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It’s so EASY to get 

the CASH you want

for any good reason

Yes, if you need extra cash right now—for 
any one of the reasons below or any other 
good purpose—you’ll find the Fairfax Fam
ily Fund’s READY CASH LOAN PLAN 
the fast, dignified, friendly way to borrow 
up to $800 in complete privacy . . . and in 
the easiest, most convenient way possible, 
too. You don’t take time off from work. You 
don’t sit through any embarrassing personal 
interviews. You don’t ever leave the privacy 
o f your home. Everything is handled quickly, 
easily—ENTIRELY BY MAIL.

• Emergency

• Medical Bills

• Clothing

• Bill Clean-Up

• Dental Care

• Auto Repair

• Vacation

• Wedding

• Schooling

• Past Due Debts

• Home Repair

• Building

• Home Appliances

• Moving

• Taxes

• Consolidation of 
Debts

Your Own Good Name is All You Need 
For a Confidential Loan-By-Mail from Fairfax

YOU are Eligible for a Loan
if you have a regular income sufficient to 
meet the monthly payments. There is no 
other requirem ent. You d on ’t have to 
mortgage your car or other personal prop
erty. Your good name is all you need for 
a confidential loan-by-mail from Fairfax.

Borrow up to $800... 
Take 2 Full Years to Repay
You can borrow as much as you need— 
$100, $200, $500—any amount up to $800 
and take as long as two full years to repay 
—by mail—in monthly payments fitted to 
your paydays and income.

Borrow on 
Your Signature Only

You need no co-signers. No witnesses. If 
you are single, your signature is all you 
need. I f  you are married, just you and 
your husband, or wife, need sign for the 
loan. No one knows you are making a 
loan because the information you give us 
will be held in strict confidence in our files. 
We will not question your friends, rela
tives, tradespeople, employer, or others.

You Get Your Money Quickly 
— By Air Mail, If You Wish
Your loan application will be processed 
immediately. No red tape. No waiting. 
No delays. I f  you tell us you need the 
money extra fast we will rush it to you by 
Air Mail. At Fairfax you get the money 
you need when you need it.

Your Life Will Be Insured
From the moment your loan is approved 
you and your family will be fully pro
tected. The Old Republic Life Insurance 
Company will pay the full amount you 
owe in case o f death. In most cases this 
added peace o f  mind for you and your 
family costs less than a penny a day. And 
no medical examination is necessary.

Rates Are Set By Law
You can deal with us in complete confidence. 
The Fairfax Family Fund, Incorporated is 
licensed and supervised by State law. You 
are charged only for the time you keep the 
money. I f  you repay your loan faster, the 
cost goes down. There are no hidden charges. 
The table below shows typical monthly pay
ments for loans made for a two year period. 
The payments may vary slightly, depend- 

» u jM | ing on the state
L*1 a Ml i UM i 11 in which you live.

T y p i c a l  M o n t h l y  P a y m e n t s  S h o w n  
I n c l u d e  Bot h  Int er est  and P r i nc i pal

A M O U N T  
O F  LO A N

24  M ON TH LY  
PAYM ENTS

A M O U N T  
OF LO A N

24 M ON THLY 
PAYM EN TS

$100
150
200
250
300
350
400
450

$ 5.90 
8.86 

11.69 
14.43 
17.13 
19.82 
22.49 
25.15

$500
550
600
650
700
750
800

$27.81
30.47
33.13
35.73
38.30
40.83
43.33

SATISFACTION IS GUARANTEED
I f  for any reason you are not completely 
pleased with every step o f your loan trans

action, you may return 
our check within 10 
i days and absolutely 
1 no ch arge  w ill be 

made. Your complete 
satisfaction is guar
anteed when you 
deal with Fairfax.

The Fairfax Family Fund, Inc.
2323 South Brook St., Dept. 203, Louisville 8, Kentucky

The Fairfax Family Fund, Inc., Dept. 203 
2323 South Brook St., Louisville 8, Kentucky

Rush me—FREE and postpaid—full details of your 
READY CASH LOAN PLAN and a Loan Application in 
a plain envelope. I understand that no agent will call 
and that I am not obligated in any way whatever.

I wish to borrow $_ 

Name___________

Address. 

City____

Zone_



Cast your ballot for a successful future!

236 .
I.C.S. is the oldest and largest cor
respondence school. 236 courses. 
Business, industrial, engineering, 
academic, high school. One for 
you. Direct, job-related. Bedrock 
facts and theory plus practical

application. Complete lesson and 
answer service. No skimping. Di
ploma to graduates.

Send for the 3 free booklets of
fered here and find out how I.C.S. 
can be your road to success.

ACCOUNTING
Accounting 
Cost Accounting 
Federal Tax 
General Accounting 
Junior Accounting 
Practical Accounting 
Public Accounting

ARCHITECTURE 
AND BUILDING
Architectural Drawing & 

Designing 
Architecture 
Building Contractor 
Building Estimator 
Building Inspector 
Building Maintenance 
Carpenter-Builder 
Carpentry & Millwork 
House Planning & Interior 

Design 
Mason
Painting Contractor 
Reading Arch. Blueprints 
Review in Arch. Design & 

Practice
Review of Mech. Systems 

in Buildings

ART
Amateur Artist
Commercial Art
Commercial Cartooning
Illustrating
Interior Decorating
Show Card & Sign Production
Show Card Writing
Sign Painting & Designing
Sketching & Painting
Painting for Pleasure

AUTOMOTIVE
Automatic Transmission 

Specialist
Automobile Body Rebuilding 

& Refinishing 
Automobile Electrical 

Technidian
Automobile Engine Tune-Up 
Automobile Technician 
Automotive Mechanic 
Diesel-Gas Motor Vehicle 

Engines

AVIATION
Aircraft & Powerplant 

Mechanic
Introductory Aero-Engineer

ing Technology

BUSINESS
Advertising
Basic Inventory Control 
Business Administration 
Business Correspondence 
Business Law 
Business Management & 

Marketing
Business Management & 

Production 
Canadian Business 

Management
Condensed Business Practice 
Industrial Psychology 
Managing a Small Store 
Marketing 
Modern Executive 

Management 
Office Management 
Programming for Digital 

Computers
Programming the IBM 1401 

Computer 
Purchasing Agent 
Retail Business Management 
Statistics and Finance 
Systems and Procedures 

Analysis
CHEMICAL
Analytical Chemistry 
Chemical Engineering 
Chemical Engineering Unit 

Operations
Chemical Laboratory Tech. 
Chemical Process Control 

Technician
Chemical Process Operator 
Elements of Nuclear Energy 
General Chemistry 
Instrumental Laboratory 

Analysis
CIVIL ENGINEERING
Civil Engineering 
Construction Engineering 
Highway Engineering 
Principles of Surveying 
Reading Highway 

Blueprints
Reading Structural Blueprints 
Sanitary Engineering 
Sewage Plant Operator 
Structural Engineering 
Surveying and Mapping 
Water Works Operator 
DRAFTING 
Aircraft Drafting 
Architectural Drafting 
Electrical Drafting

Electrical Engineering Drafting 
Electronic Drafting 
Introductory Mechanical 

Drafting
Mechanical Drafting 
Pressure-Vessel and Tank 

Print Reading 
Sheet Metal Layout for 

Air Conditioning 
Structural Drafting

ELECTRICAL
Electric Motor Repairman 
Electrical Appliance Servicing 
Electrical Contractor 
Electrical Engineering 

(Power option or 
Electronic option)

Electrical Engineering Tech. 
Electrical Instrument Tech. 
Electrical Power-Plant 

Engineering (Steam option 
or Hydro option)

Industrial Electrical Tech. 
Industrial Telemetering 
Power Line Design and 

Construction 
Practical Electrician 
Practical Lineman 
Reading Electrical Blueprints

ENGINEERING
(Professional)

Chemical
Civil
Electrical
Mechanical
Industrial Management for 

Engineers

ENGLISH AND WRITING
Better Business Writing 
Introductory Technical Writing 
Modern Letter Writing 
Practical English 
Short Story Writing
HIGH SCHOOL
High School Business 
High School College Prep. 

(Arts)
High School College Prep.

(Engineering & Science) 
High School General 
High School Mathematics 
High School Secretarial 
High School Vocational
LANGUAGES
(Edited by Berlitz)
French

German
Italian
Spanish

LEADERSHIP
Basic Supervision 
Industrial Foremanship 
Industrial Supervision 
Personnel-Labor Relations 
Supervision

MATHEMATICS
Advanced Mathematics 
Mathematics and Mechanics 

for Engineering 
Mathematics and Physics 

for Engineering 
Modern Elementary Statistics 
Value Analysis
MECHANICAL
Industrial Engineering 
Industrial Instrumentation 
Machine Design 
Mechanical Engineering 
Quality Control 
Safety Engineering TechTgy 
Tool Design

PETROLEUM
Natural Gas Production & 

Transmission 
Oil Field Technology 
Petroleum Production 
Petroleum Production Eng'r’g 
Petroleum Refinery Operator

PLASTICS
Plastics Technician

PLUMBING, HEATING,
AIR CONDITIONING
Air Conditioning 
Air Conditioning Maintenance 
Domestic Heating with Oil & 

Gas
Domestic Refrigeration 
Gas Fitting 
Heating
Heating & Air Conditioning 

with Drawing 
Plumbing
Plumbing & Heating 
Plumbing & Heating 

Contractor
Plumbing & Heating Estimator 
Practical Plumbing 
Refrigeration 
Refrigeration & Air 

Conditioning 
Steam Fitting

PULP AND PAPER
Paper Machine Operator 
Paper Making 
Pulp Making
Pulp & Paper Engineering 
Pulp & Paper Making 
RAILROAD
Car Equipment Fundamentals 
Motive Power Fundamentals 
Railroad Administration
SALESMANSHIP
Creative Salesmanship 
Real Estate Salesmanship 
Sales Management 
Salesmanship 
Salesmanship & Sales 

Management
SECRETARIAL
Clerk-Typist 
Commercial 
Professional Secretary 
Shorthand 
Stenographic 
Typewriting 
SHOP PRACTICE 
Foundry Practice 
Industrial Metallurgy 
Machine Shop Inspection 
Machine Shop Practice 
Machine Shop Practice & 

Toolmaking
Metallurgical Engineering 

Technology 
Patternmaking 
Practical Millwrighting 
Reading Shop Blueprints 
Rigging
Tool Engineering Technology 
Toolmaking 
Welding Engineering 

Technology 
Welding Processes
STEAM  AND DIESEL 

POWER
Boiler Inspector 
Industrial Building Engineer 
Power Plant Engineering 
Stationary Diesel Engines 
Stationary Fireman 
Stationary Steam Engineering
TEXTILES
Carding
Carding and Spinning 
Cotton Manufacturing 
Dyeing & Finishing 
Loom Fixing

Spinning 
Textile Designing 
Textile Engineering 

Technology
Textile Mill Supervisor 
Warping and Weaving 
Wool Manufacturing

TRAFFIC
Motor Traffic Management 
Railway Rate Clerk 
Traffic Management

TV-RADIO-ELECTRONICS
Communications Technology 
Electronic Fundamentals 
Electronic Fundamentals 

(Programmed)
Electronic Fundamentals with 

Electronic Equipment 
Training

Electronic Instrumentation & 
Servo Fundamentals 

Electronic Principles for 
Automation

Electronics and Applied 
Calculus

Electronics Technician 
First Class Radiotelephone 

License
Fundamentals of Electronic 

Computers 
General Electronics 
General Electronics with 

Electronic Equip. Trng. 
Hi-Fi Stereo and Sound 

Systems Servicing 
Industrial Electronics 
Industrial Electronics 

Engineering 
Industrial Electronics 

Engineering Technician 
Practical Radio-TV Engineer’g 
Practical Telephony 
Principles of Radio-Electronic 

Telemetry
Principles of Semiconductor- 

Transistor Circuits 
Radio Servicing with Radio 

Equipment Training 
Radio & TV Servicing 
Radio & TV Servicing with 

Radio Equip. Trng.
Second Class Radiotelephone 

License
Sound Systems Specialist 
Telephony, Electronics and 

Radio Communications 
TV Receiver Servicing 
TV Technician

Clip coupon here-and take your first step to real success! I.C.S., Scranton, Penna. 18515 Accredited Member,
National Home Study Council

I NT E RNA T I ONA L  CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS I « ^ 5  S
BOX N2556C, Scranton, Penna. 18515 (In Hawaii: P .O . Box 418, Honolu lu. In Canada: I.C .S . Canadian, Ltd., Montreal.)

Without cost or obligation, send me "HOW  to SUCCEED/' the opportunity booklet about the field I have indicated below, and a sample lesson.

Name of the course in which vou are interested

Your Name
S
A
G
A
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"Income has increased  
100 per cent since
graduation3 lomns L. Yapning,Jam es L. Y a rn in g .  

M an h a tta n , K a n sa s

WANTS A BIG 
RAISE IN PAY?

Stuck in a rut? Tired of your dead-end 
job? Here’s proof you can step up to a high- 

salary position with prestige and security 
through LaSalle spare-time training.

Ju s t  l o o k  at these enthusiastic reports. Have you ever seen any
thing like them? They are just a few of many hundreds of similar 

statements in letters that come from LaSalle students week after 
week, month after month, year after year.

LaSalle students have one ambition in common — to get out of 
the ranks of the untrained and earn big money, prestige and se
curity in a key job. Isn’t that your goal too?

Without interfering with your present work — and by devoting 
only a little of your spare time — you too can qualify rapidly for 
advancement in the field of your choice through LaSalle home 
study. The cost is surprisingly low.

LaSalle has been an acknowledged leader in home education 
for more than half a century. It has provided training in business, 
high school and technical subjects to more than 1,000,000 ambi
tious men and women. Its distinguished faculty includes some of 
the country’s most outstanding authorities. That is why your 
LaSalle diploma is recognized and respected by employers.

Check the subject you are interested in -  then send the coupon 
below for FREE booklet. No obligation. Mail to LaSalle, 417 
South Dearborn, Chicago, Illinois 60605.

(Confidential — please answer all questions)

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution • 417 South Dearborn, Dept. 28-051, Chicago, Illinois 60605

I have answered the questions in th is  con fiden tia l questionnaire . P lease send me fu ll 
in form ation on how I may qua lify  fo r  a cho ice  position in the fie ld  I have checked below.

TRAFFIC AND 
TRANSPORTATION
□  Complete Traffic and 

Transportation
□  Organization and 

Management
□  Transportation Law
□  Classification, Rates 

and Tariffs
□  Transportation Agency 

and Services
□  Motor Truck Traffic

MY NAME................

ADDRESS................
CITY &
ZONE.........................

COUNTY..................... ..........................A G E ..............

EDUCATIO N:
( Fill in number 

of years 
completed)

Grammar School 
High School. . . .
College................
Other..................

PRESENT EMPLOYMENT:
Kind of position.............................................. ..
Hours of work.................................. A.M. to. .P.M.

343

GENERAL IN FO R M ATIO N :
□  Single □  Married
Estimated spare hours per week available for study .

ACCOUNTING
□  Complete Accounting

with CPA Training 
O  Basic Accounting
□  Cost Accounting
□  Federal Income Tax
□  Accounting Systems
□  Auditing Procedure
□  Controllership
□  CPA Training
□  Modern Bookkeeping

LAW COURSES
□  Bachelor of Laws Degree
□  Business Law
□  Law of Contracts
□  Insurance Law
□  Claim Adjusting Law
□  Law for Police Officers
□  Real Estate Law
□  Law for Trust Officers

BUSINESS MANAGEMENT
□  Complete Business

Management
□  Basic Management
□  Advertising and Sales

Promotion Management
□  Production Management
□  Business Financing
□  Credits and Collections
□  Office Management
□  Business Correspondence
□  Personnel Management

SALESMANSHIP
□  Sales Management
□  Sales Training

TECHNICAL COURSES
□  Auto Body Fender
□  Refrigeration

Air-Conditioning
□  Diesel
□  Drafting
□  Welding
□  Motor Tune-up

HIGH SCHOOL
□  High School Diploma
□  Vocational Course

STENOTYPE
□  Machine

Shorthand
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• •  IMQinC C A P A  f f f ^ A BIG SCOOP ON THEIliolUt o A b A J J J DAY L .B .J .  WENT TO WAR

YOU think we’re getting cocky, don’t 
you? Well, maybe we are. Anyway, it 
seemed high time for us to put our 
money where our mouth is. For many 
months how, we have been singing, 
with blatant although pardonable im
modesty, of the virtues of our magazine. 
We feel Saga is the best, most exciting 
reading magazine of any of the men’s 
adventure magazines. But how to back 
up our contention? We finally found a 
way. Beginning this month, we throw 
this challenge at you:

If, after you have read this issue of 
Sa g a , you truly do not feel that it was 
“great reading,” then we are prepared 
to give you your 35 cents back. All you 
have to do is return the front cover of 
this issue with a letter of 50 words or 
more detailing your beef, telling us why 
you did not believe our current issue 
of S aga was great reading. And we will 
send you a refund. We will continue 
this challenge indefinitely—a new chal
lenge every month— in the hope that: 
1) you will not bankrupt us; and 2) we 
will convince you, and new readers 
we may pick up along the way, that 
S aga is indeed" great reading for men.

What better way to start off than by 
two big stories in this issue: Mickey 
Spillane’s thriller, “ Hot Cat,”  and our 
absolutely exclusive story on how Presi
dent Lyndon B. Johnson won his Silver 
Star.

We are especially proud of the John
son story, proud that we are able to 
present the story to the public for the 
first time. No one else was able to get 
it— no newspaper, no magazine, no one 
— not for any price and no matter how 
much “pull” they have. We got it be
cause of the ingenuity, know-how and 
intrepid, leg work of two veteran mili
tary writers, Martin Caidin and Ed 
Hymofif. Here, Hymoff tells how they 
managed to get the story:

“ It all started with a newspaper clip
ping—three inches long—that told the 

S public that President Johnson had re- 
«
G«

ceived the Silver Star during World 
War II. The official Navy biography of 
President Johnson, heretofore used in 
books and magazine articles on his mili
tary experience, had the facts wrong. 
Nobody had any details, including Presi
dent Johnson himself. He didn’t even 
remember what unit he flew with or

Great Reading
OR

YOUR
MONEY
BACK

the name of the pilot and crew mem
bers. So we had to start from scratch.

“We spent three days in Washington 
bucking stone walls. Finally, I ran across 
an old friend of mine in the Pentagon 
who had been in the South Pacific at the 
time as a war correspondent. He put me 
on to Phil North, retired publisher of the 
Fort Worth Star Telegram and one
time public information officer for the 
Fifth Air Force. I called North and he 
told me that President Johnson had

flown in a B-26 on the day he won the 
Silver Star. Then he gave me the big 
clue. He told me that Air Force General 
Sam Anderson was also on the mission 
the same day. That was all I needed, 
because Sam Anderson is an old friend.

“ I had lunch with Sam the next day 
and he told me as much as he knew. 
Turned out he knew plenty, that he was 
the only man who really had the full 
story. From there, it was just hard 
work. Anderson gave me the name of 
the 22nd Bomb Group Association’s 
president, Walt Gay lor. Gay lor was of 
great help in providing us with names 
of people who had flown that mission. 
We telephoned all over the country. We 
visited people. We talked and kept dig
ging for information.

“ We had one other big ace in the 
hole. Marty Caidin is the author of 48 
books, including two on Japanese air 
combat in World War II, Samurai and 
Zero. He is a recognized aviation his
torian and authority. Thanks to Caidin’s 
contacts in Japan, we were able to se
cure personal diaries of the Zero fighter 
pilots who attacked LBJ’s plane and the 
rest of the 22nd Bomb Group. Marty 
even had the personal diary of one of 
the aces. It was written in code, and 
decoded for Marty. From reading these 
Japanese accounts, both Marty and I 
are convinced that President Johnson is 
lucky to be alive today, because the 
Japanese pilots who bounced his plane 
and the American formation were the 
cream of the enemy’s naval air arm. 
In any case, this enabled us to come 
up with a story as seen by both sides.”

The result, for Sa g a , is the biggest 
exclusive story we have ever run. For 
authors Caidin and Hymoff—a book. On 
April 29, J. B. Lippincott will publish 
The Mission, by Caidin and Hymoff, 
an expanded version of our magazine 
article. If you like the story, 
you’ll surely want to get the 
book.

Regards,
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E V E R E S T  A D D E N D A

Congratulations tor the fine article, 
“ I’ll Climb Everest Alone,” in the De
cember, 1963, Saga. But author Myron 
Brenton . . . should have mentioned that 
Mount Everest is in Northeast Nepal— 
directly on the Nepal-Tibet border. The 
top ot Everest is 29,028 feet and is be
lieved to be the highest point of land in 
the entire world.

The cover illustration is very accurate 
and dramatic and the inside illustration 
is also very good.

Thanks for a very valuable article. I 
am studying Mt. Everest— purely as a 
hobby.
Israel Spaziani
Norwich, Conn.

C A S H  O N  T H E  S O A P B O X
Regarding “Country Music Back- 

stage,” in the February S a g a  (by Har
old Mehling) everybody responsible, 
including the drunken jealous fool who 
informed you, are stupid, greedy liars. 
And I defy you to sue me for slander or 
on any angle.

Regarding the picture on page 55, 
Loretta Lynn is loved by all who know 
her. She is a lady— and Mr. Mehling, 
you’re a decayed buzzard for calling her 
a “glamourpuss.”

Regarding your remark, “All hands

massage heartaches with whisky,” again 
you’re a liar, Mr. Mehling. You were 
evidently brainwashed by someone in 
Nashville who leans on whisky.

Regarding Ernest Tubb and Hank 
Snow, whom you pictured on page 56, 
both are proud of the influence left by 
Jimmie Rodgers, a la Americana. So am 
I! Rodgers died in the Taft Hotel in New 
York in May, 1933— after giving the re
cording machine all he had to leave us 
(not 1936, as you said).

Johnny Horton was my closest friend. 
He neither drank nor smoked. Your con
necting him with the rot you have laid 
out is sickening. He never tasted hard 
liquor. Name one man that didn’t like 
him, if you can.

Regarding Eddy Arnold, he did not get 
“ off the track.” Just as any artist will 
“ try something different,” so did Eddy 
Arnold. He lost no friends with his “Big 
Sound” recording . . . He’s the same 
Eddy Arnold as always.

X accuse you of lying, Mr. Mehling, in 
saying that ex-governor Clement put so 
much stock in country music. Tennessee 
could get along fine in the industry if 
New York writers would write New 
York stories. Are you better than any 
of us?

I live in California and record in 
Nashville. The atmosphere is there, so 
who’s fighting Tin Pan Alley? Not 
Southerners. We don’t care. There are 
no “grass roots”  for a primer. We do 
feel and understand people outside the 
bustle there in New York City.

You can’t type-cast any singer or art
ist. The audience is wearing Levis or 
mink. They understand as if they are 
being talked to personally . . . The peo
ple are the same everywhere. . . . 
Johnny Cash 
Gainesville, Fla.

W A N T S  M O R E
Many thanks to Harold Mehling for 

his story “ Country Music Backstage.” 
Let’s have more!
Odis Johns 
Covina, Calif.

C I V I L I Z E D  B A R B A R I A N S
Thanks for another excellent Indian 

article in the December, 1963, S aga . 
You were right about the “Rape Of The 
Senecas” situation (S aga , January, 
1962)—and you are just as accurate 
with this later one, “ The Last Stand of 
The Sioux.”

I do know the Sioux need help. They 
have been the most maligned of all the 
Indian tribes and their story needed to 
be told. Yes, a lot o f our Indian degen
eration is their own fault, but that does 
not condone the so-called “ civilized” 
actions of us white people.
Elaine Waller 
Boise, Idaho

T H U N D E R B I R D  V E T

Just discovered your magazine a few 
months ago, and I especially like your 
division histories. As a veteran of the 
179th Infantry Regiment, 45th Infantry 
Division—the “Thunderbird” Division of 
World War II—I was wondering if you 
ever did the story of my outfit? If so, 
can you tell me how I can get a copy 
of that issue of S a g a ?

Please keep up the military true life 
stories. A ll the old vets enjoy them im
mensely.
James Sofrit 
China Grove, N. C.

s
W e told the Thunderbirds’ story in our J 

February, 1956, issue. We have one copy A 
of that issue we can spare—and are 
sending it along to you.
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I f YOU'RE planning to come to New 
York for the World’s Fair, take a loan at 
your friendly neighborhood bank first. It 
is going to cost you a bundle.

The admission fee to the fairgrounds 
is $2 for adults and $1 for children. More 
than a dozen of the shows and rides will 
charge $1 or more per person. The price 
at one show alone will run as high as $6. 
There is a Continental circus ($1 to $3 
per person), a porpoise show ($1.50 for 
adults), an auto thrill show ($1, $1.50), 
a wax museum ($1 for adults). Admis
sion to the New York City pavilion is 
only a dime, but once inside it will cost 
$1, $1.50 or $2 to see the Dick Button ice 
show. Parking is $1.50. Prices at the Top 
of the Fair restaurant are a la carte, and 
the entrees alone go from $3.50 to $7.25. 
(Plan to eat mostly hot dogs.)

A hotel or motel room in Manhattan 
will cost $15 for a double (twin beds). 
Nearer the fair, these rooms will cost 
about $20. Three meals a day in New 
York City should run about $10 a 
person.

Make that a long-term loan.
* # *

S c o t l a n d  YARD recently asked its 
constables, pounding beats in London, 
the world’s largest and wettest city, if 
they wanted to carry guns like the cops 
in the United States do. The constables 
said no.

Why? It has something to do with 
an ancient police theory called “oppo
site force.” This “opposite force” is sup
posed to work in London, although no

one suggests that it would work in 
New York or Chicago or Los Angeles.

“Opposite force” kind of means that 
force begets force, that the underworld 
will always arm itself up to police 
standard. That is, .32-caliber revolver 
for .32-caliber revolver, sawed-off shot
gun for sawed-off shotgun, tear-gas 
bomb for tear-gas bomb, night stick for 
night stick, swift-kicking flat foot for 
swift-kicking flat foot.

That is the theory, and if it is cor
rect, so long as London constables rely 
only on their fists and clubs, criminals 
(in the general if not in the specific) 
will do the same. The result in London 
has been plenty of fights between cops 
and criminals but few shootings—no 
more than two or three bobbies have 
been murdered in the line of duty in 
the last ten years.

But last year 147 London cops were 
beaten and bruised while making arrests.

Still, the constables don’t want guns. 
* * *

A 22-year-old Englishman answered a 
newspaper advertisement for someone 
who wanted an “ out-of-the-ordinary” 
job. The ad, he discovered, had been 
placed by a 54-year-old Englishman. 
What did the 54-year-old want? Some
one to murder his wife.

The 54-year-old man was hauled into 
court, pleaded guilty, was placed on 
probation for a year, provided he stay 
in a hospital for that time. The way the 
judge saw it, the man was living in a 
fantasy world of sorts. “ If one sets out

seriously to get somebody to shoot one’s 
wife,”  the judge said seriously, “ one 
would not put an advertisement in an 
evening paper.”

No, one would not. Certainly not in an 
evening paper.

* * *
A b OUT three and a half years ago, 
Steve Fox, a bulldozer operator, was 
clearing a three-acre tract of land on 
Long Island and unearthed $89,000 in 
cash in a metal ammunition box. The 
money—in $10, $20, $50 and $100 bills 
—was taken in charge by the police 
property clerk. For three years, the 
police held the money, waiting for a 
legitimate claim to be made for it. 
When the required three-year waiting 
period had passed without a claim made, 
the State Supreme Court awarded Fox 
the money. That is. two-thirds of it: 
$59,333.33. The other one-third was left 
to be divided between the present owner 
and the former owner of the piece of 
property.

Fox, taking no chances, announced 
that he would be around to police head
quarters in an armored car to pick up 
his cash. He was taking no chances.

At the appointed hour, 2:30 on a Fri
day afternoon, the police and press— 
those irrepressible twins—were gath
ered in a garage under police head
quarters waiting for Fox and his 
armored car. At the top of the ramp 
leading to the garage was an unmarked 
police car and three plainclothesmen, 
one of them carrying a shotgun. At the 
bottom of the ramp were uniformed 
cops with shotguns and rifles.

Fox didn’t show. Instead, an hour 
later, his lawyer arrived. “ Sorry,”  the 
lawyer said to the small army of police 
gathered, “but my client has decided 
against coming because of security rea
sons. We have deemed it advisable to 
cancel our plans because of the pub
licity and a lack of police protection.”

The police, you should know, bristled.
Mr. Fox would come another day, his 

lawyer said, and without advance 
publicity.

Then, on the next Monday afternoon, 
the armored car showed up at police 
headquarters. Inside was the lawyer. 
He picked up the $59,333.33 in cash for 
his client, got back into his protective 
chariot, headed for the nearest savings 
bank and deposited the money—where
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it presumably got busy immediately 
earning interest at an anticipated rate 
ol four and a quarter percent per 
annum.

What fee, we wonder now, do you 
pay a lawyer for this kind of service.

*  *  *

A t  home she is Barbara Klein. At the 
Provincetown Playhouse, where she 
worked for two seasons, she is a prom
ising newcomer to the off-Broadway 
theater. At Hunter College she is a 
senior speech therapist. At the spots 
along Manhattan’s Eighth Avenue she is 
Aysha, the belly dancer “ fresh from 
Damascus.”

It happened a little over a year ago. 
Barbara was busy with her speech and 
dramatics work. Then she began lunch
ing with a new friend, a Hunter gradu
ate who is Rumanian and dances on 
Eighth Avenue as “ Morocco.” The friend 
suggested that Barbara could do the 
same. She began giving her dancing 
lessons.

A few months later Barbara received 
a grant for graduate study at Hunter 
and an offer to dance in a Greek night 
club in Philadelphia; she accepted both.

Since then she has been working 
regularly, usually five nights a week as 
Aysha, attending a full schedule of 
graduate courses at Hunter and Satur
days at a speech and hearing clinic.

That’s how the melting pot that is 
supposed to be New York simmers when 
it isn’t boiling.

# * *
I t  WAS a small news item in the New 
York Times:

Stamford, Conn.— The drinking habits 
of some commuters in the club cars of 
the New Haven Railroad have come un
der close scrutiny recently—but not from 
sociologists or temperance leaders. Three 
men were arrested here today after they 
allegedly threatened to tell wives and 
employers how many martinis some 
commuters consume on the way home 
each night. One resident, who makes the 
hour-long trip in the club car to New 
York each day, told the police he had 
paid money to keep his drinking habits 
quiet.

The police said that other commuters 
had also been intimidated.

What does this all mean to the com
muting caroleer, to domestic relations, to 
club car camaraderie, to our nation? 
What man will stand now in a club car,
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Jack Daniels in hand, and declaim to his 
neighbor that Sam Huff (or Roger 
Maris) is a bum? Since this newsbreak, 
the New Haven has taken on much of 
the murkiness of the Orient Express. 
Sure, three informers have been caught. 
But how many more are still on the 
loose between 125th Street and Darien, 
waiting to blackmail the innocent drink
er? What hard-working husband, being 
met at the station at Westport by his 
wife, is strong enough not to suspect that 
perhaps she has already received some 
anonymous tip about him? Or, worse, 
encouraged the transmission of such in
formation? What innocent father hasn’t 
felt the scrutinizing eye of his too- 
worldly-wise child on his arrival at 
home, particularly if he happened to 
miss the 5:45?

The bar car on the New Haven must 
be a nightmare of suspicion and so
briety these days. Tippling tipsters lurk 
everywhere. Highballs are raised in fear 
and doubt. Bartenders bend silently to 
their work. Men of generosity refrain 
from buying one for the road for com
panions. Secret drinking in the men’s 
room is increasing. A folkway is dying. 

* # *

I t  WAS 2 o'clock in the afternoon at 
an oversized shopping center on Cleve
land’s west side. Four housewives, 
among hundreds of others, were busy 
buying their week’s worth of groceries. 
Housewives No. 1 and No. 2, a mother 
and daughter, saw two men take three 
bags of groceries from a car parked in 
the shopping center. They thought little 
of it and went into a bakery. From there 
they heard two women scream—house
wives No. 3 and No. 4, also a mother 
and daughter. Number 3 and No. 4 were 
hollering that their groceries had been 
stolen from their car. Housewife No. 1, 
the mother, hollered back, “ We just saw 
them take it.”

The four housewives stalked through 
the parking lot. They saw two men, 
shabbily dressed, sitting in a car. “That’s 
them,” hollered No. 1. Number 4, hold
ing her ’ four-year-old daughter by the 
hand, stood akimbo in front of the car 
and hollered, “You’ll have to run over 
me and my child to get out of here.”

I Number 3 seized an empty shopping 
jj cart and shoved it under the car’s rear 

bumper. Number 2 drove her car, parked 
nearby, up against the grille of the

men’s car. The men hollered. The women 
hollered back. The men hollered less. 
The women hollered more. A crowd 
gathered, men as well as women, and 
watched. None joined the four house
wives. None, it should be assumed, 
thought this was necessary.

Number 2 and No. 4, the daughters of 
the quartet, tore open the car door and 
fell upon the men with fist and finger
nail. Blood began to drip. The two men, 
scratched and sore and sorry they ever 
bothered, got out of their car and ran 
away on foot, heading in the general di
rection of Columbus.

Cops arrived half an hour later, but 
justice had already been served.

* * *
I  HE Society for the Revival and the 
Preservation of the Pun as a Form of 
Humor was having its annual conven
tion. That’s right, the SRPPFH was 
meeting, unmolested and non-violently, 
responding to a clear call—a call that 
goes something like this:

“ Why can’t a golfer take a drink? 
Because he’s going to drive.”

Or like this: “ If at first you don’t 
succeed, try playing second base.”

And so was the evening filled with ef
fort and strain and the search for the 
line that will produce audibly the word 
“ ugh.” To subsist through such an eve
ning, one must be armed firmly with two 
sticks of reality, (1) that a pun is a 
play on words, and (2) that a pun, any 
pun, is, without challenge, the lowest 
form of humor. Then and only then can 
one listen with undamaged ear to the 
following:

“Did you hear about the midget who 
couldn’t pay his debts because he was 
always short?”

“ Or the girl who was so ugly she had 
to wait until winter to get a chap on her 
hands?”

“You realize, of course, that every 
time ten Buddhists get together they are 
required to participate in a strange 
ritualistic dance. What you may not 
know is that this gave rise to that fa
mous expression, ‘Ten Zens a Dance.’ ”

Question: Do you believe in clubs for 
women? Answer: Only if everything 
else fails.

“Did you hear about my uncle? He 
died drinking shellac. He sure had a fine 
finish.”

“ An explorer landed on the moon, dis

covered that it was populated by small 
creatures known as furries, and asked to 
see their leader. This furry, when he 
came forward, had a very large hypo
dermic needle protruding from his skull. 
‘I,’ he said to the explorer, ‘am the furry 
with the syringe on top.’ ”

Ugh.
* * *

N e w  York State Supreme Court Jus
tice Irving H. Saypol does not like bow 
ties in his courtroom. He has his clerk 
keep a black four-in-hand ready for 
those lawjrers who dare show up in his 
court wearing a bow tie. The four-in- 
hand has been described by one lawyer 
as “ mangy, soup-stained and of uncer
tain vintage.”

A lawyer, addicted to bow ties for 18 
years, tells about the Judge’s aversion. 
“ I came into the Judge’s court for the 
first time a few months ago in a matri
monial case, and I was wearing a bow 
tie. It was quiet, conservative, like all 
my ties. The Judge made a remark about 
the tie and his clerk told me to take it 
off. I thought they were kidding me. 
Then the clerk came over and untied my 
tie. He gave me that stupid black tie.

“A few days later I was in the Judge’s 
court again, wearing one of my bow ties. 
I had forgotten about his ban. ‘You’ve 
been told how to dress in court before,’ 
the Judge said. I told him that I owned 
only bow ties, and his answer was, ‘Ev
eryone owns a regular tie.’ He calls the 
four-in-hand a ‘regular’ tie. So I went 
out and bought a clip-on four-in-hand.”

The Judge had no comment on the ties.
« * *

\  24-year-old Denver fellow tried to 
adopt two of his friends. The three of 
them, along with two other engineers, 
were living in a two-level home in a 
section of town where zoning required 
that no more than three people could 
live together unless related. Adoption, 
the fellows realized, would meet the 
zoning requirement. So they tried it.

The judge dismissed their case but 
told the fellows they could appeal. The 
judge was not optimistic. A 24-year-old 
man with two 24-year-old sons didn’t 
seem to him to be the kind of precedent 
the courts would be eager to establish.

The judge said nothing about Yankee 
ingenuity, which should have been 
worth a point or two. — i rv Goodman

8



SAGA /  APRIL, 1964

hot car
A  N E W  T H R I L L E R  B Y

MICKEY
SPILLANE

Illustrated by Neil Boyle

Cat Fallon inherited more than a dead
buddy’s airfield. The 
legacy included two 
broads who couldn’t 
decide whether to kiss 
or kill*—and a mystery 

letter that might start World War III
STORY STARTS ON NEXT PAGE

Mickey Spillane

SAGA





H E ’S lying quietly out there on the bottom now— 
melted, fragmented pieces of metal scattered like dust 
across the sand, nameless, traceless, but evoking a 
memory that could make you sweat cold if you knew 
the truth about her.

Not too far away is another mass of metal, twisted and corroded 
by now, but still recognizable for what it was. Both masses had 
been born together and served together, then separated for 20 years 
to meet again in a fusion of terror that was, fortunately, almost 
totally unseen.

There was still one other memory . . .  a sudden, bright-red, misty 
memory better forgotten.

C H A P T E R  1
I sat there with the half-finished coffee in my hand, watching 

them service the battered old Mustang on the runway outside. 
There was nothing of interest there; I had seen it done too many 
times before. But the blonde reflected in the plate glass window of 
the bar was interesting, especially when she knew I was watching 
her and arranged herself so I could see her legs from the best angle.

Step one in the big play, I thought. She was chumming for me and 
next would come the hook. Cute, real cute, I looked like some
thing out of the “Late Show” in an old A A F  A-2 jacket with a 
leather helmet and goggles jammed into my pocket, and she was a 
dream in a fitted covert suit that made her hair look like a summer 
sunset.

The trouble was, I knew her, only she didn’t know me. Three 
years ago, Lois Hays had interviewed me in a German hospital to 
find out why I was interested in making an air drop of ammo into

i I  hooked m y fingers in the 
waistband o f her slacks and with 
one wrench tore them loose.
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Hungary from an old Ju-88. I 
could have told her it was for the 
loot, but my face was bandaged 
and still hurt from the shrapnel 
slice so I didn’t bother. That 
time she had played the part in a 
nurse’s outfit.

Dominick Lolla, who got me 
smuggled back to the States on 
a tramp steamer, knew her, too. 
H e was an accredited Circut cor
respondent and didn’t hold much 
with anybody doing legwork for 
Duncan Knight, whose “Wash
ington Inside”  column was dedi
cated to ripping apart our mili
tary policy.

I  grinned at her reflection. So 
what the hell, if you need leg- 
work done, get someone with 
pretty legs to do it. Hers were 
beautifully rounded and shiny 
with nylon until the sheen stopped 
and there was a quick flash of 
tan before she pulled the hem of 
her skirt down.

And when you’re looking at 
legs you don’t see people, so when 
the big guy said, “ M r. Fallon?” 
it caught me by surprise.

He had an angular face, almost 
devoid of expression, but ready 
to be friendly if he had to. His

suit was well cut, but not new, 
and fitted with some peculiar pur
pose in mind. The smaller man 
with him was on the mouse side, 
with an irritated squint to his 
eyes.

I stood up. “ C op ?” 
“ Lieutenant Trusky, city po

lice.”  He held out his hand. “ It 
shows?”  His voice sounded 
amused.

His hand was hard. “T o  some.” 
“ This is M r. Del Reed from 

the state’s attorney’s office.” 
The smaller guy nodded curtly 

and shifted his briefcase. “ If you 
have a few minutes I ’d like to 
talk to you,”  he said.

“What about?”
“ You have a few minutes?” 

Trusky asked politely.
“ Sure.”
“Then let’s find out.”

B e h in d  me the blonde uncrossed 
those legs again and watched 
us. Del Reed nodded toward the 
small restaurant section across 
the room, and when Trusky mov
ed up beside me I could feel the 
gun at his hip.

“ H ow  long did you know Tuck
er Stacy, M r. Fallon?”

Del Reed didn’t waste any time
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with pleasantries. “ Since 
’Forty-two,” I said. “W e 
were in the Arm y togeth
er. A ir Force cadets.” 

“Y ou were in the same 
outfit together. Tw o Hun- 
dred-fifty-second Fighter 
Squadron, I believe.”

“ If you know so damn 
much, why the questions?” 

Reed’s face tightened, 
but a wave from Lieuten
ant Trusky calmed him 
down. “ A ll right, let’s get 
to the point,”  he said. He 
pulled a folder from his 
briefcase, held it in his lap 
and fingered the contents. 
“ Y ou and Stacy were dis
charged together, shared a 
brief business venture . . .  

(Continued on page 58)

The gun came 
up, leveled\ 
hut in our faces 
she read that 
we had won 
after all
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The former Surgeon General 

of the U.S. put it bluntly when 
he raged: “The organic pollu

tion alone in our water is the 

equivalent of eight million 
dead and disem bow eled  

mules dumped into our water

ways each and every year!”

BY KEVIN O’BRIAN
PHOTOGRAPHED FOR SAGA
BY MARTIN B LU M E N TH A L

■  Take a tall glass, stuff it with 
ice cubes and fill it to the brim 
with slimy, filthy, smelly, murky 
water from your local sewer. 
Then raise it to your lips and pol
ish it off in one long gulp. Mad
ness? Suicide? Neither; merely 
what millions of Americans are 
doing—in effect—every day as 
they lead their normal lives. For 
we are—to rephrase an old say
ing—"going to hell in a water 
bucket.” As Secretary of the In
terior Stewart Udall said recent
ly: “Our most important natural 
resource is water, and water is 
the problem about which I have 
the most concern in the future."

This problem is not restricted 
to a national cabinet officer, but 
is widespread. It affects people 
in all walks of life all over the 
country, people to whom the 
slow but inexorable pollution of 
our water supply is an insidious 
and little-known creeping na
tional disaster. The reports echo 
the same sad refrain:

MAINE; “The Bangor pool of 
the Penobscot,” a Down Easter 
said not too long ago, "vast and 
turbulent with its white water, 
once held more salmon than any 
other pool on the Atlantic sea
board. The first fish caught there 
in the spring was by tradition 
sent to the White House." Then, 
sighing, he went on to complete 
the sad story: "Today the pulp 
mills (with the chemical pollu
tion they have pumped into the 
streams) have cleaned the fish

out of the Bangor pool as thor
oughly as if they had used hand 
grenades."

PENNSYLVANIA: “Acoal mine 
went and dumped acid into the 
Susquehanna. The next thing we 
knew, the river was a terrible 
sight with thousands of fish float
ing in it, white, belly-up, dead. 
There was such a fuss that the 
state sent the mining company 
a bill for $58,000 in damages, but 
it hasn’t been able to collect yet.”

LOS ANGELES: "Boats made 
such a mess of the water down 
at Newport Beach that they had 
to pass a local ordinance against 
installing toilets on a boat, un
less they were fitted with chlori- 
nators."

LEXINGTON, MISSOURI: “Up 
in Kansas City, they throw any
thing they like into the Missouri 
River—waste from the factories, 
dirty oil, even blood and unborn 
calves from the packing houses. 
When that stuff floats down to 
here, the water company has to 
shut off its intake valves in the 
river and wait until it passes by. 
During that time, we get our 
drinking water from a reserve 
supply. Down at Jefferson City 
they have the same problem. Did 
you know that the state legis
lators have to drink bottled 
water?”

CALIFORNIA: “ Look at that 
dam. Two years old and God 
knows how many millions it cost. 
And the whole pool is filled up 
with mud because nobody took 
care of erosion upstream.”

CHICAGO: “You want to hear 
about water pollution? Have you 
heard about Silver Creek? They 
found old tires, empty oil drums 
and broken furniture in it. And 
get this—they counted 28 super
market shopping carts in the 
creek. People just don’t care.”

Says a well-driller, with nation
wide experience: "Too many 
sloppy jobs are being done. I 
remember some figures for the 
Minneapolis-St. Paul area: Out of 
50,000 private wells, half of 
them produced impure water.

(Continued on page 81)

HAVE
YOU
HAD

YOUR
GLASS

OF
SEWER
WATER
TODAY?
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LYNDON JOHNSON

The Texas Congressman teas warned not to fly the hazardous 
mission, but he volunteered anyway— and was decorated for gallantry 

in action. Here’s the exclusive story, told for the first tim e!

The B-26 Martin Marauders climbed over the mountainous backbone of New Guinea in a 
close formation. As the twin-engined bombers crossed the uppermost ridge of the Owen 
Stanley Range, they moved into a tighter formation for mutual protection. Gunners 

cocked their weapons and became alert as the airplanes began a wide swing to the right.
Ahead, on the northeastern coast of New Guinea, was Lae, the hornet’s nest that held a 

wing of swift Japanese Mitsubishi Zero fighters. The Marauders were after that field on 
this early morning of June 9, 1942. They were out to tear up Lae’s runways, strafe its 
planes on the ground and, if possible, set fire to its vital aviation fuel supply.

The 12 B-26 bombers carefully held their staggered V formations, as the pilots anxiously 
scanned the sky around them. Thick clouds covered much of the jungle, and Zeros might 
even then be coming up. But if the operational plan had gone well, the Zeros would be gone, 
lured far out to sea by a decoy force of five B-25 Mitchell bombers, thus providing the Ma
rauders with an unopposed run to the target.

But something was wrong, terribly wrong. The sky between the Marauders and the tar
get wasn’t empty. It was filled with a virtual swarm of fighters— more Zeros than the
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American crews had ever before seen at one time. 
Radios crackled as the pilots shouted warnings from 
plane to plane.

At this moment one of the Marauders staggered 
slightly. On the instrument panel, needles flickered 
as the electrical system of the right engine went 
crazy; the generator blew out. Engine power dropped 
suddenly. The bombardier jettisoned the plane’s heavy 
load of bombs—to improve its flying characteristics.

At the same moment, the pilot, Captain Walter H. 
Greer, twisted the wheel and stamped on the rudder 
pedal. His co-pilot, Flight Sergeant McMullin of the 
Royal Australian Air Force, shoved the left engine 
throttle to full power and adjusted the propeller 
control for fine pitch, to get all the power available 
from the engine. The Marauder whirled out of the 
formation and headed for a cloudbank.

Its departure was not unobserved.
A single Zero fighter raced in a long, curving run, 

the Japanese pilot cutting in beautifully. Cannon 
shells exploded in the B-26’s fuselage and wings, in 
bright, angry spouts of flame. Bullets whined through 
the bomber. Greer went into a dive to pick up as much 
speed as possible, desperately trying to reach those 
clouds while his gunners squeezed off bursts at the 
lone Zero. Suddenly there were seven more Zeros 
lined up behind the first one. They climbed all over 
the Marauder.

Inside the bomber, a tall man in a U.S. Navy uni
form stared out through the plexiglas nose at the 
terrifying sight before him. Orange flames winked 
along the wings and noses of the enemy fighters as 
they raked the diving bomber. Death was close as 
whining bullets slammed through metal and ripped

past the men. Dull explosions boomed each time the 
Zeros’ 20-mm cannon shells found their mark.

The Navy lieutenant commander looked into the 
face of death, and took mental notes of exactly what 
was happening. Several of the B-26 crewmen glanced 
at him in astonishment. If he was scared—and if 
he had any sense, he should be—he showed no sign of 
it. He didn’t just look out; he seemed to study the 
frightening scene.

Then the bomber staggered wildly as another can
nonade smashed into it.

The Navy officer knew that he might have only 
seconds to live, but he also knew that his job was to 
study war at first-hand. He was doing his job. To 
him, it was as simple as that.

But he did not have to be in this bomber that was 
being slashed to ribbons by the Zeros, with death 
only seconds away. He was strictly an observer—a 
non-combatant. His orders were quite specific about 
that.

Most of the crew knew nothing about him. They 
didn’t know that, back home, this man was a mem
ber of Congress. And how could they possibly know 
that two decades later this same man—Lyndon 
Baines Johnson—would be President of the United 
States?

Three days after the Nagumo Task Force of the 
Imperial Japanese Navy turned Pearl Harbor into 
a flaming shambles, 33-year-old Lyndon B. Johnson 
volunteered for active duty. Although he was a Con
gressman from his home state of Texas, he was also 
a lieutenant commander in the United States Naval 
Reserve. Johnson was ordered to report immediately

Johnson’s B-26 was to bomb Lae airj on New Guinea while the Japanese fighters were decoyed out to sea,
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LBJ flew in this B-26. From left: radio-gunner Lillis M. Walker; bombardier Claude A. McCredie; crew chief 
Woodrow W. Harrison; pilot Walter H. Greer; navigator Billy B. Boothe; unidentified co-pilot; and turret 
gunner Calvin L. Markham. Johnson is not shown since photo was taken almost a year later in Australia.

to the Office of Naval Operations in Washington, D.C., 
for special instructions; upon completion of his train
ing he would proceed without delay to Headquarters, 
Twelfth Naval District. Congressman Johnson fol
lowed his orders to the letter, and was soon attached 
to the office of the Chief of the United States-New 
Zealand Navy Command.

Then everything seemed to stop dead. Lieutenant 
Commander Johnson fretted for overseas assignment. 
His repeated requests for overseas duty were politely 
noted—as was the fact that he was also a congress
man—and his requests were ignored. No one wanted 
to send a congressman off to the battle zone, volunteer 
or not.

Johnson took action. As quickly as he could, he 
went to Washington to “talk to the Boss.” If the 
Navy wouldn’t let him go overseas, he wanted to use 
the authority of the Commander in Chief himself— 
President Franklin D. Roosevelt.

Several days later, Johnson had exactly what he 
wanted. The President assigned him to tour the com
bat and support bases of the Southwest Pacific. It 
was in the early spring of 1942, and the Japanese 
were having a field day. They had landed on the 
Asian mainland and also captured the Philippines and 
the Netherlands East Indies. The Japanese Navy 
seemed supreme on the Pacific; and formations of 
bombers, protected by the deadly Zero fighters, com
manded the skies. The U. S. was being beaten and

pushed back along a vast front, and the task of build
ing installations from which to mount a counter
attack was crucial.

President Roosevelt wanted an absolutely trust
worthy observer on the scene, who would return to 
him and “ lay the facts right on the line.” This is the 
mission he entrusted to the congressman he knew so 
well from Washington politics.

On May 21, 1942, Lieutenant Commander Johnson 
arrived at the Allied advance base at Noumea on New 
Caledonia. There he ran into two officers whom he 
was to come to know well in the ensuing weeks. 
Colonel Samuel E. Anderson and Lieutenant Colonel 
Francis R. Stevens were both connected with the 
War Plans section of the General Staff Corps. Ander
son was to carry out a tour of airbase facilities in the 
Southwest Pacific and report directly to General H.H. 
Arnold, chief of the Arftiy Air Forces. Stevens would 
study the Army aspects of the same area.

The next day the trio arrived at Auckland, New 
Zealand. They immediately conferred with American 
and New Zealand military officials. On May 23 they 
were in the air again, this time headed for Sydney, 
Australia.

On May 24, their airplane landed in Melbourne. 
During the flight from Auckland, the three observers 
had decided to remain together, believing that by 
combining the results of what they saw they would 
all gain a more comprehensive picture of the situa
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tion. They reported immediately to General Mac- 
Arthur’s headquarters.

MacArthur conferred with the three officers and 
agreed to their requests for a “hard, no-holds- 
barred” survey of the Air Force and Army installa
tions in Australia and on the embattled islands to the 
north and northwest. MacArthur took the unusual 
step of assigning Major Generals Ralph Royce and 
William Marquat to escort the trio" from Washington.

For the next 11 days, Johnson, Anderson and 
Stevens toured facilities in the huge area surround
ing Melbourne, vital because Australia was the “end 
of the world” for the supply line stretching from the 
United States.

Building up bases of supply and logistics was a 
tough job, and the three observers found that simply 
moving as rapidly as possible from one place to an
other was an exhausting task. Johnson, Stevens and_ 
Anderson came to know the interior of every kind 
of aircraft, from early-model B-17s to flying boats 
and decrepit civilian airliners that had been pound
ing between Australian cities for years.

On June 3, the three observers and their two escorts 
flew to Sydney, and later that same day took oil for 
Brisbane. There they faced three days and nights 
of steady travel and inspection, taking pages of notes 
and shooting photographs to show their respective

Japanese ace Saburo Sakai, who shot down US. hero 
Colin Kelly, was pilot who attacked LBFs plane.

commanders when they got back to Washington.
On June 6 they flew from Sydney to Townsville 

on Australia’s east coast, from which advance base 
air combat missions were being launched against 
the Japanese entrenched in the-key New Guinea vil
lages of Lae and Salamaua, at the vital New Britain 
port of Rabaul, and on other islands in the Solomon 
Group.

Their major interest now centered on " the 22nd 
Bomb Group, a force of men weary from constant 
missions against the Japanese, and even more tired of 
fighting a war while crippled by an appalling short
age of spare crewmen, and faced with monumental 
maintenance problems resulting from lack of parts 
and equipment.

The 22nd Bomb Group flew an airplane that had 
become infamous to many fliers—who regarded it as 
an over-sensitive, short-winged fury that could "easily 
kill its pilots. The men of the 22nd sneered at the 
charge that the Martin B-26 Marauder was “too hot 
to handle.” As the first medium bombardment outfit 
to take the Marauder into battle, they had used the 
airplane with extraordinarily high skill, effectiveness 
and courage.

Headquarters of the 22nd—which Johnson, Ander
son and Stevens visited immediately after their ar
rival—was at Garbutt Field, just outside of Towns
ville in North Queensland. To visit the many bases 
scattered through the hot, dusty, miserable area took 
a lot of rough traveling. The 19th Squadron of the 
Group was at Garbutt, but the 33rd Squadron was 
many miles away at Antill Plains, and the 2nd and 
408th Squadrons were at Reid River.

The Group had been in combat since its first mis
sion against Rabaul early in April, 1942. Rabaul was 
the center of Japanese operations in the Southwest 
Pacific, and its bristling defenses reflected its im
portance to the enemy. The fighter squadrons based at 
Rabaul were superb. They were flown by the Jap
anese Navy’s leading aces—members of the famed 
Tainan Wing. Three of these pilots, Saburo Sakai, 
Hiroyoshi Nishizawa and Toshio Ota, had already 
shot down more than 60 Allied planes—with the war 
only seven months old.

Between April 6 and May 24 alone, the 22nd Bomb 
Group had flpwn 16 missions against these tough op
ponents. The 22nd flew from Townsville up to Port 
Moresby in New Guinea, then from Port Moresby 6n 
to Rabaul. Maintenance was so primitive that the 
airplanes were being held together with more in
genuity than spare parts. One Marauder appeared to 
be a flying wreck, but its crew stuck faithfully with 
the airplane— despite the fact that the men had to 
jam a bedsheet into a gaping hole in the fuselage, and 
fly that way for a week until metal could be found 
to patch the hole properly.

On the night of June 8, Johnson, Anderson and 
Stevens slept in a rundown (Continued on page 78)
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Generals Roy re, left, and Scanlon welcome LBJ to New Guinea. He went as President’s personal observer.



The hunt was a wild scene of hogs, dogs and 
mounted riders crashing through the woods.

Down in Florida's swamp country 
they're still hunting the savage wild 
hog— with their bare hands

HAWG
HUNT
BY WILLIAM B. HARTLEY ™?™LVr,

It took both LS. Blackmon, left, and Perry  ̂  
Register to hog-tie this just average-sized sow.

“Bringing home the bacon,”  Register rides back 
into camp with a big boar slung across saddle.



MY WIFE Ellen and I had come from Miami to 
Dunnellon, Florida, to learn how wild hogs were 

hunted in this heavily wooded and beautiful sec
tion of the state. Ellen had hunted wild boar in Eur
ope and therefore knew more about the animals than 
I, and was intrigued by the idea of seeing them caught 
alive. She wasn’t entirely sure it was possible to catch, 
overpower and hog-tie a beast generally regarded as 
one of the most dangerous in the world. As we drove 
toward Dunnellon, she told me how a wild boar had 
attacked a heavy Buick she was driving along a road 
in Germany.

“It tried to slash the tires,” she said. And she added, 
“ I understand these Florida wild hogs have tushes 
that can grow to more them a foot in length. Tushes 
are tusks. Only the Russian wild boar has longer ones, 
and he isn’t as big. The Florjda hogs can weigh more 
than 300 pounds at maturity.”

"Then they can’t move very fast,” I suggested 
hopefully.

“ I’ve read that they can outrun most dogs, any 
man arid some horses,” Ellen said cheerfully.

On this happy note, we reached Dunnellon, close 
to the Gulf of Mexico— a town of 1500 residents whom 
you reach by dialing Hunter on local phones.

We were met by a Miami photographer, Paul 
Durege, and Joe L. Cobb, a real estate agent and 
sportsman who had arranged for us to go along on 
the hog hunt. Joe, a heavy-set, ebullient man, said we 
were pretty lucky.

“We’ll be going out with John Clardy,” he told 
us. “He’s the best man in this area. Be ready at three 
in the morning. The hogs have to be hunted while 
the ground is moist enough to hold their scent.”

At 3:10, Joe picked us up and we drove to Ocala 
to meet John Clardy at an all-night restaurant. Joe 
was carrying a .22 pistol. The rest of us were un
armed.

John Clardy turned out to be a man past his middle 
years with the seamed face and powerful shoulders 
typical of most woodsmen. He is the local distributor 
for a large oil company and owns a ranch near Ocala. 
We drove into the ranch yard and found an abun
dance of equipment; three white horses in a trailer, a 
jeep, a panel truck, several dog trailers and the dogs 
themselves. There was a confusion of canine barking. 
Somewhere a rooster was crowing.

Three or four men were working on the equipment. 
We shook hands all around, but it was impossible to 
identify anyone in the darkness. Later these men 
would become recognizable individuals.

“ Come into the bam,” John Clardy said. “Want 
to show you something.” We followed him. He flashed 
a light into a pen and said, “There’s a pretty good- 
sized wild hog that we caught.”  The boar, black and 
mean-looking, weighed more than 300 pounds. Clardy 
explained that the tushes had been removed to assure 
safer handling. These powerful tusks are self-sharp

ening and murderous as daggers. “But don’t get the 
idea that these animals are safe when you don’t see 
tushes,” Clardy said. “It takes time for those big, 
curling tushes to develop, but even a young boar with 
two-inch tushes that don’t show can rip flesh to 
shreds.”

Clardy told us we would be hunting in an area 
between Ocala and Gainesville, on a ranch that hadn’t 
been worked over for several years. As we drove, 
he explained that Florida wild hogs are a mixture of 
a breed originally introduced by Spanish settlers 
and domestic hogs that have run wild.

Hogs (pronounced “hawgs”  in Florida, just as a dog 
is a “ dawg” ) are considered by experts to be intelli
gent animals. They are unpredictable because they 
have a considerable amount of reasoning power. Most 
wild animals fight more or less instinctively. Not the 
wild hog. He likes to wage a “campaign,”  and so 
becomes a dangerous adversary.

With the possible exception of cats, most domestic

When they were deep in hog country, hunters 
switched from pickups to horse, later to foot.

animals revert to the wild state slowly. When dogs 
revert, they generally starve or take to hunting in 
packs. But the hog eats roots and tubers as his natural 
diet; an average wild hog can root up and damage 
most of an acre of farmland in a night. This does not 
endear him to farmers or ranchers.

“That’s how I got into this,” Clardy told us. “I’d 
hunted everything Florida has to offer—deer, bear, 
panther, small game— and I was getting tired of it. I 
don’t like killing just for the sake of killing. Then, 
about seven years ago, a rancher who knew I had 
some dogs asked me to clean the wild hogs off his 
land. I became interested in hunting them—for sport. 
Anyone can kill them with a high-powered rifle, but 
catching them is a challenge. We take ’em back and
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HAWG HUNT CONTINUED
either develop them for breeding stock or fatten them 
up for our own tables. They make just about the best 
eating in the world.”

Clardy explained that his dogs were mainly Cata
houla hog dogs of the Louisiana breed, plus a few 
mongrels. “Some folks like to use fancy mixtures like 
crosses between Weimaraners and boxers. Nothing 
wrong with that, but all I ask of a dog is that he’s 
fast, tough and plucky. I don’t care what else he is. 1 
think a lot of old Brownie up there in the trailer. I’ve 
had him about seven years now. He’s been slashed 
open and sewed back together again quite a few 
times. Getting a little slow now, but he's a fine dog. 
I wouldn’t take a thousand dollars for him.”

Gradually it had been growing light. We could 
easily see the horse trailer up ahead with three sacks 
of hay hanging from the side, so the horses could 
feed while being hauled.

w  e had been moving along a highway through open 
range country studded with cabbage palm clumps, 
pine stands and live oak. The light was increasing. 
Then we turned off onto a side road, through a gate 
and down a trace so indistinct that you read the road 
mostly from the trees. About half a mile deeper 
into the woods, we stopped to unload. The identity 
of the others in the party now became established.

“Blackie” was L.S. Blackmon, an Oklahoman and 
former rodeo rider who had once run his own show 
through the Northeast. He pulled on chaps which he 
told us were from his rodeo days. Perry Register was 
a slim, articulate man who had been raised in the 
Okefenokee Swamp country. He had hunted bear for 
years, but had shifted to wild hog hunting because he 
found it more interesting. Sam Perryman, a retired 
native Floridian, was a red-cheeked, stocky man, 
clearly the senior among us. For most of his life, he 
had been a cattleman on the huge Florida ranges. 
Like Blackmon, he wore a sidearm. Then there was 
Dale Hogan, a husky 16-year-old boy who had per
suaded' John Clardy to let him come along on the 
hunt. Young Dale carried a hunting knife in his belt. 
Register and Clardy were unarmed.

“Bet you never saw this,” Register said, showing us 
strips of bed ticking. “We use these to tie hawgs. 
Nothing else seems to hold ’em.”

“You better hold ’em today,” Perryman said with 
a chuckle.

“You catch ’em, I’ll hold ’em,” Register replied. 
“You plan to ride today, Mr. Clardy?”

“Don’t think so. I’ll come along with the jeep. Rest 
of you folks can climb up on the back of the jeep.” 
. When the horses were unloaded and saddled, we 
rode down the indistinct trail to the creek.

John Clardy thought he could cross with the jeep, 
but decided against it when the water at the far bank 
rose high on the horses’ legs. He left the jeep parked

in the trees and we ferried across riding double on the 
horses.

Then the riders and five released dogs moved ahead 
while the rest of us followed on foot. The woods were 
fairly open here, and sharply defined trails six or 
eight inches wide cut across the pasture grass. Joe 
Cobb said these were hog trails. We reached a glade 
that looked as if it had been plowed by a madman 
with a broken plow.

“This is a fresh trail,”  Cobb said. “The hogs were 
here just last night. By the way, keep an eye out for 
snakes.”

Suddenly the dogs began yelping excitedly in a 
stand of oak just ahead. We found the three horsemen 
peering up into the branches while the dogs circled 
and barked furiously.

“Ran into a coon!” Register yelled. “ He’s treed up 
there!”

Blackie said he thought the dogs had torn the 
animal. He wanted to shoot the racoon but the Span
ish moss concealed it.

“ I believe I see him,” Cobb said as he circled the 
tree, peering up into the branches. Drawing his .22 
revolver, he aimed and fired. This was the first shot 
of the fusillade heard by John Clardy back at the 
creek. The uncertain morning light, Spanish moss 
and extreme pistol range made the injured coon a 
difficult target.

Finally he fell out of the tree, dead. The dogs sniffed 
the body indifferently, then raced off on the hunt 
again. Register gave his horse to Cobb and joined 
Ellen, Paul and me. Horses, riders and dogs now 
spread over a broad prairie and disappeared.

I t  got hot, so we settled under the trees at the edge 
of the prairie and began to slap mosquitoes and swap 
yarns. I asked Perry Register what to do if a wild 
boar charged.

“Depends on the hog,”  he said, grinning. “Some 
say stand still, others say get behind a tree or climb 
a tree. Personally, I wouldn’t count on runnin’. We’ve 
chased ’em at full run across open land when they’ve 
outdistanced the dogs and pretty near outrun the 
horses. And those whites are fast horses.”

“They’re coming back,”  Ellen said.
The riders arrived for a conference. Register said 

he thought wild hogs were in the thick brush along 
the creek. We back-tracked with riders and dogs 
ranging ahead. Just as we reached the bank opposite 
the jeep, the dogs yelped and then began baying. 
This was followed almost immediately by a wild, 
unearthly squealing.

“Got one!” Register yelled and dove into the brush. 
Ellen picked another route toward the source of the 
uproar. Paul, handicapped by his cameras, raced 
along the creek bank. I ran into a maze of tangled 
brambles, turned away from the creek and circled 
toward the noise. Within seconds, we were all sepa
rated. (Continued on page 90)
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The nightmare battle of World War I 
-where Pershing, MacArthur, Marshall, 
Patton, Stilwell and Mitchell tasted 
blood... BY JACK PEARL

Douglas M acArthur
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I f  VVTYl1! □  General John J. Pershing, the famed “ Black Jack,” m I ml I i-| 11^1 spread his hands on the conference table and leaned 
y  £   ̂ JL M.m M forward, his jaw jutting belligerently at French Marshal

Ferdinand Foch, Supreme Commander of the Allied 
Armies in Europe. The Commander of the A.E.F. was determined to stand firm.

In a voice thick with suppressed anger, he said: “ Marshal Foch, you may insist all you 
damned please! You are the boss, and our army will fight wherever you decide, but it
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Illustrated by Stanley Meltzoff

will not fight except as an independent American army!”
Foch, withering under the hard gaze of the man he later called “ this impossible bar

barian,” stood up, beaten, and walked slump-shouldered out the door.
The date was August 30, 1918, and John J. Pershing was fighting the “ first” Battle 

of St.-Mihiel— the untold, behind-the-lines battle the American Expeditionary Force 
waged against its own World War I allies, England and France.



STrMIHIEL
CONTINUED

Army engineers return from the front. 
Dazed German PIT's called the American artillery fire the “ most nerve-shattering in four years of war.”



It was more than 16 months since the 
United States had declared war on the 
Central Powers (Germany, Austria-Hun
gary, Bulgaria and Turkey). There were 
28 U.S. divisions fighting in France, and 
American soldiers were disembarking at 
French ports at the rate of 250,000 a 
month. Our doughboys had won respect 
and glory at Belleau Wood, the Battle of 
the Marne, Chateau Thierry, Soissons and 
Cantigny. Their victories were not clear- 
cut, however, because they had been ac
complished fighting alongside British and 
French troops. The Yanks had never 
fought a major campaign on their own.

“ Big, wonderful men,” British Field 
Marshal Sir Douglas Haig said of the 
Americans. “Terribly ignorant of military 
ways and tactics, of course. But with the 
proper guidance . . .”

“ Let us face facts,” the Chief of the Im
perial General Staff, Sir Henry Wilson, told 
British Prime Minister Lloyd George in 
early 1918. “ The French are too weary to 
fight, and the Americans don't know how."

For a full year, the A.E.F. commander, 
General Pershing, had been fuming over 
this patronizing attitude. Every time he 
met Marshal Foch, the Frenchman would 
give Pershing a pat on the back and prom
ise, “Soon, my friend, soon, you will have 
your own army. An American army. Pa
tience, have patience.”

In the spring of 1917, the last great 
German offensive of the war was stopped 
in the Second Battle of the Marne, with 
U.S. reinforcements stiffening the resis
tance of the exhausted French armies. In 
July, Marshal Foch summoned the Allied 
commanders to his Bombon headquarters 
and outlined his plans for an offensive that 
would bring total victory in 1919. The first 
step was to straighten out the Western 
Front— to eliminate the German salients 
that thrust dangerously into French terri
tory at key rail and road centers, and 
that were disrupting Allied communica
tion and supply lines.

At this Bombon conference, Pershing 
decided it was (Continued on page 91)

U.S. doughboys jumped from these trenches in St.- 
Mihiel attack, drove five kilometers on first day.

Strictly foot-sloggers in World War I, men of the 
82nd Infantry Division fought the war from trenches.
Lt. Col. Burn C. Cox, with 5th Division at St.-Mihiel, 
revisited scene with same outfit in World War II.



Surging past lone competitor, Ed Weinberg's Hot 
Tomatoe wins trial heat at good speed of 122.61 mph.

Supercharged engine makes Tomatoe hot!

Part of the color and fun of drag derby is provided 
by enthusiastic female boosters, who follow winners.
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Speed and spills are just a matter 
of course for the champions who power 

their souped-up dragsters in this
newest, most dangerous flat-water sport

Drag
7ehy

~  ■  Back in &

PHOTOS BY JOHN K. HAMILTON

1961, the Boat And Ski
Club of Long Beach, California, decided there 
was a blank spot in the national power boat 
racing program— drag racing. They held their 
first annual Boat Drags that fall at the Marine 
Stadium in Long Beach, and today the “drags" 
are solidly established. Although only 1000 
racers are involved in this type of high-speed 
competition, nearly 20,000 persons turned out 
for the 1962 derby. Unless you and your boat 
can do 30 mph, you can’t even enter this race.

With only fin, shaft and prop in water, drag boat blasts along at over 70 mph.
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Porpoising, inboard loses speed, falls behind 
winner, whose wake can be seen in foreground.

Drag Boat 
Derby CONTINUED

Powerboat racing is divided into three classes: 
closed course, marathon and drag. Of the 
1000 U. S. dragsters, over 200 showed up at 
Long Beach, and competed in categories that 
are broken down into five-mile-an-hour seg
ments: 30-35 mph; 35-40 mph, and so on to 
150 mph-and-over. On the first two days of 
this annual meet, qualifying trials are held to 
eliminate all but the finalists, who then pair 
off on the third day. Each trial heat pits only 
two boats against each other, so that heat win
ners keep racing until only two remain. The 
trials often provide more thrills and new speed 
records than the finals. Driving his unlimited 
class inboard, "Golden Thing," in the first heat, 
Chuck Gierth of Los Angeles pushed to a new 
world’s record of 158.17 mph. But in the re
maining trials, Gierth was unable to match 
or better this time, so he had to settle for an 
official time of 152.80 mph— which still broke 
his old record of 149 mph. Then, in the out
board category, Chuck Mersereau set a new 
record of 91.09 mph.

Chuck Gierth of Los Angeles set world record in the un
limited class with 152.80 mph. Old mark was 149 mph.
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The inboard boats are distinguished— as are 
cars on land— by two types of engines, super
charged and “ unblown gas" (no supercharg
er). In the latter category, Don Presson of 
Fresno, California, set a new world’s record 
of 94.63 mph. The 1962 competitions also 
produced two new breeds of boat, the “hydra- 
bout-runaplane,” a mutation of the runabout- 
hydroplane, and the “drag-hydro,” created 
for short-burst, high-speed drag racing.

Shirley Freek of Long Beach Boat And Ski Club 
posts phoned-in race results on giant scoreboard.
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Drag Boat 
Derby CONTINUED

A drag race is like the 100-yard dash 
in track— you go all-out, all the way. 
The straight drag course also sets 
up the boats for “ the fatal flip,” as 
one driver called it. At the speeds 
achieved by the dragsters, if a boat 
lifts on a small ripple and becomes 
airborne, or hits the smallest piece 
of debris, the dragster can go out 
of control, fly through the air in a 
twisting spin and hit with devastat
ing impact. Although skillful driving 
can eliminate most of this risk, even 
the world’s champions who race at 
Long Beach are not immune. In 
the 1962 meet, three boats flipped, 
seriously injuring two drivers; the 
other was unhurt. A fourth boat 
spun into the air and disintegrated.

Barry McCotvns Banzai, a very expensive 
drag boat, draws crowds at every appearance.

Two drivers were badly hurt in accidents. Above, attend
ants treat injured driver sprawled on bloody stretcher.

Dispirited loser uses paddle to bring his boat ashore.
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BY
LESTER
DAVID

Passionate or frigid, bossy 
or clinging, fickle or jealous, 
spendthrift or nagging—  
don’t let “bitchy” women 
run your life! Here’s expert 
advice on how to run them!



T HIS is the age of the difficult woman.
In Chicago, a man has his hands full with a 

woman who demands an incredible amount of 
sexual gratification.

In New York, a man is deeply involved with a 
woman who needs the approval of other men— many 
other men. She dips her cleavage ever lower, undu

lates her body and lets her eyes rove elsewhere.
In St. Louis, an overly ambitious wife is driving her 

husband faster than he wants to run.
In Denver, a woman is so jealous she sniffs her 

man’s undergarments for traces of another woman's 
perfume. These males aren’t alone with 
their troubles. The number of men

Illustrated, by 
John Huehnergarth
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suffering problem females has been spiraling up
ward at a fantastic rate. The casebooks of psycholo
gists, psychiatrists and guidance counselors are 
bulging, and divorce court dockets are fuller than 
they’ve ever been.

Experts in human behavior explain that never 
before in our history has the American woman had 
more freedom, more money, more clothes, finer 
homes or a generally better life— and, paradoxically, 
never has she been harder to live with, because of 
the problems besetting her pretty little psyche.

A man ought to give high priority to learning how 
to identify these problems— to finding out their char
acteristics, their origins and, specifically, how to 
handle them. After all, the chances are lamentably ex
cellent that you may wind up being married to one.

Here is a basic practical guide to the care and 
handling of difficult women— based on a solid, scien
tific foundation.

Put Itchy Ida into the spotlight first, because she's 
all over the place.

Ida’s overriding personality trait is dissatisfaction. 
She is the malcontent, the seeker after new experi
ences, the bemoaner of her lot in life. Nothing a 
man does pleases her for long. She shows her dis
content in her glance, her voice, her attitudes, her 
responses. She is petulant, easily bored, often quick 
to temper or tears. She complains that she is sitting 
by in a sheltered cove while the mainstream of life 
flows past her. Daily she compares her dreary and 
monotonous existence to your “wonderful and excit
ing” world outside, where you meet people, do things, 
live. Recognize anyone you know?

Right now, prodded by a best-selling book called 
“The Feminine Mystique,”  Ida wants— or thinks she 
wants— a Career in the Outside World in order to 
achieve Self-Fulfillment. There, she is solemnly told, 
lies her Ultimate Happiness.

Ida is thoroughly confused. Should she work? 
Should she go back to school for more training? Or 
does her real happiness lie in fulfilling the biological 
role of a woman— satisfying a man, bearing his young, 
caring for his nest— and nothing more? Unable to de
cide, she becomes frustrated— and itchy as hell. When 
she’s' like this, she’s miserable to live with. She 
wants, wants, wants— but she doesn’t know what or 
how much. Often she will get what she desires, be
ing a woman, and then she wants something else

somewhere else. There is really no satisfying her.
How do you handle Ida and de activate that infuri

ating itch?
A two-stage course of treatment is indicated, the 

experts advise.
The first step: Be a man in your relationships with 

her, a strong and masculine figure, a male in the 
fullest sense of the word. Nothing else can satisfy 
her more or make her more secure. Nothing else can 
really begin to take the edge off her itch. Says New 
York psychologist S. M. Whitebook, director of the 
Nassau Guidance and Counseling Center: “A man can 
help the undecided woman— this ‘Itchy Ida’— simply 
by being more of a man. In her deepest being, a 
woman wants to depend upon a man. She needs to 
know that she can find a kind of emotional shelter in 
him, which is what we call security. She wants to feel 
that he is strong enough, confident enough, to care 
for her, that she can rely upon him to handle the 
crises of living whenever they may arise.”

Psychologist Whitebook believes that any business 
organization with two presidents of absolutely equal 
power is headed for trouble. So too with man-woman 
relationships. Thus he elaborates upon the basic rule 
for handling Itchy Ida:

When it comes to decisions of consequence, accept 
her suggestions, listen thoughtfully, evaluate her 
ideas fairly— but cast the final vote yourself.

You make the decision on where the kids should go 
to college. You decide with whom you want to social
ize and whom you want to avoid. You decide where 
you want to go on an evening or a vacation. Consult 
with her on all these matters, of course. If she feels 
very strongly about a point, and if yielding won't 
make that much difference, then give in. But never 
turn over the decision-making power to her.

Be especially careful about the control of money, 
psychologist Whitebook asserts. He points out that 
in our society, control over the cash signifies, or 
eventually leads to, rule of the whole roost. Thus:

You pay the bills. No matter how burdensome the 
chore may be, find time to dole out the dough your
self to the creditors. Avoid the pitfall many men 
tumble into early in the game— handing a woman the 
paycheck and accepting a small allowance for them
selves. Nothing can de-masculinize a man more ef
fectively.

If a man is already in the trap, he should make 
a determined effort to grab hold of the purse strings 
and, holding them tight, climb out.

“A strong, self-reliant although essentially con
siderate male not only can earn the respect of a 
woman, but help her feel more comfortable about 
herself as a person,” says psychologist Whitebook.
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But will male strength alone cure Ida’s itchiness? 
Only partly— by reinforcing her own strength as a 
human being and thus enabling her to see her prob
lem more clearly, reach a decision more readily and 
have confidence that she has chosen wisely.

Which leads us to Part Two of the treatment: Help 
her arrive at a decision about her own role as a 
woman. Ask her to try to look deep inside herself and 
tell you what she really wants to do. Perhaps she 
wants only to be a man’s woman, but is swept along 
with the tide because it’s fashionable to seek a career. 
If she is really convinced she wants more than the 
house and home, explore with her the different ave
nues she can travel in terms of her education, intelli
gence and previous experience.

In this way, you can speedily knock out of her mind 
some romantic but totally unrealistic notions she may 
have been harboring. She can’t very well be an in
dustrial tycoon if she never had a business course, 
nor a mathematician if she can’t add a grocery bill. 
Find out what she has done, what she's studied, 
what she's good at— and help her move forward 
along those lines.

Forcing a woman to stay home against her will may 
win the battle for you, but cost you the war. You run 
the risk of having her resent you for the rest of her 
life. So maybe she should go out and have herself a 
little career. Why not? After all, more than 23,000,000 
women hold jobs these days. She may even become 
a more interesting person for the experience.

Of course, she can’t and shouldn't move into the 
big stream if it means neglecting the home and what
ever is inside— and this you should point out quietly, 
but logically and very firmly. No woman is justified 
in imperiling the safety of her home, no matter how 
excitingly the great outside world beckons.

The whole point, then, simmers down to this: Once 
Itchy Ida finds in a strong male the security she 
actually hungers for, once she is made to see what 
choices there are for her in addition to a life at home, 
once she takes the big step and sees for herself, her 
itchiness will diminish and eventually disappear.

Modern woman's itchiness, which is to say her 
constant craving for something she can’t quite sat
isfy, is also partly responsible for other behavior and 
personality problems. Being discontented, she may 
seek a measure of satisfaction in a variety of ways, 
many extremely irritating, not to say infuriating, to 
a man.

For example, she may try to dominate him.
Letty, who lives in Detroit, is a case in point. At 

32, she is beautiful and shapely, the kind of a woman 
a man wants to keep. Yet she's making it difficult for 
Harry, an importer, because (Continued on page 74)

APRIL, 1964 39



BEST SMALL CAR 
MONEY CAN BUY

You can’t build cars with more love 

and skill than crusty old Ferdinand 

Porsche poured into his. That’s why 

this world-famous auto expert says 

that to own a Porsche is to love one

IN THE early days of Adolf Hitler’s Thousand- 
Year Reich, people who wanted to rise in the 
Nazi firmament always addressed him as “ Mein 

Fiihrer”—and preceded this greeting with the uni
versal salutation: “Heil Hitler!"

One man who ignored this formula was Reichs- 
autokonstrukteur Doctor Ferdinand Porsche, who 
preferred the old-fashioned “ Gruss Gott”  as a greet
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ing, and simply called the German leader, “Herr 
Hitler.” Porsche also refused to wear any kind of 
party uniform.

Hitler was an Austrian, like Porsche, and he fan
cied himself a connoisseur of automobiles. Porsche 
stood high among the most gifted automotive engi
neers of all time, so the old man got away with it. 
After all, he had designed the Volkswagen, as well 
as the dreaded Tiger tank and the Ferdinand gun- 
carrier. He also conceived the mighty Mouse tank, a 
180-ton behemoth capable of fording a stream 20 
feet deep— a good feature, since bridges broke under 
it like matchsticks.

Porsche also designed the Porsche automobile, 
an accomplishment which in the view of many con
stitutes his chief claim to immortality. He may have 
been the last of the automotive giants, one of the 
authentic innovators who assured that the 20th Cen
tury would roll forward on wheels. Like his fellow 
inventors, Ford and Daimler and Benz and Royce

Dr. Porsche: Until his death in 1952, at 76, he made 
sure that the 20th Century rolled forward on wheels.

APRIL, 1964 41



1910 Prince Henry Austro-Daimler: 80 mph top speed.1900 Lohner-Porsche: two motors in front-wheel hubs.

a classic Porsche series, many of these superb sports cars can still zip along.1930 Mercedes SSK: one

BEST S M A L L  CAR 
MONEYCANBUY
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and Bugatti, he gave his name to the cars he made.
The Porsche automobile didn’t exist in 1947. Today 

it’s well-known and much sought after in every coun
try of the West, although the factory builds so few 
cars that the total must be spread thinly to cover 
the world: 8270 in 1961, about 10,000 in 1962. It 
is probably the best small car money can 
buy. Many experts think so. It’s strangely 
roomy, surprisingly comfortable. It’s 
quick, agile, very fast and it 
sticks splendidly to the 
road— any road. The 
stamp of old-fashioned 
German workmanship 
is on it. Indeed, in the 
firm’s early days, each 
engine was assembled 
by one man, who was 
entitled, when he had 
finished it—the job took 
25 hours—to hammer his 
initials into the aluminum 
crankcase. The factory aban
doned this practice some years 
ago, but the mark of one man,
Ferdinand Porsche, is still on the car from end to end. 
Like all great innovators, Porsche didn’t have to sign 
his work to make it recognizable.

He started early. In 1890, when he was 15, he in
stalled electric lighting in his father’s house in Bo
hemia. The job required more than merely wiring the 
house and plugging it into a public utility outlet. 
Electricity was rare in those days, available in only a 
few big cities. Porsche first had to make the stuff in 
the basement with a generator, then send it upstairs; 
and he built the generator, too.

The feat impressed Porsche senior, who was a tin
smith by trade and considered his calling to be so 
noble that he had insisted his son pursue it. But he 

conceded that the boy might have another 
talent and allowed him to go to Vienna 

and apprentice himself to a firm of elec
trical engineers. The boy was able to go

designed this first 
Volkswagen back in 

1934. Look familiar?

to school part-time, and by 1900 he was working for 
an ambitious coach-builder named Lohner. In fact, 
he was more than an employee; he was almost a 
partner.

The Paris Exposition of 1900 showed examples of 
the automobile, the new wonder of the world, and 
one of them was called the Lohner-Porsche. It was 
startling, not because it was an electric car, which was 
common enough, but because it had two motors. They 
were located in the hubs of the front wheels, which 
they drove. This made the wheels heavy, of course— 
253 pounds each— and the batteries weighed another 
900 pounds. Although it was cumbersome, the electri
cal drive worked well: the car could do 24 miles an 
hour, or 37 flat-out as a racer. The 24-year-old 
Porsche had produced it in ten weeks. It was some
thing of a sensation, but even Porsche didn’t realize 
that it demonstrated only (Continued on page 87)

In 1937, Porsche built stub-winged Daimler- 
Benz T-80 to break world land-speed record. He 
thought a 2500-hp airplane engine would let 
it go 405 mph. But Nazi chauvinism balked him.
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or r n  I  
shoot you 
with my 

broomstick99
Two weeks before Pearl Harbor, US 

Army "doughboys” were still playing
zany war games with dummy weapons
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BY EDWARD HYMOFF

T H E  SOLDIER heard the rustle in the underbrush and whirled around.
“ Malt, who goes there?”  he shouted.
From out of the darkness, a voice replied, “ Friend.”
“ Advance, friend, and be recognized!”  the sentry ordered, holding 

his rifle at port arms. A figure appeared out of the brush, similarly 
dressed.

“ What’s the password?”  the sentry called out.
“ Ohio,”  the intruder answered loudly. “ What’s the countersign?”
“ Over the hill in October,”  the sentry answered, adding, “ Pass, 

friend.”  Laughter erupted from the underbrush and the Blue Army 
patrol noisily moved back to its own lines. As they passed, one shadowy 
figure snickered and said, “ Yeah, halt— or I’ ll shoot you with my 
broomstick.”

And the wisecrack had a ring of truth to it. This was September, 
1 9 4 1 , three months before Pearl Harbor. There was a war on in Europe 
and in China, but it was still thousands of miles from the U.S. The 
only “ war”  involving America was being waged in the swamps o f Lou
isiana, the hills of Arkansas and on the plains of east Texas. The 
“ battlefronts”  were part of the first great U.S. Army maneuvers, by 
which a rabble of reluctant GI draftees were to be welded into a force 
that might hope to win a modern war.

On Louisiana maneuvers, motorcycle courier “ fires”  submachine gun in mock strafing attack.
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Lt. Gen. Ben Lear inspects 750-foot pontoon bridge spanning Red 
River. His career foundered when his Red Army failed to win.

“H alt-orlli 
shout you 
with my 

broomstick99

Military professionals would not have bet on this 
in 1941—the craziest year in the history of the U. S. 
Army. /

It was the year in which GIs, wearing World War I 
field equipment and helmets, were still called “dough
boys.”  It was the year of the “peep,” the tough little 
quarter-ton vehicle that was the forerunner of the 
famed jeep. It was the year when cavalry was still 
considered a fighting combat arm. It was the year 
when America’s first parachute battalions were 
formed, but Uncle Sam fielded an army without 
enough tanks, artillery, trucks, rifles or heavy equip
ment to fight a modern war.

It was a year when only a few high-ranking Ameri
can military leaders realized that war was just 
around the corner; the American public simply didn’t 
believe that it could happen to us. Thus the stage was 
set for the biggest military snafu in American history.

Small-scale maneuvers had been held in 1940; 
they revealed the U.S. Army’s flaws and none of its 
virtues—if it had any. “We’ve got to plan for forty- 
one,” General George C. Marshall warned his War 
Department general staff. “We should hold four 
maneuvers next year—in the Carolinas, in Louisiana

and Texas, California and Washington.”
These maneuvers were planned as the mold in 

which the raw army might be formed; instead they 
produced the leaders that led the U.S. Army during 
World War II.

Four field armies were to work out against one 
another to give 850,000 of America’s 1,600,000 soldiers 
their military training in the field. But Army brass 
first had to prepare the civilians living in the maneu
ver areas. Governors issued proclamations calling on 
farmers and citizens to allow use of their lands as 
a patriotic duty. Committees were organized in each 
state to coordinate the land rental program.

But many back country Southern farmers were 
against the whole business.

“ I don’t cotton to Yankees,”  one man protested. 
‘ ‘I seen one of them tank things in a movie,” an

other farmer complained when he was asked to rent 
his land. “It run right through a building. Nope, I 
can’t afford to lose my barn and pigpens.”

Another farmer allowed as how he remembered his 
pappy telling him that back in the “Great War,” the 
damyankees “stole chickens, hogs, horses and every 
consarned thing they could lay their hands onto.”
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Colonels and generals, wearing uniforms and full 
decorations were sent into the South to win over the 
local populations. “Specifically,” read an order signed 
by General Marshall, “Southern-bom officers with 
Southern accents should be given this most impor
tant mission.”

The biggest of the maneuvers began throughout 
Louisiana on September 15, 1941, a rainy Monday 
morning. The rain soaked 350,000 doughboys (and 
50,000 vehicles) as they began fighting what was 
described as “ the greatest sham battle in American 
history.” The attack began before dawn when two 
armored divisions of the Second (Red) Army com
manded by Lieutenant General Ben Lear crossed 
the muddy Red River to attack Lieutenant General 
Walter Krueger’s Third (Blue) Army.

For two days bad weather grounded pursuit planes 
and paratroopers. Under cover of the weather, ag
gressive Blue Army soldiers raided Red Army head
quarters. The raider squad rolled smoke pots into 
the huge circus tents that served as field headquar
ters, smoking out the Red Army brass. One private 
entered a small tent and, holding his rifle on the 
assembled officers, said, “Stand up and drop your

weapons. You’re all prisoners.”
A general indignantly complained that the pri

vate wasn’t supposed to fight a war that way. “Put 
your rifle down, soldier, and let us get back to work,” 
the officer said.

“Nuts to you, sir, this is war,” the soldier said 
firmly. “ Surrender, or I’ll shoot you all dead—bang, 
bang, bang.”

If these maneuvers weren’t fought with a “bigger 
bang for a buck,” to quote a defense official 25 years 
later, they were at least fought with a louder bang 
for a buck. Sound trucks traversed the battlefields 
with combat sounds thundering from loudspeakers.

In addition to these ersatz battle noises, there were 
“simulated” tanks and anti-tank guns, too. Six-by- 
six trucks were hung with signs that read “tank”— 
and here and there a stove pipe mounted between 
two tires, with a sign reading “ 105mm Howitzer,” 
stood for the armor and artillery Uncle Sam had not 
yet acquired.

The tone of the whole mock battle is well illus
trated by a day of “action” between the Red and 
Blue armies that involved old Number Seven. It was 
a 30-ton medium tank of the 2nd Armored Division
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Weapons were scarce, so many gun crews manned their own weapons, pretending they were large caliber guns.

‘Somewhere in Arkansas,”  107th Regiment cavalry goes into action against “ enemy”  in Second Army maneuvers.

commanded by Brigadier General George S. Patton. 
Number Seven was parked in the woods, its crew 
asleep on the ground nearby, while the tank com
pany’s cooks were preparing a pre-dawn breakfast 
—the only hot meal that day for the tankers. They 
didn’t know it, but their mission for the day was 
to drive deep into “enemy” territory to the north,

encircle Mt. Carmel, a town in central Louisiana, 
then return to Red lines that night.

In the early morning bustle, Private Marshall Hat
field—whose family knew something about fighting 
after many battles with the McCoys— strapped him
self in the driver’s seat of Number Seven and started 
up the engine. Crowding in after him were radio
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operator Private Howard Eckhardt; Private Max 
Grant, who handled the wooden 75mm gun; Private 
Royal Ferris, and Staff Sergeant Joseph Wingo, who 
was in charge of the five-tank platoon.

Blacked out, Number Seven led the platoon of 
tanks out of the bivouac area. By dawn they were 
clanking northeastward across open fields in a cloud 
of dust that sifted into every cranny of the tank, 
filtered under the tankers’ helmets and gritted be
tween their teeth. Ahead of them, half-tracks scouted 
woods and hedgerows, protecting the main force from 
anti-tank guns.

However, they missed one hidden battery of anti
tank dummies, some of the 250 dummy 37mm anti
tank guns that had been built for the 29th Division 
before it moved out of Fort Meade, Maryland. These 
had been assembled from old truck parts and other 
odds and ends of junk.

Although the tank column stopped frequently to 
get reports from the scout cars, by mid-morning the 
high water tower at Mt. Carmel was visible over 
the hills ahead. The tanks rumbled across an open 
field and into a clump of trees where they rendez
voused with gasoline trucks and refueled. A half- 
hour later they were on the road again, when they 
suddenly ran into a roadblock of 37mm anti-tank 
guns.

The tank gun turrets with their wooden dummy 
75s swung toward the roadblock, and anti-tank gun
ners quickly trained their equally silent guns on the 
tanks.

There was a long pause. The question was: who 
had knocked out whom first? An umpire waving a 
white flag emerged from the underbrush and ran

"Half or ill  
shoot you 
with iny 

broomstick99

up to Number Seven.^
“ You’re out of action,” 
shouted the umpire, a 
very young lieutenant.
The hatch snapped 
open and Sergeant 
Wingo, livid and pro
testing, popped his head and shoulders out. “But, 
sir, we saw them first,” he yelled at the lieutenant, 
an ROTC officer just called to active duty. Seventeen 
years of Regular Army duty couldn’t buck the 17- 
day-old authority of the young second lieutenant, 
who drew himself up and shouted back: “You’re 
dead, Sergeant! Now move your tank off the field. 
I’m an officer.”

Fortunately for the veteran noncom, one of the 
scout cars drove up. A  captain jumped out and 
shouted, “What’s going on here?”  The lieutenant 
tried to explain, but the captain, Sergeant Wingo’s 
CO, shouted even louder. “ I’m a captain, goddammit, 
and I say that my tanks saw the roadblock first and 
knocked it out.”

Another vehicle came roaring up and screeched 
to a halt. A major from the defending Blue Army 
hopped out. He in turn overruled the captain. It 
should have ended there— but it didn’t. Other tanks 
pulled up, more tankers crawled out and got into 
the fight. They were matched by anti-tank gunners 
who crawled out of hidden gun positions.

Soon 50 or 60 bellicose young men were crowded 
around the angry officers hotly debating who had won 
the skirmish.

Then one tanker private said one word too many 
to an anti-tank gunner. (Continued on page 77)

Short of military vehicles, the Army rented more than 100 taxis 
from a Texas firm to be staff cars for the maneuvering army.

The leisurely pace of the maneuvers mirrored
the U.S. preparedness attitude of the 1930s.
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Relentless research by 80 FBI men and 100 detectives 

finally broke this “perfect” crime By d o u g la s  g. h e a r le

Y OU COULD taste it right from the begin
ning. It was one of those stories that made 
you wish you were on vacation, on another 

assignment—anything to be away from this 
place.

It wasn’t the neighborhood. It was a fine 
neighborhood. The lawns were well kept, the 
houses better than average, the streets clean. 
Nor was it the house in front of which we stood. 
Seventeen Albemarle Road was one of the nicer 
houses on the street. It must have cost $50,000, 
a white, sprawling ranch house with a blue 
roof.

As we stood in the rain outside it, shortly be
fore dawn on July 5, 1956, we knew just what 
it was about this story that made it so repulsive. 
It was what reporters call a “ghoul” job, a story 
that takes newspapermen close up to families 
that have been struck with tragedy. A job that 
forces us to ask these people prying, hurtful 
questions. But eight million people in New York 
City would want to know about this family, and 
it was our job to breach the wall.

The story was 15 hours old now, but we knew 
even then that it was going to grow a lot older. 
It would be a tough story for us to cover and a
D raw ing by W a lter  R ichards

tough case for the local police officers to crack.
It was a kidnapping. For ransom—and the 

victim was a baby.
The Fourth of July, 1956, had been a pleasant, 

still, kind of warm summer day in Westbury, 
Long Island. Most of the folks who lived on and 
around Albemarle Road had gone to the beach 
or the country; their houses were silent and 
locked. As the sun rose higher, the echoes of 
one or two lawn-mowers broke the stillness and 
eventually mingled with the shouts of a half- 
dozen or more neighborhood kids at play. How
ever, for the most part, the town of Westbury 
was lazy and still. Those who had chosen to 
spend the holiday at home had also chosen to 
spend it leisurely.

That was the mood which hung over the 
handsome home of Morris Weinberger, a well- 
to-do wholesale druggist, his wife Beatrice and 
their two sons: Lewis, two years old, and Peter, 
who had been born only 33 days earlier.

As the day wore on, young Lewis became 
slightly restless. To settle him down, the father 
decided to give the boy a ride in the family car.

Beatrice Weinberger, a former high school 
biology teacher took baby Peter out in his car-

After “snatching’ the baby, the kidnapper dumped him 
into the underbrush, then began tormenting the parents.

APRIL, 1964 51



riage for a ride around the neighborhood sidewalks. 
It was a brief tour, and within 15 minutes she had re
turned to the house. Peter seemed sleepy and, rather 
than disturb him by bringing him into the house, the 
33-year-old mother adjusted a mosquito netting over 
the carriage and left it on the rear patio just beyond 
the entrance to the house—and also visible from the 
street across 60 feet of lawn.

Baby presents were still arriving in celebration of 
Peter’s recent birth, and many of them were piled up 
in the living room. Beatrice Weinberger thought this 
would be the ideal time to store some of them. Hus
band and number one boy were out from underfoot, 
and number two boy was asleep. She hurried into the 
house to do the job. She returned to the patio after 
a few minutes to change Peter’s diaper, but found 
him sleeping so soundly that she tiptoed softly inside 
the house again. Perhaps a quarter of an hour passed 
before she returned to the window looking out over 
the patio. Casually she glanced through the open 
window. Her eyes widened. Strangely, the mosquito 
netting she had affixed over the carriage was dis
arranged. Quickly she hurried out the door to rear
range it lest some insect bite her child. Three steps 
across the patio brought her to the carriage. She 
stopped short and stared in disbelief. The breath left 
her and it was a full ten seconds before her heart 
would allow her brain to believe what she saw—and 
then she screamed long and loud as her fingers 
gripped the padded edges of the empty carriage.

The Weinbergers had paid extra for the patio when 
they had bought the house. The flagstones which

Plagued by cruel crank phone calls, the Weinbergers 
went on TV to plead in vain for their baby’s life.

made up the patio floor had been expensive but were 
cool on a hot summer’s day and delightful underfoot 
during a cookout. Suddenly they looked hideous to 
Beatrice Weinberger. With her hands pressed to her 
cheeks she looked now at the flagstones beneath her 
feet. There, directly under the abandoned carriage, 
was a piece of paper which had been torn from a ring 
notebook. The message, written in green ink, was 
incomprehensible to her. She crumpled the sheet of 
paper in her hand and ran, still screaming, across the 
lawn and wildly down Albemarle Road.

Neighbors heard the screams:
“Help me, help me,” she shrieked. “My baby, my 

baby . .
Mrs. Weinberger was still hysterical ten minutes 

later when her husband and son returned. Shaking 
uncontrollably, she wordlessly handed Morris Wein
berger the crumpled message she had found under 
Peter’s carriage. He smoothed out the letter and his 
lips trembled as he mouthed the words soundlessly:

Attention.
I am sorry this had to happen but I am in a bad 
need for money and couldn’t get it any other way. 
Don’t tell anyone or go to the police about it be
cause I am watching you closely. I am scared stiff 
and will kill the baby at your first wrong move. 
Just put $2000 (two thousand) in small bills in a 
brown envelope and place it next to the signpost 
at the comer of Albemarle Road and Park Avenue 
exactly 10 o’clock tomorrow (Thursday) morning. 
If everything goes smooth I will bring the baby 
back and leave him in the same corner “safe and 
happy” at exactly noon. No excuses. I can’t wait.

Your Baby Sitter.

Weinberger reread the note carefully. Then he 
turned to his wife.

“Have you looked for him?”
She shook her head; the only sounds were those of 

a heartbroken mother sobbing softly.
“Beatrice, how long ago did it happen? When did 

you miss the baby?” Morris Weinberger asked.
A neighbor spoke up.
“ It was only ten or fifteen minutes ago, Morris, 

when she started screaming. It must have been then.” 
Morris Weinberger glanced once more at the note. 

One order jumped out at him:
“Don’t tell anyone or go to the police . . .” It was 

followed by the awful threat . . .  “ I am scared stiff 
and will kill the baby . . .*’

He put the note on the table, then walked directly 
to the phone and asked the operator to connect him 
with the Nassau County Police Department. Less than 
a quarter of an hour later, the holiday stillness that 
had settled over Westbury had vanished.

Westbury is not just another small town. It is a 
suburb of New York City, and the newspapermen in 
New York City are a different breed. The slightest 
unusual activity on the part of the police is uncannily
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Betrayed by his handwriting, kidnapper Angelo LaMarca was caught by FBI. He died in the electric chair.

detected, and on this occasion the only difference is 
that it took a few hours longer. By evening the re
porters whose business it is to know such things knew 
them and had met with Nassau County police officials. 
At the request of the officials, the story of the kid
napping was held up while efforts to regain the child 
were made. However, due to a misunderstanding on 
the part of a radio station and a newspaper, the story 
broke late that night. Other papers who had vowed 
to keep the secret now had to protect themselves and, 
scant hours before a secret meeting was to take place 
for the ransom exchange, the name Weinberger was 
being screeched across the metropolitan area. The 
secret was no more.

Now it was simply a case of open attempts to keep 
faith with the kidnapper.

In an attempt to reduce the amount of activity 
around the Weinberger house, arrangements were 
made for the throng of reporters and photographers 
gathered outside in the pre-dawn rain to be housed 
nearby while a pool reporter stayed with police.

By morning baby Peter Weinberger had missed

four bottles, and his mother was sick with fright.
Slowly, methodically, the police went over every 

detail of information. Peter, who weighed eight 
pounds, was wearing a diaper, shirt, a yellow and 
green kimono and a yellow peaked cap. He was 
wrapped in a yellow receiving blanket at the time 
he was kidnapped.

A practical nurse, who had stayed with the Wein
bergers when Lewis was born, had cared for Peter 
during his first days at home. She was questioned 
during the night and immediately cleared of any con
nection with the crime.

Every house and area in the vicinity of the Wein
berger home was searched, but the detectives were 
unable to come up with a single lead. As daylight 
arrived, the authorities decided there was but one 
course of action left open to them. That was to co
operate with the instructions in the ransom note and 
hope the kidnapper would keep his end of the bar
gain.

Two packets of money were prepared to pay off the 
ransom. There were two (Continued on page 72)
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JACK RUBY'S 
MARVELOUS 
MOUTHPIECE

BY ARNOLD HANO

Mel Belli, attorney for the man who shot 
Lee Oswald, is a legal Barnum who’s dangled “ human” legs before 

a jury— and had women strip to the waist in court!

W HEN M elvin M. B elli was chosen to defend Jack 
Ruby, the man w ho shot Lee H arvey Oswald, a 
Memphis attorney wailed:

“ B elli w ill m ake a Rom an circus out o f  the trial.”  
M elvin M ouron B elli (pronounced be ll-eye , not 

be lly ) smiled and said, “ That one belongs in m y 
‘ROB’ file.”  He was referring to a bulging file he 
keeps in his luxurious San Francisco office. The file 
is m arked: “ Rust on the Bar.”  B elli refers to this 
collection o f criticism , em anating from  m em bers of 
his own profession, by  its initials: ROB.

It is always a m oot point whether M el B elli w ill 
m ake a “ circus”  out o f  a trial. It is not unlike Belli, 
for instance, to wear cow boy  boots in court. W ith 
spats. Once he dropped a plastic uterus in the lap of 
a wom an juror. Then in a personal-in jury case in
volving a wom an w ho had lost a leg in a streetcar 
accident, Belli brought into court each m orning a 
bulky, L-shaped ob ject wrapped in butcher paper. 
He toyed with the package until his final argument 
before the jury. Then Belli dram atically opened the 
paper and dangled the ob ject over the ju ry  box, be

fore  circulating it. It was an artificial leg. B elli’s 
client w on a $100,000 judgm ent.

He cram s a courtroom  with blackboards, colored 
chalk, skeletons, huge, b low n -u p  photographs, scale 
m odels, and all the im pedim enta teachers call audio
visual aids and w hich trial law yers call “ dem onstra
tive evidence.”  N or is it lim ited exclusively  to inani
mate evidence.

B elli once had a fem al client strip naked to the 
waist, so that he cou ld  dem onstrate what a botch a 
plastic surgeon had m ade o f his professed attempt “ to 
g ive her the breasts o f a virg in .”  The jurors took one 
horrified look  at the scarred breasts, and voted the 
w eeping wom an $1X0,000.

A ll o f w hich has caused Dean W illiam  Prosser of 
the University o f  California (w here  B elli himself 
received his LL.B. in 1933) to label the boyishly 
handsom e, beefy , w hite-haired, 56 -year-o ld  B elli “ a 
H ollyw ood producer,”  and his trials as epics “ o f the 
super-colossal.”

But it is not a m oot point w hether B elli has made 
a circus out o f life, and in that circus he has been

Belli, right, and client Jack Ruby: although millions watched 
Ruby commit the crime on television, don’t bet against Belli.
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When Belli bet he would race naked around the block, 
his friends thoughtfully tipped off the sorority girls
ringmaster, h igh-w ire walker, lion tamer, juggler 
and clown.

Mel Belli once had a Russian valet named Sergei. 
Belli did not speak Russian. The valet did not speak 
English. The deadlock was broken by having Belli 
write out his instructions in English and mail them 
from San Francisco to the Tolstoi Foundation in 
New York, where they were translated into Russian, 
mailed back, and handed to Sergei. “ It wasn’t very 
effective,” Belli recalls soberly, “ when I couldn ’t find 
my goddam green tie.”

Incongruity—even absurdity— characterizes Mel 
Belli. One year, when he was running for the office 
of president of a distinguished academ y of interna
tional lawyers. Belli was taken aside the day before 
the election by an earnest friend, who said: “ Look, 
Mel, watch what you wear tom orrow .”

So Belli put on a pair o f skintight trousers— bright 
red—and lost the post by one vote.

Belli once owned a parrot named John whose only 
diet was Jim Beam whisky and coffee. The parrot 
lived 45 years. Belli also owned a $3000 bloodhound 
who finally ran away. God knows what his diet was. 
His defection took place the same week B elli’s then 
w ife (he ’s been married thrice; the third seems to 
be the charm ) also left. Belli wept openly. For the 
bloodhound. At the w ife 's divorce action, Belli was 
ordered to make a substantial payment. Belli filled a 
gunny sack with coins, and placed a dead fish at the 
bottom. “ That was for her lawyer. He sm elled  so.”

You might say there was reason for Belli's wives 
to leave. One year his bride of the moment took off 
for a brief vacation in Las Vegas. Belli hired a private 
detective to tail his w ife, and then invited a lady 
friend to his San Francisco apartment. But as private 
detectives often do, this one lost his quarry in Las 
Vegas. The door to the apartment opened one night, 
and in walked B elli’s wife.

Leaping out of bed, clothed only in his aplom b, 
Belli said grandly: “ Dr. Livingstone, I want you to 
meet Mr. Stanley.” Then he added: “ I always wanted 
to use that line.”

Today, Mel Belli earns roughly a quarter of a m il
lion dollars a year, into which he makes rapid in
roads. There was, for instance, the $50,000 he blew 
on a m ovie, Tokyo File 22, one of the all-tim e artistic 
and financial turkeys. Belli also invested heavily in a 
restaurant in Redw ood City, California, Fong’s Iro
quois Gardens, a com bination of Chinese and A m eri- 
can-Indian ownership with Italian cooking— a culi

nary disaster that still gives Belli indigestion.
Belli has also failed to prosper from  Texas oil wells, 

the invention of a toothbrush that automatically feeds 
itself a glob of toothpaste, except when it misfires, 
and a nut cracker that instead of cracking, pulverized. 
Perhaps most typical was the team -w alk Belli spon
sored from  Florida to California. “ I gave two guys 
seven hundred and fifty dollars and flew them to 
Florida. They were supposed to walk across the 
country, stopping off to see friends, and whenever 
they might be asked what the hell they were doing, 
they w ere supposed to answer: ‘Mel Belli sent m e.’ 
The only walking they did was from  the plane to the 
nearest bar in Miami.”

Mel Belli— w ho drives a Lincoln Continental with 
hubcaps that cost $56 (ea ch )— lets the milk bills pile 
up until service is shut off. His phone bills often run a 
thousand bucks a month, yet he will argue success
fully for a minute o f free talk because a connection 
was scratchy.

Not that m oney is in any way the keynote of Mel 
Belli. A  “ w oolly  eccentricity” describes him far 
better. When Mel Belli is invited to address the stu
dents of Harvard Law School, he announces his 
subject as: “ The Gentle Art of Am bulance Chasing.” 
He once introduced “ Professor Julian O’Brien, tax 
expert,” to a seminar o f lawyers in Miami. O ’Brien 
turned out to be M ickey Cohen. When rebuked for 
this disrespect by members o f the Am erican Bar 
Association, Belli called them "dull, dry and gutless.”

He fought a $5 litterbug rap in San Francisco, 
where he had tossed an apple core in the street, by 
flying in a lawyer from Rom e to represent him. 
There is a splendid irreverence in much of what Mel 
Belli does or says. On a shelf in his Telegraph Hill 
apartment sit tw o black oblong boxes, marked “ Jury 
Box No. 1”  and “Jury Box No. 3.”  “ I swiped them 
from  a ju ry room ,”  Belli explains. “ They’re fine for 
carrying whisky to picnics.”

N obody is better at carrying whisky to picnics. 
Once Belli went fishing in Alaska with fun-loving 
H. A lva Brumfield, attorney for the late Earl Long 
( “ and even crazier than Long,”  Belli insists). The 
two men fished the trout-filled W oolick River, north 
of the Arctic Circle. Belli was, as usual, dressed for 
the occasion. He w ore a hacking jacket, made espe
cially for him by Anderson and Sheppard of Savile 
R ow ; a hom burg from  Bullock and Jones; Texas 
boots from  Luchessa in San Antonio; and red flannel 
underwear from  J. C. ( Continued on page 84)

Belli, 56, loathes insurance firms and doctors. “ I am a Leo,' 
Ite explains, “ wild, enthusiastic, violent. . . . L ike Mussolini.'



( Continued from page 13) 
“Crop-dusting,”  I interrupted. “We 

went broke.”
“ . . . Corresponded a few times and 

except for a squadron reunion in 
nineteen fifty-four, apparently never 
had any further contact.” His eyes 
left the folder and drifted up to 
meet mine.

“So what?”  I said.
“So out of a clear blue sky he left 

you a half-million dollar investment.”

I  put down my coffee and leaned 
on the table. The little man was get
ting to me.

“ Is his family contesting his will?” 
1 asked.

Reed’s mouth twitched. “You know 
he has none.”

“ Is the state?”
“Well, no.”
“Don’t hesitate, Mr. Reed. You’re 

off limits and you know it. Put it on 
the line or take a walk. You just 
don’t impress me at all.”

“Del is trying to . . . let’s say, fore
stall action, Mr. Fallon,” Trusky said 
quietly.

“The will hasn’t even been pro
bated yet,” I reminded him. “ I’m 
here because Tuck’s lawyer wrote me. 
Now where does the state come in? 
So Tuck leaves his old buddy an air
field, the Capital K. I come down here 
to see what it’s all about and the 
action starts before I even get there.” 

“Had you known about the will?” 
Reed said.

“No. But it doesn’t surprise me.” 
“Why not?”
“Because we’re two of a kind. 

Neither one of us had anybody else. 
In the Army we took pretty good 
care of each other, and if one of us 
had been knocked off the other would 
have gotten his gear.”

“Who was your National Service 
Insurance made out to, Mr. Fallon?” 

“An orphanage, Mr. Reed. So was 
Tuck’s. If you read all those papers 
you should know that.”

He ignored the remark. “Do you 
have a will?”

“What for? Outside of that Mus
tang, I don’t have anything.”

Trusky tapped the table with a 
forefinger. “ Old fighter plane, isn’t 
it?”

“You know it. You were there, 
weren’t you?”

The cop smiled and shrugged. 
“ Practical to own?”

“For my purposes,” I told him. 
Reed snapped the folder shut. “ And 

what may those purposes be?”
I pointed toward his lap. “ What do 

the papers say, buddy?”
“That you worked for a motion

picture company. I can’t see where 
owning an airplane . . .”

“You don’t see much at all. Were 
you elected or appointed?” 

“Appointed, but . . .”
“ Then somebody’s pretty damn 

stupid.”
“ Listen!”
“Aw, shut up.” I looked at Trusky 

and he was trying not to grin. I said, 
“ I’ve worked with Demeret Pictures 
off and on for ten years. When they 
go on location, I fly the daily takes 
back to the lab for developing, then 
hustle them up to the location for 
screening the next day. But that’s 
beside the point. Let’s get to the busi
ness you’re trying to involve me in.” 

Trusky said, “ If you inherit the 
Capital K, what do you intend doing 
with it?”

“Run it . . . sell it . . . how the hell 
do I know. You got any ideas?”

“ I might.”
“Then let’s hear them.”
“Let’s see what you do with it 

first.”
It started to come through then, 

even the bit with the blonde outside. 
“What was Tucker doing with it?” I 
asked them.

T rusky threw Reed a sidewards 
glance and when the attorney nodded 
he said, “There’s been some specula
tion in higher quarters that your 
friend might have been engaged in 
some illegal activities.”

“Like what?”
He shrugged again. “ Florida’s close 

to enough places to make a lot of 
illegal things practical if you don’t 
mind getting killed for them.” They 
stood up and Trusky said, “ See you 
tomorrow. We’re going through all of 
your friend’s papers, private and 
business. Everything. You can lodge 
a complaint if you feel like it.”

I gave him a grin that was all 
teeth. “ Hell, why should I? Be my 
guest.”

CHAPTER 2
The wire services had never said 

much about it. Tucker had simply 
flown out in the Staggerwing Beech 
he had liked so well and never come 
back. He had told Charlie Traub, his 
chief mechanic, that he was going to 
do some preliminary work on an 
aerial survey job he was bidding on 
and headed for the southern tip of 
Florida. An hour after take-off, a line 
squall came up. It was supposed that 
Tuck tried to fly around it, couldn’t 
get through and ditched in the ocean. 
An air-sea rescue unit located pieces 
of wreckage that were unmistakably 
from his plane.

You get old but never bold. It just 
didn’t sound like Tuck.

Only the local paper played up the 
incident big. Tucker Stacy was a 
prominent character in Celada, a war 
hero who turned an old Air Force 
auxiliary field into the Capital K and 
promoted a couple of electronics 
plants to locate in the area. That, 
with a booming resort section, put 
Celada on the map and Tucker Stacy 
in the city council.

Id Tuck, how he had changed. He 
sure used to be the wild-assed one, 
ready to charge into anything. Nine 
confirmed kills on Me-109s. Tuck? 
Hey, remember that leave in London? 
That pair c f Scot lassies! Crazy, 
man. What did they teach them on 
that farm? Remember? Remember, 
hell. When you’re dead you don’t 
remember anything.

I propped the scuffed jump boots 
on the end of the couch and looked 
at the ceiling. Across the room, the 
TV was giving the weather reports 
for tomorrow. Hot. Clear. Prob
ably local thundershowers in the 
afternoon.

When the knock came 1 said, 
“ Come on in,” and didn’t take my 
eyes off the ceiling. The door snicked 
shut. “ I’ve been waiting for you,” 
I said.

Lois Hays tilted her head and 
smiled. “Sure of yourself, aren't
you?”

“ Why not?”
She was prettier face to face than 

reflected in a plate glass window. 
Even though the suit was cut in an 
almost military fashion, she couldn’t 
hide the full thrust of her breasts or 
the rich sweep of her hips and 
thighs.

“You got pretty legs,”  I said. “ Pneu
matic. Soft, cushiony.”

“ I don’t know if I should thank 
you or not.”

“ N ev er  m ind  that. Just m ake the 
p itch .”

“What?”
“ Honey,” I said, “you made the 

point clear in the lounge. I dug the 
bit with the legs and all. I appreciate 
the generosity. Now let’s hear the 
offer.”

For a moment she poised there, 
motionless, then her face flushed and 
the anger tightened her mouth. But 
only for a second. The pink left her 
cheeks and she laughed deep in her 
throat. “ I think you’ve known too 
many hotel rooms and too many . .

“ Whores?” I added for her.
She didn’t get mad. “Like you say, 

why not?”
I turned  m y head  and grinned . I
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couldn’t have made a pretty sight. I 
still hadn’t shaved and the scar on 
my face always showed worse then. 
“ Wrong, baby. I’m a funny sort of 
guy. I never buy it. It gets given 
to me or I take it.”

“Should I be frightened?” She 
laughed again and sat down.

“Not tonight, kid. I’m tired. It’s 
been a long day.” I closed my eyes 
and settled back. “What do you 
want?”

“A story.”
“Yeah, sure.”

| could feel her smiling. “ My name 
is Karen Morgan. I’m with Barrett 
Syndicated Features and I’d like to 
get some background on Tucker 
Stacy, and, of course, you and your 
plans. You may not know it, but Mr. 
Stacy’s activities were of great in
terest statewide.”

“Honey,” I said, “ cut the crap.”
I opened my eyes and she was 

watching me, the softness gone from 
her face. She was steady, studying 
me, waiting. “ I don’t understand,” 
she said.

“Tuck’s death is only a local mat
ter,” I said.

Her tongue touched her lips. “All 
right, I’ll come clean,” she said. 
“ There’s been speculation.”

“How about that.”
“Aren’t you interested?”
"Kid, Tuck and I faced death 

plenty of times. You’re bound to get 
it someday anyway. I’ve had a plane 
torn apart under me in a storm.” 

“Have you checked the weather for 
the day he died? Several planes flew 
through that line squall without any 
difficulty.”

“Sugar, inside a thunderhead . . .” 
“There weren’t any severe ones. I 

have verified pilot reports to that 
effect. So does Miami. The squall 
line was light. A  Cessna 90 and two 
Tripacers passed through it.”

“So?” ’
“So there’s been some specula

tion. . . .”
I twisted on the couch and propped 

my head in my hand. “ What about?” 
Her smile was almost disarming. 

“Were you ever a policeman?”
“No, but I’ve operated in their area 

of work.”
“Very well. Mr. Stacy, it was 

rumored, was not above turning a 
dishonest dollar.”

“With all his loot and his invest
ment here it doesn’t sound reason
able, honey. As an airport, the Capi
tal K is a going concern. Try again.” 

She stood up quickly, frowning in 
concentration, and walked toward 
me. There was a “woman-with-a-

mission” look spread right across her 
face. “A  few years ago he had noth
ing except a few surplus airplanes. 
Somehow he managed all this. It 
came suddenly and expanded fast. 
The big question is why.”

“ He was lucky, baby.”
“All right. Then the big question 

is how."
I shrugged. Tuck’s business was no 

affair of mine. “Where do I come 
in?”

She found my eyes with hers. “Sup
posing he did have an illegal opera
tion going somewhere, then the pos
sibility of his having been killed 
would be increased, correct?”

I nodded noncommittally.
“And there’s a possibility that he 

would have left some record of a 
sort.”

I nodded again.
“ If I could see his papers . . .  or 

whatever effects he left. . . .  I might 
be able to come up with a story.” 
She paused and gave an impatient 
toss of her head. Hair swirled across 
her shoulders like a golden wave. 
“ You inherit his property. You could 
let me do this. Will you?”

“ Maybe,” I said. “ What’ll you 
give me?”

Her eyebrows raised. “What . . . 
do you want?”

“ Try me and see.”
For three full seconds she stood 

there, a curious smile toying with 
the edges of her mouth. Then her 
hands went to the buttons of her 
jacket and flipped them open. She 
dropped it to the floor, then did the 
same thing to her blouse. There was 
another minute pause before her 
fingers went to the hooks of the 
brassiere at her back. With a mo
tion of her shoulders, she let it slip 
down her arms, dangled it a mo
ment in her fingers, then dropped 
that, too.

T h e  smile was gone now. In its 
place there was an intense, sultry 
look she couldn’t conceal. Her 
breasts were magnificently full, 
seeming to pulsate with pressure that 
wanted to burst through the taut red 
nipples. Her breath was jerky and 
a shudder went through her shoul
ders to twist down into the supple, 
trim waist that flowed into her skirt.

I hadn’t moved. I just watched 
her. It was something she had never 
done before and showed it, and the 
doing had turned her into a person 
she had tried hard to conceal. She 
swayed toward me and in another 
moment would have taken the step 
that would put her inside my reach. 
Already I could see her hand groping,

feeling for the zipper at her side.
I got up quickly, walked to the 

door and turned around. “Nice act, 
Lois, but you’ll never make the big 
time.”

It was as if I had belted her. The 
longing disappeared and for a mo
ment there was a hint of fear, then 
something else.

“Lois?” she said.
“ We’ve met before, baby. You didn’t 

get what you came after then, either.”

CHAPTER 3
From the air the runway system 

of Tuck’s airport was shaped like a 
capital K, and that’s how it got its 
name. It was built during the war 
as an auxiliary to nearby Martin 
AAFB, but not enough B-24s or 17s 
put down there to cave in the run
ways so it was in top shape. Tuck 
had erected a fine operations build
ing, attached a lounge and restaurant, 
added a motel unit and a group of 
specialty shops built around a gen
erous swimming pool. There was a 
golf course bordering the south edge 
of the field, several tennis courts, an 
adjacent highway and, at the far end 
of the field, away from the social cen
ter, the hangar area. Not a very mili
tary setup, but a profitable deal in 
these days of fly-in vacations. At 
night, each burning light read like 
a dollar sign. The motel units were 
filled, maintenance and repair was 
going on around the clock in the 
hangars, and overhead was the spo
radic drone of light planes coming 
into the pattern.

A t  9 o ’clock I got one of the kids 
who drove the caddy cars to take me 
to the hangars. Tuck had had his 
office there, where he liked it best 
. . .  in the middle of engines and air
frames. Sam Devin, Tuck’s attorney, 
would have preferred his own office, 
but he was looking to please what 
might mean a new account, so he 
came where I asked him to.

Sam was a short, wiry guy with a 
grey crew-cut. He was probably 
pushing 60 but moved like 30. His 
eyes gave him away. They had seen 
the inside of too many courtrooms 
and too much misery. We shook 
hands briefly, and Sam said, “Charlie 
Traub will be here in just a minute. 
Mind waiting?”

I said no, poured myself a beer 
from the cooler in the corner and sat 
down. Charlie Traub came in like a 
little fox terrier, introduced himself 
to me on the way to the cooler and 
pulled up a chair.

In one way he was like Sam. He 
had the stamp of the old-time flier
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all over him, from his stained white 
coveralls to the wrench scars on his 
knuckles. They were both about the 
same age until you read their eyes. 
There was still a lot of life left in 
Charlie’s.

Sam spread his papers out on the 
desk. “Ready?”

Both of us nodded.
“Fine.” He picked up the top 

sheet, glanced at it briefly and put 
it down. “ Tucker’s will provides for 
two persons. Charlie Traub here gets 
twenty thousand in cash, three air
planes specified here and a five per
cent participation in the profits of 
the Capital K. He is to remain here 
in his present position for one year 
before he can be fired.

“And to Cat Fallon here goes the 
entire rest of Tucker’s estate. I 
haven't had time to itemize the as
sets, but to give you an idea, I’d say 
the cash value of his properties is 
about a million. On deposit is some 
two hundred thousand dollars.” 

“Anything else?" I asked.
“Just a personal letter to you, Mr. 

Fallon.” Sam fingered an envelope 
and handed it across the desk to me. 
It was sealed and the note inside 
was undated. From what it said, it 
seemed neither important nor cryptic.

Dear Cat: Keep things going 
for me. There aren’t too many of 
us left. A few maybe, but not 
many. Like Verdo and Cristy. 
Have fun. Don’t choke on a 
banana.

| felt myself frowning at the note 
the second time I read it. Who the 
hell were Verdo and Cristy? The 
names sounded familiar enough, but 
I sure couldn’t recall them. Back in 
the old days, Tuck knew everybody 
on the base and in town. Me, I didn’t 
give a damn for any of them. Verdo 
and Cristy! Well, hello to them 
wherever they were. I folded the 
note and stuck it in my pocket.

Sam said, “ Now for your immedi
ate plans, Mr. Fallon . .

I waved him off. “Let’s keep things 
running the way they are. Charlie 
knows the maintenance end and the 
rest of the staff must be on the ball. 
The Capital K has been making 
money. I’ll take a look at Tuck's per
sonal end and see how I can fit in. 
Hell, I got no place else to go any
way. Sound okay?”

“Fine with me,”  Charlie mused. 
Sam stood up and began collecting 

his papers. “ I’ll have everything in 
final form in a few days,” he said.

“ Before you go,” I said, “ just one 
more thing. Between us.”

Both of them glanced up sharply.

“Did Tuck have something going 
for him?”

They exchanged sharp looks, then 
Charlie squinted and looked at the 
ceiling.”  “ Like what, Cat?”

“Let’s cut it clean. Was he in
volved in anything illegal?”

“ Why do you ask?”
“ Because, Sam, the cops are al

ready asking questions and I gave 
my approval for them to poke around 
Tuck’s papers. How does that sound 
to you? Upset any applecarts?”

H e  didn’t hesitate. “ Nope. They 
can look all they want. If Tuck or 
anybody else were involved with an 
illegal operation to my knowledge 
. . .  or even if I suspected it . . .  I 
wouldn’t be here.”

“Good enough. How about you, 
Charlie?”

“As far as I know, nix. He made 
some smart deals, but legal right 
down the line. He never chiseled or 
stole and his credit was tops. He’s 
flown out of here alone many a time 
without bothering to tell me where 
he was headed. I didn’t check his 
flight plans or even know if he filed 
any. But hell, a guy’s entitled to 
some time off. So maybe he went to 
Vegas or to one of those fancy fly-in 
fields where they have a cat house 
at the end of a runway. Okay?”

I thought it over and nodded. 
“ Suits me. I just don’t want my neck 
stuck out.”

“You’re the boss now,” Charlie 
said. “Any orders?”

“Yeah. Fix me up with one of the 
motel units. I’ll have my stuff sent 
over from the hotel. And run a 
hundred-hour check on the Mustang.” 

“No trouble. What about parts?” 
“Trans-Florida Aviation over in 

Sarasota has a full stock of P-Fifty- 
one components. And since we have 
some loot in the bank, don’t go 
scrimping. My instrument panel is 
outdated, so get the King Radio cata
logue and mount me up. I want new 
tires and canopy on the baby and 
And a reticule for the gunsight.” 

“You got a K-fourteen on that 
thing?”

“Uh-huh.”
“What for? You can bust your 

head if you . .
“ I always wear the shoulder har

ness locked on landing, buddy. Be
sides, I might want to shoot some
body.”

“Oh,” he grinned, “a nostalgic.” 
“There aren’t too many of us left,” 

I said. Then I remembered it was 
what Tuck had written. I tried to 
remember who Verdo and Cristy 
were. There was some reason why

I should remember them, but the 
reason was 20 years old and only a 
hazy recollection now.

The kind of circles I traveled in 
made it no trouble to enlarge my 
contacts. One call to Slim Upgate 
in New York put me through to a 
lead man in Celada named George 
Clinton, and with a clearance like 
Upgate he was glad to give me a 
run down on Tucker Stacy. Briefly, 
he told me, Tuck was a wheeler- 
dealer who operated on a compara
tively small scale, liked what he had 
in Celada and decided to stick around. 
Clinton hinted that Tuck had some 
outside interests, but speculated that 
they lay somewhere between a man’s 
normal attachments for girls and 
gambling. He didn't think it was 
anything in the rackets.

W h e n  I mentioned the cops, Clin
ton shrugged, but Del Reed’s name 
brought a squint to his eyes and he 
made a couple of phone calls. After 
the last one he hung up, dragged on 
a cigar and told me Del Reed was 
the state man handling any of the 
operations involving the new Cuban 
setup, especially the anti-Cuban 
bunch in the Miami area.

“ Where would Tuck fit into that 
picture?”

“ I could guess,” Clinton said.
“Then guess.”
“He had planes, an airfield. Now 

you guess.”
“ Smuggling?” Clinton made a 

vague gesture. “ No, that’s not logi
cal,” I continued. "He couldn’t get 
into Cuba to start with. Besides, they 
come out in bunches. They comman
deer boats generally.”

“ The big ones?”
“Aren’t most of the big ones al

ready here?”
Clinton studied his cigar a mo

ment. “Yes, I’d say so.” He looked 
up at me. “ There’s still a bunch 
operating in the mountains like 
Castro did.”

“No dice, friend. Castro’s was an 
army of poorly trained malcontents 
who were glad to see Batista go. 
It’s not like that now. With Russian 
and Chinese Commies in there run
ning things, whatever opposition 
shows its face will get smeared like 
a bug. The groups in the mountains 
are scattered little units. Any real 
opposition to Castro will come right 
out of the States.”

“You never know what the Com
mies are going to pull,” Clinton said. 
"Well, if there’s anything else you 
want any help with, let me know.”

“ I will.”
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“You want me to pull the local fuzz 
off your neck?”

“That’s a real power play, friend.”
Clinton made another small ges

ture with his hands. “ I’m a heavy 
contributor to certain campaign 
funds. Little favors I can get.”

“Save them until we need them.”
“Suit yourself,” he said.

0 ut of habit, I checked the weather 
before I hit the pad. The latest out 
of Miami had a tropical disturbance 
building up. The weather men had 
already named the hurricane Ingrid. 
It was enough to put a crimp in the 
traffic pattern even though the sky 
was clear and the wind a gentle five 
knots from the west.

Charlie Traub's crew had already 
started tearing down the Mustang, 
and after a cursory look around, I 
walked back to the end unit of the 
motel that had been Tuck’s, stripped 
down, took a shower and flaked out 
on the bed.

For a while I lay there with my 
hands behind my head, trying to 
get inside Tuck’s mind. Damn, there 
wasn’t one reason in the world out
side of sentiment that would have 
made him leave me all his goodies. 
Big wheelers just don’t have senti
ment. I had known too many of 
them. If I had been an operator who 
could make a go out of what Tuck 
had built up, I could see a reason, but
1 wasn't an operator.

So maybe it was sentiment, like 
that reflection back to Verdo and 
Cristy. I’d have to look them up, 
whoever they were. Maybe a couple 
of late replacements from a repple- 
depple in ’45. Tuck always did baby 
the new ones. Me, I watched out for 
me first.

Sentiment? No, there was another 
reason somewhere. Meanwhile, I had 
a half million bucks to play with and 
no sentiment involved. It was going 
to be a lot of fun. One big ball and 
to hell with everybody. When it was 
over and spent, I ’d climb back in the 
rebuilt Mustang and find some more 
fresh sky to find a buck in.

That’s how I fell asleep.
And when I woke up she was 

standing there in the moonlight with 
a gun in her hand pointing it at my 
head. Not a little girl-type rod, but 
a fat black musket that was a .38 
police positive with a four-inch bar
rel. In the pale yellow glow from 
outside I could see the dull grey of 
the slugs in the cylinder.

She was only smaller than average 
in height. The rest of her was all 
magnificent woman that slacks and 
a sweater couldn’t hide. Only the

total black of her hair lightened her 
face by contrast. No sun-worshipper 
could have had a more luxurious tan.

She saw my eyes open. “Don’t 
move, senor,”  she said.

“ I could use a sheet over me.” 
“ I’ve seen naked men before.” 
“ Drop dead,” I said, and flipped 

the sheet over myself.
“ You almost did, Mr. Fallon. Don’t 

move again.”
I could see the expression on her 

face, a peculiar set to her eyes. She 
wasn’t fooling. It had been close. 
Very slowly I settled back and folded 
my hands behind my head. Never 
trust a broad with a gun. If she 
could use it, that made it even worse. 

“ Your play, baby.”
“ Quite. Mr. Fallon.” Her voice car

ried a soft Spanish inflection.
“Am I supposed to know you?”
I could see the tip of her tongue 

wet her lips indecisively. “Not neces
sarily. I am Sharon Ortiz.”

“ Cuban?”
She didn’t hesitate. “ My father 

was Spanish. We lived in Cuba. My 
mother was Irish.” Her mouth smiled 
over beautiful white teeth, but there 
was no humor there at all. “But I 
am Cuban, senor.”

“ And what do you want with me?” 
“Right now I am to decide whether 

you would be better dead or alive.” 
“Great. How does it look?”

H e r  hand tightened around the .38. 
I hadn’t figured out yet how I was 
going to take it away from her. 
“ Don’t be flippant, Mr. Fallon. This 
is not a toy.”

I gave her words back to her. “ I’ve 
seen guns before.”

“ Yes, I imagine you have.”
“Then either use it or tell me 

what the hell you want.”
Her eyes never wavered from mine. 

“ You prefer to stay alive?”
“ Sure.”
“Then you are to stay here, out 

of sight. You are to see no one, talk 
to no one. You will give us . . . one 
other person and myself . . . authori
zation to inspect all of Tucker Stacy’s 
personal belongings and this entire 
installation. Then you may live.” 

“Thanks. Now what are you after?” 
“ It isn’t necessary for you to 

know.”
“ Sorry, baby,” I said.
She was going to do it, damned if 

she wasn’t. She thumbed the ham
mer back for single-action release 
and took one step toward the bed to 
be certain of her target and that’s 
what happens when you send a girl 
out to do a man’s job. When you 
shoot somebody you do it then and

from where you stand. You don’t 
take time to single-action a double
action gun or step into the target 
where a guy can kick the piece right 
out of your mitt with one foot and 
yank you into the sack with the other.

It doesn’t take much to turn a 
tough broad into a soft one. You take 
all their defenses away when you 
grab them by the collar and rip the 
clothes off their back. I hooked my 
fingers in the waistband of her slacks 
and with one wrench tore them loose 
with the pink things underneath. The 
spitting, clawing tiger became a sob
bing, frightened woman in seconds.

S h e  was beautiful, a terrified,
beautiful animal with black hair and 
tawny skin and big, round eyes filled 
with horror—not so much at what 
she thought was going to happen to 
her, but at the mistake she had made.

I said, “You could have caught 
more flies with honey than with vine
gar, baby.”

Then, instantly, the woman touch 
w as th ere  again  and she saw  her out. 
Give a little, get a little, she was 
thinking.

“ But not this time, baby.” I 
grabbed her by the arm, dragged her 
off the bed and hustled her to the 
door. I gave her a shove outside 
where the scream she started broke 
off into a gasp when she realized she 
was naked in the world.

I laughed, locked the door and 
went back inside. I found the .38, 
stuck it in my pants hanging on the 
back of a chair and sat on the edge 
of the bed. She’d be back. You 
don’t do things like that to a broad 
who comes calling with a gun with
out her coming back.

Outside, the wind had picked up 
a little. It felt good rolling across 
my chest. I pulled the sheet up and 
went back to sleep grinning.

Hell of a thing. Two of them al
most back-to-back, Lois and Sharon. 
I was throwing away more than most 
guys ever got.

CHAPTER 4

At 7:30, I had breakfast and went 
over to the operations building. 
Charlie Traub was already there with 
Del Reed and Lieutenant Trusky. 
When I nodded to Charlie he came 
over, both hands jammed in his 
coverall pockets.

“ These clowns been poking around 
ever since dawn,” he said.

“ I told them they could.”
"Not in my private office. They 

got two men over there now cleaning 
up the mess they made. I won't
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stand for that crap. You know what 
they’re looking for?”

“How would I? Hell, let them look. 
The sooner they get done the sooner 
they’re out of my hair.”

“Sure, but you better talk to 
Trusky.”

“Why?”
“You’ll find out.”
I told Charlie to get back to the 

hangars and walked to the files. 
Everything from them was spread 
across the counter while Del Reed 
fingered each sheet carefully.

“Find what you’re looking for?” 
I asked.

Del Reed put down a folder. “Not 
yet, Mr. Fallon, but we will.”

“ If Tuck ever went to Cuba, I 
doubt if he’d file a flight plan.”

T his time both of them stopped at 
once and turned toward me. “You 
seem to know a lot, Mr. Fallon,” Del 
smiled. There was no friendliness 
there, just the smile of a lawyer 
baiting a witness.

It took Trusky to break through 
the ice. “Knock it off, Del. He's 
played too many of these games.” 
His eyes glued themselves to mine. 
“Suppose you try talking a little bit, 
Fallon. Like where your informa
tion comes from.”

“Back issues of the Miami papers,” 
I lied. “ Interesting articles about 
your partner here and his pet activi
ties . . . the Cuban bit. That’s all he 
touches . . . that’s all he’s assigned 
to. Right?”

“Go on.”
“So it figures, Lieutenant. Tucker 

had planes and an airfield. He had 
an interest in politics. He’s suddenly 
dead and the Cuban expert turns up 
to go through his records. Now let’s 
tighten things up a little. Let’s go 
into my office where you two can 
talk to me. If I like what you say, 
I won’t throw up any roadblocks. 
You’re here at my convenience, and 
I can crowd you out any time I like. 
Try subpoenaing anything and the 
story comes out. I don’t think you 
want that just yet. Okay, now what 
do we do?”

Trusky looked at Reed. The little 
man glared at me and nodded.

“Clean up the mess first,”  I said, 
“ then meet me in my office.”

Later, over Reed’s objections, Trus
ky laid it out. He said, “You know 
the background on the Cuban deal. 
Right now the ticklish part is that 
anti-Castro people ready for an 
armed attack are here in Florida. 
It’s something that should be dealt 
with on a national level, but because 
of the peculiar circumstances and

the proximity of Cuba, it’s all cen
tered in the end of one state. Our 
people have put up with it and are 
better qualified in most cases to deal 
with things.

“However, all the anti-Castro 
bunch aren’t Cubans. Plenty of U.S. 
types are right there with them. We 
suspect your former buddy Tuck was 
one of them.”

“So what?” I said. “ I feel the same 
way. What’s wrong with that?”

Del Reed stood up impatiently. 
“ Wrong? I’ll tell you what’s wrong. 
If it’s played out politically or eco
nomically that’s one thing, but when 
it comes to any acts of violence it 
could touch off a hot war. Don’t you 
realize the Reds are just waiting for 
us to make a move so they’ll have 
some excuse to come to the aid of 
Castro? Don’t you think they’d have 
a beautiful piece of propaganda go
ing for them if one of our citizens got 
caught up in an international mess?” 

Reed leaned on the desk, his face 
livid. “ Tucker Stacy was reported 
to have made numerous unauthorized 
flights out of the country. He was 
reported seen in the company of sev
eral well-known anti-Castro people 
on several occasions.”

“Reported,” I reminded him, “not 
proven. And if you do prove it, what 
can you do? He’s dead.”

“Exactly.”  His face was bright 
with sweat now. “And supposing his 
death was not accidental and it gets 
out. Do you realize the stink our 
own people will make? You realize 
how much closer that can push us to 
all-out war?”

“Maybe it’s about time,” I said.
Del rubbed his hands together until 

he regained his composure. “ Don’t 
be stupid. Nobody wins with a war.” 

“Maybe not, but you could still be 
doing this wrong.”

“Then you tell us,”  Trusky said. 
“Let it die. No harm is done.”

R  eed’s face showed his contempt 
for my suggestion. “Unfortunately, 
the damage might already be done. 
Tucker Stacy was a brilliant pro
moter. There’s no way of telling how 
far he went or what was involved. 
One thing we’re sure of. Your friend 
was in the hottest juggling act that’s 
come up so far. All we know is that 
something big was underway and he 
was part of it. We have to know 
what it was. Do we have your co
operation?”

“Sure,” I said, “only you have a 
time limit. Three days. That ought 
to be cooperation enough.”

“Well?” Trusky asked.
Del Reed nodded. “That will do it.”

Before they could leave, there was 
a rap on the door. It swung open and 
Charlie Traub poked his head in. 
“ Some broad here for you, Cat.” 

“Send her in.”
The request was almost useless. 

Lois Hays came sweeping past Char
lie before he could ask her. I grinned, 
waiting to see the malice in her face, 
but there was none. “ Well, hello, 
sugar,” I said. “ Meet Mr. Reed and 
Lieutenant Trusky.”

Something happened to Del’s face. 
It seemed to freeze up. “ We’ve met 
before, Mr. Fallon.”

“Yes, in a courtroom, wasn’t it?” 
“Quite. Now, if you’ll excuse us, 

Mr. Fallon, we’ll get on with things.” 
He nodded curtly to Lois, and walked 
to the door with Trusky behind him. 
The cop’s eyes were half closed, and 
I could sense his mind working. Half
way out, Reed paused and said over 
his shoulder, “ I can expect a confi
dence between us, can’t I?”

“I wouldn’t worry,” I told him.

L o is  had seated herself behind the 
desk and was sucking gently on a 
cigarette. Her eyes were laughing 
at me now. She answered my ques
tion before I could ask it. “ No, I’m 
not mad. In fact, I think you were 
kind of cute. Anybody else would 
have gone all the way.”

“ I’ve been there, baby, it’s nothing 
new any more.”

“But I’m curious, Mr. Fallon . . 
“Cat.”
“All right. Cat. You said we had 

met before.”  She blew a cloud of 
silver smoke toward me. “ Where?” 

“Uh-uh. I like my advantage. 
Maybe some other time I’ll tell you. 
Right now get on with your pitch. 
What’s it this time?”

She waved one hand toward the 
closed door. “You had an important 
visitor. What’s he doing here?”

I shrugged and slid off the desk. 
“ The same thing you’re doing."

Her eyebrows went up with mock 
curiosity.

“Come on, quit the games. I wasn’t 
born yesterday, kid. He’s a state rep 
engaged in political work dealing 
with the Cuban situation. You’re a 
nosy legman for a political reporter. 
You both want the same thing.”

“And what would that be, Cat?” 
“Whatever you think Tucker Stacy 

was doing for the anti-Castro bunch.” 
“ It would make a good story. It is 

my job, you know.”
“Happy landings.”
“Will you help me?”
“What for?”
“ I could guarantee you certain re

wards.” She grinned impishly.
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“Sex isn’t a reward with me, baby. 
It’s a lunctional necessity. Like 
lunch. Got any better offers?”

Lois snubbed out her cigarette in 
an ash tray, glanced at me and picked 
up her handbag. She smiled, cocked 
her head and said, “ Give me time. 
I’ll think of something.”

I waited until she was almost out. 
“Lois. . .

She looked back at me. “Yes?” 
“ What are you after?”
“ Have you gone through your de

ceased friend’s things yet?” 
“Casually.”
“ Did he traffic in bananas?”
“ Beats me.”
She smiled again. “ If you find 

out, I’m at the Jackson Hotel.” 
“Swell. I’ll bring a bottle.”
“Why waste time drinking?” 
“ Yeah,” I said as she closed the 

door.
Bananas! Now it was bananas. 

What was it Tuck’s letter said? . . . 
“ Don’t choke on a banana."

I  got Charlie Traub, two of his 
assistants and three girls from the 
office. We spent the rest of the day 
going through every piece of paper 
in the files. There wasn’t a thing 
mentioning bananas anywhere. I said 
the hell with it, went back to my 
motel unit to clean up for supper. 
The second I stepped inside the 
darkened room I knew I’d been had. 
The first solid thwack caught me 
rolling away but brought me to my 
knees. The second one did the job 
and was almost a relief. The sudden 
swell of unconsciousness blotted out 
the terribly explosive pain that 
seemed to be bottled up inside my 
skull, dulling it little by little until 
it was only a memory.

There were three of them there: 
two small dark men in grey business 
suits and a taller, sardonic type who 
sat comfortably in a chair, watching 
me with mild amusement.

I lay on the floor at his feet, my 
legs drawn up behind me and taped 
to my wrists behind my back. A 
piece of the same adhesive had been 
plastered across my mouth so that 
the low moan of pain I let out seemed 
to come through my nose. Each eye 
was a separate ball of torture, the 
ache in my head seeming to be con
centrated at the pupils. Every pulse 
beat was an individual torture.

Either the pain moderated or my 
tolerance to it increased, because I 
could see and hear again. There was 
wind, but it came from outside 
the building, gusts rattling the palm 
leaves and whistling as they twisted 
past the comers of the motel.

“ Feeling better, Mr. Fallon?” His 
eyes danced again and the pencil-line 
mustache twisted as he smiled.

All I could do was glare at him.
“ Don’t try to talk. Until you fully 

understand your predicament, I mere
ly want you to listen and understand. 
Then you may speak. Let me remind 
you—one attempt to draw attention 
here and you will regret it.” He 
turned his head to the man beside 
him. “Juan . .

With a practiced move, the little 
guy flipped open a knife.

“ It can be painful, Mr. Fallon.”
He didn’t have to point it out. I’d 

seen it all done before. I let my eyes 
wander past his face and take in 
the room. They had destroyed it 
pretty well. The one in the chair 
smiled again. He reached inside his 
coat and found an envelope. When 
he pulled out the letter, I saw it was 
the note Tucker had left for me.

“ I’m going to remove the tape from 
your mouth, Mr. Fallon. I want you 
to explain something, and if it is 
satisfactory we will simply leave you 
here. Frankly, dead men can cause 
trouble. However, you can make me 
kill you, if you wish. Your life is a 
very impersonal matter. Do you un
derstand?”

I nodded. I had done business with 
these types before.

“Take off the tape.”

T h e  man with the knife bent over, 
felt for the edge of the adhesive like 
he was going to peel an apple, caught 
it and ripped it loose with a jerk. I 
felt the skin of my lips tear and I 
almost made a fatal mistake of try
ing to catch his nose with the top 
of my head. He grinned, realizing 
my intention, and squatted there with 
the knife, ready to slip it into my 
belly.

“ You have control now?”
“ I know the rules,”  I said.
“ Good.” He fingered the paper, 

holding it up so I could see it. “A 
carefully guarded note from your late 
friend, no?”

“No.”
“ Then why hide it where you did?”
“ It wasn’t hard to find. I just con

sidered it personal, that’s all.”
“Perhaps. But I think you couldn’t 

quite figure it out and kept it as a 
memorandum.”

“ Why?”
“Ah yes, why. We know that Tucker 

Stacy had little or no previous con
tact with you, so I agree that you 
have no knowledge or interest in his 
. . . let’s say, ventures. However, as 
his inheritor, you do have now, and 
it is likely that you think to capitalize

on everything he was involved in. 
Therefore you do not wish to let any
thing slip through your fingers. Rea
sonable?"

“Yeah, but not true,” I grunted. 
“ What the hell is this all about?” 

“Who are Verdo and Cristy, Mr. 
Fallon?”

“ I wish I knew.”
“Ah, but you do.”
“Sorry, buddy, but that's one thing 

you can’t get from me. Whoever they 
are belongs to twenty years ago."

“Tucker Stacy seemed to think you 
would know them.”

“He was wrong.” It was the way 
I said it that made him frown.

“Yes, that could be, but there are 
ways of probing a man’s mind to 
make him remember.”

“So hypnotize me.”
Very languidly, he screwed a ciga

rette into a holder. “ You are in no 
position to be facetious, my friend.” 

“So go screw yourself then.”
The little guy with the knife pricked 

the skin of my neck. He was enjoy
ing his work.

I said, “What’s this all about?”
"It is better that you don’t know. 

None of it is your affair.”
“Then you’re at a dead end, buddy.” 
The tall one nodded and pulled at 

his cigarette. “ If we could be sure 
of that, your chances of survival 
would be much improved.”

There was a sudden shriek of metal 
and something smashed against the 
window frame. Like a cat, the little 
guy was at the light, snapped it off, 
then opened the door a crack to peer 
out. He turned, closed the door and 
flipped the light back on. “ It is the 
window shutter, Sehor Marcel. The 
wind , . .”

His voice cut off at the look the 
tall guy gave him. I faked a groan 
and laid my head back to cover the 
moment. A name. At least I had a 
name now. Sehor Marcel.

W  hen I opened my eyes he was 
watching me. Then, after a few sec
onds, he seemed to make his decision. 
I was a nothing. I couldn’t have 
caught his name. “ This note. Mr. Fal
lon . . .  it mentions choking on a 
banana. Could you explain that?” 

Inside my head the pounding start
ed again. Cramp spasms were starting 
up my neck and all sensation was 
gone in my fingers. “ I don’t know 
what the hell he meant. Get off my 
back, will you?”

The knife touched me again. “Shall 
we try another way, sehor?”

Marcel pulled the cigarette butt 
from the holder and dropped it into 
an ash tray. “No, not this time. I
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think ou r fr ien d  here  is te lling  the 
truth. It is qu ite p oss ib le  that he 
m ight learn som eth ing later. In  that 
case w e  shall pay him  another v is it.”  
H e stepped  tow a rd  m e and look ed  
d ow n  at m e, his eyes co ld  little  slips 
o f  ice . “ Y ou  are a sm art m an, M r. 
F a llo n ?”

I d id n ’t an sw er him .
“ I f  you  are, y o u  w ill say  noth in g  

about this. W e h a ve  p eop le  aroun d  
and i f  it is necessary  to e lim inate 
you  I w ill be m ore  than h appy to 
accom m od ate . I f  you  even  b e com e  a 
nu isance, this w ill happen. Y o u  m ay, 
fo r  instance, specu late on  yo u r  friend  
T uck er S ta cy .”

B e f o r e  I cou ld  grasp  his m ean ing, 
he m ade a m otion  to the on e  w ith  
the k n ife , the tape w as slapped  on 
m y  m outh, and w ith  a sm ile o f  pure 
pleasure he sw u n g  the sap at m y  head 
and the w or ld  w as a ll dark , p in - 
p rick ed  w ith  a m illion  lights that 
w en t out on e  by  one.

C H A P T E R  5

I d id n ’t rea lize  I was a w a k e  until 
the beam  o f  a light seared m y eyes. 
I had been  in a state o f  h a lf co n 
sciousness w h en  the flash beam ed 
itse lf at m y fa ce , tw istin g  a k n ife  
in to  m y brain. A  cu riou sly  lilting  
v o ice  said, “ M a yb e  this tim e I shall 
k ill you , sen or .”

Sharon Ortiz.
It w o n ’t take m uch , I figured.
T he light m ade a circu it o f  the 

m oon , spotting  the d isord er  and the 
strew n papers. “ T h ey  fou n d  som e
th in g ,”  she accu sed . T h en  the light 
hit m y  fa ce  again. “ Y o u  w ill te ll m e .”

I w as past the p oin t o f  argum ent. 
I d id n ’t care one w a y  or  another. 
T h ere  w as a lot I w anted  to te ll her 
that cou ld  be  sum m ed up  in  tw o  d is
tin ct w ords, bu t som eth ing a lw ays 
m ade m e pla'y the angles.

She leaned  fo rw a rd  and caught the 
tape o v e r  m y  m outh  by  a corn er. I 
squ in ted  m y  eyes against w hat w as 
to com e, but un lik e  the others, she 
w ork ed  it loose  care fu lly . “ W hat w as 
it? ”  she hissed.

“ B ananas,”  I said. “ T h a t ’s a ll those 
dam n foo ls  w anted  to k n ow  abou t.”

A ir  w h istled  throu gh  her c lenched  
teeth . “ T h ey  k n o w !”

“ N uts.”
“ M r. F a llon !”  I w as  lo o k in g  right 

d ow n  the b arre l o f  the .38 again.
I said, “ H e le ft  m e a note. H e told  

m e not to ch ok e  on  a banana. N ow  
drop  dead. I ’m  sick  and tired  o f 
being caught in the m id d le  o f  a ll th is.”

S low ly , the  gun d rop p ed  so that it 
p oin ted  at the floor. T he ligh t b o u n c

ing o ff  the tile  th rew  a so ft  g lo w  
aroun d  her, m ak in g  h er  ha ir sh im m er 
like  new  coa l. “ Y es, I rea lize. Y ou  
are ty p ica lly  A m erican , sen or. N oth 
in g  is o f  a n y  im p orta n ce  to y o u  e x 
cep t y o u r  d o lla r  and you rse lf. Y ou  
are  m ak in g  it so ea sy .”

Sharon  O rtiz  knelt b eside  m e and 
I fe lt  her fingers at the  tape b eh ind  
m y  back . She str ip p ed  it o ff  w ith  a 
harsh, tearin g  sound, not try in g  to 
be gentle. T h en  she stood  up  to  w a tch  
m e w rith e  h e lp less ly  as the b lood  
flow ed  b ack  in to  m y arm s and legs.

“ I d o n ’t th ink y o u  are w orth  k ill
ing, senor. M a yb e  later, bu t not n o w .”  

“ T h a t ’s w h at e v e ry b o d y  th inks.”  
“ I h op e  yo u r  fr ien d  gave you  good  

advice . D o n ’t ch ok e  on  a banana. I f  
I w ere  y o u  I w ou ld  not e ven  look  
fo r  one. G ood  night, sen o r .’ ’

F or a h a lf h ou r I la y  there  ru bb in g  
m y se lf b ack  to norm al. W h en  I cou ld  
w a lk , I fou n d  a b ottle  o f  F ou r R oses 
in the k itchenette  and m ix ed  a drink . 
D am n T u ck  and w h a tev er  he  w as up  
to. W h y  d id  he leave  m e trou b le?  
I had enou gh  on  m y  ow n . D am n 
e v e ry  on e  o f  them . I w as  tired  o f  
b eing  k ick ed  aroun d  lik e  a stray dog. 
W ell, the C apita l K  w as  m in e  n ow  
and I w as go in g  to ru n  it. N ob od y  
else. Just m e and m y  w a y . Y o u  get 
on e  ch an ce  in  life  to  cut ou t o f  the 
d itch  and  this w as m ine.

y  m id -m orn in g , C harlie  T ra u b  had 
the M ustang rea d y . It w as  crou ch ed  
in the hangar like  the dead ly , hungry 
th ing it w as, d e fa n ged  now , bu t read y  
to scream  b ack  into the  b lu e  w h ere  
it b e lon ged . C harlie  cam e o v e r  w ip in g  
his hands on  a d irty  rag, and w h en  
he look ed  at m e his eyes  n a rrow ed .

H e p oin ted  ou t the h an gar doors. 
“ Y o u  go in g  u p ? W in d ’s pretty  stiff.”  

“ N ot en ou gh  to  b oth er th is b ird .” 
“ Ingrid  is cu ttin g  in on  Jam aica . 

L o o k s  lik e  sh e ’s co m in g  this w a y . W e 
ought to  b e  ty in g  d ow n  a lo t  o f  kites 
p retty  soon.

“ G ood . L ook , am  I gassed u p ? ” 
“ R ead y  to ro ll.”
“ G et her out on  the ram p. I m ight 

w ant to  take o ff in a h u rry .”
“ Sure, Cat. T hou ght y o u  w anted  

that ju m p  seat insta lled , th ou gh .” 
“ I ’ ll te ll you  w h en . Y ou  see T ru sk y  

and R eed a ro u n d ?”
“ Sure. S in ce  s ix  a .m . th e y ’ve  been 

ask ing e v e ry b o d y  questions. “ W hat d o  
y o u  th ink  th e y ’ll com e  u p  w ith ? ”  

“ W hat d o  y o u  th ink, C harlie . Y o u  
w e re  c lo se r  to  h im  than a n yon e e lse .”  
I  paused  and stu died  him . “ W as he 
in v o lv e d  w ith  the C u b an s?”

F or ten seconds he  stared ou t the 
d oor, then cam e b ack  to  m e. “ Sure 
he w as, Cat. H e w as the con ta ct m an

b etw een  M iam i and the ones in  C uba 
try in g  to oust th e  C om m ies.”

“ H ow  do y o u  k n ow , C h a rlie ?”  
“ L ik e  a m aid  w h o  w ashes yo u r  

clothes. She k n ow s i f  y o u ’re  clean 
o r  d irty . S om e th ings you  can ’t hide. 
B u lle t holes in  w in g  fa b r ic , fo r  in 
stance. Sand in  the fa ir in gs  from  
beach  landings. C ertain  fu e l loadings 
and specia l harness rigs fo r  cute 
d rop s  and p ickups. H e had som e good  
co v e r  fo r  w hat he w as doing, but he 
d id n ’t fo o l  m e n on e .”  H e look ed  
d ow n  at his hands and stu ffed  the rag 
in  his back  pocket.

“ A nd  w h ose  side w e re  you  on, 
C h a r lie ?”

H is eyes b ored  in to  m ine. “ I hate 
that C om m ie  b u n ch ,”  he  said.

I he ld  ou t m y  hand. “ I ’m  w ith  you .”

G e o r g e  C lin ton  w as havin g  lunch  
w h en  I fou n d  him . H e w a v ed  m e 
over , put d ow n  his paper and o ffered  
m e  a cigar. H e said, “ I had a call 
fro m  S lim  U pgate to  m ak e  sure you  
go t w h at you  needed . Y o u  got som e 
b ig  frien d s , b u d d y .”

“ I d id  h im  a fa v o r  o n ce .”
“ P ays off. W hat can I do  fo r  y o u ? ”  
“ A n y  con n ection s  in M ia m i?”  
“ W hat k in d ?”
“ G uns and am m o to the bu n ch  in 

the  m ounta ins.”
“ Y ou  can ch eck  that throu gh  su r

p lus sales .”
“ N ot this tim e. T he stu ff w ou ld  go 

throu gh  too  m any hands. B esides, a 
lo t  o f  arm s dea lers  h ave held  the 
stu ff fo r  years, w a itin g  fo r  som eth ing 
lik e  this. It’ ll be  s tr ic tly  b lack  m arket 
fo r  these shipm ents. O ur State D ep art
m ent isn ’ t c lea rin g  a nyth in g  through  
to  C uba the easy  w a y .”

“ I k n ow . T h ey  d o  every th in g  bas- 
a ck w a rd s . N o w  th ey  go t rea l trouble  
on  th eir  hands.”

“ H ow  abou t i t ? ”
“ W h ere  can  I reach  y o u ? ” 
“ S u ppose  I  ca ll you . H ow  lon g  w ill 

it tak e?”
“ C ou p le  o f  h ou rs.”
“ W h ere  can  I reach  y o u ? ”
H e jo tted  d ow n  a n u m b er on the 

b ack  o f  a m atch  b ook  and handed 
it  to m e. “ K eep  y o u r  fingers crossed .”  

“ S ure ,”  I said. “ A n d  find out if 
a n yon e  k n ow s  a gu y n am ed  M a rce l.”  

C lin ton  took  the cigar ou t o f  his 
m ou th  s low ly . “ A n d re  M a rce l? ” 

“ C ou ld  be. T a ll, th in  gu y  w ith  a 
m ustach e and  an a ccen t.”

“ Y o u ’re  ask in g  fo r  troub le , F a llon .” 
“ T h at 's  a ll I b een  getting . W h o  is 

h e ? ”
“ I f  he w ere  in  the rackets, y o u ’d 

ca ll him  an en forcer . H e ’s a tro u b le 
sh ooter fo r  any cou n try  w ith  m oney 
to  spend. T he last I heard  o f  M arcel
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he w as op era tin g  in  Panam a. H e w as 
responsib le fo r  re -ro u tin g  the drug 
traffic that used to com e in to  the 
States from  A lg iers  u p  throu gh  Italy  
and Spain. H e saw  to it that on ly  
the stuff out o f  C hina got in .”

“ So tw o  b irds got k illed  w ith  one 
ston e,”  I said.

“ R ight. T he R ed  organ ization  p iled  
up loot and the m ora l b reak d ow n  
was speeded up here w ith  the influx 
o f  H .”

I got up to leave.
“ F allon  . . . H ow  fa r  is this goin g? 

A re  w e co v e re d ?”
“ N oth ing w ill in v o lv e  you .”
“ G ood . Let m e k n ow  i f  you  need 

a cou ple o f  hands. I k n o w  som e boys 
w ho w ill be glad to do a fa v o r  fo r  
S lim , too .”

I  ca lled  Lois H ays fro m  the lob by  
o f  the Jackson  H otel and w as invited  
right up. W hen  I kn ock ed , she opened  
the d oor  and stood  there sm iling at 
som e secret jok e , w a itin g  w h ile  I 
took  m y tim e to lo o k  at her.

T he sheer b lack  n eg ligee  w as all 
she had on, ca re fu lly  arranged  so 
that the neck lin e  p lunged  in a w ide 
open V that laid bare  ha lf her breasts 
b efore  it sw ept into a knotted  belt.

“ L ik e?  she asked.
“ Neat, but not ga u d y ,”  I said.
She ch uck led  and led  m e into the 

room , quite con scious o f  the fa ct that 
the sun stream ing through  the w in 
d ow  in the fa r  w a ll did  m ore  than 
just silhouette her figure. It illu m i
nated it w ith  c lev erly  d istorted  shad
ow s that w ere  u n com fortab le  to 
w atch. S itting d ow n  w as another c o n 
trived production  designed  to  jo lt  
the stability o f  any situation . A lm ost 
carelessly , she crossed  her legs and 
let the flesh o f  her thighs spark le 
through the slit in  the gow n .

I show ed m y appreciation  and 
looked— like I  w as supposed  to. T he 
on ly trouble w as that there w as 
nothing new  about it. B ut w om en 
n ever seem  to take that into con sid 
eration.

“ Y ou  said y o u ’d b rin g  a b ottle .”
“ A nd  you  said w h y  w aste tim e."
“ S o ? "
“ Y ou  w ere  right. T h ere ’s m ore  to

do.”
“ A nd  w h at’s that supposed  to m ea n ?”

“ Bananas. Y ou  asked m e about 
them. So has everyb od y  else.”

I slid into a chair beside the phone 
and glanced at m y w atch . “ Y ou  
brought the bit up, so you  m ust know  
som ething about it. Y o u ’re  in  the 
new s business. Y o u ’re cov erin g  som e
thing to do w ith  the C uban situation. 
W hatever the bananas are, th ey ’re 
not qu ite a secret and since I ’m  in 

v o lv e d  I ’d  like  to be let in  a little 
b it m ore  b e fo re  I stick  m y n eck  ou t.”  

“ A n d  h ow  fa r  w ill that be, M r. 
F a llo n ?”

I w atched  her a fe w  m om ents, then 
I said, “ A ll the w ay , kid . S om eh ow  
it rev o lves  around m e. I d o n ’t k n ow  
how , but I intend to find out. I got 
the  strange idea that w ith ou t m e the 
w h o le  th ing can w ork .”

“ P ossib ly ,”  she told  me.
“ O r som eth ing else .”
She paused in  the act o f  reach in g 

fo r  a cigarette. “ A nd  w hat m ight 
that b e ? ”

“ M aybe it’s ju st necessary to be 
sure  I d on ’ t k n ow  anyth ing— because 
i f  I d id  I m ight w ant to  fo llo w  
through  on  w hat T u ck  started .”

“ W hat d o  you  intend d o in g ? ”
“ I ’m  go in g  to satisfy  m y cu riosity , 

sugar.”
“ T hat’s w hat k illed  the cat.”
“ N ot this cat. Can I use the p h on e?”  

S he w a ved  her hand to g o  ahead. 
“ L on g  d ista n ce?”  I asked.

“ It’ ll go  on  exp en ses .”  She snubbed  
the cigarette  out and  u n fo ld ed  fro m  
the chair. “ I ’ll get dressed .”

T he lon g -d ista n ce  op era tor m ade 
a good  m issing persons tracer. She 
started w ith  an obsolete  nu m ber, but 
finally ran d ow n  J oe  C on w ay  o p e r 
ating a p rop e ller  reb u ild in g  shop in 
south  Jersey. H e w as another guy 
from  the o ld  252nd F igh ter Squadron  
w h om  I had  seen on rare occasions 
since the w ar. H e had put in a lot 
o f  p ub  tim e in L on d on  w ith  us. L ik e  
T uck , Joe  had kn ow n  practica lly  
e v e ry b o d y  on  the base.

F o r  ten m inutes, he rehashed the 
o ld  days in a b u b b le  o f  enthusiasm  
b e fo re  he rea lized  there  w as som e
thing I w anted. H e had read  o f  T u ck ’s 
death  and d id n ’t seem  surprised  at 
m e inheriting  his estate. A ll  I told 
h im  w as that T u ck  m ention ed  tw o 
other guys and w anted  m e to look  
them  up— V e rd o  and C hristy.

A fte r  a m om en t’s silence, J oe  said, 
“ Jeez, pal, those nam es are fam iliar, 
but I ’ll be dam ned if  I rem em ber w h o 
th ey  are. Y o u  sure they  w ere  w ith  
ou r ou tfit?”

“ T h ey  m ust have been. T h in k  they 
w ere  late rep la cem en ts?”

“ C ould  be, but I k n ew  m ost o f  
those, too. T h is real im p orta n t?”  

“ Y ea h .”
“ T e ll you  w hat. I see W h itey  T h om p 

son  on ce  in a w h ile , and he has an 
a lbu m  fu ll o f  p ictures o f  the o ld  
bunch . Suppose I go  ov er  w hat he  has 
and see w hat I can d o .”

“ I ’d  appreciate it, J oe .”
“ I’ll get right on it. Keep your head 

out of the cockpit.”

“ Y ou  k n ow  m e.”
W hen  I h u ng up, I d ialed  G eorge 

C lin ton  to see i f  he had fou n d  a n y 
thing out. “ Cat F allon , G eorge . Find 
you r m an ?”

T h e r e  was a sm all hesitation, then, 
“ Y eah , I got h im .”

“ W e ll? ”
“ Y o u r  b u d d y  T u ck er S tacy  was 

w ork in g  against the C astro bunch, 
all right. H e w as m aking arm s drops, 
but from  w hat I gather it w as m ore 
o f  a co v e r  fo r  som eth ing else. He 
w as closer to  the p o litica l situation .”  

“ W hat d o  you  m ean ?”
“ H e w as hauling im portant people 

in and out o f  C uba, w ork in g  on the 
b ig  end. N ow  listen , these p eop le  o f  
m ine h ave fu n n y  sources o f  in form a 
tion . It’s dam n reliable , and in their 
k ind  o f w o rk  they h ave to be sure 
o f  the score . A t the sam e tim e, they 
d on ’t w ant to get in vo lved . They 
com e u p  w ith  m ore  stu ff than the 
C IA . Y ou  k n ow  w h at happens if  any 
o f  this leaks through  you ? E ven  S lim  
U pgate w o n ’t try  to help  you .”

“ I ’m  clu ed  in, bu d d y .”
“ O k a y  then. E ver since the B ay o f 

P igs, som eth ing b ig  has been  in the 
w ork s d ow n  in C uba. N ob ody  seems 
to k n ow  w hat it rea lly  is, but it ’s 
m igh ty  e xp los iv e . O ur ow n  agencies 
have been  w ork in g  on  it and running 
up against a w all. W h en ever som eone 
gets inside the C astro outfit and 
learns som eth ing, they n ever sh ow  up 
again, so  their cou nteresp ionage m ust 
be p retty  good . W h a tev er ’s go in g  on, 
S tacy  w as w ise to it. H e got so hot 
none o f  the boys  w ou ld  do business 
w ith  him . T h e y ’ ll p edd le  guns, am m o, 
equ ipm en t— but n ix  on  politics . T h ey  
can  be h it fro m  both  ends if they try. 

“ H ow  abou t A n d re  M a rce l? ”
“ A  C astro boy . H e doesn ’t g ive  a 

dam n about arm s shipm ents because 
the R eds can  o u t-su p p ly  anyth ing the 
b lack  m arket can send ov e r  from  the 
U .S. H e ’s str ic tly  p olitica l. A  rough 
guy. I’ ll tell you  som eth ing else, too. 
N ob ody  seem s to  th ink S tacy died 
accidenta lly . H e had som e live  cargo  
w ith  him  w hen  he w en t d ow n , som e
b od y  from  the hills  w ith  p ro o f o f  
w h at w as go in g  on  d ow n  there.”

I said, “ T h a t ’s a ll? ”
“ T hat’s all a n yb od y  w ill talk about. 

W hat com es n e x t? ”
“ A  trip  to  M iam i. I w ant to find 

out a little  m ore  about that accident. 
A n d  g ive  m e a con tact there.”

“ T ry  F e lix  R am sey at the C ab le - 
H urley  Supplies C om pany . It ’s listed 
in the book . F e lix  runs the operation  
from  behind  the scenes. H e ’ ll g o  a long 
w ith  w h atever you  w ant as lon g  as 
it’s in line w ith  p o licy .”
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“ G o t  it. T hank s.”
“ G ood  luck . Y ou  w ant m y  b o y s ? ”
“ I ’l l  handle it.”
W hen  h e  hung up, I ca lled  U pgate 

in N ew  Y ork  and passed on  the w ord . 
S lim  seem ed p leased  and w ished  m e 
luck , too , w ith ou t ask ing w h at I was 
doing. I crad led  the phon e and sat 
there th inking the th ing through . But 
it still b o iled  d ow n  to ju st  one thing 
. . . w h o  w ere  C risty  and V erd o?

“ D o I look  all r ig h t?”  she said  from  
the d oorw ay .

L ois  H ayes was sheathed in b lack , 
the sheen o f  a soft fa b r ic  c lin g in g  to 
the cu rves o f  her bod y . A  w id e  belt 
n ipped  her in  at the  w aist, g iv in g  
the thrust o f  her breasts the lo o k  of 
aggressive je tp od s  on  a B oe in g  707. 
I had to laugh .

She frow n ed . “ W hat’s so fu n n y ?”
“ N oth ing. W hat’s the outfit f o r ? ”
“ I thought y o u ’d take m e w ith  y o u .”
“ W h y ?”
“ B ecause y o u ’re  look in g  fo r  som e

thing. So am  I. It m ay  b e  the sam e 
thing .”

“ W hat’ll y o u  d o  w ith  it  w h en  you  
find it, k id ?”

She took  a fe w  lo n g -le g g e d  strides 
into the room  so I cou ld  get the fu ll 
effect. “ I w ant to  w rite  about it. 
T hat’s m y  jo b .”

F o r  an instant she had that d e d i
cated look  again, then  she turn ed  
s low ly  and gave m e the total charge 
o f those deep  b lu e  eyes. “ W ill you  
take m e ?”

I shrugged . “ W h y  not. M aybe  you  
can pu ll som e strings I ca n ’t. O n ly  
let ’s g o  n ow  b e fo re  I get s e x y .”

C H A P T E R  6

H urricane Ingrid  had p ick ed  up 
speed  since the last w eather ch eck . 
M iam i had it at fu ll strength w ith  
w inds ov er  the 100 m ph m ark  and 
alerts goin g  out a ll a long the coast. 
So fa r  the state w as on ly  tasting the 
fa r -rea ch in g  effects  o f  scud  and heavy  
gusts, but in a fe w  m ore  days Ingrid  
was go in g  to tear things apart i f  she 
stayed on course. T he pa tro l p lanes 
had it heading d irectly  fo r  C uba, and 
if it  fo llo w e d  the n orm al track , it 
w ou ld  con tinu e tow ard  F lord ia .

C harlie  T raub  fe lt  a  little  uneasy 
about m e go in g  out, but I filed  a 
flight plan fo r  M iam i, m ade a visual 
ch eck  o f M ustang and helped  Lois 
into the ju m p  seat. She w asn ’t goin g  
to be com forta b le  and I d id n ’t care, 
but there w as no  w ord  o f  com plain t 
fro m  her at all. Installing that back  
seat k n ock ed  out the fuselage tank, 
but I d id n ’t need the range m uch .

I started up, ch eck ed  the m ags at

the end o f  the ru n w a y  and go t a 
tow er clearance  fo r  ta k e -o ff. O n ce 
in the air, I sw itched  to  the  M iam i 
fre q u e n cy  and  stayed  on  a heading 
until the  a irfie ld  w as  in sight.

L o i s  m ade m y first con ta ct fo r  m e, 
a lo ca l rep orter nam ed  D eW itt w h o  
h a d ' w ritten  the or ig in a l s tory  o f  
T u ck ’s d isappearance— the on e  the 
w ire  serv ices  p ick ed  up. W e  m et over  
co ffee  in a restaurant and  he la id  
out a fo ld e r  o f  c lip s  on the  incident. 
T here  w ere  severa l p ictures o f  T u ck  
b eside  a p lan e  at the  C apita l K , one 
at a g ro u n d -b re a k in g  cerem on y  so m e 
w h ere  in C elada and  another taken 
ou tside  the state cap ito l. M ost o f  the 
cop y  w as d evoted  to  his a ctiv ities  in 
h elp ing  bu ild  C elada  fro m  a noth ing 
tow n  to  a national tourist spot, but 
because o f the un k n ow n  fa ctors  su r
rou nd ing his death , the details  m ain ly  
cen tered  on  the squall line  he  w as 
su p posed ly  caught up  in, the  exten t 
o f  the search  and the statem ent o f 
the h e licop ter  p ilots w h o  spotted  the 
w reck a ge  and the fisherm an w h o  co l 
lected  a fe w  fragm ents.

I  jo tte d  d ow n  the nam es o f  the 
p ilots and the fisherm an, thanked  D e - 
W itt and  got on  the  ph on e  to  the a ir
base. C aptain  R o b  O lsen  w as  on  alert 
but at his hom e, and  w h en  I located  
him  he said  he ’d m eet m e at the 
c lu b  in an hour. T h is tim e I let Lois 
rent a  U -D r iv e -It  on  her cred it card  
and d ro v e  on  ou t to  the field.

T h e  ca p ta in ’s story  w as con cise  . . . 
it w as  a rou tine  search m ission  in 
a g iv en  area that ex ten d ed  no m ore 
than ten  m iles  o ff shore  on  the sup 
position  that T u ck  had s im p ly  tried  
to sk irt the storm  and got caught up 
in it. H e had p ictures o f  the  p ieces  o f 
flotsam  from  the S ta gg erw in g  B eech . 
E nlarged, th ey  sh ow ed  a seat cushion, 
p ieces  o f  fa br ics  and a den ted  G I  gas 
can w ith  a fa m ilia r  w h ite  band and 
a la rge  K  beneath  it. T w is ted  around 
the can  w e re  unm istakable parts o f  
a ircra ft  fra m in g  and  m ore  fa br ic . 
S in ce  his h e licop ter w as n o t  equ ipped  
w ith  floats, C aptain  O lsen had not 
m ade an attem pt at p ick u p , bu t ra 
d ioed  the loca tion  to  his base. Then 
a boat w as sent out. H ow ev er, b e fore  
the patrol boat arrived , the fisherm an 
got there, attracted  b y  the ch opper, 
salvaged  the w reck a ge  and later 
handed  the rem ain s ov e r  to  the g o v 
ern m en t launch .

B e fo re  w e  left, I to ld  C aptain  O lsen 
I w as a p ilot, b r ie fed  h im  on  m y 
b ack grou n d  and asked h im  w h at he 
thought o f  the squ all line.

“ T h a t ’s the fu n n y  part,”  he told  
m e. “ It w asn ’t that bad. T he B eech  
cou ld  h ave m ade it w ith ou t any

troub le , I ’d say , but you  k n ow  thun - 
derheads. M a yb e  he h it it at the 
w ro n g  spot.”

“ B ut it cou ld  h a ve  b een  torn  up 
in  the  s to rm ?”

“ It  cou ld  h ave been .”
“ T hanks, C apta in .”
L a ter  L o is  said, “ W hat n o w ?”
“ I w ant to  b e  certa in  o f  som eth ing .”  
“ D o  y o u  m in d  te lling  m e  w h at you  

are  re a lly  a fte r ?”
“ I d o n ’t th ink y o u ’d un derstand .”  
“ W h y  n o t? ”
“ B ecause y o u  aren ’t cu rious enough, 

h on ey. Y ou  sit and listen w h ile  I talk 
— like  you  k n ew  all a lon g  w h a t ’s 
go in g  on  and  are ju st  le ttin g  things 
stall out. Y o u ’re  supposed  to be a 
rep orter  w ith  a n ew sy  nose. Y ou  
gather facts fo r  a p o litica l hack  w h o  
is a lw a ys  a fter  ou r govern m en t p o licy , 
but you  a ren ’t p ry in g  a b it.”

S he m ade a w ry  fa ce . “ A ll right, 
I k n o w  w h at y o u ’re  a fter .”

“ T e ll m e .”
“ Y o u  w ant to k n ow  h ow  T u ck er 

S tacy  d ied .”
I gr inned  at her. “ I k n ow  that, 

sugar. I w ant to k n o w  w h y .”
“ G o  righ t ahead then. Y o u ’re d o in g  

fine. Y o u ’ll m ak e a good  story  y o u r 
se lf i f  noth in g  com es o f this one. If 
you  h a ve  som eth ing m ore specific  fo r  
m e to  d o  . . .”

“ I have.”
“ W h a t?”
“ M iam i is loaded  w ith  anti-C astro  

p eop le . Y o u  k n ow  a n y  o f  th em ?”  
“ T h ere  are som e w h o  have ap 

p ea led  to ou r govern m en t. T h ere ’s 
their g o v e rn m e n t-in -e x ile  and . . .”  

“ O k ay , try  them . G et to  the b ig  
ones and  see w hat you  can  com e up 
w ith  on  this bananas th ing .”

H er eyes darted  to  m y face.
“ Y o u  got it from  som eplace . W h e re ?”

S h e  lick ed  her lips, then: “ A  ru m or. 
T he person  w h o  m en tion ed  it w as 
k illed  b e fo re  he cou ld  testify  b e fore  
a C ongressiona l com m ittee .”

“ T hat G on za les  gu y last w e e k ? ”  
I asked.

“ U h-h u h . H e had  com e  ov e r  in a 
sm all boat that had  floundered  h a lf
w a y  across  and  d rifted  fo r  a w eek . 
H e w as  near dead from  exh au stion  
and exp osu re . I w as there w hen  they 
took  h im  o ff  the rescu e  boat. I heard  
him  m ention  the w o rd .”

“ S o  he  w as h u n gry .”
“ C ou ld  b e .”
“ S u p p ose  you  find out. T h ink  you  

k n o w  the righ t p e o p le ? ”
L ois  nod d ed . “ I can  try. Shall w e 

m eet la ter?”
“ T h e re ’s a P aram ou nt M otel across 

fro m  w h ere  w e  ren ted  the car. I ’ll 
stay there  ton igh t.”

66 SAGA



She started  to sm ile.
“ T w o  room s,”  I said.
T he sm ile turn ed  into a pout.
“ A d jo in in g ,”  I added.
“ I'd  like  that,”  she said.

^ J a th e r  than h ave D eW itt com e out 
again, I w en t to  the  office and had 
him  sh ow  m e the ed itions o f  the 
p aper that ca rried  the a ccou n t o f  
G on za les ’ death . W h en  he d id n ’t a p 
pear fo r  the hearing , he  w as  fo u n d  
ch oked  to death  in h is room in gh ou se  
near W ashington— e ven  th ou gh  a p o 
lice  officer gu arded  the b u ild in g . In 
vestigation  sh ow ed  that the k iller  had 
ga ined  en try  b y  c lim b in g  a tree in 
the b ack ya rd , fo rc in g  a se co n d -flo o r  
w in d ow  and m ak in g his e x it  the sam e 
w ay. It w as assum ed the k ille r  w as 
a C astro fanatic.

D eW itt said, “ T hat w asn ’ t the first 
on e  o f  th ose .”

“ O h ?”
“ This tow n  is loaded  w ith  p eop le  

from  both  sides. H ell, it ’ s op en  w a r
fa re  aroun d  here n o  m atter w h o m  
you  fa vor . L u ck ily  fo r  us, they k eep  
it pretty  m u ch  in sid e  their o w n  q u a r
ter, but the situation  is go in g  to b lo w  
som e day. B y the w ay , y o u  k n o w  w h o  
this guy G on za les  w a s?”

“ N op e .”
H e thum bed  throu gh  som e later 

ed itions and p u lled  one ou t on  its 
rack . T he story  w as  on  page fou r , 
a resum e o f  the rescue and su b se
quent m u rd er o f  G on zales. It said 
he w as fo rm erly  e m p loy ed  by  on e  
o f  the ousted A m erican  industries in  
H avana.

A fte r  I finished, I said, “ W hat abou t 
it? ”

“ N oth ing  m u ch ,”  he shrugged . “ U p 
until n ow  th ey ’d been  p la y in g  the 
gu y like  he w as a peasant clim b in g  
o ff the farm . T u rn s  out he  w as a 
ch em ica l eng ineer. W hat I ’d  like  to  
k n ow  is w h at he  w anted  to  sp ill to  
the C ongressional com m ittee .”

“ I d o n ’t th ink it w o u ld  m atter. 
T h ey  n ever seem  to listen  to a n yb od y  
a n yw a y .”

“ T h at’s h ow  it goes. N eed  anyth in g
e lse ? ”

“ W here  can  I find that fish erm an ?”
“ T he on e  w h o  p ick ed  up the p lane 

w re ck a g e ?”
“ U h -h u h .”
H e told  m e to w ait, d u g  in to  som e 

oth er files until he  fou n d  w hat he  
w anted  and handed  m e a slip  o f  
paper w ith  a nam e and address on  it.

P eter C laude W atw orth y  w as a 
d r ie d -u p  little g u y  w h o  had  spent 
too  m any years in  the sun. His fa ce , 
n eck  and hands w e re  w ith ered  and 
brow n , but tough ened  to a leath ery 
con sistency. H e sat on the b ack  o f

his tra iler pu ffing a pipe, staring into 
the sunset w ith  ob v iou s  p leasures and 
let m e speak  m y piece.

F ina lly , he put the p ip e  d ow n  and 
p rop p ed  his fe e t  u p  on  a crate. “ I 
been  w on d erin g  about that, too , son. 
U p  to  n ow , n o b o d y ’s asked  m e— and 
I a in ’ t abou t to be  tra ipsing  o ff te llin ’ 
w h a t ’s n on e  o f  m y  business a n y w a y .”  

“ M ind  ta lk in g  about i t ? ”
H e k n ock ed  the ashes ou t o f  his 

p ip e  and started stu m p in g in a fresh  
load. “ N ot at a ll, son. L ik e  to talk, 
m atter o f  fa ct. D o n ’t get m u ch  ch an ce 
to any m ore , seem s like. Y o u  w ant 
to k n o w  about that a irp lan e, h u h ?”  

“ A n y th in g  you  can  te ll m e .”
“ W ell, I th ink  the papers go t it 

a ll w ro n g .”
“ H o w ’s that, M r. W a tw orth y .”  
“ P eter C la u d e ’s the n a m e.” 
“ S ure .”
“ I b een  ou t three  days fish ing w h en  

it happened . N ow  I a in ’ t say ing  I ’m  
sure, y ’hear? I’m  say ing  w h at I th in k .”  

“ T hat’s g ood  en ou gh .”
“ T he n ight o f  that storm  . . . a fter 

it w as a ll o v e r  . . .  I seen  this flash 
in  the sky. C ou ld ’v e  been  a rock et  a 
lon g  w a y  o ff, c o u ld ’v e  b een  anyth in g  
else. A n y w a y , th ere  w as ju st  that on e  
flash. A ro u n d  here, you  get so you  
take th ings in to  con sid era tion . N oth in ’ 
I cou ld  d o  about it, and s in ce  n o th in ’ 
ca m e o v e r  the ra d io  I ju st  fo rg o t  
abou t it. It w asn ’t until tw o  days 
la ter I saw  that there  h e licop ter  and 
w en t lo o k in g  to see w h at the  trou b le  
w as. That was w h en  I fo u n d  the stu ff 
in  the w ater and ga v e  it to  the g o v 
ern m en t m en  w h en  they  com e  out.

“ P ecu lia r  th ing  w as, if  that p lan e 
w en t d o w n  in the  storm , the stu ff 
w o u ld ’v e  w ou n d  up  on  the shore  by  
then. I f  it did  com e  fr o m  the flash 
I seen, it w as abou t in  the righ t 
p lace .”

Im p a tie n t ly , I sat and m ad e  noth ing  
out o f  it.

“ L ater, I got to th ink ing abou t 
som eth in g  else I fo u n d ,”  the  o ld  m an 
w en t on . H e eased  o ff the seat and 
shuffled tow a rd  the cab in  w h ere  he 
ru m m aged  a roun d  in a b o x . W hen  
he cam e b a ck  he had  the h and le  and 
part o f  a su itcase in his Angers.

I took  it from  him , exa m in ed  the 
ch arred  edges and the p ecu lia r  w a y  
the leath er w as sh redded  in to  its 
fibrous parts. O n e end  o f  the  h and le  
b ro k e  loose  and I saw  w h ere  the 
brass clasp  had b een  a lm ost m elted.

“ G ot that ou t a w a y , near w h ere  
the flash w a s .” H e paused. “ E ver see 
a nyth in g  lik e  that b e fo r e ? ”  he asked.

I nod d ed . “ I’v e  seen b o m b  dam age 
d o  th ings like  this to lea th er.”  

“ D ynam ite , son. I seen it happen,

too. N o w  you  k n o w  w h at I ’ve  been  
th in k in g ?”

“ I th ink  y o u ’re  right, P eter C laud e.”
I handed  the fra gm en t b ack  to him .
“ H old  on  to th is in  case I need  it.”  

“ T rou b le , son ?”
“ T h ere ’s a lw a ys  trou b le , P eter 

C la u d e .”
“ H ow  right y o u  are, son .”

W h e n  I reach ed  the P aram ou nt 
M otel, I p ick ed  a C oke ou t o f  the 
m ach in e  and stu ck  m y  k e y  in the 
lo ck . I closed  the  d oor, flipped the 
ligh t on  and  the C ok e  stopped  h a lf
w a y  to m y  m outh . “ W hat the h e l l . . . ”  

“ C om e righ t in , M r. F a llon ,”  D el 
R eed  said. H e po in ted  to  the tw o  
sitting on  op p osite  sides o f  the room , 
b ig  m en  w ith  b lan d  fa ces  that had 
the m ark  o f gov ern m en t serv ice  
stam ped  on  them .

“ D o  y o u  h ave a w arran t, R e e d ?”
“ D o w e  need o n e ? ”
“ O k ay , w hat d o  y o u  w a n t?”  I 

g lan ced  aroun d  the p lace . “ H o w ’d 
y o u  find m e  h e r e ? ”

“ W e ’v e  had a ta il on  you , fr ien d .
I ’m  g la d  you  w e re  tru th fu l about 
y o u r  flight plan . W e  p ick ed  you  up 
the m in ute  you  got here. Y o u ’v e  been  
ask in g a lot o f  q u estions.”

“ Y o u r  b u sin ess?”
“ W e ’re  m ak in g  it that. T hese  gen 

tlem en are  fed era l agents. M r. Sm ith  
and  M r. Jones. Im p roba b le  nam es, 
bu t theirs neverth e less .”

“ So w h a t? ”
“ If y o u  care  to b e  in con ven ien ced , 

it can b e  d one. It ’s yo u r  ch o ice  n o w .”
“ I d o n ’t get it ,”  I said.
Jones, the h ea vy  one, spok e, s ca rce 

ly  m o v in g  his m outh. “ W e 'v e  run a 
p retty  th orou gh  ch eck  on  you , F a llon .
Y o u  h a ve  a fe w  things in  y o u r  im 
m edia te  past that m igh t not stand 
a good  in vestiga tion ."

I put the C ok e  d ow n  and sat on 
the arm  o f  a ch air. “ K ill it, buddies,
I ’v e  had the con  b y  the experts . This 
y o u ’d d o  sure en ou gh , e x ce p t  fo r  one 
th ing .”

“ A n d  w hat w o u ld  that b e ? ”  Jones 
asked.

“ T im e. Y ou  need  tim e. Y ou  w ant 
to k n ow  som eth ing . O kay , so  d o  I, so 
qu it w asting  tim e .”

T h ey  passed a qu ick  look  b etw een  
them  and the oth er one nodded . Jones 
said , “ S om etim es w e  h a ve  to take 
certa in  risks in this business. But first 
let m e te ll you  som eth in g  . . . from  
this m om en t on , y o u ’ ll be  in v o lv ed  
w ith  national secu rity . B reak  it and 
y o u ’ve  had  it. C lear enou gh?

“ C lear en ou gh ,”  I repeated . |
“ Y o u  k n ow  w h at y o u ’re  d o in g ? "  G

D el said  angrily .
“ K eep  quiet, R e e d ,” Jones told  him .
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“ It ’s out o f  you r hands n o w .”  H e 
leaned fo rw a rd , staring at m e. “ W hen  
the Russians fo ld ed  in C uba, they 
shipped their m issiles out. A eria l 
photos sh ow ed  them  lashed to  the 
decks o f  ships, and in form ation  from  
our agents con firm ed the fa ct up  to a 
certain  extent.

“ G o  on .”
“ W hether o r  not the nu clear w a r

heads w ere  rem oved  cou ld n ’t be 
proved . L e t ’s suppose som eth ing, M r. 
Fallon . Suppose  on e  o f  those d ev ices  
w ere installed  in a sh ip  and that ship  
headed fo r  som e strategic p ort here 
in the States and b low n  w h ile  it w as 
d ock ed .”

H  e stopped  there and sat back, 
w aitin g fo r  m e to d igest it.

F inally , I said, “ So that’s w hat 
banana ’ is.”

The look  w en t b etw een  them  again. 
“ W hat’s that, M r. F a llo n ?”

“ Banana. It’s a boat. A  ship .”  
“ W here did  you  find that ou t?”  
“ T u ck er S tacy m en tion ed  it in pass

ing .”
“ N o jok es , F a llon .”
“ Is it a sh ip ?"  I asked softly . 
“ Yes. That isn’ t the nam e, bu t it ’s 

a ship. It ’s a cod e  nam e the C uban 
un dergrou nd  gave it.”

I look ed  at the three  o f  them . 
“ W here is i t? ”

“ S om ep lace  at sea.”
“ Y ou  d o n ’t k n o w ?”
“ W e can ’t get inside the hurricane 

area to find out. It c lea red  C uba  to 
get a w a y  fro m  the storm  and that’s 
all w e  know . But w h at w e  w ant is 
. . . w hat d o  y o u  k n ow , M r. F a llo n ?”  

“ N o m ore  than you  do, but T u ck  
kn ew  abou t it.

“ W e k n ew  he w as in vo lved  w ith  
them . W hat else d id  he  tell y o u ? ”  

“ N othing, but it w as ob v iou s  w h y  
he w as k illed .”  Jon es ’s eyes n ar
row ed  at the w ord . “ T hat’s right, he 
w as m urdered . A p pa ren tly  he w as 
bring in g  som eon e b ack  fro m  C uba  in 
the B eech  and a d yn am ite  b om b  got 
loaded  aboard  w ith  him . S om eb od y  
else had to get out fast w ith  the in 
form ation  so G on zales  w ent. H e got 
knocked  o ff  b e fore  he cou ld  talk  too .”  

Jones grunted , “ S tu pid .”
“ W h y ?”
“ W e should  have had him  b e fore  

the com m ittee . T h ey  w an ted  h im  re 
covered  from  the trip . W e  cou ld  have 
gotten the in form ation  earlier. D am n 
am ateurs.”  H e took  a heavy  breath  
and settled back . “ That isn ’t loca tin g  
the ship, F a llon .”

“ Y ou  w o n ’t get it from  me. T h a t ’s 
a ll I k n ow .”

This tim e it w as S m ith  w h o  spoke. 
H is v o ic e  w as a hoarse g ro w l that

d id n ’ t go  w ith  his fa ce . “ W e ’re  b e 
g in n in g  to w on d er. Y ou  m ight h a ve  
a personal angle.”

“ L ik e  w h a t?”
“ T h e  H ays w om an . It cou ld  be a 

p a y -o ff  fo r  a n ew  story . It cou ld  be 
som eth in g else .”

I ju st  look ed  at him .
“ Y o u ’re  look in g  fo r  a k ick  in the 

teeth , b o y .”
“ It’s ju st  a thought w e 'll  k eep  in 

m ind. I hope you  d o n ’t plan on  go in g  
a n yw h ere  soon .”

"W h y ? ”
“ B ecause I’m  go in g  to be you r c lo s 

est com p an ion  un til this th ing gets 
settled. S om ep lace  in you r m ind  you  
got a bug. It says you  got som eth in g 
w e  w ant to  k n ow . I ’v e  been  in this 
business too  lon g  not to  sm ell th ings 
like  that— and soon er or later I ’m  
go in g  to  get it out o f  y o u .”

“ L ots  o f  lu ck .”
H e ignored  the crack . “ T u ck er 

S tacy told  you  som eth ing else. Y o u ’re  
still th ink ing abou t it. 1 w ant to  be 
around w hen  y o u  find out w h at it is.”  

Jon es  and D el R eed  got u p  then, 
but S m ith  d id n ’t m ove . T h ey  w e re n ’t 
k id d in g  anym ore. T h ey  said  good  
night p leasantly , op ened  the d oor  and 
left. I looked  at Sm ith and he 
grinned , then sw itch ed  on the T V . A  
new scaster appeared. H urricane In 
grid  w as a blaster. A ll ships w ere  
be in g  w arn ed  ou t o f  the  area and  the 
loca l citizens w e re  b eing  w a rn ed  to 
batten  dow n . Ingrid  w as o v e r  C uba, 
still on course, p ick in g  up speed  and 
increasing  in w ind  ve locity .

I  w a lk ed  to the phone, told  the 
sw itch b oard  op era tor  to get m e a 
d irect lin e  and take tim e and charges, 
then I d ia led  throu gh  to G eorge  C on 
w a y  u p  in  Jersey. I asked him  i f  he 
had seen W hitey  T hom p son  abou t his 
o ld  squ adron  p ictures.

“ G ot right to  h im . Cat. L ook , w e  
w en t o v e r  everyth ing , but he co u ld n ’t 
rem em ber a n yb od y  nam ed C risty  and 
V erd o . H e w an ted  to  k n ow , cou ld  
it ’v e  been  a squ ad ron  ca ll nam e or 
anyth in ? H e rem em bers  the nam es, 
bu t n ot w h o  th ey  belon ged  to .”

“ W e  w ere  a ll co lo r  and anim al 
calls, G eorge . R ed  three and fou r , 
T iger T w o  . . . y o u  k n ow .”

“ I 'll k eep  w ork in g  on it. Y o u ’ ll ca ll 
m e b a c k ? ”

“ R oger .”
I hung up  and w en t back  to w a tch 

ing telev ision . V e rd o  and C risty! W h o 
w e re  th ey? W hat w ere  th ey? T h ey  
hung there  in the past o f  20 years 
ago, m ean ing som eth ing T u ck er 
thought I ’d un derstand w ithout any 
trou b le  at all. W h y? W hat m ade him  
think I ’d get the an g le? So w e  w ere

figh ter p ilots. W e  flew  M ustangs and 
escorted  B -17 s  and B -24s in and out 
o f  G erm any . W e  d id  som e lo w -le v e l 
strafing, a little  p h o to -re co n  w ork , 
co v e re d  the  invasion  and horsed 
aroun d  L ondon . W hat e lse? I cou ld n ’t 
figu re  it. I squatted  d ow n  on  the edge 
o f  the bed and ga v e  up.

L ois  H ays w as d ue in. It w as going 
to  be a lon g  night.

M aybe. T he little  gust o f  a ir on m y 
n eck  turned  m e around.

S m i t h  turned, too , and d ied  b e fore  
he  ev e r  saw  w h o  it w as. T he bullet 
fro m  the s ilen ced  gun caught him 
righ t in the m id d le  o f  his forehead .

A n d re  M a rce l said, “ Y ou  have been 
speak ing to the w ron g  p eop le , m y 
frien d . N ow  y o u  w ill com e  w ith  us. 
Y o u  w ill speak  w ith  us, too , and if 
you  w ill speak  w ell you  w ill d ie  
q u ick ly  like  y o u r  govern m en t frien d  
there— not s lo w ly  like  so  m an y others 
h ave d ied  b e fo re  h im .”

C H A P T E R  7

It w as a sm all room  filled  w ith  the 
sm ell o f  the sea, and I cou ld  hear the 
w a v es  lash ing at p ilin gs beneath  m y 
feet. T he w in d  w as a lternately  shrill 
and sorrow fu l, bu ild in g  in strength.

T h ey  had m e on  a tab le, stripped  to 
the skin , an overh ea d  light b lazing in 
m y  eyes. T h e  h y p o  had w orn  o ff and I 
w as  fu lly  aw ake. I cou ld  fe e l m y  heart 
p ou n d in g  inside  m y  chest. A n d re  stood 
a b ov e  m e, the  tw o  goon s on  either 
side. V ery  d e lica te ly  he ran  a finger 
o v e r  tw o  scars on  m y  b od y . “ I ’v e  seen 
these m arks b e fore , M r. F a llon . They 
w e re  p ro fession a lly  in flicted .”

“ A lg iers ,”  I said. “ I ’m  still here .”
“ Q uite. T h ey  n ever had a chance 

to finish , d id  th e y ? ”
A  shudder ran  throu gh  m e, I w asn ’ t 

as b ra ve  as I thought. I strained at 
the rop es  that held  m e spreadeagled . 
I w as lu ck y  the last tim e in  A lg iers. 
T he F ren ch  had com e ju st in tim e. 
A n d  I cou ld n ’ t have ta lked  because 
I had noth ing  to  say. S till, the W ogs 
w o u ld  have gon e  ahead w ith  the job . 
It w as that w a y  n ow , too.

“ Y o u  are fa m ilia r  w ith  A ra b  tor
tu re ? ”

I d id n ’t answ er him.
“ A h , I see y o u  are. In that case, 

let us fo re g o  a fe w  o f  the  m ore basic 
steps and com e  q u ick ly  to  those ap
p lia n ces  that seem  to gu aran tee  re 
su lts .”  H e reach ed  fo r  som eth ing 
a ttached  to the tab le  and b rought up 
a p a ir  o f  insu lated  w ires. On the end 
o f  ea ch  one w as a battery clip  that 
cou ld  carry  a lot o f  am perage.

“ In  case you  have forgotten , this is 
an  unusual instrum ent. O ne end  w e
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attach like so . . Andre Marcel 
snagged the clip in my ear lobe. I 
winced, but it was nothing compared 
to what was to come.

“ T he oth er en d ,”  h e  said, “ w ill be 
attached  to yo u r  testicles. A t  g iven  
intervals, a sw itch  w ill be  th row n  and 
. . . ah, I see y o u  rea ilze  w hat w ill 
happen. N ot on ly  is it  m ost pa in fu l, 
but to ta lly  destru ctive . Y o u  w o u ld  no 
longer be  a m an i f  you  lived . Y ou  
w ou ld  n ever again  k n o w  a w om a n  or 
even  w ant to. M ost p rob a b ly , h o w 
ever , you  w ou ld  die righ t here  a fter 
hours o f  liv in g  w ith  the  pa in  cen tered  
in y o u r  vita ls. U npleasant to  c o n 
tem plate, isn ’t it, F a llon ."

“ Y ou  h a ven ’t go t lon g  to live , M a r
ce l.”

“ So! Y ou  d id  catch  m y nam e.”  H e 
look ed  at the gu y  b eside  h im . “ Y o u  
se e ?”

T h e  one he addressed  tw itch ed  
nervously . M istakes cou ld  be fa ta l in 
his business.

“ S till,”  A n d re  said w ith  a h u m or
less sm ile, “ lik e  you , I am  still a live, 
but m y  chances o f  su rv iva l are b et
ter. N ow , shall w e  p ro ce e d ?”

“ I ca n ’t tell you  w hat I d o n ’t 
k n ow .”

“ W e shall see. F irst, w h at d id  you  
tell the govern m en t p o lic e ? ”

S w eat ran into m y  eyes  and started 
to burn . I p layed  it ca gy  and gave 
him  facts. H e w ou ld  k n o w  them  a n y 
w ay “ T h ey  k n ow  S ta cy  w as k illed  
because he was try in g  to get in form a 
tion b ack  about the nu clear w arh ead  
on the ship .”

“ W hat sh ip ?"
“ Y ou  ca ll it B anana.”
M arcel n odded  s low ly . “ G ood . Y ou  

are te lling  the truth. W here is that 
ship g o in g ?”

“ I d o n ’t k n ow .”

H e  reach ed  ou t and jam m ed  the 
c lip  up betw een  m y legs and the teeth 
bit in to  m e. 1 started to  y e ll w h en  
he said, “ T he sw itch , p lease,”  and the 
ye ll rose in to  a w ild  scream  that 
d id n ’t sound  like  m y  ow n  v o ice  at all. 
W hen  it stopped , the  sw eat poured  
d ow n  m y  fa ce  and m y w h o le  b od y  
je rk ed  spasm od ica lly  fo r  a m om en t 
b e fore  the pain  cam e.

M a rce l let m e taste it fu lly , let m e 
realize that it w as on ly  that o f  a 
second 's duration , let m e im agin e 
w hat it w ou ld  be  lik e  if  it had  co n 
tinued longer. “ W h o are V erd o  and 
C risty, M r. F a llon ?”

I- shook my head. I saw his nod 
toward the one at the switch and I 
tried to tell him that I didn’t know 
anything—but my tongue seemed to 
bloat suddenly at the incredible 
sweep of pain that came over me like

a tidal w a v e  o f  liq u id  fire.
W hen  I tried  to talk, m y lips  

co u ld n ’ t fo rm  the w ord s  and m y chest 
heaved  con vu ls iv e ly . T h e  stick y  
w arm th  o f  b lood  trick led  d ow n  m y  
w rists  and  ankles  from  w h ere  the 
rop es  b it in  w h en  I strained  against 
them . T he sheer te rror  o f  k n ow in g  
that there  w as  noth in g  I cou ld  say 
turn ed  m y  bra in  in to  a m ad thing.

“ Y o u  w ill have a m inute to sp ecu 
late, F a llon . T im e  to  recover , tim e to 
recon sid er , then  w e  w ill b egin  aga in .”

M y m in d  ra ced  w ith  som eth ing to 
te ll h im . V erd o  and C risty , V erd o  and  
C risty . T h ey  a lon e cou ld  b rea k  m e  
loose fro m  this. W h o  th e hell w e re  
th e y ? W h o ?  W H O !

“ V e ry  w e ll, F a llon , on ce  again , w h o  
a re  V e rd o  and C risty ?”

H e w as ready to  n od  again. T hen 
I had it. I had V erd o  and C risty. 
N ot w h o , what!

A n d  I w as go in g  to  tell him . T he 
hell w ith  them  all. H e cou ld  have it.

T h e  blast from  Sharon  O rtiz ’ gun 
caught the  gu y  at the sw itch  fu ll in  
the  fa ce . H is head  ca m e apart in 
p ieces , and  b e fo re  they  cou ld  h it the  
floor she n a iled  the oth er on e  in  the  
chest. H e fe ll  in to  A n d re  M a rce l 
en ou gh  to  ru in  his a im  and tu m ble  
him  to  the floor on  one knee. I cou ld  
see  h is  exp ress ion  as he  look ed  up  at 
her, the a lm ost s im p erin g  grin  o f  an 
id iot not k n ow in g  w h at to  d o  yet 
k n ow in g  too  w h at w as com in g . H e 
started  to  m ake an im p lorin g  gesture  
w h en  Sharon  sm iled  b ack  at h im  and 
a lm ost casua lly  p u lled  the trigger o f  
the  .38.

T he first bu llet hit M arcel in  the 
stom ach  and he g rab b ed  his gut as he  
d ou b led  over . H e look ed  up  im p lo r 
ing ly . h o ld in g  his hand out, and  the 
n ex t one w en t throu gh  his palm  in to  
h is chest. It slam m ed  him  back  in to  
the tab le  w h ere  he  cou ghed  on ce  and 
said som eth in g fo u l in Spanish . T hen  
S h aron  took  d elibera te  a im  and 
p lan ted  on e  right b etw een  the horns.

V e ry  gen tly , she re m o v e d  the clips  
attached  to m e. T h en  w ip ed  the 
sw eat fro m  m y  fa ce  w ith  her scarf. 
“ Y ou  h ave not been hurt, sehor. 
T h ey  had a lo n g  w a y  to go  b e fo re  you  
w ere  h u rt.”

“ G et m e loose ,”  I breathed.
“ F irst I m ust lo o k  at y o u .”
“ D am n y o u .”
“ W hy, s e h o r ? I rem em ber y o u  

look in g  at m e like  so  not lon g  ago. 
C an  you  im agine the things I cou ld  d o  
to you  n o w ? ”

I d id n ’ t answ er her.
T h en  she sm iled . “ B ut they  w ou ld  

not b e  un pleasan t,”  she said.
In  spite o f  what had ju st  happened ,

I fe lt  som e crazy th ings go  through 
m y  m ind. “ S top  it.”

D elib era te ly , she d id  som ething, 
then  gr in n ed  again and  reach ed  in  the 
p ock et o f  h er  coa t and p u lled  ou t a 
sm all k n ife . It took  o n ly  a secon d  to 
cut m e loose . M y  c loth es w ere  in  the 
corn er on  a  ch a ir and  I dressed w h ile  
she w atch ed , n ev er  w ithout that 
dam n sm ile. She d id n ’t k n o w  it yet, 
bu t fo r  this she w as go in g  to  get 
fixed . S oon  and good .

I said, “ H ow  lon g  w ere  you  ou t
s id e?”

“ L on g  enou gh  to kn ow  you  
w o u ld n ’t te ll them  anyth ing, seh or.”  

S he didn ’t k n o w , I thought. She 
w as w ron g , but sh e didn ’ t k n ow .

Sharon  ch an ged  then. T he sm ile 
fa d ed  and a lo o k  o f  serious con cern  
crossed  h er  eyes. “ I k n o w  w hose side 
you  are  on n ow , seh or ."

T he shadow s d a n cin g  across her 
fa ce  ga v e  a d ifferen t life  to her beau 
ty. H er hair w as a deep  m idnight 
g low , her lips lush ly  ru by , the Irish 
and Spanish  in her try in g  to com e out 
at the sam e tim e. I fe lt the firm  sw ell 
o f  h er  breasts b rush  against m y fo re 
arm  and  I ran  m y  hand up  her shou l
der. B eneath  her suitcoat, she was 
w a rm  and a m uscle  un d er m y  fingers 
trem bled .

“ H o w  d id  you  find m e, S h a ron ?”  
“ B y  fo llo w in g  A n d re  M arcel. He 

is so  sm art as to  be stu pid  som etim es. 
H e does n ot rea lize  that o u r  o rg a n 
ization  is also efficient. W e are sm all, 
perhaps, bu t n ecessarily  efficient. I 
k n ew  he w ou ld  k eep  con tact w ith  
you . Y o u  are the k ey , sehor, to  all 
that w e  h a ve .”

“ I k n o w  w h at the score  is now , 
h o n e y ,”  I said. “ T h e  w h o le  deal. I 
k n ow  about the ship  y o u  ca lled  ba
nana."

“ A n d  w h ere  it is g o in g ? ”
“ N ot ye t .”
S tark  d isappoin tm en t flooded  her 

face.
“ In  a little  w h ile , k id , ju st  a  few  

m inutes m ore. L ook , w h ere  are w e ? ”  
“ O n  a w h a r f in the south en d .”  
“ T h ere ’s a ph on e  n e a rb y ?”
“ I k n o w  w h ere  on e  is.”
“ G ood , le t ’s find it.”

I  got C harlie  T ra u b  ou t o f  bed and 
asked him  if  T u ck e r  had ever  taped 
a n y  o f  his p la n e -to -to w e r  con versa 
tions.

H e said, “ Sure, w h en ever  he 
w anted  a perm anent record  the to w 
er opera tors  w ou ld  cu t in a tape. 
W h y ? ”

“ B ack  in the o ld  days, V erd o  and 
C risty  w e re  w ire  re cord in g  d evices  
w e  cou ld  ca ll w h ile  in  flight on  p h oto - 
recon  m issions i f  w e  spotted  som e

APRIL, 1964 69



th ing in  a h u rry  and d id n ’t h a ve  tim e 
to jo t  it dow n . It w as  a squ adron  deal 
our ow n  in te lligen ce  o fficer installed . 
T u ck  still used the system , but w ith  
tape. Y o u  have a record er  h a n d y ?”

“ O ne in the to w e r .”
“ O kay , put m e  on  that exten sion  

and get up there. G et out the tapes o f  
T u ck ’s last day. H e m ay h a ve  ca lled  
in, and i f  it w as an autom atic setup 
the tow er op era tor n ever k n e w  w h at 
w as  on  there and ju st filed the  th in g .”

W h en  he m ade the exch a n g e  o f  e x 
tensions, I he ld  on  and go t the rest 
o f  the in form ation  fro m  Sharon . T h ey  
had defin ite in form a tion  on  the re 
m ova l o f  the w arh ead s and the insta l
lation  in  the ship , bu t C astro ’s 
security  was so tight that’s all they  
had. A  top agent n am ed  M anuel A l-  
vada w as to com e out w ith  T u ck er 
w ith  d ocum ented  ev id en ce  o f  the 
sw itch , but the p lane had b een  sa b o 
taged b y  A n d re  M a rce l’s m en . G o n 
zales w as a techn ic ian  w h o  had 
stayed on  in  C u ba  d e lib era te ly  w ith  
intent to  buck  C astro and the k n o w 
h ow  to  get inside  th eir  m a jor  op e ra 
tions. W hen  he d e fected  th ey  k n ew  
w h y  and w a ited  fo r  him  to  sh ow  up 
in the States, M a rce l p reced in g  him  
there. T he on e  th ing  he d id n ’t k n ow , 
h ow ever, w as w h ere  the sh ip  w as 
headed.

C harlie  cam e on  then.
“ R ead y  on  the tapes.”
“ R o ll it.”
I heard T u ck ’s v o ice  then, the 

d ron e  o f  the  en g in e  in the b a ck 
ground. V ery  ca lm ly  he  stated  his 
position  and the fa c t  that he w as  fly 
ing ou t an an ti-C a stro  agent w ith  the 
story o f  Banana. H e w as tak in g  no 
chances. In the even t som eth ing hap 
pened  b e fore  h e  cou ld  land  he w anted  
the statem ent on  record  even  i f  it 
w asn ’t docum ented .

B a n a n a  w as a W orld  W ar II L ib e r 
ty ship  na jned  L eon a . It w as  s ch ed 
uled to sail fo r  the P anam a C anal 
w h ere  it w ou ld  be  b low n  up . It w as 
to be  quite a cou p . In  this d a y  o f  the 
a irlift  and a lm ost overn igh t re co n 
struction , the d am age w o u ld n ’t be 
enou gh  to im p a ir ou r m ilitary  or  e c o 
n om ic  m ight. B ut that w asn ’t the  in 
tent o f  Banana. It w as a propaganda  
program  the R eds had set u p  that 
w ou ld  w ork  against us. W ith  a ll the 
unrest in C entral A m erica , the  L eon a  
w ou ld  b lo w  and the C om m ies w ou ld  
say that it w as a d elibera te  U nited 
States action  to g iv e  us a ch an ce  to 
m ove  d irectly  in to  South A m erican  
cou ntries  to  “ p ro te ct”  them — thus o f f 
setting a true p e o p le ’s m ovem en t 
against cap ita listic governm ents. T o  
b ack  them  u p  w ou ld  be  p ro o f that the

P anam a C anal w as an a lm ost ou t
dated  p ro je c t  in  these m od ern  days 
o f  transportation , not even  large 
enou gh  to  take m od ern  carriers  or 
battlew agon s.

T h e  co ld  w a r w o u ld  b e com e  hot. 
T he R eds had a liv e  excu se  o f  th eir  
o w n  to  m ove  in  m ilita rily  and  the 
sh ootin g  w ou ld  start. W ith  the  R ed  
prop agan d a  m ach in e  ro llin g , w h o  
w ou ld  b e  on ou r s ide? Great!

T u c k ’s v o ice  su d d en ly  cu t off. H e 
had died .

I hu ng up  and  exp la in ed  it to  S h a 
ron . I  w a tch ed  h er  pa le . “ It ’s to o  late, 
isn ’t it, s en o r? ”

“ N ot n ow , not a fter  a ll that’s h a p 
p en ed ,”  I said. “ I t ’s n ever too  late, 
S h aron .”  I lo o k e d  up  the nu m ber 
G e o rg e  C lin ton  g a v e  m e. I go t the 
w a tch m a n  at C a b le -H u rle y  Supp lies  
C om p a n y  and he ga v e  m e F e lix  R am 
se y ’s h om e nu m ber.

R a m s e y  d id n ’t lik e  m e d ra gg in g  
him  ou t o f  the sack, but w h en  I 
m en tion ed  S lim  U pgate  h e  w as rea d y  
to  d o  anyth in g. I n a iled  it fast. I 
w anted  tw o  5 00 -p ou n d  d em olition  
b om b s to sw in g  un d er the M ustang 
and I w anted  them  insta lled  righ t 
aw ay . H e stu ttered  a little  w h en  I 
to ld  h im , but he  said h e ’d h a ve  a 
tru ck  ou t at the field  in an hour.

I had on e  m ore  ca ll to m ake. T h is  
on e  w as the b ig  one. I got the m an 
nam ed Jones a fte r  three  tries  and 
to ld  h im  to  listen  ca re fu lly  and  not 
b oth er tracing  the  call. I to ld  h im  
Sm ith  w as dead  and  so  w as the  gu y 
w h o  k illed  him . I to ld  h im  w h ere  
they  w ere . I a lso to ld  h im  th ere  w as 
on ly  on e  w a y  the th in g  co u ld  b e  
handled , and it w as  m y  w ay . I f  ou r  
gov ern m en t stepped  in  there  w o u ld  
be h e ll to  p ay  and  the prop agan d a  
bit w o u ld  go  righ t on , bu t m od ified  
a little . T he R eds w ou ld  p lay  up  the 
attem pt but cap ita lize  on the  fa ct  
that w h en  they b le w  the w h istle  on  
the p lot it w as their m en  w h o  w ere  
k illed  p e r fo rm in g  a p u b lic  serv ice  
and the U.S. w h o  tried  to  destroy  
the e v id en ce  o f  it. It  w as a ll v e r y  
neat and  co v e re d  fro m  e v e ry  angle.

C alm ly , Jones said , “ T h en  h o w  w ill 
it be  d o n e ? ”

“ I ’ll d o  it. T h e y ’ ll n ev er  com e  b ack  
to  m e, b roth er .”

“ A n d  you  w a n t w h at fro m  m e ?”
“ G et the  rep orts  fro m  the p lanes 

p a tro llin g  the h u rrica n e  area . O n e 
o f  them  m ight h a ve  spotted  that ship. 
C an  d o ? ”

“ W ill  d o . H o w  d o  I reach  y o u ? ”
“ I ’ll ca ll you  fro m  another p h on e ,”  

I said  and  hung up.
T he m en  w ere  w a itin g  b y  the M u s

tan g w ith  a truck . It d id n ’ t tak e lon g

to sw in g  the tw o  b om b s  un der the 
w in g  or  to  h ook  them  up. W hen  th ey  
w e re  rea d y , the gu ys  s im p ly  look ed  
at m e  cu riou sly  and  d rov e  aw ay.

I m ad e  the ca ll to  Jones. H e had 
the in form a tion  at hand, bu t h is v o ice  
sou n d ed  shaky. H e started, “ L isten, 
F a llon . . . .”

“ N o tim e, frien d , this is it. W hen  
it ’s o v e r  I ’ ll exp la in . N ot now . W hat 
a bou t that sh ip ?”

“ S he w as spotted . In fact, the 
p lan es d irected  h er  th rou gh  the best 
section  o f  the  b lo w .”  H e gave m e the 
last coord in ates  and  I w rote  them  
d ow n . “ I k n o w  w h at y o u ’re  p lanning, 
b a b y . Y o u  got m e on  a h ook  and I 
ca n ’t say a th ing .”

“ D o n ’t try .”
She w as w a itin g  fo r  m e b y  the 

p lan e, her eyes sh iny  w ith  tears. 
“ Y o u  th ink  you  can  d o  this th in g ?”

“ I ’m  go in g  to try  lik e  hell, b a b y .”
“ T h en  take m y  lo v e  w ith  you , 

sen o r .”  She rea ch ed  up, her arm s 
go in g  a rou n d  m y  n eck  and  her m outh 
w as a v o lca n ic  th ing  o f  sw eetness and 
fire that said every th in g  at once , 
p rom is in g  every th in g , and 1 rem em 
bered  w h at she d id  to  save m y life  
and  fe lt  a w ild  hu n ger fo r  the w o m 
an  she w as, fu ll and  glossy , v ibran t 
w ith  a lo v e  she w as g iv in g  to me.

W h en  I took  m y  m ou th  aw ay from  
hers I said, “ I ’ ll be  back , S h aron ,”  
th en  I  c lim b ed  in  the  o ld  P -51  and 
w e n t th rou gh  the starting p roced u re .

T h e  to w e r  d id n ’t w ant to  clear m e, 
bu t I n ev er  gave him  a ch an ce to tell 
m e  so. I headed  in to  the w in d  and 
eased  the throttle  fo rw a rd  and fou g h t 
the s ide  gusts un til I was o ff  the 
g rou n d . T h en  I c lim b ed  to 30,000 feet, 
o v e r  the  storm , p ick e d  up m y h ea d 
ing, h e ld  every th in g  at m ax cru ise  
and  w a ited . T he m oon  a bove  m ade 
the ro llin g  c louds o f  In grid  look  like  
g re y  snow b a n k s that ga v e  w ay to  the 
6 0 -m ile  w idth  o f  the  h u rrica n e ’s eye  
b e fo re  n a rrow in g  across  its southeast 
quarter. T hen  I passed it.

C H A P T E R  8

I fo u n d  the L eon a  ten  m iles o ff her 
cou rse  estim ate. T o  m ak e sure, I 
sw ep t in  lo w  w ith  m y land ing lights 
on , w h ee ls  and flaps d ow n . T here w as 
her nam e p lastered  across  the stern 
in  fa d in g  w h ite  pa in t. I go t the gear 
retracted  b e fo re  the first bursts o f  
gunfire w in k ed  at m e from  the decks. 
I  p ick e d  u p  a ltitude and c irc led  the 
sh ip  b e low .

T w o  chances, that w as  a ll I had.
I m ad e  the first pass fro m  the stern, 

d u m p in g  h er  o v e r  fro m  15,000 feet 
and  re leasin g  m y b o m b  at 2000. B e 

70 SAGA



hind  m e cam e a sh uddering  w h um p, 
and w h en  I look ed  b ack  I cou ld  see 
the y e llo w  g lo w  o £ the burst and the 
lu rch  o f  the ship  as she caught the 
near m iss. T here  w ere  lights on  the 
deck  n ow  and in their beam s I cou ld  
see the antlike figures o f  m en  ru n 
ning. A  spot flicked  on  and  . tried  to 
catch  m e, bu t there w asn ’t m uch  
ch an ce o f  that. I f  they  k n ew  w hat 
they w ere  ca rry in g  th ey ’d be w o r ry 
ing  about sav ing  them selves, n ot k ill
ing me.

I took  the M ustang up  again  and 
go t set fo r  another pass. I started to 
m ake a 180-degree turn  in to  the run 
w hen I fe lt a sudden  lighten ing o f 
the ship, a qu ick  u p lift  on  the left 
w in g  and the insides w anted  to  drain  
ou t o f  m e. D ow n  be low , the other 
b om b  tore harm lessly  in to  op en  w ater 
a ha lf m ile  from  the L eona.

It was too  late a fter all.
F or one second  I thought o f  a su i

cide run, but I d id n ’t h ave the guts 
fo r  it. In help less an ger I c irc led  
ov er  the L eon a , cu rsing  that battered  
old  hu lk  and w ish ing I still had the 
s ix  ,50s m ounted  that cou ld  at least 
tear som e holes in  her, dam n in g the 
id iots that m ounted  the b om b , but 
m ain ly  dam ning m y se lf fo r  n ot h a v 
ing ch eck ed  every th in g  out.

I took one last look  be low . This 
tim e there w a s  som eth ing different. 
T he ship had stopped . It had  heeled 
ov er  sharply to p ort and w as lo w  in 
the w ater. I took  another ch an ce and 
w ent in again w ith  the gear dow n 
and the lights on . I saw  w h at had 
happened.

T he first b ird  had  b een  a near miss, 
all right, but those rusted  plates o f 
the sh ip ’s b ottom  w ere  too  o ld  to 
take the con cussion . T h ey  had fo ld ed  
and I had w on . D am n it, w e  had w on !

I  eased the stick  o v e r  and got out 
o f  there, getting on  a return  heading. 
But I cou ld n ’t help  look in g  back . I 
was fa r  and  h igh  enou gh  a w a y  to see 
it safe ly  w h en  it w en t off. N o b ig  
flash. N o m ushroom  cloud . T he 
L eon a  m ust h ave been  u n derw ater 
w h en  it happened . Just a beautifu l, 
d iffused  g lo w  that ch an ged  co lors  in 
a so ft  p a tte r , that r ip p led  out gen tly  
and just as gen tly  receded .

Ingrid cam e into sight again, her 
eye  and fron t q uarter reach in g  out 
fo r  F lorida . I beat her in and tax ied  
up to the hangar w h ere  S haron  w as 
still w aiting, the w in d  w h ip p in g  the 
dress tight around her legs. T he tow er 
w as try in g  hard to get m e to get 
un der cov er  and the lights o f  a truck  
w ere com ing tow ard  m e. I w a v ed  the 
truck  off, m otioned  that I w as going 
up again and the gu y ye lled  som e

th ing u n in te llig ib le  and sw ung 
around.

A s  he d id , the m otor  cou ghed  
tw ice  and began  to  ru n  rou gh  until I 
id led  it at h igh er R P M 's . T he old  
trou b le  w as b ack  again, despite 
C harlie ’s w ork . I w o u ld n ’t be a b le  to  
shut d o w n  and re -s ta rt n ow  w ith ou t 
gettin g  in to  it— and I w an ted  to get 
the h ell ou t o f  there.

I edged  in close  to the hangar 
d oors  w h ere  there  w as  a w indbreak , 
lo ck e d  the breaks, h op p ed  ou t and 
ch ock ed  the w heels.

It w as a b ad  th ing  to  do, b u t I had 
n o  a ltern ative .

S h a r o n  cam e into m y  arm s w ith  a 
rush, b u ry in g  her fa ce  in  m y  chest, 
sobs o f  jo y  com in g  from  her lik e  that 
o f  a h appy p u p p y . I shouted  o v e r  the 
roar o f  th e  eng ine b eh ind  m e, “ She’s 
gone. It’ s a ll r igh t n o w  . . .  w e  have 
it m ade.”

“ A s  lon g  as I h a ve  you  back , m y 
b ig  one. . . .”

“ Inside. I h ave one ca ll to m ak e .”
I p u shed  h er  ahead  o f  m e through 

the d oor  in to  the hangar and fe lt  for  
the light. T he p lace  w as em pty ; 
e v e ry b o d y  had  clea red  ou t in  a dvance 
o f  Ingrid . I p ick ed  the p h on e o ff the 
w a ll and d ialed  m y nu m ber.

T h e  v o ic e  in the d o o rw a y  said, 
“ H ang up, F a llon .”

W e b oth  turn ed  around.
L ois  H ays stood  there, her fa ce  a 

m ask o f  pu re  hatred, the gu n  in her 
hand a co ld , d ea d ly  th ing . I put the 
ph on e  back .

“ Y es, I ’m  sure o f  it now , L ois. I 
k n ew  h o w  D el R eed , Jones and 
Sm ith  cou ld  h a ve  fou n d  m e, but not 
A n d re  M arcel. Y o u  w ere  the on ly  one 
w h o  k n ew  about the P aram ou nt 
M ote l.”

“ Y o u ’re  qu ite  right. I to ld  h im .”  
Outside, the w in d  w as a tearing 

shriek . In grid  w as here. S o  w as death . 
I fe lt  S h aron ’s hand g rop e  fo r  m ine, 
find it and ho ld  tight.

I said, “ It ’s too  late, L ois. T he 
L eon a  is d ow n , the bom b  is gone. 
T he propaganda  is a dead  issue.”

“ Is it? I th ink n ot.”
S om eh ow , she had figured an angle 

and I k n e w  I w as sw eating . H er sm ile 
w as as d ea d ly  serious as the gu n  in 
her hand. I m easured  the d istance  to 
her and thought abou t S h a ron ’s gun, 
but each  tim e L ois  H ays w as fo llo w 
ing  m y thoughts as though  she cou ld  
read  m y m ind.

“ N o,”  she to ld  us both , “ there is 
not on e  th ing you  can d o  b e fo re  I 
k ill you . N ot one th in g .”

T ry in g  to p la y  fo r  tim e, I said, 
“ H ow  can  you  m ake it, k id ? ”

“ I f  you  thought about it, y o u ’d  see.

T o m o rro w  the papers w ill ca rry  the 
story  w ith  D uncan  K n igh t ’s b y lin e  
and w e ’ll still w in . P ity  y o u  w on ’t be 
able  to see it.”

“ W hat s to ry ?”
“ H ow  an A m erican  citizen  carried  

out an act o f  u n precedented  v io len ce  
— aided  and abetted  b y  authorized  
agents o f  this cou n try— and destroyed  
a harm less C uban  vessel engaged  in 
com m erce  w ith  a neutral country. 
D on ’t y o u  ju st see h ow  the rest o f  
the w or ld  w ill eat that story  up? Oh,
I k n o w  w h at you  intended  the w or ld  
to  th ink . . . that the L eon a  w ont 
d o w n  in  the m idst o f  a hu rricane, and 
certa in ly  it cou ld  b e  assum ed that 
such  an o ld  ship w ou ld  succu m b to 
h u rrican e  seas. B ut y o u ’re  out o f  
lu ck , F a llon . It w ill be m y story .”

“ A n d  u s?”
“ W h en  accu sed  o f  the act, you  tried 

to  tak e m e ca p tiv e  and I had to shoot 
you  both . W h o  w o u ld  den y  that p os
sib ility  w h en  they  k n o w  o f  the three 
m en  ly in g  dead  on  the w h arf. F allon , 
y o u ’re  b etter o ff  dead. A n d  m e, I ’ ll 
l ive  to w o rk  an oth er day. I’l l  see that 
m y story  is w ell supported  and I 
d o n ’t th ink the govern m en t w ill w ant 
to  g o  in to  the  m atter any m ore than 
is necessary . T h ey  w ant no  part o f  a 
sh ootin g  w a r .”

S h e  sm iled  again  and raised the 
gu n  a little  higher. “ Outside, please.
W e m ight as w e ll k eep  it clean. I 
d o n ’t w ant any shots heard— not ju st 
ye t .”

S h e  stepped  b ack  through  the d oor 
as w e  ca m e tow a rd  her.

T u ck ’s w ord s : T h ere  a re  still som e  
o f  us le ft.

Y es, there  w ere.
W e  stood  in  the fierce  fo re fo o t  o f  

Ingrid , w ith  ou r c loth es snapping 
around ou r legs, ou r  fa ces stung b y  
sand that w as r ip p in g  by . I held  
S haron  as tigh tly  as I cou ld  and 
k ep t w a lk ing . L ois  w as still back ing 
up, a lm ost rea d y  to p u ll the trigger.
W e w a lk ed  fo rw a rd  and k ept on 
w a lk ing , the three o f  us that w ere  
le ft— tw o  in the fro n t  and one beh ind  
and all the w h ile  the crazy scream  o f  
the w in d  w as the on ly  sound w e 
co u ld  hear.

T h e  gu n  cam e up, leve led  on  the 
last step L ois  took , but in ou r faces 
she read  that w e  had w on  a fter all. 
T h ere  w ere  still som e o f  us le ft  like 
T u ck  had  said, tw o  in  fron t and one 
beh ind  her.

She started to scream  as she 
back ed  in to  the great ch urn in g blades 
o f  the  p ro p  on  the M ustang and d is - J 
so lved  in to  a red , m isty fro th  that jj 
w as carried  a w a y  in  the gale.

* TH E  END
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Anatomy Of A Kidnap continued from page 53

packets because A lb em a rle  R oad  was 
h orseshoe-sh aped  and  tw ice  en d ed  on 
Park A ven u e . D etectives  w e re n ’t sure 
w h ich  corn er the  k id n ap p er had  in  m ind.

B y  early  m orn in g one rep orter, rep re 
senting a ll new s m edia , and m ore than 
50 p o licem en  w ere  h id d en  throu ghou t 
the n eighborhood . T he h ea vy  ra in  w h ich  
had started durin g  the night kept the 
streets all but deserted . R elen tlessly , the  
m inutes tick ed  by. S h ortly  a fter 8, 
M orris W einberger , hatless, h is silver 
hair stick ing to his fu rro w e d  b row , 
stepped ou t to the s idew alk . U nder his 
left arm  he ca rried  a m anila envelope. 
He w a lk ed  s low ly  d ow n  A lb em a rle  R oad  
tow ard  Park A ven u e . H is w ife  left 
through the rear d oor  m om en ts later 
and w a lk ed  in the oth er d irection . She 
too carried  an un m arked  enve lope . The 
tw o packages w ere  b oth  in  p osition  by  
8:15 . N ow  the h idden  m en  w atched  from  
neighbors ’ houses and cellars, from  
parked trucks and in  disguise. T he m a il
man, m aking his rounds ea rlier than 
usual, w as actua lly  a  d etective . So w ere  
tw o teleph one linem en  w h o  w ork ed  in 
the shelter o f  a canvas tent on  a p o le  
m idw ay up the b lock . T he n e ighborhood  
appeared norm al in e very  respect— e x 
cept for  the tw o  sodden  enve lopes  that 
rested a b lock  apart un d er the signposts 
at A lb em a rle  R oad  and P ark  A ven u e .

T h e  dead line— 10 o ’c lo ck — passed.
N oth ing happened.

E leven  o ’ c lock  cam e and w en t, and 
then noon . F inally , at 12:50, a detective  
retrieved  the tw o  packages.

W ith  the new s that the  k idnapper 
had not p ick ed  up the ransom  m oney, 
roles changed. S trangely, B eatrice  W ein 
b erger g rew  stronger un d er the heavy  
w eight. T hat a ftern oon  she stepped out 
on the  patio  from  w h ich  little P eter had 
been  stolen  and, as her husband stood  
beside her, head  b ow ed , she asked the 
reporters to  appeal to  the k idnapper.

“ P lease tell h im  in  you r papers,”  she 
pleaded , ‘to  le a v e  the b a b y  in a church  
or a tem ple. N o on e  w ill both er him . W e 
just w ant our b ab y  b ack .”

She also outlined  the b a b y ’s form u la  
and prescribed  vitam ins.

A s  in all crim es p rom in en tly  p layed  
up in new spapers and on  radio and 
telev ision , the screw ba lls  and cranks 
began to  w rite  and call. That n ight, 
scant m inutes a fter film s o f  M rs. W ein 
berger m ak ing her appeal w ere  te le 
vised, a m an ca lled . M orris W ein berger 
took the call.

“ W e have you r b a b y ,”  the v o ice  
snarled. “ I ’ ll b e  w atch ing  the a ftern oon  
papers fo r  you r rep ly .”

N o dem ands w ere  m ade.
T he n ex t day , W ein b erger ’s answ er 

ran in a ll th ree  N ew  Y o rk  even ing 
papers: “ I am read y  to m eet you r d e 
m ands. I am  a w aitin g  you r ca ll.”

H e w aited  in  vain . T he ad w as  n ever 
answ ered. T he v o ice  n ever ca lled  again. 
Som e w arped  sense o f  h u m or had b een  
satisfied at the path etic exp en se  o f  a 
tortured father.

A n oth er cran k  ca lled  on  F rid a y  m orn 
ing, shortly  b e fo re  10. T h is tim e the 
v o ice  ordered  that the ransom  be  raised 
to $5000. The answ er w as to b e  m ade 
via  the N BC new s telecast at 11 that 
night. W einberger, grasp ing  at anything 
that m ight save the life  o f  h is in fant 
son, m ade arrangem ents w ith  the te le 
v is ion  netw ork . T hat night, T V  n e w s- 

» caster John  K . M. M cC a ffery  m ade the 
s personal annou ncem ent to  the m orn in g 
* caller.

“ M r. W ein b erger has asked this sta
tion  to  te ll you  that any dem ands you  72

m ake w ill be  m et. T here  w ill be  n o  in 
terferen ce  by  authorities.”

A ga in , heartlessly , noth ing happened . 
S aturday passed w ith ou t incident, and 

then  at 7:30 p .m . on  S u n d a y  n ight a 
third  v o ice  ca lled  the  W ein b erger hom e. 
This tim e the m oth er took  the call. T he 
m an d irected  h er  to  d rive  about 15 m iles  
to a corn er  in the ad jacen t cou n ty  o f 
Queens, on e  o f  the five  b orou gh s  o f  N ew  
Y ork  C ity . N ear this corn er, the  ca ller 
said, she w ou ld  find a parked F ord  w ith  
a “ fo r  sa le”  sign in the  w in d ow . She w as 
to put the m on ey  in  this auto. O nce 
again the figure m en tion ed  w as $5000.

T his sounded  like the real thing. T he 
m an had to ld  h e r  that the b ab y  w as w e ll 
and i f  she fo llo w e d  instructions she 
w ou ld  h a ve  h im  b ack  that v e ry  night. 
W ith her heart beating lik e  a tripham 
m er, B eatrice  W ein b erger  le ft  the house 
w ith  the m on ey  and d rov e  to the re n 
dezvous. She fou n d  n o  F ord . F rantica lly , 
she parked  her ow n  ca r and w a lk ed  a 
b lo ck  in  each  d irection , p eerin g  in to  
the w in d ow  o f  each  park ed  ca r in  search 
o f the  tellta le sign that w ou ld  sh ow  the 
car w as fo r  sale, but she fou n d  nothing. 
It w as nearly  11 p .m . b e fo re  the w om an, 
w eep ing , clim bed  b ack  in to  her ow n  car 
and returned  hom e.

T h e  W einbergers w ere  still sitting in 
their k itchen  that n ight w h en  the ph on e  
rang again. It w as the  sam e m an. M orris  
W ein b erger  answ ered , b u t the  ca ller  
dem an ded  to talk  to  M rs. W einberger . 
H er hands q u iver in g , she took  the 
phone. “ H e llo ."

“ I saw  you  park , M rs. W ein b erger .”  
“ W h y d id n ’t you  . . . w h y  w asn ’t the 

car th e re ?”
“ I w ou ld  h ave pu lled  o v e r  n ex t  to  you , 

but I saw  the cops b eh ind  y o u .”
“ B ut there  w ere  no  p o lice . I cam e 

a lone. H onestly , I w as a lon e .”
“ I thought I saw  a flashing ligh t.”  
“ N o, y o u ’re m istaken. I w as a lone. I 

w ant to coop era te .”
A p p a ren tly  the m an  w as ca llin g  from  

a p a y  phon e because at this p o in t  in  the 
con versa tion  the  te lep h on e  op era tor cut 
in to  ask fo r  m ore  m on ey . S he heard  
part o f  the  con versa tion  and, instead 
o f cu tting  in v o ca lly , she traced  the call. 
T he b ooth  w as loca ted  in  a Q ueens bar 
and grill. The op era tor notified  p o lice . 
T h ey  raced  to the loca tion , a fe w  b lock s  
fro m  the ren dezvou s  p oin t to w h ich  M rs. 
W ein b erger  had  gon e  that even ing. B ut 
the b ooth  was em pty .

T he m an had  hung up b e fo re  g iv in g  
the m oth er any furth er instructions e x 
cep t that he  w ou ld  ca ll again.

H e did  ca ll again. O ne h ou r later, he 
d irected  both  parents to  b rin g  the  m on ey 
to another bar and g r ill in Q ueens. This 
tim e the p o lice  a nsw ered  the dem and 
and sw oop ed  d o w n  on  the tavern . A ga in  
the ca lle r  w as gon e, but this tim e the 
d etectives fou n d  that o n ly  on e  person  
had  used the ph on e  w ith in  the past fe w  
hours, and a pa tron  k n ew  his identity . 
T he p o lice  staked ou t h is house.

A n  h ou r passed b e fo re  he  ca lled  
again. A t  2 :40  the v o ice  to ld  the  parents 
to b rin g  the  m on ey  to  St. Joan  o f  A r c ’s 
C hurch  in  Q ueens. H ere, he  said, they 
w ou ld  find th eir  baby . This tim e they 
ign ored  the call. T w e n ty  m inutes later, 
as he  arrived  hom e, the m an  w as taken 
in to  custody.

A  recen tly  m arried , job le ss  n e 'e r -d o -  
w e ll, he rea d ily  adm itted  m ak in g  the 
ca lls  that n ight as he tou red  a string 
o f  sa loons w ith  a com p an ion , a ja c k -  
o f-a ll-tra d e s  w h o  w as a lso ou t o f  w ork . 
T he second  m an, the fa th er  o f  fou r , 
adm itted  m ak in g the ca ll tw o  d ays

earlier req u irin g  W e in b erger ’s answ er 
to be broadcast on  telev ision . B oth , h o w 
ever , w e re  m ere ly  hoa xers. N either 
k n ew  anyth in g  abou t the  ch ild  excep t 
w h at th ey  had read in the new spapers.

M rs. W ein b erger appeared  in cou rt 
on  T uesday, J u ly  10, against the tw o  
and, at the v e ry  m om en t she w as testi
fy in g , the  p h on e  ra n g  in the W ein berger 
hom e. H er hu sband took  the ca ll. H e 
w as told to tak e $5000 in  a b lu e  bag to  a 
m a ilb ox  ju st o f f  E xit 26 o f  the N orthern 
State P ark w ay . T his b u sy  road  passed 
w ith in  tw o  b lock s  o f  the W ein b erger 
hom e.

C ou n ty  D etective  T im oth y  R ing, d is
gu ised  as a garden er, raced  to the  lo 
cation  im m ed ia tely  and lo itered  in the 
v ic in ity . W ein b erger  arrived  a little 
later, but no  on e  else.

M rs. W ein b erger  cam e hom e from  
cou rt shortly  a fter lunchtim e. W hen  she 
got w ord  o f  the  n ew  ph on e  ca ll her hopes 
began  to  rise, as they  had w ith  each 
p reced in g  call. M a yb e  this w as the real 
k idnapper. She sat at the  k itchen  table 
go in g  o v e r  the details  o f  the latest co n 
tact w ith  her husband. T h ey  w ere  still 
in the k itch en  w h en , at 2 :30  p .m ., the 
p h on e rang again.

B y  th is tim e, a tape record er  had 
been  installed  to p ick  up  all con versa 
tions o v e r  the W ein b erger  phone. It 
captured  this d ia logue:

“ H ello  . . .”
“ H ello . M rs. W ein b erger?”
“ Y es .”
“ L isten , do  you  w ant to  see you r kid 

or n o t? ”
“ M ister, w h o  is th is?”
“ W ell, it ’s the pa rty  you  w ou ld  be 

interested  in. I ca lled  up  earlier.”
“ Y es  . . .”
“ . . . and I d o n ’t k n ow  w h o answ ered. 

I m ade an appoin tm ent and no one 
show ed  u p .”

“ W e kept that appoin tm ent. M y hus
band w as there ."

“ N ob od y  w as there. I w as there over 
an hour. W ell, now , on  E xit T w e n ty - 
eight, righ t by  the sign. I f  you  w ant, I’ll 
be there at m ost in  h a lf an hou r.”  

“ N ow  w ait a m inute. Let m e get this 
straight. I ’m n ervous. W hat d o  you  w ant 
m e to d o ? ”

“ P ut the m on ey in the b lu e  cloth  bag 
and take it to  E xit T w en ty -e igh t. Y o u ’ll 
find a note, and  it w ill te ll you  w h ere  to 
find the b a b y  in  an h ou r ’s t im e.”

“ Y o u ’re  on ly  g iv in g  m e ha lf an hou r.”  
“ T hat’s all. Y ou  can m ak e it in fifteen 

m inutes. I know . I a lready done it. I’ ll 
be w atch ing  as you  go  b y ."

T h e  lin e  w en t dead.

T h e  w ord  w as  q u ick ly  re layed  to D e
tective  R in g, w h o  w as still w ork ing  
aroun d  E xit 26. H e hurried up to the 
e x it  n ow  specified . N o one w as in the 
v ic in ity . A  fe w  m om en ts la ter B eatrice 
W ein b erger  arrived  w ith  the b lue  cloth  
bag.

R ing, w ith  rake and clippers, w ork ed  
nearer to the signpost. A fte r  look in g  
o v e r  the area fo r  h a lf an hour, he 
s ignaled  M rs. W ein b erger  to leave, and 
then exa m in ed  the area  aroun d  the 
sign. S ure  en ou gh , w eighted  d ow n  by 
a sm all stone, he fo u n d  a p iece  o f  paper 
fo ld e d  in th irds. It read:

“ P ut m on ey  un d er seat cov ers  ahead 
and righ t.”

N earby, ju st o ff the N orthern  State 
P a rk w ay , he  fo u n d  them — a p ile  o f  d is
card ed  seat cov ers . A lth ou gh  bad ly  torn  
and w orn , th ey  h ad n ’t b een  exp osed  to 
the e lem ents v e r y  long . T h ey  had o b 
v io u s ly  b een  p la ced  there  b y  the co n 
tact. T hese had  been  designed  to serve 
as h is ransom  drop .

A  bogu s  p ack age  o f  b ills  w as prepared  
and p la ced  un der the seat cov ers  and



the area  staked out. N o on e  e v e r  w en t 
near them .

J u ly  11 daw ned . S even  days had  
passed since P eter W ein b erger  had  been  
kidnapped . N ow , at last, the  F edera l 
B ureau o f In vestiga tion  cou ld  en ter the 
case. F or  the past 18 m onths, a C on 
gressional com m ittee  had  p ig eon -h o led  
a bill that w ou ld  h ave a llow ed  fed era l 
agents to  step in to  a k id n ap p in g case 
24 hours a fter  an  abdu ction . N ow  the 
m andatory p eriod  o f  a fu ll w eek  had 
e xp ired  and the F B I w as fre e  to  enter. 
O utraged  by  the needless d e lay , N ew  
Y ork  C ongressm an K en n eth  B . K eating  
urged passage o f  the la w  im m ediately . 
It was passed, but not in  tim e to  d o  the 
W einbergers any good .

W ith  the a rriv a l o f  the  FB I u n d er the 
supervision  o f  Joh n  J. K e lly , the N ew  
Y ork  A g e n t-in -C h a rg e , the W e in b e rg 
ers ’ hopes rose  again. W ith in  the n ex t 
24 hours, the FB I estab lished  w ith ou t a 
doubt that the note p ick ed  up  b y  D e te c 
tive R in g near E x it 28 w as w ritten  by 
the sam e person  w h o  had w ritten  the 
orig in al kidnap note. It w as a lso es 
tablished that the seat cov ers  had been 
designed  fo r  a 1950 or  1951 P lym outh .

A gen ts and detectives  again  spread  
through the com m u n ity  go in g  ov er  e very  
possib le  d eta il and re -q u estion in g  e v e r y 
one w h o  had m ade an y  statem ents thus 
far. A m on g  those re -q u estion ed  w ere  
tw o teenage b rothers w h o  had  reported  
seeing a m an in  a sh abby  a u tom ob ile  
parked abou t 200 fe e t  fro m  the W e in 
berger hom e on  the d a y  o f  the  a b d u c
tion. T h e  b oys , w h o  had  been  on their 
w ay  to  a stick b a ll gam e, rem em bered  
the auto becau se  the m an beh ind  the 
w heel had kept h is fa ce  fro m  v ie w  by  
read ing  a n ew sp a p er he ld  v e r y  close  to 
his fa ce . T h e  ca r w as green , th ey  re 
called. T h ey  d id n ’t k n o w  the yea r  o r  the 
m ake. O fficials took  them  to  h ea d q u a r
ters and  sh ow ed  them  p ictu res  o f  autos o f 
variou s m an u factu re  and  v in tage. T h ey  
both  selected  a p h oto  o f  a 1951 P lym ou th .

M eanw hile , the agents had  p u t the 
notes through  a series o f  tests and 
m inute exam ination s. G rap h olog ists  co n 
cluded  that the han d w ritin g  o f  the k id 
napper w as defin ite ly  m ale  and  sh ow ed  
d istinctive  ch aracteristics  in the  fo rm a 
tion  o f  16 letters o f  the  alphabet. This 
was the strongest clu e  ye t d educed .

K e l ly  im m ed ia tely  put throu gh  a 
special request to  W ashington , and that 
sam e day no less than 80 F B I han d 
w ritin g  experts  fro m  a ll parts o f  the 
nation w ere  h u rried ly  d ispatched  to 
Nassau C ounty. A s  each  one arrived , he 
im m e d ia te ly . began  brie fin g  a g iven  
num ber o f N assau p o licem en  as to  h ow  
to spot these p ecu lia rities  in  scrip t. In 
all, m ore than 100 cou n ty  p o licem en  
w ere  p u t th rou gh  the spec ia l grap h o log y  
course, and then th ey  jo in ed  the 80 
specialists in a jo b  o f  u n end ing d rudgery .

It w as a tw o  m illio n -to -1  ch an ce, but 
it w as a chance. O n e hu ndred  and  e igh ty  
m en settled  d ow n  to  a jo b  o f  ch eck in g  
signatures on  a m ounta in  o f  au to  li
censes, auto registrations, vo tin g  reg is 
ters, tax record s  and p rob a tion  files fo r  
a ll the counties on  L on g  Island— S uffo lk , 
Nassau, K ings and Q ueens. A t  first they 
stuck to  on ly  L on g  Island  residents, b e 
cause, in h is te lep h on e  con versa tions 
w ith  the stricken  fa m ily , the k id n ap p er 
had in d ica ted  a thorou gh  fa m ilia rity  
w ith the neigh borh ood .

M eanw hile, these th ings w ere  h a ppen 
ing. T h e  tw o  ph on e  h oa xers  w e re  in 
d icted  fo r  a ttem pted  e x tort ion  . . . the 
b od y  o f  an in fant fo u n d  in  the  H udson  
R iver turned  ou t to  be another ch ild  . . . 
and a m an in  G reen v ille , S outh  C arolina, 
was arrested fo r  dem an din g $10,000 o f 
the W einbergers.

Then , on  A ugu st 22, the tw o  m illio n - 
to -1  shot pa id  off.

T w o  F B I agents had gon e  to  B rook lyn  
to stu dy  abou t 900 a ctiv e  p rob a tion  re 
ports, A fte r  th ree  hou rs, they  w e re  asked 
by  a sten ograp h er i f  th ey  w anted  to take 
a lo o k  at three  record s  she had b een  
w ork in g  on  b e fo re  she filed  them  aw ay 
w ith  13,000 oth er in a ctive  cases.

A gen t F rancis  C og w e ll took  the three  
and started w ith  the top  file. H e w en t 
o v e r  it and  then w en t o v e r  it again. 
A fte r  a th ird  c lo se  scru tin y  he h a nded  
it to  his partner.

“ H o w  d oes  this lo o k  to  y o u ? ”
It lo ok ed  good . M ig h ty  good .

T h e  signature at th e  b ottom  o f  the 
file w as that o f  A n g e lo  L aM arca , th ir ty - 
on e  years o ld . L aM arca , w h o  liv e d  in  
P la in v iew , L on g  Island , had  b een  a r 
rested  on  June 22, 1954, in a hom em ad e 
still in  Islip , L on g  Island. L a M a rca  had 
rece iv ed  a 9 0 -d a y  suspen ded  sentence  
and had  b een  p u t on a ye a r ’s  p robation .

F ou r o f  the letters in  L a M a rca ’s s ig
nature sharply resem b led  the  scrip t on 
b oth  k id n ap  notes. T h e  “ M ”  w as o v e r 
sized, as w as the “ L .”  H e ta iled  o ff  his 
“ G ”  in a m an ner s im ilar to the k id n a p 
per, and the lo o p  in  h is  “ E”  w as a lm ost 
closed , as it  w as in  the  ransom  notes,

C ogsw ell im m ed ia te ly  te leph oned  his 
superior, D r. F red  M . M iller, sen ior 
analyst o f  the d ocu m en ta tion  section  o f 
the FBI.

“ I th ink w e ’v e  got som eth in g ,”  he  
reported .

A fte r  seein g  the  signature  o f  A n g e lo  
L aM arca , D r. M iller  agreed  w ith  the 
susp icions o f  A g e n t C ogsw ell. Im m ed i
ately , the in vestiga tion  sh ifted  to P la in - 
v iew . W ith in  hours, agents and  p o lice  
d iscovered  that L aM arca  w as  a tax i 
d r iv e r  and m echan ic. H e w as  m arried  
and had tw o  ch ildren . T h e y  also fou n d  
that h e  w as  h ea v ily  in  debt becau se  o f  
a h om e m ortga ge  he should  n ev er  h ave 
been  carrying . H e had bou gh t the 
$14,900 h ou se using $700 the bu ild er 
loaned  him  fo r  the  d ow n  p aym ent. H e 
w as also in  arrears on  a $900 freezer, 
$500 storm  w in d ow s  and o w e d  $400 to 
a loa n  shark. In  the ten m onths since 
he bou gh t the house, L a M a rca  had paid  
on ly  on e  m on th ly  insta llm en t o f  $116 
tow a rd  his m ortgage. I f  ev e r  a m an 
w as a lik e ly  suspect in a “ g e t -r ich - 
q u ick ”  schem e, h e  w as  it. T h ey  also 
estab lished  that L aM arca  ow n ed  a car—  
a green  1951 P lym outh .

A  s ta k e -ou t w as put on  his h om e and 
bench  w arrants fo r  a search  o f  the 
prem ises issued. L aM arca  and  his w ife  
returned  h om e about m idn ight that 
night. T h ey  had  b een  v is itin g  frien d s  
in  n ea rb y  E lm ont and  had le ft their 
ch ild ren  w ith  L a M a rca ’s parents.

A s  the cou p le  a p p roa ch ed  th eir  hom e, 
the p o lice  stepped  out o f  three  park ed  
autos. L aM arca , a slight, sw a rth y  m an 
w ith  the  suggestion  o f  a m ustache, and 
w ea rin g  soiled  green  cov era lls , im m ed i
a tely  b eca m e  belligerent.

“ W hat the  h e ll d o  y o u  w a n t?”  h e  d e 
m anded.

T h e  officers  p rod u ced  the search  w a r
rants and  asked  fo r  adm ission  to  the 
house.

“ D o n ’t w o rry  about an yth in g ,”  L a 
M arca  told  his w ife . “ T h ey  d o n ’t k n ow  
w h at th e y ’re  look in g  fo r . A n y h o w , th ey  
h a ve  the w ro n g  p lace .”

H e op en ed  the house and  the search  
p a rty  w en t inside.

O n e im portant clu e  turned  up alm ost 
im m ed ia te ly . D etectives  fo u n d  a bottle  
o f  green  in k  in the b e d ro o m — the sam e 
typ e  o f  in k  that had been  used to  w rite  
the ransom  notes.

F o r  tw o  and a h a lf hou rs, the cab 
d r iv e r  w as  q u estion ed  at h is hom e, but

he adm itted  noth ing . H is w ife  w as c o 
op era tiv e , but she had  n o  h e lp fu l in 
form a tion . S he c la im ed  that her hus
band w as a w o n d e rfu l fa ther. T h ey  
had lived  in B rook lyn , she said, w h ile  
L a M a rca  opera ted  a serv ice  station 
there. T h e ir  son  had b een  stricken  w ith  
p o lio  in the late sum m er o f  the p rev iou s 
yea r  and the b ills  had  begu n  to p ile  up. 
F ina lly , the  gas station  w en t out o f  
business and the fa m ily  m oved  to P la in - 
v iew . L a M a rca ’s brother, a taxi ow n er, 
had g iv en  h im  a jo b .

A t  2 :3 0  in  the  m orning , L aM arca  was 
taken to F B I headquarters  in  N ew  Y ork .
H e still re fu sed  to adm it havin g  a n y 
th ing  at a ll to d o  w ith  the m issing W ein 
b erger  baby . F ina lly , a record in g  o f  his 
v o ic e  ta lk in g  on  the te lep h on e  w ith  M rs. 
W ein b erger  w a s  p lay ed  back  fo r  him  
in the p resen ce  o f  h is w ife .

L a M a rca ’s head  d rop p ed  in to  his 
hands and he spok e in to  the floor:

“ Send her ou t o f  here  and I’ ll tell 
y o u  w h at you  w ant to k n o w .”

T h e  5 0 -d a y -o ld  case had been  solved .
L a M a rca  told  d ifferent stories. A t  first 

he attem pted  to  im p lica te  others, but 
as each  version  w as d isp roved , he  u lti
m ate ly  adm itted  that he had don e  the 
k id n a p p in g  alone.

“ I n eed ed  tw o  thousand dollars  aw fu l 
bad ,”  he  to ld  his interrogators . “ I 
thought abou t ro b b in g  a bank, but it 
w as  too  risk y , so  I d ecid ed  to try  ran
som . It w as the  on ly  th ing  le ft fo r  m e 
to d o .”

H e had le ft  the baby , a lm ost im m ed i
a tely  a fter  tak in g  h im , in  som e un d er
brush  o ff  the N orthern  State P ark w ay . 
T he ch ild  w as p ro b a b ly  s till there. H e 
had tried  to  co lle ct  the ransom  the fo l 
low in g  m orn in g , bu t en rou te  to the 
corn er  o f  A lb em a rle  R oad  and Park  
A ven u e  he becam e frigh ten ed  and  d e 
c id ed  not to a ttem pt it.

H e p in p oin ted  the spot w h ere  he  had 
a ban don ed  the help less in fant som e
w h ere  n ea r E x it 37 o f  the  park w ay .

S ix t y  m en  searched  in  the rain 
through the brush , go ld en rod , ch erry , 
scru b  oa k  and h on eysu ck le  vin es. It 
w as A g e n t R ob er t  B og er  w h o  fou n d  the 
rem ains— bits o f  m o ld y  c lo th  o v e r  the 
d ecom p osed  b o d y  o f  an infant. T he 
b a b y  had d ied  w h ile  ly in g  fa ce  dow n 
in the h ea vy  fo liage . T h e  cause o f 
death  w as any o f  three  th ings: starva
tion , e xp osu re  o r  su ffoca tion .

N o w  the frigh ten ed  k id n a p p er was 
ta lk ing  o n ly  about h im self, try in g  to 
pain t a sym p ath etic  p icture .

B eaten  and u n loved  as a ch ild , he had 
fou n d  happiness w ith  his w ife  and  kids.
In the A rm y , he said , he  had d riven  
an am m un ition  su p p ly  tru ck  in F rance; 
three  days a fter the N orm an d y invasion  
he had b een  w ou n d ed — tak in g shrapnel 
in on e  leg. H e o ffered  a scar to  p rov e  
his heroism . H e had served  three  and 
a h a lf  yea rs  in  the A rm y .

P o lice  q u ick ly  p roved  that L aM arca  
w as a liar. H e had indeed  served  in 
the A rm y — but o n ly  fo r  tw o  and a h a lf 
years. H e had been  cou rt-m a rtia led  fo r  
go in g  A W O L . H e d id n ’t a rr iv e  in  E ng
land until 60 days a fter D -D a y . T he 
scar on  h is  leg  w as fr o m  a ch ild h ood  
a ccident, n ot shrapnel.

O n  N ovem b er 5, 1956, L a M a rca  w ent 
on trial b e fo re  N assau C ounty  Judge 
M a rio  P itton i in  M ineola , L o n g  Island.
A  ju ry  o f  ten  fa th ers and tw o  g ran d 
fathers w ith  a  total o f  32 ch ild ren  and 
ten  g ran d ch ild ren  am on g  them  heard 
the case. W h en  it  w as  ov e r , it took  the s 
12 m en  ju st  fo u r  hou rs and  53 m inutes « 
to reach  a verd ict. W hen  the prisoner t 
L a M a rca  w as b rou gh t b e fo re  them , h e  * 
had to b e  lifted  to  his feet and  supported  
b y  tw o  guards. _



T here w ere  tw o  cou nts and tw o  ve r 
dicts:

M u rder: G u ilty .
K idnap ing : G u ilty .
T here w ere  n o  recom m endation s for

m ercy . H e w as sentenced  to  death.
L ega l m an euvers p ro lon g ed  A n gelo  

L a M a rca ’s life  fo r  another 20 m onths, 
but he d ied  in S ing S in g ’s e le ctr ic  chair 
on A ugu st 7, 1958.

H e p rob a b ly  d ied  com p lete ly  ignorant 
o f  the fa ct  that the W ein bergers  had 
som eh ow  re -estab lish ed  their lives. A n 
other son  w as b orn  to them  on  N ovem 
b er  21, 1957. *  THE END

How To Tame An Itchy Dame continued from page 39

she has adopted  b oss-m a n  tactics. She 
tells  H arry w h ere  th e y ’re  going, w hat 
th ey ’re  doing, w h om  they are seeing. 
S he  sets the com pass and ch arts  the 
course.

W h y? Letty used to be a top -sa laried  
private  secretary b e fore  she cov ered  her 
typ ew riter to  m arry  H arry three years 
ago. N ow  she harbors a sm oldering  
anger against the socia l system  that 
keeps her ch ained  to  h om e and fireside. 
Jealous o f  H ank ’s fun  and freed om  on 
the outside, she has determ in ed  to  im 
pose her w ill upon h im  as a gesture o f  
defiance.

T he basic ru le : W hen  you  becom e 
aw are that a w om an is attem pting to 
dom inate the relationsh ip , put her dow n , 
gen tly  but very  d ecis ive ly , in  e v e ry  situ
ation  o f  any im portance  that arises. P sy 
ch olog ist W h itebook  advises: “ U nder
take a defin ite cam paign  to assert you r 
ow n  dom inance, even  if  it takes tw o  to 
three years. It m ay be difficult, but it 
can be done su ccessfu lly .”

Thus, react w ith  strength  to e v e ry 
thing that m ay com e up  in  the  course 
o f  d a y -to -d a y  liv ing . K eep  a firm  hold  
o f  e v e ry  rein  there is. I f  she tells  you  
she ’s goin g  to shop, go  to  the beauty 
p arlor or h ave co ffee  w ith  the girls , no 
dom in an ce is in v o lv ed . B ut i f  she in 
form s you  that she ’s havin g  the  p lace 
painted, ord erin g  new  sh ru bbery , or 
even  inviting som e n ew  frien d s  sh e ’s 
m et fo r  a party  at you r house— pull the 
reins taut. T hese things con cern  you . 
T e ll her so, then d ecide  w hat you  w ant 
to do.

A n  im portant caution : T here  is a gu lf 
o f  d ifferen ce  betw een  b eing  a firm  boss 
and a tyrann ica l one. A  firm  boss is 
k ind and con siderate  as w e ll as decis ive ; 
a tyrant is petty  and nasty. I f  you  m ust 
say “ n o ,” say it w ith  con sidera tion  and 
love!

A n  integral part o f  the techn ique o f 
handling D om inating D ora  is to  o ffer 
her rew ards fo r  fem in ine b ehavior. A  
C h icago pa in ting con tractor p ick ed  up 
this tech n iq u e  by  accident, one p sy ch o l
ogist says, and fou n d  that it w ork ed  
w on ders. A fte r  w eeks o f  resisting her 
attem pts at dom in ation  b y  w ithhold ing  
m oney from  her, he cam e h om e one 
even in g  to find she had  prepared  a de
lectab le  roast ch ick en  dinner, com plete  
w ith  w ine. Up to then  h e ’d rece iv ed  
either cold  m eals or cu rt notes to  p ick  
up his ow n.

H e w as so g rate fu l fo r  the sw itch  
that at the end  o f the m eal he  kissed 
her soundly and handed  her a $20 b ill 
to bu y  a th ing or  tw o  fo r  herself. N ext 
night, and the next and next, he  fou n d  
d inner w aiting. A  fe w  m ore  little  gifts 
gradu ally  op ened  her eyes. H er efforts 
at dom in ation  w aned.

G ifts  o f  on e  k ind  or  another, ju d i
ciou sly  given, w ill speed  D ora ’s fe m in i
zation. N aturally , you  w on ’t te ll her 
w h y  you  are rew ard in g  her, bu t she ’ll 
know !

Suppose a w om an  begins to use sex 
k as a w eap on  to get w h at she w ants? 
6 W ith out uttering a w ord , this F rig id  
A F rieda  can let you  k n o w  w ith  p a in fu l 

c la rity  that un less you  accept her as a 
boss, she has absolu tely  n o  in tention  o f

accep tin g  you  as a lover.
W hen  sex is used as a w ea p on  o f  

fem ale  pun ishm ent or  ven gea n ce , m any 
m en  react w ron g ly . In  N ew  Y ork , fo r  
exam p le , a you n g  truckm an  becam e 
furiou s. H e slapped  his w ife  v ic iou sly  
and com m itted  a virtu a l rape. O thers 
berate th eir  w om en , w h ile  still others 
act like  the P h ilad elp h ia  insurance m an, 
w h o  told  his sad story  to a p sy ch o log ica l 
consultant. “ She w o n ’t have a n y  part o f  
o f  m e,”  he  said sadly. “ N ight a fter night 
I try , bu t she ’s e ith er ‘too  tired ’ or not 
fee lin g  w e ll or ‘not in the m ood .’ ”  
A sk ed  w h at he does about it, he  r e 
p lied : “ N oth ing. W hat can  I d o?  I w o n ’t 
fo r ce  her. I ju st lie  there  and fu m e .”

M e n  in  s im ilar circum stances are ad 
v ised  not to  fum e, fret or fo rce . P sy 
ch o log ist W h itebook  cou nsels  this course 
o f  action :

In form  the w om an  you  k n o w  w h y  she 
is acting the w a y  she is, and that you  
have no in tention  o f  tak ing it. W arn  
her that un less she acts sensib ly , you  
p lan  to lea ve  the hou se and that the 
resp on sib ility  fo r  y o u r  action  w ill be 
hers alone. Talk ca lm ly , though  firm ly, 
k eep in g  yo u r  tem per in  ch eck . T h e  aim  
is to co n v in ce  her log ica lly , not to 
b row beat.

Then , i f  the sexua l d e e p -fre e ze  p er
sists, ca rry  ou t y o u r  threat. S tay aw ay 
fo r  a fe w  hours, even  the en tire  night. 
O n  you r return, i f  she asks w h ere  you  
w en t, d o n ’t answ er; leave it to  her 
im agination . A n d  her im agin ation  can  be 
v iv id , g iv in g  rise to a ll sorts o f  fa n 
tasies. T h e  techn ique, repeated  a nu m 
b er o f  tim es i f  necessary, w ill jo lt  m ost 
F rig id  F riedas in to  an a gon iz ing  r e 
appraisal o f  their b ehavior.

O ccasion a lly , a w om a n ’s d issa tisfac
tions w ill be chan neled  into her lib ido , 
and the resu lt can be an inord inate  d e 
sire fo r  sexu a l gratification . It ’s as 
though  she is try in g  to  fo rg e t  h er  w oes 
b y  tak ing overw h e lm in g  doses o f  p h y s
ica l sensation , m uch  as an a lcoh o lic  
drow n s his sorrow s in  drink.

O f cou rse, there are m an y w om en  
w h ose  strong ero tic  d rives  are natural, 
w h ose  sexu a l needs h a ve  n o  re lation  to 
a d iscontent w ith  their roles in  life  In 
any event, the h igh ly  sexed  fem a le  w h o  
dem ands m ore  than a m an  has the 
energy  or in clination  to  gran t certa in ly  
ranks as a prob lem .

V irtu ally  e very  authority  questioned  
o ffe rs  the sam e p iece  o f  ad v ice  to  m en : 
T he m an ner in w h ich  you  satisfy  a 
w om an  is o f  no rea l con sequence, ju st 
so  lon g  as she is satisfied.

A cco rd in g  to D r. A lb e rt  E llis, on e  o f 
the nation ’s fo rem ost exp erts  on  love  
and sex : “ M ost w om en  and fa r  too  
m an y m en  have g ro w n  up  w ith  the 
notion  that sexu a l gratifica tion  should  
b e  obta ined  on ly  in the  p rescrib ed  m an
ner, and that anyth in g  e lse  is w ron g , p er
verted  or  som eh ow  less satisfy ing. 
T hese p recon ce iv ed , erron eou s  ideas 
abou t sexu a l fu lfillm en t do con sid erab le  
harm  to both .”

A s  a m atter o f  fa ct, Dr. E llis  points 
out, it ’s a rare  m ale w h o  can  satisfy  
the  fu lly  hea lthy, sexu a lly  released  
w om a n  b y  sexu a l in tercou rse  alone, 
“ fo r  the g ood  reason that w h ereas the

average m an is cap able  o f  havin g in ter
cou rse  severa l tim es a w eek , innu m er
able w om en  are cap able  o f  havin g it 
severa l tim es a day.

“ A  husband can gen era lly  bring re 
lease to  a w om an  b y  con tinu in g fo re 
p lay  to its con clusion , o r  in any w a y  
he p leases so lon g  as neither party o b 
je cts ,”  con tinues Dr. E llis. “ I f  both  a c 
cept the fa ct that lo v e -m a k in g  does not 
fo llo w  a certa in  rig id  scrip t that bans 
im provisations, a m an can usually sat
is fy  a w om an  n o  m atter h ow  h igh ly  
sexed  she m ay b e .”

Dr. M ary  S. C alderon e agrees. She is 
m ed ica l d irector  o f  the P lanned  P a r
en thood  F ederation  o f  A m er ica  and a 
noted  authority  on  sex. “ A  m an,”  she 
points out, “ m ight b y  caresses, both m an
ual and ora l, g ra tify  his w ife ’s desire on 
occas ion s  w h en  he h im self fee ls  n on e .”

If a w om a n  w ants from  five  m inutes 
to a h a lf h ou r o f  sex 'd a ily , Dr. E llis 
says, a m an is w e ll-a d v ise d  to  p rov id e  
it. O therw ise , her fru stration s and d is
satisfactions m ay  crop  ou t elsew here  
and g iv e  h im  fa r  w orse  trouble . A nd  
p sych olog ist W h itebrook  adds this in 
teresting ob serva tion : “ B arrin g  a real 
p h ysica l p rob lem , no  m an should  ever 
re je ct  a w ife  w h o  w ants sex. A nd  no 
w ife  shou ld  ev e r  re je ct  a husband. N o 
excu se  is p erm issib le— ex cep t one that 
in v o lv es  a real p h ysica l con d ition .”

Y o u  tak e it fro m  there.
S uppose  the w om a n  flirts w ith  other 

m en at parties? W hat do y o u  d o  w ith  a 
F lirtatious F lora  typ e?  I f  she is a d y e d - 
in -th e -w o o l m an -ch a ser, you  have a 
large p rob lem  that requ ires  p rofession a l 
help . B ut i f  she is a basica lly  good  k id  
w ith  no  rea l intent to fo llo w  through on 
her coquettishn ess, w h at’ s the troub le?

Dr. E llis suggests that i f  you  love  the 
girl and  y o u ’re  sure she d oesn ’t m ean 
a nyth in g  b y  it, then  w h at’s so  terrib le  
about flirting? “ T he con fiden t m ale ,”  he 
points out, “ w h o  know s deep  d ow n  he 
has the  lov e  o f  the w om an , w ill tolerate 
a little flirting on  her part. H e k n ow s 
w h ere  he  stands so w h y  should  he f r e t ? ” 
I f  an oth er m an finds yo u r  w om an  at
tractive  enou gh  to  chat w ith  her fo r  a 
w h ile, in  you r presence , it ’s a tribu te to 
you r o w n  e x ce llen t  taste.

A m uch  b igger headache to a m an is 
Jealou s Jennie . M ak e no m istake— a 
tru ly  jea lou s  w om a n  is sick . In  C anton, 
N ew  Y ork , a yo u n g  w aitress con fessed  
to  p o lice  that she had m u rdered  a hand
som e g o lf  p ro  as they d ro v e  across a 
co llege  cam pus. “ H e d id n ’t w ant m e 
aroun d  a n y  m ore ,”  she said. In C ali
forn ia , a w om an  sm old ered  w ith  je a l
ousy  w h en  her boss, w h om  she secretly  
loved , in v ited  another w om a n  to a late 
dinner. She w en t to his hom e, shot him  
to death , then d ro v e  to  a vacan t parking 
lot and p u t a b u lle t through her head. 
Just b e fo re  she k illed  herse lf, she te le 
phon ed  a frien d  to con fess  the s lay in g  o f  
her em p loyer.

O ften  a w om a n  obsessed b y  jea lou sy  
w ill spend all her tim e th ink ing o f w ays 
to  spy  on  a m an and catch  him  in  the 
act. F o r  exa m p le , a P ittsburgh  w om an  
had con v in ced  h e rse lf that her husband 
w as h a v in g  an a ffa ir  w ith  his new  sec
retary , you n g er and  prettier than h er
self. She began  using their h om e ex te n 
sion  p h on e  to ea vesd rop  on  his calls, 
ransacked  all h is pock ets  and papers,



Y O U N G
J O H N

K E N N E D Y
By Gene Schoor

A NEW PAPERBACK BOOK OF ENDURING 
INTEREST TO EVERY AMERICAN -  ONLY 7 5 c

if- A  compelling biography ^  

of President John F. Kennedy 

beginning with his early child

hood and capturing all the drama 

of JFK — the boy and the man! Vividly il- .il

lustrated with rare Kennedy family al

bum photos and brought alive with v
W  "T -
' excerpts from Young John

Kennedy’s own letters. ^

A v a i l a b l e  f r o m  y o u r  l o c a l  

n e w s d e a l e r  o r  o r d e r  d i r e c t  f r o m  

M a c f a d d e n - B a r t e l l  C o r p .

Many Americans will continue to ask ques
tions about John Kennedy’s life— especially 
the early years of this young President. Gene 
Schoor’s excellent, immensely readable biog
raphy will supply many of the answers.

M a cfad d en -B arte ll C orp ora tion  • B ook  D ep t. •
205 E . 42nd St. • N .Y . 17, N . Y .

P lease  send m e ____________co p y  (ies) o f  Y O U N G  J O H N
K E N N E D Y  fo r  w h ich  I  enclose 75tf (p lus lOtf to  cover cost 
o f  w rapping and  m ailing) fo r  each  cop y .

E n closed  is m y  ch eck  or  m on ey  o rd er  f o r ____________

N AM E_________________________________________________________________

ADDRESS_____________________________________________________________

C IT Y____________________________________ ZONE______ STATE_________

(If you wish to keep this album as a cherished memento, send your order on a separate paper.)



and even  got a c lose  fr ien d  in  the office 
to k eep  her eyes  op en  fo r  signs o f  in 
fidelity. She exa m in ed  his han d k erch ie fs  
and un derw ear fo r  ev id en ce  o f  p erfu m e  
or cosm etics  he  m ay h a ve  w ip ed  o ff, and 
once , w h en  she spotted  a red  sm udge, 
took  it to a chem ist fo r  analysis. W as 
it, she w anted  to  k n ow , the k in d  she 
used— or  was it som eon e e lse ’s?

T he jea lou s  w om a n  is a lm ost a lw ays 
a w om an  w h o  is un sure o f  h erse lf. She 
feels  a threat, real or fan cied , to  her 
happiness and se lf-esteem . W hen  a 
w om an w h o fee ls  this w a y  fa ces  the 
loss or threatened  loss o f  her loved  one, 
she is overw h e lm ed  b y  a sense o f  utter 
defeat. “ I am  a lon e ,”  her u n conscious 
se lf tells  her. “ I need  lov e  to bo lster m e 
and there is no love . I fee l so lost and 
w orth less.”

S o fe a r fu l is she o f  a loneness that 
even  the m erest susp icion , h ow ev er  
trivial, that her m an is slipp ing  aw ay 
can fill her w ith  fea r  and fren zy . These 
fears can  then  g row  and gro w  un til they  
erupt in anger e x p lo s iv e  enough  to  d e 
stroy him  or  herself, o r  even  both .

T he w om a n  w h o  is a cu tely , d estru c
t iv e ly  jea lou s  needs p ro fession a l treat
m ent. I f  her jea lou sy  is in  a m ild  stage, 
the m an h im self can act as a p sy ch o 
therapist b y  bolstering  her fee lin g  o f  
personal s e lf-w o rth  as m uch  as possib le . 
M ake h er  fe e l capable , a b le  to h and le  
herself and her life  adequately . G iv e  
her the fee lin g  that she counts, that she ’s 
a person  on  her ow n  account. T h e  less 
dependent she feels, the m ore she can  
stand on  her o w n  feet, the  less scared  to 
death  she w ill b e  that she w ill lose  you .

W h e n  the G allup  P o ll asked m en to 
nam e w om en ’s ten w orst fau lts , n ag 
g in g  topped the list. F ew  things a n n oy  a 
m an m ore, and som etim es to the p o in t o f  
serious harm . D r. K en neth  C. H utch in  
reports in the  B ritish  M ed ica l A ssocia 
tion ’s jou rn a l, F a m ily  D octor , that w iv es  
can litera lly  nag a m an to  death . A n g e r  
and frustration , the d octor poin ts  out, 
can be  dangerous em otions fo r  m en  w h o  
battle the com p etitive  ou tside  w or ld  all 
day long, and “ the w ife  w h o  a lw ays in 
sists on  havin g the last w ord  o ften  has 
it.”  A d ds  Dr. D esm ond  Curran , a  B rit
ish psych iatrist: “A  nagging w ife  can  
d rive  a m an in to  a b rea k d ow n  faster 
than bad  w ork in g  hours or con d ition s .”

W hy does a w om an  nag? B ecause she ’s 
perfection ist, insisting upon  h avin g  

things d on e  the w a y  she w ants them , 
w h en  she w ants them . B ecause she 
wants to im pose her ow n  gran d iose  d e 
m ands upon  a w or ld  w h ich , o f  cou rse, 
has no  intention  o f  p la y in g  along.

M ild  nagging isn ’t hard  to  con trol, 
the experts  say. In a ll cases, stay ca lm ; 
popp ing o ff w ill on ly  start fights. I f  you  
can, accede to  som e o f  N agging N e llie ’s 
less onerous dem ands and  en d u re  som e 
o f the less both ersom e com plaints. But 
if you  rea lly  w ant action , send her to 
nagging school.

Y ou  con du ct the school. L ik e  so:
Lesson 1— In form  the lady , k ind ly  but 

firm ly again, that sh e ’s a b it o f  a nag 
and that you  w ill soon  p ro v e  y o u r  point.

L esson  2— F or on e  fu ll day, k eep  track  
o f each tim e she nags. M ake a m ark  on  
a p iece  o f  paper e v e ry  tim e she a d m on 
ishes o r  instructs you , w ith  a b rie f 
exp lanation  o f  the  su b ject  m atter. A t the 
end  o f  the day, sh ow  her the p roo f.

Lesson  3— T ell her a ll this nagg ing  is  
annoy ing and, fo r  b oth  y o u r  sakes, it 
ought to  be stopped . T e ll her to  k eep  her 

s ow n  nag ta lly , look in g  c lo se ly  to  see 
a specifica ily  w hat she ’s nagg ing  about, 
s Dr. P aul P op en oe, gen era l d irector o f  
* the A m erican  Institute o f  F am ily  R e la 

tions in  L os  A ngeles , is an  a d voca te  o f  
this tally  m eth od  o f  nag cu re . H e su g - 
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gests te lling  a nagg ing  w om an :
“ I f  y o u  are con tin u a lly  rem in d in g  

him  that he  has n ot d on e  som eth ing 
w h ich  you  w a n t d one, see i f  you  ca n ’t d o  
it fo r  you rse lf.

“ I f  you  are con tin u a lly  cr iticiz in g  
som eth ing he does, m ak e up y o u r  m in d  
e ith er to  ign ore  it  o r  to find som e in 
d irect w ay o f  d ea lin g  w ith  it.”

L esson  4— M aybe, cou nsels  Dr. P o p e 
noe, she needs m ore  ou tside  interests—  
a h ob b y , a gard en  or m ore  friends. “ She 
can a fford  to  try  a lo t  o f  d ifferent 
rem ed ies ,”  h e  says. “ T h e  on e  th ing  she 
can ’ t a fford  is to  con tin u e  n agg ing .”  
H elp  her acqu ire  these interests, i f  they  
are lacking.

L esson  5— T ell her not to  k eep  te llin g  
you  som eth ing y o u  a lready k n ow . F or  
instance, if  you  snore  and you  k n o w  it, 
you  d on ’t need  to b e  rem in d ed  o f it co n 
stantly. A sk  her: “ W hat g ood  d oes it d o  
to m ak e m e fe e l lousy  abou t th ings I 
ca n ’t h e lp ? ”

L e t ’s turn n ow  to beauty . B eau tifu l 
w om en  are d esirab le  com m od ities  b y  
ou r standards. A n d  ye t , a lth ough  a 
p retty  g ir l m ay  b e  lik e  a m elod y , all to o  
freq u en tly  the tune sounds m ore  lik e  
“ n ob od y  k n ow s the trou b le  I ’v e  seen .”

T he m an w h o  ties up w ith  a B o m b 
shell B etty  m ay  be  in  fo r  a k in g -sized  
headache. A  dish  all h er  life , B etty  o ften  
grow s  up  in to  a va in , cap ric iou s  w o m 
an com p le te ly  w rap p ed  up  in  her ow n  
look s  and figure. E very th ing  is s econ d 
a ry  to  B etty ’s prettiness— she w ill spend 
hours in  the b eau ty  p a rlor , and  the d in 
ner, the  k ids and the house can  g o  to 
hell. S he d iets con stantly , frets  o v e r  a 
p im p le  and, even  w orse , is v e ry  lik e ly  
to b e  a  sexu a l d isappoin tm en t becau se  
she takes her va n ity  and selfishness in to  
bed w ith  her. She cann ot y ie ld  to  a  m an 
— h e  m ust y ie ld  to  her, as m en  have all 
her life . S he m ustn ’t have her hair 
m ussed or her lin gerie  w rin k led .

A  lo v e ly  gir l, says H ugo L. B ourdeau , 
exe cu tiv e  d irector  o f  the B altim ore  M a r
riage C ou n se lin g  S erv ice , can  be  an 
ex tre m e ly  h a p p y  one— p rov id ed  she 
d oesn ’t m isuse her G o d -g ra n te d  a d va n 
tage. It ’s u p  to a  m an  to  see that she 
d oesn ’t u tilize  h er  b eau ty  to get e v e ry 
th ing she w ants fo r  noth ing . G iv in g  h er  
w hat she dem ands feed s  her fee lin g  
that the w or ld  is her little  oyster.

S o  don ’ t feed  B om b sh ell B etty ’s van ity  
by o v e r -co m p lim e n tin g  her. D on ’ t a llow  
her to buy all the  dresses and  lin ger ie  
she w ants. D on ’t cu rl up  and p u rr  e very  
tim e she ru bs h er  litle  finger up  yo u r  
w rist and asks i f  y o u ’d just d o  that on e  
itty -b itty  th ing fo r  her. D on ’t g iv e  h er  
the cash or ch arge  accou nts so  that she 
can  d a lly  in beau ty  shops a ll the l iv e 
long day. D o pra ise  her fo r  her oth er 
a ccom plishm ents un til she begins to get 
a b etter persp ective  on  the w or ld .

C aution : A  beau tifu l w om a n  w h o  has 
b een  fa w n e d  o v e r  m ost o f  h er  l i fe  has 
u n d ou b ted ly  gotten  the notion  that sh e ’s 
esp ec ia lly  va lu a b le  and  desirab le . T h ere 
fore , d o n ’t crack  d ow n  so  hard  that h er  
w or ld  collapses. U se gentle pressu re  to 
b u ild  up her oth er qualities, w h ile  
d ow n gra d in g  the em phasis on  beauty .

W hat do  y o u  d o  w ith  C lin gin g  C lara, 
the fem ale  P eter P an  w h o  n ever grew  
up, the cu d d ly  b a b y  d o ll w h o  d oesn ’t 
w ant to  m ake an y  d ecis ion  m ore  cru cia l 
than selectin g  a te lev ision  p rog ra m  to  
w atch ? A n d  even  then  she m ay  h a ve  
trouble.

I t ’s hard  to spot C lara  in  ad van ce , the 
exp erts  w arn . S om etim es, she w ill act 
clin g in g  and cu d d ly  in  the w o o in g  p eriod  
to b u ild  up y o u r  o w n  ego, then  abruptly  
turn in to  a D om inatin g  D ora. O ften , 
h ow ever, she w ill con tin u e  to  cling , and 
then she can  be an espec ia l nu isance.

C lara  is a lw a ys  lean ing on  you  or 
som eon e else. H ave a fe w  p eop le  in  fo r  
d inner and she ’s on  the phon e asking 
her m oth er fo r  ad vice . A sk  her to  get 
a n e w  p iece  o f  fu rn itu re  and she begs 
off. F ace  h e r  w ith  a fa ir ly  im portant 
p rob lem , lik e  m ay b e  ha v in g  an a p 
p lian ce  break  d ow n  at a cr it ica l m o
m ent, and  she crack s  up.

I f  you  rea lly  w ant to  h elp  m ake C lara 
m ore  independent, y o u  can— but, on e  
a u th ority  points out, there  are som e m en 
w h o  p re fer  w om en  that w ay . T he L o lita - 
fa n ciers , this ex p e r t  says, d e libera te ly  
seek ou t “ B ab y  D o ll”  types because they 
m ost c lo se ly  resem ble  the adolescent 
fem ales  that attract them  sexually . 
“ These m en ,”  he asserts, “ are w ise 
enou gh  to  rea lize  that th ey  cann ot have 
affairs w ith  you n g  girls , so they p ick  
w om en  w h o  look  and act like  them , but 
w h o  nonetheless are ch ron olog ica lly , if  
not em otion a lly , o ld er .”

B ut i f  you  have a C lara  w h o  is getting 
un d er y o u r  skin , un dertake a  cam paign  
to m ak e  her m ore  independent. It ’s a l
m ost lik e  teach ing  a ch ild  to  stand on his 
ow n  feet. G iv e  her p rob lem s to so lve , 
sim ple ones to start w ith , and te ll her 
that you  e x p e c t  her to  handle them  
herself. D on ’t p erm it her to  hedge or  
put them  o ff. I f  she com es to  y o u  w ith  
a p rob lem  and asks “ W hat should  I d o ? ”  
d o n ’t g iv e  her the answ er. H ear the 
story , sure, but then  say that you  have 
e v e ry  con fid en ce  in her a b ility  to  take 
care  o f  it herself. A n d  let her! S he’ ll get 
angry  w ith  you , e ven  furiou s, like  any 
ch ild  ha v in g  a tem p er tantrum , but it 
w ill p a y  off. A s Dr. P op en oe  poin ts  out: 
“ She m ust com e grad u a lly  to  see that 
it ’s m ore  fu n  to live  in  h er  ow n  righ t.”

I f  her fee lin gs  o f  d ep en d en ce  aren ’t 
too  deep -sea ted , she can even  undertake 
her ow n  reg im en . E xp la in in g  to  h er  that 
the adult in d iv id u a l a ccepts  his o r  her 
share o f  resp on sib ility  m ay m ake her 
see th ings d ifferen tly . T e ll h er  to  k eep  
tabs on  herself, to  find ou t e x a ctly  in 
w h at areas she is sh irk ing  responsib ility . 
T h en  w o rk  on  these areas w ith  her, 
fo rc in g  her to  m ake the decisions.

F in a lly , w e  com e  to S p en d -h a p p y  
S andy. M on ey  flow s throu gh  her long, 
tapered  fingers like  b u b b le -b a th  p ow d er. 
She buys, buys, buys, rack s up ch arge 
accou n ts  a ll o v e r  the p lace , com es hom e 
w ith  w ron g  change. M on ey  m eans little 
to  S andy.

In  S an d y ’s case, m o n e y  is gen era lly  a 
w a y  o f  seek in g  satisfaction . H er e x tra v 
agance o ften  is a sign  o f  her d iscontent 
w ith  the w a y  things are— and n o w  w e 
h a ve  com e fu l l  c irc le  fr o m  Itch y  Ida. B e 
cause, at heart, S p en d -h a p p y  S andy is 
itchy , too . S he w ants, but she k n ow s not 
w hat. S o  she buys. She sees a bargain  
and, un able  to d isc ip lin e  h erse lf, she 
acqu ires  it, o n ly  to  d iscover  that it g ives 
her no  specia l satisfaction .

T he solu tion? F irst, rem ove  the tem p 
tations b y  c la m p in g  d o w n  hard on  
S an dy ’s fu n ds  and ch arge  accounts. S ec
ond , teach her a ll you  k n ow  and can 
learn  about p rop er  m on ey  m an age
m ent. T h ird , try  m ak in g  her m ore  se
cu re  b y  b e in g  the  m an she rea lly  w ants 
you  to be.

A n d  so there you  h a ve  them , the D if
ficult W om en  y o u  are lik e ly  to m eet. 
B ear in m in d  that in  e very  case, i f  the 
p rob lem s  are deep , p ro fession a l he lp  m ay 
be  needed. B ut i f  the w om a n ’s p erson 
a lity  structure  is b as ica lly  strong enough, 
y o u  can  do a great dea l to im p rove  
m atters.

T h ink  abou t it this w a y : I f  y o u r  ca r 
starts g iv in g  you  trouble , and you  have 
no in tention  o f  trading it  in, y o u  fix  
w h at's  w ron g . W hy d o  any less w ith  a 
w om an  you  lo v e ?  *  t h e  e n d



"Halt— Or I'll Shoot You With My Broomstick"
continued from page 49

T he tw o  m en exch a n g ed  punches, and 
the “ w a r"  im m edia tely  becam e officia l 
betw een  the B lu e  and R ed  A rm ies. In 
seconds there w as a w ild  m elee  on  the 
dusty road leadin g  to  M t. C arm el, 
Louisiana. O fficers tried  to  b reak  it up, 
but b raw lin g  en listed  m en  ign ored  them . 
A nd  rank p rov ed  to b e  no  p ro tection  
against the enlisted  k n u ck les  o f  the 
op p osin g  arm y.

T he w ord  spread and other un its o f  
both arm ies soon  began  to  settle m atters 
w hen um pires ru led  against one o r  the 
other. T he situation  on ly  got w orse  w h en  
um pires— all officers— began  to ru le  fo r  
their particu lar branch  o f  the service .

W hen  tw o  riv a l fo rce s  clashed , the 
um pires d ecid ed  w h ich  one had to  fa ll 
back  by  addin g up the fire p o w e r  o f  
each side. R ifles w ere  cou n ted  as 1, an 
autom atic rifle as 3, a m ach ine gun as 
10, and then these figures w ere  ad justed  
a ccord in g  to  d istance b etw een  units. 
U m pires ca rried  red flags, the  w a v in g  
o f w h ich  m eant that o il action  w as to 
stop im m ediately . T he g row in g  n u m ber 
o f slugfests betw een  enlisted  m en  and 
officers from  both  sides began  to  p ro 
duce en tire ly  too  m any casualties— fo r  
a w ar fought en tire ly  w ith  b lank am 
m unition.

“ R ules m ust be ob eyed ,”  ord ered  
L ieutenant G en era l L es ley  J. M cN air, 
W ar D epartm ent d irector o f  m an euvers, 
w h o w as later seriously  w ou n d ed  in 
N orth A frica , and then k illed  in F rance, 
at S t.-L o. “ R u les be d am n ed ,”  g row led  
G eorge Patton, w h ose  com bat flam 
b oya n ce  w as a lready  in ev idence .

P a tto n ’s 2nd A rm ored  D iv is ion  was 
assigned to M a jor  G en era l B en  L ea r ’s 
R ed  A rm y. T he m an eu ver p lan  ga v e  
L ear m ost o f  the arm or and the B lu e 
A rm y 's  M a jor  G en era l K ru eger , w h o 
later com m an d ed  the U.S. E ighth A rm y  
in the P acific, on ly  in fan try  d ivisions. 
F ortun ately  fo r  K ru eger , he w as assisted 
by a you n g  L ieutenant C olon e l nam ed 
D w ight D. E isenh ow er— his operation s 
officer. E isenhow er p lanned  the en tire  
B lue A rm y  cam paign , the strategy  and 
tactics w ork in g  so w ell that Ike w as 
called  to W ash ington  b e fore  the m an eu 
vers ended , prom oted  to b rigad ier gen 
eral and put in  ch arge o f  W ar Plans

T o  rep rod u ce  com bat log istica l rea li
ties, gas ration ing w as im p osed  on 
the tankers, but Patton, independently  
w ealthy, signed  a n u m ber o f  b lan k  
checks and had  his staff officers scout 
the cou ntryside  b uyin g  up  extra  ga so 
line. W here he co u ld n ’t rent fu e l trans
port trucks, he bough t them .

So the 2nd A rm ored  D iv is ion  ranged  
far and w id e  w ith  its 385 tanks and  
1900 trucks. “ S elf-su fficien t,”  is  h ow  
Patton described  his arm ored  fo rce , 
add in g “ It ’s the strongest fo r ce  ever  
devised  by m an.”

He m oved  his d iv is ion  deep  beh ind  
B lue A rm y  lines. S in ce  E isen h ow er 
m ade his troop  d ispositions on  the basis 
o f  the tank gas ration , he w as stunned 
w hen  he got the rep ort o f  an  a rm ored  
penetration . T he 2nd D iv is ion  had  p u lled  
the im possib le  stunt— strik in g  so  deep 
beh ind  B lue A rm y  lines that it  w as 
ob v iou s  Patton had ob ta ined  e x tra  fu e l.

Patton had ch eated ; desp ite  this, the 
R ed A rm y  lost the cam paign , because o f  
E isenh ow er’s brillian t p lanning. T he 
professiona ls  protected  their ow n , h o w 
ever : n o  on e  lodged  a com p la in t about 
P atton ’s m ethods. In fa ct, “ B lood  and 
G uts”  P atton benefited  from  his stunt. 
E isenh ow er rem em bered  the tank m a n ’s 
ingenuity w h en  he later se lected  P atton

to  lea d  a corps in N orth  A fr ica  and the 
T h ird  A rm y  in E urope.

W hile  the m an euvers w ere  on , C on 
gress w as d ebating  exten sion  o f  d ra ft 
ees ’ o n e -y e a r  term  o f serv ice— because 
“ the national interest is im p er iled .”  A  
h ow l o f  d ism ay resounded  fro m  the 
L ou isian a  “ b attle fie lds”  w h en  the year 
w as ex ten d ed  to 30 m onths. O ctober, 
1941, w as the end o f  the  or ig in a l year, 
and n ow , “ O v e r  the h ill in O ctob er”  b e 
cam e the d ra ftees ’ sad refra in .

M ora le  slum ped. W h ile  the Japanese 
w ere  p lan n ing the P earl H arbor attack, 
the U.S. A rm y  fa ced  a serious crisis. 
T he A W O L  rate rose 70 percent.

T he m ost im portant single reason 
appeared  to be national uncerta in ty . In 
E urope, W orld  W ar II had begun ; in 
the P acific, re lation s w ith  Japan w ere  at 
the brea k in g  point.

T h e  second  reason  w as eq u a lly  serious. 
T o  a con sid era b le  extent, N ational 
G u ard  d iv is ion s  w e re  com m an d ed  by 
in com p eten t officers, a ppoin ted  and p r o 
m oted  m ore  fo r  their p o litica l p ow er 
than m ilita ry  ability . F urther, m any 
R egu lar A rm y  officers fa ced  the co in 
ing con flict w ith  W orld  W ar 1 tactics.

T he terrib le  p erform a n ce  o f  on e  m a jor 
w as a p rim ary  reason fo r  on e  N ational 
G u ard  d iv is ion  b e in g  sent b ack  to cam p 
fo r  another rou n d  o f  basic tra in ing and 
a n ew  com m an d in g  genera l.

T h ere  w ere  e ven  “ w a r”  corresp on d 
ents cov erin g  the m aneuvers. O ne re 
p orter  w en t out in the field in a rented 
tax i and  in terv iew ed  an in fa n try  co m 
p a n y  m arch in g  tow ard  the “ fro n t.”

W hile  the tax i d r iv e r  d rov e  in low  
gear, the rep orter stuck  his head out o f  
the b ack  w in d ow  and questioned  the 
sold iers . H e asked one o f  the dou gh boys  
w h at outfit was m arch in g  b y . “ C om pany 
A , 147th In fa n try ,”  the fo o t  so ld ier  said, 
a d d in g  sarcastica lly , “ m otor ized .”

A n oth er  rep orter fou n d  a R ed  A rm y 
reconna issan ce  troop  led  b y  Lieutenant 
F red  I. F ox , the Sergeant Y o rk  o f  the 
m an euvers. F o x ’s outfit had k n ock ed  
20 officers and 35 B lu e A rm y  enlisted 
m en  out o f  action . F o x  had the p u b lic ity  
instincts o f  P atton  so he  paused  in the 
m idst o f  “ battle”  to  g iv e  an in terv iew , 
o n ly  to  be  chased o ff  b y  the en em y w hen  
he w as  h a lfw a y  th rou gh — it w as a B lu e 
A rm y  patrol hot on  his trail. T w en ty  
m inutes la ter he w as b ack — a PO W . 
T he rep orter  had a ch an ce to  fin ish  the 
in terv iew .

“ H ow  w ere  you  fina lly  ca p tu red ?”  the 
new sm an  asked L ieu tenant F ox .

“ B y  civ iliza tion ,”  the officer answ ered . 
“ I ’d  n ev er  h a ve  been  cap tu red  on  m y  
run back  to the R ed R iv er  brid ge  if I 
had n ’ t go t caught by  a red  light in 
A le x a n d ria .”

T h e  dem an ds o f  c iv iliza tion  a lso stopped  
a g ood  m an y  units from  d igg in g  in. 
M an y  o f  the land leases taken out 
b y  the  A rm y  d id  n ot p erm it the d igg in g  
o f  fo x h o le s  o r  gu n  em placem ents. One 
reg im en ta l com m an d er so lv ed  the p ro b 
lem  and rece iv ed  a com m en d ation . H e 
had ea ch  m an at h is com m an d  post ou t
line a fo x h o le  on  the grou n d  and post 
his nam e next to  it.

B ut the action  was n ot a ll sim ulated. 
On the third  d ay  o f  the L ou isian a  m an eu 
vers, tw o  squ adron s o f  N avy  bom bers, 
su p p ortin g  the B lu e  A rm y , w ere  told  
to  “ d estroy ”  R ed  R iv e r  bridges. The R ed  
A rm y  also had  its pursu it p lan es in the 
sky. L ieu tenant John  W . B ubrosk i, fly 
ing  a P -4 0  figh ter, b ou n ced  a N avy  
bom ber, passed  under it and then pu lled  
up sharply. H is K ittyh a w k  fighter

slam m ed against the la rger N avy  b o m b 
er. B u b rosk i’s p lan e  fe ll to  the ground 
in flam es, k illin g  the you n g  pilot.

T h ere  w ere  oth er deaths, nearly  500—  
the p r ice  o f  the m ost rea listic m aneuver 
ev er  held  by  the U .S. A rm y  to that tim e, 
and the p r ice  o f  tw o  decades o f  un p re
paredness.

B la ck ou t d riv in g  caused  accidents, 
w ork in g  under speed  and stress caused 
strained  backs, and careless fo o d  han
d lin g  caused  dozens o f  cases o f  food  
po ison in g . F ifty -se v e n  sold iers suffered 
a ppend icitis  attacks. B e fo re  the  m an eu 
vers, the A rm y  had p red icted  that in 
the first tw o  w eek s  about 40,000 soldiers 
w ou ld  be  hosp ita lized  fo r  variou s rea 
sons, in clu d in g  136 deaths— exp ected  
durin g  the first w eek . H ow ev er, w hen  
the first tw o  w eek s ’ casualty  figures 
cam e in , A rm y  officials w ere  re lieved . 
O n ly  seventeen  sold iers  had  d ied — seven  
in veh ic le  accidents , one by  suicide, tw o 
by  d row n in g , tw o  b y  disease and five  in 
a ircra ft  accidents.

O n e o f  the “ v illa in s”  o f  the w ar gam es 
w as 6 2 -y e a r -o ld  L ieu tenant G enera l 
B en L ear, a fo rm er cava lrym an , O ly m 
p ics horsem an, crack  riflem an and stern 
d iscip linarian .

H is d isc ip lin a ry  m ethods earned  him  
n otorie ty  that had  repercussions in C on 
gress. W h ile  L ear w as p lay in g  go lf, a 
truck  co n v o y  o f 350 o f  his m en  from  the 
110th Q u arterm aster R eg im en t d rov e  by. 
L ear w as not recogn ized  b y  the soldiers, 
w h ose  eyes  p op p ed  at the sight o f  girl 
go lfers  w ea rin g  shorts. S om e o f  the m en 
on the truck s ye lled , “ Y o o -h o o !”  W hen 
L ear, w ea rin g  c iv ilia n  clothes, rem on 
strated w ith  them , he w as ca lled  an 
“ o ld  goa t”  and told  w h ere  to go— in 
barracks language. O ne private  even  
gave h im  a B ro n x  cheer.

O u traged , G en era l L ea r ordered  p en 
ance— a 15-m ile h ike w ith  fu ll packs in 
9 7 -d egree  heat, and also a m otor trek  o f 
285 m iles. S evera l o f  the m en  dropped  
from  heat exh au stion  and a fe w  w rote  
to th eir  con gressm en. A s a result, " y o o -  
h o o ”  b eca m e the ca tch w ord  o f  the na
tion , and  its ech oes w ere  heard  in the 
halls o f  Congress.

T h e  reverb era tion s  o f  the m od ern  w ar 
b e in g  fou g h t in  E urope had not yet 
reach ed  the tra d ition -b ou n d  U.S. p ro 
fessional. E ven  E isen h ow er— b y  his ow n  
adm ission— had not foreseen  the va lue 
o f gu errilla  w a rfa re , tactics  he was 
later to  appreciate  k een ly  b e fo re  and 
a fter D -D a y  in F rance. T he “ fifth co l
um n”  w as a N a z i-p erfected  innovation  
fo r  tak ing o v e r  sm aller cou ntries  w ith 
sm all group s o f secret agents strategic
a lly  p laced . B ut in L ou isian a  in 1941, 
the U .S. A rm y  gen era ls  bare ly  thought 
about such  u n orth od ox  w arfare .

T h e  sh ock er cam e in the fr ien d ly  
little  c ity  o f  M on roe. In late S eptem ber 
the tow n  w as fu ll o f  v is itors— handsom e, 
su n -ta n n ed  yo u n g  fe llo w s  w h o  nodded 
cou rteou sly  to  m atrons, sm iled  at the 
g irls , q u ietly  drank  sodas at the drug 
stores and spok e  p o lite ly  to  m erchants.

E arly  on e  even ing, this p ea ce fu l p ic 
ture ch an ged  abru p tly  w h en  400 o f  these 
“ tou rists”  w h ip p ed  ou t m ilitary  caps, 
cartrid ge  belts  and p istols, severa l o f  
them  even  p ro d u c in g  subm ach in e guns 
from  gu itar cases.

S u dden ly , the apparently  unrelated  
tourists becam e a sm ooth ly  operating 
fifth  co lu m n  unit. T h ey  overp ow ered  
c ity  officials in their hom es, took  o v e r ' 
the w aterw ork s, p o w e r  plant, teleph one 
and te legraph  offices, the new sp ap er and s 
ra d io  station . W h ile  this w e ll-c o o rd i-  I 
nated  p lan  w as progressing , an airp lane 6 
d rop p ed  leaflets w a rn in g  the civ ilians 
that an a rm y w as m arch ing on  the tow n  
and that “ resistance”  w ou ld  be  futile .



W hile the tow n sp eop le  w ere  still 
stunned, w on d erin g  if  the w h o le  th ing 
w as a jo k e , trucks w ith  scream in g sirens 
entered M on roe, filled  w ith  troops 
th row in g  sm ok e b om bs and firecrackers. 
M ach ine guns w ere  set up  at in tersec
tions and on  roo ftop s. M ortars and 37m m  
guns w ere  p laced  at strategic in tersec
tions. A n  h ou r later, a specia l n ew s
paper ed ition  annou nced  the suspension  
o f  ch urch  m eetings, fo o d  ra tion ing  and 
the requ isition ing  o f  autom obiles, ga so 
line and foodstu ffs . M eanw hile , a sm all 
band o f  fifth  co lum nists, you n g  m en  w h o  
had lived  in  M on roe  all their lives , 
passed out pennants w e lcom in g  the in 
vaders. T he con qu est w as clim ax ed  by  
the appearan ce o f  “ G en era l S q u a re - 
head.”  W earin g  a W orld  W ar I G erm an  
helm et and speaking in a guttural 
voice , he  m ade a v ic toriou s  en try  into 
tow n, surrou nded  b y  storm  troopers.

G eneral S qu arehead  w as rea lly  C adet 
Ed G lusm an o f  L ou isian a  S tate U ni
versity ’s R eserve  O fficers T ra in ing  
Corps. T he 800 invaders and 400 fifth 
colum nists, w ere  also L SU  students.

T he R ed  and B lu e A rm y  sectors w e re  
clearly  defined  on  cam paign  m aps. M on 
roe  was deep  inside  B lu e  A rm y  te rr i
tory, so w h en  a G -3  officer handed  a 
dispatch to C olon e l D w igh t D. E isen 
how er, he exp lod ed . “ Im possib le !”  Ike 
excla im ed , a fter read ing  it, “ there  can ’ t 
be any ‘en em y ’ troops this fa r  n orth !”  
G enera l K ru eger ’s com m an d  was th row n  
into an up roar and  units w ere  im 
m ediately  d ispatched  to  M on roe  to  r e 
capture the tow n.

“ W h o ’s the dam n ed  fo o l  w h o  m oved  
that fa r  into ‘en em y ’ te rr ito ry ?”  G en 
era l L ear shouted  w h en  he rece iv ed  
w ord  that the R ed  A rm y  had taken 
o v e r  a tow n  deep  inside  B lu e  territory . 
S taff officers w ere  jarred . T h ey  m ade 
dozens o f  ca lls  on the field  phones, try in g  
to d iscover  the id en tity  o f  the unit. 
“ A ll  units are  accou n ted  fo r , sir,”  an  
officer reported  to G en era l L ear a h a lf -  
h ou r later. “ It isn ’t on e  o f  ou rs.”

B ut in te lligen ce  w as still insisting that 
the tow n  w as un d er m ilitary  con tro l, 
so um pires w ere  sent up to M on roe  to  
find ou t w h o  w as h o ld in g  the tow n . A  
peep  w ith  a w h ite  flag fluttering fro m  
its ra d io  antenna d ro v e  to the outskirts 
o f  M on roe  w h ere  tw o  officers  ca rry in g  
w h ite  flags bega n  w a lk in g  in to  tow n . 
T he tow n  w as silent in the  hot Septem 
b er afternoon .

“ I w on d er if  th ey  w ant us to su r
re n d e r?”  G en era l Squ arehead  asked one 
o f  his aides.

“ I du n n o ,”  rep lied  on e  o f  the storm  
troop ers  as he h u rried ly  lea fed  through 
an R O T C  m anual. “ T h e re ’s noth ing  in 
here  about h ow  w e ’re  supposed  to sur
ren der. A ll it says is that a w h ite  flag 
m eans truce .”

T h e  R O T C  “ ren egad es”  w ere  p e r 
p le x e d  b y  the o fficia l A rm y  en voys, w h o  
w ere  m ere ly  cu rious to k n o w  w h ich  
unit was stationed in the tow n — “ so w e  
can  k eep  the re co rd  straight,”  an u m 
p ire  co lon e l exp la in ed . T hen , as h e  lis 
tened  to the story  o f  the un authorized  
raid , the co lon e l stared  in am azem ent.

T he w ord  w as passed  b a ck  to h ea d 

quarters  o f  both  arm ies. “ C ollege  h i-  
jin k s !”  Ik e  snapped. “ L et ’s get an order 
ou t to  a ll R O T C  un its to get the hell out 
o f  this operation . W e ’v e  got enough  
co lle g e  officers lou sin g  things up .”

U nappreciated  and d u ly  censured , the 
R O T C  cadets p u lled  ou t o f  M on roe  after 
ha ltin g  the  m an euvers fo r  48 hours. 
T h e y  w e re  just too  fa r  ahead o f  their 
tim e.

T he m an euvers tried  to  fo rg e  an arm y 
to o  q u ick ly . A fterw a rd s, G en era l M c
N air m ad e  a soberin g  ob serva tion : “ Our 
m en  h ave to  shoot rea l am m un ition  to 
k n o w  that th ey  can  score  h its,”  he  said. 
“ I t ’s m y  op in ion  that if  they had am 
m unition  and had the guns they  are 
supposed  to  have, they  cou ld  g o  to  w ar 
in  three  o r  fo u r  m onths.”

P ea rl H a rb or occu rred  on e  w eek  after 
ad d ition a l m an euvers ended  in the C aro- 
linas. In the next fe w  m onths, N ational 
G u ard  genera ls and field  grad e  officers 
w ere  fo rc ib ly  retired — the m a jor ity  o f  
them  p o litica l appoin tees, w h o  w ere  
p ra ctica lly  useless as m ilitary  leaders. 
T he en tire  A rm y  w as shaken  up. The 
sold iers  rem ained , bu t the officer corps 
w as turn ed  upside d ow n . O ld  S old ier 
L ea r d rop p ed  in to  v ir tu a l ob scu rity  and 
his staff officers, as on e  m ilitary  com 
m entator reported , “ w e re  practica lly  
ca rr ied  o ff in  b o x ca r  lo ts .”

T h ere  w ere  goo fs  on  both  sides in 
the m an euvers. T h is w as a train ing 
grou n d  fo r  the U .S. A rm y , but fo r  the 
brass it w as a cru c ib le  that p roduced  
leadersh ip  at a tim e the nation  needed 
it m ost. *  THE END

How Lyndon Johnson Won The Silver Star
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build ing that served  as a hotel in 
T ow n sv ille . T he three officers had co m 
pleted their tour o f  the lo ca l base fa c il i 
ties, agreeing un an im ously  that the on ly  
w ay to “ rou nd  out their ed u cation ”  w as 
to m ake a raid  against the Japanese air 
fields on  northeast N ew  G uinea.

It was not an easy  decision . It is d iffi
cu lt to im agine the terrib le  con ditions 
under w h ich  the crew s o f  the M arauders 
and the fe w  M itchells  fou gh t the J ap a 
nese. W orse  than the operatin g  con d i
tions w ere  the su rv iva l chances.

These w ere— b lu n tly— very  p oor . T he 
m ission schedu led  fo r  June 9, w as to be 
against the Japanese fighter a irfie ld  at 
L ae, and that a lone p rom ised  fu r iou s  o p 
position  from  the Zeros. F or the L ae 
W in g  w as the m ost successfu l o f  a ll the 
Japanese fighter organizations.

Severa l h ig h -ra n k in g  officers flatly 
advised Johnson  not to g o  on  the June 9 
strike. T h ey  said it w as asking to be 
k illed— and no on e  w an ted  to  be  re 
sponsib le fo r  send ing a con gressm an to 
his death— espec ia lly  w h en  M a cA r- 
thur’s headquarters  had m ade e v e ry  at
tem pt to p lace  V IP  status on him .

L yn don  Johnson  cou ld  understand 
their fears about his fly ing against Lae.

T he M arauders first took  o ff  from  
G arbutt F ield  and the ou tly ing  bases, 
laden w ith  fu e l and bom bs. T hey landed  
at S even -M ile  S trip  in the M oresb y  
area, w h ere  they re fu e led  and sat out 
the night in o rd er to m ake their strike 
early  the n ex t  m orn ing .

Each m ission , then, had to be flow n 
over  a d istance o f  2600 m iles (2400 m iles 
over  open, sh a rk -in fested  w a te rs ). O f 

s this distance, 1300 m iles had to be flow n  
t w h ile  hauling a fu ll load o f  b om bs—  
6 and the sh ort-w in g ed  e a r ly -m od e l M a - 
* rauders w ere  h ard ly  ideal fo r  fly in g  on 

one engine w ith  a heavy  load.
Even fly ing  over N ew  G uinea w as a

treacherous ad ven tu re , fo r  the  O w en  
S tan ley  m ounta in  range rose  to  13,000 
feet and the passes w e re  ra re ly  b e lo w  
7000 feet; and th ick  c louds o ften  c o v 
ered  the range. A t  P ort M oresb y  it
se lf, con ditions w ere  no  better than 
w retch ed . O n ly  on e  field w as adequate 
fo r  m ounting  a n y  bom b a rd m en t op e ra 
tions— S e v e n -M ile  S trip . T h ere  w ere  no  
decen t liv in g  quarters , n o  fo o d  but 
em ergen cy  ration s, n o  radar, n o  a ir ra id  
sirens— but p len ty  o f  m alaria .

S evera l officers p oin ted  ou t to  J oh n 
son  that the m orn in g  o f  a ra id  w as the 
m ost lik e ly  tim e fo r  the Japanese to 
b om b  M oresb y— and that casualties 
usually  ran high  even  b e fore  a m ission  
got started.

But L yn d on  Joh n son — and the tw o  
co lon e ls  he had  com e  to  k n o w  so w ell 
in  the p rev iou s  w eek s— b eliev ed  that 
the on ly  w a y  to learn the facts  first 
hand w as to fly  the m ission  scheduled  
fo r  the m orn in g  o f  June 9.

T he op era tion al p lan  ca lled  fo r  tw o  
B -17  h ea vy  bom b ers  to  take o ff from  
A ustra lia  and to attack  L ae from  v e ry  
high  altitude, in an attem pt to d raw  o ff 
the Japanese fighters. T o  ad d  to the 
e ffectiven ess  o f  the  strike, the  five B -25  
M itchells  w ou ld  g o  in first at lo w  a lti
tude, engage w h atev er  Zeros w ere  sent 
against them  and, a fter  b om b in g  Lae, 
then  try to d e co y  the Zeros ou t to  sea.

T he tim ing had  to be  p recise . A s  the 
Japanese fighters sw arm ed  a fter the 
M itchells , 12 M arauders o f  the 22nd 
B om b  G roup , led  by  F irst L ieutenant 
W alter K re ll, w ou ld  hit the L a e  a irfield, 
then ru n  fo r  P ort M oresby . T he p lan  
ca lled  also fo r  11 B ell B -39  A iracobra  
fighters to  m eet the M arauders ov er  
the m ounta ins, and escort them  hom e.

On the a ftern oon  o f  June 8, the 12 
M arauders le ft  A ustra lia  fo r  M oresby . 
Johnson , A n d erson  and S tevens w ou ld

arriv e  ea rly  the n ex t  m orn ing , w h ile  
the M arauder crew s  w e re  com p letin g  
their briefings. But the p lan began  to 
fa ll apart on  the m orn in g  o f June 9, and 
it kept com in g  apart.

T h e  three  officers le ft  T ow n sv ille  
a boa rd  an old  B oe in g  B -17 D  ca lled  the 
S w oose  (re m e m b e r  the hit song— “ h a lf
sw an, h a lf goose ” ? ) .  U n fortu n ate ly— as 
on e  officer aboard  the b om b er reca lled—  
the n avigator o f  the S w oose  “ sort o f  
lost his bearings and sure  as hell got lost 
fo r  a w h ile .”  A s  a resu lt the  S w oose  
land ed  at M oresb y  a lm ost an hour b e 
hind  schedule— w h ich  irritated  the 
M arauder crew s, w h o  w ere  a w are o f 
ju st  h o w  v ita l tim ing w as to the success 
o f  th eir  m ission .

Johnson , A n d erson  and S tevens wasted 
no tim e in  b oard in g  the individual 
bom b ers  in  w h ich  they  w ere  to fly the 
m ission . C o lon e l A n d erson  clim bed  into 
the lead  a irp lane flow n  b y  Lieutenant 
K re ll. C o lon e l S tevens jo in e d  First L ieu 
tenant W illis  G . B ench .

L yn d on  Johnson  had been  assigned to 
a M artin  B -2 6 A  M arau d er (B -2 6 A -M A , 
S eria l N um ber 01488) flow n b y  Captain 
W alter H. G reer. W alt G reer  w as then 
27 yea rs  o ld , and the other m en de
scr ib ed  h im  as “ on e  o f  the best p ilots 
w h o  e v e r  handled  a b o m b e r .”

O n the side o f  the a irp lan e w as a 
d ra w in g  o f  an unusual rabbit, w ith  the 
title  o f  H eck lin g  H are  pa in ted  in large 
letters. Johnson  noted  also that the 
a irp lan e carried  a secon d  nam e— A r
kansas T ra v eler— on its fuselage. He 
lea rn ed  that this B -26  M arauder was 
the th ird  A rka n sa s T ra v e le r  flow n  b y  
W alt G reer. T he first w as w ip ed  ou t in 
a tra in ing  accident b ack  in the States 
b e fo re  the w ar. T he secon d  b om b er had 
b een  b lo w n  to p ieces  by  the Japanese 
d u rin g  a ra id  against M oresby .

C o -p ilo t  o f  the H eck lin g  H a re  was 
R A A F  F ligh t Sergeant M cM u llin ; b o m b 
ard ier  w as  S ergeant C laude A . M cC re - 
d ie ; the ra d o im a n -g u n n er w as C orpora l 
L illis  M . W alk er ; the navigator, L ieu ten -
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ant B illy  B. B ooth e ; tw o  en listed  m en  
m anned the m ain  guns— an unidentified  
gunner took  the top  turret, and B arron  
w as b oth  eng ineer and  ta il gunner.

T he observers— Johnson , A n d erson  
and Stevens— occu p ied  s im ilar positions 
aboard  their a irplanes. E ach  m an was 
in  the rad io  op era tor ’s seat lo ca ted  just 
beneath  the n avigation  b u b b le  (p le x i-  
glas d o m e ), w h ich  w o u ld  a llow  them  
to stand and su rvey  w h at w as  go in g  on 
in any d irection .

T he first a irp lanes in to  the  a ir fo r  
the com bat strike  on  June 9 w ere  the 
tw o B -17  bom bers. T h ey  took  o ff  from  
A ustralia , c lim b in g  stead ily  as they 
headed fo r  the L ae a irstrip . W hile  they 
w ere  en  route, the five  B -2 5  M itchells  
took  o ff fro m  T h re e -M ile  Strip . T h eir 
m ission  w as to  go  in  lo w  and fast and 
pull the Zero fighters aw ay.

W hen  the M itchells  w e re  in  the  air, 
the 12 M arauders o f  the 22nd B om b 
G roup  roared  d ow n  the ru n w a y  o f 
S even -M ile  Strip.

B ecause o f  the  m iss ion ’s a ltered  tim 
ing (caused  b y  the late a rriv a l o f  the 
S w oose ) ,  the p recis ion  o f  the attacks 
w as lost. T h e  five  M itch e ll bom bers 
w ere  on  a cou rse  that w o u ld  put them  
over  L ae not a fter  th e  tw o  B -17s m ade 
their h igh -a ltitu d e  runs, bu t at alm ost 
e x a ctly  the sam e tim e. T he Japanese 
w ere certain  to ign ore  the  h ig h -fly in g  
Fortresses and  to con centra te  on  the 
low -s tr ik in g  bom b ers— and thus the 
heavy b om b ers  w ou ld  not d ra w  aw ay 
any Japanese figh ter strength.

A t the L ae a irfield  itse lf, a strange 
set o f  c ircum stances a ffected  the  ou t
com e o f  the im p en d in g battle. T w e n ty - 
five Z ero  fighters w e re  be in g  m ain tained  
on  in tercepter a lert, bu t the p ilots  rea lly  
d id  n ot b e liev e  an attack  w ou ld  take 
p lace  that day. T h ere  had  b een  no 
raids fo r  fou r  days, and on  the 9th o f 
June, the  w eather w as bad.

A lon gside  the  ru n w a y , H a jim e  Y o -  
shida, a Japanese photograp h er from  
the new sp ap er Y om iu ri, w as b usy  sh oot
ing  portra its  o f  the  Japanese figh ter 
p ilots— in clu d in g  J ap a n ’s greatest ace. 
A s the A m erican  bom bers roared  tow ard  
Lae, Y osh ida  w as abou t to  tak e a p icture  
o f  seven  Japanese p ilots— in clu d in g  top 
ace S aburo Sakai.

T here had been  a sudden  b rea k  in 
the clouds, and  sunlight stream ed d ow n  
on  the a irstrip . E ighteen p ilo ts  s tood  b y  
their planes, w h ile  Y osh id a  p h o to 
graphed  the rem ain in g  seven . H e set 
his cam era on  a tripod , a rranged  the 
pilots fo r  a group  portra it, and  set the 
se lf-t im er . T h en  Y osh id a  hu stled  over  
to  stand w ith  the seven  p ilots b e fore  
the shutter click ed .

T he cam era  had ju st  snapped w h en —  
at exa ctly  8 :4 0  a .m .— the Japanese N avy  
gunners m an n ing the a n ti-a ircra ft  ba t
teries a long the strip started shouting: 
“ E nem y p lanes! A le r t!  A le r t!”  B uckets, 
drum s and h o llo w  logs  w ere  p ou n ded  
lou d ly  as w a rn in g  signals, and tw o 
buglers b lew  fu riou sly .

“ B ecause w e  w e re  tak in g this p a rticu 
lar p h otograp h ,”  H a jim e Y osh id a  e x 
plains today , “ Sakai and the other 
pilots in  this grou p  w ere  som e d istance 
from  th eir  fighters. C onsequ ently , th ey  
w ere d elayed  in  the w ild  scram ble , and 
they took  o ff  b eh in d  the oth er fighters. 
A s a result, th ey  w ere  u n ab le  to  press 
hom e their attacks against the A m e r i
can “ d ecoy s” — w h ich  w ere  b e in g  hit 
hard b y  the first e igh teen  Zeros. Iro n ic 
ally, this de lay  enab led  S akai an d  his 
m en to b e  the first p ilots  to  a ttack  the 
B -26  M arauders!”

In the  lead  M arauder, W aiter K re ll 
stared ahead o f  h im , scann ing the skies 
ov e r  N e w  G uinea. “ W e  cam e o v e r  the 
O w en  S tan ley  R an ge still in  a c lim b in g  
attitude,”  K re ll exp la in ed , “ and  then

w e sw u n g  o ff  to  th e  righ t to b eg in  ou r 
b o m b  ru n .”  B eh ind  the p ilo t ’s com p a rt
m ent, Sam  A n d erson  lo ok ed  ahead 
throu gh  the p lex ig la s  n a v ig ator ’s dom e.

E very on e  w as try in g  to  lo o k  ou t to 
sea, w h ere  the other U .S. p lanes w ere  
to h a ve  d raw n  a w a y  the Japanese fight
ers. B u t then  K re ll gaped  in  d isbe lie f. 
T h ere  w ere  the B -25s, a ll right, but 
th ey  had m a d e th e ir  a tta ck  a long the  
w ron g  cou rse!  Instead  o f  fly ing  aw ay  
fro m  the B -26s, the five  M itchells  w ere  
fly in g  tow ard  the M arauders o f  the  22nd 
B om b  G rou p — b rin g in g  a sw arm  o f  
Zeros w ith  them .

“ It w as a  fly ing  circu s,”  K re ll relates. 
“ T h ere  m ust h a ve  b een  tw en ty  o r  tw e n 
ty -fiv e  en em y p lanes— th e  m ost I had 
ever  seen  u p  to  that tim e on  one m ission . 
T h ey  w ere  lik e  a clou d  o f  m osquitoes.

“W e  im m ed ia te ly  d rop p ed  our bom bs 
to  ligh ten  the p lanes. M y  ra d io  opera tor, 
S ergeant P a t N orton , bega n  to fire  his 
5 0 -ca lib er  m ach in e  gun. I ’m  sure  that 
w e  shot d ow n  fo u r  p lanes. O ur plane 
w as the  on ly  one w ith  5 0 -ca lib er  guns 
in  the  w aist positions— N orton  had  sal
va g ed  them  fro m  a w reck ed  B -17  . . .”

In  the  m id st o f  the  p lan es  a ttack ing 
the B -2 5  M itchells  w as  a Japanese p ilo t 
nam ed S aburo S akai; he w as  the  p ilo t 
closest to  the  ap p roach in g  M arauders. 
S ighting  the fo rm a tion  o f  12 bom bers , 
h e  im m ed ia te ly  ro ck e d  his w in g s  to 
s ignal the other p ilots  (th e  Japanese 
flew  w ith ou t rad ios  to  k eep  the Zeros 
as ligh t as p o ss ib le ) , and  ru shed  at 
the n e w  attackers.

A t  th is m om en t Sakai saw  a single 
B -2 6  fa ll b ack  fr o m  th e  A m erican  
form a tion — the M arauder flow n  b y  W alt 
G reer, w ith  L y n d o n  Joh n son  as the  o b 
server . T he cu rv in g  path  tak en  b y  the 
A m erican  b om b e r  brou gh t it c loser  to  
Sakai, w h o  w en t at fu ll sp eed  a fte r  the

B -26 . D u rin g  those fe w  seconds, the 
H eck lin g  H are  w as fa r  fro m  the other 
b om b ers  as it d ove  fo r  cover.

A  large grou p  o f  Z eros scram bled  
b eh ind  S ak a i’s figh ter as G reer, at 14,000 
feet, shoved  the M arauder into a fran tic  
d ive , seek in g  the sa fety  o f  the clouds. 
B ut the Japanese raked  the B -2 6  m erci
lessly . B ut even  as the M arauder ran, 
its guns sent a Z ero  w h ir lin g  out o f  
con tro l. T he b om b e r  w a s  still above 
the c louds w h en , su dden ly , the fighters 
b rok e  a w a y  to attack  the  m ain  B -26 
form a tion — th eir task w as to  p rotect 
L ae airbase, not chase single planes. 
G iv en  a b lessed  resp ite , the H eck lin g  
H are  p lu n g ed  into the sw irlin g  m ists.

T h e  Zeros n o w  b ore  d ow n  on  the 
other M arauders. “ Sam  A n d erson  w ou ld  
h op  u p  to the step and  lo o k  out through  
the n a v ig ation  b u b b le ,”  K re ll said. “  ‘Let 
m e lo o k ! ’ h e ’d  ye ll. A n d  every  tim e 
he p op p ed  u p  in  the b u b b le  w e ’d be 
b ou n ced  b y  Zeros and  Sam  w ou ld  drop  
right b ack  to  the floor because it seem ed 
lik e  the  Zeros w e re  rea lly  com in g  at 
h im  w ith  a ll guns b lazing . W e w e re  all 
s ca red .”

A n d  that w as the  w orst o f  it— fo r  
Johnson , A n d erson  and Stevens. It 
w asn ’t so b ad  i f  y o u  had  a gu n  in  you r 
hands or w ere  at the  con tro ls ; at least 
y o u  w ere  d o in g  som eth ing . B ut in  three 
p lanes— the th ree  ob servers , the lieu ten 
ant com m an d er and  the tw o  co lon els—  
co u ld  on ly  sit still and take it. T hey 
cou ld n ’t fight back .

L ieu tenant Joh n  E w b an k  led  the sec
ond  grou p  o f  M arauders. T he b om b er 
to h is le ft  w as flow n  b y  L ieu tenant G e r -  s 
aid C rosson, w h o  g iv es  ye t another v ie w  > 
o f  the battle : “ A s w e  w ere  a pproach ing * 
the target, I saw  the B -25 s  com in g  on 
w ith  Zeros a ll ov e r  them . W e n e v e r  got 
to  the target because the B -25s, w h ich  ^



had led  the  Zeros righ t in to  o u r  flight 
path, had a lrea dy  d rop p ed  th eir  bom bs 
and a lerted  the en tire  area.

“ W hen  the Z eros saw  us, they  d rop p ed  
the B -25s and rea lly  ca m e at us. T h ey  
p icked  up ou r bunch  about five  m iles  
from  the target. M y flight, led  b y  
J ohnn y E w bank , saw  a ll this and w e  
veered  a w a y  fro m  the action . W e  passed  
over L ae and  w e h it S alam aua a bit fu r 
ther d ow n  the coast. . . .”
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C ro ss o n  d id n ’ t k n o w  it then— and not 
until v e ry  recen tly , fo r  that m atter—  
but he, too , had  a date w ith  S aburo 
Sakai. H e reca lls  one Zero  figh ter in 
particu lar that sav ag e ly  pressed  h om e 
its attacks against the M arauders, c lo s 
ing to  p o in t-b la n k  range.

T his particu lar Zero  roa red  b y  on ly  
tw o or  three feet o v e r  C rosson ’s bom ber, 
then p lunged  a fter the M arau d er p ilo ted  
by W illis  G . B en ch — in w h ich  C olon e l 
Stevens w as flying as the  ob server. W ith  
the Z ero ’s cannon  p ou rin g  shells  into 
the M arauder, C rosson  saw  the fighter 
ov er  the b om b er; then  there  w as  a tre 
m endous exp los ion . C rosson  rep orted  
later in  in te llig en ce  d eb rie fin g  that the  
Zero had sm ashed in to  the tail o f  
B en ch ’s a irp lane, and that the co llis ion  
had caused the e x p lo s io n  that d estroyed  
both the b om b er and  the fighter.

B ut C rosson  w as w ron g . O f  a ll the 
Japanese p ilots  in action  this day, on ly  
one reported  (w ith  con firm ation  o f  se v 
eral other fighter p ilo ts ) that he had 
closed  to p o in t-b la n k  range against a 
M arauder, and that the  b om b er e x 
p loded  into w reck a ge  in  the air. That 
pilot w as S aburo Sakai. T h e  sin gle te r 
rib le  blast caused  b y  his cann on  shells 
w ip ed  ou t the en tire  c r e w  o f  B en ch ’s 
airplane, and  cla im ed  a lso the  life  o f  
C o lon e l Stevens. B u t S ak a i’s p lan e w as 
not dam aged.

T he N um ber F ou r M arauder in the 
lead V , w ith  L ieu tenant C olon e l D w ight 
D. D ev in e  II in the cock p it, w as  b a d ly  
m auled b y  severa l Zeros. D ev in e  and 
his c o -p ilo t , P ow e ll, d o v e  d esp erate ly  
fo r  the sa fety  o f  the clou d s , w h en  a 
single Zero  b rok e  ou t o f  the  m illing  
pack  and ra ced  a fter  them . O n ce  again, 
exh au stive  screen in g  o f  a ll record s  and 
p ilot reports  revea ls  that the Z ero  w as 
flow n by  S aburo Sakai. H e c losed  in 
against D ev in e ’s  B -26  and  fired  w ith  
his tw o  cannon  until h is am m un ition  
w as exhausted . T hen , still b eh in d  the 
d iv in g  b om b er, Sakai em p tied  his tw o  
m ach ine guns.

H e cou ld n ’t b e lie v e  that the  A m erican  
plane was still fly ing ; in  fa ct, as the 
M arauder reeled  and p lu n ged  in to  the 
clouds, he b e liev ed  that it w as  fa llin g  
out o f  con trol. F or  severa l m om en ts, 
Sakai w as corre ct  in h is b e lie f, bu t 
w ith in  the clou d  ban k , D ev in e  and 
P ow ell m anaged  to rega in  con tro l o f  the 
shattered airplane.

B ack  at S e v e n -M ile  S trip , B riga d ier 
G enera l M artin  F. S can lon  had  w a tch ed  
the H eck lin g  H are  com e in fo r  a la n d 
ing. It  w as ob v iou s  from  the w a y  the 
plane flew , and the rou gh  sound o f  on e  
engine, that they had had  trouble . T he 
slash m arks o f  the  bu llets and  cann on  
shells a ttested to  the  b attering  the a ir
plane had taken, and S can lon  w as d e 
lighted  to learn that no  on e  aboard  the 
plane— in clud ing  L yn d on  Joh n son — had 
been  w ou nded .

S can lon  and J ohnson  cou n ted  n in e  
m ore  p lanes com in g  in  to land . T h ey  
learned  from  the other p ilots  that W illis  
B ench  had b een  lost w ith  a ll aboard , 
in clu d in g  C olon e l S tevens.

B ut w h ere  w as the last b om b er— D e 
v in e ’s? E very on e  stu died  the sky  as a 
shattered  w reck  lim ped  its w a y  tow a rd  
the ru n w ay. T he ship  w as r id d led  fro m

n ose to  tail w ith  h o les  and  tears, and 
the w h o le  b e lly  w as torn  in to  tw isted  
m etal. D w igh t D ev in e  s lid  d o w n  the 
ru n w a y  in a p e r fe ct  crash landing.

T he final reck on in g  o f  th is battle  d id  
not take p lace  until v e r y  recen tly , w h en  
w e  w ere  a b le  to  m atch  the d eta iled  m is
sion  flight logs, the o rd er o f  battle  and 
the record s  o f  in d iv id u a l p ilots  and 
oth er details  o f  the m ission .

O n J u n e  9, 1942, the Jap an ese  b e 
lieved — and c la im ed — that they had shot 
d ow n  fo u r  M arauders o f  the  22nd B om b  
G rou p . W e k n o w  n o w  that this is not 
so, that the o n ly  loss in  the air w as the 
p lane flow n  by  W illis  B ench . T h e  M a
rau d er flow n  b y  D w ig h t D ev in e  had 
b een  accred ited  to S ab u ro  Sakai as an 
officia l k ill; the  Japanese  ace  h im se lf 
d id  not cla im  the k ill, but the a irp lan e 
seem ed so torn  up that the Japanese  d e 
cid ed  to a w a rd  him  a con firm ed  v ic tory . 
T w o  o th er  Z ero  p ilo ts  cla im ed  defin ite 
k ills— lik e  so  m an y oth er p ilots , th ey  
w ere  o b v io u s ly  prem atu re .

E ven  m ore  p rem atu re  w e re  the cla im s 
o f  the A m erican s. W alter K re ll states 
that h is cr e w  shot d o w n  at least fo u r  
Z eros; Sam  A n d erson  b e liev es  s ix  figh t
ers w e re  destroyed . S evera l oth er gu n 
ners c la im ed  k ills  that d ay— fo r  a total 
o f  n ine  Zeros shot d ow n  b y  the M a ra u 
ders. T h e  tru th  is that the  B -26s  d e 
s troyed  on ly  on e  Japanese  p lan e  on  
this m ission , the Z e ro  sh ot d o w n  by  
W alt G re e r ’s gunners.

F ate w ork s  stran gely . E xhaustive  
stu dy o f  all re cord s  m ak es it c lea r  that 
S aburo Sakai w as the m an  w h o  led  the 
attack  against the H eck lin g  H are, the 
M arau d er in  w h ich  L y n d o n  J ohnson  
flew . A n d  it w as  S akai w h o  caused  the 
loss o f  the B -2 6  in  w h ich  C olon e l S te 
ven s w as  flying.

T his is  the sam e S ab u ro  Sakai w h o, 
on  D ecem b er 10, 1941, shot up  and  set 
a fire a B -17  F ly in g  F ortress  flow n  b y  
a m an w h o  soon  b eca m e k n ow n  to  m il
lions o f  A m erican s— C aptain  C o lin  P. 
K e lly , Jr.

T he stran ge c irc le  o f  fa te  d oes  not 
en d  there , h ow ev er . In  the con trol 
tow er at C lark  F ie ld  on  the  d a y  C olin  
K e lly  w as  sh ot d ow n  by  S aburo Sakai 
w as F ra n k  K urtz. It w as F ran k  K u rtz  
w h o  look ed  up  and w a tch ed  the flam ing 
F ortress  p lu n ge  in to  the  earth  in  a 
flam ing fu n era l p yre  fo r  C olin  K e lly , 
w h ose  b o d y  struck  o n ly  200 yard s  fro m  
his bom ber.

A n d  it w as this sam e F ran k  K u rtz 
w h o  had  flow n  L yn d on  B. Joh n son , 
C o lon e l A n d erson  an d  C o lo n e l S tevens 
in  the S w oose  from  T ow n sv ille , A u stra 
lia , to P ort M oresb y , N ew  G u in ea, so 
that th e y  cou ld  m ak e the m ission .

B a c k  at M a cA rth u r ’s h eadquarters  a fter 
th e  ra id , the G en era l w as v is ib ly  
d isturbed  abou t the m ission  that J oh n 
son  had flow n— p a rticu lar ly  in v ie w  o f  
th e  death  o f  C o lon e l S tevens. “ Y o u ’re  
a n ava l o fficer,”  M a cA rth u r to ld  J oh n 
son, “ y o u  d id n ’t h a ve  to fly this m is 
sion . N or  d id  C o lon e l S teven s .”

L yn d on  J ohnson  answ ered , q u ietly  
and  briefly , that he  had n o  ch o ice  bu t 
to  fly the  m ission .

L y n d o n  B . Joh n son  and  S am uel E. 
A n d erson  w ere  each  aw a rd ed  the S ilv er  
S tar m edal fo r  their vo lu n tary  p a rtic i
pation  in  the m ission  o f  J u n e  9, 1942. 
G en era l M acA rth u r m ade a posthu m ou s 
a w a rd  o f  the  D istingu ished  S e rv ice  
C ross to  L ieu tenant C olon e l F rancis  R. 
Stevens.

It w a sn ’t m uch  o f  a cerem on y . A s  
Joh n son  and  A n d erson  le ft  M a cA rth u r ’s 
office, the  G en era l rem ark ed  that he 
d id n ’t h ave any m edals a va ilab le  just 
then— th ey  w o u ld  be  presented  later—  
but that they  cou ld  p ick  up  th e ir  r ib 

bons “ in the ou ter o ffice .”  E nd o f ce re 
m ony.

O n  June 18, Joh n son  and A nderson  
flew  an A ustra lian  p lan e to  Sydney. 
T h ree  days later, on J u n e  21, they flew  
from  A ustra lia  to  N oum ea. On June 
22, they  w e re  at Suva  in  the F iji  Islands 
— and L yn d on  J ohnson  took  sick.

D octors  q u ick ly  d iagnosed  his illness 
as p neu m on ia— con tracted  du rin g  his 
constant exp osu re  to  all k inds o f 
w eath er and  con d ition s  du rin g  his w eeks 
o f  tra ve lin g  and base inspections.

Sam  A n d erson  le ft  the sam e day fo r  
P earl H arbor. O n his arriva l there, 
A n d erson  w en t straight to the office o f 
A d m ira l C hester N im itz, e xp la in in g  that 
J ohnson  w as too  ill to  travel.

M e d i c a l  fa cilit ie s  at S uva  w ere  h ard ly  
first-ra te , and s in ce  a d o c to r ’s report 
exp ressed  great con cern  fo r  Joh n son ’s 
health , N im itz  o rd ered  a P B Y  flow n  at 
on ce  to S u va  w ith  a d octor  and a nurse, 
and w ith  cann ed  ju ice s  and  em ergen cy  
food s . A fte r  severa l d ays o f  specia l 
m ed ica l care , J ohnson  responded  suffi
c ien tly  so that he  co u ld  b e  flow n to 
P earl H a rb or fo r  fu rth er  treatm ent.

T h e  lieu ten an t com m an d er resting in 
the P earl H a rb or hosp ita l w as unaw are 
that d u rin g  his absence , in the spring 
o f  1942, m ore  than 22,000 qualified  
voters  filed  his nam e as a cand idate  for  
re -e le ct io n  in the  T enth  D istrict o f  
T exas. W ith  the p etition s w en t this 
n o tice : “ It  is the overw h e lm in g  senti
m ent o f  the voters  that L yn d on  B. 
Joh n son  shou ld  aga in  be  nom inated  fo r  
C on gress.”

N o  one even  tried  to run against him .
O n  J u ly  16, 1942, L yn d on  Johnson  

w as h on ora b ly  d isch arged  from  the 
N avy. P res id en t F ran k lin  D . R ooseve lt  
had ru led  that a ll m em bers  o f  C ongress 
serv in g  in  the arm ed fo rce s  w ou ld  be 
o f  greater va lu e  to their cou n try  by  
ca rry in g  ou t th e ir  duties as elected  
representa tives o f  the p eop le , and o r 
d ered  them  b ack  to W ashington .

P res id en t R oosev e lt  and  C ongressm an 
J ohnson  spent m an y  lon g  hou rs together, 
re v ie w in g  J oh n son ’s b lu n t appra isa l o f  
con d ition s  in  the  S ou thw est P acific. 
L ater, h e  m ad e  p u b lic  som e o f  his 
v iew s:

“ W e  n eed n ’t fo o l  ou rse lves  about the 
in v in c ib ility  o f  ou r  pursuit sh ips ” J o h n 
son  said. H e  w a rn ed  that th e  Japanese 
“ h a ve  a rea l figh ter p lan e (th e  Z ero ) 
and w e  h a ve  a  lon g  w a y  to  g o  b e fore  
w e  can  re a r  b a ck  and rest on  our la u 
rels. S o  fa r  as o u r  fliers are con cerned . 
I o n ly  w a n t to say  this: I f  w e  get them  
the good s , they w ill d e liv er . O ur m en 
are e x tre m e ly  capable . H o w ev er, w e  
sh ou ld n ’t o v e r lo o k  the fa ct that w e  are 
send ing a great m a n y  p ilo ts  up  n ow  
w h o  are  less e x p er ien ced  than  the J a p a 
nese p ilots . . .

A s  he spok e, Joh n son  n o  d ou b t r e 
ca lled  the sight o f  S ab u ro  Sakai s Zero  
figh ter b o r in g  in  on  W a lt  G reer  s B -26 . 
P ilo t Sakai ca m e ou t o f  the w a r as 
J ap a n ’s top  su rv iv in g  ace, w ith  64 k ills. 
H e w ou ld  lik e  to  v is it the  U n ited  States 
and m eet, un der h a p p ier  circum stances, 
the tall T e x a n  he a lm ost shot d ow n  over 
N ew  G u in ea  22 yea rs  ago. H e w ou ld  
also lik e  to re n e w  acqu a in tan ce  w ith  his 
fo rm e r  antagonists  in  the 22nd B om b  
G ro u p  w h e n  th ey  ho ld  th eir  reu n ion  in 
J u ly  this year. T he m en  o f  the 22nd 
say th e y ’d  be d e ligh ted  to see  h im — out 
o f  the  co ck p it  o f  a Zero .

T od a y , the m e m o ry  o f  w h at happened  
on  Ju n e  9, 1942, is s till c lea r  in  L yn d on  
J oh n son ’s m in d . H e rem em bers  it e very  
d a y  as he  p ins on  c  t in y  rep lica  o f  his 
S ilv e r  S tar r ib b on . T h e  P res id en t is 
a lm ost n e v e r  seen  w ith ou t it.

*  THE END



Have You Had Your Glass Of Sewer Water Today?
continued from page 15

T here w as a w orse  case on  L on g  Island, 
in  a housing deve lop m en t, w h ere  s ix ty  
out o f  about n inety  w ells  w ere  bad . 
Portsm outh , R h od e  Island, to o k  the 
prize, though. It had  a d eve lop m en t in  
w h ich  the w ater from  tw e n ty -fo u r  out 
o f  tw e n ty -fiv e  w ells  w asn ’t safe  to  
drink .”

R H O D E  IS L A N D : “ I ’m  an oyster fish
erm an; that is, I used to  be. T h e  sew age 
that th e y ’ve  th row n  in to  the ocean  
ru ined  the oyster beds and p u t m e and 
a lot o f  other gu ys ou t o f  w o rk .”

T E X A S : “ Y ou  k n o w  that song that 
says ‘R em em b er the R ed R iv er  V a lle y ’ ? 
Y ou  can  rem em ber it fo r  som eth ing else 
besides a lonesom e co w b o y . T h ere ’s so 
m uch  o il b rin e  and m in era l fr o m  the 
banks in  the R ed  R iv e r  that it  ca n ’t even  
be used b y  industry, let a lone be  drunk 
b y  peop le . Sure, on e  tow n  has put in  a 
fa n cy  w ater-trea tm en t plant, b u t lo o k  
w hat it cost!”

R EN SSE LA ER , N E W  Y O R K : “ W e
had to b o il our w ater because w e  had a 
hepatitis scare, thanks to  fo lk s  upstream  
w h o pum ped  raw  sew age into the  H ud
son.”

KEENE, N EW  H A M P S H IR E : “ W e
had a sudden  attack o f  typ h oid  fro m  bad  
water. One person  d ied  and e igh teen  
m ore a lm ost d id .”

N EW  M E X IC O : “ T h is  is a tom ic te rr i
tory. T h e y  p u t in  a p lan t to  p rocess  
uranium  up in  D u rango, C olorad o, on 
the A nim as R iver. It w asn ’t lon g  b e 
fore  the w a ter o f  the A nim as, drink ing 
w ater fo r  the tow n s o f  A ztec and F a rm 
ington, show ed  ra d ioactiv ity  o n e -h a lf  to  
one and o n e -h a lf  tim es m ore  than  w as  
a nyw here near safe. T h ey  m ad e  the 
uranium  plan t p u t in  a w a ter-trea tm en t 
center, finally . N ow  the fo lk s  in  A ztec  
and F arm in gton  are safe, bu t the  scare 
hasn ’t w orn  o ff yet.”

H ow  serious can  w ater p o llu tion  in  
the U .S. b e? Is  it ju st  an oth er on e  o f  
those “ m enaces”  that m ak e scary  rea d 
ing, o r  is it rea l? L isten  to  a prom inent 
w ater eng ineer:

“ I f  W P  (w a ter  p o llu tion ) is  not 
ch ecked , it  can  m ak e the U .S. ru n  out 
o f  w a ter  in  another gen eration , at about 
the ye a r  tw o  thousand. T his cou n try  has 
an average annual ra in fa ll o f  th irty  
inches. M ost o f  it van ishes through  
evaporation  and oth er w ays too  com 
p licated  to exp la in . T hat leaves tw o  
inches and  they  y ie ld  about s ix  hu n 
dred  and fifty  b illion  ga llons o f  w a ter 
a day. That is w h at w e  have to w o rk  
w ith  at the m om ent.

“ T hese  days, w e  actua lly  n eed  and 
use about h a lf  the  w ater w e  have. 
F arm ers use on e  hu ndred  and  fo r ty  b il
lion gallons a day fo r  irrigation . In 
dustry uses up  abou t on e  hu n d red  
and s ix ty  b illion  ga llons e v e ry  day. 
Fam ilies, offices, hosp itals and  the lik e  
use about tw e n ty -tw o  b illio n  ga llons 
every  day. F or  exam p le , e v e ry  tim e 
som eb od y  flushes a toilet, there  goes 
five gallons. A  loa d  o f  la u n d ry  in  a 
w asher uses up  m a y b e  seventeen  ga l
lons. I f  you  take a short show er, it ’s 
th irty  ga llons but i f  you  soap and  sing 
fo r  a w hile, s ix ty  ga llons are gon e. G iv e  
or tak e a b it, w e  all run throu gh  abou t 
three h u ndred  and tw e n ty -fiv e  b illion  
gallons a day. S o  righ t n ow , th ere ’s a 
good  m argin  o f  sa fety  in  the supp ly .

“ B ut in  term s o f  w ater, n ineteen  
e igh ty is not too  fa r  off. T he best figures 
w e  have sh ow  that in  n ineteen  e igh ty  
industry a lone w ill need three  h u ndred  
and fifty  b illion  ga llons a day . Farm s, 
hom es and offices w ill u s e ' up  another

three  h u ndred  b illion . In other w ord s , in  
n ineteen  e igh ty  w e  w ill need e v e ry  b it 
o f  the d a ily  s ix  hu n d red  and  fifty  b illion  
ga llons that w e  get from  the sky.

“ N o w  le t ’s jum p ahead  another tw o  
decades, to  the  ye a r  tw o  thousand. In  
that age, w e  w ill n eed  about th irteen  
h u ndred  b illion  ga llon s  e v e ry  day , o r  
tw ice  w h at the h eaven s n ow  p rov id e . 
W hat are w e  go in g  to  d o  abou t that? 
D oes an yon e  th ink  the skies can  sud 
d en ly  b eg in  to p ro v id e  that m uch , ju st 
because w e  need  it?

“ I w ant to  frigh ten  p eop le  w ith  the 
figure o f  th irteen  hu n d red  b illio n  ga l
lons a d a y ,”  the w a ter  en g in eer goes on , 
“ because it revea ls  the im p orta n ce  o f  
ch eck in g  and p rev en tin g  W P . F u n d a 
m entally , the figu re is n ot frigh ten in g  
at a ll, e x ce p t  to  the laym an . I f  w e  
k eep  ou r w a ter clean , w e  can use it 
o v e r  and ov er  as it flow s fro m  ou r lakes 
and rivers  to  the sea, w h ere  w e  lose  it. 
I f  w e  k eep  ou r w ater clean , w e  ca n  use 
the basic  s ix  hu n d red  and fifty  b illio n  
ga llons a d a y  fou r , five , s ix  o r  even  ten  
tim es, and  stretch  it easily  to fa r  m ore  
than the th irteen  h u ndred  b illions w e 
w ill need  in  the ye a r  tw o  thousand. B ut 
i f  our w a ter  gets p o llu ted  the  first o r  
the secon d  tim e aroun d , th en  it ’s ‘g o o d 
night, M a b el.’ T hen  w e  W ill b e  fa r  short 
o f  ou r  need  lon g  b e fo re  the  yea r  tw o  
thousand rolls  around. D o  y o u  see n o w  
h o w  im portant it is that w e  k eep  ou r 
w ater c le a n ?”

T o  the  m an y  p e o p le  w h o  d o n ’ t see 
the im p ortan ce , a con serv a tion -m in d ed  
jou rn a list  on ce  snorted : “ O n e o f  the 
great troub les  w ith  ou r h ig h ly  m ech a 
n ized  liv in g  in  th e  U .S. is that the  a v e r 
age citizen ’s cu riosity  about w a ter  r e 
sources ends at the  ba th room  fa u ce t .”

F or  those  w h ose  cu riosity  has sur
v ived , this is w h at the tex tb ook s  te ll 
us . . .

N ature, in  h er  w o n d e rfu l w a y , has 
designed  r iv ers  and stream s so that th ey  
can elim inate  n orm a l w astes and  im 
p urities  that fa ll  in to  them  and thus 
cleanse them selves. T h ey  can  d o  this b e 
cause flow in g  w a ter  can a bsorb  o x y g e n  
fr o m  the a ir: stream s take o x y g e n  
throu gh  r ip p les  and w a v es, and  lakes 
take it fro m  the w in d s that w h ip  th e ir  
surface . O n ce  the  o x y g e n  is in  the flow 
ing  w ater, it feed s  the bacteria , the 
plants and  the fish that need  it  to  sus
tain  life .

W ater  b acteria— the te x tb ook s  exp la in  
— fa ll  in to  tw o  m ain  categories. A e ro b ic  
b acteria  liv e  n ea r the  su rfa ce  and d e 
p en d  on  o x y g e n  fo r  th e ir  life . A n a ero b ic  
b acteria  liv e  d eep er in  the w aters, can  
su rv iv e  w ith ou t o xy gen . So lon g  as not 
too  m u ch  w aste  is  th row n  into the 
w ater, a erob ic b acteria  d estroy  th eir  
share o f  it  and  the a n a erob ic theirs, and 
b e tw een  them  the tw o  types o f  bacteria  
k eep  the w a ter  clean .

B u t w h en  too  m u ch  w aste  is  d um ped  
into w ater, b oth  k inds o f  b acteria  ru n  
w ild . T he a erob ic  m u ltip ly  m ad ly , t r y 
ing  to k eep  up  w ith  th e ir  w a te r -c le a n 
ing jo b . In creasin g  ra p id ly , they  use up 
the a va ilab le  o x y g e n  and  they  die. T hen , 
too  m u ch  w aste  sinks to  the  b o ttom  and 
the a n a erob ic b acteria  m u ltip ly  fra n ti
ca lly , try in g  to  com b a t the  threat. In  
o rd er  to  stay  a live , the a n a erob ic b a c 
teria  d ra w  w h at th ey  need  fro m  the 
w ater, h y d rogen  and  su lfur, and  co m 
bine these e lem ents into h y d rogen  sul
fide— the gas used in s ch oo lb oy  stink  
bom bs. T he r iv e r  begins to  sm ell fo u l 
and to get dark.

N ext, the  plants b e lo w  the su rface—
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IIIM 'N  Tribute to JFK : T h at W as T h e  
W ee k  T h at W as. In  a m atter  o f  d a ys  
a fter  the assassination  in  D allas , the  
first o f  a flood  o f  r e co rd e d  “ tr ib u te s”  
to the late P resident K e n n e d y  began  
to p ou r fr o m  the w a x  w o rk s , and  the 
end is n ot y e t  in  s igh t. Y e t  n o n e  has—  
and w e  d o u b t that any w il l— surpass 
this on e  w h ich  w as tap ed  fr o m  a live  
p er fo rm a n ce  on  th e  B ritish  B roa d ca st
ing C orporation  T V  program , “ T hat 
W as T he W eek  T hat W as,”  b a re ly  24 
hours a fter  the  P res id en t had  b een  
m urdered. A  v id eota pe  w as sh ow n  on 
A m erican  T V  in  th e  fo l lo w in g  w e e k ; 
it is s till b e in g  h a iled  as the finest and 
m ost tou ch in g  tr ib u te  p a id  to  J F K  d u r 
ing a so lid  w e e k  o f  r o u n d -th e -c lo c k  
p rog ra m m in g  d e v o te d  a lm ost e n tire ly  
to h is m em ory . It has d ign ity , taste and 
sen sitiv ity  to  the  tra g e d y  o f  th e  even t, 
ye t it rem a in s  s in g u la r ly  fr e e  o f  an y  
taint o f  the m au d lin . It is a ll the  m o re  
rem a rk a b le  fo r  th e  fa c t  that s o  fine 
an e ffo rt  w as w r itte n  and p ro d u ce d  
not o n ly  so ra p id ly , b u t  b y  E n g lish 
m en  w h ose  k een  p e rce p t io n  o f  o u r—  
and the w o r ld ’s— loss m ak es  th is  a 
tribu te  n ot o n ly  to  K e n n e d y , b u t  to  
A m er ica  as w e ll. D ecca .

The Victors: T h e  or ig in a l s o u n d -tra ck  
record in g  o f  the score  o f  C arl F orem a n ’s 
first p icture  since “ G uns o f  N a va ron e" 
proves again that the  best m u sic b e in g  
w ritten  tod ay is b e in g  done fo r  the 
m ovies. C om poser S ol K ap lan  has caught 
the flavor o f  m usic pop u lar du rin g  the 
W orld  W ar II era, ye t he  m anages to 
in ject in to  it a va riety  o f  m ood s  to  m atch  
the action  on screen— dram a, excitem ent, 
sadness, h u m or and tragedy . A d d it ion 
ally, he has p rod u ced  a w is tfu lly  haunt
ing love  them e, “ M y  S pecia l D ream ,”  
w h ich  cannot m iss an im portant, tim e
less fu ture  in  the catalogue o f  rom antic 
m usic. C o lp ix .

J a z z  cl J a z z :  It  is fra n k ly  stated  in 
the program  notes that this is a series 
o f  jazz  experim ents, and it’s a rem ark 
able session indeed . T h e  con d u ctor  is 
noted F rench  co m p o se r -cr it ic  A n d re  H o - 
deir, w h o  also w rote  everyth in g  heard  
here, m uch  o f  it as b ack ground  m usic 

* fo r  a nu m ber o f  F ren ch  film s. S om e o f  
Jj it, to  quote  the  notes, “ b elon gs  to  that 

genre o f  recent m usical exp erim en ts  
know n  as ‘m usique con cre te ’ in w h ich

instrum ental sounds are record ed  on  
tape and then b y  m eans o f  e le ctron ic  
m an ipu lation , su b jected  to a ll k inds o f  
son ic transform ations and  m od ifica tion s.”  
W e hasten  to  add, h ow ev er , that these 
are not m e re ly  a co lle ct io n  o f  w e ird  
sounds; th e y  are, on  th e  con trary , co 
h es ive ly  and m elo d ica lly  w e ld ed  in to  a 
jazz  entity  w h ich  is fascin ating . Best 
track  is “ Jazz C antata .”  In clu ded  in  the 
brillian t p erson n el are K en n y  C lark , 
R aym on d  G u illo t , R oger  G u erin , Nat 
P eck  and  M artia l S ola l. P h ilips  label.

K il l  E v a n s , H is P ia n o  &  O rch es tra  P la y  
T h em e fro m  “ T h e V .I .P .s”  and o th er  
G rea t Songs. A in ’t that a h e ll o f  a title 
fo r  w h at is rea lly  a p re tty  good  jazz  
L P ? So fo rg e t  the title  and listen  to  the 
m usic, becau se  B ill E vans is a  so lid  k e y 
board  m an w h o, w ith  a b ig  c lu tch  o f  
fine sidem en  b eh in d  h im , turns ou t a 
b u ll’s -e y e  session  d evoted  m ostly  to  
“ sco re ”  m usic. S cores fr o m  m ovies—  
fo re ign  and d om estic ; scores fro m  som e 
o f  the b etter te lev ision  series, and som e 
orig in a l tunes loose ly  d escrib ed  in  the 
lin er  notes  as “ them es.”  A b o u t the on ly  
reason w e  can  th ink  o f  fo r  b illb oa rd in g  
“ T h e  V .I.P .s”  them e in  the title  is to  
p lu g  the m ov ie , f o r  o f  a ll the  tracks on  
this w a x , this one struck  us as the least 
im pressive ; it  is M ik los  R ozsa , bu t not 
at h is  ta len ted  best. M u ch  m o re  im p res
sive, y o u ’re bound  to agree, are L yn  
M u rra y ’s them e from  “ M r. N ova k ,”  
“W alk  on  the W ild  S id e ,”  “ M ore ,”  and 
“T he M an  W ith  the G o ld en  A rm .”  M G M .

(J e r r y  M u lM g a n /E h c l  ( t a k e r :  T im e 
less. P a cific  Jazz has un earth ed  a set o f  
great w a x in gs  b y  the  m em orab le  M u lli
gan Q uartet o f  1952-53. In  the op in ion  
o f  m an y o f  the  fa ith fu l, n on e o f  G e rry ’s 
aggregations s in ce  then  h a ve  com e  close 
to the qu a lity  o f  that com b o . M u lliga n ’s 
bariton e and B ak er ’s b rillia n t trum pet 
com plem en ted  ea ch  oth er lik e  h og  jo w ls  
and b lack eyed  peas. B o b  W h itlock  w as 
on  bass and C h ico  H am ilton  on  drum s. 
T hat is the  roster o n  s ix  o f  these tracks, 
w h ich  in clu d e  “ W a lk in ’ S hoes,”  “ L o v e  
M e or L ea v e  m e,”  “ M y  F un ny V a len 
tin e”  and  “ F reew ay .”  T he other s ix  
tracks h a ve  an  assortm ent o f  subs fo r  
m ost o f  the  foreg o in g , a lthough  B ak er 
is heard  on  all. E very  g ro o v e  is solid , 
bu t w e  th ink  y o u ’ ll agree  that S ide One 
is the b ig  noise on  this record .

the a lgae— d ie  from  lack  o f  sunlight. 
A fte r  that, fish d ie  from  la ck  o f  algae 
to  eat and  o x y g e n  to  breathe. Bass, 
b lu egills  and trout van ish  first, because 
they  need the m ost o x y g e n . C arp  are 
h a rd ier fish, and that’s w h y  m an y h a lf- 
p o llu ted  w aters  b ecom e  “ carp  stream s.”  
F in a lly , o f  cou rse, all life  in the r iv er  
dies.

E very  year, m illions o f  tons o f  top 
so il w ash  in to  ou r w aters  because o f 
im p rop er so il con serv a tion  practices. 
S in ce  the topsoil has organ ic m atter in 
it, the w ater bacteria  try  to b reak  it 
d ow n . A s  the  bacteria  get overw ork ed  
and m u ltip ly  to  excess , silt settles on  
the leaves o f  w a ter  plants, so that they 
cann ot a bsorb  the  sunlight they need. 
It also sm others the spaw n in g beds o f  
fish and keeps fish eggs from  hatching.

S om e years ago, the fo rm e r  Sur
g e o n  G en era l o f  the  U .S., T hom as P a r - 
ran, raged  abou t the e ffect o f  sew 
a ge: “ T h e  org a n ic  p ollu tion  a lone in our 
w a ter is the eq u iva len t o f  e igh t m illion  
dead  and d isem b ow eled  m ules dum ped 
in to  ou r w a terw a ys  ea ch  y e a r !”  S ew age 
carries  typ h oid , d iarrhea , dysentery , en 
teritis  and p o lio . T he poison s in  sew a ge - 
in fested  w ater in clu d e  the  co lifo rm  bac
teria  that spread  severa l g a s tr o in te s 
tin a l a ilm ents. T hese  co lifo rm  bacteria  
can  su rv iv e  the w a te r -p u r ify in g  process  
because they  are ca rried  through  it in 
the bodies  o f  m icro sco p ic  w orm s  called  
nem atodes. N em atodes have been  fou n d  
in  at least 13 U .S. r ivers , and a c 
tu a lly  breed  in  sew age-trea tm en t plants! 
W hat this sort o f  p o llu tion  does to  d rin k 
ing  w a ter has b een  n eatly  capsu led  in 
the repugnant phrase : “ H ad yo u r  glass 
o f  sew er w a ter to d a y ?”

W h at’s the an sw er to  w a ter p o llu tion ?
“ T he first an sw er is ju st  p la in  c iv ic  

resp on sib ility ,”  says an officia l o f  the 
U .S. P u b lic  H ealth  S erv ice . “ O ur citi
zens m ust un derstand that th ey  h a ve  a 
d u ty  to  pass on  the w a ter  they  h ave 
used  as clean  as they  go t it. T o o  m any 
tow n s th ink  that their sew a ge  is  som e
b o d y  e lse ’s p rob lem , som eb od y  d ow n 
stream . S evera l Iow a  cities put their 
sew a ge  into the M issouri R iv er , and a 
lot o f  it w en t as fa r  dow n stream  as 

->ha, N ebraska. E ven  a fter Om aha 
,t on e  o f  the finest w ater-trea tm en t 

plants in  the w o r ld  and bega n  spen din g 
th ir ty -s ix  thousand dolla rs  a ye a r  fo r  
ch lor in e  a lone, its d rin k in g  w a ter still 
tasted like  h e ll-f ire .”

“ A fte r  a sense o f  resp on sib ility ,”  says 
the  sam e officia l, “ com es scientific 
k n ow ledge . T he A m erican  p eop le  m ust 
learn  that cheap  sew age-trea tm en t 
equ ip m en t d oesn ’t d o  the jo b . M any 
tow n s w ith  p eop le  o f  good  w ill try to 
ge t b y  w ith  w h at w e  ca ll ‘p rim ary  
trea tm ent’ screens. T h ese  ju st break  up 
the so lid  sew age and  then  p eop le  trust 
that b acter ia  w ill som eh ow  d o  the rest 
o f  the jo b . But an yon e  w h o  takes the 
trou b le  to stu dy the p rob lem  a little 
m ore  w ill d isco v e r  that to  b e  rea lly  safe, 
h is tow n  m ust p ro v id e  fo r  ‘ secondary  
treatm ent,’ too . In  this, the sew age is 
filtered  throu gh  cru sh ed  ro ck , bacteria  
are scien tifica lly  a dded  to it and all o f  
it is aerated . T hat w ay , any tow n  can 
e lim inate  at least n in e ty -fiv e  p ercen t o f  
the so lids  and p oison s that it w ou ld  
o th erw ise  add  to  w ater— and that’s not 
a bad  re co rd .”

T he statisticians o f  the U .S. P u b lic  
H ealth  S erv ice  o ffe r  figures to sh ow  
h o w  im p ortan t efficient sew a ge  disposal 
can  b e :

• 100 m illion  p eop le  in A m erica  get 
th eir  w ater fro m  stream s and 105 m il
lion  p eop le  h a ve  sew ers. T hat m eans 
w a ter  intakes and  sew age outlets  are 
lo ca ted  p retty  c lose  together, and se w -



age treatm ent becom es vita l.
• 20 m illion  p eop le  live  in  tow n s that 

d o  not treat their sew age and 2900 
b ra n d -n e w  sew age w ork s are n eed ed  to 
rem edy this.

• T hree  m illion  p eop le  are served  b y  
obsolete sew a ge-trea tm en t plants and 
1100 such plants m ust be  m odern ized .

• 25 m illion  p eop le  liv e  in  tow n s 
w hose sew a ge-trea tm en t plants are in 
adequate and 1630 such plants m ust be 
enlarged.

H ow  m uch  sew age is im p rop erly  
treated? H a lf o f  it.

W hat w ill it cost to  change this p ic 
ture? A t least $5 billion  b y  1965.

I f  this is the “ b ig  p ictu re ”  there  are 
also som e interesting— if  irritating—  
sidelights that are particu lar ly  co n 
nected  w ith  m od ern  liv ing . T hese are 
boat po llu tion  and  detergents.

T he story  is not un ique. In 1940, 
there w ere  tw o  m illion  p leasure  boats 
in  the U .S. N ow  there are  m ore than 
eight m illion . A s the n u m ber o f  boats 
grew , the dam age don e  to lakes, r ivers  
and ocean fronts  fro m  inadequ ate boat 
toilets becam e p ositive ly  d isgracefu l. 
N ew  H am pshire took  the first rem edial 
step in  1958, w h en  it ord ered  that each  
boat to ilet had  to be a p p roved  by  the 
State P ub lic  U tilities C om m ission . It set 
a penalty  o f  $500 and a yea r  in  ja il, or 
both , fo r  any ow n er w h ose  boat d is
charged  ra w  sew age. M any states have 
since fo llo w e d  N ew  H am psh ire ’s e x 
am ple. U nder the pressure o f  pub lic  
authorities, boat to ilet m an ufacturers  
have designed ch em ica l gr inders and 
ch lorin ators  that ren der the sew age 
harm less. These cost $190 to $300; fo r  
about $300, there is a n o -w a te r , n o 
ch em ica l gadget that burns the sew age 
on  board  w ith  bottled  gas.

H ousehold  detergents, too , have a w ay

o f  k ick in g  back  on  their users. “ I used 
detergents like  e v e ry b o d y  e lse ,”  an  O re 
gon  h ou sew ife  d eclared , “ until I began 
to  get crazy, foa m in g  w ater from  m y 
tap. S om eb od y  to ld  m e it w as  fro m  d e 
tergents gettin g  in to  the reservo irs . Then 
som eb od y  e lse  to ld  m e the chem ica ls  
in the detergents can  be  to x ic  w h en  they 
get into d rin k in g  w ater. I f  that’s so, are 
detergents to x ic  in m y  d ish w ash er or in 
m y  w ash ing m ach ine? I  w ish  som eb od y  
w ou ld  te ll m e. A ll I k n ow  n ow  is that 
I ’m  w o rr ie d  abou t them .”

M an y  p eop le  con sider detergents a 
sou rce  o f  w a ter p o llu tion  as w ell, but 
the e xp erts  d o n ’t agree. O ne anti
detergent ch em ist says: “ T h ey  cause 
w a ter  to  foam  at the  tap. Y o u  can  treat 
soap in  w a ter-trea tm en t plants, bu t d e 
tergents— w h ich  h ave a p etroch em ica l 
base— are m uch  harder to handle. T he 
phosphates in detergents escape trea t
m ent and m ak e the algae in  drink ing 
w ater g ro w  too  fast. O ther ch em ica ls  in 
detergents pass through  the treatm ent 
plants and w hen  th ey  b ecom e  a p art o f  
d rin k in g  w a ter th ey  b u ild  up  lo w  co n 
cen trations o f  poison s in  the hum an 
b o d y .”

T o  these charges, a p ro -d e tergen t 
ch em ist retorts: “ N onsense! A n y  fo a m 
in g  at the tap is caused  b y  too  m uch  
aera tion  at the aeration  plant. It has 
noth in g  to  do  w ith  detergents in  the 
w ater. A s fo r  the p o ison s  detergents are  
supposed  to  deposit, the so lu tion  is the 
sam e as fo r  oth er sew age products . H old  
the w aste at the treatm ent p lan t lon g  
enou gh , use the righ t m ateria ls to  treat 
it and you  w ill e lim inate  the p rob lem .”

N o m atter h o w  this argu m en t ends, 
fr ien d s  and foes  o f  detergents agree  that 
the constant in ven tion  o f  n ew  chem ica ls  
puts a h ea v y  b urden  on the authorities 
ch arged  w ith  w ater purification , since

these authorities m ust test each new  
substance  fo r  potentia l danger and their 
nu m bers are too  sm all to d o  the job . 
T h e re fo re  it b eh ooves  the m an ufacturers  
to  do  a reason able  am ount o f  s e lf
p o lic in g . This has led  to the suggestion 
that detergen t m an ufacturers  stop using 
the h a rd -to -tre a t  petroch em ica ls  and 
m ak e detergents fro m  sucrose, w h ich  
can  b e  rea d ily  b rok en  d ow n  by  the 
m icroorgan ism s n orm a lly  present in 
sew a ge-d isp osa l plants. F or several 
years E nglish  detergent m an ufacturers  
h a ve  been  m ak in g  a low -su d sin g  p ro d 
uct and these are n o w  m ak in g  an ap
pearan ce  on the A m erican  m arket.

Industria l po llu tion  is the third  m ajor 
source  o f  w a ter p o llu tion  and takes an 
infin ite va riety  o f  form s. L et ’s ju st list a 
few , to suggest the range.

M ore  than 7000 n ew  chem ica ls  appear 
on the m ark et each  year. H ow  can w ater 
treatm ent exp erts  cop e  w ith  all these 
potentia l n ew  m enaces w h en  they are 
d ou b tfu l about their a b ility  to  handle 
just detergents?

B e fo re  it w as cleaned  up  in a m aster
ly  exa m p le  o f  con servation  practice , the 
S ch u y lk ill R iv er  in  P enn sy lvan ia  w as 
ca lled  “ too  th ick  to n avigate  and too  thin 
to cu ltiva te ,”  a lo ca l com m ent referrin g  
to the r iv e r ’s h ea vy  co a l dust that b lack 
ened  the w ater. B esides, coa l m ines h ave 
dra ined  m illions o f  tons o f  su lfu ric  acid  
and iron  pyrites  into P enn sy lvan ia  r iv 
ers each  year.

T he scum  o f  o il w astes and tars has 
coated  stream s near the w estern  o il
fields and sm othered  all w ater life  in 
m an y areas. T he o il industry  has, h o w 
ever , em bark ed  on a m assive anti
po llu tion  cam paign.

S teel p lan ts  release to x ic  phen ol dur
ing the co k e -q u e n ch in g  process, flue 
dust fro m  the top o f blast fu rnaces, m ill

- - - E x c i t i n g  N e w  W a y  T o  E a r n  $ 6 . 4 4  A n  H o u r - - -

I N V E S T I G A T E  A C C I D E N T S
4 4 0 ,0 0 0  auto  co llisions, fires, sto rm s each d ay  
create a g re a t opportun ity  fo r  m en 1 8 to 60

Step into th is fa st-m ov in g  A ccid ent Investigation  field. T ra in  
q u ick ly  in you r own hom e in spare tim e. A lrea d y  hundreds o f  
m en w e have trained are m aking b ig  m oney. Joe M iller earned 
$14,768 in one year. A . J . A llen  earned over $2,000 in ten 
weeks. W illiam  R oane says “ I ’m now  earn ing $300 a  m onth 
ex tra  investigatin g  accidents in m y sp a re t im e . . .  U n iversa l’s 
course is w on d erfu l.”

BE YOUR O W N  BOSS —  EN JO Y EXTRA BENEFITS
R ig h t now  there is an  acute shortage o f  men w ho know  how  
to investigate accidents. O ur proven  and a pproved  tra in in g  
m akes it  ea sy  fo r  you to step into this huge, expand ing field.

CAR FU RN ISH ED -EXPEN SES PA ID

Y o u  can be you r ow n boss. Independent accident investigators 
average $6.44 an hour. L et us show  you  how  to  sta rt y o u r  ow n  
p rofitab le business. B egin  p a rt  tim e —  w ith  you r home as 
headquarters. L ater expand  to  fu ll tim e. Or i f  you  p re fe r  to 
be a  C om pany C laim s Investiga tor —  ou r P lacem ent Bureau 
w ill assist you . L ead in g firm s ca ll upon us fo r  trained men. 
E n jo y  b ig  pay, you r ow n secretary , a ca r f o r  personal use, 
and all business expenses paid .

EASY TO START —  NO SPECIAL EDUCATION OR 
PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE NEEDED

W e know  the A ccid en t In vestiga tion  B usiness from  A  to Z. 
W e can  and w ill show  you  how  to get in to  this exc itin g  new 
career in  ju s t  a m atter o f  weeks. Y ou  can m ore than pay fo r  
the en tire  course w ith  you r v e ry  first check. Send today fo r  
F R E E  B O O K . N o  salesm an w ill ca ll. Y ou  a re  not com m itted 
in any w ay . Just m ail the coupon or  send a post card  to me, 
M. O. W ilson , U niversa l Schools, D ept. M -4 D allas 5, Texas.

Mai! Now for FREE
M. O. Wilson, Dept. M-4 
Universal Schools,
6801 Hillcrest, Dallas 5, Texas 
Please rush me your FREE BO O K  on Big M oney In  The 
Booming Accident Investigation Field. I w ill not be under

Nam e .. 

Address

City....

S
A
G
A
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F a st-P a c e d
E x c ite m e n t

N ow  you can  ge t S P O R T — th e  

m ag a z in e  th a t b r in g s  you  th e  be s t 

in B a se b a ll,  B a s k e tb a ll,  Foo tb a ll, 

H ockey, an d  B o x in g — d e liv e re d  

r igh t to  you! O n ly  $ 4 .0 0  fo r  1 2  is 

sues. M a il ch e ck , c a s h .o rM .O .  to:

S P O R T
205 E. 42 St., N. Y. 17. N. Y.

M A K E  A W I L L
How, when & why It should be made. Legal & simplified. 
Comes in plain wrapper with free will forms. $2 complete. 

M. A. HENRY. Box 1306, Studio City. Calif.

WIN METHODS
for

DICE, ROULETTE, RACING 
$ 1 . 0 0

Full guarantee or refund
NEVADA STATISTICS

Box 1711, Los Angeles 28, Calif.

ME:ou bald?
LOSING HAIR

Today you have new hope for hair 
regrowth for it has been proved 
that, even though you are bold, the 
hair roots may still be alive to pro
duce new hairs. Thousands have 
accomplished this with the amazing 
Brandenfcls System. See "before” 
and "after” pictures at left! Write 
now for full FREE information!

Carl Brandenfels
Box 7V13, St. Nolens, Oregon

*
V

Bewilder Friends with these
MARKED CARDS

Secret markings on back show su it and 
number. Instructions included for various 
feats of magic.

LOADS OF FUN
Surprise, entertain friends with your newly 

acquired power. These fine quality linen 
finish cards look like ordinary playing cards. 
Sold exclusively for magical purposes. Send 
$1.85 (check or money order) per deck.

R. L. GRAY CO., Dept. A -4  
P.O. SOX 1822. SACRAMENTO, CALIF.

sca le  (flak es o f  iron  o x id e  scraped  o ff 
steel b e fo re  it is r o lle d ) and  “ p ick le  
liq u o r ”  (th e  su lfu ric  a cid  that is used  in 
re m ov in g  the rem a in in g  iron  o x id e ) .

D a iry  p lants, m eat p a ck in g  p lan ts  and 
cann eries  a ll release an im al and v e g e 
tab le  w astes that b ou n tifu lly  fe e d  w a ter 
bacteria , m ak e  them  m u ltip ly  too  fast 
and thus exh au st the  o x y g e n  in  the 
stream s.

P u lp  m ills  d isch arge  to x ic  w ash  w a ter 
an d  the v e r y  fine  fiber w aste th ey  r e 
lease  ca n  c lo g  the gills  o f  fish and 
asp h y x ia te  them .

H erb ic id es  and  pesticid es  are rea l 
m en a ces  to  w ater. O v er 60 m illion  
p ou n ds  o f  pesticides a lon e  are used ea ch  
yea r. A s th ey  ru n  o ff crops du rin g  rains, 
w a ter b ecom es  p o llu ted . “ T he chem ica ls  
in  p esticid es  can  tra ve l a thousand m iles  
in  w ater w ith ou t lo sin g  th eir  s trength ,”  
says on e  exp ert. A n oth er  ex p er t  n oted : 
“ O n e  p art p er  m illion  o f  a strong com 
m ercia l insectide  can  k ill  fish  and m ak e 
d rin k in g  w a ter un pala tab le .”  Thus, v ita l 
as th ey  are  to  crops, agricu ltu ra l ch em 
ica ls  are b ig  k illers  o f  fish and  serious 
threats to  hum an life  w h en  th ey  enter 
w ater.

A cco rd in g  to  the U .S. P u b lic  H ealth  
S erv ice , w a ter  p o llu tion  cu rren tly  costs 
the n ation  m ore  than $1 billion  a year. 
T h is  w h op p in g  sum  in clu d es  the costs 
o f  w ater treatm ent and the losses in  real 
estate v a lu e  d u e  to  p o llu ted  w ater. B ut 
it does not in clu d e  the  h e a v y  costs o f  
illnesses in cu rred  fro m  con tam in ation , 
n or  the k illin g  o f  som e 15 m illion  fish 
a yea r  (m o re  than  the U .S. F ish  and 
W ild life  S erv ice  a n n u ally  stocks in  the 
n a tion ’s s trea m s), n or  the loss to  rec
rea tion -seek ers  w h en  lak efronts  and 
sh ore fron ts  m ust b e  closed . T h e  $1 b il
lio n  does n ot re flect the  threat o f  w a ter 
p o llu tion  to the  n a tion ’s fu tu re  w ater 
supp ly , n or  d oes  it in d ica te  the great 
esthetic setback  w e  su ffered  w h en  w e  
lost  the d eligh ts  o f  taste and  arom a o f 
co o l, c lear w ater.

S trides have b een  m ade in  w h at is 
a lm ost a lw ays a p ro b le m  m u ch  hard er 
to  correct than detect. The O h io  R iv e r  
V a lle y  W ater S an itation  C om m ission—  
— O R S A N C O — has gon e  a lon g  w a y  
s in ce  its in cep tion  in  1948 to  c lea n in g  up  
the 981-m ile  w a terw a y  stretch ing  fro m  
P ittsburgh  to the  M ississippi. Industry  
learn ed  good  w a ter  habits w h en  p res 

sure b rou gh t b y  citizen  groups m ade 
vo lu n tary  a ction  seem  fa r  p re fera b le  to  
leg is la tive  action . F igu res te ll the story  
o f  im p rovem en t. A lm o s t  1000 o f  the 
1500-plus plants loca ted  in  the  O h io ’s 
d ra in age area  m ak e com p le te ly  satis
fa cto ry  d isposa l o f  their w astes and 250 
m ore  at least m eet O R S A N C O ’s m in i
m um  standards. E ighty  p ercen t o f  the  
sew a ge  in the area is p ro p e r ly  treated. 
A n d  the O h io  R iv e r  V a lle y  is  m ore  
attractive  and  m ore  pleasant to  live  in.

E lsew h ere  in  the  U .S., industry  has 
also m ade a beginn in g. A t  B ou n d  B rook , 
N ew  Jersey , the  A m er ica n  C yanam id  
C orp ora tion  insta lled  a plan t w h ich  can 
treat 17 m illion  ga llons o f  w aste w ater 
a day . T he B eth leh em  S teel p lan t at 
S parrow s P oin t, M ary lan d , w as b u ilt  
w ith  a $2 m illion  insta llation  fo r  clean 
ing  its w a ter  wastes. Industry  has c o n 
s id erab le  in terest in  k eep in g  U .S. w ater 
clean : b y  1975 it w ill b e  using  tw o -  
th irds o f  the  ava ilab le  supply .

T he fed era l govern m en t has increas
in g ly  addressed  itse lf to the w a r against 
w ater p o llu tion . A  1956 C ongressional 
b ill ap p rop ria ted  $50 m illion  a yea r  to 
he lp  the m unicipa lities  b u ild  sew age 
plants. T he fe d e ra l “ seed  m on ey”  stim u
la ted  $1.5 b illion  w orth  o f  n ew  sew a ge- 
p lan t con stru ction  in the years 1956- 
1960, in creasing  such con struction  b y  
64 percen t.

In  1961, a n ew  C ongressiona l b ill a p 
p rop ria ted  $150 m illion  a yea r  fo r  the 
sam e p u rpose , and  sew a ge -p lan t co n 
struction  in creased  even  faster. T h e  n ew  
law  a lso  perm its the  fed era l governm ent 
to  com b at p o llu tio n  on  any n a v igab le  
riv er , n ot ju st  on  interstate w aters.

W h ile  the  battle  against w a ter  p o l
lu tion  is  ga in in g  m om en tu m , it is not 
w on . In d u stry  and  the fed e ra l g o v e rn 
m ent can n ot do the  jo b  a lone. W hat is 
still n eed ed  is the d ed ica tion  o f  the 
citizens everyw h ere .

“ I f  p eop le  ever un derstand the issue 
and get ex c ite d  abou t it,”  says a w ater 
con serv a tion  specialist, “ th ey  w ill exert 
the n ecessary  pressu re  on  p riva te  and 
com m ercia l o ffen d ers  and vo te  the fun ds 
to  com b at p o llu tion . S u ch  en ligh tened  
c iv ic  a ction  w ill h a ve  its rew ard  in  the 
hea lth  o f  o u r  p eop le , in  the beau ty  o f  
ou r  natura l surrou nd ings and in  su f
ficient pu re  w a ter  fo r  the grow th  o f ou r  
e co n o m y  and ou r n a tion .”  *  t h e  e n d

Jack Ruby's Marvelous Mouthpiece continued from page 57

P en n ey . T he anglers had  b rou gh t a lon g 
a ll sorts o f  ex p e n siv e  fish ing tack le, 
bu t m ain ly  th ey  c lu b b ed  the trou t un
con sciou s  w ith  em p ty  J im  B eam  bottles. 
W h en  th ey  fin a lly  tr ied  to  b oard  the 
p lan e  to return— bearded , re d -e y e d  and 
reek in g  o f  fish o il and b o u rb o n — the 
stew ardess insisted  th e y  sit in  the ch eck  
room . S o th e  b o y s  cu t open  som e p illow s  
and stu ffed  the fea th ers  in  the ve n ti
la ting  system . It w as, litera lly , a case 
o f  the fea th ers  h ittin g the fan , and 
w h en  B elli and  B ru m fie ld  le ft  the p lane, 
the  p ilo t  threatened  to  sue fo r  dam age. 
B e lli— h is head  m ir a c u lo u s ly  cleared  
b y  the w o rd  “ sue” — w on d ered  a loud  
w h eth er the  a irlin e  h ad  a lega l p erm it 
to  seat passengers in  the ch eck room . 
T hat ended  that.

I can  g o  on  lik e  th is. A n d  I  shall. In  
M el B e lli ’ s lo fty  T e legrap h  H ill apart
m ent th ere  is a huge re frigera tor . It  is 
b r ick ed  on  three  sides, because the sight 
o f  those g la rin g  w h ite  su rfaces esth etic- 
a lly  o ffends B elli. In scrib ed  in  L atin  
on  the ba th room  floor— in fro n t  o f  the 
to ilet— is the  L a tin  lega l exp ress ion : R es

ipsa loq u itu r” : T h e  th ing speaks fo r  it
self. T he sam e b ath room  has a steam - 
room  w h ere  the  in scrip tion  read s: “ C a ve  
vo lca n u s” : B ew a re  the god  o f  fire.
B elli also has a steam room  in his M on t
g om ery  S treet office, w h ich  occu p ies  
space in  on e  o f  tw o  b u ild in gs  he  bough t 
and refin ished  a fe w  years ago— fo r  a 
h a lf-m illio n  dolla rs . T he pa rty  to  ce le 
brate  the op en in g  o f  these n ew  offices, 
in  Jan uary , 1960, w as  a ttended  b y  1800 
persons, in clu d in g  B e v e r ly  A ad lan d , 
E rsk ine C a ld w ell, H a rry  B ridges, and  
the street cleaner. T he a ttorn ey  had not 
as ye t d ecid ed  h o w  to d ecora te  the tile  
w a lls  o f  the  office steam room .

“ W h at I ’d  re a lly  lik e ,”  he  m used, “ is 
a m osa ic on  on e  w a ll d ep ictin g  a huge, 
naked  bu ttock  o f  an  insurance ad justor, 
w ith  a  sign  rea d in g : ‘H o ly  G rail In 
surance C om p a n y .’ O n the other w all, a 
m osa ic o f  m yse lf, dressed  as R ob in  H ood, 
fir ing  an  a rrow  straight at that butt.”

I f  y o u  gather that M el B elli en ter
tains som e antipathy tow a rd  insurance 
com panies, you  are  correct. A lth ou gh  
M el B e lli has hand led  his share o f  cr im i-
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M A K E
M O N E Y -

SAVE
M O N E Y

M A R K E T  P L A C E
For ad-rates write C lassified, 100 E . O hio , Chicago 11.

HOBBIES
SPORTS

S E R V I C E S
SCH OOLS

BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES
IN V E S T IG A T E  A C C ID E N T S . E a rn  $ 7 5 0  to  $ 1 ,0 0 0  m o n th ly . 
M e n  u rg e n t ly  n e e d e d . C a r  fu rn is h e d . B u s in e s s  e x p e n s e s  
p a id . N o  s e ll in g .  N o  c o l le g e  e d u c a t io n  n e c e s s a r y .  P ic k  ow n  
jo b  lo c a t io n . I n v e s t ig a te  fu ll t im e . O r  e a rn  $ 8 .4 4  h o u r  s p a re  
t im e . W r ite  fo r  F re e  L ite r a tu re .  N o  o b lig a t io n .  U n iv e rs a l.
C M M -4 , 6 8 0 1  H il lc r e s t ,  D a l la s  5 . T e x a s .__________________
Y o u  c a n  c o n t ro l y o u r  fa te !  O n ly  o n e  p o w e r  c o n t r o ls  y o u r  
d e s t in y — a p o te n t  b u t  s le e p in g  fo r c e  c a lle d  M IN D  P O W E R . 
A w a k e n  it! C o m m a n d  it  to  o b e y  y o u ! P u s h  o b s t a c le s  a s id e  
a n d  a t ta in  y o u r  fo n d e s t  h o p e s  a n d  id e a ls . L e t  th e  R os i- 
c r u c ia n s  sh o w  y o u  how ! L e a rn  w h y  m a n y  o f  h is to r y 's  g re a t  
p e o p le  w e re  R o s ic r u c ia n s  s u c h  a s  L e o n a rd o  d a  V in c i,  
B e n ja m in  F ra n k lin , I s a a c  N e w to n , S ir  F r a n c is  B a c o n , e tc . 
E a ch  le a rn e d  h ow  to  c o n t ro l th e i r  fa te , to  d e v e lo p  m in d  
p o w e r, to  a t ta in  s u c c e s s  a n d  h a p p in e s s .  T h e  k n o w le d g e  
t h a t  h e lp e d  th e s e  m e n  is  n o w  h e lp in g  th o u s a n d s  o f  t h in k 
in g  m e n  a n d  w o m e n  th ro u g h o u t  th e  w o rld  c l im b  to  new  
h e ig h ts  th e y , a t  on e  t im e , th o u g h t  im p o s s ib le .  A n d  th e y  a re  
n o  d if fe re n t  th a n  you ! S e n d  fo r  th is  f re e  b o o k  a n d  d is c o v e r  
fo r  y o u r s e lf  h o w  y o u  c a n  ta k e  a d v a n ta g e  o f t h is  p r ic e le s s  
k n o w le d g e  T h e  R o s ic r u c ia n s  h a ve  p re s e r v e d  th ro u g h  
c e n tu r ie s  fo r  th o s e  w h o  a re  s in c e re  in  w a n t in g  g re a te r  s u c 
c e s s .  s e c u r it y  a n d  h a p p in e s s .  If y o u  s e e k  th e s e  th in g s  
s e n d  n o w  fo r  th e  fa s c in a t in g  F R E E  b o o k , " T h e  M a s te r y  o f 
L if e . "  T h e re  is  n o  o b lig a t io n  a n d  it  m a y  m e a n  th e  tu rn in g  
p o in t  in  y o u r  l i fe ,  to w a rd  a c h ie v e m e n ts  y o u ’ v e  n e v e r  b e 
lie v e d  p o s s ib le .  W h y  n o t  d o  it  to d ay ?  F o r  y o u r  co p y  s im p ly  
s e n d  y o u r  r e q u e s t  to: S c r ib e  Z .L .K . ,  T h e  R o s ic r u c ia n s
(A M O R C )  S a n  J o s e .  C a li fo rn ia ._____________________ _
E A R N  B IG  M O N E Y  r e p a ir in g  e le c t r ic a l a p p l ia n c e s !  L e a rn

S E L L  A d v e r t is in g  b o o k  m a tc h e s .  W r ite  u s  tod ay : w e  pu t 
y o u  in  b u s in e s s  b y  re tu rn  m a il; h a n d l in g  c o m p le te  l in e  ad 
b o o k  m a tc h e s  in  d e m a n d  b y  e v e ry  b u s in e s s  r ig h t  in  y o u r  
tow n ! N o  in v e s tm e n t;  e v e ry th in g  fu r n is h e d  fre e !  T o p  c o m 
m is s io n s  d a ily !  S u p e r io r  M a tc h ,  r  ‘  " *  ’  "
G re e n w o o d , C h ic a g o , III. J3 0 6 1 9 .

s! T o p  co n  
4 . 7 5 3 0  !

D R U G  S U N D R IE S . N a t io n a l ly  a d v e r t is e d  B r a n d s .  V ita m in s ,  
e t c .  W r ite  fo r  F R E E  c a ta lo g . F e d e ra l P h a rm a c a l S u p p ly , 
Inc., D e p t. Q M -4 , 6 6 5 2  N o r th  W e s te rn  A v e ., C h ic a g o  4 5 , III. 
P a c k a g e  a t  H o m e  fo r  s e lf - S e r v ic e  R a c k s .  M a il o r d e r  d rop - 
s h ip  p la n  b r in g s  fa s t  p ro f it s  w ith o u t  in v e s tm e n t . N o  D ire c t  
s e llin g . W e  s u p p ly  e v e ry th in g .  H o m e  B u s in e s s  P la n  F R E E !
H P C  8 0 7  H Q D  S u n s e t ,  L o s  A n g e le s ,  12 . _______________
S e n s a t io n a l C u s to m  C a s e m a k in g  H o m e  b u s in e s s  p lan  
b r in g s  o r d e rs  d i r e c t ly  to  y o u . W e s u p p ly  m a te r ia ls ,  in s t r u c 
t io n s , e v e ry th in g .  H e lp  f i l l  h u g e  d e m a n d  fr o m  s a le s m e n , 
p h o to g ra p h e rs ,  m u s ic ia n s .  1001  o th e rs . F re e  d e ta ils
C C S C  8 0 5  C Q D  S u n se t,  L o s  A n g e le s , 1 2 . ______________
W A T C H  a n d  C L O C K  r e p a ir in g  B o o k s .  F re e  C a ta lo g .  N o rth  
A m e r ic a n ,  B o x  7 7 -D D , Fo x  R iv e r  G ro ve , I llin o is .
B E C O M E  a N o ta ry  P u b lic .  W in  e x tra  in c o m e , p re s t ig e , 
b u s in e s s  c o n ta c ts .  D e ta ils  f re e .  S ta t io n e rs  E x ch a n g e , 
1 20 -E -4 , B e n tw o o d , Jo h n s to w n , P e n n s y lv a n ia ,  1 5 9 0 4 . 
$ 2 5 .0 0 —  $ 7 5 .0 0  W e e k ly  C lip p in g  N e w s p a p e r  I te m s  fo r  
P u b l i s h e r s .  S o m e  w o r th  $ 1 0 . 0 0  e a c h .  D e t a i l s  f r e e .  
G r a h a m 's ,  1 2 5 5 - N ,  E n g le w o o d ,  C o l o r a d o  S O I  1 0 . 
$ 1 0 0  w e e k ly  p o s s ib le .  A d d re s s -m a il le t t e r s  fe a tu r in g  rea l 
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gro f it . E v e ry th in g  fu r n is h e d .  D e ta ils  f re e .  N a t io n a l P la n s  
o x  7 1 8 , L o n g  B e a c h , N e w  Yo rk .

I M A D E  $ 4 0 ,0 0 0 .0 0  Y e a r  b y  M a ilo rd e r !  H e lp e d  o th e r s  
m a k e  m o n e y ! S ta r t  w ith  $ 1 0 .0 0 — F re e  P ro o f.  T o r re y , B o x
3 5 6 6 -V , O k la h o m a  C it y  6 , O k la h o m a ._____________________
3 5 0 .0 0 0  B a rg a in s  B e lo w  W h o le sa le . F re e  M e r ch a n d is e .  
W rite : G o ld m in e ,  B o x  1 83 -A , B lo o m f ie ld ,  N e w  J e r s e y .  
M a ke  $ 2 5 - $ 5 0  w e e k ly  c l ip p in g  n e w s p a p e r  i t e m s  fo r  p u b 
lis h e r s .  S o m e  c l ip p in g s  w o rth  $ 5 .0 0  e a ch . P a r t ic u la r s  fre e .
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D E T E C T IV E  P R O F E S S IO N . H o m e  S tu d y . L a p e l Pin '. C e r t i f i 
c a te , F u tu re . 2 7 5 9 R -W . B ro a d w a y , L o s  A n g e le s  4 1 , C a lif .  

OLD GOLD & JEWELRY WANTED ^
H IG H E S T  C A S H  fo r  G o ld , T e e th , Je w e lry , R in g s "  D ia m o n d s . 
W a tc h e s , S ilv e r , P la t in u m . M a il A r t ic le s  T o d a y . F re e  g ift  
w ith  In fo rm a t io n . C h ic a g o  G o ld  &  P re c io u s  M e ta ls ,  6  E.
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CARTOONING & COMMERCIAL ART
“ H O W  T O  M A K E  M O N E Y  W ITH  S IM P L E  C A R T O O N S ” - A  
b o o k  e v e ry o n e  w h o  lik e s  to  d ra w  s h o u ld  h ave . It is  fre e ;  n o  
o b lig a t io n .  S im p ly  a d d r e s s  C a r t o o n is t s ' E x ch a n g e , D ep t. 
5 8 4 ,  P le a s a n t  H il l, O h io ._____________________________________

_______  SONG POE M S ______________
S O N G P O E M S  W A N T E D  FO R  M U S IC A L  se t t in g . F re e  E x 
a m in a t io n .  G e t  " t h e  N a s h v ille  S o u n d ”  in  y o u r  s o n g s  a n d  
re c o rd s .  S e n d  P o e m s : M U S IC  C IT Y  S O N G C R A F T E R S .
6 1 4 5 -M , A c k le n  S ta t io n . N a sh v ille , T e n n .__________________

FOR PHOTO FANS
3 0  W a lle t  P h o to s  o n e  n e g a t iv e  $ 1 .0 0 .  1 0 0 — $ 3 .0 0 .  D ic k 's
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HORSE TRAINING______
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STAMPS
K E N N E D Y  S T A M P  F R E E !  U . S. D o lla r  S ta m p s ,  C o lu m b u s  
I s su e , P o n y  E x p re s s ,  A ll G e n u in e  a n d  F R E E !  S e n d  10< fo r  
m a il in g . E m p ire  S ta m p  C o rp ., D e p t. M A , T o ro n to , C a n a d a . 
C O L O R F U L  P A C K E T  F R E E , w ith  U . S . C o m m e m o ra t iv e  ap- 
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_____ LOANS BY MAIL _
B O R R O W  $ 1 0 0  t o  $ 1 0 0 0  by  M a il.  Q u ic k .  E a sy . P r iv a te . 
N o  C o -S ig n e rs .  R e p a y  in  2 4  s m a ll m o n th ly  p a y m e n ts . Fo r 
th e  a m o u n t  y o u  w a n t  w r ite  T O D A Y  to  D ia l F in a n c e  Co ., 
4 01  K it t r e d g e  B ld g ., D e p t. 4 -2 8 0 , D e n ve r , C o lo ., 8 0 2 0 2 . 
E M P L O Y M E N T  I N F O R M A T I O N - O P P O R T U N I T I E S  

T R E M E N D O U S  O P P O R T U N I T I E S - U .  S7 A . - O v e r s e a s -  
C h o o s e  J o b s — L o c a t io n s — T ra n s p o r t a t io n — F ree  D e ta ils . 
O C C U P A T IO N S , I n te rn a t io n a l A ir p o r t ,  B o x  1 00 -K 1 3 .
J a m a ic a  3 0 , N . Y .______________________
F O R E IG N  E M P L O Y M E N T .  C o n s t ru c t io n ,  o th e r  w o rk  p ro 
je c ts . G o o d  p a y in g  o v e r s e a s  jo b s  w ith  e x tra s , t ra v e l e x 
p e n s e s .  W r ite  o n ly : F o re ig n  S e r v ic e  B u re a u , D ep t. C,
B ra d e n to n  B e a c h ,  F lo r id a ._______ ___ _____________________

AGENTS WANTED_______
M E N !  S h o w  w ife  t h i s  a m a z in g  o f fe r !  F a m o u s  n a tio n a lly  a d 
v e r t is e d  H o lly w o o d  c o s m e t ic s  p a y  6 0% . M a ke  $ 2 5  d ay  up. 
H ire  o th e r s .  F o r  f r e e  s a m p le s ,  d e ta ils ,  w r ite  S tu d io  G ir l,
G le n d a le . C a li fo rn ia ,  D e p t. 5 6 T 4 3 . _____
E X O T IC  E A R R IN G S !  P a ir ,  $ 1 .0 0 .  D e ta ils  fre e . O H G A , 
Q M -5 1 9 , S ig a k e n k u s a tu ,  J a p a n . ___________________

SALESMEN WANTED___
S E L L  A D V E R T IS IN G  M A T C H B O O K S  to  lo c a l b u s in e s s e s .  N o  
e x p e r ie n c e  n e e d e d — p o w e r fu l s a le s  k it  f re e .  P a r t , fu ll- t im e . 
M a tc h  C o rp o ra t io n  o f  A m e r ic a ,  D ep t. E X -4 4 , C h ic a g o  3 2 . 

OF INTEREST TO MEN
B E E R !  W IN E S  2 0 0  g a llo n s  h o m e m a d e  le g a lly  p e rm itte d  
y e a r ly  ta x  f r e e .  T re m e n d o u s  s a v in g s . G u a ra n te e d  in s tru c -  
t io n s  $ 1 . F a c u lty  P re s s ,  1 0 2 0  V ic to r ia ,  V a n c o u v e r  6 . Can .
________ OF INTEREST TO WOMEN
F a sh io n a b le  R u b b e r iz e d  s l im w e a r  c u s to m  m a d e . B ro c h u re
$ 1 . W r ite  R a in a w a y , B o x  2 0 2 5 , O ttaw a , C a n a da . _______
H O M E -T Y P IN G : $ 6 5  w e e k  p o s s ib le !  In s t ru c t io n  b o o k le t, 
$ 1 . R u tw a rd , 3 0 4 1  B r y a n t ,  C o lu m b ia J J ta t io n ,  O h io .
E A R N  u p  to  $ 2 .0 0  h o u r  s e w in g  r e a d y  c u t  m a te r ia ls . B aby-
gay , W a rsa w  8 , In d ia n a .____________________ ________________
D R E S S E S  24^; S h o e s  39*f; M e n ’ s S u it s  $ 4 .9 5 ; t r o u s e r s  
$ 1 .2 0 .  B e t te r  u s e d  c lo th in g .  F re e  c a ta lo g . T ra n sw o rld , 
1 64 -C , B ro o k ly n  12, N .Y ._______________________________

PERSONAL-MISCELLANEOUS
T H E A T R IC A L  C O S T U M E S ;  R u b b e r ,  L e a th e r , S a tin , e tc . 
I llu s tra te d  B ro c h u re  $ 1 .0 0 , d e d u c t ib le  f i r s t  o rd e r.
O ly m p ia , 1 26 -Q M , B ro o k ly n  18 , N e w  Y o rk ._______________
S T O P  S M O K IN G  E A S IL Y — no d ru g s ,  n o  j it te rs , n o  “ q u it t in g  
c o ld . ”  B ro c h u re  10j!. S to p  S m o k in g , B o x  7 0 3 8 -M G , K a n s a s
C ity , M o . 6 4 1 1 3 ._________ ___________ ___________________
$ 1 3 0  A v e ra g e  R a c e  D ay  P ro f it  w ith  $ 5 0 . 2 5  y e a r s  r e s u lts  
in  a m a z in g  c o p y r ig h t  b o o k . H it c h in g s ,  B o x  5 7 1 5 -6 , C a rm e l,

__________ADVERTISERS—AGENCIES__________
Y o u  a re  r e a d in g  th e  C la s s if ie d  S e c tio n  o f o n e  o f  the  
N a t io n 's  m o s t  re s p o n s iv e  a u d ie n c e s .  T h e s e  C la s s if ie d  a d s
a re  s h o p p e d  b y  m il l io n s  o f p e o p le  w h o  re s p o n d  to  O ppo r- 

T e ll y o u r  “ s to r y "  — th e n  w a tc h  th e  in q u ir ie s  a n d  
o r d e rs  ro ll in . O ve r  1 3 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  C la s s if ie d  C ir c u la t io n
a v a ila b le . F o r  d e t a ils  w r ite  C L A S S IF IE D , D e p t. M -5 , 1 0 0  
E a s t  O h io  S t. ,  C h ic a g o  1 1 , I llin o is .__________________________

nal cases— such as the R u b y  tria l— he is 
p rim arily  a da m a ge-su it  la w yer , re p re 
senting p la in tiffs  w h o  in v a r ia b ly  are 
seeking m on ey  judgm ents in  c iv il cou rt 
suits against insurance com panies. B e lli ’ s 
success in such action  has led  to  h is 
title as A m e r ica ’s K in g  o f  Torts. A  tort 
— fo r  those w h o  have thus fa r  b een  
fortun ate  to a vo id  them — is a dam age, 
an offense, fo r  w h ich  c iv il a ction  can  
be taken. Y o u  su ffer a tort w h en  you  
are d am aged  b y  a car, or  b y  a b rick , o r  
by a s landerous accusation , o r  b y  the  
sight o f  a dead  m ou se in  y o u r  b ottle  o f  
soda pop . I f  you  can  p ro v e  that the 
dam age you  su ffered  w as en tire ly  som e
body or som eth ing ’s fa u lt— that it r e 
sulted fro m  his o r  its n eg ligen ce— you  
are entitled  to co lle ct m on ey . F or  n ea rly  
30 years now , M el B elli has been  w in 
ning substantial m on etary  aw ards on  b e 
h a lf o f  his clients  fro m  seeth ing in 
surance com panies. A lth ou gh  on e  night, 
w h ile  tipsy, B e lli u rin ated  in the d o o r 
w ay o f  an insurance com p an y, he cla im s 
this does not com p le te ly  sum  up his 
attitude tow ard  insurance com pan ies—  
w h ich  are  his go ld en  eggs. “ E very  
m orn ing that I arise I put ou t m y p ra y 
er rug and genuflect tow ard  the east,”  
he says, “ d epend ing o n  w h ere  I am  and 
in w h ich  d irection  is L lo y d ’s o f  L o n 
d on .”

S till, B elli rea lly  does not lik e  in 
surance com panies. H e insists th ey  
spend their w a k in g  hou rs “ dream in g up 
w ays to sh ort-ch a n g e  cr ip p les .”  T o  e x 
plain  w hy, he quotes a clien t w h o  e x 
plained w h y  he had asked B elli to 
represent h im :

“ W h en  I w as in ju red , the insurance 
ad justor cam e out to the h ou se and said : 
•I suppose y o u ’re  go in g  to  get a la w yer , 
and I suppose  y o u ’re  go in g  to  get that 
son o f  a b itch  B elli. Let m e g iv e  you  
just one w o rd  o f advice . G o  to  a n yb od y  
but h im .’ ”

T he clien t im m ed ia tely  ca lled  B elli. 
“ If y o u 're  his son o f a b itch , then y o u ’re  
m y la w yer .”

M el B elli does not restrict h is hostility  
to  insurance m en. “ G od , h o w  I desp ise 
the p h on y  n ob ility  o f  the  p ro fession a l 
m an,”  he  on ce  said to this w riter. “ W orst 
o f  all is the d octor . It ’ s a g ood  th ing the  
gap b etw een  the p ro fession a l m an and 
the b rick la yer  is decreasing, sa laryw ise. 
U nfortun ately , instead  o f  the  p ro fe s 
sional m an starting to take on  the 
healthy, com m on  sense o f the b rick la yer , 
the b rick la yer  is becom in g  m ore lik e  the 
professiona l m an. T he g o b b le d y g o o k  ja r 
gon  o f  an item ized  b ill  from  a p lum ber, 
for instance, is e x a c t ly  the  sam e sort o f  
nonsense you  get fro m  a d octor  o r  a 
law yer. A n d  speak ing o f  la w yers, I  ju st 
received  a b ill  fro m  an E nglish  la w yer 
o f  w hom  I had asked som e preceden ts, 
and at the end o f  the length y b ill w as 
the item : ‘T h irteen  sh illings fo r  p erusing  
this b ill.’ ”

A n d  bankers! W h en ev er M el B elli 
hears a ban k  c lo ck  ch im e a w a y  an hou r, 
he w ill stop  w h at he is d o in g  and n od  
his head, eyes fa r  distant. T o  B elli it is 
not sim ply  2 o ’ c lo ck . “ L isten ,”  he  w ill 
say. “ A n oth er M idw estern  fa rm er w ith  
s ix  ch ild ren  and a tu b ercu la r  w ife  has 
just had his fa rm  foreclosed , his m ort
gage. ca lled  in. A  ban k er is rece iv in g  the 
tidings o f  fo re c lo su re  w ith  jo y  in  h is  
heart, and is sending the m essage b y  
those ch im es to e v e ry  other ban k er in 
A m erica , to let them  k n o w  o f  the latest 
success. B ankers in  T urk ish  baths, b an k 
ers at the  Y a le  C lub, ban kers in  p en t
house apartm ents w ith  their m istresses 
w ill all ce lebra te  the occas ion  b y  m a rch 
ing straight to their banks and k ick in g  
a ll their em ployees in  the ba lls .”

W hen  a frien d  o f  B e lli ’s, Joe  H. T o n a -

h ill, b eca m e a ban k  p residen t in Jasper, 
T exas, B elli sent him  w hat he  ra ils  his 
ban k  p residen t’ s k it— steel file, bottles  
o f  ink  erad ica tor , s ix  sticks o f  dynam ite, 
san dpaper to erase fingerprints, and a ir
line  schedu les  to  cou ntries  w ith  w h ich  
w e  have n o  extra d ition  treaty .

A ll  this is M el B elli and the circus 
m aster in h im  w as inev itab le.

M elv in  M ou ron  B e lli w a s  b orn  in the 
go ld  tow n  o f S onora, C a liforn ia , on  J u ly  
29, 1907. “ I am  a L e o ,”  he  says. “ A  L eo  
is w ild , enthusiastic, v io len t. L ik e  M u s
so lin i.”

P erh aps the single m ost in fluentia l fig
ure  in  h is life  w as B e lli ’s fa th er, C aesar 
B elli. T here  w as  a nam e— and a m an —  
C aesar and  W a r  in  on e  package! H e w as 
the handsom est m an  in  all o f  T u olom n e 
C ounty, so  e v e r y b o d y  said. H e lik ed  the 
fine th ings in  life . C aesar B elli a lw a ys  
o w n e d  the latest, m ost exp en sive  au to 
m obile . H e w as the  first m an  to d rive  
a ca r ov e r  the 9 0 0 0 -fo o t-h ig h  S onora  
Pass, in to  the S ierras, and  fo r  som e o b 
scure  reason  re ce iv e d  a traffic t ick et fo r  
the fea t— p erhaps because there  w a s  no  
road . H e  sm ok ed  lon g , slender, e x 
pen sive  cigars. H e w as a ban k er— not

the fo re c lo su re  typ e— w h o  not in fre 
q u en tly  cou ld  be  fo u n d  across the street 
du rin g  ban k in g hou rs, lean in g against 
the m ah ogany bar o f  A . E. E lsbree ’s 
sa loon  on  W ash ington  S treet. T oday, 
that sam e m ah ogany b a r is in M el B elli ’s 
office. W hen  C aesar B elli w en t hunting 
or  fish ing, he  a lw a ys  p a ck ed  the best 
liqu or . “ T h ere  is a tale, p u re ly  a p ocry 
p h a l,”  says M el B elli, “ that on ce  w hen  
D ad op ened  his cam p in g p a ck  and dis
cov ered  h e ’d p u t in  P anther S w eat in 
stead o f  M u m m ’s, he  w en t straight back 
hom e, fifteen  m iles. It  is n ot true. T here 
w ere  tw o  sw a llow s that night. F irst, his 
pride. Then , the ch eap  b o o ze .”

C aesar B elli got b ored  w ith  banking 
and b eca m e a grape rancher. O n e year 
w h en  he had  the best crop  o f  h is  life , he 
put $3 m illion  w orth  o f  grapes on 
fre igh t cars and sh ipped  it  a ll back  east 
w h ere  h e  ga m b led  the grapes w ou ld  a r 
r iv e  in  g o o d  shape at a su p p ly -sh ort 
m arket. A  series o f  w ild ca t  strikes d e -  s 
ve lop ed  a long the ra ilroa d , and C aesar a 
B e lli ’s three m illion  d o lla rs  burst in  the 6 
hot sun and rotted  aw ay. *

C aesar B e lli— dead b rok e— h op p ed  in 
to  h is n e w  P a ck a rd  roadster and w as



gon e fo r  a w eek. M el B elli k n e w  w h en  
his fa th er had returned . “ T h ere  w as  the  
sound o f  that P ack ard  roa rin g  up  the 
d rivew a y  and into the op en  garage,”  he 
says, “ and then the sp lin tering  crash  as 
it w en t right on  ou t the oth er end . I ran  
to the w in d ow  just in  tim e to see the o ld  
m an c lim b  out o f  the  car, k ick  a tire  
o r  tw o, shrug his sh ou ld ers  and  m arch  
straight in fo r  the cu pb oa rd  w h ere  he 
secretly  kept h is liqu or . I n e v e r  saw  
such a p lom b !”

That w as C aesar B elli. A  m an  w h o  
w ink ed  at life , and at oth er w om en .

T he b o y ’s m oth er w as L eon ie  M ou ron  
B elli, a s ocia lly  con sciou s  b eau ty  w h o  
had crab  m eat sh ipped  in  fro m  N ew  
Orleans, w atered  d o w n  the liqu or  
C aesar B elli tried  to  h ide so c le v e r ly  
and bore  her hu sband ’s w in k in g  in  b itter 
silence. In this s im m ering  hostility , the 
boy  grew  up.

A n  on ly  ch ild , he  w as fussed  over . 
“ T h ey  dressed  m e lik e  L ord  F auntleroy , 
d ow n  to the glass jo c k  strap. M a yb e  
that’s w h y  tod ay  I w ea r such  flashy 
clothes.”  W h en  M el B elli ap p eared  in  
Dallas, p rior to  the tria l o f  J ack  R uby, 
he w ore  co w b o y  boots  and a coa t  w ith  
a Persian lam b collar.
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M e l  B elli, the b oy , w as not perm itted  
to get d irty . D irt in fu ria ted  his m other. 
So the b o y  reb e lled  by  p la y in g  in  the 
m usty, dusty co b w e b b e d  basem ent o f  his 
gran dm other’s d rugstore  on  W ash ington  
Street, w h ere  A nna  M ou ron , first w o m 
an pharm acist in C a liforn ia , k ep t a 
skeleton ’s head. B e lli lo v e d  to  h and le  
the old  skull. S oon  he k n e w  as w e ll as 
any m ed ical student e x a c t ly  h o w  a 
m an ’s ja w  w ork ed , and w h at m ade up 
the m arvelous labyrin th  o f  a ch eek bon e.

B elli w as not an ou tstand ing scholar. 
He fou n d  sch oo l oppressive . O f a S onora  
grade school, he  says: “ I f  you  e v e r  ca m e 
up w ith  a question , o r  w ith  an  an sw er 
that w asn ’t in  the b ook , th ey ’d th row  
you  in C ell B lock  N in ety -n in e .”

B ut he fou n d  in  h im self a natural 
talent fo r  ora tory  and  debating . T he first 
tim e he fa ced  an audience, in  his sop h o 
m ore yea r  at h igh  sch oo l— so he to ld  
w riter R obert W allace— he fe lt  g id d y  
w ith  a sheer sensual jo y . “ It w as lik e  
sw im m ing in a p oo l o f  w arm  o il.”

O rator B elli w as ch osen  to d e liv e r  the 
va led ictory  at his h igh  s ch oo l grad u a 
tion. Instead— w ith  his fo lk s  in  San 
F rancisco, en jo y in g  a b r ie f  va ca tion —  
the boy  inv ited  severa l fr ien d s  to the 
house and  crack ed  open  C aesar B e lli ’s 
private stock. _He go t drunk, m issed  
graduation , a n d 'w a s  refu sed  his d ip lom a  
until C aesar B elli and  a fr ien d  o f  the 
fam ily— a retired  ju d g e — threatened  to 
sue the principa l, in  M el B e lli ’s nam e, 
fo r  the sheepskin . B e lli go t his d ip lom a, 
and even tu a lly  fo u n d  h im self s tu dy ing  
law  at B erkeley .

T he rebel had b een  m ou lded . P eop le  
call B elli a s crew b a ll. It is a w o rd  he 
uses o f  h im self, E rrol F lyn n — w ith  
w h om  B elli b u d d ied  con sid era b ly  b e fo re  
the a ctor ’s death  a fe w  yea rs  ago—  
shaded the w ord  slightly . H e ca lled  B e lli  
“ un peu  sp ec ia l."  A  little  specia l. A n d  
w h ere  did  F lyn n  ca ll B elli th is? In  a 
fo rew ord  to a  b o o k  b y  B elli and a ttorn ey  
D anny R. Jones, titled : B elli L o o k s  at 
L ife  a n d ’ L aw  in Japan.

A t law  sch oo l, B e lli w ou ld  en ter in to  
w agers as to h ow  m an y flies o r  beetles  
he w ou ld  sw a llow  w h ole . O ne night his 
fratern ity  brothers at D elta  T au  D elta  
bet he w o u ld n ’t ru n  aroun d  the b lo ck  
naked. A  substantia l pot w as put up. 
U nkn ow n  to B elli, the fra tern ity  b o y s  
had not on ly  tipped  o ff a ll the sorority  
girls  in  the area w h o  w ere , at the 
m om ent, sitting in pa rk ed  cars, fingers

on  h ead ligh t sw itches, a w a itin g  B e lli ’s 
en trance , b u t a lso, th rou gh  an a n on y 
m ous call, had  a lerted  the p o lice . B elli 
tip toed  d ow n  the stairs to  the  street—  
m ore than un p eu  n a tu rel— and began 
ru nn ing . Instantly  the street w as flooded  
w ith  light and the tittering o f  fem ales. 
T w o  p ro w l cars p ick e d  up the tra il.

“A ll  I k n o w ,”  B elli says today , “ is I 
b rok e  the w o r ld ’s re co rd  fo r  the fo u r -  
fo r ty .”  H e w on  his bet, and escaped  the 
p o lice .

In  1933 M el B elli b eca m e  a law yer. 
H e g o t  a fe w  jo b s  w ith  la w  firm s, at 
d ep ression  w ages, and even tu a lly  ren ted  
a tin y  office o f  his ow n  w ith  an orange 
crate  fo r  a  desk . H e had  a lm ost no  cases, 
and w h en  he had  cases h is  clien ts  had  n o  
m on ey , so he  d ecid ed  on e  d a y  that as 
lon g  as he  w as b rok e  and  gettin g  n o 
w h ere , he m ight as w e ll g o  b rok e  m ak in g 
a nam e fo r  h im self. H e trotted  o v e r  to  
San Q u entin , and m ad e  frien d s  w ith  
the  inm ates o f  D eath R ow . S oon  B elli 
w as h a n d lin g  the desperate  la st-ch a n ce  
cases o f  k illers, rap ists and k idnappers, 
a ll seek in g  pardons, rep riev es, n ew  
trials o r  at least the g o v e rn o r ’s ear. 
T he v e ry  first con dem n ed  m an B elli 
rep resen ted  turn ed  ou t to  b e  an E nglish 
su b ject, and  B elli fo u n d  it necessary  
and  exp ed ien t to  p lace  a p h on e  ca ll 
to  A n th on y  E den, on  b eh a lf o f  his client. 
T he clien t w as hanged , but B elli w as 
in  the papers. H e ’s se ld om  been  ou t o f  
them  since.

U n like  m ost m u ch -h e ra ld e d  la w yers, 
M el B elli w ill  adm it to  lo sin g  cases. In  
an ea rly  cr im in a l case, b ack  in  1934, 
tw o  o f  h is  clien ts  w ere  hanged . A  fe w  
days later, an oth er clien t w as  hanged . 
A t  a lu n ch eon  a short w h ile  later, the 
v ic toriou s  p rosecu tor  in trod u ced  B elli 
jo k in g ly  as “ the y ou n g  la w y e r  w h o  lost 
ha lf his clients the  oth er d a y  w h en  the 
tra p d oor  w as sprung at San Q u entin .”

B elli co rrected  the p rosecu tor  gen tly : 
“ N ot h a lf m y  clients. A ll  o f  th em .”  T he 
prosecu tor, in cid en ta lly , w as E arl W ar
ren.

T h ose  o ld  hangings haunt B e lli  e ven  
tod ay . H e has tw o  recu rrin g  d ream s; 
n ightm ares, a ctually . In  one, he is a 
con dem n ed  m an  on  D eath  R o w , w a itin g  
f o r  h is execu tion ers . H e is w a k en ed  at 
daw n . H e w alks be tw een  his k eepers, 
a priest m u rm u rin g  at h is side. T he rop e  
is fitted abou t his neck . A  b lin d fo ld  is 
s lip p ed  o v e r  h is eyes. In s ilence , he 
stands on  the  tra p d oor, and w aits. . . . 
T hen he w akes scream in g, seconds b e 
fo re  the  d o o r  fa lls  fro m  beneath  his feet 
and p lunges him  in to  hell, strangled .

In the secon d  dream  he is ca lled  b e 
fo re  a ju d g e , to ld  that h is licen se  is 
be in g  revok ed , that he cann ot p ra ctice  
law . H e is d isbarred . This, too, w ak es  
him  w ith  a scream , and  B elli— a rea list 
— says it is the w orse  dream  o f  the  tw o.

S t i l l ,  he  rem ain s a rebel, a m an d ed i
ca ted  to  the  rem ova l o f  R ust o n  the 
Bar. H e takes the cases o th er  la w yers  
a vo id , and tod ay  clients seek B elli not 
o n ly  becau se  they  b e liev e  he  w ill g ive  
them  a g ood  day in cou rt, bu t becau se  
he  w ill  g iv e  them  an y  sort o f  d a y  at 
all. N o b o d y  e lse  w ill. B e lli has, fo r  
instance, han d led  the case o f  a m an 
w h o, la ck in g  a han d k erch ie f, leaned  
ov er  the cu rb  and h a n d -b le w  his nose. 
A lo n g  cam e a ca r  and  b rok e  his jaw . 
In  C aliforn ia , as in  m ost states, i f  a 
p la in tiff is in  a n y  degree  n eg ligent, he  
has n o  case. B e lli  had  to p ro v e  his 
clien t w as n ot neg ligen t w h en  he leaned  
in to  the street. H e w on . A n d  so it goes. 
B e lli h im self w en t to cou rt and sued 
the San F ra n cisco  G iants becau se  the 
G iant m an agem ent had p rom ised  to  put 
in  rad ian t heating  beneath  the seats

at C an d lestick  P ark . B elli bough t a 
season ’s b o x  and  fro ze  h is tootsies. H e 
sued, co lle cte d  $1597 fro m  the G iants, 
used  the m on ey  to  p lan t pop lars  and 
da isies on  M on tg om ery  S treet, outside 
h is office.

H e rem ains— alw a ys— un p eu  specia l, 
this desp ite the  specia l restrain ts o f  his 
lo v e ly  w ife , J o y . O ne n ight a fe w  years 
b ack — it m ust h a ve  b een  2 or 3 o ’ c lo ck  
in  the m orn in g— m y  ph on e  rang, and 
w h en  I a nsw ered  it, there  w as a gr in d 
ing, crack lin g  noise, no  m ore  ja rrin g  at 
that h ou r than  a w o o d p e ck e r  on the 
bedpost.

B ut the  v o ice  w as gen tle , as a lw ays. 
A  d octor  on ce  ca lled  M el B e lli ’s v o ice  
“ as m e lo d ic  and  com p e llin g  as the  s in g 
ing  v o ic e  o f  the im m orta l C aru so .”

B elli sa id : “ C om e on  up. E rrol F lyn n  
is here. H e ’s th row in g  oyster  shells  in 
the  garbage d isposal. T h ey  m ak e the 
d a m n ed est no ise .”  T o  this d a y  I am  
m ild ly  d isap p oin ted  w ith  m yse lf. I d id n ’t 
dress, and fly o r  d rive  o r  te a m -w a lk  the 
500 m iles  to San F ra n cisco . Instead, I 
w en t b ack  to  bed.

S t i l l ,  I h a ve  seen  M el B elli, in cou rt 
and  out, and I w as there  a lon g  w ith  
B e v e r ly  A ad lan d , H arry  B ridges, E r- 
sk in e C ald w e ll, and  the streefclean er, 
w h en  he op en ed  his new  offices in  Jan u 
a ry  o f  1960. It  is a sp len d iferou s  p lace , 
fr o m  crysta l ch an d eliers  to  the steam - 
ro o m  in  the basem ent. T h ere  are  d a rk - 
sta ined D ou glas fir floors, ch arcoa l w in 
d o w  shutters, red  dam ask  w a llp ap er, a 
ve lv e t w in d ow sea t, and fire -b la ck  b rick  
w a lls  (th e  b u ild in g  su rv iv ed  the 1906 
ea rth q u a k e  and  fire ) p lus an o p e n  cou rt
ya rd  w ith  a fou n ta in  and  a p o o l o f  
gold fish , a 12 -p oin t stag m ounted  ov er  
a filing cab inet, a b lack  w ro u g h t-iro n  
gate  at the en try w a y , b rou gh t in  from  
N e w  O rleans; and ou tside  in  the  dam p 
S an  F ra n cisco  breeze , a b la ck -a n d -g o ld  
sh in gle  that read s: “ M elv in  M . B elli, 
L a w y e r .”

It w as a ll o d d ly  fam ilia r, bu t it w asn ’ t 
un til e ld e r ly  D ave  Snodgrass, dean o f 
H astings L a w  S ch oo l, w as  inv ited  to 
v is it  the upstairs offices b y  a h a lf-c la d  
dan cin g  gir l, h ired  f o r  the  op en in g  fe s 
tiv ities , that it  b eca m e c lea r  as to  w hat 
it all rem in d ed  us o f . D ean Snodgrass 
e y e d  the dancing  girl, the v e lv e t  and 
dam ask  and the closed  upstairs room s, 
and he said : “ I ’ll ju st h a ve  a glass o f  
ch am pagne. I ’m  too  o ld  fo r  that u p 
stairs stu ff.”

T he dean  had  his point. O n one w all 
a cross fro m  som e sh elves o f  m ed ica l 
book s, are  the tusks o f  a fem ale  w alrus. 
N ea rb y  stands a s len der iv o ry -a p p e a r in g  
a ffair, abou t the length  and d im en sion  
o f  W illie  M a ys ’s b aseb a ll bat. It is the 
m ale  organ  o f  a w alrus.

S till, it w as an o rd e r ly  ce lebra tion . 
T he m orn in g  o f  the open ing , M el B elli 
appeared  on  a ra d io  show , and the 
in terv iew er asked about the m ah ogan y  
bar that had  b een  tru n d led  d o w n  from  
the M oth er L o d e  cou n try .

“ It is a p u re ly  literary  and n o n 
fu n ction a l b a r ,”  M el B elli said  easily. 
“ I am  on  the w a g on ."

H e w as, indeed , on the  w agon . It 
w as 9 :1 5  a .m ., and B elli h ad n ’t had a 
d rin k  s in ce  the  n ight be fore , n or  w ou ld  
he  h a ve  an oth er fo r  tw o  or  three  hours.

B ut e v e n  then— e v e n  as the 3500 P isco  
p u n ches w ere  b e in g  con su m ed — M el 
B e lli took  tim e to rou n d  up his p a rt
ners  L ou  A sh e  and R ich a rd  G erry  and 
the dozen  or so  ju n io r  partners, clerks, 
investigators, secretaries  and all, fo r  a 
business m eeting  in  the basem ent 
lib rary . M el B elli— w h o  says h is h ob b y  
is w ork , and  I  have n ev er  seen  a m an 
w o rk  lon g er  hours— ran throu gh  the



firm ’s p en d in g  cases, and  then  returned  
to  the spirit o f  the  d a y ’s events. H e 
w anted  to  k n o w  w h at had b een  done 
abou t h is  req u est fo r  a to ta lly  b la ck  
tom cat fo r  the office.

“ I t ’s got to  be b la ck ,”  he said. “ A  b ig  
b la ck  tom cat, w ith  b ig  k n ock ers  that 
sw a y  b a ck  and  forth . T h ere ’s noth ing  in  
G o d ’s w or ld  that’s p rettier to  m e than  a 
b ig  b la ck  tom cat w ith  b ig  kn ock ers

w a lk in g  up red  v e lv e t  sta irs.”
T he m eetin g  ad jou rn ed , and a w eek  

la ter M el B elli w as  in  M aine, beating 
in  the bra ins o f  an  insurance com p an y, 
w in n in g  $155,000 fo r  tw o  in ju red  
C h in ese -A m erica n s— $55,000 m ore  than 
had  e v e r  b een  p a id  ou t in  a p ersona l 
in ju ry  case in  M aine.

It  d oes  n ot p a y  to co n fu se  the  tw o  
M el B eilis . *  t h e  en d
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h a lf o f  a re a lly  b righ t idea.
I f  you  ow n ed  a ca r  a rou n d  the turn o f  

the  cen tury, and i f  you  w e re n ’t to o  old , 
y o u  com p eted  w ith  it. P orsch e  w as a 
superior driver , and  in S eptem ber, 1900, 
he  set a n ew  record  in a h il l -c l im b  co m 
petition  near V ien na . It w as  righ t a fter 
this run, or, v e ry  p oss ib ly , durin g  it, that 
the  second  h a lf o f  his b righ t idea o c 
cu rred  to  h im : instead o f  using  batteries, 
w h y  n ot use a gen era tor to  su p p ly  the 
p ow er?  H e put on e  in  and ca lled  the 
result— w h ich  ran on  gasolin e— “ M ix ed  
D riv e .”  It ’s a system  still in  use a ll ov e r  
the w or ld : Trains using it ru n  tens o f  
thousands o f  m iles  e v e ry  day. It w as a 
basic, ingen ious and  m ost usefu l idea—  
and it established  P orsch e  as a  figure o f  
con sequ en ce in  the n ew  au tom ob ile  age.

T en  years a fter h is trium ph  at the 
Paris E xposition , P orsch e  w en t to  the 
A ustrian  D a im ler com p any, later nam ed  
A u stro -D a im ler. A  ca r  he m ade fo r  
A u stro -D a im ler  w as  on e  o f h is fe w  fa il
ures: it w as a 3 0 -h orsep ow er tou rin g  car 
nam ed  a fter on e  o f  the daughters o f  a 
w ea lth y  financier, E m ile  Je llin ek . J e lli -  
nek  had m on ey  in vested  in  b o th  the 
A ustrian  and  G erm an  D a im ler  com p a 
nies, so a ca r w as nam ed  fo r  each  o f  his 
daughters, M a ja  and M ercedes. T he 
G erm an y  co m p a n y ’s M erced es  becam e 
w o r ld -fa m o u s— the firm  tod ay  is n ow  
M erced es-B en z ; p o o r  M a ja ’s car n ev er  
caught on  at all.

T o  the  end o f his life , P orsch e  w ou ld  
rather design  a ra ce -ca r  than  eat. In 
1907 he got an  am azing 77 m iles  an  hour 
ou t o f  a m ix e d -d r iv e  A u stro -D a im ler . It 
had w a te r -co o le d  brakes, a d ev ice  b e 
lieved  b y  m an y  to be  a daring in n ova tion  
w h en  it w as tried  b y  B riggs C unn ingham  
in  the late 1950s. (T h e y  d id n ’t w o rk  w ell 
fo r  C unn in gham ; th ey  had n ’t fo r  
P orsche, e ither.)

In  1910 he cam e up  w ith  the  s t i l l - fa 
m ous “ P r in ce  H en ry”  A u stro -D a im ler . 
N am ed a fter  the  P r in ce  H en ry  “ tours,”  
o r  trials, and no w on d er. C arry in g  a fu ll 
fou r -p a ssen ger b od y , it w o u ld  do  better 
than 80 m iles an hou r, and h a n d le  in  
such  a su p erior fa sh ion  that it w o n  first, 
second  and th ird  p laces in  the 1910 
P rin ce  H en ry  com p etition . P orsch e  h im 
se lf d rov e  the  w in n in g  car, and  the 
A u stro -D a im lers  co n ce iv e d  on  his d ra w 
in g -b oa rd  took  h om e n ine o f  th e  12 
troph ies  o ffered  that year.

In  1907 A u stro -D a im ler  began  to  b u ild  
engines fo r  a irsh ips— u n lik e ly  look in g  
d ev ices  h eld  a lo ft  by  gas ba lloon s , the 
predecessors  o f  d irig ib les. L ater, a irp lan e 
engines w e re  m an u factu red , and  on e  that 
P orsch e  designed  in  1912 w as  a “ flat”  
fo u r -c y lin d e r  a ir -co o le d  typ e  w h ich  
c le a r ly  show s the orig in s o f  the V o lk s 
w agen . B y  1918, the  en d  o f  W o rld  W ar 
I, P orsch e  w a s  m ak in g  a ircra ft  engines 
that w ere  ra ted  at 300 h orsep ow er , and 
on e  o f  them  had three  m ach ine guns 
b u ilt in to  it.

But P o rsch e ’s real trium phs du rin g  
W orld  W a r  I w ere  his m ix e d -d r iv e  
“ trains.”  H e put a  b ig  gasolin e  d r iv e n  
gen era tor in  a tra cto r -tru ck  and  le d  the

e le ctr ic ity  b y  cab le  to  as m an y  as ten  
tra ile r -tru ck s  that had  h u b -m o to rs  in 
th eir  w h eels . T hese veh ic les  cou ld  go  
a lm ost a n yw here. T h e y  cou ld  cross 
shaky bridges, f o r  exa m p le , on e  at a 
tim e: T he tru ck  crossed  first, then  the 
cre w  ran  a  lon g  ca b le  b a ck  across  the  
b rid g e  and the tra ilers  cam e o v e r  on e  
b y  one. This p rin c ip le  is s till in  use. A  
P orsch e  tra in  m oved  on e  o f  the b iggest 
gu ns used  in  W o rld  W ar I, a S k od a  m o r
tar that w eigh ed  26 tons w ith ou t  its ca r
riage. P orsch e  m ad e  th is w ea p on  m ob ile  
b y  using s ix  1 5 0 -h orsep ow er tractors, 
ea ch  p u llin g  a tra iler. E ach  tra ile r  had  
e igh t w h eels , and a ll 48 w h eels  had  d r iv 
in g  h u b -m otors .

P orsch e  seem s to  h a ve  v ie w e d  b oth  
grea t w ars p rim a rily  as in terru ptions o f  
h is re a lly  im p ortan t w ork . H e w a s  ce r 
ta in ly  p ro fo u n d ly  d isinterested  in  p o li
tics, and  that w as o n ly  on e  o f  a lo n g  list 
o f  su b jects , phen om en a, pursu its and o c 
cu pation s  fo r  w h ich  h e  fe lt  no  interest. 
H e read  a lm ost noth in g  o f  a n o n -te ch n i-  
ca l nature. M u sic m o v e d  h im  v e r y  little 
and  the stage b ored  him , bu t h e  d id  e n jo y  
sa iling  and he lik e d  to  go  hu ntin g— but 
he  w o u ld n ’t k ill  anyth in g. W h en  P orsch e  
fo u n d  a film  he liked  he w e n t to  see it 
again  and again.

A fte r  the  arm istice w h ich  en d ed  W orld  
W a r  I, his p a th  and  A u stro -D a im le r ’s 
bega n  to  d iverge . T w o  o f  his bas ic  v ie w s  
irr ita ted  the D a im ler m an agem en t: 1) 
P orsch e  thought that ra cin g  w as im p o r
tan t; 2 ) he  b e liev ed  that con stant e x 
p erim en tation  w as necessary. A n  A u s tro - 
D a im ler  “ S asch a”  m od e l w o n  the 1922 
T a rga  F lorio , b u t the  b oard  o f  d irectors  
w as  n ot ecstatic. P orsch e ’s ha b it  o f  in 
terru ptin g  p rod u ction  to m ak e  detail 
ch an ges w as so notoriou s  that a gag  
abou t it c ircu la ted  in  the A u stria n  auto 
in d u stry : A  m an  bou gh t an A u s tro - 
D a im ler  in  the spring, and  w h en  he 
returned  in  the autum n to b u y  a spare 
p art he  w as to ld  th ere  w as noth in g  in  
stock  fo r  su ch  an o ld  crock , that fou r  
n e w  m od els  had  fo llo w e d  his purchase. 
F r ic t io n  increased  un til in  1923 P orsch e, 
b y  then  m an ag in g d irector o f  the com 
pany, w o rk e d  h im se lf in to  a tow erin g  
ra g e  an d  qu it to  g o  to  th e  G erm an  D a im 
ler  com p an y.

T he G erm ans th orou gh ly  u n derstood  
ra cin g  and its m a rk s-a n d -p fe n n ig s  p u b 
lic ity  v a lu e  as an e ffe ct iv e  substitute 
fo r  ex p e n siv e  advertising . F erd inand  
P orsch e  stayed  five  years and  a  b it at 
D a im ler -B en z, w h ere  he  created  a series 
o f  au tom ob iles  that w ill be  ta lk ed  about 
as lon g  as m an  m oves  on  w h ee ls : the S, 
SS, S S K  and S S K L  sp o r ts -ra c in g  m a 
ch ines.

B esides au tom ob iles  P orsch e  designed  
trucks, tractors  and  severa l oth er item s. 
H is first ca r w as som eth ing p ro b a b ly  best 
ca lled  the K -w a g e n , a lth ou gh  purists 
w ou ld  lik e  it to b e  ca lled  the 33/140 o r  
33/180  or  the  2 4 /1 00 /1 4 0 — the term s r e 
fe rr in g  to  the  h orsep ow er it d id  o r  d id  
n o t  prod u ce . P orsch e  red esign ed  the car, 
g iv in g  it m o re  p o w e r  and  a lm ost ade
quate  brakes. H e ca lled  it the 36/220, o r
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m odel S. T h is w as the first o f  a lin e  o f  
lon g -bon n et, ou ts id e -p ip e , supercharged  
M erced es-B en z cars, dashing in a p p ear
ance and startling in p erform a n ce— and 
a b ig  hit w ith  the b lades o f  the day.

In 1929 the S becam e the SS, fo r  Super 
Sport, p rod u cin g  170 h orsep ow er n o r 
m ally, or 225 during the 20 seconds the 
instruction  b ook  said it w as safe to  leave 
the b low er hook ed  up. T he idea w as to 
get the thing goin g  w ith  the superch arger 
and then m aintain  speed  w ith  the engine 
breath ing norm ally . F or techn ical rea 
sons too  com p licated  to exp la in  here, this 
optional su p erch arger p rod u ced  a h igh - 
leve l scream  w h ich  had con sid era b le  e f 
fect upon pedestrians and equestrians. 
T he SS, a lthough it w as a passenger car 
like the others, w on  m any races, and the 
SSK , w h ich  fo llo w e d  it ( K urz  fo r  short 
— it w as eight inches shorter) w as rea l
ly  form id ab le . A  furth er m od ifica tion  o f 
the SSK , the S SK L  (th e  L  is fo r  Leicht, 
lig h t), w as turned  ou t a fter P orsch e  had 
left D aim ler-B en z. It w ou ld  do 156 m iles 
an hour, a fantastic speed fo r  the day, 
and cou ld  beat grand p r ix  ra ce  cars. A ll 
the S -series  cars w ere  sound, re liable , 
unfussy autom obiles, and m any o f  them  
are still running fast today.

A f t e r  six years w ith D a im ler-B en z, 
P orsche returned  to A ustria , to  Steyr, 
but the new  situation  im m edia tely  
soured : S teyr w as taken o v e r  b y  A u stro - 
D aim ler and he w as thus d e livered  into 
the hands o f  his enem ies. H e qu it and 
never w ork ed  fo r  anyon e else again.

Instead he set up a design  office o f  his 
ow n  in Stuttgart w ith  a partner, A lfred  
R osen berger, and som e o ld  associates 
such as engineer K arl R abe. B usiness 
was good  from  the outset, the first jo b  
b eing  a tw o -lite r  ca r fo r  the  W an d erer 
com pany. P orsch e ’s b iographer, R ichard  
von  F rankenberg, says that the W an d er
er  w as g iven  the job  nu m ber 7 to con 
ceal the fa ct that it w as re a lly  nu m ber 1. 
Such d ev ices  soon  w ere  unnecessary. 
P orsche ’s form id ab le  reputation  attracted 
con siderab le  business. In 1932, he  was 
invited to Russia and offered  an im p res
sive array o f  priv ileges  and p rerog a 
tives: overlord sh ip  o f R ussian m otor 
veh icle  p roduction , carte b lanche  to  e x 
perim ent as he pleased, a b lank ch eck  
fo r  research. B ut there w as one con d i
tion : H e cou ld  not leave Russia. E xcept 
for  that, he m ight have taken the p o 
sition.

P orsche signed the V o lk sw a gen -d esign  
con tract on  June 22, 1934. T he first V W s 
w ere built in the garage o f  his v illa  in  
Stuttgart. In 1937, a run  o f 30 w ere  
built by D a im ler-B en z and d riven  tw o  
m illion  m iles on  test b y  N azi SS m en 
chosen at random . The cornerston e for  
the W olfsburg  p lant, w h ere  the V W  is 
still m ade, w as la id  on M ay 26, 1938 and 
A d o lf  H itler, w h o  was on hand, said 
he w anted  the ca r ca lled  the “ K D F ,”  the 
initials o f  the S trength T h rou gh  Joy  
organization , m em bers o f  w h ich  p u t up 
the m oney fo r  the ca r through  a sa v e -in 
advance co u p o n -b o o k  schem e. C ooler 
heads prevailed , h ow ever, and it w as 
ca lled  the V olk sw a gen  o r  “ P eop les ’ 
C ar.”  It is startling to rea lize that this 
u g ly  little beetle, w h ich  is selling like 
m ad in nearly  every  cou n try  in  the 
w orld  w ith  roads enough  to d rive  it on, 
was designed b y  the fa bu lou sly  g ifted  
P orsche alm ost 30 years ago, w ith  such 
brilliance that the hundreds o f design 
ers w h o have stu died  it s in ce  have been  
able  to im p rove  it on ly  in  m in or w ays. 

s Just as great an accom plishm ent, i f  
I sh orter-lived , was the m ighty A u to - 
G U nion race car. T h is 16-cyiincler m o n - 
1 ster m ay have b een  the m ost spectacu 

lar racing m achine the w or ld  has ever 
seen. A t any rate, it had a very  ra d ica l
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design  fea tu re : the large eng ine w as 
p laced  in the rear. T od a y  e v e ry  grand  
p rix  car o f  con seq u en ce  is rea r-en g in ed , 
but in  its d a y  the A u to -U n io n  w as 
un ique. P erhaps p artia lly  fo r  that re a 
son, it appealed  to the d irectors  o f  the 
A u to -U n ion  com p a n y  w hen  they d e 
cid ed  to g o  into b ig -t im e  racing. (A u to -  
U nion w as com p osed  o f  fou r  con cern s: 
A ud i, D .K .W ., H orch , W an d erer.)

T he first A u to -U n ion  car w as  called  
the P -W ag en , o r  P orsch e -W a gen , and 
prod u ced  295 horsep ow er. It first co m 
peted  in  1934, b rok e  three w or ld  re c 
ords and w on  the G erm an, Sw iss and 
C zechoslovak ian  grands p rix . A n  im 
p roved  m odel w as prod u ced , the B, and 
the final version , the m odel C, had a 
theoretica l top  speed  o f  205 m iles an 
hour a lthough fo r  the sake o f  a cce lera 
tion  it w as usua lly  geared  to a 175 m ph  
top. T he 16-cy linder, s ix -lite r  engine 
was in the rear, w h ere  its w eight, b e a r 
ing on  the rear w heels, increased the 
road  grip  w ith  a con sequent benefit to  
acceleration . T he fu e l tank w as next, in 
the cen ter o f  the chassis, w h ere  the d e 
creasing w eight w o u ld n ’t in terfere  w ith  
balance as fu e l w as burn ed— a ga llon  
o f  gas took  the car on ly  three and a 
ha lf m iles— and then cam e the driver . 
His feet a ctua lly  reached  so fa r  fo rw a rd  
that th ey  w ere  w ith in  the a rc o f  the 
fron t w heels. This m ade the A u to -U n io n  
the h a rd est-to -h a n d le  ra ce -ca r  o f  m o d 
ern tim es. O n ly  v ir tu osi cou ld  cop e  w ith  
it. A  ra ce -ca r  spends m uch  o f  its tim e 
goin g  sidew ays, and the m ass o f  e n g in e - 
w eight in the A u to -U n ion  m ade it p ron e  
to skid, and b e fore  that, to  oversteer. 
( “ O versteer ,”  a term  b e loved  by “ in ”  
sports-types, signifies a ten d en cy  fo r  a 
ca r ’s rear end  to com e aroun d  in  a 
turn; un dersteer is the reverse : a ten 
d en cy  to go  straight, o r  p lo w .) B ecause 
the d river  o f  an A u to -U n ion  sat so fa r  
fo rw ard , the m essage that the rear end 
o f  his m acch in a  had begun  to s lide s id e 
w ays w as a lon g  tim e reach in g  his brain . 
C onsequ ently , he  had to have e x ce p tio n 
a lly  q u ick  re flexes  to d o  som eth ing about 
it.

The drivers, T azio  N uvolari, Hans 
S tuck  and A ch ille  V arzi, w ere  all co m 
petent on  A u to -U n ion s, but they had 
grow n  up  on  fron t-en g in ed  cars, w h ich  
seem ed to be  a handicap . B ernd  R o se - 
m eyer, w h o  cam e to the A u to -U n ion  
team  from  m otorcyc les , was the best. H e 
was v e ry  q u ick ; he had to be. T o  w atch  
a film sh ow ing R osem eyer stead ily  m a k 
ing short, flick ing correction s  o f  the 
steering w h ile  ru nn ing at 140 m ph a long 
a stra igh ta w a y, is to realize w hat a 
h andfu l the A u to -U n io n  m ust have been  
to steer on any k ind  o f  curves.

R o s e m e y e r  handled  the A u to -U n ion  
very  w ell until January , 1938, w h en  he 
m ade a term inal error in  ju d gm en t: he 
took  a specia l stream -lin ed  A u to -U n ion  
out on  the F rank fu rt autobahn  in  an 
attem pt to e x ce e d  the 270-m ph  record  
set b y  R u d o lf C araccio la  in a M erced es- 
B enz. T he error in  ju d gm en t resu lted  b e 
cause the day w as breezy . R osem eyer ran 
under an overpass flat out and w as hit 
broadside  by  a light sum m er breeze  as 
he em erged . It was not enou gh  to coo l 
his b row , bu t at h is speed  it w as 
enough  to  insure that his b od y  w as 
p ick ed  up, w ith  h ard ly  a m ark  on it, a 
quarter o f  a m ile a w ay. T od a y , no  
one w ou ld  try  to  ru n  a car 270 m ph on  
a tw o -la n e  h igh w ay, even  in a dead 
calm . H ad P orsche k now n, R osem eyer 
w ou ld  have been  fo rb id d en  to try it, 
no  m atter w hat record  the M ercedes had 
just set.

The com p etition  b etw een  A u to -U n ion  
and M erced es-B en z  w as fierce  in  the  
years ju st b e fore  W orld  W ar II, because

both  firm s w ere  b e in g  subsid ized  by the 
T h ird  R eich  as propaganda  instrum ents. 
F rom  1934 on, a lm ost no oth er ca r cou ld  
w in  a race, and w h en  it d id  happen, as 
w h en  the A lfa -R o m e o  w on  the G erm an 
G ran d  P r ix  o f  1935, it w as  freak ish : 
the  legen da ry  T azio  N uvolari d rove  the 
v ic toriou s  A lfa -R o m e o  that day, w hich  
m ay have been  the absolute peak o f  his 
in cred ib le  career. N oth ing like  the cars 
used in this m ad com p etition  have been 
seen sin ce : a 1 937 -M erced es-B en z put 
ou t 646 h orsep ow er and w eighed  less 
than an M G ! F erdinand P orsch e ’s A u to - 
U nion  w as com p etitive  w ith  on ly  520 
h orsep ow er , and he rem ained  con vinced  
o f  the w orth  o f the rea r-en g in ed  p osi
tion  even  though  it m ade d r iv e r -p ro 
cu rem ent difficult. A fte r  all, grand p rix  
d rivers  are a lw a ys  hard to find, since 
it ’s a b ig  ye a r  indeed  that finds 20 o f  
them  a live in the w or ld

P orsche app lied  the rea r-en g in e  idea 
to a car he  designed  to attack the w orld  
la n d -sp eed  record  fo r  D a im ler-B en z, in 
1937, as a con tract p ro ject. P orsche laid 
ou t a w in d -tu n n e l shape 29 feet long 
to  w eigh  tw o  and eigh t-ten ths tons. 
Short w ings sprouted  from  the sides o f 
the b od y  ju st b eh ind  the driver, their 
fu n ction — they w e re  negative ly  loaded —  
b ein g  to exert a d ow n w a rd  fo rce , help 
k eep  the w h eels  on the ground. The 
p ow er  w as a V -12  D a im ler -B en z  fighter 
p lan e eng ine rated at 2500 horsepow er, 
and capable  o f  3030 fo r  b rie f spurts. 
P orsch e  thought the rig w ou ld  d o  405 
m iles  an h ou r on the Utah salt flats, but 
a N azi bureaucra t nam ed H uhnlein , w h o 
w as d ictator o f  G erm an  m otor sport 
un der H itler, stipulated that the record  
b e  m ade on  G erm a n  con crete .

T h e  w a r p reven ted  the  record  at
tem pt, w h ich  w as a b it o f  lu ck  fo r  
w h om ev er w ou ld  have had the honor 
o f  driv in g  it, the chances o f  his su rv i
va l being at least 20 to 1 against. The 
P orsch e  r e c o rd -ca r  was ou tdated  b y  the 
tim e it cou ld  have run, w ell a fter the 
H itler W ar, and it is today in the D aim 
le r -B e n z  m useum  at U nterturkheim .

T h e  T iger  tank w h ich  P orsche d e 
signed  and w h ich , m ounting  the fam ous 
8 8 -m illim eter gun, w as so devastating to 
A llied  arm or w h en  it first appeared— 
and fo r  som e little tim e a fterw ard , too—  
used P orsch e ’s o ld  “ m ix e d ”  system : 
con sta n t-sp eed  gasoline eng ine running 
a generator.

W hen  the w ar ended , P orsch e  w as not 
im m ed ia tely  arrested by the A llies , since 
there was no  suggestion  that he w as a 
w a r crim inal. B ut the F rench  finally did 
p ick  him  up, and they asked him  to 
design  the 4CV  R enault, the small, 
rea r-en g in e  m odel p rod u ced  in heavy 
quantity  durin g  the 1950s. It was a good, 
cheap  car, even  though  som e w ags called 
it “ P orsch e ’s R even g e .”

P orsch e ’s next p it  stop w as in Italy. 
A n  o ld -tim e  d river , P iero  Dusio, w as 
head  o f the firm C isitalia , w h ich  had a 
brigh t but b r ie f ex isten ce . In 1947, 
D u sio  w anted  a w o r ld -b e a tin g  grand  
p r ix  car and asked the P orsche office, 
then headed by P orsch e ’s 3 8 -y ea r -o ld  
son  F erry , to  design  it. M ost o f  the fee  
w en t to F ran ce and w h en , as a result, Dr. 
P orsch e  cam e hom e, the son ’s C isitalia  
G .P . car so close ly  fo llo w e d  the fa th er ’s 
ideas that the latter foun d  nothing to 
ch an ge in  it. It w as a 12 -cy linder, rea r- 
eng ine ca r w ith  fo u r -w h e e l drive. U n
fortun ately , P iero  D usio d rove  into a 
financial ru t and the car w as n ever fu lly  
tested or d eve lop ed . It w en t briefly  to 
the A rgen tine , w h ere  P eron ’s m erry 
m en  fidd led  aroun d  w ith  it, and u l
tim ately  w as returned  to P orsche. Built 
to  an  in ternational form u la  now  out o f 
date, it m ight have been spectacu larly



successfu l, had a  fe w  m illion  m ore  lire 
b een  ava ilab le  to  get it  ro llin g . P orsche 
exp ected  it to  do  210 m iles  an hou r and 
it seem ed to h and le  w e ll. Its fo u r -w h e e l 
d rive  w as rad ica l in  the extrem e in  
1947, but S tirling  M oss w on  a ra ce  in  
E ngland in  1961 w ith  a fo u r -w h e e l d r iv e  
F erguson , and P o rsch e ’s use o f  the sys
tem  in 1947 m ay u ltim ately  sh ow  itse lf 
to  be on e  m ore  exa m p le  o f  his e x tra 
ord in a ry  prescience.

W hen  it appeared  in  1948,. the first 
P orsche w as ca lled  the  T yp  356 because 
that w as the jo b  n u m b er F erry  P orsche 
had assigned to it w h en  it had b een  
started at the tim e o f  the  C isita lia  affair. 
T he idea w as a log ica l exten sion  o f  
F erd inand  P orsch e ’s p re -w a r  w ish  to 
m ake a sp orts -ca r  v ers ion  o f  the V W . 
The first T yp  356 w as  loaded  w ith  V W  
com ponents: engine, springs, gears,
steering. It was b ou gh t b y  a Swiss, and 
an article  about it in  a B ern e auto m aga 
zine brou gh t in  a sprin k lin g  o f  s ig h t-u n 
seen orders fro m  dealers  w h o  w e re  
w illin g  to gam ble on  P orsch e ’s nam e and 
the enthusiasm  o f  the S w iss  w riter. 
O n ly  a fe w  ord ers  co u ld  have b een  
handled in any case, fo r  th e  “ fa c to ry ”  
w as pressed  to  com p lete  five  cars a 
m onth. F or  years it w as  h e ld  as gosp e l 
that e v e ry  M organ  com in g  ou t o f  the  
fam ous but tin y  B ritish  fa c to ry  had b een  
pa in ted  b y  one m an  using  on e  brush. 
That story  isn ’t true, b u t the first 
P orsch e  b od ies  w e re  a ll hand  m ade, b y  
the  sam e p a n el-bea ter , an  o ld  craftsm an 
w h o had w ork ed  u n d er D r. P orsch e  at 
A u stro -D a im ler.

T he car first ap p eared  at the G en eva  
A u to  S h ow  In 1949. It Im pressed  the  so
phisticates. Instead o f  the  p ara lle l g ir 
ders that, jo in ed  together, fo rm  the 
chassis o f  m ost cars, the  P orsch e  w as 
bu ilt on  a b ox lik e  p ressed -stee l structure 
o f  im m ense rig id ity  and  strength ; the 
springing  w as b y  to rs io n -b a r  (a  system  
w h ich  P orsche is usua lly  cred ited  w ith  
havin g orig in ated  in  1933), and the 
engine w as a ir -co o le d . T h e  o v e r -a ll  d i
m ensions o f  the  first P orsch e , in cid en 
tally, w ere  the sam e as th e y  are tod ay .

S till, n o  one— D r. P orsch e  in clu d ed —  
thought the car w o u ld  se ll in  quantity . 
T he first ca r had an  1100 cc . engine, bu t 
by 1950 P orsche w as  using  a 1300 cc . 
version  w h ich  cou ld  d o  90 m ph. E ven  
the 1100s w ere  q u ick  en ou gh  to  w in  the  
class and the L ad ies ’ C up at the  1950 
R a lly  o f  the M idn ight Sun in  S w eden . 
This w as the first im p ortan t sportin g  
success (P orsch e  w as  the first G erm an  
firm  to re -en ter  com p etition  a fter the 
w a r) b u t others cam e q u ick ly , and sales 
began  to  fnount in to  w h a t m igh t b e  
ca lled  a prom ising  boom let. T here  w e re  
enough  P orsches in  Septem ber, 1950, 
and their ow n ers w ere  d evoted  enough , 
to  m ak e a ra lly  to  D r. P o rs ch e ’s h om e in  
S tuttgart fo r  his b irth d ay  on  S eptem ber 
3. H e d ied  a fe w  m onths later, in Jan u 
ary  o f  1952, in  h is 76th year, at the end  
o f  a l i fe  in to  w h ich  h e  had  stu ffed  
enough  creative  w o rk  to  m ak e  satis
fa cto ry  ex isten ces fo r  three  m en . H e le ft  
m ore  than a sm all, specia lized  au tom o
b ile -m a n u fa ctu r in g  firm  beh in d : the
m ain business o f  P orsch e  w as m an u 
fa ctu rin g  tractors b y  the thousands. A l 
so, the P orsche com p a n y  still gets a 
roy a lty  on  every  V o lk sw a g en  that com es 
o ff the p rod u ction  lines at W olfsbu rg .

L ik e the A u to -U n ion s, b u t to  a m u ch  
lesser extent, the ea rly  P orsch es o v e r 
steered. I ran  one o ff  the  roa d  w ith in  the  
first hou r o f  m y  ow n ersh ip , and later 
that day I n early  p u t it  s id ew ays in to  a  
3 0 -fo o t  ca b in  cru iser (o n  a t ra ile r ) . T he 
fa u lt  w as  soon  corrected , and the 
P orsch e  w as recogn ized  as read y  fo r  
com petition . In  1952 the P orsch e  system  
o f  b a lk in g -r in g  syn ch rom esh  appeared,

m ak in g g ea r -ch a n g in g  fa n tastica lly  
qu ick  and ea sy ; b ig , w e ll-c o o le d  brakes 
w e re  put on  the  car. T h e  eng ines are 
n o w  b igger and  tou gh er, w h ich  is re 
vea led  b y  the fo rm id a b le  com p etition  
successes o f  the ca r  o v e r  the last decade.

O n e o f the first e x tra -q u ick  P orsch es  
orig in ated  ou tside  the fa ctory , at the  
hands o f  W alter G lock ler , V W  d is 
tr ibu tor  in F ran k fu rt. T h e  first G lo ck le r - 
P orsch e  had  the 1100 cc . eng ine and  a 
ligh t chassis and bod y . N ext h e  m ade on e  
using  the b igger , 1500 cc . eng ine. This 
one, ru nn ing on  a lcoh o l fuel, co u ld  d o  
130 m iles  an hou r. M a x  H offm an , the  
A m erican  d istribu tor, b rou gh t it to  the  
U n ited  States and  w o n  severa l sp orts - 
ca r races w ith  it.

B y  1951 P orsch e  had  b u ilt m ore  than 
1000 cars. D r iv en  b y  tw o  F ren ch  racers, 
a P orsch e  w o n  the 1100 cc. C lass at L e 
M ans that year. In the  sam e year, the 
ca r brok e a ll k inds o f  record s  fo r  lo n g 
d istance  h ig h -sp eed  running, fr o m  500 
m iles  to  72 con secu tiv e  hours, P orsch es  
h a ve  a lw ays b een  fo rm id a b le  in  lo n g 
d istance  races, fo r  the  sam e reason  that 
the V o lk sw a g en  can  ru n  up  s ix -fig u re  
m ileage  on  the  speed om eter w ith ou t 
eng ine troub le : sh ort stroke and  lo w  
p iston  speed. T he d istance  tra ve led  b y  a 
s in gle p iston  batting  up  and d o w n  in  the  
cy lin d er  is a re lia b le  in d ica tion  o f  the 
stress un der w h ich  the  eng ine is w o r k 
ing, and  a gu id e  to  its p rob a b le  l ife . A  
speed  o f  2500 fe e t  a  m in ute  is u n iversa lly  
he ld  to  be safe  and  reasonable . A t  abou t 
65 m iles  an hou r, the  V o lk sw a g en  p is 
tons are ru n n in g o n ly  about 1650 fe e t  
p er  m inute. F erd in an d  P orsche n ev er  
b e liev ed  in the  light, h igh ly  stressed, 
sh o rt-liv e d  and ex tre m e ly  fast ra c in g - 
typ e  eng ine fo r  use in  anyth ing b u t r a c 
in g  cars.

S om e o f  the cars p rod u ced  un d er 
F e rry  P orsch e ’s aegis since h is fa th e r ’s 
dea th  ow e  little  to  the  V o lk sw a g en  
eng ine: the 550 S p y d er and C arrera  
and  R S  and R S K  m od els , fo r  exa m p le . 
S tu ffing a fo u r -c y lin d e r  eng ine w ith  
fo u r  overh ea d  cam sh afts into an area 
that had lo ok ed  fu ll  w h en  it ca rr ied  
o n ly  the first cou sin  to  a V olk sw a gen , 
and getting  b ack  130 h orsep ow er is a 
to u r  d e fo r c e  the  o ld  d octor  w o u ld  h a ve  
appreciated , e v e n  i f  it does tak e an 
h ou r and a h a lf  and  a specia l to o l  to  
ch an ge the spark  p lugs.

T he P orsch e ’s a ffin ity  f o r  lon g , ru gged  
races  cam e to  a p ea k  in the b ru ta l 
S ic ilia n  T arga  F lo r io  o f  1959: first, se c 
ond , th ird , fou rth .

T h e  b o d y  sty le  o f  th e  P orsch e  has b een  
a ltered  so little  th rou gh  the yea rs  that 
on e  ca n  h a rd ly  te ll th e  first fro m  the last. 
T h ere  w as o n ly  on e  u g ly  one, the  1954 
“ S peedster.”  I t  w a s  b u ilt  fo r  th e  A m e r i
can  m arket (re a lly  o n ly  fo r  the  sunny 
section s o f  the  A m e r ica n  m a rk e t ), and  
it  w as tru ly  h o r r ib le -lo o k in g  o n ly  w ith  
th e  top  up, un d er w h ich  con d ition  it  w as 
h a rd  to  see out, to o . F e w  w ere  m ade.

It ’s a busin esslik e  little  bu ck et, to 
d a y ’s P orsch e, ju s t  as it  w as  in  the 
b egin n in g: com fo rta b le  as a crad le , safe  
as a ch urch , su re -fo o te d  as a m ounta in  
goat; fast, n im b le , and p u t togeth er b y  
p e o p le  w h o  s till th in k  it ’s im p ortan t to  
h a ve  a ll the  scre w -s lo ts  p o in t the sam e 
w a y . R ea lly , it ’s a lo t  o ld er that 1948; 
it  goes back , th rou gh  F erry  P o rsch e ’s 
m in d  and  F erd in a n d  P orsch e ’s m in d , to  
P aris  and 1900, a t least. T h ere ’s a little  
o f  those  b ig , sp len d id  A u stro -D a im ler  
lim ou sines and tou rin g -ca rs  in  it, and  a  
little  m ore  o f  the  2 00 -m p h  A u to -U n io n s  
that carried  so m u ch  p o w e r  th ey  cou ld  
sp in  th eir  b a ck  w h eels  at 85 m iles  an 
hour.

It ’s hard  to  k n o w  h o w  on e  w o u ld  
g o  about p uttin g  m u ch  m ore  in to  an  
au tom ob ile . *  t h e  e n d
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Hawg Hunt
continued from page 24

A  d o g — K ing , I think it w a s— su d d en 
ly  bolted  past m e. T he thought struck  
m e that it w as strange to see the  dog  
running a w a y  from  the action . B e fore  
the thought w as com p leted , a redd ish  
w ild  hog w ith  b la ck  patches crashed  
out o f  the brush d irect ly  in fron t o f  m e, 
paused, eyed  m e fo r  a sp lit secon d  then 
took  o ff  tow a rd  the creek  w ith  K in g  
after him.

I p lunged  on  and  a lm ost crashed  in to  
R egister. E v id en tly  the h og  had  crossed  
his path  as w ell as m ine.

“ Y o u  see that re d  s o w ? ”  he  yelled . 
“ D oubled  back , look s  like. I’d  like  to 
tie that h og !”

T he w ood s  w ere  n o w  a con fu sion  o f  
sound. R egister headed  a fter th e  red 
sow  w hile I kept m o v in g  tow a rd  n ew  
squeals, shouts and bay in g . A  h u ge b lack  
boar w ith  tushes that g leam ed  in  the 
sunlight ran  p a ra lle l to  m e fo r  a m o 
m ent, then crashed  in to  a snarl o f  
bram bles. H e look ed  fu lly  as b ig  as the 
one w e  had seen in  J oh n  C la rd y ’s barn.

I rem em bered  I had  a w ife  som ew h ere  
in this bed lam  and d ecid ed  I ’d b etter 
And her and m ake sure she w as a ll right. 
I gave the fa m ily  w h istle  and heard  her 
rep ly a bov e  the squ eals  and shouts.

E llen  w as in a clea rin g  w ith  C obb . 
T h ey  w ere  w atch in g  R egister tie  the  legs 
o f  a squ alling 6 0 -p ou n d er. H e had  
p inned the an im al’s head  w ith  his knee 
and w as stru gg lin g  to k not the b e d 
tick ing  on a thrash ing hind leg . (T ry  
this on  a d om estic  p ig  fo r  a b are  idea 
o f the p rob lem .) In  spite o f  this, R eg is 
ter go t all fo u r  legs tied  in  h a lf a m inute, 
and the hog sud d en ly  stopped  squ ealing . 
W e learned  la ter that they  som etim es 
die i f  tied fo r  too  long.

F arther up the creek , the dogs w ere  
bay ing  at another hog . T he sound 
changed  to v io len t bark ing . J o e  C obb  
headed that w ay  on  fo o t  w h ile  I to ld  
P erry R egister abou t the  b ig  b la ck  I 
had seen.

“ Caught a g lim p se  o f  h im  m y se lf,”  
P erry  said, “ but I sure w ish  I cou ld  
get that re d !”

W e lifted  E llen  into the  sadd le  o f  
C ob b ’s horse and asked h er  to  k eep  an 
eye  on  the tied  h og  so  the anim al 
w ou ld n ’t be ripped  b y  passing dogs. 
L ater she to ld  m e that a fte r  P e rry  and 
I le ft, hogs and dogs passed  throu gh  
the clearing  like  a m ilita ry  co n v o y . E ven  
the b ig  b lack  c la sh ed  throu gh , w h ee led  
aw ay and headed tow a rd  the creek .

H er horse had started  a fter the  h og , 
but she had been able  to  ho ld  him  in. 
She had got a c lea r  v ie w  o f  the battle  
in the m id d le  o f  the  creek  betw een  the 
boy, D ale H ogan, and  250 p ou n ds  o f  i l l -  
tem pered w ild  sow . D ale  A nally go t the 
anim al to  shore an d  tied it u n d er Joh n  
C la rd y ’s advice .

B la ck ie  and  Sam  P errym a n  had 
crossed and recrossed  the  creek  severa l 
tim es and w ere  n o w  ev id en tly  ru nn ing 
a h og  qu ite  a  w a y  d ow n stream . T he 
sounds o f  this chase d ied  aw a y , but the 
last dogs turned  loose  b y  C la rd y  w ere  
w ork in g  the creek  banks close  b y . S u d 
den ly, P erry  and I heard  n ew  squ ealing  
and headed  fo r  it. T he dogs had  co r 
nered an 8 0 -p ou n d er and  D ale, havin g 
w aded  the stream , w as strugg lin g  to 
hold  it d ow n  b y  tail and hind  leg. W h en  
he go t it tied , w e  sat d o w n  to  rest fo r  

,  severa l m inutes. T he w ood s  w ere  
8 strangely qu iet— so qu iet that I cou ld  
* hear Eller, ca ll ou t fu r iou sly , “ I ’m  not 

goin g  to stay here and m iss everyth in g , 
B ill, w h ere  a re  y o u ? ”
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“ D o w n  h ere !”  I shouted . “ B ut d o n ’t 
try  to r id e  d ow n . It's fu ll o f  cypress 
knees and  y o u r  stirrups are set too  
lon g .”

She ca m e a n yw a y , at a resp ectab le  
w a lk , and  I rem em bered  that these m ag - 
niA cent horses w ere  tra in ed  to m ove  at 
a fu ll  ru n  throu gh  w o o d s  so  dense that 
an average  h orse  w o u ld  b rea k  a leg 
w ith in  m inutes.

J oe  C o b b  jo in e d  us then  and  asked 
h o w  m an y  w ild  hogs had  b e e n  tied . N o 
on e  k n ew  e x a ct ly ; the action  had been  
fa r  too  fast and con fu sed . B y  com p a rin g  
notes, w e  estim ated  that w e had  one 8 0- 
p ou n der , a 6 0 -p ou n d er and D a le ’s b ig  
b lack .

“ N o, th ere ’s on e  m ore ,”  th e  b o y  said. 
“ T h e  others b rou gh t in  a m ale that w ill 
g o  tw o  hu n d red  poun ds. It ’s a lready 
in the ca rry in g  tra iler a lon g w ith  the 
b la ck .”

“ A n y o n e  rem em ber w h ere  w e  left the 
on e  E llen  w as w a tch in g ?”  P e rry  asked. 
I to ld  h im  I th ought I cou ld  And it and 
w e  started  o ff, o n ly  to  get lost fo r  
severa l m in utes un til I rem em bered  that 
E llen  had  been  in an oak  glade. W e 
fo u n d  it, then, and P erry  ca rried  the 
6 0 -p ou n d er b ack  to  the  creek  and across 
to  the je e p . E llen  and P aul had  already 
crossed  b y  horse. I d ecid ed  to w ad e  
ov e r , b eing  a lrea dy  gen erou s ly  sm eared  
w ith  m ud, w h ile  P e rry  R eg ister took  the 
horse  b a ck  to p ick  up  the rem ain ing  
hog . John  C la rd y  look ed  e x ceed in g ly  
p leased  w ith  the m orn in g ’s w ork .

I  n a fe w  m inutes, P erry  cam e back  
w ith  the fo u r th  h og  and  p laced  it in  the 
ca rry in g  cage. T he b lack  sow  w as p a n t
ing  h ea v ily . C la rd y  and  P e rry  discussed  
th row in g  w ater on  it.

“ M ight k ill it ,”  P e rry  said. “ I t ’s 
m igh ty  h o t .”

“ I d on ’t th ink  so. L e t ’s try .”
D u ring  the m orn in g , there  had been  

little  tim e to th ink  abou t danger. T oo  
m u ch  had been  h ap p en in g  to o  fa st; even  
n ow , it w as  o n ly  a bou t 9 :3 0  and the 
m ost intense a ction  had  con sum ed  about 
15 m inutes. B ut n ow , in  th e  cautious 
m ovem en ts  o f  J oh n  C la rd y  and P erry  
R egister, w e  w ere  rem in d ed  o f  the 
danger.

P erry  in ch ed  op en  the w o o d e n  gate at 
the  side  o f  the tra iler  cage  and  d ip p ed  
a co ffee  can  fu ll  o f  w a te r  o v e r  the sow , 
m ov in g  lik e  a m an  rea ch in g  fo r  a cobra . 
“ A n im a l cou ld  r ip  you r hand in  tw o ,”  he 
m uttered .

“ T ry  another,”  J oh n  C la rd y  suggested. 
“ B ut w a tch  it.”

P erry  d ip p ed  in  m ore  w ater, keep ing 
his k nee against the gate  in  the even t 
o f  a sudden  rush. P resen tly  th e  b ig  sow  
stopped  panting.

“ T hat b lack ’s go in g  to m ak e good  
b reed in g  stock ,”  J oh n  C la rd y  rem arked . 
“ A n d  those  o th ers  h a ve  en ou gh  b lack  
m ark ings to  in d ica te  that th e y ’v e  got 
p len ty  o f  the w ild  strain  le ft  in them . 
L e t ’s  p u ll the r ig  up  fro m  the b ottom  
here  and see w h a t h a p p en ed  to  B la ck ie  
and  S am .”

“ S ure w ish  I ’d  tied  that n ice  red  that 
k ept A irtin ’ w ith  B ill and m e ,” P erry  
said. I th ought it w as decen t o f  h im  to 
in clu d e  m e.

E llen  ro d e  o ff a lon g  the le ft  leg  o f  a 
fo rk  w h ile  w e  w en t righ t w ith  je e p  and 
h og  tra iler . Just as w e  rea ch ed  the 
o th er  le g  o f  the Y  w e  sa w  Sam  rid in g  in. 
H is fa ce  w as A ushed and  he w as g r in 
ning.

“ G ot another n ice  b lack  abou t h a lf 
a m ile  d ow n  this tra il,”  he  ca lled . 
“ R eg ister can  get h im  w ith  the  je e p  and 
r ig .”

W e spraw led  un d er the trees again 
w h ile  P e rry  d ro v e  off. Sam  and John

C la rd y  began  to talk  abou t the  new  
dogs.

“ T hat little  beag le  w ork s  ju st Ane,”  
C la rd y  said. “ T he on e  w ith  the A ired a le  
in h im  w ork s  p retty  w e ll, too , but 
th ey ’ re  b oth  too  a n xiou s. Y o u  notice  
that, S am ?”

“ T h e y ’ ll h a ve  to get hurt a bit. I sure 
hope th ey  d o n ’t get hurt too  m uch . Say, 
you  k n o w  h ow  w e tied  that b lack ? Had 
to  use B la ck ie ’s sh o e -la ce . T h en  w e  
an ch ored  his b oo t  w ith  a d og  co lla r .”  

“ H ere  they  com e ,”  C la rd y  said, la u gh 
ing. T o  B lack m on , he ca lled , “ L ook s 
lik e  w e  got tw o  B lack ies  b a ck !”

B lack ie  g rin n ed  and dism ounted . 
“ W hen  d o  w e  e a t?”  he  asked.

“ M ight as w e ll eat here and n o w .” 
A m o n g  the abu ndant rations w ere  

som e sausages that E llen  and I fou n d  to 
b e  delic ious. I asked  w hat they  w ere .

“ W ild  haw g, o f  cou rse ,”  John  C lardy 
rep lied . “ Sam  m ade it up .”

A lth ou gh  I w as h u n gry , I fo u n d  I w as 
too  tired  to  eat v e r y  m uch . I n oticed  
that E llen , w h o  u su a lly  has a healthy 
appetite, w as also eatin g ligh tly . Sud
d en ly  I rea lized  that a ll o f  us— E llen , the 
m en , the  horses and  d ogs— w ere  e x 
hausted and hot. E ven  B lack m on , w h o  
rod e  w ith  a p ro fession a l sk ill beautifu l 
to  w a tch , pushed  his hat b ack  and 
m op p ed  sw eat fro m  his fa ce .

I ro u gh ly  tota led  the w eigh t o f  hogs 
w e  had taken. A s  n ea rly  as I cou ld  
estim ate, m o re  than 750 p oun ds o f  Aght- 
ing an im al had  b een  chased , w restled , 
subdu ed  and caged  d u rin g  the m orning .

A  d o g  cam e sniffing too  close  to the 
fo o d  and  on e  o f  the m en  asked B lack ie  
to “ w h ap  h im .”  B la ck ie  sh ook  his head. 
“ H it h im  y o u rse lf,”  he said. “ I w o n ’t hit 
another m an ’s d og .”

C la rd y  ch u ck led . “ I t ’s w orse  to  p et,”  
he  said. “ N ev er  pet a d og  o r  a w om a n .”  

“ O r a m an ,”  E llen  ob served  tartly . 
T h ere  w as a ru m b le  o f  laughter. F ee l
ing  a ccepted , she asked, “ H ow  about 
these w ild  sow s that have d rop p ed  lit 
ters? D on ’t the p ig lets  d ie ? ”

“ W ou ld n ’t take a sow  that w asn ’ t 
d ry in g  up ,”  Sam  P errym an  said. “ I ’d 
turn h er  loose. B ut i f  the little  ones are 
abou t tw o  m onths old , th e y ’ll u sua lly  
su rv iv e  un less bears o r  panthers get ’em . 
A n d  that can  happen  anyw ay. It's a 
tribu te  to  th eir  in te lligen ce  that th ey ’v e  
m an aged  to su rv iv e  their natura l en e
m ies as w e ll as m an .”

“ A s w e ll as the dam n fo o ls  that shoot 
’em ,”  som eon e  m uttered.

“ T h at’s a p o in t o f  v iew , b oys ,”  C lardy  
ob served . “ C an 't b lam e the rancher. 
B ut it ’ s sure b etter to  hu nt fo r  sport 
and a lso to  p u t ’em  to p ra ctica l use. 
Y ou  k ill a w ild  h og  and y o u ’re  k illin g  
thousands o f  p oun ds o f poten tia l good  
m eat. T hat m ak es n o  sense .”

T h e  talk sh ifted  to  past hunts. On 
one, a dog  had b een  so  b ad ly  ripped  
a long its b e lly  that his guts h u ng out. 
T he m en  had  p u shed  them  b ack  in and 
held  them  in  p lace  b y  w ra p p in g  strips o f  
c lo th  a roun d  the an im al. A b o u t  an hour 
later, a vet had  sew ed  the d og  up. Ten 
days la ter it w as w a lk in g  and a little 
m ore  than a m on th  later, it w as hu nt
ing  again .

“ W e ’v e  seen  dogs tossed  s ix  fe e t  in 
the a ir  by  w ild  h ogs,”  C la rd y  said. 
“ E ven  hurt, a good  d og  lik e  B row n ie ’ll 
com e  b a ck  to  the Aght.”

“ M en  ev er  been  h u rt?”  I asked.
“ A  fe w  in  this area , but n on e too  bad. 

F act is, good  dogs k eep  the hogs pretty  
busy, bu t y o u  try n ot to  m ake m any 
m istakes. I f  a w ild  h og  rip p ed  a m an 
lik e  th ey  h a ve  dogs, I im agin e the m an 
w ou ld  h ave his All o f  h og  hu ntin g  fo r  
a w h ile .”  N o on e  d isagreed  w ith  that.



M ost o f  the dogs w ere  ly in g  d ow n , 
but B row n ie  had raised his m uzzle and 
was sniffing the a ir cu riously . I asked 
P erry  R egister w hat he w as doing. T here  
w as a slight scent from  the caged  w ild  
hogs— an anim al sm ell rather than the 
typ ica l p ig sm ell— but the dog , in d iffe r
ent to  this od or, w as sniffing the fresh  
w ind.

“ Sm ells a w ild  h og ,”  P erry  said.
“ W ell, b o y s ,”  John  C lardy said so l

em nly, nodd ing tow a rd  the dog , “ a n y 
body care to go  w ild  h aw g hunting 
tod a y ?”

S om eon e ch uck led . O n e o f  the horses

stam ped and w h in n ied ; the huge F lorida  
horseflies had a lready streaked  th eir  
flanks w ith  b lood . R ain  crow s  w ere 
squ aw k in g  b a ck  in the w oods. I g lanced  
at m y w atch . It w as just noon .

“ I k n ow  som eon e w h o  w ants to g o ,”  
B lack ie  said, h itch ing  up  his gun belt. 
“ B row n ie . B ut I b e lieve  I have another 
a ppoin tm ent.”

“ I have one, to o ,”  J oe  C o b b  said. 
“ W ith  a long nap.”

“ T hen  let ’s pack  up and haul ou t,”  
C lardy  ord ered . A n d  he added, “ This 
w as a pretty  good  hunt.”

A ga in  no on e  d isagreed . *  t h e  e n d

St.-Mihiel
continued from page 29

now  or n ever. H aig, F och — and also 
F rench  P rim e M in ister G eorges  C le - 
m enceau , E ngland ’s L loyd  G eorge, and 
even  K in g  G eorge  h im self— had w arned  
him  not to upset the status quo. T h ey  
urged him  to go a long w ith  the p ie ce 
m eal com m itm ent o f  U .S. troops w h er
ever they w ere  needed . B ut “ B la ck  
Jack”  w ou ld  h ave n o  m ore  o f it. 
B luntly, he annou nced  that as o f  A ugust 
10, 1918, a ll U .S. fo rces  w ere  to  be as
sem bled  un der e xc lu s iv e  A m erican  
com m and.

T o P ersh in g ’s surprise, the British 
and F ren ch  a cq u iesced — alm ost too 
easily. H aig agreed to release the U .S. 
units attached to his com m an d. G enera l 
H enri Petain , the F ren ch  com m an d er in 
the field, said  he w ou ld  a lso release his 
A m erican  troops. F urth erm ore, P er
sh ing ’s F irst A m erican  A rm y  w ou ld  be 
assigned the jo b  o f  red u c in g  the S t.- 
M ihiel salient, a dagger w h ich  the G e r 
m ans had he ld  at the heart o f  F rance 
for  alm ost fo u r  years.

T he S t.-M ih ie l salient was a triangle 
o f  steel, con crete  and natural fortifica 
tions, 30 m iles  w id e  at its base, 25 m iles  
lon g  on  its southern  leg  and 15 m iles 
across its w estern  leg. P a ck ed  w ithin  
this w ed ge  w ere  the heights o f  the 
M euse R iv er  va lley , dom in ating  the 
w estern  flank, w h ere  G erm an  artillery  
was m assed h u b -to -h u b , w ith  a fire d i
rection  cen ter on M on tsec, at the ap ex , 
from  w h ich  G erm an  guns on the heights 
cou ld  be  d irected  to fire on either arm  
o f  the triangle. P rotectin g  the G erm an 
defense lines across the base, w as the 
W oevre  P lains, a m arsh that w as alm ost 
im passable eight m onths out o f  the year. 
F inally , a long the southern arm  o f  the 
salient, there flow ed  an erratic  stream  
called  the R upt d e M ad, w h ich  cou ld  
change in on e  ra iny  night from  a gu r
gling  stream  to a ragin g  torrent.

G en era l M axim ilian  von  G allw itz , 
group  com m an der o f  the nine G erm an 
d ivisions w ithin  the salient, had boasted 
in a 1918 N ew  Y e a r ’s toast that he  cou ld  
hold  S t.-M ih ie l against “ all the arm ies 
o f  the w o r ld .”

P ershing w as not com p lacen t about 
the task F och  had b estow ed  on  him . H is 
battle plan called  fo r  an arm y o f  nearly  
600,000 U.S. and 100,000 F rench  troops, 
w h ich  F och  had prom ised  him , to  attack 
V on  G a llw itz ’ n ine u n d erstren gth  d iv i 
sions. -The odds w ou ld  b e  better than 6 
to 1 in the A llie s ’ favor.

On A ugu st 16, P ersh ing  began  to  as
sem ble his F irst A m erican  A rm y. He 
w as schedu led  to attack  by  S eptem ber 
12, at the latest, so  he had less than on e  
m onth to prepare. S trategica lly , the 
enem y troops occu p y in g  S t.-M ih ie l h ar
assed P ersh ing  e ven  w h ile  they  w ere  
passively  o ccu p y in g  their trenches, fo r  
they held  the vita l P a ris-N a n cy  and

T o u l-V e rd u n  ra il lines, p lus a ll the o r ig 
ina l roads w h ich  had  lin k ed  these cities 
b e fore  the salient w as established.

In ad d ition  to the h a lf-m illio n  m en  
w h o  had to b e  m oved  to  this 4 0 -m ile  
stretch  o f  fron t, at least on e  m illion  tons 
o f  am m un ition  and supplies had to be 
accu m u lated . T o  a ccom p lish  this, A m e r 
ican eng ineers  hack ed  roads ou t o f  rock  
and forest; th ey  erected  a huge suspen
sion brid ge  across the A isne R iv er  and 
laid 300 m iles  o f  ra ilroad  track . T he 
cred it fo r  p lan n in g  and execu tin g  this 
“ m irac le  o f  log is tics ”  w en t to the F irst 
A rm y ’s G -4 , a yo u n g  co lon e l nam ed 
G eorge  C. M arshall, Jr.

T he First A rm y  w ou ld  be su pported  
by  3000 a rtillery  p ieces , d irected  by  
G en era l S um m erall, and 1500 airplanes 
— the largest grou p  o f  a ircra ft  assem 
bled since the start o f  the w ar.

“ W hat on  earth  w ill w e  d o  w ith  all 
those planes, B illy ? ”  P ersh in g  d e 
m anded  w hen  C olonel “ B illy ”  M itch ell 
first presented  the idea to  him .

“ K ick  hell out o f  the G erm an  A ir  
F orce  fo r  on e  th ing ,”  M itch ell said. 
“ T hen  the bom b ers  can p u lver ize  their 
am m unition  and fu e l dum ps and  k n ock  
ou t th eir  a rtillery  and ra il lines.”

P ersh ing ’s e y eb row s  lifted . It w as an 
extra vaga n t cla im . In the ea rly  years o f  
the w ar, the fu n ction  o f  the a irplane had 
been lim ited  prim arily  to  recon n a is 
sance.

M itch e ll's  teacher and idol, M a jor 
G en era l H ugh T ren ch ard , ch ie f o f  the 
R oya l F ly in g  C orps, com p la in ed  b it
te r ly . H e and  M itch e ll v isu a lize d  h u ge  
a ir  fleets b lastin g  a w a y  fo r  a d va n cin g  
arm ies and h a m m er in g  en e m y  in sta lla 
tions, roads, ra il lines and  s u p p ly  
dum ps w ith  bom b s. B ut it w as  n ot u n til 
th e  c lo s in g  m on th s  o f  the w a r, that 
B illy  M itch ell w as able to  sell this idea 
to  G en era l P ersh in g .

W h ile  P ersh ing  w as strugg lin g  to as
sem ble  his A m er ica n  arm y in  the final 
w eek s  o f  A ugu st, he  rea lized  that the 
“ sportin g  m a n n er"  in w h ich  H aig and 
F och  had b ow ed  to  h is d eterm in ed  stand 
at the B om bon  con feren ce  had been  
o n ly  a p o lite  subterfuge. T h e  B ritish  and 
F ren ch  com m an ders actua lly  fou g h t hard 
to  k eep  con tro l o f  the A m er ica n  troops 
under their com m an d  and thus b lo ck  the 
form a tion  o f  an A m erican  arm y.

P ersh ing  ran  in to  even  greater diffi
cu lties w ith  supplies. W h en  the U nited 
States entered  the w ar, the B ritish  and 
F ren ch  had urged  that A m erican  w ar 
industry con centra te  on m an u factu rin g  
m ach in e  guns and rifles, scarce  item s in 
the  A llied  arsenal. T h ey  p rom ised  that 
the A .E .F . w ou ld  b e  supp lied  w ith  B r it 
ish tanks and F ren ch  artillery .

N ow , w h en  P ersh ing  requ ested  that 
they h on or those prom ises, S ir D ouglas 
H aig and M arshal F och  both  hedged. 
T he B ritish  cou ld  not spare any o f  their 
heavy  tanks; the F ren ch  cou ld  not spare 
their preciou s  75s. B ut P ersh ing  p e r 
severed . T heaten ing and w h eed lin g , he
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got the F ren ch  75 m m  guns, but he  had  
to  se tt le  fo r  270 lig h t  tanks.

T h e  F ren ch  even  “ lost”  the  F irst 
A m e r ica n  A rm y ’s req u is ition  fo r  b a r 
b e d -w ire  cu tters ; but C o lon e l G eorge  C. 
M arshall so lv ed  that one b y  send ing 
team s o f  d ou gh b oys  a ll o v e r  the F ren ch  
cou n trys id e  to b u y  cutters from  civ ilia n  
stores.

O n ly  th e  r e s o u rc e fu l B illy  M itch e ll 
c o u ld  h a v e  a ssem bled  an a ir  a rm ad a  o f  
800 figh ter p lan es  an d  650 b o m b e rs . H e 
ob ta in e d  fu e l a n d  sp a re  parts  b y  o u t 
r ig h t  b r ib e ry , t r ick e ry  and , o cca s io n 
a lly , theft.

O n A u gu st 29, the  F irst A m erican  
A rm y  re lieved  the F ren ch  a long the 
p erim eter  o f  the  S t.-M ih ie l salient. On 
A u gu st 30, M arshal F o ch  arriv ed  at P er
sh in g ’s n e w  L ig n y -e n -B a r r o is  h e a d 
qu arters . “ W e  m ust re v ise  ou r p lans, 
G en era l,”  F och  said stiffly.

P ersh in g  listen ed  in cred u lou sly  as 
F o ch  ou tlin ed  the “ rev is ion s .”

Instead  o f d r iv in g  d irectly  th rou gh  
the H in d en bu rg  L ine, i f  the attack  w en t 
w e ll, P ersh in g ’s ob je c tiv e s  w ere  to  be 
lim ited  to  flatten ing out the  salient. 
F urth erm ore, w h ile  the S t.-M ih ie l o f 
fen s ive  w as  u n d erw a y , P ersh in g  w as to 
re lease  severa l A m er ica n  d iv is ion s  to 
the F ren ch  to fight b e tw een  the M euse 
R iv e r  and  the A rg on n e  Forest. F och  w as 
n ot subtle. N o w  that P ersh in g  had 
fo rm e d  h is  A m er ica n  arm y, the  m arshal 
w as b rea k in g  it  u p  again.

P ersh in g  strugg led  to  m ask  his anger. 
“ I ’m  b ew ild ered , M arshal,”  he said. 
“ T h e  m a ch in ery  o f  this battle  has b een  
op era tin g  fo r  o v e r  a m onth . O n ly  yes
terd ay you r ord ers  w en t in to  effect, 
p la c in g  m e  in com m an d  o f  this sector. I 
d o n ’t un derstand  this ch an ge at a ll.”

“ W e ll,”  F och  said, “ th ings are go in g  
so  w e ll on  oth er sectors that w e  fe e l  w e 
should  press the  en em y w h ere  th ey  are 
w eak est.”

“ I f  w e  rou t the  G erm ans ou t o f  this 
salient, the  chances are  w e  can keep  
them  ru n n in g ,”  P ersh in g  cou ntered . 
“ W e  can  p ro b a b ly  overru n  M etz and  the 
B r ie y  Iron  F ields. That w o u ld  rea lly  
h u rt them . This o ffen s ive  cou ld  end  the 
w a r b e fo re  S eptem ber is  o v e r .”

U n w ittin g ly— o r  p oss ib ly  sh rew d ly—  
P ersh in g  had tou ch ed  on  the lead in g  
m otiv e  b eh ind  F ren ch  and B ritish  re 
lu cta n ce  to  a p p rove  the  fo rm a tion  o f  an 
ind ep en d en t A m er ica n  arm y. W ith  the 
end  o f  the w a r  in sight, th eir  leaders 
w ere  a lready  p lan n in g p o st -w a r  E urope. 
T h e  nation  w h ose  arm ies w o n  the last 
d ecis iv e  battles w ou ld  speak  w ith  m ost 
a u th ority  at the con feren ce  tab le— es
p e c ia lly  w h en  the “ spo ils ”  w e re  d iv id ed  
and  bou n d aries  w e re  red raw n . N eith er 
the  B ritish  n or  the F ren ch  w a n ted  any 
A m e r ica n  in terferen ce  in  th eir  schem es.

F o ch  said  h e  regretted  h a v in g  to  split 
up  P ersh in g ’s arm y, b u t that he had  no 
ch oice . “ T h ere  is no  reason  fo r  it  to  in 
terfere  w ith  y o u r  attack  on  the salient, 
h o w e v e r ,”  he a dded  b lan d ly . “ T he d iv i
s ions y o u  are losin g  w ill req u ire  certa in  
tactica l changes, o f  cou rse. I th in k  you  
w ill  agree that it w ill n o w  b e  w ise  to 
lim it  y o u r  attack  to  the  sou th  fa c e  o f  
the  sa lien t.”

P ersh in g  gaped. T o  assault the  S t.- 
M ih ie l sa lient on  on e  side  on ly  w ou ld  
de fea t th e  w h o le  p urpose  o f  the op era 
tion . A s  o r ig in a lly  con ce ived , the battle  
p lan  w as to p in ch  o ff  the salient at the 
base, the tw o  a ttack in g  fo rce s  clos in g  
lik e  the ja w s  o f  a v ise  and tra p p in g  the 
G erm an  d e fen d ers  w ith in  the  triangle. 
F urth erm ore, th is n e w  p lan  w ou ld  e x 
p ose  U .S. troops to  great risks, s in ce  the 
G erm an  artille ry  on  the  heights a b ov e  
the  M euse v a lley  co u ld  con cen tra te  their 
fire  on  the  sin gle  fo rce .

P ersh in g  b lu n tly  to ld  F och  that he 
w a sn ’t send ing a ny  d iv is ion s  to  fight 
un der F ren ch  com m an d . R elu ctan tly , he 
accep ted  F o ch ’s d ecis ion  to  lim it the o b 
je ctiv e s  o f  the S t.-M ih ie l o ffensive , but 
r e je c te d  the  F ren ch m a n ’s suggestion  to 
a ttack  o n ly  fro m  th e  south.

F o ch  w as fu r iou s  at w h at w as— tech 
n ica lly— P ersh in g ’s “ in su bord in ation .”

“ I say  y o u r  m e n  w ill  fight on the 
M eu se -A rgon n e  sector! I insist you  fo l 
lo w  m y  ord ers !”  he  shouted.

It w as then  that “B la ck  J a ck ”  P e r 
sh ing  m ade his classic retort: “ Y ou  m ay  
insist all y o u  dam ned  p lea se  . . . O ur  
a rm y w ill figh t w h e r e v e r  y o u  decide, 
but it w ill n o t figh t e x c e p t  as an in d e
p en d en t A m er ica n  a rm y!”

A fte r  F o ch  stalked  out, P ersh ing  su m 
m on ed  his staff to  an em ergen cy  m eet
ing. “ W e ’v e  go t to  com e u p  w ith  
som eth ing fast. A n oth er  session  lik e  that 
one and F ra n ce  w ill  d ecla re  w a r on the 
U .S .,”  he  said.

T h e  p rob lem  seem ed  insolu b le . F och  
d em an ded  that the  A m erican s  tak e part 
in  the  M eu se -A rgon n e  o ffen s ive  p lanned 
fo r  S eptem ber 20. P ersh in g  w as equ a lly  
d eterm in ed  that h is a rm y w ou ld  not be 
split. T o  m eet b o th  con ditions, the F irst 
A rm y  w ou ld  h ave to  engage in  tw o  m a
jo r  battles on  tw o  sectors  o f  the fron t 
w ith in  e igh t days— the S t.-M ih ie l o ffen 
sive  cou ld  n ot be  lau n ch ed  earlier than 
S eptem ber 12.

“ W e  cou ld n ’ t b e  rea d y  un til the m id 
d le  o f  O ctob er ,”  G en era l H un ter L igget 
said g loom ily .

“ W ell, I  d o n ’t k n o w ,”  said  G enera l 
H ugh  D rum , his ch ie f o f  staff. H e turned 
to san d y -h a ired , p a le -e y e d  G eorge  M a r
shall. “ L e t ’s see w h at o u r  ‘m ag ician ’ has 
to say  abou t it. W hat about it, G eorge?  
C utting a ll the corn ers  and  a llow in g  fo r  
a fe w  m iracles, h o w  lo n g  w ou ld  it take 
us to  pu ll o f f  a d ou b le  p lay  lik e  th a t?”  

C o lon e l M arsha ll had  anticipated  the  
q uestion  and  w as rea d y  w ith  his figures. 
W ith ou t hesitation , he said, “ W ith  a lit
tle  lu ck — assum ing w e  clean  this on e  up  
on  schedu le— w e co u ld  a ttack  b etw een  
the M euse R iv e r  and  the A rgon n e  F o r 
est on  S eptem ber 25.”

T h ere  w as  a m u rm u r o f  d isb e lie f fro m  
the staff officers. E ven  P ersh ing  w as 
startled . M arsh a ll’s eyes  n ev er  w a v ered  
un der the  fo u r -s ta r  gen era l’s stare.

A t  last “ B la ck  J a ck ”  spoke. “ I like  
y o u r  con fid en ce , C o lon e l. W e ’l l  tak e  
y o u r  w ord  fo r  it .”

A rm e d  w ith  this assurance, P ersh ing  
w as  rea d y  o n  S eptem b er 2 w h en  F och  
returned  w ith  G en era l P etain  to resum e 
th eir  d isagreem ent. H e listened  as F och  
repeated  his dem an d  that “ un its”  o f  the 
A m erican  arm y p a rtic ip a te  in  the S ep
tem b er 20 M e u se -A rg o n n e  offensive .

“ M arshal, w ill y o u  postp on e  yo u r  o f 
fen s ive  fo r  five  d ays i f  I m ak e A m e r i
can  troop s a va ilab le  to  y o u ? ”

F o ch  d ecid ed  p rom p tly . “ T hat is no  
p ro b le m  at all. T h e  tw e n ty -fifth  it shall 
b e !”  S m ilin g  sm u gly , he  asked, “ A nd  
w h ich  o f  y o u r  d iv is ion s  w ill y o u  m ak e 
ava ilab le , G e n e ra l?”

Q u ietly , P ersh in g  said , “ T h e  entire 
F irst A m er ica n  A rm y ! W here do you  
w ant us to  re p o r t? ”

F o ch  w as aghast. “ S u re ly , you  are 
jo k in g ? ”  he  said.

“ N ot at a ll, s ir ,”  P ersh in g  rep lied . 
“ Just assign us a sector and w e ’ll be 
there  b y  the  tw e n ty -fifth .”

S o ended  the F irst B attle  o f  S t.- 
M ihiel.

T h ere  w e re  som e w h o  said  that w hat 
P ersh ing  ach iev ed  w as n ot so  m uch  a 
v ic to ry  as the right to  “ tria l b y  ord ea l.”  
T he F irst A m e r ica n  A rm y  w ou ld  assault 
the S t.-M ih ie l sa lien t on  S eptem ber 12.

( C on tin u ed  on p a ge  95)
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VALUABLE COINS may be in your pocket 
or purse. Some nickels and dimes dated prior 
to 1945 bring $5-6,000, etc. The illustrated 
dollar is worth $9,985.50, and thousands are 
unaccounted for. Is one yours? Price catalog 
of U.S. coins, $1 ppd. Best Values, Dept. 
45, 285 Market St., Newark, N.J.

ARTHRITIS CAN  BE CURED, by Dr. B.
Aschner, of Lebanon Hospital in New York, 
presents his methods of curing Arthritis, 
Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Sciatica, Bursitis, 
Lumbago and Neuritis. A book no sufferer 
can afford to miss. Published at $3.95. Spe
cial, $2.98 ppd. Triboro Books, Dept. MG-4, 
125 East 41st St., N.Y. 17.

INSTANT INCHES— Invisible height increas
e s  instantly make you almost two inches 
taller. Comfortable and undetectable, they 
slip in and out of any shoe quickly and easily. 
Be sure. to specify shoe size. $2.98 ppd. 
American International, Dept. 158, 1040 St. 
Charles, New Orleans, La.

YOU CAN  EARN up to $6.44 an hour at 
home in your own business. These people 
will train you to be a specialist in the fast- 
growing field of accident investigation. No 
special experience or education needed. For 
facts write Universal Schools, Dept. M-4, 
6801 Hillcrest, Dallas 5, Tex.

ATTENTION MOTORISTS— Red flashing light 
plugs into car lighter, flashes on and off to 
attract help in highway emergencies. Called 
Flarelite, its signal is visible over a mile. 
Magnetic base holds to any metal surface. 
$6.95 ppd. Martin Sales, Dept. MF, Box 
730, Skokie, 111.

AUTOMATIC PENCIL has built-in memo pad. 
Just unroll amount you need from pencil 
and you’re ready to write. 5" pencil holds 
40 sq. in. paper roll. Fine for home, school, 
office.* $1.15 ppd. Refill pack of 4 rolls of 
paper, 49tf ppd. Empire, Dept. MF-4, 140 
Marbledale Rd., Tuckahoe, N.Y. .

RUSH REPLY. Get this spectacular FREE collection 
of 100 different stamps -----*------------------------------------ - from the
world over. Get new Issues shown PLUS colorful Green
land, Thailand, Singapore, Maldlve, many others. Weird animals, strange birds, fierce natives. Send today
for approval. Enclose 10£ handling.
GARCELON STAMP CO., Dept. 3SSX. Calais, Maine

DRAW Any Person

SEND NO MONEY
Pay postm an on  delivery 
$ 1 .9 8  p lus postage. Or send 
on ly  $ 1 .9 8  w ith  order and 
w e  pay postage. M oney Back 
Guarantee if  n ot satisfied 
after 10-Day Trial!

NORTON PRODUCTS
Dpt .204,296 Broadway,N.Y.C. 7

in1 minute
NO LESSONS! NO TALENT!
You Can Draw Your Family, 
F r ie n d s , A n y th in g  From  
R EAL LIFE— Like ah Artist 
Even If You CA N ’T  DRAW
A Straight '   —
CE LLEN T I 
Drawings!
Human Figures • Outdoor 
Scenes, landscapes, buildings • Still life, vases, bowls 
of fruit, lamps, furniture, 
all objects • Copy photos, other pictures, portraits, 
etc. • Copy designs, decora
tions, etc., for workshop, 
crocheting, knitting. • Anything you want to draw is 
automatically seen on any sheet of paper thru the ‘ ‘Magic Art Reproducer.” 
Then easily follow the lines 
of the picture ‘ ‘image” with a pencil for an original "pro- fesslonal looking”  drawing.

Check the Kind 
of Body You Want

. . . and I'll Show You How  
EASILY  You Can Have It!

Just tell me in coupon below the kind of body you want—and I'll give it to 
you SO FAST your friends will be 
amazed! “ Dynamic Tension.”  my easy 

15-mlnutes-a-day method, will 
make your chest and shoulders 

bulge . . . arms and legs surge 
with power . . . your whole 

body feel "alive!”
|how“ l>y- 
n a  m i  e 

T e n s i o n ”  m a d e  m e 
• ‘W orld ’ s M ost Perfect

ly D eveloped M an” — 
and how I can change 
YOU. Mall coupon : 
CHARLES ATLAS. 
Dept. 26 7D , 115
East 23rd  St.. New 
York City 10. N.Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 267D I
115 East 23rd St.. New York 10, N.Y. |
Dear Charles Atlas: H ere’ s th e  Kind o f  B ody I w ant: g 

(Check as many as you like)
□  More Weight— Solid— in □  Powerful Arms, Legs, Grip g

The Right Places □  Slimmer Waist, Hips g
□  Broader Chest, Shoulders □  Better Sleep, More Energy g

Send m e absolutely  FREE a c op y  o f  your fam ous
book sh ow in g  how  “ Dynamic T en sion ”  can make m e a 
new  m a n -3 2  pages cram m ed w ith  photographs, answers 
to  vita l questions, and valuab le  advice . N o ob ligation .

* NAME............................................................................. AGE...
I  (Please Print or W rite P lain ly)

BORROW BY AIRMAIL
$100-$300-$600 or MORE

.. ..............  Collateral and
co-slgncrs are not required; 
all loans are granted on your 
personal signature!

YOU NHD 0HIY HAVE A STEADY INCOME 
TO DUALIFY. Simplified transaction is han- 

I died entirely by airmail; you receive your 
1 money In a few days. Your friends, employer 
I will not. know of the loan. Take advantage 
I of this fast, dignified loan service today!
I Division of Bankers Investment Company

NATIONAL LOANS, Dept. 45 -R
I 101 S. Telon, Colorado Springs. Colorado
hTr.- R_ D_ Osborru Vice President 

! NATIONAL LOANS, Dept. 45-R 
| 101 S. Tejon, Colorado Springs, Colo.
| Please rush "Loan Agraamanr in plain tnvtlape.

| Ruth coupon today! |

I Nam e-
I

O c c u p a t io n .

Address 

City.

-Age.

L  ---------------------- —— — —  -----------------------  ~

W ANT TO M AK E M ONEY?
Then  A d v e rt is e  Y o u r  Product in  the  S H O P P E R S  G U ID E  

I t ’ s Y o u r  Chance To Get B ig  Sa les.
F o r  F u l l In fo rm a tion  W r ite :  

S H O P P E R S  G U ID E
Room 2905, 122 E. 42 St., N . Y. C.____

M A D E  $ 1 2 0 0  O N
i O N E JOB ]
Some make m ore, som e less 
We help you start Your 
Own All-Year Business 

Make B IG  M o n e y !  G. H. Jones 
made $1200 on one school job 
with our highly efficient wall 
washer which cleans walls 6 
times faster and better than by L
hand. No special skill. . .  small investment... oper
ate from home. Customers everywhere — homes, 
offices, schools, churches, hotels, etc. Enjoy inde
pendence... free from layoffs and bosses. Can start 
part time until full time is justified.

W rite T oday for A ll th e  F acts !________

FREE B O O K — M A IL  COUPON TODAY
V O N  SCHRADER MFG. CO.
456  " W "  PI., R a c in e , W is c o n s in  
Nom e

Address_____________________
C ity ________________ _Zone___State_

S
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U.S. STAMPS ONLY 100!
plus c o m m  u. s. catalog

4 S E N SA T IO N A L  O FFE R S  IN O N E -O N L Y  10*
. . . to Introduce You to the World’s Largest 
Stamp Firm and Am erica ’s Favorite Hobby
1. Genuine centennial postage stamp, as illu s
trated, picturing first U.S.A. (issued 116 years 
ago!)
2. Big collection of 25 all different United 
States— Ancient 19th century, $1.00 stamp, etc.
3. Collection beautiful commemoratives: Ameri
can Revolution, Wild West, 1893 Columbian,' 
many others.
4. Collector’s Guide; Big New U.S. Bargain Cat
alog; exciting stamp offers for your inspection, 
send only 10*. a c t  NOW!
H.E. HARRIS t  CO., DEPT. C-586, Boston 17, Mass.

Build Your Own Business
While Still Employed

While employed, double your Income with YOUR OWN 
business. Free illustrated book tells you how other men do it. 
Then expand full time. Gross hourly profit: $9 plus $6 on each 
serviceman. Your income is unlimited.Your service is nationally advertised. It’ s worldwide. 
Endorsed by McCall’s and Parent’s magazines.

Need no shop or experience. We’ll teach and assist you. 
We’ll finance you for all but few hundred dollars. Easy to 
learn . ..  easy to do. .. quickly established.

We show you 15 proven ways to get customers.
G. F. Munroe, after 12 months, sold his business for 10 times 

his cost. Leo Lubel sold for $7,116 above cost.
L. Babbit writes: ‘ ‘ I average $400 monthly part-time. I'm  

starting fu ll time.”  W . G. Smith; “ Earned $650 one week. 
Volume getting bigger.”  Ed. Kramsky: “ In 2 years, have 
tw o assistants, a nice home and real security.”

This may be your life opportunity. Find out today before 
someone else has your location. A postcard will bring full 
details and free book. No obligation. No salesman will call. 
Write TODAY before it’s toolate to get territory.
DURACLEAN CO., 4-344 Duraclean Bids., Deerfield, III.

Borrow BY MAIL 
f*44S’ “ $l , 0 0 0

Enjoy the things you want _ NOW with a confidential 
’ l.OAN-by-MAIL — get anv
amount, $100 to $1,000. Pay back in 

small monthly installments to fit your paycheck. No co-makers. 
Also, Credit Life Insurance is avail

able, at nominal cost, which will pay 
the balance of your loan in case of death. No matter where you live, rush this coupon 
now. Loan Order Blank mailed FREE 
in a plain envelope. No obligation. ActI
DIAL FINANCE CO., 401 Kittredge Bldg. 
Dept. 4-039 - Denver, Colorado 80202

“JEEHZI

IDIAL FINANCE CO.. 401 Kittredge Bldg, 
j Dept. 4-039 - Denver, Colorado 80202
• Please rush FREE Loan Order Blank. WILi 
!  Name    — - — - - —  ---------------------------

J Address------- --------------------------------
| City_____________ ____ Zone__ State..
| Amount you want to borrow $-------- -----------

Cash 
You Get

24 Monthly 
Payments

$100 $ 5.90 
J17.7T 
$28.54

$300
$500
Cash 

You Get
30 Monthly 
Payments
$ 3 0 9
$44.89

$800
$1,000

S h o p p e rs  G u id e
The editorial portion of the SH O PPERS G U ID E  is not composed 
of paid advertising.

BE YOUR OWN BOSS— Start on import-ex- 
port business at home in spare time, without 
experience or product investment. Famous 
world trader tells you how. Write for free 
book, “ How to Import and Export.”  Mel- 
linger Co., Dept. M674P, 1554 South Sepul
veda, Los Angeles 25, Calif.

SOCIAL SECURITY KIT has lifetime plastic 
social security card with raised letters and 
signature panel, rules booklet, card for get
ting your account balance. Specify social 
security number and name. $1 ppd.; 3 for 
$2.50. John Surrey, Dept. MF, West Hemp
stead, N. Y.

PERSONALIZED PENS write in 5 colors, are 
engraved with owner’s name in gold. Each 
pen is color-keyed to show what ink-color it 
writes— blue, red, green, gold and black. 
Set of 5, with any name engraved, in plastic 
pocket holder, $1.39 ppd. Empire, Dept. 
MF, 140 Marbledale, Tuckahoe, N. Y.

DARLING PET ; 
MONKEY

These YOUNG monkeys 
grow about 12 inches high. Eats same food as you do (even 
likes lo llipops); simple to take care of and train. FREE cage, 
FREE leather collar & leash, FREE monkey toy. and instruc
tions included. Live delivery guaranteed. Only $18.95 express 
collect. Mail check or money order for $18.95 to: 
A N IM A L  F A R M , Dept. 934, Box 1042, M iam i Beach 39, Fla.

FOR A GOOD NIGHT'S SLEEP, just slip 
these soft little rubber gadgets into your 
ears, and you won’t be bothered by noise of 
barking dogs, traffic, kids, radio, snoring, etc. 
Medically approved. $1.25 ppd. Western 
World Prod., Dept. MC, 2611 Tilden Ave., 
Los Angeles 64, Calif.

ANALYZE HANDWRITING for pleasure and 
profit. This unusual book by M. N. Bunker 
explains and illustrates the techniques, step 
by step, shows how to “ see through”  people, 
uncover hidden meanings in letters, etc. 
$2.98 ppd. Nelson-Hall, Dept. MY-7, 325 
West Jackson Blvd., Chicago 6, 111.

pHush

KING-SIZE!

We Specialize in Sizes 10-16; Widths AAA-EEE.
Hush Puppies, Boots, Sport, Dress, Casuals —  Also 
Slacks, Sweaters, McGregor Jackets all extra long. Dress, 
Sport Shirts with bodies 4”  longer. Top quality at 
sensible prices. 100% satisfaction guarantee. Send for 
FREE FULL COLOR CATALOG of Shoes and Apparel. 

King-Size, Inc., 2024 Forest St., Brockton, Mass.

LIVE SEAHORSES $1 EACH
Order a live Seahorse 
shipped to you from F lor
ida for only $1 each, 
or send $2 for a Mated 
Pair. (Include25c post
age, a ll orders.) Get 
started with this inter
esting hobby . . . fasci
nating project for young 
and old. Raise them in 
an o rd in a ry  goldfish 
bowl or jar. Most un
usual and intriguing to 
watch. Hours of fun . . .  
see the FATHER Sea
horse give birth to live 
baby Seahorses! Free 
food and instructions
included. Live delivery guaranteed. SPECIAL OFFER: 
Order 2 Mated Pairs for $2.98.
Florida Seahorse Co. Dept. 3, Box 300. Miami Beach 39. Fla.

FLOATING ACTION COMPASS keeps your 
car or boat on course every time. No more 
wrong turns with this liquid filled com
pass that sticks to your windshield or dash. 
Has chrome base, powerful suction holder, 
swivel turn feature. $1.98 ppd. Greenland 
Studios, Dept. MC-4, Miami 47, Fla.



(C on tin u ed  from  page  92)
F our days was the m axim u m  tim e P er
shing a llotted  his troops to com p lete  this 
form id ab le  jo b . A ssum ing all o b jec tives  
w ere  captured  by  S eptem ber 16, on ly  
nine days rem ained  fo r  an a rm y o f  600,- 
000 m en  and nearly  3000 guns to m ove  
60 m iles ov er  bad roads from  the St.- 
M ih iel sector and take up new  positions 
a long the 90-m ile M eu se -A rgon n e  front.

T he assem bly at S t.-M ih ie l o f  the 
First A m erican  A rm y , ov er  650,000 
strong— in clud ing  som e F ren ch  troops—  
was a brillian t operation , gu ided  by 
G eneral Drum  and C olon el M arshall. 
C on voys  m oved  on ly  durin g  darkness. 
B y daw n they w ere  h idden  in  groves 
and orchards, so that G erm an ob serva 
tion p lanes cou ld  not spot them . The 
G erm ans kn ew  the A m erican s had 
taken over the S t.-M ih ie l sector, and 
that re in forcem ents w ere  be in g  m oved  
in. But their estim ates o f  h ow  m any 
new  troops w ere  fa r  too  low .

W ith S um m erall ru nn ing F irst A rm y ’s 
artillery  show , P ersh ing resolved  to 
trim  his artillery  barrage to the bone. 
His b ig  guns opened  up  ju st  fou r  hours 
b efore  H -H ou r— at 0500 on the m orn ing 
o f  S eptem ber 12! T o  furth er insure sur
prise, the m ain  b od y  o f  a ttack ing in 
fan try  w as on ly  d ep loyed  a long the 
w estern  and southern fa ces  o f  the sa
lient on  the night b e fo re  the attack.

F in a l briefing o f  corps com m anders 
took  p lace  in  P ersh ing ’s field head qu ar
ters on the even in g  o f Septem ber 11. By 
that tim e, m ost o f  them  had been  so 
thorou gh ly  indoctrinated  that they a l
m ost knew  P ersh ing ’s 14-page plan by 
heart.

Briefly , its m ain featu res w ere  these: 
T he leading ro le  w as to be p layed  by  IV 
C orps, w h ich  lined up against the m id 
d le  o f  the south side o f  the salient. It 
was shaped like  an arrow head  w ith  its 
tip  p oin tin g  at the tow n  o f  S t.-M ih iel. 
T he veteran 1st, 42nd and 89th In fantry 
D ivisions, leading the advance, w ou ld  
sw in g  in a 60 -d egree  arc to  the n orth 
east as the battle progressed , w ith  the 
1st D iv ision , on the le ft  flank, “ closing 
the d o o r ’ ’ on V igneu lles. T he “ d o o r”  was 
to p ivot on the “ h in ge”  at B o is -V a n - 
dieres, w ith  the 82nd h old ing  d ow n  the 
“ anchor.”  This attack  w ou ld  ju m p  o ff at 
5 :00  a .m .

T hree hours later, V  C orps w ou ld  at
tack  from  the w est, the 4th D iv ision  
anchored  at W atron v ille , the 26th D iv i
sion sw ingin g  in  an a rc to “ c lose  the 
d oor”  on V igneu lles  from  the near side.

T he corps com m an ders synchron ized  
their watChes, then P ersh ing shook 
hands w ith  all o f  them  and spoke a fe w  
w ords o f  encouragem ent to  each.

“ N ow  I th ink I ’ll g o  to  bed  and forget 
a ll about this dam ned business,” he 
grum bled  to an aide. H e w as up again, 
how ever, b e fore  the first ech oes  o f  S u m - 
m era ll’s artillery  ru m bled  ov e r  L ig n y - 
en -B arrois.

G enera l S um m erall p erson a lly  d i
rected the fire on  the  1st D iv is ion ’s 
fron t. T he classic a rtillery  fire pattern  
was the “ creepin g  b arra ge .” T he guns 
w ere  zeroed  in ju st short o f  the target, 
then w ere  grad u a lly  e leva ted  salvo  by 
salvo  so that they p u lverized  an entire 
area— in depth. But, by  scrupu lou sly  e x 
am in ing photographs o f  the G erm an 
fortifications at S t.-M ih ie l fo r  days be
fo re  the attack, and stu dy ing  in te lli
gen ce  reports, G en era l S um m erall w as 
able  to p inpoin t enem y m ach in e-gu n  
nests, dugouts and key  com m unications 
trenches. On the n ight b e fo re  the at
tack , S um m erall assigned specific tar
gets to each  o f  his gun batteries and 
stationed his ow n  specia lly  trained  a r 

tillery  ob servers  in the  1st D iv is ion ’s 
fron t line, w ith  d irect phon e lines to the 
gun pits. T he p roced u re  w en t like  this:

“ N um ber n ineteen , you r first shot was 
w id e  and to the le ft, and short. R ight 
five degrees. E levate  on e  d egree .”

“ R ight five, up  on e ,”  cam e the rep ly .
C rack ! T he 75 ju m p ed  in  its gun pit 

and  the shell scream ed  tow a rd  the G e r
m ans.

“ T hat’s better, you r second  shot w as 
right on  the line, bu t y o u ’re  still w ide. 
G o  right one m ore d egree .”

“ C h eck ,”  C ra ck !  T h e  75 k ick e d  again.
“ T hat’s it! On target! F ire  fo r  e ffe ct !”
S hortly  a fter the a rtillery  com m en ced  

firing, it began to rain . P ersh ing cursed 
the w eather. “ I f  this goddam  rain  keeps 
up, the  W o evre  w ill be a b ig  sum p hole. 
O ur tanks and trucks w ill be  u p  to  their 
hub caps.”

T aking key  staff officers w ith  him , 
P ersh ing  d rov e  to the fron t— to  an o b 
servation  point on  top  o f  o ld  F ort G iron - 
v ille . T he grow in g  d a y ligh t w as scarce ly  
n oticed ; the sky  ov er  the salient had 
been  lit up  fo r  hou rs b y  a great F ourth  
o f  Ju ly  d isp lay. F lares, star shells  and 
flam ing G erm an  am m un ition  dum ps 
created  an aw esom e sight.

T he m inute hand on P ersh in g ’s w atch  
stuttered tow ard  12 at an agonizing 
pace. T hen it w as there! A ll a long the 
2 5 -m ile  fron t, signal flares ex p lo d e d  and 
w h istles screech ed  sim ultaneously.

W ith  rifles, packs, helm ets, gas m asks, 
hand  grenades, d em olition s , w ire  cu t 
ters, e n tren ch in g  too ls  and  ex tra  b a n d o 
liers o f  am m un ition  w eig h in g  them  
d ow n , the lon g  lin e  o f  doughboys 
clim bed  out o f  the trenches and  charged  
tow a rd  the first G erm a n  d efense  w orks.

T he A m erican s  had not been in the 
w ar lon g  enou gh  to d eve lop  a b a rb ed - 
w ire  phobia . L a rge ly  due to  G enera l 
S u m m erall’s sh a rp -sh ootin g  artille ry 
m en , w h o  k ept the enem y m ach in e- 
gunners p inned  d ow n , the in fan try  had 
enough  tim e to cu t their w a y  through 
o r  blast op en  gaps w ith  b an ga lore  to r 
pedoes. W h en  speed  w as essential, the 
d ou g h b oys  had other m ethods w h ich  
am azed F ren ch  observers  in  the 
trenches.

T h e  speed  and fo rce  o f  the U .S. attack 
shock ed  the G erm ans. T h e ir  outposts 
w ere  overru n  w ith in  m inutes. T he W il
helm  trenches— the first d efen se  line—  
w e re  tak en  a fte r  o n ly  to k e n  resistance. 
P risoners w ere  m o v in g  b ack  faster than 
the M P s cou ld  handle them .

On the le ft  flank, the 1st D iv is ion  w as 
ad va n cin g  fa ster than the rest o f  the IV  
C orps, a ccord in g  to the tim etable o f  the 
tr ick y  p ivota l m ovem en t designed  to 
c lose  the d oor  on  V igneu lles.

A n  en em y artillery  barrage w as 
bu ild in g  up  to a crescen d o w h en  V 
C orps ju m p ed  o ff  from  the w est at 0800 
hours. A ll the G erm an guns on  the 
heights o f  the M euse and the heavier 
a rtillery  in M etz w ere  con cen tra tin g  on 
the  southern U .S. fo rce . T he surprise 
b lo w  from  the west th rew  th eir  o b 
servers  in to  con fusion . H u rried ly , the 
d e fen s ive  a rtillery  had  to b e  split and 
h a lf o f  it sw ung around to m eet the new  
threat. A s  P ersh ing  had  p red icted , this 
took  the pressure o ff  I V  C orps, and the 
laggin g  a d va n ce  began to m ove  sw iftly  
ahead  again.

O verhead , C o lon e l B illy  M itch e ll’s air 
fleet d roned  tow ard  its ob jectives . T w o  
groups o f  400 fighters each  ran inter
fe ren ce  fo r  the bom bers. T he G erm ans 
p u t e v e ry  a va ilab le  figh ter p lane in  the 
a ir, but it w asn ’t n ea rly  enough . M itch 
e ll shuttled his fighters from  on e  side o f  
the  salient to the other. O n e group  
w ou ld  lure the G erm ans in to  a fight

o v e r  the southern  flank; then, w h en  fuel 
and  am m un ition  w ere  ru nn ing low  for  
both  sides, the second  A m erican  brigade 
o f  400 fighters w ou ld  take o ff and strike 
at the w est flank o f  the salient. T he o u t
n u m b ered  G erm ans had no other course 
ex cep t  to  land and re fu e l and reload, 
w h ile  the U .S. p lanes m ade unopposed  
attacks.

T he un veilin g  o f  the first United 
States arm ored  fo r ce  w as a d isappoin t
m ent, h ow ever. O f the 275 light F ren ch - 
m ade tanks w h ich  took  part in the 
battle , 177 o f  them  w ere  in the 304th 
T ank  B rigade un d er the com m and of 
L ieu tenant C olon e l G eorge  S. Patton. 
P a tton ’s tanks w ere  supposed  to break 
through  ahead o f  the  42nd D iv ision . But 
b e fo re  th ey  reach ed  Essey, on the G e r
m an s ’ second  line o f  defense, m ore than 
100 w e r e  ou t o f  a ction — and n ot b y  e n e 
m y  action . M ud, ca rb u re to r -c lo g g in g  
d ust and  em p ty  fu e l tanks w e re  the 
en em ies  o f  these ea r ly  tanks. W hile  
P a tton — his “ B lo o d  and  G u ts”  rep u ta 
tion  on  the  rise— cu rsed  and sw eated  
o v e r  b ro k e n  parts  and  c lo g g e d  a ir vents, 
and  k ick e d  his fa ith less  “ tin  ca n s”  lik e  
a ca v a lry m a n  ch astis in g  an un ru ly  
m ou n t, passing  in fa n try m en  shouted, 
“ G et a h orse ! G et a h o rse !”

P a tto n  w as in no  m ood  fo r  sm art 
a leck s w hen  a tall, th in  m an— dressed in 
such  an outlandish  un iform  that Patton 
m istook  him  fo r  a correspon den t— cam e 
s tro llin g  up sm oking a cigarette  and 
sw in g in g  an officer ’s r id in g  crop.

“ H aving a little d ifficulty , C o lo n e l? ” 
the stranger asked.

Patton g lanced  brie fly  at the o live  
drab  sw eater, the m u d d y  trousers and 
the cru m pled  cap. “ W hat the hell do 
you  think w e ’re  doing, havin g a p icn ic 
ou t h e re ? ”  he  snapped.

A lm ost instantly, Patton saw  the oth 
er m an stiffen in  anger. O n ly  then did 
the  co lo n e l ’s eyes com e up  to the briga 
d ier  gen era l’s star gleam in g above the 
top  o f  the sw eater.

P atton  snapped  erect. “ G enera l . . 
T h ere  w as noth ing  to add, so he sim ply 
saluted.

B rigad ier G en era l D ouglas M a c- 
A rth u r returned  the salute, unable to 
repress a sm ile.

“ A t ease, C o lon e l,”  he  said. “ D on ’t let 
it get you  d o w n .”  H e tapped the side o f 
the  tank Patton w as w ork in g  on. “ These 
tanks o f  you rs  are go in g  to dom in ate  the 
ch aracter o f  w ar fo r  the next hundred 
yea rs .”

“ T hank s fo r  saying so . G en era l,”  P at
ton  said. “ I ’m  g lad  som eone beside me 
has fa ith  in them .”

T here  w as the w h istle  o f  an incom ing 
shell. M en  scattered  in all d irections o ff 
the  road , ye llin g : “ H it the d irt!”

T he tw o  officers, a  genera l and a co lo 
nel, sized each  other up. T he general 
w en t on  sm oking his cigarette un con 
cerned ly .

P atton ’s v o ic e  w as a lm ost bored. 
“ W ell, sir, h ow  is the w ar go in g  along 
u p  th e re ?”

B e fore  M a cA rth u r cou ld  answ er, an
oth er shell ex p lo d e d  just behind them , 
so  close that dust and debris  fe ll a ll over 
them . In stin ctive ly , Patton duck ed  his 
head. T h e  gen era l ju st  sm iled.

“ D on ’t w orry  about ’em , C olon el. Y ou  
n e v e r  hear the on e  that gets y o u !”

“ Y es, s ir ,”  answ ered  Patton, red 
faced .

B y  noon , the F irst A m erican  A rm y 
had secured  all o f  its first d a y ’s o b je c -  s 
tives, and w as still d riv in g . B y m id - t 
a ftern oon , the 1st D iv is ion  was a ttack - e 
in g  the final G erm an  defenses w ith in  '  
the  salient. O n  the w est, as had been 
anticipated , V  C orp s w as m eeting  h ea v - 95



ier resistance due to the natural de
fense barriers of the terrain, but was 
nevertheless advancing steadily. At the 
salient’s tip, French troops had moved 
into St.-Mihiel virtually unopposed. En
couraged, they pushed forward reck
lessly and ran into solid German 
resistance.

Aerial reconnaissance showed the 
roads leading out of the salient were 
jammed with retreating Germans and 
truckloads of equipment. At dusk of the 
first day, the Americans had almost 
reached all of the second day’s objec
tives! Pershing was ecstatic. By even his 
most optimistic estimates, he had not 
counted on success of this magnitude. 
Suddenly it seemed possible to close the 
door at Vigneulles before the day was 
out.

“Think of it,”  Pershing said to his 
staff. “ We’d bag the best of nine Ger
man divisions!”

But how to do it? On the west, the 
26th Division was slowing down. The 
1st Division was astride the main road 
leading into Vigneulles, but the Ger
mans were putting up a stiff defense. 
What was needed was a flank attack. 
Pershing considered Colonel Patton's 
tanks, but dismissed the idea because 
of the poor showing they had made 
that morning. Then sentimentality over
came the ex-cavalryman’s reason.

“ Goddammit! That’s what we have 
the horse cavalry for!” Since the begin
ning of the attack, three troops of the 
2nd Cavalry Regiment had been waiting 
impatiently just behind the infantry. 
Immediately, the general issued an or
der which would send the cavalry be
hind Vigneulles to cut the rail line and 
roads leading back to the salient’s base. 
Unwittingly, ironically, with this order 
Pershing, who loved the horse soldiers 
better than any other branch of the 
Army, signed the death warrant of the 
cavalry as a combat arm.

Armed with sabers and pistols, the 
dashing cavalrymen slipped through a 
breach in the German front and gal
loped north, seeking glory. Glory was 
not there, only oblivion. The German 
soldiers guarding the important roads 
leading in and out of Vigneulles were 
veterans, securely dug in and supported 
by more than the customary number 
of machine guns.

Reports in captured German archives 
tell a tragi-comic version of this opera
tion. One German company commander 
wrote:

“ We could not believe our eyes. . . . 
Across the plains they swept toward 
us, howling like wild Indians, banners 
flying in the breeze. It seemed some
how unreal . . .  as if we were watching 
an act in one of those American Wild 
West shows. . . .  I was hypnotized . . . 
I almost forgot to give the order to 
fire . . . The fact is I was sorry to give 
this order. . . . These were courageous 
men, if foolhardy. I could not help but 
recall Tennyson’s ‘The Charge of the 
Light Brigade.’ . . . The Americans, 
unlike the Germans and the French and 
the British, must have been ignorant of 
the effect modern weapons of war have 
on those poor dumb cavalry beasts. . . . 
Mortars, machine guns, grenades greeted 
them harshly. . . . The din was terrify
ing. . . . Eyes rolling back in their heads, 
the horses reared, bucked, whinnied. 
. . . The first wave of attacking cavalry
men were almost all unseated. . . . The 

| horses then retreated as fast as they 
e could from the punishing fire. . . .  Sadly, 
* the troopers did not display similar in

telligence. They attacked us with pistols 
and sabers! A few bursts from our

machine guns shocked them to their 
senses, and shortly they were running 
after their mounts. . . .”

That same night, General Pershing 
canceled all requisitions previously sub
mitted to the War Department for cav
alry remounts.

At dusk, “Black Jack” got on the 
phone to V  Corps commander General 
George Cameron. “Get the Yankee Di
vision moving,”  he ordered. “ I want at 
least one regiment in Vigneulles before 
daylight.”

At 2:15 a . m . on September 13, Cam
eron got on his field phone and awoke 
Pershing.

“ The Fifty-first Brigade is in Vig
neulles. What the hell has happened to 
you guys on that side?”

“ Good work, George,” Pershing said 
happily. “ I promise you, you won’t 
have to wait long.”

Pershing promptly phoned 1st Divi
sion HQ and asked for Charlie Summer- 
all. “ The Twenty-sixth beat your boys, 
Charlie,” he needled Summerall. “ What 
have you got to say?”

“ Not a damned thing, General. You 
go back to sleep and I promise you you’ll 
have your birthday present by morn
ing.”

Pershing laughed. He had completely 
forgotten that September 13 was his 
birthday!

As soon as Pershing hung up, Sum
merall got his chief of artillery on the 
wire. “Joe,” he said. “Your boys have 
been doing the impossible all day. Now 
they’ve got to do even better.” Ignor
ing the protests from Lieutenant Colonel 
Joe Stilwell, he continued, “ The Old 
Man wants the door closed by daylight.”

Now the murderous tempo of the 1st 
Division artillery picked up. After the 
battle, German prisoners said that in 
four years of war they had never been 
subjected to such a nerve-shattering 
experience as this American barrage. 
Their last defenses crumbled, and by 
dawn, elements of the 13th Infantry 
Brigade had pushed into the outskirts 
of Vigneulles. At 6 a .m . the 1st Divi
sion made contact with the 26th Divi
sion. Army HQ received a terse, joint 
communique from Cameron and Sum
merall:

Our troops are masters of the field.
General Ligget shook hands with 

G en era l P ershing . “ H a p p y  b irth day , 
s ir !”

Pershing grinned. “ It couldn’t be 
any happier.”

Just 26 hours after it had jumped off, 
the American First Army had eliminated 
the St.-Mihiel salient— two days ahead 
of the timetable.

The celebration that carried the 
length and breadth of France was sec
ond only to the mood which would pre
vail after the Armstice. For four years, 
St.-Mihiel had symbolized the invinci
bility of the German war machine. Now, 
overnight, it had become the symbol of 
the disintegration of the Kaiser’s jug
gernaut. The victory made heroes of 
the American doughboys.

“ St.-Mihiel established one irrevo
cable fact,” said General Pershing. “The 
American army was not fictional.”

Prime Minister Clemenceau rode tri
umphantly into St.-Mihiel on the after
noon of September 13 in the company 
of Pershing and U.S. Secretary of War 
Newton Baker, who had come all the 
way from Washington to observe this 
“ big test” of the First American Army. 
Young girls strewed roses on the cobble
stone streets and blew kisses at the 
doughboys. The President of France, 
Raymond Poincare, arrived to throw a

victory party for the First Army.
After the champagne-and-roses spirit 

o f the victory, some of the jubilation of 
the First Army soured. “We could have 
walked right through the Hindenburg 
Line and taken Metz,”  lamented Gen
eral Summerall.

Other criticisms were sharper: “The 
failure to push north from St.-Mihiel 
ranks as one of the worst blunders of 
the ages! Marshal Foch and his staff are 
solely responsible.”

“It’s a glaring example of the fallacy 
of a limited objective policy,”  com
plained young Colonel Patton. His 304th 
Brigade tanks had more than made up 
for their poor showing in the opening 
stage of the battle, bravely filling the 
gap caused by the cavalry disaster and 
racing out far in advance of the in
fantry. They cut in behind retreating 
pockets of Germans and planted them
selves astride roads and rail lines. At 
one point, Patton took his light Renaults 
several miles behind the Hindenburg 
Line to collect vital reconnaissance data.

Upon his return, he received a severe 
reprimand from his commanding officer. 
“ How dare you jeopardize men and 
equipment like that? Whoever heard of 
a commander letting himself get cut off 
from his own lines? Suppose the Ger
mans had captured you, Colonel?”

The colonel grinned. “ They might 
have caught us,” he said, “but could 
they have held us, sir? General, I had 
more than one hundred seventy tanks 
in action the past couple of days, and 
only three of them were knocked out 
by enemy fire. Just eight men dead and 
fifteen wounded! Can you name any 
other combat unit that carl show a rec
ord like that? Christ, there has never 
been anything like the armored tank in 
the history of war. It offers the chance 
to inflict the maximum casualties on 
the enemy with minimum losses to your
self. That’s the basic mathematics of 
war, sir.”

F or the magnificent achievement of 
his Air Service, Billy Mitchell won his 
brigadier general’s star. The devastat
ing effects of his air strikes permanently 
established the airplane as a modern 
combat weapon.

The First Army captured 16,000 pris
oners at St.-Mihiel and inflicted severe 
casualties on the Germans. Pershing’s 
losses were comparatively light—7000 
dead and wounded.

September 13 through September 16 
were spent in mopping-up operations 
and making preparations for the Sep
tember 25 offensive between the Meuse 
and Argonne.

The “Big Switch” of the First Army 
from St.-Mihiel to the Moselle-Argonne 
sector was a victory of another sort, al
most as brilliant as the crushing of the 
St.-Mihiel salient. Under the direction 
of George Marshall, it was completed 
in just over six days, and enabled the 
combined French-American offensive 
along the Meuse-Argonne front to smash 
the Kaiser’s armies decisively.

The “ Stroll at St.-Mihiel” is a dusty 
memory in the history books, obscured 
by such names as Stalingrad, Bastogne, 
Omaha Beach, I wo Jima and Pork Chop 
Hill, but its significance is in no sense 
diminished by these later battles.

“St.-Mihiel,” said George Patton, “ was 
where we learned the ground rules of 
modern warfare.”

Patton, MacArthur, Marshall, Stil
well and Summerall—and many others 
who planned and executed the bigger 
battles in World War II—all learned 
about war when they first tasted blood 
at St.-Mihiel. * t h e  e n d
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