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K i n g ’ s
ABOARD the stern-wheeler Nasookin, northward 

/\  bound on Kootenay Lake in the Selkirk Moun- 
•Z"j L tains o f British Columbia, Hal King busted a 
regulation and climbed the companionway to the 
pilot house. To his wire-haired partner and fox 
terrier, “ Come along, Skillibooch!”  he commanded; 
and Skillibooch, stepping high to avoid tripping on 
his chin whiskers, came along.

At the head o f the deep stairway, brushing by a 
sign that read, PASSENGERS NOT PERMITTED 
ON THIS DECK, Hal kept his gaze straight ahead. 
“ Eyes front, pooch,”  the rule-breaker instructed. 
“ Just pretend you can’t read. We’ve got to find 
the captain. This is a matter of life and— excuse 
m e!”

An official-looking brass-buttoned chest barred the

razy
invader’s way, and a deep voice remonstrated: “ Lad, 
dinna ye ken there’s a sign that— ”

“ Yes, sir,”  Hal interrupted quickly. “ I disobeyed 
the sign. I f  I were you, sir, I’d stand over and put 
me ashore. In fact, I wish you would.”

The captain o f the Nasookin smiled slightly. “ In 
that case ye can go by the rail and swim ashore, 
but there’ll be no port calls this side o f Kaslo, forty 
miles from here.”

“ I f I go through to Kaslo I ’ll have a long trek 
back,”  Hal continued, talking fast. “ Captain, I want 
to go to the King’s Chance Mine. Doesn’t the Na
sookin ever stop near there?”

“ It does not. An’ furthermore there’s no such 
mine along the Kootenay.”

“ I’m sure there is,”  said Hal. “ The King’s Chance

by

W in sto n  N orm an

—about ten miles this side o f Kaslo, according to 
my— ”

“ Hold on. You mean the King’s Crazy. That’s 
yer mine, lad. Named for auld Klondike King that 
throwed away a fortune there twenty-five years ago. 
A gude man, Klondike King, but crazy as a loon.” 

“ Yes,”  Hal agreed, “ I guess Dad is.”
“ What’s that?”  Startled, the captain looked sharp

ly at his visitor, and then said, laughing, “ You 
Klondike King’s son! I’m sorry, lad. I didna 
mean— ”

“ That’s all right. Dad warned me that everybody 
around here thinks he’s crazy.”

“ Verra well. But by way of apologizin’ I’ll put 
ye ashore. The Nasookin will stand over at Cat’s 
Landing in two hours, and from there it’s barely a
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h oon d red  paces to the 
King’s Crazy. Sir George 
Bellows will be there to 
greet ye, na doot with a 
shotgun. Sir George is a 
gruff auld hermit. He 
lives alone with a body
guard o’ cats.”

“ That checks with Dad’s 
report,”  Hal agreed. “ Has 
Sir George come into that 
English title he’s heir to?”

“ N a  so f a r  as I ’ ve  
heard. His uncle, the 
baronet, is still alive in 
C h eltenham . The auld 
gent is stubborn—near a 
hoondred and still hale.
It’s little wonder Bellows 
is a grouch. So, lad, ye’ve 
come to see where yer 
father once sunk a for
tune?”

Hal turned toward the 
companionway. “ That’s it,
Captain. And I may go 
so far as to find the lost 
ore body and get back 
Dad’s two hundred thou
sand.”

“ A true son o f Klondike 
K ing ,”  the N a s o o k in ’ s 
master called after him. “ It’s two 
o f a kind— and both crazy! Gude 
luck.”

Up forward, Hal leaned against 
the jackstaff and faced into the stiff 
breeze. Close beside him Skill i- 
booch perched on his tail, sniffing 
large lungfuls of freedom and do
ing his best to forget four days in 
a bumping baggage car.

“ Whadd’you think of it, mutt?”
Hal demanded. “ This is big scen
ery! No wonder Dad itches to come 
back. Look over vTest there— ” He 
grabbed the Skillibooch nose and 
aimed it toward the towering sky 
line of the Selkirks. “ Look at those 
mountains— two miles high and still 
climbing. This is geology on a big 
scale, what?”

The wire-hair jerked his tail three times, indicat
ing that he approved o f geology. Where there is 
geology there must be rabbits.

Within two hours, true to the captain’s promise, 
the Ncisookin moaned a landing signal through the 
darkness and nosed into Cat’s Landing. Hal and 
Skillibooch, on the main deck, waited for a gang
plank.

In response to the signal a man had come down 
to the dilapidated wharf, and he now stood, blinking, 
in the glare of the Nasookin’s light.

“ Must be our joyful host,”  Hal guessed.
The man was wearing a gray flannel shirt, but

toned high, and a pair o f war-torn pants that sagged 
around his skinny frame. Except for a bordering 
hedge o f fuzzy gray hair his head was devoid of 
vegetation. His face, however, made up the loss.

“ If he ever shaves he’ll need a scythe,”  was Hal’s 
verdict. “ He and Skillibooch ate almost twins. Come 
along, partner— gangplank’s down.”

When he had gained the wharf, Hal turned and 
waved his thanks to the captain. “ All clear,”  he 
shouted. “ Give ’er the gong!” Then he addressed 
the welcoming party. “ Mr. George Bellows?” 

“ None other.”
“ My name is Hal King.”
The total population o f Cat’s Landing scowled 

ferociously. “ What o f it?”
It seemed that further explanation was required. 

“ Klondike King’s son,”  Hal added.
“ Well, I ’m a ring-tailed raccoon! You mean to say 

you’re offsprung from that reptile o f a— ”  Sir 
George stopped short and began to make frantic 
gestures toward the departing Nasookin. “ Whoa! 
Hold on! Call back your steamer—it’s gittin’ aw ay!” 

“ That’s all right,” Hal assured him. “ I’m staying 
here. I came for a nice, long visit.”

For a moment speech failed Sir George, and then 
he snorted: “ Well, that’s the lowest trick John King 
ever played on me! Givin’ birth to a child behind 
my back, raisin’ him up, and then sendin’ him out 
here to pester my declinin’ years. Gimme that lug- 
gage!”

In spite of Hal’s protests, Sir George seized his 
suitcase and blanket roll and in bitter silence led 
the way toward his cabin. Hal followed through a 
grove o f giant firs and cedars, with Skillibooch a 
close third.

Into the explosive calm, Hal tossed a spark. “ Dad 
sends you his best regards, Mr. Bellows, and he 
trusts that your uncle, the baronet, is well.”

Sir George stopped in his tracks. “ Oh, he does, 
does he? Well, young feller, you can tell him for 
me that my uncle is doin’ very nicely, the old stick- 
tight. And just add onto that about three pages 
describin’ how pleased I’d be to see your old man in 
perdition!”

They had arrived now at the Bellows mansion, and 
Hal’s joyful host kicked the door open. Skillibooch 
crossed the threshold, sniffing— and then a cyclone 
took place. To Hal, it seemed suddenly that forty 
or fifty cats were leaping about, sputtering and 
screeching, with a carload o f wire-haired terriers in 
raucous pursuit.

After a while the storm quieted and Hal, looking 
above him, was able to revise the cat census. Three 
large and deeply insulted felines were perched on 
rafters, their tail feathers fluffed in indignation.

Sir George had seized the nearest weapon, a snow- 
shoe hanging on the wall, and dived at Skillibooch. 
The cat chaser, taken by surprise, yelped once and 
skidded through the doorway.

Panting, Sir George dropped into a chair. “ There 
it goes,”  he moaned. “ First crack, trouble happens! 
Not content with cornin’ up here yourself, person
ally, you got to bring along a menagerie. Kitty, 
kitty —  come, Victoria. Gladstone, will you climb 
down here?” Gladstone apparently would not. His 
owner scowled. “ Dog-gone it, nothin’ but grief ever 
came o f me knowin’ Klondike King! Nothin’ but 
trouble. Now he goes and sends an impudent young 
— Elizabeth, git down off that rafter! Puss, puss.”

Hal sat down and dried his eyes. “ I’m sorry, Mr. 
Bellows. Let me apologize for Skilli’s bad manners. 
He only wants to play. If one o f your cats had 
stood his ground and spit at him he would have 
gone into reverse and run the other way.”

Sir George grunted. “Just explain that to Glad
stone. Maybe he’ll believe you.” He got to his 
feet. “ I suppose I got to feed you now.”

“ No, thanks— I had dinner on the Nasookin.”  
Ignoring his refusal, Bellows shuffled toward his 

lean-to kitchen, and within a few minutes the aroma 
of frying trout and baking biscuits made Hal forget 
he had ever had anything to eat.

Sir George poked his head through the doorway 
and demanded information. “ Besides plain cussed
ness, what brought you up here?”

“ An idea for surprising my father. Dad told me 
he used to have a cabin up above here. Is it still 
standing?”

“ Far as I know,”  Sir George returned. “ It was 
when I last saw it. Up on Porcupine Ridge.” 

“ Well, I’m going to do a little carpentering and 
fix up that cabin for Dad. This is the reason— ” 
Hal hunted a letter out o f his pocket. Holding it in 
the light o f the coal-oil lamp, he read it to his host: 

“ Dear Son:
“ Some years before you were born, and after 

I made a clean-up in the Klondike, I went broke,
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as usual, playing a bum hunch. I bought a 
silver-lead property on Kootenay Lake, B. C., 
dubbed it the King’s Chance, and set to work 
with two hundred thousand and a lot of 
grandiose ideas. Well, she hit a fault, I lost the 
ore body and the Klondike grubstake, and a few 
months later I was mucking to pay my fare 
back to the States.

“ During the hopeful period I built a cabin in 
the ridge above the King’s Chance and spent 
many happy weeks in it. Some o f these days 
I'm going back there with a side o f bacon and 
locate in the cabin again for a while.

“ Now that you’ve finished Stanford, why don’t 
you arm yourself with a toothbrush and look 
over that Kootenay country? You claim to be a 
mining engineer—how about giving me a report 
on the King’s Chance? Somehow I can’t get rid 
of the idea that she’s a rich prospect. You’d be 
well cared for up there. Sir George Bellows, a 
former partner of mine, and the grouchiest old 
skinflint west o f Nova Scotia, lives— ”
“ Never mind,”  Hal’s audience interrupted. “ Don’t 

read any farther. So I am, am I? Well, maybe so, 
but I still got my sanity, and that’s more’n your old 
man ever had! Who else but a ravin’ maniac would

“ I’d like to see the old workings of the King’s 
Chance tomorrow,”  Hal said before he fell asleep. 
“ Has the drift caved, or can we get in?”

As best he could in the absence o f his false teeth, 
which were roosting for the night in a glass of water 
in the kitchen, Sir George Beliows answered the ques
tion. “ Ith not very fafe, but perhapf we can. Now 
shut up and lemme fleep!”

On the following morning, with Sir George lead
ing the way, Hal and Skillibooch climbed the zig
zagging trail that led through dense forest to the 
top of Porcupine Ridge. At the summit, two thou
sand feet above Kootenay Lake, Hal saw the cabin 
that had once been his father’s home.

Built o f the forest, fashioned from roughly hewn 
logs, roofed with cedar shakes —  Klondike King’s 
stronghold had weathered two decades o f wind and 
rain, deep snow, and blazing sun.

“ That,”  said Sir George, with a gesture, “ was the 
home for the feeble-minded.”

The rust-locked hinges o f the door yielded finally 
to Hal’s shoulder, and a moment later he stood in
side the cabin, surveying its three-legged table, two 
plain chairs, stone fireplace, and wooden bunk.

“ Good as new,”  Bellows commented. “ Sweepin’ 
out, soap and water on the winders, few fir boughs 

for a mattress, some cookin’ tools, and a 
lamp is about all she needs. Better fix that 
busted pane, though, and close up all holes

With Skillibooch and the cat cargo 
aboard, Hal sat in the roicboat and 
waited. Ilis nightshirt billowing 
in the wind, Sir George came dash

ing toward the wharf.

have bought this mine in the first place? Who else 
would have gone and built a mill before he even 
knew how much ore he was goin’ to get? And then 
he loses the ore body, and instead o f runnin’ explora
tion drifts at the face o f  the tunnel, he starts goph
erin’ around on the ridge two thousand feet above, 
thinkin’ he’s goin’ to find the outcroppin’ o f the 
original vein. And goes and builds a tramway down 
here to the mill!”  Sir George was sputtering ex
citedly. “ So I’m a grouch, am I? Well, what made 
me a grouch? It’s seein’ dangerous lunatics like 
Klondike King left at large!”

“ Do I smell biscuits burning?”  Hal answered sym
pathetically, suddenly feeling fierce hunger.

His hunger had diminished somewhat following 
the fourth trout and the second dishful of biscuits 
and jam. When the outcast Skillibooch had been 
presented with a fin-bearing banquet, and when Eliz
abeth, Victoria, and Gladstone had been persuaded 
to come down from their perches aloft, Bellows and 
Hal hit the hay.

against the blasted 
thievin’ pack rats.”

“ My partner will 
attend to that,” Hal 
a n sw ered . He a d 
dressed the sniffing 
Skillibooch. “ Mutt, I 
h e r e b y  n am e you  
official rat catcher. 
Easy hours and a 
good chance for pro
motion. Rats—go git 
’ em ! Y o u  u n d e r 
stand?”

Understanding per
fe c t ly , S k illib ooch  
barked two sharp syl
lables, m eaning, in 
wire-hair talk, that 
he would accept the 
position. Three felines were perched on rafters.

Hal turned to Sir George. “ Is there any water 
near here, Mr. Bellows?”

“ Spring about a hundred yards north. Come 
along and see.”

Returning from the inspection of the water supply, 
Hal’s guide pointed to the mouth o f a cavern in the 
hillside. “ That’s one of the drifts Klondike put in 
up here, lookin’ for the continuation of the ore 
body.”

“ Wait a minute,”  said Hal. “ I want to look it 
over.”

He struck a match and entered the drift. Reap
pearing half a minute later, he reported: “ Not much 
to see. Doesn’t go in more than fifty or sixty feet.” 

“ Reason bein’ that this is where Klondike run out 
of cash,”  Bellows explained. “ This was his last 
card, and she turned out to be a joker. Now, young 
feller, follow me and I’ll show you the ore tramway 
your crazy old man built without havin’ found a 
speck o f silver lead up here.”

The upper terminal of the tramway was protected 
by a shed of logs, but heavy rust covered the cables, 
the braking equipment, and the mammoth ore bucket. 
A twin line of overhead steel cables, suspended from 
cross-arms on a series of high posts, extended for 
three-quarters of a mile down the ridge to the aban
doned mill near Cat’s Landing.

“ Say,”  Hal exclaimed, “ a trip in this bucket would 
be a first-class joy ride!”

“ A first-class funeral,”  Sir George amended. "She 
hasn't been run since Klondike left here. Look at the 

rust on those cables. Look at 
the way those posts are sag- 
gin’ . You stay out of that 
bucket —  I’m not anxious to 
climb down and pick up a 
fool corpse.”

“ This bucket’s loaded with 
rock,”  Hal observed. “ I’ll bet 
a plugged nickel she runs!” 

He sprang to the lever of 
the old-fashioned band brake, 
tugged furiously, and suc
ceeded in releasing it. Noth
ing happened. Shaking his 
head, he gripped a roof post 
with one hand, leaned far 
out, and pushed on the giant 
ore bucket until it started to 
swing.

The pulley by which it was 
suspended from the cable be
gan to screech. The leading 
cable that connected it with 
the empty twin bucket, four 

thousand feet down the 
tramway, went taut. 
Slowly, groaning under 
the pull of gravity, the 
bucket slid away.

" W h o o p s ! ”  H al 
shouted. “ She works!” 

Gaining speed, the 
heavy-laden bucket ca
reened down its over
head cable, on and on, 

recklessly. Midway of the 
three - quarter - mile run it 
passed the empty bucket com
ing up. Hal watched, grin
ning with a happy thought.

“ What luck,”  he said a little 
later as he and Sir George 
started back down the wind
ing trail to Cat’s Landing. 
“ With me at this end, loading 
the top bucket with rock, and 
you down at the other end, 
I can fix Dad’s cabin without 
hauling any supplies up the 
hill. We’ll let the tramway 
do it.”

Sir George Bellows grunted. 
“Listen, young feller, I got 
somethin’ to do besides playin’ 
around with worn-out tram
ways. And i f  you’re expect
in’ me to take you into the 
King’s Crazy, you’d better 
shut up and shake a leg.” 

Back again at the Bellows 
mansion, Sir George filled a 
carbide lamp and Hal armed 
himself with a flash light and 
a prospector’s pick. Then 
they headed for the mouth 
o f the King’s Chance and 
plunged into the underground 
darkness.

It was chill and wet in the
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tunnel. Hal’s boots sloshed through the ground 
water. At one point where the aged timbers had 
given way, Hal and his gloomy guide crawled on all 
fours to pass a cave-in. Hal guardedly tested an 
upright post with his pick, and a rotten chunk o f the 
timber dropped away.

“ This is nasty ground,” he said, his voice startling 
in the utter silence.

“ Whose idea was it, anyhow?” the grouch retorted 
over his shoulder. “ Serve you right i f  she dropped 
on us. . . . We’re cornin’ to the face now.”

Up ahead, finally, the beam o f Hal’s flash light 
revealed the end of the tunnel. “ This is where the 
ore body petered out,”  Sir George explained. “ Up 
to here she was rich galena. Then we hit a fault 
and lost her complete.”

Hal examined the wet rock about him. With the 
little pick he slashed away a bit of the rock and 
studied it.

“ Schist,” he said. “ Limestone vein, wasn’t it?” 
“ You’re right,”  Bel

lows agreed. “ She was 
till we came into the \
fault.”

Long ages before, Hal 
knew, the vein had run 
into the earth in a 
straight line, but the up- 
tilting o f the Selkirks 
had sheared it off and 
moved the segments far 
apart. For five minutes, 
forgetting e v e ry th in g  
else, Hal devoted all his 
knowledge o f geology to 
a study o f the tunnel 
wall. Then he turned to 
his companion.

“ The striations in the 
face of this fault show 
that the movement was 
north and south. The 
continuation of the ore 
body is north o f here.”

“ T h a t ’ s w h at you r 
crazy old man thought.
It runs in the family.”

Suddenly Hal was ex
cited. “ Come on,”  he 
said. “ Let’s get out of here. I’ve got a hunch!” 

The geologist spent the remainder o f the day ex
ploring the slope of Porcupine Ridge north of the 
tunnel mouth.

It was late evening when he returned to the cabin, 
and Bellows was busy dishing out a banquet o f trout, 
beans, biscuits, jam, and coffee. Hal stared at it 
without seeing it.

“ Listen,”  he said' to Sir George, “when a vein is 
moved by the shifting o f the earth, it drops ‘float’ 
behind it— little bits o f ore. Do you get me? . . . 
Well, I dug down to bed rock here and there along 
the slope of the ridge north of the tunnel, and for 
three hundred feet I found bits o f silver lead. Be
yond three hundred feet the float disappeared. Do 
you know what that means?”

Sir George flopped a sizzling trout over on its 
sta’board side. “ Doesn’t mean- a thing to me, young 
feller.”

“ It means this: The point where the float ends 
was the position o f the original ore body a few mil
lion years ago. I studied the way the strata lie on 
the ridge, and I’m sure that while this lower half of 
the ridge was shifting three hundred feet south, the 
upper half was being uptilted at an angle o f about 
forty degrees. If my geology is right, the continua
tion of the King’s Chance ore body begins three hun
dred feet from the old tunnel, five hundred feet in— 
and it should outcrop somewhere near Dad’s cabin 
on the top of Porcupine Ridge!”

Sir George Bellows forgot his frying fish. He 
walked over toward" Hal and peered into his face 
suspiciously.

“ Bughouse!”  he exclaimed. “ Plumb bughouse. Just 
as crazy as Klondike ever was! He thought the 
same thing. Wouldn’t surprise me any if  you said 
you were goin’ to start in and— ”

“ That’s just what I’m going to do, Sir George. I’m 
going to work the King’s Chance again—and you’ve 
got to help! . . . Shhhh— don't refuse— I ’m a bad 
case of insanity and you’d better humor me. To
morrow I go to Kaslo and blow all .the cash I ’ve got 
on dynamite. We’ll work the drift that Dad aban
doned up on the ridge. I’m going to move into his 
old cabin and bunk there till I starve.”

The signal flag flew from Cat’s Landing on the 
following morning, and the little steamer Kokanee 
stopped on- its way to Kaslo and took a passenger 
aboard. Hal returned that afternoon with a stock 
of canned grub, three cases o f dynamite, and a busted 
bankroll.

It -took him one day, with Sir George’s help, to 
repair his father’s cabin and to bring the dynamite 
to the top o f Porcupine Ridge by means o f the old 
tramway. With the hundred and fifty pounds of ex
plosive stored in the cabin to keep it at the proper 
temperature, the two-man crew set to work.

For three weeks they labored in the short tunnel 
at the top o f the ridge, drilling by hand and timber
ing as they progressed. Each evening two dozen 
sticks of dynamite were fired in the face o f the tun
nel, which meant that tons o f rock must be cleared 
away every morning. . . . Three weeks, sixty feet— 
and the formation showed no change. It was still 
schist. No limestone, and not a trace o f  silver-lead 
ore.

And then one evening, alone in the cabin, Hal took 
inventory. He looked at the remaining supply of the 
precious dynamite. “ Half a case of firecrackers,”  he 
murmured. “ About five dozen sticks left. That’ll 
take us in another ten feet . . . ”

Outside, nature seemed to reflect Hal’s dampened 
mood. The sky was overcast. Thunder rumbled low 
in the distance and intermittent lightning flashed in 
the west.

To the snoozing Skillibooch, curled in front of the 
fireplace, Hal confided his troubles. “ Pup, it looks 
like we’re beat. Ten feet more in the drift, and if 
that doesn’t show anything it’s curtains. You and 
I will have to clear out and hunt up a job with 
wages. Dog-gone, I hate to leave this old place. . . . 
Oh, well, it was just a wild chance, anyhow. Win 
or lose, we’ve had some fun. Isn’t that right, mutt?”

Skillibooch thumped his tail twice and went on 
about the pleasant task of snoring.

“ You and me both,”  Hal announced. He rolled in. 
“ Sleep, come and get me.”

For a while he listened to the distant growling 
thunder and to the quickened breathing of Skilli
booch, who was chasing pack rats in his dreams; 
and then he too dozed off. . . .

It was long after midnight when Hal awakened. 
There seemed to be a weight on his chest. In the 
darkness he put out his hand. It touched some
thing furry, and the rough tongue o f Skillibooch 
licked his fingers. The dog was whining.

“ Get off m e!” Hal complained. “ What’s the big 
idea? Go to bed.”  He shoved the wire-hair off his 
bunk.

Skillibooch returned immediately to his former 
perch on his master, and now he began to bark 
furiously.

“ Shut up, you fool. Go lie down!”  Hal glanced 
out o f the window, and saw a pinkish light in the 
sky. “ Next time you wake me up at sunrise, mutt, 
I’m going to— ”

He stopped, suddenly realizing that the pinkish 
light was coming through a west window. He 
frowned thoughtfully. “ As far back as I can re
member the sun has been rising in the east. Then 
how come— ”

A swift west wind came whistling under the eaves 
o f the cabin, and now it brought to Hal’s nostrils 
the smell of smoke. Leaping to his feet, he sprang 
outside and then, looking westward toward Glacier 
Mountain, he saw the cause o f the wire-hair’s ex
citement.

Only two or three miles away, sweeping forward 
before a strong wind and devouring the dense timber 
along a wide front, a forest fire was raging toward 
them. Giant tongues o f flame, leaping a hundred 
feet in the air, and burning brands, tossed far ahead

by the wind, added to the speed o f  its march toward 
Kootenay Lake.

“ Caesar’s ghost! She’s coming plenty!”  Hal dived 
into the cabin for his clothes. “ Skilli, we’ve got to 
step fast!”

It took Hal less than thirty seconds to throw on 
the clothes; yet when he again stepped outside, the 
fire had reached the base o f Porcupine Ridge. Ready 
now for flight, Hal hesitated, looking sadly at his 
father’s cabin.

"Tough break, Dad,”  he said aloud. “ The old 
shack’s a goner. I f  it weren’t for these young trees 
in the clearing, the fire might go around and miss 
the cabin. But it— whoa! I f  I have time I think 
I can save ’e r !”

A few paces from the cabin, twin pines, twenty 
feet high, stood between it and the approaching 
destruction. Hal knew that if  flame hit .these trees 
the fire would jump to the roof of the cabin. He 
must get rid of them. He leaped for the ax— then 

remembered that he’d 
left it a quarter o f a 
mile away beside a tree 
he was felling for tim
bers.

‘ "Well, anyhow ," “ That’s that,”  he said.
he observed phil- “ No time to get it now.” 

His eyes fell on a 
deserted gopher hole in 
the ground between the 
pines. “ I ’ve got i t ! ” he 
exclaimed. “ Firecrack
ers!”

Inside the cabin again, 
he opened his knife and, 
crossing to where the 
precious dynamite was 
stored, cut three feet of 
fuse from his supply. 
Then he found a blast
in g  ca p . T a k in g  a 
chance, he set his teeth 
hard into the copper of 
the cap and crimped it 
to the short fuse. He 
seized a stick o f dyna
mite and shoved the 
knife blade into one end 
o f it. Into the hole thus 

made he jammed the blasting cap.
“ All primed—now for the fu n !” he grunted.
Grabbing the broom, and picking up the last case 

of dynamite, he ran outdoors. The fire was now 
sweeping up the ridge. As he ran toward the twin 
pines, a bear and two cubs hurried past him. The 
earth seemed to swarm with rabbits, squirrels, and 
mice— all heading east toward Kootenay.

Choking from the oncoming smoke, Hal worked 
furiously. He threw stick after stick of dynamite 
down the gopher burrow, tamping the charge with 
the handle o f the broom. Finally he set in the primed 
cartridge and covered it with dirt and rock. With a 
gtone he pounded the" dirt down hard.

At the third attempt he succeeded in lighting the 
fuse. It sputtered. “ Here’s hoping,” he prayed. 
“ Soft ground, but she may work. Now for the lake 
—that’s the only thing that won’t be burning in an
other ten minutes. Where’s the dog? Skillibooch!”

A hundred yards away. Skillibooch was in heaven. 
He was chasing rabbits. They came jumping past him 
in such numbers that he could not make up his mind 
which cottontail target to aim at. Reluctantly, in re
sponse to Hal’s shrill whistles, the wire-hair returned 
to the cabin, grinning his glee.

“ Come on, you four-legged foo l!”  Hal ordered. “ If 
we get out of this we’re lucky.”

For the first time, then, through the thick smoke, 
Hal saw that he was already trapped. Over to the 
left the fire was roaring around the south corner 
of the ridge. “ Good night and good-by!” Hal ex
claimed. “ I can’t take the path to Cat’s Landing. 
It winds around too much—the fire would catch up 
with me. And I can’t go straight through the brush 
fast enough.”

He stopped running and pointed his finger at Skilli
booch. “ But you can, pup, and you’ve got to rouse 
out Sir George. Go find Sir George! Understand?”

The wire-hair looked puzzled. He didn’t  under
stand.

“ Cats! Sick ’em! Go get ’em! Cats!”
Within three seconds Skillibooch was out o f sight, 

dashing down the slope toward the Bellows mansion.
Running once more, gasping for breath in the acrid 

smoke, Hal planned desperately. “ Feet won’t get me 
out of this, but maybe the old tramway will! I 
wanted to take a joy ride on 'er— now I’ve got to.”

At the train station he released the band brake 
and climbed into the rusty bucket. Freighted with 
rock and with his hundred and seventy pounds, the 
bucket began to move. (Cont. on page 26)

\
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The place for  

sap is in tires;

when a sap 

is at the ivheel 

B E W A R E !
Pedestrians cause many accidents on streets and highways. Can you pick  out 

the errors o f  walkers in this p icture?

£

Hip AVE you ever had a blow-out at 
high speed? It’s an alarming 

. sensation, especially when it hap
pens to a front wheel. You feel as if 
a giant’s hand had grabbed the car and 
yanked it to one side. The car may 
turn into the path of another car, leap off the road, 
or flip and roll over.

Yet blow-outs are rare, simply because manufac
turers have designed tires that will stand increas
ingly severe tests.

No part of the automobile gets as rough treat
ment as the tire. All starting, stopping, and brak
ing forces are transmitted to the road through tire 
friction. The tire is pushed out of shape when the 
wheel turns. It is forced into irregular form when 
passing over stones and 
street car tracks. Yet, after 
every shock, it springs back 
into shape.

The driver takes all this 
for granted, and on top of 
it demands slow and even 
wear, non - skid qualities, 
quiet running, and easy 
riding and steering.

Here’s how the modern 
tire is designed to meet 
your demands.

First of all there is the 
inner tube, strong enough 
to hold its volume o f com
pressed air. It’s the air it
self that acts as the shock 
absorber.

The inner tube is en
closed in an outer casing, 
rugged enough to withstand 
gravel, rock, and nails. Yet 
the casing must not be so 
rigid as to lessen the resili
ency of the inner tube. No 
easy job, combining rug
gedness and resiliency!

The casing is made of 
several thicknesses or plies.
These plies are rubberized

by Dr. Alexander Klemin
Director, Daniel Guggenheim School of Aeronautics, New York University

cotton fabric, cut at an angle and set at right angles 
to one another so that they interlock and reinforce 
each other. Each ply is separated from the next by 
a cushion o f rubber. It’s this clever combination of 
rubber and fabric that gives strength, yet preserves 
the resiliency. The cotton fabric plies, called the 
“ carcass,” give strength. The rubber layers supply 
the necessary flexibility and protect the fabric plies 
from chafing each other.

The breaker strip shown in the drawing, atop the

A r e  Y o u n g  M e n  G o o d  D r i v e r s ?
W E 'R E  enthusiastic about high-school and college- 
’ ’  age men. So much so that we chat with them 
as often as we can, and even inflict our speeches 
upon them when we’re asked to. Young men are 
alert, quick on the uptake, unhampered by tradition 
and discouragement.

But our enthusiasm for student-age America 
shouldn't prevent us from squarely facing such ques
tions as the above.

In one sense, young men ARE good drivers— bet
ter than older men. Their eyes are keener, their 
muscles quicker, and their handling of autos perhaps 
more skillful.

Insurance companies and highway commissions, 
however, have an unpleasant habit of gathering facts 
in great quantity, and the facts paint the other side 
of the story.

A short study of the facts gathered by the Hart
ford Insurance Company showed that licensed drivers 
under 20 years old are involved in just twice as 
many accidents as drivers of 40 and over. In actual 
figures, 39 teen-age drivers out of every thousand 
annually get into accidents.

Drivers under 30 aren’t much better. Their crash 
rate is 36 out of a thousand.

At 30, the age of discretion sets in and the acci
dent rate drops to 27 per thousand. Forty might be 
called the age of wise caution—there are only 20 
pile-ups per thousand. And over 50, the rate drops 
to 18 per thousand.

These rather unpleasant facts are explainable. Boys

are likely to be more competitive, more sure of 
themselves, more indifferent to consequence.

Yet the solution isn’ t to prohibit boys from driv
ing. To reduce the accident rate materially, we’d 
have to refuse drivers’ licenses to everyone under 
30, and that’s obviously unworkable.

The best method, it seems to us, is to present to 
the student-age driver facts that will appeal to his 
common sense. This series of articles, explaining 
the safety features embodied in the modern auto
mobile, is an attempt to do just that.

If you KNOW  that 95 per cent of all accidents 
are due not to car failure but to driver failure, you 
can do something about it. If you KNOW  that 
most accidents occur during the rush hours from 
four to six in the evening, that the months of June, 
July, and August are especially dangerous because 
of heavy traffic, that there’s an accident in this 
country every 46 seconds, that highway accidents are 
more often fatal than city accidents because of higher 
speeds, then you can go out forewarned.

And if you KNOW  that the teen-age crash rate is 
twice the crash rate of men over 40, then you can 
face the issue and do your part to improve the rec
ord of young drivers.

We’d like to extend especial congratulations to 
Superior, Wisconsin, where high school students 
study safe driving and traffic regulations as a regu
lar classroom project. That’s the best way to pre
sent to young drivers the facts that will help them 
to do their share to make our highways safe.

last o f the plies, distributes the shocks 
of the road along the tire, so that the 
blow isn’t concentrated at one spot.

The bead, which contains strong 
wire to reinforce the tire where it 
makes contact with the wheel rim, pre

vents the tire from blowing off the wheel.
On top of all this is the heavy tread, rugged, 

tough and springy, which may be grooved or ribbed 
in a number o f ways.

As the tire rolls along the ground its center por
tion first makes contact with the road. Then, under 
the pressure of increasing speed, the shoulders are 
forced downwards and outwards with a sideways or 
“ scruffing”  motion. To withstand this wear, a very 
heavy block of rubber is placed at the shoulder, pro- 

v id in g  th e  m a x im u m  
amount of rubber at the 
point o f maximum wear.

Motorists want tires that 
resist skidding. Designers 
have discovered that tires 
with the tread broken up 
at the edges are least likely 
to skid.

Another way to get non- 
skid qualities is through the 
low pressure, or balloon, 
tire. This type gives a 
wider tread on the pave
ment, with the pressure on 
the edges o f the tire in
stead of on the center.

Once, car owners pre
ferred the tire that trapped 
small quantities o f air un
der it as it rolled along the 
road and gave out a whin
ing noise at high speeds. 
Today noisy tires are con
sidered a nuisance. In the 
modern tire, the surface is 
so uniform and so carefully 
constructed that tire noise 
is a thing o f the past.

The pneumatic tire de- 
( Continued on page 41)
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Chicken
Wing Without warning Michael took a quick

A  Story o f  SizzlingIllustrated

by

DUDLEY

GLOYNE

SUMMERS

by

William Heyliger

SOMEBODY once asked Jim Doak what he was 
and he said he was a gambler. He didn’t mean 
it that way, exactly— and yet he did. For Jim 

Doak had been the Vinewood coach for ten years, 
and coaching is the biggest gamble in the world. All 
the coach is sure of is that every tomorrow is a 
mystery.

Once Jim Doak was known as “ Graveyard,”  not 
because he was a graveyard sort of man but because 
he kept his own counsel behind silent lips and made 
his own decisions from what he observed. But of 
late he’s become an asker o f questions, a man who 
wants to know. They have taken to calling him 
“ Tell-me” Doak. And nobody but Tubby Rice— and 
Tubby isn’t the kind to broadcast things—knows it 
was the mad gamble o f coaching a baseball team 
and the madder impossibility o f a pitcher like 
Michael Lann that changed Doak from a man of few 
words into a man o f many.

Michael Lann came to Vinewood just about the 
time Jim Doak began turning over blades of grass 
and looking under them for pitchers. It was still 
six months to baseball weather, but Doak saw the 
handwriting on the wall. Turner, last year’s star,

was gone. Bradley was an irresponsible madcap 
who could pitch when he wanted to, and Handel 
and Votee were less than average. Doak knew that 
if  Vinewood didn’t find at least one dependable 
pitcher baseball was probably going to blow some 
sour notes.

It was Tubby Rice, catcher and captain, who 
found Lann. Checking over the new Vinewood men, 
the captain found Michael’s card—junior by transfer 
from a school in the East, baseball, 42 Hyde. The 
captain dropped the card and went out of the school 
office and presently knocked on the door o f Room 
42 in Hyde Hall.

“ Your name Lann? Welcome to Vinewood. I ’m 
Rice, baseball captain. What position do you play?”

“ I try to pitch,”  Michael Lann said. Tubby warmed 
to him because o f his direct eyes, his slow smile, and 
the thick pitching power o f his shoulders and chest.

“ You come down to the field behind the science 
building,”  Tubby grinned, “ and keep right on try
ing. Tomorrow at four.”

Next day Michael Lann appeared. Jim Doak was 
tied up with football practice and Tubby ran the 
fall baseball workouts alone. But along about the

middle o f the next week the captain sought out 
Doak in his office.

“ Colonel,” he said mildly, “ could you spare a guy 
ten or fifteen minutes?” To Tubby every man he 
liked was “ Colonel.”

Doak, up to his eyes in trouble trying to build a 
fast charging line, made a resigned gesture. “ Didn’t 
I tell you not to bother me with baseball unless it 
was important?”

“ But this is important, Colonel. I think I ’ve found 
us a pitcher.”

“ What kind of pitcher?”  Doak was suddenly in
terested.

“ Darned if I know. Never saw anything like him. 
He has a swing that gives you the horrors and yet 
he has something. Sometimes the ball comes to you 
before you think it should and sometimes you think 
it should be in your glove and it isn’t. Got ten 
minutes, Colonel?”

“ Friday,”  said Jim Doak. The football team was 
playing its first game Saturday and Friday’s practice 
would be short.

Baseball veterans like Stacy, first baseman, and 
Appleton, shortstop, gazed wide-eyed when Doak 
came to the field behind the science building on Fri
day. The coach stood behind Tubby. The captain 
whispered, “ The middle one,”  and Michael Lann 
threw.

Doak had seen some queer things in baseball, but 
nothing quite like this. Michael Lann threw with a 
motion that was painfully cramped and awkward. His 
arm, like a rod permanently bent in the middle, never 
stretched out and completely followed through. Doak 
thought o f  a chicken’s V-shaped, ungainly wing. No 
wonder Lann’s delivery had given him the horrors.

The captain’s face was rapt. “ Take the mitt, 
Colonel, and catch a few.”

Doak took the mitt dubiously. After a few pitches 
his face was even more puzzled. Tubby was right— 
Lann did have a queer sort of timing that broke the
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step toward first and threw. The arm was a darting snake. The hall was a bullet aimed down around Stacy’s knees.

Baseball Action and a Pitcher With a Cracked Arm

ball in unexpectedly early or unexpectedly late. 
Doak, taking each pitch, watched the wind-up closely. 
A stiff stretch, a cramped forward swing, a crippled, 
chicken-wing o f an arm halting suddenly as though 
invisible wires held it back. He took off the glove 
and tossed it back to the captain. His face was 
inscrutable.

Presently the practice ended. Players drifted away 
from the field in groups. Tubby asked a quick ques
tion:

“ What do you think o f him, Colonel?”
Doak shook his head. “ I’m sorry, Tubby,”  he said 

gently.
The captain’s face fell. “ I thought that one trick 

he has— ”
“ He has something there,”  Doak admitted; “ some

thing good. I f  he only had an arm— ”
“ What do you mean, arm?”
“ Do you notice that he never gets speed? Differ

ent timing, but always a slow ball. His elbow was 
probably broken at some time and badly set. It 
leaves him with a weak arm.”

“ There’s such a thing as strengthening a weak 
arm, isn’t  there?”  Tubby asked after a silence.

“ Sometimes. Depends on why it’s weak. We’ll let 
him work on the pulleys over the winter.”

“ Then— ”  the captain began eagerly.
Doak nodded. “ We’ll give him every chance.”  

But his face said plainly that the chances were slim.
Doak’s intentions were good. He laid out gym 

work for Michael Lann and intended to keep in touch 
with him. But a disastrous football season and a 
worse basketball season crowded the recruit from his 
mind. A week after the last basketball game had 
been played The Vineyard, the school papdfr, ran 
three stabbing lines in a box on the first page: 

WHITHER?
F ootba ll............................. Ouch!
Basketball ..........................Help!
Baseball ............................What?

Jim Doak read the slap twice. He knew that it 
was the work of an overenthusiastic editor, but he 
knew, too, the fate that can overtake a coach when 
the campus begins to ride him. And he knew how 
thin his chance might be in baseball.

The candidates who crowded into the gym for in
door practice failed to brighten his sky. Twelve 
hurlers were on the pitching line, and Bradley, his 
one good pitcher, was clowning instead of working. 
The coach went down the line in grim silence. At 
the end was Michael Lann.

Lann was trying. Trying with a single-minded, 
absorbed intentness. After Bradley, Michael Lann 
filled Doak with a warm 
glow. And yet there was the 
same cramped and shortened 
swing, the same chicken-wing 
delivery. The glow faded 
and was gone. A man with 
only a slow ball, after all, 
could hardly be called a 
pitcher.

A week later, in the coach’s 
office, the first cut was made.
At Vinewood the coaching 
staff passed responsibility on 
to the captains, and so Tubby 
sat in on the cut. They came 
to the pitchers.

“ McNair?”  Doak’s pen 
hovered over the list on his 
desk.

Tubby nodded. “ Out.”
“ Ostermann?”
“ Out. He’d give at least 

one base on balls an inning.”
“ Lann?”  The pen was 

ready to check.
“ I don’t know. We don’t 

want to make any mistakes.”

Doak, with the irresponsible Bradley still on his 
mind, felt a sting of irritation. He laid down the 
pen. “ What mistake?”

“ Listen, Colonel. I f  the ball he throws has a 
catcher guessing what will it do to a batter?”

Doak shook his head impatiently. “ What can any 
cracked-arm pitcher do to a batter?”

“ I caught him last fall and you caught him last 
fall,”  Tubby said obstinately. “ He has something.”  

“ Not much, I ’m afraid. Any pitcher with a 
cracked arm is out.”

Tubby, opening those tight lips to speak, closed them 
and looked at the floor. “ Colonel,”  he began, “ I— ” 

Suddenly Doak saw how 
earnest Tubby was. Mis
taken sympathy, perhaps. Or 
a blind sort o f faith in a 
miracle that couldn’t happen.

“ W e’ll leave Lann on,” he 
conceded reluctantly.

The team went outdoors. 
T h e  b a t t i n g  c a g e  w a s 
wheeled into position and 
eager players crowded up to 
hit. Bradley, strolling out to 
the mound, set his cap 
jauntily and sent up a fast 
one. Stacy, the first base- 
man, met it flush and lined 
it out.

Doak, chewing a blade of 
grass, spat it from his mouth 
and stood motionless. Fifteen 
minutes later a grim hand 
waved Bradley off and sent 
Handel in. Ten minutes later 
Handel was gone and Votee 
was throwing them up. And 
still the craclg o f hits rose 
clear and sharp.
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When the practice was at an end, Doak walked 
slowly back to the gym with Tubby.

“ What did they have?”  he asked.
Tubby shrugged. “ Nothing,”  he replied.
Doak shook his head helplessly. What a picnic the 

editors o f The Vineyard were going to have if  they 
were really after him!

“ Colonel,”  Tubby said, “ I ’ve a hunch that i f  you 
stick Mike in there— ”

“Tomorrow,”  said Doak abruptly. Oh, for a 
pitcher! But it wouldn’t be Lann. Not with a 
stiffened and badly set elbow.

And yet, as he knelt on one knee outside the foul 
line and watched Michael go into action for the 
first time, he dared to hope. One pitcher with some
thing steady and dependable—just one! The chicken
wing o f  an arm flapped, a batter swung, and the ball 
arched over short and fell into short left. Again 
the arm creaked on a tight hinge, and a hit shot 
past the second baseman.

Doak stood up. Tubby walked up the fairway and 
talked earnestly to Michael. They took their places 
and Michael threw— and the ball was banged into 
short right.

The bombardment continued until Tubby’s rosy 
face had gone a little pale. At last Doak called a 
halt. A  possible pitcher had died in a barrage of 
hits. He was keenly sorry for Michael Lann, taking 
his beating with calm courage, but he was sorrier 
still for Tubby Rice. He had known more than once, 
in his own years o f coaching, the distress o f a faith 
destroyed.

Tubby came to him the moment the practice ended. 
“ You can forget today, Colonel. They caught him 
out o f step.”

“ I ’m not so sure o f that,”  Doak said.
"I am.”  Tubby’s voice was hoarse. “ I was watch

ing those balls come to me— ”
“ Very few o f them reached you,”  Doak pointed out.
Tubby winced. “ But I could see what they car

ried. Nothing. His timing was gone. When he 
has that queer sort o f timing working— ”

“ Perhaps,” Doak said gently, “ he never had it 
working. Perhaps we were both swayed by sympathy 
and saw what wasn’t there.”

Suddenly Tubby’s eyes grew hard. “ Were you 
oozing with sympathy a 
w eek a g o  w hen you 
wanted to drop him?”

Doak had known of 
cases like this— a cap
tain sold on a player and 
blind to facts. Some
times it led to friction, 
even to open war. A 
pitching staff shot to 
pieces was bad enough, 
but war with a cap
tain—

“ The season’s young 
yet,”  he said. “ We'll see 
how things develop.”

But he made the ges
ture only as a tempo
rary peace offering, and 
he knew  th a t T u bby  
knew it. They walked 
back to the gym in si
lence.

In his office, with his 
door half-closed, Doak 
looked for a ray of light.
Four pitchers— Bradley,
Handel, Votee, and Lann 
— and every one of them 
taking it on the chin.
He put on his hat and 
walked out.

Ahead o f him in the 
soft, waning light o f the 
sp r in g  day  a f ig u re  
w a lk e d  t o w a r d  th e  
cam pu s. D oak recog
nized the heavy shoul
ders o f Lann. Out on 
the grass in front of a 
dormitory a group of 
students threw a base
ball around. The ball 
went w id e  and  cam e 
bounding down the walk.
Michael Lann stooped, 
took the ball, and threw 
it back toward the group 
in a long, lazy arc.

Doak’s eyes widened.
H e c r ie d  a s u d d e n ,
“ Lann! Lann!” and hur
ried forward. Michael

him. And the coach who sought a pitcher and the 
pitcher who could not pitch walked on slowly to
gether.

An hour later Doak came to the captain’s room 
and straddled a chair. “ Tubby, I discovered some
thing tonight. There’s nothing wrong with Michael 
Lann’s arm.”

Tubby's eyes grew narrow with suspicion. “ You 
said—”

“ I know— I said it had been broken and badly set. 
I’m afraid I took it for granted. A little while ago 
I saw him pick up a baseball and throw it. He made 
a full-arm throw.”

Tubby was staring. “ What about his crazy pitch
ing throw? Why does he do it?”

“ He figured it out for himself. He saw some mo
tion pictures last year— slow motion pictures of pitch
ing. He figured that by using a quarter or half 
swing he could fool the batter. The batter’d never 
be quite sure just when the arm would let the ball 
go. It takes strength. He has it. But— it means 
a slow ball.”

“ What difference does that make?” Tubby cried in 
a glow. “ I f  they can’t hit— ” He flushed. “ He 
wasn’t in his stride that day, Colonel.”

“ We’ll give him another shot at them,” Doak said.
But Doak didn’t fool himself. Michael Lann was 

a pitcher without speed. There was no fast ball with 
which to screen his slow ball. Furthermore he had 
thought out the reason behind Lann’s queer delivery 
and had reached a decision. Why had the pitcher 
changed his style? Because the old style, whatever 
it was, had got him nothing. Why did he concen
trate on a slow ball? Because he had no speed. With 
runners on base, where would Lann be without speed? 
They’d run wild. Doak shook his head. He’d give 
Tubby two or three days in which to get Michael 
ready and then they’d see.

But he didn’t wait two or three days. The next 
afternoon he sent Votee out first. The left-hander, 
drunkenly wild, hit the first three men. Doak waved 
him off. Handel, following, lost control and almost 
beaned a batter. After that he started throwing the 
ball so wide o f the plate that there was no chance 
o f hitting it. Another wave of the hand and Handel 
was gone. Bradley, grinning, reached for his glove.

stood and waited for i Doak shook his head impatiently. “ What can any cracked-arm, pitcher

“ What’s the joke?”  Doak snapped.
The grin widened. “ Did you see them ducking 

that ball? When our boys have a bad day it cer
tainly is bad!”

“ Suppose they’re needed on the day they go bad— ” 
Doak began.

“ Don’t  worry about me,”  Bradley laughed. “ I 
can’t get hot and bothered about practice. I’ll be 
ready when the time comes.”

It looked, for a minute, as though Bradley might 
be ready today. The first two men hit easy chances 
into the dirt. But the next pitch was sent screaming 
into left, and another ball smoked along the third 
base line. The crash o f hits became a staccato 
cannonade.

Doak groaned. Two pitchers who couldn’t find 
the range and a clown being cut to ribbons— a clown 
who didn’t realize that your day-to-day performance 
was what formed you into the finished article. Brad
ley pitched again. Appleton, the shortstop, took a 
toe hold and sent a terrifically long drive into deep 
center. The pitcher, turning to watch the flight of 
the ball, laughed.

That laugh finished Doak. He walked out upon 
the diamond. “ Still taking it as a joke, Brad?”

Bradley looked pained. “ This isn’t a game, Coach.”
“ Suppose it were?”
“ You’d have seen something.”
Doak grunted. He raised his hand to order the 

batting cage away, when he caught Tubby’s plead
ing eyes.

“ Lann,”  he called. “ Pick it up.”
He walked toward the bench, not thinking par

ticularly of Lann but of a taunting line from The 
Vineyard, “ Baseball —  what?” His private record 
book lay upon the bench. He picked it up and marked 
the day’s results.

As his pen moved it dawned on him that the ball 
field was unnaturally quiet, that the artillery of hits 
had ceased. He put down the book. Michael Lann’s 
body moved, a bent caricature of a pitching arm 
flapped into motion, a ball loafed toward the plate, 
and Stacy, Vinewood’s ace hitter, swung and missed.

Doak stood up. The minutes passed as he watched 
from in front of the bench. Grounders dribbled to 
the infield; flies popped soggily into the air. Finally 

he signaled and they 
took the batting cage 
away. Tubby, without 
waiting to take off his 
m itt , cam e ch a rg in g  
toward him.

“ What do you think o f 
it now, Colonel?”

“ Tell you later,”  said 
Doak.

An hour later, when 
practice had ended, he 
sat on the bench and 
Tubby sat with him.

“ Remember the games 
Brad pitched last year 
a g a in s t  Tecumseh and 
Pratt?”  the coach asked. 

Tubby nodded.
“ When Brad’s good, 

when he settles down to 
serious work— ”

Tubby shifted his posi- 
t io n .  “ C o lo n e l ,  j u s t  
what’s this got to do 
with Mike?”

“ I f  I use Brad I gam
ble on his pitching a real 
game,”  Doak said. “ If 
he does, we’ll win. I f  I 
use Lann I gamble on a 
naked slow ball. He did 
well today, but could he 
hold a team off the 
bases for nine innings? 
I say off the bases. Know 
what would happen if 
they got on? They’d run 
wild.”

Tubby sat like stone. 
“ Why can’t we start 
working him on a fast 
ball?”

“ He’s got a slow-ball 
change o f  pace; prob
ably he has his own rea
sons for avoiding a fast 
ball. Tell him he needs 
it and a lot o f old fears 
may be aroused. That 
would finish him.”  

Tubby stood up. “ It 
looks to me, Coach,” he 

do to a batter?** (Continued on page S3)
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e Golden Clue

In the breathless silence 
Renfrew strode to the 
treasure. He ran his fin 
g e r s  o v e r  o n e  i n g o t  

gently.

RENFREW stood in the superin
tendent’s office at Mounted Police 
headquarters in Vancouver, study

ing the telegram the superintendent had 
handed him. He looked up with a glint 
in his gray eyes.

“ Tomorrow morning,”  he said softly,
“ a sandy-haired detective disguised in 
walking tweeds will descend on Brewster 
Landing.”

The superintendent- grinned at the 
blond special officer; then sobered.
“ You’re sure this fellow who put in at Brewster 
Landing is your man?”

Renfrew nodded. For a week he had been check
ing the trail o f the daring lone robber who had held 
up a Trans-Canada Express Company truck down by 
the Vancouver docks and calmly transferred to his 
own car a shipment of Alaskan gold ingots worth 
$20,000. Now he was ready to act unhesitatingly on 
this telegram from an unknown Irwin Brewster. He 
read it once more.

“ Man giving name of Faulkner and answering de
scription of gold bandit stopped at Brewster Landing 
Sunday for fuel stop proceeded north in cabin cruiser 
motor boat stop am following him by land stop.”  

"This wire was sent from Port Glendon,”  Renfrew 
reflected, “ and that's two hundred miles up the coast. 
Brew'ster Landing’s near there, isn’t it?”

“ Yes. It’s a private lumber dock about forty miles 
north o f Port Glendon.”

“ Then I ’ll arrange to fly up tomorrow morning— 
this storm should be over by then. I f  anything turns

up here on the case, Sergeant Brass can handle it.”
Renfrew left the superintendent’s office and fore

gathered with Sergeant Brass, who since the night 
of the holdup, a week before, had been acting as 
Renfrew’s right-hand man.

“ This wire sounds like a good lead,”  said the 
sergeant.

Renfrew nodded. “ Yes. The truck driver’s de
scription of the bandit’s cauliflower ear and three
fingered left hand marks him pretty plainly. Brew
ster could hardly be wrong in that. And it’s cer
tainly probable that the fellow escaped in a motor 
boat. We’ve watched every ship, road, and railway 
line. Taking over some small craft was the only 
way out for Forgan.”

“ You mean Faulkner.”
Renfrew grinned. “ His real name’s Bernard 

Forgan.”
“ You got it? How?”
“ Through his clumsiness in the holdup. After he’d 

tied up the driver, he broke into the truck and

Illustrated by
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hurled things around to find the gold, and he smashed 
a bottle of marking ink in the 'office,’ behind the 
driver’s seat, and left finger prints galore. I broad
cast ’em and got back his identification this morning. 
He’s wanted in several states— and in Alaska.”

“ Alaska, huh? So he knows the North and he’s 
skipping up there.”

“ That’s it. And here— ”  Renfrew handed the 
sergeant a letter—“ that lists the officers o f the good 
ship Beauregard, which carried the gold. And I’ve 
sent for a list of all the mining company’s employees 
who knew the gold was being shipped, and a list of 
all employees at the manufacturing jewelers who 
knew their firm was receiving it. We’ll check the 
whole crowd.”

“ You believe Forgan was tipped off about the 
shipment?”

“ Yes. He must have known when it was coming. 
You watch for those lists, won’t  you? I’m flying up 
to Brewster Landing tomorrow.”

“ You’ll need to fly! Forgan left Brewster Land-
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a dangerous criminal with only a boy 
o f seventeen to help him? I say he’s a 
foo l!”

“ I’ll take your word for it. But if 
Brewster’s return is so problematical, 
I’ll have to rely on you for a report on 
this man Faulkner.”

“ Now you’re talking sense. What 
d’you want to know?”

“ What does Faulkner look like?” 
“ Don’t know. I wasn’t here.” 
“ Where were you?”
“ Back at the road camp on LeFarge 

River. Irwin Brewster was with me.” 
The little man grinned provocatively. 

“ Then who saw Faulkner?”
“ Curly did. That’s Kurt Brewster; 

he’s Irwin's young brother, just turned 
seventeen. He’s not such a fool.”

“ So it was Kurt Brewster who gave 
you the information on which you sent 
the telegram?”

“ I didn’t send it. Irwin did. I told 
him it was either a wild goose chase or 
a darned dangerous game, but he 
wouldn’t listen. He’s— ”

“ A fool. Yes, I’d gathered that. But 
about this man Faulkner— ”

“ Listen, Mr. Policeman. You’d best 
let me tell this story. All these questions and things 
won’t get us anywhere.”

“ All right,”  Renfrew grinned patiently. “ You 
tell it.”

The little man grinned in return and swung back 
at an even more hazardous angle in his chair.

“ Last Friday,” he said, “ Irwin and I rode over to 
the road camp to get the engineers there to do some
thing about our phone wire— it hasn’t been working 
for ten days now. While we were there, Corporal 
Bamaby of the Mounted came along, and he told us 
about this bum-eared, three-fingered man you’re 
looking for. We didn’t get back here till Sunday 
night and it was then that Curly told us about it.”  
He paused reflectively.

“ Told you about it,”  prompted Renfrew.
“ Sure. This Faulkner had come in around noon, 

and asked could he send a telegram from here. No? 
Well, then, could he telephone? And it wasn’t until 
after he’d found out we couldn’t telephone or wire 
out o f here, Curly noticed, that he gave any name 
or put his craft in for fuel. See what that means?"

He and Renfrew stared at each other soberly.
“ I see,”  said Renfrew. “ Go on.”
“ Well, then Faulkner asked for twenty gallons of 

gasoline. He had a battered gray cabin cruiser 
about fifty feet long, Curly said. The kind they use 
a lot for rum running down the coast. And he told 
Curly his name was Faulkner. Then he bought 
some stores and headed north up the straits.”

“ How much food did he put in?”
“ That’s a good question, mister. He put in only 

enough food for about a three-day trip. That and— ” 
the little man’s thin lips drew into a tight line—“ and 
some ammunition,”  he finished slowly and signifi
cantly.

“ Well?”  inquired Renfrew.
“ Don’t you see what that means?”  demanded the 

little man. “ He’s armed! He’ll fight! And those

Curly twisted his head sideways to  peer through the dirty 
window into the big room  o f the cabin. He must watch 

every m ovement in there.

ing yesterday. He’ll have thirty-six hours’ start, 
and all those wooded coastal waterways to hide in.”

“ He won’t have traveled far through this storm. 
I’ll find him—if the weather clears so I can get 
off.”

The weather did clear, and surprisingly early the 
following morning an amphibian airplane glided 
down to alight upon the placid little bay that shel
tered Brewster Landing.

The mountain-shadowed settlement consisted prin
cipally o f a huge, rambling lumber mill, warehouses, 
workmen’s cabins, and administration buildings. A 
great dock, burdened with piles o f lumber, stretched 
out into the bay, with a flotilla o f small craft lying 
at anchor on one side. The amphibian taxied over to 
a float beside the dock and Renfrew, clad in tweed 
walking clothes, leaped out to find his way ashore.

It was apparently a season o f inactivity, but from 
a lone workman on the dock Renfrew learned that 
the general manager of the mill was in his office at 
the dockhead.

“ What’s his name?”  asked Renfrew. “ Mr. Irwin 
Brewster?”

“ No,”  said the workman. “ He’s away. The man
ager’s Garrity McCune, and you’ll find him an odd 
number, mister.”  He stared after Renfrew curiously.

Renfrew reached the dockhead and tapped on the

glass o f the office door.
“ Look out—you’ll break it !”  cried a high-pitched 

voice from within. “ Come inside i f  you want to 
knock!”

Renfrew entered and found himself confronted in 
the cupboard-sized office by a little man who at first 
glance seemed a complete sphere, with a smaller 
sphere, thatched with white hair, for a head, and 
two short, stout legs that bent grudgingly at the 
knee as their possessor swning back at a fearful 
angle in an old pivot desk chair. The round face of 
this little man wore a look o f bronzed, twinkling 
good humor, but Renfrew noticed that his lips were 
thin and grim.

“ You’re a policeman!”  said the little man instantly. 
“ Came up in answer to young Brewster’s message, I 
suppose.”

Renfrew nodded. “ Who is Irwin Brewster?”  he 
asked.

“ The Old Man’s nephew. Thomas K. Brewster 
owns this outfit, and Irwin’s his nephew. Fine boy. 
A fool and conceited—but you can’t have everything.”

“ I don’t want everything,”  grinned Renfrew, con
genially. “ I f you’ll just tell me where Brewster is 
now— ”

“ Dead, probably!”  snapped Garrity McCune. “ Why 
shouldn’t he be— going ©ff on a wild goose chase after
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two crazy kids have gone out after him as if  they 
were hunting squirrels— and they took the truck out 
before dawn yesterday —  and they haven't come 
back!"

A light came into Renfrew’s eyes as he realized 
how anxiety tore at the bantering, grim-lipped little 
man. Then he arose briskly.

“ The fellow would have had to put in during the 
storm yesterday!”  he cried. “ Where could he find 
shelter?”

“ Anywhere! There’s islands, coves, inlets all up 
the coast. I told them not to go but Irwin, the crazy 
kid, sends Bronson down to Glendon with the mes
sage and runs off with the kid in a truck. He’s 
constable, and he saw it as his duty, see? And 
Faulkner may have met up with ’em anywhere along 
the shore.”

“ No,” said Renfrew. “ Not anywhere. Forgan—  
that’s Faulkner’s real name— was aiming at some 
place not too far away or he’d have laid in more 
stores. What’s the nearest port or village?” 

“ Nearest place is Trondheim’s trading post up at 
Shirtsleeve Inlet. That’s twelve miles north.” 

“ What was that name?”  cried Renfrew in what 
seemed unreasonable excitement.

“ Trondheim. Jacob and Gunnar Trondheim have 
a trading store there. There was another brother, 
but he went outside. They’ve got an old fishing 
schooner, and trade along the coast.”

“ Look here!” Renfrew spoke eagerly. “ How about 
that little motor launch I saw by the dock? Is it 
fast? I must travel quickly. There’s a wind rising.” 

“ Use your flying machine. That’s quicker.”
“ No. It would warn them. Is the launch fast?” 
“ It’ll do twenty knots.”
“ Good. I wish we could get to a justice.”
“ Why?”
“ I want a search warrant.”
“ I can give you one. I’m justice of the peace.” 
“ Good. Make me out a warrant to search the 

Trondheim place.”
The little man stared.
“ Quick! I must be there before the wind rises!” 
Garrity McCune swung around and ransacked his 

desk for a form.

C URLY sat on the fish box with his back pressed 
against the inner wall of the lean-to woodshed 

and twisted his head sidewise to peer through the 
dirty window into the big room of the cabin. Since his 
arms were bound along a pole that ran across the 
wall, this caused him acute discomfort. But i f  he 
and Irwin were going to escape, he must watch every 
movement o f the men in the big room.

A heavy log wall separated the woodshed from the 
room into which Curly peered, but the connecting 
door was thin, and through it Curly could hear the 
voices o f their captors; could hear, from time to 
time, a muffled groan from a room beyond. When 
Curly heard any o f the actual words of the Trond
heim brothers, he strained around and relayed them 
in a whisper to Irwin, who sat slumped on a broken 
chair, his battered, blood-clotted head sagging for
ward.

Curly had been able to report nothing encourag
ing. In all the long twenty-eight hours they had 
been held there, he had heard their captors talk of 
little except whether or not he and Irwin were to be 
allowed to live.

He still couldn’t understand things. How were the 
Trondheims mixed up in this? He and Irwin had 
seen Faulkner’s boat in the cove, and had come to 
the Trondheim cabin to make inquiries; and Jake, 
the lean, savage one, had suddenly slugged Irwin 
from behind. There had been a fight, five against 
two, and he and Irwin had been trussed up in the 
shed. Yet these men were no friends of Faulkner’s. 
Curly was convinced that the man who had groaned 
so hideously in the night was the man they had come 
to arrest. The Trondheims had beaten him, or 
wounded him— and now, if  it weren’t for the fears 
o f Gunnar Trondheim, they would put him and 
Irwin out o f the way. . . .

“ What are they saying?” whispered Irwin. 
“ They’re in a hurry to get away,” whispered 

Curly. “ Jake and the two Indians are rustling 
things out to the schooner. Steve wants to leave 
everything, but Gunnar won’t  do it. He says they 
can’t sail anyway until the wind comes up. Hello!” 

“ What is it?”  Irwin brightened as he saw Curly’s 
face light up.

“ There’s a stranger come in!”  Then Curly’s face 
fell, and he groaned: “ But he’s walking right into 
it, just as we did!” Yet somehow the sight of the 
sandy-haired young man who had entered so calmly 
gave him new courage.

“ Good morning,” said the stranger quietly.
Gunnar Trondheim, massive in his chair at the 

table, his square, hard face bronzed under thick 
blond hair, stared up at the newcomer with blank,

unwavering blue eyes. Steve Trondheim, softer, 
darker, bulkier, and yet strangely dapper in his blue 
clothes and curled mustache, arose and stepped for
ward, menacingly, Curly thought. The Indian, Rat- 
fat, lounging at one side, fastened beady eyes upon 
the young man’s back.

“ What d’yer want?”  rumbled Gunnar Trondheim.
“ I was out in my launch looking for some friends,” 

said the young man, and Curly was aware of great 
alertness under his easy manner. “ My launch broke 
down and I sculled her in and walked up to ask you 
some questions.”

“ Well?”  growled Steve Trondheim.
“ I thought you might have seen my friends,”  said 

the young man. “ They were traveling up the coast 
in a motor truck. They should have returned to 
Brewster Landing by now.” Curly saw his glance 
fall to the floor, and knew that it was fixed there 
for a moment, searchingly. “ Did they stop here?” 
asked the young man, looking up again.

“ No,”  said Gunnar Trondheim, “ they have not 
been here.”

Once more the young man glanced down, and 
Curly thrilled with a comprehension of what it was 
that held his gaze. It was the stain upon the floor 
where Irwin had lain, with bleeding head, after the 
uneven battle. The sense of imminent conflict 
surged through Curly’s veins as he realized 
that this man was a detective— that he saw 
that stain and could read its meaning.

A prolonged groan, ragged and agonized, 
sounded from the inner room. The young 
man looked up from the floor.

“ I think my friends are here!”  he said in a 
voice that clattered like iron on stone.

Gunnar Trondheim dropped one hand be
neath the table. Steve stepped back as if  
seeking room for movement. The Indian 
straightened— and Curly gasped as he saw the 
gaunt figure o f Jake appear in the doorway 
behind the stranger, one hand fumbling at a 
hip pocket. For a long, insufferable moment 
everyone seemed frozen in those positions, and 
to Curly the stranger appeared unconscious 
o f his peril. Then, with a crisp pre
cision that had the effect o f great sud
denness, the stranger threw open the 
breast o f his coat and half turned to
ward Jake, whom Curly would have 
sworn he had not seen. Just as 
abruptly, he turned his back on Jake 
again and with his coat still held back, 
spoke to Gunnar Trondheim with the 
queer effect o f using his voice as a 
weapon of great strength and deadly

He scented hunity fit notice 
the Trondheims while the 
Indians tnaped at the rmle 
w in ch  th a t tu r n e d  th e  

anchor chain.

potency. “ I’m an officer o f the Mounted Police,” he 
said. “ Put that gun on the table, please!”

Still staring blankly up at him, Gunnar slowly 
brought out the gun and laid it on the table.

“ Come inside!”  said Renfrew—and Jake sidled in 
to stand beside Steve, while Curly watched almost 
unbelieving.

“ I have a warrant to search these premises,”  said 
Renfrew. “ Or will you produce the men I want?”

“ Who is it you want?”  Steve Trondheim asked 
smoothly.

“ N o!” Big Gunnar Trondheim rose up suddenly.
“ The gun,” suggested Renfrew quietly, and Gun

nar stepped back away from the table.
“ I think we have made a mistake,”  said Gunnar 

Trondheim. “ Or there is some misunderstanding. 
Be quiet, Steve! We have no difference with the 
police.”

“No,”  said Steve, watching his brother narrowly.
“ A man gets foolish when he is afraid,”  said 

Gunnar bluntly. “ He is (Continued on page 37)
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The

O X Y G E N
by

Lawrence M. Guyer

Li e u t e n a n t  j i m m y  Wa l l a c e  leaned over
i the cockpit of his climbing P-12 and flashed an 
* odd gesture at Ace Lindsay, the wing man on 

his left. His hand dropped over the fuselage where 
only Ace Lindsay could see it and his head nodded 
swiftly toward the third pilot in their three-ship 
pursuit formation.

The fingers were extended and joined, and the 
thumb was pointed down. Thumbs down! Jimmy 
Wallace was conveying to Ace Lindsay his opinion 
of Keating, the other pilot.

But if  he expected an agreement, he was wrong. 
Over Lindsay’s face came the usual broad grin, a 
shrug o f the broad shoulders— and that was all.

“ Oh, I say,”  Lindsay’s smile seemed to convey. 
“ It isn’t Keating’s fault. He’s a right enough egg !” 

Very few things disturbed the amiable Lindsay 
with his lazy, English drawl. But Jimmy was un
able to accept, with Lindsay’s calm, Keating’s assign
ment to his element.

Over in another section of the sky, in another 
element, in another ship, was “ Rud”  McAllister, 
whose comradeship with Lindsay and Wallace was 
an Air Corps byword. Wallace and Lindsay and 
McAllister! They had trained together, schooled to
gether, and won their wings together. They talked 
alike, thought alike, dressed alike. And they had al
ways flown in an element o f their own.

Then, like a stunning blow, had come an official 
order sending McAllister, only the day before, to an
other element. His place had been taken by “ Ham” 
Keating, the worst “ ham pilot”  in the squadron. 
Ham Keating, whose wobbly controls were another 
Air Corps byword!

Jimmy Wallace glared again at his new wing man. 
Why did the authorities have to make the change on 
the one day of the year that counted most—the one 
day of the training season that took the squadron to 
high altitudes? Thirty thousand feet! The danger
ous oxygen zone, where controls go mushy in spite 
of skill, and pilot and ship cannot exist without 
artificial aids! The crash zone of the skies! Even 
Ace Lindsay ought to have resented an outrage like 
that!

For an instant Jimmy even glared balefully at the 
Ace, himself. Then, quietly, as his eye caught the 
altimeter reading, he grinned, and sat eagerly erect 
in the cockpit.

They had reached 18,000 feet, and they were going 
to thirty! Three miles already, straight up into the 
sky, and still they climbed! The Wasp motors 
mawed, raucously. Gradually, but steadily, their 
automatic superchargers were taking up the burden 
of the rarefied air. There was a singing whine in 
the wires, and a fresh, golden gleam on the fabric 
of the wings.

Jimmy’s grin broadened and his mood became more 
tolerant. Maybe Keating was a good enough egg, 
after all. Not such a good pilot— and never a gra
cious butt o f Jimmy Wallace’s notorious practical 
jokes— but still, what did it matter? Somebody had 
to fly with Keating.

Jimmy looked down 
at his flying costume, 
and h is am usem ent 
heightened. He was clad 
like an Eskimo. His 
suit and high shoes 
were o f d ou b le -lin ed  
fleece, and his face was 
now concealed inside the 
grotesque ugliness of 
the oxygen mask. On 
his knees, too, lay a 
pair of heavy, fleece- 
lined mittens.

He was beginning to 
need them now. The 
fingers on the P-12 con
trol stick had become 
stiff and numb with 
cold, and into his lungs 
crept a strange, half- 
choked gasp, as i f  some 
giant had suddenly be
gun squeezing his chest 
and throat.

Slipping his hands in
to the mittens, Jimmy 
reached over and opened 
the oxygen feed valve. 
The gas flooded into his 
lungs with a rush that 
almost nauseated him. 
He remembered, fran
tically, that too much 
oxygen is as dangerous 
as too little, and his 
tongue darted out to 
cover the small intake 
hole of the mouth nip
ple. Instantly the gas 
flow ceased, and his 
m ind c le a re d . He 
grinned again. Why, 
this was eas^! When 
you felt yourself going 
woozy, you simply re
moved your tongue from 
the mouth valve and 
took a light breath or 
two o f oxygen. Then 
you put your tongue 
back, closed the valve, 
and waited till you were 
woozy all over again!

He looked over at 
Lindsay, wondering if 
the Ace were equally 
delighted with this dis
covery. But the only 
response was a hand 
wave that pointed down.

22,000 feet now! Be-
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ZONE
Proving That the Funniest Joke 

M ay Suddenly Turn on Its 

Owner and Bite Him in the Ankle!

just that much more hazard to their flying.
Jimmy sent Lindsay and Keating a signal to 

spread out, and the formation opened. Silly to hold 
their wings close together now. Why, you couldn’t 
even maneuver a gentle bank without skidding off 
like a surfboard! And Keating— what a place this 
was to fly with a man like Keating! One slip, and 
even an expert like Lindsay could never correct his 
error in time to prevent a collision.

Jimmy frowned. They had reached 29,500 feet, 
and the Wasp motors were churning laboriously. He 
leveled off, thought again o f Keating, and gave an
other signal for his wing men to take distance. 
Then, with a thrill o f sudden apprehension he gave 
the signal for a loop.

The ships nosed down, groaning. Spinning blades 
clipped furiously at a cloud bank miles below. Down. 
Down! A hundred feet. Two hundred feet. Three, 
four, five!

Jimmy Wallace hauled back on his stick, and 
waited a breathless century for the controls to 
answer. The P-12 wallowed, plowed up at last, hung 
crazily upside down with fluttering wings, and then 
dived again for the clouds. When they straightened 
out, the altimeter needle read less than twenty-eight 
thousand feet!

Jimmy gasped with astonishment. A P-12 had 
looped and lost a thousand feet. A P-12— his P-12—  
which normally would gain a thousand feet in any 
loop, had lost a thousand!

He looked about for the others. Ace was on his 
left, not a dozen feet out of position. But Keating, 
in some manner, had pulled out fully a hundred feet 
over their heads, and had crept forward until he 
was nearly even with Jimmy Wallace. Maybe you 
couldn’t blame Keating—you couldn’t exactly blame 
anybody up this high—but Ace Lindsay had man
aged it perfectly. And Rud McAllister could have 
done it, too.

Keating was a ham. And, Jimmy added illogically, 
he couldn’t take a joke. Then it happened—

They were edging out over the Caribbean, and 
Jimmy signaled a left turn. He banked, looking down 
at Ace Lindsay, conscious that Keating was swinging 
around overhead. Then a shadow caught the corner 
of his eye.

It was a wing shadow, cast by Keating’s P-12. 
Keating, misjudging his distance in the slippery air, 
had banked too steeply, and was skidding straight 
into Jimmy Wallace’s ship. Subnormal lift to the 
wings. Sluggish controls. Strange, cramped con
ditions of high altitude, and heavy shoes and gloves, 
and oxygen masks. Keating was fighting like mad, 
but the P-12 lurched on, uncheckable.

Instinct kicked the controls for Jimmy Wallace. 
He didn't think. There wasn’t time. His ship tipped 
full on one wing and nosed down with a sickening 
whip.

It was almost enough. But not quite. Keating’s 
P-12 sloughed into Jimmy’s tail skid with a dull, 
ripping punch. Fabric peeled from Keating’s wings.

Locked, the two ships spun down. A thousand feet.

low them, the Carib
bean Sea had spread 
out like a huge lake 
overflowing her boun
daries, and the city of 
Colon had shrunk to the 
size of a ten-cent piece. 
E v ery w h ere  la y  the 
dense green o f the Pan
amanian jungle, roast
ing in the tropical sun.

Jimmy stole a glance 
at the thermometer he 
had borrowed from the 
squadron ice box. Roast
ing, eh? Well, up here, 
equator or no equator, 
the tem p era tu re  had 
dropped to eight degrees 
below zero!

A n d  s t i l l  a n o t h e r  
change had become no
ticeable. The P-12 was 
sluggish in answering 
her controls. There was 
less lift to her wings, 
less power to her pro
peller. The tachometer 
showed five hundred rev
olutions less than nor
mal, with the rate con
stantly lowering.

And still they climbed 
on. 27,000 feet now. 
Every a d d it io n a l foot 
was stripping away just 
that much control from 
their ship —  and adding■ -
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Five thousand. When the ships finally pulled apart, 
by some miracle Keating’s left wing hung on. 
Whistling and creaking, with streamers of fabric fly
ing in the wind like a dozen battle flags it stayed 
in place, and finally Ham Keating, with trembling 
fingers and ghost-white face, felt his ship level off 
and begin a normal glide toward the landing field.

They landed side by side. Jimmy went alternately 
hot and cold with fury. Keating was pale, silent, 
staring down at the ground as if  he were wondering 
how he’d gotten there. He walked, shakily, over to 
Jimmy and held out his hand.

“ I— I’m sorry, Jimmy!” he said. “ My goggles iced. 
I should have known better than stick my head over 
the side. I looked down to make sure where you 
were, and the old crate suddenly slipped out from 
under. And after that— well, I’m glad I came nearer 
taking it myself than giving it to you. Okay?”

All the fury in Jimmy’s heart welled for expres
sion, and then, just as suddenly disappeared. High 
altitudes! This might have happened to anyone. He 
grinned the famous, yet infamous, Wallace grin.

“ Okay, Ham? Sure, it’s okay. But remember, you 
owe me some fun to make up for this— I always relax 
after a tough day!”

Keating was instantly suspicious. “ What do you 
mean by that? A dog-fight? Or another of your 
jokes? Listen, Jimmy— ”

“ I can't hear you!” Jimmy grinned. He turned 
to join lanky Rud McAllister over near Operations 
Office. A little later, when Ace Lindsay landed, he 
found Jimmy and Rud in earnest and secret conver
sation in the shadows of “ B” Hangar.

Ace was frowning his worry. “ I thought that 
jungle smash was a close one. But this— ”  he paused, 
as instantly suspicious as Keating had been. “ I say 
—what are you two up to now?”

Rud smiled sheepishly. Jimmy Wallace faced his 
chum with guileless innocence.

“ You don’t mean to suggest we’d be plotting any
thing?”  he asked.

“ I don’t have to suggest,” Ace retorted. “ I know!”
“ Then tell the mess steward we’ll be right over for 

lunch, will you? And— ”  again came the indomitable 
Wallace grin “— and we’ll give you a full report in 
the morning!”

Ace sighed resignedly and struck out for the 
Bachelor Officers’ Mess. Immediately the two plot
ters began whispering.

“ You fix it with Sergeant Mays to leave the 
hangar door open, and I’ll get the paint,”  Jimmy 
commanded. “ After that, there’ll be nothing to it 
but your art talent and my brains!”

“ Your brain!”  snorted Rud. “ Certainly not more 
than one, and I’d have to see it to believe that much!”

He paused. “ Seriously though, Jimmy—you don’t 
think Ham will take it the wrong way?”

“ Of course not! Doesn’t everyone at the field tell 
him that, anyhow?”

“ I know. I know we do, ordinarily. But after 
today, and what just happened— ”

“ Forget it, Rud! Ham and I shook hands on that. 
It’s all over and forgotten about. And I warned 
him, myself, that I had to have my fun.”

“ And he wasn’t sore?”
“ Certainly not. He thought I was after a dog-fight 

with him.”
“ Okay, then!”  Rud chuckled. A gleaming sparkle 

flashed from his eyes. “ As an artist, Jirnmy, I ’m 
there!”

Arm in arm they headed home for lunch and an 
afternoon of tennis. That night, the merciful dark
ness o f the tropics concealed the strange sight o f two 
pursuit pilots in dungarees slipping stealthily into 
Hangar “ B,” their hands loaded with paint, paint 
brushes, and the advertisements of a Chicago meat
packing company.

Jimmy Wallace’s flash light spotted a P-12 with 
the Number “ 15”  on its fuselage. The beam raised 
to play on the wing that had been ripped in the 
crash.

“ See!”  he whispered, exultantly. “ I told you they’d 
have it all repaired by tonight.”

“ You’re sure Number 15 is Keating’s ship?”  Rud 
asked.

“ Am I sure?” was the sarcastic response. “ Wait’ll 
somebody almost tatooes those two digits on your 
forehead at thirty thousand feet, and see how quickly 
you forget it !”

He deposited one of the paint cans on the floor 
with such a clatter that they both jumped. Jimmy 
snapped off the light, and for several minutes they 
crouched in the dark shadows, breathlessly listening. 
But nothing happened. Hangar “ B”  was deserted.

This time the flash light ran along the fuselage of 
“ 15” until it reached the crouched, poised body of a 
wild cat, the squadron’s famous insignia. Work be
gan in earnest. Rud held the light while Jimmy ap
plied a generous coating o f olive drab paint over the 
body of the wild cat. The paint, thoroughly mixed 
with wing dope and drier, hardened almost as it left 
the brush.

The brush then went to Rud. For twenty minutes 
he labored, pausing only for an occasional glance at 
the meat-packer’s advertisement. With a final 
artistic dab he stepped back and surveyed his work 
with a seriousness that brought a roar o f laughter 
from Jimmy Wallace.

Gone was the wild cat. In its place, on the trim, 
graceful fuselage of the P-12, was a ham. To the

credit o f Rud McAllister’s art ability, it was a 
good ham. The center bone protruded near the cock
pit and the meat, with a slice or two cut away, was 
tastily pink and full, and streaked here and there 
with fine lines o f fat. Cloves garnished the sugar- 
brown exterior. A curl of steam rose up, suggestive 
o f savory odors. It was so good that Jimmy Wallace 
suddenly hungered for a ham sandwich.

It was too good to keep. They ran full speed 
back to quarters, eager to let Ace Lindsay in on the 
secret. But the Ace was nowhere to be found. In 
the morning, when they did locate him, the third 
member of the inseparables greeted their news with 
a shocked horror that lengthened his face to almost 
twice its normal dimensions.

“ I say!” he exploded. “ You’ve done what?”
Jimmy’s grin faded with a sudden and nameless 

fear. He repeated the story, briefly. Again Lind
say groaned.

“ Oh! You dolts! You— you hams!”  The Ace 
stared at them sorrowfully. “ I say— didn’t you go 
into Operations yesterday afternoon? Didn’t you 
see the new order? Switching the ship assignments 
of every man in the squadron? And Number 15— ” 
Ace Lindsay’s face went white, and he sank weakly 
into a chair. “— Number 15 is Major Churchill’s 
personal airplane!”

Major Churchill! Commanding officer o f the field! 
Jimmy Wallace gazed open-mouthed at Rud Mc
Allister, shivering as his blood turned suddenly to 
ice. They had painted a ham on Major Churchill’s 
personal airplane! They had— oh!

When the first stunning shock passed they slumped 
down to “ B” Hangar like criminals revisiting the 
scene of their crime. The roar was audible a quar
ter of a mile away. Everybody— pursuit, bombard
ment, the service and photographic sections, the 
meteorological section, and even the guard and tele
phone operators— was there.

Major Churchill’s boots were clattering an irate 
beat on the cement hangar floor. His swagger stick 
flailed like a whip. His face was infra-red. His 
voice boomed like the reveille gun.

Only one man dared to laugh, and th?.t man was 
“ Ham” Keating, hidden behind the hangar door, 
tears streaming from his eyes as he bent double, ut
terly weak and helpless.

Then Major Churchill saw Rud McAllister and 
Jimmy Wallace. With admirable control he held his 
fury in check. He stalked up to them, and words 
snapped out, crisp, biting, staccato.

“ Lieutenant McAllister! Lieutenant Wallace! 
What’s the meaning of this? Report to my office, 
sir, at once!”

Sir! When a major says (Continued on page 28)

For twenty minutes Rud labored. Gone was the wild cat and in its place was a ham.
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SIGNALS

Duffer was treading water to keep his nostrils well above the foam  o f those stiff whitecaps. Wally breathed a sigh o f relief.

The Tense Story o f  a Great Cruiser's Signal Bridge
by

Warren Hastings Miller
Illustrated by COURTNEY ALLEN

AN  overboardf Man overboard!”
All the bridge company saw it, 

and they all exploded into action.
He had dropped far out, as if  tossed from 
the signal bridge above. His mouth was 
wide open with surprise and his eyes star
ing as he clutched the empty air wildly 
with both arms.

Lieutenant Wally Radnor happened to be up on 
the bridge adjusting a turret-gun transmitter when 
the staccato notes o f the bugle rang out down on deck 
and the shrill o f the boatswain’s pipes called away 
the lifeboat crew. There was a deafening din as 
Stanguey Brooke, junior watch officer, tooted the 
battle siren.

Wally dashed below for the range finder on the 
cruiser’s after turret. He could see the fleet column 
falling out astern, odd-numbered ships to star
board, even numbers to port. Puffs of steam came 
from their whistles. The big yellow signal flag 
with a black dot in it which means, “ Man over
board!”  was rising above the funnel smoke on their 
own ship. Over on the flagship of the central dread
nought column a string o f signals headed by the 
cornet was already flying.

Wally knew who the victim was. Ensign Duffer 
Holbrook, junior signal officer, Crinky Sproule’s own 
pet and chick! Clumsy, good-natured Duffer! How 
had he ever fallen overboard?

Rapidly Wally adjusted the range-finder lenses and 
swept the sea aft for signs of his man. That power
ful double telescope, twelve feet long, soon picked up 
Duffer with startling distinctness. He was treading 
water to keep his nostrils well above the foam of 
those stiff southwest whitecaps. Wally breathed a 
sigh o f relief.

Then a wave o f sympathy overwhelmed him. This

little stunt had broken up the entire battle fleet 
formation. And the cruiser division out of action! 
And this wasn’t  the first time Duffer had planted 
his foot in it!

“ Course 137, Commander,”  Wally telephoned to the 
bridge. “ Range, 780 yards. I think Lansing’s boat 
will get to him first, sir.”

“ That’s well, Radnor,”  came Commander Whelan, 
the navigator’s voice.

Immediately a hoist o f direction and range flags 
rose on the San Antonio’s halyards. The others 
astern broke out theirs after calculations from 
Wally’s data. The sea was covered with lean gray 
cruisers, all stopped and their lifeboats away. The 
two battleship columns steamed on.

Wally kept his range finder glued on Duffer. The 
boats seemed forever in finding him in that heaving 
mess. But Duffer could hold out. He came from 
Vermont country stock and had endurance. Wally’s 
mind ranged swiftly over Duffer’s history. He had 
spent his boyhood all over the globe, following his 
botanist dad, and knew eight languages. That’s why 
Crinky Sproule, the ship’s signal officer, had grabbed 
him for cub. But Crinky had been unable to train 
the inborn clumsiness out of him! Old Duffer!

“ How’s he bearing now, Radnor?”  It was Captain 
Burton’s voice. He had come on the bridge to take 
charge.

Wally applied himself to the range finder. He

swung it in an arc. Back again, frantically! 
Duffer was nowhere in sight in that thick 
wrack o f white waves!
“ I’ve lost him, sir,”  Wally faltered.
“ You’ve what?”  Captain Burton barked. 
“ Wait a moment, sir,” said Wally hastily. 
For a moment he studied the waves and 
then looked up bleakly.

“ It’s fog, sir,”  he reported. “ Limit o f  visibility 
is now only six hundred yards. Sou’wester’s grow
ing smoky, sir.”

“ Hum! That’s serious. . . . Sproule, fly Q and 
numeral three! Those whaleboats are casting too 
far to the north.”

The big yellow Q flag rose from the signal bridge. 
The numeral under it ordered all boats to bear away 
farther from the ship. Through his range finder 
Wally could see the white threads o f the fog streak
ing low over the waves. That white fog  bank on 
the southeastern horizon was creeping up, bringing 
its own wind, and its ghostly fingers were reaching 
out like tentacles toward the cruiser. The after
most ships o f the column had already vanished.

Wally choked. The boats would have no chance 
to do any searching, once that fog  arrived. Poor 
old Duffer! He had found more ways o f getting into 
trouble than any Jayo who ever joined ship, but this 
time . . . this time. . . .

Now, even the whaleboats were vanishing at seven 
hundred yards. Silently Wally prayed. Duffer’s life 
was on the knees of chance.

And then Captain Burton’s voice, gruffly relieved:
“ 0. K., Radnor! Lansing’s boat’s got him.”
Wally expelled a trembling breath. Close call for 

Duffer. But meanwhile the dreadnoughts had gone 
on, the cruiser column was broken up, and the fog 
was creeping ahead, thick as soup. The Navy would
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come down on Duffer like a kitful o f hammers!
Wally hurried to the wardroom to learn the news. 

Fighter Dodson, his own chief and gunnery officer 
o f the ship, was there, together with two or three 
division officers and Crinky. Wally had never seen 
the long, gangling signal officer so irate.

“ Darn him! Darn him!”  Crinky was saying. “ I 
don’t want to lose my cub, but how can I explain to 
Captain Burton? We were hoisting a five-flag signal 
and the halyards got off the pin— you know how they 
jerk in a smart breeze like this! Duffer grabs for 
’em and hangs on like grim death. He didn’t need 
to— the quartermaster was catching a turn! Well, 
anyhow, those flags are big as sails, and five o f ’em 
will fling a man like a cat. Does he let go? No, he 
tries to catch his toes under the rail! And then 
out he’s flung, like a sack of wheat. Can you beat 
it? He’s hopeless.”

Crinky paused, out o f breath with indignation.
“ Is it Duffer’s finish, then?”  Wally asked.
Crinky shrugged. “ He’s all feet and hands. Every 

time he comes on the signal bridge he knocks over 
something or trips on a bight of rope. I’m always 
looking for code books that he’s mislaid somewhere. 
This ship won’t put up with him any longer! The 
skipper good as told me so.”  Crinky grimaced rue
fully, for he liked Duffer. For all his bungling, 
Duffer had a keen, sure mind.

Fighter Dodson cracked a toothy smile. “ A duffer 
remains a duffer till you get him in a race,”  he re
marked briefly. “ An old yachtsman told me that. 
Once he sees the other boats o f his class passing 
him like a dock, he gets busy and spruces up.”

Wally looked at Dodson thoughtfully. “ Something 
like that might happen to Duffer,”  he said.

“ A race,” Crinky repeated. “ Some sort of test 
that’ll make him snap out of it.”

“ Or show up the good stuff in ’im,”  Wally added 
eagerly.

The captain’s orderly appeared in the wardroom.
“ Captain’s compliments,”  he said. “ Lieutenant 

Sproule will report on deck.”
“ Looks bad!” Crinky murmured and went out.
He had barely disappeared when a bugle blew a 

flourish somewhere on deck, informing the ship that 
Burton, as senior officer present, was taking com
mand of the cruiser column now that 
it was separated from the rest of 
the fleet. Wally and Dodson buckled 
on swords and hustled for their 
stations.

From his post in the foremast 
fighting top, Wally looked out over 
a world that was gray and blank.
The fog had closed down thick as 
pea soup. Their siren was squalling 
dismally at minute intervals. A 
gang astern was paying out the 
marker-buoy hawser by which the 
next ship astern kept her course and 
distance. The white flag with blue 
crosses signifying guard ship was 
rising like a limp ghost past Wally.
It vanished in the gray vapor over
head. No one could see it, nor the 
semaphore arms, nor any signal 
strings. Only the radio, buzzing its 
dits and dahs, gave evidence o f an 
outside world, beyond the gray 
shroud. Then a ghostly boat came 
wallowing up astern and hove along
side, to starboard. That meant a 
commissioned officer coming, and 
Wally peered down to see who was 
emerging from under the hood.

It was Duffer, a trifle damp.
Ensign Wray, who was junior offi
cer o f the deck, received him over 
the sea ladder.

“ I’m glad, old man!”  Wally heard 
Wray say. Then, officially: “ You 
will report to Captain Burton imme
diately.”

“ Yes, sir.”  Duffer saluted the flag 
astern, then Wray, and walked 
stiffly forward on deck.

Wally felt a great desire to stand 
by the bedraggled ensign and grip 
his shoulder, and buck him up. If 
only the Navy wouldn’t bear down 
too hard!

Again the bugle flourished and 
Wally stood at attention as the di
vision pennant rose to the masthead.
A red glow astern, fog-dilfused, told 
him that the next ship had come up 
and had her nose on the marker 
buoy. The increased vibrations 
thrumming through the San Anto
nio's steel accompanied a faster glide

of waters along her side. Crinky and the captain 
between them had formed the division in column and 
they were speeding up to thirty-eight knots, so as to 
overtake the battle fleet. The problem would be to 
find it and take their station on the starboard flank 
in this fog. And that was up to Signal Officer 
Crinky.

A quarter of an hour later Duffer Holbrook him
self climbed up into the fighting top. He was large 
and well-muscled, with a face that was craggy but 
full of strength. Wally eagerly grasped his hand, 
his eyes asking questions.

“ Suspended, Wally. Two weeks,” Duffer replied 
in a low voice. “ I ’ll get shore orders before they’re 
out.”  He looked wistfully over the ship that held 
all the joys o f life for him. Wearily he leaned back 
against the rail and immediately there was a crash! 
as the conning tower telephone fell on the steel floor.

“ Daggone you, Duffer!”  Wally half laughed. 
“ Look where you’re putting those elbows o f yours!”

“ Huh?”  Duffer looked around amazed, unaware 
that he had knocked down the phone. Any small 
object near those abundant limbs of Duffer’s was in 
peril unless secured by a turn of rope! Wally 
picked up the phone.

“ You calling me, Radnor?”  came Dodson’s voice.
“ No, sir. Duffer’s up here,”  Wally growled.
Wally hung up the phone and turned to Duffer. 

“ What does Crinky think about it all?”  he asked.
“ He’s sore. He and I got along fine. After all, 

I tried to save the darned signal hoist, didn’t I? 
The flags might have caught in a shroud and made 
monkeys of us all.”

Wally nodded thoughtfully. He was wondering 
just how a suspended officer could stage a comeback. 
There certainly was a lot o f good in this Vermonter 
if  something. . . .

The B ooqo!  o f a merchant vessel sounded distantly 
through the fog to starboard, interrupting Wally’s 
reverie. He snapped erect. Merchant ship! In this 
fog! Butting into a chain of fast cruisers, two 
miles long, all following each others’ marker buoys! 
If she avoided the guard ship by passing astern of 
her, she’d be cut down by the next ship in line.

Boooo! said the stranger, much nearer.
Whoo-p! —  Whoop! —  Whoop! —  Whoop! their own

Duffer landed on the bridge. “ Give me that megaphone!

battle siren sounded, warning her that naval ships 
were about. The other cruisers took it up down the 
line. The speed of all slowed down.

Boooo! He hadn’t made up his mind what to do 
yet. He was proceeding on his course, whatever 
that was.

“ That’s a Greek ship,”  Duffer said quietly.
“ A what?”  Wally cried skeptically. “ How do you 

know that?”
“ By the tone. I used to hear ’em come into the 

Golden Horn when we were in Constantinople.”
“ You’re crazy!” said Wally. “ Greek ships are all 

built in England.”
“ Yes, but not the whistles. They’re French make, 

and o f one peculiar tone. It’s a chime. Hear it? 
Karagoulos Line. I’m not arguing with you— I
knoiv.”

Good old Duff! Wally felt a quick regret. He 
had that positive certainty about ships and their 
communications that is required of the signal officer. 
And what he knew stayed with him. There was no 
haziness nor hesitation about it. Crinky was losing 
a star cub!

“ Do you speak modern Greek, Ray?”  Wally asked 
respectfully. He forebore to call him Duffer this 
time.

“ Huh? Sure. Greek and Arabic. About all you 
use in the Near East.”

“ Does Crinky?”  asked Wally narrowly.
“ Huh?” Always that “ Huh?” while Duffer’s tena

cious mind was grasping an idea. Then he said: 
“ By golly, he doesn’t, Wally! And we can’t flag that 
fellow in international code in this fog ! He’s sure 
to make a mess of this unless someone explains by 
wireless!”

Brooo!— Brooo! blew the Greek, which meant, “ I 
am changing my course to port.”  He had decided to 
cut across astern o f the San Antonio, which would 
bring him right across their marker-buoy hawser 
and into the steel bows of the next ship astern! 
Immediately the San Antonio whooped the four-blast 
danger warning and Wally yelped:

“ Run! On the double, Ray! Crinky can’t ask for 
you. Volunteer! Anything/ ”

“ Huh?”
“ Don’t stand there yipping!”  Wally barked. “ Beat

he gasped, as he rushed on  Crinky. “ He says
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it! They need you. We’ll be sounding collision 
quarters in another minute!”

Duffer slid down through the fighting top hatch, 
Wally after him. The big ox would need a friend 
when barging in on the bridge where suspended 
officers never went.

The Greek ship was utterly confused by now. 
Hoarse hails were coming through a megaphone 
from somewhere out in the fog and Crinky was 
answering in English, French, Spanish. The Greek 
had stopped his engine, but he couldn’t grasp the 
idea that a whole column of warships was steaming 
across his path. He might start up again!

Duffer and Wally jumped down off the forward 
tripod-mast ladder to land in the midst of the signal 
bridge company. Crinky was there, Captain Burton, 
the lookouts and signal quartermasters. All were 
anxious and cursing this stranger whom no one could 
understand.

“ Gimme that megaphone!”  Duffer gasped as he 
rushed on Crinky. “ He says he’s keeping on under 
our stern!”

That appalling announcement was enough to make 
Crinky relinquish the megaphone in haste. Captain 
Burton looked slightly amazed at the sight of the 
man he had just suspended, appearing precipitately 
on the bridge.

But Duffer was paying no attention to anyone 
else. From the starboard end of the bridge he was 
barking staccato Greek through the megaphone, his 
tones biting and urgent. The rest listened to the 
unknown words anxiously. Then Duffer turned and 
saluted Crinky.

“ Okay, sir,”  he said quietly. “ He’s bearing off for 
half an hour before he resumes course. Sorry to 
have butted in, sir.”

“ That’s all right, Duff,” said Crinky.
“ The thanks o f the ship, Ensign Holbrook,” said 

Captain Burton. “ You did just right to volunteer. 
Carry on, everybody. Sproule, get those marker 
buoys payed out again. Signal column ahead, full 
speed.”

He left the signal bridge for his own station just 
below them in the big glass navigation bridge. 
Wally and Duffer were left standing by while the 
busy Crinky got the cruiser column up to speed

he's keeping on under our stern!'

again. Burton had said nothing about the sus
pension, but Wally thought he saw an opening 
wedge in this incident of the Greek ship. At least 
it was an object lesson in the kind of junior signal 
officer they were letting go. Wally walked over 
to Crinky.

“ Crink, how about that race idea of Commander 
Dodson’s?”  Wally rumbled thickly. “ Isn’t there 
some way you can fix it so Duffer can run the 
signals on his own? Fleet maneuvers ought to 
give you some opportunity to let Duffer show him
self. And he’d do his stuff.”

Duffer was standing forlornly about, gazing at 
the various wireless and Ardois and blinker-light 
keys, the flag lockers and searchlights and sema
phore apparatus. He was like a man taking his 
last look at a home he loved. Crinky glanced at 
him covertly.

“ How can I, Wally? He’s suspended,” Crinky 
replied, and added regretfully. “ There’s going to 
be some snappy signal work, too, when we rejoin 
the fleet.”

“ We’ve got to pick up the fleet in this fog ,” 
Wally went on, “ and put ourselves on the star
board flank just five thousand yards off, with this 
guard ship exactly abreast of the Admiral’s dread
nought. Put all that up to Duff. . .”

“ I know,” said Crinky. “ While I go below and 
read a book! No chance!”

That night the San Antonio was a magnificent 
spectacle as she steamed onward through the fog. 
Broadsides of searchlight rays lit up the waters on 
both sides. Roving beams searched restlessly for 
merchant vessels. A ray pointing aloft cleft the 
fog bank like a banner. How thick it really was 
Wally could tell by those brilliant red pin points 
of the ships astern. They were powerful search
lights of two hundred and thirty volts and thous
ands o f candle power, but they looked like ciga
rette tips.

It was cold and clammy up here on the signal 
bridge. Wally was chilled to his marrow, but 
after a moment’s thought he decided to stay by 
the disconsolate Duffer. They stuck around, muf
fled in their raincoats.

Crinky was busier than ever. He hadn’t actu
ally ordered them to leave the bridge. He was 
under the keyboard hood most of the time, send
ing, receiving. He had contacted the fleet ahead 
and had their course and position. Down below 
on the navigator’s chart a line was growing out 
as the fleet steamed to meet the imaginary 
enemy. A second line, converging, was the 
cruiser column overtaking its own dreadnoughts.

It was all by latitude and longitude data, by 
course and distance run—the actual contact 
would be by eyesight and was a delicate thing. 
You could easily crash into one o f those battle 
columns with an error of a few seconds of 
longitude.

“ The fleet’s bearing is 347, sir.”
That announcement was coming at ten-minute 

intervals from the radio operator, who took it 
from his dial. Crinky acknowledged it and went 
on thumbing the battle signal book. He was the 
mouth and ears o f the ship.

“ Commander Whelan? Distance, please, sir,” 
they heard him calling down the voice tube to 
the navigator.

“ About twenty miles ahead now, Sproule.”
“ The fleet’s bearing is 347, sir,”  droned the 

radio operator.
“ Huh?”  Duffer husked into Wally’s ear. 

“ Wonder if  Crink realizes that means collision? 
I f the bearing doesn’t change, y ’know— ”

“ Sure, he’s wise,”  Wally rumbled. But he 
looked out anxiously into the brilliantly illumi
nated vapor over their port bow, for in that di
rection lay the fleet. It was angling across their 
bow. Very likely the cruisers would keep straight 
ahead until they were closer and then change 
course to parallel the dreadnoughts.

Crinky went on studying the signal book. On 
a pad he scribbled a sum in multiplication, evi
dently figuring the time it would take to close up 
the remaining distance. Then he rose and went 
toward the largest searchlight on the ship, a huge 
thing like a hogshead mounted above them on a 
platform of its own. It carried a five-hundred- 
volt current.

“ Cast off Number One’s cover, you men,”  he 
ordered his signal force.

He went up the ladder with them and presently 
a big bundle o f soggy canvas dropped on the 
bridge.

“The fleet’s bearing is 347, sir,”  sang out the 
radio operator.

Wally looked up with apprehension at the three 
ghostly figures up there overhauling the search
light gear. This was the (Continued on page 27)



20 August, 193 It

Published Monthly by

The Sprague Publications, Inc.
GRIFFITH OGDEN ELLIS, Editor.

ELMER P. GRIERSON, General Manager.

YOUTH'S C O M P A N IO N Founded
1827oy

GEORGE F. PIERROT, Managing Editor.
ESCA G. RODGER, Fiction Editor.

FRANKLIN M. RECK, Assistant Managing Editor. 
MARTIN A. KLAVER, Assistant Editor. 

MARK L. HAAS, Art Editor.

Friendly Talks With the Editor
Big Men

BIG MEN have one quality in common. That is 
the quality o f simplicity. Rarely do they 

waste time on any sort' o f show or pretense. They 
greet you informally, talk to the point, and say 
good-by in a courteous way. Only little men find 
it necessary to make a fuss about themselves. 
Which reminds us of an Abraham Lincoln story. 
The Civil War was tearing the country apart, and 
General George B. McClellan was in command of 
the Army of the Potomac. McClellan was on a 
rampage, and not at all averse to sassing the 
President. When one o f Lincoln’s indignant asso
ciates demanded that he discipline McClellan, 
Lincoln merely shrugged his shoulders, smiled 
tolerantly, and remarked: “ I’d hold McClellan’s 
horse for him, i f  that would help our cause.” 
Lincoln had no false pride, no pretense. He was 
a big man.

Science says that if the top and bottom- o f  the world 
weren’ t ice-capped, there could be no collision between 
moisture laden warm air from  lower latitudes and 
chill, moisture condensing air from  the regions of 
perpetual cold; rains would dwindle or cease, and 
Canada and the United States would becom e a great 
uninhabited desert.

Fishing for Tags

IF YOU drop your line in the ocean this summer, 
examine the fish you catch. Maybe one or two 

of them will wear tiny metal tags, numbered, and 
perhaps bearing the inscription “ U. S. B. F.”  If 
so, mail the tags to the U. S. Bureau o f Fisheries, 
Washington, D. C., together with the date and the 
place you caught the fish. Also write down the 
length o f the fish. Some of the tags carry com
plete directions for you. Government scientists 
are busy catching fish with hand lines. They meas
ure their length, clamp tags on their tails, and 
drop them back in the water. The operation re
quires less than fifteen seconds, so the fish don’t 
mind it especially. The government wants to 
know the migration habits of fish, so as to work 
out closed seasons that are really closed. Indi
vidual states can’t do it. No use for Connecticut 
to protect weakfish, for instance, i f  the weakfish 
should happen to like to spend their summers in 
Chesapeake Bay. You will be o f real service if 
you detach and mail your tags.

A cow normally has in its stomach fo o d  which amounts 
to from  14% to 18% ° f  its own total weight.

Stamps Saved Our President

WE WANT to pass along some interesting 
facts about stamps. According to Postmas

ter General Farley, 9,000,000 Americans are stamp 
collectors. They spend about $6,000,000 a year on 
their hobby. Nearly every public and private 
school in the United States has its stamp club. 
President Roosevelt is America’s Number 1 stamp 
collector. He started as a boy o f eight, and now 
owns about 25,000 stamps. They fill thirty al
bums. When he was struck down by infantile 
paralysis, the President turned to stamps for con
solation. “ I can almost say I owe my life to my 
hobbies— especially stamp collecting,” he has said. 
England brought out the first government issued 
postage stamps in 1840. Before that time letters

traveled C. 0. D. The postman had a bad time 
of it. The sender would write his message in code 
on the envelope. The receiver would glance at 
the envelope, decipher the code, and then refuse 
to accept or pay for the letter. The British gov
ernment invented stamps to stop this kind of 
panhandling.

It takes most batters longer, after hitting, to run the 
first twenty f e e t  toward first than it does to cover the 
final seventy fe e t  to  the bag.

Beetles Big as Elephants?

EVERYBODY likes the pseudo-science story, 
and authors are hard put to it to find new 

ideas for them. Hugely magnifying the insect, in 
order to provide fresh thrills for you, is one device 
that is popular with the harassed fiction writer. 
He imagines a spider as big as a garage and as 
mean-dispositioned as a weasel. He turns that 
spider loose in a city, and— well, you’ve read such 
stories. Of course you know that there aren’t any 
garage-size spiders. But why not? Science tells 
us that as long as a species is improving itself, 
from an evolutionary standpoint, it gets bigger. 
Then why shouldn’t a beetle, in the course of a 
few million years, grow as big as an elephant?

How You Let Science Service answer the 
Wear Your question. Men, say scientists, are 
Skeleton better equipped to grow bigger than 

are insects. Vertebrates (you are 
a vertebrate, because you have a backbone) wear 
their skeletons inside their bodies. If, through 
the ages, men develop more muscle and tissue, 
they also develop bigger skeletons to support them. 
Vertebrates, it seems, can be as big or little as

The bronze pup was whimpering and whining 
his complaint.

He hated so to sit stock-still as if he were a saint,
And never move a furry paw and never make a 

noise,
And never play and never romp nor taste a 

puppy’s joys—
Just sit and hold that silent pose upon his 

master’s papers,
And keep the crinkly documents from cutting 

naughty capers.

they please. A humming bird is a vertebrate. 
So is a whale. Growth, for vertebrates with 
skeletons inside, is a relatively easy matter.

The Turtle Insects, however —  the beetle is a 
for typical insect— wear their skeletons
Instance on the outside. The beetle’s muscles 

are inside him. That isn’t a favor
able arrangement, as far as growth is concerned. 
If he wants to get bigger, he must grow himself a 
bigger skeleton, or shell. I f  he does that, he must 
make it thicker and heavier, or it won’t be strong 
enough. But i f  it’s heavier, it makes him clumsy 
and slow—less able to earn his living. Look, for 
instance, at the turtle. He’s a vertebrate, but he 
disobeys the NRA code for vertebrates by using 
his skeleton as an overcoat. And what happens? 
In order to get it strong enough, he’s had to make 
his shell so heavy that he can barely walk. The 
armadillo is another vertebrate with an outdoor 
skeleton. He’s awkward, too. Indeed, the bigger 
species of armadillo have already become extinct. 
So read about spiders as big as garages. Dream 
about them, i f  you like that sort of thing. But 
don’t expect to meet one. Nature doesn’t operate 
that way.

Americans are supervising the laying o f  a 1,200-mile 
pipe line that will bring oil from  Iraq to Haifa, on  the 
Mediterranean coast.

Murder With a Steering Wheel

IN THIS country last year 29,900 persons were 
killed in automobile accidents and 850,700 were 

injured. Two-thirds of this tremendous number 
were due in some degree to careless driving. Con
sider, for instance, the rate o f death per number 
of accidents. It’s 28 per cent greater than the 
average when you drive too fast. It’s 6 per cent 
greater when you drive on the wrong side o f the 
road. It’s 58% greater when you drive off road
ways. It’s nearly 37% greater when your driving, 
for any reason, deserves to be called “ reckless.”  
Reckless driving is bad. So, apparently, is reck
less walking. Strolling down a country highway 
with your back to the traffic is terribly dangerous. 
Whether driving or walking, play safe.

It took 176 years to  build St. Peter’ s cathedral in 
Rom e; the Empire State building, calling on  1,500 
separate industries, was erected in one year.

What the President Wants

AS CONDITIONS improve, we hear more com
plaints about the NRA. It’s human nature 

for business, having gone hungry for several 
years, to want to earn money quickly. It’s human 
nature for labor, which is sick o f bread lines, to 
want bigger wages in a hurry. Both business and 
labor, therefore, are inclined to chafe at govern
mental restrictions. Don’t  forget, however, that 
President Roosevelt wants more than a temporary 
cure. He wants to take permanent precautions 
against depressions—by controlling production, by 
dividing up the work, even i f  shorter hours are 
necessary, by insurance or other provision against 
unemployment. All o f these objectives require 
cooperation, patience, and a certain amount of 
sacrifice. But the President’s goal is worth striv
ing for.
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Warring Medicines

James W illard 
Schultz

Illustrated by STOCKTON MULFORD

The Preceding Chapters

TO ME, a young white trader, my Indian friends’ 
belief in a Cree medicine charm was amazing. 
But Flying Woman, the slim Blackfeet girl I 

loved, was terribly sure o f its power!
This was in the summer o f 1881, that troubled 

summer when war between Crees and Blackfeet was 
a constant threat. Joseph Kipp, my trading post 
partner, and Eli Guardipe, our hunter, and I were do
ing our utmost to ward off war when the young Cree 
called Short Bow plunged us into fresh danger with his 
sudden; overpowering desire to win Flying Woman.

He persisted in wooing her, and ruthlessly stole 
an end of her braided hair to use in making a love 
charm. Against her will, the charm drew her, made 
her want to go to him!

Sahtaki, her mother, was almost beside herself. 
Then Flying Woman’s father was killed in a raid, 
and the distraught Sahtaki left our Blackfeet camp 
and, escorted by Eli and me, took Flying Woman to 
the Kutenai camp, to the lodge o f her brother Red 
Horn, a leading chief, and their wise old mother, 
Frog Woman.

But in the night Flying Woman fled from the 
lodge!

We woke to find her gone. Had Short Bow come 
for her? Though I myself did not believe she had 
gone with him, I went with Red Horn and two o f 
his cousins and Eli to the Cree camp to see what we 
could learn.

Not there, Flying Woman. Had not been there, the 
Cree chief Big Bear declared; nor did he think Short 
Bow had taken her from us.

I listened to him and wondered, my restless fingers 
twisting the queer necklace of grizzly bear claws that 
old Frog Woman had made me wear to help in our 
hunt.

At last we rode away, all o f us doubting, wonder
ing. One thing was sure: we must return to our 
camp and organize a party to search the wilderness 
for Flying Woman, hopeless though the task seemed.

We started back but ran into a buffalo herd and 
stopped to make a killing, for our big camp always 
needed meat. Soon we had brought down thirteen 
fine, fat animals, and we began butchering them, 
four o f us working close together but Rising Eagle, 
one o f Red Horn’s cousins, starting work on a cow 
that had run some distance beyond the others.

Suddenly, with fierce shouting, a big war party 
burst from the timber. Four o f the riders headed 
for Rising Eagle and the rest, twenty or more, rode 
down on us. How fast they came on, savagely, re
lentlessly !

Chapter Six

SIOUX they were, either Assiniboin or Yankton- 
nais, as we instantly knew by their long-tailed 

war bonnets. Eli and I sprang up, seized our rifles, 
ran to our horses and, mounting, rode as fast as we 
could toward Red Horn and Many Wolves—they com
ing likewise toward us. It was always the one thing

Red Horn sprang from, his horse, 
knelt and examined the f o o t 
prints, said a t last: “ Made only 

this morning, m y friends l ”

to do when so surprised: to get together for  defense. 
We met, dismounted, tethered our horses to clumps 
o f sagebrush, ran a little way from them and 
crouched down in a row in the none too high brush. 
And had no more than done so when the party split, 
to shoot at us as they passed on either side.

Said Eli hurriedly to Red Horn: “ You and Many 
Wolves shoot at the party on the right.”

Red Horn nodded, signed, “ Yes.”  Kept on praying; 
begging Sun to help us survive this attack; vowing 
to give in return for his protection a sacred lodge.

Myself, I was angry, and at the same time mighty 
anxious. I muttered to myself in Blackfeet: “ Take 
courage! Take courage! Shoot with careful aim!”

And then we were shooting at the swiftly passing 
enemy, and they at us!

Eli’s first shot tumbled a man from his horse. But 
I fired three times without apparent result; my 
fourth shot, however, brought down a rider o f huge 
proportions. I yelled, and fired at another, one o f the 
tail end of the party; failed to hit him but killed his 
horse. As the animal fell, the rider landed upon his 
feet running. But a shot from Eli brought him 
down before I could again aim my rifle.

At that moment Many Wolves gave a yelp, dropped 
his carbine, and clutched his left shoulder, badly 
shattered by an enemy bullet. And then the two 
parties swept on and came together, and we kept 
shooting at them until they were out o f range.

As we paused, we saw the four who had turned 
off to attack Rising Eagle. They were riding back 
toward the main party, and one o f  them was lead
ing our companion’s horse! Only too well we knew 
that the end had come for him.



22 T he A merican B oy—Y outh ’s C ompanion August, 193 U

Riding into the Blood camp, we shouted: “ Coming near is a party o f  Cutthroats! Seise your weapons, mount your horses—hurry! ”

“ Gone! Gone, my cousin,”  Red Horn mourned.
We stood watching the enemy, who had halted a 

half mile away and were apparently arguing as to 
what to do next. They presently turned and rode 
slowly to the ridge and onto its timbered slope. But 
not to abandon us; no hope o f that. We had wiped 
out five of their number. What wouldn’t they do to 
us when night came!

We were not long in deciding that we weren’t go
ing to be there then. Sun was still high; perhaps 
we could get back to the big camp before it set. The 
enemy would trail us, but we could again stand them 
off should they come too near. Or could try to stand 
them off.

Many Wolves’ shoulder was bleeding badly. Eli 
and I sacrificed our shirt tails and I bandaged it with 
them, after sprinkling the gaping wound with tobacco.

We then made the round of our kills to take their 
weapons, and so doing, came to one o f the horses 
we had killed. It was a pinto, and at sight o f it 
Red Horn and Many Wolves clapped hands to mouths 
in surprise. It was, they declared, no other than 
Flying Woman’s favorite horse, the one upon which 
she had fled! They pointed to its very peculiar 
markings: on its white right hip was a triangle of 
black, and its right eye was surrounded with a black 
disk, the remainder o f its head pure white. Eli, also, 
was sure that it was-her horse.

What, then, o f the girl? Had the war party killed 
her? Short Bow too? Or had the horse in some 
way got away from her, and then been picked up 
by them? I still believed that Flying Woman had 
left camp alone. In that case, even i f  she had 
escaped discovery by the war party, she was now 
in a desperate situation— afoot, thirsty and hungry 
and afraid, in danger from many sources.

And what could I do about it? Where go in search 
o f her? To find a lone wanderer in that great coun
try o f plains and mountains and river bad lands 
would be an almost hopeless undertaking.

Moreover, the coming night might be our last. 
What would become o f Flying Woman i f  we were 
overtaken by the treacherous darkness— wiped out 
by the enemy before we could make the big camp?

“ Let’s get moving,”  I said to Eli, in a torment of 
impatience to be off.

As we were hurriedly preparing to leave, there

came out from the timbered slope o f the ridge, right 
at the point where the Sioux war party had emerged 
to charge us, a lone horse. It saw our animals and 
came on at a run, nickering shrilly. It was a gray, 
sore-backed and thin. Undoubtedly the horse 
abandoned by the Sioux who had taken Flying 
Woman’s horse. And more than ever I was con
vinced that she was alone, for had Short Bow been 
with her, there would have been two strays instead 
o f one.

“ We must, we must go in search of her,”  I mut
tered to Eli.

“ But first we must get away,” he returned grimly.
In silence, then, we mounted our horses and started 

for camp, passing the fat cows that we had so use
lessly killed, and going on to where Rising Eagle 
lay. Well I knew what a ghastly sight he must be, 
scalped, his body horribly mutilated. I kept my eyes 
away from it.

Red Horn piled some sagebrush upon the body and 
said that his woman folks would come for it on the 
morrow. Many Wolves was talking to him bitterly; 
accusing him, Red Horn said, of being the cause of 
all this. Had he not insisted upon the search for 
the crazy girl—not worth looking for— Rising Eagle 
would right then be sitting happily in his lodge, 
Many Wolves said woefully, and he himself would 
not be suffering from a wounded shoulder.

I wanted to speak in defense o f Flying Woman. 
Hot words rushed to my lips. But I bit them back. 
What was the use in speaking them? We rode away.

As we had expected, our enemies were soon upon 
our trail. But they made no attempt to overtake 
us; they were not going to attack us at once as I 
had feared they might— they were waiting for the 
coming o f night. And always they circled off when
ever we climbed a ridge, lest we should be lying in 
wait for them upon its summit. The persistence 
with which they followed assured us that they had 
no knowledge of the nearness of our camps.

Said Red Horn at last: “ Our horses are undoubt
edly much fresher, far stronger, than theirs. So 
this, presently, we will do. Ride on as fast as our 
horses can carry us; on and on without sparing 
them; and so cause the enemy to think that we are 
trying to lose them before the coming of night. Thus 
may we entice them so near to our camps that when

we call out all our fighters they can not possibly 
escape; ended will be the trail of every one of them.”

A good plan, we thought. Hope rose higher in me; 
I began to feel sure that I should live to search for 
Flying Woman.

One thing might spoil Red Horn’s plan for wiping 
out the enemy. They might discover some of our 
hunters returning late to camp with the meat of 
their kills; that w’ould apprise them that they had 
come into truly dangerous country, and they would 
lose no time in leaving it.

Sun was less than an hour high when, about four 
miles from our camps, we began our burst of speed. 
Luckily, not one belated hunter had been sighted. 
Our horses were fresher than we had thought; they 
became excited, thinking that we were racing them. 
Our trailers, all unsuspecting, came on as fast as 
they could, but we left them farther and farther be
hind. They were not even in sight when we crossed 
the last o f the pine ridges and turned down into the 
valley of our camps.

Many Wolves went straight on to arouse the 
Kutenai men, and Red Horn, Eli, and I entered the 
Blood camp, Red Horn shouting:

“ Coming near is a party of Cutthroats! We must 
wipe them out! Seize your weapons, mount your 
horses; hurry, I will lead you to them!”

At once, men came rushing from their lodges, 
shouting to one another as they ran to their fast 
buffalo horses, tethered close by for safety during 
the night. As we neared Running Rabbit’s lodge, 
he stood outside it, shouting to the members o f the 
Horns society to gather before his lodge. A youth was 
saddling his horse; his women standing by with his 
rifle and cartridge belt, holding out his war bonnet 
and war shirt for him to don. Excited women and 
children were everywhere scurrying about, chatter
ing, screeching, bawling. Within ten minutes the 
Kutenai men arrived to join the Bloods, and they 
were ready to start out.

Eli and I, tired and hungry, did not want to go; 
but we could not afford to have our bravery ques
tioned, and rode with Running Rabbit at the head 
of his Horns men. Close on our left, as we climbed 
the valley slope, was Red Horn in the lead o f his 
Kutenai warriors.

Running Rabbit had sent one o f his sons up to the
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rim o f the plain to watch for the war party. The 
boy met us when we were nearly to the top, and said 
that they were coming across the plain, were half
way from the pine ridge to its rim.

A few minutes later we all were spread out in a 
long line, peering out at them from the screen of 
brush along the edge of the plain. They were rid
ing slowly, their horses sometimes trotting, again 
wearily loping a little way; and they were coming on 
all unsuspicious o f what was awaiting them. Run
ning Rabbit said that none was to move until he gave 
the word, and the order went from one to another to 
the ends o f our line.

Nearer, ever nearer the party came, but not until 
we could hear the smacking of their quirts upon 
their jaded horses’ flanks did Running Rabbit shout: 
“ Tuhkwo!"

Singing, shouting Blackfeet and Kutenai war 
cries, our long line o f fighters dashed up over the 
rim and out at the enemy. The oncoming riders did 
not fight; they fled. With what dismay, what terror, 
what hopelessness they wheeled about and made off 
upon their tired horses I could well imagine. Not 
one of them tried to face us and sell his life dearly; 
they fled like buffalo before a charge o f huntets and 
like buffalo died, shot, some o f them, others brained 
with war clubs.

Within five minutes the last one of the party was 
killed, and as the scalping and mutilation o f their 
bodies was begun, Eli and I were quick to turn 
away. We two rode soberly back to camp. At its 
edge we were besieged by the gathered women and 
old men for news of the fight. There had been no 
fight, we told them. The Cutthroats had not fired 
a single shot, had all of them been killed as they fled; 
there had been twenty-four o f them. With what 
shrill, triumphant war cries the women gave vent to 
their relief, their joy in the success o f  their loved 
ones. But one old man quavered:

“ Too bad. Too bad. They should have let one 
of them escape. Never now will their relatives learn 
o f their end, never will they know that our brave 
Blood and Kutenai fighters killed them.”

We unsaddled, and hobbled our horses before Run
ning Rabbit’s lodge, went inside, rebuilt the dying 
fire, and stretched out upon the couch allotted us for 
a much needed rest. But that was not to be. Back 
down the valley slope came our men, singing the 
victory song and waving scalps and captured weap
ons, and the women rushed to meet them, each shout
ing the name o f her loved one, praising him for 
his bravery and success against the hated Cutthroats. 
And then what feasting and smoking there was in 
every lodge. Until a late hour our lodge was crowded 
with visitors, each eager to tell just what he had 
done, what accomplished in the rout o f the enemy.

But in all the talk none mentioned Flying Woman. 
I at last spoke of her, tried to get the circle’s views 
as to what could be done for her, but they were not 
interested. What mattered a mere girl compared 
with the telling and retelling of their wiping out of 
the Cutthroats?

It was near midnight and the visitors were leaving 
when a messenger came from Red Horn with word 
that Frog Woman wished to talk with me. I replied 
that I was too tired to go to his lodge; that I would 
see her in the morning.

But in the morning I was feeling decidedly under 
the weather; something that I had eaten had disa
greed with me. I got up, however, and went over 
to Red Horn’s lodge, where Frog Woman and Sah- 
taki awaited my coming. When I had dressed, I had 
not neglected to put on the old medicine woman’s 
heavy necklace, and now pointing to it, Frog Woman 
said, Sahtaki interpreting:

“ You wore it yesterday; so of course the bullets 
o f the Cutthroats failed to hit you.”

“ Yes, they passed me by.”
“ And you killed one o f the enemy. That necklace 

is not only a protector; it aids its wearer to make 
his enemies cry.”

Then she went on: “ I sent for you last night be
cause o f a vision that was given me in answer to my 
prayers. Yes. In the afternoon I prayed to my 
sacred medicine, asked for help; and then slept. I 
heard crying. Faint, far-off crying o f one in trouble. 
I looked and looked, in every direction. After a 
time I saw the crying one, indistinctly, just a shadow 
at first, then more plainly. My son, the crying one 
was Flying Woman; she was walking slowly, pausing 
often to look this way and that way, and constantly 
crying. And then I awoke, my vision ended. But 
it gave me to know that my granddaughter did not 
run off with that nothing Cree; to know that she is 
alone, on foot, without food; therefore in great 
danger. So is it that I want you and your friend, 
Takes Gun First, to go again with my son Red 
Horn in search of her. For now, with Rising Eagle 
dead, and Many Wolves badly wounded, no others of 
our camp will go with him in further search of her.

They say she brings misfortune to all who seek to 
help her.”

Said I: “ It is my sad thought this morning that 
it will be useless to look further for her. The Cut
throat’s war party had her horse; they probably 
killed her.”

Red Horn, sitting across from me, shook his head: 
“ No. She is alive. My mother’s visions are power
ful; that which they reveal to her proves always to 
be true,”  he said. And after a moment of thought: 
“ I let her send for you, talk to you, because I was 
ashamed. These Kutenai! Refusing to do that I 
asked o f them! I was ashamed to ask your further 
help.”

“ You should have known that I will go with you, 
and so will Takes Gun First,”  I answered. “ But I 
am sick this morning; my insides are all upset. 
Wait a little time, until midday, for me to recover, 
and we will go.”

“ Yes,” he answered, smiling relievedly.
As I left the lodge, I saw Rising Eagle’s mourning 

relatives starting out to recover what was left o f his 
body and bury it. Going on back to Running Rab
bit’s lodge, I told Eli— Takes Gun First—that we 
were again to go with Red Horn in quest of Flying 
Woman.

He nodded and said soberly: “ I do hope that she 
escaped the war party, and that we may find her 
alive and unharmed.”

Said Running Rabbit’s sits-beside-him woman: 
“ You two, you will but waste your time looking for 
that girl, for when you find her she will be with her 
worthless Cree lover, and she will tell you to turn 
right around and go back whence you came.”

The good woman then gave me a pinch o f a dried 
and powdered growth, 
a toadstool - like fun
gus attached to pine 
trees, and I mixed it 
'with water, drank it, 
and retired to a shady 
bank of the creek to 
await its healing ef
fect.

While still resting, dozing—near noon it was— I 
heard the singing of greeting songs that meant the 
arrival of important personages. I returned to camp 
just in time to see Running Rabbit and his leading 
men meet Crow Foot with an escort of Blackfeet 
braves, Riel with Dumont and others o f the Red 
Rivers, Big Bear and some o f his Crees. And lo! 
one o f them was Short Bow!

Eli, close beside me, exclaimed: “ The gall of him, 
that Short Bow, to show up here!”

“ I ’m glad that he has; it proves that he knows 
nothing of Flying Woman’s flight,” I said.

Truly, as Eli said, Short Bow had gall, plenty of 
it. There he sat upon his horse, calm, unconcerned, 
his sweeping look around taking in Eli and me un
interestedly, as if  we were perfect strangers to him.

The visitors dismounted and Running Rabbit and 
Crow Foot embraced and kissed one another; then 
Running Rabbit shook hands with Riel and Dumont; 
kissed and embraced Big Bear; and invited them all 
to his lodge. Riel came over and shook hands with 
Eli and me, and volunteered the information that 
the gathering was in answer to his request; he was 
going to make one last and strenuous effort to induce 
the Blackfeet tribes to join him, his Red Rivers, and 
the Crees in waging war against their Canadian op
pressors.

We did not tell him that he was but wasting his 
time; that Crow Foot and Running Rabbit were firm
ly decided to remain at peace with the Red Coats.

I asked Riel what he could tell us o f Short Bow’s 
whereabouts during the past few days. He replied 
that he knew nothing more than that he had come 
with Big Bear to his camp the previous evening, as 
had Crow Foot and his followers, and there remained 

for the night.
Then we were filing into 

Running Rabbit’s lodge: Riel 
and Crow Foot and Big Bear 
and their more important fol
lowers; Short Bow and like 
youngsters remaining outside 
as there would not be room 
for them within.

Eli and I, intending soon to 
be upon our way with Red 
Horn, seated ourselves near 
the doorway, he next to a 
jolly old Cree, one Skunk Cap

We snatched up the 
moccasins—yes, their 
b e a d ic o r k  w a s  o f  

Cutthroat design!
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by name; and during the general conversation while 
Running Rabbit was filling his ceremonial pipe, Eli 
got from the old fellow the information that we 
wanted: Short Bow during his two days’ absence 
from camp had, with two o f his friends, been to a 
rival trader at the mouth of the Judith, and from 
him obtained a generous amount o f ammunition and 
other necessities, promising to pay him later with 
beaver skins.

That did settle it; Short Bow had had no part in 
the flight o f Plying Woman. Running Rabbit had 
at last filled his pipe, passed it to Crow Foot to 
light, and was saying:

“ My friends, before we begin this conference, I 
must tell you what we and our Kutenai friends did 
yesterday: Wiped out a war party o f Cutthroats, all 
o f them— ”

I nudged Eli, signed to him, “ Let us go,” and we 
arose and slipped from the lodge.

In the crowd before the lodge were Short Bow 
and several other Crees, sitting and sign-talking 
with some o f the Blood youths. Short Bow looked 
up at us as we appeared and quickly looked another 
way, pretending that he did not see us. Well we 
knew that he would draw from the friendly Bloods 
all that could be told of the disappearance o f Flying 
Woman, and our attempt to find her. Without doubt 
he had been told of our inquiries for him in the Cree 
camp, and would now have a good laugh as he 
realized our suspicions of him.

Running Rabbit’s herder had brought in our 
horses and saddled them. We rode over to the 
Kutenai camp, where Red Horn awaited us. He said 
that Big Bear had invited him to attend the council 
in the Blood camp, but he was not interested.

Frog Woman and Sahtaki had prepared pouches 
o f food, enough to last us several days: dried and 
smoked buffalo tongues, meat, and back fat; roasted 
camas bulbs. Tearfully, with muttered prayers and 
trembling fingers, they tied the pouches to our sad
dles, urging us to do our utmost to find poor, des
perate, exhausted Flying Woman.

Then we were off upon our quest, a most hopeless 
one, I feared.

Chapter Seven

TO RIDE here and there in search of a lone girl 
in that vast, wild country seemed a desperately 

futile thing to do. We had but one slim chance of 
finding Flying Woman, or her dead body, and that 
was to back trail the war party that we had exter
minated, and try to determine where they had come 
upon her horse, and perhaps her too. Such trailing 
in itself was not easy. Though the war party had 
numbered twenty-seven riders, even that many 
horses left little trace o f their passing in the short, 
dense, springy buffalo grass of the Upper Missouri 
plains.

Proceeding at a fair pace, we arrived upon the 
scene o f our buffalo run and the Cutthroats’ attack 
upon us just as Rising Eagle’s mourning relatives 
were gathering stones and piling them upon his 
mutilated body, which they had wrapped in many a 
robe and blanket. It was a somber scene. And our 
killings of buffalo made a gruesome background, 
their bodies now swelled to enormous size by the hot 
sun, their stiffened legs pointing upward into the 
blue.

We paused for a little with the burial party, gave 
them a few words of sympathy, and then went 
directly to the timbered slope o f the ridge from 
which the Cutthroats had emerged to attack us. And 
there in the soft, black earth, almost bare save for 
a scattering o f dead pine needles, were the tracks 
of their horses. We followed them to the summit of 
the ridge, and then northward along it to a point 
from which their riders had evidently discovered us 
crossing the plain. There they had dismounted and 
donned their war bonnets; for we saw little circles 
of trampled-up earth where their horses had been 
tethered, and here and there were the bits o f feath
ers, eagle down, red trade cloth, and ermine skin 
that fluff from war bonnets every time they are 
drawn from the cylindrical parfleche cases in which 
they are carried.

And still we back trailed them northward along 
the crest of the ridge; for a mile; two miles; then 
down its east slope at a northeast slant to the plain 
and its thick grasses; and there lost the tracks. But 
the party had gone southwesterly up the ridge; so 
we went on northeast across the mile-wide plain to 
the next ridge. At its foot, we again found the trail, 
but still no least sign o f the Cutthroats’ having come 
upon Flying Woman or her horse.

At the top o f this second ridge we looked down 
upon the dark, forbidding breaks—the bad lands— 
o f the Missouri, three or four miles away. We be
lieved that the Cutthroats had crossed the river, for 
they had of course come from their Fort Peck Indian 
reservation, on its north side. But how, then, could

they have come upon Flying Woman? For she had 
gone from us to seek Short Bow, in the Cree camp 
on Crooked Creek, and would not have turned 
directly off her course to wander down into the for
bidding bad lands. There was a puzzler!

We got down from our horses and talked and 
talked about it, hazarding this and that solution, 
until Red Horn at last said: “ No more talk. We 
must go on with our back trailing o f the dog-faces, 
for that is our only chance to succeed in this which 
we set out to do.”

But when we had back traced their southwest 
ascent of the ridge and were out upon the plain, we

again lost the trail, and circled and circled for it in 
vain. From the summit o f the ridge, however, we 
had determined where they must have left the river 
breaks and come out upon the plain, and thither we 
rode at a fast lope, but only to intercept a great 
herd of buffalo coming up from the water. They 
surged off to pass upon our right and left, and so 
obliterated all traces o f the war party’s trail.

Sun was near setting, the deep wide gash o f the 
river already darkening with the shadows o f  night; 
there was nothing for us to do but go down to it 
and wait for morning. We struck into a deep-worn 
buffalo trail running down one o f the steep, gnarled 
pine-grown ridges o f the long slope, and at last 
reached the river bottom.

It was there a half mile long; the inner part o f it 
open grass land; the balance a deep grove of cotton
woods and willows extending out to the shore of the 
river. Near the edge of the grove, a big grizzly 
bear was feeding upon the carcass o f a buffalo, and 
a little way out from it, three coyotes were enviously 
watching him. The slight evening breeze was from 
us to them and, suddenly getting our man and horse

odor, they fled. The buffalo, a big cow, had been 
skinned, and its hump, tongue, hind legs, and ribs 
were missing. The condition of its eyes indicated 
that it had been killed at least three days back; 
killed by the Cutthroats, we surmised.

We pushed on through the grove to the river, and 
upon its shore found innumerable horse tracks and 
the imprints o f many moccasined feet. Then, having 
watered our horses and quenched our own thirst, we 
turned back into the timber, a little farther down
stream, and there came upon a newly constructed 
war lodge. It was made o f poles, pieces of bark 
from dead cottonwoods, cuttings of willow brush and 
buck brush— a lodge such as all war parties built in 
order to screen the blaze of their cooking fires from 
any possible enemies.

We decided to take possession o f it for the night, 
and after we had unsaddled our horses and hobbled 
them, we went in with our various belongings.

There was a very thick layer o f ashes in the fire
place, and near it were several worn-out moccasins. 
We snatched them up— yes, their bead work was of 
Cutthroat design! Proof enough that here had 
feasted, and planned, and slept their last sleep on 
this earth, the war party that we had completely 
exterminated.

We went out and gathered some wood, started a 
small blaze in the fireplace, and ate a lot o f our 
choice food.

Later, as we sat on, Red Horn remarked that some 
o f the tracks upon the shore had seemed to him 
older than others. Older by one day o f Sun’s heat 
upon them. This indicated that the Cutthroats had 
occupied their fire-hiding lodge not one but two 
nights.

“ Then they must have used the day between their 
two nights here in riding out upon discovery, and so 
perhaps have come upon Flying Woman,” said I, to 
which the others nodded agreement.

We were tired, sleepy. Red Horn said that after 
all, he could not bear even the thought o f sleeping 
in there, upon the very ground where had slept the 
Cutthroats whose bodies were now rotting up there 
on the plain near It-Crushed-Them Creek. He urged 
that we bed down outside; and that we did; in the 
edge o f the grove, a few feet from the shore o f the 
river. And I lay and listened to its hollow murmur, 
and pondered upon what we should do.

It mattered not to us now where the Cutthroats 
had crossed the river; it was from this point o f their 
wandering that they had gone out and come upon 
Flying Woman, or anyhow upon her horse. It was 
now our task to try to determine where they had 
ridden, where scouted, and so perhaps find the girl, 
or what was left of her starved body.

I could not believe that the Cutthroats had seized 
her. None o f their war party had had in his pos
session any o f her beautiful belongings with which 
she had fled: her ceremonial gown of buckskin pro
fusely trimmed with elk tushes, a mirror, comb, 
paints, complete sewing outfit, and almost new 
Hudson’s Bay Company three-point, white blanket. 
Any warrior would have eagerly seized these things, 
kept them to give to his women or sweethearts at 
home. No, at least the Cutthroats had not captured 
Flying Woman. I fell asleep somewhat eased by 
the thought.

The next morning Eli and Red Horn agreed with 
my reasoning, which I set forth as, with the first 
light o f the new day, we got up and bathed. We ate 
more o f our choice food, watered and saddled our 
horses, and were off.

Riding to the upper end of the bottom, we turned 
down it, following the foot o f the long slope up to 
the plain, and looking for an outgoing trail o f the 
Cutthroats. When about halfway down the bottom 
we came to a trail up which a number of horses had 
gone. Its deep dry dust prevented our determining 
the age o f the tracks, but they were quite recent, 
not at all wind blown; and, too, the droppings of the 
horses held their original color, were not bleached 
by the sun.

Eli proposed that we take to the trail, but I urged 
that we examine the rest of the trails leading out 
from the bottom, and Red Horn sided with me. Lo! 
in the very last one o f them, at the extreme end of 
the bottom, were more horse tracks. This discovery 
strengthened our belief that the Cutthroats had 
twice slept in and around their war lodge, and twice 
gone from it out upon the plain.

We followed this trail up onto the plain, where it 
soon disappeared, leaving us to think out our next 
move. We were well north of the direct route from 
the Blood camp to that of the Crees, but we rea
soned that Flying Woman, fearing pursuit by some 
o f us, had doubtless circled widely from it anyhow, 
most likely up here to the north, where she would 
have the cover of the timbered ridges. It was upon 
these ridges and between them that we should spend 
our time, Eli and I both said. ( Continued on page )
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Build a Darmstadt 
Konsul 
Glider

M errill Hamburg

H ere’s an Eight-Foot Soaring Glider That Will Ride 
the Air Currents Like a Man-Carrying Ship!

HEN the Allies, after the World War, lim
ited the number of powered airplanes Ger
many could have, the Germans turned to 

gliders. They became the leading glider experts of 
the world, and the Darmstadt Konsul, reproduced 
here for your fun, is one o f their most successful 
designs. Build this glider and watch it ride the air 
currents!

Perhaps you’ve wondered how man-carrying glid
ers can stay in the air for hours at a time. The 
answer is that they’re supported by rising air cur
rents. Wind blowing up the side o f a hill, a breeze 
blowing off a lake and hitting the warmer ground, 
air coming off a wooded section to a barren stretch— 
these are some o f the conditions that send up col
umns o f air and help the glider to stay aloft.

Before you construct the Konsul, study the draw
ings and photos. Then, on long sheets of wrapping 
paper— your grocer will 
oblige —  lay out full- 
size drawings o f all 
parts. Build the glider 
o v e r  these drawings 
and you’ll be sure of 
an accurate job. Here’s 
the material y o u ’ l l  
need:

8 3 /1 6 "x 3 /1 6 "x 30" 
balsa for fuselage long
erons; 5 3/32"x2xl2" 
balsa strips for fuse
la g e  b u lk h e a d s  ; 1 
l ^ " x l % " x 2 % "  balsa 
nose block; 1 1/I6"x3"- 
x l8" balsa for cowling;
1 % "x l 7s "x8" w in g  
mounting block; 1 
x2"xl2" balsa for skid;
6 -%"x% "x 12" b a ls a  
f o r  em pen n a ge o u t 
l i n e ;  3 % "x % "x l2 " 
balsa for empennage 
spars; 1 *4 "x 4  "x2 "
fuselage rudder post;
4 1/I6"x2"xl2" balsa 
for empennage ribs; 1 
1 /I6 "x% "x l2 " bamboo 
for skid cap strip; 1 
6" piece of .030 music 
wire f o r  la u n c h in g  
hook and ring; 1 5/16"- 
x5/16"x44" balsa for 
wing leading edge; 4 
5/16" x  5/16" x  18" for 
leading edges; 1 % "x- 
3/16"x44" b a ls a  f o r  
trailing edge; 2 5/32"- 
x% "x26" b a ls a  f o r  
trailing edges; 4 % "x- 
3/16"x44" balsa wing 
spars; 8 %"x3/16"x30" 
balsa wing spars; 24 
1/I6"x2"xl2" balsa rib 
stock; 1 J,4"xl8" birch

dowel; 4 rk "  aluminum tubing 2" long; 1 large tube 
of cement; 1 2-oz. can of banana oil; 6 sheets of 
Japanese tissue.

The fuselage bulkheads are numbered from one to 
ten, starting at the nose and ending at the rear. 
The table given below shows the over-all dimensions 
of the bulkheads. • These are drawn by combining 
two true arcs in the rectangles whose ends are equal 
to the dimensions given in the column headed “ plan 
view,”  and whose sides are equal to the dimensions 
given in the column headed “ side view.”

FUSELAGE DIMENSIONS
NUMBER SIDE VIEW PLAN VIEW NUMBER SIDE VIEW PUN VIEW

1 2 Vs" 1% " 6 5%" 3 Vs"
2 4" 2% " 7 5%" 2% "
3 4% " 3% " 8 4% " 2 Vs"
4 5% " 3%" 9 3%" W
5 5 Ms" 3% " 10 3% " 3/i"

The drawing shows how the arcs are drawn 
through the points A, B, C, and D. The centers for 
the arcs fall on the center line C-D. The inner arc 
is % " from the outer arc.

Since the bulkheads are so large it is best to 
cement up four pieces of balsa to form a flat piece 
from which to cut the bulkhead. The drawing shows 
how the four pieces can be lapped over one another 
and cut with a razor blade to obtain a close, tight 
joint.

The upper edge o f the fuselage from bulkheads 
No. 4 to No. 10 forms a straight line. In order to 
hold the bulkheads in their correct position while the 
longerons are bent around them and cemented into 
place, build the fuselage jig  shown in the drawing. 
Use a piece o f white pine 1/6"x3"x32" for the body 
o f the jig. Draw the bottom curve o f the fuselage 
on the side of this board, lay out and saw perpen

dicular slots at the lo
cation o f each bulk
head. Then saw the 
board away above the 
curve, leaving 1k "  of 
stock to hold the bulk
heads. (See the draw
ing.) A jig  saw is 
ideal for this operation.

Set up the bulkheads 
in their respective slots 
and test the jig  for ac
curacy by bending a 
small stick along the 
top. I f  the upper sur
face from No. 4 back 
d o e s  n o t  f o r m  a 
straight line or i f  there 
are bumps in the curve 
o f the fuselage, check 
the slots and bulkheads 
for accuracy.

With a razor blade 
cut the 3/16" slot in 
the top o f bulkheads 
4 to 10, and cement the 
top longerons in place. 
Place bulkheads 1, 2, 
and 3 in the jig. Lay 
out the side slots and 
cement the longerons 
in place. Leave the 
fuselage in the jig  un
til the cement is thor
oughly dry.

Cut the nose piece 
from a balsa block, 
1 % " x 2 % " x 1 V ,"  to the 
shape shown, and carve 
out the inside to a thin 
shell Vs" thick.

Take the fuselage 
from the jig  and ce
ment the bottom long
eron in place. Cement 
(Continued on page 37)
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Ofut W

Y o u ’ v e  read how  M ah om et, when he 
fou n d  th at the m ountain  w ou ld n ’ t com e 

to  h im , m ade his fa m ou s  rem ark, “ I f  the 
m ountain  w ill n o t  com e to  M ah om et, 
M ah om et w ill go  to  the m ou n ta in .”

H e w en t. S o  d id  the 
Coaster Brakes. I t  was 
t h is  w a y .  C o a s t e r  
Brakes had been  im 
proved  from  tim e to  
tim e — and  N ew  D e
parture had pioneered 
those im p r o v e m e n ts . 
B u t, N ew  D eparture 

I T V  I I  engineers believed  that
/  I L l / I . ^ L  C oaster B rakes could
* 1__l I b e  m ade even  better.

So a  ca m p  was es
tablished o n  H artland 
M ou n ta in , in C on n ect

icu t — scientific instrum ents w ere loaded 
in to  cars — and testers sped  d ow n  th e  steep 
grades, ap p ly in g  su dden  back  pressure to  
see w hat happened.

A n d  lots  o f  things 
“  happened .”  Steels 
were fou n d  to  b e  to o  
“ so ft.”  T h ere was n ot 
sufficient braking disc 
s u r f a c e . B r a k e s  
“ froze .”  P arts were 
shattered. A ll brakes 
were fou n d  t o  b e  in 
adequate to  present 
d ay  b icy clin g  needs.

Som eth ing had to  
be don e. A n d  it  was done. N ew  D eparture 
engineers with the lessons o f  H artland  M ou n 
tain  fresh  in  their m inds, drew  new  specifi
cations, pu t their notes before  the m etallur

gists, and the result is 
the N ew  M od el D  N ew  
D e p a r t u r e  C o a s t e r  
Brake— the on ly  brake 
bu ilt  o f  chrom e nickel 
steel — w ith  9 0 %  more 
braking surface—sealed 
tight against d irt and 
leaking o il — in  short,

___as near a  perfect bicy -
_ ’ c le  braking device as
Seated against irt scje n ljfic  rescarch and

know ledge can  produ ce . A sk  y ou r  bicycle  
dealer a b ou t them .
Magic Cards Free. Mystify your friends— read their 
minds—kell their ages. Write for a free set to Depart
ment "A ” , The New Departure Mfg. Company, 
Bristol, Conn.

ASK FOR MODEL "D" 
NEW DEPARTURE

ThfE N E W  AND BETTER  
COA S T E R  BRAKE  . i

Brakes “ froze"

NEW  DEPARTURE
MFG. CO., BRISTOL, CONN.

K in g ’s C ra z y  (Continued from page 6)

The joy rider grinned. “ Whoops— 
here we go! And with nobody on the 
brake to keep her from— ”

Crash! Above the roaring of the 
fire came an explosion. Looking back, 
Hal saw the cabin, a black shadow 
against a curtain of flame. Behind 
that black shadow the twin pines 
swayed and toppled over.

“ That was a success,”  he said 
proudly.

The bucket gained speed, and Hal’s 
heart beat fast with fear. He had no 
chance i f  she jumped the cable.

Suddenly, then, the bucket leaped 
ahead. Hal knew what had happened. 
Flames, devouring the terminal, had 
cut the leading cable, setting Hal’s 
bucket free. Hal gritted his teeth. “ I ’ll 
hit the bottom going eighty —  good 
night!”

The severed cable, dragging, swirled 
around a tree and caught. With 
a violent jerk the tram bucket 
swung high in the air, and Hal, 
losing his hold, dropped sprawl
ing.

Sharp pine needles slashed 
into his face. He flung out his 
hands, clutching wildly. He 
struck a tree branch. It snapped 
under his falling weight. His 
body struck another branch, and 
then he landed, stunned, on soft 
ground.

He lay there for half a min
ute. Then he got painfully to 
his feet and felt himself. Two 
arms. Two legs. “ Still work
ing— w h a d d ’ you know  abou t 
that?”

The fire was halfway down 
the slope when the joy rider, 
bruised and bleeding, reached 
the door of Sir George’s cabin.
Inside the Bellows establish
ment a three-ring circus was 
in progress, and Sir George, still 
in his nightshirt, minus his false 
teeth, was master o f ceremonies.

Skillibooch w’as traveling in 
circles, looking up and barking 
ferociously. Above him, perched 
once more on the rafters, fluffing 
their tails, were Elizabeth, Glad
stone, and Victoria.

Sir George, jumping up and down 
and doing his best to force his right 
leg into his left boot, glared at Hal. 
“ A fine meff thif iv,” he mumbled. “ Git 
’at varmint out o f here afore I fhoot 
’im! Gimme a hand wiv theve bootf! 
Fave fomefing! Where’v my plug 
hat?”

Sir George gave up the idea of dress
ing. Unable to decide what possessions 
to save, he dashed wildly about the 
cabin, picking things up and putting 
them down and chattering toothlessly. 
“ Ftand up here and gimme a hand! 
Kitty, kitty —  puff, puff —  Eli vabuff, 
come down here!”

Hal stood up, quit laughing, and 
reached feebly for Sir George’s shot
gun. Then he found a gunnysack. 
Holding the open sack directly under 
Victoria’s perch on a rafter, he took 
aim with the shotgun barrel and poked 
Victoria violently in the ribs. She 
dropped, screeching, into the sack.

“ Basket!”  Hal exclaimed proudly. 
“ Two points! Fight for dear old Cat’s 
Landing!”

He scored two more goals and swung 
the sack of cats over his shoulder.

“ Come along, Sir George!”  he or
dered. “ Never mind saving anything!”

Down at the wharf, with Skillibooch 
and the cat cargo aboard, Hal sat in 
the Bellows rowboat and waited. 
Twenty seconds later, stepping high, 
his nightshirt billowing in the wind, 
Sir George came dashing toward the 
wharf. The lantern in his left hand 
revealed the fact that he was wearing 
his prize top hat. Under his right arm 
he carried a rifle, a pair of pants, a

shirt, and the mate to the single boot 
he was wearing.

Throwing his cargo into the skiff, he 
got one foot aboard; and then, before 
Hal could shove off, a look of terror 
came over Sir George’s face and he 
clambered back to the landing.

“ Heavens!”  he gasped. “ My teef!”
Sir George and the lantern disap

peared in a cloud o f gray smoke.
A hundred yards to the south the 

wall o f flame had hit the shore of 
Kootenay. Stopped by the water, it 
came on toward Cat’s Landing.

Half a minute later, calming Hal’s 
fears, the nightshirt parade again hove 
into view. This time Sir George was 
carrying a full set of molars, a fishing 
pole, and a strip o f bacon. Choking, 
he stumbled into the boat. Hal shoved 
away and began to row fast.

"You ’d better not put those grinders
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in, Mr. Bellows. Leave ’em out so 
you can gnash ’em by hand.”

The wearer of the nightshirt glared. 
“ Thif iv no time for funny ftuff.”

Hal pulled on the oars until the ex
pedition reached a point three hun
dred yards offshore. Then, drifting, they 
watched the fire’s progress through 
the one-man city of Cat’s Landing. 
Sir George’s cabin flared for two min
utes and was gone.

After a while the homeless grouch 
quit moaning and installed his store 
teeth. Calmly he baited a fishhook with 
a chunk o f bacon.

“ Well, anyhow,”  he observed philo
sophically, “ the fishin’ ought to be good. 
They’ll be cornin’ up from miles around 
to see the fire.”

The Bellows guess was correct. His 
first victim was a sluggish whitefish 
that offered no resistance to capture. 
A trout, lured by an eye of the white- 
fish, was the second prize. Thereafter 
for an hour Sir George Bellows worked 
hard at the task of hauling in fish.

Hal, slumped in the bow o f the boat, 
enjoyed a nap. Gladstone, Victoria, 
and Elizabeth were helping each other 
with the carcass of the whitefish. Freed 
from the gunnysack, they had retreated 
to the gunwales with Skillibooch’s first 
assault, and then, between the devil 
and the deep blue Kootenay, they had 
turned at bay. The wire-hair sat sheep
ishly at the end o f the skiff.

The wind died down, a light rain 
began to fall and the fire, checked at 
the lake shore, was burning itself out, 

“ That’s plenty,”  the fisherman com
mented, surveying a trout harvest that

was ankle-deep in the stern of the boat. 
“ Best luck I ever had!” He prodded 
the sleeping geologist with his fishing 
pole. “ Git up here,”  he commanded. 
“ Man those oars, young feller —  I ’m 
honin’ for a fish breakfast.”

Sir George’s iron cookstove still stood 
amidst the smoldering embers o f what 
had once been his cabin. Near-by he 
found an iron frying pan. While Hal 
was doing k.p. duty, undressing trout, 
Bellows loaded the stove with an arm
load o f charred wood, greased the fry 
ing pan with his strip o f bacon, and 
proceeded to turn out the finest break
fast Hal King had ever tasted.

Later, puffing along on the steep path 
up Porcupine Ridge, Sir George began 
to recover his normal good nature. 
“ Dog-gone,”  he growled, “burned out 
of house an’ home! Thirty years, liv
in’ in that cabin, an’ then— flooey— she 

goes up in smoke. You and your 
old man are at the bottom of 
this. You’re a jinx, a downright 
menace, that’s what. Dog-gone!” 

“ It’s a tough break,” Hal 
sympathized. “ Come along. We 
may have something left. I saved 
Dad’s cabin.”

At the top of the ridge, he 
looked eagerly ahead, and then 
his shoulders drooped.

“ No luck —  the old shack’s 
gone.”

Only a pile o f charred rock, 
crumbled from the chimney, 
showed where Klondike King had 
once lived and played his losing 
bet. Hal sighed as he glanced 
over to where the twin pines had 
stood. A gaping hole showed 
how effective the last of his 
dynamite had been.

“ The old gelatin did its work 
anyway,”  he continued, looking 
down into the big cavity. “ Soft 
ground, but she blew sky high.” 

Suddenly the geologist dropped 
to his hands and knees. Then, 
with an exclamation, he slid into 
the hole.

“ What’s the trouble?”  Sir 
George demanded.

—  After a moment’s silence, Hal
looked up. “ Nothing,”  he said. 

“ No trouble. Our troubles are ended!” 
He waved a glistening bit o f rock. 
“ Take a look at that! Galena— rich 
silver lead. Sir George, we’ve hit it! 
The King’s Chance outcrops here!

“ And look here what I’m standing on 
— solid galena. I f the vein runs true 
it’ll be thirty feet on the rake and 
three thousand feet deep. That means 
a fortune. That means Dad’s two hun
dred grand and plenty more besides. 
What’s the matter? What are you 
frowning about?”

Sir George was scowling darkly. 
“ What are you frowning about?” Hal 

repeated. “ Why all the crepe? You’re 
a rich man, Sir George! You were 
Dad’s partner on this deal. When 
we’ve mined this ledge, you can buy all 
the false teeth this side of the Missis
sippi. Cat’s Landing will be a boom 
town, and you own it.”

“ I know it,”  the rich man growled. 
"That’s just the trouble. Mine’ll open 
up, lot of humanity’ll come swarmin’ 
around, destroyin’ the peace —  and, 
worst o f all, some day that low-down 
reptile o f a Klondike King will come 
climbin’ off the steamer and from then 
on life won’t be worth livin'.”

Hal grinned. “ Well, you’ve got to 
admit one thing, Sir George. Dad said 
she’d outcrop on the ridge, and here 
she is to prove it !”

The grouchiest old skinflint west o f 
Nova Scotia looked straight at Hal 
King. “ Young feller, I ’ve knowed 
Klondike since before you were even 
a mere rumor. Till my dyin’ day I 
don’t admit that your father has got a 
brain in his head.”
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S i g n a l s  (Continued from, page 19)

third time that bearing had been re
ported, and it had not changed. Pretty 
soon somebody would have to change 
course. And then he saw Crinky jerk 
convulsively, and stand rigidly with his 
head fallen back and mouth open, one 
hand grasping a big cable that led into 
the searchlight base. He swayed, but 
the clenched hand would not let him 
fall.

Wally leaped up the ladder. With 
blanched faces the men strained away 
from Crinky— it was death to touch 
him. Unthinking, Wally threw himself 
forward. His burly shoulder crashed 
into Crinky, and instantly it seemed 
that an enormous steam hammer hit 
him. They fell together against the 
iron guard rail o f the searchlight.

The men sprang to their help. Wally, 
who had received just one jolt, stag
gered to his feet un
aided.

“ What’s the mat- 
t e r  u p  t h e r e ,
Wally?”  It had all 
happened so quickly 
that Duffer was still 
u n a w a r e  o f  a n y 
thing unusual.

"Crink’s got a jolt 
from the searchlight 
current. I’m afraid 
it’s serious,”  Wally 
called down. “ You 
better take charge.”

“ The fleet’s bear
ing is 347, sir. Com- 
in g  in  s t r o n g  ! ”  
ye lp ed  the rad io  
man.

D u f f e r  le a p e d  
headlong into com
mand.

“ On searchlight 
up there, you two—  
on the double!”  his 
b it in g  o rd e r  rang 
out. “ Never mind 
t h a t  g r o u n d !
B r id g e  ! C h a n g e  
course five degrees and stand by for 
collision quarters!”  That last into the 
voice tube. “ Call Captain Burton, 
please. Wally, you lower Crinky down 
to me.”

Duffer was in a race with a ven
geance. This was his chance. Care
fully Wally eased the limp Crinky down 
the searchlight ladder, knowing that 
Duffer had three major problems to 
attend to all at the same time— a 
grounded and dangerous searchlight 
that had to go on at any cost, a bear
ing that showed them catching up on 
the fleet under collision conditions, and 
his own chief severely if  not fatally 
shocked.

“ Shake it up, you men!” Duffer 
lashed the twe who were fumbling gin
gerly with the searchlight controls. “ I 
don’t like this, Wally! That bearing 
shows the fleet has changed its course—  
probably to avoid a steamer lane. Our 
course now coincides with theirs, and 
we are the overtaking column—what’s 
the word, up there?”

They were afraid o f  it—they had 
Crinky’s fate for a warning. Wally 
was laboring over him unceasingly, try
ing to restore breathing.

Duffer grabbed a flasher off the radio 
desk and leaped up on the searchlight 
platform. Wally watched anxiously as 
he worked over the limp Crinky. If 
Duffer got shocked. . . . He saw the 
white flash of a dry handkerchief in 
Duffer’s hand and then Clash! went 
home a copper switch. An enormous 
beam shot out ahead. The horizon line 
came out startlingly.

It was deceptive, that horizon line. 
It looked a mile off but was in fact not 
over five hundred yards. Their whistle 
blast was booming out, muffled and 
hoarse.

“ Bearing 347, sir. Close aboard,”  
sang out the radio operator.

Wally started to leave Crinky for the 
voice tube, but Duffer was already 
ahead of him.

“ Slow down!”  the Vermonter shouted. 
“ Right rudder —  hard!" Duffer had 
seen it as quick as Wally. The fleet 
had now changed back to its original 
course but they were still within the 
danger angle. Wally strained his eyes 
into the pall.

Grandly the guard ship started to 
turn. Wally could feel her heel, though 
the fog told him nothing. And then 
came a muffled hail from one o f the 
lookouts forward: “Sail ho! One point 
on starboard bow!”

Wally gasped. They were turning 
in that direction! Duffer’s reaction to 
it was as instantaneous as Wally’s 
own.

“Stop!" he ordered down the voice 
tube. “ P ass the 
w ord  to hau l in 
marker buoys.”  

Wally peered un
der the bridge rail 
— he was still work
ing over Crinky’s 
b od y . The g rea t  
s e a r c h l ig h t  w as 
sweeping the hor
izon narrowly over 
their starboard bow. 
Then it  s topped . 
Dim outlines of a 
d r e a d n o u g h t ’ s 
basket mast devel
oped like a photo
graphic plate in the 
g ra y  m ist ahead. 
The San A n to n io  
seem ed to sw oop 
right at her. The 
b a tt le sh ip  seemed 
glued in the fog.

W a lly  held  his 
breath. Duffer eyed 
her calmly. To re
verse was to en
danger the next ship 
astern. To bear left 

was to get awkwardly in between the 
two dreadnought columns and mess up 
the whole formation. He had to show 
finesse, yet endanger no one.

“Just a touch o f sternboard, Navi
gator,”  he said. “ Shift over your helm. 
She'll pass.”

She did! The cruiser seemed to hesi
tate as she glided up astern o f the 
battleship. She seemed alive -and try
ing to make up her mind whether to 
cut down that tin pot with her sharp 
prow or let her go unmolested.

They were whooping their battle 
siren with alarm over there. Its shrieks 
sounded like the ma-a's o f a lost goat. 
She had her nose on a marker buoy 
and couldn’t get away. But the San 
Antonio decided to obey her men and 
be nice about it. Slowly her bow 
veered off as he rounded by. There 
was some indignant shouting between 
the two bridges— then Duffer hailed:

“ That’s well! All yours, Navigator! 
Shall I pay out the marker-buoy 
cable?” He turned inquiringly to 
Wally kneeling over Crinky. For his 
work was done, and well done, and now 
he wondered i f  Crinky were still alive. 
Wally nodded. Crinky was breathing.

A clipped voice interrupted then:
“ Pretty work, Sproule! Someone 

hurt up here?”
They both jumped to salute, for they 

knew that voice. Captain Burton stood 
before them, a boat cape thrown over 
his pajamas and only the gold filigree 
on his cap visor proclaiming his rank.

“ I had to take her, sir,”  said Duffer. 
“ Lieutenant Sproule’s had a bad shock.”

“ You!" Burton’s eyes were wide. 
Then, after a pause: “ Well handled, 
Holbrook!”  He stooped over Crinky.

“ He’s breathing now, sir,”  said Wally. 
“ We had no time to send for anyone, 
but he needs stimulants right away.”

“ All right! I'll get Surge,”  Burton
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■ W hy stay indoors or around the 
yard— when there are so many places 
to camp— swim—play baseball, tennis, 
badminton and the like?

Bicycles and fun just go together— 
when the gang goes rambling. Get 
your gang together. I f  there’s one who 
hasn’t his bicycle as yet —  call “ en 
masse”  on his dad and explain the 
situation. But don’t leave any o f  the 
real fellows home. Visit your nearest 
bicycle store with him today.

See the Bicycle Exhibit at A  Century o f  Progress, 
Travel and Transport Bldg., when you 
go  to Chicago this summer.

Write for the Boys’ Book on Bicycles to Cycle 
Trades of America, Bristol, Conn.

said briskly. “ Suppose you carry on, 
Holbrook.” He smiled at them both 
and was gone.

Wally turned to chafing Crinky’s icy 
wrists while Duffer was jockeying the 
cruiser column into position. He had 
a guide, now—those red pin points off 
to port that were huge battleship 
searchlight rays. The surgeon came 
up with a sick-bay detail at his back 
and carried Crinky down. Wally went 
over immediately and clapped Duffer 
on the shoulder. “ Congrats, Ray. You’re 
a salty officer!” he said. “ Now’s your 
chance to show ’em some more!”

“ Huh?”  said Duffer. He had been 
too busy to realize that he was playing 
a star part in a most difficult piece of 
signal work. Carefully, with cool judg
ment, he had brought the cruiser 
column to its position on the starboard 
flank o f the fleet, exactly five thousand 
yards away, exactly abreast of the Ad
miral’s guard ship, behind him the other 
cruisers at exactly five hundred yard 
intervals. He had been barking orders 
—to the range-finder men for distance, 
to the lookouts at the pelorus compass 
for position, to the marker-buoy gangs

for interval. And he had been on his 
toes through it all, as Fighter Dodson 
had said he would! He had entered a 
race, and measured up.

Dawn came and the pin points 
sparkled through the haze now. You 
still couldn’t see a single ship o f the 
eighteen in formation.

And then suddenly they steamed out 
o f the fog bank and all was blue sky 
and blue sea in the morning sun. The 
three guard ships emerged. One by one, 
the columns came forth. It was breath
taking, that revelation of a whole fleet 
of gray warships, all in exact forma
tion abreast, all in exact line of 
column! And after ten hours o f steam
ing through a fog thick as pea soup!

“ There goes Cornet on the flagship!” 
Wally hailed, as a hoist o f signal flags 
broke out on her. Those blue, white, 
red, and yellow squares of the cornet 
signaled attention to general orders for 
all the fleet. The flags under it read:

“ Admiral’s compliments to Lieuten
ant Sproule, San Antonio. Duty com
plete.”

Wally looked with a wry grin at 
Duffer, who was reading off those sig-

T h e  O x y g e n  Z o n e
“ sir”  to a junior lieutenant there’s a 
hurricane imminent. Rud and Jimmy 
trudged away with feet as heavy as 
lead, over to headquarters and up the 
stairs to wait dismally till Major 
Churchill stormed past them.

For a solid half hour the major 
lectured them. He spoke o f practical 
jokes and practical jokers. He spoke 
of the respect due to a senior officer 
from a junior. He spoke of customs of 
the service. He spoke of squadron in
signia, squadron pride, and squadron 
discipline. He even spoke of hams. 
When it was all over he glared point
edly at Jimmy Wallace, and gave his 
verdict.

“ It is my wish that you two young 
gentlemen think this over. You’re 
grounded for one month. For one 
month, I want you to debate the dig
nity o f this squadron’s insignia, and 
realize that your punishment, even so, 
is light! That’s a ll!”

They saluted. Outside, as they 
strolled back toward the line o f P-12’s, 
Rud McAllister’s voice was husky with 
reproach.

“ One month on the ground. We 
might as well be dead,” he complained, 
bitterly. “ And all because of these 
jokes o f yours—no wonder we’re fa
mous!”

“ I know,”  Jimmy cut in. “ I know, 
Rud. And I’m sorry.”  He paused. 
“ But that’s not what I’m thinking of 
now. What I ’m wondering is why the 
major blamed us! He didn’t even hesi
tate! He gave us no chance to say 
yes or no! We’re not the only ones in 
the squadron who’ve been known to 
slip.”  Again he paused. “ Did you also 
notice,”  he asked, significantly, “ that 
Keating was down there, and Keating 
was laughing, and he was the only one 
laughing?”

Rud whistled. “ You mean— ?”
“ Yes, that’s what I mean!” Jimmy 

exclaimed, savagely. “ Who else could 
have told the major?”

Rud McAllister halted for a brief 
instant, his face growing steely.

“ I think,”  he said, tensely, “ I think 
I ’d like to see Keating.”

They found Keating standing beside 
his new ship, Number 82, ready to 
take off. He had already noted the 
approach of McAllister and Wallace. 
He wasn’t laughing— now. He stood, 
tense and ready, the color drained from 
his face.

“ Looking for me?”  he asked, coldly.
“ Yes, looking for you!”  Jimmy 

nodded ominously. He was barely con
scious that a crowd of pilots had be
gun gathering around them. “ I just

(Continued

wanted to ask you, Keating—do you, 
by any chance, know what happened 
to Bing Harris?”

Bing Harris happened to be a former 
pilot o f the field who had unwisely 
made a practice o f informing the com
manding officer of certain activities of 
his comrades. The inference was un
mistakable. Keating’s face flamed. 
Someone caught his arm and held it, 
just as it drew back for a blow. But 
there was no stopping Keating’s voice.

“ And you call me a ‘ham’ !”  he

A  C h a m p i o n

M A R T IN  DICKINSON, 15-year-old Seattle 
schoolboy, had faith in his ability to con

struct airplane models. Otherwise he wouldn’t 
have shipped four neat scale models to Bristol, 
England, via air mail to compete in the Twelfth 
Annual Eisteddfod and Arts and Craft Exhibi
tion of the Wesley Methodist Church.

When Dickinson won first prize over 154 con
testants, he was undoubtedly pleased and sur
prised. But he had prepared well for victory. 
In the four years previous he had built 100 
scale models. Furthermore, he was preparing 
for a career as an experimental aviation en
gineer. Wasn’t he going to West Point— if he 
could get in—and then try to get into one of 
the government’s experimental stations? Build
ing model planes wasn't only a hobby with him 
—it was part of his life’ s work.

The four models that won him the English 
championship were a Fokker D7, a Curtis P 
6E, and two Curtis A8’s, all constructed of 
white pine and realistically painted. The P 6E 
had chrome yellow wings and olive drab fuse
lage and carried the insignia of the 17th Pur
suit; the A8, an attack plane, carried four ma
chine guns and bore the insignia of the 90th 
Attack. They were built carefully to scale.

Combat ships, all of them, good enough to 
swoop down on ancient Bristol and carry away
the prize cup in the name of the United States! 
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nals at sight, without reference to the 
code book. Oh, well!

Then they heard a gruflF bass voice 
behind them. “ Humph! Little misun
derstanding on the Admiral’s part, but 
we’ll attend to that!”

Burton stood there. He had come up 
at the first sign of the fog ’s clearing 
to see how the fleet came out o f  it— 
and particularly his own column.

A twinkle lurked in his eyes.
“ Ensign Holbrook, Surge reports that 

Sproule will be off duty for some time. 
Suppose you take her? You do man
age to fall overboard, and trip over 
cleats, and knock down anything the 
ship particularly values, but we will 
have to bear with all that. You’ve 
shown that you can take Sproule’s 
place, any time, anywhere, just as Rad
nor, here, can take Dodson’s. That’s 
all that counts with me. You’ll resume 
duty, please.”

“ Thank you, sir,”  said Duffer and 
saluted.

After which there were rat squeaks 
of joy and an informal dance, imme
diately Burton had left the signal 
bridge.

from page 16)

stormed. “ I ought to take you both 
down the line! Look at your nails, 
smeared and caked with paint, and 
then ask me if  I know of Bing Harris.

“ Another thing— this last master
piece o f yours was one too many. 
However it worked out, it was meant 
for me I Get that? I ’m sick and tired 
o f being called a ‘ham’ by every pea
nut peddler on this field. It’s stopping, 
understand? Any time you want a 
dog-fight I ’ll show you who’s a ham!”

He wrestled free of the men who 
held him and stalked over to his plane. 
For an instant, Jimmy was tempted 
to follow. But he didn’t. Keating’s 
words had struck home. It was true: 
they were riding the man. A joke’s a 
joke only i f  it isn’t  carried too far. 
The silence of his comrades proved 
that. And that telltale evidence on his 
hands. . . .

He sat down heavily on the ground, 
Rud beside him. They didn’t  speak. 
Silently they watched the second flight 
take off, spiraling up into the sky. 
Major Churchill had extended the high- 
altitude work for an extra day, and 
they were headed again for 30,000 feet. 
Overhead, far aloft, the first flight had 
finished its trip and was coming down.

A lone P-12 squatted on the field be
side them. On its fuselage was painted 
a ham! Two mechanics had gone after 
paint. Aside from the ship, they were 
alone, and very much alone. Later, the 
squadron would laugh at the two men 
who had been caught in their own joke. 
But not now.

Minutes passed. Minutes o f think
ing, and brooding, and regret. They 
hadn’t intended such a serious after- 
math as this. Some men took nick
names with a grin— even disparaging 
nicknames. But not Keating. After 
his near crash, the word “ham”  was 
a slap in the face. Why hadn’t  they 
thought of that? Why hadn’t they 
realized that Keating wasn’t  another 
Bing Harris?

Jimmy Wallace sighed, stretched, 
and prepared to rise. But just at that 
instant a mechanic rushed up to them, 
white-faced, panic-stricken.

“ Lieutenant Wallace! Number 82! 
We got mixed up in that change the 
major ordered, and Number; 82 got 
away!” He paused, gasping. “ It’s 
awful, sir. She hadn’t been serviced 
yet— and her oxygen tank— her oxygen 
tank hasn’t got enough gas for five 
minutes up there!”

Jimmy Wallace and Rud McAllister 
froze. Instantaneously, the same picture 
came to them both. Keating was in 
82. Keating, headed for an hour’s
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jaunt at 30,000 feet! Just enough 
oxygen to get there, and then—black 
specks in his eyes, bursting lungs, 
nausea. Unconsciousness. Spinning 
down.

Someone had to get up there, fast! 
Someone had to signal Keating down 
before it was too late! And who? 
The first flight, now coming down, was 
still five thousand feet in the air. Only 
two pilots remained, and both were 
grounded, forbidden to fly. And the 
only remaining ship, with the ludicrous 
picture painted on its side, had been 
stripped o f all its oxygen equipment in 
order to accomplish the reassignment.

Rud jumped first. His voice bellowed 
at the mechanic.

“ Get that P-12 ready! Gas her up, 
quick! And get some chalk! Big let
ters . . .  on the 
f u s e la g e  .
‘O X Y G E N  TANK 
E M P T Y . C O M E  
DOWN!” ’

He leaped to his 
fe e t ,  bu t Jim m y 
Wallace sudden ly  
gripped his arm and 
held him back.

“ You think that 
would work? After 
w h a t ’ s happened?”
He laughed, harsh
ly. “ Keating would 
read that and keep 
right on going. Just 
another joke from 
y ou  a n d  m e. It  
won’t work! And 
there isn’t time to 
service her!”

He burst into a 
run toward the P- 
12. Then, as he 
scrambled over the 
side, into the cock
pit, he suddenly halted, shouting:

“ Rud! I’ve got it! This ship! The 
picture we put on here! And Keating 
— what he said about a dog-fight! He’ll 
be after me like a loon!”

The Wasp motor burst into a roar. 
Jimmy revved up, sitting hard on the 
brakes. No time for warming. He 
swung the ship around into the wind. 
Twice the cold engine choked.

He raced across the field, tail up. 
The ship lifted, chewing straight into 
the sky with a winging chandelle. He 
shoved the nose as high as he dared, 
then stared aloft at the tiny wings.

Five thousand feet. Six thousand. 
Seven. He swept on up past the first 
flight with a roar that shocked its pilots.

Ten thousand. Fifteen. It was bit
terly cold. He watched those ships 
overhead with eyes that were glazed 
now, and hard. He was entering the 
oxygen zone. I f only— if only he didn’t 
go blotto before he reached Keating.

Sixteen, eighteen, twenty thousand, 
with the others at twenty-one thousand 
now. Black specks danced before his 
eyes. Someone with a huge club was 
pounding him on the head, on the chest, 
in the stomach. Dizzy. Reeling. Half 
frozen, and strangling for air.

The specks were almost a black 
screen as he drew level with Keating 
at twenty-four thousand feet, and knew 
he had Keating’s attention.

He flipped the P-12 on her side, and 
the fuselage design flashed up in the 
sun, mocking and taunting. Feebly 
Jimmy Wallace waggled his wings and 
shook a clenched fist. Keating stared 
down, amazed and angry. Then Jimmy’s 
hand fell limp in the cockpit, and his 
P-12 toppled off in a wild spin.

But Keating was following! Furious. 
Pounding down with a blind anger that 
forgot everything else in the world ex
cept the maddened desire to reach 
Jimmy Wallace and battle him out of 
the skies! Dog-fight! The challenge 
had corfle at last! Now the squadron 
would see who was a ham!

Keating didn’t suspect anything was 
wrong until Jimmy’s P-12 had spun so

far that the wings were in danger of 
stripping off. Puzzlement tempered his 
anger as that ship whipped down, go
ing around and around, like a lifeless 
bird. Apparently, the idiot Wallace 
was up to something new! All he could 
do was keep following down, and hop
ing!

Then, suddenly, Keating choked and 
gasped for air. He turned his oxygen 
valve wider. With the discovery that 
his own oxygen was gone, came the 
horrible realization that he had seen 
Jimmy Wallace at twenty-four thou
sand feet, without an oxygen mask! 
Keating groaned. He stared down 
again at the whipping P-12, and the 
real purpose of Jimmy’s challenge came 
to him.

Far below, Rud McAllister was al
most ready to cover 
his eyes with his 
hands. That spin- 
n i n g  P - 1 2  h a d  
grown from a faint 
speck to the trim, 
normal outlines of a 
pursuit ship. Rud 
knew what had hap
pened. Like an ir
r e s is t ib le  magnet, 
the w h ir lin g  ship 
held his fascinated 
gaze.

Down it hurtled, 
top lik e . A n oth er  
three thousand feet 
would settle it. If 
Jimmy didn’t pull 
out soon. . . . The 
P-12 suddenly fal
tered, wavering. She 
straightened into a 
steep dive, swungin a 
wide, skidding turn, 
and then staggered 
b a c k  to n o r m a l ,  

every strut and guy in her body creak
ing, but miraculously holding together. 
Jerkily, now, she settled to a glide.

She hit the ground hard, full on her 
wheels. Two bounces, high into the air. 
Then a slight jouncing dip, and over 
she went, upside down, pulverizing her 
fuselage to kindling.

Rud McAllister dragged the uncon
scious Jimmy from the wreckage just 
as the first licking tongue of fire played 
up from the engine. Jimmy was un
conscious, but the indomitable Wallace 
grin feebly curved his lips.

The field ambulance came up. So 
did Major Churchill, and the observa
tion and bombardment squadrons, and 
the guard and telephone operators, and 
all the rest o f them. Especially Major 
Churchill, who was stumbling furiously 
around muttering something about: 
“ He ought to be court-martialed— and 
decorated! The young idiot!”

Then, as Keating’s wheels touched 
ground, Jimmy opened his eyes.

“Jimmy! Are you all right? Okay?” 
Rud’s voice nearly choked. Ace Lind
say bowled over a half dozen mechanics 
in the rush to Wallace’s side.

“ Okay?”  Jimmy propped himself up 
on an elbow. He shook his head grog- 
gily, then stared up at Keating.

“ Sure. How are you, Ham?”
Keating grinned. He bent over and 

clasped Jimmy’s hand.
“ And the ship?”  Jimmy went on. 

“ How’s my ship? I guess I. didn’t 
leave an awful lot o f it, did I?”  His 
lips tightened. He beamed up at Keat
ing, and increased the pressure o f their 
hands. “ Don’t tell the major, Ham,” 
he mumbled, “ but I was sort of hop
ing she’d get pulverized like that. See? 
Something I painted —  something I 
erased. It wasn’t much good.”

“ I see,” Keating said, very quietly. 
“ Let’s shake again, Jimmy— shall we?”

Jimmy n o d d e d ,  a n d  the hands 
tightened.

And Major Churchill, who hadn’t the 
faintest idea what they were grinning 
about, tilted back on his heels and pro
duced a creditable grin of his own.

Extra! Extra!
Bonehead Jim Tierney, 
retired detective, has 
given up his bass horn 
for a piccolo! But his 
devotion to art doesn’t 
prevent him from  go
ing out a fter  one o f  
New Y ork ’s toughest 
mobs! Next month:

"Tierney Reads 
the Stars"

By John A. Moroso

:^ T R € A S U R E « J £ T
W IS E  B O Y S -Y O U  T W O - W H E N  Y O U  P IC K E D  T H E S E  N E W  BUCK 
JONES SPECIALS T O  T A K E  O N  T H jS  T R E A S U R E  H U N T .  Y O U 'L L
N EED T H A T  H A N D Y / - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -  - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
C O M P A S S  A N D '
S U N D I A L , T 0 0 -  
T H E R E 'S  R E A L  
T R E A S U R E  O U T  
T H E R E -NOW 
CO GET ITU

THIS MAP SUCK CAVE US 
SAYS TO START AT HANG
ING ROCK'.

rr

Ejf THE NOTE SAYS T< 
STAND ON THE TIP Of 
THE SHADOW AT II 
0 CLOCK-BY OUR SUN
DIALS* ANO SHOOT IN 
TO 3 HOLES WE CAN 
SEE IN THAT STUMP 
BETWEEN THE 
TREE AND

ST t h e r e  IT IS, 
JOHN, 1 SEE IT / '" w b j s f c - s J '  ^ )k - 3 ‘WHEN 1 HIT 1 

THAT THIRD HOLE 
IT SOUNDED LIKE 
THERE WAS A TIN
CAN IN I f .  |

E J -IT  SAYS TO SIGHT 
YOUNG JAC K  PINE 
DUE E A S T."

THE CAN SAYS TO CROSS 
THE CREEK AND CO UP
STREAM TO THE FIRST 
SHARP BEND'

E T W E  HAVE TO STAN D ON TH IS  
ROCK AN O  BREAK T H A T WEIGHT
ED STRING HANGING FROM THE 

I TREE... ANO.Sfe H/MT HAPPENSH "

IIEItE'S T H A T  N E W  BU C K  JONES SPE CIAL!

Look it over—a regular trombone action, 60 shot repeater 
with an accurate, floating needle type compass inlaid in the 
beautiful, natural grain stock beside the sundial brand. 
Notice the beautifully engraved jacket, bearing Buck Jones’ 
name—just like the finest of big game rifles.
See it at your nearest Daisy store—if you ever get your hands 
on it you’ll have to own one.

WATCH FOR BUCK JONES IN HIS 

L A T E S T  UNI VE RSA L SERIAL
’THE RED RIDER ”

Make sure it ’s already booked at your local 
Theatre— It’s the greatest Buck Jones Story Yet!

D A I S Y  M A N U F A C T U R I N G  C O M P A N Y

Mention of THE AM ERICAN BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers
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Illustration by

By this time the men hove in sight. 
They let out a whoop when they saw 
and smelled what was on the fire.

“ Let me at that steak!” Mr. Max
well yelped as he bent over the fire and 
took another big sniff.

“ If this meal is as good as it looks,” 
said Mr. Harmon, “ I’ll take back every
thing I said about the Shovel Club’s 
cooking ability.”

Mr. Davis and my dad just stood 
round licking their lips.

“ How about those fish you were go
ing to fall back on?” Lloyd asked as 
he turned the steak for the last time.

“ Here they are,” grinned Mr. Har
mon. “ Six little ones. But I’ll take 
steak.”

There was considerable action round 
the fire now. Ken spread the plates— 
china ones, by the way— on the ground 
near the kettles of food. Jack put a 
big lump o f butter in the succotash 
and stirred it while it melted. Lloyd 
transferred his steaks to a big baking 
pan and covered their tops with thin 
slices o f butter. Over the butter he 
dusted dry mustard. On top o f this 
he shook a little paprika. With a table 
knife he spread this mixture rapidly 
until it melted. He turned the steaks 
over after that and repeated the opera
tion. Then he tipped his pan a little 
and let the new made gravy run down 
at the end o f the pan where he could 
add a little lemon juice and stir it into 
a savory blend. Finally he turned to 
Mr. Harmon and with a flourish handed 
him a big knife and fork.

“ The Shovel Club appoints you offi
cial carver,”  he announced. “ All we 
ask is a square deal.”

What a meal we had! It makes me 
hungry to think o f  it now. Thick por
tions of steak oozing their red juice 
into the butter and mustard sauce! 
Wonderful succotash! Cool, sharp salad 
—on the same plate, o f course. But
tered rolls and coffee. Some o f the 
crowd toasted their rolls on the broiler. 
Of course everybody yelled for seconds 
and there was plenty to go round.

For dessert we had a big water
melon. You know the kind— red, crisp, 
juicy. Um-m-m!

It was a mighty comfortable crowd 
that lay under the trees. Our dads 
were almost purring with satisfaction, 
and we o f the Shovel Club couldn’t help 
blushing with pride.

“ You fellows are cracker jack plan
ners,”  remarked Mr. Davis. “ But how 
did you manage it all? You must have 
brought everything in the kitchen.”

“ Well, let me read you our list,”  re
plied Lloyd as he pulled a little note-

The Shovel Club
Accepts a 

Challenge
by

EARL WAREHAM

THE four o f us— all high school 
juniors and seniors— were return
ing from a day’s hike, toting an 

outdoor grill, a coffee pot, and a frying 
pan. We were the Shovel Club, Inc. 
But we had made progress since the 
day when we had cooked our first out
door meal on an old shovel— now we 
sported a frying pan. As we crossed 
Maple Avenue we met Jack Harmon’s 
father.

“ Well, how’s the cooks’ tour?”  he 
asked with a twinkle in his eye. “ There 
was a rumor round town today that 
you burned up your lunch in the camp 
fire.”

“ You’re thinking o f four other fel
lows,” grinned Lloyd Davis. “ You 
should have seen what we had to eat— 
broiled chops, fried potatoes, and the 
swellest coffee you ever drank.”

“ Well, that’s good news,”  chuckled 
Mr. Harmon, “ for I told Jack’s mother 
she’d better be ready for a starving 
hiker tonight.”

“ Fine!”  Jack broke in. “ I’ve picked 
up another appetite. But I ate plenty 
at noon. Dad, i f  you ever tasted one 
o f our meals you’d never kid us again 
about cooking.”

“ Is that an invitation?” Mr. Harmon 
shot back. “ Name your day.”

For a moment we were stumped. 
Cooking for company at an outdoor 
meal was something more than cooking 
for ourselves. But Lloyd settled the 
matter.

“ Tell you what, Mr. Harmon—you 
get our fathers together and take us 
up to Lake Mercer next Saturday after
noon and we’ll put on an outdoor sup
per for you. I f it’s good, you pay for 
the stuff— if  we spoil it, we’ll pay for 
it.”

“ Fair enough,”  Mr. Harmon agreed. 
“ I’ll assemble your dads and while you 
fellows cook, we’ll go fishing and get 
something to fall back on.”

The Shovel Club immediately went 
into a huddle. A referee might have 
penalized us for taking too much time, 
but we planned our menu right there. 
Then on Saturday morning we made 
our purchases and assembled our equip
ment.

A t two o’clock, Mr. Harmon and Mr.

Davis drove up in their cars. The food 
and equipment were stowed away and 
two boys and two men went in each 
car. The fathers and sons were pur
posely mixed up.

As we drove away, Mr. Harmon 
called back to Mrs. Harmon: “ Be ready 
to feed us when we get back. We’ll 
probably be good and hungry!”

We boys smiled grimly and said noth
ing. The way for cooks to cure a kid- 
der is to feed him.

Our ride to the lake took an hour. 
As soon as we got there, the men got 
out their tackle and started down the 
lake to fish. Supper, up there on the 
hill, was scheduled for six o’clock.

“ Well, fellows,”  said Lloyd, “ the first 
thing is a fireplace and then lots of 
wood.”

So we scooped out a shallow hole in 
the ground about 20 inches long and 
15 inches wide. We piled up a wall of 
flat rocks round three sides and then 
laid two iron bars across from one end 
to the other. It was about ten inches 
from the level o f the bars to the bot
tom o f our fire box. The outside of the 
fireplace was well banked with dirt and 
we rolled a big flat-topped stone over 
close to one end o f  the fireplace so we 
could move kettles o f food onto it after 
they had cooked.

Then wTe started the fire— a big one. 
Lloyd and Jack kept adding wood until 
we had about four inches of hot coals, 
and Kenneth Maxwell and I gathered 
a lot of short light wood for a reserve 
to use during the cooking.

At five o ’clock we began actually to 
get our meal. Jack was assigned the 
vegetables. Lloyd took care of the 
steak. I was in charge o f the salad. 
Kenneth was to make the coffee and 
“ set the table.”

We all pitched in and helped Jack 
shell about four quarts o f lima beans. 
Then Jack husked eight ears o f golden 
bantam corn and slit the rows of 
kernels off the ears with a sharp knife. 
The beans were put in one paper bag 
and the corn in another, and both were 
set aside until we had a kettle o f  boil
ing water ready.

I now peeled our six large ripe 
tomatoes and cut them in quarters,

placing them on a bed 
o f coarsely shredded 
lettuce in a big alumi
num bowl. On top of 
the tomatoes, I tossed 
four large onions finely 
sliced. Then I covered 
the bowl with a damp 
cloth and put it in a 
shady place. I had my 

dressing all ready, but didn’t want to 
mix it with the salad until just before 
we served it.

At five-thirty Jack started his suc
cotash, which was made of the lima 
beans and corn. He first put the 
shelled beans into boiling water— just 
a little more water than was necessary 
to cover them— and added a teaspoon
ful of salt. Then at ten minutes to 
six he put in the corn; no sooner, for 
tender corn cooks very quickly.

In the meantime Lloyd had been 
working with two small but thick T- 
bone steaks. They were two inches 
thick. Lloyd rubbed both sides with a 
slice of onion in order to give the meat 
an extra good flavor. Then at a quar
ter to six he spread his broiler on the 
fireplace and put his steaks on it. Im
mediately they began to sizzle and 
brown.

Lloyd took care to have only live 
coals— no flame— under the meat. After 
one minute o f cooking, he turned each 
steak with a long fork and spoon—  
carefully, so that he wouldn’t pierce it 
and let the juice run out. A minute 
on that side and then he turned them 
again. He reversed those steaks five 
more times, at two-minute intervals.

W HEN the meat was almost ready, 
Kenneth started the coffee by put

ting ten tablespoonfuls of coffee in the 
pot with ten cupfuls o f cold water. 
Later, when this came to a boil, he 
moved the pot back on the big flat stone 
and put in a half cupful o f water fol
lowed by a pinch o f salt. This clarified 
the coffee so that it was as clear as am
ber after it had stood about ten minutes.

At this stage, I started mixing my 
salad with a dressing I had got ready 
at home and brought in a small jar. 
It consisted of one rounded teaspoon
ful o f sugar, one level teaspoonful of 
salt, two-thirds teaspoonful o f dry mus
tard mixed with three tablespoonfuls 
of vinegar. To this I had added six
teen tablespoonfuls o f salad oil and 
then I had shaken the whole mixture 
vigorously. I stirred and tossed the 
vegetables with two forks after I had 
poured in the dressing, until the whole 
salad was glistening.

R. B. MacFadyen

T h ey  l e t  o u t  a 
whoop when they 
saw and smelled 
what was on the 

fire.
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book out o f his pocket. “ We made this 
up after we had decided on our menu 
and each item showed us what we 
needed in ingredients and dishes. This 
is the cooking equipment:

“ Bowl for the salad; coffee pot; ket
tle for the beans; bread board; sauce
pan; big baking pan; two sharp par
ing knives; one kitchen carving set; 
two long-handled spoons; eight plates; 
eight cups; eight saucers; knives, forks, 
and spoons; broiler.

“ Here is the list of supplies:
“ Four quarts unshelled lima beans; 

8 ears corn; 6 big tomatoes; 4 onions; 
2 heads lettuce; 1 watermelon; 2
steaks—2%  pounds apiece; 1 pound 
butter; 1 pint thin cream; 1 dozen 
rolls; 1 jar salad dressing; mustard; 
1 lemon; salt; pepper; lump sugar; 
paprika.”

“ Is that the list we have to pay 
for?”  asked Mr. Harmon.

“ That’s the list,”  Jack nodded, “but 
it won’t  cost so much. We took all the 
seasoning from home.”

“ Well, whatever it costs, it’s worth 
double!” Mr. Harmon declared, getting 
up to make us a deep bow. “ Gentle

men, I never ate such a grand meal 
before in all my life.”

It didn’t take us long to clear up 
the camp and when we had finished 
there was still enough daylight so we 
could take a short swim.

Of course our dads bragged a lot 
about our party. They paid our bill 
o f $5.87 with enthusiasm—and cash, 
too, you understand—and told us we’d 
get the same financial support any time 
we wanted to stage another party. But 
the big surprise came a few days later. 
A letter came to the Shovel Club in 
care of Lloyd Davis. It read: 

Honorable Members o f  the 
Shovel Club:

May we, your well-fed fathers, 
have the pleasure of your company 
at the Yale - Princeton football 
game this fall. Transportation, 
meals, tickets, and complete enter
tainment will be furnished.

Signed— and so on. 
We didn’t need to go into any huddle 

to decide about accepting that invita
tion— no, sir! We whooped louder than 
our dads did when they smelled our 
hilltop steak.

H i s  S h a f t s  F in d  t h e  M a r k
by KEN BINNS

Want a full page of information, by A rt Young, famous hunter, 
on how to make your own archery equipment for $3? We have 
it for you— with tips on how to shoot. Send five cents to the Archery 
Editor, American Boy Magazine, 7430 Second Blvd., Detroit, for a 

copy of A r r o w s  in  t h e  B u l l ’s -E y e , by A rt Young.
Then have some real sport!

W HEN the nation’s best archers 
step up to the firing line at Storrs,

Conn., Aug. 13-17, to battle for the na
tional championship, watch Ralph Rill- 
man Miller, University o f Washington 
freshman. A few years ago he failed 
to pass the Boy Scout archery test.
Today he is national champion.

Miller is a champion at 18 not only 
because he has a keen eye, 
steady muscles, and a good 
co m p e t it iv e  temperament, 
but because he has studied 
the fine points o f archery.
As he walks up to the line 
for his practice shots, you’ll 
notice a piece of adhesive 
tape stretching across his 
jawbone to his neck muscles.
That’s to prevent him from 
elevating his head and spoil
ing his aim.

You’ll see him take his 
stance, feet spread, right 
fo o t  fo rw a r d —h e ’ s le ft -  
handed— and draw back his 
bow until his left thumb 
comes back to the lower line 
o f  his jaw. He’ll sight, 
then, not at the target, but 
at a wood slab stuck in the 
ground between the firing 
line and the target. I f  his Bending this bow 
first shot is too low, he’ll is like lifting 46 
walk forward and move the pounds.

slab toward the target until finally 
he has it at the right spot. There
after that slab is his aiming point, 
and when his line o f sight, running 
past the tip of the arrow, hits the slab, 
he knows that the arrow will plunge 
into the gold bull’s-eye.

Miller has experimented with bows 
until he knows just what weight he 

can best handle. But when 
he left Seattle last year for 
the national meet in St. 
Louis, he deliberately took 
with him bows that required 
a 52 pull —  6 pounds too 
m uch. W hen he began  
shooting in St. Louis his 
bows were reduced to 46 
pounds. The difference be
tween Seattle and St. Louis 
climate had reduced them to 
the proper pull.

It is this careful knowl
edge o f his sport, combined 
with his natural ability, 
that have helped him break 
records o f 80 years stand
ing. At Storrs he will have 
at least one outstanding 
competitor to beat—Russell 
Hoogerhyde, runner - up in 
1933 and champion in 1932. 
These two will put on an 
archery contest that will be 
worth watching.

Ciont C/iij . + j .  u r n  n r  K n o w s
i t h  t h e  GRIP t h a t  never  s l i p s

Follow These Simple Rules
Any boy or girl under 18 years o f age is eligible. Manuscript must be 
less than 300 words, on one side of the paper only. All manuscripts 
must be accompanied by  coupon herewith ora copy of one properly 
filled out. Send to address on coupon.

Each story must be a true experience o f the writer or some one he 
knows. Your story will be judged for interest only. You don't have to 
be a literary shark to win.

You can enter one story every month, if you desire, no limit, except 
every story must be accompanied by a coupon. The last day to mail 
letters for this month is September 15th.

United States Rubber Company
WORLD’S LARGEST ( PRODUCER OF RUBBER

U. S. RUBBER COMPANY (Bicycle Tire Division)
1790 Broadway, New York City
Gentlemen; Attached to this coupon is my true story:
M y Name is ......................................................... Age................
M y Address is .........................................................................St.
C ity..................................................... State...............................
Name o f Nearest U. S. Bicycle Tire Dealer:
Dealer’s Name.............................................................................
Dealer’s Address..........................................................................
To the best of my knowledge this story is true.
Signed (Parent or Guardian).....................................................

A. B. No. 5

Insist on
U. S. Giant Chains 

for Your Bicycle
Your bicycle is no more de
pendable and safe than the 
tires you use on it. If you 
want to feel sure at all times, 
be sure your bicycle is equip
ped with U. S. Giant Chains.

U. S. Giant Chains are 
preferred by the best riders 
because—

Their non-skid tread 
makes them the safest tire 
built. Three plies of tough 
rubber fabric, instead of two 
as in ordinary tires, give 
them longer life.

Flannel rim-grip prevents 
creeping and separating 
from rim.

Their white side walls stay 
white, and with their ebony 
black tread, always present 
a snappy, new appearance.

Don’t let anybody switch 
you away from U. S. Giant 
Chains. All the fellows who 
know insist on U. S. Giant 
Chains. It pays.

and OTHER VALUABLE 
PRIZES-------
August is the wind-up for this great contest. We have 
extended the time to Sept. 15, which gives you 15 extra 
days. All you have to do is to write a story on the sub
ject, “ M y Adventure on a Bicycle.”  Or tell about some 
happening that shows the great value o f a bicycle. The 
most thrilling true story gets the prize. Get busy.

-MAY WINNERS-
STEPHEN BISTLINE 
POCATELLO, IDAHO 
ROBERT SULLENBERGER 
DURANGO, COLORADO 
LEWIS CLARKE 
COLLETTSVILLE, N. C. 
ANDY CAVANAUGH 
EAST GALENA, KANSAS

S E C O N D  P R IZ E  — 
A pair of U. S. Giant 
Chain Tread bicycle tires.

THIRD PRIZE 
—Electric Horn, 
com p lete  with 

battery.

FOURTH PRIZE— 
E lectric H eadlight, 
complete with battery.

Mention of TH E AM E R IC A N  BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers



LOSE A  M INUTE
OR

LOSE A  
FINGER
Let a cut go and you invite infection, 
amputation or even death! Apply anti
septic, cover with Drybak B an d-A id, 
and you are safe! Drybak Band-Aid is 
a ready-to-use strip of waterproof ad
hesive with a borated gauze pad at
tached. Sun tan color to be less con
spicuous. Individually wrapped for your 
protection. Sold in convenient tins by 
your druggist.

32

DRYBAK

with your name and address printed in margin 
with 5fi in coin for packet of Drybak Band-Aids 
and p a m p h le t " F ir s t  Steps to First A id " .  
For safe mailing, fasten coin with adhesive tape. 
Address Dept. 219.

TENNIS STRING CO.,Dept.A-6,Harmon. N.Y.

50cA  R E A L  C A M E R A
With genuine E A S T M A N  lens 
and precision-movement shutter

Norton Camera takes fine, clear photo- 
[r|e=1 >| graphs. N ot a toy. Uses genuine Eastman 
llls S H n  Kodak Co . film. Pictures are 1 !4n x 1 '
0 ~ ' in size. Enlarge beautifully. A t  stores,

send 50c, money order or check, to Norton 
Laboratories, Inc., Lockport, N . Y. O r  we’ll ship C . O .  D.

20 MILLION WomenBuyen
ate “A T  HOME "to YO U
You can easily make up to $12 daily with 
>our new, exclusive Christmas Box As
sortment. 21 Beautiful Foldersfeatur- 
ing  Parchment, Pearlite, in a handsome 
gift box. Sells for $1.00—Costs you 50c— 
A L S O  other Christmas items to increase 

your sales. Write at once for full particulars to 
W ALTHAM  ART PU B LISH ERS, 
Dept. 1, 7 Water Street, Boston, Mass.

<J/e CHIEF NAVIGATOR off/e 
/  a  FIRST

BYRD ANTARCTIC 
EXPEDITION

r i t t - . .r 5 3 i  c/esiOnec/ //ese 
fy a r g e

FI EID GLASSES
/oz-YOU

i j w i j o o

The H. Adams <S»- Company,..........Bethlehem, Pa.
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GET UP IN THE AIR!

Strive f o r  this 
la you t p o s itio n !

An Interview With Dick Degener, National Intercollegiate 
and A. A. U. Diving Champion

by FRANKLIN M. RECK

THIS is a story of take-offs, flights, 
and landings, o f loops, rolls, and 
Immelmans. But mostly it’s a 

story of take-offs.
Fancy diving is an exact science. It 

requires co-ordination, timing, balance, 
and suppleness. Behind every two-and- 
one-half somersault lie hours of prac
tice in gym, sand pit, and pool. But 
the success of every dive is determined 
before the diver’s toes part from the 
matting on the end of the board. His 
fate rests with the take-off. To illus
trate :

At the 1932 National A.A.U. swim
ming meet in the Yale pool, Dick 
Degener, representing the University 
o f Michigan, stood at the back end of 
the ten-foot board, ready to do the for
ward two and one-half somersault. He 
was competing against Mickey Riley 
and Harold Smith o f the University of 
Southern California. Spotted in dif
ferent parts o f the pool were five 
judges who would critically view the 
dive from all angles. I f  his body 
twisted ever so slightly, if  he turned 
a few inches too far, if  his posture 
were incorrect, his toes not pointed 
enough, some o f the judges would no
tice it and mark him down.

He went into his run, hit the end of 
the board, sailed into the air and be

D egener w orks o u t at 
M iam i. I t ’s th e  ha lf 

gainer.

Legs stra igh t, 
to e s  p o in ted , 
i f  y o u  w ant to  
b e a cham p!

gan turning. Two and 
one - half times his 
b o d y  s p u n ,  t hen 
opened out and lanced 
s t r a i g h t  f o r  t he  
water.

As the wrater closed 
over his pointed toes, 
there happened some
thing that had never 
happened before in 
the history of fancy 
diving. Every one of 
the five judges held 
up a card on which 
was printed the fig
ure “ 10.”  In diving 
10 is th e  h i g h e s t  
score that can be given.

Now shift the scene and time to the 
1932 Olympics in Los Angeles, a few 
months after the A.A.U. competition.

Again Degener stood at the rear of 
the ten-foot board, ready to do the two 
and one-half, this time with the Olym
pic title at stake. He had the same 
men to beat, but the circumstances 
were slightly different.

For one thing, there were more com
petitors. The dives had taken longer 
to run off. Since eight-thirty these 

boys had been diving and wait
ing their turn under the hot sun, 
and now it was almost noon.

Twice Degener had 
started up the lad
der and both times 
the announcer, who 
had to ma k e  hi s  
s p e e c h  in s e v e r a l  
l a n g u a g e s ,  h a d  
w a v e d  hi m b ac k .  
Degener  was s t i f f  
and a bit tense.

He sailed into the 
air and turned. But 
as he entered the 
w a t e r  h i s  l e g s  
slapped slightly— the 
telltale proof that he 
had turned too rap
idly and too far. The 

judges held up 6’s and 7’s, 
and Degener lost the Olym
pic championship.

The difference between the dives in 
Los Angeles and at Yale were mainly 
in the take-off. At Los Angeles Deg
ener feared that he had become stiff. 
He decided, perhaps unconsciously, that 
he’d have to give his dive a little more 
zip to counteract the long wait. He

pounded the board too hard 
— and lost a title.

The take-off, then, is im
portant. I f  you’re eager to 
improve your diving; you can 
well copy the form of cham
pions. Degener holds all 
American championships. He 
is nat i onal  intercollegiate 
champion. He holds the Na
tional A.A.U. titles both off 
the ten-foot and three-foot 
board. He is the most fin
ished diver in the world.

T o  Cl ar enc e  Pi nkston,  
swimming coach at the De
troit Athletic Club, goes the 
credit for recognizing Deg- 
ener’s possibilities. He saw 
him perform at a high school 
meet, and while Degener 
placed low in the competition 

Pinkston instantly picked him out as 
the boy most capable of development. 
There was something about the way 
Degener handled himself in the air that 
marked him as a comer —  something 
that Pinkston, himself a former Olym
pic diving champion, spotted instantly.

But Degener had a long trail o f work 
to plod before he was to reach the top. 
He had to learn the handstand to im
prove his balance. He had to do calis
thenics. He had to learn the details 
of form. He had to take punishing 
blows from the water. Most important 
of all, he had to learn how to take off, 
in order to get the proper height— 
enough height so that he could com
plete his loops and twists before the 
surface o f the water rose up to meet 
him.

Now etch this picture of Degener’s 
take-off on your mind:

After his dive has been announced 
he steps onto the board far enough 
back so that his three steps and hurdle 
step will bring him to the end o f the 
board.

He stands there in an unstrained 
position, head up, arms at sides. He 
doesn’t stand there long because that 
would indicate uncertainty and the 
judges would mark him down.

On the other hand, i f  there’s a crowd 
interruption, he doesn’t hesitate to re
lax and start all over. For instance, 
just as he was starting his run at Yale 
somebody tooted a horn. The sharp 
blast broke a dead silence. It would 
have disconcerted any diver. Degener 
stopped in the middle o f his run, 
walked back to the end o f the board 
and started again.

Degener takes three steps followed 
by a hurdle step* All four steps are
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smooth and forceful. He starts with 
his right foot and takes off for his 
hurdle step with his right foot.

The hurdle step is important. It’s 
the last high step that brings both feet 
down on the end o f the board. The body 
should go about two feet into the air, 
and the toes should be pointed during 
the flight. The body should be erect, 
even though the eyes are gazing down 
to gauge the edge of the board.

Now let’s leave him mid-air in his 
hurdle and see what his arms have been 
doing. His arm movement during the 
run is designed to add height to his 
hurdle step and his dive, and give flow
ing rhythm to his performance. There’s 
nothing jerky about fancy diving. It’s 
all one continuous movement.

With his first step his arms come 
forward, palms down, to a horizontal 
position. As he takes his second step 
his arms swing outward, back, and 
down, just in time to swing sharply 
forward and up as he takes off on his 
hurdle step. This upward swing of 
the arm helps him into the air.

Now comes the all-important moment 
of the run. He’s in mid-air, arms in 
front of him and slightly above the 
horizontal, body erect, toes together 
and pointed down. He’s coming down 
and his toes will land an inch or two 
from the end o f the board.

His objective, now, is to “ push the 
board to the bottom.” In other words 
he wants to spring that board down as 
far as it will go, so that it will throw 
him high into the air.

Let’s take it slow motion. His toes 
hit the board and the weight o f his 
body, falling from a height of two feet, 
bends the Oregon pine. He lands with 
tensed muscles. His feet flatten out

until his heels touch. He rises again 
on his toes as the board starts to throw 
him.

His arms? They have made another 
circular swing, outwards and back and 
down, so that as he starts to leave the 
board they’re ready to swing forward 
again to help him into the air.

And now his body is sailing toward 
the ceiling, ready to go into goodness- 
knows-what maneuvers.

But here’s a fine point— a point you’ll 
have to master if  you want to make a 
perfect take-off. When you take off 
for your hurdle step, the vigor of your 
spring starts the board to vibrating. 
By practice, you must so time your 
hurdle step that you won’t meet the 
board as it is coming up. You must 
meet it as it is going down, so that 
your falling weight will push it to the 
very bottom.

That’s Degener’s take-off. His four 
steps and his two circular arm swings 
— carefully timed and co-ordinated— 
have become second nature. But there 
was a time when he had to practice 
each move painstakingly and conscious
ly, just as you will if  you want to im
prove- your fancy diving.

You can’t learn air maneuvers by 
looking at diagrams. You must have 
a coach. You must work out with bet
ter divers who will criticize each move 
you make.

But one more tip Degener can give 
you. Don’t relax until you’re com
pletely in the water. Degener holds 
his position, toes pointed and knees 
straight, until his hands touch the bot
tom o f the pool. And then, if  his take
off has been good, he can rise to the 
surface with every confidence that he’ll 
glimpse nines on the judges’ cards.

C h i c k e n  W i n g  (Continued from page 10)

said in a flat, level voice, “ as though 
you’re giving Mike the run-around.” 
He walked away.

It was no longer “ Colonel.”  Coach! 
Doak knew then the extent of Tubby’s 
revolt— and his faith in a pitcher who 
had as little “ stuff” as Doak had ever 
seen. For a moment Doak felt beaten 
and alone.

He sat with the captain the day be
fore the Vanderbilt game and picked 
the line-up. Tubby was as cold and 
reserved as though he were talking to 
a stranger.

“ If Brad’s right,”  Doak said, “we’ll 
start him.”

“ Suppose he isn’t?”  Tubby’s tone was 
clipped, impersonal.

“ I’d rather take a chance with Lann 
than with Handel or Votee.”

“ How right does Brad have to be 
to be right?”

“ I ’m going to make you the judge of 
that,” Doak said slowly. “ You’ll be 
warming him up.”

“ Colonel,” Tubby said after a ipo- 
ment, his voice husky, “ I made a mis
take. I’m darned sorry.”

Under a spring sun that mellowed 
the field Doak watched his pitchers 
warm up and went through the agony 
of doubt that comes to every coach be
fore the first game of the season. The 
umpires appeared. The w'arm-up ended. 
He watched Tubby’s face as the catcher 
came to the bench.

“ Bradley,” Tubby said. “ This ought 
to be one o f his days.”

Doak, catching Michael Lann’s eye, 
motioned him to the warm-up pen out
side the right-field foul line. Some of 
the worry left the coach’s mind.

It seemed, for the first two innings, 
that today Bradley was hot. He was 
pitching purposeful, serious ball. His 
fast ball had a hop, his control was 
good, and he was able to play with 
the corners. Vanderbilt didn’t get a 
man on. He came to the bench after 
pitching the second and grinned at 
Doak.

“ Told you I’d be there, didn’t I?”
Doak knew the danger of over-con

fidence. “ That other boy’s pitching 
ball, too,” he reminded his hurler. In 
fact the other boy was good enough to 
blank Vinewood in the first and blank 
her again in the second. Bradley stood 
up and shed his sweater.

“ Coach,” he said, “ this is just a 
breeze.”  He breezed a ball for the in
side corner, and the first batter rammed 
a double into left field.

Doak felt the touch of a warning 
chill. Tubby came from behind the 
plate, talked to the pitcher and went 
back. Vinewood now had to guard 
against a bunt that would advance the 
runner to where he could score on a 
sacrifice hit. Bradley’s arm went back. 
First and third basemen swooped in 
and the shortstop ran over to cover 
third. But with the whole infield set 
to kill a bunt Bradley threw the ball 
over his catcher’s head and wild-pitched 
the runner to third.

Again Tubby came down to talk. 
Bradley’s grin was gone. He tried the 
outside comer and it was almost an
other wild pitch. Ball two!

Jim Doak was granite-faced. One 
end of the gamble had probably gone 
wrong. With two balls and no strikes 
the next pitch would have to be over. 
Twice he saw Bradley shake his head. 
He could guess what was happening. 
Tubby was calling for a curve across 
the plate and Brad was afraid to try 
it. Losing his nerve. Forced to take 
a chance that with two strikes and no 
balls the batter would let the next one 
go.

And so the ball was grooved. An
other double zoomed out into left. 
Vanderbilt had a run.

Again the situation was made to 
order for a sacrifice bunt. This time 
the Vanderbilt man at the plate did 
bunt. The ball rolled lazily straight 
out into the diamond. Bradley, jumpy 
with frayed nerves, dropped it twice. 
Runners were on first and third.
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Jim Doak’s jaw was grim. There 
was Bradley, trying to crowd into nine 
innings all the preparation that should 
have gone into those long practice 
weeks.

Stacy scooped a grounder and forced 
the man who had been on first. But 
the second run was in.

The score keeper marked the run. 
After that he marked an out on a fly 
to center. With two out Doak thought 
Brad might weather it. Gambling 
again, this time on the fact that two 
were out, he watched a ghastly record 
grow in the book. A base on balls, a 
single, and then the third double o f the 
inning. At last Tubby got under a 
high foul and the side was out.

Five runs! The coach could picture 
the editors o f  The Vineyard mixing 
acid and ink. Bradley, trying to ap
pear unworried, found a seat.

“ They caught me a bit off."
Doak dared not trust himself to 

speak. He had gambled on a quick 
third out and the gamble had cost him 
three runs. Now he had to gamble 
again. Many pitchers have a bad in
ning and are afterwards invincible. 
Vinewood was blanked again and Brad
ley went out to pitch the fourth.

He took his time. Twice he surveyed 
the infield. Twice he knocked dirt 
from his spikes and fussed with his 
belt. To the stands he must have 
seemed supremely confident, a pitcher 
who had. gone through a tornado and 
come back undismayed. But to Doak, 
watching a hand that fussed with a 
belt— Bradley let the ball go.

The batter sent a long, low, driving 
triple into left center.

The game, Doak knew, was lost. 
Thrown away by a trifler. The infield 
gathered about the pitcher. Tubby 
looked back across his shoulder toward 
the bench. Doak nodded.

Michael Lann, quietly, without haste, 
came across the grass toward the 
mound.

Tubby walked to meet him. The 
captain’s arm went around the shoul
ders of Michael Lann, and when he 
went back to the plate his stride spoke 
of a game won rather than a game 
lost.

Michael was in position. His crooked, 
awkward arm swung forward. The 
man at the plate let the ball go past.

“ Strike!”
Again the arm went through its 

queer performance. The batter lunged. 
Steinway at third took the ball cleanly 
and the runner on third was trapped 
and run down. But the batter who had 
hit that fielders’ choice had gone to 
second.

Doak didn’t move. His team had 
suddenly begun to play snappy ball. 
A slow ball wobbled toward the plate 
and the second man was out on a fly 
to Stacy. Another cripple crept down 
the pitching fairway. Tubby danced 
back under a high foul and it was 
three out.

A few derisive cheers came from the 
Vinewood stands.

“ They’re giving us the bird,”  the 
score keeper cried angrily, gazing with 
hot eyes at the crowded stands.

Doak took it stoically. A campus that 
read The Vineyard was not apt to re
joice over a 5-0 score. His hitters 
hadn’t  hit, and now he sent them out 
with instructions to wait. Waiting 
failed, too. The score was jstill 5-0 
when Michael Lann went out to pitch 
the opening o f the fifth.

The Vanderbilt coachers called shril
ly : “ A short bat, Mac.”

Doak nodded. A short bat was the 
best way to meet a slow ball and poke 
it over the infield. He waited.

A chicken-wing o f an arm flapped. 
The batter jabbed and missed. The arm 
went through another stiff gyration 
and the batter fouled. A gas-pipe arm 
creaked and the batter popped to Stein
way.

Doak spoke to himself, in awe. “ They
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can’t time it even with a short bat!” 
One man grounded to short and an
other was out on strikes. The cheers 
that broke out held a sudden undercur
rent of warmth.

Vinewood, in her half o f the fifth, 
got a run on a hit, an error and a 
sacrifice. Tubby and Michael walked 
out together, and the stands were on 
their feet. Cheers for Michael Lann! 
Doak, veteran of many campaigns, felt 
the warm heat crawl up his spine.

The first batter was at the plate with 
a choked bat. Michael’s arm moved 
with its stiff-jointed wrench. The bat
ter, punching at the pitch, slapped the 
ball into the dirt in front o f the plate. 
Tubby, darting out, made a snappy 
pick-up and throw. One down.

The second batter, stepping to the 
plate, heard a call from the coachers. 
He stepped away and glanced toward 
the Vanderbilt bench. When he came 
back to the batter’s box he no longer 
had his bat gripped short.

“ Squirming,” Doak said in an under
tone. “ They don’t know what to do.” 
The warmth from his spine crept to his 
heart. A pitcher with the will to give 
his best!

A  chicken-wing ball limped in. The 
batter, swinging from the hips, rolled 
a grounder down to short.

“ Two out,”  the score keeper chuckled.
“ Oh, you Lanny boy,”  a voice sang 

from the stands.
The third batter cracked a single 

to center.
Doak sat very still. Presently his 

hands moved slightly as though he 
were talking to himself. Here’s where 
the trouble started. A  base-runner 
could watch that slow, cramped arm 
and turn burglar. There was just a 
remote chance that a fast man might 
be able to steal home from third. A hit 
off Michael Lann was almost as good as 
a run. Today Vanderbilt would find it 
out. Tomorrow every school that 
played Vinewood would know it. And 
that’s how a coach gambled and lost.

Out on the mound Michael faced the 
plate and kept glancing toward first. 
The runner, disdainful, edged off. He 
had a lead now, a big lead. Without 
warning Michael took a quick step 
toward first and threw. The arm, no 
longer cramped, was a darting snake. 
The ball was a bullet aimed down 
around Stacy’s knees. The first base- 
man, with that blazing throw in his 
hands, stooped and dug the ball into a 
dismayed base-runner trying to get 
back.
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The Vinewood stands roared. 
“ They’ve gone nuts,”  the score keeper 

gulped.
“ Lann— caught him off first— didn’t 

he?” Jim Doak asked.
“ Picked him clean,”  the score keeper 

exulted.
Doak blinked. So he had actually 

seen it! Tubby and Michael came in 
from the field —  Tubby in a daze, 
Michael with that slow smile. The 
coach, his eyes still a little glazed, 
made room for them.

“ Where did you get that speed, 
Lann?”

“ Why— ”  Michael seemed surprised. 
“ Why, I always had it.”

“ Keeping it hidden?”
“ I was holding it in reserve. I 

thought I might get enough slow-ball 
change o f pace with a bent-arm swing 
so that I wouldn’t need speed. Any
way, i f  I did need it I’d have it. I 
could spring it as a surprise.”

“ You did,” Doak said warmly and 
looked at Tubby. He was thinking of 
The Vineyard. They’d probably boil 
him in oil. Why hadn’t he started 
Lann? Well— his soul, for the first 
time in weeks, was filled with a mellow 
peace. The Vineyard wouldn’t  have 
much chance to squawk after today.

“ Why didn’t you tell us you had a 
fast ball?”

Michael said slowly: “ I don’t know— 
probably because I didn’t think o f it. 
That day I went good in practice it 
seemed what I had was good enough. 
You didn’t ask to see a fast ball.”

A half-inning had been played and 
another O went up for Vinewood. As 
Tubby and Michael left the bench, 
Doak grunted something. The captain 
turned back.

“ What’s that, Colonel?”
“ The second time I took something 

for granted,”  said Doak.
The score, at the end, was 5-1. 

Vanderbilt, in the last half of the 
game, had gone down before Michael 
Lann like wheat before a mower. The 
thought that lay in Doak’s mind dur
ing those closing innings was how 
closely he had come not to using 
Michael Lann at all. There it was 
again—the everlasting gamble.

The squad had gone to the locker 
room. Doak paused in the doorway.

“ No need to worry about today’s 
game,”  he called. “ Lann gave them 
two hits in six innings.”

He went in to his office, and cut a 
piece o f cardboard and inked in letters. 
He had finished when Tubby entered.

“ Glad you came along,”  the coach 
said. “ Got a question or two I ’d like 
to ask. Do I look particularly ancient?” 

“ Ancient?” Tubby repeated, puzzled. 
“ Decrepit. Senile. Muscle-bound be

tween the ears. Five weeks ago I 
wanted to drop Lann from the squad; 
ten days ago I couldn’t see how he 
could get through a game. First it 
was because o f a broken arm he didn’t 
have. Then it was the lack of a fast 
ball that he did have. I f  it hadn’t been 
for you— ”

“ Colonel,”  Tubby said, embarrassed, 
“ you’d have doped it out yourself.”

“ I did a nice job o f doping,”  Jim 
Doak grunted. “ You heard what Lann 
said— ‘ You didn’t ask to see a fast 
ball.’ That’s the low-down, Tubby.” 
The coach took the blotter off the let
tering. Crossing the room he tacked 
the cardboard to the wall. “ A coach 
can find enough ways to gamble with
out stumbling around in the dark and 
trying to be a mind-reader. Broken 
elbow! No speed!”

He stepped away from the wall. 
Tubby read the letters on the card
board: “ A— U Y T.”

“ What does that mean?”  he asked. 
“ It means ‘Ask— Use Your Tongue,’ ”  

Jim Doak replied.
Tubby didn’t know it at the moment 

but he had witnessed a death and a 
birth. “ Graveyard”  Doak was gone. 
“ Tell-me”  Doak had been born.

Mention of TH E AM ERICAN BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers



August, 193 If T he A merican  B oy—Y outh ’s C ompanion 35

Sma 4T A leca !
Three weeks a fter  Jessie reached board

ing school she began signing her letters 
“ Jessica.”  B rother Tom didn’t  like it. He 
replied:

“ Dear Jessica: Dadica and M omica have 
gone to visit A unt Lizzica. Uncle Samica 
is buying a new machinica, but he doesn’t  
know whether to get a Chevica or a Fordica. 
The old cowica had a calfica, and I was go
ing to call it  N ellica, but changed it to 
Jimica because it was a bullica. Y our lov
ing Tom ica.”

T o o  Much to A sk

Nervous P atient: “ W ill the anaesthetic 
make me s ick ?”

Surgeon: “ No, I  think not.”
Nervous P atient: “ H ow long will it be 

before I know anyth ing?”
Surgeon (gen tly ) : “ A ren ’t you expecting 

a little too much from  the anaesthetic?”

T w o  N ice Girls

“ W ell, Dick, m y boy,”  said Uncle Frank 
heartily, “ I hear you ’re engaged to one o f 
the pretty Robbins twins. F ine! But how 
on earth do you tell them ap art?”

“ Oh,”  said Dick, “ I don’ t try .”

T he  Bright S ide

Cyrus" Tiller went to town the other day 
and decided to surprise Ma T iller, so he 
went into a store and bought him self one 
o f  these stylish English-drape suits. He 
put it under the seat o f  the wagon and 
then bought some feed fo r  the horses. On 
the way home he got to a lonely bridge over 
a river and here he took  off his old clothes 
and tossed them in. He reached under the 
seat and found someone had stolen his new 
clothes. He climbed on the wagon, whipped 
up the horses, and said, “ I ’ll surprise her 
anyhow! Giddap.”

by the 
bowlful!

Dogs Don ’t  L ast

The proprietor o f  the Maine woods hunt
ing lodge furnished the dogs fo r  the two 
young city chaps.
He watched them 
as they set out 
w earing their stiff 
n e w  h u n t i n g  
clothes and their 
shiny b o o t s  a n d  
c a r r y i n g  t h e i r
g l e a m i n g  rifles.
F ifteen m i n u t e s  
l a t e r  they w e r e  
back.

“ Back a lready?”  
said the proprietor. 
“ You can ’t be need
ing more ammuni
t io n !”

“ N o,”  said one. m
“ W e came back fo r i j
more dogs.”

(wssfe

It  W as V ery Sad

“ You look tired, old man,”  said o 
business man to another.

“ Had a tough day,”  said the, weary one.
“ M y  o f f i c e  b o y  
pulled the old o

. — -- —  i —wanted the a fter
noon off to go to his 
aunt's funeral— so I 
said I'd go  along.”  

“ Great idea, ‘ his 
f r i e n d  c h u c k le d . 
“ H o w  w a s  t h e  
game ?”

“ W e didn’t  go,”  
s a i d  t h e  o t h e r .  
“ W e went to his 
aunt’s funeral.”

A t five in the 
m orning the farm er
called the summer boarder fo r  breakfast. 
Soon after, still rubbing his eyes, the 
boarder sat down at the table.

“ This breakfast,”  he said, “ is like a p ig’s 
tail.”

“ How com e?”  asked the farm er, surprised. 
“ I t ’s tw irly,”  said the boarder.

N o Credentials

The seal trainer serves some 
sardines for dinner.

T he W rong 
Medicine 

The doctor a 
s w e r e d  th e  t e le 
phone.

‘ ‘ Q u i c k ,  my 
satchel,”  he shouted 
to his w ife. “ This 
man says he can ’t 
live without me.” 

“ Just a minute,”  said his w ife , picking up 
the receiver. “ That call is fo r  Ethel.”

W it: 
est size 

Less:

Y ou ’ll See ’E m  Soon 
‘W here do lions reach their great- 

“ On circus posters.”

Police Sergeant: “ A  college student, eh? 
That’s your story, is it ? ”

Prisoner: “ I am a college student, sir.”  
Patrolm an: “ It ’ s a stall, Sarge. I frisked 

him tw ice and there ain’ t a single maga
zine subscription blank on him .”

PUPrPLEASED H im

Pluto: “ The Ed took me to see the edu
cated fleas last night.”

M ongrel P al: “ H ow were th ey?”
P luto: “ Fine! Fact is, I took the lead

ing lady home with me.”

J ust a Myth

“ It ’s all w rong about Irishmen being 
such terrific fighters."

“ H onest?”
“ Yeah. Last night my brother and I 

and tw o other fellow s nearly knocked an 
Irishman silly .”

Girls W ill B e Jealous

C atty: “ So Bob proposed and Grace 
nabbed him.”

H attie: “ N o-o. A nyhow , she says she 
didn’t take him the first time he popped 
the question.”

C atty: “ H ow could sh e7 She wasn’t  
there.”

T h at  IS a  Blessing

Two freshm en were discussing the can
didates fo r  class president ju st before 
election.

“ W hat do you think o f  ’em ?”  asked one.
“ W ell,”  said the other, “ the more I see 

o f  ’em the more pleased I am that only 
one can be elected.”

Come U p A ny T im e !
Q eparting Guest (patron izingly) : “ Y ou ’ve 

got a nice little place here, Frank, but it 
still looks a little bare.”

Irritated H ost: “ That’s because the trees 
are young yet. I hope they’ll have grown 
to a good size before you come again.”

A  Major  A lteration 
“ Y ou seem to have a lump on your 

chest,”  said the glib clothing salesman, 
“ but when you get this suit it  won’ t be 
noticeable at all.”

“ I know it w on’t,”  sighed the young 
lawyer. “ That’s m y pocketbook.”

T he  Gift  of T ongues 
F irst Student: “ Sprechen sie D eutsch?”  
Second Student: “ H uh?”
F irst Student: “ Sprechen sie D eutsch?”  
Second Student: “ Sorry, come again.”  
F irst Student: “ I say, do you speak 

G erm an?”
Second Student: “ Oh sure, sure.”

E pitaph

The N ight E xpress was com ing fa st;
The fool “ stepped on it”  and rushed past—  
N ot quite! A  crash! An awful sound! 
They opened up his head and found 

E xcelsior!

P recocious B aby

Irate Father (to  daughter entertaining 
at 2 a. m .) : “ W hat does the clock sa y ?”  

D aughter: “ T ick-tock. And the dog says 
bow-wow, and the cat says meow and the 
rooster says cock-a-doodle doo.”

That extra burst o f  speed that 
stretches two base hits into three 
baggers! Only proper training— 
plus energy-giving, strength-build
ing food like Shredded Wheat— 
gives you this!

Your coach knows Shredded 
Wheat is good for you. He’s all 
for it—wants it for training table! 
And what fun it is to eat! Crisp, 
nut-brown, full o f  flavor.

Here’s a simple health formula

— Shredded Wheat once a day — 
plenty o f sunshine— exercise and 
sleep — and you’ll never have to 
worry about being “ in shape” !

Ask M other to give you 
Shredded Wheat, with fresh fruit 
and milk, at least once a day. Tell 
her this delicious meal contains 
every food value a boy needs. It 
helps to keep you keen and alert
— makes you “hefty” — gives you 
“ speed by the bowlful” !

Please be
package w un we picture oj litagara 
Falls a nd the N. B. C. Uneeda Seal.

SHREDDED WHEAT
A Product of N A TIO N A L BISCUIT COMPANY “Uneoda Bakers"

^ACTION —Hammer Fire—Hair I  
^Trigger-Price 5 7.50 is the moat—tionai improvement in air gun history, i.__ -—ime. address,ase. kind of gun you now have, if I 

T. tor your copy of BB Magic -  FRE E - a  real gun I manual bused on U. S. Army regulations, etc. Also ask 1 fordetailsof 1934 Benjamin SunerSingle Shot—Price '
$S.SO and our SPECIAL INTRODUCTORY OFFER. Write Now I
B EN JA M IN  AIR R IFLE  C O ., 631 N. Broadw ay, S T . LO U IS. M O ., U .S -A .

M a h e  . M o c c a s i n s
Usa Dugan’ s Moccasinklt to make 
real Indian moccasins. Thick water
proof steerhlde and leather thongs. 
Full instructions. Used by thousands 
of boys and men. Send shoe size with 
order. Free leathercraft folder.

The D U G A N  M O C C A S I N K I T

Onlyfl .65 
a pair, C.O.D. 
plus postage.

O. H. DUGAN & CO.
Dept. 18 Summer Street, Boston, Mass*

E A S Y
You’ ll advance faster with 
an easy  playing Conn. 
Choice o f the world’B great
est artists. Many exclusive | 
features yet they cost no 
more. Home trial. Easy I 
payments. See your deal
er or write for free book. 
Mention instrument. | 

C. G. CONN, Ltd.
802 Conn Bldg., Elkhart, Ind. I

m
World's Largest 
"Manufacturers of .

BAND INSTRUMENTS |

3 and white) 80c poet) der) 96c C.O.D. Include............ .  ,. -ices of other TOMGUT ’ •Court- Tested" Tennis Strings. ORDER^NOW-saw on vour
THOMPSON MFC. CO., 4553 Packers Ave, Chicago
Makers of TOMGUT ‘ 'Court-Tested Tennis Strings

N O W
Mend bicycle 80 days 
without "buying for 
keeps.”  Return it at our
Writo'qulck for FREE 
color Catalog, marvel
ous new prices, special 
offers. SAVE H buying 
direct from MEAD!

$19*95
Mead's Sentinel bike *19.96 -  Rangers a ... dollars more. America’ finest quality bicycles a rock-bottom prices.

R id er  A g en ts  W a n ted
Ride and exhibit sample of our new Balloon- Tire RANGER, and make money. Opportunity of lifetime. Special Offers on our entire line of quality bicycles — if  you hurryI Send no money—turtle.
T ; S a v e  One-Half on lamps,1 ires tiros, equipment. Drop us

M ead Cycle Company Gmtnkcobrcu.
De p t  0-24 C h ic ag o <<*• %£r$iREE-

Mentioc of THE AM ERICAN BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers
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Y OU can never tell how a m orning will 
begin. I settled down in my office 
chair this a. m. with m y tail curled 

up com fortably behind me and my spec
tacles well down on my nose, and decided 
to unload a little helpful philosophy on 
the editor.

“ Pow er,”  I told him, “ that’s what you ’ve 
got to have. A  personality that knocks 
’em dead.”

“ And you ’ve g o t  it,”  the editor replied, 
which should have warned me. He dug

T h ere ’ s a n ew  b ook  o f  
S tep h en s ’ stories.

into m y M orning Mail pile and pulled out 
a letter. “ Here’s a letter from  J. David 
Bishop, Bethlehem, Pa., whose dad is a 
m issionary in Central Am erica. Bishop 
says he showed your picture to a neighbor
hood pup. The pup uttered a loud bark. 
The next day it took sick and died.”

M aybe, a fter  this, readers should show 
m y picture on ly  to dogs with strong con
stitutions.

A new C. A. Stephens book
Thousands o f  lovers o f  the C. A . Stephens 

stories in the Y o u th ’ s C o m p a n ion  will be 
delighted to learn that a selected group o f 
his stories is now published in a book 
under the title : “ M y Folks in M aine.”  I f  
you want to read a series o f  gripping, 
tru e-to -life  stories o f  p ioneering days in 
Maine, w rite The Old Squire’s Bookstore, 
Norway, M aine, fo r  in form ation  about 
“ My Folks in M aine”  and other volumes 
soon to be ready.

“ A  picture o f  p er fec t devotion,”  w rites L ieu 
tenant Commander C. F. M artin, U. S. N avy, 
o f  our A pril cover  showing a merchant marine 
captain, the last to leave his sinking ship, carry
ing his terrier to sa fe ty  in a breeches buoy. 
W e liked that picture, too, and w e w ere de
lighted that w e had on hand one extra  en
graver’ s p roo f to send Lieutenant Martin.

More kennel clubs!
The expansion com m ittee reports new 

local Am erican B oy Kennel Clubs in St. 
Louis, M o.; P ort W ashington, O hio; Lake 
Placid, N. Y .; Muskegon, M ich.; Minne
apolis, M inn.; N orristow n, P a .; Bement, 
111., W aldport, Ore.; and A lbany, N . Y. 
The M inneapolis club meets in a shack 
built in the rafters o f  Louis B lair’ s ga
rage. The Lake Placid club has a  m eet
in g  every W ednesday and discusses A m e r i 
c a n  B o y  stories.

This dog made good
“ M y dog came to our house a vagabond,” 

w rites David H ersey, M itchell, S . Dak. 
“ He was dumped out o f  a car by  some 
city folks. He has turned out to  be an 
excellent cattle dog. W e ju st  tell him ‘Sic 
’em,’ and he separates our cattle from  
other cattle and drives them in. He doesn’t 
like cats and he has one bad habit— bark

ing at cars.”  Hersey would like to have 
some o f  the rest o f  you w rite the Office 
Pup about your ,dogs. L et’s hear from  
you.

About vacations
H ow did you spend your vacation? John 

Paddock, Clinton, Iowa, and three other 
boys took a 1200-mile auto trip through 
W isconsin. They earned the money fo r  
the trip  by  w ashing cars. That’s 'clean 
money, well spent. (D on ’t throw that 
book, E d !)

Eagle catcher!
Terence M cVay o f  the St. Louis 20th 

C entury Club tells the follow ing true dog 
story : During a fierce sleet storm  a bald 
eagle was forced to fly near the ground. 
He came down on the back o f  a mule. 
R iding the mule was Dan Cook and his 
shepherd dog, Doss. The eagle ’s claws 
came into contact with the mule and three 
were le ft : Dan, Doss, and the eagle. Doss 
went into action and the eagle was soon 
dead. I t  had a w ing spread o f  6 feet.

Long timers
In A pril we told you about Edge C. 

Lewis, Downington, Pa., who has read the 
Y o u th ’8 C om p a n ion — A m e r ic a n  B o y  fo r  62 
years. W e thought that was a record, but 
a later mail brings a letter from  F. D. 
Shewell, Sebring, Ohio, who has subscribed 
continuously fo r  69 years, and renewed 
last January fo r  three years m ore! One 
o f  these days w e’re going to start a Cen
tury Club composed exclusively o f  readers

o f  one hundred years’ standing. Two good 
candidates fo r  future membership would 
be V irgil B. Harris, E lbert, Colo., who has 
read the magazine fo r  10 years and would 
like some rousing pirate stories; and Edgar 
Coapman, Brockport, N. Y ., who has read 
T h e  A m e r ic a n  B o y  continuously since 1918 
and also wants a pirate yarn. (W e ’ll have 
to see i f  we can ’t dig another pirate serial 
out o f  Rear Adm iral E. R. G. R. Evans, 
who w rote “ Ghosts o f  the Scarlet F leet.” )

The moil ill’s lesson in grit
When W alter W . Stout, Joplin, Mo., was 

eight years old he m et with an accident 
that blinded him and took off all the fingers 
o f  the left hand, and all except the thumb 
and small finger o f  the right hand. A t 
23 he is a trom bone soloist and broadcasts 
over the radio. He likes sports, can repair 
cars and radios, and is building a fish pond 
in the back yard by him self. He resents 
being called helpless and he isn ’t. He has 
overcom e his handicaps.

Hide-rack has a rival! Rem em ber the story  
in which H ide-rack finally learned to ride a 
circus horse?  R obert M illikan, S  t even.will e, 
M ont., submits a picture (printed  on this page) 
proving that his dog R ex , part shepherd and 
part collie, can ride a horse too. W hen Bob 
rides to town R ex  is perched in back o f  him.

A good map for your den
W ould you like to help build a great 

parkway along the Potom ac R iver as a 
memorial to George W ashington? Then 
send a dollar to The Am erican Civic Asso
ciation, 901 Union Trust Bldg., W ashing
ton, D. C., and ask fo r  a handkerchief

map o f  the national capital. The map, 
about tw enty-eight inches square, is printed 
on cloth and contains the original plans o f 
the city o f  W ashington drawn by the 
French engineer, L ’E nfant, in 1791, and 
pictures o f  present-day Federal Buildings 
in the border. Order your color— red, 
green, plum, brow n, or terra cotta. Y our 
dollar w ill help to realize the American 
dream o f  making W ashington the most 
beautiful capital in the world.

About hobbies
Kennel Clubber Ernest G. Casseres, 

Cartago, Costa Rica, C. A ,, wants instruc
tions on selecting a hobby. There are only 
two requirem ents fo r  a good hobby: it 
should be w orthw hile; you should en joy  it. 
Ralph E. Prouty, Madison, Ohio, fo r  in-

H e’ s a cow b oy  dawg!

stance, makes a hobby o f  poetry. He finds 
a poem he likes and memorizes it. He can 
recite 20 now  and intends to learn 25 this 
year. He gets from  his hobby a sense o f 
beauty and mental exercise. . . . Harold 
L. K irkpatrick, Pomona, C alif., spends his 
spare time on ethnology, or  the study o f 
races o f  people. He is specializing on the 
American Indian, building up a knowledge 
o f  how the Indian lived, what he wore, his 
customs, his religions, his tools and indus
try. . . . John Anspacher’s hobby (Sunny- 
side, L. I .) is prin ting ; John Terrel, 
Shafter, C alif., makes a hobby o f  model 
railroading. The world is so full o f  fasci
nating things that it should be easy to 
select a good hobby.

Out of luck
Joe J. Keeline, Jr., Gillette, W yo., his 

brother, and their collie, would like to 
start a local kennel club. The only trouble 
is that th ey ’re on a ranch, 45 miles from 
the nearest town. The Office Pup has no 
suggestions to offer, unless Keeline wants 
to throw  the club open to w hite-faced cat
tle and coyotes. Club or no club, Pluto 
portraits are on the way to the brothers.

‘ ‘ W hy not introduce a great living American  
to the readers each m onth?”  suggests R oy  Casey, 
Great Falls, M ont. A  good  idea. Our editorial 
page has done that, but we’ ll try  to dig up a 
few  m ore f o r  you.

“ F or the boy who is in high school and 
planning his future, W illiam  H eyliger’s 
stories o f  vocations are m ost helpful,”  
writes D. C. Bergus, South Bend, Ind. A  
new H eyliger serial, this fa ll, is based on 
the great electrical industry— you ’re go 
in g  to like it.

Letters, please
A s usual, our space is running out be

fore we’ve been able to quote from  half 
the letters w e’ve picked out. Fans have 
asked us how  they m ay jo in  The American 
Boy Kennel Club. The club is an organiza
tion o f  contributors to this page. The way 
to get in is to send P luto a comment, an 
experience, or a suggestion that he can’t 
help using. E very  person quoted receives 
an autographed portra it o f  the Pup. You 
m ay also, by  getting  eight signers, form  
a local Kennel Club and receive a portrait 
fo r  your clubroom s. Let’s hear from  you. 
Address Pluto, T h e  A m e r ic a n  B o y ,  7430 
Second Blvd., D etroit, Mich.

OH, Piute, the Office Pup, is  brave;
His courage is immense,

And with his courage he combines 
A n aw ful lot o f  sense.

He pulled an oar and caught a crab, 
(Y ou  do it w ith a lurch.)
Sea robins cam e fo r  scattered grain ; 
Each robin had a perch.

F or instance, take his voyage in 
The good ship G old en  H in d ,
To catch a lot o f  fishes of 
The oceanic kind.

W ith bread he caught a butterfish, 
The kingfish with a crow n;
He dipped his shoe and caught a sole, 
A fish o f  some renown.

N ow Beebe tak.es a ball o f  steel,
W ith oxygen, and such.
Did Pluto use a bathysphere?
O r oxy gen ? N ot much!

“ W hy take a lo t o f  nets and 
lin es?”

The Office Canine said.
“ W hy use a lot o f  costly stuff
W hen you can use your head?”

He caught a drumfish with a 
trap—

To trap drum was a lark.
A  halter brought the seahorse 

in,
Exam s enticed the shark.

He lured the dogfish with a 
bark,

The dogfish caught a cat.
The flatfish fell fo r  lower 

rents—
W ho wouldn’t fa ll fo r  that?

Oh, Piute, the Office Pup, is 
brave;

His courage is immense,
And with his courage he com 

bines
An awful lot o f  sense.

W ith haddock, hake, and hali
but,

W ith octopus and squid,
A  sea bass named Sebastian, 
And a cod nicknamed “ the kid,”

The G old en  H in d  returned to 
shore,

W ith m any a lusty cheer,
To sell its fish and close its log, 
And end the fish-cal year.

His m irrors caught the rayfish, and 
The sunfish, and the stars; 
The weakfish came aboard to 

rest,
The jelly fish  in jars.
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B u i ld  a  D a r m s t a d t  K o n s u l  G l id e r  (<Continued from, page 25)

the nose piece in place against No. 1 
bulkhead. The cowling is made in two 
pieces, one on each side of the center. 
First the upper edges o f the bulkheads 
No. 1 to No. 4 must be undercut 1/16" 
to allow the cowling to fit down flush 
with the rest o f the surface of the fuse
lage. The nose piece is also cut away to 
receive.the cowling. Two pieces of 1/16" 
balsa are then fitted into place and 
sanded to form a continuous curve with 
the nose piece and the fuselage. After 
that, draw and cut out the cockpit with 
a pointed razor blade.

The stern post (rudder post) is a 
square piece of balsa 2% " long. 

Cement it in place, using small pins 
to hold the ends o f the longerons in 
position while they dry.

The keel is cut from a % " balsa, 
following the outline o f the lower edge 
of the fuselage from bulkheads 1 to 6. 
When finished the keel is pointed in 
front and curves to V2 " in depth at 
the rear. After the keel has been 
cemented into place, fit a cap strip of 
l /3 2 "x 1/&" bamboo to the lower surface 
to form a hard skid for landing. Shape 
and cement the .030 music wire hook 
to the cap strip directly under No. 4 
bulkhead.

Cut the wing mounting block from 
a balsa block % "x l% "x8". Carve its 
lower surface to fit over the top of 
the fuselage and the sides to sweep 
smoothly into the wing. Round the 
front end of the block to a stream
lined shape and cut the sides to a point 
at the rear. Cut a rectangular hole 
I% "x4" through the center o f the 
block. Two small .030" music wire 
hooks are cemented to the under side 
of the block so as to extend into the 
open rectangle. These hooks are used 
to hold the wing in place. Small dress 
snaps may be substituted for the hooks 
if  you prefer. The block may now 
be cemented to the fuselage.

The empennage surfaces are built up 
with the streamline section shown in 
the drawing. Each rib differs in 
length, but you may determine the size 
from your full-size layout.

Notice that both elevators and rud
der are hinged. Cut these hinges from 
.010 sheet brass or thin tin, xk "  in 
width. Bend them to form a letter N 
whose height is equal to the thickness 
of the section. (See detail near top of 
drawing.) This type of hinge is stiff

enough to maintain the setting of 
the control surfaces while in flight but 
permits them to be easily adjusted.

Assemble stabilizer and rudder over 
your drawing. Cut the ribs in two, 
cement the two spars to their ends, and 
join the spars together with the hinges. 
Cement the trailing and leading edges 
to the ribs, cutting a V-shaped notch 
out of the leading edge of each rib to 
let the leading edge spar fit into it. 
Cement the stabilizer across the fuse
lage with the additional rib piece 
shown in the drawing under the title 
"stabilizer attachment piece.”  This 
piece is cemented along its entire length 
to the fuselage. The rudder and fin 
are made in the same manner and the 
rudder hinged to the fin and stern post.

A Gottingen 535 section is used on 
the wing. A drawing of this section 
is given below. Cut the ribs from 
1/16" balsa, cutting out the holes first, 
then the outline. Cut out the notches 
for the leading edge and the spars— 
note that the leading edge notch is V- 
shaped.

The tip ribs, which vary in length, 
will have to be fitted. Build the wing 
in three parts— two 26" tips and the 
center section.

The wing mounting piece, to be ce
mented to the lower surface of the 
wing at the center o f the center sec
tion, is cut from a 1A "x l% "x 6 sA" balsa 
block and is shaped to fit the lower 
surface of the wing. This block fits 
on top of the wing mounting block on 
the fuselage. Cement two 3/16"x- 
3/16"x4" balsa blocks to the under side 
o f the wing block so that they will fit 
snugly into the rectangular hole in the 
wing mounting block. These act as 
locating blocks and keep the wing from 
shifting on the fuselage. Cement two 
small hooks similar to the ones used 
on the wing mounting block to the 
block directly over the other hooks. 
Two small rubber bands are looped over 
these hooks to hold the wing in place.

The wing sections are assembled to
gether for flying by means of two short 
pieces of aluminum tubing and two 
short sections of birch dowel. These

are fitted into the ends o f the section 
as shown in the drawing. The dowels 
must fit the tubing snugly yet must be 
loose enough to slip in and out freely.

Cover the glider with Japanese tissue. 
To do this, select a portion o f frame
work to cover, paint it with banana 
oil and lay the paper over it. Don’t 
try to stretch the covering. With or
dinary care you can avoid wrinkles.

You can shrink the paper tight by 
lightly spraying the finished glider with 
water. A small hand-plunger type 
used for spraying insects around the 
home will do the job satisfactorily. 
The paper can also be shrunk and at 
the same time waterproofed by paint
ing the plane with a mixture o f  five 
parts o f acetone to one part of banana 
oil.

To balance the glider, drill a small 
hole in the nose and drop lead shot 
into it until the glider when launched 
from a height o f five or six feet will 
glide smoothly to the ground. Then 
plug the hole with a small piece of 
balsa.

Use a spool o f thread for a towing 
cable when you’re launching the glider. 
Fasten a small ring bent from .030 
music wire to the end o f the thread 
and slip this over the launching hook 
so that when tension is relieved the 
ring will slide off. Use at least a hun
dred feet of thread and launch the 
glider in much the same manner as you 
would a kite.

Have your chum hold the glider in 
flying position while you hold the end 
of the thread. At an agreed-upon sig
nal start across the field against the 
wind while your friend releases the 
glider. Walk—don’t run. And don’t 
fly your ship on a windy day.

I f  your glider is constructed cor
rectly and properly balanced, it will 
climb rapidly until it’s almost over 
your head. When it has climbed to 
the limit o f the thread, release it by 
slacking off on the line and by letting 
the ring slip off its hook. I f  weather 
conditions are favorable and there are 
enough rising air currents you may 
never see your glider again. Boys have 
followed models for more than two 
miles until they have literally disap
peared into the blue! But it’s more 
likely that after a long flight the grace
ful ship will coast earthward to give 
you many more hours of rare fun.

W in g  B i b s  f o r  t h e  G l id e r

TTERE are your wing ribs (top two), elevator and rudder ribs. Draw lines on tin or card- 
“  board forming squares one-quarter inch on a side. Then draw in the ribs as above, being 
careful to cross each line exactly as in the drawing. Then cut the ribs out and you’ll have a 

cardboard or tin template (pattern) from which you can make all ribs for the ship.

T h e  G o ld e n  C in e  (Continued from page 13)

overexcited and suspicious of everyone. 
How could we know they were your 
friends?”

“ Where are they?”  demanded Ren
frew.

“ Free them, Jake,” said Gunnar.
And very soon Curly, to his amaze

ment, found himself limping, in from 
the shed with Irwin at his side. Irwin 
slumped at the table, where Gunnar 
himself solicitously poured water for 
him. Curly hurriedly told his story to 
Renfrew.

“ They jumped us, you see, without 
warning!”  he finished. “ We’ve been in 
that shed ever since.”

Renfrew', who had listened silently, 
turned to Gunnar, standing impassive. 
The big man barely stirred, and spoke.

“ That is what fear does,”  he said. 
“ On Sunday night, late, a man came 
here. He was an ugly customer, with 
a queer ear and a crippled hand. He 
came walking up from the point with 
a heavy burden on his shoulder and 
my brother Jake and Ratfat, this In
dian, came out of the woods and met 
him. He dropped what he carried, 
drew his gun, and started firing at my 
brother. He would have killed him, 
for Jake was unarmed, .but I ran out

just in time to save Jake by shooting 
him. He is in that room —  badly 
wounded.”

There was a silence while Renfrew 
glanced from one to another o f the 
brothers, very thoughtfully.

“ So you attacked my friends out of 
fear?” he asked.

“ Yes. Can’t you see our position? 
We had shot this man, and we had him 
in our house, with the precious burden 
he had carried. Then these men came, 
demanding that treasure, and he had 
tried to kill us without warning. So 
we were afraid, and we overcame these 
men and tied them up. We thought 
they were friends o f the wounded man. 
We thought they had come for the box, 
and we wanted to keep it until we 
could turn it over to the authorities.”

“ Why?”  demanded Renfrew.
“ Because it is full of gold!”  cried 

Gunnar Trondheim.
Turning to the table, he swept away 

a square of canvas cloth and revealed, 
lying there open, a strongly made 
wooden box filled with ingots that glit
tered ruddy yellow in the light.

In a breathless silence Renfrew 
strode over and looked down upon the 
treasure. It seemed to Curly as if  the

Trondheim brothers waited in tense 
suspense as he reached out and touched 
the yellow metal. Renfrew ran his 
fingers over one ingot gently; then he 
suddenly turned to Irwin Brewster.

“ Where’s your car?” asked Renfrew.
Irwin rose, with a slow smile spread

ing his bruised lips. Curly was elated 
to see that his eyes were bright once 
more.

“ Where is it?”  Irwin demanded of 
Gunnar Trondheim.

Gunnar shrugged. “ We saw no car,”  
he said. “ You appeared on foot.”

“ There is no car,” rumbled Jake.
“ That’s a 1— ”  Curly caught Ren

frew’s eye and abruptly shut up. He 
had been about to say it was a lie, for 
he had heard the brothers speak of 
destroying the car, but Renfrew had 
silently demanded silence.

“ We have a wounded man, wanted 
by the police,”  said Renfrew. “ And 
this gold must be returned to Vancou
ver. There is no car, and my launch 
is disabled. But I noticed that you 
were preparing your schooner for sail
ing. That wTas to return the gold to 
the police, I take it?”

Gunnar Trondheim grudgingly nod
ded assent.

“ Good. Then you will take us on 
your schooner, back to my plane at 
Brewster Landing.”

Again it was as i f  his voice were a 
weapon, and his words a lash. The 
Trondheim brothers stood staring at 
one another silently.

“ No.”  Gunnar Trondheim moved 
toward the table, and the gun. “ You 
cannot have the schooner!”

With a lightning movement Renfrew 
picked up the gun and handed it, butt 
foremost, to Irwin Brewster.

“ Will you hold Mr. Trondheim’s pis
tol for him?” he asked.

Gunnar Trondheim gazed at him 
furiously.

“ Of course,”  said Renfrew coldly, 
“ you will give my friends back their 
guns.”

“ Yes,”  grinned Irwin, the pistol firm 
in his hand. “ They will give us back 
our guns.”

Curly, though a little dazed by the 
swirl of events, moved forward and 
Gunnar Trondheim showed him where 
his rifle and Irwin’s revolver were 
hidden in a closet.

“ Now,”  said Renfrew, “ we will go 
out to the boat.”

“ No, no,”  growled Gunnar stub-



38 August, 193 U

SOUTHERN STATES

RIVERSIDE
distinguished military preparatory school, with two complete 

and modern school plants. Assures health, added interest and rapid 
advancement by spending the winter at Hollywood-by-the-Sea, 
Florida (between Palm Beach and Miami); the remainder of the year 
in the invigorating climate of the Blue Ridge Mountains —  a sound 
educational plan confirmed by successful experience.

Boys like Riverside because of its friendly instructors, 250 acre 
campus, new academic buildings, largest Southern gymnasium, heated 
tiled swimming-pool, ocean sports, and its wide and varied activities 
interestingly co-ordinated with school duties. Unusual facilities and 

large coaching staff for every sport. Aviation at no extra cost.
Parents prefer Riverside because of its economy, unsur

passed equipment, distinguished faculty, small classes, and in
dividual attention that enable it to guarantee correct academic 
placement and progress.

Separate Junior Department for younger boys with house 
mother.

$991 covers every possible expense — board, tuition, uniforms, 
laundry, books, and even spending money—for school year in both 
Georgia and Florida.
Address Col. Sandy Beaver, President, Box B, Gainesville, Ga.

Registrar, Box E-8Staunton. Va.

g u is h e d  p re p a ra to ry  sc h o o ls .  

C o m p le t e  t r a in in g  o f  boys  

,11-18. W r ite  fo r  l ite ra tu re .

ILITARY

ly accredited. Special ji— 
ior department. Prepares 
for college or business.

Fall and spring
beautiful et ,r Louisr
Winter se----- ---------
buildings at Venice. Florida— 
"in the land of perpetual sun
shine." Boys enjoy healthful 
land and water sports all year 
with no interruption to studies. 

For catalog*, address
Col. Chas. B. Richmond, Pres. 
Box B, Lyndon, Kentucky.

F I S H B U R N E
In famous Shenandoah Valley—conven
ient Washington. Accredited. Classes aver

age 7. Individual attention. Teaches the boy— 
not the book. Admittance all certificate col
leges without exams. College Boards prepara
tion. All sports. New swimming pool. 54th yr. 
Col. M. H. Hudgins. Box F, Waynesboro. Va.

M I L I T A R Y  S C H O O L

Florida Military Institute
A real school for real boys. 90* succeed In College. Modern 
equipment. All rooms with bath. Land and water sports all 
year. Junior school. Total cost (1st yr.) S776. For catalog, address: 
Col. W. Eugene dones, Pres., 34-2nd Ave., Hainet City, Fla.

Fully  a ccred ited . Prepares for college or business. 
A ble  fa cu lty . Sm all classes. Supervised  study. 
Lower School for small boys in new separate building. 
H ou sem oth er. R . O. T . C. F irep roo f  buildings. 
Inside swim ming pool. All athletics. Best health 
record. Catalog. 35th year. Dr. J. J. Wicker, Pres., 
Col. N. J. Perkins, H. M ., Box A, ForkUnion, Virginia.

TENNESSEE MILITARY INSTITUTE
There’s action — and plenty of 
it — at Tennessee Military Insti
tute. All the major sports with 
varsity, second and company teams. 
Golf, tennis, and swimming too! 
You’ll be proud of T. M. I. — of 
the magnificent equipment, the 100- 
acre campus, the crack rifle team, 
the scholastic records.

You’ll like your fellow class
mates. T. M. I. draws boys from 
many states. No namby-pambys

here — but fellows like yourself 
— not afraid to take orders, to 
study hard and play hard. And 
what fun you’ll have on the annual 
4-day encampment. Since 1874 
T. M. I. has helped hundreds of 
boys choose a life work, and de
velop qualities that make for suc
cess. Prepares for college. Monthly 
payment plan. Catalog.
COL. C. R. ENDSLEY, Supt. 
Box 12 Sweetwater, T enn.

: , o» da MIUDift* 
*v academv 1

An accredited College Preparatory 
School with separate department 
for Junior Boys. Unusual educa
tional advantages at moderate cost. 
Golf course, open air swimming pool 
fed from artesian well flowing con
tinuously, surf bathing. Beautiful, 
modern plant. S trict attention to 
preparing boys adequately for col
lege. Booklet on request. Address:

ST. PETERSBURG, FLORIDA
N e w  Y o r k  O f f ic e  

1 2 2  G re e n w ic h  S t r e e t

d tja w d o lp h -lf la c c m
ACADEM Y f r o n t  Ro y a l ,V a .

H A R G R A V E  TA'ZX'.l
MAKING MEN -  NOT MONEY

Location—In healthful Piedmont Section with temperate climate.
On main line Southern Rwy. and U. S, Highway No. 29. 

Grades—Accredited College Preparatory and Junior School. 
Character Building— Honor System under Student Council. 
Health—Resident physician. Athletics under careful supervision. 
Equipment— Modern dormitories and gymnasium on 60 acre
All preparatory school advantages at minimum cost.

For illustrated catalog, address 
Col. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box D, Chatham, Va.

( oluM biA )  Military Academy
Plant built by U. S. Government. Graduates admitted on 
certificate to colleges and Government academies. R. 0- T. C. 
Post-Graduate and Junior schools. Gym. swimming, athletics, 
golf and horsemanship. Dept. B, Columbia, Tennessee.

College Preparatory Department. Fully accredited. 
Thorough work—small classes. Modern buildings. All 
athletics. Rate $550.

Junior School— for boys from primary to high school. 
Separate completely equipped modern plant and play
ground. Carefully supervised by house mother and 
resident instructors. Rate $450.

For complete illustrated catalog address 
Col. W. R. Nelson, Supt: Box 134, Millersburg, Ky.

N E W  M E X I C O  S C H O O L  of

ONE of the Nation's outstanding mining schools ... Courses 
in Mining, Metollurgy, Petroleum ond Mining Geology, ond 

General... Practical instruction, cmoll dosses, fine equipment, strong 
foculty... Splendid climate yeor round... All expenses unusually low 
... Send for Catalog No. 42

B. A .  REED, REGISTRAR, S O C O R R O , N . M .

/HSTLD HEIGHTS'
^  Mi I itary HLuHLtalH Academy

A cc re d it e d . Junior College, 
College Preparatory, Junior 
School. Boys taught to study 
and inspired to success. 
R. O. T. C. Unit. 10 modern 
buildings.
Every boy participates in some 
form of athletics every day. 
Mild climate makes possible 
outdoor sports year round. 
Endowed. Senior School $700, 
Junior School $600. Monthly 
payments if desired. For cata
log address,
C ol. H . B. A rm strong, Pres. 
Lebanon, Tenn. (Near Nashville)

Mention of THE A M ERICAN BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers

bornly. “ You cannot take the schooner.”
“ I’m sorry,”  clattered the voice of 

Renfrew, “ but your schooner is com
mandeered. It is now in the possession 
o f the Crown.”

Curly noticed with admiration how 
Renfrew, who had given no hint as to 
whether or not he was armed, now 
arranged matters so that the hands of 
all the Trondheim brothers were occu
pied on the trip to the schooner. The 
wounded bandit lay on a camp cot in 
a tiny room, and struggled for life in 
a state o f semiconsciousness. Inexor
ably Renfrew’s voice ordained that 
Steve and Jake Trondheim should 
carry the wounded man, cot and all, to 
the scow with which freight was fer
ried out to the schooner that lay at 
anchor in the deep waters beyond. 
Gunnar had to carry the heavy box of 
treasure. And on the scow Renfrew 
unobtrusively stood, with Curly and 
Irwin at either side, watching the 
three Trondheims while the Indians 
plied the sweep.

As they neared the schooner, Curly 
was surprised by the sudden leap with 
which Renfrew snatched the stern 
sweep from Ratfat’s grasp and threw 
it over so that the scow came up to the 
schooner broadside on. Then Curly 
saw Gunnar and Jake reach for the 
deck rail and pull themselves with 
amazing quickness aboard the schoon
er. But Renfrew was before them! 
He had vaulted to the schooner’s deck 
so swiftly that he seemed to step for
ward to meet the Trondheims as they 
came aboard. Confronting him there 
on the deck, they stood like frozen men 
as Steve climbed up.

“ Quick!”  cried Irwin in Curly’s ear. 
“ Get up there!”

And Curly had the queer sense, as 
he followed Irwin over the rail, that 
Renfrew was a trainer in a cage of 
wild animals all ready to leap.

“ Can you start an engine?” Renfrew 
demanded of him.

Curly nodded eagerly.
“ Go down and start the kicker,”  said 

Renfrew.
Curly flung himself down to the en

gine in the greasy little cabin astern, 
and got it firing. Hurrying back, he 
found the situation unchanged except 
that the Indians had come aboard, and 
the wounded man had been made as 
comfortable as possible on deck.

“Now up that anchor!”  cried Ren
frew.

No one moved.
“ Make it lively!”  crackled Renfrew’s 

voice.
One o f the Indians moved toward the 

bow. But with an oath Gunnar leaped 
forward and hurled him aside.

“ None of that!”  cried Renfrew. 
“ Trondheim, I want that anchor up.”

“ N o!”  said Gunnar Trondheim.
Everyone stood motionless. The 

Trondheim brothers looked at one an
other. Steve raised a hand to his hip.

“ N-n-no!”  Renfrew’s voice hung 
queerly on the humming consonant and 
snapped. out the vowel like a pistol 
shot.

Steve’s hand fell to his side. Curly 
understood. The animals were rebel
ling; the trainer was being tested.

“ Get your rifle!” whispered Irwin.
Renfrew stepped forward and, ig

noring the Trondheims, spoke crisply 
to the Indians.

“ I am an officer o f  the Royal Cana
dian Mounted Police. I am a redcoat. 
If you are with me, get that anchor 
up. It is an order.”

He stood, seeming hardly to notice 
the Trondheims, while the Indians 
slouched forward and tugged at the 
rude winch that turned the anchor 
chain. Slowly they worked, struggling 
with its heavy weight. As the shank 
o f the anchor broke the surface, the 
Trondheims moved restlessly.

“ Look out!” cried Irwin, and fired 
into the air.

Like a magician doing a conjuring
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trick, Renfrew had a pistol in his 
hand. The Trondheim brothers stood 
and glowered at him. The anchor 
clanked home against the hawse pipe.

“ Curly!”  rang the voice o f  Renfrew. 
“ Go look the anchor over.”  His eyes 
were intent upon the three brothers. ■ 

Curly stepped to the bow. Irwin 
Brewster strolled forward with Curly’s 
rifle and stood beside Renfrew.

“ It’s gold!” cried Curly, his voice 
cracking in excitement. “ There are 
bars of it wired to the anchor!” 

“ Take the Indians and haul it 
aboard!”  clattered the voice o f  Ren
frew. Then, with a singular, quiet in
tensity, “ You are under arrest, gentle
men. Will you surrender quietly?”

The brothers stood and stared, not 
moving, yet taut with a violent desire 
to rebel.

“ Disarm the prisoners!”  snapped 
Renfrew suddenly—and it was over.

With the Trondheim brothers im
prisoned in the cabin below, Curly sat 
on the hatchway and heard Renfrew 
explain the bewildering circumstances, 
as the schooner chugged smoothly on 
toward Brewster Landing.

“ When Garrity McCune told me of a 
trading station run by a man named 
Trondheim,”  said Renfrew, “ I recog
nized the name. The purser on the 
steamer Beauregard, which had car
ried the gold from Nome, was a Steven 
Trondheim. And Forgan, the gold 
thief, was making north toward a trad
ing station run by a man of the same 
name!”

“ But why? Were they in cahoots? 
And if so, why did Trondheim shoot 
him?”

“ Because he had cheated Forgan. 
At first I figured that Trondheim had 
tipped him off to the gold shipment 
and that Forgan was coming up to join 
him and divide the spoils. But as I 
traveled up the coast in your motor 
launch I ran across the wreck of 
Forgan’s motor boat. It had evidently 
been set afire and abandoned to Mon
day’s storm, but the storm had flooded 
the boat before it was burned, and then 
washed it up on the beach. Evidently 
Forgan had met with an unfriendly 
reception. I realized that he was dead, 
or expected to die, and that someone 
had tried to destroy all evidence of his 
existence. So when I came to the trad
ing post I came warily. You know the 
rest.”

“ But we don’t! How come there’s 
two loads o f gold?”

“ Don’t you see?” laughed Renfrew. 
“ I had thought of the possibility of 
that, and when Trondheim so willing
ly surrendered the gold Forgan had 
brought, I knew I was right. Steve 
Trondheim, purser on the Beauregard, 
and in charge of the ship’s strong room, 
had tipped Forgan off that he could 
steal the shipment after it was landed; 
but before it was landed he had sub
stituted for the box o f gold a box of 
gilded lead ingots. It was the lead 
that Forgan stole. The gold had been 
dropped off the ship as it passed Shirt
sleeve Inlet, probably sunk on a cable 
with a buoy attached, for Gunnar to 
pick up at his leisure.”

“ Golly!”  cried Curly. “ And then 
Forgan would steal the fake gold, and 
Steve would never be suspected. That’s 
clever.”

“ Yes, it was. All Steve had to do 
was leave his ship at Seattle, make his 
way up here and sail with his brothers 
for parts unknown. But Forgan dis
covered the trick too soon. He nicked 
one o f the lead bars— I saw the nicked 
place— and sped up here for vengeance. 
Well, he got it. I f  he lives, he’ll take 
a coyote’s pleasure in knowing that he 
gave the others away.”

“ How did you know the gold was on 
the anchor?”  asked Curly.

“ I didn’t,”  said Renfrew. “ But I 
knew it was on the schooner—by the 
way they-behaved. A crook can be too 
clever.”
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In yoor neighborhood who has a stamp 
from Swaziland! Our big value packet

ingle (as Illustrator
includes this 
Tannou Touva 
and stamps from other mystei 
far-off lands. Absolutely no Eu 
Price only 5c to approval applici 
D . M . W ard, Desk A, Gary,

A  GENEROUS PACKET OF ALL DIFFERENT STAMPS

(g fS M N S U
also Genuine Azerbaijan, paierrinE, sah marino. north Borneo, 
TANNOU TOUVA, • ALL FOR S CENTS TO APPROVAL APPLICANTS.

HENRY BURKY . . , HOLLIS. NEW YORK

SCARCE ZEPPELIN & TRIANGLE/
Scarce Russian Zeppelir 
Stamp and Beautiful Llthu 
anla Airmail Triangle las II. 
lustrated I: also big packet 
of S3 dif. stamps inctudint 
Azerbaijan, Epirus, New 
Martinique, etc. & illus
trated llsts-all forScto ap
proval applicants! 
WORLD-WIDE STAMP CO.,

BI G 1 0 c  O U T F I T !
including beautiful 
pkt. French Cols. 

. . .  stamps from queer 
^ countries such as Volta. Manchukuo, etc.; set of 
A seven of the world’s smallest stamps: watermark 
0 detector; perf. gauge; packet hinges; fine pair 
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Janchukuo, Oltre Giuba, Lemnos, etc, 
bargain approvals and lists.
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FREEU. S. BYRD IMPERFORATE
nJ South Pole stamp (scarcer than regular 

Byrd issue,) also three different IT. S. $1.00 stamps (in
cluding Lincoln Memorial, Postage due, etc.)—all given 
free to those sending 3o postage. Fine approvals and 
lists included. Pilgrim Stamp Co., M t. Washington, Md.

U . S .  A .  P R I C E  L I S T  F R E E
Also fully illustrated U. S. catalogue, indispensable for 
identifying U. 8. stamps. 50c. U. 8. stamps bought. 

T H E  JUNIOR SIM PLIFIED U. S. ALBUM
A real loose leaf Album. Particulars, Sample page 5c postage.
STAN LEY G IBBONS. In c ., 38A Park Row, Naw York C ity , N . Y.

1NEW FOUNDLAND— U. S.
it Newfoundland,
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AFGHANISTAN.
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’  with album for 4,000 stamps 
and 1,000 stamp hinges, also booklet on stamp 
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S ta m p s
Advertise wNational Parks Year

By Kent B .  Stiles

Juliana, daugh ter  
o f  Q u een  W ilhel- 
m in a , w ill  s o m e  
d a y  i n h e r i t  t h e  
th ron e o f  Holland.

E A R L Y  July was scheduled to bring 
the first few  o f  the ten stamps com
m em orating observance o f  1934 as 

“ N ational Parks Y ear,”  with others “ stag
gered”  across ensuing weeks. This series 
is being issued at the request o f  Secretary 
o f  the Interior Ickes, who, an ardent 
philatelist, well knows the value o f  postage 
stamps fo r  advertising the natural glories 
o f  public reservations within his super
vision.

To quote M r. Ickes: “ D epicting outstand
in g  national parks scenes, these ten stamps 
in  the lower denominations 
should do much to make the 
national parks better known 
throughout the country. And 
they will be an unusually in
teresting supplem ent to the 
collections o f  Am erican phi
latelists.”

The ten parks selected fo r  
representation— the exact de
signs have not been announced 
as I w rite these lines —  are 
Acadia, Crater Lake, Glacier,
Grand Canyon, Great Smoky 
M ountains, M esa Verde, M ount 
Rainier, Y ellow stone, Yosemite, 
and Zion.

Yosem ite N ational Park (se
lected fo r  the l c ) ,  in middle- 
eastern C alifornia, was created 
in 1890. One authority de
clares it to be “ the m ost beau
tifu l in the w orld, set like a 
precious gem .”  The mountain 
E l Capitan, rising 3,000 feet from  the val
ley floor, will be depicted. Ready July 16.

Grand Canyon N ational Park (2 c ) ,  estab
lished in 1919, embraces the m ost impres
sive stretch o f  the Grand Canyon, the im
mense gorge the Colorado R iver has cut 
through a high plateau in northern 
Arizona.

M ount R ainier N ational Park (3 c ) ,  cre
ated in 1899, contains the largest accessible 
single-peak glacier system in the country. 
It is fam ous fo r  its  subalpine wild flower 
beds.

M esa Verde N ational P ark (4 c ) contains 
the w orld-fam ous prehistoric cliff dwellings 
o f  the early  Pueblo Indians. In  south
western Colorado, it  was established in 
1906.

Y ellow stone N ational Park (5 c ) ,  taking 
in parts o f  W yom ing, M ontana, and Idaho, 
contains the w orld ’s forem ost geysers, in
cluding Old F aithful, which throws a 
stream o f  w ater sometimes 130 fee t high. 
The reserve became G overnm ent property 
in 1872.

Zion N ational Park (6 c ) ,  created in 1919, 
contains the m agnificent L ittle  Z ion  Can
yon in southwestern Utah.

Acadia N ational Park (7c) is on  M ount 
Desert Island off the southern coast o f  
Maine. Farthest east o f  the Federal re
serves, it  is the only one to combine sea- 
coast and mountain scenery. It was estab
lished in 1919.

C rater Lake N ational Park (8 c ) ,  set 
apart in 1902, boasts a lake o f  extra
ord inary blueness in the crater o f  an ex
tinct volcano in Oregon. The w ater lies 
1,000 fee t below the rim.

Glacier N ational Park (9 c ) ,  established 
in 1910, is in M ontana near the Canadian 
border, and its 250 beautiful g lacier-fed  
lakes and 60 small glaciers are remnants 
o f  the age when ice-sheets 
covered the land.

G reat Sm oky Mountains 
N ational Park (1 0 c ), among 
the mountains o f  that name 
in N orth Carolina and Ten
nessee, will eventually con
tain 700,000 acres o f  pri
meval wilderness.

These reservations were 
created “ in an endeavor to 
preserve fo r  fu ture genera
tions bits o f  Am erican scen
ery  and wild life  as they 
were when the early pion
eers first saw them .”  It  is 
proper that stamps should be 
issued as illustrated rem ind
ers o f  their existence.

These commemoratives are 
o f  the same size as the 
M other’s Day 3c, with some 
arranged horizontally and

A  B e lg ia n  c o l o n y  
m o u r n s  th e  d e a th  
o f  t h e  l a t e  K i n g  

A lbert.

some vertically in order to reproduce the 
designs effectively.

Meanwhile the Post Office Department 
has officially announced the com ing o f  the 
W isconsin tercentenary stamp mentioned 
on the June page. I t  w ill be a 3c, prob
ably violet, also o f  the size o f  the Mother’s 
Day 3c, and it will go  on sale first on 
Ju ly  7 at Green Bay, W isconsin. Details 
as to design w ere being withheld at this 
w riting but Uncle Sam was considering re
producing E. W . Dem ing’s painting, T he  
L a n d in g  o f  J ea n  N ic o l e t  a t  G r ee n  B a y , 

1634. This depicts the French 
explorer, in Chinese robes, 
greeting Indians when he 
landed at what is now Green 
Bay. He wore Chinese attire 
because he had thought he was 
to meet A siatics in his search 
fo r  the N orthw est Passage! 
This canvas hangs in the State 
Capitol a t Madison.

Progress continues on  the 
promised “ Presidents”  series, 
which m ay or may not appear 
earlier than 1935. Meanwhile 
a new six-cent orange a ir mail 
stamp, replacing the eight-centr 
green, as required by  the new 
air mail legislation reducing 
the norm al rate from  eight 
cents to six, appeared July 1.

Delay in issuing the “ Presi
dents”  stamps is due not alone 
to the extra  work entailed by 
the N ational Parks and W is

consin commemoratives, fo r  the Bureau 
is busy also in turning out a new  pictorial 
series fo r  the Philippines. These, ranging 
from  2 cents to 5 pesos, w ill contain 
largely native Filipino scenes, except that 
the 2c will have a portra it o f  Rizal, patriot 
and author, and the 5p will o ffer an eques
trian statue o f  George W ashington.

The statem ent, last m onth, that A rgen 
tina had withdrawn from  the Universal 
Postal Union, was made on the basis o f  
official authority. It transpires that what 
was intended is the Pan-Am erican pact (to  
which Spain, the United States, and other 
Am erican republics are p a r tie s ); and that 
Argentina, a fter  announcing a purposed 
withdrawal, changed its mind and decided 
to remain a member o f  the Pan-Am erican 
postal fam ily.

August 10 is the 60th birthday o f  A n- 
tonas Smetona, the journalist who was 
elected Lithuania’s first and present presi
dent, and 15, 30, and 60 centai stamps 
bear his likeness.

Netherlands presents fo r  the first time 
a  postal p ortra it o f  a fu ture queen—  
Princess Juliana, daughter o f  Queen W il- 
helmina. On a 6 cents plus 5c blue ap
pears a charm ing likeness, with a crown 
and the initial “ J ”  in upper le ft  corner. 
A  companion stamp, with crown and letter 
“ W ,”  presents the fa ce  o f  Wilhelmina. 
M oney derived through the sale o f  these 
semi-postals w ill go into the Civic Fund, 
which is used fo r  econom ic relief.

A  Brazilian 200 reis deep blue com 
m emorates the recent F irst N ational A ero
nautical Congress. H orizontally oblong, 
its design is the figure o f  Icarus that 
form s part o f  the m onument erected in St. 
Cloud, France, in honor o f  Santos Dumont, 
Brazilian aeronaut. W ithin shields in  the 
upper corners are inscribed “ Santos Du

m ont 1901”  and “ Bartolomeu 
de Gusmao 1709.”  In those 
years Santos Dumont flew 
airships and Gusmao pro
fessed to have invented a 
“ flying machine.”

Congo and Belgian East 
A fr ica  (Ruanda-U rundi) each 
has issued a K ing A lbert 
black 75 centimes m ourning 
stamp showing the late m on
arch in white colonial uni
form  and w earing some o f 
his decorations. Belgium is 
expected to  issue soon a 
series w ith portrait o f  A l
bert’s son, Leopold III , the 
new ruler.

Ita ly issued five regu
lars and fou r airs to com
m emorate the recently-con
cluded international football 
com petition a t Rome.

i FINE BRITISH COLONIES!
Big Packet all different stamps 
from British Colonies only, includ
ing scarce bi-colored Egypt Am
in a i i (illustrated), Mauritius, 
Johore, Orange River Colony, etc. 

Only 6c to approval applicants! EXTRA—Set of stamps 
from New Country of Manchukuo included if you send today. 

ARLINGTON S TA M P  COM PANY  
ST. JOHN'S PLACE STATION. BROOKLYN, N. Y.

I R M A I L  & T R I A N G L E
"flying horse’’ 

*n*fe~las Tllu'sfrated are Included 
in our big packet of 60 different 
stamps from Lstakia, Grand 
Liban, Venezuela, British and 
French Colonies, etc. ALL 
TOR Sc TO APPROVAL APPLI- 
CANTS1 Big lists free.

(Dept. 40) CAMDEN. NEW YORKMYSTIC STAMP CO.,

B E L G I U M  M O U R N I N G  A N D  6 5  
D I F F E R E N T  S T A M P S  F R E E ! !

I
 Here is the opportunity to obtain free the historic and ■  beautiful stamp issued to commemorate the sad death of p i King^Albert.  ̂This offer also includes MEXICO, portraits | 
Ni?eriSerSIA^" Itelni i r blCAPE‘^RDE^feee utiful'uppcr I Volta, _Md_fina!1y. _s large unused _ GUIANA. This is a |

L

approval applicants 
CURHAN STAMP CO

Byrd Commemorative Stamp
and packet of 34 O. S. including Early 
issues; High values (81.00 Cat. 12c); Com- 
memoratives (Columbian. Bi-Centennial); 
Airmail; Envelopes; Special delivery; 
Postage due; Revenues (Spanish War. 
etc.). Catalogue value exceeds 85c. All to 
or only 7c. Illustrated Price List Free! 

DEPT. A.. GLOUCESTER, MASS.

NEW GREECE AIRMAIL!
GNIFIE8. Si
* ■■■ _ Watermark Defector. I  

Gauge, Millimetre Scale and I  
tree Stamps. Price Sc to ap- T 

proval applicants. (To all others 20c. I 
ATLAS  S TAM P CO. Dept. S Culver City, Calif.

B I G  S T A M P  O U T F I T  F R E E !
NEW.ERITREA CAMEL STAMP (probabb

Six Beautiful &

e fine AIRMAIL

radii

bly the handsomest atamp is JUMBO PACKET British Hand, Sudan (Desert Scene), !, finally, one Complete Set of lutfit ABSOLUTELY FREE
Midwood Station. Brooklyn, Hew Tork

R E M A R K A B L E  O F F E R
YOU'GET ALL THIS! Scarce ZANZIBAR.’aet ANDORRA, pretty CAYMAN ISLANDS, net U. S. COMMEMORATIVES. *2.<So U. S. stamp valued 40c. (VENEZUELAjjGUATEMALA. PERIL CHINA

Bjgaf&tffig *An’tlFabovm“,l,*hl" * fin* ™ '
K. HOWE BENNETT. 27B Washington Square, Newisti! N. Y.

W ASH INGTON  STAM P!
of Poland. bIbo Scarce Costa Rica r
Triangle, and big pkt. 5 ' .............ing IT. 5. $2 stamp,Epirus, Charkhari, a-----1, etc,—all for only 5c with lists and

vals. MONUMENTAL STAMP 
Arlington Sta.. Baltimore, Md.
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W R IT E  TODAY
for the American Boy Agents’ Plan—a spare
time method of earning money. No experience 
required.

THE AMERICAN BOY 
180 N. Michigan Blvd. 7430 Second Blvd.

Chicago, 111. Detroit, Mich.
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Shaving non-irritating 
.  .. even when used
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>
MATERIALS OF ALL KINDS

B O W S - A R R O W S
The kind you’ ve always wanted 
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Write for FREE Catalog 
BEACON HILL CRAFTSMEN 

BEACON, N. Y.

EARN $40
a MONTH at HOME!

* 1 eairiDg-
.... Jneedod . lSARN* HO W t TO EARN in a few minutes. I've already helped ' many fellows make $20 to *40and MORE per month. _ Each job pays 200̂ 6 PROFIT. Think of it/ Go into , partnership with Dad ora friend....your home is your office! Grab this great opportunity, plan now ‘  to make *100 to *200 cash this season. QUICK -  

■ write for FREE details!'• W. A. BICKEL. 809 W. 
.  Madison, Dept. C-23S CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.

_____panel. Clear pi------
it yourself 1 It’s easy!

ON E TU B E  K IT  -  -  -  $1.95
TW O  T U B E  . . .  -  $2.85ALL ELECTRIC 105-12S volt AC-DC two tube house current sot. No batteries needed! Com-

----- ---- ------- - Kits wired 75c extra. Tubee—gSc. Doublephones—$1.25. ~ '
ACE RADIO IABOrTtOrTes;  Dept. A8.1619 Broadway, New York City

Mention of TH E A M E R IC A N  BOY will bring prompt attention from advertisers
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R id in g  o i l  A i r !
(Continued from page 7)

pends, of course, on rubber. Columbus 
was the first white man to learn about 
rubber, and when he returned to Spain 
from his second visit to America he 
told how the Indians played with a 
bouncing ball made from the gum of 
a tree.

For many years the uses o f rubber 
were limited because of its hardness 
and brittleness in cold winter and its 
softness and stickiness in summer heat. 
In 1839, however, it was discovered 
that rubber heated with sulphur be
came extremely serviceable. It was 
this discovery o f vulcanizing that really 
made possible the pneumatic tire, the 
rubber shoe, the gas bags of a Zeppelin 
and a thousand and one other articles.

Most of the world’s rubber comes 
from Asia, Sumatra, Java, Malay, and 
the Dutch East Indies. The trees are 
tapped by cutting out a narrow V- 
shaped strip o f bark with a gouge. 
Through grooves in the bark a milky 
substance, “ rubber latex,”  oozes. It’s 
collected by a native, poured into a 
tank, and mixed with acetic acid. The 
rubber curdles or coagulates, and after 
two hours it is passed through iron 
rollers and washed with a stream of 
water. The result is a strong elastic 
sheet o f wet rubber that is dried in the 
smoke o f a wood fire. In that condi
tion, it is sent to the factories.

The great center o f tire manufacture 
is at Akron, Ohio. Here countless en
gineers and chemists are constantly 
working to improve the quality and 
strength o f the rubber. Here the tire 
is built up as shown in the drawing. 
Here, too, the tires are subjected to 
severe tests. The testing rooms are

called torture chambers.
On the test wheel tires are tested for 

resistance to separation and bending. 
The huge wheel spins the tires round 
and round at 40 miles an hour, day and 
night, and subjects them to worse 
shocks and wear than would be en
countered on any road. On every mile 
of turning, the tires receive 900 bumps. 
The better makes o f  tires will resist 
over 2,700,000 bumps before being the 
worse for wear.

Then there’s the hydrostatic burst 
test in which liquid is pumped into the 
tire under higher and higher pressure 
until the casing bursts. From this or
deal the strength o f carcass and bead 
is tested.

In the drop test a weight is dropped 
on the tire from various heights, de
livering blows equal to hitting a curb 
at 30 miles per hour, then 40, 50, and 
60. Each blow is delivered on a dif
ferent portion of the tire, after which 
the tire is cut up and the severity of 
the breaks examined.

There are other equally gruelling 
tests inflicted upon the modern tire, 
to make it safe for you.

A careless driver can damage even 
the best tire. Overinflation, underin
flation, and violent braking can shorten 
the life o f any tire. But even with the 
abuse o f  the average motorist, the 
modern tire is a miracle o f service and 
durability. Fifteen years ago the user 
o f  a fabric tire thought himself lucky 
if  he got 3,500 miles out of it. Today 
he may get 15,000 to 30,000 miles out 
o f a less expensive tire. Tire makers 
are doing their part to make driving 
safe. Are you doing yours?

W a r r i n g  M e d ic in e s
(Continued from page 24)

“ True. Let us begin with this ridge, 
on our right,”  Red Horn nodded.

We rode along its crest to its south
ern end, and there sat and scanned the 
great plain to the south, and between 
our ridge and those on either side.

Said Eli, after a time: “ If still
alive, Flying Woman is not out here, 
so far from water; and i f  dead, small 
chance for us ever to find her body.”

“ I f  she is dead, those black greasy- 
wings may show us where she lies,” I 
said, pointing to a couple o f buzzards 
circling high above us. I spoke stead
ily but I felt cold and sick as I watched 
the foul birds that gorge upon the flesh 
o f those who perish by the trail side.

“ Yes. We must watch them, their 
circlings, their alightings, sharp-eyed 
finders of the dead that they are,”  Red 
Horn agreed.

We rode on across to the southern 
end o f the next ridge to the west, and 
northward along its crest, and there 
found again the trail o f the Cut
throats. We followed it, and presently 
it turned off westward toward the next 
ridge. Thither we headed, and upon 
the southern tip of the ridge, found 
where the party had rested for some 
time, as was evidenced by many 
patches o f earth trampled by their 
horses, and by the well cleaned re
mains of broiled buffalo ribs and deer 
ribs that they had tossed away. We 
wondered what they had seen as they 
sat there gazing out upon the plain. 
What had been their talk, their plans?

Eli remarked: “ How little did they 
then think that their end was near— 
the end for all of them.”

Resuming the Cutthroats’ trail, we 
followed it to the north end o f the 
ridge, and then down into the breaks 
of the river; and there lost it because 
o f a more recent passing o f a herd of

buffalo. Well, we should perhaps pick 
it up again below.

A deep-worn animal trail took us 
into the lower end of a very wide, 
partly timbered, mile-long bottom o f 
the river.

We went directly out to the river, 
drank, and watered our horses, then 
turned up along the shore to look for 
footprints, for, as Red Horn said, “ All 
living creatures have to drink.”

Right there the shore had been com
pletely trampled by the buffalo, but 
midway up the bottom, found where the 
Cutthroats had come out and drunk.

Eli, pointing to a ridge upon which 
a deep worn game trail showed whitely 
in the dark earth, said to us: “ I ’ll bet 
they took that trail. Let’s follow it.”

Why was it that I did not, as usual, 
at once fall in with his proposal, he so 
much more experienced and wise in 
the ways o f the wild?

“ No! We will go back and examine 
the rest of the shore line of the bot
tom,” I quickly answered, and Red 
Horn nodded as I reined about.

He said afterward, that it was be
cause of the power, the urge o f the 
necklace I wore, that I had insisted 
upon turning back to the shore— for 
there, near the upper end of the bot
tom, plain enough in the putty-like clay 
at the river’s edge, we came upon the 
imprints o f slender, moccasined feet! 
And who could have made them but the 
one we sought?

Yes, Flying Woman had there come 
to the river to drink, not only once but 
several times.

Chapter Eight

RED HORN sprang from his horse, 
knelt and examined the footprints, 

pressing into them with the tips of his 
fingers, prodding the clay beside them

A n o t h e r  H e a rs t  T r o p h y  
W o n  w it h

Chalk up another win for Western in 
that national shooting classic for clear- 
eyed youth, the Hearst T  rophy Matches.
Competing against forty-seven military 
schools o f the Nation, Team Number 1 
of the Manlius School, Manlius, New 
York, has won the Hearst Trophy for 
1934 in the Military Schools Division.
The winning score o f 936 x 1000 was

'"THERE is now  available to  rifle shooters everywhere the new Western 
Super-Match .22 Long Rifle match ammunition with lead lubricated 

bullets, smokeless pow der and non-corrosive priming. And for small game 
and pest shooting, the Super-X lon g  range .22, loaded with D ouble Action 
pow der and non-corrosive priming. I f  your dealer does not stock Super- 
Match o r  Super-X, use C oupon below  to advise us o f  your needs. W e w ill see 
that a supply is made available to you, and w ill m ail descriptive leaflets, fr ee .

WESTERN CARTRIDGE COMPANY, Dept.H53,East Alton, Illinois

made with Western Lubaloy Smokeless 
.22 Long Rifle Cartridges. Another vic
tory for Western in a long list o f triumphs 
in this distinguished competition. Ac
cording to Manlius: “ Western has car
ried us through! It is the most uniform 
ammunition we have ever used. Your 
precision has contributed greatly to the 
team’s success.”

W estern Cartridge Company,
Dept.H53, East Alton. Illinois.
Send me your free leaflets on Super-Match and 
Super-X .11 s.
O  M y dealer does not handle Super-Match Am
munition. □  M y dealer handles Super-Match 
Ammunition.
Dealer's Name..

P rin t Y o u r O w n
Cards. Stationery, Circulars, Advertising, etc. 
Save money. Printf or othere.big profit. Junior 
Press, $5.90. Job pressSll up, Power $149. Easy rules sent. Write for free catalog with allde- taila. The KELSEY Co.,Y-27. Meriden. Conn.

Take it  from
fellows, these moccasins are 
Thick, oil-tanned steerhide with 
leather thongs. Genuine Indian 
construction. Send for m y interest
ing folder. Or send shoe size and 
SI.75 for unsoled model or $2.00 
for model with sole. Guaranteed.
Save real money by dealing with
T h e  S E A W A X H A K A  T R A D E R

BABYLON, LONG ISLAND, NEW YORK

me,

ndian
crest- gg jj 
S2.00

T A K E , DEVELOP AN D  
PRINT PH O TO G R A PH S

YOURSELF
With Photo-Kit, each picture costs only a 
few cents.
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and comparing the hardness o f the 
different impressions. Then at last, 
pointing:

“ Those were made yesterday, these 
this morning. Yes, here my niece 
came this morning, again to drink. 
My friends, she must be near!”

“ Yes. Here in the timber hiding,” 
Eli agreed.

But I said nothing. For the moment 
I was dumb. We had done the almost 
impossible! With all that vast coun
try to look over, with the chances a 
million to one against us, we had actu
ally found where the girl had been.

Red Horn hurried back into his sad
dle and we turned into the timber; and 
soon learned that the girl had care
fully avoided the many game trails in 
it. So we separated and went up to 
the extreme upper end of the grove, 
frequently shouting, “ Flying Woman! 
Show yourself; come to us.”

No answer! She was not there or 
she would have come running when she 
heard our familiar voices. We went 
down the whole length of the grove, 
repeating our calls. Still no answer. 
We agreed that she must have left the 
bottom at its upper end, opposite 
where she had been to water.

She had done just that. We found 
her slender footprints in one of the 
game trails running up onto the plain; 
but lost all trace of her once we topped 
its rim. What more likely, however, 
than that, hungry and weak, she was 
now heading for home?

But what chance had she o f reach
ing home, worn out as she was? I 
looked off upon that vast expanse of 
plain, and timbered ridges, and my 
heart sank. Evening was drawing 
near; the day had been terribly hot. 
Somewhere out there the girl must 
have weakened and lain down to die. 
We should never find her alive. Sadly 
I fell in line as Red Horn led off.

We crossed a ridge, and another and 
another, pausing on the crest o f each 
to look long for her we sought.

We were now only a few miles from 
camp. As we approached still another 
of the scrub pine ridges, Red Horn, 
well in the lead, shouted back to us: 
“Aisttkkapi Natos! Ahnitukit!— Go
ing o ™ o f sight is Sun! H urry!”

“ Nothing to be gained by hurrying 
—we shall never find her,” I said to 
Eli. Nevertheless, we were abreast of 
our leader as he topped the ridge.

Then, simultaneously, we saw her! 
Down upon the plain and a mile away, 
a slight and burdened figure moving 
slowly, haltingly westward. No need 
for Red Horn’s shout of, “ There she 
is!”  We fairly tore down that ridge.

Suddenly we discovered four riders 
hurrying from the rim of the plain out 
toward the wavering figure. They 
were nearer the wanderer, but ours 
were the better horses. Then we dis
covered that they were Short Bow and 
three other Crees, and I shouted to 
Eli:

“ Short Bow himself. He or I must 
lose now!”  To myself I added fiercely, 
“ Not I— I will not lose!”

Flying Woman seemed not to hear 
the pounding of our horses’ hoofs as 
both parties o f us neared her; she 
kept faltering forward, struggling on, 
weighed down by her burden, her sad
dlebags, stuffed full with her various 
belongings. And now it was plain that 
Short Bow, far in the lead o f his com
panions, would be first o f us all to 
reach her side. Red Horn was shout
ing to him:

“ Stop! Leave her alone, you dog
face Cree, or I will kill you!”

But Short Bow gave no heed to it, 
nor looked even once our way. At the 
same time, Eli was shouting to Red 
Horn:

“ No, you must not kill him— he is as 
nothing.”

Still the girl kept upon her slow, 
unheeding way, as if  she had neither 
ears nor eyes. Nor did she flinch or

turn when Short Bow, springing from 
his horse, seized hold of her; instead 
o f that, she wilted in his supporting 
arms and closed her eyes. But he held 
her only for the moment it took me to 
gain his side and give him a blow upon 
his chin with all the strength I had. 
Down he went, the girl too, and both 
lay as if  dead.

Then Red Horn was kneeling at her 
side, raising her, and saying to us: 
“ Not dying. Hold her, pass her up to 
me when I get upon my horse.”  And 
with that he spat contemptuously at 
Short Bow, beginning to show signs of 
reviving.

His companions, upon their winded 
horses, were halted some little distance 
off, uneasily watching us.

“ I am strong—let me carry her to 
camp,”  I said to Red Horn. I longed 
to hold her, comfort her.

“ No. It would not be proper. I am 
the same r.s a father to her; it is for 
me to do it,”  he answered.

As Eli and- I passed the girl up to 
him, she slowly opened her eyes, dully, 
absently looked at me, closed them; 
lay inert in Red Horn’s arms. She 
was far gone from need o f water and 
food; completely exhausted.

Short Bow was sitting up, with one 
hand feeling his bruised chin, with the 
other groping for his rifle, as I turned 
to take up my rifle and Flying Wom
an’s saddlebags. He had his weapon 
as soon as I had mine and half raised 
it offensively.

“ Shoot!”  I signed to him.
But no. Tapping the little medicine 

sack dangling at his breast, he said to 
Eli: “ You tell your white friend that 
I don’t have to shoot him to get the 
one I want. This medicine, soon or 
late, will bring her to me.”

Interpreting that, Eli added: “ Don’t 
answer him. Get onto your horse and 
go. I ’ll see that he doesn’t shoot you 
in your back.”

But I had to answer. “ Say to him 
this,”  I told Eli. “ You shot at me, 
down on Big River slope. Try again. 
Try now to kill me.”

Pointing to the little sack at his 
breast, Short Bow answered: “ I don’t 
have to shoot you. This, my medicine, 
will wipe you out, and bring to me the 
girl. My medicine, it is powerful.”

I got into the saddle and rode on, 
and when Eli overtook me, I said to 
him: “ I did the unforgivable thing; I

struck the Cree. But he did not at
tempt to shoot me.”

“ Ah. But Crees are not Blackfeet, 
you must remember. They often settle 
quarrels with their fists, or clubs.”  

Looking back, we saw that Short 
Bow had regained his horse, and with 
his companions was heading for the 
Cree camp.

“ He must have been pleased when he 
came up with Big Bear, and learned 
o f Flying Woman’s flight,” I remarked.

“ Pleased? You bet he was. Bragged 
of the power o f his love medicine, and 
lost no time setting out to seek her.” 

We soon overtook Red Horn, who 
was having difficulty, with the girl in 
his arms, in keeping his horse at a lope. 
Before long he showed the strain of 
it and, when I again offered to take 
her, passed her over to me with a sigh 
of relief. How glad I was to hold her.

It was not long before I was obliged, 
though reluctantly, to pass her on to 
Eli; and he in turn to Red Horn; and 
then again I held her.

And so we managed to keep our 
horses at a lope, and in the early even
ing arrive at our camps. We drew up 
before Red Horn’s Lodge, and Sahtaki 
and Frog Woman, crying, laughing, 
praying, took the girl from us, carried 
her inside, and gently laid her upon 
her couch. We soon followed, I with 
her heavy saddlebags.

The women got a little water into 
the girl, a spoonful at a time, and 
bathed her face and hands. Slowly she 
began to revive. A crowd o f interested 
Kutenai came in, and surrounded the 
lodge, some o f them bringing food for 
us, and while we ate, Red Horn told 
them of our quest, and finding of the 
girl. His description o f my encounter 
with Short Bow pleased them.

It was late and the crowd had de
parted when Flying Woman finally 
came alive, sat up and took eagerly the 
sups of water and morsels of food that 
the women allowed her.

Finally, Red Horn said to her: 
“ Niece, why did you do it?”

At that she wilted; bowed her head. 
Did not reply, until he had thrice, more 
and more sternly, repeated his ques
tion. Then suddenly straightening up, 
half angrily she replied:

“ Why ask, when you well know it 
was that Short Bow, with that medi
cine at his breast, who made me go?” 

“ You should be ashamed that you

had not sufficient mind to resist it. 
Why did you not call upon me, upon 
your powerful grandmother, to hold 
you?”  her mother cried.

“ You don’t  know, you can’t under
stand how powerful it is, the medicine 
o f that Cree. It kept pulling me to go 
to him. I did not want to go. But at 
last I could no longer resist. Quietly, 
silently, in the middle of the night, 
while you all slept, that medicine made 
me take up my things, and saddle my 
horse and go. Truly, I could not help 
it,” she ended, and wept.

“ And what then? Where did you go? 
How lose your horse?”  Red Horn de
manded.

“ All of it I do not know,” she said 
bewilderedly. “ Not even how I got 
back here. Tell me, Mother, how did 
it happen?”

“ No. First you tell us o f your going, 
all o f it that you can remember,”  Red 
Horn interposed.

“ All that I can, then,”  she mur
mured. And after a quite long silence: 
“ I got upon my horse and set out for 
the camp of the Crees, and Short Bow. 
Instead of going straight toward the 
camp on Crooked Creek, I turned off 
toward the Big River breaks. When 
day was near, I felt that I must hide.

“ I stopped in a grove o f pines at the 
edge o f the river breaks, unsaddled my 
horse and tied him to a tree, lay down 
and tried to sleep. But I was too 
hungry and thirsty to go quickly to 
sleep. I had brought no food, for I 
had expected to be soon in the Cree 
camp. And I dared not go down to 
the river to drink lest some o f you or 
maybe a war party discover me. Yet 
after a time I slept. And was awakened 
by my horse, loudly snorting, dashing 
this way and that way trying to get 
loose from the tree. At the same time 
I smelled a bear, the strong odor of a 
real-bear; and saw it, one as big as a 
buffalo, padding toward the horse. I 
yelled and sprang up. The horse broke 
loose and ran out toward the plain; 
the bear turned and ran the other way. 
I ran after the horse. When I passed 
out of the pines, he was a little way 
off upon the plain. I approached him 
and he ran; again stopped to graze; 
again ran from me; and again and 
again— until I knew that I could never 
catch him.

“Afraid that some o f you, or some 
enemy would discover me out there, I 
hurried back into the timber. My 
heart was heavy within me. I had 
lost my horse; I was hungry, very 
thirsty. Well, water I could have: I 
arose, shouldered my saddlebags, and 
started for the river; went slowly, 
watchfully, for the big real-bear had 
gone that way.

“ But I had to go on. I had to have 
water. The trail brought me into the 
head o f a long, wide bottom. I crossed 
it and its belt o f timber, came to the 
shore o f the river and drank and drank 
and drank. Oh, how good the water 
felt as it went down my throat!

“ I then went back into the timber, 
into the thickest growth o f willows I 
could find, and lay down and slept. 
There I lay all day, sleeping a little, 
thinking much, planning desperately. I 
said to myself:

“  ‘Though there are many real-bears 
about, though enemies are up there on 
the plain, I will sleep now and start 
again for the Cree camp as soon as 
Sun goes down.’

“ How strange! When I awakened it 
was still another day. Sun was just 
coming up; the bottom still half dark. 
What had caused me to sleep so long, 
so soundly? I went to the river and 
drank. I was weak, sick from want of 
food. I knew that I must soon have 
food or lie down and die. I took up 
my saddlebags and started up the long 
slope to the plain. How terribly steep 
it was; how hard and harder to climb. 
As I went slowly up, it came to me that 
something more powerful than Short
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Bow’s medicine had caused me to sleep 
all through the night, when I should 
have been going to him.

“ I prayed. I asked the Above Ones 
to guide me. ‘Give me revealing signs 
to point out always the safe way to 
go,’ I prayed.

“ Halfway up the long slope, the 
deep-worn trail forked. I turned up 
the left branch, for it led straight in 
the direction o f the Cree camp. I had 
climbed but a little way when seven 
big buffalo bulls came leaping down 
it, and I had to jump to get out of 
their way. I fell and rolled to the 
bottom of a deep coulee, my saddlebags 
too. I knew then that those bulls were 
the sign o f the Above Ones that I had 
taken the wrong branch, the dangerous 
branch of the forks of the trail. For 
they were seven, those bulls, the very 
number o f the sacred Above Ones, the 
Seven Persons.

“ I climbed to the other branch and 
followed it up over the rim of the 
plain, where it became dim, soon ended. 
But so long as it 
lasted, it had led 
straight toward our 
c a m p s .  I t  was  
meant, then, that I 
should go home. I 
was more than ever 
weak from want of 
food, but I made 
straight toward the 
east one o f the Moc
casin M o u n t a i n s ,  
k n o w i n g  t ha t  I 
s h o u l d  t hen go  
straight toward our 
camps. I went on 
and on, and after a 
t i m e  felt b e t t e r ,  
glad that I was go
ing home.

“ Yes. I remem
b e r  t h a t  I w a s  
happy; that I sang.
And then— and then 
I was here. Right 
here and upon my 
very own couch— ”

A b r u p t l y  she 
ended her tale of 
suffering, and sank back against her 
mother’s breast.

“ Niece, don’t you remember seeing 
Short Bow out there?”  Red Horn 
asked.

“ No! What o f him?”  she cried, 
straightening.

“ Only that he seized you, tried to 
carry you off, and Apikuni here struck 
him down, took you from him.”

“ Oh! Oh! You killed him, killed 
Short Bow?” she gasped, her eyes wide 
on me.

I shook my head, and Red Horn an
swered: “ No, did not kill him; he soon 
came alive, but would not fight Api
kuni, coward that he is. He said that 
he did not have to fight; that his pow
erful medicine would bring you to 
him.”

“ Oh, no! No! N o!”  she cried, cover
ing her eyes.

“ Bad girl, crazy girl, you have 
caused us a lot of trouble,” Red Horn 
scolded, and began telling her of our 
quest of her. I felt that I could sit 
there no longer. I signed to Eli that 
we should go to Running Rabbit’s lodge 
and sleep. As we were making for the 
doorway, old Frog Woman signed to 
me:

“ You will come here and eat your 
morning food. I have much to say to 
you.”

I nodded and passed out.
It was quite late when we returned 

to Running Rabbit’s lodge, but he was 
still up, lazily smoking before a flicker
ing blaze. After we had told about 
our adventures, he in turn told us the 
result o f  the council of chiefs that we 
had missed. Though Big Bear and the 
Red Rivers’ chief had pleaded hard for 
their cause, he and Crow Foot had 
plainly and definitely told them that

they would take no part in a war 
against the Red Coats.

In the early morning, when Eli and 
I entered Red Horn’s lodge, we found 
only Red Horn and old Frog Woman 
within. Red Horn sat smoking his big 
pipe and glowering at the fire. None 
spoke. When the old woman had set 
food and tea before us, I held out to 
her the bear-claws necklace that she 
had lent me, and said:

“ Our quest is ended, our dangers 
ended. Take it.”

She replied, Red Horn interpreting 
for us: “ Refasten it upon your neck. 
I have much to say to you, and when 
I have finished, I think that you will 
want it to remain there.”

“ But first you are to eat,”  Red Horn 
added.

I laid the necklace at my side, doubt
ing that I would ever put the cum
brous, scratchy thing on again, and 
the two had much talk together while 
Eli and I enjoyed our good breakfast. 
Then when we had finished, and were 

smoking our good 
friend's long - stem
med pipe, he said to 
us —  pointedly to 
me:

“ My friends, you, 
Apikuni, she there 
on the other side of 
the fireplace is go
ing to talk to you. 
But first it is for 
me to relate shortly 
something that you 
will not like to hear.

“ After you left 
last night, and I 
h a d  t o l d  F l y i n g  
Wo man all about  
our search for her, 
we then urged her 
to forget that Cree 
and becom e your  
woman. We showed 
her that his medi
cine had not the 
power he claimed 
for it, because al
ways you got the 
better of him. She 

admitted that she did really and truly 
love you very much; and at last said 
we could tell you that she would be 
your woman.

“ But this morning, when we all got 
up, she was different-minded; very sad
faced and silent. We urged her to tell 
us her trouble. Finally she said that 
in her sleep she had again met her 
vision man, him o f the buffalo robe 
wrap and concealed face; and then 
she cried. We asked her what he had 
said, but she would not tell us, only 
that she would not now think o f being 
your woman. Though we tried and 
tried to reason with her, she would 
only repeat she could never, never be
come your woman.”

With that, Red Horn became silent, 
and busied himself with the refilling of 
his pipe, as though it were of great 
importance. Nor did Eli or I speak, 
for we knew that we were now to hear 
from Frog Woman. I had not for
gotten what she had told me in her dis
tress and anger that morning of Fly
ing Woman’s flight: That once we 
rescued the girl and had her safely 
home, I was to help bring to nothing 
the power of Short Bow’s medicine, and 
my part in it would be not a little 
dangerous.

Somberly I waited, my heart a 
weight in my breast. Danger for my
self I did not dread so much; there was 
a throbbing exultation in meeting it, 
defying it. But now danger for me 
meant even graver danger for Fly
ing Woman. I must survive to save 
her.

What was it that I had to face? 
Would old Frog Woman never speak?

(To be concluded in the September 
issue of T h e  A m e r ic a n  B o y .)
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Let this Famous College Coach show you

HOW TO DEVELOP 
A STRONG, STURDY BODY

AR CH IE H A H N  is head track coach and ath- 
- letic trainer at the University o f Virginia. 

And like so many other famous athletic 
coaches, Archie Hahn strongly recommends 
Cocomalt, the chocolate flavor food-drink. 
Here’s what he says in his own words:

“A distance runner can’t afford to get tired 
easily. When the race is close—that’s the time 
when extra energy and endurance count the 
most. And that explains why I am a Coco
malt fan. I know that when I mix Cocomalt 
with milk, as directed, I am almost doubling 
the food-energy value o f  the milk. The extra 
food essentials supplied by Cocomalt help to 
build the strength and stamina every track 
star must have.”

( Signed)  A r c h ie  H a h n ,
University o f Virginia.

Why don’t you take the advice o f leading ath
letic directors and drink delicious Cocomalt 
—every day—for strength, energy and vitality ?

Drink Cocomalt—see results!

t
shoulders—give you the kind o f husky phy
sique you can be proud of.

Contains Vitamin D —important!
The reason Cocomalt does these things for 
you is because it is rich in carbohydrates, 
proteins, food-calcium, food-phosphorus and 
Sunshine Vitamin D. As you probably know 
from your school work, these are essential for 
normal, sturdy growth. Vitamin D is that valu
able and necessary vitamin that comes to us by 
the direct rays o f the sun and is a vital factor 
in helping to develop strong bones, sound 
teeth, straight-as-an-arrow bodies. Cocomalt 
is a rich source o f  this important Sunshine 
Vitamin.

Cocomalt is accepted by the Committee on 
Foods o f the American Medical Association.

Cocomalt is sold at grocery and good drug 
stores in '/z-lb., 1-lb. and 5-lb. air-tight cans. In 
powder form only, easy to mix with milk, 
hot or cold. High in food value—low in cost. 
Cocomalt tastes good and is good for you!

Cocomalt is accepted by the Committee on Foods of the 
American Medical Association. Prepared by an exclu
sive process under scientific control. Cocomalt is com
posed of sucrose, skim milk, selected cocoa, barley malt 
extract, flavoring and added Sunshine Vitamin D. (From 
irradiated ergosterol).

Prepared
food-energy to milk

Prepared as directed, Cocomalt adds 70% 
more food-energy to milk—almost doubling 
the food-energy value of every glass. Think how 
the extra food-energy will pep you up. How 
the extra food essentials supplied by Coco
malt will help to fill you out— broaden your

Special trial offer: We will be glad to send 
you a trial-size can o f  Cocomalt. Send your 
name, address and 10c to cover cost o f  pack
ing and mailing to R. B. Davis Co., Dept. 14-H, 
Hoboken, N. J.
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GREAT stories are com ing; you r way 
in the next six m on th s. W illiam  

H eyliger, favorite  a u thor o f  school-age  
A m erica , is now  at w ork on  the story o f  
a young  T ech  student w ho plunges 
headlong in to  the in ternal troubles o f  a 
b ig  e lectrica l m an u fa ctu rin g  plant. It ’ s 
a serial that w ill tell y o u  m u ch  about 
y o u r  fu tu re  jo b  . . . C om ing  m on th s w ill 
in trodu ce  a brand-n ew  A m erican  B oy  
author, R o b b  W hite III , w hose stories 
o f  the If. S. Navy w ill th rill you  as m uch  
as they deligh ted  us. W atch  fo r  “ G un- 
shy”  and “ N ight W a tch .”  . . . T hree 
Arm y Air Corps stories are on  the way 
. . . Carl H. C laudy, a u thor o f  “ T he 
Land o f  No Shadow ”  and “ W ings o f  
L ucifer”  w ill score tw o h om e runs with 
his next science-m ystery  stories. T he 
first is “ T h e X  M ystery.”  Bonehcad Jim  
Tierney w ill be back w ith  his latest 
detective adventure, “ T h e H and at the 
W indow .”  T h ere ’ll be stories o f  the 
W est, foreign  coun tries , true adven
tures w ith  w orld -fam ous explorers. 
C om ing issues are cram m ed  w ith  excit
ing reading fo r  you.

Beginning a Bronc 
Bidin9 Western

Serial!
WHO said the Old West was dead? That fences had replaced 

the open range and the cowboy was gone? If that’s your 
idea, talk to Tommy Harris who left the Atlantic seaboard to 
spend a vacation on his uncle’s ranch in the Big Bend country. 
Tommy hardly suspected when he got off the train at Wrango, 
that he’d dance to the tune of a six-shooter. It couldn’t happen! 
Not in this day and age! How could he ever guess that within 
twenty-four hours of the time he set foot on Texas soil he’d 
make a getaway on a horse, be pursued, captured, and threat
ened with something worse than jail? But the West has its 
surprises even today. The thrill of hard riding and the romance 
of purple mountains are far from dead. Tom my Harris found 
that out, and so will you, when you start Glenn Balch’s great 
new serial of cattle rustling and bronco busting next month. 
“ Riders of the Rio Grande”  i9 a Western story by a true West
erner, who has already won your favor with his Hide-rack 
stories.

SEPTEMBER brings you a host of favorites: a mystery of the 
Royal Canadian Mounted, with Renfrew on the trail of a 

notorious criminal; a Wally and Stanguey Navy story; a Bone- 
head Tierney detective yarn; a rib-tickling Ellis Parker Butler 
story of four boys in a boat; a story of hard-riding polo; and 
the last gripping installment of “ Warring Medicines.”  For 
sports there’s the inside story of Princeton’s undefeated record 
on the gridiron, a chat with Duane Purvis of Purdue, greatest 
halfback of the year, and an analysis of the new rules. Septem
ber brings another clear-cut article on the automobile by Prof. 
Alexander Klemin, and a score of interesting features and 
departments.

Watch for These! Have It Delivered 
Right at Your 

Door
T o  receive The American Boy  

regu larly  every m o u th , send 
you r  n am e, address an d  rem it
ta n ce  t o  o n e  o f  th e  addresses 
at th e  b o t to m  o f  th is  page.
A th ree -yea r  su b scr ip tion  gives 
y ou  a saving o f  $2.50 over  the 
on e -yea r  rate  fo r  th ree  years.

One Year - $2.00
THREE YEARS $3.50

In  Canada add 85c a year 
Abroad add 50c a year
The American B oy  is  an  ideal 

b irth d a y  p resent f o r  y ou r  ch u m .
A p resent th at renew s itse lf each  
m o n th  and  gives y o u  a c o m m o n  
top ic  o f  conversation  th e  year

180 N. Michigan Blvd. 
Chicago,

JU.

• M , .

The 7430 Second Blvd. 
D e tr o it , 

Mich.


