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Ball-Band  Sp o rt S h o e s fe e l so lig h t tha t you hardly 
know you have them on your fe e t . T h e ir  rugged 
and fle x ib le  rubber so le s w ith the  special Ba ll-Band  
sure-g ripp ing  design also  make your fe e t faste r. 
Th ey  g ive you the su re-fo o ted ness th a t ’s so im
p ortan t in your gam es and spo rts . Be s id es that, 
Ba ll-Band  S p o rt  S h o e s  he lp  keep your fe e t clean 
and h ea lthy— the fam ous B a ll-B a n d  S T A - K L E E N  
in so le  which does not absorb d irt or persp iration  
assures you of that. Ba ll-Band 's sc ie n t if ic  sponge 
rubber cush ion  under the in so le  helps keep your 
fe e t com fo rtab le . S e e  your B a ll-B a n d  dea le r 
today. A nd  be sure to look fo r the Red B a ll!

M I S H A W A K A  RUB BER  W O O L E N  M F G .  CO.  
491 WATER S T R E E T  • M I S H A W A K A ,  I N D I A N A

SPEED  TO S P A R E  
IN E V E R Y  P A IR

B A L L - B A N D

NEWS
F r o m  t h e  6 - M a n

F O O T B A L L
F R O N T

I N  W IN T E R ,  foo tb a ll a c tiv itie s  are 
a t an ebb, but the national six-m an 
rules com m ittee has been an yth ing 

but idle. Th e  m em bers have been sending 
out questionnaires, ta lk in g  to  coaches, 
and v o tin g  on changes th a t represen t 
the desires o f  the m a jo r ity  o f  schools 
p la y in g  the gam e.

The rev ised  1938 ru les a re  now 
ready. Th ey  a re  included in the 
O ffic ia l Handbook p rin ted  and dis
tributed  at cost by the Sports Ed itor, 
T he A merican Boy, 7430 Second Blvd., 
D etro it, M ich. P r ic e  fo r  s ing le copies, 20 
cents ; fo r  lots o f  2f> or more, 15 cents.

M ay  w e present the national rules 
com m ittee, which has done this work 
fo r  you, w ith ou t pay : Chairman,
Stephen E p ler, T eachers College, Co
lumbia, o r ig in a to r  o f  the gam e ; Conrad 
O rr, co-ord ina tor o f  six-m an foo tba ll 
fo r  M on tana ; W . H. Roselius, actin g 
president, H ebron C ollege, Nebraska, 
w here the first test gam e o f  six-m an 
foo tba ll w as p layed  in Septem ber, 1934; 
L . F. R ice, p rincipa l, V e lv a  A g r ic u l
tu ra l School, co-ord ina tor o f  six-man 
foo tba ll fo r  N o r th  D akota ; P . F. 
N everm an , secretary  o f  the In te r 
scholastic A th le tic  Association  in W is 
consin, w here six-m an has gone over 
w ith  a b an g ; W in ton  Simmons, M em 
phis coach, who helped introduce the 
gam e to A rk an sas ; F ran k lin  M. Reck, 
m an ag in g  ed itor o f  T he A merican Boy.

Six-man football bids fair to set an all-time 
record by establishing itself as an inter- 
scholastic sport in five short years— faster 
than any other game. Twelve hundred 
schools played the game last fall. A t least 
2,000 schools w ill play the game next year.

TH E  W abash  V a lle y  League, com
posed o f  103 h igh schools in eastern 
I llin o is  and w estern  Ind iana , is busy 

orga n iz in g  its e lf  into six-m an circuits 
fo r  nex t fa ll. T h is  sp rin g  a six-m an 
foo tba ll clin ic w ill be held at the 
Ind iana State  T each ers ’ C ollege, T e rre  
H aute, under the d irection  o f  A r th u r  L . 
Strum , d irec to r o f  ath letics, and O rve l 
S trong , coach o f  the labora to ry  school. 
Equ ipm ent, g a te  receip ts, selection o f  a 
field, and coach ing w ill be discussed, 
and dem onstration gam es played  fo r  the 
coaches o f  the con ference.

A  six-man clinic and demonstration will 
also be conducted at the University of 
Louisville during spring practice. Purdue 
University is installing a six-man football 
course in its physical education department.

W ill six-m an foo tb a ll c rea te  better 
co llege  p layers?  Y es  indeed, says 
Sheldon Beise, backfield  coach a t the 
U n ive rs ity  o f  M innesota. H e  says it 
w ill produce m ore accurate  tack lers  and 
blockers. Because o f  the speed o f  the 
gam e and its open character, it w ill 
produce better ball handlers— and how 
coaches w ill welcom e th a t! I t  w ill im 
p rove college  passing. Best o f  a ll, it 
w il l  m ake fo r  a m ore a le r t defense. 
D e fen s ive  men can ’t  lo a f in six-m an! 
Each p lay er  m ust c a r ry  his load.

The Washington School for the Blind, 
Vancouver, Wash., has sent for a handbook 
and will play six-man football! W e ’ re ask
ing for further details.

dtow iytw .

MORROW
B I C Y C L E

COASTER BRAKE
wtrtAd

T h e  tw o

clutch rings (A )  are pushed outward by 
tw o wedges (B ),  on ly  one shown, fo rc 
ing clutch rings against sides and end 
o f  hub- T h e  wheel moves forw ard  in 
stantly and positively. Y ou  a re  a w ay lik e  
a  fla sh  r id in g  a long on precision ball 
bearings with the least possib le effort.

L < n z 4 Z i* u f H o ld  your feet still. N o w  
all the internal parts except the bear
ings are in a neutral position  thereby 
elim inating any drag. You coast freely 
on 2 3 (D )  o f  the 31 ball bearings, the 
greatest number in any coaster brake 
g iv in g  you the  longest coast know n to 
b icy c lin g .

Push back on the pedals, 
the four w edges, tw o at each end, are 
fo rced  automatically into the expand
ing  steel drum, b rin g in g  the b ig  bronze 
brake shoes (E ) into contact w ith  the 
inner surface o f  the hub. Y ou  com e  to  a  
q u ick , sure, sm ooth  stop.

Any make o f  bicycle can be obtained 
w ith  a M o rro w  Coaster Brake. Th e  
M o rro w  has been favorab ly know n  fo r 
o ve r  35 years— ask Dad. It  is today what 
it was o r ig in a lly , the b iggest, strongest 
and most pow erfu l brake built plus 
many added refinements. You can d e 
p e n d  on th e  trou b le  f r e e  M o r r o w !

N E X T  M O N T H : A  D IS C U S S IO N  B Y
S T E P H E N  E P L E R  O F  T H E  1938 R U LE S  
R E V IS IO N S . BE S U R E  T O  R E A D  I T !

ECLIPSE MACHINE COMPANY
(Subsidiary of Bendix Aviation Corporation) 

ELM IRA, NEW YORK
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In the Morning Mail w
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THE Office Pup twisted 
in t o  an im a g in a r y  
wind-up and delivered 
an 'imaginary pitch toward 

the editor’s desk.
“ Boss, the baseball sea

son is just around the 
corner and it ’s high time 
we published a list o f base
ball definitions, so our 
readers will know what the 
game’s all about. Every
body seems to like those 
nautical definitions we car
ried a while back. They 
w a n t m ore  g lo s s a r ie s .
Everybody wants ’em.

“ John Boase o f Maywood,
California, wants 'em. B ill Von Schallen- 
berg, Fresno, California, wants ’em. Bill 
has a dog just like me— he ?ays it was 
dropped on its head when it was a puppy, 
too. John G. Partch, Gomer, Ohio, says 
that he and his classmates read the nau
tical terms in the school library and they 
all liked ’em. Thelbert L. Exter, Akron, 
Ohio, not only liked ’em but offered a 
couple o f new definitions. He says a bin
nacle is the top o f a mountain and a ferry 
is a little creature with wings that you 
meet in fe rry  tales.”

“ Get on with your baseball definitions,” 
murmured the ed.

“ I  shall, but before I begin, do you know 
what a glossary is?”

“ What is it?  I  mean, yes. I know what 
it is— ”

“ A  glossary is a store where they sell 
glawses.”  The Pup pawed through the 
mail. “ Now where is that letter with the 
baseball terms? One o f our fans wrote a 
swell list, but I ’ve lost his letter.”

Not being able to find the letter, the Pup 
presents the list from memory. Here it is: 

Homer: Author o f the 
I l ia d  and the Odyssey.

Strikeout: Make a be
ginning. As, “ Strike out 
fo r  yourself.”

Doubleheader: Two men 
diving off the same spring
board at the same time.

Screwball: A crazy
fellow.

Umpire: A lot o f
countries belonging to one 
government. As, “ The 
British Umpire.”

Batter: Comparative of 
good. “ I feel batter.”  

Bleachers: Women who 
tu rn  d a rk  h a ir  in to  
blonde.

Run down: Not feel
ing well. In need o f cod liver oil.

F ly : An insect.
Foul: A  bird.
Foul tick: A bug found on a bird. 
Pitcher: A photograph. “ I saw your

pitcher in the papers.”
Pop up: Appear suddenly.
Bobble: Made with soapy water. “ I ’m

forever blowing bobbles."
Liner: An ocean-going passenger ship. 
“ This,”  said the Pup, “ should at least 

give our readers a start toward under
standing our national pastime, thanks to 
the unknown Morning Mail fan.”

“ I t  is pastime you were getting to work,” 
said the editor.

“ Very well,”  sighed the 
Pup. “ I ’d like to present 
Wayne Smith o f Poplar,
Montana, who has spent va
cations in the Canadian 
wilderness and Yellowstone 
Park. Next summer he is 
going on our Alaska Cruise 
(announced on page 4 ). His 
picture is on this page.

“ Among our world-travel- 
in g *co r  res  pon d en ts  th is  
month is Bill Gentry o f  the 
Canadian School, Chengtu 
Sze, West China. His father 
is a missionary doctor in 
Chungking. They play soccer 
at his school, and everybody 
reads his copy of T he A mer
ic a n  Bo y . Bill has two 
dogs, one pointer and one in

ternational—  part Chinese, 
part Airedale, and part 
everything else.”

Another traveler is Har
low E. Lichtwardt, who 
says that there are no 
other American boys with
in a hundred miles o f  his 
hom e a t  th e  A m e r ic a n  
Mission in Hamadan, Iran 
( P e r s i a ) .  A n d  ou r  old  
friend Porter Anderson, 
Seoul, Korea, who has ac
quired a Manchurian dog, 
Rex, pictured on this page. 
To these world travelers, 
greetings from the Office 
Pup.

“ Now that spring is around the well- 
known corner,”  says Piute, “ maybe some 
of you fellows are thinking of a cabin in 
the woods. Jack Seeley Miller, Oneida 
Castle, N. Y., is building himself a lean-to 
out of left-over lumber. I t ’ll be stained 
brown with a green paper roof, and 
equipped with doubledecked bunks and a 
cot. Hurry up, summer!

“ George M usgrave,
W ash ington , D. C., 
went into the Congres
sional L ib ra ry  and 
looked up the first is
sue o f  T h e  A m e r ic a n  
Bo y , dated November,
1899. No cover. Rough 
paper. F ifteen depart
m e n ts .  N o  c o lo r .
T w e n ty - fo u r  pages.
You have to compare 
the magazines o f today 
with those o f forty 
years ago to appreciate 
the tremendous strides 
made in printing, pic
tures, color, and stories. Musgrave’s pic
ture is on this page.”

Anton Otto Fischer, who painted the sea 
illustrations fo r “ The Far Horizon”  in this 
issue, writes us from Key West, where he 
has been spending the winter. You'll find 
Key West in the Gulf o f Mexico, off the 
tip o f Florida, down where the sand is 
milky white and tiny fiddler crabs march 
along the shore in young armies.

“ Key W est has a charm all its own,” 
writes Mr. Fischer. “ I ’ve got to know the 
officers o f the Coast A rtillery  down here, 
and they have an offshore cruiser for fish
ing off the reefs and in the Gulf Stream. 
We went out yesterday and Mrs. Fischer 
got the thrill o f her life  hooking into some 
big kingfish and barracuda. I can easily 
understand a man down here letting work 
go hang and dawdling the days away in 
this marvelous climate and with wonderful 
fishing waters all around you. I doubt, 
though, that I was cut out fo r  a beach
comber.”

Before we close, let us present a picture 
o f the pet fox once belonging to Bright 
Hanna, Kokomo, Ind. “ He was a peppy 
rascal,”  Hanna writes. “ Some time last 
June he escaped and has not been seen 
since, which does not surprise me in the 
least. His worst habit was going wild 
when playing. I still have a scar from one 
o f those spells.”

One o f our writers, Kenneth Gilbert, 
used to own a pet fox. I t  bit him, so 
he gave it to a zoo.

For persistent and fool
hardy dogs, we nominate the 
pal o f Frederick Schemmer 
who lives on a farm three 
miles from Kingfisher, Okla
homa. The pup’s favorite 
pastime is to hang on a 
cow’s tail until she kicks 
him off.

“ That dog,”  states Piute, 
“ is one hanger-on who lives 
anything but a dull life .”

The Pup hopes you’ll write 
him on any subject that in
terests you. A handsome 
autographed portrait goes to 
th os e  w h ose  le t t e r s  a re  
quoted in this department. 
Just write Pluto, The Am eri
can Boy Office Pup, 7430 
Second Blvd., Detroit, Mich.

I ’o r l e r  A n d e r s o n ,  S e o u l,  
K o r e a ,  h a s  a  M a n 

c h u r ia n  d o g .

W a y n e  S m i  t  h  
is  g o in g  t o  

A la s k a .

G e o .  .M u s g ra v e  lo o k e d  
u p  t h e  f i r s t  is s u e  o f  

T h e  A m e r i c a n  B o y .

B r i g h t  H a n 
n a 's  p e t  p u l le d  
a  “ f o x  p a s s ”  
w h ile  p la y in g .

M E N  AT TH E  T O P  W E A R  G A R T E R S

a n d  m o s t  o f  t h e m  w e a r

PARIS
N O  M E T A L  C A N  T O U C H  Y O U

They’re "tops" for comfort— dependability— and economy. 
Hold socks faultlessly smooth. For smart new styles in all popular 
types— see "The Paris Garter of the Month" at your dealer’s—  

Get your money's worth— get PARIS. 50c and up.
A. Stein & Company • Chicago • New York • Los Angeles • Toronto • Buenos Aires

TRAINS UNRULY HAIR

Even Stubborn Hair Will 
Stay In Place

Costs But A Few Cents To Use
—  a b o t t le  lasts f o r  m o n th s

IS Y O U R  H A IR  difficult to  keep in place?
Does it lack natural gloss and lustre? 

It is v ery  easy to  g ive  your hair that rich, 
glossy and orderly appearance so essential 

to  well-groomed boys.
J u s t ru b  a l i t t l e  

G lostora through your 
hair once o r  tw ice  a 
w eek — or after sham
pooing, and your hair 
will then stay, each day, 
just as you  com b it.

G lostora softens the hair and makes it 
pliable. Then, even stubborn hair will stay 
in place o f  its own accord. I t  g ives your 
hair that natural, rich, well-groomed effect, 
instead o f leaving it stiff and artificial look
ing as waxy pastes and creams do.

Glostora also keeps the scalp soft, and 
the hair healthy by restoring the natural 
oils from which the hair derives its health, 
life, gloss and lustre.

T ry  it! See how easy it is to  keep your 
hair combed any style you like, whether 
parted on the side, in the center, or brushed 
straight back.

Glostora costs only a few cents to  use. 
A  large bottle can be bought for a trifle at 
any drug store and will last for months.

Products advertised in this magazine are recognized for quality and value
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H e ’s too  y o u n g . . .  
but it won’t hurt him

T HE SCHICK SHAVER is designed so that 
it w ill not injure even the delicate skin 

o f a boy taking o ff his first downy whiskers.
I t  can be used b o ld ly  and freely, fo r  

should excessive pressure be applied, much 

m ore than necessary to  shave the toughest 

beard and sk it^  it still w i l l  not hurt.

W h at other shaving instrument in the 

w o rld  can make such a truthful claim ?

In  this lies the genius o f  C o lon e l Schick’s 

invention  and the vital benefit o f  dry shav

in g — to shave quickly and closely w ith 

out the sligh test injury to  the skin.

Boys needn’t shave with blades 

T h ere  is  no  need fo r  a boy ever to  put a 

sharp blade on  his face as lon g  as he 

lives. N o r  does he need to  use any device 

that cuts o f f  o r  "burns”  o f f  the outer layer 

o f  skin. In  the standard Schick Shaver, 

the slots are made so that skin can enter 

just far enough fo r  a close shave, but not 

enough to  be rubbed, "bu rn ed ”  o r  pulled 

w ith  the cutter.

Th is  is a secret o f  precision manufac

ture possib le w ith  Schick-invented ma

chines and methods.

I t  is foo lish  to use any instrument at 

any p rice  that injures the skin, fo r , w ith 

such an instrument, the natural skin is 

destroyed and replaced w ith  scar tissue.

Parents should protect their boys

Start them  in  shaving w ith  a Schick. N ever  

let them k n o w  the bother and nuisance 

o f  water, soap, lather, cream, brush o r  

lotions. N o r  d o  they need to  e xp e rim e n t  

w ith  shavers. M o r e  than tw o  m ill io n  

Schicks are in use — some are seven years 

o ld  and still w o rk in g  perfectly w ith  no 

resharpening o r  rep lac in g o f  cutters. So 

the Schick is not on ly  the most com fortab le 

way to shave— it is the most econom ical.

Go to an authorized Schick dealer

H e  w ill  demonstrate the shaver to  you 

and show  you that a boy can learn to 

shave w ith  it in  a few  minutes.

AC-DC,

$15
(A lso made for 
6 and 32 volts)

SCH ICK  D R Y  SHAVER, 
INC ., STAM FORD, CO NN . 

Western Distributor: 
Edises, Inc., San Francisco 

In Canada:
Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd. 
and other leading stores

S C H I C K ® S H A V E R

Your A l a s k a  Ship!
There’s a Berth Waiting for You 

Aboard the S.S. Dellwood

SH IP S  have p erson ality . Captains 
and engineers— and passengers, too 

— a lw a ys  speak o f  ships as human be
ings. T h ey  say a ffectiona te ly , “ She’s 
tr im — she’s sturdy— she’s seaw orth y.”  
T h ey  th ink  o f  a  ship as a fr ien d , w ith  
tra its  and w him s as rea l as those o f  
you r  classmate.

T o  m ore than a hundred boys the 
D e l lw o o d  w ill be a fr ien d  and com
panion th is summer.
Because o f  the heavy’ 
advance enro llm en t in 
T he A merican Boy 
A la sk a  Cruise, w e ’re 
g lad  w e have the D e l l 
w o o d  instead o f  the 
C o rd o v a .  T h e  C o rd o v a ,  
ve teran  o f  ou r 1935 
and 3936 cru ises, was 
fine and w e say good- 
by  to it  w ith  regret.
B u t the D e llw o o d  is 
120 fe e t longer, has 
th ree  tim es as much 
space fo r  deck games, 
and can accom modate 
150 w here the C o rd o v a  
could on ly  accom modate 
a lit t le  o ve r  100.

Th e  D e llw o o d  is a 
you n gster in age, but a 
ve teran  in service. She 
w as  bu ilt in 1920. She has a gross 
tonnage o f  3923, a beam o f  46 feet, a 
length  o f  332 fe e t  9 inches, and oil- 
burn ing tr ip le  expansion engines de
ve lop in g  1800 horsepower.

In  the serv ice  o f  U n cle  Sam, she 
cru ised the Pac ific  rep a ir in g  the b ig  
cable th a t carried  w ire  m essages be
tw een  A lask a  and the States. She has 
circ led  the g lobe as a cable ship.

In  1933 she carried  personnel and 
supplies between the States  and A laskan 
canneries, and a yea r  la te r  she w as re 
m odeled by th e A lask a  Steam ship  Com
pany to accom modate m ore passengers.

F o r  about tw e lve  days, the D e llw o o d  
w ill be your p riva te  yach t as she cuts 
the smooth w aters  o f  the fam ed  Inside 
Passage  and noses her w a y  to a score 
o f  canneries and fish ing v illa g es  in the 
fjo rd s  o f  Southeastern A laska.

I f  you haven’t read previous issues 
of T he A merican Boy, perhaps you’re 
wondering what the Alaska Cruise is. 
We can’t tell you all about it in the 
space allowed, but here’s a thumbnail 
sketch:

I t ’s a  s ix  thousand-m ile vacation  
cru ise le a v in g  Ch icago Ju ly  2, open to 
a ll boys between the ages o f  12 and 20. 
A  low -cost tra in -and-sh ip  cru ise planned 

t o  y o u r  t a s t e  w i t h  
leaders  selected by  the 
m a g a z in e .  A  r o d e o , 
Coulee Dam , go ld  m ines, 
m o u n ta in  bus d r iv e ,  
N a v y  Y a rd s , s igh tsee
in g  in H elena, Spokane, 
Portlan d , and Sea ttle ; 
in land hikes to snow
b a n k s  a n d  s a lm o n  
stream s, to  to tem  poles, 
canneries, fish traps—  
these a re  a fe w  o f  the 
th rills  crowded into the 
tr ip .

Y o u r  leaders : W il
lard  H ildebrand, ex
m em ber o f  M ich igan ’s 
cham pionship foo tba ll 
te a m s , f o r e s t e r ,  an d  
camp coun sello r; D ave 
Irw in , A rc t ic  exp lorer, 
conqueror o f  the B a r 

rens. The la tes t add ition to  our sta ff 
is D ick H ubbell, g radu a te  in jou rn alism  
fro m  the U n ive rs ity  o f  W ash ington , 
photograph y expert. Hubbell w ill ed it 
the cru ise new spaper, the M a le m u te ,  
bound copies o f  w h ich  w ill be g iven  
to  every  cru iser as a  souven ir o f  his 
trip .

T he A merican Boy prom ises you a 
good tim e as you ro ll th rough the 
N orth w est past p lains and mountains 
to Seattle  and A laska . F o r  boys west 
o f  Chicago a special ra te  w ill be figured. 
W ith  enrollm ents s tead ily  com ing in 
(55  by  F eb ru ary  22 ) w e  suggest that 
you send fo r  the cru ise fo ld e r  now. It 
g ives  you a ll details. Just fill out the 
coupon herew ith , enclose a three-cent 
stam p to cover m a ilin g  costs, and get 
ready  fo r  a tra ve l vacation  arranged  
th e w ay  you w ant it.

OltOEIt V O IR  FOI.OKR TO H A Y
Cruise E d itor, The A m erican  Boy, j
7430 Second B oulevard, D etro it, M ich igan . j

P lease send me your 1938 C ruise F o lder. I  am  enclosing a three-cent I 
stam p to cover postage and m a ilin g  costs. I

I

F irst Name Last Name J

Street and Number

City State

I

Age J
Make of getting full value your purchases by buying from advertisers
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R iv e r  M an
C h a p t e r  O n e

HIG H  overhead  in the blind p a llo r  o f  relu ctant 
dawn, unseen ducks called  in e a r ly  fligh t. W e t 
fo g  b lended g ra y ly  w ith  a  w orld  o f  salt w a ter  

and the M arch  m orn in g  w as  raw  w ith  a sharp, 
p en etra tin g  chill. G radu ally , as the daw n g rew , the 
fo g  th inned to  w ispy  sp ira ls  o f  vapor. H ere  and 
there a patch o f  open w a ter  appeared . Soon the 
scattered  patches became the na rrow , sedge-lined 
run o f  L o n g  Creek.

The loose, rick e ty  ca tw a lk  o f  a  p lanked, home
m ade dock ran  drunken ly  th rough the sedge. T on gers ’ 
canoes, s ilen t and w ith ou t sign  o f  l i fe , w ere  tied  to 
the ram b lin g  dock and to each other. D ay ligh t fe ll  
pa llid ly  on wet, sh in ing boat bottom s and w ash
boards, on w e t cu lling  boards th a t still held scat
tered  oys ter shell, and on a fo res t o f  m oist, d rip p in g  
to n g  handles s lan tin g  up fro m  canoe bottoms. A  
breath o f  w ind s tirred  the sedge and a d ry  stalk 
rasped aga inst the dock. T h e  sky began to show a 
p enciling  o f  pink.

A n oth er long, dawn-to-dusk day w as beg in n ing  fo r  
the oys ter ton gers  o f  t id ew a te r  V irg in ia .

C lay  R anda ll, w ak in g  in the cram ped hunting 
cabin o f  the L u c y  L e e ,  w as relu ctant to  move. Th ere  
w as fresh  hay in the tick in g  th a t served as a m at
tress and a fresh ly  stu ffed m attress w as luxury. H e 
looked across the cabin to  the 
other bunk and m et the eyes 
o f  his brother Tom .

“ N o  b reak fas t unless we 
g its  us some cookstove o il,”
Tom  draw led.

C lay  th rew  back the b lank
ets, and shivered  in the raw  
c h i l l  o f  th e  C h e s a p e a k e  
m orning. “ Y ou  rousing out,
T om ? ”

T o m  R a n d a l l  y a w n e d  
th rough his red  beard. “ A in ’t 
much use until you g i t  back 
w ith  the o il.”

C lay  m ade th e dock by the 
process o f  w o rk in g  his w ay  
fro m  boat to boat. P lanks o f

the ca tw a lk  wobbled loosely under his fe e t  and the 
incom ing tide  w as rich w ith  the savor o f  sa lt marsh. 
T h e  shore showed on ly  a barn and a weather-beaten 
s to re— the inev itab le  store found on e v e ry  creek 
w here oy s te r  tongers  ga th e r  as the day wanes.

A  man filled  the o il can fro m  a pump and made 
out a  ticket. “ T e ll Tom  th a t’s tw en ty  gallons on the 
book,”  he said.

L u g g in g  th e five-ga llon  can, C la y  w en t back to  the 
L u c y  L e e .

Tom  had cleaned the w icks o f  th e tw o-burner stove. 
“ Did you th ink  to  b rin g  store b read?”

“ N o .”
“ L ik e ly  w e g o t  plenty. T h ere  a in ’t  much w a te r  in 

the ju g  excep t fo r  coffee. Y o u ’d best g i t  some w h ile  I ’m 
fix in ’ up the eggs . Y ou  m igh t to te  in some bread .”  

C lay  said im patien tly , “ W h y  don ’t  you keep a  list 
and m ark  down as w e run out o f  th in gs? ”

“ I a in ’t  never sta rved  y e t fo r  fo r g e t t in ’,”  Tom  said 
m ild ly . “ Y ou  set on lea rn in ’ me g ea r  you g o t in high 
school fro m  Schoolm aster M ilton ? ”  The red-bearded 
man chuckled good-naturedly . “ M aybe I ’ ll g i t  around 
to  it when I ’m too old fo r  much else.”

C la y ’s shrug was res ignation . “ P a y  fo r  the 
b read?”

“ W h a t ’s th e m eanin ’ ? You  know  any store  w here 
I a in 't good fo r  ten cents?”

“ I was to ld  to  te ll you you w ere  down fo r  tw en ty  
ga llon s  o f  o il on the book.” 

Tom  R an d a ll’s fa c e  flamed 
w ith  s w ift  rage. “ Since when 
does a R an da ll have to  be 
called  out fo r  his debt? You  
stay  here. I ’ ll g o  m y s e lf ! ”  
H e  caught up the w a ter  ju g  
w ith  v io len t hands.

C lay  watched him  leap 
fro m  boat to  boat, a  fu r y  o f 
a man in to n ger ’s denim  and 
to n ger ’s h igh  rubber boots. 
The boy w as used to  these 
sudden rages. T h ey  came 
and w ent, lik e  the squalls 
th a t lashed the Chesapeake, 
and usually they w ere  harm 
less. Y e t  C la y ’s fa ce  was

W illiam
H ey lige r

W h e n  T o m  p a u s e d  t o  r e s in  h is  f id d le  b o w , C la y  
a s k e d , ' ‘ T o m ,  a m  I  t w e n t y - o n e ? ”  R e s in  a n d  

b o w  w e re  m o t i o n le s s .  “ W h y  y o u  a s k ? ”

T h e  tid ew ater  

grimly w atches 

a lo n e ly  reb el
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sober as he broke egg s  in to  the hot pan. Hot-blooded 
Tom  R andall could be a dangerous m an when aroused.

E v iden tly , though, th is was not to be one o f  the 
dangerous days. R oa r in g  song th rough his red beard, 
Tom  cam e sw in g in g  back to  th e L u c y  L e e ,  h is  bread  
under his arm.

“ T h a t m ention o f  w h a t ’s on the book m eant noth
in g ,”  he announced. “ Y ou  take curious notions.”  H e 
helped h im self to egg s  and paused to  hold up the 
new  lo a f o f  bread. “ H ow  m any  slices w e g i t  fro m  
this, C la y ? ”

“ I don’t  know .”  C lay  w as  m ystified.
“ I  thought you was learned  p ractica l th ings like 

keep ing check.”  Tom  shook his head. “ D on ’t it  take 
a w a y  the keen o f  you r appetite  not to know ?”  A l l  at 
once he shook w ith  lau gh ter and cracked C lay  be
tween the shoulders w ith  a h ila rious hand. “ A in ’t 
that a tw is t on the schoolm aster?”

Th e  boy ’s shoulders stung. H e  said, “ Y ou  put me 
th rou gh  high  school and laugh a t w h at I was taught. 
W h y  did you bother?”

“ I  don’t  r igh t ly  know ,”  Tom  said slow ly , and w iped 
his dish clean w ith  a slice o f  bread. “ L o ts  o f  r iv e r  
b rats in m y tim e g o t  no schoolin ’ and M am m y and 
P a p p y  couldn’t  much m ore ’n m ake ou t th e ir  names. 
M igh t be because there  a in ’t  much liv in ’ le f t  a long 
the r iv e r  and I  w as f ix in ’ to  set you up to m ake out 
e lsew here.”  H e  stood up abruptly. “ Cast o ff.”

Th e  engine throbbed and the L u c y  L e e  s lid  out o f  
L on g  C reek  and rode tow ard  the oy s te r  rock o f  the 
James R iv e r . C lay , scann ing the r iv e r , counted 
ton gers ’ boats. A bou t one hundred tw’en ty -five  this 
m orn ing, and there  w ere  days he had counted m ore 
than five hundred canoes. B ut oys te rin g  a lon g  the 
Chesapeake was g e t t in g  to the poin t w h ere it d idn ’t  
p ay  to buy a license. Y es te rd ay  he and Tom  had 
caught eigh teen  bushels o f  seed oysters  and John 
Sim on’s buy boat had paid  them  th ir ty  cents a bushel. 
F’iv e  dollars and fo r ty  cents fo r  tw o  men and a boat 
on a dawn-to-dusk jo b !

A  police  boat o f  the Commission o f  F ish eries  
foam ed up the r iv e r  keep ing w atch fu l eyes on the 
ton ger fleet. Th e  L u c y  L e e  ro lled  in the cu tter ’s 
w ash and Tom  sw ung the wheel and circled.

“ S till look ing fo r  i t? ”  C lay  asked.
“ I found it  once, d idn ’t  I ? ”  Tom  demanded.
Yes, C lay  thought im patien tly— once. T h a t  had 

been a m onth ago. W ith  the firs t l i f t  o f  the tongs 
th at m orn ing, th ey  knew  th ey  had struck a v irg in  
ja g  o f  oysters. In  tw o  days they had tonged one 
hundred fo r ty  bushels, and then Tom  had decided the 
occasion demanded a return  home to  Sw eet W a te r  to 
celebrate. T h ey  could come back la ter, he said, but 
they had not found th e ja g  again.

Th e  engine th ro ttled  down and died, and C lay 
dropped the anchor. S tand ing  on the washboard, 
sw ay in g  eas ily , T om  le t the tongs down to  th e seed 
rock eigh teen fe e t  below. S low ly , in a series o f  d ig 
g in g  pushes, he forced  the tong  handles togeth er. 
Then  he b rou gh t up the lon g  handles, hand ove r  hand, 
swung the iron-toothed tongs into the boat, and 
dumped the catch upon the w ide cu lling  board th at 
ran  the w id th  o f  th e canoe.

C lay  needed on ly  a g lance. “ Shell.”
“ M issed her a g ’in ,”  T om  said. H e  swung th e tongs 

out fro m  th e boat and dropped them  back into 
the tide.

“ T h ere  must have been a thousand bushels in th at 
ja g , ”  C lay  fre tted .

“ E asy  th a t m any.”  Tom  w orked  the tong  handles 
together.

“ A ll o f  three hundred dollars a t th e buy boat.”  
“ M aybe m ore.”
“ T h a t ’s nice to  th ink about, isn ’t  it?  Y es te rd a y  we 

caught e igh teen  bushels.”
“ Can ’t  a lw ays  have the luck,”  Tom  said.
“ N o— and when w e do have it, we th row  it aw ay.”  

C la y ’s tone w as bitter.
T h e  tongs came in aga in  and em ptied  on the cull

in g  board. Tom  rested  them  there  w h ile  he stared at 
C lay  w ith  sm oldering eyes.

“ I ’ve  lived  t id ew a te r  fo r  th irty -fiv e  years. I a in ’t 
n ever been a h ired  man on a stop-and-go w h istle  and 
I  reckon I  a in ’t  n ever g o in ’ to be. I ’m a fre e  r iv e r  
m an and I  tong  when I  g it  an u rge, and when I  g it  
an u rge  to qu it I quit. Y ou  ob jec tin ’ ?”

“ B ut we had th ree hundred dollars r ig h t  in  our 
hands,”  C lay  p leaded, “ and we th rew  it  aw a y .”

“ And i f  w e don’t  h it  another one,”  Tom  shouted, 
“ whose fa u lt? ”  H is  fa ce  had flamed. “ H ow  much 
bottom  is le f t  f o r  a fre e  to n ger  to w ork? A in ’t they 
leas in ’ oys ter bottom  m ore and m ore to the oyster 
barons? John Simon and others. H ow  about when 
th ere  w on ’t  be nothin ’ le f t  but the public rock? W h at 
r ig h t  the oys ter barons g o t  to  gobble up the bottom ? 
A in ’t  God put oysters  there fo r  everybody?  But the 
to n ger ’s g it t in ’ s ta rved  out. T h e re ’s m ore and m ore 
p riva te  p lanted  beds.”

“ Som ebody’s g o t  to p lant oysters, Tom , o r  some 
day the t id ew a te r  w ill be barren .”

“ W h a t ’s to  stop th e Com m onwealth  o f  V ir g in ia  
ton g in ’ the rock and p lan tin ’ seed oysters  fo r  e very 
body lik e  God m ean t?”

“ \ V  T H E R E ’S the m oney com ing fro m — I  m ean fo r  
W  enough p lan ting?  T h e re ’s a lit t le  public bottom  

p lanted, but w h at does it  am ount to?  U su a lly  fe w  
oysters  and hard  to find. The F ish eries  Commission 
gets  no approp ria tion . I t  has to live  on its  license 
fees. I t  isn ’t  g iven  an e x tra  dim e.”

“ A in ’t  the Com m onwealth o f  V ir g in ia  go t m oney?”  
demanded Tom .

“ M oney must be app rop ria ted  by the G eneral A s 
sembly. T id ew a te r ’s on ly  a sm all pa rt o f  V irg in ia . 
Th e  other parts  w on ’t  vote  m oney because th ey ’d 
have to pay a b ig  share. D on ’t  you see, Tom , i f  
th ere ’s no leased bottom  th ere ’s no p lan ting, and i f  
th ere ’s no p lan tin g  th ere ’s no m arket fo r  seed oysters. 
Then  w h at becomes o f  the to n ger? ”

T o m ’s face  w as hard. “ T h a t the g ea r  School
m aster M ilton  learned  you ?”

“ B u t i t ’s true.”
“ H e ’s been lea rn in ’ you a m ind th at a in ’t  the m ind 

o f  you r kin. I t  a in ’t  fit a  man should g it  schoolin’ 
ideas and turn fro m  his k in .”  Tom  Randall shook his 
head om inously and dropped the tongs into the r ive r .

C la y ’s hands, g loved  fo r  protection  aga in st sharp 
shell, w orked  a t the cu llin g  board. H ere  was a fu ll- 
grow n , m arketab le  oyster, here a sprin k lin g  o f  small, 
a lm ost pearl-co lored  seed oysters  a ttached  to old 
oyster shell. C lay  dropped the fe w  seed oysters  to 
the floor o f  the canoe, pushed the m ature oyster 
sa fe ly  aside, and sw ep t the bare shell overboard.

A g a in  Tom  brou gh t up the d r ip p in g  tongs and 
aga in  C lay  culled. A g a in  and again . A n  hour passed 
in silence. A  John Simon buy boat cam e up the r iv e r  
and splashed out an anchor. Tom  spoke then, g ru ffly . 

“ W h a t ’s th e catch?”
“ T w o  bushels.”
“ S ix ty  cents an hour fo r  tw o  men and a  boat.

B u t John Sim on’ s doin ’ r igh t sm art w ith  oysters .”
C lay  stepped up to take his turn upon the w ash

board w h ile  Tom  culled. A  lig h t w ind  fro m  the 
northw est, crossing th e ' ou tgo ing  tide, had begun to 
produce a restless chop; it took sk ill and s tren gth  
to handle the tongs aga in st the run o f  the tid e  and 
the pitch o f  th e canoe. But C lay  kep t them  go in g  
down and com ing up.

H ard , steady, backbreak ing w o rk ! But i f  you 
loved  the r iv e r , i f  you w ere  born w ith  a hu nger th a t 
w ouldn ’t  le t you leave the r iv e r , and i f  you had an
idea—

T h e  idea had been w ith  C lay  fo r  tw o  years , but he 
had kept it  locked away. W h y  run the risk o f  a 
v io len t qu arre l w ith  Tom  about som eth ing th at had 
no m ore solid substance than a d ream ? T o  ca rry  ou t 
th at idea would take m oney, and w hen did e ith er  he 
o r  Tom  e ver  have any spare m oney? N o t  much 
chance to make any e ith er unless— unless he could 
guess the number o f  navy beans in the glass ja r  
behind the counter o f  M a tt G r ig g s ’ store. C la y ’s 1 
heart g a v e  tw o  or three sw e llin g  throbs.

Behind him, shell sw ep t like a n gry  ha il fro m  the 
cu lling  board, and Tom  shouted, “ Can ’t  you hear; 
E n g lish ? ”

C lay, s tartled , looked around.
“ I said I  a in ’t  ton g in ’ oysters  fo r  John Simon fo r  

th ir ty  cents an hour.”
C lay  came back to  rea lity . I f  Tom  fe lt  an u rge  to 

quit, he ’d quit. C lay brought up the tongs, dumped 
th eir  catch on the cu llin g  board, and washed the 
rakes in the tide. Then th ey  m ade fo r  the John 
Simon buy boat.

S evera l hundred bushels o f  seed oysters  w ere  piled 
upon the buy boa t’s deck and C aptain  A b e  Ironsides, 
an enorm ously fa t  m an, sat in a w icker cha ir in fro n t  
o f  the pilothouse and com placently puffed at a black, 
fou l-look ing  p ipe. A  to n ger ’s canoe w as un load ing on 
the starboard  s ide; C aptain  Ironsides ’ fa t  arm  mo
tioned Tom  R andall to port. A  m em ber o f  the buy- 
boat crew  heaved a line and C lay m ade fast. A  bctom 
swung fro m  the m ast and a rope p layed  out and 
dropped a bushel basket to the L u c y  L e e ,

C lay dug in to  the catch w ith  an oys ter shovel and 
filled  the basket. M ach in ery  ra ttled  and the basket 
sw ung ove r  the side o f  the buy boat and w as dumped. 
C aptain  Ironsides m arked a pad on h is knee and 
called a s ing-song chant.

“ One a tw o .”  W h ich  m eant th a t th is w as the first 
bushel to come aboard fro m  this second tong  boat.

A  basket came ove r  the starboard  side. “ F ou r  a 
one.”  T h e  fou rth  basket from  the firs t boat.

A n oth er basket from  the L u c y  L e e .  “ T w o  a tw o .”
F ou r  and one-th ird  bushels w en t aboard  the buy 

boat. C aptain  Ironsides sent down a do llar b ill, a 
quarter, and a nickel in the basket.

“ You  boys a in ’t  m ak ing  to qu it on such a small 
day? ”

Tom  th rew  o ff the line and the L u c y  L e e  began to 
d r ift .  “ John Sim on ’s the on ly  one m akes a b ig  oyster 
day. A ll a  ton ger g its  is gas m oney home.”

Th e  buy-boat captain  grun ted . “ Y o u  one o f  them  
to n ger  foo ls?  You  heard about those f i f t y  acres in 
Y o rk  R iv e r  John Simon p lanted w ith  th ree-year 
oysters  las t Septem ber? H is  men w en t up w ith  a 
drudge y is terd a y  to  see how  th ey  come fo r  m arket.
N o t  enough good oys ters  to  p ay  to drudge up—  
m ostly  ice-killed  la s t w in ter. Ten  thousand do lla rs ’ 
w o rth  o f  oysters  gone.”

Tom  R andall said, “ W hen I  g i t  me around to w eep in ’ 
fo r  John Simon I ’ll le t  you know .”  (C o n t .  o n  p a g e  2 1 )

A g a in  T o m  b r o u g h t  u p  t h e  d r ip p in g  lo n g s  
a n d  a g a in  C la y  c u l le d .  A g a in  a n d  a g a in .

Illustrator:
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it. E v e ry th in g  w as  w o rk in g  as the coach had planned.
F o r  the second tim e the kid b ro ther saw the low  

w h ite  curb o f  the runn ing track  ease into a curve 
and he knew  th a t he w as not f a r  fro m  the end o f  the 
quarter-m ile  lap. W ilson  w as aga in  close behind him. 
I t  was a w onder the fe llo w  hadn ’t  become suspicious.

Sam kept h is eyes on the track  w here his spiked 
shoes ate  g re ed ily  into the distance. N o — not his 
shoes— a discarded pa ir  th a t belonged to Red. Th ey  
w ere  the descendants o f  a lon g  line o f  shoes he had 
w orn  th at once belonged to  his o ld er brother. 
“ T h e re ’s no sense in th ro w in g  these shoes aw ay. Th ey  
ju s t fit Sam .”  M oth er B lake w as a th r i f t y  woman. 
T h e  shoes w eren ’t im portant. B u t it  was hard  to 
fo r g e t  about the bicycle.

T h a t Christm as when he was n ine and Red was 
eleven  he had w anted  the shiny lit t le  bike in H orton ’s 
w indow . I t  w as ju s t his size and he knew  Red was 
g o in g  to  have one. H e  had been g iven  a bike a ll 
r ig h t  —  R ed ’s old tw en ty-e igh t-in ch  fra m e, painted 
over. “ I t ’s s im p ly  foo lish  to  th row  th a t good  bicycle 
aw ay. N o w  th a t R ed ’s go t his new  one i t ’s ju s t the 
th in g  fo r  Sam .”  Funny how a fe llo w  couldn’t  fo r g e t  
litt le  th in gs  like that.

A s  the kid b ro ther finished the turn W ilson  drew  
up to  him. Sam forced  his t ir ed  legs  into a  fa s te r  
rhythm . A lrea d y  his lungs w ere  bursting. H is 
mouth w as d ry  and each breath  he took fe lt  as 
though someone w ere  slash ing the inside o f  his 
th roa t w ith  a kn ife . Th e  W estm ore  flash m ust be 
an iron m an to  stand t h a t  pace.

B ut W ilson  w as stan din g it. T o g e th e r  the tw o 
leaders sw ep t down the track . T im ers  a t the quarter- 
m ile station  gasped  incredu lously and com pared th e ir  
watches. The res t o f  the field was stretched ou t fa r  
behind them. O nly the g rea t Red B lake w as w ith in  
s tr ik in g  distance.

Th e  g rea t Red. “ O h  I  k n o w — y o u  m u s t  be R e d  
B la k e 's  b r o th e r . ”  “ Y o u  m u s t  f e e l  a w f u l ly  im p o r t a n t ,  
h a v in g  a  b r o th e r  l ik e  t h a t . ’’ “ D o  y o u  k e e p  a  s c ra p 
b o o k  o f  R e d 's  c a r e e r ? "  “ A r e n ' t  y o u  p r o u d  to  lo o k  so  
m u c h  l ik e  y o u r  b r o th e r ? ”  Snatches fro m  a dozen 

conversations beat foo lish  tim e to his stride  as he 
forced  his legs  into the k illin g  pace.

Suddenly W ilson  w as t ir in g . H is  fa ce  showed it  
and he was ru nn ing  o ff form . Odd th a t a runn er o f  
h is experien ce should fa l l  fo r  such an old tr ick . I t  
w ou ldn ’t  take lon g  now , i f  he could on ly  stand it  a 
fe w  m ore hundred yards. W h a t w as it  the coach 
had said? “ T w o  laps.”  Perhaps he could do it.

In the back stretch  h is b rea th in g  became easier. 
Th is  would be his second w ind. H e w as  g lad  fo r  
e v e ry  m om ent o f  his workou ts w ith  Red, g lad  fo r  
the n a tu ra l stam ina that belonged to the B lakes. 
T h ey  w an ted  h im  to run W ilson  o ff his fe e t , did 
th ey? V e ry  w e ll, he ’d show them  p lenty. T h e  kid 
b ro th er ’s legs reached into lon ger strides.

T h e  W estm ore s ta r  was b reak in g bad ly  now . I t  
was pathetic. W ilson  had a fam e alm ost equal to 
R ed ’s. B ut he was through. T h e  w ay  he held his 
mouth, the alm ost vacan t look in his eyes, the 
wobble in his stride— they le f t  no doubt o f  that. 
H e  w as d ropp in g  back. (C o n t in u e d  o n  p a g e  1 7 )

T h e y  w a n te d  h i m  t o  r u n  W i l s o n  o f f  h is  f e e t ,  d id  th e y  ?  V e ry  w e l l ,  h e ’d  
s h o t c  t h e m  p le n t y .  T h e  k id  b r o t h e r 's  le g s  r e a c h e d  i n t o  lo n g e r  s t r id e s .

T H E  s ta r te r ’s gun barked sharp ly  and Red 
B lake ’s b ro ther leaped into the lead. Red B lake ’s 
b ro ther had a name o f  his own but no one e ver  

used it. H e w as ju s t kid b ro ther to the g rea tes t m ile 
runner L in fie ld  C ollege  had ever  seen.

The boy dug his spikes into the track  and set a 
pace th a t was f a r  too fas t. N o  one could sustain it  
fo r  the m ile th at la y  ahead, but there w as ju s t a 
chance th at W ilson  o f  W estm ore m igh t try .

“ Y o u r  job ,”  the coach had said, “ is to  run W ilson  
o ff his feet. Because you ’re  Red B lak e ’s b ro ther he’ ll 
be a fra id  to le t you g e t too f a r  ahead. Do you th ink 
you can keep it up fo r  tw o  laps?”

“ I  th ink  so,”  the kid b ro ther had said. T h ere  was 
a lo t m ore to say  but he d idn’t say  it. Y ou  couldn’t 
launch into the story  o f  you r l i fe  when there was a 
lump in your th roat. Th e  coach would laugh  i f  you 
told him  th a t th is was your race, th at you fe lt  fit and 
s tron g  and ready , that a fte r  tw o yea rs  o f  jo g g in g  
a lon g  beside the g rea t Red B lake w h ile  he kept 
in shape som ething had happened to you r own 
legs and w ind. M ost o f  a ll you couldn’t  te ll him 
how fed  up you g o t a t be ing Red B lake ’s brother. 
M aybe i t  w ou ld  help to w ea r  a p lacard  th a t read, 
“ I ’m Sam B lake, an in d iv idu a l.”

Sam stole a g lance over his shoulder. W ilson 
was r is in g  to the bait. H e  w as lead ing  the rest o f  
the field  and pounding down the track  on ly three 
yards behind. Red w as bunched am ong the others, 
runn ing the well-balanced  race the coach had 
planned.

T h e  kid  b ro th er increased his speed sligh tly , 
burn ing up en ergy  a care fu l runner ough t to con
serve. A lre a d y  breath  w as com ing hard. H e  won
dered  i f  W ilson  fe l t  th a t w ay , too.

Th e  shortness o f  breath  was on ly n a tu ra l con
s id erin g  the unusual speed. H e rea lly  fe lt  in good 
fo rm . I f  on ly  the coach had le t him run his own 
race. H e  w as b e tter  than any o f  them  guessed. 
The day Lund had beaten him  in practice  he had

had a b lis te r  on his heel, but he knew it would sound 
funn y, a fte r  be ing outrun, i f  he said an yth in g  about 
it. Sam  w as s till ra ted  the th ird  man on the team —  
the man w h o must be w asted  to  burn W ilson  out.

The track  curved  b e fo re  him and Sam sw ep t around 
tow ard  the back stretch . Those steps he heard behind 
h im  would be W ilso n ’s. T h e  W estm ore runner would 
no t tr y  to pass on the outside o f  a  curve. H e  would 
w a it  until the track  turned  s tra igh t again.

Coach W a rn er  was stan din g a t the end o f  the 
curve. H e  would rem ain  there  un til the finish o f  the 
th ird  lap  when he would saunter over to  the finish 
line, fe ign in g  an ind ifference he could no t possib ly 
fee l. W as th a t a flash o f  app rova l in the m an ’s eye? 
Y ou  couldn’t  be sure o f  an yth in g  you saw  in W a rn e r ’s 
eye. W ilson  w as certa in ly  runn ing too fast.

The other runner w as  a lm ost abreast o f  him  as he 
raced down the back stretch . G radually , alm ost im 
percep tib ly, he increased his speed. W ilson  m atched

H i s  knees wobbled, 

h is  breath stabbed, 

b u t h is  rubber legs 

ran — fu n n y  h ab it!

R ed  B la k e ’s 
B ro th e r

by

Holland H. Upton



Some Movie Actors
Come on around behind the screen 

and meet a lot o f lively actors

T h e s e  t i r o  l i o n  c u b s  a r e  G lo r ia  1 o u n g b lo o t l  s f e l -  
lo ic  a c t o r s  i n  " T h e  G o ld w y n  h 'o l l i e s . "  S h e  s e e m s  
t o  l ik e  t h e m  b u t  t h a t  r i g h t - h a n d  c u b  h a s  a  s a r 

d o n ic  s m i le .A T H O U G H  not rea lly  old, she is one o f  the 
ve teran  actresses o f  the screen, h a v in g  been 
in th e m ovies f o r  some tw en ty -five  years. N o  

trou p er has a b e tter  record fo r  behavior. She 
n ever gets  tem peram ental, n ever tears  up her con
trac t, never has divorces.

She still has a ll the charm  she had in the e a r ly  
days in the films. W hen I  m et her, th ere  w ere  on her 
fa ce  traces o f  m akeup fro m  her last p ictui'e, in which 
she was painted  w ith  lam pblack  to resem ble a rock—  
which comes to  life . She regarded  me w ith  polite 
in terest, m eanw h ile sp rin k lin g  s traw  upon her back 

and g en tly  w a v in g  her ears. 
Anna M ay , the Indian e le
phant, has p layed  in m ore 
than th ree hundred pictures, 
and no other an im al actor 
can touch th a t record.

She is owned by Zoopark, 
o f  L os  A n ge les , which is one 
o f  the places th a t m ake a 
spec ia lty  o f  ren tin g  an im als 
to the m ovies. In  the flesh

T h e  f a u n  e n 
jo y s  m o v i e  a c t 
i n g  b u  t p r e f e r s  
r i d i n g  in  t h e  
b a c k  s e a t  o f  

h is  o w n e r s

A n n a  M ay , as looks go , is a b it on the p lain 
side. M akeup does w onders fo r  her, though, 
ju s t as it  does fo r  human actors. In  pictures 
A n n a  M a y  d isp lays sw eep in g, m agn ificen t 
tusks, but these, be ing attached to her modest 
stubs, come o f f  a fte rw a rd . I f  the scrip t calls 
fo r  an A fr ic a n  elephant— A fr ic a n  elephants 
are usually too mean and stupid to tra in — big  
fa ls e  ears a re  s lipped ove r  A n n a  M a y ’s com
p a ra tiv e ly  sm all Ind ian  ones.

A n n a  M ay  doesn’t  seem to have any o f  the 
trad ition a l eccen tric ities  o f  elephants. W hen 
her keeper, Joe M e tca lf, cleans up, m ice some
tim es run fro m  beneath A n na  M ay ’s p la tfo rm  
floor. She has g rea t sport in catch in g them 
w ith  her trunk and slam m in g them aga inst the

brick w a ll, d is rega rd in g  a ll legend about m ice 
and elephants. She also fo r g o t  som ething once.

“ N o w  let me show you Jackie, the T a rzan  
lion ,”  m y  guide, M r. Raub, said. But on the 
w ay to see Jackie we passed an odd-looking 
rustic b ridge. T h ere  was no w a te r  beneath it. 

“ W h a t ’s th a t? ”  I  asked, curiously.
“ A  scene fro m  J u n g le  P r in c e s s ,  w ith  D orothy 

Lam our, w as taken here,”  m y  fr ien d  said. “ In  
the p icture, a  crowd o f  b ig  apes come sw arm in g  
th rough the ju n g le  to  rescue the g ir l.  . . .”

I  l’em em bered the scene— by c losing m y eyes 
I  could see it aga in , v iv id ly . Dense ju n gle , 
w eird  shadows, and a band o f  g ia n t apes sw in g 
ing  across a ju n g le  bridge . . . beneath w ere 
sw ir lin g  b lack w aters  . . . the huge beasts 
crossed and plunged  in to  th e m atted  trop ica l 
undergrow th  . . .

“ . . . and this is the b rid ge ,”  Raub was 
saying.

Th e  m igh ty  ju n g le  bridge was, in actu
a lity , on ly about tw e lve  fe e t across, and 
com plete on ly  on one side— the side tow ard  
the cam era. The huge apes? Th ey  w ere 
l itt le  rhesus monkeys, not much b igge r  
than a house cat. The scene, you see, was 
done in m in iatu re. Th e  litt le  monkeys 
w ere released  fro m  a cage in an artific ia l 
ju n gle  o f  w illo w  branches and palm etto 
leaves. Th e  on ly  avenue o f  escape led across the 
b rid g e ; so th ey  ran across it, w h ile  the cam era
man, stan din g in a fo o t  o f  sw ir lin g  ju n g le  w a ter  
fresh  fro m  the spigot., shot the scene.

// M e lv in  K o o n t s , t h e  c a t  m a n ,  w a n ts  t o  w re s t le  w i t h  
G e r t i e ,  t h e  j a g u a r ,  s t r a ig h t  a c r o s s  tw o  p a g e s , le t  h im  

d o  i t .  l i  e  p r e f e r  t o  p e t  p la in  c a ts .

“ W h a t d id  you say?”  I  asked, tu rn in g  to Raub. 
“ I  d idn ’t say an yth ing ,”  Raub answ ered. “ Th e  ta lk 

in g  crow  said th a t.”
I  fin a lly  spotted the ta lk in g  crow  am ong the others. 

H e says “ H e llo ,”  when you g re e t  him. H e says 
“ Look a t th a t c row ,”  w h ether you say  an yth ing 
o r  not. H is  tongue isn ’t  sp lit. A n o th er  fa lla cy , 
Raub says, that business o f  s p litt in g  crow s ’ 
tongues to m ake them  talk.

N e x t  to  the crow s w ere  some vultures. U g ly  
c ritters . In  m ak ing  the p icture T h e  A d v e n tu r e s  
o f  M a r c o  P o lo ,  these vu ltu res w ere  filmed in a 
prison cell w here th ey  attacked  a man. T ea rin g  
him , and figh tin g  am on g them selves, they fu r 
nished a scene so successfu lly  repu gnant th a t it 
p robab ly  won ’t  s tay  in  the p icture. Y ou ’l l  be 

re lie ved  to know  th a t the 
“ m an”  w as m ade o f  horse 
meat.

Zoopark  has some o f  the 
m ost charm ing  b ig  cats im 
ag inab le. Jackie, fo r  instance, 
is a  handsome lion as ferocious 
as a puppy. W hen M elvin  
K oontz, the cat man, walked

M o v i e  h o r s e s  
h a v e  t o  b e  u s e d  
t o  l ig h t s ,  n o is e ,  
a n d  a c t i o n .  
W i t n e s s  t h i s  
b a t t l e  s c e n e  
f r o m  “ H o  b i n  

H o o d ”

P e r f e c t  a c t o r s ,  p o s in g  f o r  t h e  p i c t u r e s  w ith  a  
f i n e  n a t u r a l  g r a c e .  T h a t ’s a r t !  B u t  p e r h a p s  
t h e  c r e d i t  s h o u ld  g o  t o  t h e  p h o t o g r a p h e r .

A L O T  has been w ritten on picture ntaking in Hollywood,
/ l mostly about glamorous movie people w ith headline names.
B ut there's a special class o f very  good movie actors that has
bee i'i neglected— the screen animals. You 've seen them  in  pic-
tur, H ere’s  what they're like— in persoi il

A fte rw a rd  th ere  was some troub le in recap 
tu r in g  the monkeys. A bou t fifteen  escaped into 
the res iden tia l section near by and established a 
m in or re ign  o f  te r ro r  which lasted severa l days. 
One named H orace r ea lly  had the tim e o f  his 
life , sca tter in g  chicken feed  all o ve r  som ebody’s 
yard , honk ing the horns o f  parked cars in the 
dead o f  n ight, m ak ing faces a t  little  g ir ls  
through w indow s, te a r in g  up m ail, ca r ry in g  
new spapers to  the tops o f  houses, and m oving  
from  one p lace to another by g o in g  hand-over
hand down telephone w ires. M ost o f  the m on
keys w ere  fin a lly  trapped  and caught, includ ing 
H orace, but a fe w  disappeared.

W e  passed on to the b ird  cages, whereupon 
som ebody sa id :

“ Look  a t th at crow . Look  a t th a t c row .”
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Live in Cages
by

Vereeii Bell

I n  a  s c a ry  “ R o b in  H o o d "  . i m i f  o w ls  J ly  in  
f r o n t  o f  i f  i l l  S c a r le t t 's  f a c e .  T h e y  a r e  g u id e d  

b y  b la c k  th r e a d s  a t t a c h e d  In  t h e i r  f e e t .  
O u ls  c a n ' t  b e  t r a in e d .

n u n  M a y ,  v e t e r a n  e le p h a n t  a c t r e s s ,  h a s  p la y e d  
t o v e r  t h r e e  h u n d r e d  p i c t u r e s .  S h e  p lo d s  p a -  
e n t ly  t h r o u g h  h e r  s c e n e s , p e r h a p s  a  l i t  t l e  b o r e d ,  
p e r h a p s  m o r e  t h a n  a l i t t l e  p r o u d .  !Vo t e l l in g .

into his b ig  ou tdoor cage, Jackie ran  up and 
began a ffection a te ly  shoving him around w ith 
his h indquarters, the w a y  a dog does. Raub and 
I  jo ined  K oon tz in the cage. Jackie paid  no 
atten tion  to  me, even when I  not too confidently 
stroked his fine mane.

Y o u ’ve  undoubtedly seen Jackie in the movies. 
H e ’s been in m ost o f  the T a rzan  pictures. H e ’s 
the lion th at roars  a t the b egin n ing o f  an M G M  
color p icture. In  T h e  H a l f -n a k e d  T r u th ,  w ith  
L e e  T ra cy  and Lupe V e lez , a lion, as a pub lic ity  
stunt, w as  brought by a H indu into a hotel 
room  fu ll o f  people. Th e  lion was Jackie, and 
the H indu  was Koontz. Jack ie ’s la tes t p icture is 
one th at hasn’t  been released  yet, w ith  Jack 
Oakie and E d w ard  E v e re tt  H orton.

Because o f  his m ajestic  good looks, h is in.tel.li-

l f  e l l ,  w e l l— t h e  w r e s t l in g  m a t c h  t h a t  s ta r t e d  o n  l 
o t h e r  p a g e  n o w  w in d s  u p  iv i t h  G e r t i e 's  k is s in g  K o o n t  

h a n d . S h e 's  a g o o d  ja g u a r ,  b u t  tve  s t i l l  p r e f e r  ca ts

gence, h is ab ility  to  p e rfo rm  like a circus dog, and 
his harm lessness under a ll circum stances, Jack ie ’s 
cash value is h igh, p robab ly  be ing around $25,000. 
H e gets  $100 a day fo r  studio w ork . H e isn ’t thrust 
into any rea lly  dangerous scenes. A n im a l stars 
have stand-ins just as human stars do. When 
the scrip t calls fo r  the lion to run th rough a 
ju n g le  fire , a  double is used fo r  Jackie.

Inc iden ta lly , one cat pa rt in a p ictu re is often  
p layed  by severa l animals. Each leopard , say, 
has a specia lty. One is tra ined  to sp rin g  from  a 
tree  onto a man, another to leap  a w a ll, and 
another to  sw im  a ju n gle  stream . Each one 
contributes h is spec ia lty  to the character iza 
tion. Th e  audience, be ing o f  course unable 
to tell one leopard  fro m  another, th inks one 
an im al is do in g a ll those th ings.

A  story  in wh ich an an im al 
is k illed taxes  the fam ous 
H ollyw ood  ingenu ity. N a tu 
ra lly  they can’t  ac tua lly  s lay  a 
va luab le an im al actor. The 
rea l th in g  p robab ly  wou ldn ’t 
be nearly  as good  as an im ita 
tion anyw ay. Rem em ber, in

J a n g le  P r in c e s s ,  w here a fine and likab le  tig e r  
w as k illed by a n a tive  spear? Th e  t ig e r  was 
B eauty , a S iberian  t ig e r  owned by Zoopark. 
H e re ’s how  she m eets her fa t e :  A rou n d  her 
torso is a tig ersk in  belt, in which a spear is 
fastened. Unseen to  the eye, a  fine p iano w'ire 
is attached to the end o f  the spear. Beau ty  is 
made to  lie  down, w ith  the spear apparen tly  
p ro tru d ing  fro m  her sleek hide. N ow , c a m e r a :  
Beauty  lies still fo r  a mom ent, then, on signal, 
gets  up. F rom  outside the scene, the man on 
the other end o f  the p iano w ire  je rk s  it hard, 
so th a t the spear flies out o f  B eau ty ’s b e lt and 
aw ay. C u t .  Then  the film  o f  th a t scene is run 
backw ards so th a t the o rder— tig e r  down, t ig e r  
r is in g, spear out— reverses to : spear in, tig e r  
fa ll in g , t ig e r  down. B eauty , be ing a healthy 
an im al, can stand a lo t o f  th at sort o f  dying.

T h e  b ig  cats w ere  b e in g  fe d  as Raub, 
K oon tz and I  strolled  a lo n g  the cages. The i 
an im als p re fe rre d  no com pany a t meal 
tim e, and made noises to that e ffect when 
one o f  us cam e too close to  th e ir  cage and 
meat. A t  the end o f  the row  a vic ious

ly  look ing  ja g u a r  was w o rk in g  stead ily  on a 
f’ s piece o f  ex-horse.

“ T h a t ’s G ertie ,”  Raub said. “ T h ir ty -  
one yea rs  old.”  •

A t  the sound o f  her name, G ertie  looked 
up, saw  K oontz, and gave  a k itten ish  w h ir l o f  
p leasure across the cage.

“ She’s the sw eetest an im al in  the p lace,”  Raub 
said w arm ly.

“ I ’ ll g et in there and wrestle w ith her i f  you 
w an t me to ,’ ’ Koontz offered .

“ F ine,”  I answered.
“ B etter w a it until she finishes her m eat,”  Raub 

warned.
“ Oh, I ’ ll take th at out,”  K oon tz said, and reached 

his arm  in to  the cage. W h ile  G ertie  licked  one hand, 
K oon tz pulled her m eat out o f  the cage w ith  the 
other— Raub and I m eantim e ho ld ing our breaths 
fo r  fe a r  o f  seeing the ja g u a r  p erfo rm  an am puta
tion. N otw ith stan d in g  her docility , G ert ie ’s a llo w 

in g  her m eat to be taken w as  am azing. Even  m y 
litt le  cocker spaniel w ou ldn ’t  have p erm itted  that.

Koontz opened the cage and clim bed in, and he and 
G ertie  rolled  about the p lace in an a la rm in g ly  con
v in c in g  mock battle. A ccord in g  to w hat seemed to  go 
on, K oon tz should have come out o f  there  on a 
stretcher, disem boweled and battered, and his fa ce  in 
ribbons. B u t the on ly  in ju ry  
w as to his c iga r, which he 
had fo rgo tten  to take out o f  
h is mouth. H e  tossed G ert ie ’s 
m eat into the cage again, 
and w e le ft .  I looked back, 
and G ertie  w as  standing at 
the bars, fo r lo rn ly  w atch ing  
K oon tz ’s departu re.

In  p icture w ork , i f  an an i
mal actor fo rge ts  h im self

B u d d y ,  t h e  p u 
n t  a  w h o  h a d  
t h e  s t r a n g e  
f r i e n d s h i p  
w it h  a d e e r  in  
‘ ‘ S e q u o i a . "

R e m e m b e r ?

M G M  s f a  
m o u s  l i o n  a n
n  o  u  n  c  e  r  — 
y o u 'v e  h e a r d  
h im  r o a r .  B u t  
h e  d o e s n ' t  
m e a n  i t .  I f  i s  
n a  m e — J a c k i e .

T h e  s w a y -b a c k  
h o r s e  w h o  
e a rn s  h is  o a ts  

i n  c o m e d ie s .

and attacks som ebody— and m ost o f  the b ig- 
cat actors  do, sooner o r  la te r— he is im m edi
a te ly  and perm anen tly  out o f  a job, no m atter 
how  sm all an in ju ry  he inflicted. Buddy, the 
puma, is one o f  these. In S e q u o ia  Buddy 
played  the puma who had the s trange fr ien d 
ship w ith  a deer, rem em ber? L a te r , in w o rk 
in g  on another p icture, Buddy m ade a pass at 
a human actor, and his m ovie career ended 
there. N o w  he’ s ju s t another zoo exhibit.

P o la r  bears g iv e  tra iners  less co-operation 
than a lm ost any oth er b ig  an im al. Th ey  don’t 
look vicious, w ith  th e ir  w h ite  w o o lly  fu r  and 
m ild  eyes, but m any tra in ers  have been in jured 
— some fa ta lly — by t r y in g  to c iv ilize  one o f  
them. ( C o n t in u e d  o n  p a g e  2 0 )
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T h e  p o u n d in g  w in d  e x p lo d e d  in t o  a g a le  a n d  d u g  t h e  s la t e -g r a y  sea  i n t o  g i g a n t i c  f u r r o w s .  F o r  m o r e  th a n  a  w e e k , t h e  l i t t l e  t r a m p  f r e i g h t e r
a v e ra g e d  h a r d ly  e i g h t  k n o t s  a n  h o u r .

The Far Horizon
Nash left the Navy by request—then came the gale

I N  T H E  W ID E  entrance hall o f  one o f  
R ichm ond ’s fine old houses, N ash  H am p
stead, ex-U n ited  States  N a v a l Academ y,

C lass o f  1938, w a ited  un certain ly. H e  w as in 
c iv ilian  clothes, w ith  tw o  snow-splotched suit
cases s tan d in g  behind him . A f t e r  a mom ent 
he heard  an irregu la r , fa m ilia r  step in the 
upper hall and his fa th er , M a jo r  Jackson 
H am pstead, came down to  m eet him.

T h e  sh rapnel-stiff knee th at had caused the 
m a jo r ’s ret irem en t fro m  the regu la r  arm y 
was so w e ll m anaged  on the sta irs  th at it 
a c tu a lly  added to his look o f  d ign ity , and 
N ash  knew  be tte r  than to  o ffe r  any help. Th ey  
shook hands and w en t into the liv in g  room..

“ I ’m th e reception  com m ittee,”  th e m a jor  said. 
“ Y o u r  m other and A m ore t a re  in C harleston, and I 
d idn ’t  ca ll them  back fo r  this— th is  occasion.”

“ Th an k  you, sir,”  N ash  m uttered. “ T h ey ’d prob
ab ly  be too easy on me, and I ’m  not ask ing  fo r  th at.”  

M a jo r  H am pstead  raised  one hand. “ Don’t  depend 
upon me to  be hard on you. Y o u ’ve  been ,in the N a v y  
and you ’ve  been discip lined  by  th e N a v y .  O f course, 
I ’m a lit t le  curious. Y ou  didn ’t  w r ite  m any deta ils .”  

N ash  hesitated, his fa c e  somber. I f  he could on ly  
spare his fa th er . B u t i t  w as  too la te  fo r  that.

The m a jo r  sm iled, fa in t ly , and began to fe e l his 
way. “ Y o u ’re not g o in g  to  te ll me th a t a fte r  a ll it 
was K in g s ley  who h it  th e gu a rd? ”

“ N o , s ir, I ’m not. T h e  papers g o t  the s tory  stra igh t. 
I  h it the guard  and le t K in g  take the b lam e.”

A s  N ash  spoke, he m ade h im se lf m eet his fa th e r ’ s 
eyes. H e  caught the sharp flicker o f  pain in them, 
and there  flashed into his m ind, stabb ing him , the 
reco llection  o f  another tim e when he had m et those 
keen g ra y  eyes. On the day he had dashed in to tell 
the m a jor  w ith  a flourish th a t he had passed the 
U n ited  States N a v a l A cadem y entrance exam ina
tions. H is  fa th e r  had g rin ned  a t his excitem ent, but 
N ash  had caught a quick gleam  o f  pride, h igh  pride. 
And now—

“ T h a t ’s hard  to  b e lieve ,”  h is fa th e r  w as say ing  
s low ly . “ M ind rev iew in g  th ings a litt le ?  I t  a ll hap-
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pened the n ight o f  the gam e w ith V irg in ia , d idn ’t  it? 
Y o u ’ and K in gs ley  w ere  A .W .O .L . and the guard  
caught you com ing in?”

“ Y es , sir. I t  w as p len ty  dark but he saw  us and 
tr ied  to stop us, and in the scuffle I h it him. There 
w as someone com ing and K in g  and I wanted to get 
aw ay. I  g o t  aw a y  but K in g  d idn ’t. I  w an ted  to  come 
out and say I ’d done the s lu gg in g, and K in g  ta lked 
me out o f  it. Said the gu ard  couldn’t  even be sure 
there w ere  tw o o f  us. Said he ’d g e t o ff eas ier  h im self 
i f  I ’d keep out— w orse  fo r  tw o  to  tackle a gu a rd  than 
fo r  one. H e ta lked  and talked , and I kept out. I  le t 
him take the b lam e.”  N ash  stopped, his mouth rig id .

“ I  see.”  Th e  m a jo r ’s vo ice  w as colorless. “ Y o u ’ve 
filled  in the pa rt I  couldn’t  get. Th e  papers to ld  the 
rest. H ow  when K in gs ley ’s case came up, the guard  
sw ore th at tw o  men had resisted  him and the one 
who had h it h im  w as you.”

“ H e  must have ca t’s eyes— but it ’s a ll r igh t ,”  N ash  
jerked . ‘ ‘ H is testim ony finished me o f  course. I ’d 
been A .W .O .L ., I ’d hit a guard , and I ’d been a worm . 
W h a t litt le  I  could say to defend m yse lf w asn ’t 
w orth  say ing. K in g  said i t  f o r  me, but i t  s till w asn ’t  
w o rth  say in g .”

The m a jo r ’s silence agreed.
N ash  found th a t his head w as  sinking, and he 

raised  it  sharp ly. “ Say an yth in g  you lik e ,”  he urged. 
“ I  know i t ’s the firs t tim e any o f  us ever  go t— canned

fro m  the A rm y  or the N a vy . I ’v e  smeared 
the fa m ily  record. Say w hat you like. I ’ve 
g o t it  com ing. I— ”

H is  fa th e r ’s tau t gestu re stopped him. Nash  
w aited , w h ite  lines around his mouth, figh tin g  
the fe e lin g  o f  ruin.

A t  last the m a jo r  spoke. “ I t ’s too soon, I 
suppose, fo r  you to  h ave planned the next 
m ove, now  you ’re out o f  the serv ice? ”

N a sh ’s voice  g re w  stronger. “ N o , sir. I ’ve  
seen a man a lread y  and I ’ve  g o t  a job  in a 
m erchant ship. Y ou  know I m ade on ly  one 
cru ise, and then th a t sum mer av iation  stuff. 
But the sea sort o f  g o t me. I ’ve  a lw ays  liked 
sa iling , you know .”

Th e  m a jo r  blinked. “ M erchant ship? Y ou  mean 
som ething like the B r i t t a n y  o r  the K in g  G e o r g e ? ”  

N ash sm iled a t last. “ N o t exactly , s ir. T h e  Cape- 
F e a r 's  a tram p fre ig h te r , and you could p re tty  nearly  
put her into one o f  the B r i t t a n y 's  funnels. B ut it 'll 
be seago ing .”

“ A t  least you ’ll have some rank, w on ’t  you? B e
cause you ’v e  been at An napolis , even i f — ”

“ T h a t ’s w h a t I  th ought,”  Nash  said. “ But it  seems 
I  g e t c red it on ly  fo r  the s ix  weeks out o f  the cru ise 
th a t I  was on deck. I ’ ll have to serve  one yea r  and 
ten and a h a lf  months as a seaman be fo re  I  come up 
fo r  m y th ird  m ate ’s license. I can’t  even  g e t able 
seam an’s papers fo r  a w h ile.”

Th e  m a jo r  stared  th ou gh tfu lly  b e fo re  him. “ W e ll,”  
he said, “ I ’m no sa ilor  but I ’v e  seen som ething o f  the 
ocean. A n d  I 'l l  adm it that in g o in g  a fte r  a m id 
w in ter job  aboard  an undersized tram p, you haven ’t 
p icked any so ft  spot. T h a t ’s enough fo r  the p resent.”  

A  blur cam e be fo re  N a sh ’s eyes. H e didn ’t  deserve 
to leration , he fe lt .  And his fa th er  was g iv in g  even 
m ore than that.

A t  dawn the nex t day, how ever, when N ash  had 
le f t  the house and was on his w ay  to N o r fo lk  to  jo in  
the C a p e  F e a r , it seemed to him  th at his g rea t- 
uncle ’s statue, fro m  a bronze horse on the avenue, 
stared  a t him  cold ly, and th at in the nex t block his 
m arb le g rea t-g ra n d fa th er  would not look a t h im  at all.
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T h e  fo llo w in g  a fternoon  the C a p e  F e a r  sailed w ith  
gen era l cargo  fo r  G lasgow  and L iverp oo l. She w as a 
blunt, w ell-decked fre ig h te r  o f  five thousand tons, 
w ith  a rough s tren gth  about her th a t cheered N ash  
th rou gh  the fa s t, hard  w ork  o f  sailing.

D u rin g  the e a r ly  days o f  th e voyage, the sea was 
m oderate. B u t as the C a p e  F e a r  continued h er climb 
to  h igh  latitudes, w ave troughs deepened and w h ite- 
caps spat out in the dull g ra y  ligh t.

N ash  fe l t  the change fro m  a poin t n ear a com m is
sion in the N a v y  to  the f o ’c ’sle o f  a  tram p fre ig h te r , 
but th ings m igh t have been worse. A l l  h is mess
m ates asked o f  any m an w as th at he be reasonab ly  
clean and quiet, and N ash  saw  so l it t le  o f  the o fficers  
th a t th e ir  un ifo rm s seldom  rem inded him  o f  his loss 
in rank. Th e  C a p e  F e a r  w asn ’t  so bad, he to ld  h im 
s e lf;  he had flung  aw ay  one chance but she was 
g iv in g  him  another. I f  he could m ake good on her, 
some, d ay  he m igh t catch aga in  th a t g leam  o f  p rid e  
in his fa th e r ’s eyes.

But there  w ere  tim es w hen the g o in g  g o t  tough. 
One w e t day, tow ard  the end o f  the second w eek  at 
sea, the bos’n put him to scrubbing the pain t o f  the 
w ire less  shack. I t  was unsheltered w ork  in shotlike 
d ischarges o f  sp ray  and gusts o f  ra in  ou t o f  the north.

W ith  N ash  on the job  w as Old Joe, an able sea
man, stooped and deep-w rink led  but w ith  a look o f  
unconquerable alertness. F rom  him  N ash  took the 
tr ick  o f  ty in g  the sleeves o f  his o ilsk in  coat t ig h t to 
his w r is ts  w ith  rope yarns, but still when he reached 
above' his head to wash the top o f  the bulkhead, the 
s lippery  g ra y  soda w a ter  he w as using trickled  down 
his arms. Soon his fin gers  w ere  numb w ith  cold, 
m ere icy  hooks m olded around his ball o f  waste. He 
clenched it  g r im ly  and w en t on scrubbing, stra in in g  
to  keep h is  fo o tin g  on the w et, ro llin g  deck.

“ M aybe we free ze  to deck,”  ch ee rfu lly  suggested 
Old Joe, lu rch ing  to hold his balance. “ Then it be 
eas ier.”

B e fo re  lon g  N a sh ’s w ork  brought him  to the fo r 
w a rd  w in dow  o f  the shack. Inside Sparks sat a t 
ease. H e  was a lon g-legged  boy, you n ger than Nash, 
but he w ore, instead o f  dungarees, a w e ll- fitt in g  blue 
u n ifo rm  w ith  brass buttons and z ig za g  stripes o f  
g o ld  bra id  on the sleeves. H e  w as tilted  back in a 
cushioned sw ive l chair, fe e t  up, ea r  phones in place 
on h is head a ll r igh t, but rea d in g  a h igh ly  colored 
m agazine there by the com fortab le  heat o f  the rad i
a to r  at his elbow.

N ash  g rin ned  sardon ica lly  a t O ld Joe. “ F o llow in g  
the sea ’s a dangerous business, sure enough. Look  at 
Sparks. H e ’s lik e ly  to doze o ff any m inute and fa ll 
out o f  his ch a ir .”

A s  the old seaman snorted and chuckled, the shack 
door slam med and Sparks came out in a ligh t, belted 
overcoat, bound fo rw a rd  tow ard  th e saloon. He 
paused and c r it ica lly  considered th eir  work.

“ L is ten ,”  he said, “ don ’t you g o  o ff and leave a lot 
o f  streaks on the w indow . I t  looks te r r ib le .”

N ash  stra igh tened , but b e fo re  he could say any
th ing, Sparks had swung on. G rim ly  Nash  measured 
the d istance fro m  his sodden ball o f  w aste  to the 
n a rro w  nape o f  Sparks’ neck.

O ld  Joe shook his head. “ N o  good  to  th row . He 
g o t eas ier job  than us. B ut the sea love  us.”

T h ey  both ducked as a sheet o f  sp ray  flashed over 
the ra il, but it  smacked them squarely.

“ Y ou  see,”  Joe gasped. “ She kiss us r igh t in the 
mush.”

Th e  voyage  slipped  back into routine until a fe w  
days a fte r  the ship sailed fro m  Scotland on her 
w estw ard  passage. Then  the pounding w in d  exploded 
into a ga le  and dug th e s la te -g ray  sea into g iga n tic  
fu rrow s .

F o r  m ore than a week, the C a p e  F e a r  a vera ged  
h a rd ly  e igh t knots an hour; then one ligh tless  day 
her to ta l run w as less than fo r ty  m iles. A t  n igh t fa ll, 
she hove to, headed into the fan tas tic  seas, m ak ing 
noth in g a t a ll ;  and Nash, in h is bunk, la y  and 
listened to  the sh atterin g  thunder o f  the p ropelle r  
when the ship ’s stern was th row n en tire ly  out o f  
w ater.

In the un ligh ted  m orn ing, g r im  w ith  w ind and 
th rea ten in g  ra in , the messman m anaged to  figh t his 
w a y  a f t  w ith  b reak fast, and men cautiously filled  
th e ir  coffee cups on ly  a qu arter fu ll. N ash  and the 
day men w ere  w a it in g  fo r  the bos’n ’s orders when 
the ch ie f m ate came w ith  him  into the messroom. 
The m ate ’s red, an gu la r face  w as annoyed, and 
w orried .

“ R ad io an tennae’s carried  aw a y  fro m  the m ain
m ast,”  he said.

Silence.
H e w aited . Spoke a ga in : “ G ot to reeve a new 

h a lyard , th a t’s a ll— and then set it up.”
T h is  tim e the silence was even heavier. The block 

on the m ainm ast fo r  the antennae h a lya rd  was fu lly  
seven ty  fe e t above the p lu ng ing  deck.

A  hard  g r in  spread  o v e r  the m ate ’s red face. 
“ W e ll, h aven ’t w e g o t  any seamen back here? Nobody 
man enough to  go  a lo ft  in a breeze o f  w in d?”  H is 
look scorched ove r  N ash  to  the able seamen who w ere

on day w ork— Old Joe, an e rra tic  Greek, and an 
undersized M altese.

S t ill no answer.
Th e  m ate turned. “ Bos’n,”  he said, “ I ’m  not o rder

ing  anybody, but I  w an t to g et th a t rad io  w ork ing . 
I t ’s k ind  o f  a rad io  day outside.”

“ I  don’t  know,”  the bos’n said. “ C arlsen ’s o ff 
watch . B ut m aybe he ’d go. H e ’s a seaman. H e  was 
in w in d jam m ers.”

“ C all h im ,”  the m ate said.
Carlsen came ou t o f  the fo ’c ’sle, dungaree trousers 

pulled o ve r  lon g  g ra y  underw ear, y e llow  h a ir  w ild . 
“ Y es , s ir,”  he said. “ W h a t is w ro n g? ”

The m ate to ld  him, and he lurched to a fo rw a rd  
portho le  and looked out. W hen he turned back, his 
fa ce  w as stolid.

“ Is  the ship in troub le, s ir? ”  he asked. “ W e  need 
help?”

“ N o. B ut i t ’s a  rad io  day. I  don’t  like ours not 
w o rk in g .”

Carlsen s low ly  shook his head. “ N o  good. W e  are 
hove to. Can ’t  do noth ing. Somebody else need help, 
we can ’t  help ’em. N o  good .”

The m ate h im se lf lurched to  the fo rw a rd  porthole, 
and looked up a t the bare, sw in g in g  m ainm ast head. 
“ W e ll, ”  he said, “ I  w ou ldn ’t  o rder anybody. N o t  m e.”  

Old Joe burst out, “ B y  go lly , M r. M ate, I  go  up! 
S q u are-r igger?  H u h ! I  am A .B . in th ree-skysail 
ya rd e r  when Johnny Carlsen is cabin boy in herm a
phrod ite b r ig .”

Even  Carlsen grinned, but the m ate shook his head. 
“ N o t  you, Joe, you ’re  too— w h at I  mean is, you ’re too 
good a man to  r isk .”

T h e  look th a t came ove r  Joe ’s fa ce  som ehow re 
m inded N ash  o f  his fa th er. Determ ined, invincib le, 
those tw o . A l l  a t once, he found h im self lean in g  
fo rw a rd , h is muscles tak in g  odd ly  the s tra in  o f  
speech.

“ I ’ll g o  up ,”  he said.
The m ate stared. “ Y o u ’re  an o rd in ary , a ren ’t  you? 

W h a t m akes you th ink you can do it? ”
“ I  know  I  can, s ir,”  Nash  said. “ I  can clim b.”  
“ Y o u ’ve  g o t  the build fo r  it,”  the m ate said. “ And 

th ere ’s no t a th ing  to  it  but th e c lim bing. B ut you 
understand i t ’s not an order.”

On deck the w ind forced  down thought in N a sh ’s 
m ind but le f t  his inten tion c lea r  and fixed. A  little

h e n  N a s h  h a d  e m b r a c e d  t h e  m a s t  so  t h a t  t h e  
u  in d  t h r u s t  h i m  a g a in s t  d r y  h a r d  w o o d  in s te a d  

o f  i n t o  s p a c e , h e  f e l t  a  p a s s io n a te  r e l ie f .

knot o f  men stru gg led  a fte r  him  to the fo o t  o f  the 
m ainm ast. T h ere  he found the new  ha lyard  already- 
ly in g  in a crisp  coil.

“ A l l  w e  need is the end o f  th is line  th rough the 
block up th ere ,”  the m ate said. “ T h e  res t w e can 
handle fro m  the deck.”

Th e  bos’n  took  up the new  ha lyard  and m ade a 
long, loose bow line in one end. “ H a n g  th is  o ve r  your 
shoulder,”  he said. “ A n d  it  w on ’t  bother you w h ile  
you clim b.”

N ash  took a step tow ard  the m ast, but O ld  Joe 
stopped him. W ith ou t speaking, Joe took  the line, 
b rou gh t palm  and needle, beesw ax and sa il tw in e  
from  his pocket, and put a tr im , hard  w h ipp in g  on 
the end o f  the line.

“ Y ou  w on ’t  h ave no tim e to  be w o rk in g  it  through 
the block when you g e t up th ere ,”  he said.

T h e  bos’n nodded approval.
T h e  m ate looked a t the hard-w h ipped  end and said, 

“ Good.”
S ix  fe e t  above the deck, about th e base o f  the 

m ainm ast, a  heavy  fra m e  o f  steel p lates held the butt 
ends o f  the ca rgo  booms. N ash  clim bed on to th is by  a 
ladder and m ade his w ay  to  th e th ick  steel sh a ft o f  
the m ast its e lf. L ook in g  down, he saw  O ld  Joe ’s 
fu rro w ed  face  turned  to  the mate.

“ S ir ,”  he said, “ le t  me take the wheel w h ile  the 
young fe llo w ’s a lo ft . M aybe I  can hold her down 
b etter  than now .”

“ R igh t ,”  th e m ate sa id ; “ go  ahead.”
N ash  turned  w ith  the lig h t line  looped across his 

body, and began to mount the fo r ty - fo o t  v e rt ic a l steel 
ladder fastened  close aga in st the fa ce  o f  the low er 
mast. T h is  c lim b in g  w as easy although i t  took him 
th rough a space o f  low -driven , gaseous smoke fro m  
the funnel, and the trem endous p itch in g  o f  the ship 
th rew  ten tim es h is own w e igh t on his arm s and body.

A t  the crosstrees, wh ich w as m ere ly  a n a rrow  steel 
p la te braced ou t on e ith e r  side o f  the m ast, the steel 
iow-er m ast g a v e  w ay  to  a wooden topm ast about 
th ir ty  fe e t  long, tap e r in g  qu ick ly  but too la rge , 
w here N ash  stood, to  be climbed. A n d  a t the cross- 
trees, the com fortab le  steel lad d er  ended.

F rom  each end o f  the crosstrees, how ever, w ire  
stays an inch in d iam eter, set tau t by  turnbuckles, 
reached u pw ard  to  eyebolts in a steel band tw o-th irds 
o f  the w a y  up the topm ast, w here fo re -a n d -a ft  stays 
a lso w ere  m ade fas t. F rom  there  to  the truck , the 
m ast w as sm all enough fo r  a strong, c lear-headed 
man to sw arm  up it.

N ash  reached ou t fro m  the m ast, g ripped  the 
n earest topm ast stay, and c lu n g  to i t  as i t  sw ung and 
leaped w ith  exp los ive  force. H is  c lose-fitting  w atch 
cap brushed aga in st the w ir e  and w as  loosened a 
little . In s tan tly  the w ind cut i t  fro m  his head, so 
th a t he saw  it carried  a lm ost on a s tra igh t line 
th rough the a ir , van ish ing  in haze and sp in d r ift  fa r  
astern. H e fe lt  fo r  a d iz zy in g  m om ent th a t i f  he 
should le t go  his hold, his body would g o  floa tin g  
th rough the a ir  fo rever.

Then, ga th e r in g  h im self, he sh ifted  his hand g r ip  
above his head, tw isted  both legs  around th e rough 
w ire , and climbed. H e  hung inside the w ire , his face  
tilted  up so th a t he entered  a sw ay in g  w orld  fro m  
which a ll l i fe  but h is  own had vanished, le a v in g  on ly  
an in fin ity  o f  w ild  and cJoud-blackened a ir.

A  sharp  ache had come into his arm s by th e tim e 
an upthrust hand touched the eyebolt in the wooden 
topm ast. W hen he had em braced the m ast so th a t 
the w ind th ru st him  a ga in s t d ry  hard wood instead 
o f  in to  space, he fe lt  a passionate r e l ie f  though he 
dared  not relax .

H e  stood erec t w ith  his fe e t  on the eyebolts, took 
the m ast in a  hard embrace, and began to  w ork  his 
w a y  upward. H e  knew  th a t he m ust not look aga in  
a t sky o r  sea o r  deck. I t  w as a t th is stage o f  his 
clim b th a t i f  Old Joe le t the ship fa l l  o ff  a sea so 
th a t she rolled  deep ly  he would be snapped off, out 
and down.

B ut the m ast continued its  steady sw eep in g  r ise  
and fa ll. N ash  kept his eyes and thoughts fixed  upon 
the bu ff pa in t o f  the wood be fo re  his nose in spite o f  
the ach ing o f  his arm s and th e g a th e r in g  sickness o f  
stra in  inside him . Queer th a t those l it t le  fissures in 
th e wood never weakened a spar. . . . U neven  stx-eaks 
there  w h ere the pa in t had run down. . . . W rin k les  on 
th e drops th a t had d ried  a t  the ends o f  the streaks. 
. . .  A t  la s t the m ast was s lender in his hands and the 
sm all wooden ha lya rd  block w ith in  his reach.

H e c leared  the line fro m  his shoulder, fe e lin g  th a t 
he had ju dged  his ow n pow ers accurate ly  but hop ing 
noth ing would happen to  put more s tra in  on his 
endurance. Then  his eyes focused close ly  upon the 
ha lyard  block and he saw  th a t it w as sp lit a lm ost in 
two, h a lf o f  one cheek sagg in g , and the sheave ready 
to  fa ll  out.

N a sh ’s firs t e ffo r t  to th ink came to  nothing.
A s  he hung, w ith  arm s and legs  locked about the 

m ast, ra in  began in a fine s t in g in g  spray. U n der its 
w h ipp in g, he rea lized  th at he could not go  dow n fo r  a 
new  block and reach th is h e igh t aga in , w ith  the m ast 
w et and slippery. Y e t  he (C o n t in u e d  o n  p a g e  3 3 )
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G R E Y H O U N D
A  stream lined  speed-m erchant w ith  a rac ing stride 
as long as a college  broad-jum p. S ix -foo t fences are 
just low  hurdles to him , and he can reel o ff the fu r 
longs fu r long hours w ithout fatigue. A  rather un
dem onstrative gen t is G rey ; but i f  you like rabbit. 
R A G O U T  he’s the one to catch ’em  fo r  you. Y o u ’ll 
find him  carved  on E gyp tian  tombs, w h ich shows the 

Pharaohs liked T H E IR  rabbit— s— tew.

ST. B E R N A R D
D ign ified  and noble, he lives  at a fam ed hospice in 
the Sw iss Alps, and patrols the passes fo r  lost w ay 
farers. Around his neck is a  tin y  cask o f  stim ulant 
to g ive  the trave ler  strength to g rip  th e b ig  fe llow  
fo r  the stum bling jou rn ey to sa fe  haven. A  good- 
natured, k ind ly  hero, the St. Bernard, but no pet fo r  

a c ity  dw eller— he needs an A lp  or tw o !

IR IS H  W A T E R  S P A N IE L  
Irish  is like the U. S. M arines— on land or sea he 
a lw ays has the situation w e ll in hand. Study o f  his 
fam ily  C oat-o f-Pa w s discloses an an cestry  o f  hunting 
hounds and— o f all th ings— the poodle. So Irish  is 
both tough and smart. H e ’ll break skim  ice  to 
retrieve  duck in the w in ter  m arsh and can sw im  like 

a fish. H e ’s “ the tops”  i f  you live  
near lake or stream.

D A C H S H U N D
B orn  under a  bureau some say—  
and m any a fo x  w ishes he’d 
stayed there. H is  low  center o f 
g ra v ity  enables him  to fo llow  
B re ’r R abb it through ho llow  logs 
w ith  ease; he m ay even  yodel a 
b it i f  it ’s good  hunting. Cleanly, 
even -tem pered— w ith  a g a it that 
resem bles “ tru ck in ’.”  Y ou ’d like 

him  under your bureau.

C O C K E R
A  “ good com petitor,”  this 
fe llow  —  a t find ing and re
tr ie v in g  birds he’s hard to 
beat. A  m ost satis factory  
house guest too ; w e ll be
h a v e d ,  i n t e l l i g e n t ,  a n d  
m erry. H is  wants are few —  
but he regards his m aster 
as a veritable  S ir  Galahad. 
Y ou ’ll have to live  up to 

his reputation.

S E T T E R
G allan t and devoted— a  pal who 
w ill never le t you down. H e ’s 
handsome too ; silky coated, his 
ta il a fea th ery  brush. In  M errie  
England , when men hunted w ith  
net or noose, he learned to 
“ hold point,”  to retrieve  w ith 
gen tle  mouth, to range w ide and 
sw iftly . F o llow  him  into the 
field  w ith  a cam era— you ’ll keep 

T H O S E  pictures always.

r-YOUR
T 1  IS  span o f life  is short, but he has tra its  that 

never d ie ; fidelity, unselfish devotion , cour
age. H e ’s generous, and w ill fo rge t ill-treatm en t 
w ith  the first k ind  word. A  good  sportsman, he 
can take it w ithout a w h im per. H is  sense of 
humor is keen ; and accurate, too— except that he 
believes his m aster can do no wrong.

H O W E V E R , you can try  to B E  w hat he 
T H IN K S  you A R E — a t least you can show him 
in telligen t and honorable treatm ent. H ere  a re  ten 
“ rules o f  the gam e”  which, in fa irness to your 
dog, you should abide by:

1. Gain his confidence by never d ece iv ing  or 
abusing him. 2. D evelop  his character and m en
ta lity  by tra in in g  h im  to obey com mands (and if 
you w ish ) by teach ing h im  tricks. 3. Do not beat 
your dog. A  ligh t sw itch in g and thorough sham 
ing  are enough— and it is no t necessary to shout 
at h im  either. 4. T a lk  to a veterin arian  about

E N G L IS H  B U L L  DOG
U g ly  old w a rr io r  w ith  a  heart o f gold. Y ou r  k id  
sister m ay poke her finger in his evil, bloodshot 
eye, and he’ll not even grow l. In  fact he likes 
being knocked  abou t; his ancestors w ere  tra ined  
to figh t bulls— to hold on to death or victory. 
E ng lish  is still SO M E  pan ts-gripper; only red 
pepper snuff w ill cause him  to le t go. H e 'll teach 

you stick-to-it-iveness and devotion.

B O R Z O I (R U S S IA N  W O L F H O U N D )
F irs t  cousin to the greyhound, but m ore hand- 
home and much stouter o f  heart, C zars and 
grand dukes o f  old Russia fo llow ed  B orzo i to the 
snow-clad steppes, w here he coursed the great 
Siberian w olf, fo llo w in g  by s igh t not scent, and 
engaged  the k ille r  in a battle  to the death. 
B orzo i is courageous, quick  to learn, and fa ith fu l.

E S K IM O  DOG 
H usky is his name 
and nature. H e ’ll 
mush on over the 
tra il as long as there ’s 
snow to grease the 
r u n n e r s  o f  y o u r  
Yukon  sled. Courage 
is his heritage, he’ s 
no quitter. B ut feed  
him frozen  fish each 
n ight you ’re on the 
trail, or you m ay 
w ake shoeless in the 
A rc tic  dawn. Y  ou 
see H usk knows the 
E skim o proverb : “ I f  
no M U K T U K  (g ru b ), 
t h e n  M U K L U K  
(M occasins).”  H e ’s 
no t a dog fo r  warm  

climes,

D A L M A T IA N

F rom  A d r ia tic  shores comes this keen-nosed fe llow , 
whose w h ite  coat is spotted b lack  or brown. H e ’s often 
called “Coach dog,”  fo r  he loves to fo llo w  horses, and 
in olden tim es guarded the coach w h ile  his m aster 
ta rr ied  at the inn. L ik e  his poin ter cousin he w ill 

range the fields a ll day w ith  you and never tire.

G E R M A N  S H E P H E R D

H e ’s been g iven  a bad name, called “m an-eater,”  
“k ille r ,”  “ vicious.”  Y e t  you w ill find him  guiding the 
blind th rough crow ded c ity  tra ffic , or fa ith fu lly  herd
ing sheep in lonely  hills. A  bit reserved, this fellow ’. 
Y ou  must p rove you rself b e fo re  he g ives  his friendship. 
B ut once it’s given , he’s fa ith fu l unto death. A  grim  
figh te r; neither ask ing nor gran tin g  quarter, but 

w ith a l his m aster ’s gen tle  slave. A  pal 
to g row  up w ith.
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C H O W
H e hails fro m  N orth  China, where, as the natives 
say, the w in ters  are a lw ays “ th ree coats cold.”  But 
cold doesn’t  bother C how — he’s as w e ll-fu rred  as his 
E sk im o cousin. A s fo r  fam ine, he’ ll figh t fo r  his 
grub i f  needs be— th at lion ’s head o f  liis is matched 
by a lion ’s heart. In  fa c t he’ll figh t a t the sligh test 
provocation , the huck leberry-tongued rasca l— and 

you ’ll like h im  at the s ligh test provocation , too.

S C O T T IS H  T E R R IE R
“H o o t mon, d inna lauch; m uckle th ’ fox  I ’v e  bolted 
in th ’ au’d days !” . . .  I t ’s true. W hen “ bolting  the fo x ”  
(chasin g R eyn ard  from  his d en ) was a m a jor sport in 
Bonnie P rin ce  C h arlie ’s day, Sco tty  w as r igh t in there 
p itch ing d irt. H is  breed is the oldest indigenous to 
the B ritish  Is les ; so, though his lim bs are  short, the 

legs o f  his fa m ily  tree  are long. Solemn, 
deliberate, dependable.

A IR E D A L E
Th is  rough and ready Y orksh irem an  com es fro m  the 
Dale o f th e A ire , w earin g  a “ dale”  o f  an air. H is 
saddle o f  black w ir y  fu r conceals h im  w h en n igh t
hunting. H e ’s a  m igh ty  hunter, is rela ted  to  the 
o tte r  hound, is th ere fo re  o tter-ly  fearless, and w ill 
a ttack  even  the s ilver-tip  grizz ly , though he hadn't 
otter. N o  dog  has a m ore cheery  d isposition. A  pal 

you’ll n ever g ive  the a ire !

DOG-i
w hen to w o rm  your pup, how  to guard 
aga inst d istem per, rabies, fits, mange, 
and other canine ills. 5. P ro v id e  a 
clean, dry, w arm  place fo r  your dog ’s 
s leep ing quarters. 6. F eed  h im  an 
approved  ration (no chicken bones) 
once daily, at the same hour, the 
sam e spot, fro m  the same pan; and 
see that he has fresh  d rin k in g  w ater 
always. 7. Brush, bathe, and de-flea 
you r dog regu larly . 8. Do not a llow  
him  to roam  the streets, run through 
the neighbors ’ shrubbery or garden, 
chase chickens, bark unduly. Con
s ideration fo r  others is a m ark  o f 
breed ing in dog or man. 9. G ive  your 
dog  a lon g  rom p tw ice  a day i f  pos
sible. 10. G ain  his respect by being 
firm , and h is a ffection  by being 
square.

P O IN T E R
S ilky  coat and raw hide m uscles! 
H e  has leath er lungs too, and if 
there ’s a  m oon he’ll keep  you aw ake 
a ll n igh t w ith  his baying. H e  cam e 
to England  W’ith  W illia m  the Con
queror and has the N orm an ’s cour
age. In  the field  no dog w ill try  
harder, and fe w  are the quail he 
misses. H e  is pushing the setter 
fo r  the title  o f  A ll-A m erican  bird- 
dog, but to his folks, he’s just a 
boo tlick in g rascal who d igs lie-holes 

in the m istress ’ flow er beds.

B O X E R
H is o r ig in  is m ysterious Tibet, 
w here in ancient tim es he was 
trained  fo r  battle. A  g ian t beast, 
his fam e and breed spread th rough
out Europe, and old tapestries 
show ing stag and boar hunts carry  
his likeness. In  la ter tim es boxer’s 
strain was crossed w ith  sm aller 
dogs (th e te r r ie r  and bull perhaps), 
and now  he’s o f a  size to  jo in  your 
fam ily  group. Y ou ’ll lik e  th is dog—  
he’s pal and bodyguard combined.

G R E A T  D A N E
Once th is good-natured g ia n t hunted 
big boar in the B lack  F o res t fo r  
B avarian  Barons. B ut th at was 
centuries ago, and the Dane has 
been reduced to pu lling tw’o-w heeled 
carts in m odern G erm any. B ut he’s 
not w orried  about that. H is  pride 
is as strong and his sp irit as h igh 
as ever, and unless your ancestral 
hall is oversize, Dane w ill not deign 

to scratch his fleas therein.

M O N G R E L  
Sometim es, and 
most unkindly, 
called cur. H is 
p e d i g r e e  is  a  
cross-purp puz
zle ; he m ay have 
a R o l ls -R o y c e  
chassis and a 
box-car body hut 
don’t  scorn his 
b r a in s .  M a n y  
fam ous “ th ink 
in g  dogs”  o f  the 
stage and screen 
a re  m o n g re ls . 
And fo r  loya lty  
he can ’t  be beat.

B O S TO N  T E R R IE R  
H e ’s in the fea th er
w e igh t d ivision, but 
th inks he’s a  better 
battler than his uncle 
Bull, and w ill tackle 
a B en ga l t ig e r  i f  Ben 
galls him. H is  bulg
ing  brow’ hides real 
b r a in s ,  h e  c o u ld  
cla im  I  - E ta  - K a tta  
honors in any co l
lege  o f Tom cato logy . 
C low n ing  and doing 
tricks he loves— life  
is a  laugh to him.

C O L L IE
H is  courage and 
r e s o u r c e fu ln e s s  
are legend. B liz 
zards, the hungry 
w o lfpack , bullets 
from  the rustler ’s 
g u n  —  n o n e  o f  
these hold terror 
fo r  the collie. An 
im placable, slash
ing figh ter, he w ill 
p la y  n u rsem a id  
w ith  gen tle fidel
ity. H e ’ll  teach you 

self-d iscip line.

P E K IN G E S E
A  pop-eyed P lu to -cra t fro m  P ek in g ’s palaces, w here 
he has Lived fo r  tw o  thousand years. A f te r  P ek in g ’s 
capture (1860) som e o f his fa m ily  m oved  to B rita in  
and sat on laps o f  dow ager duchesses. Th is  has made 
him  v e ry  haugh ty  and short-tem pered. Though quite 
in te lligen t he is by no means the peke o f  pupriety.

O LD  E N G L IS H  S H E E P  DOG 
H e  en joys herd ing cattle  and cares little  fo r  barbers. 
H e ’s lived  in B rita in  since the days o f  the Rom an 
conquest; perhaps he g rew  the whiskers, then, to 
hide fro m  Caesar’ s legions. Old English is sober, 
fa ith fu l, a good com panion; and he w ill catch the 

hare despite the ha ir wh ich he is heir to.

W IR E -H A IR E D  F O X
As the p icture shows, he loves to  excavate. In  m edieval 
tim es he was tra ined  to d ig  foxes  fro m  th eir  holes, 
hence his name. A  Scottish ancestor w illed  h im  his 
w ir y  coat. The fo ld -over ear is th e m ark  o f  all 

terriers. L iqu id a tin g  rats, or the icem an ’s 
trousers, is his specialty.
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The

Mallards
Come Home to

SI L E N C E  brooded ove r  the chaparra l, broken on ly  by 
little  ru stlings th a t served  to  accentuate the m enacing 
quiet o f  the forsaken  str ip  o f  M exican  border te rr ito ry . 

So dark w as the m oonless n igh t th a t a shadowy black shape 
w a it in g  in an open in g in the m esqu ite was com pletely  undis- 
cern ib le fro m  the road , tw en ty  fe e t  away.

Th e  shape w as an autom obile ho ld ing five men and fou r 
rifles, and fo u r  o f  the men w ore  the un ifo rm  o f  the im m i
g ra tion  service.

Suddenly the fifth  man, a b ig  fe llo w  who w ore the 
som brero and boots o f  a border rancher, spoke up in a 
s o ft  draw l. “ W hen I  tipped  o ff you boys about w h a t I 
heard, I  d idn ’t figu re  it ’d be this im portan t,”  he said.

Inspector Donn K e lly , behind the wheel, smiled.
Th is  m ission was the m ost im portan t th ing  in the 
w orld  to him  r igh t  then. W ith  luck th ey  m igh t b rin g  
down the la s t o f  “ the border-flapp ing  M a lla rds,”  as 
H al P e te rs  called the men th ey  had been fo llo w in g  
fo r  months— an e lusive  flock o f  sm u gglers  d irected  
by  a leader who a lw a ys  smoked M allards.

C h ie f Ram say, the inspector in charge o f  the Los 
A n ge les  office , answ ered the b ig  rancher. “ I t ’s p lenty  
im portant, M r. K n ig h t,”  he said. “ W e ’re hop ing to 
nab the la s t g a n g  in a pow erfu l r in g  th a t’s been 
sm u gg lin g  both w ays— slipp in g  the loot fro m  U . S. 
robberies down into M exico, and b rin g in g  undesirable 
aliens and w hat-not up fro m  M exico  into the States.
W e ’ve  had tw o  ace inspectors, K e lly  here and Peters, 
runn ing down the r in g . T h ey  w ere  nearly  k illed  on 
undercover duty a l itt le  w h ile  ago, but th ey  g o t the 
leader. A n d  y et th is las t g a n g— ”

“ K eeps ca rry in ’ on w ith ou t the leader? ”  d raw led  
K n igh t.

“ Y es . W e ’ve  checked and w e ’re  sure th ere ’s on ly 
this one g a n g  le f t  operating . N a b  th is las t lo t and 
w e ’v e  w iped out the r in g ! So you r t ip  w as im portant.
T h in gs  a re  m ov in g  slow  though. I t ’s a fte r  two.
Y o u ’re sure th is w as the road th ey  figu red  to use 
to n igh t? ”

“ P o s it iv e ,”  stated  th e rancher. “ These tw o  h o m b re s  
cam e into m y gas  station, as 1 to ld  you, and then 
w ent into the ham burger stand. T h e  cook w as in the 
rea r, and th ey  d idn ’t  know  I  was standin ’ the other 
side o f  the w all. W h a t they says w a s : ‘T h e  p a tro l’s 
been w atch in ’ this road o ff and on fu r  a y ea r  and 
n ever seen nothin ’, and she’ s sa fe  as a church 
to n ig h t !’  ”

“ M aybe p a rt o f  o u r  gan g— m aybe sm a ll-tim ers,”  
youn g Donn K e lly  said qu ietly . “ L o o k !”  he added.

Th e  lookout behind the chaparra l had risen. H e 
w aved fo r  silence, and doubled back to the sedan. I t  
was lan ky  H a l P eters . “ Th in k  I  heard a car com ing, 
s low ,”  he whispered . “ N o t  a sign  o f  a ligh t, though. 
L is te n !”

F o r  a m om ent the tau t g rou p  could h ear nothing.
Then  they caught the fa in tes t w h isper o f  sound. I t  
g re w  a lit t le  louder but still w as b are ly  d istin 
guishable.

“ W h y  would one ca r  be id lin g  a long, w ith ou t lights, 
a t th is tim e o f  n igh t? ”  wh ispered  Ram say. “ H a l!
G et back to  the road. W hen th a t car comes opposite 
us, w e ’l l  flash our ligh ts  on it. Y ou  stop it. Stand

T h e  s i le n  t  g r o u p  o f  i m 
m ig r a t i o n  m e n  s t o o d  
a le r t ly  s c r u t in i s in g  t h e  
a p p r o a c h i n g  s t r a n g e r .  
H e  c a m e  o n  n o n c h a 
la n t l y , a n d  h is  g r e e n  

e y es  lo o k e d  a m u s e d .

th is side o f  the road, so the ligh ts  w ill show your 
un ifo rm  ! ” ■

H a l, doubled over, flew  back to his cactus. The 
others w aited . Th ere  w as no sound save the w h isper 
o f  the unseen vehicle. A t  last, s lid ing around a sligh t 
curve, its  dark bulk g lided  tow ard  them.

“ N o w !”  snapped Ram say.
Donn snapped on his ligh ts . A t  the same second 

Ram say turned on the search ligh t at the r ig h t  o f  the 
w indshield. H a l, rifle  in hand, rose fro m  the cactus.

B ut his shout w as unheard. A t  the sudden g la re , a 
second burst o f  lig h t l it  up the roadw ay, a m igh ty  
m otor roared  into life , and the black coupe shot 
fo rw ard .

Donn needed no orders. In s tan tly  he sent his car 
into the road, s low in g  ju s t enough fo r  H a l to sw ing 
aboard  b e fo re  he settled down to s w ift  pursuit.

T h e  coupe w as fu lly  th ree hundred yards ahead, 
g o in g  like the w ind. S low ly  Donn’s fo o t  sent the 
acce lera tor down to the floor. H is  eyes w ere  frozen  to 
the na rrow  d ir t  road  ahead. Chuckholes, ruts, hum
mocks, he sw erved  around sk illfu lly . H e  saw  the car 
ahead v e e r  s ligh tly , and searched the road fo r  the 
reason. I t  w as no t h is fa u lt  th a t he saw  i t  a b it too 
late, fo r  the obstacle the other ca r  had passed w ith 
out slacken ing speed was a deep depression in the 
road^which, by  some tr ick  o f  shadow, w as  absolutely 
inv is ib le  until his b ig  sedan w as w ith in  ten fe e t  o f  it.

T h e  sedan crashed' into the hollow , and th e wheel 
was alm ost tw is ted  fro m  Donn’s hands as the wheels 
h it the steep fa r th e r  side. H e w as fo rced  to grin d  on 
the brakes to keep control, and lost a  precious hun
dred yards b e fo re  he was back in stride  again.

“ T h a t fe llo w  knows th is road like a b oo k !”  Donn 
shouted.

“ I ’ve  seen h im  sm ellin g  around here b e fo r e !”  
roared  K n igh t. “ Sure he knows i t ! ”

A  qu arter o f  a  m ile ahead, the fleein g  car swooped 
round a curve and d isappeared. Donn, his m otor 
w id e  open, roared  on a fte r . N o  s low in g  up— he could 
skid th a t cu rve !

The sedan screeched round the curve in a w ild  but 
steady-handed skid. The n ex t second five voices 
sim ultaneously scream ed a w arn in g. F o r  th e ligh ts  
shone on the coupe, set squarely  a th w a r t the road 
less than th ir ty  fe e t  ahead!

T o  the le f t  o f  the com pletely  blocked road  w as the

m o n te ,  an im pen etrab le  th icket there. T o  the r igh t 
w as a deep ditch.

Donn jam m ed on the brakes— the scream ing o f  the 
brake drums sounded like to rtu red  cries. A t  the last 
possib le second he turned the wheel to the r igh t, then 
sharp to  the le ft. T h e  car skidded into the ditch, but 
its  progress was s till fo rw ard . I ts  r ig h t  side h it the 
fa r th e r  w a ll w ith  a thud, and the b ig  m achine slid 
up th at d itch on its side.

Donn w as th row n h eav ily  to the righ t. H e m ain
tained his death g r ip  on the wheel, and consequently 
his head w as snapped fo rw a rd  aga inst it. H a lf  
stunned, he tr ied  to r igh t  h im self.

“ A n yb od y  hu rt?”  he asked weak ly.
A ll started  to climb out, ta lk in g  exc ited ly. N o  one 

except Donn had been m ore than ja rred . The rancher 
wTas w ra th fu l and emphatic.

“ T h a t fe llow  delibera te ly  stuck his car across the 
road  to  crack us u p !”  he ground out. “ H e can ’t  be 
m ore ’n a fe w  hundred yards aw ay. L e t ’s— ”

“ W e ’ll take a look a t th at car f ir s t !”  snapped 
Ram shy.

F o r  the m om ent Donn was com pletely un interested in 
w h at was g o in g  on. H a l P e ters  came over to w h ere he 
w as s ittin g , on the tilted  runn ing board o f  the sedan.

“ N ice  w ork , k id,”  he said. “ O kay?”
“ In a m inute,”  Donn told him.
“ Come on, boys— le t ’s look her o v e r !”  Ram say 

called im pa tien tly , and H al answ ered  the summons, 
leav in g  Donn on the runn ing board.

A s  the exp ert im m igra tion  men inves tiga ted  ev e ry 
th ing  fro m  the spare t ir e  to the floor boards o f  the 
coupe, K n igh t hunted fo r  tracks. H is  flash ligh t held 
low  to  the ground, he proceeded in circles, m u tter ing  
im precations. Donn watched. H is head w as clearin g, 
but it  seemed w isdom  to s it still a lit t le  longer.

“ I ’v e  found the t r a i l ! ”  the rancher shouted from  
tw en ty  fe e t aw ay. H e  was standing on the outside 
edge o f  the ditch. “ Just one set o f  tracks— he was 
a lone! L e t ’s g o ! ”

“ W a it  a  m in u te !”  R am say answ ered  im patiently .
But the rancher d isappeared  into the dark mes: 

quite like a bloodhound on the scent.
“ P len ty  o f  n erve,”  Donn thought.
F ive  m inutes la ter, as Donn still listened  to 

K n igh t ’s e xp lora to ry  crash ing th rough the brush, the 
im m igra tion  men straigh tened .

Roost
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“ N o t  one sign o f  an yth in g  unusual about the whole 
doggone la y o u t !”  R am say said un believ ing ly. “ Just 
another car— ”

“ Boys, there  a in ’t  no tracks a fte r  a fe w  fe e t  fro m  
the d itc h !”  called K n ig h t as he em erged  fro m  the 
ch aparra l. “ L e t ’s g e t g o in ’. T h a t  gu y  a in ’t fa r  o ff 
and I  f o r  one aim  to g e t  him , and g e t him  p ro n to !”  

“ S o rt o f  b loodthirsty,, a ren ’t you ? ”  a new  voice 
asked casually, and fro m  the th ick  fo lia g e  o f  a  low  
tree  a dark figu re dropped a lm ost a t the rancher’s 
feet.

The s tra n ge r ’s hands w ere  up as he w alked  tow ard  
the area  ligh ted  by  the lam ps o f  the tw o cars. K n igh t 
strode behind him, like a guard. Donn go t up and 
jo in ed  the s ilen t group o f  im m igra tion  men who 
stood a le r t ly  scru tin izin g the approach in g stranger.

Th e  m an was ta ll and m agn ificen tly  bu ilt, but his 
th ick dark  ha ir w as a defiant tan g le  and his face 
looked as though it  had fou gh t a fe w  fa s t rounds 
w ith  a buzz saw, and lost. The nose had been broken, 
a lon g  scar ran  a lon g  the r ig h t  cheek, and the eye
b row s looked pu ffed— th ey  w ere  a figh te r ’s eyebrows. 
T h e ir  ow ner came on nonchalantly, and his green  
eyes looked amused.

“ Im m igra tio n  men, eh?”  he said eas ily . “ W h y 
didn ’t  you say  so?”

“ W h y  d idn ’t you stop down the road ? ”  snapped 
Ram say.

“ W h y  should I  stop in the m iddle o f  the n igh t in 
th is forsaken  coun try?”  countered the stranger, 
d ropp in g h is hands. “ Th in k  I  w an t to  be robbed o r— ” 

“ Y ou  saw  a man in  un ifo rm  on the side o f  the 
road .”

“ I  did n o t! A n d  i f  I  saw  one at th is tim e o f  n ight, 
I ’d still run like a ll g e t ou t,”  w as the ta r t  rep ly . 
“ I ’m a respectable citizen , and I ’m not stopp ing in 
the deep n igh t fo r  anybody w ho steps out and waves 
a gun a t me. W h y  didn ’t— ”

“ W h y  w ere  you runn ing w ith  you r ligh ts  ou t?”  
Donn in terrup ted  qu ietly .

“ B a tte ry  low — tr y in g  to charge it.”
“ W h y  did you th ro w  your car across the road?”  
“ Because I  thought I  w as be ing chased by a pack 

o f  thugs, and I  aim ed to crack  ’em up and save 
m ys e lf !  I  s till th ink I  showed good  sense.”

“ W h o a re  you ?”  asked Ram say.
Th e  stran ger  produced his d r iv in g  license. “ G eorge 

M intu rn , m in ing  eng ineer when I can g e t  w ork . I 
spend a lo t o f  tim e d r iv in g  back and fo r th  to 
M exico, tr y in g  to  connect up w ith  a M exican  m ine 
som ewhere.”

F u rth e r  questioning fa iled  to  shake him, and when 
K n ig h t kept g ro w lin g  out doubts, he g re w  som ewhat 
be lligeren t. “ Look  here,”  he snorted. “ I sym path ize 
w ith  you  hounds o f  the law , but I  don’t  figu re that 
I ’ve  had such a good tim e m yse lf, and— ”

“ K eep  a c iv il tongue in your h e a d !”  barked K n igh t.

“ L is ten  to  the tw o-gu n man fro m  T e x a s !”  
M intu rn  sent back. “ W h o do you th ink  you  are? ”  

W ith  an oath, the b ig  rancher leaped fo r 
w ard . B e fo re  anyone else could m ake a m ove 
M in tu rn  stepped fo rw a rd  to m eet him . H is  
le f t  flicked out, and his r igh t  w as cocked. The 
le f t  stopped K n igh t, a r igh t-cross th a t w as 
like the str ike  o f  a rattlesnake floored him.

Then  Donn grabbed M intu rn , and R am say 
stopped K n ig h t as he scram bled up.

“ N on e  o f  th a t !”  R am say said sharp ly. “ B e
have you rselves ! Com e over here w ith  us, 
K n ig h t ! M in tu rn , i f  you m ake a m ove, w e ’re 
a ll good  sh o ts !”

“ So th a t’s w h ere I  stand,”  M in tu rn  g row led .
“ U sed  to be a figh ter, I take it,”  th e qu iet 

Donn said  casually  as he released him. 
M intu rn  did not deign to  answ er. Donn le f t  him  

stan din g there  and gathered  w ith  the rest around 
Ram say, fa r  enough aw a y  so th a t M intu rn  could not 
o verh ear th e ir  ta lk .

“ I t  seems obvious th a t M intu rn  w as d r iv in g  a p ilo t 
car— scouting the w a y  fo r  a cava lcade o f  the con tra 
band cars behind h im ,”  R am say said terse ly . “ I f  he 
turned on h is ligh ts  or the m otor roared , th a t would 
be th e ir  s ign a l to  tu rn  back.”

“ R ig h t ! ”  rasped  the rancher. “ A n d  I ’m in th is 
th ing  perm anen t now, sure as m y nam e’s Tom  
K n igh t. I f  th ere ’s an yth in g  I  can do— ”

“ P len ty ,”  sm iled Ram say. “ W e ’ve  stup id ly  lost, 
ton igh t. B ut I ’m g o in g  to  bottle  e v e ry  road— secretly. 
T h is  road seems im portant. Donn, you and H a l a re  
g o in g  to w ork  in M r. K n ig h t ’s f i llin g  station  or 
restauran t, as he chooses. One o f  you n igh ts, the 
oth er days. N o w  fo r  telephone arrangem ents.”

A n d  he w en t on to  la y  out the plan in detail.
So it  came abou t th at n ex t d ay  Donn and H al 

w ere  covera lled  attendants presum ably w o rk in g  fo r  
T o m  K n i g h t .  T h e  r a n c h e r ’ s 
la rge  fru it  ranch la y  back a l itt le  
d istance fro m  the h ighw ay, but 
he had set up a gas station  and 
ham burger stand on the road  
and, w ith  no n ear com petition , 
did a f a i r  am ount o f  business.

On ev e ry  road  ru nn ing  north  
and south in a te r r ito ry  spread
ing  tw en ty -five  m iles east a long 
the border fro m  T ia  Juana, other 
inspectors and undercover men 
w ere  stationed a t s tra teg ic  points, 
w a tch in g  d ay  and n igh t fo r  any 
suspicious truck  o r  caravan  o f  
cars. In  T ia  Juana itse lf, under
cover men o f  m any nations and 
races w ere  a le r t ly  look ing fo r  
s igns o f  a prospective  d e live ry  o f  
human contraband.

U p  in Los  An ge les , M intu rn  
w as passing the hours in ja i l—
“ Lea d in g  an easy l i fe ,”  H al 
grum bled. Donn and H a l w ere  
m ak ing them selves useful. I t  w as 
app le -h arves tin g  tim e and labor 
w as scarce; so th e tw o regu la r  
serv ice  station attendants w ere 
hand ling app les w h ile  H a l and 
Donn attended to cars.

L i f e  flowed a lon g  w ith  ou tw ard  
tra n q u illity  but increasing  ten 
sion fo r  th ree  days, and then one 
even in g  th ere  came a lon g-d is
tance m essage fro m  Los An geles .
I t  w as Donn who talked  to  the

chief. H e hung up the rece ive r  s low ly , and turned 
to  the w a it in g  H al.

“ T h ey  couldn ’t  g e t  a  w ord  out o f  M in tu rn ,”  Donn 
said. “ So th ey  had to  le t him  go. W ith in  an hour 
a fte r  he w as released fro m  ja il,  he w as found on the 
edge o f  Chinatow n , beaten and kn ifed  and probab ly  
le f t  f o r  d e a d !”

“ H m ,”  H a l mused. “ N o w  w h at do you m ake o f  
th at, W a tson ? ”

“ Looks as though th ey  w e re  a fra id  he ’d squealed, 
o r  m igh t squeal even tually . One th in g ’s sure— th ey ’re 
a g a n g  o f  k illers . H e llo , w h a t’s K n ig h t  g o t? ”

T h e  b ig  rancher w as com ing tow ard  them wTith  a 
tray . “ Sw eet cider, r ig h t  out o f  the p re s s !”  he an
nounced as he set down the tray , which held a la rge  
p itcher o f  c ider and tw o  glasses. “ W h a t you boys 
look in ’ so serious ov e r? ”

Donn told him  about M intu rn , and K n ig h t shook 
h is head. “ T h a t 's  tough— but I  th ink  he g o t  w h at 
w as cornin’ to him. I  ha te these sm art crooks.”

H e  cocked an ea r  northw ard  as the r is in g  drone o f  
m otors hummed th rough th e still n igh t a ir. “ H ere  
come m y app le trucks,”  he said. “ M aybe m y b ro ther 
E d ’s r id in ’ one. I  w an t y ou 'b oys  to m eet him. H e ’s 
m ayor o f  A lta  N om a, and he runs th a t tow n r igh t. 
A n d  he owns a fine s tr in g  o f  m arkets between A lta  
N om a and Frisco. H o w  about h a v in ’ some c id er? ”

“ D on ’t m ind i f  I  do,”  said H al. H e  quaffed  a g lass 
w ith  en joym ent, and wandered  up the path tow ard  
the ranch house.

A s  he d isappeared , tw o  b ig  trucks m arked K n ig h t  
M a r k e ts  d rew  into th e station. Tom  K n igh t, g ru m b lin g  
good-hum ored ly  because his brother E d  hadn’t come 
along, chatted  w ith  the husky d riv e rs  w h ile  Donn g o t 
busy gass in g  and o ilin g  the trucks. W hen th ey  rum bled 
o f f  a long the h igh w ay  to w ard  the c irc lin g  road  th a t 
led back to ranch house, pack ing sheds, and barns, 
Donn stretched and yaw ned. (C o n t in u e d  o n  p a g e  2 9 )

T h e  s m u g g le r 's  c a r  teas  
g o in g  l ik e  t h e  w in d ,  b u t  
D o n n  s e n t  h is  b a t t e r e d  
l i t t l e  s h i p  r o a r i n g  o n  

a h e a d  o f  i t .
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WHETH ER he’s ta lk ing about figh ting 
or shaving, it pays to listen when 
Jack Dempsey tells h ow  to take care o f  
your chin. T h e  "Manassa M auler”  has a 

beard that’s a terror. And shaving with 
him is im portant, fo r  every n ight in his 
famous N e w  Y o rk  restaurant he meets 
peop le from  all over the w orld  w h o  have 
com e to  see "th e  Champ.”

I f  you w ere to ask Jack Dem psey ’s advice 
about shaving methods he w ou ld  probably 
tell you his experience. And here are his 
ow n  w o rd s : " W h e n  I shave m yse lf,”  
Dempsey says, " I  use a G ille tte  Blade in 
my G ille tte  Razor. I 'v e  tried other methods, 
but this com bination takes the figh t out 
o f  my whiskers in a hurry— gives me clean, 
close shaves that really last!”

Take  Jack Dem psey ’s w ord  for it. A lways 
use a G ille tte  Blade in a G ille tte  Razor. 
Y o u ’ l l  g e t  th e w o r ld ’ s best shaves a ll 
the time.

G IL L E T T E  S A F E T Y  R A Z O R  CO.
Boston , Mass.

P a u l Ci. H offm an. 
Pres id en t of S tndebnker, Says—

DU R ING  the past twenty-five years I have known many world-famous racing drivers.
Ab Jenkins, Harry Hartz, Tony Gulotta, C liff Bergere and Ralph Hepburn are all 

friends o f mine. On a race track they may be speed demons, but they hare always been 
good sportsmen. On the highways their good sportsmanship takes the form o f  safe and 
courteous driving. Just recently Ab Jenkins, who holds more speed and hill-climbing records 
than any other man living, had this to say: “ The average boy takes a hundred chances in 
every thousand miles he drives that I  wouldn’t  dare take 
because I  found out years ago that the way to keep out of 

a jam is not to get into one.”

Ray Sherman’s articles are worth careful read
ing, but I wish it were possible for every boy to 
take a ride with Ab Jenkins or with any other 
first-rate racing driver. It would be dramatic 
p roof o f  the fact that the experts know it is smart 
to drive safely.

Ed Boyce and the Fast Car
| H E  B oyce fa m ily  fo r  years  h y  T E a w r  f o i l 0 1 * 1 1 1  £ 1 1 1  One the im portan t fa c to rs
had gone in  fo r  the sm a ller J  •/ *  is w ind  resistance. A t  low  speeds
cars. I t  w as D ad  B oyce ’s i t  doesn’t  m atter. A t  h igh  speeds

th eory  th a t i f  you didn ’t  pay too  much 
fo r  a car you could turn it in o ften er  
and have m ore new  cars. But the fa m ily  
wanted to  t r y  a b ig g e r  one and befo re  
they g o t  through, the salesman fo r  the 
la r g e r  car won the argum ent.

T h ey  a ll liked the new  c a r— even 
Dad. I t  had a heav ier fe e l when it 
rolled  ove r  the roads. T h e  wheelbase 
w as  lon ger. The engine seemed better 
w hether it w as o r  not and it  seemed as 
though the car d rove w ith  no e ffo r t  at 
all. Ed beamed a t it.

E d  loved  to  ro ll a lon g  the p leasant 
streets o f  town, g lide  ou t into th e coun
try , and let the new car ign o re  the 
hills. H e  fin a lly  cam e to  fe e l h im self 
alm ost a p a r t o f  it  and as the days 
w en t by became m ore convinced th a t 
you couldn ’t  g e t  ’em any b e tter no m a t
te r  w h a t you paid.

One lo ve ly  day he took  Sis and an
oth er g ir l  out o ve r  the country roads. 
U p  hills. A n d  down. Th e  g ir ls  chat
te red  in the back seat. E d  ju s t d rove—  
on and on. H e  w as s lid in g  o ve r  long 
s tra igh t concrete when up ahead he 
saw  a truck  o f  some sort. H e  figu red  
he would pass it  and be on his w ay , 
but tra ff ic  appeared  in the oth er lane 
o f  the road  and Ed decided to  s low  
down. B e fo re  he knew  it, he w as 
screeching the tires  on the concrete, but 
to  no ava il, and he shoved the g r il le  
into th e back end o f  th e truck.

T h e  fa rm e r  w h o w as  d r iv in g  the 
truck  stopped, g o t out, and cam e around 
to  m ake the usual inspection. E d  did 
likew ise. So fa r  as could be observed 
the on ly  dam age was a  scratch on the 
rea r  end o f  a  none too new  tru ck  and a 
b eau tifu lly  messed-up g r ille .

“ G oin g  a lit t le  too fa s t, sonny?”  the 
fa rm e r  suggested.

“ B rakes d idn ’t hold ve ry  w e ll,”  said 
Ed, as he ru e fu lly  surveyed  the mess.

“ Looks to  me as though th ey  w ere  
ho ld ing,”  said the fa rm er . “ Y o u r  
wheels w ere  locked. Look  a t those 
tracks.”

E d  looked. Sure enough. F o r  m any 
fe e t  back a lon g  th e concrete w ere  
m arks th a t showed on ly  too p la in ly  
th a t the brakes had done noble work. 
T h ey  had locked the wheels in the final 
fe e t  o f  the crack-up. T h e  ca r  had 
g iven  the best i t  had. Som eth ing must 
have been w ron g, how ever, and Ed 
tr ied  to  figu re  it  ou t as th e fa rm e r  
w en t on his w a y  and he h im se lf d rove 
home, ra th e r  sedately.

E d  knew  he had been g o in g  fa s t. In  
fa c t, he w as w ell aw a re  o f  it. B ut he 
d idn ’t  rea lize  w h a t he w as doing. H e  
hadn ’t  intended to  g o  so fa s t, f o r  he 
w asn ’t  in any h u rry  and w asn ’t  g o in g  
any place. B ut th is  la r g e r  car was a 
m arvelou s piece o f  w ork . W ith  th e old
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ca r  E d  could te ll by  the fe e l o f  it ju s t 
about w h at the speed was, but th is car 
d idn ’t  seem to have any fe e l at all. Th e  
resu lt was it kept g o in g  fa s te r  and 
fa s te r  and continued to ride lik e  a boat 
in fla t w ater.

T h e  firs t tim e Ed found h im se lf do
ing  e igh ty -fiv e  m iles an hour w ithout 
rea liz in g  he had clim bed th a t high, he 
w as a b it shocked and slowed down. 
B ut the car seemed to have th a t habit. 
I t  rode so w ell a t h igh  speeds th a t it 
w as fo r e v e r  g e t t in g  aw a y  fro m  him. 
A n d  he fin a lly  g o t to  the poin t w here 
it  d idn ’t  w o rry  him  i f  the car d id  g e t 
to g o in g  p re tty  fast.

But he should have w o rr ied  because 
he w as head ing fo r  trouble, a lm ost as 
fa s t  as an am ateur tr y in g  to  w a lk  a 
rope across N ia g a ra  Fa lls . E d ’s trouble 
w as th a t he d idn ’t know how  to handle 
a ca r  a t the h igher speeds. A l l  the 
instruction he had e ver  been g iven  had 
to do w ith  m oderate speeds. H e  had 
climbed up into a rea lm  o f  h igh speed 
w h ere every th in g  w as d ifferen t. A n d  
he w as a s tran ger  in a s tran ge  land. 
E v e r y  y ea r  there  a re  accidents be
cause d riv e rs  go fa s t  and don’t  know 
how. F o rty -m ile  d riv e rs  h it s ixty . 
S ix ty -m ile  d r iv e rs  h it e igh ty . An d  they 
a re  dum founded when th ey  find th eir 
m anner o f  han d lin g  a car a t  low er 
speeds is useless.

H e re ’s one th in g  they don’t  suspect. 
I t  takes a bomb dropped fro m  a height 
o f  a  m ile  n ineteen seconds to  reach the 
earth . T h a t ’s tra ve lin g , w h at?  A n d  at 
e igh ty -fiv e  you ’re  coverin g  a m ile in 
fo r ty - tw o  and three-tenths seconds 
you rse lf. Y o u ’re  g o in g  alm ost h a lf as 
fa s t  as a fa l l in g  bomb in its  firs t m ile. 
F u rtherm ore, you, your passengers, 
and you r car m ay w eigh  m ore than the 
bomb. Is  i t  any w onder th a t the av e r 
age  d r iv e r  is hopelessly lost when he 
attem pts to  do e igh ty -fiv e  w ith ou t 
tra in in g  and experien ce? H e m ay  come 
out a ll r igh t, but i f  he does i t ’s luck. 
F o r  i f  any h and ling o f  the ca r  is re 
quired, he sim p ly  hasn’t  the d riv in g  
education necessary.

E d  n ever should have d riven  th at 
fa s t  unless an em ergency requ ired  it. 
A n d  he never should have even thought 
o f  d r iv in g  th a t fa s t t ill he had learned 
how. B e fo re  a d r iv e r  attem pts s ix ty  he 
should d rive  m any m iles a t fo r ty -fiv e  
and f i fty . H e  should do m any m iles at 
s ix ty  b e fo re  he th inks o f  doin g seventy. 
An d  be fo re  he attem pts e igh ty  o r  any
th in g  like it, he should m ake sure both 
h im se lf an,d his car a re  fit and the 
road  p erfect.

it  is te rrific . T h e  w ind is  t r y in g  to  hold 
you back, pushing hard  on the fro n t  o f  
the car, and i f  there  is a side w ind 
th ere  is a  whole new  set o f  figu res—  
you have both head w ind and side w ind 
to consider. A t  a low  speed, a sligh t 
d evia tion  fro m  the course doesn’t  m at
ter. A t  h igh  speeds it changes the w ind 
pressure. E d  didn ’t  know  this.

A lso , he d idn ’t  rea lize  th a t he was 
p ilo tin g  tw o  tons o f  m eta l and th ings, 
includ ing precious human fre ig h t, one 
hundred tw en ty-five  fe e t  a second— a 
m ile  in fo r ty - tw o  and three-tenths sec
onds. Th e  tires  w ere  tak in g  a te rrib le  
beating. T h ey  w eren ’t  m ere ly  ro llin g  
over the road. T h ey  w ere  c lin g in g  to 
the road, bending, stretch ing, and 
stra in in g, to push the car into th at 
e igh ty -five -m ile  w ind. Th e  rea r  wheels 
w an ted  to go  fo rw a rd . T h e  tw o  tons o f  
car w ith  an e igh ty -five -m ile  w ind  in its 
fa ce  wanted to  go  an yw h ere  but fo r 
ward . Speed cars h ave w in d  rudders. 
E d  had none.

E d  also n ever had been told th a t it  
is  n early  th ree tim es as hard to  stop at 
e igh ty -five  as at fifty . T w ice  as hard 
to stop a t e igh ty -fiv e  as at s ixty . And 
he d idn 't rea lize  th at tr y in g  to pull a 
car down w ith  the brakes at e igh ty -five  
sets up a hea t in the drums th a t could 
be disastrous. Y o u r  stopp in g  d ifficu lty  
increases as the square o f  vou r speed. 
Squares: 50, 2500; 60, 3600; 70, 4900; 
80, 6400; 85, 7225; 90, 8100.

W h a t caused E d ’s acciden t w as sim 
p ly  th is : W hen he saw the truck  he 
figu red  he would operate  as he had at 
lo w er  speeds. H e  didn’t know  th a t at 
e igh ty -fiv e  it  would take tw ice  the 
stopp ing distance needed a t  s ix ty . So 
he d idn ’t  begin to s low  down soon 
enough and th ere  w asn ’t  room  to  stop. 
H is  bad estim ate was due solely  to  the 
fa c t  th at in h igh speeds he w as a 
s tran ger  in a s tran ge  land.

L e tt in g  a ca r  g e t  a w a y  fro m  you is 
bad business. A  d riv e r  should a lw ays 
w atch  his speedom eter needle and know 
w h at he’s doing. H e  should learn  o f  
the changes in conditions as speeds in
crease. M an y  a d river , a fte r  fa s t tra ve l 
o ve r  good concrete, slows down— so he 
thinks— as he enters a tow n on ly  to 
find his “ c ra w l”  is f i f ty .  W a tch  the 
needle.

A  skilled  d riv e r  is a d riv e r  who
1. H as had m any m iles o f  experience.
2. H as been tau gh t w h a t to do in all 

em ergencies and has successfu lly  m et 
some o f  them.

3. Is  fu lly  aw ake to  the physics and 
m echanics in vo lved  in  a ll s ituations at 
a ll speeds.

4. K eeps his car in p e r fe c t condition.
5. Doesn’t  take chances.
E d  Boyce w as a long w a y  fro m  being

H ie pages of guide to the best in boys’ merchandise
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all o f  this and y e t he d rove a m ile  in 
fo r ty -tw o  and th ree-tenths seconds. He 
didn ’t  know  he w as  se ttin g  up a prob
lem  in physics to  which he d idn ’t know 
the answ er. B u t he knows now  th a t a 
sk illed  d r iv e r  figu res th ings ou t b e fo re  
he d rives  fas t.

C h r is  K a n e ,  d r iv i n g  a lo n g  b lis s fu l ly ,  
saw  a  t r u c k  c o m in g ,  m o v e d  o v e r ,  a n d  
s lip p e d  o f f  in t o  a  s o f t  s h o u ld e r .  C h r is  
w e n t  in t o  a  p a n ic ,  a n d  so d id  h is  c a r .  
A l l  u n n e c e s s a ry — a n d  d a n g e ro u s .  W a n t  
to  k n o w  w h a t  to  d o  i f  y o u  h i t  a  s o f t  
s h o u ld e r?  T h e n  w a tc h  f o r  n e x t  m o n th ’s 
s a fe ty  a r t i c le ,  “ C h r is  K a n e  a n d  th e  
S o f t  S h o id d e r . ”

Red Blake’s 
Brother

(Continued from page 7)

Sam had accom plished th e purpose fo r  
which he w as sent into the race.

W ilson  spoke. Th e  w ords came th ick 
and d istorted  but the kid brother un
derstood them.

“ So —  lo n g — sap.”
T h a t w as funny. I t  w as W ilson  who 

had been the sap. W h a t d id  he mean? 
Sam kept running.

A t  the turn end ing the second lap  he 
glanced  o ve r  h is shoulder. W ilson  was 
ten yards behind now  and fiv e  yards 
behind h im  R ed  was c losing the gap . 
The g re a t  Red B lake was com ing up.

“ R e d  B la k e ,”  Sam  could see the 
papers s ay in g  tom orrow , “ t o o k  th e  le a d  
a t  th e  h a lfw a y  p o s t  a n d  w a s  n e v e r  
h ea d ed  a f t e r  th a t  p o in t .  W i ls o n  o f  
W e s tm o r e  a n d  th e  y o u n g e r  B la k e  h a d  
s ta g e d  a  d u e l in  th e  f i r s t  p a r t  o f  th e  
ra c e  b u t  n e i th e r  s e e m e d  to  h a v e  th e  
s ta m in a  t o  c a r r y  th e m  th e  w h o le  
d is ta n c e .”

N o  stam ina. A  fe llo w  couldn’t  run 
his best h a lf m ile and then g o  on fo r  
another one. Th e  track  stra igh tened  
be fo re  him  as he neared the end o f  the 
second lap. H e  could qu it now. H is 
w ork  w as done.

B ut w h y  qu it?  W h a t i f  his th roa t 
w as on fire?  W h at i f  his legs  w ere  
m ade o f  rubber? H e w as s till ahead 
w asn ’t  he? I t  would be som eth ing to 
make those new spaper fe llow s  g iv e  him 
c red it f o r  th ree lap s— alm ost three 
an yw ay.

H e  fo rced  a ir  deeper into his lungs. 
I t  hu rt but i t  kept him  go ing . Funny 
how a fe llo w ’s legs  could fe e l so weak 
and still s tay  under him. M ust be 
habit. Y ou  g o t  used to  k eep in g  them

"Hold it!

More fun out of Snapshooting-

K O D A K  D A R K R O O M  O U T F IT
N o . 1— T h e  d a rk ro o m  o u t f i t  fo r  
beginner o r seasoned snapshooter. 
Safelight lam p, self-m asking prin t
in g fram e, enam el trays, graduate, 
therm om eter, s tirring rod, chem 
icals, instructions, copy o f “ How 
to  M ake Good P ictures.”  Com 
plete, $8.75. Kodak D arkroom  O ut
fit No. 2 (sm aller), on ly $3.25.

S IX - 2 0  B R O W N IE  J U N IO R

T h is  great camera gives you good 
pictures the  easiest way. Just load, 
a im , shoot; no focusing. Meniscus 
lens and p rotective fron t crystal. 
R otary shutter (w ith  both snapshot 
and tim e actions). T w o  extra-large 
ground-glass finders. Neat, leather
like covering w ith  tw o-toned  metal 
fron t. P icture size, 214x3*4 inches, 
$2.50. (S ix -16 Brownie Junior, 4 0  k q  
for 2!4s4',4-inch pictures, $3.) ^

" H O W  TO  M A K E

G O O D  P IC T U R E S "

A  2 56-page, 5!4x8-inch, stiff-covered 
book. Fun to read, easy to  understand. 
Pictures and d iagram s— 429 o f  them 
— help make everything clear. Gets 
beginners o f f  to a flying start, helps 
advanced amateurs every step o f  c/V? 
the way. See it at your dealer’s.

SH O O T IN G  F U N ?  Su re; e v e r y th in g  
c o n n e c te d  w ith  p h o to g r a p h y  is. 

B ut ask  fa n s  w h o  fin ish  th e ir  o w n — 
th ey ’ l l  te l l  y o u  the b es t p a r t  o f  p ic 
tu re  ta k in g  c o m e s  a fte r  th e  s h o o t in g .

Y o u  d e v e lo p  y o u r  o w n  n e g a t iv e s  
in  y o u r  o w n  d a r k r o o m  (o r  K o d a k  
F ilm  T a n k ) .  Fun w ith  a c a p ita l " F . ”  
T h e n  you  p r in t , an d  w h a t a th r i l l .  
I t ’ s a lm o s t  l ik e  m a g ic —th e  w a y  y o u r  
s n a p s h o t s  s p r in g  t o  l i f e  o n  th e  
" b la n k ”  p r in t in g  p a p e r.

A n d  $ 3 .2 5  starts  y ou ; buys a c o m 
p le te  d a r k r o o m  ou tfit  at y o u r  d e a l
e r ’ s. G e t  th e  c a ta lo g ,  " K o d a k  P i c 
tu r e -M a k in g  A id s ”  fr e e ;  s ee  b e lo w .

JIFFY K O D A K  V.P.

"P o p , "  it opens . . .“ C lick ,”  it gets 
the p icture. Jiffy is r igh t ! “ V .P .”  
stands for vest pocket—and it  really 
fits. Perm anent, “ b u ilt-in ”  glossy 
finish, ornam ental ribbing. Fixed 
focus. Kodak Doublet lens, deeply 
recessed fo r  protection. Built-in  
shutter, w ith two release triggers. 
Fold ing d irect-view  eye-level 4 1- 
finder. P icture size, 1$8x2}£ in. ^

KO D A K  FILM TANK

You don't need a darkroom, 
or technical knowledge either, 
to develop roll films in this 
clever device. $5, $6.50, $7.50 
(depending on film capacity).

KO DALO ID  PRINTING  M A SK S

Masking can make a "so-so”  
snap Into a swell one. Fascinat
ing and easy. Masks are trans
parent. haveopeningsof various 
sizes. Any size, each 15c.

KO D A K  PORTRAIT ATTACHMENT

Almost as good as a second cam
era. I-ets even a Baby Brownie 
take big, sharp "close-ups.”  
75c (for almost all cameras). 
Slips quickly over regular lens.

FLEXO PRINT ROLLER

You'll find this a big help in 
drying and mounting prints. 
The rubber roll is a full four 
inches wide; the frame Is of 
strong black metal. 35c.

RAMBLER ALBUMS

Kept flat when open by clever 
wire binding. Horizontal or 
upright style. Genuine leather. 
50 leaves. Word, "Pictures,”  
gold-stamped on cover. $3.50.

KO D A K  NEGATIVE ALBUMS

Keep negatives safe from loss, 
free from  scratches, finger 
marks. Tough, transparent en
velopes, numbered forindexing. 
Various sizes, $1.25, $1.50, $2.

FR E E — the fascinating new 36-page 
c a ta lo g , "K o d a k  P ic tu re -M a k in g  
A ids,”  illustrating and describ ing the 
latest " d o  it all yourself”  equipment. 
Ask the nearest K odak  dealer o r  w rite 
Eastman K odak  Co., Rochester, N .Y .

Let the advertising columns of this magazine be the deciding factor when buying
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SON— ALWAYS USE ^  
3 -IN -ONE OIL. IT OILS, 
CLEANS,AND PREVENTS

r u s t ! .

under you when you ran  a m ile e very  
m orning.

Th e  track  turned and his fe e t  had to 
fo llo w  it. Just the change to runn ing 
on a cu rve made his knees fe e l as 
though the jo in ts  w orked sideways.

T h ere  was the coach. I ’m still lead
ing, old S tra igh tfa ce .^  W h a t do' you 
th ink o f,th a t?\  -  \

T h e  coach w asn ’t  look ing at Sam. 
H is  eyes w ere  focused about eigh t 
yards behind the leader-an d  he d idn’t 
seem to fee l too happy about w h at he 
saw. The track was stra igh t now. 
Sam  could risk  a look fo r-h jm self.

Th ere  was Red a ll right?. N ea re r  
than he’d been be fo re  and W ilson  was 
righ t w ith  him. T h a t was funny:- N o t 
g iv in g  up, eh? Red would soon fix that.

N o ! I t  w asn ’t  W ils o n ! I t  w as F in ley, 
th a t W estm ore fe llo w  nobody knew 
about. W h ere had he com e, from ?- 

W ilson  was out o f  it  an yw ay. W hat 
had he m eant by that rem ark? W ils o n  
was the sap. A n  idea forced  its e lf  into

THEY PRIED THE LID OFF
DAVY JONES’ LOCKER!

"W ith  the g lo w  o f  the flash
lig h t on  that co ld , p a llid  face 
that seem ed stilled  fo rever, 
w e  tr ied  a rtific ia l resp ira tion  
. . . a n d  it  w o rk ed ! I f  ever a 
man was saved by the fa ith fu l 
perform an ce  o f  fresh DATED 
’E veready ’" batteries, this man 
was.
(SIGNED)

FRESH BATTERIES LAST L O N G E R . . . D A T E - L I

N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  IN C . ,  3 0  E a s t  4 2 n d  S t r e e t ,  N e w  Y o r k ,  N . Y.

When you buy products advertised in

the boy ’s tired  brain. W ilson  had m is
taken him  fo r  his b ro th er ! T h a t ’s w hy 
he’d said, “ So long, sap.”  And Red had 
sped up his race to keep w ith in  str ik 
ing  distance o f  W ilson — not know ing 
the th rea t that w aited  in this F in le y ’s 
flash ing spikes.

I f  Red was g rea t he would have to 
p rove it now. F in ley  had run a better 
race. H e  hadn’t  spent h im self early , 
chasing the leaders. N o w  he was 
m atching Red str ide  fo r  stride.

The second turn o f  the th ird  lap was 
b e fo re  S a m .U n le s s  he slowed too 
much, ; he knew that the runners 
w ou ldn ’t pass him un til he reached the 
stra igh taw a y . H e forced  h im self to 
keep ahead. H e  ought to have enough 
fo r  that. Then  they could have the 
last lap a ll to them selves. H is rubber 
legs  w ere ho ld ing up around the curve.

Th e  th ree-quarter m arker was not 
fa r  aw ay. W h y  didn ’t they pass? H ere 
was one now. T h a t would be Red.

B ut it wasn ’t  Red. I t  was F in ley. 
W h e r e  w a s  R e d ?  Sam couldn’t see him, 
o r  even h ear his spikes. W as Red 
cra zy?  H e m ustn ’t le t  F in le y  break 
aw a y  a t this stage o f  the race.

P a in fu lly  Sam  invested the en ergy  it 
took to look ove r  his shoulder. Red 
was fou r  yards behind. F a tigu e  was 
w ritten  on every  line o f  his face. H is 
str ide— the fam ous Red B lake stride—  
was not the same. W h at a m istake he 
had made to fo llo w  W ilson  so c lose ly !

Sam  knew Red would not quit. H is 
g rea t figh tin g  heart would d rive  him 
on. H e was Red B lake. Sam tried  to 
p lan some w ay  to  help his b rother. But 
he could think o f  nothing.

They had reached the first turn o f  
the last lap. Sam  knew he couldn’t 
fo rce  his legs to take that curve again. 
Th ey  w eren ’t  rubber any more. They 
w ere  wax-— m eltin g  w ax. H e  could fe e l 
them runn ing in to  queer shapes as 
though he w ere  a museum figu re le f t  in 
the sun. H e ough t to laugh. H e  would 
laugh, too, on ly he had no breath and 
his mouth wou ldn ’t w ork . . . .

W h ere  was he? H e was in the m iddle 
o f  the turn, still running, and F in ley  
w as try in g  to pass him on the outside. 
Sam w as  runn ing fro m  habit. Good old 
habit. Sw ell guy, H ab it. D ogged ly  he 
fought F in ley  off. He Avould do th at 
much fo r  Red. H e  would fo rce  F in ley  
to finish the turn on the outside.

H e didn’t have any lungs any more. 
T h ere  was on ly  a red-hot hole in his 
th roa t th rough which the w ind was 
m ak ing funn y noises.

F in le y  w as still even w ith  him. I t  
would on ly be a mom ent now. The

tim e had come .when, his .legs w eren ’t 
go in g  to w ork  any m ore no m a tte r  how 
hard  his bra in  d rove them. W h y  didn ’t 
F in ley  pass? W h y* d idn ’t he take the 
lead so a fe llow  could quit? I t  was 
w ron g  to to rtu re auother runner this 
w ay. W h y  didn ’t the b ig  s t if f  go  on?

Through  the haze that was fo rm in g  
in fro n t  o f  his eyes Sam could s till See 
the low  curb th a t bounded the inside o f  
the track. H e  had to stay  close to  that. 
I t  was like d riy in g  a car- in a heavy 
fog . M ustn ’t  lose the w h ite  line. Sud
denly it tried  to g et aw ay  from  him. 
O r was he w an derin g  aw a y  from  it?  
Th is must be the turn. Th a t Was it.

F in ley  was still ab reast o f  him— tr y 
ing to pass on the curve. F o o l! W h y  
hadn 't be done it back there w here he 
had a chance? It d idn ’t  m atter. T h ey  
would be around soon and then the 
W estm ore man could s lip  ahead.

The wh ite line qu it curving. N ow  
F in ley  would put an end to  a ll th is 
foolishness. H e stole a g lance tow ard  
the runner. W hat was it the g lad ia tors  
a lw ays said? “ H a i l , C a e s a r !  W e  w ho  
a re  a b o u t  to  d ie  s a lu te — ”

The look on F in le y ’s fa ce  shocked 
Sam into a moment o f  c lear under- 
standii^g. F in ley  -was tired. He looked 
as though he carried  a ll the w eariness 
o f  a dozen races. H e was b reak in g!

F in le y  w as  t i r e d ! -  T h e  fa c t thun
dered its w a y  - into Sam ’s w ave r in g  
consciousness. Th is  th ing  he was rac
ing was not a m achine, a fte r  all.

Sam forced  blasts o f  hot flame into 
the hole in his th roat. He made his 
arms sw in g  to ;helg - hrs legs. H e must 
look funn y to those people in the 
stands. Th ere  w ere  a lot o f  faces in 
fro n t o f  him  and one o f ; them belonged 
to S tra igh t fa ce . -O n ly  it w asn ’t a 
s tra igh t fa ce  -now.. It- had a lot o f  
funny expressions," in it. . Sam would 
have to figu re ..them out some other 
time. A  "piece o f  wool touched his 
chest and his legs refused  to take any 
m ore orders.’

“ A ll r igh t, don’t  crowd. G ive him a 
chance .. -to. ^et his- b rea th .”  I t  was 
S tra igh t fa ce , look ing  a fte r  somebody 
im portant. iWho? H im ? H im , ilie- kid 
brother?

F rom  som ewhere a loud-speaker was 
boom ing out an announcement. Sam 
caught the wprds, “ — n ew  c o n fe r e n c e  
r e c o r d . "  A  busy-look ing little  man 
w alked by w ith  a notebook. “ H e y !”  he 
shouted.- “ W h o ’s the other redheaded 
guy, the one th at finished th ird ? ”

“ D on ’t you know ?”  a v o ic e ' fro m  
som ewhere answered. “ T h a t ’s Red 
B lake. Sam  B lake ’s b ro ther.”

Barney has " spring” jever.

this magazine you buy satisfaction
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A S S E M B LE  N E W  5 0  lb .

P O R T A B L E
— -YAK
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Rolls Developed
2Sc coin. Two 5 x 7  Double Weight Professional 

Enlargements, 8 Gloss Prints.
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, LI CROSSE. WIS.

.. come on out 
to a northwest 
DUDE R A N C H
•  H e re ’ s a m an-sized  vacation every  red-

b looded  boy  w ill go  fo r  in  a b ig  w a y ___the

k ind  o f  vacation your parents w ill approve. 

( N o te : they ’ l l  p robab ly  want to go , t o o !) A  

horse o f  your ow n ; m ountain trails to ex

p lo re ; lots o f  ou tdoor exercise  and plenty 

o f  good .s im p le  food ! T h ere  are b ig  ranches, 

sm all ranches . . .  every  k ind  o f  accom m o

dation  and a w ide p rice  range. L et us help 

you  fin d  th e M on ta n a -W y o m in g  D ude 

R a n eh  y ou  w an t. S en d  f o r  N o r th e r n  

P ac ific ’ s D ude Ranch A lbum .

N O R T H ER N  P A C IF IC  
R A IL W A Y

Mr. E. E. Nelson,
135 Northern Pacific Railway, St. Paul, Minn. 
My parents are interested in: (Check data desired)
□  Rocky Mt. Dude Ranch □  Yellowstone Park
□  Alaska □  Pacific N.W. □  California

□  Rainier Park
□  Escorted Trip Q  Independent Trip

« * r ------ ----------
ROUTE OF THE AIR-CONDITIONED

-tHE BhTTy
CORNER

CA PTA IN  0. G. BATZINBELFRY, 
pilot-scientist with this department, 
made a flight into the Batosphere and 

sorted the following Batitrons from among 
the Comic Rays. CAUTION! Utmost care 
must be used in working with these Bati
trons—  they give up the mysterious 
Goofium gas.

Perhaps you’d better give them up, and 
look on page 33 for the answers.

No. 1. Can you read the followving
message ?

Stand took 2 taking
I U throw my

No. 2. Lord Shortbreeks MacSca nty.
during the Yuletide holidays, invited his 
retainers to a banquet at MacScanty Castle. 
But the cost of the feast worried the par
simonious nobleman, so after the guests 
were gone, he summoned his man, Angus, 
and inquired how many had been fed. The 
faithful retainer, departing to the kitchen, 
soon returned and stated: “Cook doesn’t
know how many guests there were, milord, 
but every two had a dish of rice between 
them, every three a dish of broth, and 
every four a dish of meat. And there are 
now sixty-five dirty dishes in the sink.”

Lord MacScanty groaned loudly, but 
could not compute the number of guests 
who dined at his expense. Can you?

No. 3. Included in the words listed below 
are two species of snakes. What species 
are they?

LOSER W INN ER
M ULTIPLIER  VIPER
ADDER ASPEN
COBOLD COATI

No. 4. During the rout which followed 
the defeat at Waterloo, three of Napoleon’s 
marshals, about to cross the river Dyle, 
were fired upon by a Prussian sniper hid
den in the brush on the opposite shore. 
Marshal Ney heard the report of the rifle, 
Marshal Gerard glimpsed the smoke o f the 
discharge, and Marshal Grouchy saw the 
bullet strike in the muddy shore at his feet.

From the facts stated, give the order in 
which these officers became aware that 
they were being fired upon.

No. 5. Julius Caesar, while waiting with 
his friend Mark Antony before Gate IX 
of the Circus Maximus, glanced at his 
ticket, which was for Seat Twenty, and 
jestingly inquired: “Mark, how can you
take one from nineteen and leave twenty ?”

Mark Antony gave up. Do you?
No. 6. King Cheops, builder o f the great 

Egyptian pyramid near Cairo, propounded 
this question of All-a-bord, his chief mason: 
“If a brick weighs seven pounds and half a 
brick, how much does a brick and a half 
weigh ?”

The chief mason answered King Cheops 
correctly. Do you know the answer?

No. 7. All-a-bord then came back at the 
royal Cheops with the following: “King, 
what is 115 times 16 ounces?”

This had the mighty monarch stopped. 
How about you?

No. 8. The Duke of Twiddletwirp, in 
lightsome mood, composed the puzzle poem 
given below. He said that he left out four 
four-letter words, all spelled with the same 
four letters.
Patrick Me - - - - was an Irishman bold,

Alone he would - - - - o’er the heather. 
Every - - - - of hay, he left as it lay,

With never a --------  for the weather.
Can you supply the four four-letter 

words, spelled with the same four letters?
No. 9. Three per cent of the population 

of Twiddletwirp Cheepings (Lord Twiddle- 
twirp’s country seat) have but one leg, and 
fifty per cent of the rest have no shoes, 
but go barefoot.

How many shoes are needed for each 
hundred of the population?

No. 10. Which of the following state
ments is correct?

1. Our Atlantic seaboard has twice the 
coastline of Alaska.

2. All acids are injurious to the eyes.
3. China is a republic.
4. Sherlock Holmes was not the most 

famous detective of fiction.
5. New York City has a greater popula

tion than all New  England.

keep hair healthy and good-looking

use VITALIS and the
" 60-Second W orkou t"

Th r e e  f a s t  r o u n d s  is a g ru e ll in g  g r in d  
—and the boy  w h o ’s in  shape usually 
w in s th e decision . B ut no m atter h o w  much 

tim e a fe l lo w  m ay spend g e tt in g  his p h y 
sique in  tr im —he s till ou gh t to  take t im e  out 
fo r  V ita lis  and the ’ '60-Seqond W o rk o u t.”  

Y o u  can ’t beat V ita lis  fo r  g iv in g  you  a 
m an ly , clean-cut appearance. A  b risk  mas
sage w ith  V ita lis  stim ulates the sca lp ...you  
feel a  h ea lth y  t in g le  as c ircu la tion  is aroused 
. . .y o u r  h a ir  has a b e tter chance. T h e  pu re  
vege ta b le  o i l  o f  V ita lis  supp lem ents the nat
ural, n ou r ish in g  scalp  o ils—g iv in g  you r  h a ir 
a rich , a ttrac tive  lustre.

M assage you r scalp fo r  fifty  seconds—then 
take ten seconds to  com b  you r  h a ir  in to  
p lace ! T ry  V ita lis  fo r  just 60 seconds every  
day and y o u ’l l  be surprised  h o w  m uch easier 
it  is to  m anage you r  h a ir—h o w  m uch m ore 
f irm ly  it  stays in  p o s it io n —w ith o u t a trace 
o f  that un desirab le  " p a te n t - le a th e r ”  look . 

Loose  d a n d ru ff is checked. So start this h e lp 
fu l on e  m in u te  "s e ttin g-u p  exercise ”  w ith  
V ita lis  today—and pu t y o u rs e lf on  th e road 
to  b e tte r- lo ok in g , n ea ter-look in g , m ore  at
tractive  ha ir!

150 S E C O N D S  to  rub—circulation 
•  quickens — the flow  o f  necessary 
o il is increased—hair has a chance!

2 10 S E C O N D S  to comb and brush 
# —your hair has lustre but no ob
jectionable "patent-leather”  look.

sure of getting full value on your purchases by buying from our advertisersMake



SYSTEM

E A S Y
FROM THE START/

•  And what a thrill when you 
play your first tune the very first 
week on a P-A Sax. Then popu
larity, fun and a glorious fu
ture. Try a new model P-A Sax, 
Trumpet, Trombone, Clarinet at 
your local music store, or write 
for free book. Finest instru
ments at amazingly low prices. 
Easy terms. Write today sure.

P A N  - A M E R I C A N
402 P-A Bids.. ELKHART, INDIANA

W rite today for the Am erican 
mmt Boy Agen ts ' Plan. I t  tells you 

to  earn money.

T H E  A M E R IC A N  B O Y
7430 Second Blvd., D etroit, M ich.

Some Movie Actors Live in Cages (Continued from page 9)

N o t a ll m ovie  an im als a re  w ild  
beasts, o f  course. P ictu res demand 
thousands o f  horse actors, and m ost o f  
these horses a re  p rovided  by  A ce  Hud- 
kins, fo rm e r  l ig h tw e ig h t boxer, and his 
b rothers, A b  and C lyde. Hudkins’ 
horses a re  accustomed to the b lind ing 
g la re  o f  huge arc ligh ts , to fan tas tic  
cam era cranes, and fearsom e appa
ratus th a t would scare the ord in ary  
dobbin h a lf to  death.

W hen W a rn er  Bros, em barked on the 
m ost am bitious ou tdoor p ictu re they 
have e v e r  a ttem pted , “ T h e  A dven tu res 
o f  Robin H ood,”  they con tracted  w ith  
Hudkins fo r  s ix ty  o f  his best animals.

T h e  fine r id in g  horses used b y  E rro l 
F lyn n , who enacts the im m orta l Robin

HE HELPED BUILD  

THE N E W  

VOICE H IGH W AY

Once MORE an army of telephone 

men has worked its way across 

country, battling quicksand, bliz

zard, and alkali dust. . . surveying 

. . .  climbing mountains . . .  sinking 

cables in rivers, drilling rock . . . 

meeting and mastering every handi

cap Nature could stack against it.

And now the fourth transconti
nental telephone line is completed. 
The first was opened in 1915. The 

I  new line will help carry the long

O N L Y  BENJAM IN H A S  TH E G E N U IN E  BB

B O YS!
C O M P R E S S E D  A IR  R IF L E  A N D  P IS T O L

G E T  T A R G E T S  F R E E

Hood, O liv ia  deH av illand , who is M aid  
M arian , and other stars, a re  va lued  at 
a thousand dollars each. T h ey  earn 
f i f t y  do llars  a day when w o rk in g  on 
location. T h e  other horses earn  fifteen  
do llars  a day, and i f  th is seems h igh 
w ages fo r  a horse, it m ust be rem em 
bered th a t horses w ork  on ly p a r t o f  
the tim e, and when th ey ’re  no t w ork in g  
the expenses go  on ju s t the same.

In  some o f  the woodland scenes o f  
“ Robin H ood ”  a you n g  fau n  lends his 
g ra ce fu l presence. H is  r ise  to m ovie 
fam e began w ith  a tra g ed y . In  Colo
rado, some hunter shot h is m other and 
callously  abandoned the baby. M rs. 
V ern a  C over d iscovered  the faun, 
nursed him  on a bottle, and m ade a 
p e t o f  him.

W hen castin g  fo r  the p ictu re w as  in 
p rogress, M rs. C over  loaded the deer 
in to  the back  seat o f  her open tou rin g  
ca r  and took  him  to  the studio. H e  was 
ju s t w h a t the d irec to r wanted. H e  o f 
fe red  to  tran sport the d eer by tra in  to 
Chico, w here the ou tdoor scenes w ere 
be in g  shot, but M rs. C over shook her 
head.

“ C h ie f would be scared on a tra in ,”  
she said. She opened the back door o f  
the car, C h ie f g ra c e fu lly  leaped in, and 
th ey  w ere  off. C h ie f is a con firm ed 
tonneau-rider and th orough ly  en joyed  
the 600-m ile r id e  to Chico.

“ Robin H ood ”  b rou gh t happiness to  
a h a lf dozen s tray  dogs. T h ey  w ere  
a w a it in g  destruction  in the Chico dog 
pound when the d irec to r appeared  and 
ga ve  them  a chance to  appear in the 
m ovie. T h ey  did th e ir  b it, and during 
the process made fa s t  frien ds  o f  m em 
bers o f  the troupe.

W hen the com pany w as hom eward- 
bound, e v e ry  one o f  these dogs w as on 
the tra in . T h ey  had been adopted, and 
now  th ey ’re  l iv in g  in the p leasant 
homes o f  H ollyw ood.

A n im als  on location g e t the best o f  
care. “ Rob in  H ood”  used three ow ls 
and a tra in ed  squ irrel. T h e  ow ls  g o t 
da ily  rations o f  ham bu rger (w ith ou t 
on ion ) and the squ irre l had a ll the nuts 
and sm all g ra in  he could eat. Th ey  
w ere kept in com fortab le  cages p ro 
tected  fro m  the w ea th er and had da ily  
ou tings so th ey  w ou ldn ’t  g e t s luggish.

W hen the fam ous p ictu re, W h a t

W h e n  B u d d y ,  t h e  p u m a ,  m a d e  a  p a ss  
a t  a  h u m a n  a c t o r , t h e  b ig  c a t  l o s t  h is  

m o v ie  j o b .  You? h e ’s  j u s t  a n o t h e r  
z o o  e x h ib i t .

P r i c e  G lo r y ?  w as be ing film ed, the d i
rec to r  wanted a  tra in ed  w h ite  duck. H e 
called  on L . F . Com port, who has spe
c ia lized  in h and ling m ovie  stock since 
1910.

“ In  the p ictu re,”  th e d irec to r to ld  
him , “ the duck fo llo w s  a  so ld ier  around 
th is F rench  v illa g e , see? A  humorous 
bit. Y o u  be h ere  w ith  a  duck th a t w ill  
do the job .”

“ Y ou  bet,”  answ ered  Com port. But, 
although he had some ducks, no t one 
w as e ith e r  w h ite  o r  tra ined . So he 
w orr ied  around a w h ile, and fina lly , on

the w a y  home, he bought a w h ite  duck 
at a m arket fo r  $1.50. H e  took it  to 
his house, put a g ra in  o f  corn in the 
cu ff o f  his trousers, and let the duck 
peck it  out. W hen the fo w l learned 
that there  w as food  in those trouser 
cuffs it  would w addle a lon g  a fte r  
Com port.

“ H ave  you go t the duck?”  the d irec
to r  asked when the p roperties  w ere  be
ing  assembled. “ Okay, le t ’s see him  do 
his stu ff.”

C om port tra n s fe rred  the corn to the 
actor, and the duck p resen tly  w as fo l 
low in g  the actor e veryw h ere  he went. 
The d irec to r  signed  up C om port and 
his “ tra in ed ”  duck a t $150 a w eek  fo r  
e igh teen  weeks.

M onths la ter, a fte r  the con tract ex
pired, C om port w as en jo y in g  a peacefu l 
Sunday d inner when the phone rang.

A  g o o d  c o m e d ia n ,  i n  a  d o w n  m o m e n t .
b r o o d in g  a b o u t  l i f e .  A t u l  p r o b a b ly  

g e t t i n g  r e a d y  t o  d o  s o m e 
t h i n g  a b o u t  i t .

I t  w as th e d irector o f  W h a t  P r i c e  
G lo r y ?

“ B e out here tom orrow  w ith  your 
duck,”  he s a id ; “ w e ’v e  g o t to  retake 
some scenes.”

“ A l l  r igh t ,”  C om port agreed  cheer
fu lly . But when he w en t out to the 
barnyard , the $150-a-week duck w as 
m issing. H e  called out the household 
and a fra n t ic  search was begun. I t  
ended when som ebody rem em bered th at 
Sunday d inner had consisted o f  roast 
duck— and they d iscovered th a t the 
m ovie duck had been cooked by m is ta k e !

But M r. C om port w as equal to the 
tragedy. H e w en t back to the m arket, 
bought another duck, tra ined  it, and 
took it to the studio. T h e  retake scenes 
w ere  shot and nobody knew the d i f 
ference.

M odern  sound pictures have caused 
m ovie-stock men to  sharpen th e ir  w its  
a good  deal. In  the old  days you could 
d irec t you r an im al actor by voice. Th is  
can s till be done in scenes w ith  no 
d ia logue, by  tak in g  the shot silen tly  
and add ing the sound a fte rw a rd , but 
otherw ise  the cues a re  m ostly  in the 
fo rm  o f  gestu res. F o r  another th ing, 
the an im als have to  m ake sounds them 
selves som etimes, now . I f  you see a 
p icture in which a cow  moos, th ere ’s a 
good  chance th a t the cow  belongs to 
Com port, and th a t her c a l f  has ju s t 
been taken aw a y  fro m  her.

Cows, in fa c t, a re  C om port’s spe
cia lty . H e  was o r ig in a lly  a dairym an. 
W hen the studios kept ren tin g  his 
ca ttle  fo r  p ictures he decided, tw en ty - 
seven years  ago, to  m ake m ovie-an im al- 
ren tin g  a fu ll-tim e  business. B ut prob
ably his best-known an im al is the 
ludicrous sway-back  horse th a t you see 
in com edies and in p ictures lik e  M r s .  
W ig g s  o f  th e  C a b b a g e  P a tc h .  T h e  
horse g o t th a t w ay , C om port th inks, by 
being ridden  as a colt. C om port has a 
v a r ie ty  o f  an im als, even a tra ined  
skunk.

Y o u ’l l  find another conglom eration  o f  
creatu res at C u rley  T w ifo rd ’s place. 
W hen I  reached his address C u rley  was 
aw ay. H e a rr iv ed  as I  was g o in g  up

You have full confidence in the advertisements it magazine
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the steps o f  his house. H e  opened the 
door, and I stepped inside, expectin g  to 
see his w ife  o r  somebody. T h ere  w as a 
v io len t p a tter o f  fe e t  fro m  m any d irec 
tions, and sudden ly there  w as b e fo re  us 
a reception  com m ittee consisting o f : 
one h a lf-g row n  coon, v e ry  m ischievous, 
some rabbits, and a couple o f  small 
dogs. These creatures and others share 
C u rley ’s liv in g  quarters— he’s a bach
elor, needless to  say.

C u rley ’s oth er m ovie actors  include: 
tra ined  w ild  ra ts  fo r  g u tte r  scenes—  
price  $7.50 per day— and a golden  eag le  
w ith  an e igh t-foo t w in gsp read— price 
$50 per day. In  M a r c o  P o lo  the eag le  
is a desert m essage carrie r . H e  re 
cen tly  m ade a short p icture, E a g le 's  
R e v e n g e ,  in which he steals a baby. T o  
m ake the actual seizure scene, a real 
baby is padded w e ll and tied to  the 
e a g le ’s feet. B ut in the nex t shot, w here 
the eag le  is fly in g  h igh w ith  its prey , a 
dum m y has been substituted.

T h e  eag le, raven , and a g rea t horned 
ow l w ere  captured  by C u rley  in Death 
V a lley  when they w ere  young. He 
tra ined  them  h im self. C u rley  says th at 
a g r e a t  horned ow l can a lw ays van 
quish a golden eag le  in a figh t, in case 
you ’d like to  know. M aybe the ow l 
should be our n a tion a l b ird  instead o f  
th e eagle.

M ov ie-an im al men usually t r y  to 
have as w ide a v a r ie ty  o f  creatures as 
possible, in o rder to  fill the w eirdest 
demand the studios can make. C arl 
Sp itz, though, specia lizes in dogs only. 
H e ’s g o t scores o f  them  in his neat 
kennels.

Th e  s ta r dog, whose sa la ry  is $500 a 
week, lives  in S p itz ’s house. Th is  is 
Buck, a m agn ificen t St. B ernard , who 
played  in C a l l  o f  th e  W i ld .  The story  
o f  Buck’s skyrocket to  fam e is typ ica lly  
H ollyw ood ish . W hen the d irec to r o f  
C a l l  o f  th e  W i ld  w as assem bling a cast, 
he to ld  Sp itz to  b rin g  out a dog  to p lay  
the lead role, a dog to  double fo r  the

lead, and some “ e x tra ”  dogs. Buck, 
who had litt le  tra in in g , w as  taken 
a lon g  to be the double.

B ut when the d irec to r saw  him , he 
said, “ T h a t 's  the dog.”

Sp itz  corrected  him  in his best G er
m an accent. “ N o , t h is  is  the lead  dog,”  
he said, po in tin g  to the splendidly 
tra ined  an im al beside Buck. “ Y ou  are 
m istaken, s ir .”

“ Y o u ’re  the one w h o’s m istaken ,”  
said the d irector. “ T h a t  dog  th ere  is 
the one I  w an t.”

“ But he isn ’t  tr a in e d !”
“ A l l  r igh t, you ’ve  g o t tw o  weeks. 

T ra in  h im .”
“ Im poss ib le !”  protested Spitz.
B ut tw o  weeks la te r  the dog was 

trained . Buck p layed  the lead, and a t
ta ined  stardom .

One o f  the hardest th ings about 
tra in in g  dogs fo r  the m ovies is g e t t in g  
a good-natured  an im al to fak e  an a t
tack  on a man. U su a lly  he ’s tau gh t to 
do i t  by  cue. In  C a l l  o f  th e  W i ld ,  fo r  
instance, Buck w as tra in ed  to  a ttack  on 
h earin g  the w ord  “ tough .”  The plans 
called  fo r  R eg in a ld  O wen to aim  a kick 
a t Buck, and say, “ So th is is the dog 
th a t’s t o u g h ! ”  whereupon Buck would 
lunge ou t and b ite  him. B u t tw o  com
plications appeared. O ffstage, Owen 
and Buck w ere  frien ds. Owen refused  
to even fak e  a kick a t the dog, and 
Buck, in turn, declined to attack. Owen 
gave  in first. But Buck’s ha lf-h earted  
viciousness g re w  to be a problem . Then  
som ebody had an idea.

Th ere  w as one man on the location 
pa rty— a techn ician— whom  Buck dis
liked. I t  occurred to  somebody to  le t 
Owen w ea r  th is  techn ician ’s fu r  clothes. 
An d  th at idea saved the scene. Buck 
g o t  scent o f  th e m an he hated, and 
when his cue came he sank his teeth 
in to  O w en ’s w ell-padded m ukluk w ith  a 
convincingness th a t w as w onderfu l.

In teres tin g  business, tra in in g  m ovie 
an im als !

River Man (Continued from page 6)

Th e  L u c y  L e e  backed aw ay, swung 
about, and began the long, hom eward 
run to  Sw eet W a te r  Creek. O f the 
tongers  who w ork  the public rock o f  
the Jam es R iv e r , fe w  come fro m  the 
coves and creeks o f  the r iv e r  itse lf. 
Th e  search fo r  oysters  b rin gs them 
fro m  alm ost e v e ry  section o f  tid ew a ter 
V irg in ia , w h ite  man and black m an 
alike. A rabs  o f  the tid ew aters  o f  the 
A tla n tic , a ll w eek  th ey  crow d  into a lien 
creeks and sleep and liv e  in the 
cram ped hu nting cabins o f  th e ir  canoes, 
retu rn in g  to th e ir  home creeks fo r  the 
week-ends because V ir g in ia  la w  does 
not perm it Sunday tonging.

T h e  w ind, freshen ing , began to kick 
up a sea. C lay, shucking the fe w  dozen 
m arket oysters  the tongs had found, 
clutched a can o f  evaporated  m ilk in 
the hunting cabin and braced h im se lf 
a ga in s t the pitch and ro ll o f  the canoe. 
Th is  w asn ’t  Sa tu rday— a to n ger ’s leave 
day. T h is  w as W ednesday, and Tom  
R an da ll w as g o in g  home.

Th e  nose o f  the L u c y  L e e  dipped, 
•and C lay gripped  the handle o f  a  cook- 
pot lest th e ir  d inner slide fro m  the 
stove. “ T o n ge r  fo o ls !”  C aptain  Iro n 
sides had snorted. N o t exac tly  fools, 
C lay  thought w ith  compassion and un
derstand ing, but the seed o f  a stock 
that had long been the underdog. A l 
most fro m  the yea r V ir g in ia  was colo
nized, the scattered dw ellers  o f  the tid e 
w a ter  found them selves a t b itte r  w ar  
w ith  a r is in g  landed aris tocracy  that 
sought to keep con tro l o f  the colony 
exc lu sive ly  in its  ow n hands. A n d  so 
the t id ew a te r  had bred a fierce ly  as
sertive , reck lessly  independent gen era 
tion, and another, and another. N ow  
the landed aris tocracy  w as gone. But 
another aris tocracy, the voice o f  the 
t id ew a te r  cried , held another kind o f

land. Lan d  under w ater. O yster bottom .
A n d  t id ew a te r  independence, bred in 

th e bone fo r  those th ree  hundred years , 
now  clung to  w h at it  saw  as freedom . 
A  ton ger scorned regu lation  and w orked  
when and as he would, tak in g  the o rder 
o f  his g o in g  and his com ing fro m  no 
man.

The m ilk  in the pot smoked and the 
oysters  curled at the edges. C lay  
dropped in  a  lump o f  bu tter, ran  tw o 
bowls, tw o  spoons, and a lo a f  o f  bread 
inside his denim  sh irt and lurched a f t  
w ith  the stew . S it t in g  alongside Tom , 
he ate. A  fligh t o f  bom bing planes 
droned tow ard  L a n g le y  F ie ld  and a 
coast gu ard  cu tter slid  past, her brass 
g lea m in g  and her crew  snappy in th e ir  
sm art blue. The r a t  t a t  t a t  o f  r iv e t in g  
hamm ers echoed from  the sh ipyards at 
N ew p o rt N ew s and C lay  saw  men 
sw arm in g  like ants o v e r  the steel skele
ton o f  an a irp lane carrie r .

“ I ’d hate to be caged  in a sh ipyard ,”  
said Tom . H is  arm , in a w ide gestu re, 
took in the m outh o f  the r iv e r  and the 
y a w n in g  stretch o f  H am pton  Roads. 
“ T o n g in ’ a in ’t so bad. A t  least you can 
call you rse lf a  fr e e  m an.”

N eed les ran  a long C la y ’s spine. Tom  
roared  a song into the w ind, and now 
C lay  ceased to  resent his b ro ther’s 
happy-go-lucky im providence. Tom  was 
w h at he was. Out past the r iv e r  mouth 
the sw ells caught them. T h e  L u c y  L e e ,  
buryin g  her nose, took w a ter  o ve r  the 
bow. S pray soaked the boy to  the waist. 
S tand ing  beside the t ille r , his head 
th row n back, he w atched a h eav in g  e x 
panse o f  w h itecaps and th rilled  to  the 
reckless rise  and fa l l  o f  the canoe. 
Th is  w as the li fe  he loved. H is  thoughts 
ran f a r  ahead o f  the boat— to a scant 
tw o hundred o r  so seed oysters  secretly  
p lanted in Sw eet W a te r  C reek  and to a

Opening day-and every day-

BEECH NUT GUM
is the password 

to pleasure

A L W A Y S  REFRESH ING
Beech-Nut Peppermint Gum 
is so good it's the most pop
ular flavor o f gum in America.

Beech-Nut Spearmint has a 
richness you're sure to enjoy.

A lw a y s  w o rth  sto p p in g  for.

"C H E W  W ITH  A  P U R PO SE "
The use o f  chewing gum gives your mouth, teeth and 
gums beneficial exercise. Beech-Nut Oralgene is specially 
made for this purpose. It's firmer, “ chewier" . . . helps 
keep teeth clean and fresh-looking.

C O A C H E S  IN  ALL SPORTS
find the use o f  gum helps 
keep you “ on your game.”
It helps steady your nerves 
...and keeps mouth and 
throat moist.
BEECHIES arethecandy- 

coated individual pieces of 
gum. ..  in three flavors... 
Peppermint, Pepsin or 
Spearm int. . .  select the 
kind you like best.
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ONLY $1.00 
A WEEK FOR THAT
s w e l l  CORONA?

Yes sir—that’s all. The only 
portable typewriter with the famous 
"Floating Shift”. . . easier, faster, 
more accurate. Touch Selector, too, 
and Speed Booster and Piano Key 
Action. You can’t ever go wrong on 
a Corona! Over two million in use.

Talk to any Corona Dealer . . . find 
out how easy it is to own a Corona, 
and type all your work and letters in 
neat, business-like form. Remember 
. . . you can pay for it as you use it!

Above is Corona Standard  . . . the "buy o f  

the year” . Free carrying case a n d  touch-typing 

ch a r t. . . you can teach yourself! Other models 

on display by a l l  Corona Dealers.

L  C Smith &  Corona Typewriters Inc 
Desk 4,727 E. Washington St., Syracuse, N . Y .

I ’m thinking o f  buying a Corona. 
Please mail free booklet.

1 Namt •

ja r  o f  beans behind the counter o f  
M a tt  G r ig g s ’ store.

T h a t a fte rn oon  th ey  rounded a low , 
barren  poin t and w ere  in the Sw eet 
W a te r. T h e  sand bar th a t guarded  the 
creek la y  w h ite  in the s lan tin g  sun. 
Beyond the sand bar lay  a reedy  shore, 
a shaky dock, the fo r ty  o r  f i f t y  scat
tered houses o f  the to n ger  v il la g e  and, 
at th e dock head, M a tt G r ig g s ’ store.

Because o f  th e sand bar, tonger s ’ 
canoes ra re ly  w en t inside and a score 
o f  canoes w ere  tied  to  m ooring  stakes. 
The L u c y  L e e  d r ifted  down upon its 
ow n stake and a bobbing bateau. C lay  
m ade fa s t  and w en t o ve r  the side to 
the sm a ller  boat. Tom , fo llo w in g  him, 
took the oars.

T h ey  had to  w ork  in am ong the 
bateaux tied up to  the dock. “ Looks 
like a ll Sw eet W a te r ’s come in from  
the rock ,”  Tom  said. H e  saw a blue 
sedan parked outside the store and 
chuckled. “ L ik e ly  the schoolm aster’s 
come to g it  m ail and g iv e  w isdom .”  
T om ’s good humor had returned. H is 
shoulders sw ayed  w ith  a hard, careless 
g race  as he led th e w ay  in to  the w ide, 
sp raw lin g  store.

N o isy  a rgu m ent ha lted m om en tarily  
as the door opened. T h e  lon g  s ittin g- 
p lank la id  across kegs o f  na ils, the 
lou n g in g  p lace o f  the store, w as de
serted. M en in ton ger denim  and 
ton ger boots crowded around a cus
tom er w h o faced  old M a tt G riggs .

T h e  storekeeper pounded the counter. 
“ W h a t do you know  o f  oysters, M ilton? 
Y ou  n ever tonged  an oys ter in your 
bom  life . Y ou  th ink every th in g  can be 
g o t ou t o f  books?”  '

A lla n  M ilton , p rin c ipa l o f  the dis
tr ic t  h igh  school, rem ained calm . “ A  
g re a t  m any th ings can, M a tt.”

“ W h a t ’s book learn in g  g o t to do w ith  
g it t in g  a liv in g  o ff the rock? W h a t ’s 
book lea rn in g  >got to do w ith  the Com
m onw ealth  o f  V ir g in ia  handing over to 
p f iy a te  m oney the oyster bottom  that 
belongs to  you, me, and everybody?  
T od ay  th ere ’s ta lk  o f  m ak ing the seed 

'oy§t'er p rice  tw en ty -five  cents a bushel. 
And a tonger has to  take w h a tever  the 
oys ter barons w an t to  g iv e  him  o r  else 
s it home w ith ou t cash to  buy a hog 
jo w l.”

“ B u t w h y leave  h im self a t the m ercy 
o f  the oys ter p lan ters? ”

“ Y ou  know  som eth ing else to  do?”  
“ I ’v e  been t r y in g  to  te ll you. I f  they 

drop  the p rice  o f  seed oysters, stop 
tong ing . Run a tro tlin e  and sell your 
crabs.”

“ A n d  have the crab packer g iv e  a 
d o lla r a b arre l?  I ’v e  seen th a t p rice.”  

“ I ’v e  seen the p rice ten dollars a 
barre l in the sp rin g  when crabs w ere 
scarce, and so have you. W h y  not pay 
atten tion  to p eeler  crabs? T h e re ’s 
m oney in peelers  i f  th ey ’re  han
dled r igh t .”

“ Y o u  t r y in g  to  te ll us tid e 
w a te r  men how  to  handle them  
r igh t? ”

“ Perh aps,”  M ilton  said p a tien t
ly , “ one o f  your own r iv e r  men 
w ill soon be ab le to te ll you .”  H e 
sw ung about. “ A r e n ’t  you p lan
n in g  to  tro tlin e  and specia lize in 
peelers, C la y? ”

“ Y es , s ir.”
A  vo ice  d raw led  d isda in fu lly  

fro m  the crow d, “ Y ou  a im in ’ to 
p rove your say  by a boy?”

C lay  w as conscious o f  T o n i’s 
clouded eyes stu dy ing  him.

“ Can ’t  any o f  you see i t? ”
M ilton  pleaded. “ I  w asn ’t  born a 
tid ew a te r  m an, but I ’m not an 
outsider. T h is  is m y  com m unity;
I  w an t to  see i t  g e t  ahead. W h y  
stick to  one lin e  o f  w o rk  when 
you can fo llo w  th ree?  A  m an can 
tong, a man can trotlin e, and he 
can p lan t a fe w  acres o f  leased 
bottom .”

“ A  to n ger  leas in g  b o ttom !”
M a tt G r ig g s  g row led .

“ Y es . Leased  bottom  has come 
to stay. W h y  le t  the b ig  p lanters 
s low ly  absorb e very th in g?  Th ree

acres, p ro p er ly  p lanted  w ith  seed 
oysters, can be a l itt le  go ld  m ine on the 
side. A f t e r  th ree years  a m an can tong 
his own oysters  and sell them  to  the 
shucking p lants fo r  s ix ty  cents a bushel. 
I f  he w an ts to  g ro w  ha lf-sh ell oyster, 
b a rre l oysters, he can g e t  a  do llar 
th irty -fiv e  a bushel.”

T h ere  w as a  silence m ore eloquent 
than  sound.

M a tt G r igg s  said om inously, “ You  
te ll in g  Sw eet W a te r  to  take lease?”  

“ Ton gers  lease bottom  in other parts 
o f  V ir g in ia .”

“ N o  S w eet W a te r  to n ger ’ ll turn 
tra ito r. W e  ca ll fo r  fr e e  bottom . A in ’t 
th a t r igh t? ”

A  m urm ur ran th rough the grouped 
tongers.

“ I t  a in ’t  fo r  la w  to  g iv e  to  nobody.”  
T h e  storekeeper’s vo ice  shook w ith  pas
sion. “ W h e re ’s the five  thousand tong
ers  there  -was? Gone by ha lf. Go see 
the bound’ry  stakes on leased bottom  
w arn in g  tongers  off. Go see the w atch - 
houses w ith  m en s itt in g  guard  w ith  
rifles. G u ard ing  rich m en ’s oysters. 
G u ard ing  John Sim on ’s oysters. I  have 
ton gers  on the book who can ’t pay th eir 
stove b ill w ith  to n g in g  gone poor on 
the rock, but John Simon g its  rich  on 
oysters. John Simon g its  oysters  any 
tim e he g its  an u rge  to  dru dge.”

“ N o t  f o r  s u r e . ”  T o m  R a n d a l l  
chuckled unexpectedly. “ I  w as sav in ’ 
to te ll it. Y es te rd a y  John Simon sent 
ou t to see how  his Y o rk  R iv e r  bottom  
w as cornin’. Th ere  w asn ’t enough to 
bother. Ten  thousand do llars  o f  oysters 
ice-killed  last w in te r.”

“ Y o u ’re sure, T om ?”
“ I  g o t it  fro m  Abe Ironsides.”
A  w ispy  s tr in g  o f  an old man lifte d  

his voice in ra p tu re : “ I t ’s the hand o f  
God. I t ’s a punishment on John Simon. 
God w on ’t  stand to  le t w e ’uns s ta rve.”  

“ N on sen se !”  M ilton  snapped. “ Sup
pose Simon has lost ten thousand. W h at 
good  does th a t do you? C an ’t you un
derstand th a t w ith ou t p riva te  p lanting 
th ere ’s no m arket a t a ll fo r  seed 
oysters?  Stop p riva te  p lan tin g  and 
soon th ere ’ ll be no oysters  except those 
on the n a tu ra l rock. Some day the rock 
w ill  be exhausted. Y o u ’ve  g o t to  look 
ahead. A  boy should be able to see it. 
C an ’t  you see it, C lay? ”

“ W h y  C lay? ”  Tom  R an da ll draw led, 
h is  vo ice  dangerously  quiet.

A n d  suddenly a ll the store  w as still. 
W a s  the schoolm aster fe ed in g  r iv e r  
boys outside opin ion? The tongers 
looked from  M ilton  to  C lay. T h e  boy ’s | 
fe e t  w ere  hot in his boots and a pulse 1 
throbbed in his throat.

“ I  asked you once, Schoolm aster,”  ■ 
Tom  draw led  again . “ W h y  C lay?  Y ou  
been preach in ’ you r m ind to C lay  
specia l?”

TIRED OF LOATHSOME 
SCHOOL-AGE PIMPLES?
Let millions of tiny, living plants help 

keep blood free of skin irritants

Thousands o f young people have said 
good-by to the curse of you th— a pim ply 
skin. T h ey  know w hat happens between 
the ages o f 13 and 25, the tim e o f life 
when im portant glands develop. You r 
system is upset. Poisons m ay pollute your 
blood stream and bubble ou t on your skin 
in ugly pimples. Then you  need to  cleanse 
and purify  your blood.

Let Fleischmann’s Yeast help remove these 
impurities the natural way. Millions of tiny, 
active, living yeast plants will help keep poi
sons from the blood and help to heal your 
broken-out skin. Many report amazing re
sults in 30 days or less. Start eating Fleisch
mann’s Yeast now. Buy some tomorrow!
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This Outdoors Sheath Knife
Ideal for bunting, fishing and camping trips. It has 
a sturdy i "  blade, tempered and polished, with keen, 
durable cutting edge. Blade extends clear thru the bone 
slag handle. Complete with leather sheath. OUTDOORS 
is a monthly magazine you will enjoy. Filled with 
illustrated stories and informa
tion on hunting, fishing, camp
ing and outdoor activities. Also 
up-to-the-minute information on 
guns, fidiing tackle, dogs.

SPECIAL OFFER 
We will send you this sturdy 
Sheath Knife and OUTDOORS 
MAGAZINE for a whole year.

B oth  for on ly  S I.00 
C l ip  t h i t  a d  a n d  m a i l  
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BY F R A N K  J . H A R T
A whole season’s stir-
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•  T he  heaviest outboard m otor won’t 
“ shiver her timbers.”  An O ld Tow n Boat 
is built to take hard use fo r  years.

Racing. Fishing. Hunting o r  Cruising. 
An O ld  Town Boat is an all-round boat. 
It gives you the run o f the waterways; 
puts your camp close to any point on the 
lake —  by water. Inexpensive to buy 
with very little  np-keep cost.

r n r r  PATAI n r  illustrates boats for sport, 
r K t t  U A IA LU u  for the fam ily, and all kinds 
o f  Canoes, Outboard Boats, Rowboats, Din
ghies. W rite  today. Address Old Tow n Canoe 
Company, 444 M iddle St., Old Tow n , Maine.

I  couldn’t afford a pair this year, but Pm  
having just as much fun anyway.”

Every advertisement that appears in this magazine has been thoroughly investigated
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A lla n  M ilton  sighed. “ I ’v e  been t r y 
in g  to ta lk  to a ll o f  you .”  H e  took 
some m ail fro m  the counter and w ent 
ou t to the blue sedan.

In flam ed passion lin gered  in the 
store. B ut a to n ger ’s voice cut the 
tension.

“ Y ou  shut him , Tom .”
T o m  R a n d a l l ’ s g r e a t  s h o u ld e r s  

shrugged. H e  turned  to th e counter. 
“ A  sack o f  flour, M att, and a ham 
shank. M ark  it  in the book.”

C lay  knew  that another squall had 
blown over. T o m ’s a ttitude sw ayed  the 
group. T h e  men w ere  d r if t in g  into 
talk.

Th e  boy ’s hard pulse quieted. A s  
M a tt G r igg s  sawed through a ham, he 
studied the ja r  o f  beans. T w o  weeks 
from  S a tu rday  a tradesm an ’s scheme 
to b rin g  in trade would drop  $150 into 
som ebody’s pocket. One guess fo r  every  
tw en ty-five  cent purchase.

C lay ’s eyes g re w  hot. H o w  m any 
inches h igh  was 
the ja r ?  W h a t 
w as its g irth ?
One hundred f i f ty  
dollars— ato n ge r  
f o r t u n e .  H e  
th ough t o f  the 
s e e d  o y s t e r s  
secretly  planted 
in Sw eet W a te r  
Creek.

“ B u y  s o m e  
n a v y  b e a n s ,
T om ,”  he said.

M a t t  G r ig g s  
looked up fro m  
the ham. “ Y ou  
w an t a hundred- 
pound sack?”

“ Jtf a  1 f  a 
pound.”

“ B eans?”  Tom  
R andall w as sur
prised. “ I  never 
saw you w ith  a 
b e lly  fo r  beans.”
He looked a t his 
brother, g lanced  
over the counter, 
and then roared  
w ith  laughter. “ H e ’s a im in ’ down on 
your bean prize-m oney, M a tt.”

“ Somebody g its  it,”  said M a tt G riggs . 
“ W h a t you doing w ith  so much wealth , 
C lay? ”

“ I  haven ’t  won i t  y et.”
“ Y ou  a in ’t  been lis ten in g  to  M ilton ? ”  

the storekeeper asked w ith  daw n ing 
suspicion. “ A  lit t le  leased bottom  
m aybe?”

“ H e ’s a Randall, a in ’t  he?”  Tom  de
manded in sudden tem per. Th e  babel 
o f  voices had stopped. Im periou sly  he 
passed th rough the tongers  and down 
to the dock.

B u t once in the bateau, he w orked 
out his gust o f  rage  at the oars. C lay  
was g lad  to s it silent. T w o  m iles above 
M a tt G r ig g s ’ store, Tom  swung the 
boat, and p resen tly  it scraped bottom . 
T h e ir  boots sucked th rough the so ft 
bottom  as th ey  squashed tow ard  the 
shore. H ere , in a c lea rin g  in the p iney 
woods, w as th e ir  home.

Th e  house w as a sm all, unpainted 
three-room  cabin, stou tly  built. C lay  
th rew  open doors and w indows and 
w ent out w ith  a pa il to the pump. Th ey  
had been gone five days and, a fte r  the 
fash ion  o f  r iv e r  men liv in g  alone, had 
le f t  d isorder behind them. Dishes fro m  
a b reak fas t five  days old w ere  on the 
kitchen tab le and th e beds w ere  
tumbled.

Th e  liv in g  room  w as fu rn ished  w ith  
a wood-burn ing stove, a  faded  sofa , tw o 
faded  upholstered chairs, and a m arble- 
topped table. The floor was bare and 
scu ffed ; c lo th ing  litte red  tw o o f  the 
chairs. In  one corner a tr ia n gu la r  shelf 
o f  unpainted w ood held a box o f  shells 
and, beneath it, tw o shotguns leaned 
aga in st the w all. A l l  the house spoke 
o f  men w h o  lived  in rough carelessness 
— a ll excep t the guns. Th e  guns shone. 
. C lay  m ade the beds and stra igh tened  
th e liv in g  room. Tom  had said noth ing

o f  M a tt G r ig g s ’ thrust, but C lay  fe lt  
uneasy. B y  and by, in the dusk, they 
a te  at the kitchen table, s ilen tly . Sa tis 
fied, Tom  shoved back his chair.

“ I  cooked,”  he said. “ Y ou  clean.”  H e  
w alked  out o f  the kitchen.

C lay  washed the dishes. A f t e r  th a t 
he m easured cardboard , cut it  in to  inch 
squares, and m ade a flou r-an d-w ater 
paste. W hen he w en t into the liv in g  
room , Tom  w as stretched out on the 
sofa.

“ T h is ,”  T om  said, “ beats a huntin ’ 
cabin fo r  com fort.”  H e  watched C lay 
busy writh  cardboard  and paste. “ W h a t 
you fix in ’ ?”

“ M ak in g  an inch-square box.”
“ W h a t fo r ? ”
“ F o r  m easu rin g G r ig g s ’ bean ja r . 

I ’v e  been stu dy ing  it— how  m any inches 
h igh , how  m any inches around. T o 
m orrow  I ’m g o in g  to fill th is box w ith  
beans and count. Then  I ’ ll know  how 
m any beans fill a square inch. I f  I 

figu re  the ja r  
r igh t  I can come 
c l o s e  t o  h o w  
m any  beans she 
holds.”

Tom  stretched. 
“ P re tty  keen on 
th a t bean prize, 
ju d g in ’ by  looks. 
Y o u  g o t  a 
reason ?”

“ Y es .”
“ I  d idn ’t  hear 

y o u  t e 11 i n ’ 
G r igg s .”

“ I t  was none 
o f  his business.”  

“ I t  m igh t make 
ou t to be m ine.”  

T h e  box was 
finished, but the 
paste w as still 
w e t .  C a r e fu l ly  
C lay  la id  it on 
t h e  f l o o r .  “ I t  
m i g h t , ”  h e  
agreed.

“ I ’m  w a it in ’ to 
h ear,”  T om  to ld  
him  so ftly .

I t  w as a ll v e ry  quiet— too quiet. A t  
last C lay  spoke.

“ A  m an gets  h is own thoughts, Tom . 
T w o  years  ago  I  began to w onder 
about the Sw eet W a te r. I t  looked good 
fo r  p lanting. T w o  inches o f  oys ter mud 
and then hard bottom . T w o  yea rs  ago 
I had a bushel o f  seed oysters  brought 
in fro m  the rock— ”

“ W h o b y?”
“ W ill Cully. I  w as in second yea r a t 

h igh school and W ill w as to n g in g  w ith  
you on shares. I suppose he thought I 
wanted the oysters  fo r  some foo l trick. 
W hen th ere  w as no one to  see, I planted 
the creek. A  w eek ago I  found five o f  
those oysters. T h e y ’re m am m y oysters, 
Tom . Shaped out b ig , and fu ll and fa t  
— a m an m igh t g e t a d o lla r f i f t y  a 
bushel fo r  a barre l oyster like that. 
Th e  Sw eet W a te r ’s w h at I  thought it 
would be.”

Tom  asked, “ H o w  com e you got a 
th ough t to p lan t? ”

“ M r. M ilton  w as ta lk in g  in class— ”
“ Schoolm aster M ilton ,”  Tom  said, his 

d ra w l deadly.
“ But he was ta lk in g  to  us in b io logy  

class, T om .”
“ I  reckon he w asn ’t  ta lk in ’ by  acci

dent. Y ou  th ink in ’ o f  p lan tin g  b ig  in 
Sw eet W a te r? ”

“ I f  I can.”
“ W ith  this here m oney o f  G r ig g s ’ ?”
“ I f  I  w in  it . ”
“ H o w  you aim  to stop Sw eet W a te r  

tongers  tak in ’ oysters  from  the bottom  
you p lan t? ”

C la y ’s th roa t tigh tened . “ T h e re ’s a 
la w  to p reven t a m an to n g in g  fro m  a 
leased bottom .”

Tom  lay  m otionless. P resen tly  he 
sa id : “ I f  I  hadn ’t  sent you schoolin ’, 
th is m igh tn 't have happened. I  a in ’t 
n ever thought to see you tu rn in ’ a g ’ in 
you r kind. T h e  Sw eet W a te r  w on ’t  be 
sw eet no m ore.”

"  Well, here ive are. 1 got vour note 
requesting my company at dinner.”

For New Thrills get New Departure

N o w  a great sport is be tte r than  ever. 
W ith a New D epartu re 2 -speed D rive on your bicycle you have 
your choice o f high or low gear at th e  flick o f your finger. 
A nd a t all times you have the  greater braking pow er and ex
tra safety of the  world-famous New D epartu re Coaster B rake.

G ET  IT O N  Y O U R  O L D  B IK E , T O O !

I f  your present bicycle has a New  Depar
ture Coaster Brake, it  can be converted to 
2-speed D rive by your local dealer. Ask him 
about it. T h e  change can be made quickly.

Be sure your new bicycle is really 
modern, and that means see that 
it has a N ew  Departure 2-speed 
D rive  Coaster Brake. Look  for 
the name! Get the genuine!

•
WriteforbookletX34, "Get 2-speeds on Your 
Bike, ” and ask your local bicycle store to 
show you the 2-speed Drive Coaster Brake.

N e w  D e p a r t u r e , B r is t o l , C o n n .

Mention of this magazine will bring prompt attention from advertisers
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Here’s
More
SPORT!

Easier, 
Faster 
Roller 
Skating
:w rN C H £ S T £ k

Free-Wheeling Skates 
with DOUBLE-ROW 

Ball Bearings

STRAP on a pair of Winchester Free- 
Wheeling Roller Skates and you’re 

fixed for speed! Swift skating, easily, 
with enjoyment. You keep your strength 
for more speed, instead of using it up 
pushing yourself along. Most models 
have two rows of hard, smooth steel 
ball bearings that keep each roll | wheel) 
spinning free as a top. All eight rolls 
running straight and true.

Besides more speed you get control. 
You learn quick starting and stopping, 
how to "grind the mill” in making fast 
turns, because the wide treads of your 
Winchester Skates give you fine bal
ance. Also because oscillating trucks 
mounted with tough, live rubber shock 
absorbers make it easy to "steer” these 
skates. You know what fun real roller 

be as soon as you try

The wide treads, or tires, 
made of double-thick steel, 
give most mileage. (Better 
tell the folks about this.) 
Nickel-plated frame with re
inforced construction, is 
extra strong. Your skates 
won't get twisted, to bind 
and grind. They’ll stay 
straight and free-wheeling.

These are the only W in 
chester Roller Skates—made 
by the world-famous manu
facturers o f W inchester 
Guns and Ammunition. Just 
make sure you ask for W in 
chesters at your dealer’s.

w w c fft s r w
Winchester Repeating Arms Co.

Dept. I-C, New Haven. Conn., U. S. A. 
Please send me FREE your Folder telling about 

Winchester Free-Wheeling Roller Skates. I want to 
know all about them.

Address ...........................................................

skating can 
Winchesters.

Free-wheeling roll cut open to show how it is made. Note the TWO rows of bearings.

C je to n U , a G E N U IN E  DELTA

“ T im es  change, T om .”
“ I  d idn ’t look fo r  it  in a R an da ll.”
“ I  w an t to stay  on the r iv e r . These 

days a man can ’t  liv e  by  to n g in g  alone. 
But i f  a man tongs and p lants a little  
leased bottom  besides, then i t ’s d iffe r 
ent. Can ’t  you see it , T om ? ”

“ Y ou  a in ’t  ju s t m akin ’ ta lk ? ”
“ I  mean it. I t ’s the on ly w ay  I see 

to stay  on the r iv e r .”
A  r is in g  w ind m urm ured through 

the pines and the house w as filled  w ith  
the restless m otion o f  g r e a t  trees. The 
kerosene lam p flared  and smoked.

“ S torm ’s m ak in ’ ; I  best see to the 
boat.”  Tom  R an d a ll’s boots cam e o ff 
the so fa  and thudded aga in st the floor. 
H e  w alked  tow ard  the door, a  g rea t 
bearded hulk o f  a man. T h e  lamp 
th rew  his shadow aga in st th e w a ll in 
m enacing proportions.

C lay  forced  h im se lf to speak. “ L e t  
me tr y  to show you th is m y w ay , T om .”  

“ W h a t ’s to  show? T h e re ’s on ly  one 
way. Y o u ’ve  liv ed  your l i fe  seein ’ bot
tom  leased aw a y  and the to n ger  coin in ’ 
to  w orse and w orse.”  H e  turned  a t the 
door and C lay  saw  his eyes. Th ey  
sm oldered w ith  fan a tica l heat.

“ T h e  day you do it,”  T om  Randall 
draw led, “ you a in ’t  no lon ger kin o f  
m ine.”

Chapter Two

TH E  storm  w as short and vio lent.
Tom  Randall, com ing back fro m  the 

creek b e fo re  i t  broke, w en t d irec tly  to 
bed. C lay  th ough t: “ T h is  w ill  lin ge r  
between us until some day th ere ’s a 
reckon ing.”  Y e t  th ere  w as no da lly in g  
in his m ind w ith  surrender. S teady
handed, he filled  the sm all box fu ll o f  
beans, counting slow ly. M ethodica lly  
he destroyed  the box and le f t  the beans 
on a kitchen shelf. In  the bedroom 
T o m ’s b rea th in g  w as h eavy  and regu 
lar. C lay  undressed in the dark.

H is  m attress w as hard, but it  was 
no t the m attress  th at kept him awake. 
N o r  did the storm , lash in g  th rough the 
p ines, d isturb him. W h a t kept him 
toss in g  w as the sharp m em ory o f  the 
vo lcan ic  vio lence in T o m ’s eyes.

I t  w as all, C lay  thought, so needless 
and so blind. T h e  old days when a man 
could ton g  bushel upon bushel o f  
m arket oysters  fro m  the na tu ra l rock 
w ere  gone. An d  i f  to n g in g  could o ffe r  
a t best on ly  an insecure liv in g , then the 
sa lvation  fo r  th e to n ger  w as a little  
leased bottom  o f  his own.

B ut tr y  to m ake Tom  see i t !  Or 
M a tt G riggs , o r  an y  o f  the lean, 
w eath er-b itten  tongers  o f  the v illage. 
T o  the Sw eet W a te r  the den ial o f  any 
m an ’s r igh t to lease bottom  w as a 
fa ith , a re lig ion  passed on fro m  fa th er  
to son. I f  he leased a litt le  bottom , 
th ey  w ou ld  decla re h o tly  th at the Sw eet 
W a te r  had spawned a Judas. Tom  
wou ld  rage. A  R an da ll disowned 
by his own people would strike 
Tom  deep in his pride. C lay  sighed 
in the darkness o f  the room.

C lea r d ay ligh t w as in h is  eyes 
when he awoke. T h e  storm  was 
over, his b ro th e r ’s bed was 
em pty, and his nostrils  caught the 
odors o f  f r y in g  ham  and bak ing- 
pow der biscuits. H e  dressed h u r
r ied ly  and m ade fo r  the kitchen.

Tom  w as  tes tin g  b iscuits w ith  
a s liv er  o f  wood. H e  rum bled a 
satisfied sound and took the b is
cuits fro m  the oven. Th is  m igh t 
have been any ca re free  m orn ing  
w hen they w ere  hom e fro m  the 
rock— but C lay  rea lized  suddenly 
th a t the beans w ere  gone fro m  
the shelf.

“ G o t  y o u r  a p p e t i t e  r i g h t  
handy?”  Tom  asked. “ Pu t on 
p lates and fe tch  fresh  w a ter .”

“ B e r ig h t  back.”  C lay  lifte d  
the w a ter  pail and w en t outdoors.

Scanning- the ground, he m oved 
to w ard  the pump. F i f t y  fe e t  
fro m  the cabin he stopped short.
A m on g  the trees la y  a paper bag, 
sp lit open, and a w ide  sca tter ing  
o f  the beans bought yesterday.

C lay  w orked the pump handle s low ly . 
T h a t  bag, hurled fro m  the cabin, to ld  
its ow n story. I t  con tradicted  T o m ’s 
casualness. N o th in g  th a t had happened 
last n igh t w ou ld  be fo rgo tten , noth ing 
th a t had been said would be unsaid. . . .  
But fo r  a wh ile, an yw a y, th ey  would 
go  on as though noth in g had happened. 
C lay  picked up his pa il o f  w ater.

T h ey  sa t opposite each other and ate 
ham and biscuits and ham g ra vy . Tom  
broke open his fifth  biscuit.

“ Sun’s w arm in ’,”  he said.
C lay  nodded. Th is  w as ta lk  th at 

said no th in g ! D ay a f t e r  day th ey ’d 
ta lk  th at w ay  and laugh  and joke— and 
a lw a ys  be w a it in g  fo r  som eth ing to 
happen.

H e said, “ W h a t a re  you do in g today, 
T om ? ”

“ I  had an idee I m igh t fiddle a spell. 
O r I m igh t not. I  a in ’t  p lann in ’ m y day 
ahead.”

“ I ’m g o in g  to  build m y crab  floats.”
“ T h a t th e schoolm aster’s id ee? ”
“ N o t  e xac tly .”  C lay  kept his voice 

as casual as T om ’s. “ I t  happened to 
come up in b io logy  class.”

“ L ik e  oysters? ”
“ A bou t the same.”  H e  pushed hack 

his chair. “ T h ere  m ay  be m oney in 
peelers.”

“ C an ’t  do no harm  to  tr y ,”  Tom  ad
mitted.

C lay  thought, “ T h e y ’ll le t A llan  
M ilton  teach an yth in g  so lon g  as he 
keeps aw a y  fro m  leased bottom .”

H e  w en t out to the p ine logs that 
had to be squared on one side fo r  use 
in his floats. A s  he sw ung his ax, the 
cabin door banged and Tom  tram ped 
to w ard  the creek. W ith  a b r ie f  gestu re 
o f  fa rew e ll,  he row ed  o ff in the bateau.

C lay, le f t  alone, w en t stead ily  on 
w ith  the long, slow  process o f  squaring 
the logs. H e  found th at sw in g in g  an 
ax made him  hu ngry. H e ate  h ea rtily  
a t noon, and was g lad  when Tom  came 
home ravenous and cooked a b ig  supper.

A f t e r  eatin g, C lay  le ft  the dishes to 
w ash  la te r  and w en t back to his floats. 
H e  brought fo u r  squared and notched 
logs to ge th er  to  fo rm  a long, wide 
oblong. K n ee lin g , he began to sla t the 
bottom , le a v in g  spaces between the 
slats fo r  th e circu la tion  o f  water.

A s  he w orked , he thought, “ I f  I in
tend to  tro tlin e , w h a t w ill Tom  do on 
the rock?”  H e  na iled  on the last slat, 
returned to  the tw iligh t-sh ad ow ed  
cabin, and began c la tte r in g  dishes.

“ W h at about the rock, T om ? ”  he 
asked casually.

Tom  understood the question. “ I  had 
W ill C u lly  on shares once,”  he answ ered 
fro m  the old sofa. “ W il l  a in ’t  a m am m y 
hand a t the tongs but can come handy 
at the cu llin ’ board. I  a im  to  m ake ou t.”

“ W h at w ill you g iv e  him — h a lf? ”
“ Th ird s. H e  liked fo r  to have halves,

"iXo! No! No! Only the ball. Can t you 
get that into your thick head? ”
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but I wou ldn ’t  g iv e  h a lf. N o t  when I ’m 
boat ow ner and he ’s m ostly  cull boy.”  

C lay  w ashed a  p ile  o f  plates the 
second tim e. “ Y o u ’ve  a lready  spoken 
to  h im ?”

“ Y es . I m et up w ith  W il l  today.”  
C lay  picked up the plates, absently, 

and put them  aw a y  unwiped. W as Tom  
a lread y  m ark in g  ou t th e ir  separate 
w ays?

In  the m orn in g  C lay  returned  to the 
labor o f  bu ild ing tw o m ore floats. The 
day was s o ft  and languid. Tom , s ittin g  
w ith  his back eased aga in st a tree, 
drew  his bow  across the str ings o f  the 
v io lin . F o r  hours the c learin g  was 
filled  w ith  a th in , w a ilin g  m elody that 
sang a note o f  p la in tive  sadness.

“ T h a t,”  Tom ' said a t last, “ is r igh t 
s a tis fy in ’ fidd lin ’ .”  H e  saw  th a t C lay  
w as head ing fo r  the bateau. “ Y ou  
m akin ’ fo r  the store? ”

“ Y es . I ’l l  need crab b a it.”
“ Y ou  m igh t te ll G r igg s  to  h ire me 

out tw o mules fo r  p low in ’. I a im  to 
p lan t me some ’ta ters  and garden  sass 
w h ile  to n g in ’s poor.”

Ducks, t ig h tly  wedged , flew  north 
across the creek. The w a ter  w as so 
dark  it  seemed black, save fo r  a m o
m en tary  sw ir l o f  s ilv er  as the oars 
came out. E xcitem en t s tirred  in the 
boy. I f  he could lease ten acres—  I t  
would take tim e to p lan t ten acres, a 
lon g  tim e, but ten acres would m ean a 
small k ingdom  o f  contentm ent.

O n ly  a fe w  bateaux w ere  tied  to  the 
G r igg s  dock. In  one o f  them W ill 
Cully, youn g and thin and sandy- 
haired, tied short lengths o f  ba it cord 
to  a trotlin e.

“ I  th ough t you w ere  g o in g  ton g in g  
w ith  Tom ,”  C lay  said.

W i l l ’s voice, slow  and hesitant, had a 
constant note o f  abashm ent. “ Y ou  
know  how  Tom  is. Sometim es he g its  
an u rge  to  ton g  and som etimes he don’t. 
W hen he don’t, I ’ll be made ready  to 
tro tlin e .”  H e  coiled p a r t o f  the fin

ished line. “ Y ou  g o in ’ a g ’ in you r own 
fo lk s and jo in in ’ up w ith  the oyster 
barons?”

“ W h o said th at? ”  C lay  demanded. 
“ Just ta lk . I h ear i t  a t  the store .”  
M a tt G r ig g s ’ s tore  and the ta lk  o f  

the store w ere  the fa c to rs  C lay  had to 
fea r. T h e  store w as the center o f  the 
to n ger  v i l la g e ;  around it all l i f e  flowed. 
F rom  store v e rd ic t th ere  w as no appeal.

Th ree  tongers  lounged on the sittin g- 
plank and A llan  M ilton  bought goods 
at the counter. T h e  tongers  eyed  C lay. 
M a tt G r igg s  shoved the last o f  the 
p rin c ipa l’s purchases tow ard  h im  and 
turned  tow ard  the boy.

“ Y ou  w an tin g  som ething, C lay? ”  
“ P ickled  tr ip e ,”  said C lay. H is  eyes 

w ere  on the ja r  o f  beans.
A  voice  came fro m  the bench. “ Y ou  

hear about Chad Tucker, M a tt? ”
G r igg s  nodded. “ W ico  C reek boy. 

M aybe nineteen yea rs  old. Leased him 
tw o acres. Got it  about h a lf planted 
when somebody raised question as to 
lega l age. T h e  F ish  Commission had 
to  take h is lease a w a y .”

“ Y ou  mean the com m onwealth  w ill 
lease bottom  to  a m in or?”  M ilton  asked.

“ I t ’s been done and i f  nobody ob jects 
it  stands. Y ou  lis ten in g, C lay? ”

“ A bou t w h a t? ”  C lay  asked b landly, 
but his lean ja w  muscles tw itched. H e 
hadn’t  thought o f  age. H is  eyes w ent 
to A llan  M ilton  in s ilen t appeal and the 
p rin c ipa l lingered.

M a tt G r igg s  s low ly  counted out the 
tickets th a t gave  the purchaser the 
r igh t to guess at the number o f  beans 
and appra ised  the boy covertly . “ R igh t
ly , C lay, tickets should go  out fo r  
cash-m oney trade.”

Th e  R an da ll in C lay  b lazed unex
pectedly. “ W e  don’t  ask fa vo rs , M r. 
G r igg s .”

“ D id I  say so?”  M a tt G r iggs  de
manded hastily.

“ I t  sounded no less.”
Th e  thought o f  an enraged  Tom

R andall d isturbed th e storekeeper. 
“ A in ’t  Tom  a lw a ys  been m y fr ien d ? ”  

“ Tom  m igh t th ink d iffe ren t to hear 
you .”  C lay  took the tickets fro m  the 
counter and w en t s t if f ly  tow ard  the 
door. T h e  fu r y  th a t burned in him  
frigh ten ed  him. H e had seen Tom  in a 
ra g in g  fren zy  and had a lw a ys  feared  
the la ten t tem per in h im self.

F rom  the blue sedan parked  outside, 
M ilton  said, “ W a n t to  ta lk  to  me, C lay? 
I  m ust run these th ings home a t once; 
hop in.”

T h ey  d rove th rough a treeless street, 
past the small, scattered , w h ite  houses 
o f  th e tongers  and, tu rn in g, ran  down 
to a s ligh tly  la r g e r  house on another 
p a rt o f  the creek. M ilton  g o t  ou t and 
w en t w ith  his packages a lon g  a shrub- 
bordered walk. W hen he returned  he 
sat in the car and waited .

“ R eady  to ta lk ? ”  he asked a t last. 
T h e  boy s tirred . H e  said, “ Can I  find 

out fo r  sure h ow  old  I  am ?”
“ D on ’t  you know? A cco rd in g  to 

school records— ”
“ I  know. I  should be twenty-one. 

T h a t m ay be guess age. I  h ave to  know 
fo r  sure.”

A lla n  M ilton  said w ith  compassion, 
“ G r ig g s  w as ta lk in g  a t  you, w asn ’t  he? 
C lay, i t ’s g o in g  to be ha rd .”

“ I t  w on ’t be any ha rder,”  C lay  said 
g r im ly , “ than t r y in g  to  m ake a liv in g  
as a ton ger .”

“ Do you know w h ere you w ere  born?”  
“ D icksville . T h a t ’s down in the salt 

m arsh tow ard  N or th  C aro lina. W e 
w ere  a lw ays  sh ift in g  around.”

“ I f  you w ro te  to the Bureau o f  V ita l 
S tatis tics— ”  M ilton  stopped suddenly. 
“ C lay ,”  he said, “ th ere  m ay  be trouble 
here. F o r  a w h ile, fo r  qu ite a few  
years  a fte r  1905, I  th ink, the Bureau 
o f  V ita l S tatis tics  w as  abolished. I f  
you w ere  born in the period when no 
o ffic ia l records w ere  kept— ”

“ Y ou  m ean I  can ’t  p rove m y age? ”  
“ N o t  necessarily . T h e re ’d be the

d octor; th ere ’d be Tom . A n  a ffid av it 
fro m  e ith e r  one w ou ld  be accepted.”

“ I  see. W e ll, I ’ve  g o t to be g o in g .”  
“ I ’l l  run you back.”  A lla n  M ilton  

started  the engine and sw ung the 
wheel. Soon th ey  w ere  back in fro n t  
o f  the store.

“ I f  I can be o f  any help, C lay— ” 
“ Y o u ’ve  been a heap o f  help a lready.”  

H a lfw a y  ou t o f  th e car C lay  hesitated. 
“ I f  I w r ite  a  le tte r  G r igg s  m ay  see it .”  

“ Y ou  mean an envelope addressed in 
your h a n d w ritin g?  I ’ ll w r ite  the 
bureau. I ’ l l  le t  you know.”

T on ge r  eyes watched C lay  fro m  the 
doorw ay  o f  the store. M a tt G riggs , 
red-faced  and fo rb idd in g, m et him at 
the entrance.

“ Y o u ’re  p ick in g  frien ds  Tom  w on ’t 
like ,”  the storekeeper said harshly.

“ Tom  w ants to  h ire ou t p low  m ules,”  
C lay  said. H e turned his back on the 
m an and took  the path  to  the dock.

H e  row ed  home s low ly , b lind  fo r  
once to  the pu rp lin g  blue o f  pine, th e ’ 
tra n q u illity  o f  w ater, the v is ta  o f  
golden sunset. W ou ld  Tom  te ll him  
about his age?  N o t, the boy  fe lt ,  i f  
Tom  suspected w h y  he w an ted  the in 
form ation .

In  the cabin kitchen, Tom  washed 
th in, delicate dandelion leaves in a 
basin o f  w a ter . H e  draw led  good- 
hum oredly, “ Y ou  see anybody a t the 
store? ”

“ W il l  C u lly  and M r. M ilton .”
Tom  ignored  the m ention o f  the 

schoolmaster. “ W h a t w as W il l  doin ’ ? 
F ix in ’ to  tro tlin e ? ”

“ Y es .”
Tom  chuckled. “ I  m ay  g e t  me an 

u rge  to  to n g  regu la r  and disappoint 
W il l . ”

A f t e r  supper the fiddle w as brought 
out again . T h in  music w a iled  through 
the cabin and Tom  R an d a ll’s eyes 
closed in ecstasy. P resen tly  he paused 
to  resin  th e bow.

“ Tom , am  I  tw en ty-one yea rs  old?”
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Resin and bow  w ere  motionless. 
“ W h y  you ask?”

“ Seems as though I  should be com
in g  on to  vo te .”

Suspicion leaped in to  T o m ’s eyes. 
“ I  never hear you pester to  vo te .”  

“ There comes a  tim e, I  reckon.”
“ Y ou  a in ’t  been b ea rin ’ now  about 

some W ico  C reek  trou b le? ”
“ W h a t trou b le? ”
Tom  R andall studied the boy w ith  a 

hard in tensity. S low ly  a ve il fe l l  across 
his face. H e  put the v io lin  aside.

“ I a in ’t  know in ’ fo r  sure how  old 
you a re ,”  he draw led  so ftly . “ Pappy  
had somebody to  m ark  it  down fo r  
him, but P a p p y ’s gone to  G lory . I  don’t 
reckon I  e ver  see w here it  w as m arked 
down.”

C hapter Three

CL A Y  finished bu ild ing his floats and 
skidded them  into the c reek ; the 

sm all garden  was p low ed ; Tom  did  a 
haphazard  job  o f  clothes w ash ing  and 
pi'epared to  g o  back to the Jam es R iv e r  
seed beds. N o th in g  m ore w as said o f  
lega l age, o f  vo tin g, o r  o f  troub le a t 
W ico  Creek. B u t C la y  knew  th is  w as 
on ly  another truce. W ou ld  Tom  leave 
him  the bateau o r  keep it  moored ou t
side the bar?  Both  o f  them  needed it. 
A  ton ger had to have a sm all boat to 
m ake into the Sw eet W a te r  on his home 
com ings; a tro tlin e r  had to  have a boat 
to  go  ove r  his line. O f  course, M a tt 
G r ig g s  would ren t him a boat. B ut the 
ren t would ea t into profits.

S a tu rday  m orn ing  Tom  departed  in 
h igh  good humor to lay  in supplies fo r  
the L u c y  L e e .  H e  came ro w in g  back 
som ber and g low erin g .

C lay  thought, “ G r igg s  to ld  h im  I  was 
r id in g  w ith  M r. M ilton .”  I t  would goad 
Tom  to  have the Sw eet W a te r  ta lk in g  
about a Randall.

C lay  tr ied  to m ake ta lk . “ W h a t tim e 
are  you m ak ing  o f f  M onday, T om ? ”  

“ Sun-up. I ’ ll sleep aboard. Y ou  come 
down w ith  me tom orrow  and fe tch  back 
the boat.”

C lay  d rew  a quick breath. Tom , in 
spite o f  h is w ra th , w as le a v in g  him the 
bateau. “ I f  I  know  when you ’re due 
back— ”

“ I  a in ’t  know in ’ ,”  T om  said rough ly . 
“ I f  you see th e L u c y  L e e  m oored, stop

by  the store. L ik e ly  I ’l l  be there. 
O therw ise, I  a in ’t  too w eak to  w alk  it 
th rough the woods.”

Sunday a fternoon  C lay  took  his 
b ro ther down the creek and out to the 
L u c y  L e e .  W il l  Cully, a lread y  on her, 
tinkered  w ith  the m otor. T om  th rew  
food  and c lo th ing  aboard.

“ W a tch  who you say to,”  he to ld  
C lay, and pushed the bateau aw ay. I t  
was his firs t re fe ren ce  to A llan  M ilton , 
an ou tsider to  the Sw eet W a te r  who 
preached heresy.

C lay  row ed  back, heavy  o f  heart. 
T h e re  w ere  tw o Tom  R an d a lls— the 
Tom  who had le f t  him the bateau and 
the Tom  who could hate lon g  and 
b itte r ly .

Th e  c lea rin g  in the pines brooded in 
its isolation. A  lon e ly  place. B ut C lay 
had w ork  to  do. In the kitchen he 
ligh ted  a lam p and began to  figu re. I f  
the ja r  in G r ig g s ’ s tore  was the size 
he had figu red  out, th ere  m igh t be, 
perhaps, 2600 beans in the jar.

H e counted his tickets. T h irty -tw o . 
H e  put them  in tw o p iles o f  s ixteen 
each, and began a t 2440. H e jum ped 
his guesses by tens— 2440, 2450, 2460. 
H e  reached 2600 and w en t on— 2610, 
2620, on up to  2760. H e b lew  ou t the 
lam p and w en t to bed.

In  the dawn he b rew ed coffee and 
made a hu rried  meal. M is t covered  the 
creek, and the woods had the eerie  s t ill
ness o f  an earth  not y e t th orough ly  
awake. H e  carried  tw o barre ls  to  the 
ba teau ; in the stillness they scraped 
a lon g  the bottom  w ith  a s ta rtlin g  
clam or. H is  oars dipped and took the 
boat into deeper w ater.

A lo n e  on the m ystery-shrouded creek, 
a s o lita ry  figu re in a shut-in un iverse 
o f  w a ter  and pine, he baited  a quarter 
o f  a m ile o f  trotlin e, ty in g  a p iece o f  
p ickled tr ip e  to each ba it cord. T w o  
hours la ter, w ith  the la s t b a it down, he 
row ed  back to the b egin n ing o f  the 
line. Th e  sun had come up over the 
pines, a b lazin g, redd ish  ball in the 
s till r is in g  m ists. S low ly  he brought in 
th e tro tlin e , m oving  the boat along, 
d ropp in g the line a lread y  scanned as 
new  line came up. F ou r  baits, five, six 
— and som ething c law ed  down below. 
H e  reached fo r  the scalp net. A  m oving  
b lu r clung to  a bait. T h e  net dipped

A  s t , r a n g e - lo o k in g  m o u n t a i n  c e d a r  in  A r iz o n a .

They Collect Clouds and Trees!

CH A S IN G  rainbow s m ay  be all r igh t 
fo r  some, but fo r  dow n righ t fun 

the students o f  L a  G range, M o., recom 
mend cloud cap tu rin g  and tree  collect
ing.

T h ey  collect both w ith  cam eras. L ik e  
the specu la tive w ea th er man, th ey  keep 
an eye cocked on th e sky fo r  unusual 
cloud form ations. W hen they spot one 
th ey ’re ou t w ith  th e ir  filter-equ ipped  
cam era— you can g e t  a filte r  cheap ly a t 
an y  cam era shop 
— and a im in g  it 
a t the sky.

T h ey  file  the 
p ic tu r e s  u n d e r  
th e fo u r  lead ing  
f o r m a t i o n s  o f  
clouds— cumulus, 
n im b u s , c ir ru s ,  
a n d  s t r a t u s .
T h e y  lo o k  f o r  
m ix e d  f o r m a 
tions and know  
w h a t these fo r -  C u m u lu s  c lo u d s .

m ations mean in 
term s o f  tom or
r o w ’ s w e a th e r !
T h ey  trade  pic
tures w ith  peo
p l e  in  o t h e r  
states.

These M issouri 
c a m era  a r t is t s  
know  w h at trees 
a re  lik e  w ith  and 
w ith o u t  le a v e s .
In the w in ter  
they snap pic
t u r e s  o f  b a r e  
trees and ca ll them  “ F ram ew ork  o f  the 
F ores t.”  T h ey  snap pictures o f  the 
same tree  in a ll seasons and paste the 
p ictures side by side in an album.

T r y  it  you rse lf. M ake your cam era 
g iv e  you valuab le  in fo rm ation  about 
the w orld  w e  liv e  in. Become a wood- 
and-w eather exp ert w ith  a p a ir  o f  
albums th a t you ’ll be proud to  show 
you r fr ien ds .— B y  J . W . A t t e b e r r y .

B r o o m  - s h a p e d  
e lm

When you buy products advertised in this magazine you buy satisfaction

ELTO P A L  only $ 3 7 .5 0
Elto PAL I built by Erin -

NEW
C A TA LO G

Low Factory Prices <;
'J0 Kayak designs, also as
sembling kits with instruc
tions for Home Building / 
Aquaplanes, Outboards, * 
Rowing Sculls, Ice Yachts, 
Sailboats. Snipes, National 
1 design. Special gift offer, 
SS. DOUBLE PADDLE , 
FREE while they la»t.

KAYAK BOAT CO.
152 E. 129 St.
New York, N.Y.

Glover** NEW DOG BOOK,
52 pages, complete with Symptom 
Chart, gives you a world of valuable 
Information on Care and Treat-

iree copy loony iv «wv»vc.n a, 
Dept. 36. 462 Fourth Ave., N . Y.

FIRST CHOICE
— in KN IVES
Byrd. Peary. Lindbergh"''-mousj.amea

live the utmost in service and si
No. « —4£ in. Madê p.OC: No. 

Write for catalog.
M arb le Arm s & M fg.Co. Gladstone. Mlch.,U.S.A.

flCCORDI
•  Mn*ic, popularity, and ro
mance surround you when you 

play this thrilling instrument 
from  Ita ly . This new P et ite  

Soprani is lighter, smaller, easier to 
play, yet has the fu ll volume and tone 

■ o f  the  regu la r  concert accordion. 
Weight reduced nearly h a lf  by exclu

sive “ Ampliphonic”  feature. One-third less bellows
ing. Free instruction book assures quick mastery. 
Convenient terms. See your music dealer, or send 
postal for beautiful book and fu ll details. 167
s o p r a n i , i n c . •~,-4*tinSf.w ar,* ~ -



21

exp ertly , and the firs t blue crab w ent 
into a barrel.

Back and fo r th  the boat m oved as he 
fo llow ed  the tro tlin e , aga in  and again , 
and the count o f  hard  crabs mounted. 
A t  one o ’clock, he brought in the line, 
coiled it on the stern seat, and rowed 
down to M a tt G r ig g s ’ store.

“ A n ybody  g o in g  out to  th e buy 
boat?”  he asked.

“ I  hear R obert Fou lkes is go in g ,”  
said G riggs.

C lay  made out past the bar. The 
sw arthy  Fou lkes w as  pouring gasoline 
into the tank o f  his canoe.

“ G ot space?”  C lay  asked. F a ilin g  to 
find a pow erboat to  ca rry  him, he 
would have to  take the lon g  row.

Fou lkes spat o ve r  the side. “ You  
g o t T om ’s agreem en t?”

“ H e  le f t  me the bateau, d idn ’t he?”
“ I  lik e  to  know,”  Foulkes answered 

shortly.
Th ey  w ere all, C lay  thought, a fra id  

o f  Tom  R andall. An d  no ton ger would 
g iv e  him  aid  unless sure Tom  would 
not ob ject.

T h is  canoe did not have the speed o f  
the L u c y  L e e .  T h ey  w allow ed out into 
Chesapeake Bay.

Th e  buy-boat captain  was p ay in g  six 
do llars  a barrel. “ G it it w h ile  you kin, 
boys,”  the captain  told them. “ A n y  day 
now the bay drudges w ill s ta r t b r in g 
in g  in heavy  catches.”

C lay  put n ine dollars in h is pocket. 
N ex t  week, o r  tom orrow , the price 
m igh t drop. T o n g in g  or tro tlin in g , you 
w ere  a t the m ercy o f  the m arket. But 
i f  a m an had a litt le  leased bottom  and 
the p rice w asn ’t r igh t, he could leave 
his oysters  there  and wait.

The boy  stopped at the G r igg s  store, 
bought th ree d o lla rs ’ w orth  o f  g roceries  
— and paid cash. T w e lv e  m ore tickets—  
he m igh t use some o f  them fo r  jum p ing  
his guesses on the beans by  fives. H e  
rowed on home and found A llan  M ilton  
w a it in g  in the clearing.

“ I  have an answ er, C lay .”
The boy ’s vo ice  was quiet. “ Bad 

news ?”
“ Y es . Y o u r  b irth  w asn ’t recorded.”
“ I h a lf expected,”  C lay  nodded. 

W h a teve r  his d isappointm ent, his face 
was im passive. H e  turned to ta lk  o f  
his d a y ’s w ork , and A llan  M ilton  lis
tened w ith  interest.

T h a t n ight the Sw eet W a te r  was 
sh im m ering s ilver, and C lay sat on the 
gunw a le o f  the bateau and listened to 
the m elody o f  the fro g s . I f  he could not 
p rove he was o f  le ga l age, Tom  m igh t 
set oa t to th w art him. S low ly  his ja w  
muscles set.

H e slept and was up be fo re  dawn. 
D ay ligh t crept th rough the pines as he 
la id  his trotlin e. A t  the end o f  the 
long, silent m orning, his catch ran tw o

Tarzan just passed through here!”

barrels. R ob ert Fou lkes took him out 
to  the buy boat.

“ She’s th re e -fifty  a b a rre l,”  said the 
captain . “ T h e  drudges begun to find 
them .”

Crab dredges continued busy o f f  the 
mouth o f  Y o rk  R iv e r  and prices con
tinued to fa ll. F r id ay , by some s trange 
quirk, the creek seemed to hold on ly 
crabs below the lega l size and a fte r  
three hours o f  w ork  C lay  g ave  up. H e 
needed kerosene fo r  the lam ps and 
rowed down creek to the store.

G r ig g s ’ dock w as clu ttered  w ith  
boats and canoes bobbed outside the 
bar. The to n ger  fleet was back; C lay  
m ade ou t the L u c y  L e e .  C om ing up the 
path through the reeds, he heard  a 
voice raised  an gr ily  in the store and 
his heart beat hard. T h a t voice was 
T om ’s.

D a y ligh t fra m ed  the boy in the door
w ay. F o r  a m om ent no one noticed him.

“ I t ’s the t ru th !”  Tom  roared. “ I  
hear it fro m  a G loucester man who 
was told by a police-boat captain . John 
Simon aim s to m ake bid fo r  some bar
ren oyster rock. T h ey  g iv e  it a  nice 
name like m akin ’ test to  see i f  the ba r
ren rock can come good again . You  
know w h at th a t m eans?”

Passion shook the store. “ A in ’t the 
barons go t enough w ith  leased bottom ?”  
“ Soon a ton ger can ’t m ine his oyster 
fre e  and w ill to n g  fo r  w ages .”

M a tt G r ig g s  shouted, “ Y ou  know 
what to do about th is, don’t  you? G it 
us some ton gers  w ith  g r i t  enough to 
Sight down on a— ”

A  w arn in g  vo ice  called, “ T h e re ’s 
C lay , Tom .”

The red -faced  storekeeper broke o ff 
short. H ostile  silence fe ll  on the store. 
Tom  R andall strode down the floor. 

“ H ow  lon g  you been here, C lay? ”
“ I  ju s t cam e.”
“ A in ’t  it  e a r ly  fo r  ta k in ’ to  a buy 

boat?”
“ N o  crabs today. I  came down fo r  

lam p o il.”
“ I  stopped fo r  ’lasses. Reckon I  le f t  

the ju g  on the dock. Y ou  see.”
“ T h e re ’s no ju g  on the dock.”
“ Y ou  t r y in ’ to  a rgu e  m e?”
C lay  found him self caught in strong  

arms. In  apparen t good humor Tom  
w restled  him , but a ll the w h ile  he knew 
he was be ing defin ite ly  forced  ou t o f  
the store.

“ I f  she a in ’t  on the dock, m aybe I 
la id  her a lon g  th e path ,”  Tom  called.

C lay  d idn ’t  look fo r  a ju g . S it tin g  in 
the bateau, he w aited . T w ice  voices 
shouted in the store  and w ere instan tly  
suppressed. B y  and by  Tom  came to 
the dock w ith  the can o f  kerosene. 
Reckless excitem ent danced in his eyes 
and a ll a t once C lay  w as alarm ed.

Th e  reckless exc item en t w as gone in 
the m orn ing. T on g in g , Tom  re 
ported, had been fa ir ish . C lay, 
se ttin g  out his tro tlin e , found the 
run o f  crabs s till below the lega l 
size and qu it a t once. H e came 
fro m  the cabin w ith  an ax. 

“ W h a t ’s it  fo r ? ”  Tom  asked. 
“ W in te r  wood.”
Tom  yaw ned. “ Can ’t you rest 

you rse lf?  W in te r ’s still s ix  m onths 
o ff.”  H e  fiddled and fe l l  asleep in 
the sun.

“ H ow  did you sp lit w ith  W il l? ”  
C lay  asked a t supper.

Tom  g re w  embarrassed. “ W hen 
I go t th irds counted ou t I reck
oned it looked too little . I  m ade 
it ha lves.”

T h a t w as Tom  fo r  you ! H is  
g en eros ity  w as  as quick as his 
violence.

Sunday C lay  took Tom  down to 
the canoe.

“ I a im  to  be back F r id a y ,”  Tom  
told him. “ I f  you see the L u c y  
L e e  tied up, don’t  bother. I ’ ll be 
on business.”

Business, C lay  thought, m eant 
some sort o f  ton ger action aga inst 
John Simon. Uneasiness g re w  in 
him. H e  d idn ’t  w an t Tom  m ixed 
up in a  to n ger  war.

F A M O U S  A D V E N T U R E R  A N D  E X P L O R E R

"ONE W/NG/ WANT 0#  M r GUNS 
THAIS THE XEM/NG7VN NAME"

"W hether i t ’s polar hear in the 
A rctic  or geese in Newfoundland 

. . .  I've found  Remington guns and 
ammunition are righ t!”

FOR YEARS C apta in  B ob  B artlett has 
s to c k e d  th e  a rm s  ch es t o f  th e 
"M o r r is e y "  w ith  R em in g to n  guns and 

am m u nition .
H is  fa v o r ite  gun fo r  the seal, walrus, 

na rw h a l, bear and m usk-ox he b rin gs  
back  fo r  m useum grou ps  is a R em in gton  
M /30  in .30-’06 ca liber. F or  ducks and 
geese C aptain  B artlett uses a M / 3 1 pum p 
gun . For sm all gam e he ’s enthusiastic 
abou t R e m in g to n ’s m an-sized .22 rifles 
an d  p ow e r fu l K le a n b o re :!: H i-S p eed *  .22

cartridges. C aptain  B artlett says, "W h a t 
ever I ’m after, I w an t am m u nition  w ith  
p o w e r  to  s p a re  — a n d  I g e t  i t  w ith  
R em in gto n .”

See the R em in g to n  lin e  o f  guns at 
y o u r  d e a le r ’s. A n d  r e m e m b e r : i f  i t ’s 
R em in gto n , i t ’s r igh t! R em in g to n  A rm s 
C om pany , Inc., B rid g ep o rt, Conn.

M e m b e r  o f  the  A m e r ic a n  W ild lif e  In stitu te  
" F o r  a  m o re  a b u n d a n t  g a m e  s u p p ly "

Remington.
D o n ’t  f o r g e t  ~  N a tio n a l H a rd w a re  W eek, M a y  9 — 14
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' l l '  EVERY 
STUDENT should
know how to TYPE!

Own a ROYAL PORTABLE  
ON YOUR OWN TERMS!
Get a F R E E  H O M E  T R IA L ! Prove— without risk
ing a penny— that you can write easier and faster, 
win higher marks, have more time to yourself . . . 
Prove to  your own satisfaction that a Royal Port
able is the typewriter for you . . . simple to  use, 
handsome, built to  give a life-time o f service. Don’t 
pass up this opportunity to own a genuine, latest 
model factory-new Royal complete with every worth
while improvement such as Royal’s famous Touch 
Control, Finger Comfort Keys, standard full-size 
keyboard and many other “ big-machine”  features.

O nly a few  c e n ts  a day!
Terms to  suit vour purse —  cash, or only a 
few cents a day! Get the facts. Mail the cou
pon today forfu ll information. N o  obligation.

p p p p |  Instant Typing Chart 
r  R l a l a i  and Carrying Case

I SPILLED 
THIS INK

on my new spring suit—
lucky for me it was fVASHABLE Qu ink 

fo r it washed out without a trace!”

Don't cry over spilled ink, but guard your 
clothes (and Mother's rugs) by using The 
Parker Pen Co.’s W A SH AB LE  Qu ink . This 
new writing ink washes out of fabrics without 
a trace, yet O N  P A P E R  it is always rich, 
brilliant— never watery, and dries 31% quicker 
than average. Also, Qu in k  cleans a pen as it 
writes— a Parker Pen or any other. Only 15c. 
25c and up at any store selling ink. T ry  it ! But 
don’t  confuse the W A SH AB LE  with Parker’s 
P E R M A N E N T  Qu in k  for permanent business 
documents— it won’t wash out or fade out.

On M onday, m arket crabs w ere  still 
g one fro m  th e creek. C lay  needed bait 
and m ade the jou rn ey  to  the sto re  fo r  
tripe.

M a tt G r igg s  said, “ I  a im  to  ca ll the 
bean-m oney w in n er S a tu rday  soon’s 
the count’s over. I ’ve  g o t to  g i t  a ll the 
tickets sorted by the number guessed 
so I  can te ll fas t. I f  you g i t  your 
tickets in Thu rsday, C lay, she’d help .”

A n yth in g , C lay  thought, to  make 
sure he did no t b lunder into the store 
nex t F rid a y . A  suspected R a n d a ll!

N e x t  m orn in g  the blue crabs w ere 
back. C la y ’s catch, fo r  the firs t time, 
ran  past tw o  barrels. W hen his trotlin e  
w as  fin a lly  coiled, the th ird  barre l was 
fu ll. T h e  la tes t p rice  had been a do llar 
and a h a lf  a  barre l. F o u r- fifty  fo r  his 
th ree  barre ls  w ou ldn ’t be so bad !

B u t th e p rice had dropped. H e  and 
R ob ert Fou lkes found h a lf a dozen 
canoes, th e ir  crabs s till aboard, bobbing 
around the buy boat w h ile  th e buy-boat 
cap ta in  a rgu ed  fro m  th e ra il.

“ Y ou  h ea r  th a t, R obert Fou lkes?”  a 
tro tlin e r  shouted. “ H e ’ s o ffe r in ’ seventy- 
five .”

A n oth er tro tlin e r  shouted, “ I ’l l  dump 
f ir s t ! ”

“ T h a t w on ’t  g it  you noth in ’,”  the 
cap ta in  called down. “ S even ty -five ’s a ll 
I can do. I  g o t to  fo llo w  others. Y ou  
go  to an y  buy boa t and see i f  you g it  

I b etter.”
T h e  m an fin a lly  took the low  price. 

C lay  had seen it happen b efo re . A  
tro tlin e r  couldn’t  hold crabs; th ey  w ere 
perishable and died. H is  own crabs 
w en t o ve r  the ra il and tw o  dollars and 
a qu arter came down to him. H a lf  o f  
w hat he had hoped. A n d  tom orrow  
crabs m igh t be b r in g in g  f i f t y  cents.

B u t the bay dredges ab ru p tly  lost 
con tact w ith  crabs and catches fe ll  off. 
P rices  w en t up to  a do llar and a h a lf 
aga in , but C lay  never took out more 
than tw o  barrels. Thu rsday  he stopped 
a t the store and ga ve  M a tt G r igg s  his 
tickets.

“ She’l l  be a f a ir  contest fo r  a ll,”  said 
the storekeeper. “ Schoolm aster M il
ton ’s to count. I  w ish you luck.”

C lay  thought, “ Y o u ’d ra th e r  th row  
the m oney in the creek than see me 
w in .”

F r id a y  th e tro tlin e  brought in a 
s ing le  barre l o f  crabs. T h e  buy boat 
paid  tw o  dollars.

“ W hen prices go  h igh you can’t  g it  a 
catch ,”  Foulkes com plained, “ and when 
you g i t  a catch you don’t  g e t high 
m oney.”

C lay  said nothing. H e w as looking 
at the L u c y  L e e .  She was tied outside 
th e bar— one o f  a dense fleet o f  canoes. 
Dozens o f  bateaux w ere  crowded in at 
M a tt G r ig g s ’ dock, fastened  boat to 
boat. A  g re a t  m any o f  them  w ere  
s tran ge  to the c reek ! E v id en tly  this 
rebellion  w as reach in g  ou t and tak in g  
in a f a r  stretch  o f  the tidew ater.

H ea v ily  C lay  row ed  home.
Tom  came through the p ine woods at 

sundown. C lay  heard  h im  roa r in g  song 
in  the d istance. W h a teve r  had hap
pened today had pleased him. H e came 
into the c lea rin g  and ripped  o ff his 
denim  blouse and washed v igo ro u s ly  at 
the pump.

“ H ow  w as to n g in g? ”  C lay  asked.
“ I t  w eren ’t  w o rth  the both er.”
C lay  frow n ed . W ith  the ton g in g  

poor, Tom  had rem ained  aw a y  a ll the 
week. H ad  he been cru isin g  through 
the ton ger fleet pass ing out w ord  o f  a 
m eetin g a t Sw eet W a te r?

T om ’s head em erged  fro m  a towel. 
" I  thought you aim ed to g o  fo r  p eelers? ”

“ L a te r ,”  said C lay. “ I w an ted  to  g e t 
some m oney ahead.”  P eelers  demanded 
much care. I t  would be hard to  find 
tim e fo r  both the tro tlin e  and the floats.

“ I t  ga in s  a m an to be heed fu l,”  Tom  
said in a ll seriousness and C lay  began 
to laugh  helplessly.

T h a t n igh t Tom , w ith  his red beard 
cupped aga in st his v io lin , p layed  w ith  
w ild  abandon. Th e  music beat aga inst 
C lay ’s ears, fu ll o f  mad threats, and 
his b rea th  cau gh t in his th roat. . . .

L a te  S a tu rday  they, row ed  down the 
creek  to  the store. T h e  bean counting 
a t la s t! A s  they neared the store, 
C lay ’s blood began to  pound w ith  e x 
citem ent and hope.

M a tt G r ig g s ’ p lace was jam m ed. 
Tom , shouting g ree tin g s  and casually 
using his s tren gth , made h is w ay  w e ll 
inside. C lay  ba re ly  w edged  inside the 
door. H e  could see noth ing but denim- 
clad shoulders a fe w  inches fro m  his 
face. Th e  p lace w as hot and humid, 
restless w ith  tension. T a lk  drummed 
and hummed in a fe ve r ish  under
current.

M a tt G r ig g s ’ voice, gen ia l, hushed 
the ta lk . H e  sa id : “ N ex t  tim e, boys, 
I ’d best g i t  me a b igg e r  store. Th is  
here box has a ll the tickets arranged , 
s ta r t in g  w ith  low  guess and g o in g  up 
to high. T h is  h ere ’s the ja r  o f  beans 
th a t m eans one hundred f i f t y  dollars to 
some lucky tid ew a ter  man. So there 
w on ’t be no ta lk  o f  no t fa ir  I asked 
Schoolm aster M ilton  to m ake count. 
So ’s everybod y ’ll know  w h a t ’s g o in g  on, 
he’ ll count loud.”

Th e  crowd strained  fo rw a rd  and C lay 
could b reathe m ore eas ily . Som eth ing 
snapped.

“ T h a t ’s the bean ja r  seal,”  G r iggs  
called. “ She’s broke.”

A lla n  M ilton  began to  count: “ One, 
tw o, th ree, fo u r  . . .”

C lay  rubbed clam m y palm s aga in st 
his blouse. I f  he g o t th a t hundred f i fty , 
he could m ake his sta rt. I f  he d idn ’t—

On and on w en t A lla n  M ilton ’s vo ice : 
“ . . . ninety-seven, n in ety-e igh t, n in ety- 
nine . . .”

( T o  he c o n t in u e d  in  th e  M a y  n u m b e r  o f  
T he A merican Boy.)

TH EY W O N  CASH !

OU R  readers like A merican Boy 
advertis in g. T h ey  like it because it 

catches the eye, is filled  w ith  useful in
fo rm a tion , and serves as a d irec to ry  o f  
m erchandise in  wh ich th ey  a re  in ter
ested.

So much w e  found fro m  th e results 
o f  our F eb ru ary  con test— “ W h a t A d 
vertisem en ts I  L ik e  Best, and W h y .”  
B u t perhaps the a ttitude o f  A merican 
Boy readers tow ard  A merican Boy ads 
can best be described by the w in ner, 
Sam  Brim acom be, Sundridge, Ont., 
whose en try  on the Schick Sh aver and 
autom obiles won $10.

Brim acom be liked the Schick ad be
cause i t  w as  s tra igh tfo rw a rd  and a t
ten tion -ge ttin g . H e  also liked autom obile 
ads because “ th ey  show th a t m anu
fac tu re rs  consider boys to  be in te lli
g en t beings w ith  a h igh sense o f  value. 
T h e  same is true o f  a lm ost a ll adver

t is in g  in T he A merican Boy. I t  pays 
the reader the h igh  com plim ent o f  deal
ing  w ith  him  in an in teres tin g  and 
in te llig en t fash ion  and is  th ere fo re  w ell 
w o rth  rea d in g .”

Second p rize  o f  $5 w as  won by 
L a r ry  Joseph Lee, B a ttle  Creek, M ich., 
who fa vo red  B ell Te leph one and D a isy  
A i r  R ifle . T h ird  p rize  and $3 w en t to 
Thom as Pu lleyb lank, D e tro it, M ich., on 
B ell Telephone.

Th e  n ex t seven, w inners o f  $1: 
R obert C. C hristopher, W es t H aven , 
Conn., Param ount and P a lm  Beach ; 
E dw ard  F ies t, Sheldon, Iow a , M egow  
and Oh H en ry ; Gene P a tterson , A del, 
Ga., P a ram ou n t; B ill W a ll,  W in lock , 
W ash., B ell Te lephone and Param ou nt; 
Lou is  Benepe I I I ,  St. Pau l, M inn., 
Schick S h ave r; John L y ster , B angor, 
M ich., C orona T y p e w r ite r ;  W . A. 
C rom artie , Boston, Ga., B ell Telephone.

M o n e y  M a k in g  O p p o rtu n ity
Popular household paper products, reasonably 
priced, sell quickly, make joed profits and repeat. 
Samples ol 10/ Handy-Wacks Wared Paper and 
many other !ast selling articles —  FREE. Write —

H A N D Y  W A C K S  C O R P O R A T IO N
___________ SPARTA M.C-lG

F R E E

CATALOG
Just Off the Press

F u lly  i l lu s t r a t e d  
showing special foot
wear and clothing 
for fisherman and 
camper, also special 
fishing tackle.

L . L . Bean, Inc.,
i * S  Main Straet 

F ree port Maine

Only Boats With 
Full Length Spray Rails
Keep passengers perfectly 
dry—even at high speeds.
Catalog also shows today's 
five most popular models 
of sailboats. Two big facto
ries. Prompt shipment.

CATALOG FREE
Write for your copy. State kind of _  
boat in which you are interested. W Very fast utility model

TH O M P S O N  BROS. B O A T  M FG . C O . <«>
plsHT*CO.Swis. ( J w X e )  CORTLAND. *n/y.

When you advertisers, that yc their advertise in this



The Mallards Come Home
to Roost (Continued from page 15)

Give You Everything

Above New W IN C H E S 
TER M od e lfi ’  Juniorsmgle 
shot .22  riflefor the younger 
shooters. Exactly like regu
lar M odel 67 but shorter 
stock and barrel.

Both cartridges come in 
.22 Long Rifle, .22 Long 
and .22  Short. Super-X 
bullets a re  L ubaloy- 
coated. X p e r t bullets 
are lead lubricated.

GREATER POWER GREATER ACCURACY

E v e ry  feature you could w ant in .22 caliber am m unition 
is found in  W estern  Super-X  o r  X p ert cartridges!

“ I ’m sleepy,”  he confessed.
“ W e ll, you a in ’t  had much sleep,”  

K n ig h t  said. “ W h y  don’t you catch a 
nap on th a t cot in there?  I  g o tta  be 
up fo r  the n ex t tw o  hours g e t t in ’ these 
trucks loaded, and I  reckon I  can see 
as much as you. Take  another drink  o ’ 
cider, and g e t  a litt le  shut-eye.”

Donn fo llow ed  th is  advice— w ith  such 
enthusiasm  th at when he woke up he 
stared un be liev ing ly  a t a r a y  o f  sun
ligh t which w as h it tin g  him  squarely 
in the face.

Just then K n ig h t ’s g r in n in g  face 
appeared  at the w indow . “ T h a t ’s w h at 
I call a n a p !”  the ran ger  chuckled. 
“ Y o u ’ve  slept nine hours by the clock! 
B ut you d idn ’t m iss no th in ’. T w o  cars 
and a truck is the n igh t ’s business, and 
I  knew  a ll three. N o w  g e t you rse lf 
some b reak fas t w h ile  I s tay  here— and 
then I 'm  g e t t in ’ some sleep m yself. The 
trucks ’ll be back fo r  m ore apples to 
n ight.”

Donn w alked  to  the house w ith  sleep
laden eyes and fa ce  sullen w ith  se lf- 
condemnation. A n d  in the bedroom  he 
shared w ith  H a l he found th at lan ky 
ind ividual shak ing his head as though 
to c lea r  it.

“ S lep t so hard  I ’m  a ll w orn  out,”  
H a l grum bled.

Donn w as som berly silen t as they 
took cold showers and ate break fast. 
He seemed to  be tr y in g  to put his 
finger on a thought that eluded him. 
A ll the m orn ing  he was quiet and 
w ith draw n. B ut a fte r  he had answ ered 
a ca ll fro m  C h ie f Ram say in Los 
A n ge les , he came to  life . H e w h irled  
fie rce ly  on H a l Peters.

“ W e ough t to  be kicked out o f  the 
s e rv ic e !”  he snapped. “ T h e  ch ie f says 
the rum or’s a ll over Chinatown that 
th ir ty  Chinese w ere  d e livered  last 
n ig h t !”

“ W e ll? ”  inqu ired  H a l— and then ligh t 
dawned on him. “ Th e  c id e r !”  he 
gasped.

“ E xactly . N o  w onder w e  slept. W e 
w ere  d op ed !”  Th e  tw o  w ere  alone and 
Donn could speak fre e ly . H e  fum ed on. 
“ A n d  cars cam e up fro m  the border, 
and tra n s fe rred  ille ga lly  en ter in g  aliens 
into the K n igh t trucks r igh t  under our 
noses, and th ey  w en t north hidden in 
ap p les !”

The tw o  youngest im m igra tion  in 
spectors in the serv ice  stared a t each 
other b leak ly. A f t e r  a m om ent Donn 
spoke again .

“ I f  w e ’re r igh t, it  means th at K n igh t 
d e liberate ly  pu t us on a fa ls e  scent the 
other n ight, so th a t another road  would 
be le f t  open fo r  a d e live ry  th at v e ry  
n ight. T h a t battle  between him  and 
M intu rn  was phony— I ’m sure o f  it 
now. A n d  Tom  K n ig h t ’ s b ig-sh ot poli
tic ian  b ro ther must be head ing this 
last lo t o f  M allards. W h y, i f  th is Ed 
K n igh t has a chain o f  m arkets, he 
could em ploy a good  m any Chinese 
h im se lf fo r  a w h ile .”

“ S u re !”  exploded H al. “ A n d  do you 
rea lize  how  much nerve th ey  h ave?”

“ A n d  how  eas ily  K n igh t could bump 
us off, and te ll a b ig  s tory  about 
sm u gg lin g  cars ’ doin g i t ! ”  Donn said 
g r im ly . “ N o w  listen. T h e re ’s another 
apple shipm ent tonight. M aybe th ey ’re 
pu lling  a series o f  de liveries. I f  w e ’re 
offered  c ider ton igh t— ”

“ W e ’ll accept w ith  p leasure,”  H a l 
draw led.

A n d  offered  c ider they w ere  th at 
v e ry  even ing, sh o rtly  a fte r  dinner.

“ H ere, top o ff you r d inner w ith  some 
prim e app le ju ice ,”  T om  K n igh t said 
h eartily . “ And then you m igh t as w ell 
g e t  you rse lf another good n igh t ’s sleep.
I g o t another a ll-n igh t session, and I ’ ll 
keep m y eyes open.”

“ A l l  r igh t,”  Donn said. “ An d  thanks.

I t ’s g rea t to g e t slept up.”  H e p re 
tended to take a sip o f  h is cider, and 
rose, g lass in hand. “ I ’m tu rn in g  in 
r igh t now, and tak in g  this w ith  me. 
I ’ ll be sipp in g you r health  w h ile  I ’m 
g e t t in g  undressed.”

“ M e too.”  H al g o t  up. “ Boy, this is 
good c id e r !”

"G lad  you like it,”  sm iled K n igh t.
“ Sure he’s g lad ,”  H al m uttered when 

he and Donn w ere in th e ir  bedroom  
w ith the door closed.

R insing out an em pty shaving-lo tion  
bottle, they filled it w ith  c id er fo r  
analysis la te r  on. Th e  rest o f  the c ider 
they poured out the w indow . Th ey  
undressed rap id ly , stretched out in the 
tw in  beds, fe ign ed  heavy sleep —  and 
waited.

A  lon g  h a lf hour d ra gged  by. Then, 
slow ly, the door inched open. Through  
his a lm ost closed lids Donn could see, 
in the ligh t fro m  the ha llw ay , K n ig h t ’s 
face  peering in. Th e  rancher coughed 
loudly, and then sw itched the ligh t on.

N eith e r  o f  the deep-brea th ing in
spectors moved. K n igh t g ave  a satis
fied snort and turned out the ligh t, ju s t 
as the hum o f  nearing trucks came 
through the night.

L y in g  m otionless, Donn and H al 
heard K n igh t go  out o f  the house, 
heard him g ree t his regu la r  serv ice  
station  attendant, and knew  th at the 
tw o w alked  on tow ard  the road. The 
youn g inspectors spran g  ou t o f  bed and 
dressed s w ift ly , th ru stin g  th e ir  Colts 
into the pockets o f  th e ir  serv ice  station 
covera lls. L ik e  ghosts they stole 
through the open w indow , and clung to 
the shadow's as they sped to h id in g 
places behind tw o app le trees, tw en ty  
fe e t apart but both close to  the b ig  
sto rage  shed.

T h e  trucks rumbled up alongside the 
b ig  shed. Scarce ly  had the d riv e rs  \ 
swung down fro m  th eir  seats and 
jo in ed  K n ig h t when Donn saw  a sedan, 
d riv in g  w ith ou t ligh ts , slip  s ilen tly  
into the d rivew ay . Then  he heard 
K n ig h t ’s voice.

“ A l l  c lear— step on i t ! ”
Th e  ligh ts  o f  the sedan flashed on, 

and the car sped out the d rivew ay .
“ P ilo t  car,”  Donn reflected, and 

w a ited  fo r  the nex t move.
Suddenly, fro m  the d irection  o f  H a l ’s 

h id in g  place, came a lo w  com m and: 
“ S tick  ’em u p !”

W h a t w as happen ing? Don peered 
th rough the darkness. L oo m in g  black ly 
behind H a l w as a  vagu e  shape. Th ere  
came a subdued grun t o f  pain from  
H al, and he slowdy raised his hands. 
Donn tensed, ready  to  g o  to  his help—  
and ju s t then the ligh ts  o f  at least 
three autom obiles suddenly sw ep t the 
southern sky.

Th e  ga n g ’s cars fro m  the b ord er ! 
Donn w'as sure o f  it. H e  could h ear 
m ovem ents and low  ta lk  fro m  K n igh t 
and the truck  d rivers. M ore  o f  the 
g a n g  com ing, and H al was a p rison er!

W h o had captured h im ? H ad  some 
a lly  o f  K n ig h t ’s tra iled  them  fro m  the 
house? W ell, anyhow—

Donn le f t  his tree, tra ve led  a sound
less circle, and crep t up behind the 
unknown enem y, now  bend ing to  finish 
ty in g  H a l to the app le tree. W ith  a 
sudden leap, Donn tackled the bending 
man around the knees. I f  he could only 
b rin g  him down w ith ou t a sound!

Instan tly , how ever, the m an’s pow er
fu l body tw isted , and he m anaged to 
turn on Donn, gun in hand. Donn 
thought in a despa ir ing  flash, “ H e can ’t  
miss m e !”

B ut the gun did not speak. T h e  
stran ger  tr ied  to  b rin g  i t  down on 
Donn’s head. Donn, w ith  a desperate 
lunge, caught his w r is t. Then the 
s tru gg le  turned into a w ild  w res t lin g

our magazine are a

G R E A T E R  p o w e r —The thunder
bolt power of Super-X enables 
you to drop pests instantly. 
Super-X has 50% more power 
and 26% higher speed!

l o n g e r  r a n g e —The long-range 
power of Super-X makes close, 
difficult stalking in the open 
unnecessary. You get small 
game and pests at remarkable 
distances before they know you 
are around.

M O R E  EFFECTIVE b u l l e t s —The in
stant a Super-X bullet strikes 
and begins to penetrate it mush
rooms— expends all its energy 
within the object struck.

E X T R E M E  A C C U R A C Y —You shoot 
with accuracy when you shoot

w ith Super-X or X pert car
tridges. Xpert—the .22 for all- 
a round shoo ting—has set a 
new high standard of accuracy 
for .22’s selling at a standard 
price.
e c o n o m y —Even with all their 
advantages over ordinary .22’s, 
Super-X and Xpert do not cost 
any more!
c l e a n l i n e s s — Both cartridges 
are smokeless! Both have non- 
corrosive priming! C-L-E-A-N 
ammunition!
Mail the Coupon for a free copy 
of the W estern Ammunition 
Handbook—seventy-two pages 
of information interesting and 
helpful to every rifle, pistol and 
shotgun shooter.
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M I L I T A R Y  S C H O O L
Junior College and High School

MILITARY
INSTITUTE

Certifies to colleges. Lower school for younger 
New athletic field in heart of wooded estate Address
Col. A. M. Henshaw, Box B, College Hill,Cincinnati, 0.

• Cranbrook School•
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Every Boy Rides 
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for catalog today. Address Bor E-4. 
STAUNTON MILITARY ACADEMY, STAUNTON, VA.

an d oliili HI ac o n A C A D E M Y
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Catalog Col. C. R. Endsley. Box 12. Sweetwater, Tenn.
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Supervised study. Prepares for col
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/STAMMER
which describes the 

■nlifie correction 
Method success-
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concerning correction of a 
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kuckee. Cavalry and Naval Schools 
(boys 14-19). Woodcraft Camp 
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sports. A summer at Culver is some
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Moderato cost. Btate which catalog, 

41 Laka Shore Court, Culver, Ind.

A dmiral F arragut
SU M M ER  C A M P

Naval camp. July 5 to Aug. 
28. on Toms River near Bar- 
negat Bay. Sailing, naviga
tion, cruises, land sports. 75 
miles from N. Y. C. Rate In
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Rear Admiral S. S. Robison, 
U. S. N. (Ret.), Supt. Cata
log. Box Is, Toms River, N.J.
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WOODSTOCK, ILL.
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m atch, fou gh t in savage silence. Donn 
battled  fierce ly  a ga in s t the m ost pow er
fu l opponent he had ever  met.

T h a t th resh in g gu n ! H ow  could he 
dodge it?  H e  couldn ’t. Suddenly the 
s tran ger  to re  his arm  loose, and a 
stunn ing b low  h it Donn over the ear. 
H e  reeled, and the n ex t second the 
pan ting  s tra n ger  had him  by the throat.

Donn w as  los in g  consciousness as a 
body cam e h u rtlin g  out o f  the n igh t—  
H al had a t la s t succeeded in fre e in g  
h im self, and he b rou gh t his gun down 
on the s tra n ge r ’s head. The man 
dodged, but the g lan c in g  b low  stunned 
him. Donn w as vagu e ly  conscious o f  
the a r r iv a l o f  autom obiles on the other 
side o f  the shed as the unknown rolled 
o ff him , and H al p inned h im  down.

T h e  s tru gg le  between H a l and the 
s tran ger  ended. H al had his an tagon ist 
subdued. Donn g lanced  s w ift ly  around 
— all th e ir  oth er opponents w ere  around 
on th e oth er side o f  the shed, out o f  
seeing range. H e  struck a m atch, 
cupped it— and found h im se lf s ta r in g  
down in to  the face  o f  M intu rn .

F o r  a second M intu rn  stared  up a t 
the tw o  who had captured  him. Then, 
as Donn b lew  out th e m atch, he g ave  
w h a t seem ed to  be a gasp  o f  re lie f.

“ W h a t a sap I  a m !”  he m uttered.
“ W h o  a re  you?”  snapped Donn.
“ G a rv ey — customs serv ice  m an — on 

undercover d u ty !”  w as the te rse  rep ly . 
“ Come on ! These fe llow s  are  sm ug
g lin g  go ld  and dope as w e ll as a liens.”

“ Th ou gh t you w e re  n ear d ea d !”
“ T h a t was a plant. K n ig h t ’s been 

suspicious o f  me. H e ’d seen me around, 
and would have bumped me o ff th a t 
firs t n igh t ! F o r  the love  o f  M ike, ask 
me w h a t you w an t to , then le t ’s g o ! ”

In  a v e ry  fe w  m om ents G arvey , 
p rev iou sly  known as M intu rn , had 
p roved  to  the inspectors ju s t who he 
w as  and exp la in ed  w h y  he had not 
dared  le t even the im m igra tion  men 
know  his rea l iden tity .

In  an oth er mom ent o r  so, the th ree 
had m ade s w ift  p lans and w ere  seeking 
sepa ra te  h id in g  places.

F ro m  them  th ey  could see p lenty. 
T h e  shipm ent was barre led  app les th is 
tim e, and th ey  watched  m ore than 
tw en ty  dark  shapes em erge fro m  the 
turtleback  baggage  com partm ents o f  i 
the autom obiles and g e t  in to  em pty 
barrels, to  be stow ed in am ong the 
leg it im a te  ca rgo  o f  the trucks. A n d  as 
Donn watched a dozen packages being 
na iled up in another barre l, he sm iled a 
t ig h t sm ile as he thought o f  G a rv ey ’s 
exu ltation . Those packages contained 
dope o r  go ld  dust!

F rom  th e ir  separate h id in g  places, i 
they watched  the trucks c la tte r  aw ay, 
and then saw  happen w h at Donn had 
hoped and gam bled  wou ld  happen. The 
th ree d riv e rs  o f  the con traband-carry
ing  autom obiles fo llow ed  K n ig h t into 
the little  checking o ffice  in the shed, 
and the station  men w en t w ith  them.

The th ree  o fficers  stole s ilen tly  fo r 
w ard . T h ey  saw  K n ig h t seated at the 
desk, coun ting out b ills. A l l  the other 
men had th e ir  backs to  the door and 
the checking w indow .

So s o ft ly  did the advancin g  tr io  m ove 
th a t Donn’s command fro m  the door
w ay  cracked out w ith  the suddenness 
o f  a thunderclap.

“ D on ’t  m ove— and put ’em  u p !”
K n igh t looked up into the m ouths o f  

th ree guns. Th e  oth er men, w ith  th e ir  
backs s till turned, stood like statues. 
S low ly  K n ig h t ’s hands w en t up, and 
the others fo llo w ed  suit. T h e  b ig  
rancher did not speak but his eyes 
w ere  burn ing w ith  fu ry .

“ A l l  r i g h t ,  b o y s — f a s t ! ”  y e l l e d  
G arvey.

Soon ev e ry  cap tive  w as  disarm ed, 
bound, and gagged . A l l  w ere  pushed 
in to  the la rges t sedan. Then , w ith  
G a rvey  a t the wheel o f  the second car, 
Donn beside him , and H a l d r iv in g  the 
prison car, the tw o -car cavalcade drove 
out to the serv ice  station.

Th ere  Donn g o t  a w a it in g  inspector 
a t the o ffice  on the line, and exu ltan tly

put in  the ca ll the whole o ffice  had 
been lon gin g  to  hear. “ H u r r y ! ”  he 
concluded. “ A n d  rou t ou t the whole 
police  fo rce  i f  you have t o ! ”

H e  dashed back to  re jo in  G arvey, 
and the tw o  cars roared  north. A f t e r  
five  m iles G arvey  tra n s fe rred  to  his 
ow n hidden car, and shot aw ay  a t top 
speed to  overtake  and pass the tw o 
trucks b e fo re  they h it a crossroad. 
Donn and H al rushed on to  the litt le  
tow n  o f  A n n isv ille , routed ou t the 
tow n m arshal, and soon had Tom  
K n ig h t and his a llies  behind the bars. 
Then  the tw o w ere  o ff aga in  together, 
ro a r in g  north in the m arsh a l’s own 
car, which the truck  d riv e rs  would be 
u n like ly  to  suspect.

T h e  tw o  ta lked  litt le , but th ey  w ere 
filled  w ith  exu ltation . Donn had been 
heartsick  at his fa ilu re  o f  the n igh t be
fo r e — now it was b liss to  know  that 
o ffic ia l cars w ere out tra il in g  and pass
in g  those trucks, w o rk in g  in re lay  
fash ion  so th a t no one car would be 
suspected; that hidden circles o f  re 
liab le  men w ere  w a it in g  around Ed 
K n ig h t ’s m arket in A lta  N om a, and 
around his hom e; th at when those 
trucks reached th e ir  final destination, 
the au thorities  would know e v e ry  stop- 
o f f  and ev e ry  man concerned in 
han d lin g  the contraband cargo . Th e  
la s t g a n g  in the p ow er fu l sm u gg ling  
r in g  wou ld  be rounded up in one g rea t 
scoop !

IC c u u j
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P resen tly  Donn passed an o ffic ia l 
car, d r iv in g  m oderately  a h a lf  m ile be
hind the tw o trucks. Then  he passed 
the trucks, and soon passed a second 
o ffic ia l car. T h e re  was no southbound 
tra ff ic  a t s ix -th irty  in th e m orn ing  as 
th ey  sped by a  lit t le  a irp o rt w here a 
m echanic w as look in g  o v e r  a battered 
ship, and s lipped on s w ift ly  through 
the s leep in g ou tskirts o f  A lta  Nom a. 
W hen th ey  reached the business section 
th ey  saw  G a rv ey ’s car parked  in fron t 
o f  an a ll-n igh t restaurant. A s  they 
pulled up, a b ig  C rescen t sedan w h irred  
down the street, tra v e lin g  southward 
and tra v e lin g  fast.

‘ ‘ F iv e  men in it— probab ly  an o ffic ia l 
car,”  rem arked  H al. “ Po lice  go t any 
Crescents?”

“ H ere  comes the ch ie f’s c a r ! ”  cried 
Donn, and h is  heart sank— Ram say was 
tra v e lin g  a t top  speed.

Donn rushed out into the street. The 
car ground to  a stop.

“ Ed K n igh t must have go t sus
p ic iou s !”  R am say shouted. “ See that 
C rescent? H e ’s b ea tin g  it to M exico, 
and fou r  o f  his top  men w ith  him. Th e  
boys a re  telephon ing the border now. 
W e ’ve  g o t one o f  K n ig h t ’s men and he’s 
spilled— ”

But Donn heard no more. H e had 
w h irled  and w as  rush ing  tow ard  his car.

G rim  thoughts w ere  seeth ing in his 
brain as he roared  south. D ow n on the 
border there  would be planes in the a ir  
— but much could happen in the sparse
ly  settled  te r r ito ry  between A lta  N om a 
and the border. Ed K n ig h t ’s gan g  
would know  a ll the tr icky  l itt le  roads, 
and o f  course th ey  had th e ir  h ide
aw ays. T h ey  m igh t sw itch cars some
where, hide the b ig  sedan, and elude 

jpu rsu it unless they w ere  stopped 
quickly. I f  those five in  the Crescent 
go t aw ay, to  fo rm  the nucleus o f  a new  
sm u gg ling  r in g , the m onths-long chase 
that had s tarted  w ith  a M a lla rd  c iga r 
e tte  butt would begin  a ll o ve r  again. 
H e ’d g o t to  stop th em ! . . . Th ere  was 
the place.

H e  sent his car sw ay in g  into the l itt le  
ou tly in g  a irp o rt, thankfu l th a t his 
tra in in g  had included fi f ty  hours in 
the air.

Th e  shabby mechanic w as p reparin g  
to  w arm  up the ship. Donn flashed his 
badge and, o ve rr id in g  protests, ordered 
the man to  sw in g  the prop. Th e  m otor 
caught on the second sw ing, and Donn 
did no t w a it  to  w arm  it up. M oto r 
w ide open, spu tter in g  in heart-flu tter
in g  lit t le  coughs, he g o t into the a ir. 
H e circ led  southward, and the m otor 
began to drum a lon g  sweetly.

In  a m inute he w as  ove r  the trucks, 
and as he sped down the road, fly in g  
low , he w as  look in g  back. He saw  an 
o ffic ia l car come fro m  the north to jo in

Bailev. there is such a thing as keeping a 
song too simple! ”

an o ffic ia l car from  a crossroad and 
men fro m  both cars sw arm ed ou t to 
take charge o f  the trucks.

“ T h e  ch ie f and some m en m ust be 
com ing on ly  a fe w  m iles back, but they 
can n ever catch th a t C rescent,”  Donn 
thought, and ju s t then th e Crescent 
cam e in s igh t, g o in g  like the wind.

Coolly Donn surveyed  the te rra in  
ahead. N o t  a lan d in g  fie ld — but he 
alone could never stop them  fro m  the 
ground, an yw ay.

A  lon g, s tra igh t stretch o f  n a rrow  
h igh w ay  la y  b e fo re  him, and Donn’s 
decision was autom atic. H e  roared  on 
ahead o f  the Crescent, on down to  the 
southern end o f  th a t s tra igh taw a y , and 
banked un til he w as  po in tin g  north. 
A s  he swooped down tow ard  the n a r
row  ribbon o f  road, the C rescent came 
in s igh t at th e northern  end. And 
th ere  w ere  no side roads fo r  m iles— he 
could trap  them  i f  he had luck!

H e  cut the m otor, and leveled  o ff 
tw e lv e  fe e t  h igh, ju s t above the chap
a rra l which g re w  so close to the flank
in g  d itches th a t th ere  was not five  fe e t 
o f  c learance fo r  the w in gs . A s  the ship 
lost speed he pancaked h er down, 
w o rk in g  tow ard  the road w ay  and p ra y 
in g  th a t his w in gs  w ou ld  not fo u l on 
the trees. T w o  hundred yards ahead, 
the Crescent w as s low in g  down. H e ’d 
fo rce  them  into the d itch—

H e brou gh t the ta il down, and the 
w heels h it  the d irt. T h e  battered  old 
ship had no brakes, and hurtled  ahead 
as Donn s trove  to  keep it on a stra igh t 
course.

Then  his fa ce  w h itened as the b ig  
autom obile loomed up and he saw  its 
occupants sw arm in g  out o f  it. Th ey  
w ere not g o in g  to  r isk  the ditch— they 
wTere  abandoning the car, leav in g  it  to 
block the road. H e  h im se lf w as 
tra p p ed !

H e  had just tim e to  cut the sw itch 
w ith  one hand, and flin g  the other in 
fro n t  o f  his face b e fo re  the ship 
crashed head on into the tw o-ton  car.

T h ere  was the hideous scream  o f  
g r in d in g  m eta l, the ren d ing  crash o f  
sh a tterin g  p ropelle r  and te a r in g  linen. 
Then  a sm all piece o f  wood fro m  the 
propeller, tra v e lin g  as fa s t as a bullet, 
thudded aga in st D nn ’s bowed head, and 
a g re a t  ball o f  red  fire  exp loded  in 
his brain.

H e  cam e to  ly in g  on the ground, his 
head p illow ed  on H a l’s lap. H e raised  
it  d izz ily  and looked around. Th irteen  
im m igra tion  men, re in fo rced  by state 
h igh w ay  patrolm en, w ere  surrounding 
sullen, paunchy E d  K n igh t and fou r 
other captives.

Donn said w eak ly  to  R am say, who 
w as  sm ilin g  down on him , “ Got here 
in tim e, eh?”

“ K n ig h t ’s th rough —  and he’s 
w ill in g  to te ll a ll b e fo re  anybody 
else does,”  the ch ie f said. “ Y o u r  
M a lla rd s  a re  done ducks now , son.”  

“ W h e re ’s G a rv ey ? ”
“ H e ’s a  casual gu y ,”  g rin ned  

H al. “ O ff on another job  a lready. 
Sen t h is regards, and said he 
hoped w e ’d w ork  toge th er aga in  
som etim e— w ith ou t f ig h t in g !”  

“ D on ’t ta lk  an y  m ore, D onn,”  
R am say ordered. “ Y ou  rate a nice 
am bulance ride  and a w eek in the 
hosp ita l.”

Inspector H a l P e ters  le t ou t an 
in ju red  yow l. “ W h a t about m e?”  
he demanded. “ I ’m w orn  to a 
fr a z z le !  But is any beau tifu l 
nurse g o in g  to stroke m y head? 
N o , no, a thousand tim es n o ! I  
suppose I ’ll spend th e nex t w eek 
in some road camp, pounding 
rocks w h ile  I  find ou t w h ether a 
drunk d r iv e r ’s g o t  a passport or 
not. Join th e im m ig ra tion  service 
and develop  you r m u scles !”

“ Shut up and stop jou ncing  
me,”  begged  Inspector Donn 
K e lly , d izz ily  content in the 
know ledge th at his M a lla rds  had 
come home to  roost. “ I  th ink 
w e ’ re do in g  fine.”
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• K aynee pajamas give you 
plenty of room for comfort— 
plenty of room for wiggling 
arms and legs. But they’re not the 
baggy looking kind that you’d 
be ashamed of. Kaynee Middy 
or Coat-type pajamas are up-to- 
the-minute in style, pattern, and 
color. Fabrics will stand a lot of 
washing. Seams are strongly 
s titch ed . Spend a n ig h t in 
Kaynee Pajamas, and you’ll 
swear by them. Plenty of colors 
and patterns to choose from.
Prices surprisingly reasonable.

T H E  K A Y N E E  C O M P A N Y  
Cleveland, Ohio

Kaynee
SO YEARS OF SERVICE TO AMERICAN BOYS

Enjoy the Finer-Shooting NEW

"WINCHESTER
LEADER STAYNLESS .22s

GIVE yourself this thrilling new experience in shooting. Get out your rifle. Load it 
’ with the N E W  Winchester Leader Staynlcss .22 rim fire smokeless cartridges. 
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New' FINER accuracy—m ore shooting satisfaction—drills  shot after 
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world leadership in manufacturing rifle ammunition—important new 
Winchester advantages. Of these, three are marked on the enlarged .22 
Long Rifle cartridge at the right.

B E S ID E S  I M P R O V E D  S H O O T I N G
The finely balanced, new profile, solid lead bullet is lubricated insures least barrel 
wear. The priming—newest development in the dependable Winchester Staynless 
and completely non-corrosive—prevents rust and saves cleaning. And the new, 
stronger brass case helps your rifle to easily extract and eject the "empties.”

Ask your Dealer T O D A Y  for the new Winchester Leader .22s. Buy them in 
.22 Shorts, .22 Longs or .22 Long Rifles at regular .22 smokeless prices.
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L. 0. KUMLER, 1018 K ing Aye., Lancaaler. Ohio
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BROWNIE STAMP SHOP. Oapl. B, FLINT. MICH.

United States Approvals
Drop us a postcard and we w ill send you by return 
mail a fine selection o f comnieinoratives, air 
mails, and revenues. W rite  today.
Huber Stamp Co., Dept. 20, 739 Berwin Ave., P ittsburgh, Pa.

1938 STAMP ANNUAL FREE
Describes and Illustrates Albums, Supplies, United 
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foreign stamps. This fifty-page catalog FREE.
GRAY STAMP CO., Dept. A. B.. Toronto, Canada
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ony Map Stamp, *5 United States, Turks Caicos (Cactus 
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VIKING STAMP CO.. 1-JHanson PI.. Brooklyn, N. Y.

FREE
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Belgium complete Charity set cata- 
ig $1.18, free with packet of 55 var- 
including scarce new Costa ltica 
Transvaal, rare Ant-eater provis- 
10 cents to approval applicants. 
S. STAMP MART 
Box 24, West Hartford, Conn.

REAL BARGAIN I 3<ANGOLAnt
Cape Verde, Guinea, Portugal, Mozambique, and St. 
Thomas & Prince, with list of premiums and price lists, 
all for only 5 cents to approval applicants.
DEPRAW STAMP CO., BOX 93, OCEAN PARK, CALIFORNIA

New Bhopal (India) *  Llberi 
blque Airmails. Big Pkt. C
& many Brit. Colonies, rare I
EUREKA STAMP CO., Box 602-A. Burbank, Calif.

| MALTA, Bahamas Coronations
j  Two beautiful Coronations, Jubilees, 
1 Edwards, Airmails, with 30 different 
| Canada, So. America. Mexico, all for 

j  5 cents with approvals.
LEW WARO & SONS, 116A Nassau, Now York. N. Y.

S T A M P S
Y f7 H E T H E R  vow are a beginning stamp collector zoith but a fezv stamps or <i 
’ ’ seasoned collector w ith  a valuable album, it is im portant that you keep inform ed  
about the stam p market as reflected  by the stam p advertisem ents in the colum ns ad
jo in ing  th is department. Read E V E R Y  advertisem ent fo r  somewhere in these columns 
you  m ay find a bargain in  the ve ry  stamps you  need to round out your collection.

by Kent IK. Stilus

WHILE browsing around at Washing
ton recently I learned the reason for 
the vivid, magenta-like appearance 

of the Constitution commemorative 3c and 
the Puerto Rico 3c unit of the “Territorial 
Possession” series released last year. The 
Scott catalog for 1939 will chronicle these 
as red violet, whereas our 3c postal 
“specials” are normally listed simply as 
violet or light or deep violet. The unusual 
depth of coloring of the Constitution and 
Puerto Rico stamps has been generally 
pleasing to collectors— who were puzzled to 
know why the customary shades were not 
used.

The answer is that Uncle Sam used a 
more expensive grade of ink for these two 
adhesives. President Roosevelt wanted 
something distinctive for the Constitution 
commemorative. He selected the color. The

Bureau of Engraving and Printing did not 
have ink of that color in stock, and did not 
have time to experiment with blending. So 
the Bureau purchased the red violet ink 
from a private ink manufacturer for the 
Constitution 3c and had enough left over 
for use when the Puerto Rico stamp was 
prepared.

Collectors are now pointing out that 
these two specials are striking examples of 
what could be produced, in the way of 
warmth and richness of coloring, if inks of 
better quality were consistently used. 
Spokesmen for organized philatelic groups 
have long been advocating improvement in 
Uncle Sam’s stamps to make them com
parable with foreign stamps which are 
considered superior in beauty and artistry. 
That was one of the major purposes of 
last year’s National Stamp Conference.

HOW EVER, economy is the watchword at 
the Bureau of Engraving and Printing—  

and the red violet ink is understood to 
have cost the Government nearly four 
times what it would have cost to prepare 
ink in that color had there been time for 
the necessary blending! Meanwhile Presi
dent Roosevelt has, to the dismay of some 
philatelic interests, signed the bill which 
Congress enacted at the request of the 
Post Office Department to liberalize illus
trating. Under the new law, black and 
white reproductions of United States post
age stamps may be made, subject to certain 
regulations by the Treasury Department. 
Also it is no longer necessary to deface 
plates (as with a white line) from which 
foreign stamps are illustrated.

On the surface, this liberalization would 
appear to be a boon to philately, but the 
hobby’s publishing interests are skeptical 
and some of them are predicting privately 
that the law will prove a boomerang 
against the operations of the Federal Secret 
Service and will in due time be 
repealed. The new statute 
makes legal the importation 
and possession of undefaced 
plates, in actual sizes, for 
making foreign stamps. Such 
illustrations may not be repro
duced in colors. But there are 
thousands of black and gray 
stamps. It would be possible 
for anyone to make plates for 
these and run off quantities of 
stamps. Stamps so made would, 
obviously, be counterfeits, and 
such counterfeits could be ex
ported to other countries 
well as used to flood the phila

telic market in the United States. Foreign 
governments, learning that some of their 
postal securities were being counterfeited, 
would logically protest to Washington.

As for illustrations of U . S. stamps, 
publishers say they are unwilling to invest 
in making plates, for the reason that the 
Secretary of the Treasury is authorized, 
under the new law, to amend or revoke the 
qualifying regulations. A publisher might 
risk thousands of dollars in making plates 
under the present regulations— and find the 
plates unusable should specifications as to 
sizes, etc., be altered.

Thus, from the viewpoint of the pub
lishers, the law is not satisfactory; while 
collectors might be confronted with a 
market deluged with spurious black and 
gray stamps.

Philately’s fascinating gallery continues 
to expand. Recent weeks have brought the 
following newcomers:

Crown Prince Paul of Greece and a 
Brunswick princess, Frederica. The future 
sovereign and queen of the Hellenic king
dom are pictured on 1, 3 and 8-drachmas 
stamps issued on the occasion of their 
wedding.

Farida, the 16-year-old Egyptian girl 
who is now queen of the Land of the Nile. 
A 5-milliemes brown and white adhesive 
commemorating her wedding with the 
youthful King Farouk bears likenesses of 
the royal couple.

Shota Rustaveli, a Georgian (Russia) 
bard who is best remembered for his mas
terpiece “The Knight in the Tiger’s Skin.” 
Georgia’s national poem. A Soviet 20- 
kopecs green commemorates the 750th an
niversary of Rustaveli’s birth, in 1187.

TIRIBIO de LUZURIAGA (1782-1842L 
the Peruvian army’s first grand mar

shal, and Manuel Villar (1811-1889), who 
was a Peruvian rear-admiral. Their por
traits are on 1-peso purple postage and 
20-centavos carmine air stamps, respec
tively, which are units in Peru’s new 
regular series.

Emanuel Swedenborg (1688-1772), Swed
ish scientist, philosopher and theologian. 
He is honored on Swedish 10-ore and lOOo 
which commemorate his birth 250 years ago.

Francisco Xavier Billini, the Dominican 
Republic priest-philanthropist who is cred
ited as the discoverer of the bones of 
Christopher Columbus in the Cathedral of 
Santo Domingo in Trujillo City. A statue 
of Father Billini is on ^-centavo orange 
and 5c violet stamps issued by Dominican 
Republic to commemorate the centenary of 
his birth, in 1837.

Arthur Schopenhauer (1788-1860), Ger
man philosopher. Danzig honors him with 
five commemoratives because he was born 
in Danzig, on Feb. 22 a century and a 
half ago.

Johan Printz, who was the first gover
nor of New Sweden, now Delaware, under 
the Swedish Crown three centuries ago. 
His figure is on the 5-ore green of a set. 
released by Sweden to commemorate the 
founding of New Sweden at what is now 
Delaware’s Wilmington. The 15o violet de
picts the departure of the settlers from 
Gothenburg, the 20o carmine the arrival in 
New Sweden, the 30o blue the Swedish 
Church in Wilmington, and the 60o claret 
a memorial monument to be unveiled at 
Wilmington on June 27 in the presence of 
President Roosevelt and Sweden’s Crown 
Prince. (June 27, not July 27 as stated 
last month, is the correct date for the 
Wilmington ceremony.)

WARD’S “ QUEER COUNTRY”  PACKET
re Isn't a collector 

ir bit c»liie pocket
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“Bird of Paradise’’ airmail: $5 
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Malay, etc. All for only 5e to aos 
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FIDELITY STAMP CO.. 945 Pa. A r t ,  N. W. (21 ).
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S N A K E  T R I A N G L E !  a *
Man-eating Mozambique Boa ConetrictOT, (illaa- tratedi, also packet Djibouti, Sudan, Maivei /e^ “wV dS 
Airmail, famous Ecuador showing George ,t,r .
Waaiun̂ ton, etm, etc.—all̂ FREK with big ay-r y
,3tS * SEMINOLE STAMP cS?"^

>. eietDCiaia. etc. 
a. and k  addition

ACE STAMP CO..

M E X IC O  — U N IT E D  S T A T E S
New Mexican Special showing Indian Archer 
in action (as il lus.) with 20 different Mexico and 
25 different l !. S. inci tiding old issues. com

all for 5c to approval applicants.
FREDERICK M

U. S. A. PRICE LIST FREE

STANLEY GIBBONS, Inc.. 38A Park le u  I

FR E E !!! Two C o ro n atio n  S e ts

R. W. ROBERTS & CO., 312 Shear*- I  t*.. tag City. Mich.

oratiees 25c: 25 Gre.

lechMitr. N. Y.

B O Y S Packet MB stamps Lac! udittg Tchad. 
Dutch Indies, etc. 4c to approval appli
cants. I f  joo will writ* at once we will 

nclude a stamp album, perforation gang* and a big bar
gain list without extra charge. Stamp albums 13c: 23c: 
BOc; 5,000 spaces $1.15: United States SUE. World Cat. 23c. 
H ill Stamp Co., 12 Leonard St.. W altham, Mass.

W A S H IN G T O N  S T A M P !
<arce Central g r  
c! S_ B  «amp. ^  
n. a giant and midget 

STAMP

DIFFERENT STAMPS
including Congo. Algeria. Eetnoia. British Colonies. New CaeooBa. Japan. Guinea, etc..•II for oolv Jtc to a -M ti .eniioaM. If.YTR 4107

- Airmoi Set added FREE if you act qvckty. Tnnft one packet'
H. Hunziker Philatelic Serrice, Bat 225-1, Minneapolis, Minr

CORONATION PACKET

P O TO M A C S T A M P  CO. WASHINGTON, D. C.

TUNA FISH TRIANGLE
ial applicants who enclose 3e postage.

HOME CITY STAMP COMPANY
W. First St. Springfield, Ohio 3
“ F R E E — T H E  S T A M P  F IN D E R !"

Send today for our valuable "Stamp Finder"-an illustrated 
jooklet enabling you instantly to identity all difficult stamps 
md to tell at a glance the countries from which they come! 
Mso fine packet of odd and unusual stamps from Bosnla- 
ferzegovina, Monaco. Patiala, etc., including maps, 
ihlps. animals and strange scenes. All aivrn to approval appli
cants enolos,na 3r postaotl GARCELON STAMP CO.. Box904, Calais, Malm.

W o r l d 's  s m a l l e s t  A IR M A IL )

Dept. 7. 413 W. Roosevelt Bhivd.^LHtle*

$50.00 Stamp Collection Free
Prize in novel stamp contest. Full details of this novel 
and interesting contest will be sent to those requesting 
a selection of our attractive approvals.
AFFLECKS, 96 Agnes S t„  Oshawa, Ont., Canada,

Answer the advertisements! You get a great deal of interesting information and material free or for very little money
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On vividly-hued stamps with which Hun
gary commemorates the ninth centenary 
of the death of Stephen I (St. Stephen), 
the country's first monarch, are figures 
which include one of Silvester I, Roman 
pope in Stephen’s time.

Sweden promises postal portraits of Carl 
von Linnc, otherwise Linnaeus (1707-1778). 
who was a foremost scientist in the field 
of botany, and Jons Jakob Berzelius <1779- 
1848), noted chemist, on stamps which will 
commemorate the 200th anniversary of the 
founding of the Swedish Academy of 
Sciences.

Italy has honored Guglielmo Marconi 
(1875-1937), “wizard of the wireless,” by 
placing his portrait on 20-centesimi rose, 
50c violet and 1-lire 25c stamps inscribed 
with the name of this modern scientest, 
inventor of wireless telegraphy. Laurel 
leaves are included in the design, together 
with the familiar fasces, the symbol of 
Roman unity and today’s Fascism.

ADD Spain to the countries eommemorat- 
- ing the United States Constitution. 
The Loyalist Government at Barcelona has 

released a 1-peseta red, white, blue, yellow,

T h is  is S p a in 's  adhesive c o m 
m e m o ra t in g  th e  I n i t e d  

S ta tes  c o n s t itu t io n .

black, green, gray and violet illustrating 
the United States and Spanish flags in 
their original colors and New York’s Statue 
of Liberty against a background of the 
sun’s rays. The dates 1787 and 1937 are 
inscribed.

Egypt issued special stamps to direct the 
world’s attention to the International 
Cdtton Congress (January) and the Inter
national Convention of Telecommunica
tions (February), both at Cairo.

When Brazil recently began a series of 
discussions with other governments re
garding production and price-control of 
coffee, Brazil’s main commercial staple, 
Brazil publicized the conferences by re
leasing a 1200-reis stamp illustrating coffee 
branches with red berries and green leaves, 
coffee bags with the republic’s flag in 
colors, and coffee beans in brown.

Tongs

IN THIS series of “chats for beginners” 
inaugurated in our January issue I have 

emphasized the impor
tance of condition and 
of the use of only the 
best quality of hinges, 

have urged use of 
a :ood  m a g n ify in g  
class to preserve eye
sight. Before discuss
ing watermarks, grills, 
perforations, etc., it 
seems advisable to con
sider other tools which 
are essential.

Tweezers are other
wise called tongs, and 
a pair may be pur
chased from almost any 
dealer at a small price.
Every collector should 
possess this simple in
strum ent— and con
stantly use it! Soiled 
and sweaty hands leave 
their inevitable smudges 
on stamps and gum, 
and careless fingers are 
apt to bend the per
foration points. Thus 
stamps are damaged by 
being either dirtied or 
creased— and even the 
minutest damage de
tract.- from  a stamp’s 
phiiate'.ic worth.

There are tweezers 
especially made for 
philatelic use. and the 
“business end" of each 
of the metal arms has 
a flat surface. Between 
these surfaces a stamp 
is readily held while 
being transferred or 
examined— and without 
leaving smudge-marks 
on surface or reverse 
and without tearing or 
creasing the perfora
tions.

The Far 
Horizon

(Continued from page 11)

could not keep his hold on the bare 
m ast du rin g  any length  o f  work.

S igh t o f  th e quarter-inch  steel band 
around the m ast to  which the broken 
block w as m ade fa s t  suggested a w ay 
out. A  g r il l in g  w ay  but the on ly  one.

W ith  one hand he c law ed a t  the 
tigh t-d raw n  pocket o f  his dungarees 
fo r  his kn ife , found it, and opened it  in 
b itte r  e ffo r t w ith  h is teeth. Then, hold
in g  the handle o f  the k n ife  in  his teeth, 
he pulled up part o f  th e line, which 
had acquired a s tran ge  sp rin gy  w e igh t 
in its long tra ilin g  dow nw ard , m ade 
fa s t  a b igh t o f  it  in the eyebolt on the 
mast, and put c lear the lon g  loop th at 
had been ha n g in g  about his ow n body.

T h is  loop, doubled, he passed around 
the m ast above the steel band so th at 
it couldn 't s lide down, slipped one end 
through the loop o f  the other end, and

Batty Corner 
Answers

( Continued from page 19)

N o. 1. I  understand you undertook to 
overth row  m y undertak ing.

N o. 2. S ix ty  guests.

N o. 3. A d d e r  and v iper.

N o . 4. G era rd  first, G rouchy second, 
N ey  last.

N o. 5. X IX  m inus I  leaves X X  
(R om an  nu m era ls ).

N o. 6. Tw en ty-on e pounds.

No. 7. One hundred fifte en  pounds.

N o. 8. C rea, race, acre, care.

N o. 9. One hundred shoes.

N o . 10. China is a republic.

"Can't you guys ever forget I  was an umpire

pulled it  t ig h t upon itse lf. Then  he 
rep laced  his k n ife  in his pocket and, 
d r a w in g  on  h is  s c a n t  r e m a in in g  
strength , he clim bed h igh er up the m ast 
un til he w as ab le to w ork  his fe e t 
th rough the fre e  loop o f  ha lyard  and 
sink back ca re fu lly  to a s itt in g  position 
inside it.

T h e  ligh t M an ila  line  cut w icked ly  
into h is th ighs, and y e t th is seem ed the 
finest seat he could rem em ber.

N o w  he could look down. T h e  steel 
plates o f  the w e ll decks la y  beneath 
him even ly  red w ith  rust so th a t the 
plan o f  the ship ’s hull la y  s tark  aga in st 
the te r r ib ly  chan gin g  g ra y  o f  the 
ocean. H ow  sm all the fre ig h te r  w as ! 
But he fe l t  the indom itable s tren gth  o f  
her r id in g  and, look ing  down on the 
wheelhouse, he rem em bered Old Joe ’s 
hands inside, steadied by f i f t y  yea rs  o f  
the sea's ways.

The ra in  began to  d riv e  m ore heav ily  
as N ash  turned back to  his w ork . H e 
unshackled the broken block, then held 
i t  f a r  out. W ou ld  th ey  understand, 
down below? U p tu rn ed  faces watched  
as he m ade the block fa s t to the h a lyard  
and low ered  it. H e saw  the bos’n look 
at it  b rie fly , then run fo rw a rd  tow ard  
the storeroom .

T h e  line N ash  sat on cut deeper into 
his th ighs. R a in  drenched his bare 
head and soaked th rough his c lo th ing—  
but th a t edged  danger w as over. W o rk 
ing  qu ietly , w ith  s tiffen in g  fingers , he 
brought up th e new  block, m ade it 
fas t, and eas ily  passed the whipped 
h a lyard  end th rough it. Then he looped 
the end in another bow line under his 
own arm s and, fe e lin g  the men below  
pay out slack, m ade his w a y  back to 
the deck.

T h e re  as the men gathered  around 
him he fe l t  sudden ly as though he had 
been fro zen  and had thawed too quick
ly. S w ea t broke out on h is dam p body, 
his fa ce  burned, and th ere  w as a lig h t
ness in his knees.

“ Y ou  could have come dow n ,”  the

SU C C ESS  to YOU, says the 
P rem ier of New  Brunsw ick
LIKE Premier Dysart, you too w ill agree that fly 

, fishing is one o f the world ’s finest sports, and 
that the best casters start young. Start now by get
ting a real fly casting line. Ask your dealer to show 
you the Ashaway Tob-Big Line. A fine, up-to-date 
soft finished, tough, smooth, free running, heavy 
line, the color o f wild trout stream water. Priced 
very moderately. Get one for your fly rod.

W rite for new Ashaway Line catalog FREE

B O V S ! OWN THE RIFLE 
CHAMPIONS USE

A  beautiful, big .22 calibre 
target rifle... yours for only *14.95

(other fu ll-sized M o ssbe rg  rifles from $5.20)

E v e ry  b o y  w a n t s  a  rifle a n d  t h o u sa n d s  a re  tu rn 
in g  to the M o s s b e r g  b e c a u se  it 's  b ig , h u sk y ,  
accura te  —  a n d  b e c a u se  v e r y  little m o n e y  b u y s  
a g u n  that w i l l  sh o o t  w ith  the  b e st  o f  them .

The new  M ossberg  C lip  Repeater illustrated above is s im ilar to  
the on e  used by the w in n ing  expert 3-man team in the 1937 O pen 
R oad  fo r  Boys N ation al R ifle  Match in  wh ich ove r  seven thousand 
boys com peted, a lso by the individual in the expert class w h o  tied 
fo r  first w ith  a perfect score! That’s the k ind o f  accuracy you want 
in a rifle  and that’ s what M ossberg  builds in to  them. N o tic e  the 
stream lined tr ig g e r  guard, the m icro-c lick  “ super-accurate”  peep 
sight and the hooded  fron t ramp sight o f  exclusive M ossberg  
design. Y o u  can take on  all com ers w ith  th is  rifle. 26-inch barrel, 
4 4  inches o v e r  a ll, w e igh t 8 lbs.

A n d  here is another famous M ossberg  .22 —  M o d e l N o .
— o f  the same fine M ossberg  workm anship. I t ’s the safest rifle  in 
the w o rld . Load in g  port is at the side, out o f  lin e  o f  the face —  
bolt action o f  im proved  design —  new  fro n t and rear sights o f  
exclusive M ossberg  design. 26-inch barrel, w e igh t 5 Vi lbs. And 
the p rice  —  get this —  is  on ly  $6.15. T h is  is som e buy!
(M ode l 26C same as 26B but with hooded go ld  bead 

front sight and without swivels, $5.20).
See your local Mossberg dealer today —  
or send for interesting free  catalogue.

.22  Cal. 
Single  Shot 26B 

$6.15

O.F. MOSSBERG & SONS, INC.
G re e n e  St., N e w  H a v e n ,  Conn .

O. F. M O S S B E R G  & SO N S, INC.
201 7 Greene Sf., N e w  Haven, Conn.

Please send me your free Catalogue 
of Mossberg rifles and telescope sights.

t Name__ ___________________ _
Street_______________________________ _
C ity__________________ State________

Answer the advertisements! You get a great deal of interesting information and material free or for very little money
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*” W 17 tb s

HERE’S A MODERN 
MECHANICAL MARVEL \ 

YOU OUGHT TO 
KN O W  ABOUT!

0  H o w  c a n  a c o m p le t e  s e lf - c o n ta in e d  
u n it  o f  s u c h  s m a l l  s iz e  a n d  l i t t le  
w e i g h t  d e v e l o p  s o  m u c h  p o w e r ?  
W h a t  i s  th e r e  a b o u t  i t s  c o n s t r u c t io n  
th a t  m a k e s  i t  o u t la s t  o t h e r  ty p e s  o f  
g a s  e n g in e s ?  W h y  d o e s n ’t  w a te r  g e t  
in t o  i t ?  H o w  i s  it  p u t  to g e th e r ?

J o h n s o n  d e a le r s  e v e r y w h e r e  in v it e  
y o u  to  d r o p  in  f o r  a  f r ie n d ly  v is it ,  
j u s t  t o  le a r n  w h a t m a k e s  a n  o u t
b o a r d  m o to r  g o .  T a k e  a d v a n ta g e  o f  
t h e ir  in v i t a t io n !

Y o u  m a y  o w n  s e v e r a l  k in d s  o f  e n 
g in e s  s o m e  d a y  — in  a u t o m o b i le s ,  a ir 
p la n e s ,  y a c h ts .  W e s in c e r e ly  b e l ie v e ,  
h o w e v e r ,  th a t  y o u 'l l  n e v e r  h a v e  a n  
e n g in e  th a t  w il l  g iv e  y o u  a  g r e a te r  
t h r i l l  th a n  a  f in e  o u tb o a r d  m o to r  — 
n o t  o n ly  f r o m  t h e  s ta n d p o in t  o f  k e e n  
s p o r t  o n  t h e  w a te r , b u t  f r o m  t h e  e n 
j o y m e n t  o f  it s  m a r v e lo u s  a n d  u n iq u e  
m e c h a n is m .  Y o u ’ll  n e v e r  k n o w  w h a t  
a  t h r i l l  t h is  is  t i l l  y o u  s p e e d  th r o u g h  
t h e  w a te r  in  a b o a t  p o w e r e d  b y  y o u r  
v e r y  o w n  o u t b o a r d !

J O H N S O N  M O T O R S  
9 0 0  P e r s h in g  R o a d , W a u k e g a n , 111.
Johnson M otors o f  C anada , P eterboro , Canada

FREE
( .h a r t  e x p la in s  a ll tlie  im por
ta n t fea tu res  o f  o u tboards . 
In te re s tin g  a n d  in fo rm ative . 
A lso gives c om plete  specifica
tio n s  on  a ll  n in e  m ode ls  o f  
th e  1 9 3 8  Jo h n so n  lin e , a m o
to r  fo r e v ery  o u tb o a rd  p u r 
p o se . W rite  fo r c opy . I t 's  f r e e !

JOHNSON

hns’n said, “when you found it was 
busted.”

One of Nash’s knees bent as he took 
a step.

“Go aft, Johnny,” the mate said, 
• j  “Get yourself a cup of coffee.”
I Nash got his coffee and then, himself 

again, spent the rest of the morning 
cleaning pots and brushes in the paint 
locker. Long before noon, his climb had 
become only an incident in the back of 
his mind except for the lingering 
warmth of the knowledge that he had 
done a good job for his ship.

But at noon the man who had just 
come down from the wheel looked at 
him with interest. “Lucky you got the 
radio putting out again, Jack,” he said.

“How so?” Nash inquired.
“Because around four bells Sparks 

picked up a little Dutchman, about two 
thousand tons, in a mess forty miles 
south of here. I heard the Old Man 
and Sparks talking about it. Her 
steering gear was gone and her for
ward hatch busted in, and it didn’t 
look like she’d be around more’n a few 
hours. Her wireless shack was smashed 
in, too, and the apparatus half wrecked. 
Sparks said she came in pretty faint 
even with our antennae all the way up.”

“Well,” Carlsen interrupted, “we 
can't move. What did Sparks do? Tell 
the Dutchman good night?”

“Nope. He relayed the SO S on to 
the Brittany bound east too far north 
of here to get the Dutchman’s own 
signals. And the Brittany's heading 
for her now7 with the wind on her tail!”

More reports reached Nash 
as other men came down from 
the Wr'heel at two-hour inter
vals. The Brittany had found 
the Dutchman, she’d made a 
lee with her gigantic hull, 
she’d taken off every man.

Slowly there dawned on Nash 
the incredible splendor of this 
news. It meant that on his 
first voyage through his own 
strength thirty men had been 
saved. There wasn’t  any other 
way to look at it, wras there?
This would mean a lot to his 
father—only somebody else 
would have to tell him, and 
perhaps he’d never hear of it.
Nash’s surge of exultation lost 
its crest.

| That evening the sea began 
to moderate and the Cape Fear 
fought her way back to her 
course again. Nash w7ent up 
to the poop to watch, for no 
particular reason, the running 
of the waves. Old Joe followed 
him; and presently, because 
they were both watching the 
sea, Nash spoke with his 
thoughts unguarded, 

i “She scared me this morn- 
j ing, Joe. But that one time I 

was too smart for her. I 
thought about other things.”

Old Joe grinned. “If the sea 
had brains, what chance there 

| be for any man?” Then he 
leaned toward Nash confiden
tially. “But things ain’t al- 

1 ways tough. The mate say— 
he don’t  want it spread around 
yet—that next trip we go 
Out East. Days, weeks to- 

! gether, you could shoot pool on 
the main hatch. He’s going to 

| ask you to make the trip. You 
and me—the sea loves us.”

) “Maybe so.” Nash drew a 
■ deep breath.

He drew another on a cold, 
quiet morning ten days later.
The Ca,pc Fear had passed 
Quarantine, and was heading 

; up New York Harbor. Nash, 
scrubbing the lower bridge out
side the captain’s cabin, be
came aware as he scrubbed 

; that something was doing in 
I the harbor. A Coast Guard 

cutter headed an oncoming 
j fanlike formation of yachts

and sight-seeing vessels, while close 
behind came a broad-beamed official
looking craft, with a group of men in 
silk hats standing on her forward deck. 
And whistles were blowing and flags 
waving and signal bunting billowing! 
What was up? Suddenly a thought 
struck Nash. Improbable. And yet this 
might be—recognition. The deep breath 
he drew was ragged.

Just then the Coast Guard cutter 
came within hailing distance and an 
officer on her bridge lifted a mega
phone.

“Captain,” he bawled, “get that ship 
out of the channel as quick as you can, 
will you? There’s a reception on for 
the Brittany.”

Nash’s face was suddenly scorching. 
A reception for the Brittany—and he’d 
been nut enough to think of recogni
tion for himself!

A great mellow whistle set the air 
trembling and Nash, looking astern, 
saw the honored liner lying like a 
gleaming terraced city on the water. 
She would, he realized, have gone on to 
Europe and come back again while the 
Cape Fear was completing her west
ward passage.

During the hours when the reception 
at the city hall for the officers and 
boat crew of the Brittany would be 
taking place, the Cape Fear docked in 
Hoboken and lay in profound quiet.

Mail came aboard, and there was a 
letter for Nash, addressed in his 
father’s writing. It was short, as the 
major’s letters always were, but Nash

carried it up on the poop to read.
“Dear Nash (it ra n ):
“We were glad to have your picture 

post cards from Liverpool and Glasgow. 
The post offices of those cities look like 
handsome buildings, but they seem to 
need sand-blasting.

“We’ve heard about the storm on the 
North Atlantic, the rescue by the 
Brittany, and your own ship’s good 
work. I don’t  know whether the last 
was big enough for the New York 
papers; so I ’m enclosing a piece from 
the Old Dominion Pilot. Come to see us 
when you can.”

Nash’s fingers fumbled in their 
eagerness as he unfolded the news
paper clipping. Then his father knew! 
Knew that on his first voyage he’d 
made a start at redeeming that smear 
on the family record. It was like his 
father to say nothing outright, but his 
sending the clipping was recognition.

Nash scanned the printed story with 
growing intentness. At last, far down 
the column, a long distance from the 
headline about the Brittany, a closing 
paragraph with a small subhead said:

“NORFOLK SHIP PLAYS PART
“It detracts nothing from the credit 

due the Brittany's crew for heroic work 
to point out that but for the Cape Fear, 
a small American vessel out of Nor
folk, the rescue might never have been 
carried out. The Cape Fear, although 
hove-to and helpless during the storm, 
repeatedly relayed messages between 
the sinking vessel and the Brittany.

Kenneth R. Quick, radio oper
ator of the Cape Fear, shares 
credit with the Brittany for 
unfailing alertness and devo
tion to duty.”

That was all. No mention 
of one Nash Hampstead who’d 
risked his crazy neck to get 
the radio patched up. Why, 
there must be! . . . But there 
wasn’t. Nash stared at the 
clipping in a daze of disap
pointment.

When his mind cleared some
what, he began to try to think 
of some way of letting the 
major know that he’d been a 
hero, but no solution came to 
him. He made so little prog
ress, in fact, that presently he 
began to laugh.

Just then he saw the chief 
mate come out of the port al
ley of the amidships house and 
stand looking idly down into 
the well deck. The mate’s uni
form was faded, his buttons 
and sleeve stripes green-tar
nished by salt, his red hair 
roughly cut. But he seemed 
relaxed and contented and, as 
his glance roved round the 
blunt little freighter, curiously 
proud. He thrust up his square 
chin to look at the mainmast 
head, as if remembering that a 
new ordinary had done a job 
of work up there. Eyes nar
rowed, he studied it, then gave 
a satisfied nod, and came aft 
toward the poop. When he saw 
Nash, he cocked his sandy-red 
eyebrows in surprise.

“ H e llo !” he said . “ Got 
money; no go ashore? What 
kind of business is that for a 
sailorman?”

Nash grinned, and with that 
grin the last of his daze of 
disappointment slipped away. 
Immediate recognition of a 
good job wasn't so tearing im
portant after all. Some day, 
somehow, his father would find- 
out. Meanwhile—

“I’m going ashore, sir,” he 
said. “But I’m saving most of 
my money for China.”

The m ate w andered  on. 
“Y'ou’ll like it,” he said over 
his shoulder, “in China. Good 
men and good ships always do.'
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N o t  I n te r e s t e d
"O p en  th is  d o o r ."  
“ C a n 't .  K ey 's  lo s t."  
“ G ood g o sh !  VV'ha 

you  do i f  t h e r e -;
" I  w o n 't  go ."

fire ?'

"  W h a t im pressed  m e teas the peopl(>- 
y o u  rislil out o f  th eir  h ands

S t in g e r  Q u e s t io n
l in g  to

o f hi:

F e d  o n  E v a p o r a te d  M ilk
A f a rm e r  :ook  a c a lf  to  to w n  in  a  lu m b e r  

■ w i:h  w id e - tire d  w hee ls . H e d ro v e
or.. th e  sca le s  a n d  w eighed  th e  w agon  
* . t h  th e  c a lf ,  a n d  th e n  d ro v e  a ro u n d  to  th e  
y a rd  a n d  u n lo a d e d  th e  c a lf .  On h is  t r ip  
back  to  th e  sc a le s  to  re w e ig h  th e  w a g o n , he 
c a d  to  d r iv e  th ro u g h  h e a v y  c lay  m ud.

A f te r  he  h a d  d r iv e n  o n to  th e  sca le s , he
w s ;ted  a lo n g  tim e  fo r  th e  w e ig h e r  who 
seem ed to  be p u zz led  o v e r  th e  r e s u l t  th a t  
se  w as g e t t in g .  F in a l ly  th e  f a rm e r ,  be
co m in g  im p a t ie n t ,  a s k e d :

“ W a a l, w h a t d id  he w e ig h ? ”
“ By g o sh , I  d u n n o !  'C o rd in ’ to  m y  fig- 

a r : r he w eig h s s ix te e n  p o u n d s  le ss  th a n  
a e  c a lf  a t  a l l ! "

a d v e n tu r  
‘‘Y ou see , so n n y , 1 a lw a ; 

f ig h tin g  th e  en e m y  w ith  h is  o 
sa id  th e  u n c le .

“ R e a lly ,” g a sp e d  T om m y, 
does i t  ta k e  you to  s t in g  a w

G a r d e n  P lo t
A n I r is h  so ld ie

sa i lo r  

iv s believ

ed i - t te r

le f t ,
h ersc
n e x t

A t H a n d
toM o th e r: “ I to ld  you

T o cu n y , b e fo re  lo s in g  
*»w . 1 find th a t  you  hav 
b ro th e r  in  th e  c lo se t."

T o m m y : “ I ’m s t i l l  c o u n tin g . 
I ■ . .n t to  h a v e  h im  w h e re  I 
w hen  I ’ve fin ish ed ."

c o u n t to  fifty , 
te m p e r .  A nd 

k ed  y o u r  l i t t le

M o th e r , and  
•an find him

H e lp fu l

S h e : “ A re  you 
■70Id o f  y o u r s ? "

H e : “ I sneeze  1

y th in g  fo r  t h a t  

i: w a n ts  m e to .”

‘S h a v e ,  S ir ? ”
A n a d v e r t is e m e n t  th a t  a p p e a re d  in  th e  

c o lu m n s  o f a n  In d ia n  p a p e r  m u s t  be a m o n g  
th e  b e s t e x a m p le s  o f  B abu  E n g lish . H e re  
i t  is , w ord  f o r  w o rd :

"M a h o m e d sm a n , h a i r - c u t t e r  a n d  c lean  
s h a v e r .  G e n tle m e n 's  t h r o a t s  cu t w ith  ve ry  
s h a rp  ra z o rs , w ith  g r e a t  c a re  a n d  sk ill. 
N o i r r i t a t i n g  fe e lin g  a f t e r w a r d .  A t r i a l  
so lic ite d ."

Tw

-bod ied  m an  
w as g o in g  to  d ig  th e  g a rd e n  
.v ro te  a t  th e  b e g in n in g  o f  h is 
" B r id g e t ,  fo r  h e a v e n 's  sak e , 

d o n ’t d ig  th e  g a rd e n :  t h a t 's  w h e re  th e  
g u n s  a r e ."

T h e  le t t e r  w as  d u ly  c e n so re d , a n d  in a 
s h o r t  t im e  a  lo r r y  load  o f  m en in  k h ak i 
a r r iv e d  a t  D a n 's  h o m e  a n d  p ro ceed ed  to  d ig  
th e  g a rd e n  fro m  e n d  to  e n d . B r id g e t w ro te  
in d e s p e ra t io n ,  s a y in g  t h a t  sh e  d id n ’t  know  
w h a t  to  do  a s  th e  so ld ie rs  h a d  d u g  up  th e  
g a rd e n .

D a n 's  re p ly  w a s  s h o r t  a n d  to  th e  p o in t—  
“ P u t  in th e  sp u d s ."

O . K . W a lt !
“ H ey , W a lt ,”  c r ie d  a  f ro s h  u p  a t  th e  

D e lta  S ig  h o u se , a ll in a f lu t te r .  " I  see a 
la r g e  r a t  in  th e  p a n t r y .  W h a t sh a ll I d o ? "

“ S h u t th e  d o o r ,"  sa id  W a lt n o n c h a la n tly ,  
“ a n d  le t  h im  s t a r v e  to  d e a th ."

d o u s a r g u m e n t
“ My d a d ’s a  m o u n te d  p o lic e m a n ,"  sai 

B ill. “ H e  r id e s  a h o rse  a ll  d a y ."
" T h a t ’s no  b e t t e r  th a n  b e in g  a n  o rd in a l  

p o licem an  lik e  m y  d a d ,” sa id  T ed . p rnud l;
“ O h, h u t i t  i s ! ” s a id  th e  

f irs t boy . “ I f  t h e r e ’s a n y  
tro u b le ,  he can  g e t  a w ay  
q u ic k e r .”

P e r h a p s

“ W h a t does th e  b r id e  th in k  
w h en  sh e  w a lk s  in to  th e  
c h u rc h  ?"

“ A isle , A l ta r ,  H y m n ."

I b o u g h t a w ooden  w h is tle , 
B u t i t  w ooden  w h is tle .

N o  S h o r e  L e a v e  fo r  C o o k

C a p ta in : “ W h e re  a r e  you g o in g  w ith
t h a t  s a w ? ”

M essb o y : “ T h e  cook sa y s  w e 're  o u t o f 
firew ood a n d  s e n t  m e to  cu t u p  th e  sh ip ’s 
log ."

T h e  A d v a n ta g e

1 b o y s w e re  h a v in g  a  tre m e n -

A M o is t  W e lc o m e
D u rin g  th e  w a r  A m e ric a n  sol< 
n g lan d  re fu se d  to  h av e  th e i r  

ipen ed  b y  th e  d e n se  fogs.
s p i r i t s

T h e  co lonel 
n ig h t  to u r  o f 
len g ed  by  a se r  
a t  h is  p o s t fo r  

‘W h o 's  there

ce r ti
e g im e n t ,  m a k in g  a 
in  cam p , w a s  ch a l- 

w ho h a d  been  s ta n d in g  
h o u rs  in  a  d r iv in g  ra in ,  

th e  se
" F r ie n d ,"  re p lie d  th e  co lonel.
•We l i s t ! ” lid th e n tr.v .

I  b o u g h t a le ad  ■ 
A nd  s te e l th e v  

m e w h is tle .

'C a n  y o u  com e out tonifiht. M ab elY ”

time Oh Henry/
fob
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I hk A merica* J io r_ Y
o u t h 's C o m p a n i o n

"You couldn’t g/i>e me Pants
without it! *'

M i l l i o n s  n o w  i n s i s t  o n  

t h e  T A L O . X  s l i d e  f a s t e n e r  

f o r  t r o u s e r s ,  b e c a u s e  

i t ’s  p l a i n ,  c o m m o n  s e n s e !

I  h e  T a l o n  f a s te n e r  
m a k e s  y o u  fee l p e r 

fe c tly  d r e s s e d .  Y o u  
know  y o u r  p a n t s  a r e  
n e a t  a n d  s e a m l ik e .  
N e v e r  a n y  b u lg e s ,  
n o  u n s ig h t ly  g a p s !

« I* E E I» S

T h e  1  ALON f a s te n e r  is  
one fasten ing  i n s t e a d  o f  
five. O n e  s l i d e  a n d  i t ’s 
° P e n  • • • a n o t h e r  
s l id e  a n d  i t ’s c lo s e d .

T A K E  I T !

T h e  T a l o n  s l i d e  
f a s t e n e r  w a s  d e s ig n e d  
f o r  h a r d  w e a r .  I t  
d o e s n ’t  b r e a k  o f f  . . . 
a n d  d o e s n ’t b e c o m e  
d a m a g e d  n o  m a t te r  
h o w  o f te n  t h e  s u i t  is
c le a n e d  o r  p r e s s e d !

H O U S E  *>* I I I O O V  E l l  A  . .
O ld - s ty l e  flie s  o f t e n  g a p  a n d  b u lg e .

O T  a few m inutes to spare? 
^  G o th ro u g h  the house and 
see how  many artic les you can 
find w ith  the T a lo n  slide fast
e n e r— clo thes, luggage, hand- 
bags, galoshes and w hat-not! 
P lenty , a re n ’t there?

N ow , how  about the T a lon  
slide fastener fo r  pants?  Instead  
o f f iv e  fastenings, one T a lon

S T I C E A M I .I .X E U  . . . T h e  TA L O N  
f a s te n e r  is f l a t - l y in g ,  n e v e r  g a p s .

slide fastener. Sounds logical!
A nd it is lo g ic a l! M illions 

now’ dem and the T a lo n  fastener 
on  every suit they buy. I t ’s d u r
able and secure . . . fast and  
neat . . . sm art, dependable! Be 
sure to  get the T a lo n  fastener 
on  your next suit o r  slacks. 
O nce you’ve tr ied  it, you’ll re

fu se  to  w ear tro u sers  w ithou t it!

TALON Sliilo  F a sten er
_  m a d p  b y  T A L O N .  I —

A.N|» i t  L O C K S !

T h e  T a l o n  f a s te n 
e r  w o r k s  s m o o th ly  
as l o n g  a s  y o u  h a v e  
' h e  s u i t .  I t  c a n ’t 
c a t c h  u n d e r w e a r .  
I t  lo c k s  a t  t h e  t o p — 
e n d i n g  a l l  c h a n c e  
o f  e m b a r r a s s m e n t !T D v  _  ''rr:'-' ^  v  1 ' W  *  o i e m h a r r a s s i n e n t !  /  X -
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