a mite, that’s my business.”

Head down, Hepburn picked his way 
carefully across the littered backyard 
so as not to scuff his boots.

Makay was frowning at Hepburn’s 
shooting at the dog. when Hepburn raised 
his head and saw Makay and Chesseldine 
on the back steps.

Hepburn stared at Chesseldine, sucked 
in this breath.

Chesseldine’s gaze was coldly mocking. 
“Well, if it isn’t Dandy Dan Hepburn. 
Haven’t seen you since Cemetery Sam 
O’Neil chased you out of Laredo with a 
broken bar mop.” Chesseldine turned his 
back and walked into the saloon.

Hepburn followed at a distance and 
made his way behind the bar.

Chesseldine and Largo were now talk
ing together at the bar. Three townsmen 
had come into the saloon and were stand
ing at the mahogany in a tight, appre
hensive little knot.

Makay moved over to where Rita was 
sitting alone at the table Largo had 
vacated.

“Miss Rita.” he asked, “mind if I sit 
with you?”

The girl looked up, regarded him 
coolly. Makay felt the chill of her glance. 
He touched his hat and turned to walk 
on, saying, “Sorry I bothered you, 
ma’am.”

r> ITA reached up to put a restraining 
hand on his arm. Somehow, though it 

was not intentional, their hands came to
gether. Neither tried to pull away nor to 
consciously prolong the contact. Yet th,eir 
hands stayed together. Their eyes sought 
each other in a puzzled stare, and then 
each of their hands released the other.

Rita’s head tilted toward the vacant 
chair beside her.

In moving to take the chair, Makay 
saw Chesseldine looking at them. Ches
seldine’s face was quiet; there was now 
no suggestion of humor upon it. Makay 
turned his chair slightly so that he could 
keep both Chesseldine and Largo in 
range, and sat down.

Rita took her hat from her head, 
shook her hair out vigorously, letting it 
fall to her shoulders.

Makay said softly, “You should do 
that more often.”

She ignored his compliment.
Makay’s blood stirred as he drank in 

the nearness of her. The intensity of his 
eyes drew her attention back to him. He 
quickly dropped his eyes to the table. 
Her quirt lay on the table. He picked it 
up toyed with it.

She asked, conversationally, “Where 
you heading, Makay?”

Makay slowly rubbed one thumb over 
the smooth leather grip of Rita’s quirt 
and considered her question. Finally, he

"On Dasher, on Dancer, come Prancer and V ixen!!"
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into Largo’s jawbone.

spoke. “I haven’t given it much thought. 
This urge to—uh—make a change came 
on me sudden-like. I reckon, though, I ’ll 
slant for Montana. Never been there— 
guess that’s why.”

Rita’s voice took on a note of derision. 
“And I su"pose that you’ll start a new 
life there at 40 a month and beans. That 
sure sounds exciting.”

M?kay studied her quietly. Excitement? 
Was that what kept her riding with her 
outlaw father? He said, “Forty a month 
would look mighty good to me right now. 
Miss Rita. I had money in the bank—but 
that’s wiDed out now.”

Rita bit her lip. Her eyes fastened on 
Makay.

He said, “I ’ve been thinking that the 
robbery backfired in some way. That’s 
why Chesseldine is here in town.” Then 
a thought hit Makay—a logical thought. 
“The bank money,” he said slowly, “is 
still right here in town.”

Rita’s mouth drew into a tight line. 
She said nothing.

Largo’s voice came from the bar: 
“Makay!” When Makay looked over, 
Largo asked, “How’s about having a 
drink with the boss and me?”

Makay rose from his chair, unthink
ingly tucking Rita’s quirt under his left 
arm, and walked over to the bar.

Makay took up a position at the ma
hogany beside Chesseldine, signaled to 
old Pop for a drink. Dan Hepburn was 
up toward the front of the bar, looking 
out the window onto Main Street.

Makay laid Rita’s quirt on the bar, the 
tassel of rawhide thongs hanging over the 
back edge. Makay suddenly saw the 
quirt slowly moving across the bar-top. 
He reached out and grasped the handle. 
The pull on the other end continued. 
Makay stood on the foot-rail, looked 
over and saw the hound dog sitting be
hind the bar, pulling playfully at the 
quirt.

Pop moved quickly over and took the 
thongs from the dog’s teeth. “Sorry, 
Makay. This Blinker is just an over
grown pup.”

114 AKA Y, still leaning over the bar.
scratched the dog’s head and got his 

hand licked in return. “Pop, is this the 
dog that was out back?”

Pop glared belligerently in Dan Hep- 
bum’s direction, then nodded.

Looking down along Blinker’s back. 
Makay saw a groove matted with dried 
blood and hair which might have been 
made by a bullet bum. Makay’s face grew 
hard. About to turn to Dan Hepburn, he 
heard Chesseldine say, “Makay, I’ve been 
talking to some town people. Nobody 
seems to have seen Homer as he was 
shot down.”

“You know, Chesseldine,” said Makay. 
“That’s been puzzling me a heap, too. 
And the possibility occurred to me that 
maybe Homer was carrying the bank 
loot.”

Largo said savagely, “What the hell 
do you know about that?”

“I was talking to Chesseldine,” Makay
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FOREIGN A U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS 
FOREIGN, ALASKAN. USA Job Opportunities!! To 
$1500.00 Monthly! Million Americans Employed Overseas. 
Copyrighted Reports. Who to contact for Highest Paying Jobs. 
Laborers — Trades — Truck Drivers — Office — Engineers— 
Others. 52 Countries—St. Lawrence Project Spam, Latin 
America, Northern Projects, Etc. Year Registration—Ad
visory Service. Application forms. Unconditional Money-Back 
Guarantee! $2.00 (Airmailed $2.25) (COD's Accepted) 
International Reporter, St.JLouis 1-ML, Missouri.
JOBS—HIGH PAY. South America, the Islands, U.S.A., 
foreign countries. All trades. Clerical, labor, engineers, drivers, 
others. Women also. Fare paid. Application forms. For infor
mation. Write Section. 95A, National Employment Informa
tion, 1020 Broad, Newark, N.J.
FLORIDA JOBS GALORE!
1737'Cortez Rd., Jacksonville, Fla.

AGENTS WANTED __ _______
BIG MONEY-MAKING Opportunity. Exclusive line work 
uniforms. Jackets, pants, shirts, coveralls. Advertising em
broidered. Every business prospect Outfit Free. Master Co.,
435 Water, Ligonier, I n d . _________ _______ ____
SEEKING NEW PRODUCTS? Get my outfit 47 money
making specialties. Latest conveniences for home, car. Send 
no money. Just your name. Kristee Co., Dept. 128, Akron 8, O. 
EARN UP TO $250.00 per week soliciting delinquent ac
counts. Metro, Box 5887, Kansas City 11, Missouri. __ _  _ 
PERFUME BEADS, SENSATIONAL Sellers. Particulars 
free. Mission, 2328A West Pico. Los Angeles 6, Calif._______

ARTIFICIAL EYES_____________
ARTIFICIAL HUMAN EYES-Assortment mailed you from 
world’s largest finest selection imported glass and all-plastic 
unbreakable eyes. Write for free booklet and color chart. 
Established 1906. Denver Optic Company, 1157 University 
Bldg., Denver 2, C o lo rado .___________________________

ADDITIONAL INCOME
START BIG-PAY Business At Home in spare time. No ex
perience needed to operate little table-top machine for bronz
ing baby shoes. Make $5.46 profit on every pair. Full partic
ulars Free. Send postcard to Mason, 1512 Jarvis. Room 312,
Chicago 26, III.________________ ______________________

HOME SEWER OPPORTUNITIES 
$200. MONTHLY POSSIBLE, Sewing Baby wear I No house 
selling! Send stamped addressed envelope. Babygay, Warsaw
12. Indiana.________  ____________________

DETECTIVES
LEARN CIVIL AND Criminal Investigation at home. Earn 
Steady good pay. Inst. Applied Science, 1920 Sunny side. Dept., 
149 Chicago 40, Illinois. _  _ __ _________

MALE A FEMALE HELP WANTED 
EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches. 
Free sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. PC-50, Chicago 
32, Illinois.

HEALTH A MEDICAL SERVICE
FREE BOOK—PILES, Fistula, Colon-Stomach, associated 
conditions. Newest scientific procedures. Thornton Minor 
Hospital. Suite C-1214, Kansas City 9, Mo.

INVENTIONS WANTED _
INVENTIONS PROMOTED. GUARANTEED plan. Write for 
free booklet “ Your Invention” . Kessler Corporation, 1212, 
Fremont, Ohio.

SALESMEN WANTED
$1,000.00 A MONTH for dramatic 3-second demonstration of 
amazing lightweight Presto Fire Extinguisher. New chemical 
used by Airforce snuffs out fires instantly. Only $4.95. Terrific 
commissions. Millions want it. Free KiL Merlite, 114 E. 32nd,
Dept. X-56N, New York 16. _______________________
WILL YOU WEAR new suits and topcoats without one penny 
cost and agree to show them to friends? You can make up to 
$30.00 in a day even in spare time, without canvassing. Stone- 
Field. 532 South Throop Street, Dept. B-759, Chicago 7, III. 
SELL ADVERTISING BOOK matches. Big daily commission 
in advance—Union Label plus Glamour Girls, Scenics, Hill
billies; all standard styles and sizes. Big Free Master Catalog. 
Fast selling—steady repeat business. Superior Match Co.,
Dept. Z-1256, 7528 So. Greenwood, Chicago 19.__
IF YOU'RE INTERESTED in making money in selling, see 
the hundreds of exceptional opportunities in Salesmen’s 
Opportunity Magazine. Send name for your copy, absolutely 
free. Tell us what you're selling now. Opportunity, 848 N. 
Dearborn, Dept. 27, Chicago lOJIlinois.
CALENDARS ADVERTISING NOVELTIES, Matches! Good 
Side Line or Full Time. Now is the Time to Sell-All Types of 
Calendars, Hundreds of Advertising Novelties, Book Matches, 
etc. Fleming Calendar Co., 6533 Cottage Grove, Chicago 37, III.

MONEY M AKIN G OPPORTUNITIES 
MEN—WOMEN I START Money-Making Plastic Laminat
ing Business at home in spare time. Material that costs l ie  
brings back $2.58. No canvassing or selling but mail orders 
bring in $20 a day. Write for full particulars Free. Rush name 
onpostcard to Warner, Room 312,1512 Jarvis, Chicago 26, III. 
$10.00 HOUR INCOME Tax Service—Complete Instructions, 
How to Start, What to Do, What to Charge. Only $2.00.
Lawrence Renner, East Canton^ Ohio._______ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _
MAKE $25-$50 Week, clipping newspaper items for pub- 
lishers. Some clippings worth $5.00 each. Particulars free. 
National, 81-A, Knickerbocker Station, New^York.
$25 WEEKLY POSSIBLE, sparetime, preparing advertising
mailings at home. Temple Co., Muncie 1, Indiana.__
EXTRA MONEY, PREPARING, Mailing Literature, Mr. Gul,
1815 Meyers, Lombard, III. __  ___
MAKE $100.00 WEEKLY^Iailing Catalogs. Write; Products, 
2342M Washington, Chicago 12, III.
SELL TITANIA GEMS. Far more Brilliant than Diamonds. 
Catalog 10c. Diamonite, 2420-P 77th, Oakland 5, California. 
100,000 PRODUCTS WHOLESALE . . . FreeTllustrated 
catalogs! Econ-O-Mart, Whippany 26,’New Jersey.

_______________ IN S T R U C T I O N _______________________
HOTELS CALL FOR Trained Men. Record-breaking travel 
means nation-wide opportunities and a sound, substantial 
future for trained men in hotels, motels, clubs. Fascinating 
field; fine living; quick advancement. Oualify at home or 
through resident classes in Washington. Previous experience 
proved unnecessary. Placement Service Free. Write for Free 
Book. Course Approved for Veteran Training. 41st Year. 
Lewis Hotel Training School, Room BX-9112, Washington
7, District of Columbia.________________________________
BE A REAL Estate Broker. Study at home. Write for Free 
book today. Gl Approved. Weaver School of Real Estate,
2018S Grand, Kansas City, Missouri.____________________
MASTER WATCHMAKING AT home. Free sample lesson. 
Chicago School Dept. PC-126, 2330 Milwaukee, Chicago 47.

PERSONAL
MONEY TO LOAN. Entirely by Mail. $100 loan repayable 
$6.75 per month. $300 loan repayable $19.95 a month. Loans 
made to $600. Learn how the Air-Mail way. State amount 
you need. Write Money-To-Loan, Dept. 641X, 2014 Dakota
Ave., South Sioux City, Nebraska. __________________
"INTERESTING-MAILS"-25c Keeps Your Mail Box Full 
Three Months. Bentz, (Desk-R-44), Chatawa, Mississippi. 
YOUR HANDWRITING ANALYZED free. Enclose stamp.
IQ AS, Inc., Springfield 4, Missouri______________________

LOANS BY MAIL
BORROW $50 TO $500. Employed men and women over 25 
eligible. Confidential—no co-signers—no inquiries of em
ployers or friends. Repay in monthly payments to fit your 
income. Supervised by State of Nebraska. Loan applications 
sent free in plain envelope. Give occupation. American Loan 
Plan, City National Bldg., Dept. CD-12, Omaha, Nebraska.
_______ ___ STAMP c o l l e c t in g

CANADA-NEWFOUNDLAND COLLECTION including early 
issues, commemorative*, pictorials and high values. Plus set of 
fascinating triangle stamps. Plus set of unused British Colonies. 
Plus large stamp book. All four offers free. Send 10c to cover 
postage. Empire Stamp Corp^ Dept. MB, Toronto, Canada.

MOVIE FILMS A EQUIPMENT 
FREE! BLACKHAWK’S B lG sale  catalog new and used 
16mm., 8mm. films; 2'x2' color slides; used 16mm. sound 
projectors. Biggest stock in USA. Blackhawk Films, 1705
Eastin, Davenport, I o w a . ___________________________

WANTED TO BUY______________________
DIESEL INJECTOR PARTS GM7I-IIO Used. Barry. 7120
Carnegie, Cleveland 3, Ohio.___ _______________________
QUICKSILVER STERLING. SCRAP Precious Metals. Im- 
mediate Payment. Write Mercury Refiners, Norwood. Mass.
__________________ WHOLESALE CATALO GS
WHOLESALE CATALOG! 30-80% Discounts. Appliances, 
Musical Instruments, Typewriters, Tools, Watches, Jewelry, 
Cameras, Housewares, etc. Consolidated Distributors, 1300-
61 Main, Clifton. New Jersey. _________________
WHOLESALE: PHONOGRAPHS. RADIOS.Tape Recorders: 
Catalogue 25c (refundable.) Towers—155, Philadelphia 5. 

MISCELLANEOUS
RECEIVE CIRCULARS, OFFERS, Propositions, 100—
Greener, Box 306-W, Burley, Idaho.__________________

LEATHERCRAFT
FREE "DO-IT-Yourseff” Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy Leather 
Company, Box 791-C18 Fort Worth, Texas.

PATENT ATTORNEYS
INVENTORS WRITE PATRICK Di Beavers, Registered 
Patent Attorney, 1092 Columbian Bldg., Washington 1, D.C. 

BOOKS A PERIODICALS
FREE ILLUSTRATED HYPNOTISM Catalogue. Write 
Hypnotist, 8721 Sunset, Hollywood 46W, California.

LAND BARGAIN
FLORIDA HOMESITE $5.00 Down. Full price only $99. 
Located on fabulous East Coast in high ''ridge-section” 
Electricity, phones, streets, churches, schools, shopping. Near 
Ocean and St. John River. World’s best fishing! Write for 
Free photos. Gregg Left, Box 826, Orange City, Florida. 63



Largo’s Colt blasted two shots into the planking.

Marriage is an event in anyone’s life. Whether 
you re looking forward to the day. or looking back 
( with or without regrets), you’ll go for this saucy 
undress” view of bride and groom. Here’s fore

sight for those who can still profit by it; also 
insight and hindsight. So set your sights for a most 
revealing experience!

FULL-PAGE CARTOONS

MARRIAGE MISCHIEF is brand- 
new, devilishly indiscreet, with orig
inal full-page cartoons. Gay and 
tricky as wedding champagne, it will 
keep you gagging through a season 
of marriages. And talking of gags, 

here’s a whopper! Give MAR
RIAGE MISCHIEF as a wed
ding or anniversary present. 
Try it also on your spouse or 
intended.

* FEATURES
W hat Every Bride Honeymoons—Conven-
Should Know tional and Otherwise
Counsel fo r the ft^  H azards o f the 
Bew ildered G room  F irst N iqht
The Truth About Th* Bachelor Dinner
Trousseaui The W edding Daze

From  Smoker to Bedroom 
And many more provoking top ics

ORDER ON APPROVAL
Order MARRIAGE MISCHIEF 
in plain wrapper for 10 days’
FREE examination. If not thor
oughly satisfied, return for im
mediate refund of complete 
purchase price.

PLAZA BOOK CO.. DEPT. A-202 
109 Brood St.. New Tork 4. N. Y.

Send MARRIAGE MISCHIEF in plain 
wrapper. If not satisfied, I may return it in 
10 days for refund.
SS«nd C.O.D. I will pay postman 98c plus postage. 

I enclose 98c—send postpaid.

City................................  Zone----  S ta te .... ,, .
Canada and Foreign—$1.25 with order

pointed out. “You keep yfiur mouth out 
of it.”

Chesseldine raised a remonstrating 
hand. “Gentlemen, please.” Then he 
turned to Largo and said mildly, “You 
go outside and check Makay’s warsack.”

“I did,” said Largo, obviously hoping 
Makay would make something out of it.

Makay grinned broadly, instead. “I 
take it you didn’t find bank money stashed 
there.” He then spoke to Chesseldine. 
“When the Wagonwheel boys hit town 
you will have to make a run for it. 
They’re a salty bunch, and there’ll be no 
payroll money in the bank. This town 
won’t be a healthy place for anyone who 
even looks like an outlaw.”

Chesseldine spread his hands and said 
with all sincerity, “I haven’t got the 
money.”

“That I know. I also know that the 
money is still in town someplace.”

Chesseldine regarded Makay humor
ously. “I was wondering when you would 
catch onto that. And I’m wondering why 
you told me about your Wagonwheel 
crew coming to town. I t’s not because 
you are worried about me.”

“I was thinking about your daughter.”
Chesseldine’s glance flicked to Rita. 

Then he said, “We’ll pull out.”
Largo was fit to be tied. He stared un

believingly at Chesseldine. “You mean 
you’re gonna light out—without the 
money?” Without waiting for the answer, 
he swung to face Makay. “You know 
where that money is!” he accused thickly.

“Maybe I  do,” admitted Makay 
amiably.

Largo could constrain himself no 
longer. He reached for his right-hand 
gun.

Makay drew. He had instinctive, cat
like speed; his coordination and the 
fluidity of his shifting body and the 
blurring right hand was dexterity rarely 
seen even in this untamed cattle country.

But Chesseldine had his Colt out first 
and slammed off a shot at Makay with 
incredible, lightning-like speed.

Makay was conscious of Chesseldine’s 
draw, and where Chesseldine was aiming. 
Before Makay even attempted to squeeze 
off a shot at Largo, knowing that Ches
seldine’s bullet would deflect his aim, 
Makay flung his own gun into the air in 
the famous and often suicidal border 
shift. Then Makay’s left hand stabbed 
forward, plucked his gun out of the air, 
and shot Largo through the chest.

Even before Makay fired on Largo, he 
felt Chesseldine’s bullet singe across the 
back of his right hand.

Largo’s Peacemaker blasted two shots 
into the planking at his feet, then he 
followed the bullets to the floor. His chin 
hit the boards, with a bone-crushing im
pact. His fingernails rasped on the un
even flooring, vainly seeking a purchase 
to cling to life. He then lay still.

Dan Hepburn’s voice trumpeted 
through the saloon: “Hold it! Dammit— 
hold everything!” He was standing on 
the bar, a sawed-off shotgun covering 
Chesseldine and Utah and Rita.

Gladys, as pert and pretty as ever, was 
standing on the bandstand with another 
scattergun aimed dead at Chesseldine. She 
called out pleasantly, “Stand hitched, 
Chess. I’d hate to let go at you,”

Chesseldine slowly holstered his Colt.
Makay looked at Chesseldine and an 

understanding passed between them. They 
bent and picked up Largo’s body and 
carried him back to a large table and 
placed him upon it. Makay looked down 
at the young-old face, no longer vicious 
or predatory. He placed Largo’s hat over 
the dead face, saying softly, “He just 
wanted to be a big gunslinger. Maybe like 
you, I reckon.”

DEFORE Chesseldine could answer, 
Utah called out, “Riders down the 

trail, boss. About a dozen of ’em.”
Dan Hepburn roared, “It’s the Wagon

wheel boys!”
Chesseldine faced Dan Hepburn. “Do 

we ride out, Dandy Dan—or do we try 
our luck here and now?”

Hepburn’s eyes sought Makay. Makay 
nodded. Hepburn said quickly: “Ride out. 
Chesseldine.”

Chesseldine nodded gravely to Makay. 
“It’s been right nice knowing you, lad.” 
He gestured to Utah and Rita. Utah fol
lowed him through the batwings.

The drumming of the hoofbeats of the 
oncoming Wagonwheel riders was now 
heard in the saloon.

Rita Chesseldine started for the door. 
She stopped, looked at Makay. She moved 
her mouth to speak, but the words met 
some constriction in her throat. Then she 
turned and raced toward the batwings.

Makay took three swift steps, stuck out 
his foot and tripped her. Rita fell head
long. Makay swooped down, pinned her 
to the floor.

Utah stomped back up the steps. “Rita! 
You cornin’?”

Makay felt Rita tense under his hand. 
Her upper body rose from the floor. All 
Makay could see was the back of Rita’s 
head as her thick hair tickled his chin.

Utah suddenly turned from the bat
wings and ran out across the gallery and 
clattered down the steps. His loud guffaw 
was heard. “Rita winked at me, boss. 
She’s stayin’.”

Whatever Chesseldine’s reply might 
have been was lost in the churning hoofs 
of spurred horses.

Rita squirmed furiously. “That damned, 
loud-mouthed Utah!”

Makay lifted her bodily and held her 
firmly till she quieted. She looked at him 
warmly.

At that moment a wild sliding of horses 
in front of the Jawbone announced the 
arrival of the Wagonwheel crew. One 
of them rode his horse up the gallery 
steps and through the batwings into the 
saloon yelling, “Who were them jiggers 
what lit out?”

Dan Hepburn yelled back, ‘'Chessel
dine!”

The rider let out a whoop, turned his 
horse and crashed down the saloon steps. 
His shout. “That there is Chesseldine!’1



Then he followed the bullets to the floor, his fingernails clawing up splinters,

touched off lusty rebel yells. The caval
cade stormed in the dusty wake of the 
outlaws.

Makay put his arm around Rita. “Your 
Dad had a fair start.”

Rita’s lips firmed in a tight smile. 
“Dad’s been in tighter squeezes.”

Hepburn ran out onto the gallery to 
watch the chase.

Makay took Rita over to the bar and 
spoke to the swamper in a low voice. 
“Pop, you mosey out to the backyard. 
Under some of that broken glass you’ll 
find the saddlebags with the bank loot.”

Pop slowly digested Makay’s informa
tion, then took up an empty basket. He 
grinned wickedly.

Makay said, “Take Blinker with you. 
I’m riding a strong hunch that Blinker’s 
nosing around that cemetery was right 
disquieting to Dan Hepburn.” He watched 
Pop and the hound dog walk out.

Gladys had set down her scattergun 
and come quietly over beside Makay, 
listening.

Rita’s eyes sharpened as she coolly 
measured Gladys. “Would it surprise you 
to know that Homer rode with my father 
last night, that Homer knew about the 
bank watchman and his cat—and that 
Homer was carrying the bank money?”

“What surprises me,” said Gladys, “is 
that Homer had the guts to ride with

Chesseldine. He never showed any before.” 
‘My father didn’t know Homer, but 

Largo and Homer knew each other back 
in Kansas. They cooked up the bank 
robbery, and my father organized it.”

TMTAKAY nodded toward Pop coming 
through the back door, carrying the 

basket. Pop was beaming.
Dan Hepburn chose that moment to 

step into the saloon and walk over to
ward Makay. He saw the basket pop had 
put on a table and looked down into it. 
Hepburn froze as an involuntary ex
clamation burst from him.

Makay shoved his Colt into Hepburn’s 
stomach, and lifted his gun, saying, “You 
shot Homer off his horse during the raid.” 

Hepburn was too numbed to answer. 
Glady’s nodded slowly. “I was up in— 

in Dan’s room when the raid broke loose. - 
Some horsemen rode from the bank across 
the backyard under Dan’s window. He 
shot out, and one of the bandits fell off 
his horse. Dan didn’t know that it was 
Homer till he went down for a look.” 

“Then,” said Makay, “Dan hid the 
bank money in the Jawbone cemetery.” 

Hepburn’s head bobbed mutely. Finally, 
he said, “It was a chance to get out of 
debt—to leave this place.”

Rita asked Makay, “What are you 
going to do with him—” she jerked her

head toward Gladys—“and his fancy?” 
“He shot at a bandit,” said Makay, 

“like everyone else in town. Then he 
got greedy about the money.”

“Like Chesseldine,” put in Gladys. 
Makay had to agree to that.
“And,” said Rita pointedly, “you gave 

my father a running chance. Hepburn 
gets one, too.”

Makay smiled crookedly at Dan Hep- 
bum. “That’s your answer. Just be out of 
town before the Wagonwheel boys get 
back.” He looked at Gladys. “You. too.” 

Dan Hepburn and Gladys hurried to
ward the rear staircase.

“Pop,” said Makay, “find Banker 
Thomas. Tell him the bandits hid the 
money—and that you found it. Give 
Blinker the credit. We’ll sit on the money 
till you and Thomas get back.”

“And then?” asked Pop, grinning in 
Rita’s direction.

“ W/'E’RE slanting for Montana to buy 
"  us a little spread. You get the bank

er. We’re in a hurry.”
Makay took Rita’s shoulders and 

looked deeply into her eyes. He saw that 
she was thinking what this marriage 
meant, and he could see in her eyes that 
she liked what it meant. He was no 
longer angry. It wasn’t going to be such 
a bad day after all. ***

MEAT CUTTING OFFERS YOU
SUCCESS And S E C U H ITY
In The Best Established Business In The World • PEOPLE MUST EAT!
TRAIN QUICKLY in 8 short weeks for a job with a 
bright and secure future in the vital meat business. 
Trained meat men needed. Good pay, full-time jobs, 
year-round income, no lay-offs—HAVE A PROFIT
ABLE MARKET OF YOUR OWN!

LEARN BY DOING
Get your training under actual meat market con
ditions in our big modern cutting and processing 
rooms and retail meat market. Expert instructors 
show you how—then you do each job yourself. 
Nearly a million dollars worth of meat is cut, 
processed, displayed and merchandised by National 
students yearly!

PAY AFTER GRADUATION
Come to National for complete 8-weeks course and 
pay your tuition in easy installments after you 
graduate. Diploma awarded. Free employment help. 
Thousands of successful graduates. OUR 35th YEAR!

FREE CATALOG— MAIL COUPON
Send now for big illustrated National School catalog. 
See students in training. Read what graduates are 
doing and earning. See meat you cut and equip
ment you work with. No obligation. No salesman will 
call. Send coupon in envelope or paste on postal 
card. Get all the facts NOW! G. I. APPROVED.

Notional School Of Meat Catting, Inc. 
Dept. K-52 Toledo 4. Ohio

N A T IO N  A X  SC H O O L  O F  M E A T  C U T T IN G , IN C ., D ep t. K -5 2 , T o le d o  4, O h io
Send me FR E E  52-page school catalog on LEARN-BY-DOING tra in ing  In PROFIT- { 
ABLE MEAT CUTTING, SUCCESSFUL MEAT MERCHANDISING and SELF | 
SERVICE MEATS a t Toledo. No obligation. No salesman will call.

(Approved fo r T rain ing  Korean Veterans)
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E a r n  M o r e  a s  a  

TRAFFIC AND 
TRANSPORTATION 

EXPERT/
TRAIN yoursetf to handle the problems of I IW m  Traffic and Transportation and you 
will be welcomed by business. Today’s condi
tions demand expert traffic men in all organiza
tions—men who know rates, government 
rulings, economic routing, claim adjusting- 
men who will give decisions based on accurate 
traffic knowledge. Good opportunities face such 
men.

T r a in  a t  H o m e
LaSalle experts will train you thoroughly in 
your spare time for these real opportunities. 
They will explain Traffic and Transportation 
in every detail. Rates, Classifications, Tariffs, 
Bills of Lading, Organization and Management, 
Shipping, Transportation Law and Regulation, 
Rate Making, etc., and methods of actual man
agement are all made plain. You are under the 
personal direction of expert traffic men at every 
step. The texts, the practical problems which 
you solve, deal with cases similar to those met 
(n business every day. Membership also gives 
you free use of our Consultation Service which 
makes expert advice available to you on your 
special business problems, of all kinds.

Get this training while you hold your present 
position. The fee is small and you can pay on 
our easy terms. *

L a S a l l e  M e n  S u c c e s s f u l  
LaSalle men trained in Traffic and Transporta
tion are found wherever traffic problems are 
found. They are in important positions, from 
the Atlantic to the Pacific and from Canada to 
the Gulf of Mexico. They are successful traffic 
men—and they are being paid accordingly.

S e n d  t h e  C o u p o n
The coupon below will bring you all the facts 
about the opportunities in traffic and about our 
Traffic and Transportation Training. Get these
facts. Learn what this training offers the ambi
tious man. Send the coupon today.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

DEPT. 2 3 7 8 T  C H IC A G O  5, IL L .
Please send me—free—full information about your 

Traffic and Transportation Training.

C ity  a n d  Z o n e ............................. ..... .. . S t a t e . .

40  ACRE GOVERNMENT 
OIL LEASES—$100

You do no drilling, pay no taxes, may real
ize a king-size profit without ever leaving 
home. Free map ana booklet. Write to
AM ERICAN O IL SCO UTS. Dept. M-S
7321 Beverly Blvd. Los Angeles 36, Calif.

L O O S E  FA LSE  T E E T H
RELINID AND TIGHTENED AT HOME $1.00

NEWLY IMPROVED OENOEX RELINER, a plastic, 
builds up (refits) loose upper and lower dentures. 
“ “ lakes them At as they should without using 

Easily applied. No heating required. Brush
* -------ur pistes while it sets. It adheres

and makes a comfortable, smooth
_______________ ce that can be washed and scrub-
bad. Each application lasts for months. Not a 
powder or was. Contains no rubber or gum. Neutral 

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. Not sold in stores. Proved 
msumer Use. Send |1JB pin 1B< hiadNng charge 

DENDEX COMPANY, DEFT. 625-A
1014 WIST SIXTH ST.. IOS ANOUK 9. CAUf.

Really ma 
powder. C 
it on and wear your 
to the plates only an 
and durable surface

RUPTURED
BE FREE  FROM TRUSS SLAVERY

N ow  there  is a new m odern N on-S urg ica l tre a t
m ent designed to  perm anently  co rrec t ru p tu re . 
These N on-S urgical trea tm en ts  are  so certa in , 
th a t a  L ifetim e C ertificate  of A ssurance  is given.

W rite  today  for ou r N ew  F R E E  Book t h a t  
gives facts th a t  m ay save you pain fu l and  expend 
sive su rgery , and tells how  non-surg ically  you m ay 
again  work, live, p lay  and  loye and  enjoy  life in 
the  m anner you desire. T here  is no  obligation . 
Excelsior Hernia Clinic, Dept 4105, Excelsior Spgs., Mo.

War One. For 18 days he was to rip a 
path of fire and heroism across the 
Western front. His name was to evoke 
awe and anger among the Germans, and 
reverence among Allied soldiers in the 
trenches. Those who fought with him 
would regard him with a curious mixture 
of love and hatred. But when it was all 
over, they would agree that he was “the 
greatest fighter who ever went into the 
air.” This tribute came from another pi
lot, far more famous than he—a pilot 
named Eddie Rickenbacker.

Luke was a lone wolf—cocky, head
strong, sometimes arrogant, and contemp
tuous alike of authority and of danger. 
He flew and fought as if it didn’t matter 
to him whether he lived or not. Perhaps 
it really didn't.

He was just 20 when the U.S. declared 
war—a tall, broad-shouldered youngster 
with blond hair and a handsome, in
scrutable face. Bom and brought up in 
Phoenix, he spent a boyhood which was 
distinguished less for scholastic attain
ment than for derring-do. Once, out on 
the lonely sweep of an Indian reserva
tion, he dove into a swollen, brush-choked 
stream to rescue a friend from drowning. 
Another time he climbed to the top of a 
school building to jump off, using a large 
wagon umbrella as a parachute. He was 
dissuaded only ‘by the firm intervention 
of school officials.

In September of 1917, Luke enlisted. 
Commissioned a second lieutenant in the 
aviation section of the Signal Corps, he 
returned home for a final leave before 
going overseas.

“One thing will not happen,” he said 
to a friend. “I ’ll never be taken prisoner.” 
Then he said something else: “You’ll hear 
of me before I ’m through.”

That was Frank Luke for you—cocky 
as they came.

In March, 1918, he reached France. 
After some advanced training, he got 
his combat assignment in July—the 27th 
Aero Squadron, First Pursuit Group. Ma
jor H.E. Hartney was CO.

The 27th was equipped with Spads— 
those ancient and brittle ancestors of to
day’s jet fighters. In the heat of combat, 
the guns would jam. If you pushed them 
real hard, you might reach 17S or 180 
miles per hour—if your wings didn’t 
fall off.

Luke started out on the wrong foot. 
During his very first patrol over the front 
lines, he abandoned formation and went 
prowling on his own.

When he got back, Hartney was steam
ing.

“Where the hell did you go?” he 
demanded.

“Had engine trouble,” said Luke, with 
a cool stare.

Hartney let it pass.

B ag  B u stin g

Spree

Continued from page 35

A day or so later—on August 16—Luke 
did it again. This time, when he returned, 
he had a more exciting story to tell.

“Got me a Hun plane,” he announced 
quietly

Few believed him, for Luke had no 
confirmation. But that, he said, was be
cause it happened deep in enemy terri
tory.

Not until long afterward did he get 
official credit for the kill. By then it 
didn’t really matter.

Luke was in big trouble with his fel
low-pilots. They looked with intense dis
pleasure upon any man who persisted in 
jumping formation. Their lives depended 
on teamwork, and whoever deserted the 
team jeopardized the lives of the rest.

Luke became a “loner,” disdained by 
the other fliers and disdaining them in 
turn. And gradually there grew within 
him a taut and desperate determination 
to prove himself to the squadron, even if 
he had to die in the process.

One man, though, took a liking to 
Luke. His name was Joe Wehner. He, 
too, was a kind of outcast, but for differ
ent reasons.

Although he’d been bom in Boston, 
Wehner’s German name—in that period 
of war hysteria—made him a suspicious 
character. Intelligence officers had shad
owed him all the way to France and even 
arrested him twice. The experience left 
him extremely bitter. He, like Frank 
Luke, was set apart from the others.

They formed a strange partnership— 
a partnership of pariahs—and became a 
deadly team of the air: Frank Luke the 
killer, Joe Wehner flying cover.

'T H IS  partnership came about at offi- 
A cers’ mess one evening. Luke over

heard a stray fragment of conversation.
“. . . toughest thing a pilot can take 

on. Any guy gets one of those has my 
respect. . .

Luke listened closely. The conversation 
was about balloons—the big, ugly Dra- 
chen which the Germans used for artil
lery spotting and observing Allied troop 
movements. A dangerous quarry, for they 
were protected by vicious anti-aircraft 
batteries and sometimes German planes. 
A pilot gunning for a Hun sausage had 
to dive straight into a sea of fire. Yet, it 
was more imperative to destroy balloons 
than planes. They were the eyes of the 
enemy, and without eyes, the enemy 
would be crippled.

The next day was September 12. Out 
on the flight line, Luke remarked cas
ually to Wehner “Did you hear what 
they said about balloons last night?”

“Yes,” said Wehner. “Why?”
“Oh, nothing much. Only I ’m gonna 

get one today.”
In a few minutes Luke was airborne.
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He scouted the front until he found his 
balloon over Marieulles. Three passes, 
through an inferno of anti-aircraft fire, 
and the balloon was kaput—a smoking 
heap of rope, wire and cloth.

The 18 days had begun.
On his way home Luke made a brash 

and hazardous landing in an open field 
near an American balloon crew. Had 
they seen the Hun sausage go down? 
They had. Would they give him a con
firmation?- Righto.

When he returned to his base, me
chanics found his Spad riddled with 
shrapnel. Luke shrugged.

Hartney was transferred out of the 
squadron and Captain Alfred A. Grant 
took his place as CO. On September 14 
Grant detailed Luke and Wehner to get 
a balloon over the town of Buzy.

'T ’HEY found the balloon and Luke 
1  went in after it. This time he got it in 
one pass—a long, screaming dive with 
both guns spitting. The balloon blew up 
with a satisfying who-o-o-sh!

But then, as he was climbing out, he 
ran into trouble. Eight Fokkers—the bal
loon’s guardian angels—were on top of 
him, their bullets smashing into his in
strument nanel and tattooing his wines.

As if that weren’t trouble enough, his 
guns jammed.

Wehner sailed into the fray. The di
version gave Luke a chance to break 
away and clear his guns. Wehner, seeing 
him disengage, did likewise. The two of 
them headed for Boigneville, where Luke 
had soied another balloon.

This one took six passes, and when he 
started his sixth, Luke had only 75 rounds 
left in his guns. But he nailed the sau
sage, and the two men flew home.

Luke’s score to date: Three balloons 
in three successive days.

His plane was so badly shot up that it 
had to be junked. There were bullet- 
holes within six inches of his body.

But he had begun to make his mark.
On the morning of September 15 Luke 

and Wehner took off on another balloon 
hunt. They were under orders to stay 
together, but they defied the orders and 
separated. Wehner got a balloon near 
Verdun. Luke got one near Boigneville, 
then sweDt on to attack a second that 
he’d sighted over Bois d’Hingry. He dove 
on it, blew it up and was pounced upon 
by Fokkers. Wehner hustled to the rescue 
and knocked off a Fokker and an Alba
tross. The Huns scattered and the part
ners made for home.

But this wasn’t enough.
That afternoon Luke went up again. 

He found still another balloon, destroyed 
it—in spite of a furious cannonading 
from the German guns—and made for 
his own lines, skimming the ground to 
keep the AA batteries from zeroing in 
on him.

Three balloons in one day! Six in four 
days—a record equaled by no other Al
lied pilot.

The name of Frank Luke was becom
ing known up and down the Western 
front. Doughboys called him “the bal
loon-buster.” And his squadron mates 
were seeing him now in a different light.

If Luke sensed that he was at last 
winning their respect, he didn’t show it.
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“First I’ll get him a DSC,” the CO screamed, “and

His own private war against the Ger
mans, far from abating, gained in inten
sity. It was as if he were being haunted 
and driven by some secret devil.

The Germans, meanwhile, were play
ing it cagey. At first glimpse of an Allied 
pursuit plane, they’d haul down their 
balloons. Targets were getting hard to 
find.

Luke decided to try something differ
ent.

He went to Major Hartney, who was 
now group commander.

“How would it be,” he said, “if Joe 
Wehner and I go after balloons at dusk? 
Visibility will be reduced, and we can 
sneak up on them.”

Hartney was dubious. It meant that 
the fliers would have to return after dark, 
and the fast-landing Spads were danger
ous enough to bring in during daylight. 
Flares might be sent up to light the field 
for them. But air-to-ground radio was 
unheard of then, and there was no way 
for returning pilots to let the base know 
when they were coming in so that flares 
could be fired.

Luke had an answer for that, however.
“Look,” he said. “I ’ve got three bal

loons spotted, and we’ll call our shots. 
We’ll get the first balloon about 7:10 
p .m ., the second about 7:20, the third 
about 7:30. When you see the third one 
flame up, start burning flares and shoot
ing rockets. We’ll get back all right.”

Hartney gave his permission.
After Luke and Wehner had taken off, 

the CO and his men gathered and peered 
into the deepening darkness. Every min
ute or so Hartney glanced at his watch. 
7:08 . . . 7:09 . . . 7.T0. . . .

“They got one!” It was Hartney him
self who spotted it—a sudden, brilliant 
flash just above the horizon northeast of 
Verdun.

Exactly at 7:20 there was a second 
flash on the horizon. The Luke-Wehner 
express was right on schedule.

The minutes ticked by. 7:30 . . .  7:33 
. . . 7:35. . . . Hartney paced nervously. 
Had something gone wrong?

“There it is!”

'F H E  yell reverberated across the field. 
A Off in the distance, a third flash had il

luminated the night sky.
The flares and rockets were fired, and 

within a few minutes Luke and Wehner 
were safely on the ground. Wehner had 
got one of the balloons, Luke the other 
two. It gave him a box score of eight 
balloons in five consecutive days.

Two days later—on September 18— 
Luke and Wehner went hunting again. 
They found two balloons over Labeau- 
ville and Luke blew them both up. Climb
ing out after his second kill, he saw 
Wehner being rushed by a formation of 
Fokkers. Luke waded in and gunned down 
two. -

Then he looked around for Wehner. 
Not seeing him, but surmising that he 
had broken away and headed home, Luke 
veered off toward the Allied lines. En 
route, he spotted a lone German obser

vation plane. He overtook it and sent it 
crashing in flames.

Three planes and two balloons in ten 
minutes! A total of 13 kills in a single 
week.

But there was bad news awaiting Luke 
when he got back to his field. Wehner 
had been shot down in the dogfight.

Luke was inconsolable. The fact that 
he was now America’s leading ace—ahead 
of Rickenbacker even—made no differ
ence. He seemed to lose spirit. His flying 
became a lackluster, mechanical thing.

'T 'H E  CO gave Luke a leave. He went to
Paris. But in a few days he was back. 

He said there was nothing to do in Paris.
He resumed flying. Once again it was 

the old Luke—the grim, compulsive Hun- 
hunter. Now, though, he was seeking not 
just kills for the sake of kills, but revenge 
for a fallen friend.

He drew a new partner—Lieutenant 
Ivan Roberts of South Lee, Mass. On 
their first sortie Luke shot down another 
German plane, and Roberts vanished. He 
was never found.

Luke was a sensitive person, and one 
can only guess the personal torment he 
suffered from knowing that two friends 
had died protecting him. His torment had 
to find an outlet, and, considering the 
kind of man he was, it may have found 
outlet in the only way that it could—in 
defiance of authority.

The next day—September 26—he went 
AWOL.

When he returned, he was reprimand
ed. It made him only more defiant. He 
took off without authorization and de
stroyed a balloon. Then he landed at a 
French base and spent the night.

He came back the next day.
“You’re grounded until further no

tice!” Grant told him crisply.
Luke hurtled out of headquarters and 

ran back to his plane.
“She’s short of gas and oil,” warned a 

mechanic.
Luke said he’d gas her up at another 

base. And off he went.
“What’ll you do now?” an officer asked 

the CO.
Grant barked, “I ’ll tell you what I ’m 

going to do! I ’m going to recommend him 
for the Distinguished Service Cross! 
Then, by God, I ’m going to court-martial 
him!”

It was 5:22 p .m . on September 29, the 
18th day since he got his first balloon.

Sweeping down on the far bank of the 
Meuse River, near the town of Dun, he 
raked the first balloon with his guns and, 
rolling out, saw it go up in a titanic puff 
of flame.

He found his second balloon at a place 
called Brifere Farm. Luke peeled off to 
dive on it. But then something slammed 
against his body, and there was a sud
den, piercing stab of pain.

He’d been hit.
He looked up and saw a formation of 

German planes piling down on him, their 
guns splashing his Spad with tracers.

He dove straight for the ground, and
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then I’ll court-martial him.”

the Huns, thinking he was finished, ca
reened off to 'hunt other game. Pulling 
out of his dive scant yards above the 
ground, he swooped up under the belly 
of the second balloon and sent a torrent 
of bullets smashing into its soft skin. The 
sausage burst apart.

Luke was wounded and losing blood. 
His plane was limping badly. But no 
power on earth could have made him 
break away before he finished what he’d 
set out do. He was a man ridden by fury 
—a fury which could be appeased only 
by a last full measures of destruction.

Roaring out of the smoke over Briere 
Farm, he made for the little town of 
Milly, where he’d spotted the third bal
loon. A short, deadly dive, with guns 
chattering, and it was done. The balloon 
exploded in a sheet of fire.

Three balloons in one day! Fourteen 
balloons and four planes in 18 days!

But he wasn’t through. A few miles 
beyond Milly lay the village of Mur- 
vaux. Luke saw its streets clogged with 
gray uniforms. A Hun troop concentra
tion! He ripped down and strafed the 
Germans, killing nearly a dozen of them.

And then he did a strange thing: In
stead of striking out for hpme, he circled, 
cut his engine and landed in a gently 
sloping meadow behind the church. 
Whether he did it because his plane was 
conking out or because of his wounds, 
nobody knows.

As the ship bumped to a stop, Luke 
climbed out of the cockpit and groped 
weakly toward a nearby stream.

Suddenly German soldiers opened fire 
on him. He turned, jerked out his auto
matic and started back to his Spad, 
hunching over, staggering, firing as he 
went.

He emptied his clip, and then a bullet 
struck him. He slumped dead.

He’d said he never would be taken 
prisoner. He’d also said they would hear 
of him before it was through.

The 18 days were over. He wasn’t 
taken prisoner, and people h~d heard

Luke was buried there in the village 
churchyard, and not until after the Arm
istice did the Allies learn the details of 
his end.

The Congressional Medal of Honor 
and DSC were awarded to him posthu
mously, along with many other decora
tions. He was the only flier in World War 
One to be given the Congressional Medal. 
He was also the only man in U.S. military 
history to win the nation’s highest honor 
while facing court-martial.

Years later, when another and bigger 
war broke out, the Air Corps named one 
of its new bases after Frank Luke. Today 
Luke Air Force Base, Arizona, is a major 
jet fighter school.

And on the statehouse lawn in Phoenix 
there is a statue of him. I t may seem 
meaningless to the generations that have 
grown to maturity during World War 
Two, the Korean War and the Cold War. 
But to those of Frank Luke’s own gen
eration it is an enduring reminder of the 
wild kid from Arizona.
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life for a pound of sugar, the fiery-eyed 
wolves who preyed at night, and the out
laws who would cut a throat for a pair 
of shoes.

I thought of all these as I pulled into 
the snow. I steadied myself with my staff 
and tightened the tattered overcoat 
around me as the wind bit into my flesh. 
I  took the first step and the pain of the 
infected leg shot through my whole body. 
Slowly I  pushed ahead, my cloth-wrapped 
feet leaving a wide crease across the white 
surface. I  heard neither the whine of the 
wind nor the far-off cry of the hungry 
wolves.

I was a man possessed with but one 
thought—to get out of the forest. For 
two long, frightful years it had been my 
sanctuary—and it had also been my 
prison. Now I could stand it no longer. 
If I  stayed another day I would either 
die or go mad. Even a Nazi bullet would 
be better . . *.

I t was in January of 1943 that I 
entered the forest about 200 miles north 
of Warsaw in the Pyszcza section of 
Poland. Like other thousands I was flee
ing the Germans. You either fled or 
faced a slave-labor camp or a crematory.

My only possessions then were the 
clothes I had on my back. I  had no food, 
no weapons. It was bitter cold and the 
snow was two to three feet deep. Despite 
the hunger that gnawed at my sides my 
first job was to make a shelter. So with 
my hands and a piece of wood I started 
to dig. By nightfall I had a hole the 
length of my body and eight inches deep. 
I had made a crude blanket of strips of 
fir and when I  tumbled into the hole ex
hausted I pulled it over me.

T SLEPT only a few hours. When I
awoke it was dark and snow was fall

ing. I  was trembling with the cold and 
listened to wild howls of the animals. For 
just a few minutes I wondered if I  
wouldn’t have been wiser to stay in War
saw, getting a handful of food a day and 
waiting for the time when I  would be 
herded onto a truck and taken to the 
ovens.

How many of my family and friends 
had I seen taken away to die? Days 
later, through the underground, we would 
hear what happened to them. Some would 
be lined up in the public'square and shot, 
but before this they would be subjected 
to every form of torture and ridicule. 
Old people would be stripped of their 
clothes and herded through the streets 
naked. Those who didn’t move fast 
enough would be clubbed, their arms 
and legs broken. The girls were publicly 
exposed to debasement. They prayed for 
the moment when a bullet would put a 
merciful end to their shame.

Just thinking about these things made
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me glad that I was in the forest, and fired 
me with the overpowering resolution to 
survive.

The dawn of my second day was a 
raw, gray awakening high above the sway
ing trees. I crawled from the hole and 
began a search for wood. I had a box of 
matches and heat now was more im
portant than food. I soon had a small 
fire going.

I  spent the rest of the day digging the 
hole deeper and gathering wood for the 
fire. Already, it seemed to me, I would 
adjust myself to the forest and its way 
of life—and I would survive.

This became more apparent as the days 
went by. I  learned to identify certain 
noises. I soon discovered that there were 
many other people in the forest and I 
learned how to douse the fire and crawl 
into the hole without leaving a trace 
when they approached.

Each day I  learned more of my sur
roundings. About a mile from the hole I 
found a road used by the Germans to 
send fresh troops to the front. From a 
tree I would watch the troops come and 
go. When they had passed I would leave 
my perch and search the road. There 
were always pieces of discarded bread 
and scraps of meat and even chocolate.

The greatest treasures I salvaged from 
the road were a pair of shoes—and a 
knife. The knife was a good one about 
eight inches long. With it I could do 
many things. One of the first was to 
carve a rude cup from a piece of wood. 
With this I  melted snow over the fire and 
for the first time I had something warm 
to drink.

During these long spells of hunger I 
was driven to frequent acts of despera
tion. One night, while a heavy snow fell, 
I  crept past the Nazi sentries into a small 
village a few miles from the fringe of the 
forest. I  made my way to the barnyard 
of what once was a fairly prosperous 
farm. In a matter of minutes I had 
throttled a plump chicken.

Now, with a fine dinner in prospect, a 
sudden weariness overcame me. I couldn’t 
go any further, I  simply had to sleep. I 
found the barn and climbed up into the 
hayloft, the chicken tucked under my 
coat. I  had no sooner stretched out when 
I  was asleep.

I was awakened by barking. I  waited 
and listened. When the barking stopped 
I crawled to the bam door and peered 
out. I t was still dark and the snow was 
still falling. I dashed around the side 
of the barn and fled across a field. Finally 
I found the road and soon I was back in 
the welcome arms of the forest.

I t was shortly after this incident that 
I  had another strange experience. Less 
than a half-mile from the hole I found 
the frozen carcass of a horse on what



appeared to be a seldom-used trail. X was 
soon hacking away at the joints of the 
horse with my knife when I noticed that 
the animal had been recently shod. Who 
owned it, and what was it doing dead in 
the forest?

It was spring before I got the answer. 
Far deeper into the forest than I had 
ever gone thrived a large band of out
laws. Of course there were many guerillas 
in the forest, too, but they were dedicated 
to harrassing the Nazis and they worked 
at nothing else. The bandits were another 
matter. They preyed on everyone. 
Through intermediaries they even did 
business with the enemy. To be captured 
by them meant certain death. If you 
carried anything of value you would be 
stripped, then turned over to the Ger
mans for a price.

I learned the hard way how cunning 
they were. I t was a warm day in May. I 
had earlier enjoyed the luxury of washing 
out the pieces of rags that I  used for 
clothing, and had sunned myself while 
they dried, and then I had gone berry 
hunting.

¥  WAS absorbed in this work when I
suddenly found myself surrounded by 

six men. They had come upon me with
out making a sound.

This was my first contact with humans 
in five months and I jumped like a fright
ened animal.

“Hello, good friend,” one of them said. 
“We are your neighbors; we also live in 
the woods.”

I  stood up and looked at them. They 
were cut-throats if I  had even seen them.

“Why do you not join us,” he said. “We 
have fine huts and there are good beds 
and always plenty of food.”

The sound of such things tempted me.
“Come along and join us,” one of 

them said. And before I realized what I 
was doing I had picked up my cup of 
berries and was walking along the trail 
with them.

Suddenly I realized how foolish I  was. 
As we pushed deeper into the woods I 
became aware that others were watching 
us. Step by step I  lagged behind until all 
but one of them were walking in front of 
me. The one who stayed by my side was 
the one who invited me to come along.

Without warning, as we made a turn 
on the trail, I  made my getaway. For a 
moment he had me by the neck and then 
I struck. As he stumbled and fell, I 
darted into the underbrush. Now every 
wile of the hunted came to me like a 
second nature. I sped across the ground 
with scarcely a sound. I  leaped across the 
rocks and fallen trees as though it was 
something I had done all my life. The 
cries of alarm grew fainter as I  sped 
along like a rabbit. My escape had been 
good. And I d'd realize that the horse 
could only be theirs.

From then on I doubled all caution. It 
was just as well. Late one summer eve
ning I was just finishing a dinner of 
boiled grass and berries when I heard an 
unfamiliar sound. I t was heavy tramping 
—eight or ten men—less than 100 yards 
from the hole. My sense of hearing had 
become so keen that I  could tell what 
made almost any noise, but I  wasn’t 
familiar with these sounds.
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They told me just one thing: A Nazi 
patrol was not too far off. I  knew, as did 
all the other inhabitants of the forest, 
that the Germans were deathly afraid of 
the woods and the men in there, and 
stayed clear. So this meant that the 
patrol was lost.

Soon the .sounds were not so pro
nounced. The patrol had stopped. They 
had decided to camp for the night. What 
they would do when daylight returned 
was anyone’s guess. The best thing for 
me, I  figured, was to stay in a tree for 
the night. .1 had become an expert at 
this, losing neither my balance nor a 
minute’s sleep.

I  had a favorite spruce not too far 
from the hole and as I made for it I 
stumbled and fell in the dark. I had no 
sooner hit the ground when the calmness 
of the forest was blasted with the chatter 
of machine guns. For nearly five minutes, 
bullets screamed over my prone body, 
missing me by inches.

TT was hours before I moved again.
Then, when I felt it was safe, I  crawled 

inch by inch deeper into the woods. At 
last I was out of earshot of the Ger
mans. I  climbed a tree and went to sleep.

The summer and its small compensa
tions of berries and grass soon gave way 
to the harsh blasts of winter. When the 
first snow came I was a little better pre
pared than I had been a year earlier. I 
had found a coat discarded by a German 
soldier and with this I covered the 
bottom of the hole. The hole, too, was 
deeper—about four feet—and provided 
more shelter. But that was about all.

I had also learned the value of a long 
staff. I t was a fine weapon both for hunt
ing and staving off attacks by animals. 
But better than this was my knife. I  had 
become a master at hurling it. This saved 
my life more than once. The first time 
was during a raging storm near the end 
of December. I  was huddled in the hole 
wondering when I would get a chance to 
forage for food. I  heard the cries of a 
female wolf just outside. Like every
thing else in the forest she was starved 
and desperate.

I  slowly pushed back the thatch that 
covered the hole. I looked out—and there 
she was, about 15 feet away. When she 
saw me the cries of hunger became a 
hissing snarl. Her eyes were ablaze with 
a wicked gleam. Her fangs were wet and 
bare.

I whirled about and faced her. With 
this same motion I pulled the knife from 
my belt and sent it flashing through the 
air. I t plunged deep into her chest, just as 
she was about to leave the ground.

About an hour later I was eating 
roasted wolf meat. Five days later there 
was nothing left but the pelt.

One morning, while I was searching for 
fire wood—I had long since learned how 
to start a fire by striking two rocks to
gether—I heard a low growl behind me. 
I turned just in time to see a giant bull
dog coming for me. I  ducked to one side 
as it leaped. While it flayed the air with

its claws I sent my staff crashing across 
its back. I t fell to the ground a writhing 
mass of fury The animal’s spine was 
crushed but it was still full of fight. I 
backed off a few feet and threw my knife. 
I t pierced the belly. A widening crimson 
spread on the snow.

The meat of the bulldog was the tough
est I had ever eaten—but it was meat.

I  survived the second winter in the 
forest without as much as a cold. But I 
was glad when the grass and the berries 
sprang up again.

For one thing, signs on the trails and 
the roads to the villages indicated to me 
that the local farmers were moving more 
freely. Was it because the Germans were 
suffering setbacks at the front? Or was 
it because people had resigned themselves 
to the conquest? I had no way of know
ing—-but I soon found out.

One day, posing as a beggar, I  ap
proached a farmer driving a small, horse- 
drawn wagon through the woods. I asked 
him if he had any food he could spare.

He startled me with his friendliness. 
Sure, he said, he had some freshly-baked 
bread. Would I like some? He handed me 
a small loaf. While I  wolfed it down he 
offered me a ride. I  accepted.

As we rode along he suggested that I 
return to the village with him. He could 
get me some clean clothes and if I  liked, 
he told me, I could stay and work on his 
farm. I listened carefully to everything 
he said. And the more I heard promises 
of good food and an easy job, the more 
suspicious I  became.

Just as we were approaching the village 
I was sure I  detected the sound of hoof- 
beats. His face indicated that he heard 
them, too, but he obviously was not con
cerned. This meant only one thing to me. 
Get out.

I  struck him full across the face and 
jumped from the wagon. As I leaped, he 
brought his horse whip crashing down 
across my shoulders. I made the edge of 
the woods just as a group of German 
soldiers rode into view.

I was not always to be so lucky.
One day in July, while I was watching 

the road from a treetop a branch broke



was even done, I was devouring it—pelt, ashes and all

under me and I fell to the ground. I  cut 
my right hand. I  prevented any possible 
infection with applications of saliva and 
urine.

But while the wounds healed I was un
able to use the hand and this brought on 
a deep feeling of depression. The depres
sion got so bad, I  decided to go to the 
village to ask refuge from the local priest.

It was late afternoon when I  started 
out and it was nearly nightfall as I en
tered the village. I  tried to give the im
pression I was a beggar—and this wasn’t 
too hard.

T WAS just approaching the church
when I was stopped. I t was a patrol. I 

had no identification papers and I  was 
hustled off to the local SS headquarters 
for questioning.

When I saw the bright lights and the 
cruel faces all around me any feeling of 
resignation left me. The urge to fight 
came back.

I was ordered to a large room on the 
second floor where other prisoners were 
lined up with their pants down around 
their ankles. An SS officer went down the 
line. If  the prisoner was found to be 
circumcised he was marched downstairs. 
No further questions were asked.

I was desperate. I  told the guard I had 
to go to the bathroom. He motioned to a 
door at the end of the hall and gave me 
a push.

To my amazement I found there was 
no one else in the toilet—and that there 
was an open window. In panic I squeezed 
through the window, dropped to the 
ground two flights below, then ran into 
the darkness. There wasn’t even a shot 
fired.

Three hours later I was back in the 
foul security of the hole. Most of the 
men who had been in the large room with 
me were by now dead.

This experience was enough to hold me 
in check until the cold weather came. 
And then I felt the urge to move. I  was 
just regaining the use of my hand when 
I decided to make another break out of 
the woods for freedom.

Again I made my way to the village, 
again I posed as a beggar—and again I 
wound up in the hands of the SS.

This time I knew they weren’t kidding. 
In a matter of hours I was herded onto 
a cattle train. Destination r A crema
torium.

While the train was traveling at its 
highest speed I made my leap for life. I 
went hurtling over the side and rolled 
down the embankment. When I regained 
consciousness I was a mass of bloody 
bruises. I  carry the marks until this day.

Hiding by day, crawling by night, I 
made my way back to the forest. I  could 
go no place else. My leg was bad.

Then the first blizzard of the Winter 
came. I  lay in the hole without food and 
raved to myself as the fever mounted. I 
told myself that I was going mad and to 
prevent this I  recited poetry to myself 
while I writhed in agony.

The mental depression now was worse

than ever. I relived all the horror of the 
Warsaw ghetto. I  remembered the night 
that my wife, Bella, and I had decided 
that we had to escape. We had crawled 
into the truck and had been carried out
side the gates.

I  remembered jumping from the truck 
with Bella and hastily kissing her as she 
fled in one direction and I  in another.

What was she doing now? Was she still 
alive? Was all this hunger and depriva
tion, all this misery worth it?

I  had traveled the 200 miles to the 
woods posing as a beggar. Could I now 
escape from the woods by the same ruse?

I got to my feet and I  stumbled from 
the hole through the ever mounting snow, 
my leg thumping in pain. I was saying 
farewell to the forest after nearly two 
years. I t had been a good friend—and a 
bitter enemy.

It was 1944. The Germans were on the 
run—but I didn’t know it. The allies 
were closing in and pushing back the 
oppressor.

I pushed on, stumbling, falling through 
the storm, blinded by the wind and snow, 
crazed by torment that raged in my leg.

And then I found myself standing at 
the door of a farmhouse. Finally the 
farmer moved by my pleas and misery 
said, “Come in, come in, out of the cold.”

My next feeling was that of hot soup 
coursing down my throat . . . and then of 
being hidden in a hole under the barn.

For the next few weeks the farmer 
and his wife helped me and with the hot 
water and towels they gave me, I bathed 
my leg and foot. The swelling went down 
—and I was able to use it again.

What followed I find hard to describe. 
I t was so unreal. The dawn of freedom 
had come—the Germans and everything 
they had represented had been defeated— 
and the nightmare of horror was over.

I had made a pact with my wife that I 
would meet her in Lodz, the second 
largest city in Poland. But when I  finally 
reached the ghetto in Lodz, after many 
weeks of travel by foot, I  was sickened 
by what I saw: death, disease, ruin.

Where would I look for my wife? I 
Stumbled through the ruins of the ghetto. 
But now, another miracle happened. I 
found Bella. She was living—in the ruins. 
She had remembered our agreement and 
she had been there, living in a hovel 
made of debris, waiting for me. I can’t 
describe what it meant to see her and to 
hold her again.

Finally, we made our way to a DP 
camp in the American zone of Germany. 
For three years we waited . . . waited 
for a real first-hand glimpse of what 
freedom meant. Then the word came 
from the American Consulate that we 
could enter the U.S.

There was a gray, pre-dawn sky as our 
ship nosed into New York Harbor. I 
held my arm around Bella’s shoulder to 
shield her from the wind-swept mist.

Just then the sun broke through. There 
was The Lady, aloof and majestic—a 
symbol of everything I had ever 
dreamed. ***
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J U S T  3 S A L E S  D A IL Y  E a rn  You  
Up to $660 E X T R A  Every  M onth !
G et in to  a  high paying b u s in e ss  you can run  from 
hom e. W e ru sh  you abso lu tely  F ree  a powerful S ta r t
ing B usiness O u tfit. It con tains every th ing  you need  
to m ak e  exciting cash  profits  from  the  first hour. 
You also  get w onderful sav ings on  every th ing  you 
n eed  for yourse lf or family.

Take orders for lust 3 of these fast-selling combinations 
a day (our 2-in-l plan) and you earn up to $660 per month. 
Here are Just a few of the combinations folks buy from 
you fast:
•  In s u la te d  Jacket and leather Boot Combination . . 
same type subzero Insulation as IT.8. Army Coldbar Suit!
•  Horsehide leather Jacket lined with real sheepskin . . . 
and extra-comfortable air-cushioned work shoe, also lined 
with warm fleece! •  Smart, luxurious Palomino Leather 
Jacket. . . matching slip-on Moccasins! •  New Reversible 
Nylon-Rayon Jacket . . . genuine Shell Cordovan I>eather 
Oxford! (These combinations pay you up to $9.50 profit 
per sale!) We'll put you in business immediately by 
rushing a complete Sales Outfit FREE!

You Get Steady REPEAT ORDERS
Beauty of your Mason business is that It brings you 
exciting profits every  month. Satisfied customers buy from 
you time after time. That's because Mason products are 
never sold in stores . . . folks in your town m u s t buy from 
y o u !  Here's why it's so e a s y  to make big money:
•  You show a se lec tion  no store can match! Over 195 dress, 
sport, work shoe styles . . . even Jackets, raincoats!
•  You can fit almost every m a n  a n d  w o m a n . because of our 
amazing range of sizes (2H-15) and widths (AAAA to 
E E EE)!
•  You carry no stock— yet you're never “out" of a size, 
style, or width! With our huge stock (over a quarter 
million pairs of shoes) to draw on. you give customers 
what they want!
•  You feature exclusive Velvet-eez A i r  C u sh io n  Inner- 
soles . . .  a blessing for men and women who work.
•  Mason Shoes have Good Housekeeping Guarantee Seal.
•  Folks really appreciate this convenient, leisurely way 
of "shopping” for shoes at home or work. Saves time . . . 
saves shopping around . . . saves money!
S ta rt now! To get your M ason  S ta rtin g  B usiness 
O utfit including  the  M ason  “ M irac le”  Line, featuring  
In su la ted  Ja ck e ts , sh o es  . . . S ilicone-tanned  shoes 
th a t  sh ed  w ater . . . S h o e -Jack e t com binations . . . 
o th er fas t-se llin g  m oneym akers  . . . mail coupon 
to d a y ! W e’ll ru sh  your F R E E  S ta rtin g  B usiness 
O utfit w ith  ev ery th in g  you n eed  to  m ak e  exciting 
d o u b le  profits from  your first hour!

MASON Shoe Mfg. Co., oept.4i3
C h i p p e w a  F a l l a ,  W i s c o n t i n

S E N D  F O R  F R E E  O U T F I T !
I MASON SHOE MFG. CO., Dept. 413  |
I Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin
I Please r u s h  complete Mason Shoe A. Jacket Starting ■ 
|  Business Outfit with everything I need to start l 
|  earning big money from my first hour!
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YOGIS!
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Hta the secret o f success!
Banish anxiety, worry, fear and frustration! 
Take vitality from the air . . . cleanse mind 
and body of defeatist poison . . . improve voice, 
posture, self-confidence. Strengthen your spine 
and nervous system, control your emotions. 
With these and many more secrets mold your 
life into a successful pattern with new, DY
NAMIC physical and psychological powers!
STUDENTS SAY: “I ’m self-confident now
. . . not self-conscious at all/* “no longer neurot
ic,’* “calmer, happier, more energetic,’’ “no more 
tension/ ’ “no more headaches or nerves/’ “wish I ’d 
found this Course years ago /’
YOU can start on the road 
to sure success at our ex
pense. Send coupon and the 
first lesson, a 26-page book
let covering Deep Relax
ation and Dynamic Breath
ing will be yours to keep 
and use!

S ta rt  Your 
All-Around 

Improvement 
TO DAY!

| INSIGHT SCHOOL OF YOGA
I Dept. MS-8, 806 Dempster Street, Evanston, III.
i P le a s e  s e n d  m e  Y o g a  T r ia l  L e s s o n  1. (N o  j o b l ig a t io n )  I  e n c lo s e  25c.

j NAME_______________________ [__
j STREET__ ________________________
|  CITY____________  STATE-________

C a b i n e t  M a k i n g
~  LOW COST HOME TRAINING COURSE 

for Beginners & Advanced Craftsmen
Make money. Learn skills and secrets of fine 
'woodworking and tool use. Professionally 
prepared shop method training tells and 
shows how. Covers everything. Easy to master.
INTERSTATE TRAINING SERVICE

DEPT. H » ,  PORTLAND 13 , O REGO N

F R E E GERMAN
STEEL*HUNTING KNIFE

r  g r i
W e g iv e  you  h an d ie s t h u n tin g  e n d  fishing k n ife  you ’v e  ever 
had! H a s  4 -IN C H  L O N G  h igh ly  tem p ered  s te e l b lade— V E R Y  
S H A R P ! A ttra c tiv e  h an d le . W e se n d  k n ife  F R E E  to  a c q u a in t 
you  w ith  o u r  below-wholeeale bargains. P lease  sen d  25c fo r 
hand ling . N O  L IM IT — b u t  send  25c h and ling  for each  knife. 
O rd er T O D A Y !
HUNTING KNIFE, Dept-K-lOW Box 881. S t- Louie. M e.

Bladder'Weakness'
I f  w orried by “B ladder W eakness” (G e ttin g  Up 
N ights o r  Bed W etting , too  freq u en t, b u rn in g  o r 
itch in g  u r in a tio n )  or S tro n g  S m elling, C loudy 
U rine, due to  com m on K idney  an d  B lad d er I r r i 
ta tio n s , t ry  CYSTEX for quick  help. 30 y e a rs  use 
prove sa fe ty  fo r young an d  old. Ask d ru g g is t fo r 
CYSTEX u n d er g u a ra n te e  of m oney-back  if  n o t 
satisfied . See how  f a s t  you im prove.

L U G E R  AUTOMATIC

6.50 MM,
10 SHOT MAGAZINE
Designed by Master Crafts
man from the famous German 
Fast Shooting Automatic Lugerll 
Be the proud owner of this Exciting Auto
matic model and the envy of your friends!
Finished in sleek blue-black of high impact 
# 4 7 5  Styron with fancy polished-chromium- 
type steel trigger!!
Sharp looking— simulated knurled IvoryGripsH  
Not an a ir or COs gun. Fires 10 slugs in rapid 
succession!! FREE— Surprise Package! P lus 100 

'  slugs with order of 2 Lugers at $S .9 5 . No74 Order Now— while they last. Be a  two-gun man) C.O.D.'s 
Krieger Labs, MS 1708 N. McCadden Pi., Hollywood 28, Col.

Legenza and Bob Mais were as good as 
dead— or so we thought. But it didn’t 
turn out that way at all!

We hadn’t suspected that a can of 
“baked chicken” delivered to Mais and 
Legenza in their cell just before the trans
fer was filled with loaded automatics. If 
we’d thought of that, we might have fore
stalled a blaze of killing and wounding 
and vicious assault which flared over four 
states, left widows and orphans in its 
wake, taxed the ingenuity and resources 
of the Federal Bureau of Investigation as 
well as challenging the courage of the po
lice of a half dozen cities.

If you check back you can see why 
everybody was worried about Mais and 
Legenza being loose. One of the stunts 
pulled by Mais and Legenza and the 
others of the Bloody Bunch was a mail 
robbery and a murder combined.

Five of the gang had waylaid a Fed
eral Reserve mail truck enroute to the 
lower level of Broad Street Station. When 
the driver, E. M. Huband, father of three, 
turned to see whaU was going on at the 
rear of his truck which was blocked by 
one of the bandit cars, a trigger happy 
member of the gang shot him right 
through the head. Jack Meade, Huband’s 
helper, heard the thud of the slug when it 
hit, heard Huband grunt as the breath 
went out of him; watched him slump in 
instant death, and was bathed in his 
blood.

Ironically, the loot was worthless to 
the vicious killers. When finally they 
reached the shelter of an empty garage 
on the outskirts of Richmond and sUt 
open the mail sacks loaded in the back 
of the getaway car, bundles of checks 
cascaded to the garage floor—but they 
were canceled checks. And so the five 
“Clowns of Crime”—(that seemed as 
good a name as any for them at the time) 
—left town in an old truck loaded with 
empty egg crates. Three of them bur
rowed beneath the load in the back, two 
climbed into the cab, and in this manner 
they were able to bluff their way through 
two road-blocks and head north.

If you check further, you’ll see what 
they did in Baltimore, Washington, Phil
adelphia, Pittsburgh, and Upper Darby, 
Pennsylvania. The Tri-State Gang con
tinued its sorry saga of violent crime.

In Philadelphia, for instance, they tried 
kidnapping and collected $8,000 ransom, 
but killed their victim anyway. The 
action was typical of their utter ruth
lessness.

Around this time, however, the Tri- 
State team lost three of its star players. 
George Kauffman was taken for his ride 
by a rival mob. The police got to George 
Phillips and shot him. And big Arthur

D eath

of a Mob
Continued from page 32

Misunas chickened out and took to the 
foggy streets of San Francisco to hide 
out.

That left Mais and Legenza still in 
business. And even they didn’t last much 
longer, for they walked right into a trap 
set for them in Baltimore. In this, Mais 
reached for his gun—a mistake. Six 
police machine-gun bullets in his back 
stopped him from using it. Six weeks 
later, both he and Legenza were back in 
Richmond to answer for the mail robbery 
and murder.

There was the trial, sentence—and then 
the fatal day before execution when the 
can of boned chicked was delivered to 
their cell.

Who delivered it? Hard to say. But this 
is how things went that day.

It was September 29th. Attorney 
Charles W. Moss sat quietly in the wait
ing-room of the Richmond jail, waiting 
for his clients Mais and Legenza to be 
brought in for a final conference before 
they were transferred to cells on “death 
row” in the state penitentiary.

“/~hKAY, you two,” said Patrolman Bill 
Moore, as he swung open the cell 

door and summoned the killers to the 
conference. “Your lawyer is waiting to 
see you in the reception room, and . . .”

Moore never finished that sentence. 
Stepping into the cellblock corridor, Mais 
and Legenza each drew a heavy^.4S from 
beneath their faded blue work Sturts, and 
the guns seemed to come out blazing. 
Moore went down, and although he was 
not to die until later, he fell in such a 
way that he could not get at his gun to 
return the fire of the murderers. Deputy 
Sergeant John A. Seiph, who accom- 

- panied the warden, also went down, shot 
in the abdomen.

Mais and Legenza raced for the front 
door of the jail, firing furiously as they 
went, and leaving a trail of Moore’s and 
Selph’s blood from the inner corridor to 
the front steps. Hearing the shooting, 
Patrolman W. A. Toot, who was stand
ing guard outside, rushed up the front 
steps of the jail. But he never had a 
chance, either. Mais and Legenza saw 
Toot through a glass outer door. There 
was a roar of a gun, the crash of shatter
ing plate-glass, and Toot lay mortally 
wounded on the jail steps.

Mais and Legenza raced up Jail Alley, 
turned east on Broad Street, and at 14th 
Street stopped a truck at pistol-point, 
forced the drivers out, and sped away. A 
few blocks farther on they abandoned the 
truck in favor of a sedan which they took 
from a driver. Then they disappeared.

Usually there arc at least two ways of 
looking at anything. I  have no doubt that



during that early October Mais and Le- 
genza took a pretty optimistic view of 
their escape from the Richmond city jail 
and death in the electric chair.

Then there’s the other point of view: 
ours. We knew that the men were guilty 
of at least three provable killings. We 
knew, further, that they had been stupid 
enough to monkey with the United States 
mails and the Federal Reserve Bank— 
which landed the manhunt squarely in the 
hands of the FBI.

Vf/’E knew, further, not only that Mais 
"  still carried in his body several raa- 

chinegun slugs which the Baltimore police 
had put there, but that the police of Balti
more, Washington, Philadelphia, and New 
York wanted both men as badly as we 
did, And so we were not too discouraged 
when Mais and Legenza seemed to disap
pear into thin air after their Richmond 
jailbreak and murders. No matter where 
they went, police would be looking for 
them.

And the killers had no intention of 
dropping out of sight.

Phillips had been leader of the old 
gang, but now Phillips was dead, so Mais 
undertook to organize a new gang in 
Philadelphia. He was just getting started 
when Philadelphia police raided an apart
ment and captured several of his new 
henchmen. But again Mais and Legenza 
escaped. They fled to Wayne Junction, 
where they fought a pitched gun battle 
on the railroad station platform with po
lice. Again the gun-slinging bandits es
caped—but this time there was a differ
ence!

To evade capture at Wayne Junction, 
Walter Legenza took a desperate chance. 
He leaped from an embankment to a 
concrete street 30 feet below, and he 
landed hard. The shock broke one of his 
legs and both of his heels, and he was 
helpless.

Mais, however, did not desert his pal. 
He spied an empty box-car nearby. He 
boosted the injured man through the open 
door and sprinted away, making good his 
own escape. Two hours later, driving a 
stolen car and having eluded the police, 
Mais returned, picked Legenza up, and 
drove him to New York.

Legenza found the pain intolerable, and 
Mais had to take his pal to a New York 
hospital. But hospitals cost money, and 
neither Mais nor Legenza had any. So 
Mais took a second chance: He tele
phoned a friend in Philadelphia for funds.

The police were on that call! They had 
listened a long time. Now the unhappy 
vigil paid off. They listened to every word 
of that long-distance conversation. But 
there was little or no point in closing in 
on Walter Legenza at that precise mo
ment. He wasn’t going anywhere—he was 
in the hospital. Meanwhile there were 
other -fish to be netted. . . .

One was Mais’ girl-friend, and some
how, the FBI found her. She was dark
haired Marie McKeever, 34. They didn’t 
arrest her right away, either, but followed 
her for days on the hunch that she would 
lead them to even bigger fish. She did.

Not only did she lead them to Mais, 
but also to several new members of the 
gang, including Edwin Gale and Martin

Farrell. When all the fish were singled 
out, police closed the net.

First they got Legenza. He, of course, 
was easily captured, since he wasn’t going 
anywhere with his broken leg. Although 
using the name “William Stewart,” he 
readily admitted his true identity.

Gale, Farrell and the girl, McKeever, 
were a little harder, but not much. Fed
eral and local men moved in on them in 
a midtown Manhattan hotel.

This left only Bob Mais, also the most 
dangerous one in the new Bloody Bunch.

Nobody was inclined to take any 
chances with Mais. He was too slippery 
and too fast on the trigger. By follow
ing his girl, officers had located him in a 
Harlem flat. Then, in the cold of a Jan
uary dawn, a small army of FBI agents 
and police crashed Mais’ hideaway.

The killer had a gun under his pillow 
and a knife on a nearby chair, but he had 
no chance to use either. The FBI men in 
the raiding party were on top of Mais 
before he knew what hit him. It was over.

There was, indeed, a great contrast be
tween the first and second “homecoming” 
to Richmond of the murderers Mais and 
Legenza. This time they came on the sec
ond section of the Havana Special, arriv
ing at 6:25 a .m . Nine FBI men made up 
their escort. Legenza, his eyes closed as 
he lay on a stretcher, was hoisted from 
the train sleeper and carried to an auto
mobile. It was a special job and had been 
modified to accommodate both the 
stretcher and a strong guard.

Mais, shackled so heavily that he could 
scarcely move under his own power, was 
helped into a wheel-chair. He wore hand
cuffs and extremely heavy leg irons. They 
were fastened so tight that he could 
take a step no longer than four inches. 
So perfect were the plans that precisely 
29 minutes after they left the train, Mais 
and Legenza were behind bars, once more 
awaiting execution.

Robert Mais walked to the electric 
chair and paid his debt to society at 7:50 
a .m . on a dark and raw February morn
ing. He spoke no last words.

'T 'HEY carried Walter Legenza to the 
1  chair 16 minutes later—and with him 

it was different.
Striding slowly at the side of the con

demned man, the prison chaplain softly 
intoned the Order for the Burial of the 
Dead. Legenza’s eyes had been closed. 
Now he opened them and looked at the 
cleric, who was saying:

“1 know that my Redeemer liveth, and 
that He shall stand at the latter day. . .

“Hey, you!" interrupted Walter Legen
za huskily. “Cut that stuff! I ’ll go out 
just the way I ’ve lived—without any 
psalm-singin’, that is!”

And he did. ***

PHOTO CREDITS: p. 14, European; p. 
15, Defense Dept.; p. 18, author; p. 
19, Stuart of Black Star; p. 26, ABC 
Film Syndicate; p. 27, Ylla, from 
Rapho-Guillumette; p. 30, FPG; p. 
31, WW; p. 84, Basch.
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worker, and I didn’t want Carlos to get 
hurt either.

“Look, Carlos,” I said, opening an
other beer. “I ’m going to ask you to go 
home. I ’ll take care of Krueger. I  promise 
he’ll never molest your good sister again.”

Carlos wiped the foam off his mustache 
and he said, “No, Senor MacDonald, I 
will explain those things to him myself.”

He did. Then big, stupid Dutch threw 
back his head and started to laugh. He 
never finished it. Carlos whipped his knife 
out of his belt, shoved it into Dutch’s 
guts. Dutch staggered. He stared at me 
and he tried to say something. But his 
eyes glazed and he dropped to the ground, 
dead. Carlos said quietly, “He laughed at 
me, senor.”

I looked at Dutch’s body without pity. 
He hadn’t had sense enough to know what 
that guffaw had done to Carlos. I t had 
hurt him worse than a physical beating. 
So he had done what any of his menfolk 
who had been ridiculed would have done.

I spent too much time staring at 
Dutch’s body because when I looked up 
a dozen of the dead man’s buddies were 
reaching for Carlos. He ran toward the 
jungle. He didn’t even get close to it. One 
of Dutch’s pals had a 30-inch crescent 
wrench in his hand. He threw it. It hit 
Carlos on his spine, between his shoulders.

After Carlos and Dutch were buried I 
went to my office tent and I ordered my 
clerk to write a report of the deaths of 
Carlos Esterlita and Dutch Krueger. That 
report would go to the Costa Rican gov
ernment at San Jose and to highway com
pany headquarters in Mexico City. Noth
ing would be done about those deaths 
since both principals were dead—and as 
for the guy who threw the wrench that 
broke Carlos’ back, I  didn’t actually see 
who threw it.

When he finished the report, I  read it 
over once, broke out another beer and 
smoked a cigarette. I ’d only been there 
a week, and this double killing had been 
a great way to start trouble.

Part of the problem was Costa Rica 
itself. I t’s probably one of the toughest, 
loneliest spots in the world in which to 
build a road. We were working on the last 
gap of the Inter-American Highway, that 
3,250-mile-long strip that will connect 
Laredo, Texas, with Panama City, Pana
ma. We had to buck swamps, jungles and 
mountains. It raised hell with a man’s 
nerves.

And things could only get worse. Today 
it had been Carlos, I  thought before I 
went to sleep that night. Tomorrow there 
would be new troubles.

I was right. They started early in the 
morning. One of my mechanics, a big 
Honduran named Hernandez, got wise 
when I romped on him for his failure to 
overhaul a jeep carburetor. Hernandez

of Jungle
Continued from page 18

had been to the States and he thought that 
fact entitled him to tell a boss on a job 
where to get off. So he talked back. He 
said he’d fix the carburetor when he got 
around to it. He also said he’d get around 
to it when he got damned good and ready. 
Then he looked to see if his buddies were 
observing what a brave guy he’d been. 
They were.

I took a step toward Hernandez. He 
reached for his knife and I slammed my 
right into his guts. He bent over and I 
judo-chopped him across the neck. Then 
I pulled him to his feet and worked his 
face over. He fell twice more and both 
times I stood him up and gave him some 
more lessons in the folly of talking back 
to construction bosses.

If you think a foreman is supposed to 
use his brains instead of his fists 111 argue 
with you. A foreman in a half-civilized 
place, especially with a crew like I  had, 
has to be rough. In fact I usually had to 
work some clown over about once a week.

I was on a nervous tension, anyway. 
The road is supposed to be finished by 
August 1, 1958, and when I took the job 
on January 1, 1956, there was a 134-mile 
stretch from the Panama border to a 
point 52 miles southwest of San Jose. 
There wasn’t even an Indian trail through 
it.

My job was to bulldoze 50 miles of that 
134-mile stretch from the Panama border 
northwestward. I  had five months. Fifty 
miles in five months, or about a third of 
a mile a day, sounds like a breeze for a 
160-man crew. But nature never intended 
for a highway to go through that area.

Just the same, I was determined to get 
that 50 miles bulldozed on schedule. I ’m 
a professional highway construction fore
man and I ’ve got a reputation to uphold.

But considering everything, I was lucky 
to have a crew at all—it was torrid, rainy 
and humid. Insects were enough to drive 
a man insane. Add that to the jungles, 
mountains, swamps and unfriendly In
dians and you can see that the job was 
plenty short on appeal—even though the 
men were paid $4.14 an hour.

I IU T  despite this, up to the time of the 
Hernandez incident we’d progressed 

three miles. That was a good bite in the
50.

We had two more miles of that jungle 
to go through, then four mountains to 
crawl over, then four miles of swamps 
followed by another jungle—all in that 
50-mile stretch.

The men were finishing their morning 
chow—it was a half hour after I  worked 
Hernandez over—when the second phase 
of that day’s trouble began. Seven Indians 
came into the camp. One of them was a 
chief. He told me through my Indian
speaking clerk that we’d have to turn
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back. He wouldn’t allow us to trespass 
on his territory.

I told him to go back in the jungles and 
count his coconuts.

That made him sore. He said that he’d 
kill us all, especially me. I reminded him 
that I had 160 men and that every one of 
them was armed. If he wanted trouble 
we’d take time from our work to give it 
to him. I also reminded him that treaties 
with the tribes assured us a roadway 
through their territories.

'T 'H E chief started another speech. I  put 
4  my hand on his head, turned him to

ward the jungle and gave him a shove. 
Then I told the men to keep their eyes 
open for trouble.

An hour later I was in my jeep watch
ing my bulldozers attack the jungle. It 
was slow going. The trees were thick
trunked and deep-rooted. Worse, they 
were covered with vines which fell all 
over our equipment and fouled up their 
tracks. When that happened the men had 
to use machetes on the vines. Sometimes 
the mechanics had to remove an entire 
track in order to tear the vines away from 
the gears. Then just before noon it hap
pened.

The jungles erupted with screaming, 
howling Indians. They speared four driv
ers and two mechanics before the men 
realized what was going on. Then they 
faded back into the jungles.

“They’ll be back,” I shouted. “Watch 
for another attack.” I assured them that 
we were in good shape to repel it. Each 
man carried a .45 and I had a .30 caliber 
tommy gun in my jeep. I also had a box 
of GI carbines, which I handed out. Then 
I ordered the men to run their equ’pment 
into a circle—something like the wagon 
trains used to form in the old west.

Luckily for us, the Indians didn’t bother 
us while we formed the circle. Then we 
scrooched behind that heavy machinery 
and began to wait. Chow time came and 
went. The guys got nervous and irritable 
—and plenty scared.

Then the Indians attacked. I  took a 
row of them with my tommy gun and the 
other guys gave them hell with their 
weapons. But Central American primitives 
never know when they're licked. They 
kept on coming. And we kept on killing 
them. Some of them got inside the circle 
but we worked them over with wrenches, 
knives, sledges and axes. They soon 
caught wise. The survivors ran back into 
the jungles. We waited an hour to see if 
they’d had enough then I ordered the 
men back to camp.

That evening, at dusk, I sent two of my 
Costa Ricans into the jungles to find their 
village. Meanwhile I made plans for a 
payoff they wouldn’t forget.

The two spies came back with the word 
that the village was three miles away. 
Early the next morning my little army 
went after it. I figured that if we plas
tered the hell out of them the word would 
spread to the other tribes and they’d all 
leave us alone.

We crawled through the jungles to the 
village’s outskirts. There were about 400 
natives there, including children. I or
dered the men not to shoot women and 
children. Then I sent half of my little 
army to the other side of the village.

I put my tommy gun sights on the lit
tle chief who’d been so cocky the morn
ing before. With four of his buddies he 
was squatting in the shade of a hut. When 
the men who had gone to the other side 
of the village signalled that they were 
ready for action I squeezed the trigger.

The chief and his pals never knew what 
happened. The other men were getting 
results, too. The Indians tried to defend 
themselves, but spears and bows and ar
rows are a poor match for guns. I t was 
over in a few minutes. Then we went into 
the village and I told the survivors to 
spread the word that any other tribe 
which bothered us would get the same 
treatment.

There were no more Indian attacks. 
Other tribes, apparently having heard 
that rough stuff was a losing game, be
came pests in another way. They began 
to bring us gifts of fruit and meat. And 
they’d steal anything that wasn’t too 
heavy to lug away.

I taught one of them, a weasel-faced 
little chief, the error of thievery. He 
filched a gallon of upper cylinder lubri
cant. One of the men caught him just 
before he got to the jungle with it and 
he brought him to me. I asked the Indian, 
through Jose, what he wanted that oil 
for. He said that he thought it was 
whiskey. It did look like whiskey.

So I told the Indian to drink it—every 
drop of it. He got a quart of it down 
before his face turned green. Then he ran 
toward the jungle. He didn’t get there be
fore he had to jerk off his breechcloth. 
That oil was the fastest acting laxative 
I ’ve ever seen. My men guffawed but the 
Indians stared at their humiliated chief 
in great embarrassment. Then they took 
off for the jungles mumbling unhappily.

We got back to the job. My crew was 
the construction spearhead. Our job was 
to establish the first crude roadway along 
the surveyed route. Behind us followed 
the grade crew. Then the hard-top crew. 
Each outfit was organized into an au
tonomous unit—with its own mobile com
missary, dispensary, mechanical repair 
and other facilities.

We got through the remaining two 
miles of jungle and through the Sangre 
de Maria mountains without any out
standing incidents—except for a few 
fights among the men during their off-duty 
hours. Those mountains weren’t as diffi
cult as I ’d expected. They were steep, but 
easy compared to the jungles.

It was tough going in that swamp (the 
Antomellijanes marsh), tougher, even, 
than the jungles. Half of our time, it 
seemed, was spent pulling bulldozers out 
of the muck.

One man drowned in that swamp. He 
was a French-Canadian named Joe De- 
Vere. He simply disappeared—along with 
his bulldozer—when he backed off the 
roadbed into a deep hole. We retrieved 
the bulldozer but not much of DeVere’s 
body; the lapusi fish had eaten most of 
it. Another man drowned in his sub
merged truck cab a few days later.

We got through the swamp eventually 
and I set up the camp in the jungle’s edge 
and gave the men a day off. They needed 
a rest before we tackled the jungle again.

The date was April 9, 1956. We were 
on the home stretch. That day was memo-
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rable for an interesting reason. Shortly 
before dusk we had company. Twenty- 
four of the sexiest-looking young native 
women I ’ve ever seen came out of the 
jungles. We stared at them open-mouthed. 
They began to grin.

With native frankness those uninhibit
ed, almost-naked girls told Jose that 
they’d heard it rumored around the tribes 
that white men were the handsomest of 
all men. And they were there to see for 
themselves.

T ’M no paragon of virtue. In fact, like
most any globe-trotting bachelor I ’ve 

known my share of women of all nations. 
But I wasn’t thinking of companionship. 
Women in the middle of a camp of con
struction men means just one thing: big 
trouble.

So I ordered the girls to get the hell 
out of camp. That was a mistake. After 
that order I didn’t have a friend in the 
outfit. In fact most of the men were 
cursing and making threats. Immediately 
I changed my order, thereby forestalling 
a certain mutiny. I  said: “Okay. The girls 
can stay and we’ll throw a shindig, but if 
there’s one sign of trouble or rough stuff, 
the girls go and the guys who start it get 
their heads bashed in.”

I ’m glad I made that decision. If I 
hadn’t I  would have had a rebellion. May
be a few guys would have been killed. As 
it was, when morning came I had a grin
ning, happy crew. But I still had to get 
rid of the girls.

When those girls finished their morn
ing chow I told Jose to inform them to 
be on their way and if they ever came 
back I ’d cut their noses off. Since that 
message was relayed in the Mihua dia
lect, which none of my crew could under
stand, no one wised up to what I ’d done. 
The guys must have wondered, though, 
why those man-happy dolls took off in 
such a hurry.

We had work to do—we still had 17 
miles of jungle to hack our way through.

That 17 miles began with more trouble. 
One of the mechanics died of a heart at
tack the first day we entered the jungle. 
A week later two of my men pulled the 
damnedest caper I ’d ever seen in a life
time of work with heavy equipment.

Those guys, a couple of hot-heads, had

been feuding for a long while—over 
everything. They just didn’t like each 
other. That day. though, they brought it 
all to a head. They got into a bulldozer 
fight.

They tried to run each other down with 
those monstrous machines. They’d backed 
about 40 yards from each other and were 
racing for a head-on crash. Apparently 
each thought he’d knock the other guy 
out. or perhaps kill him.

T YELLED for them to stop, but even 
* if they’d heard me above the noise of 
those machines they wouldn’t have done 
it. So I stared open-mouthed while the 
machines raced together.

The results were spectacular. When 
they collided they actually quivered and 
bounded backward a short distance. With 
the other men I ran to them and shut off 
their engines. Then we pulled the dead 
bodies of the two drivers out of them. 
Each was crushed.

It cost me two days to get those ma
chines back in shape.

We struggled on. For every inch of 
that jungle was a battle against odds that 
seemed determined to defeat us. The trees 
along the surveyed line not only had to 
be pushed over but shoved aside. Their 
intertwining vines were as tough as steel 
cables. Some days we actually progressed 
less than a quarter of a mile.

But on June 4 we licked that jungle. 
We came out of it near the village of 
Santa Felicia. Along with most of the 
men I was worn to a frazzle. But we had 
50 miles of 30-foot-wide trail behind us.

There are still 84 miles to go. The com
pany wanted me to take that portion, too. 
I said the hell with it, I ’d had all of the 
Inter-American Highway I could stand. 
So I  flew to the States. After a week of 
boredom in Omaha, my home town, I 
flew back to Mexico City and told the 
company I ’d changed my mind.

I ’m tackling that 84-mile stretch be
ginning with the end of the rainy season 
this year. They're giving me 12 months to 
do it.

So by August, 1958, you’ll be able to 
drive your car from Alaska to Panama 
City. I t’ll be a scenic, inspiring trip. And 
it’ll be on good, wide hard-topped road. 
But the road sure is hell to build. ***

"Did mama's litt le  boy bite off mare thae he can chew ?"
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the sun as they headed for new resting 
places.

There were a dozen blasts. Shortly 
thereafter, running true to form, Arthur 
appeared, weighted down with one tiny 
bird in either hand. As always he had an 
alibi: “Not many about today.”

You can see why our nightly ration of 
pigeon was about one forkful per person!

Before the cocktail hour we bathed. 
The women took hot baths. But the rest 
of us disliked folding ourselves into sec
tions in the collapsible canvas tubs. We 
also detested the stink of gasoline from 
the petrol drums in which the bath water 
was heated. So we bathed in the river 
while Arthur perched on the bank with a 
.375 Magnum and kept a sharp lookout 
for crocs and hippos.

That day at dusk the intrusion came. 
“Crocs!” Arthur had a loud jarring voice 
and a nervous staccato way of speaking. 
He shouted at us to stay in the water and 
he would knock off the invaders before 
they could reach us.

Needless to say, our swimming hole 
had been completely evacuated by the 
time he got his first shot away. I t was 
only a single croc and—as crocs go—not 
a very big one at that. Still, about a yard 
of its five-foot length seemed to be jaws, 
and since Arthur wasn’t scoring anything 
that looked like a hit we were inclined 
to call it a day.

Arthur, however, insisted that he had 
scored a kill. He was already an “ace” 
at shooting down pigeons, and now he 
began painting a miniature crocodile on 
his mental fuselage. We left him to his 
fancies and trooped off to camp.

I resigned myself to the inevitable 
round table session (the campfire cock
tail circle) where the conquering knight 
(Arthur) would regale us endlessly with 
his account of how the marauding dragon 
(the croc) had fallen beneath the steel 
(lead) of Sir Arthur.

It began even sooner than I  expected. 
Arthur had returned triumphantly, and I 
was still soaking and reeking—afraid to 
smoke for fear of turning myself into 
a human torch—when a car drove up. I  
heard a man say, “What’s all the shoot
ing?” An unfamiliar voice. A stranger. 
Someone who did not realize that such a 
question was an open invitation for Ar
thur to start popping off.

To avoid facing the barrage I lingered 
in my bath, but there was no escaping 
the sound of that voice. The stranger 
promptly fired a bombshell into the 
breech. “Where are your hunters?” he 
asked.

That hurt. “I’m one,” Arthur blustered. 
He was protecting the camp, he explained. 
The other pros were still out fixing a 
broken-down hunting car.

He then took it upon himself to reveal

The Day Hollywood 
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Continued from page 27

our mission. We were shooting a picture. 
We had been sternly warned by the sen
ior game warden not to spook up the 
herds. That was absolute rot, of course. 
We had a stampede sequence in our film. 
But Arthur made it sound as though we 
had broken every law in the book, vio
lated every rule in the game regulations.

I got out of the tub in a hurry, fear
ing the worst. This was the end. I  could 
see the handwriting on the wall. Arthur 
and his tall stories! The stranger would 
probably turn out to be Rod Elliott, the 
game ranger. He would revoke our film 
license, kick us out of Kenya. Then we’d 
really be up the spout!

While I piled into my clothes Arthur 
raved on. Ever since we came to the 
Masai we’d been chasing animals, going 
“flat out—very fast—all the way!” We 
had bootlegged wonderful footage of 
every conceivable species, according to 
Arthur.

P  XCEPT Cape buffalo. The brutes were 
so edgy that they fled at the slight

est approach. The only thing we’d filmed 
was a handsome collection of buffalo 
rears. But we weren’t licked yet, Arthur 
vowed, making it sound like he was chief 
of plans for the operation. The next time 
the bloody buffalo took refuge in the bush 
we would set it alight and smoke them 
out!

That smoked me out—just as the sal
vage party rattled into camp. Lawrence 
and Tarlton greeted the stranger like a 
long-lost brother, but their display of 
affection did not seem to be reciprocated. 
The visitor was tall, thin, unsmiling and 
taciturn.

I  stood there waiting to be introduced. 
The moment came. I shook hands with 
George Harvey, Tsetse Fly Control Of
ficer for the Masai and—in Rod Elliott’s 
absence—acting game ranger!

I turned as green as my bush clothes. 
Harvey looked like he was winding up 
to throw a blockbuster. Before it could 
hit, I  drew Lawrence aside and hurriedly 
briefed him.

“Arthur has been shooting his mouth 
off. George is wise to what we’re doing. 
Our only chance is to get him loaded!”

I had another idea. One of our actresses 
was genuine 14-carat wolf-bait. She al
ways napped before dinner so I  went intb 
her tent, woke her, and explained the fix 
we were in.

“Get up and get dressed, Sexy,” I  told 
her. “Not the bush clothes. The vamping 
costume. Then go out there and throw 
him some curves.”

George never had it so good. At din
ner, by some strange coincidence, each 
of us passed up his allotment of tender, 
luscious pigeon. George got both of the 
birds. By then Johnny Walker Black La-
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The last time we saw the ranger and the girl, they were

bel was coming out of his ears. And Sexy 
was plastered all over him. Even Arthur, 
for once, was useful: the din of conver
sation was terrific; George couldn’t  get 
a word in edgewise.

The party was still going strong at 
midnight. Suddenly George and Sexy got 
up and headed for the river. I  figured I 
knew the script.

“Let me show you the jungle at night.”
“Oh, that would be thrilling!”
Or some such dialogue.
Sexy threw me an anxious glance, easily 

interpreted: “How far must I  carry this
gag?”

I gave her an eloquent shrug: “I t ’s all 
for the cause!”

They circled around behind George’s 
Land Rover.

Then my conscience started to bother 
me. Sexy was a good sport but, after all, 
George really wasn’t  her type. And since 
we had built him such a beautiful plat
form he might be tempted to take a dive 
off the deep end. At that point everyone 
else was too loaded to give a damn, but 
I  kept sneaking worried looks at the 
action offstage.

After three or four peeks I  was star
tled by a hair-raising sight: George, in 
silhouette, aiming a rifle. I  did a classic 
double-take, which attracted the others’ 
attention, then jumped to my feet and 
led the charge to the scene. We found 
George—with Sexy at his elbow—draw
ing a bead on two tiny red lights across 
the river on the bank. The gun roared. 
The lights went out.

V U E  were speechless, uncomprehending.
”  Then George turned and peered at 

our faces, one by one, till he came to 
Arthur’s.

“I  just killed your dead croc,” he mut
tered thickly—and with unmistakable sat
isfaction. Then he collapsed his lanky 
frame into the Land Rover and gave us 
a parting wave.

“See you tomorrow,” he said. “Take 
care.” That one was loaded with mean
ing.

Bright and early the next morning we 
found the body. The croc’s reflexes had

carried it almost all the way into the 
water before the shot took effect.

I t was one of those days. The sky was 
hung over; so were we. Especially Sexy 
and the rest of the girls. We decided to 
let them sleep in and try to fashion a 
crocodile sequence before the carrion got 
any older.

He labored for a couple of hours, rig
ging wires to the legs and body, and re
moving underwater obstacles, so we could 
maneuver the croc along a free passage 
without getting him hung up in mid
stream. After photographing the reptile’s 
“approach” from two or three angles, 
we shot a closeup of the jaws, propping 
them open with wooden blocks placed 
back near the hinges, then jerking the 
blocks away with invisible fish-line, so 
that the jaws snapped shut viciously.

Later we would film some tie-in shots 
of one of the girls. When the individual 
scenes were edited, the result—we hoped 
—would be: girl swimming; croc ap
proaches; girl sees croc; croc sees girl; 
girl swims for shore; croc swims for girl; 
girl reaches shore; croc reaches girl; 
(almost); girl dodges frantically; croc 
takes vicious bite, misses; girl scrambles 
up the bank to safety.

Mechanically the croc’s “performance” 
was a huge success. Artistically I had my 
doubts.

“What’s it going to look like?” I asked 
Jim Davies, our British cameraman.

He smiled and shrugged. “Like a dead 
croc!”

It was just one of those things: worth 
a go, but it hadn’t come off. We gave it 
up and went out after the buffalo.

There was nothing doing on the plains. 
It was nearly noon and the game had 
sought shade from the heat of the day. 
That figured. Anyway, our main purpose 
was to test the air and see how many flies 
we would draw from George. Presumably 
he’d have game scouts posted on various 
vantage points, watching our every move. 
And to avoid the possibility that he might 
call at the camp in our absence and be 
treated to another enlightening discourse 
from Arthur, we had brought Young 
Leatherlungs with us.



going to the river. Then we heard his gun roar.

We didn’t have a hope of filming our 
oft-frustrated buffalo stampede, but to 
make it look good, in case we were being 
watched, we went through the motions 
of trying.

The camera and crew were dropped off 
in the shade of an acacia tree. Since the 
buffalo always ran away from the cars, 
the plan was for Lawrence and Tarlton 
to locate a herd, circle it, and then gently 
nurse the beasts back toward our posi
tion. When they were near enough, an 
“accidental” honk of the homs would 
startle the brutes into stampeding past 
us, probably at about half speed. But if 
we undercranked the camera it would 
produce a reasonable facsimile of the 
effect we wanted.

'T 'H E cars shoved off. Arthur stayed be-
hind with us on the off chance that a 

curious lion or a foraging elephant or 
a cantankerous rhino might wander by 
while the hunters were gone. The knowl
edge that we were dependent on “Sure- 
shot” made us look for a place of refuge 
in case the need arose. The obvious es
cape hatch was directly above us; the 
branches of the tree.

For the next hour or so we dozed in 
the shade while Arthur stood guard. He 
kept disturbing the peace by bombarding 
us with potential crises, and how he would 
handle them, until someone finally told 
him to shut up and let us do the dream
ing. Arthur departed in a huff to a fair- 
sized copse of bushes only about 300 
yards away.

Perhaps ten minutes had passed when 
I thought I heard a car. I opened my eyes 
and looked about curiously. There was 
no car in sight. But there was something 
else.

A faint but unmistakable wisp of 
sm*ke spiraled up from the copse.

The rest of the crew had spotted it too. 
“I ’ll bet Arthur tried to light a cigarette 
and set the bush on fire,” someone spec
ulated.

The smoke got thicker. A moment later 
Arthur burst out of the thicket, clutch
ing his rifle with one hand and holding up 
his pants with the other. He was really 
making tracks.

“Must have had a nightmare,” Jim 
Davies muttered.

By this time Arthur was well clear of 
the fire. Yet he continued to pour on the 
coal, heading straight for us. Then we 
saw the reason: Suddenly, out of the 
copse, popped a horde of buffalo.

What followed happened much more 
quickly than the time it takes to describe 
it. We were on our feet in an instant. 
“Hit the switch!” I shouted. The camera 
rolled; Jim panned around and centered 
on the charge. Then he looked up from 
the viewfinder, shaking his head at me.

“Arthur!” he bawled. “Get him out of 
there—he’s right in my picture!”

I screamed and waved my arms, but 
Arthur had a mind of his own. He kept 
coming for us, and his 100-yard lead was 
rapidly diminishing. Behind him the buf
falo rolled on like an avalanche. The

ground shook. The noise grew deafening. 
They charged with their heads up and 
their eyes open, looking big as houses.

Then we all abandoned ship simultan
eously. You’ve never seen a bunch of 
guys go up a tree so fast in your life. It 
was a mad scramble. I vaguely remem
ber that while I mashed someone’s fingers 
somebody else stepped on my face.

But somehow we made it and clung to 
our perches, breathless with fear and ex
ertion, gaping at the awesome spectacle 
below us. Arthur was close enough now 
to see that we had a full house, the lower 
branches all occupied. Wild-eyed and 
frantic, he swerved and pounded toward 
another acacia about SO feet away.

The buffalo played follow the leader 
and changed course accordingly.

The camera was still running. With his 
practiced eye Jim Davies appraised its 
perspective. Arthur was now out of the 
picture and the pursuing beasts were 
charging past the lens.

“Smashing!” Jim exulted in my ear. 
“This’ll go down well in a smoke-filled 
cinema! ”

But poor Arthur: He was rubbery
legged. He reached that tree with his 
dying gasp. Ten yards farther and he 
would never have made it. The buffalo 
were closing in so fast that you could see 
the herd bull taking dead aim on Arthur’s 
posterior. I  cringed and winced. Arthur 
was going to be pulverized!

But apparently he still had some 
strength in his arms. He hauled himself 
into that tree like a nimble baboon—the 
pointed tip of a four-foot spread of homs 
missed his rear by inches. Then the herd 
thundered on, dodging the tree-trunk with 
surprising agility for such mammoth 
beasts. By the time the dust had settled, 
the buffalo were far up the plain, grazing 
lethargically as though nothing had hap
pened.

I glanced back at the burning bush. 
George Harvey’s Land Rover was ap
proaching in the distance. Then, as we 
descended to the ground, George Harvey 
drove up to us, looking extremely sober 
and full of apologies.

That copse had been infested with 
tsetses, he explained. But when he’d set 
it alight he had no idea that Arthur was 
in the thicket. Or the buffalo, for that 
matter.

With renewed wind and dignity Arthur 
rejoined us. “How did it look?” he de
manded. “Did I bring them close enough 
to the camera?”

I stared at him incredulously. Could he 
stand there with a straight face and ask 
us to believe that he had provoked that 
charge deliberately?

He could.
That moment dictated a change in my 

future plans. Kenya is a beautiful coun
try; I had been toying with the idea of 
settling there permanently. But now I 
abandoned the notion. As soon as the job 
was done I would return to the States. 
If I stayed in Kenya—I would never 
hear the end of how Arthur led the charge 
of the stampeding buffalo! ***
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was visibly edging around. The dark 
opening was a slit that seemed to expand 
as it drew closer. The vessel was still in 
the pull of the currents—and those of us 
in the wheelhouse looked on, helpless, in 
awe.

Even at the last instant, it appeared 
that the vessel would make contact with 
a protruding shelf of ice—but a sudden 
shifting, almost too quick for the eye to 
follow, brought a good two-thirds of the 
Burleigh directly into the berg’s tunnel
like opening! Inside, long, dangling ice 
stalactites were sheared off by the enter
ing vessel and exploded on deck like a 
shower of glittering daggers. Everyone 
lunged for cover.

TT was a weird experience. A cargo ves- 
*  sel 36S feet long, with heating, housing, 
machine units adequate for a small village 
of 200 population—suddenly snatched out 
of the open sea into a dark, frigid hole. 
The immediate panic was not one of 
being trapped—because we all figured we 
could back the Burleigh out. The stem 
was still protruding out of the berg. The 
real danger seemed to be that the great 
masses of ice to which the stalactites 
were attached, might fall on the vessel.

We were wrong. After the first brittle 
sprinkling of stalactites—there was no 
other dislodgement. The ice ceiling inside 
the berg was hard as solid rock. But 
when Tedden shot the engines into re
verse and we tried to back out, the con
centric turning of the berg blocked the 
vessel in from behind! The drop in the 
temperature was instantaneous. There 
was still some heat radiating throughout 
the ship but as soon as that drained off— 
it was like entering a massive deepfreeze 
and having the door slammed shut from 
behind. The thermometer on the bridge 
registered ten below zero—and at one 
p .m ., two hours later, it was down 21 
points!

The ice walls blocked off the slightest 
breeze, making the cold dangerously de
ceptive. I  was working a scraper on the 
deck with Koehler, the stocky Swede 
bosun when I noticed the top of his nose 
and chin was as white as chalk. I  sent 
him below and less than five minutes 
later, removed the glove of my right 
hand to find my fingertips devoid of sen
sation, the flesh a mottled blue.

Captain Tedden had the purser break 
open the slop chest and distribute every 
article of clothing available. I put on 
two suits of heavy underwear, three pairs 
of pants, two wool shirts, a windbreaker 
and an arctic overjacket—and some of 
the men were even more heavily dressed. 
But everywhere, inside and out, as they 
worked or stood about, they kept on the 
jump, slapping their arms against their 
bodies.

Trapped Inside 

an Iceberg

Continued from page 31

At this point, any attempt to back out 
blindly was considered too great a risk. 
If the prop blades were chewed to pieces 
on the ice spurs—we were finished. The 
only reasonable second choice was to 
heel the Burleigh completely around.

The engines started up with a shudder 
that swelled into a deafening rumble. 
The sound bounced off the enclosed walls 
and struck back at us. The Burleigh had 
swung around about one degree when the 
engine vibrations brought on the warn
ing crackle of splitting ice. A great fault 
opened deep in the wall nearest the shift
ing stern and then the heavy slabs started 
to peel off and topple away.

The first one struck the rail, ripping 
loose a section and clanking against the 
hull. Another—weighing at least two tons, 
fell to the deck with a jarring impact. If 
it had fallen from a greater height, it 
would have seriously damaged the vessel.

The loose ice from beneath the hard 
surface began piling on. The bosun, my
self and four of the deck crew ran out 
with axes and began hacking up the 
boulders, rolling off the pieces—but more 
of it was coming down. And out of fear 
of being crushed by ice, the engines were 
cut. Nor could they be turned up again. 
The risk was too great.

With the engines off, there was no 
further heat source. Every remnant of 
tarp and canvas was collected and 
bundled over us.

The ship kept on moving but the slow 
revolution of the berg kept pace, getting 
us nowhere. Tedden put the situation to 
the men. “We’ve been radioing steady 
distresses since we got into this,” he said, 
“but a ship would be committing suicide 
to attempt to come through the ice for 
us. We can continue sitting it out—taking 
our chances, or we can put lifeboats over 
the side and try to haul the ship out— 
with manpower!”

All of us with a fair amount of sea 
experience knew what the job called for, 
even under normal temperature condi
tions. I t was backbreaking—but at this 
time movement, physical exertion meant 
life to us and there wasn’t a dissenter 
aboard.

'T 'HREE lifeboats were lowered away.
Ropes were fixed to them and using 

oars on two—the third being motorized, 
we started giving it muscle. I  was in the 
second lifeboat. It was slow and gruelling 
work. And'when the motor from the lead 
boat, small as it was, had to be cut be
cause it vibrated, the effort became man
killing.

It wasn’t humanly possibly for a man 
to keep going on the oars for more than 
five minutes without a break. An excru
ciating ache bit into the bones. I t was 
like having a steel spike driven into the



nerve centers. I  dropped the oars and 
began rubbing my legs.

I went back to the Burleigh with a 
dozen others and a relief crew came on. 
It continued this way for 18 hours—at 
which point the vessel was hauled about 
a third clear.

By this time, none of us were in a 
condition to continue on the oars. Ropes 
were fixed to the ice protuberances to 
hold the vessel in position, so the Bur
leigh would not lose ground. We piled 
into the saloon mess, where the benches 
and tables had been removed and men 
were lying outstretched on the burlap 
padded deck. One man already was dead. 
It was Reiler, an ordinary seaman, the 
youngest man aboard. The rest of us 
bunched up, arms over legs and shoulders, 
bodies bundled up in every last shred of 
canvas and tarp, blankets and bunk mat
tresses.

'T 'HERE was no way to rest. No way to 
stop shivering. Several of the men had 

developed continual, hacking coughs.
The night was the worst of my life. 

There was no sensation in the toes of my 
right foot, several of my left and in the 
fingertips of both hands. I  kept on curl
ing the toes, grinding them into the leather 
of my shoe, trying to force back some 
feeling.

“Hayson is dead too,” someone said. 
I t was Orega, the oiler.. Nobody spoke. 
Nobody made a move to drag the body 
over to Reiler’s, which was weirdly rising 
now, bending from the middle as the cold 
contracted the muscle tendons.

On the morning of the third day, we 
knew we had to continue the boat detail. 
Remaining on the deck was just waiting 
for death. The cold had a drowsy, mind- 
numbing effect I  removed my right shoe, 
to change the socks—and as I pulled, the 
frozen flesh came off my toes in chunks 
and stuck to the cloth! I was afraid to 
remove the other shoe.

Back on the oars, because of the drift 
of the currents, we were making better 
progress than before. We were at it the 
entire morning, when a great ice sludge, 
at a point where the ship’s ropes had 
been fixed, began to topple over the

starboard bow. I t eased down with a 
clunnnnk! and the whole vessel dipped 
forward, the stern rising up out of the 
water. The closest lifeboat was tugged 
forward and suddenly, even while the men 
struggled to keep it steady it flipped 
over, dumping them into the sea.

I was in the second boat and we came 
in fast, the first lifeboat behind us, and 
started fishing out the men. The water 
struck our hands with icy shock. Five 
of the nine men we hauled out were 
dead almost immediately. By the time we 
got the other three, they were encased in 
ice. We tried to chip it off. Not much 
point to it. The men were dead and we 
returned them to the sea.

Another lifeboat was put over the side 
and the mate, the captain, the engineer 
left the Burleigh. The Old Man waved 
his hand, signalling us to disengage all 
ropes and row out into the open, beyond 
the berg. We were abandoning ship.

Silently, we rowed out into the vast, 
ice-choked sea. What each of us felt was 
inscribed on our faces. I t was a matter of 
hours for some, for others a day—per
haps miraculously, a second day. Then 
we would all be dead.

We did not remove those who lay dead 
beside us on the following morning. We 
huddled against them for warmth. Then, 
suddenly (no one had seen or heard its 
approach)—there was the outline of a 
vessel! The Norwegian Saubord, a mod
em freighter with a hull specially con
structed for ice cutting. The American 
vessel SS Farnal had relayed our distress 
signals.

The remaining men, 18 of a crew of 26, 
clambered on board the Norwegian ship 
where we were filled with hot drinks, 
brandy, wrapped in blankets—and our 
frostbitten limbs treated. During that 
night, three more of our men died. The 
IS that lived made it into Valpariso, Chile.

To my knowledge, none of these men 
has ever shipped out together again. I 
have been present in the union hiring hall 
at times when they met and avoided it.

Whether it is superstition—or just the 
sight of another crewman bringing back 
the entire torturous experience, I  don’t , *** know.
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To T h e  M a n  W i t h

HERNIA
Who Can N o t  S u b m i t

To S u r g e r y
T he m an  condem ned to  live w ith  ru p tu re , all 

too  o ften  faces a  g rim  fu tu re .
T h e re  is  only  one know n cure  . . . a n d  t h a t  Is 

su rg ica l co rrec tio n . Yet. for m any , th is  relief 
m u st be den ied  o r delayed  for any  one of a  
v a rie ty  o f reasons. I t  is to  th is  g ro u p  of u n fo r
tu n a te  p e rso n s t h a t  th is  m essage is d irected .

T h ere  a re  tw o choices—to  w ear a tru ss , o r n o t 
to  w ear one. B u t. s ince h e rn ia  never h ea ls  itse lf, 
an d  g enera lly  co n tin u es  to  becom e m ore severe, 
th e  second choice is ev en tu a lly  e lim ina ted . T h a t  
leaves only one question  in  th e  m ind  of the  
h e rn ia  su ffe re r : “w h a t  k in d  of a  t ru s s  should  
I  w ea r?” U n til recen tly  th e re  was lit tle  choice. 
M ost tru sse s  a ll looked alike. T h ey  consisted  of 
a  lea th e r  covered stee l sp rin g  w hich snapped  
a ro u n d  th e  h ips, firm ly  p ressing  an  unyield ing  
p ad  a g a in s t  tn e  h e rn ia  opening. M any h e rn ia  
v ictim s chose to  be sem i-inva lids a n d  risk  d a n 
ger o f s tra n g u la tio n , r a th e r  th a n  w ear a  tru ss .

Now a  New W ay to  S u p p o rt H ern ia
Less th a n  tw o y e a rs  ago a  m an  who h ad  

su ffe red  from  h e rn ia  h im se lf for m any  years 
devised a  new  k in d  o f su p p o rt. I t  was so  to ta lly  
d iffe re n t fro m  o th e r  tru sse s  t h a t  th e  U nited  
S ta te s  g o v e rn m en t recognized i ts  exclusive de
sign  by g ra n tin g  h im  a p a te n t .  >

Now th is  new device is  av a ilab le  to  h e rn ia  
su ffe re rs  everyw here. I t  is revo lu tionary . T here  
a re  no  stee l sp rings. No lea th e r. No h a rd , goug
ing  knobs. No u n s ig h tly  bulk. “RU PTU RE- 
GARD.” as  th is  new h e rn ia  su p p o rt h as  been 
nam ed, is suspended fro m  th e  w aist. T h ere  a re  
no  cru e l s tra p s , ban d s o r sp rin g s  a ro u n d  th e  
h ip s  to  ch a fe  a n d  rub . I t  is a s  com fortab le  to  
w ea r as  a  p a ir  o f tro u se rs—a n d - ju s t  as  easy to  
s lip  on o r off.

T h e re  a re  no  com plica tions—su ch  a s  o rd erin g  
a  "double.*’ “r ig h t"  o r  “ le f t ."  RU PTU RE-GA RD 
tak es  c a re  o f all reducib le  Ingu inal h e rn ia , p ro 
v id ing  safe  p ro te c tio n  fo r  th e  perso n  w ith  double 
h e rn ia , an d  d esirab le  “b a lan ced "  p ressu re  fo r  th e  
perso n  w ith  h e rn ia  on  Ju st one side.

T h e  b road , f la t  p a d  is m olded from  firm , ye t 
co m fo rtab le  foam  ru b b er, covered on th e  top  by 
s trong^nylon  m esh  for cool com fort a n d  com plete

You’ll , like  RUPTURE-GARD. I f  you have 
h e rn ia —o r know som eone su ffe rin g  from  th is  
a ff lic tio n —w on’t  you do yourse lf a  rea l favor 
r ig h t  now, an d  m ail th e  coupon below? T h ere ’s 
abso lu tely  no  o b liga tion—a n d  you’ll get the  
com plete fa c ts  on  RU PTU RE-GA RD by re tu rn  
m ail, in  a  p la in  envelope!

THE KINLEN CO., Dept. CC-27W
809 Wyandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo.

T E A R  O U T  A N D  M A I L  
T H I S  C O U P O N  N O W !
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890 W y an d o tte  S t., K an sas  C ity  5, Mo.
R u sh  m e in  a p la in  envelope, fu ll in fo rm a 
tio n  ab o u t RUPTURE-GARD. I  u n d e rs ta n d  
th e re  is ab so lu te ly  no  ob ligation  o n  my p a rt. 
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LATER, ALLIGATOR
To the Editor:

In the September issue of MALE, 
Inside for Men contained the state
ment “you can’t  own or sell an alli
gator in Florida less than four feet 
long.” We would like to inform you 
that it is illegal in Florida to molest, or 
take or possess without permit, any 
alligator, crocodile, or similar reptile 
under six feet in length a t any time.

Alligators over six feet in length may 
be taken in certain parts of the State 
of Florida a t certain times of the year 
under a special permit . . .

A permit is required to keep any 
alligator, caimen, o r crocodile or simi
lar reptiles in captivity for scientific or 
exhibition purposes or for mounted 
specimens.

Sale of alligators and crocodiles and 
the skins of alligators or crocodiles un
der six feet in length is prohibited at 
all times . . .

Robert A. Dahne, chief 
Information and' Education Division, 
Florida Game and Fresh Water 
Fish Commission

y We thank Mr. Dahne for setting our 
error straight, but in doing so, he has 
raised another question. How do all 
those little crocs and gators tourists 
buy by the thousands to send to their 
Aunt Minnie fit into the six feet law?

SUCKER BAIT
To the Editor:

I couldn’t help but give three cheers 
for you people at MALE who were re
sponsible for the fine expose on medical 
quackery in the November issue.

If more such articles were done on 
other frauds, perhaps a friend of mine 
in New York (who shall remain name
less) wouldn’t have gotten into the fix 
he did.

He needed money, as most people 
do who are suckered into things, and 
he went out to mortgage his house. He 
was afraid he wouldn’t be able to get 
it through a regular bank, so he drifted 
into a loan agency that was more than 
willing to let him have the money with 
his house as security. But first, he had 
to agree to sign some papers. I t  seems 
they wouldn’t  let him borrow the

money as an individual, only if he 
would incorporate his property so the 
money could be loaned to the corpora
tion, not the individual. His house be
came the 202 corporation (the 202 be
ing his house number). Then, after 
he’d signed, he found out what the 
hitch was.

I t  was this: almost whatever they 
wanted. The New York State usury 
laws a t the time specified a ceiling of 
about five percent on interest rates for 
individual, but on corporations, the 
sky was the limit. My pal wound up 
paying $6,000 for a $3,500 loan.

The laws have since been changed 
to keep these “bonus mortgage” boys 
from preying on guys like him, but I ’m 
sure they’ll pop up with something else 
in no time. They always do, and it 
seems that there are always guys like 
my pal waiting to be sucked in.

Roland Guilford 
Queens, N . Y.

THEY FAVOR FOSTER
To the Editor:

Ever since we saw little Judy Foster, 
the girl who likes to be alone (MALE, 
November) me and my buddies here at 
Fort Dix have agreed she’s the girl 
we’d most like to meet at Jones Beach.

Private Harlan Folsom 
Fort Dix, N . J.

y m  iss Foster promises to keep her 
eyes peeled for Fort Dix men at Jones 
Beach next summer. To tide Private 
Folsom and company over in the 
meantime, however, we convinced 
Miss Foster to send along this me
mento.
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CALL GIRL BAIT

continued from pagn 23

“I thought I explained that we want 
you to conduct an investigation and give 
us a report on the crime situation in 
Aragon City.”

“Yeah, but why? Why do you want 
such a report?”

“We have reason to believe,” Willis 
said, still sounding like he was giving a 
fiscal report to his stockholders, “that 
there is considerable crime in Aragon 
City. That is. undetected crime. We have 
been given to understand that there is 
large-scale gambling going on, consider
able traffic in drugs, and that the morals 
of our city are being endangered by the 
presence of a great many—ah—houses 
of ill fame.”

“Okay,” I said, “so your city is over
run with gamblers, drug peddlers, and 
prostitutes. I still want to know why 
you want to hire me.”

“What do you mean?”
“I t’s simple,” I said. “I t ’s not much of 

a secret that the Aragon City end is 
being run by two men, Jan Lomer and 
Johnny Doll. Lomer is the brains and 
Doll’s the muscle. Everybody knows this 
from the FBI on down, but you don’t 
see either of them going to jail and it’s 
doubtful if they will. The FBI, the 
Treasury boys, and the Senate Crime 
Committee have all gone over these 
boys with fine-tooth combs. And got 
nothing. If you expect me to hand you 
evidence that will put Lomer and Doll 
in jail, you’ve got rocks in your head. 
I couldn’t find it where better men have 
failed and I like living too much to try.”

Linn Willis started to say something, 
but I held up my hand to head him off. 
I took a deep breath and started again.

“The other angle,” I said, “is that 
maybe you want me to buck your city 
police force and local politics. If  this is 
it, I want to know more about where I 
stand. It doesn’t take a genius to guess 
that somebody in the city is crooked and 
probably a lot of them.”

“Where did you get that idea?" Willis 
asked quickly.

“I said you don’t have to be a genius. 
Half of the people in this town are sure 
that the whole political setup is getting 
paid off.”

When Willis spoke he was using his 
chairman-of-the-board voice again.

“We are, of course, aware of the exist
ence of Lomer and Doll. We trust that 
eventually something can be done about 
them. But, in the meantime, we are quite 
certain that they do have connections 
with certain individuals in the present 
administration. We want you to find evi
dence of such connections between Ara
gon City officials and Lomer and Doll, 
or their representatives. On the basis of 
such evidence, we will launch a reform 
ticket in the next election.”

“Okay, so far,” I said. “But there are 
a couple of other things. First, my fee. 
It will be a minimum of five thousand, 
win, lose, or draw. Ten thousand if I 
hand you everything you want.”

Willis looked around the table again,

but I noticed his gaze stayed longest on 
the old lady. And when she nodded, he 
turned back to me.

“We are prepared to pay that fee,” he 
said.

“Plus expenses,” I said.
“We expected to pay your expenses,” 

he said stiffly.
“One more thing,” I  said. “It has to 

be understood that I am strictly on my 
own. Until my report is ready, I  take no 
orders from any of you, nor do I report 
anything to you.”

“Very well,” he said finally. “We have 
made certain arrangements for you,” Wil
lis continued. He drew two keys from 
his pocket and placed them on the table. 
Then from another pocket he drew three 
papers and added them to the keys. “We 
have arranged an apartment for you. 
I t ’s at sixty-two Miramar Terrace. We 
are also providing a car for you. You will 
find it parked downstairs. I t ’s a black 
Cadillac, license number 8T6860. I t’s 
registered in your name. And here is a 
California driver’s license in your name.”

He paused for me to be impressed. I 
grinned.

“Then we thought it best for you to 
have some authority. The District At
torney, Martin Yale, is with us, so we’ve 
arranged for you to be on his staff of 
investigators. Here, also, is a gun permit.”

They were all beaming at me, so I 
didn’t have the heart to make the crack 
I wanted to. Besides, they might have 
gone right out and enrolled me in the 
Boy Scouts.

“Okay,” I  said. “What else?”
“That is all,” he said. “After tonight 

you’re on your own. And I ’d like to wish 
you good luck.”

T DROVE to my apartment. I walked 
up the stairs and slipped the key in 

the lock. The door opened and I stepped 
inside, closing the door behind me. I fum
bled around the wall, feeling for a light 
button.

It was dark in the apartment. There 
was a faint odor of perfume hanging in 
the air.

I found the light switch and flicked it, 
thinking that it would be nice if some
body had made a mistake and left the 
girl in the apartment.

They had.
The studio bed in the living room was 

made up. Clean sheets and everything. 
The sheets weren’t even mussed because 
the girl was lying on top of the covers. 
On her back, with her hands clasped 
under her head. Her hair was the color 
of comsilk. I t drifted around on the 
pillow. She had very little make-up on 
and there was nothing to keep me from 
seeing that she was a natural blonde.

Her clothes were all draped over the 
nearest chair. Neat. But not half as neat 
as the figure draped on the bed, so I 
went back to looking at it.

“Any complaints?” she asked.
“The complaint department just went 

out of business,” I said. I glanced at the 
key in my hand and then looked up 
again. At her face. “I must have gotten 
in the wrong apartment,” I said.

“Not if you’re Milo March.”
“I ’m Milo March,” I admitted. 
“Then you’re in the right apartment,”

she said. She rolled over on her side, 
facing me. “I ’m Mickie Gill. Hello.” 

“Hello,” I said uncertainly.
Her eyebrows went up. “Your eyes say 

I ’m welcome, but your voice doesn’t 
sound too sure. Maybe I ’m in the wrong 
apartment,” she said, giving me an 
amused glance.

“You’re in the right apartment,” I 
said, “but maybe it’s the wrong time. Will 
it do any good to ask who sent you?” 

She looked surprised. “Why not?” she 
said. She sat on the bed.

“Polly East,” she said. She gave me 
another smile. “I t ’s on the house—if 
that’s what’s worrying you.”

I didn’t know the name of Polly East, 
but I didn’t have to after her last sen
tence. Mickie Gill was a professional.

“Maybe I don’t like presents,” I said. 
“Let’s put it that way. You come back 
some other night and I ’ll pay my own 
freight. Right now, honey, there’s only 
one thing I want more than you—and 
that’s to have you dressed and out of 
here in about three minutes. Can you do 
that and still be friends?”

She gave me a long look. Whatever was 
up, she didn’t know she was part of it 
and somehow that made me feel better. 
She must have seen what I was feeling, 
for she got up from the bed and went 
to her clothes.

“A frame?” she asked quietly. But she 
was already dressing.

“I think so,” I said. “I ’m sorry, 
Mickie,” I added.

“So am I,” she said, “I don’t like 
things like that. I ’m going to find 
out . . .”

She was out of there in three minutes 
flat.

Then I stretched out on the bed and 
tried to look like a tired businessman 
relaxing after a hard day.

“March,” I said to myself, “two will 
get you twenty that the cops will be here 
within fifteen minutes.”

They were there in ten. Two of them 
in plain clothes.

One of them was a little paunchy 
around the middle and he had the tired 
eyes of a man who’s been tramping 
around knocking on doors too long. He 
even walked flatfooted. The other one 
was tall and skinny. And bright-eyed. 
He was the hungry one.

“Hi,” I said. “What can I do for you?” 
“Where is she?” It was the skinny 

guy, just like I ’d expected.
“Who?” I asked innocently.
“The dame,” he said.
“I don’t know what you’re talking 

about,” I said. “I  got a notion to call 
the cops.”

“All you have to do is whisper,” the 
skinny guy said. He gave me that grin 
again. His hand came out of his pocket 
and he flipped his palm toward me. The 
badge was there. “Headquarters.”

“Him, too?" I asked, indicating the 
other.

“Sure. Show the man your badge, 
Harry.”

The paunchy one showed me his badge 
like he was afraid I'd steal some of the 
nickel off it.

“Okay, so you’re cops.” I said. “Have 
you got names or only badges?”

“I ’m Grant,” the skinny one said. He
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jerked a thumb at the other cop. “He’s 
Fleming.”

“So sorry you had the trip for noth
ing,” I said. “Close the door as you 
leave.”

They went out and closed the door. 
Hard.

I drank some brandy and needed it.
I  was on my second drink when the 

phone rang. I picked it up.
“Hello,” I said.
“Hello, darling,” the voice said. I t was 

a woman’s voice, but deep. I t sounded 
like a lot of Canadian Club. “This is 
Polly East.”

“Hi, Polly,” I  said. And waited.
“I  sent a girl out to see you tonight,” 

she said. “Mickie Gill. Did she get there?”
“Came and gone,” I said.
“Well,” said Polly, “How’d you like 

her?”\
“I  liked Mickie all right,” I  said, “even 

though she wasn’t here more than a few 
minutes after I arrived. But I didn’t 
care much for the two cops who came 
ten minutes later. You send them too?”

“I knew nothing about cops,” she said 
and her voice was hard. “I  don’t play 
like that, Milo. I ’ll look into it and may
be I can square it. I ’ll let you know.”

She hung up. I grinned at the phone 
and put the receiver back.

Three or four brandies later, I  went 
to bed.

I  thought about the Committee and 
grinned to myself. They had made such 
a big thing about being secretive. No
body knew the apartment, an unlisted 
phone number, and all that. So before 
I ’d been in the apartment an hour, I ’d 
been visited by a fancy call girl and two 
tough cops, and had a phone call from 
Aragon City’s leading madam. Some 
secret.

THE next morning I took a shower 
and shaved. Then I got dressed and 
went into the kitchen. I  had to say one 

thing for the Committee—they knew how 
to stock a kitchen even if they weren’t so 
good at keeping a secret.

It was almost ten when I finished my 
breakfast, I  figured it was still too early 
for callers, so I ’d have time for one more 
personal thing. I  dialed the number of 
the Aragon City Civic Betterment Com
mittee.

“Good morning,” a girl’s voice an
swered. I t  was the redhead.

“Miss Carr?” I  said as formally as I 
could.

“This is Miss Carr speaking.”
“Miss Carr, I represent the Frammis 

Lineage Corporation,” I  said, trying to 
put a little lettuce in my voice so it 
would sound as stuffy as Linn Willis’. 
“We are making up a directory of all the 
Carrs in California. Would you mind tell
ing me.your first name?”

There was a pause and then she 
laughed. “Good morning, Mr. March,” 
she said.

“My first name is Milo,” I  said. I 
liked her answer.

She laughed again. “I t ’s Betty,” she 
said. “Did you want to speak to Mr. 
Willis?”

“No,” I said quickly. “You’re more my 
type than he is.”

“Why, thank you,” she said. “Are you
"Hold it ,"  he said, pointing a gun at me.

going to start working right now today?” 
“You might call it that.”
“What are you going to do?” she asked. 

“Or shouldn’t I ask that?”
“You may,” I said. “Nothing.”
“But—I don’t understand . .
“I t’s simple,” I  said. “If  a guy like 

me comes into a strange town and starts 
trying to dig up the kind of dirt your 
Committee wants, he’ll get about as far 
as a guy going to Las Vegas with his 
own dice. But if he doesn’t do anything, 
then everybody starts worrying. I  don’t 
push the way they’re expecting me to, so 
they’re off balance. The only problem is 
to keep them off balance like that long 
enough.”

“It sounds fascinating,” she said. 
“I ’ll tell you what,” I  said, getting 

around to my chief reason for calling. 
“After I get through putting in a hard 
day, why don’t you meet me for dinner? 
Maybe I can even give you a—”

“Just a minute—Milo,” she inter
rupted. “I ’ve got another call coming 
in.”

It didn’t sound like a brush-off so I 
waited. After a bit she came back on the
wire.

“I ’m sorry,” she said. “Now what were 
you saying?”

“YoU know damn well what I  was say
ing, honey,” I said.

She laughed again. “I ’ll be glad to 
have dinner with you, Milo. Where and 
when?”

“I ’m not sure where I ’ll be,” I said, 
“so let’s make it about seven-thirty. 
Wherever you say. I t ’s your own.”

“How about the Cassandra Club?” 
she said. “I t’s on Wilson Boulevard.”

“Fine. The Cassandra Club it is. At 
seven-thirty. I ’ll see you then, honey.”

I hung up and decided it was time to 
get ready. I opened my suitcase and 
took out the shoulder holster and a snub
nosed .32. I  buckled on the holster, 
slipped the gun into it, and put on my 
coat. I t fitted the way it was supposed to.

I took the bottle of brandy, a glass, 
and a pitcher of water into the living 
room. There was a small radio beside 
the big chair. I  got a disk jockey show 
and sprawled out in the chair. March 
was working.

The disk jockey was doing an all- 
Ellington show and the brandy was old, 
so I enjoyed myself.

I t  was after eleven when the knock 
finally came on the door. I  switched off

the radio, transferred the glass to my 
left hand, and went to the door. I  opened 
it.

He was a natty little thing. Young, 
maybe no more than twenty-two or three. 
He was wearing an expensive suit, maybe 
cut a little too fancy and with too much 
padding in the shoulders. I t made him 
look bigger than the five-six he probably 
was. Until you looked close at the pad
ding. His face was kind of pretty, if you 
liked the type.

He was smoking a long expensive cig
arette and he talked around it. Not that 
he was wasting any words.

“Milo March?” he asked.
I nodded.
He crowded into the apartment past 

me.
I shut the door and we looked at each 

other.
“I t ’s your visit,” I  said. “Care to tell 

me who you are, or should I start guess
ing?”

“Rudy Cioppa,” he said. He didn’t ex
pect me to recognize it and he didn’t 
care. “Johnny wants to see you.”

T PLAYED it straight. Just like I didn’t 
know. “Johnny?” I asked brightly. “I 

don’t think I  know any Johnnies. Or 
was I  too drunk to remember?”

He wasn’t amused. “Johnny Doll.”
I  thought it over. “Never heard of 

him,” I  said, but it wasn’t a very good 
reading.

“Don’t be funny. Johnny Doll wants to 
see you. Now.”

“How’s he want me—standing up or 
stretched out?”

“He doesn’t care. Take your pick.” 
“That seems fair,” I  said. I  wasn’t 

feeling as bright as I  sounded. “I  think 
I ’U go standing up.”

He was looking at the left side of my 
coat. At the spot just over the shoulder 
holster. “You loaded?” he asked.

I  flipped my coat enough for him to
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see the leather. His eyes flickered.
“I ’ll take it,” he said.
I could feel my stomach muscles 

bunching and I  was glad I ’d had the 
brandy. I shook my head.

“I ’ll keep it,” I  said. “I ’m used to it. 
I might get lopsided if I  didn’t have it.” 

He thought it over. He couldn’t find 
a challenge in it anywhere and it was the 
kind of thinking he understood. Finally 
he nodded. My stomach went partway 
back to normal.

“Okay,” he said. He motioned toward 
the door. “Let’s go. But make it easy on 
yourself.”

And that’s the way we went. As a 
matter of fact, I  wanted to see Johnny 
Doll as much as he wanted to see me. 
I  had known that there’d be somebody 
around from Johnny Doll or Jan Lomer.

We took my car. Someone driving his 
car followed us. We braked to a stop in 
front of a swanky haberdashery store. 
I turned off the motor and looked at him. 

“Out,” he said.
“You mean Johnny Doll’s in the 

store?” I  asked.
“Yeah. He’s got an office in the back.”

WE entered the store. I t  looked like 
any other high-priced men’s store, 
but the clerk back of the counter didn’t 

look like any clerk. Although he was 
twice the size of Rudy Cioppa, he still 
looked like his twin.

“Manny discourages customers when 
we ain’t in the mood,” Rudy said. “That’s 
the door straight ahead.”

I could see where Manny could dis
courage customers, so I dropped the 
questions and kept on going. Just as I 
reached the door, Rudy slipped around 
ahead of me. He palmed open the door 
and moved inside without ever losing 
sight of me. The boy was good.

“Here he is, Johnny,” he said over his 
shoulder. He motioned me in. “He’s got 
iron on him. He didn't want to shed it, 
so I humored him. Want me to unload 
him now?”

The man at the desk looked up. He 
was easy to recognize. Johnny Doll had 
had a lot of publicity, most of it naming 
him as one of the top fifteen or twenty 
racket boys in the country. He was me
dium height, heavyset. He was about 
forty. His face was swarthy and petulant.

“I t’s okay, Rudy,” he said. He gave me 
a grin. “Glad to see you, March. I ’ve 
heard a lot about you.”

“It seems to me I ’ve run into your 
name once or twice, too,” I  said.

He liked it enough to broaden his grin. 
“Yeah, I ’ve been around,” he said. 

You could see he was proud of it. “I 
hear you’re going to clean up Aragon 
City, March.”
' “Where’d you hear that?”

“You know how it is,” he said with a 
careless wave of his hand. “I  hear things 
here and there. I  even know you arrived 
here a day earlier than the Civic Better
ment Committee thinks you did. Why 
was that?”

“I like to get the lay of the land before 
I report,” I said.

“Okay,” he said. “What are you going

to do about our Aragon City, March?” 
“Not much,” I admitted. “I ’m hired to 

uncover the politician in Aragon City 
who’s been taking a little folding money 
for protection, or whatever it is he’s 
peddling. Beyond him, I ’m not inter
ested.”

“But what about me?” he asked. Sud
denly, he didn’t look petulant or humor
ous. “What about Johnny Doll, huh?” 

“I ain’t lost anybody named Johnny 
Doll and I ain’t looking for anybody by 
that name,” I said. “I ’m after one guy 
and I don’t give a damn who pays him 
or why.”

“Yeah, blit maybe you can’t get him 
without stumbling over some other 
things.”

“I know,” I said, “it’s like walking a 
tight wire—and a pretty thin one at that. 
But I ’m walking it. I  told the committee 
that’s the limit of what I ’d do. I ’ve got 
a short nose and I ’m nearsighted as hell.” 

He was frowning. “Even so, maybe I 
don’t like it. You ever think of that?” 

“I ’ve thought of it,” I  admitted.
We looked at each other some more. 
“How much dough do you want?” 

Johnny Doll suddenly asked.
“No dough,” I said. “It would only 

put me in a higher income bracket. I 
can’t afford it.”

He looked me over.
“An honest john, huh,” he said. His 

voice wasn’t pinning any medals on me. 
“Well, there are other ways. I  hear you’re 
a right guy in some ways, so I ’ll put it 
to you straight. I  want you to lay off 
Aragon City. I ’d even like it if you got 
out of town. Quick.”

“If you’ve heard so much about me,” 
I said, “then you should have heard that 
I  don’t quit on a job.”

“Okay. Like I said, there are other 
ways.” He didn’t take his eyes off me. 
“Want to show him one of the ways, 
Rudy?”

The little guy didn’t answer, but he 
started moving toward me. Slowly. His 
right hand went into his coat pocket and 
when he took it out, the light reflected 
from the metal. Knuckle dusters.

I didn’t have any clear idea how to 
handle it, but I  started backing off. Rudy 
kept coming, no change in his expression. 
His eyes gave me the creeps.

I felt the wall touch my shoulders and 
that was that. I  waited.

Rudy stopped in front of me and stud
ied my face like it was a wall and he 
was trying to think of the best place to 
drive the nail. Then he swung.

I waited until the last possible mo
ment, then slipped to one side. His fist 
slid past my face and hit the wall. There 
was the crunching sound of steel and 
plaster, but part of it was the sound of 
flesh.

Even then he never changed expression. 
He just backed away and looked at me. 
He stripped the steel from his hand and 
tossed it to the floor. There was blood 
running down his fingers.

“Okay,” he said flatly. “So you’re fast 
on your feet.” He moved the fingers of 
his right hand experimentally. They 
worked all right. His hands moved slowly 
up toward his left shoulder.

I got tense again. He was going for his 
gun and Johnny Doll wasn’t saying any

thing. I was saved by the bell. The phone 
rang.

“Hold it, Rudy,” Johnny Doll said. 
His voice was thick and I knew I ’d 
guessed right. Rudy Cioppa stayed just 
the way he was. Johnny picked up the 
phone and said hello.

Whoever it was did most of the talking. 
Johnny kept saying “Yeah,” mostly as if 
he didn’t like what he was hearing. After 
about three minutes of this, he banged 
the receiver back on the hook.

“March,” he said, “you ever hear of 
Jan Lomer?”

“I ’ve heard of him,” I said cautiously.
“He wants to see you.”

So that was it. Jan Lomer was the 
other half of the syndicate team in Ara
gon City.

“Okay,” I said. “Where does he live?”
“Out in Crestwood Canyon.”
“I t ’s at four-twenty Marisol Drive,” 

Johnny said. He winked at Rudy, but I 
pretended not to see it. “I  guess you’re 
a big boy, so go by yourself. Just one 
thing, March—remember what I said. I 
don’t like you gunning around in my ter
ritory.”

“I ’ll remember,” I said seriously.

THE address turned out to be a huge 
colonial-style house on what could 
only be called an estate. The lawn was 

as big as a couple of city blocks and 
was filled with flower beds.

I left the car in the driveway and went 
up to the front door.

I manipulated the brass knocker and 
waited. I  pretended to ignore the move
ment at the peephole. Then there was 
another wait and the door opened. The 
man who stood there was big. He was 
fat too, but he would have still been 
big if you’d taken all the fat from him. 
He was wearing an expensive-looking 
smoking jacket and the face above it 
was intelligent. He was maybe sixty or

He swung at my throat with the blackjack.
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sixty-five, an interesting-looking man.
Even though I ’d never seen him, I 

knew that this was Jan Lomer standing 
in the doorway.

“Mr. March?” he asked.
“Yeah,” I said. “You’re Jan Lomer?” 
“I am. It was kind of you, Mr. March, 

to come here to see an old man. Very 
kind of you.”

“Not at all,” I said. “At the moment 
you called to invite me, I was being en
tertained by Rudy Cioppa. So your in
vitation wasn’t exactly unwelcome.”

He laughed.
“Ah, yes,” he said, “Rudy is sometimes 

a bit abrupt as a host. Come in, Mr. 
March, come in.”

I stepped past him into the hallway. I 
waited until he closed the door and then 
followed him down the hall and into a 
study.

Jan Lomer stepped around and sat 
down at the desk. He motioned me to a 
huge leather chair in front of the desk. I 
sat down and got out a cigarette.

He got right to the point.
“You, Mr. March,” he said, “have 

been employed by the Aragon City Civic 
Betterment Committee. The purpose of 
the employment is to find the man with 
whom Johnny Doll and I do business. 
Correct, sir?”

“Yeah,” I said, “and that's all. There’s 
nothing in my contract that says I have 
to hang Johnny Doll and Jan Lomer up 
by the heels.”

“Excellent. At the same time, sir, you’ll 
appreciate the fact that your investigation 
might prove—shall we say?—embarrass
ing to us.”

“If you’re afraid I ’ll get in your hair,” 
I said, “why don’t we make a deal? You 
hand me the guv on a platter, my work 
will be over, and I ’ll leave.”

“I'm afraid not, sir," he said. “Not 
that I have any sentimental attachment 
for the man. But it might make it diffi
cult to do business with others. If you 
are successful in your mission, I foresee 
no difficulty in making arrangements with 
someone in the new administration. I ’m 
being frank with you, sir.”

“What happens with the new adminis
tration is none of my business,” I said.

“Mr. March,” he said, “I have taken 
the trouble of looking into your personal 
history. You have the reputation of al
ways keeping your word. Now, sir, will 
you give me your word that our enter
prises will be left alone?”

“Maybe,” I said finally. “First Johnny 
Doll has some idea of pushing me around. 
And Rudy Cioppa wants to do the push
ing. I don’t like it. When I ’m being 
pushed, I ’m liable to push back.”

“Most understandable, sir. I think I 
can promise you that you will not be 
harmed once you’ve given me your 
word.”

“Okay,” I said. “Next question: what 
are your enterprises?”

“I ’ll be frank, sir—just between the 
two of us here. Our enterprises, sir, con
sist of every bit of gambling in Aragon 
City and quite a bit of it in other spots.” 

“That must provide a tidy little in
come,” I said .

“We find it satisfactory,” he said. 
“Then you might say we have a mo
nopoly on the more exotic stimulants.

Marijuana, opium, heroin, morphine, 
cocaine.” He sounded like a hardware 
wholesaler listing the items he carried.

“We participate in the sex traffic,” he 
added.

“What about murder?” I wanted to 
know.

He shook his head. “No murder, sir,” 
he said, “unless it’s absolutely neces
sary.”

“One more thing, Mr. Lomer. When I 
get the man you’re paying for protec
tion—and I will get him—there’s liable 
to be a payoff man in the net. Maybe I 
can’t do anything about that.”

“It had already occurred to me, sir.” 
He stared at me for a minute. “Mr. 
March, when you’re sure you have your 
man, come to me. Then we will provide 
a sacrificial lamb to lie down with your 
lion.”

“Fair enough,” I said. Actually, the 
only thing I wanted to be sure about 
was that they laid off me.

I said good-by and went out to the 
Cadillac.

1 DROVE toward the ocean at a lei
surely pace. I had started the con

versation with Jan Lomer with the idea 
of jolting him, but I ’d gotten the charge 
instead. He’d been completely right. Find
ing the politician who was giving the 
rackets protection wouldn’t mean a thing. 
They’d find somebody in the new admin
istration who’d provide the same service 
for the same price.

I could get the man who was providing 
protection for the syndicate and shut mv 
eyes to the rest of the mess, or I  could 
try to clean up the whole town and find 
myself leading a slow-marching parade 
to the nearest cemetery.

To hell with it. I pulled the Cadillac 
into the curb and went into a drugstore. 
I leafed through the phone book until I 
found the address of the old lady. Eliza
beth Saxon. I got back in the Cadillac 
and headed for it.

I  knew the town. I ’d made a sort of 
peace with the syndicate so there wouldn’t 
be a lot of hoods breathing down the 
back of my neck every time I took a 
step. The other half of the team—the 
crooked cops and the crooked politicians 
—were worried. I had figured they were 
the ones who’d sent the call girl the night 
before. The syndicate boys would never 
send a girl to do a hood’s work.

I parked in front of the old lady’s 
address.

The door was opened by a butler, who 
must have been all of eighty. He showed 
me into a room that was like taking a 
time machine back to the last century.

When she came into the room, she 
was dressed so that she seemed a part of 
it. The only things out of place there 
were me and the twinkle in her eye.

“What can I do for you, Mr. March?” 
she asked.

“I don’t know,” I said honestly. “I ’m 
just floating around, picking up what I 
can.” I got out a cigarette and looked 
at her. She nodded and I lit it. “How did 
this Civic Betterment Committee get 
started?”

“I started it,” she said promptly. “I 
gave the rest of them the choice of com
ing along or having me clean up the

town by myself. They couldn’t say no.”
“What can you tell me about the Com

mittee?” I asked.
“I ’ve known most of them since they 

were children,” she said. “Linn Willis 
prides himself on being a self-made man. 
He’s an honest man who is a little bit 
afraid to tamper with things because in 
some way it might hurt him. But he likes 
his money and power enough to buckle 
down when it’s a pinch. George Stem 
would like to go into politics, so he’s 
trying not to offend anyone but he’d like 
some publicity. Donald Reid is a pious 
old idiot. He’ll do what he’s told and 
that’s all. Sherman Marshall is an old 
windbag. Dr. Jilton is on the Committee 
because he likes to keep in with the best 
people.”

“And Miss Russell?"
The old lady snorted. “She's decora

tion,” she said.
“The guy in charge of the protection 

could be anybody,” I said. “He might 
be the mayor or a street cleaner or some
body who shows no interest in politics.”

We talked some more and then I left. 
I drove straight downtown and found 
the District Attorney’s office. His name 
was Martin Yale. I showed the recep
tionist the piece of paper that said I 
worked for him and that got me right in.

He was maybe three or four years old
er than me. About forty. He had one of 
those rugged faces that never loses its 
grimness no matter how much he laughs.

“I ’m Milo March,” I said.
“I ’m glad you’re here.”
“How far will you back me up?” I 

asked.
“If you’re on the level, March—and 

I ’ve been made to feel you are—you’ll 
get complete backing as long as I ’m Dis
trict Attorney. Does that answer your 
question?”

“It does,” I said. I stood up. “Keep 
the bromide handy.”

He laughed, which made it a good exit 
line, so I left.

It was three o’clock. My date with the 
redhead was for seven-thirty, so I de
cided to go back to my apartment.

1 DROVE out to Miramar Terrace. I 
parked in front of the house and went 

upstairs. When I was putting my key in 
the lock, I  heard the phone ringing. I 
opened the door and went in fast.

I automatically looked around the 
room as I picked up the phone. Then I 
had a little trouble answering, but I final
ly made it.

“Yeah?” I said.
“Hello, darling.” It was the Canadian 

Club voice. “This is Polly East.”
“I know,” I said.
“I checked ud on that business of last 

night,” she said. “We won’t mention any 
names, darling, but I talked to the man 
who asked me to send Mickie out to see 
you. I've told him that I won’t play any 
more games like that. I wanted you to 
know, darling.”

“That’s nice.” I said flatly. I kept 
looking at the studio bed.

“I explained it to Mickie,” she said. 
“She said she might come out to see you 
today. Has she been there yet?”

“Yes.” I said.
“Good,” Polly East said. “Mickie's a 89
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nice girl.”
“Was,” I said.
“What?”
“Was a nice girl,” I  explained carefully. 

“She’s dead.”
There was a long pause.
She said a short hard word. I waited 

out another pause.
“I ’m sorry,” she said finally. “Mickie 

was a swell girl—oh, hell, I  guess I ’d 
better stop talking.”

She hung up.
I put the receiver back, still looking 

at the bed. She was lying there on the 
bed. Just like the night before, her clothes 
were over a chair. But there were a 
couple of differences. The night before 
her clothes were draped neatly over the 
chair. Now they were just bunched on 
it. And just below one of Mickie Gill’s 
beautiful breasts there was a small blue- 
black hole There wasn’t much blood 
around it. I wondered why.

I walked over and picked up a hand
ful of her clothes. There was plenty of 
blood on them. And there was a hole in 
the white blouse. Somebody had killed 
her and then taken her clothes off. I  de
cided that the undressing was just an 
extra piece of nastiness.

I walked over to the bed and looked 
at her. I leaned over and looked closer 
at the bullet hole. I prodded at the flesh 
with a forefinger. She’d been dead a while, 
but maybe not so long but what the 
frame would have trouble fitting.

I knew I didn’t have much time. There 
was no point in trying to beat it. But 
maybe it was time to call on Martin Yale 
for some of that backing. I moved over 
to the phone. I figured I had just about 
enough time to call the D.A.

I was wrong.
I ’d locked the door, but this time they 

had a key. They came in fast without 
any nonsense about knocking. I t was the 
same two as the night before. They didn’t 
look surprised at the sight of the body on 
the bed. I didn’t expect them to.

“Hold it,” the skinny one said. He had 
a gun in his hand. I let my hand drift 
away from the phone.

“Well, well, Harry,” he said. “Looks 
like we stumbled onto something.”

“Yeah,” the paunchy one said. He 
walked across the room and looked down 
at the girl. When he looked up at me, I 
could see he was enjoying himself.

“I ’ll bet she was hot stuff,” he said. 
“Why did you cool her?”

“It wasn’t that,” I said tightly. “She 
looked out the window and saw you. She 
thought it was better to commit suicide 
than ever to have to see such a face 
again.”

“I’m going to like working over you,” 
he said. “You’re one of those enameled 
guys. I like to watch it crack off.”

“Better look him over, Harry,” the 
other one said. He was still holding the 
gun on me. “Hejs probably got the gun 
still on him.”

The paunchy one patted me all around, 
moving up to my shoulder. He reached 
around my left arm and took the gun 
from my holster. As he brought it out, 
he lifted it so the barrel raked my jaw.

Then he moved around to the side and 
made a show of sniffing at the barrel of 
my gun.

“I guess he cleaned it right away," 
he said to the other cop.

“I t ’s clean all right,” I  said. “Also 
you’ll have a hell of a time making the 
bullet fit that barrel.” But I  was just 
talking. I knew all the tricks. If the 
murder gun was a .32 and they had it— 
and I was willing to bet it was and they 
did—then they could easily switch bar
rels on the two guns.

“Sure,” the skinny one said. I remem
bered his name was Gene Grant. “All 
right, let’s go, March.”

They herded me out of the apartment.

THE precinct house looked like doz
ens of others. It was an old brick 

building, red-brown in color. A bored- 
looking desk sergeant looked up as we 
came in.

“We’ve got a guest, Joe,” Grant said 
to the desk sergeant. “Book him on an 
open charge.”

“No, you don’t,” I said quickly. 
“You’ve got to charge me.”

“What do you know?” Harry Fleming 
said. “He knows the law and everything.” 

“We can hold you for questioning for 
twenty-four hours,” Grant said. “That’s 
an open charge. And that’s what we’re 
doing.”

“I want to make a phone call,” I said. 
“That’s my right.”

“Sure, sure,” Grant said. He exchanged 
grins with the desk sergeant. “You’ll 
get your rights. Just relax while you’re 
being booked.”

The desk sergeant picked up a pen 
and looked at me. “Name?” he asked. 

“Milo March.”
He wrote it down. “Address?” 
“Sixty-two Miramar Terrace.”
"That’s a temporary address,” Grant 

said quickly. “He’s a transient.”
“Age?”
“Thirty-seven.”
“Okay,” the desk sergeant said. “Emp

ty your pockets.”
I piled the stuff up on his desk.
Grant tossed my gun on the desk be

side the stuff.
“Here’s his gun,” he said. “Put it with 

the rest of the stuff. We’ll send it over to 
ballistics later.”

Harry Fleming was pawing through my 
stuff. He waved a slip of paper.

“What do you know,” he said in mock 
wonderment. “He’s an investigator for 
the D.A. Practically a cop himself.”

The desk sergeant listed all the stuff. 
Then he gave me a receipt.

“The captain in?” Grant asked the desk 
sergeant.

“Yeah.”
“Okay, March,” Grant said. “Let’s go.” 
We went down the hall and stopped in 

front of a door. Grant opened the door 
and we went in. A big beefy guy, with 
a red face, was sitting at a desk. He 
wore a uniform. He was a captain.

“Captain.” Grant said, aping politeness, 
“this is Milo March. This is Captain Sam 
Logan, Mr. March.”

“Milo March,” the captain said slowly. 
He was acting too.

“I want to make a phone call,” I said. 
“Well,” the captain said, “the law

says we have to either let you make a 
phone call or that we have to make it for 
you. You just tell Harry Fleming who 
you want called and he’ll do it for you.” 

I knew it wasn’t any use. “Okay,” I 
said. “Forget it.”

“You see, boys,” the captain said, “he 
trusts us. He’s got the right attitude. 
Now, what has Mr. March done?” 

“Murder,” Grant said.
You could see it wasn’t any surprise 

to the captain, although he tried to 
pretend it was.

“Look,” I said, “I know I ’m probably 
old-fashioned, but don’t you cops even 
show any interest in the report your cor
oner’s going to make? Or isn’t he going 
to make any?”

“Oh, the coroner will report all right," 
the captain said. “But by the time he 
gets it in, we’ll probably have a confession 
and we can wrap the whole thing up.” 

“Not from me,” I said. “I didn’t kill 
the girl, but I had a chance to look at 
her a little before your two fly-cops came 
bouncing in. I know enough about it to 
know she hadn’t been dead for more 
than two hours. I ’m covered for those 
two hours. Well covered.”

“An alibi?” the captain said. “We’ll 
have to discuss it.”

“Okay,” I said. “Bring on your lumps.” 
“You got us all wrong, March,” the 

captain said. “We don’t do things like 
that in Aragon City. No rough stuff.” 

The captain got up from the desk. 
“Okay, let’s go.”

“Where?” I asked.
“To another precinct,” he said. “It 

gets a little crowded around here and you 
might like a quieter place. Especially if 
you're going to tell what you did to that 
girl after you killed her.”

So that was it. Precinct hopping. That 
way, even if someone found out that 
they’d pulled me in, no one would be 
able to find me until they were ready to 
have me found.

We went out of the station house and 
got in a police car. A few minutes later 
we pulled in the back of another precinct. 
We went inside.

The four of us went into a small room. 
There was only one tiny window and it 
was covered with bars. The walls were 
whitewashed, but they needed a new 
coat. There were fingerprints all over the 
walls and a few stains that looked like 
blood. There were several chairs in the 
room. There was a flexible light with a 
big bulb in it.

They shoved me into one of the chairs. 
“Let me see,” the captain said. “Who’ll 

question him first?”
“Me,” Harry Fleming said. Eagerly. 
The captain nodded and the paunchy 

detective came over to stand in front 
of me. His right hand was in his pocket.

“There ain’t no use,” he said in that 
tired voice of his, “in wasting a lot of 
time talking. We ain’t interested in a 
lot of fancy details. All we want you to 
do is confess that you killed the dame. 
Okay?”

I told him what he could go do to 
himself.

He grinned. “I like them tough,” he 
said. “The tougher they are the bigger 
the crack when they finally come apart.” 
He wet his lips. Then he brought his
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right hand out of his pocket. He was 
holding what they call a soft blackjack. It 
was a nice long leather tube filled with 
sand. I  knew the kind. I t wouldn’t  cut 
any skin or leave any bruises that would 
last long. But when used by an expert it 
could give you a headache that would 
last for days. I  had an idea that Harry 
Fleming was an expert. He reached up 
and tilted the light more directly into 
my face. “Look up at me, March.”

I looked up at him, squinting my eyes 
against the light. I  tried to look up and 
still keep my chin tucked in. I  didn’t 
quite make it.

He took a short, underhand swing and 
the blackjack caught nie across the Adam’s 
apple.

There was a knife of fire in my throat. 
I couldn’t get my breath. I  knew there 
was air around somewhere, but I  just 
couldn’t find it. I flopped around for a 
minute, then shoved my head down low. 
I started to come up, really pushing my 
lungs with the'motion. A little air began 
to trickle in, cooling some of the fire.

HE hit me over the head as I came 
up. I could feel the flash of pain all 

the way down to my chin. The pain was 
bright in the top of my head. Like a 
Fourth of July pinwheel.

“Those were just easy ones,” Fleming 
said.

After that, he really got down to work. 
The only sound in the room was the 
paunchy detective grunting as he swung, 
the almost silent swish of his arm through 
the air, the dull thwack of the sap against 
my head. Once in a while I ’d grunt when 
it hit me although I tried not to.

I  was dazed but I  saw Grant bring in 
a strange-looking contraption.

Made out of metal, it looked something 
like an old-fashioned lantern. There were 
slits along the sides and the top was 
completely open. I  could see something 
white inside. A leather thong was looped 
over the top.

“My own invention,” Grant said 
proudly. He lit a match and thrust it 
through one of the slits. Flame curled up 
through the top opening. Then I  could 
see the candle inside.

“Lift your head,” Grant said. He 
slipped the leather thong over my head 
so that the contraption hung on my chest. 
I t was warm on my chin, but not enough 
to bum.

“You see,” Grant said to me, “as long 
as you hold your head up like that the 
candle will keep your dun warm but 
no more. But you try dropping your 
head a little and it’ll raise a few blisters. 
Get the idea?”

I got it.
He made the thing complete then. He 

reached up and swung the light so it was 
directly in my eyes. I  could either hold 
my head so the light would keep shining 
in my eyes or I  could drop it and get 
burned. Some choice.

“Now, I ’ll tell you something, March,” 
Grant said. “All we want from you, 
March, is a confession telling us how you 
killed the girl and why. That ain’t so 
much to ask of you.”

I decided to try an experiment. I  knew 
the answer already, but I  might as well 
try it. “Okay,” I  said. “Call in a sten
ographer and I ’ll dictate a confession for 
you.”

“Might as well listen to him for a 
while,” the captain said cheerfully. “We 
don’t want to call a stenographer in for 
nothing.”

It went on like that. They weren’t 
really interested in any of the answers I 
made, so I didn’t bother making them. 
The first half hour wasn’t so bad, but 
then the pains started shooting through 
my eyeballs and my neck began to feel 
like a piece of wood that couldn’t quite 
support my head. I  could feel a blister 
forming under my chin. Twice my head 
had sagged too low before I  could whip 
my neck muscles back into service.

Then the captain said, “You know, 
March, I  think I ’m going to tell you 
something. You won’t  remember it be
cause I ’m going to knock it right out of 
your head as soon as it gets in. You know 
who had Polly East send that broad out 
to see you last night?”

He waited for an answer, but I  didn’t 
bother giving him one.

“I did,” he said. “I had the boys tail 
you and then give you just enough time

"W hat happened to you, M ilo?" she asked. 
H er fingers were soft on my bruised cheek

so they could be sure to catch you . . .”
He reached out and prodded me gently 

in the chest with the padded night stick.
“That Mickie Gill was quite a dish, so 

that makes you pretty smart. What kind 
of a pitch did you give the broad, 
March?”

I didn’t say anything. I looked out at 
him and waited.

“The broad kicked up a hell of a fuss 
with Polly,” he said. “She let drop the 
idea that she might do some talking to 
you. Not that she could tell you anything 
important. But we don’t like broads with 
long tongues.”

He waited again.
“And we don’t like smart out-of-town 

cops,” he said.
He started hitting me with a night stick 

wrapped in a towel.
The padding over the wood kept it 

from hurting much where it hit. But in
side of my head a little ball of fire ex
ploded and the pain sprayed out all over.

Somewhere along the line, I  was 
slumped in a chair trying to sort out the 
noises around me. There \Vas a distant 
burring sound I couldn’t place. Only after 
it stopped, did I realize it was a phone.

The captain had picked up the phone. 
He was scowling.

“Yeah, this is Logan,” he was saying. 
He listened and then he said, “Oh.” That 
was all, but it was a different tone than I ’d 
heard him use before. I t sounded like 
Captain Logan was outranked.

“Okay, okay,” he said. He hung up the 
phone.

“What’s up, Sam?” Grant asked. He 
could read the signs as well as I could.

“Shut up,” the captain said savagely. 
He looked at me and there was hate in 
his eyes. “Get March out to the car.”

This time we took a little longer ride.
We went into another precinct. This 

time we walked right past the little room 
in the back, up to the front. I  recognized 
it as the same place they had first brought 
me. The same desk sergeant was on duty. 
He seemed to find something amusing 
about my face.

“So soon?” he asked the captain. “The 
guy was hinged in the middle after all?”

“Shut up,” the captain said. “Give him 
his stuff.”

The desk sergeant looked surprised, but 
he didn’t say anything. He gave me my 
things.

“Okay, March,” the captain said. “Get 
to hell out of here. We’re dropping the 
charge, but don’t let me see you around 
again.”

I made it through the door. Outside, I  
leaned against the building for a minute.

A man came up the steps, almost run
ning. He went past me, then he stopped. 
I t seemed that his hand touched my arm 
for a minute.

“March,” the man said. “Are you all 
right?”

The brightness faded from my eyes and 
I could see his face. I t was familiar. It 
was Yale. Martin Yale. The District At
torney.

“Yeah,” I said. “I ’m all right.”
“Who did it? Logan?”
“Logan,” I said. I t  was a sharp memo

ry, the kind you can taste. I t  had a bitter 
taste. I ’d remember it for a long time. 
“Logan and Fleming and Grant.”
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CALL GIRL BAIT
“Good God, man," he said. He sounded 

angry. “I just found out you’d been ar
rested. I know these guys. I wanted to 
get you out.”

“How’d you know I was arrested?”
“I went over to your apartment about 

thirty minutes ago,” he said. “Your door 
was unlocked and the place looked like a 
steam roller had gone through it. I talked 
to one of your neighbors and they told 
me about you going away with two men. 
The description sounded like Grant and 
Fleming.”

“There was a dead girl there,” I told 
him. “Earlier. They killed her. But that 
was the excuse for dragging me in.”

He swore. “What do you want to do?”
“Take me home,” I said. “Only don’t 

drive over any rough streets. I bruise 
easily.”

He swore again. But he drove me home 
without any more talk.

I made it up the stairs and went into 
my apartment. I  drank a glassful of 
brandy.

After a shower, I sat on the edge of 
the bed and worked slowly on the rest of 
the brandy.

After a while I was feeling no pain. I 
rolled over on the bed and went to sleep. 
I didn’t get up till seven the next night.

I ate some eggs and polished off a bot
tle of milk.

I got dressed and then I dug some fresh 
shells out of my suitcase and slipped them 
into my gun. I went back to the bath
room and stuck a couple of band-aids on 
my face. A small one on my cheek and a 
bigger one under my chin. Then I went 
downstairs and got into the Cadillac.

I wasn’t going any place in particular.

I DROVE over to the main part of 
town and started cruising down Wil

son Boulevard. Finally I came to a place 
that looked about right. It was big. It was 
fancy. There was a sign that announced 
the Cassandra Club. I  parked in the back 
and went in.

It was bright. There were a lot of ta
bles, mostly full. There was a good or
chestra working away at some pretty good 
music.

I climbed on a stool at the bar and 
looked for the bartender. One came trot
ting over.

“Brandy,” I said. “The best you’ve 
got.”

Somebody climbed on the stool next 
to me, but I didn’t look around.

Some perfume drifted along the bar 
and competed with the brandy fumes. The 
perfume was familiar.

“Hello, Milo,” she said.
I looked around. She was wearing an 

evening gown. Black instead of red this 
time. The same plunging neckline. Mink 
wrap instead of stole. The same careful 
blonde hair. The movie star, hot one 
night and a brush-off the next morning. 
The one I ’d started to wonder about. 

“Hello,” I  said.
“What happened to you, Milo?” she 

asked. She reached out and touched my 
cheek near the small band-aid. Her fingers 
were soft and cool.

“I cut myself on a sharp cop,” I said.

She laughed lightly. She leaned over 
and took my face between her hands.

“Poor Milo,” she said. “Is that why 
you’re so unfriendly?”

“I ’m not unfriendly,” I said. “I t ’s just 
that I ’m delicate. If people get too close 
to me, I bruise.” I looked at her and re
membered what I wanted to know. “Tell 
me something, Vega,” I said. “I came to 
Aragon City a day before anyone ex
pected me. I meet you in a saloon. Then 
I find out you’re on the Committee that’s 
hiring me and you don’t seem very sur
prised when I tum out to be the guy 
they’re hiring. So how come we met in 
that bar?”

“Okay.” she said lightly. “I t’s really 
simple, Milo. I happened to be at the 
airport when you came in. I recognized 
you. I knew you weren’t supposed to ar
rive until the next day so I was curious. 
I followed you.”

“Uh-huh,” I said. “How come you rec
ognized me?”

“When the Committee first talked about 
hiring you, I  was curious enough to find 
out more about you. I  found an old maga
zine with an article about you and there 
was a picture too. You sounded like an— 
well, an exciting person and I wanted to 
meet you. So I did.”

It sounded all right, but there was still 
something about her that was off key.

“Milo,” she said. She leaned forward 
and put one hand on my arm. “Let’s leave 
and go to my place.”

“Look, honey, under the circumstances, 
you were okay as a one-night stand. But 
that doesn’t mean that we’re old friends. 
It doesn’t even mean that I  want a re
turn engagement. Now, why don’t you 
run back to your friends and leave me 
alone with my brandy?”

She told me what I could do with my 
brandy. I ’d never heard her talk like that 
before and I might have winced but I 
knew it would hurt. She turned around 
and started to walk away, walking stiff
legged the way some women do when 
they’re mad. It gave a funny little flounce 
to her hips.

It was one o’clock in the morning. If I 
concentrated on only the one thing, I  just 
had time to get drunk before closing time.

I  made it.

IT WAS a hell of a morning. I knew 
that even before I was awake. I hurt 

from my feet right on up. I groaned and 
put off opening my eyes.

Betty Carr came through the door. She 
was wearing a green knit dress that made 
her look like a million dollars—in cash. 
But what looked even better was the cup 
of coffee she was carrying in her hand. 

“Good morning, Hopalong,” she said. 
I grinned.
She held out her hand and there were 

three aspirins in it. I took them. Then 
she handed me the coffee.

I told her what happened, and she was 
suitably sympathetic. I said, “How did 
you get in here? People are starting to 
walk in and out of my apartment like it 
was Union Station.”

“It was easy for me,” she said. “I ’ve 
been Mr. Willis’ secretary for a long time. 
You remember he owns this building? So 
all I had to do was pick up a master key 
from the superintendent of the building.

That was all.” She made it sound so easy.
“Why did you do it for a guy who 

stood you up on his first date?”
“Let’s say it’s part of my job,” she 

said lightly.
She gave me a smile and took the cof

fee cup. “Stay right there for a minute. 
There’s more to the Carr cure.”

She went into the kitchen. Then I heard 
her go into the bathroom. When she came 
back, she was carrying a bottle. It didn’t 
look like a brandy bottle.

“This is alcohol,” she said like she was 
giving a lecture. “But not the kind you’re 
familiar with, Mr. March. This is the 
kind of alcohol you should have tried in 
the first place.”

She sat on the edge of the bed and 
splashed the rubbing alcohol over my 
arms and shoulders. She rubbed vigorous
ly. Later she put some on my face and 
head. Her hands were firm but tender. 
Her touch was almost as good a medicine 
as the alcohol.

“There,” she said when she’d finished. 
I got up and took my clothes into the 

bathroom. I shaved, lingered under the 
shower, and finally got dressed.

The phone started to ring.
I picked up the phone and said hello. It 

was Martin Yale. The District Attorney.
“How are you feeling, March?” he 

wanted to know.
“Better,” I said. “What’s on your 

mind?”
“You,” he said. “I think you’re wrong 

about not pressing charges. There might 
be a weak link and that would make it
snap.”

“No,” I said firmly. “There's only one 
link in this chain that’s any good and it's 
not a weak one. But you can do one thing 
for me, Yale.”

“What’s that?”
“I want to know Captain Logan’s com

plete schedule for today,” I said, lowering 
my voice.

“Then after you’ve gotten it for me, 
forget I asked you.”

“Okay,” he said. “Call me back in about 
an hour. Or I ’ll call you.”

“I ’ll call,” I said and hung up. I  went 
into the kitchen.

I went to work on the bacon and eggs. 
Then Betty got ready to leave, but I 

arranged to meet her that night at the 
Cassandra Club.

WENT to see Miss Saxon.
“And why did you come to see an 

old lady?” she asked.
“Because I like the old lady,” I said. 

“Besides I wanted to whisper something 
in your shell-like ear which you can pass 
along to the Committee when it meets 
today.”

“So,” she said. The old girl was really 
enjoying herself. “You won’t make any 
reports to the Committee but you want 
to use me to plant information so you can 
watch the reactions. Is that it?”

“Partly,” I said. “If I  get a reaction 
at all, it’ll be a better one if it comes as 
something I apparently dropped while 
talking to you. I ’ve discovered the man 
who is undoubtedly the go-between for 
the man we want and the ones who do the 
dirty work.”

“Who?” she asked.
“Captain Logan.” I thought about it



and added, “But don’t tell them his 
name.”

“Sam Logan,” she snorted. “I  knew him 
when he used to steal apples from our 
backyard.”

“Well, he’s stealing more than apples 
now,” I  said. “I ’m going to do some
thing—never mind what—that will keep 
him out of circulation for a few days. 
Then the man at the top will have to 
make some new arrangements. Maybe in 
making them his foot will slip a little.”

“And why do you want the Committee 
to know this?”

“I hope I ’m going to make it look as if 
I  didn’t have anything to do with it. Then 
only the Committee will know definitely 
that I  did.”

I said good-by and left. Down the 
street, I  stopped in at the comer drug
store and called the D.A.’s office.

“March,” he said when he came on, 
“your friend will be on duty at the sev
enth precinct—that’s where they first took 
you yesterday—until six o’clock tonight. 
You understand, of course, that that’s his 
own precinct and he doesn’t have to be 
there every minute.”

“I understand,” I  said. “What are the 
limits of the seventh precinct?”

“El Jardin Avenue on the north. On 
the south—”

“That’s all I  need,” I  interrupted. 
“Keep a habeas corpus burning in the 
window for me. I ’ll be home late.”

I went out and went to a movie.
I saw four feature films and three 

newsreels. Then I went into a crummy lit
tle side-street bar and nibbled on some 
brandy until it was time to go. Then I 
walked across town.

The Cadillac was still parked on the 
side street. I got in and drove back to the 
main part of town. I found a side street 
running off Ferrala Street, just two blocks 
from the precinct, which enabled me to 
watch the front of the station house.

I t  was about five after six when I  saw 
him come out of the front of the station 
house. There was no mistaking that lum
bering walk. He was alone.

He turned and walked in the opposite 
direction, along Ferrala Street. I  pulled 
out and followed him.

I  was going to have to do it the hard 
way, unless I got one good break. I  got it.

He turned left at the first intersection. 
He stopped on the curb and looked both 
ways. I  was still crawling, maybe two 
hundred feet from him. There was one 
other car coming from the other direc
tion, but the driver was already signal
ing a stop. There was no mistaking the 
blue police uniform and the California 
law says that pedestrians have the right- 
of-way at intersections.

He stepped off the curb and started 
across the street with the air of a man 
who owned it.

He heard the sudden roar of the motor 
all right. He looked up. Then he tried to 
get out of the way. But when it came to 
pick-up. he wasn’t in the same class with 
the Cadillac.

The left front fender caught him right 
where his swivel chair usually caressed 
him. There was a good meaty crunch as 
it hit and I could feel the jar all the way 
up through the frame of the car. At the 
same time he jerked up off the street,

Betty's touch was as 
good as the alcohol.

like he was dangling from invisible 
strings, and Sopped through the air. I 
caught a Sash of him trying to dig his 
way through the pavement, then I  was 
past the intersection.

There was a brief glimpse of the slack- 
jawed driver in the other car. I  hit the 
next intersection and turned without lift
ing my foot from the accelerator. The 
tires screamed, sounding as if they might 
have been Logan.

I  made three more turns like that, then 
straightened out toward the north. I 
slowed the car down to the legal thirty- 
five miles an hour.

I felt good. Maybe it was my imagi
nation, but it seemed that my head didn’t 
hurt so badly.

I drove across El Jardin Street, found 
a side street, and parked the Cadillac.

A block away there was a bus that 
ran down Wilson Boulevard. I  climbed on 
the first one that came along. I  got off 
not far from the Cassandra Club.

I walked up and down the side streets 
for maybe ten or fifteen minutes. There 
were plenty of small bars around there. I  
looked in all of them, but finally I  found 
one that looked just right. I t  was small 
—and empty. There was a sign that said 
this was the Golden Shamrock.

The bartender looked as if he didn’t 
believe it when I came in. He put aside 
the magazine like he thought it wasn’t 
worth it and came over.

“Brandy,” I said. “The best you’ve 
got in the house. A little water.”

He nodded and brought a bottle and 
two glasses.

“You from out of town?” he asked.
I nodded. “Denver.”
“Yeah.” He looked politely interested. 

“I  used to work in Fort Logan. Wish to 
hell I was back there,” he said. “If  this 
keeos up, I  will be.”

“What’s the trouble?” I  asked as if I 
didn’t care. “The big club up the street?”

“That’s part of it,” he said. He didn’t 
look as if he were going to say any more 
on his own.

“Juice?” I  asked.
He looked at me with more interest. 

“Juice,” he said. “This is strictly a cop
per’s town. There ain’t a cop in town

that doesn’t have his grubby hands out.”
“I know how it is,” I  said sympathetic

ally. “I ’m temporarily working out of the 
D.A.’s office.”

He pulled a curtain over his face. “I  
didn’t say nothing,” he said flatly.

“I  didn’t hear anything,” I  said.
We looked at each other and we both 

grinned. He poured himself a drink from 
my bottle.

“What do you want?” he asked. “You 
want something. I  can smell it.”

,» I  reached in my pocket and pulled out 
my money. I  took out a hundred-dollar 
bill and put it on the bar. I  stuck the 
edge of it under the bottle.

“I t’s like this,” I  said. “I ’ve been sit
ting up with a sick cop. I  think he’s just 
taken a turn for the worse. I  wouldn’t 
want his friends to get the wrong idea. 
I ’ve been trying to think where it was I 
spent the afternoon drinking. I  think 
this was the place. I  knew it was some
thing with a shamrock in the name.”

He looked at me steadily. “What about 
the sick cop?” he asked.

I  grinned. “He was so busy getting 
sick, he wasn’t paying any attention to 
visitors. Rude. But then cops are like 
that.”

“How come you were down this way?” 
he asked.

“Looking for my car that was stolen 
last night,” I  said. “But I guess I might 
as well report it now.”

He reached out and took the hundred- 
dollar bill.

“You know,” he said without changing 
his expression, “this is the first time I 
ever saw a guy drink brandy all afternoon 
and carry it so well.”

“I t’s experience,” I  said. I slid down 
off the stool. I  started for the door. 
“Thanks,” I said.

I GOT a cab on Wilson Boulevard and 
had him drive me to the seventh pre

cinct. The desk sergeant wasn’t the same 
one who’d greeted me the day before. I 
reported my stolen car.

I  walked out and went home. I t  was 
almost time for my date. I  just had time 
for a quick shower and a change of 
clothes. And a short brandy. Then the 
buzzer sounded.

I opened the door and it was Betty 
Carr.

“Milo, did you do it?” she asked the 
minute she was inside.

“Do what?” I  asked innocently. 
“Somebody ran Captain Logan down 

with a car this evening and hurt him.” 
“No!” I  said, putting a lot of feeling 

in it. “How badly was the poor captain 
hurt?” _

“Pretty badly,” she said seriously. 
“Both of his legs were broken. One shoul
der dislocated. And he has a lot of cuts 
and bruises and he’s suffering from 
shock.”

“Tcht, tcht,” I  said. “I  must remember 
to send him flowers.”

“You did do it!” she exclaimed. “Mr. 
Willis thinks you did it too. He was furi
ous.”

“Why?”
“He said that kind of thing could ruin 

the Committee. He was all for calling you 
before the Committee at once, but Miss 
Saxon wouldn’t let him.” 93



CALL GIRL BAIT
“I gather,” I said, “that Miss Saxon 

told the Committee my theories concern
ing Captain Logan?”

“Yes.”
“Good,” I said. “But Mr. Willis should 

watch his blood pressure. I t’s liable to 
boil over on him.”

The telephone rang. I  walked over and 
picked up the receiver. I t was the District 
Attorney.

“Did you put Logan in the hospital?” 
he asked.

“Why, whatever made you think that?” 
I asked.

“I just learned about your stolen car 
report,” he said. “I  don’t even care if 
you answer that question,” he added, 
“but I do want you to answer this one. 
Can they pin it on you?”

“No,” I said. “At least, I ’m pretty cer
tain they can’t. I  don’t even think they’ll 
try very hard. Now, I want you to do 
something else for me.”

“What?”
“Put a bug on his phone,” I said. “It 

might make interesting noises.”
“As a matter of fact,” he said finally, 

“I ’ve already done it. Ten minutes after 
he was admitted.”

I was surprised. “My boy,” I said, “if 
you ever want to run for president, you 
got my vote right in your pocket.”

He hung up.
Then Betty and I went to the Cassan

dra Club.
The steak was wonderful. So was every

thing else—including Betty. We ate 
dinner slowly, talking about a lot of un
important things.

But before we could start on the 
important things a waiter came over to 
our table. He wanted to know if I  were 
Mr. March. I said I  was. He said there 
was a phone call for me.

I thought about it. Nobody knew that 
I was at the Cassandra Club. What could 
I lose by a phone call?

“I ’ll take it,” I  told the waiter.
“I ’m sorry, sir,” he said, “but the call 

did not come in over the regular number, 
so I can't bring the phone to your table. 
We have one phr-ie booth here and that’s 
where the call came.”

I heard the crunch and saw him flop in the air.

“Where is it?” I asked, moving back.
“Next to the bar, sir,” he said. He 

pointed.
“Okay,” I said. I  stood up and grinned 

at Betty. “I ’ll be right back, honey.”
I walked across the floor toward the 

bar.
I stepped into the booth, without 

bothering to close the door, and nicked 
up the receiver.

“Yeah?” I  said.
“Milo March?” a strange man’s voice

“Yeah,” I said. “Who’s this?”
There was a hesitation. Then he hung 

up.
I knew then it was a trap. I  let the 

receiver fall, but it was already too late. 
Something was nudging against my ribs. 
Something hard.

“Relax, pal,” a voice said softly.
I  looked around, turning my head 

slowly. I t was Rudy Cioppa, Johnny 
Doll’s pet.

“I ’ll take the extra weight,” he said. 
He reached over with his left hand and 
snaked my gun out of its holster. He 
dropped it in his pocket.

“That was real cute,” I  said. “Who 
was your friend?”

“A guy,” he said. “He called from one 
of the tables.”

“Cute,” I  repeated.
“Let’s go,” he said.
We went through the door and out of 

the club.
A big sedan was parked in front of 

the club, its motor running. I  recognized 
the guy behind the wheel. I t was the 
guy from Johnny Doll’s store. The one 
Rudy had called Manny.

We got into the back seat, and Manny 
started the car.

We drove north through Santa Monica 
and then began winding up the hills be
yond Santa Monica Canyon.

After a while our headlight picked out 
a car parked beside the street. We 
swerved in behind it and cut our lights. 
A figure detached itself from the other 
car and walked back. I t was Johnny Doll.

Doll said, “There’s a plane taking off 
from Los Angeles Airport for Denver in. 
about fifty minutes. The boys can drive 
you there in forty minutes, maybe less. 
There’s a ticket at the desk for you. I t ’s 
all paid for.”

“What about my luggage?” I asked.
“We’ll pack it up and send it to you,” 

he said.
“That’s mighty nice of you,” I said. 

“But I ’m afraid I ’ll have to turn it down.”
“Okay,” Johnny Doll said. His voice 

had hardened. “He’s your meat, Rudy.”
He slipped from the front seat and 

walked back toward the car ahead.
I  wedged one shoulder against the side 

of the car and waited. I knew that this 
was the showdown and that I  wasn’t 
ready for it because I hadn’t expected it 
yet.

Just then another car pulled up and 
Jan Lomer got out.

“Ah, good evening, Mr. March,” he 
said. “I thought perhaps I ’d find you here. 
I trust that my intrusion is not unwel
come.”

“I can’t say that it is,” I  said. “In fact, 
if you were prettier, I ’d kiss you.”

He chuckled.

“What’s the idea, Lomer?” Rudy Ci
oppa asked. He tried to sound tough and 
respectful at the same time. “Johnny 
ain’t going to like this.”

“I will tell Johnny myself,” Jan Lomer 
said, “but if you see him first you might 
tell him that if he’s not careful he’s going 
to be out of business. And you, too . . . 
Mr. March.”

“Yes, Mr. Lomer,” I said, feeling like 
half of a new Gallagher and Shean team.

“Would you care to come into my 
car?”

“I wouldn’t mind,” I said.
“I t was nice knowing you, Rudy,” I 

said. “Would you mind giving me my 
gun?”

He hesitated, looking at Jan Lomer. 
But then he took the gun from his pocket 
and handed it to me.

WE drove to his house and sat down 
in his den. Lomer said, “Were you 
to be murdered, Mr. March, it might 

cause more attention to be focused on us 
when we can ill afford it. Therefore, 
we’ve decided it’s better to do business 
with you.”

“Meaning what?” I  asked.
He leaned forward. “Mr. March, you 

told me that you were interested in only 
one thing in Aragon City—getting the 
man who sells us protection. Is that cor
rect?”

“It is,” I  said.
“Then we are prepared to assist you. 

We will name this man for you—although 
I imagine you already have a good idea 
who he is. We will also furnish any 
amount of evidence necessary for your 
case, so long as it does not involve any 
essential member of our organization. In 
return, you will give me your word that 
once you have this information, you will 
report it and leave Aragon City.”

I thought it over. “Let’s put it this 
way,” I said. “If you turn a man over 
to me and I ’m satisfied that he’s the man, 
then I ’ll agree ”

He looked at me for a minute. “The 
man,” he said, “is Captain Sam Logan, 
of the Aragon City Police.”

“Offhand,” I said carefully, “it sounds 
to me like you’re putting a man’s shoes 
on a boy.”

“I give you my word, sir,” he said, 
“that Logan is the man we’ve been pay
ing.”

“That I  believe. Logan is big all right, 
but I don’t think he’s as big as you’re sell
ing him. Logan’s too easy to see.”

He studied me. “Mr. March,” he said, 
“what do you want? The mayor of Ara
gon- City?”

“Could I get him if I ’d settle for that?” 
I asked. I was curious.

“Yes,” he said.
“Let me sum it up,” I went on. “The 

way things are stacked, I ’d better finish 
this job up quick. And I  have a choice 
between Captain Logan and the mayor of 
Aragon City. Is that it?”

“Succinctly put, sir,” he said.
“Well,” I  said, standing up, “I ’d like 

to think about it overnight. All right?” 
“My man is waiting outside in the 

car,” Jan Lomer said. “He will take you 
anywhere you want to go.”

“Thanks,” I  said. “I l l  call you tomor- 
>>



I went out of the house and climbed 
into his limousine. I told the driver to 
take me home.

THE next morning I went over to the 
precinct and picked up the Cadillac. 
Then I drove downtown and went to the 

D.A.’s office.
When I asked for Yale, the reception

ist told me he was tied up but wanted me 
to wait. She handed me a large Manila 
envelope.

“Mr. Yale said to give this to you, Mr. 
March,” she said.

I thanked her and went over to a com
fortable chair. I opened the envelope and 
took out some typed sheets of paper. 
They were transcripts of phone conversa
tions. They bore the date of the day be
fore. I started reading.

Conversation between Captain 
Logan and unidentified man. 
Time: .8:15.

MAN: Sam—don’t mention any
names.

LOGAN: What do you think I am—
a fool?

MAN: Yes.
LOGAN: What the hell do you mean? 
MAN: I mean that you’ve acted like

an idiot from the start on 
this. If you hadn’t tried to 
frame March and if you 
hadn’t beaten him up, you 
probably wouldn’t have had 
this accident. March wouldn’t 
have even known about you 
if you’d been content to take
orders. The next time you
step out of line you're 
through.

LOGAN: Okay, okay (PAUSE.) It

MAN:

LOGAN:

MAN:

LOGAN:
MAN:

LOGAN:

MAN:

LOGAN:
MAN:

LOGAN:

was March then? He was the 
one who run me down.
It must have been. We’re in 
trouble. Who’s going to han
dle protection and pick up 
collections with you in the 
hospital?
Grant and Fleming can han
dle the protection all right. 
Why can’t you collect the 
money?
That’s what March wants, you 
idiot. The whole reason for 
getting you out of the way 
was an attempt to make me 
pick up the collections.
I never thought of that . . . .  
If anyone from the syndicate 
calls you about a collection, 
stall them until I think of 
something.
What are you going to do 
about March?
He won’t cause much more 
trouble. He wouldn’t have 
caused as much as he did if 
it hadn’t been for you and 
Doll. We’re going to let 
March be successful.
What?
I ’ve been talking to Lomer 
about it. We’re going to turn 
someone over to March. 
Maybe His Honor. He’s been 
getting a pretty share for do
ing nothing anyway.
Say, that’s pretty smart. 
Who thought of that?

MAN:
LOGAN:

MAN:

LOGAN:

MAN:

LOGAN:
MAN:

Not you, certainly.
We’d better not drop official 
interest in March too quick. 
He’ll know something’s up, if 
we don’t even show any inter
est in him after this.
Maybe you have something 
at that. Okay, let your boys 
question him. But no rough 
stuff. Remember that.
Sure. I ’ll just have the boys 
go over to his place this eve
ning and ask him a few polite 
questions.
AH right. Tell them they can 
find March at the Cassandra 
Club. But no pulling him in 
for questioning.
Sure. They’ll play it smart. 
They better. I ’ll phone you 
tomorrow, Sam.

Then I went in to see the D.A. I 
told him about my session with Lomer.

I told him I wouldn’t sell out.
“Okay, so you won’t sell,” he said with 

a grin. “Where does that leave us?” 
“What are you going to do if I pull 

some pins?” I asked.
“If you can really pull any pins, I ’m 

going to get me a whole flock of court 
orders and then sit and wait.”

Next I went to see Miss Saxon. 
“Young man,” she said when she came 

into the room where I was waiting, “did 
you run over Sam Logan?”

“Let’s put it this way,” I said. “I was 
the first person to know that Captain 
Logan was the victim of an accident. 
I ’m thinking of starting a campaign to 
make Aragon City safe for pedestrians. 
In the meantime, how would you like to 
give me some help?”

“Doing what?” she wanted to know. 
“Last night,” I said, “the hospital tele

phone lines were tapped shortly after 
Captain Logan was, admitted. And later 
he had a phone call from his boss—the 
Mr. X we’re looking for.”

“You found out who it was?” she 
asked breathlessly.

“Not exactly,” I said. “But I think 
it may work out just as well. What I 
want you to do is call each member of 
your Committee and tell them that you’ve 
been talking to me. Tell them that I 
managed to overhear Logan’s conver
sation with his boss and I expect to fin
ish up the case by tomorrow. Then I 
want you to remember exactly what each 
of them says. Write it down if necessary.” 

“You think he’ll give himself away?” 
she asked.

“Maybe not,” I said. “But there may 
be something I can use in the answers.

“But don’t get any bright ideas about 
trying to get more information out of 
any of them. Even if you’re sure. Just do 
what I told you and then relay it to me. 
Nothing more.”

She nodded eagerly.
The phone rang as soon as I got in. 
It was Betty.
“I have the afternoon off,” she said, 

“and I thought we might do something.” 
I knew I should say no, but I wanted 

to see her. And there shouldn’t be any 
danger until after Miss Saxon had made 
the calls, maybe not until after I  phoned 
Lomer. I weakened.

“Come ahead,” I said. “I  stopped

thinking the minute I heard you speak.” 
“I ’ll be right over,” she said and hung 

up.
I finished my coffee and stacked the 

dishes in the sink. I had just walked back 
into the living room when the door buzzer 
sounded.

SHE stood in the doorway, looking at 
me. There was a softness in her face 

I had never seen there before. Her green 
eyes were soft and warm, like a summer 
ocean.

She came through the door without a 
word. I closed the door and turned to 
look at her. She came into my arms with 
a little rush.

Her lips brushed across mine and it 
was like turning my lips up to the sun. 
They brushed again, lightly, then stayed 
there. I could feel her heart pounding 
against mine and I couldn’t tell which 
was pounding the louder. Then she sud
denly pushed me from her with an almost 
impatient gesture.

I went over and sat on the edge of 
the bed and watched.

It was like a dream, a dream that 
eliminated time and should never stop. 
She moved, slowly, gracefully, across the 
room, the jacket slipping from her 
shoulders. She pulled it around and put 
it over the back of a chair. There was 
a whispered assent from a zipper and 
she stepped out of her skirt. Each button 
on her blouse surrendered its place slowly, 
then the yellow silk was draped over the 
brown suit. Her hands arched along her 
back anrf came away holding a wisp of 
white silk. She stepped out of her pumps 
and peeled the sheer stockings from each 
leg.

She turned and looked at me, her 
eyes shy and proud. The feel of her 
beauty went through me sharply, like 
a shout of laughter, almost like pain.

She came across the room, her red 
hair tumbling over her ivory shoulders. 
And there was the pounding of the surf, 
like the pounding of two hearts.

Then we were two again and I lit two 
cigarettes and gave her one of them.

“I love you,” she said sleepily.
“I  love you,” I answered.
She put her head on my shoulder and 

we finished our cigarettes in silence.
I looked at her, A tear rolled down her 

cheek. I leaned over to kiss away the one 
that followed it.

“What’s the matter?” I asked. “Why 
are you crying?”

“Because I ’m happy,” she said. “And 
I ’m afraid. I don’t want to lose it, Milo.” 

“We won’t lose it, honey,” I said. “But 
I have to finish this job.”

“I know you do,” she said.
“It won’t take long,” I said. “I think 

maybe it’ll be finished by tomorrow. 
Then we’ll start living. Just you and me.” 

She rolled over on her stomach and 
reached to the small radio at the head 
of the bed. She found a station with 
music, turned the volume low. Then she 
rolled back to look at me.

We sat there quietly, each of us build
ing the dream in our hearts while the 
radio provided a love song.

The song came to an end and a voice 
said: “The two o’clock news, brought to 
you by the Froug Car Company—the
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home of luxury cars at economy 
prices . .

The voice went on.
“Now to the news,” the announcer said. 

“Federal narcotics agents today seized a 
cache of morphine and heroin, estimated 
at a value of two hundred and fifty 
thousand dollars, aboard a private yacht 
as it docked in Aragon City. It is be
lieved the shipment was destined for a 
local crime syndicate . . . Aragon City 
firemen, answering an alarm on Third 
Street, broke into the house and dis
covered a double murder Miss Elizabeth 
Saxon, sixty-eight-year-old native of Ara
gon City, and her seventy-five-year-old 
butler had both been shot to death. The 
time of death was fixed at about one 
o’clock by the coroner’s office. Chief of 
Police Leo Gibbs has promised an early 
arrest. . . .”

The voice droned on but I didn’t hear 
it. I felt like I ’d been sandbagged over 
the head. I knew what had happened. 
She’d called the Committee members 
like I ’d told her. And one of them had 
been more upset by the news than the 
others. The old lady hadn’t been able to 
resist the temptation of probing a little 
deeper. I could almost see the expression 
on her face as she thought of being able 
to call me and give me a name instead 
of just reporting conversations. And she 
had probed too deeply. Someone had 
convinced her that he would come over 
to discuss it. Then he’d arrived and the 
only conversation was in lead.

“Milo,” Betty was saying, “I ’m 
sorry . .

“Sure, you’re sorry,” I said harshly. 
“Everybody will be sorry. They’ll prob
ably give her a lovely obit in the news
paper. But she’s still dead.”

I checked the savagery in my voice 
and looked at her for the first time 
since I’d heard the news. Her face was 
white.

“I ’m sorry, honey,” I said. “I didn’t 
mean to take it out on you. You’d better 
get dressed, and go home. Things are 
going to start happening around here and 
I don’t want you in the line of fire.”

She got up and dressed without saying 
a word.

I kissed her good-by.
Then I called Jan Lomer.
“Ah, good afternoon, sir,” he said. 

“I ’ve been waiting for you to phone.”
“A friend of yours,” I said evenly, 

“killed a friend of mine.”
There was a long pause. “I ’m afraid I 

don’t understand,” he said at last. “To 
the best of my knowledge, my more 
immediate friends have been completely 
inactive today.”

“Not those friends,” I said. “I mean 
a top man. A big, important man, a 
credit to his community and all that. He 
murdered an old lady. An old lady of 
whom I was becoming very fond.”

“I ’m sorry to hear that, Mr. March. I 
mean that, sir. I trust you will not let 
sentiment interfere with business. This 
incident is most regrettable, but I ’m sure 
that you and I can work out things.”

“Not any more,” I said. “I ’m not buy
ing and I ’m not selling. From now on

there’s not going to be any neutral terri
tory. I want to taste a little blood.”
• “I ’m sorry to hear that, sir,” he said. 

“You know what this means?”
“I know,” I said.
I hung up and went into the kitchen. I 

got down the box of crackers and got out 
the old four-barreled gun. I t felt good 
in the palm of my hand.

I went back into the living room, carry
ing a bottle of brandy and a glass with 
me and sat down. I got a small can of 
oil from my suitcase and cleaned the 
gun carefully. Then I loaded it. I got out 
a special clip, a variation of the sort of 
spring clip which magicians use. I t had 
been made to hold the small gun. I put 
the gun in it and fastened it to the 
inside bottom of my coat.

I stood up and pressed my arm flatly 
against the side of my coat. The gun 
dropped into my fingers where they wait
ed just below the edge of the coat. I  tried 
it a few more times. Then I sat down to 
wait. I was as ready as I ’d ever be.

They moved fast. I had to say that for 
them. It was maybe no more than twenty 
minutes later when the door buzzer 
sounded.

I went to the door and opened it.
Harry Fleming stood there. There was 

a gun in his hand.
“This is it, sucker," he said. “Turn 

around.” He gestured with the gun.
I turned around. He reached under my 

left arm and snaked my gun from its 
holster. He patted my pockets carefully.

“Okay,” he said. “Turn back now.”
I turned back. As I faced him, he 

slapped me across the cheek with the 
barrel of the gun. I felt the gun sight 
take a little skin with it. Some blood ran 
warmly down my jaw. But there was no 
pain in it.

“What is this?” I asked evenly. “An 
arrest?”

“Call it that if you like,” he said. 
“Call it anything you want to. Come on.”

There was a sedan parked in front of 
the house. Fleming pushed me across the 
sidewalk and opened the back door. We 
got in. When we were inside I saw the 
driver was Rudy Cioppa.

As we went around the comer, I got a 
glimpse of an MG pulling away from 
across the street. I could see the red hair 
blowing in the wind. She’d hung around 
and then had seen me taken out. I cursed 
under my breath and hoped that she 
wasn’t going to try to bring in the ma
rines.

We headed toward the ocean. We 
came to a stop in front of a huge build
ing down on the ocean front. I t had once 
been a fancy beach club, but now it was 
empty and weather-beaten.

We went into the building and the 
door clicked shut behind us.

Inside, there was nothing of the club 
look left. It was like being in any old 
warehouse.

We went up a winding staircase to the 
second floor.

We turned into one of the rooms and 
it was fixed up with chairs and a desk.

There was a man sitting at the desk. 
He looked up as we came in, staring at 
me.

It was Johnny Doll.
“You’re all through, March,” he said.

“They finally got around to listening to 
me. Let’s get it over with.”

Rudy Cioppa and Harry Fleming left 
my side and moved toward the desk. 
Then they turned to face me. Harry 
Fleming still had his gun in his hand. I 
felt a little naked standing there in the 
strong light while the three of them 
looked at me as if I were already dead.

“Me?” Harry F'leming asked. His voice 
was unsteady.

“Why not?” Johnny Doll said.
Harry Fleming cursed and started to 

raise his gun. I pressed my arm against 
my side and felt the little gun drop into 
my hand. It felt good.

I almost laughed when the first bullet 
hit Harry Fleming. He was still raising 
his gun when it hit him.

I saw it all, but like a picture that’s 
flashed before your eyes and then off, 
for I knew there was no time to enjoy it. 
Rudy Cioppa was already getting his 
gun out of his shoulder holster. There 
was no time for careful aiming. I just 
pointed the gun and pulled the trigger. 
I didn’t even wait to see what happened, 
but swung back toward the desk. Johnny 
Doll was trying to go down behind the 
desk and get a gun out at the same 
time. He was trying to do too many 
things. I heard the third bullet hit and 
saw the first dark rush of the blood on 
his white shirt before he flopped out 
of sight.

THERE was another shot and I looked 
down to see if I'd pulled the trigger 
again. I  hadn’t. Like a delayed signal. I 

felt the tug at my coat, the bum along 
my ribs after it had happened.

Rudy Cioppa was lying on the floor, 
the same set, dead expression on his 
face. He was propping his right hand up 
with his left, steadying the gun in it. A 
trickle of smoke came from the muzzle.

I leveled the small gun, but it wasn't 
necessary. Even as I tightened my finger, 
Rudy dropped his gun and slumped 
back.

The warehouse was quiet. Deadly quiet. 
“Stand still, March,” a voice said be

hind me. It was a voice filled with anger 
and hatred.

I stood still. There was a spot in my 
back that itched, like that was where a 
gun was pointing.

“Now turn around,” the voice said. 
“Slowly.”

I turned. Very slowly.
A man stood in the doorway behind 

me. He held a gun in his hand. We stared 
a each other.

I t was Linn Willis. The Chairman of 
the Aragon City Civic Betterment Com
mittee. Owner of the Willis Aircraft 
Corporation. Owner of the Aragon City 
News.

“I had to come to see you die,” he 
said. “I t ’s better this way. I ll like it 
better. I'll kill you myself.”

“Like you did Miss Saxon?” I asked 
softly.

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, like I did her. 
It was easy. And it’ll be easier with you. 
She was an old fool. I was against your 
being hired, but she had to have her 
way. And now look what you’ve done.” 

“I ’ve been busy,” I admitted. I was 
watching him closely. I knew he wasn’t
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going to talk long. He had to move fast.
He walked closer and X could see the 

whiteness of his knuckle over the trigger 
of the gun. I  saw it start to whiten 
more and I shot through my pocket.

The bullet hit with a soft thud and I 
heard the breath hit in his throat. I 
reached out with my left hand and 
slapped the gun from his slack fingers.

He stood there for a minute, swaying 
only slightly. Then, like a man riding 
down an escalator, he slid below the 
level of my eyes, then folded to the 
floor.

I stood looking down at him.
“That,” I said, “was more for Miss 

Saxon than for all the other things you 
did. I  hope she’s watching somewhere 
and knows that it’s partly squared off 
now.”

I don’t think he heard me. His mouth 
was working as though he was trying to 
say something. There was death in his 
eyes, but that hatred was still keeping 
him alive.

“You—rat,” he finally said. The words 
made the blood bubble between his lips. 
“You have to take everything from me, 
don’t you? You have to have—everything 
—everybody—even—”

He died.
I should have felt very good, but I  

didn’t. I  felt lousy.
I walked down the winding stairway 

and across the warehouse floor. I  pushed 
open that front door and stepped out in
to the sun. I  heard a car drive away 
from the front of the building, but I 
didn’t even bother to look up.

After a while I closed the door behind 
me. I  walked down the street until I 
came to a cab stand. Then I took a cab 
back to Miramar Terrace. I  didn’t bother 
going up to the apartment. I climbed 
into the Cadillac and drove back across 
town. I stopped at the first drugstore 
and went in. I  entered a phone booth 
and dialed the D.A.’s number. I told 
all.

“That’s about it,” I said. “You already 
know where to find Captain Logan. The 
rest of it’s on your little list. With Willis 
and Johnny Doll out of the way, the rest 
of them will fold fast.”

“Uh-huh,” he said. “What about Iso
mer?”

“I don’t think you can get much on 
him,” I said, “but I don’t believe he’ll 
bother you. The rest of it’s up to you, 
Yale. I ’ve planted your hangman’s gar
den, but it’s your harvest. You can do 
me one favor.”

“What’s that?” he asked.
“When you get around to it,” I  said, 

“call someone on what’s left of the Civic 
Betterment Committee and tell them 
their chestnut is out of the fire. Tell them 
they can mail me my check to Denver.”

I hung up and went out to the car. 
I got in and drove over to Jan Lomer’s.

“Well, Mr. March,” he said, “I  didn’t 
expect to see you here.”

“I know,” I  said. “I owe you some
thing, Lomer. I  came to pay it to you. 
You’ve earned yourself a nice long vaca
tion. Take it.”

“They failed, eh?” he said. “All three 
of them?”

“Yeah,” I said. “All three of them and 
one more.”

He looked at me with those old shrewd 
eyes. “Willis?” he asked finally.

“Willis,” I  said. “Aragon City ain’t 
what it used to be. Right now, the D.A. 
is busy grabbing bank accounts and safe
ty deposit boxes. But sooner or later 
he’ll get around to you.”

He nodded. “Why are you taking the 
trouble to warn me, sir?” he asked.

“I told you,” I  said. “I  owe you for 
the other night when Rudy grabbed me 
before I was ready. Besides, what’s the 
difference? You’re an old man and you’re 
through operating in America.”

He just looked at me.
I left then and drove to Miramar Ter

race.

SHE was already in the apartment when 
I  got there. Without a word, she came 

across the room and into my arms. I  held 
her there for a moment, feeling the 
warmth of her body through my clothes, 
the scent of her filling my head with 
memories. Then I pushed her from me. 

“I  killed Linn Willis,” I  said.
“I  guessed it,” she said.
“He hated me,” I  said. “I t  was a spe

cial hate. And it was greater when he 
knew I ’d killed him. He accused me of 
having to have everything and every
body. I  thought about that as I walked 
down the stairs.”

She said nothing.
“I ’ve seen men before who hated me 

for destroying their dream world,” I  said. 
“But this was different. This was the 
hatred of a man for another man who’s 
taken his woman. . . .  I  came out of the 
building and someone drove away while 
the sun was in my eyes.”

“You turned your eyes to the sun,” she 
said.

“I know,” I said. “Sometimes a man 
doesn’t dare look at something he knows. 
I  was remembering. Remembering the 
first time I  asked you for a date and you 
said there was a call coming in on an
other line, then you came back and said 
you’d meet me. Remembering that there 
was no switchboard in the office, that 
there was only one phone.”

She nodded.
“Remembering,” I went on, “that the 

other night Linn Willis knew I was going 
to be at the Cassandra Club before I 
even got there—before I  knew it myself. 
He knew I was going to be taken there. 
And he passed it along to Rudy Cioppa.” 

“I  wanted to tell you,” she said, “but 
I couldn’t until it was straightened out. 
Then I went to him and told him that I 
loved you and asked him to let you go.” 

“So that’s why he hated me so much,” 
I  said. “I  could almost hate you for that 
myself. . . . You had to make your re
port complete, didn’t you?”

“No,” she said and her voice was a 
thin cry. “No, Milo. I was trying to save 
you and make it a clean break.”

“You reported everything,” I said. It 
hurt and I  wanted to hurt back. “Did 
you also report this afternoon? Did you 
tell him how you kept me occupied while 
he was killing an old woman?”

“Don’t, Milo,” she said. “I  love you.” 
My voice sounded far away.” “I ’d al

ways remember that you came to me 
because he wanted you to. That he was 
willing for you to come to me as long as

I fe lt the gun sight rate my skin.

you didn’t like it. I ’d always remember 
that something made you go to a guy 
like that in the first place.”

She looked at me and the life went out 
of her eyes.

“All right, Milo,” she said. “I had this 
afternoon and you can’t take that away 
from me. I love you and that’s still mine, 
too. I ’m ready whenever you are.” 

“Ready for what?” I asked.
“Aren’t you going to take me in?” she 

asked. “His money—the money he made 
from drugs, from slot machines, from 
prostitutes—paid for these clothes. I 
have more of that money in the bank. 
Aren’t you going to arrest me?”

“No,” I said. “I  can’t do that either, 
Betty. I  can’t go in and lay my heart 
on the D.A.’s desk and say, ‘Here, put 
it in jail.’ I t ’s not that easy, Betty . . . . 
I t’s got to go the way it is. This, right 
here and now, is your punishment—and 
mine too. I t ’s remembering this day—all 
of it, from twelve o’clock right up to now. 
Never forgetting any part of it.”

I turned and walked through the door 
without looking back.

Downstairs I  got in the Cadillac. I 
drove out to the International Airport. 
I  left the Cadillac sitting in the parking 
lot and went inside. There was a seat on 
a plane leaving for Denver in five min
utes. I  bought a ticket and went out 
and boarded the plane.

When we were up over the city, I 
looked down and saw the lights. Some
where among them was something called 
Aragon City. I looked down and tried 
to imagine that those tiny lights were all 
there was down there. But it didn’t work. 
I  could still remember. ***
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iL L t t  acctBMbtes “cedi vatae” 
for you or yoor boirs

If you drop this policy anytime 
after the second year, the com
pany will pay you a contingent 
p rem ium  refund  in am o u n ts  
which are plainly printed on 
the  policy. If  you die, the cash 
value is paid to your heirs.

’CA jteacfits newr cm b< radical
Benefits listed in NC 701 can 
never be reduced. The policy 
re m a in s —unchanged  — u n til 
age 75 or until the full face value 
has been paid in benefits.

. . A N D  T H E N  THIS  M O N E Y - B A C K  REFUND I
You receive the M l face value 

of yaw poky in beacfits ar refund!
By keeping your policy in force, 
you must collect the full face

value: in benefits when you are 
sick or hurt, in cash as a con
tingent premium refund if you 
stay well, or in a combination 
of the two a t m aturity.

.WITH ALL THIS PROTECTION,  TOO

Doctor’s Bills a t specified 
of tne  h

a t specil 
rates. In or out of tne hos-

apeciw
rates. In  or out of tne  ho 
pital.
Surgeon’s Fees a t specified

© < i A l five of tbe casts #f sickness 
or accidental injury are covered
NC 701 pays from $3000 to 
$7500 fo r w om en an d  from  
$2500 to  $5000 for men depend
ing on your age a t time of 
issuance. I t  includes specified 
am ounts for:
1 . Hospital Room and Board.

(including general nursing 
care).

T he exact am ounts available are clearly printed in your policy. 
T he only limit on the  total am ount you can collect is the face 
value of the  policy. Exceptions, lim itations and waiting periods 
are clearly sta ted  in the  policy.
*Only B a n k e r s  Llfa  A C a s u a l t y  C o m p a n y  Offara P o l i c y  NC 70 1
T he few exceptions—mental illness, acts of war, simple rest cures, 
etc.,—are clearly stated in the policy. Hernia, heart disease, 
tuberculosis, tonsilectomy, etc., covered when originating six 
months after issuance of, the policy. Benefits for other illnesses 
th a t begin 30 days after date of policy; benefits for accidental 
injury begin from the first day. Policy NC 701 is not yet available 
in all states. Send name today. See if you are eligible.

pital.
H osp ita l E x tra s  (oxygen, 
iron lung, ambulance serv
ice, etc.).
M edicines p rescribed  by 
your doctor. In  or out of 
the  hospital.
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I W ILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
OR GOOD PAY  JO B S  IN

ADIO-TELEVLSION
>MITH has trained more men for Radio-Television 

thon onv other man. OUR 40th YEAR

America's Fast Growing Industry Offers 
You Good P a y -B rig h t Future-Security
I TRAINED 
THESE MEN
o

“Started to repair sets six 
months after enrolling. 
Earned $12 to $15 a week 
in spare tim e.” —Adam 

« | L  Kramlik, Jr., Sunneytown, 
.  Jb  Pennsylvania.

“Up to our necks in Radio- 
Television work. Four other 
NRI men work here. Am 
happy with my work.”— ;
Glen Peterson, Bradford,
Ont., Canada.

SL
'Am doing Radio and 

Television Servicing full 
time. Now have my own 
shop. I owe my success to 
N.R.I.”—Curtis Stath, Ft. 
Madison, Iowa.

“Am with WCOC. NRI 
course can’t be beat. No] 
trouble passing 1st class 
Radio-phone license exam.”; 
—Jesse W. Parker, Meri-  ̂
dian, Mississippi.

A V A IL A B L E  TO

VETERANS

Training plus opportunity is the 
PERFECT COMBINATION for 
job security, good pay, advance
ment. In good times, the trained 
man makes the BETTER PAY, 
GETS PROMOTED. When jobs 
are scarce, the trained man enjoys 
G R EA TER  SE C U R IT Y . N R I  
training can help assure you more 
of the better things of life.

O  Start Soon to Make $10, $15 
a Week Extra Fixing Sets

Keep your job while training. I  
start sending you special booklets 
the day you enroll, that show you 
how to fix sets. Multitester built 
with parts I  send helps you make 
$10, $15 a week extra fixing sets 
while training. Many start their 
own Radio-Television business with 
spare time earnings.

arSs/ft&SKfiNy Training Is Up-To-Date
car and testing equipment. You benefit by my 40 years’ experi- 
Can service toughest jobs. .  • • l  , Gr 11
—E.j.streitenberger, New ence training men at home. Well 
Boston, Ohio. illustrated lessons give you basic

principles you need. Skillfully de
veloped kits of parts I  send (see 
below) “bring to life” things you 
learn from lessons.

#*»v

0

Television Making Good Jobs, Prosperity— Even without Tele
vision, Radio is bigger than ever. 115 million home and auto Radios 
to be serviced. Over 3000 Radio broadcasting stations use operators, 
technicians, engineers. Government, Aviation, Police, Ship, Micro-wave 
Relay, Two-Way Radio Communications for buses, taxis, trucks, etc., 
are important and growing fields. Television is moving ahead fast.

UNDER G .l .  BILLS

You Learn by Practicing 
with Parts I Sena
Nothing takes the place of PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE. 
That's why NRI training is based on LEARNING BY 
DOING. You use parts I furnish to build many circuits 
common to Radio and Television. As part of my Communi
cations Course, you build many things, including low power 
transmitter shown at left. You put it “on the air,” perform 
procedures required of broadcasting operators. With my 

Servicing Course you build 
modern Radio, etc. Use Mul- 

\  H L  1 V, J P L titester you build to make 
money fixing sets. Many stu

dents make $10, $15 week 
extra fixing neighbors' sets 
in spare time while train
ing. Coupon below will 
bring book showing other 
equipment you build. It's 
all yours to keep.________

_____ _____________ ______________  *m4k
About 200 Television stations are now 25 million homes now have Television 
on the air. Hundreds of others being sets. Thousands more are being sold 
built. Good TV jobs • opening up for every week. Get a job or have your own 
Technicians, Operators, etc. business selling, installing, servicing.

Radio-TV Needs Men of Action—Mail Coupon
Act now to get more of the good things of life. Actual 
lesson proves my training is practical, thorough. 64-page 
book shows good job opportunities for you in many fields. 
Take NRI training for as little as $5 a month. Many 
graduates make more than total cost of training in two 
weeks. Mail coupon now. J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept7BGl, Washington 9, D. C. 
OUR 40TH YEAR. _______

MR. J .  E. SMITH, P r.a id.nt, D .pt. 7BG1 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9 , D. C.
Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book, FREE. 
(No salesman will call. Please write plainly.)

Name......................................................Age.

\The Tested Way  
^4*  r To Better P a y !

i City..................................... Zone-----State
% / !■  write in dot*VC  I ̂  of dischorgo ...................................

A P P R O V E D  M E M B E R  N A T I O N A L  H O M E ^ T U D ^ £!2mmmimm



HXAHYCARIHAJIFFY!
Engines, Brakes, Transm issions, Rear Ends, G en e ra to rs—Yes, Any Part

Now -  Whether You're 
Beginner or Expert Mechanic —
You Can "Lick" Any Job 
on Any Car Built from 1946 Thru 1956

OW  you  can tack le an y  repair job  on 
•*- * any car, and do it quickly, easily, right 
th e firs t  tim e! M O T O R ’S  B R A N D -N E W  
A U T O  R E P A IR  M A N U A L  show s you  
h o w —w ith  crysta l-c lear p ictu res and step - 
b y -step  d irections.

No guesswork. This giant illustrated guide 
tells you where to start; what tools to use. 
Leads you easily and quickly through 
the entire operation. Covers everything 
from a simple carburetor adjustment to 
a complete transmission overhaul.

E v e r y th in g  Y o u  N e e d  to  K n o w
This BIG, NEW  R E V ISE D  Edition  

covers everything you need to know to 
repair any car built since 1946—including all 
1956 Models. Over ONE TH O U SA N D  giant 
pages (each almost a foot high!), 2,900 “This- 
Is-How” pictures — clear drawings, diagrams, 
cut-away photos — make every step EASY. 
291 “Quick-Check” charts—more than 23,436  
essential repair specifications. Over 225,000  
service and repair facts. Instructions and pic
tures are so COM PLETE so CLEAR — you 
simply CAN’T  go wrong!

Even a green beginner can do a good job. 
And if you’re a top mechanic, you’ll be 
amazed at the time-saving procedures.

T h e  " M e a f "  o f  O v e r  16 0  O ff ic ia l  
S h o p  M a n u a ls

Engineers from each automobile plant in 
America worked out these time-saving pro-

O V E R
2 M IL L IO N

C O P IE S
S O L D !

cedures for their own motor 
car line. Now the editors of M OTOR  
have gathered together this wealth of “Know  
How” from over 160 O fficial Sho p  M anuals, 
“boiled it down” into crystal-clear terms in 
one big handy book!

This giant guide makes every operation on 
any car easy as A-B-C! Elim inates trial and 
error — saves you work and money.

P a y s  f o r  I t s e l f  th e  F ir s t  
T im e Y o u  U se  I t

M O TOR’S Manual w ill more than pay 
for itself the first tim e you use it! Here’s 
ILLU STR A TED  step-by-step guidance 
you need to service and repair all types 
of Engines. Fuel Pumps. Ignition Sys
tems. Generators. Voltage Regulators.

Beginner R aves A bout Book . . .
0 . .. . . a i i “Never knew anything about repairing carsStarting Motors. Overdrives. Axles. Brakes. until ,  got this wonderful book. Easy to see 
Power Steering. Air Conditioning. Carbure- * * * *
tors. Dash Gauges. ALL Automatic Trans
missions -  A N D  M UCH M ORE.

S am e  FREE 7 -D ay  T r ia l on  M O T O R 'S  
N e w  T R U C K  R E P A IR  M A N U A L

Huge illustrated guide covers 98% of all 
trucks made from 1946 thru 1956. Over 
2,000 illustrations; 300,000 facts. Covers 

all types of gasoline en
gines, as well as Cum
mins and GM Diesels. 
865 big pages. For 
FREE Trial, check prop- 

box in coupon.

SEND NO MONEY
T ry  T h is  B o o k  a t  O U R R is k

Just mail coupon and we’ll send this giant 
manual right to your home or 
shop. T R Y  this famous guide 
for a full week—FREE! See for 
yourself what a time-saver it is.
If this book doesn’t  pay for it
self in the first 7 days, just re
turn it and pay nothing, owe 
nothing. M OTOR Book D ep t.,
Desk 332, 250 W . 55 S t . ,  New
Yo rk  19 , N . Y .

U S ED  B Y  U .S .  A R M E D  F O R C E S

C O V ERS 73 7  M O D ELS-  
A LL  TH ESE M A K ES

Buick
C a d illa c
C h ev ro le t
C h ry s le r
C lip p e r
C ontinen tal
C ro s le y
De Soto
Dodge

Ford
F raze r
H enry J
Hudson
Im p eria l
Je e p
K a ise r
Lincoln
M ercu ry

Nash
Oldsm obile
P acka rd
Plymouth
Pontiac
Ram bler
Stu d cb aker
Thunderb ird
W illy s

closeup pictures of every part. Has paid for 
itself time and time again.”—P . Pem per, W ise .

So Does E xp e rt
“Have been a mechanic for 25 years. MO
TOR’S Manual still takes me out of the tight 
spots. And it’s simple enough to be under
stood by average person.” —V . L a u ria , N ev.

M AIL C O U P O N  N O W  FOR 7-D A Y FREE TRIAL
M O TO R BO OK D EPT .
Desk 332, 250 W . 55th S t . ,  N ew Yo rk  19, N . Y .
Rush to me at once (check box opposite book you want):
□  M O TO R 'S  N ew A U TO  R EP A IR  M A N U A L . If O.K., I will 
remit $2 in 7 days, $2 monthly for 2 months and a final pay
ment of 95£ (plus 35  ̂delivery charges) one month after that. 
Otherwise I will return the book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign 
price, remit $9 cash with order.)
□  M O TO R 'S  N ew  TR U C K  R EP A IR  M A N U A L . If O.K., I  will 
remit $2 in 7 days, and $2 monthly for 3 months, plus 35< 
delivery charges with final payment. Otherwise I will return 
book postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, remit $10 cash with 
order. )

Print Name... 

Address.........

...Age...

City.—...— .........
□  Check box and save 35tf sh ipp ing  charge  by enclosing W ITH  cou

pon en tire  paym ent of $6.95 fo r A uto R ep a ir M anual (o r $8 for 
T ru c k  R epair M an u a l.) Sam e 7-day  re tu rn -re fu n d  privilege applies.


