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Yes-less than 2 DIMES A  DAY (after 
%  Down Payment required by Fed
eral Regulations) will buy your 
choice of these worthwhile Gifts. 
It s simple-here’s how you go about,

Send coupon below with a dollar 
bill and a brief note felling me who 
you are, your occupation, draft class
ification, age and a few other facts 
about yourself. Indicate the article 
you want on the coupon, giving 
number and price.

I'll open an account for you on 
our SAVINGS BOOK PLAN, send 
selection for your examination and 
15-Day Trial on our M ONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE. If satisfied, you pay 
the balance of Vs of the purchase 
price (required by Federal Regula
tions) -  otherwise return selection 
and your dollar will be promptly 
refunded.

A  Savings Book will be sent to 
you, you save your dimes each day. 
YO U PAY MONTHLY bv monev order 
or check. SEND YOUR ORDER T O 
DAY. All prices include Federal Tax.

$1995
P225- Ladies' Kent Watch. 7, 

jewels; 10K yellow rolled gold plate 
case.
Send $1— pay $5.65 after examination 

— $5 a month

Sales Mgr.
r  K313 -  M i l i t a r y  W a tch  -  
WATERPROOF-exira-thin; 7 jewels; 
chrome case.
Send $1— pay $7.25 after examination 

— $5 a month
>°
style P °  gwe\Si

i
:  examination-
" $5 a montn

G325 -  Army or 
N a v y  S e rv ic e  
Ring. Simulated 
ruby or blue sap
phire. 1 OK yel- 

. low gold.
Send $1 — pay $7.25 
after examination— 

$5 a monthK267—Famous 17 jewel Kent Watch for 
Men. Guaranteed. 10K yellow rolled 
gold plate case and bracelet.
Send $1— pay $6.33 after examination— 

$5 a month

I o n  e A S Y T t M S

to Pay o" uu ^ 3551320^

M222 -  The BULOVA “ Senator"; a 17 
jewel model for Men. 10K yellow rolled 
aold p la te ; leather strap. A great^ 
BULOVA VALUE.
Send $1— pay $11.50 after examination- 

$5 a month

R249 - “ Goddess of T im e "- a tiny 17 
. jewel Bulova. 10K yellow rolled gold 
k plate case.

Send $1— pay $11.50 after examination 
— $5 a month

A109 — Diamond En
g a g e m e n t R in g . 2 
side diam onds. 14K 

l  white or yellow gold. 
Send $1— pay $10 

after examination—
-  $5 a month

A84 — Bridal Set; 8 
brillia n t cut d ia 
monds. Both rings 
14K yellow gold.

Send $1— pay $10 j  
after examination 

$5 a month

1158 — Man's Initial 
Ring. Initial on black 
onyx. 10K yellow  
gold.
Send $1— pay $5.65 
after examination— 

$5 a month

JIM FEENEY
L. W . Sweet, 1670 Broadway (Dept. 13-A)
New York, N . Y.
Enclosed find $1 deposit. Send me No
Price $---------------------------- After examination, I agree to 11
pay $--------------------------- and $5.00 monthly thereafter until

brings com
I p I ete 48
I p a g e  cata 

lo a u e . N< 
I obligation.

D123 -  Man's Twin 
Ring. 2 diamonds; 
simulated ruby or 
blue sapphire. 14K 
yellow gold.

Send $1— pay 
$8.98 after 
examination—  
$5 a month

[full price is paid, otherwise I'll return selection and 
you will refund my dollar.

I NAME__________________________________________

ADDRESS- 

CITY_____ -S T A T E -

£.UJ. Sweat
MAILORDER DIVISION OF FINLAY STRAUS, Inc.
D ep,O 23l6 70  BROADWAY, NEW YORK



STXAlN m  
THESE M M

THAT I CAN TRAIN YOU
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$10 a Week In 
Spare Time

" I  repaired some Radio 
sets when l was on my 
tenth lesson. I really 
don't see how you can 
give so much for such a 

, small amount of money.
I made $600 in a year 

and a half, and I have made an av
erage of $10 a week—just spare time.* 
JOHN JERRY, 1337 Kalamath St., 
Denver, Colorado.

Lieutenant in 
Signal Corps

“ I  cannot divulge any 
Information as to my type 
of work, but 1 can say 
that N.R.I. training is 
certainly c o m i n g  in 
m i g h t y  handy these 
days.”  (Name and ad
dress omitted for military reasons.)

$200 a Month In 
Own Business

“ For several years I have 
been in business for my
self making around ?200 
a month. Business has 
steadily increased. I have 
N.R.I. to thank for my 
Btart in this fie ld /’ AR- 

U E  J. FROEHNER, 300 W. Texas 
Ave., Goose Creek, Texas.

mm

MAIL THE COUPON for a FREE 
lesson from my Radio Course. It 
shows you how N.R.I. trains you for 
Radio at home in spare time. And 
with this sample lesson I'll send my 
64-page illustrated book, RICH RE
WARDS IN RADIO. It describes the 
many fascinating jobs Radio offers. 
Explains how N.R.I. teaches you with 
interesting, illustrated lessons and 
SIX BIG KITS OF RADIO PARTS!
ACT NOW I MANY RADIO TECHNI

CIANS MAKE $30, $40, $50 a Week
Right now, in nearly every neighbor- 

nood, there’s room for more spare and 
full time Radio Technicians. Many 
Radio Technicians are stepping into 
FULL time Radio jobs, or starting 
their own shops, and making $30, $40, 
$50 a week!

Others are taking good-pay jobs with 
Broadcasting Stations. Hundreds more 
are needed for Government jobs as 
Civilian Radio Operators, Technicians. 
Radio Manufacturers, rushing to fill 
Government orders, need trained men. 
Aviation, Police, Commercial Radio 
and Loudspeaker Systems are live, 
growing fields. And think of the NEW 
jobs Television and other Radio de
velopments will open after the war! 
I give you the Radio knowledge re
quired for these fields.

My “ 50-50 Method”  HHptMany 
Make $5. $10 a Week EXTRA 

Whale Learning
Many N.R.I. Students make $5, $10 a 

week extra money fixing Radios in spare 
time while learning. I send EXTRA 
MONEY JOB SHEETS that tell bow to 
do itl

My “ 50-50 Method” —half building and 
testing Radio Circuits with the six hits of 
Radio parts I send, half learning from il
lustrated lessons—makes you "o ld  friends’ * 
with Radio before you know it. You aim 
your own spare time shop, get practice fix
ing friends’ Radios, get paid while training! 

FIND OUT WHAT N. R. I.
CAN DO FOR YOU

MAIL COUPON NOW for FREE sample 
Lesson and 64-page illustrated book. You'll 
see the many fascinating jobs Radio offers 
and how you can train at home. If you 
want to jump your pay—Mail Coupon AT 
ONCE! J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 
3AS9, National Radio Institute, Washing
ton, D. C.

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS

EXTR A PAY IN 
ARM Y, NAVY, 

£*m TO O
Men likely to go into military
service, soldiers, sailors, marines, 
should mail the Coupon Now I 
Learning Radio helps men get ex
tra rank, extra prestige, more in
teresting duties, MUCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also prepares for good 
Radio jobs after service ends. 
Hundreds of service men now J  
enrolled.

GOOD FOR BOTH /a m p l e  lesson FREE
MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3AS9 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.
Mail me FREE, without obligation. Sample Lesson and 
64-page book, "Rich Rewards in R adio." (No Salesman 
will call. Write plainly.)

Age..........

Name

| City................ ..................................... . . . . . . .S t a t e . .
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Something to Shoot A t .............................................................. T. F. tracy 11
Sergeant Acuna was the smartest jungle fighter in the ranks of the Fili
pino Scouts. All he craved was something to shoot with— and a Jap for 
a target.

A Shift of C a rg o ..........................................richard howells watkins 24
It was all very well for Captain Scudder to declare he would never give 
up the ship. That wasn’t the question. The ship was giving up Scudder.

Black B illion s .....................vinson brown & Theodore o. zschokke 34
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Craig Archer and his gallant band fight their way over the fearful blizzard- 
sw'ept Andean heights to jbin O’Higgins and San Martin in the final 
carnage that freed a continent from the Spanish overlord.
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When the first air mail crossed American skies the papers boasted two days 
had been saved. Two days hell! The Pony Express saved twenty.
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Cover painted for  Adventure by Charles D e Feo  
Kenneth S. W hite, Editor

Published once a month by Popular Publications, Inc., 2256 Grove Street, Chicago, Illinois. Editorial and 
executive offices, 205 East Forty-second Street, New York City. Harry Steeger, President and Secretary. 
Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice President and Treasurer. Entered as Second Class Matter, October 2, 1935, at the 
post Office at Chicago, Illinois, under the act o f March 3, 1879. Yearly subscription $1.50 in advance. Single 
copy, 15 cents. Foreign postage, $1.00 additional. Subscription Dept., 205 East 42nd St., New York, N. Y . 
Trade Mark registered. Copyright, 1942, by Popular Publications, Inc* All rights reserved under Pan 
American Copyright Convention. Printed in U. S. A ,



W HY BE S A TIS FIE D  W ITH  I F S 5 . . . W H E N  
> 1 00 A M O NTH INSURES YOUR ENTIRE FAMILY FOR A l O R f . . .  IN
(g u a ra n te e  & e s e rb e  LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY?
HERE IS PROOF THAT GUARANTEE 
RESERVE'S FAMILY GROUP POLICY 
GIVES YOU MORE  PROTECTION

’5,897.83
bees o f a laundry operator’s family in 1 ndi* 
ana, $1.00 a month provides $$,697.83 
protection against travel accidental death, 
$3,935.22 against auto accidental death
and $1^62.61 against ordinary or natural 
death. Get this remarkable low-cost policy 
for free inspection—find out how much
life insurance your family can buy for only 

ith.$1.00 a month

*6,344.70- AU .S.G overn
ment clerk of Washington D .C  has insured 
4 members o f  his family in one policy— 
with $6,344.70 protection for travel acci
dental death, $4,229.80 for auto accidental 
death and $2,114.90 for natural or ordi
nary death. One dollar a month is all the 
policy costs him.

*5,018.70,"A  Michigan farm- er.Iijs wife and 4 children (6 people in all) 
are insured in a single $1.00 a month. 
Guarantee Reserve Family Policy for a total 
o f  $5,018.70 against travel accidental 
death. $3,345.80 against auto accidental 
death and $1,672.90 against natural or 
ordinary death. Take advantage o f the Free 
Inspection offer and see this marvelous 
all-coverage policy.

SEND NO MONEY

S"*!I ” aychindividualofthefam.eyRee e n e F a a ^ & w ^

1 apfyfu°pUto ^ %  W * f f eS m ? - 0 " S  ]I fits provided by famdy i* »J»e »™ v*idedfor
cost to you q^ganioufitoflUeinsuta £  number of

family m erô turance your family £ of your family cao 
. much l*fe in\51 c rnm 2 to 6 member , examination-
i « i  oo a month. Fro without me . cf_._.,Takea<ivan»

: tagc of t” IS ,r ^

INCLUDES PARENTS, CHILDREN, BROTHERS, 
SISTERS, GRANDPARENTS, AND IN-LAWS

As many as six who have an insurable interest can be; 
included in this amazing low cost life insurance policy.

Relationship makes no difference i n the amount o f benefits 
paid. Each member o f the family is given the maximum 
protection provided for his or her age in consideration 
with the number insured.

The policy was prepared by nationally known insurance' 
experts to provide safe, reliable life insurance for entire 
family groups at a price everyone can afford to pay—. 
Only $ 1.00 a month.

Read the actual case' histories here and you can see for 
yourself how much more you get for your money in this, 
aew kind o f Family Group Policy.

Actually get a policy for free inspection showing you 
and your family what this policy will do for you. Send' 
coupon for free inspection offer today.

COMPARE WITH ANY OTHER 
FAMILY GROUP POLICY COSTING 

UP TO TWICE AS MUCH
We want you to compare this policy and its benefits with 
any other family group policy you ever read about or heard 
about — and remember this policy is offered by a safe, 
reliable company with over $15,000,000 of life insurance 
in force. Send the handy free inspection offer coupon so 
you can make this comparison — mail it to GUARANTEE 
RESERVE LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY. Guarantee* 
Reserve Bldg.. Hammond, Indiana, Dept. 56-A4

MAIL THIS FREE OFFER COUPON/

£uarsntrt H tstrte life wsfuwci eft. 
mourns, ksewe stse. otrr. se-A-a
MUKMMO, MNMU
Without cost or obligation send details of your 
new Family Group Policy and 10 Day free In
spection Offer.

SPECIAL 10 DAY FMC£ OFTEN!
Th is  policy is sold by mail only 
to save agent* salaries— medical 
expense— and collection costs. Get 
policy for 10 days. Read it— Decide 
for yourself— N o Obligation.

Stmt m
Strut *r R. F. D. _

Q'ty



cASK cADVENTURE
Information you can’t get elsewhere

Request:— I am a collector of smoking 
pipes and related equipment from all 
over the world and am interested in ob
taining a native-made pipe and perhaps 
a tobacco container, a pouch or box 
of some kind, from New Zealand to 
round out the interesting collection I 
now have. By “ native-made” I mean 
characteristic of the Maoris or whatever 
natives are the original inhabitants of 
New Zealand. What I wish to obtain is 
not necessarily a rare or extremely un
usual piece but just typical of crude 
native workmanship (perhaps decorated) 
and made of native materials— I would 
prefer one that is old and used— in other 
words one made by the natives for use 
and not the tourist trade.

Can you tell me where to send for one, 
how much, how to send money, shipping 
costs, etc.?

— Fred E. Hill, Jr.
27 Norris Bldg.
Grand Rapids, Mich.

Reply by Tom L. Mills:— The war 
places a very heavy embargo on many 
exports, but even before the war the 
export of Maori curios was prohibited. 
However, quite apart from all that, the 
severest blow for you is that the aborig
ines of Maoriland never have smoked 
the pipe of peace, because tobacco came 
to New Zealand with the ready-made 
pipe. There is no such thing as a crude 
native-made smoking pipe. This coun
try has been settled by English, Irish 
and Scots for just 100 years; and 50 
years before that whalers from your 
own and other countries visited parts of 
the two islands. So that for 150 years 
Maori men and women have been and 
still are smoking pipes imported from 
overseas. Sorry!

TH E care and feeding of crows.

Request:— I have an opportunity to 
get a young crow for a pet. Could you 
tell me how to go about taming it, or 
rather domesticating it? It occurs to me 
that that may be a “ poser”  for one like 
yourself, whose interest in birds is scien
tific. However, some information on the 
feeding and living habits of crows with 
some advice on care of the bird’s well
being would be.extremely helpful.

Must I clip its wings? If so, where and 
how much? Can I teach it to talk? I 
have heard that you must split its tongue 
in order to do so. I confess that I do 
not like that idea, but perhaps you could 
tell me of that, or other methods. I think 
from the above questions you will gather 
the kind of advice I need.

— Harry Kolbe 
2441 Brown St., 
Flint, Mich.

Reply by Davis Quinn:— If very 
young, feed crow boiled mashed potato 
mixed with egg yolk hardboiled, make up 
fresh daily, it may be fatal if sour. Feed 
hourly from 6 a.m. to near dark, intro
duce food into mouth by means of small 
stick. Important: at each feeding dip 
stick in water and place in mouth. When 
food is not promptly swallowed bird is 
no longer hungry. Young bird will con
sume 8 meals a day, which is at least half 
its weight in food, and will eat more if 
offered. If bird is in pin feather stage 
it is probably a couple of weeks old, and 
this diet may be varied with ripe fruit 
and green vegetables. After bird is 
grown it is well to offer it all the ripe 
fruit and green vegetables it will take. 
Mature crows are carnivorous. They will 
eat and seem to thrive on most anything 
they can get from food delicacies to car-

(Continued on page 8)
(i



G EE what a build/  
Didn’t it ta k e  a long 
tim e  to  get those muscles?

W ill You Let 
Me PROVE 
I Can Make 

YOU a  Hew Man?
LET M E  S T A R T  S H O W I N G  Y O U  R E S U L T S  L I K E  T H E S E

Here’s What Only 15 Minutes a Day Can Do For You
I DON'T care how old or young you are.

or how ashamed of your present physical 
condition you may be. If you can sim

ply raise your arm and flex it 1 can add 
SOLID MUSCLE to your biceps—yes, on 
each arm—in double-quick time I Only 15 
minutes a day—right in your own home— 
is all the time 1 ask of you I And there’s 
no cost if I fail.

I can broaden your shoulders, strength
en your back, develop your whole muscu
lar system INSIDE and OUTSIDE1 I can 
add Inches to your chest, give you a 
vise-like grip, make those legs of yours 
lithe and powerful. I can shoot new 
strength into your old backbone, exercise 
those Inner organs, help you cram your 
body so full of pep. vigor and red-blooded 
vitality that you won't feel there’ s even 
"standing room”  left for weakness and 
that lazy feeling l Before I get through 
with you I 'll have your whole frame 
"measured”  to a nice, new. beautiful suit 
of muscle!

W hat’s My Secret?
"Dynamic Tension!”  That’s the ticket! 

The identical natural method that I my
self developed to change my body from 
the scrawny, skinny-chested weakling I 
was at 17 to my present super-man 
physique! Thousands of other fellows are 
becoming marvelous physical specimens— 
My way. I  give you no gadgets or con

traptions to fool with. When you 
have learned to develop your Strength 
through “ Dynamic Tendon”  you can 
laugh at artificial muscle-makers. You 
simply utilize the DORMANT muscle- 
power in your own God-given body— 
watch It Increase and multiply dou
ble-quick into real solid MUSCLE.

My method—“ Dynamic Tension” — 
will turn the trick for you. No theory 
-—every exercise is practical. And, 
man, so easy! Spend only 15 min
utes a day in your own home. From 
the very start you’ ll be using 
my method of “ Dynamic Ten
sion”  almost unconsciously every 
minute of the day—walking, 
bending over. etc.—to BUILD 
MUSCLE and VITALITY.

FR EE BOO K
‘Everlasting Health and 

Strength”
b e  ■ shou lder n g u a g e .

ed w ith  in sp iration al ptc- 
9 o f  m y se lf and pupils — fe l-  

w h o becam e NEW  MEN in

f r o m « __
Packed 
tures
stren gth , m y w ay . Let jn e~ sh ow  
y ou  w hat | h elp ed  THEM do. 
S ee w hat I can do  for  YOU! 
F or a rea l th r il l,  send fo r  th is  
book  today, AT  ONCE. CHARLES 
A TLA S, D ept. 8 3 1 , 1 1 5  Easta 3rd 6t., New York, N. Y.

CHARLES ATLAS, i w .  h i .
US East 23rd St.. Nm  York, N. Y.

I  w ant the p ro o f th at you r ay stem  o f  ' ’ Dynamic 
Tension’ ' w il l  h e lp  m ake a N ew  Man o f m e— g iv e  me 
a healthy , husky b od y  and b ig  m u scu lar developm ent. 
Send m e y ou r  free  book , “ E verlastin g  H ealth  and 
S tren gth .”

(P lease  p rin t o r  w rite  p la in ly )



8 ADVENTURE

(Continued from  page 6)
rion. Bread, milk and egg yolk plus fruits 
and green vegetables is a good staple 
diet.

■When young, keep bird in nest of 
sticks, not cotton. Cover its .abode at 
night with an opaque cloth, otherwise 
the young bird may awake at the most 
ungodly hour in the morning, when of 
course it will have to be fed. It is much 
wiser to leave your crow in the nest 
till it is all ready to step out on its own, 
when it will be, I believe, about six weeks 
old.

Regarding taming, if reared in a 
danger-free environment, your bird 
should have small opportunity to de
velop a fear complex.

D O N ’T slit tongue to make it talk! 
At best this bird has enough trouble try
ing to reproduce the human voice with 
its primitive vocal equipment. I know of 
no method of teaching it to talk. The 
bird simply will pick this up. Some in
dividuals are rather successful at it.

Pet crows are a big source of amuse
ment. Their sense of humor, finding its 
greatest expression in practical jokes, 
rivals that of man himself. A  hand- 
reared crow, like a dog or parrot, may 
become very devoted to a certain human, 
exhibiting along with its wit and pranks 
an affection that is evident as it is ap
pealing. And, to a limited extent, these 
crow pets do learn to talk. Some have 
learned to imitate the bark of a dog or 
cluck of a rooster, and some to call the 
cat, or even the cows! Such short words 
as Fred, father, mother, and phrases 
like “come on John,” “hello Jo,”  “ aw go 
on,” are pronounced more or less easily.

Do not clip the wings.
Good luck!

A P O N S  o f  o u r  en em ies a n d  allies.

Request:— 1. What is the caliber and 
make of the Japanese Army rifle and 
sidearms? Description of these would be 
appreciated.

2. What is the caliber and make of the 
Russian Army rifle and sidearms?

3. What is the caliber and make of the 
Chinese Army rifle and sidearm? I real
ize of course that a country that has

been at war as long as China must have 
a large variety of firearms of various 
makes and calibers, so I imagine that 
this is a more or less difficult question.

— W m . R. Fellion 
Box 442
Plattsburg, N. Y .

Reply by Donegan Wiggins:— 1st. The 
Japanese Service rifle is a modified 
Mauser bolt action, with a straight pro
jecting belt handle, and a cover on the 
bolt, separate from it. Open military 
sights, barrel length 31.3 inches, caliber 
6.5 MM rimless, or 256. They would 
appear, from the illustrations in the Brit
ish Service “ Textbook of Small Arms,” 
my only source of information, to be a 
rather long and clumsy arm, a view con
firmed by pictures in magazines in the 
past year or so. They call it the “ 39th 
Year Model.”

The Japanese handgun is the 7.65 MM  
automatic pistol, somewhat resembling 
the Luger in appearance, but not in 
mechanism, especially the locking device, 
and called the Mambu. I only know of 
ONE in the United States, that being in 
the hands of Dexter, the gun and curio 
dealer at Topeka, Kansas. But I fancy 
there will soon be a lot of them here, as 
captured relics.

2nd. The Russian rifle is the 7.62 MM 
Three Line, a bolt action of clumsy de
sign, with a five shot single column mag
azine, and coarse sights, hut good bal
listics. No safety, save pulling the cock
ing piece back slightly, and turning it to 
the left. But the rifle’s very simplicity 
makes it a good arm for rough work in 
the open, I think. I own one, and while I 
have not fired it, I have shot others, and 
found them all right, if used with the 
7.62 MM cartridge. BUT, beware the 
ones altered to use our .30-06.

I think the Russians use mostly the 
German Mauser, or Bergman pistols, but 
have nothing on this positively. I under
stand they used Bergmans and Mausers 
recently.

3rd. I have seen photos of Russian 
rifles, and Colt. Browning heavy machine 
guns, and Tommy guns, in the hands of 
Chinese troops. They use any available 
arms.



nm THIS VALUABLE NEW BOOK 
"Mathematics Made Easy*'—gives 
you simplified instruction In every 
phase of figuring ALL types of 
work, PLUS a FREE Deluxe Pro
fessional 10 inch SLIDE RULE. 
Saves time, simplifies all calculat

ing, fractions, estimating, percentage, 
decimals, costs, ratios, etc. Complete 
instructions for using a Slide Rule.

BOTH FREE—with 
this offer.

Thru New*
SHADOWGRAPH Method 
—You Read Blueprints the First Day

BLUEPRINT READING
AMAZING NEW INVENTION

MAKES BLUEPRINT READING EASY AS SEEING A MOVIE 
LEARN AT HOME—EASILY, QUICKLY—IN SPARE TIME

THOUSANDS OF MEN WANTED AT ONCEI
Job,—Bigger Pay am waiting for mm who can BEAD BLUEPRINTS. Hera, at last.

is a new, quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly 
short time—at an unbelievably low cost. This sensational "Shadowgraph" Method of Blue
print Reading was created by Nationally Famous Experts—skilled in teaching technical subjects 
to men without previous technical education. They have eliminated all complicated details, they 
explain all technical words in simple language. Contains everything you need to know about 
Beading Blueprints—no matter what kind of work you do,

NOW ANYONE CAN 
READ BLUEPRINTS

Everything about Blueprint Beading is put right at your 
finger-tips 1 Simple as A, B, C. No need to attend an 
expensive trade or technical school. No previous technical 
or special education is needed. Here’s a speedy Blueprint 
Beading Course for all trades that is ABSOLUTELY 
different. No dry textbooks—you learn by seeing and 
doing— and you BEAD BLUEPRINTS from the very FIRST 
DAY. With this amazing new method—a few minute* a day 
is all you need to read Blueprints on sight. This 
simplified, spare-time. Home Study Course meets 
all Blueprint Requirements for Civil Service and 
National Defense Job*.

MEN of ALL AGES 
and ALL TRADES

i f  you are a
Mechanic, Student, Welder, Car
penter, Plumber, Shipbuilder, 
Machinist. Sheet Metal Worker, 
Tool Maker. Electrician, Steel 
Worker, Aviation Mechanic, etc., 

you moat know 
BLUEPRINT READING 

to win promotion 
and bigger pay

QUALIFY QUICKLY 
FORA BIG PAY JOB

Here Is really big news for you—If you have a  
job, or if you want a job in any branch of aviation, 
shipbuilding, sheet metal work, welding, electricity, 
machine tooling, plumbing, carpentry, radio build
ing, automotive and Diesel Engineering, or any 
other of the mechanical, construction or DEFENSE 
INDUSTRIES—the AUSTIN TECH. "Shadow
graph" Method CAN HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER JOB AND BIGGEB 
PAY in an amazingly short time. This marvelous home-study method is so easy— 
it enables even a school boy to learn Blueprint Beading from the first day! g

aThis 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course la packed in a specially con- b
structed bookcase, which in itself is a unique "Working Model" designed q

B  to enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains m  b  
over 600 Actual Blueprints— Charts— Tables— Diagrams—Signs— Symbols a
and other Instructive Picture* that help you to read Blueprints practically b
on sight. B

EVERYTHING IS SENT TO YOU AT ONCEI jg
The complete 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course Is tent to you together with the ■
specially constructed “ Working Model”  Bookcase. You also get F R E E — "M a th e - ■
matics Made Easy”  and Professional Slide Rule. Everything Is sent in one ship- V  
Kent. ACT TODAY— DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED. B

AUSTIN TECHNICAL INSTITUTE §
8 9 9  Broad S treet, Div. P-1, Newark, N. I , •

Canadian and Foreign orders accepted. Full amount must accompany 
order.

a  V. WALSH. B.A.. 
Professor, Columbia U., 
1919-1935; F. A. BAP- 
POI/T, B.S., C.E., Prof., 
School of Tech., City Col
lege, N. Y . ; F. E. BURNS, 
B.S., ALB., Prof., New
ark CoL of Engineering. FREE EXAMINATION

SEND NO MONEY

8 t e c h n i c a l  i n s t i t u t e , b899 Broad St,, Div. P-l, Newark, New Jersey 9
■  Send me on FREE APPROVAL your com- ■  
H  pleto 24-Volume Blueprint Reading Course ■
B  with special "Working Model" Bookcase. I  ■  
■  am to get FREE "Mathematics Made Easy”  ■  
B  and Professional Slide Rule. I will pay poet- ■  
B  mao $1.95, pIub postage and C. O. D. B  
B  charges on arrival. If I  return everything B  
■  within 5 days you are to refund my money ■  
■  in full. Otherwise I  will remit $2 monthly ■  

for 3 month* and a final payment of $1 for flg 
the 4th month until the total price of $8.95 m  
Is paid. (10% discount i f  full payment ac- M  
companies order—same refund guarantee.) b

■  ■
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When Copt. Prime 0813-1886} retired, he followed the 
custom of fellow  skippers—rocked a keg o f whiskey under 
his rocking chair. Thus he duplicated the surge and pitch of 
his schooner, on which he'd mellowed many kegs o f whiskey.

Whiskeys Rocked at Sea 
and Ashore Inspired Smooth, 

Mellow Rocking Chair!

T h e s e  O l d  W h i s k e y s
taught Mr. Boston how keg
rocking improves flavor! 
So today, he attains R ock
ing C hair’ s r ich n ess by  
controlled  agitation in his 
apecied blending process.

E n | oy  the sm ooth ness 
and mellow richness that 
b rou g h t “ k eg -ro ck e d '*  
whiskeys such enthusiastic 
acclaim — ask for Rocking 
C hair tod a y . T h e  p rice  
will delight your purse!

85 Proof (80 P roof In some 8tate&) 
75°h Grain Neutral Spirits 

Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mass.

■OLD MR.BOSTON
B R A N D  ,

ROCKING CHAIR
■  w h i s k e y I

I w d S d t z z y ]  

a s  a  d o d o

III

F lit UmorShomro 
J ^ U p w  a  Cinch

ty eon
There are too many labels in 

the liquor world. I used to be 
baffled by all those bottles.

Even the best o f  liquor com
panies ball you up because 
each puts a lot o f different 
brand names on his products.

W ho makes what? And how  
good? And how much?

That’s why I jumped with glee 
when I found I could say one name 
—“ Old Mr. Boston” —in any liquor 
store and be dead sure of catching 
top-notch quality in almost any 
type of fine liquor I needed . . . 
and at a price that wouldn’t tear 
the lining out of my wallet.

Pve collected 35 bottles of Old 
Mr. Boston on my home bar—heart
warming W hiskeys, galorious 
Gins, brisk Brandies, rollicking 
Rums and a whole line-up of cap
tivating Cordials and Liqueurs.

y p r l l  meettny 
■friend, /  

a d M r . W ,  
Boften
And every drop in every Old 

Mr. Boston bottle sings with 
that craftsmanship which fo r  
over 30 0  years has been the 
just pride o f  Old Boston Town.

You don’t have to own a com- 
plete Old Mr. Boston home bar, 
right off, as 1 do.

Just start off saying “ Old Mr. 
Boston”  to your liquor dealer, and 
let Old Mr. Boston grow on you.



SOMETHING  
TO SHOOT AT

By T. F. TRACY
-■ 'l'H E y  got clean away,” the little 
I  Filipino corporal said, grinning JL through his bandages. He spoke 

to the man beside him in a low voice, 
keeping his back turned to the Japanese 
guard.

11

The sirens at the prison camp were 
still wailing, a Isugle was frantically as
sembling the off-duty reliefs at the 
double-quick hurry-hurry, and excited 
Japanese officers, many of them still 
wearing bandages, were scurrying off to
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their posts before the guard barracks, 
buckling their gun belts around their 
hips.

“ Who were they?”  the lance-jack 
Scout asked, his voice a murmur in the 
hubbub of the stockade.

“ Sergeant Acuna of B Company and 
another guy,”  the corporal said. 
“They’ve got a good start.”

“ They’ll need it,”  the lance-jack said. 
“Look at that.”

A Japanese detail with six big dogs 
in leash were doubling across the cleared 
land toward the woods where the two 
prisoners of the timber detail had made 
their escape.

“ I hope they managed to get a gun,”  
the corporal said anxiously.

“ That guard they bumped must have 
had a gun. This gang all carry salvaged 
Springfields.”

“ The Japs will try very hard to stop 
them,”  the corporal said soberly. “ If 
they get through to the Pularqui with 
what they know about the new Jap 
troop concentrations, old Nishimoto will 
have a date with a knife.”  He paused and 
added in a still lower voice: “ If they 
don’t get through, our outfits will prob
ably get caught and knocked to pieces.”

“ Acuna is very smart,”  the lance-jack 
said. “ Es muy agudo. And one of the 
best shots in the Scouts.”

“ I only hope he has something to 
shoot with—and at,”  the corporal said.

a THEY came out of the cassia 
scrub onto a long stony ridge 
sparsely patched with course 
grass and stunted acacia trees. 

Now that they were clear of the thrash 
of branches there was no mistaking the 

baying of the dogs. Both men halted, 
jerking their heads up and a little to 
one side, the bright rills of sweat shin
ing'on their tense brown faces. The faint 
yap-yap, and then the deep throaty 
boom of hounds running on a trail came 
clearly from the cane fields and abaca 
thickets behind them.

“ They’ve got dogs all right, Mario,” 
the taller man said, speaking in Eng
lish. He jerked his right shoulder a 
little, shifting the position of the rifle 
under his arm.

He was a trim compact man, rather

tall for a Filipino, with an alert light- 
colored face and quick dark eyes. He 
wore the uniform of the Filipino Scouts 
except for a strip of green webbing worn 
around his head like a bandage. His 
left shirt-sleeve carried the plain stripes 
of a duty sergeant. The rifle which he 
carried cradled under his arm was an 
Army Springfield.

The man with him was short and 
stocky with a round gloomy face and 
had the strap of his campaign hat passed 
under his chin. A short odd-looking 
pistol was thrust into his waistband, 
but he carried no rifle.

“ How many cartridges you got left, 
Sergeant Acuna?”  he asked. He spoke 
in Spanish.

The sergeant held up two forefingers.
“ No mas que d o s he said.
He started to run again, heading down 

the ridge.
The gloomy scout swore softly.
“ That’s bad,”  he said lengthening his 

stride to keep up with the sergeant. “ I 
don’t like the dogs. I didn’t know the 
Japs had dogs. I never saw any dogs 
around that stockade.”

The sergeant gestured with the muz
zle of his rifle toward a grove of acacia 
trees standing down the rough slope to 
their right.

“Quetana’s house is down there,”  he 
said. “ If we can make it there we’ll 
be all right.”

“ Quetana is with the second detach
ment up around Lake Lanao.”

“ I know, but lie’s got an old model 
thirty-caliber Springfield of his own. 
We’ll find cartridges there.”

“ How are we going to get in?”
“ I ’ll show you,”  the sergeant said.
He was worrying about it himself. 

Quetana’s house was not the usual bam
boo and Nipa structure but a solid house 
of Lauan slabs with heavy wooden shut
ters and doors, having been the quarter
master shed of an old camp.

“ We’ll get in all right,”  he said. “ We 
got to. We got to have those cartridges.”

They were running down the rough 
grassy slope, jumping over clumps of 
scrub thorn to confuse the dogs. The 
sergeant kept his eye on the little grove 
down-slope.

“ If I  can only get a handful of cart-
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ridges, I ’ll fix those Jap dogs all right. 
I ’ll fix their dogs and I ’ll fix some of 
them!”

The sweat was streaming down his 
face and he wiped it with his sleeve. It 
was hard going in the scrub and thick 
grass and there were dark patches on 
their shirts where the sweat had soaked 
through the khaki and made the cloth 
stick to their bodies.

“ You can hear the dogs,”  Mario 
panted.

Sergeant Acuna jerked his head in 
answer. “ I know.”

He knew that they must be getting 
very close to have the sound of their 
baying come clear above the swish of 
the heavy grass. He looked anxiously 
at the broad back and short thick legs 
of his companion, wondering how long 
Mario could keep up the pace. His own 
chest muscles were beginning to hurt 
from the long strain and his legs felt 
dull and clumsy. He turned his head a 
little to squint up at the sun. Around 
two o’clock. . . . That made over two 
hours since they had made their break 
from the prison camp.

“ We haven’t got far to go, Mario,”  
he said. “ You can see the creek.”

THE course of the creek was 
now plain. All the old culti
vated ground on the near side 
had gone back to scrub and 

cogon grass. Where the creek curved 
off to the right toward the Pularqui 
River there was more clear land, grass, 
and papaya groves and the fields of 
villages. Across the creek was heavy 
forest. Sergeant Acuna’s eyes followed 
the curve of the creek. If they could 
make it to the woods, and get rid of the 
dogs, they would be fairly safe till they 
had to come into the clear again at the 
Palma road. The Japs had had some 
bad experiences in the woods and did not 
like to go into them.

“ Quetana’s looks closed,”  Mario said.
They were running under the first 

acacias and as they turned down the 
path through the fly-catcher bush, Ser
geant Acuna saw that the heavy door 
was shut, board shutters were pulled 
to on the windows.

“ It ’s one of those flat American locks,

Mario. See if that Jap pistol you got 
can shoot it out.”

“ I have no confidence in it,”  Mario 
said.

He held the short-barreled pistol a  
few inches from the door and pulled 
the trigger. The bullets made neat holes 
in the tough Lauan wood panel.

“ Push!”  said the sergeant.
They threw their shoulders against the 

door. The lock bar rattled in its grooves 
and held firm.

“ Not practical,”  Mario said speaking 
in Spanish again. “We’d better run for 
it.”

“ Throw that goddam thing away!”  
the sergeant said savagely.

He thrust the muzzle of his Spring- 
field almost against the lock.

The high velocity bullet split the lock 
panel and pieces of broken iron casing 
clattered on the floor inside.

“ Give it another!”  Mario said, throw
ing his shoulder against the door.

Sergeant Acuna held the muzzle of 
the rifle two inches above and to the 
left of the first hole. The panel split 
sharply as he fired and splinters of clear 
reddish wood feathered out in the space 
between the bullet holes.

“ Give it the butt,”  Mario said.
Acuna swung the rifle back and jam

med the butt hard against the splintered 
panel, throwing all his weight into the 
thrust. The iron bolt slipped a little in 
its shattered gears, but did not pull 
clear.

Mario looked anxiously over his 
shoulder. “ It is of an unbelievable 
toughness,”  he said.

“ I think it’s coming.”
The rifle butt slammed solidly against 

the panel, the bolt flew clear of the 
smashed cogs, and the door burst open, 
the sergeant following it into the room 
exactly as an unbalanced bayonet man 
will follow his own long thrust.

A little of the old quartermaster shelv
ing still stood along the opposite wall 
interspaced here and there with wooden 
cupboards. A rifle in a dark canvas 
case stiff with oil was hanging from a  
wire hook in an old gun rack.

“ Where are the cartridges?”  Mario 
said.

“ They must be in one of those ar~
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marios. Y o u  lo o k  in th ose  d o w n  th ere .”
“ B y  G o d ,”  said M a r io . “ W e ’d  b e tte r  

n o t h a v e  to  loo k  in too  m a n y  o f th e m .”
“ I  k n ow  he a lw a y s keeps th e m  h ere,”  

th e  serges® t said .
“ T h o se  dogs are goin g to  b e  on  ou r  

ta il,”  M a r io  said jerk ily , p u llin g  a t  th e  
latch ed  cu p b oard  doors.

“ T h a t ’s w h y  w e g o t to  h a v e  th e  ca rt
rid ges,”  A cu n a  said.

“ M a y b e  w e can b ea t th e m  off w ith  
th e rifles?”  M a r io  said n ervo u sly .

“ M a y b e ,”  the sergean t said .
I t  w as v ery  h o t in th e  lon g clo sed - 

u p h ou se an d  th e sw eat d ripp ed  off 
th eir  faces as th e y  tu gg ed  a t  th e  stiff 
la tch es. T h e  b o o m in g  voices o f th e  d ogs  
cam e in th rou gh  th e open  d oor.

“ I f  th e y ’re h ere,”  said M a r io  b itte r ly , 
“ th e y ’ll be in th e last on e .”

T h e  sergean t jerked  h ard a t a tig h t  
door an d  sw ore so ftly  to  h im self as 
his sw e aty  h an d s slip p ed  on  th e  w orn  
la tc h .

“ I ’m  goin g  to  loo k  in th ese  m id d le  
on es,”  M a r io  said . “ W e ’ll n ev er g et  
th rou gh  all o f th e m .”

“ T a k e  th e m  in o rd er!”  th e  sergean t  
said  sh arp ly . “ W e  ca n ’t  sta rt ju m p in g  
a ro u n d .”

M a r io  open ed  th e  cu p b o a rd  n ex t in 
lin e. “ T h is  is a ll fishing ju n k ,”  h e said  
g lo o m ily .

“ H ere  th e y  a re !”  th e sergean t said , 
sh ou tin g  th e w ords in su dden  relief.

T h e re  w ere tw o  sh elves in th e  cu p 
b o a rd  th a t he h ad  ju s t  flu n g op en  an d  
o n  th e  higher sh elf a d ozen  clips o f  
R e g u la tio n  U . S . .30 cartridges w ere  
p iled  in a n eat stack .

T h e  sergeant sw ep t th e m  d o w n  in to  
h is cradled  a rm  an d  started  fo r  th e  
d oor stuffing clips in to  his p o ck et.

“ T a k e  th ese !”  H e  th ru st fou r o f  th e  
clips a t  M a r io  w h o w as jerk in g  th e  o ld  
Springfield  o u t o f its case. T h e  last clip  
h e sh ov ed  in to  his rifle, sla m m in g  h o m e  
th e  b o lt .

“ N o w  w e ’ll see,”  h e  said , step p in g  o u t  
to  th e  en tran ce ra m p .

T H E  d ogs w ere in p lain  sigh t, 
stru n g  o u t a lon g  th e  g ra ssy  
slope, r a n g y  sa n d -co lo red  
h ou n d s w ith  th eir m u zzles  

d o w n  to  th e  trail a n d  b ig  lu n gin g  p in 

schers w ith  e v il-lo o k in g  h ead s, th eir  
coarse h ack les stiff on  th eir n ecks.

“ C o m e  o n ,”  A c u n a  said . “ H it  fo r  th e  
creek . T h e y ’ll h a v e  snipers on  th a t  ridge  
a n y  m in u te .”

H e  to o k  several strides b a c k  a lon g  
th e  p a th  a n d  w ith  a ru nn ing ju m p  
cleared a bu sh  o ff th e  righ t o f th e  p a th . 
T h e  creek w as stra igh t ah ead . H e  ran  
h e a v ily , d od gin g  th e o ld  stu m p s.

“ T h e y ’ll g e t held up a little  w hile at  
th e h ou se,”  he said as M a r io  ca m e u p  
b eside h im .

“ T h o se  b la ck  d evils  go rig h t fo r  y o u  
on ce th e y  g e t a n yw h ere n ear,”  M a r io  
said . “ T h e y ’re n o t h ou n d s.”

S erg ean t A c u n a  grinned th in ly . T h e  
solid  w eigh t o f  th e  loa d ed  cartrid ge  
clips in his p o ck et w as su d d en ly  m a k in g  
h im  feel g oo d .

“ W h e n  th e y  get close .”  h e  said , “ w e  
will g ive  each one a  b u llet. T h e n  th ey  
w ill b e  n oth in g .”

“ T h e y ’ ll p ro b a b ly  co m e  all b u n ch ed  
u p .”

“ T h a t ’s w h y  w e w a n t to  m a k e  th e  
creek ,”  th e  sergean t said .

H e  cou ld  hear th e  p u zzled  y a p -y a p  o f  
th e  h ou n d s a t  th e cabin  b eh in d  an d  he  
w as seeing th e  b righ t w ater o f  th e creek  
fifty  y ard s ahead  th rou gh  th e  sca ttered  
bu sh  an d  b a m b o o  c lu m p s.

T h e y  w en t into th e w a ter  w ith o u t  
b reakin g th eir stride, h old in g  th eir rifles 
h igh  a b o v e  th eir h ead s. T h e  creek w as  
n ea rly  hip  d eep  on  a s to n y  b e d  an d  th e y  
w a lk ed  jerk ily , liftin g  their knees h igh .

“ H e re ’s n u m b er  on e .”  M a r io  said .
A c u n a  tu rn ed  arou n d.
T h e  b ig  leader h ad  co m e o u t o f  th e  

bru sh  and  w a s close to  th e  w a ter . A t  
th e  creek ’ s edge she ca m e to  a dead  h alt, 
still y e lp in g  w ith  th a t  snuffling eager
ness th a t  signals a h o t trail.

“ T h e re  y o u  are, T o jo ,”  th e sergean t  
said.

T h e  b u lle t  h it  her in  fro n t o f  th e  
sh ou lder a n d  she slu m p ed  forw a rd , her  
h ead an d  sh ou lders in th e w a ter , her  
p in k  rag o f  ton g u e still h an gin g  o u t. 
A c u n a  sla m m ed  th e b o lt  o f  h is rifle an d  
p lou g h ed  u p  th e  s to n y  slope in to  sh allow  
w a ter.

“ H e r e !”  M a r io  called  h old in g  his h an d  
o u t to  h im  fro m  a c lu m p  o f  b a m b o o . 
T h e  sergean t d ro p p ed  o n  one kn ee
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among the young bamboos, resting the 
barrel of his rifle across a branch of an 
old sapodilla tree.

Two hounds broke cover on the op
posite slope running in tandem straight 
along the trail, as the leader had come. 
The sergeant shot them both at the edge 
of the creek. The bodies of the hounds 
made a little brownish heap at the rim 
of the pool.

Acuna jumped the rifle bolt twice, 
shoved in a new clip, and dropped the 
odd shell in his pocket.

The pinschers did not come in line 
like the hounds. Their highly developed 
sense of hearing told them where the 
quarry was and they made straight for 
it, the water splashing high around them 
as they dove into the creek, swimming 
with a heavy lunging stroke, their short 
ears laid back, their big bone-cracker 
muzzles thrust forward, the murderous 
canines showing clear from the back- 
drawn lips.

The rifle barrel poking through the 
bamboo screen swung slowly down into

line, stopped, and gave a little jump. The 
leading pinscher jerked up as a running 
dog is jerked up at the end of a leash, 
the high'-power bullet catching it in the 
chest, its impact twisting the animal half 
around. Its legs continued to move aim
lessly a few times as the current carried 
it down stream.

“ Uno”  said the sergeant, pumping the 
rifle bolt. He shifted the gun, bringing 
the muzzle down deliberately, his trig
ger finger tightening steadily in the 
squeeze. “ Dos.”  He worked the bolt with 
the swift, unhurried precision of an ex
pert mechanic handling a spanner on a 
rush job. “ Y tres, y  finito,”  he said.

The three pinschers, still struggling 
feebly, were beginning to drift down
stream.

“ Very good,”  said Mario, “ muy fino,”  
and a little grin of relief settled on his 
face. “ Where do we head for now?”

Sergeant Acuna pushed three extra 
cartridges into his rifle chamber. “ We 
better take it easy till we get our wind . 
back.”
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n
T H E  tw o  m en  w en t into  th e  
tim b er, w alkin g s low ly  a m o n g  
th e  h u ge clean tru n k s o f the  
h ard w oo d s. S e v e n t y  feet  

a b ov e  th e m  th e m assed  le a fy  crow ns  
filtered th e  su n ligh t in to  a green h aze. 
O n ly  here and there, w here there w ere  
p atch es o f dead trees w ith  silver-w h ite  
trun ks, b lock s o f  sunshine ca m e th rou gh  
to  m a k e  a reddish  g low  on th e  pack ed  
lea f m o ld .

“ W e ’ll h av e  to  s ta y  close to  th e  creek ,”  
th e sergeant said . “ I t ’ s th e  o n ly  w a y  
to  get to  th e  P a lm a  road . I f  their p atro ls  
h a v e  radio sets th e y ’ll b e  on  th e  lo o k 
o u t for us there, to o .”

“ I  th in k  th e y ’ll be on th e lo o k o u t all 
righ t,”  M a r io  said .

“ W e ll , w e ’ll h av e  to  tr y  and  sneak  
across. O n ce w e g e t across w e ’ll be in 
th e w oods again  for m a y b e  nine k ilo 
m eters. T h e n  w e ’ ll h it th e clear space  
alon g th e P u larqu i som ew here near th e  
B a c o b o  cart bridge. T h a t ’s w here w e  
w a n t to  cross. W e  m a y  run into som e  
trou b le  there if it ’ s to o  w ell co v ered .”

“ Y o u  th in k  our o u tfits  are still across  
th ere?”  M a r io  asked .

T h e  sergeant n od d ed .
“ S o m e o f th em  are, b u t  th ere ’s no  

tellin g  h ow  m a n y . T h e  rest o f th e I n 
fa n try  and  the C o m p o site  B a tta lio n  and  
several R e g u la r  S co u t d eta ch m en ts an d  
p ro b a b ly  the R e se rv e  d eta ch m en ts  and  
G uerrilleros from  th e B arrios.”

“ H o w  do y o u  k n o w ?”
“ I  g o t it  from  th a t B  C o m p a n y  cor

poral th e y  b ro u g h t in y e s te r d a y ."
“ C orporal V ig a rio ?”  M a r io  ask ed .
“ Y e a h . T h e y  h ad  h im  lock ed  u p  

dow n  a t L o n g o z . H e  to ld  m e th e Japs  
h ad sent patrols across th e P u la rq u i.”

“ O u r ou tfit m u st h a v e  p u lled  o u t  
th en .”

A  th in  sm ile pulled  d ow n  th e  corners  
o f th e  sergean t’s m o u th . “ T h e  p atro ls  
n ever ca m e b a c k ,”  he said .

M a r io ’s g lo o m y  face b rok e in to  a  
sudden grin, h is w h ite teeth  g listen in g .

“ T h e y  m u st h a v e  settled  d o w n ,”  he  
said.

T h e  sergeant k ep t on grinning.
“ W e ll ,”  h e  said , “ th a t ’s w h a t th ey  

w a n ted , isn ’t  it? ”

“ H o w  a b o u t th e ir  r iver p a tro l?”
T h e re  w as a snap ju s t  a b o v e  th e  ser

g e a n t ’s h ead like the crack  o f  a  w hip  
a n d  th e  dull plock o f a  b u lle t h ittin g  
a tree tru n k .

“ D o w n !”  A c u n a  said . H e  d o v e  b eh in d  
a tree.

“ W h e r e  did  th a t------------- com e fr o m ?”
M a r io  said w ry ly . H e  bru sh ed leaf m old  
o ff his face .

“ C raw l u p  th is w a y , M a r io . W e ’re 
h u ggin g  th a t creek to o  m u c h .”  T h e  
creek h ad  cu rv ed  th ere an d  a lm o st  
straigh t a h ead  p a tch es o f  b a m b o o  
sh ow ed lig h t green b etw een  th e  bare  
tru n k s o f so m e dead  tin d alo  trees.

“ T h e y ’v e  g o t radios all r ig h t,”  M a r io  
said w hen th ey  w ere well in to  th e w oods  
again . “ T h a t  ou tfit w as lay in g  for u s .”

“ T h e y  w eren ’ t doin g a n y th in g  else,”  
said th e  sergean t. “ T h e y ’re v e r y  anxiou s  
th a t w e d o n ’t  get th rou gh  and  spill the  
bean s a b o u t their tro o p  co n cen tration s.”

“ Y e s ,”  M a r io  said . “ I  w on d er if th e y ’re 
goin g to  pull an a tta c k  up th e  C a ta b a to  
road . T h a t ’s w here th e y ’v e  a ll b een  
h ead in g  th e p a st w eek .”

“ T h a t ’s p ro b a b ly  ju s t  h a lf o f  it ,”  
A c u n a  said . “ A n o th e r  one w ill go  u p  
b y  A m a y a n tir .”

“ T h e  old p o ck et b u sin ess,”  M a r io  said , 
“ and o u r o u tfits  w ou ld  be in th e p o ck et.”

“ P recise ly ,”  th e sergean t said , falling  
into Spanish  a ga in . “ I t  is v e r y  im p o rta n t  
th a t w e g et th rou gh  an d  tell th e m . T h e n  
our d eta ch m en ts cou ld  be pu lled  b a c k  
an d  grou p ed  w h ere th e  road s clim b  into  
th e  h ills . . .”

F o r  a m o m e n t th e  g lo o m y  lo o k  dis
ap peared  from  M a r io ’ s face .

“ I  k n ow  th e  p erfect p lace ,”  h e  said  
so ftly . “ I t  is a little  b e y o n d  A n im a s. 
A  fo rm id ab le  p lace . Un campo pavo- 
roso. O n e  is in th e  hills beh in d  a nice  
log  an d  so m e v in es. M r . J ap  m arch es  
o n  th e road . V e r y  straigh t, v e r y  m ili
ta r y .”  H e  stiffened his legs to  m im ic  
th e  carriage o f a Jap an ese officer. “ Y o u  
line y o u r sigh ts righ t h ere,”  h e  w e n t  
o n , tou ch in g  th e sh irt b u tto n  rig h t a b o v e  
his trou ser b a n d . “ T h e n  y o u  squeeze  
th e trigger— ”

“ M a r io ,”  said th e sergean t, “ I  h a v e  
to ld  y o u  a  h u n d red  tim e s , y o u  d o  n o t  
th in k  like a  soldier. Y o u  th in k  like a  
h ead  h u n ter .”
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“It was not me who knifed that lieu
tenant,”  Mario said.

“ It was you who killed that guard.”  
“ I do not know that I killed him,”  

Mario said sadly. “ I only hit him with 
a club. He was a very foolish man and 
turned his back on me to watch you 
hug that lieutenant. I was greatly dis
appointed that he had so few cartridges. 
What did you stick that lieutenant 
with?”

“ An old file,”  Acuna said, “ and I 
do not like the coarseness of your 
language. Someone had ground it down 
very fine and put a bamboo handle on 
it. I found it among those logs that 
we felled yesterday.”

“ It was nice of them to put us on 
that timber detail,”  said Mario. “The 
woods gave us a half hour start.”

“ I ’d feel still better if they didn’t 
have those radio sets.”

“And I would feel better if we were 
across that Palma road,”  Mario said. 
“For some reason I do not feel good 
about that road.”

“ How’s that rifle?”  Acuna asked.
“All right. Old, but all right.”

M ARIO held it up. The old 
walnut stock was scratched 
and scarred with years of us
age and darkened with oil and 

sweat. “ I would rather have my own,” 
Mario went on. “Or one of those the 
Japs had in the salvage huts. They must 
have snared plenty of our guys all to
gether.”

“ The men were not all captured,” 
Acuna said shortly.

“ I suppose they picked up some guns 
at Anada Creek and Medina,”  Mario 
said.

“ They picked up plenty,”  the sergeant 
said dryly, his mind jerking back to 
the low brush and rocks along Anada 
Creek where the men of Company B 
and the first Scout detachment had tried 
to hold off a whole Jap regiment in the 
plunging crossfire of that first surprise 
attack. There had been rifles to pick 
up there, and there had been more rifles 
to pick up on the rutted slopes above, 
where the remaining companies of the 
battalion, outnumbered four to one, had 
gone down to the attack, and there were

" The Jap patrols never came back,”  
Sergeant Acuna said.

rifles, many of them, on the shell- 
spattered, bullet-splintered p l a t e a u  
where the fight had swirled and eddied 
across the clumps of scrub thorn and 
yacal trees . . .

“ There’s a dog barking up there,”  
Mario said in a low voice.

The sergeant halted and leaned against 
a tree, listening.

“ It’s just a village dog,”  he said after 
a moment. “ Probably in one of the 
fields. We’re getting close to the road.”  

He pulled up the edges of the green 
webbing on his head to conceal the 
white bandage inside. Stripping leafy 
twigs off a vine he stuck them like 
feathers in the webbing. The longer 
pieces of vine he draped around Isis 
neck so that the green ends dangled on 
his shirt front and over his back.

“ How’s that?”  he asked Mario who 
was soberly wrapping vines around his 
own hat and shoulders.

“ Right out on the road will be the 
only bad place,”  Mario said. “Unless 
we bump smack into some of them.”  

“ That,”  said Acuna, “ we must not 
do. They are very serious about us.” 

“And I,”  said Mario, “ am very serious 
about them. Isn’t that the road?”

About fifty yards ahead through a 
little rift in the tree boles they could 
see a section of low embankment and 
a patch of gray crushed-stone surface.

“ The bridge will be up there a ways,”  
Acuna said, nodding toward the right. 
“They’re sure to have a guard there.
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We’d better ease up to the left a little 
till we strike some cover.”

They walked slowly through the 
woods going up to their left. Now and 
then they caught a glimpse of the road, 
but there seemed to be no movement 
on it. Heat waves crinkled above the 
stone surface in the hot afternoon.'

“ It’s too damn quiet,”  Mario whis
pered. “ Something is wrong.”

“Look,”  the sergeant said. “Let’s take 
a squint at that patch. It looks like 
good cover.”

About thirty yards ahead of them 
was a piece of land that had been cleared 
of heavy timber and was now covered 
with second growth acacia trees and 
cassia scrub. The brush covered about 
two acres and projected like a rough ar
rowhead into the timber.

Acuna put his hand on Mario’s arm.
“ I ’m going to take a peek,”  he said.
Taking hold of the tendrils of a big 

ingrato vine he pulled himself up around 
its stalk, circling the bole of a dead tin- 
dalo tree among the rough green vine 
leaves.

From above the level of the acacia 
trees he could look up and down a 
hundred yards of the gray roadbed. Here 
and there holes in its surface had been 
patched with some flinty stone on which 
the sun glinted. Brown pods from the 
acacia trees speckled the gray stone. 
The cassia scrub beneath him seemed 
empty and gave off a spicy smell in the 
heat.

He crawled down.
“ It looks clear.”  he said, “but I didn’t 

see any weaver birds in the cassia.”
“ Maybe someone’s been along the 

road lately,”  Mario said, a faint wrinkle 
of worry puckering the skin between 
his brows.

The sergeant took a pair of cartridge 
clips from his pocket and shoved them 
down in his waistband.

“ Well, we can’t stay here,”  he said. 
“ They’ll have a whole army beating 
these woods pretty quick. Listen, Mario. 
You stick about ten yards behind me 
and a little to my right.”

“ Bueno.”
“ And don’t get nervous and shoot me 

in the back.”
“ I  have no cartridges to waste on ser

geants,”  Mario said grinning faintly. 
“ Vaya con Dios.”

m

ACUNA went into the brush 
I on hands and knees, trailing 

H his rifle carefully in his right 
hand. The ground under him 

was a little sandy and he moved quietly, 
making little detours now and then to 
avoid eddies of the crackling brown 
acacia pods. At intervals he stopped to 
listen, lying flat beside a bush, his head 
hidden between the branches so that 
the twigs stuck in his headgear blended 
with the foliage of the bush. As Mario 
moved up beside him he went on again, 
first his left hand moving ahead, then 
the right hand dragging the rifle, then 
the left knee coming up under his body, 
the right knee sliding up to join it.

The road looked empty. The brush 
along the right-of-way had not been cut 
that year, there were rough dusty green 
clumps of it right up to the low embank
ment. The tops of other bushes showed 
up across the road. Some acacia trees 
were growing along the far embankment.

“ This is as good as we’ll find,”  Acuna 
decided.

He lay beside a tall bush waiting for 
Mario to come up. Mario saw him and 
stopped. Acuna beckoned him with a 
finger.

“ Might as well make our dash from 
here.”

“ I ’ll go first,”  Mario said. “ You’re 
the sharpshooter. If anyone takes a 
crack at me you can plug them.”

“ I ’ll be two yards behind you,”  the 
sergeant said. “ Two moving targets rat
tle most guys. And don’t wait for me. 
Shove right off into the bush.”

“ See you in church,”  Mario said.
There was a hard scrabble of pebbles 

as his feet dug into the sloping embank
ment and then the firm plop of his 
leather soles hitting the rolled surface.

A  shot came from an acacia clump up 
the road.

From the edge of the embankment, 
Acuna fired quickly, one-two, the heavy 
jar of his Springfield drowning the light 
plang of the Jap rifle.

Mario stumbled on the road, but
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caught himself and plopped into the 
brush on the other side.

Acuna fired again as he gained the 
roadway, sending his bullet ripping into 
one side of the acacia clump, not so 
much in the hope of hitting the hidden 
sniper as to throw him off his aim.

A sapling at the right side of the clump 
jerked abruptly, bending slowly over, 
and the plang of a rifle came back like 
a hurried echo to the slam of the Spring- 
field. The bullet whispered past Acuna’s 
head and he dove at the shoulder of 
the embankment as a football player 
dives in a flying tackle. His shoulder 
hit the loose gravel and he rolled, dust 
spurting up around him, the pebbles 
slipping and rattling. There was a shal
low ditch on that side of the road and 
he landed in it on his side, his face 
jammed in the harsh twigs of a cassia 
bush.

He wormed quickly onto his belly, 
blowing the dust from the notch of his 
rear sight. He could not see anything 
of Mario, but he could see the gray 
bark of the acacia saplings up against 
the embankment forty yards away. 
There was a slight movement of the 
leaves and he heard the crack of the 
bullet going over him and then the 
plant) of the rifle.

Without moving his eyes from the 
tree he slid his rifle barrel carefully 
through the branches of the scrub. There 
was an old stump in the middle of the 
acacia cluster and around it the sturdy 
gray bark of the saplings branched like 
candelabra.

The Jap sniper fired again. The bullet 
kicked little splinters of rotten wood out 
of an old stump off to the right and 
a hard little smile drew down the corners 
of Acuna’s mouth.

“There’s a John,”  he thought. “Doesn’t 
know where I am and gives himself 
away by banging off all over the place.”

He looked at the acacia stump over 
his sights. It looked thick and solid. A 
shot would just let the sniper know that 
he was still there. As it stood the sniper 
didn’t know what the score was and 
was just shooting because he was nerv
ous and the bang of the rifle made him 
feel better. Johns were always like that 
either alone or in bunches.

SERGEANT ACUNA moved 
his head very slowly to look 
at the terrain on his right. 
There were, maybe, seventy 

yards of brush between him and the 
woods. The brush was high and thick 
enough to offer fair concealment, but 
would give no protection against fire. 
Brush wouldn’t turn bullets. And a man 
moving in broken cover was cheated
from the start by a man sitting in cover.

There was a rifle in the brush behind 
his right shoulder. The glint of the sun 
on the muzzle end caught his eye, and 
he twisted his head with infinite care, 
pressing it still harder against the sandy 
bottom of the ditch, the lean steel snout 
of the rifle coming inch by inch into his 
range of vision, the flanged nub of the 
bayonet holder, the dark wood of the 
grip, glossy with much rubbing. As his 
eyfes reached that glossed grip he almost 
jerked his head, recognition and be
wilderment flashing together in his 
mind. Mario’s rifle, but where the hell 
was Mario?

Inching his head around he made out 
that the rifle was lying in the brush. 
They must have clipped M a rio h e  de
cided, straining his eyes to see into the 
brush clusters behind him. He turned 
his head front again, his eyes going back 
to the acacia clump. There was nothing 
to be done while that bird was still 
operating.

The Jap sniper was firing slowly, plac
ing his shots at hazard in the brush. 
Plang would go the rifle and the metallic 
snick of the bolt would follow as the 
rifleman threw a fresh shell into the 
chamber. Then there would be a slight 
interval as the sniper picked his next 
spot.

There was a small brown knob on the 
left of the gray acacia trunk. It was 
small and roundish like the half of a 
tennis ball and watching it closely, Ser
geant Acuna thought that there was a 
slight quiver in it each time the sniper 
fired. He lined his sights on it tenta
tively, waiting for a definite movement, 
getting a firm rest for his gun across an 
old snag. Beads of sweat ran steadily 
down his face, gathered into a drop that 
fell with a little splash on the bolt of 
his rifle and he wiped it away mechani-
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cally with his sleeve without lowering his 
eyes. _

Plang went the Japanese rifle, the\ 
ringing sound echoing in the hot quiet 
afternoon. The cupro-nickel slug cracked 
on a stone, ricocheted off—zing-zing.

The brown knob beside the tree moved 
a little, drawing back almost out of 
sight and settled back into place again.

Acuna shifted the muzzle of his rifle 
a fraction to the left. The stock snuggled 
tightly against his shoulder and two deep 
creases seamed the left side of his face 
under the closed eye. He drew in his 
breath evenly, his curved forefinger 
tightened firmly on the trigger.

His shoulder jerked to the slam of the 
Springfield. His right hand jerked with

it almost as if it were a part of the 
mechanism, snicking the rifle bolt back 
and to with a single motion. His left 
arm had stiffened at the same time and 
the snout of the Springfield shifted to 
the right of the stump.

The brown knob on the acacia dis
appeared and the head and shoulder of 
the sniper bobbed among the saplings 
at the right of the stump in the abrupt 
involuntary nervous jerk that follows a
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bone wound. Acuna had not moved his 
cheek from the stock, his finger tightened 
swiftly but smoothly on the trigger and 
the sniper lurched sideways, slipping 
down across the twisted saplings.

Acuna turned and faded into the brush 
behind him.

Mario was lying face down behind a 
small bush, his right shoulder dark with 
blood. Acuna knelt beside him, started 
to put his hand over Mario’s heart and 
stopped the movement halfway. There 
was a tiny hole on the left side of Mario’s 
neck and another hole the size of 
half-dollar under his right ear.

He stumbled and fell 
sideways as the thirty- 
caliber s lug  r i p p e d  
through his left breast 

pocket.

“ Que male suerte!”  he said softly. 
“ That his luck should run out now.” 

He put his hand in Mario’s pocket, 
took out the three clips of ammunition 
and stuck them in his own waistband.

NORTH and east of the wind- 
L ing Pularqui River the land

rises, breaking irregularly into 
rocky hills slashed with water 

courses and ravines. Beyond the hills 
the crest of the high ranges stand blue- 
gray on the sky.

“ Twenty-five caliber,”  the sergeant 
thought automatically. “ What rotten 
luck. If they’d got him anywhere below 
the neck with one of those things he 
might still have had a chance.”

He turned Mario onto his back and 
put his campaign hat over his face.

Sergeant Acuna laid his course by 
those far-off blue-gray masses. In the 
heavy timber he lost them intermittent
ly; but there were patches of dead trees 
here and there in the timber and at these 
places he was able to check up on his 
course. The solid canopy of foliage was
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broken, the spreading branches dry and 
thin, and looking off through the silver- 
gray dead trunks he made out the tall 
broken hills. East of the river they ran 
parallel to his course, but at intervals 
there appeared straight ahead, a high 
hazy blue shadow on the sky that he 
knew was Mount Rogang. The shadows 
slanted sharply on the dead trees. The 
sun was getting low.

He walked slowly through the patch 
of dead trees, feeling the drag of his 
tired muscles. His feet felt hot and swol
len from the long forced trek, the cords 
and joints in his legs slack with weari
ness. His feet wanted to lag and it was 
with an effort of will that he tightened 
the numbed muscles, stepping warily be
tween the big gray trees that were be
ginning to look bluish in the fading light. 
He stopped cautiously against a big 
tree, his eyes searching the timber ahead 
and as the soft scuffle of his feet in the 
leaf mold ceased he caught a new sound, 
a sound that wTas faint, but persistent 
and unchanging, the rush of the Pularqui 
River riffling over the Bacobo Shoals.

A spring welled out of the sand of a 
little creek making a pool of clear water 
in the shallows and he drank from it in 
little swallows, sitting among the bam
boos and cassia brush, resting a little, 
and then drinking again, the water clean 
and cool against his hot face.

This creek, he remembered, ran into 
the river below the bridge. Bamboo and 
wild bananas grew along its course mixed 
with creepers and Nipa palms.

“ I ’ll take a look to make sure of the 
bridge,”  he decided. “ When it’s dark 
I can cut along the creek to the point 
nearest the bridge. From there on will 
be the bad part.”

He made his way slowly along the 
creek bottom, stepping on the little 
swales of clear sand, slipping between 
clumps of bamboo and rough brown 
Nipa trunks. The timber on both sides 
of the creek was thinning out and he 
could see stumps among the thin trees 
where the bridge crews had made cut
tings and low piles of sawdust where the 
circular saws had stood.

From the edge of the timber to the 
river there was a cleared space about 
sixty yards wide. Low dusty-looking

bushes were scattered on the clear space 
among two-foot clumps of monkeygrass. 
Acuna could not see the bridge, but he 
could see a line of magueys that marked 
one of the roadways leading up to it.

He wiped a few grains of sand care
fully from his rifle bolt with the tail of 
his shirt, and then took the clips of 
cartridges from his waistband, wiped 
each one with the same minute care, and 
put them back in his waistband. Lifting 
the little ladder-like rear leaf sight, he 
wiped underneath it and carefully 
lowered it to battle sight again.

About one more hour, Acuna thought. 
He wished that he could see the bridge 
and the clearing more distinctly. A good 
look at the terrain would tell him where 
to watch for hidden rifle posts. He 
shrugged his shoulders. This would have 
to be good enough. Any further move
ment in daylight would be almost certain 
to give him away.

He lay back against the sloping palm 
trunk watching the strips of clearing 
through the trees. The sky was deep 
blue and as it darkened a few stars came 
out. An almost full moon, round and 
pale as a worn nickel, climbed over the 
trees down river. “ I could do without 
that,”  he thought frowning.

He began to make his way forward, 
moving from bush to bush, on the side 
where the shadows lay. At the edge of 
the timber he stopped to listen, ducked 
under the fronds of an old palm. He 
tightened his belt in a rapid unthinking 
movement, holding bis rifle sloped under 
his arm.

The moon was slowly brightening. 
From forty yards he could see the guard 
rails of the bridge and little puddles 
of shadow had become attached -to each 
bush and grass tuft. No one was in sight 
on the bridge. The road running up to 
the bridge he could see only in places, 
strips of pale dust, gray with moonlight, 
between the dark maguey clumps. There 
was no movement on the road. He 
stopped under a banana tree to listen, 
his head thrust forward a little, his eyes 
intent. The river made a soft boiling 
sound on the rocks and frogs were sing
ing in the shallows.

Acuna bent over and blew absent- 
mindedly on the bolt of his rifle, wiped
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It on his shirt. Then he stepped into 
the clear. He did not run, but went at a 
wary walk, bent forward a little and zig
zagging among the tufts of low brush, 
his eyes shifting steadily back and forth 
along the maguey clumps. His rifle was 
thrust out in front of him at ready, the 
muzzle slightly lowered, his right hand 
cupped on the trigger guard.

He caught the faint stir in the maguey, 
dead in front, and jerked sideways as 
the thin streak of fire sliced from the 
dark leaves. The rifle echoed loudly over 
the river as he fell heavily, face forward 
in the bunch grass.

TWO men came from behind 
the maguey. They were both 
carrying rifles but the stocky, 
incisive man in front wore the 

belt and pistol of a Japanese officer. A 
short dumpy-looking man trailed him 
respectfully, a little to his left and a 
yard behind.

“ That one got his package,”  the officer 
said in a clipped metallic tone. “ Right in 
the belly. With a belly shot they always 
fall forward. The shock alone will knock 
a man out for ten or fifteen minutes.”

He stumbled and fell sideways him
self as the copper-jacketed thirty-caliber 
slug fired from fifty feet ripped through 
his left breast pocket. His rifle made a 
parabola in the air, landing on its butt 
and toppled over in the path. The man 
behind him flopped to his hands and 
knees and then, evidently panicked, 
started to crawl toward his officer.

“A John,”  said Sergeant Acuna and 
shot him through the head. The man’s 
arms buckled under him and his chin

slid into the dust of the road. Acuna 
calmly shifted his rifle and shot the of
ficer again.

He began to crawl through the brush, 
making a half circle around the maguey. 
At the bridgehead he dropped to his 
stomach and stared up the road. Then 
he started to crawl again making a little 
scuffing noise on the planking of the 
bridge. He was moving slowly now with 
an uneven awkward gait. His left leg 
trailed a little and at each movement 
he brought it up carefully, putting his 
weight on his right knee and his hands. 
Every few yards, he turned his head to 
look back at the bridgehead and the 
road behind It.

“Alto!”  The challenge came from 
across the bridge. “ Quien es?”

“Amigo,”  said Sergeant Acuna, and 
then raised his voice. “ Hello, Joe!”  

“ Hello, Joe,”  called the sentry. “ What 
outfit?”

“ Company B. Third Scouts.”
“ What’s the matter with you?”
“ One of those----- —nailed me in the

leg.”
“ Keep your shirt on, Joe,”  the sentry 

said. “ We’re coming out to get you. Any 
Japs on that bridgehead?”

“ None that will bother us for a while,”  
Acuna said.

He looked back at the bridgehead. 
The two Japanese snipers made small 
brown bundles at the end of the bridge. 
Neither one of them moved, and in a 
little while the dark splotches that spread 
out beside them on the gravel began 
to shine thickly In the stone-white 
glitter of moonlight that slanted in from 
the Sulu Sea.



The sea was rising now under the urge oi the quickening southwester. . .  .
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A  S h if t  o f  C a r g o
By RICHARD HOWELLS WATKINS

R. ANGEL, the mate, was for 
abandoning.

It was all very well for the 
Old Man, that pigeon-breasted autocrat 
of the windward bridge-wing, to puff 
.himself up to unbelievable convexities 
of chest and declare that he would never 
give up his ship.

That wasn’t the question. The ship 
was giving up Captain Scudder. Any
body with half an eye could see that the 
list was increasing steadily.

“ You don’t need an eye, or even a 
brain, to know she’s going,” Mr. Angel

said to himself. “ You can feel her going 
with your ankles.”

He went back to supervising the rem
nants of the hopeless gang jettisoning 
what was left of the deck load. The mass 
of jeeps, peeps, and trucks was tangled 
along the length of the port well-deck 
bulwark. They were half in and half 
out of the lapping seas.

All this work was bunkum, not sal
vage. The danger to the Alice Clissold 
was deep below her hatches. The stuff 
down in her lower holds had done more 
than shift. Sliding, it had hit the port-

. . . .  spray leaped inboard and pelted like shot down the open batches.
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side of the Alice a crack that had loos
ened rivets and started plates. Number 
Four Lower was the worst spot.

“ It’d be sure, swift suicide to uncover 
a hatch in this sea,”  Mr. Angel reckoned. 
“ For every pound that clumsy, tired 
bunch could sling out we’d take in a 
ton of sea water.”

The men were worse than exhausted. 
They were sullen with the conviction 
that they had been sabotaged in a home 
port. Their goose had been cooked at a 
Brooklyn pier, three days to northward 
on this lonely, unconvoyed run to Puerto 
Rico. The steam was gone out of them. 
And they had never had the knack of 
handling cargo, They were seamen, not 
stevedores; not for a generation had 
cargo handling been part of their job. 
On that slanting, water-logged ship they 
fumbled with slings, mishandled falls 
and manhandled winches.

Mr. Angel sang out cheerily, working 
with them, but he kept close to Olaf, the 
Norsky, who was grinning to himself 
like an idiot. Trouble, the mate reckoned, 
would start with Olaf.

He was right. It was Pollock, a lanky 
A.B., who suddenly swung around on 
Olaf with an upraised cargo hook. The 
curved steel gleamed wickedly.

Mr. Angel kicked the seaman’s right 
foot out from under him. The man went 
sliding down toward the port scuppers 
clawing at the plates with hook and 
fingers.

Olaf glanced around and 
straightened up his massive 
body. His small blue eyes in 
the smallish head atop his im

posing shaft-like figure seemed only 
mildly interested in this attack.

“ While you’re down there,”  Mr. Angei 
said quickly to Pollock, “ take this 
around the axle.”

He twitched a line.
The seaman, who had brought up 

against a half submerged truck body, 
sullenly reached out a hand for the rope. 
Nobody else made a move toward the 
big Norsky.

The moment passed. Mr. Angel’s 
automatic remained inconspicuous in his 
shoulder holster. The work went on. 
Olaf’s face was still puckered up in an

expression of—-sort of knowing smug
ness, like a kid with a secret. Mr. Angel 
had had a dose of that expression since 
they had dropped the pilot. Olaf, quar
termaster in Mr. Angel’s watch, had held 
that mug for four hours on end behind 
the wheel. It had sunk like a fishhook 
into the soul of all hands after the cargo 
shifted. Olaf knew something; no, by 
Peter, Olaf had done something about 
that sabotage. They were sure, now. 
Some said he was a German. Others 
claimed he was a Norwegian Nazi.

Olaf was working hard and his shoul
ders were mighty. Nevertheless he 
worked with more complete hopelessness 
than any other man. All hands knew* 
that.

When the last jeep had been dumped 
overside Mr. Angel tried out the deck 
with his ankles. “ Worse,”  he told him
self.

He put Mr. Locke, the juvenile third 
mate, to examining Number One and 
Two hatch covers in detail. They had 
taken a pounding. He gestured to Olaf 
to follow him. N o use losing any more 
men, even this Norsky Jonah. He made 
a weary tour aft. He listened to the 
carpenter on the latest soundings.

He looked in on the second mate and 
the three other men pinched and broken 
during the first two hectic hours after 
the shift. The Old Man, before he froze 
up, and the steward had splinted them 
up and drugged them. Four men! He 
could use forty.

He heard what the chief had to say 
about pumps. Everything in the engine- 
room was now hooked up and throwing 
water. “ Some water,”  said the chief. 
“ Fires aren’t drowned out—yet.”

Mr. Angel returned to the wheelhouse. 
The barometer was going down. He dis
liked the ragged edges of the clouds. 
No sign of the sea building up higher. 
Not yet.

“ Not yet,”  was the guts of this mess. 
He made up his mind. He left Olaf in 
the wheelhouse and walked back into 
the chartroom.

The lead weight was still on the chart 
table, jammed down to port with the 
parallel rules and the protractor. Mr. 
Angel looked at the weight grimly. No 
chicken, neither was he a sentimentalist.
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“ Not about a swaybacked old freight- 
house with a starboard helm that would 
make Iron Mike curse,”  he said. “ Or a 
dumb skipper.”

He fingered the weight. “ No use kid
ding yourself, you,”  he told himself. 
“ You’re the only man in her who can 
stop that crazy old coot on the bridge 
from sinking all hands, movie style.” 

He had six good reasons for abandon
ing. Any rational skipper would listen 
to them. Increasing list. Pumps not 
holding water. Short-handed through in
juries and exhaustion. Barometer drop
ping. Boat launching still possible, with

Deep In him Mr. Angel had a private 
reason for abandoning. He ached to get 
back to Brooklyn to see the boss steve
dore and the gang foremen who had 
loaded Number Four hold. Number 
Four Lower. That was the focus, with 
Number Five running second.

" I  don’t have to tell my mate how 
to straighten her up, do I ? ”  bawled 

the Old Man.

a good chance of all hands living to man 
another ship. And, most important rea
son of all, the heart was out of them. 
Olaf’s grin had helped there.

That last reason was the one that 
most surely doomed the ship. The dis
aster had been scheduled and carried 
through. They knew it. It was finished 
and so was their ship. It was time to 
leave her.

Mr. Angel wiped the sweat from his 
face.

He wanted to see them again. Joining 
on short notice, he had had a glimpse of 
two gang bosses; Gregorio, one was 
called, and the other was a waddling 
fat man. They had worked those after
holds. The ’tween deck hatches were al
ready on, then. Mr. Angel felt toward
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those two as the most rabid of the crew 
felt toward the mysterious Norsky. If 
a charge against them wouldn’t stick, 
Mr. Angel wanted to see them in an 
alley.

He glanced forward at Olaf, placid 
in the wheelhouse. Olaf, on his own 
slow word, had survived two ships 
bumped out from under him on the 
North Atlantic and a third one broken 
in two and overwhelmed in a gale. But 
it was no superstition that he was a 
Jonah that had set the men against him; 
it was that he had hung around the 
hatches in port and grinned his secret 
grin at sea. Cargo was no business of a 
quartermaster.

Mr. Angel’s eyes drifted back to the 
weight on the chart table. This was up 
to him! He shoved the weight into his 
pocket,

W ARILY Mr. Angel climbed 
up the slanting bridge to Cap
tain Scudder in his post of 
command—or was it refuge? 

—in the shelter cab on the high wing. 
With crispness he reported the bad news, 
his own, the carpenter’s and the chief’s. 
His hands gripped the weight in his jack
et pocket. His heart was beating fast.

The Old Man wasn’t taking it in. He 
was gray. His chest was puffed out, slop
ing back his shoulders. His pupils 
gleamed at the mate out of whites criss
crossed with red veins. But even so Mr. 
Angel would have bet that those eyes 
were turned inward, upon heroic Cap
tain Scudder. He had no thought left 
for drab details. *

“ Straighten her up, mister!”  he said 
with mechanical emphasis.

If Captain Scudder went neck over 
teakettle down the slant of the bridge 
and wound up in the lower cab with a 
knob on his skull nobody would figure 
it was anything but a fall. And then 
Mr. Angel could save the ship’s com
pany.

The Old Man thrust his stubbly gray 
jaw out at Mr. Angel. It was a phony, 
unconvincing gesture.

“ I don’t have to tell my mate how to 
straighten her up, do I?”  he bawled.

“A  good trick if you could do it!”  Mr. 
Angel thought.

This was the moment. But Mr. Angel 
stood there, paralyzed, with his fingers 
clammy cold on the weight. He couldn’t 
do it.

Somebody besides this incompetent, 
frozen old fool was there in the cab with 
them. It was the stark figure of com
mand, that sea god built up in Mr. 
Angel’s mind in tough years at sea. Now, 
grotesquely, this invisible figure was a 
part of this ridiculous fat man whose 
mind had shrunk away from realities. To 
save the lives of his fellows, to save his 
own life, yes, even to get back to those 
black killers in port, Mr. Angel could 
not slug him.

He cursed himself for a coward. He 
turned and skidded down to the wheel- 
house. Olaf was waiting for him.

“ Soon now she— ” Olaf flipped his 
hand over significantly and let it settle 
down to his side. He was still smug.

Mr. Angel faced this Norsky. He 
hadn’t broken up the Old Man or even 
slugged him. All hands were bound to 
the ship, probably until the sea got too 
rough for a getaway. Meanwhile Mr. 
Angel’s job was to maintain discipline. 
And here in front of him was the guy 
who had done most, with that Mona Lisa 
smirk, to take the heart out of the crew.

“ I ought to have enough in me to 
break him down,”  Mr. Angel thought. 
“ It would buck up the other hands.”

He blew his whistle and ordered the 
gang aft. Olaf tailed close behind him, 
undisturbed, obedient.

In spite of those ragged clouds and 
the increasing wind the sea was not yet 
really tough. The respite continued. 
There was water sloshing around on the 
after well-deck down by the port rail. 
It didn’t splash up green over the tar
paulins covering Number Four hatch. 
A dollop or two wouldn’t speed her end 
by much.

“ Free that tarp along the high side 
and get this board up,”  Mr. Angel com
manded, with his foot on the hatch. He 
slued his eyes toward Olaf. The quarter
master had spent much time in hanging 
around Number Four.

The Norsky was disturbed. Wrinkles 
spread across his broad forehead. He 
moved more slowly than the others to 
the job.
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Scrambling on the slanting steel deck 
they lifted off the corner hatch cover on 
the high side, forward. Mr. Angel slung 
a leg over the edge of the hatch, found 
precarious foothold on a slanting Iron 
rung of the ladder and spoke to the big 
quartermaster.

“ Follow me, Olaf.”
The deckhands close in a little tighter 

around the aperture. Mr. Angel low
ered himself down the rungs. Olaf came 
slowly along just above him.

DOWN in the ’tween decks 
Mr. Angel paused. The slosh 
of aimless water Avas ru his 
ears. The ship boomed as a sea 

struck her.
Mr. Angel turned his flashlight beam 

this way and that. Crated and boxed 
stuff here,' everything from machinery 
to canned goods for the troops on Puerto 
Rico. It was not tiered up to the main 
deck. This stuff had not slid.

Mr. Angel crawled aft a few feet over 
the creaking crates.

Olaf clutched urgently at his ankle.
“ This is all a good stow, sir,”  he said 

in his slow, precise English. “ It’s hold
ing. The shift is in the lower hold.”

Mr. Angel kicked loose his ankle im
patiently. He twisted around and sat 
up with his head between two deck 
beams. He turned his flashlight full on 
Olaf’s broad face. His voice was harsh, 
probing,

“ How d’you know it’s all a good stow 
in the ’tween decks?”

Olaf blinked in the light. “All I can 
see, sir,”  he amended. “ But below— 
she’ll never come back.”

Mr. Angel closed his fingers around 
the grip of his automatic.

“You know too much about this stow, 
Olaf,”  he said. “ And you haven’t talked 
enough.”

Abruptly he let the light of his torch 
fall on his leveled gun. “ This is #ar, 
Olaf,”  he said. “ You’re too happy about 
abandoning. Why? Speak up! Life’s 
cheap in the Alice now. Talk!”

Olaf was shocked. He moved his head 
slowly from side to side, deploring the 
gun.

“ I  know they gave us a bad stow in 
Brooklyn, sir.”  He licked his lips but

spoke no more quickly. “ The hatch fore
men working the gangs in Four and Five 
did it. A loose stow. That was easier 
than they fixed my other ship. They put 
hundreds of tons of heavy stuff in One 
and Five and she broke in two on top 
of a broad swell.”

“And what makes you happy about 
our getting a bad stow?”

Olaf shut his mouth. At last he spoke. 
“ No, I am sorry the stow was bad. That 
last night I spoke to the inspector on 
the pier. Only the third mate was in the 
ship and he is a boy. ‘Those two— Gre
gorio and that fat one—gave a bad stow 
on my other ship,’ I said to this in
spector. ‘She broke her back.’

“ The inspector looked at me and then 
he called over the boss stevedore, who 
happened to be there, and spoke to him. 
.The stevedore laughed ‘Those two?’ he 
said. ‘Gregorio and Pietro handle more 
tonnage with their men than any four 
other gangs. You stick to your gangway 
watch, quartermaster, and leave the 
loading to me.’

“  ‘We don’t need any squarehead de
tective on this pier, sailor,’ the inspector 
said. ‘All that is taken care of by men 
who know how.’ ”

Olaf shrugged his shoulders. “ What 
could I do to make them listen? Who 
am I?”

Mr. Angel cursed. “ So you’re happy 
just because you were right,”  he said. 
“ It’ll make drowning easier, huh?”

Olaf shook his head. Mr. Angel gave 
him time but he would not speak. He 
stared at the gun.

The mate tried again. “ I think we’re 
on the same side in this war, Olaf,”  he 
said. “ But I point a gun at you and you 
hide what you know from me. That is 
wrong.”

Olaf nodded. “ Yes. That is wrong.”  
He stared earnestly at what he could see 
of Mr. Angel’s taut face. “ You are not 
soft. Some Americans fight— as if they 
fought gentlemen. That is worse than 
not fighting. Listen, then!”

He bent forward. “ When I was re
lieved on gangway watch that night I 
followed Gregorio and the fat one down 
here into Number Four ’tween decks. 
They were laughing. It was enough— 
How shocked they were when Gregorio’s
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flashlight happened to fall on me and 
my handspike. .

He hesitated again. Then, “ Come,”  
he said. “ I show you.”

He crawled aft, past the mate. Mr. 
Angel holstered his gun carefully and 
wormed on over the crated stuff. Olaf 
came to a huge packing case that rose 
above the -tiered cases. Around it was 
strewn the anonymous parts of electri
cal machinery.

Olaf tapped the case with his fist. 
“Nailed and wired,”  he said. “ There was 
no need to bind them and they got tired 
of calling for help. They will not get out 
of here.”

“What!”  said Mr. Angel. “ You 
mean . . . ?”

He listened. Above the noises of the 
rising sea on the hull and the unending 
swash of loose water he heard from with
in the huge case moaning voices venting- 
prayers and entreaty. He stared at Olaf, 
aghast.

“Yes,”  said Olaf. “ Gregorio and the 
fat one. He laid a heavy hand on the 
steel wire that had been renailed on the 
case. “ If, by the luck of fair weather 
the Alice made San Juan I would be pun
ished, sir,” he said. “ But men would see 
how they had loaded the lower hold. If 
the Alice sinks now, then these two won’t 
kill more sailors and sink more ships. 
No!”

He peered anxiously at Mr. Angel. 
“You are not soft, sir,”  he said once 
more. “ You would not save two killers 
of your own men because death isn’t 
nice. I have been fair. I gave them a 
jug of water and stole food for them 
from the galley before the hatch was 
battened down.”

his automatic again, pointed it at Olaf. 
“Keep your distance!”  he warned.
Olaf's face was bad. There was cold 

Northern fire in his eyes. “So!”  he said. 
“No guts. Softness which will be hard 
on our side.”

“ Rip that wire off the case,”  Mr. 
Angel said. “Rip it off. Break ’em out 
o’  there!”

Olaf would have' spoken.
“That’s an order!”  Mr. Angel snapped. 

“ Do it— or you won’t be able to do it! 
Break ’em out!”

Olaf’s eyes were still hot with rage. 
“ I am not afraid of your gun,”  he said. 
He picked up a heavy armature and beat 
in the corner of the case.

“ Gently!”  said Mr. Angel. “ Easy! I 
won’t have ’em hurt. Get your feet 
against it and heave. That’s it, heave!”

Sullenly Olaf obeyed. Out of the aper
ture crawled Gregorio. The man’s face 
was gray with fear. As gray as Captain 
Scudder’s. But in spite of his confine
ment for three days he moved fast. Mr. 
Angel put a leg on his chest and pinned 
him against a crate until, under his eyes 
and gun, the fat one, whimpering, had 
scrambled clear.
. He headed Olaf back to-ward the 
hatchway and followed him. Gregorio 
and Pietro kept crawling toward his an
kles over the slanted, groaning cargo. 
They made the hatchway. Gregorio got 
a long arm on an iron rung.

Mr. Angel knocked him loose from the 
ladder with a swipe of his gun.

“How many pieces you figuring on be
ing torn into?”  he asked. “ The crew’s 
waiting for you.”

Gregorio talked, in two languages and 
with his whole body. But he kept his 
hand off the ladder. The fat one, beside 
him, contributed a moaning chorus, 
though he took time out twice to curse 
Gregorio.

On the edge of the flashlight’s beam, 
Olaf waited, silent, watchful, with his 
big hands clenched.

Mr. Angel stood still, feeling the heavy 
motion of the ship, appraising the drum
ming of the seas, sniffing at the spray 
and dollops of water that came down on 
them through the narrow opening above. 
Then he stamped, with decision, on the 
stuff under him.

He cupped his hands. “ On deck!”  he 
bellowed. “On deck! Send down a pot of 
coffee. Fast! Get the covers off the 
whole starboard side of the hatch. Get 
’em off! Move! Get steam on the winch
es. Steam! Rig cargo clusters!”

Cautiously he sent Olaf ahead of him 
before he climbed the ladder. He paused 
only an instant to look at Gregorio and
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Pietro, “ Hatch foreman,”  he said aloud. 
“ Hatch foremen! Two of ’em. Don’t go 
’way.”  He left the two, heads raised 
anxiously, near enough the edge of the 
hatchway shaft to dodge anything 
thrown from above.

On deck Mr. Angel took a look at the 
sea. His eyes confirmed his ears. The 
sea was rising now under the urge of 
the quickening southwester. Spray 
leaped inboard and pelted like shot down 
the hatch to join the water that had 
come in through her battered plates. 
Soon it would be more than spray.

It seemed suicide to take off those 
hatch covers, to expose to the sea the 
vitals of the ship. But, if Mr. Angel 
was sure of anything in this world, it was 
suicide not to take off those covers. Tak
ing ’em off was a more active form of 
suicide, that was all. Sudden death or 
none at all, with the odds on.

He explained to the worried Mr. 
Locke, the third mate, the rig he wanted 
on the winches. Then he spoke to his 
gaping deck gang.

“ Men,”  he said, “Olaf’s been holding 
out on us. Olaf smelled the lousy stow 
they gave us, and Olaf stowed away the 
two guys responsible for it. That’s his 
secret— that’s what his grin’s about.”  He 
paused to let it sink in.

“ Hatch foremen,”  he said, “ two of 
’em, the smartest stevedores in the busi
ness—and strong men, too, but anxious 
to get rich. Olaf got ’em both, and the 
joke’s on us—and them.”

Some of the men laughed, if you could 
call it laughing.

HE SPLIT them up, giving 
some to the boatswain to make 
a play against those leaking 
plates with weighted tarpau

lins lowered over the side. He lowered 
the coffee pot and mugs with great care 
to the two men in the ’tween decks. He 
borrowed with violent words more men 
of the blackgang than the chief wanted 
to lend, and he besought at the same 
time more pumping of water out of 
Number Four Lower at whatever cost 
in other compartments.

He visited the bridge. On the high 
side, the Old Man was still stonewalling 
circumstance with a swelling chest and

eyes that looked within. A model of sea
manlike deportment, a man scared be
yond all reason and a millstone around, 
and a pain in, Mr. Angel’s neck. He 
made the Old Man listen. Angel spoke 
of keeping her high side, her starboard 
bow, to the sea with slow turning en
gines and letting the storm oil tanks 
flow to quiet the rush of water that al
ready was assailing the slanting bul
warks.

“ I don’t need any suggestions from 
you, sir, about maneuvering my ship,” 
the Old Man said, but he did. “ Straight
en her up, mister! Straighten her up!”

With murder wistful in his heart Mr. 
Angel hurried back to Number Four. 
The hatches were off. The men were 
staring below in an ugly mood. But they 
were angry, not dispirited. Mr. Angel 
fought hard to avoid wincing and clos
ing his eyes as a sea lapped in over the 
lower bulwark; It swashed across the 
covered side of the hatch and dribbled 
below. A little more and solid water 
would have poured into her.

“ Sudden death is right,”  Mr. Angel 
told himself. He and Olaf climbed down. 
The cargo fell from one winch, slanting 
grotesquely, dropped into the hatchway 
at his signal.

The four of them, Gregorio, the fat 
one, Olaf and Mr. Angel, got the ’tween 
deck hatch covers off. The lower hold 
was exposed, a black, swashing cavern, 
dreadful to eye and ear.

Against the shaft tunnel, that massive 
steel passage that ran from engine-room 
to stern post, enormous crated machin
ery, a medium tank and other stuff, had 
piled up in the shift. This cargo was 
jammed between tunnel top and ’tween 
deck beams. It overhung the portside 
of the ship like a tremendous log jam.

At the bottom of the pit, piled against 
the portside of the ship, was more heavy 
stuff. It had battered the steel skin of 
the ship and now it lay there, inert, 
holding her down close to her beam ends. 
Water swirled over it. With the water, 
dunnage lumber, which should have 
jammed that cargo into one solid mass, 
drifted this way and that, with aimless 
malice.

Gregorio shivered. His black eyes 
were appalled.
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“ Not a nice stow,”  said Mr. Angel. 
“ But down there’s your one thin chance 
of ever seeing the inside of a Federal 
pen.”

Gregorio drew back. “ No! It is im
possible, signor! No man could live—”

Mr. Angel wrenched his arm loose 
from the ladder and clipped him on the 
jaw. Gregorio fell, screaming. He had 
not splashed into the black water be
fore Olaf had the fat one on his way.

“ Our turn,”  said Mr. Angel. He 
glanced briefly skyward, a mere for
mality, bawled for light from the cargo 
clusters and climbed down into the hid
eous menace of Lower Four. Olaf fol
lowed in silence.

ONCE in hell, it was bearable. 
Just bearable. Mr. Angel was 
no imaginative man, but after 
one look he kept his eyes off 

that wall of cargo overhanging him 
above the shaft tunnel. It had a way of 
bulging down at you. He lifted the two 
chain slings from the hook on the cargo 
fall.

With curses and blows he and Olaf 
drove the cowering Gregorio and the 
fat one into action. The cargo clusters 
made hell visible. The water was wicked 
black. They got a cargo sling around a 
crate— only a small one. The way the two 
gang bosess moved, when they did move, 
was slightly reassuring. They knew how 
to handle that chain sling; they knew 
where to tackle the crate. Even in 
Hades, Mr. Angel reflected, what a man 
has learned in life may help. These guys 
knew how. They wouldn’t kill each other 
by wrong moves, as would the tyros of 
the Alice s crew. As he signaled with his 
light for the winch to heave away he 
suddenly bent under the impact of a 
blow on the shoulders. It was only water, 
solid water, from above, but Mr. Angel 
straightened up again rather slowly. He 
signaled his winch. Grinding and splin
tering against the hatchway, the crate 
ascended.

“ Come on! Come on!”  Mr. Angel said 
harshly. “What are we waiting for?”

Floundering, dodging the floating tim
bers, jumping clear when the jam of 
cases shifted, they dragged the other 
cargo sling into action. The cargo fall
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came clinking down to them again with 
empty chain sling dangling. That meant 
that one chunk of cargo that had been 
holding her over had been given the deep 
six. One, anyhow. The railroad iron was 
down below this crated stuff, deep under 
water.

They worked and solashed and saved 
their lives and worked again. Once Olaf 
bent and silently retrieved something 
that had fallen on a case as the mate 
bent low. It was Mr. Angel’s gun.

“ This is all right with me,”  Olaf said, 
looking at the toiling prisoners, and 
handed over the automatic to the mate.

Sudden death was a torturing long 
time in coming.

Sometimes, as the hours went by, it 
seemed to Mr. Angel that he could hear 
the Old Man, topsides, bawling down: 
“ Straighten her up!”  And he cursed the 
Old Man, whether he was hearing him 
or not, with fury. “Straighten her up!”

A  couple of hose lines, like reluctant 
snakes, came crawling down the hatch
way. That would be the chief’s work. 
They buried the lines deep in the water 
and the hoses sucked and gurgled. Some
times they made more impolite noises 
and Mr. Angel or Olaf would clear them.

Once all four stopped. They were too 
appalled to scream, too frozen to move. 
The jam of stuff above the cargo tunnel 
was groaning and moving above them. 
It was moving, sort of grinding in on it
self. They recovered control and fled 
aft. But the enmeshed machinery ground 
to some new equilibrium and became si
lent and still.

Mr. Angel laughed. Then he tried it 
again. Better. “ Well, what are we wait
ing for?”  he asked in his rusty voice 
and they edged back toward the job.

“ Straighten her up!”
If that fat lug said that once more— 

Mr. Angel remembered the weight in his 
pocket. It was still there. But he didn’t 
show it to Olaf. That wouldn’t be proper.

Those two hatch foremen knew their 
stuff. Even with their eyes watching Mr. 
Angel’s face, they did the work. Mr. 
Angel suffered in keeping his face stiff 
for them. He didn’t want to think what 
might happen if it should break loose 
from him and mirror his feelings. They 
whimpered and begged, of course. The
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fear o f  a r a t ’s  d ea th  w as g n aw in g  a t  
th ese rats. B u t  M r . A n g e l w as im m u n e  
to  m e rcy .

T h e  stu ff h igh est a ga in st h er portsid e  
— th a t stu ff th e y  g o t rid o f.

“ U p  to  h ea v e n ,”  M r . A n g e l said , 
w a tch in g  it go  scrapin g u p w a rd , and  
fo u g h t d o w n  a  giggle . I t  w as a q u eer  
place fo r  a g u y  to  feel like lau gh in g. 
M a y b e  to o  qu eer. H e  d id n ’ t lau gh  or  
explain  th e  jo k e  to  O la f. H e  loo k ed  a t  
O la f. O la f h ad  gon e th in  on  h im . ,T h e  
N o r s k y  w as th in .

T H E  tim e  ca m e w h en  G re g o 
rio to ttered  b a ck w ard  aga in st  
th e sh ip ’s side. A fte r  one look  
th e  fa t  one, to o , d ro p p ed  in 

his track s. I t  w as n o  fa k e  th is tim e . T h e y  
w ere o u t.

“ W e ’ll look  o v e r  th e  m a teria l in h ea v  
— on  d ec k ,”  M r . A n g e l said  w ith  diffi
c u lty . H e  called  for a  cargo n e t. W it h  a 
line to  ste a d y  it th e y  g o t th e tw o  s te v e 
dores up som eh ow .

I t  w as n igh t on d eck . G regorio  and  
th e fa t  one, d u m p ed  o u t o f  th e  n et, la y  
fla t on  d eck . M r . A n g e l loo k ed  a t th e m . 
T h e y  w ere fla t. T h e y  loo k ed  as if th e y  
h a d  been poured  on th e  d eck , so m eh o w . 
B u t  su dden  d eath  w o u ld n ’t  w ait forever.

“ D r y  ’ em  o u t an d  stan d  ’em  u p ,”  he  
said to  th e  stew ard . “ I  n eed  ’ em  w o rk 
ing. D o n ’ t let a n y b o d y  h u rt ’ e m .”

H e  look ed  arou n d for o th er ta len t w h o  
m ig h t do in L o w e r  F o u r  H e ll a t a p in ch . 
T h e  O ld  M a n  w as th ere, sa yin g  so m e 
th in g . T h e  sa m e old  th in g . M r . A n g e l  
reached for his w e ig h t. T h is  tim e , b y  
P eter—

O la f h eld  th e  m a te ’ s h a n d  in h is p o c k 
e t. T h e  O ld  M a n  w a s p u zzled .

“ N o ,”  said  O la f. “ W h a t  h e said  w a s, 
‘Y o u  are straigh ten in g  h er u p .’ ”

“ I n g ? ”  said  M r . A n g e l. “ S tra ig h ten 
i n g ”

H e  g o t u p . I t  w as rid icu lous, sayin g  
a th in g  like th a t . T h e  o ld —  H e  tried  o u t  
th e  sh ip  w ith  his an kles. H e  frow n ed , 
d e e p ly  perp lexed . B y  P eter—  H e  loo k ed  
to  leew ard , d ow n  h ill. B y  th e  ligh t o f a 
h a lf m o o n  he saw  th a t  th e  b u lw a rk  
sh ow ed , free o f w a ter . A n d s h e r e m e m 
bered , th en , th a t  th ou g h  th e y  h a d  slu ng  
m u c h  cargo u p  o u t o f L o w e r  F o u r  th e  
w a ter h a d n ’t  g o tte n  a n y  deeper as th e y  
w o rk ed  d o w n  to  th e  railroad iron. H e  
loo k ed  arou n d an d  saw  th e  ch ief. T h e  
ch ief n od d e d  sm u g ly . A n d  th e b o a tsw a in , 
b esid e  h im , said  so m eth in g  a b o u t k eel
h au lin g  a tarp au lin  till th e y  cou ld  g e t a t  
th e  p lates inside.

“ I ’v e  refused a ssista n ce ,”  said th e  O ld  
M a n , w ith  a v a g u e  gesture to  so u th w a rd . 
“ T h is  little  breeze is b low in g  o u t. G e t  on  
w ith  th e  jo b , M r . A n g e l. S tra ig h ten  her  
u p !”

“ Y e s , sir,”  said M r . A n g e l. “ S tra ig h t
en  her u p !”  H e  loo k ed  a t  th e  recedin g  
figure o f  th e  O ld  M a n .

T h a t  o ld  p o u ter  p igeon  w ith  th e  fro z 
en brain  h ad  drain ed  M r . A n g e l o f ev ery  
b it  o f  w it and  m u scle  and  g u ts  an d  sw eat  
th ere  w as in h im — h im  and th e rest o f  
th e  crew , b y  th e  looks o f th e m — for th e  
sa vin g  o f th e  ship. A n d  th e ship w as  
sa v ed , a t th a t.

“ So  th ere ’s a reason  ev en  for th a t  lo o 
b y ,”  he th o u g h t an d  stoo d  u p  again . I t  
w as tim e  to  get a t  the^railroad iron.
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T H E  p la n e ’s m issin g  m o to rs w oke  
m e w ith  a start th a t m orn in g . I  
ran to  th e b a ck  porch  an d  saw  a 

big  tw o -m o to re d  ship fly in g  o u t o f th e  
red daw n  w ith  its m o to rs sp lu tterin g  an d  
roaring b y  tu rn s. L o w , silh ou etted  
again st th e sunrise, it  seem ed to  be fly 
ing right at m e as it so u g h t th e saddle  
in th e d ivid e. W in g s  filling th e sk y , it 
roared overh ead  so close th a t I  cou ld  see 
in the a lg a e-co vered  hull a lon g  sh in y  
scratch  th a t en ded in a jag g ed  h ole. 
T h en  it w as over th e ro o f an d  o u t o f  
sight.

I  ran around th e  co tta g e , b u t  th e  
ship w as a lread y  a b lu r in th e n o rth 
w est over th e still dark  ju n g le . T h e  fa d 
ing m o to rs p icked u p  for a m in u te , ca rry 
ing th e p lan e nearly  o u t o f sou n d , o n ly  
to  fail again . Strain in g  to  hear, a ll I  
cou ld  catch  w as th e fa in t, startled  w h is
per o f a d ista n t b a n d  o f how ler m o n k e y s . 

W h e n  I  tu rn ed  I  saw  th a t th e sun w as  
’  liftin g  o u t o f th e  C h iriq u i p lain s, a n d  I  

cou ld  hear d ifferen t b a n d s o f how lers  
greeting th e d a w n . T w o  w ere w ith in  fo u r

or five m iles an d  I  recogn ized  th e m  as  
o ld  frien ds. B u t  th e first b a n d , w hose  
terrible roar h ad  been ju st  a  w hisper, w as  
b e y o n d  a n y  th a t  I  k n ew . S o m ew h ere to  
th e  n orth w est across ten  or fifteen  m iles  
o f ju n g le  an d  o ver the s ix -th o u sa n d -fo o t  
divid e th a t splits the C h iriq u i a n d  B o c a s  
del T o ro  P rov in ces, so m e still frigh ten ed  
m o n k ey s w ere jab b erin g , an d  near th e m  
I  su sp ected  w as a w recked  p lan e.

W h ile  I  w as g ettin g  into  riding cloth es, 
I  to ld  T o m a s , w ho w as stirring arou n d  in  
th e  k itch en , n ot to b o th e r  w ith  b rea k 
fa st b u t to  saddle m y  h orse in stea d . I  
w olfed  som e cold  rice a n d  th en , as I  
m o u n te d , to ld  h im  I  w as going d ow n  to  
th e  L ee  ranch to  p h on e a b o u t th e  p lan e. 
H e  n od d ed  and  su ggested  I  a sk  R o 
drigues fo r  som e eggs if I  h ap p en ed  to  
see h im .

T h e  C ald era  ca n y o n ’s first fo u r m iles  
w as a ty p ica l “ d ry  season roa d .”  N o w ,  
in th e  late  w et season , it  w as slip p ery  on  
th e  high  sp o ts, sq u id g y  in th e  low  on es, 
criss-crossed  an d  o ften  w ash ed  o u t  b y  
m a n y  tin y  stream s.

35
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R I D I N G ,  I  p u zz le d  o v e r  w h y  
a  p ilo t  w o u ld  fly  a p la n e  w ith  
m issin g  m o to rs  a n d  a  p u n c
tu red  hu ll in to  th e  B o c a s  b u sh . 

I  in ten d ed  to  go in and  fin d  t h a t  p lan e. 
O f course th a t  m e a n t g oin g  w ith  T im  
an d  W ic k . W ’ ick w as a sergean t, a n d  
T im  a p riv a te  in th e M o u n ta in  A rtille ry , 
th e  little  7 5 ’ s th a t  co m e  a p a rt a n d  trav el 
on  five  m u les ’ b a c k s . I  w o u ld  call th e  
em ergen cy  a irport near th e  co a st an d  get  
th e m  to  rad io  M a jo r  W .  d ow n  a t  th e  
C an a l Z o n e . I  k n ew  th e  m a jo r  w o u ld  b e  
v ita lly  in terested  in m y  n ew s, fo r  la te ly  
he h ad  been  callin g  on  m e  to  d o  a ll sorts  
o f o d d  errands fo r  h im . T h e r e  w as, for  
in stan ce, th e  case o f th e  a cce n t o f a cer
tain  arch eologist w h o  h a d  d rifted  in fro m  
C o sta  R ic a . T h e  m a jo r  w o u ld , I  w as  
h op in g, h a v e  W ic k  an d  T im  fly  u p  th is  
m orn in g .

T im  S a u n d ers and  S erg ean t V a n c e  
W ic k , a pair o f lean  g ia n ts , y e llo w  hair  
an d  b la ck  hair, season ed b u sh m e n , h a d  
drifted  in to  m y  b a c k y a rd  one d a y  a  y e a r  
ago like sm o k e on  a breeze . I  still th in k  
M a jo r  W .  co a ch ed  th e m  in th eir a ttitu d e  
an d  th e slig h tly  sarcastic w a y  th e y  
loo k ed  m e  o v er  th a t  d a y . B u t  so m eh o w , 
fo r  all th eir a rm y  indifference to  a m ere  
civilian , w e soon  h it it o ff first rate . F r o m  
th en  on  w e tea m ed  u p  ev e ry  ch a n ce  w e  
g o t. “ V a c a tio n s”  W ic k  called  th ose  te n  
an d  fifteen  d a y  ou tin gs in to  th e  b u sh , 
a n d , for m e , b ein g  a n atu ralist, “ co llect
ing trip s,”  b u t  w e fo u n d  so m e o th er  
queer th in gs besid es b o ta n ica l sp ecim en s.

I  rod e in to  th e  u p p er en d  o f R o 
d rigu es’ clearin g an d  saw  his h a t b o b 
b in g  a b o u t in th e  m id d le  o f th e grass. I  
hailed  h im  and  a sk ed  if he h ad  a n y  eggs. 
H e  sh ook  his h ea d  an d  said  so m eth in g  
w as “muy malo” w ith  his ch ick en s. I  
w a sn ’t su rprised . I  h a d  w arn ed  h im  b e 
fore to  cu t up so m e a lm a ra  roo ts an d  
m a k e th e m  in to  a m a sh  to  keep a w a y  th e  
driver a n ts  th a t  w ill sw a rm  o v e r  an d  
kill a n y  p en n ed  ch icken s, b u t  he said  he  
h a ted  th e sm ell w orse th an  th e  a n ts .

T h e  road  fro m  here to  th e  L e e  ran ch  
h a d  ru ts as w ell as h oles. L e e  w as o n  the  
porch  w hen I  a rrived  a n d , w h ile  I  
scraped m y  b o o ts , I  a sk ed  h im  if th e  
p h on e w as. w ork in g . H e  said it  w as, 
th ou g h  I  h a d  to  a llo w  for a  b it  o f fa th e r 
ly  p rid e . I  h eard  it  tin k le  o n ce  or tw ice

so I  k n ew  t h a t  th e  w ire w a sn ’t  b ro k en , 
th o u g h  th ere w a s n o  te llin g  h o w  m a n y  
w e t lea ves a n d  d a m p  in su lators w ere  
sa p p in g  th e  ju ice  a lo n g  th e  ten  m iles to  
B o q u e te , an d  th e  tw e n ty  d o w n  th e  rail
road  to  th e  a irp ort a t  D a v id . L e e  to ld  
m e  th a t  P rin ce , h is mozo, h ad  said  he  
h eard  a  sick p lan e  fly in g  several m iles  
to  th e n o rth .

O rd in a rily  I  w o u ld  n o t h a v e  tried  to  
u se th e p h on e b efore  th e  su n  dried  th in gs  
o u t . B u t  I  g a v e  a lon g cran k , h op in g a 
cou p le  o f tin k les  w o u ld  g e t th ro u gh , 
lifted  th e  receiver, a n d  sh o u te d : “ C allin g  
th e  lan d in g  fie ld .”  A  cou p le  o f  cran ks  
la ter  I  h eard  a fa in t v o ice  th ro u g h  th e  
b u z z in g : “ T h is  is F ra sh er; h an g  u p  a n d  
I  w ill ring for y o u .”  I  h u n g  u p  a n d  th e  
bell tin k led . I  k e p t liftin g  th e  receiver  
an d  g o t a cou p le  o f  fa lse  a la rm s. F in a lly  
I  h eard  a  fa in t , slurred “ W h a tc h a w a n t? ”

“ L a n d in g  fie ld ?”  I  y e lle d .
“ Y e a h .”
T h e n  I  g a v e  h im  m y  m e ssa g e  to  M a jo r  

W .— ra m m ed  it d o w n  h is th ro a t a  w ord  
a t  a tim e .

W h e n  I  sat d o w n  a n d  sta rte d  sip p in g  
a ta ll lem o n a d e  th a t  w as w a itin g  fo r  m e , 
L e e , fro m  w h ere he w as ly in g  in a  w ick er  
ch air, sa id : “ I ’m  b e ttin g  th e y  w ill b e  a t  
th e  field  b y  te n .”

“ T h a t  so o n ?”  I  a sk ed  in surprise.

“ Y e s ,  I  th in k  so. L a s t  n ig h t o n  th e  
rad io  I  h eard a rep ort th a t  so m e G e rm a n  
airline h as b een  ta k e n  o v er  in  E c u a d o r . 
T h is  m u st b e  o n e  o f th e ships th e y  d id  
n o t g e t .”  %

“ B u t  th ere are p le n ty  o f p laces to  lan d  
an  a m p h ib ia n  in C o lo m b ia  or V en ezu ela ; 
w h y  fly  a gasless p lan e o u t o v e r  th e  
P a n a m a  ju n g le ?”

“ Y o u  said  y o u  saw  a  h ole  in th e  h u ll. 
M a y b e  it w as to o  b ig  to  ta k e  o ff w ith  if 
th e y  la n d e d , or b e  easily  p a tc h e d . I f  
th eir lan d in g  a n d  repair sta tio n s w ere  
closed  to  th e m  to  th e  so u th  th e y  m ig h t  
co m e u p  h ere. I  b e t  th e y  p lan n ed  to  
co n ta c t so m e ship o v e r  in th e  C a rib 
b e a n .”

“ M a y b e .”  I  sh oo k  m y  h ea d , p u zzled . 
I  ju m p e d  u p  and  p u t m y  glass o n  th e  
ta b le  an d  sa id : “ I f  th e y  g e t here b efore  
th ree , w e can  h it th e  trail b y  fiv e .”

L e e  g o t  u p  b y  in ch es. “ I t  m a y  n o t rain  
to m o rro w  fo r  a ch a n g e .”

I  lau g h ed  a n d  p o in te d  d o w n  th e  v a l
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ley. to a cloud with a dark skein of rain 
dripping from it.

A solid downpour struck my cottage 
just as I got there. Lightning played 
along the somber clouds above the di
vide. I  occupied what time I could get
ting everything in readiness for our trek.

“ HALOOOO!”  That was the 
stentorian voice of Tim Saun- 
ders. It was about four and 
still dark with rain. I soon 

made out figures on horseback coming 
up the trail.

“ Where’s that blasted Johnny?”  This 
was Wick. “ Not content with dragging 
me out of a nice snooze in barracks, he’s 
got to try to drown me!”

The two big men filled the whole door 
as they came in. They thumped my 
back, then threw their wet ponchos and 
hats on the rack and sprawled in chairs. 
Their faces were wolf-sharp with delight 
over the prospect of action.

Instantly Wick took command; it was 
as if I  had physically handed him my 
burden of doubt and decision. No won
der Major Wr. picked this man, I 
thought, with his intelligent eyes and 
strength like limber steel, for tricky 
scouting missions. He had a hawk’s 
alertness and a fox’s cunning, and his 
strength and courage flowed into me 
now.

“ Lee thinks we won’t come back,”  
Wick said.

Tim laughed. “Lee’s been drinking too 
much of that lemonade his wife makes.” 
Though a bigger man than W’ ick, tower
ing six feet five, Tim didn’t have such 
craggy features. His was the open face 
of a good-natured, sometimes boastful 
boy. He’d been called “baby face”  once, 
but the man who used the name spent 
a week in the hospital. Tim was keen 
for the army, happy-go-lucky, and some
how a natural bushman. Too irresponsi
ble for officer material, Wick had taken 
him in hand and it was sweet to see that 
team at work. Tim was suddenly seri
ous.

“ Lee will let the major know if we’re 
not heard from in five days, and he’ll 
keep his radio tuned to mine.”

Tim had a back-pack two-way radio. 
It weighed around fifteen pounds and

could send for about ten miles in a 
straight line. Even a tree would block 
off the signal, but it could receive most 
any short-wave message.

“ I see you’re packed, Johnny.”  This 
was Wick again. “Now give me the dope 
and we’ll get going.”

I proceeded to tell my story and the 
brown faces of both men grew grim.

Minutes later we were swinging up the 
high trail under our ponchos and packs. 
A shaft of sunlight sprang down through 
the black clouds, touching the Caldera 
gorge with glory. The swish of wet 
ponchos against the leaves; the squishing 
sound of the mud sucking our shoes; and 
the soft slashing of keen-edged machetes 
alone broke the stillness. We crossed the 
upper Caldera on a slippery log, and then 
ploughed upward toward the divide 
through dwarf palms and giant ferns, 
with the buttressed trunks of forest gi
ants almost hidden under long bahuca 
vines.

“ The guy must have just made it 
across.”  Wick echoed my thoughts. 
“ We’ll find the wrecked plane not more 
than half a mile beyond the pass, because 
otherwise the howlers that told you of 
the crash couldn’t have been heard.”  A 
black snake slithered between green fern 
stems, its red forked tongue flicking. 
Drops fell slowly from giant leaves. The 
tireless legs of the two ahead lifted and 
fell. When darkness and a root tripped 
me onto my face, I wryly asked for a 
halt.

As Tim and I started a fire, Wick 
faded into the jungle. I knew he was at 
his favorite game of silent hunting. In 
time he was back like a shadow, tri
umphantly holding up a paca, an animal 
about the size of a small pig.

After we’d stuffed ourselves with paca, 
roasted to a delicious brown, Tim said: 
“ There might be a lake over in Bocas 
that this guy was heading for.”

“ No chance of that!”  Wick was de
cisive. “ The army has surveyed this 
whole country photographically by air, 
and the plates would have showed up a 
lake. The whole foothill country over 
the divide here is one mess of twisted 
canyons, steep slopes and jungle; no neck 
of the woods for a plane to try to land.”  

Bats flicked past the dying flames; a
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jaguar “ Uh-uh-uhed!”  down toward the 
Caldera; and then I fell into a light 
sleep, broken occasionally by the nearby 
plunk of large water drops.

A BAND of “ ti-tis”  or squirrel 
monkeys led us to the wrecked 
plane the next morning. The 
trail beyond the Caldera di

vide makes you gasp; it is like climbing 
down a cliff of moss and ferns. Wick 
stopped us often, while one or the other 
of us would climb a tree to look around, 
but the mist of morning was still thick. 
It was savage wilderness, uninhabited, 
save for an occasional wandering hunter, 
for dozens of miles. Crossing the divide 
one had a distinct sensation of cutting 
off all connection with the outer world.

We heard the “ ti-tis”  after we had de
scended about a thousand feet. They 
began chattering away in great excite
ment in the jungle to our left, down to
ward the gorge of an unknown stream.

“ Something over there,”  said Wick. 
Off the trail we went into the bush. The 
virgin jungle on the Pacific side of Pana
ma is astonishingly open, but here on 
the Atlantic or Caribbean side were in
terlacing thickets. Quietly we crept under 
and over the obstructing brush. Then we 
saw a wing of the plane, jutting up at a 
crazy angle nearly to the jungle tops 
with its edge ragged where branches 
had torn it. Next we caught sight of 
the “ ti-tis”  dancing up and down in the 
branches. Wick lifted his finger and we 
moved in utter silence. M y heart was 
beating wildly; I had an oppressive feel
ing of evil, heightened by a slightly fetid 
smell that began to reach us. When we 
could at last see the major part of the 
plane, we were assured that no human 
beings were near for that shyest of all 
jungle creatures, the ocelot, was 
crouched beside the rear fuselage, its tail 
twitching violently. He was gone in a 
flash of yellow and black stripes the in
stant Wick lifted his black thatch above 
a bush. We stepped out boldly, and the 
chattering “ ti-tis”  also fled.

The bodies of two men lay near the 
plane.

“ Native hunters!”  growled Tim.
“ One is Julio Piti,”  I  said. “ I know 

him; he’s from Boquete.”  The patched

clothes of the two hung limply about 
their still bodies. There were two bullet 
holes in Julio, one through his chest, the 
other through his head. The second 
native’s face was twisted with fear; there 
was a burnt hole in his shirt opposite 
his heart.

“ Don’t move about any,”  cautioned 
Wick. He walked carefully over to the 
plane, and looked inside the open cabin 
door. “Our birds have flown. They must 
have all lived through the crash. Now 
let’s figure out bow these mozos died. 
You, Tim, find their trail in the brush. 
Johnny, you help me trace the. killers.”  
We began to cast around.

“ Sing your trail, Tim,”  Wick called.
“ The hunters came up here,”  Tim 

answered from down the slope, “prob
ably from a camp by the river. They 
heard the plane crash and came to give 
help. They walk hurriedly, cutting their 
way, not trying to hide. I bet they let 
out a yell here, because they stopped. 
I can tell by the heel marks.”

“ Shoe tracks are too mixed up by the 
plane,” replied Wick, “ but here two of 
our ‘friends’ came ambling out to an
swer the calls.”

“ The hunters see the plane; something 
scares ’em a little; so they stop for a 
confab.”

“ The little Hitlers stop also; they must 
have been trying to argue the poor 
mozos into coming closer.”

“ Yeah, they must have given them 
enough soft soap; probably told them 
they’d pay big for guiding. These hun
ters fell for their line, because here 
they come.”

All of us joined forces now even as the 
hunters had joined the strangers. “ They 
walked them over to the plane,”  said 
Wick, “and then they shot them down in 
cold blood—men that had come to help 
them.”

We stood there silently for a moment, 
and a cold feeling worked into the pit of 
my stomach.

“ Why did they kill them?”  asked Tim.
“They were only natives,”  I replied 

bitterly. “ Natives aren’t human beings 
to the Nazis.”

Wick looked around quietly. “ Even 
natives aren’t just killed for nothing. 
These bozos wanted to hide something.”
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The cabin of the plane had been 
stripped. Even the engine had been bat
tered with a hammer until the printing 
on it was no longer readable.

“ Nothing more here,”  said Wick at 
last. “ Let’s go.”

THE four men we were fol
lowing were not bushmen. 
They stopped often to rest, 
and their machete marks were 

ragged. But there was at least one 
among them who knew what it was all 
about for their trail was compass- 
straight. Their tracks soon emerged into 
the cross-divide trail, and we followed 
this down to the river crossing by the 
little palm-thatched shack where the 
native hunters had been staying. Be
yond this two trails led into the low
lands, but at this point the men had 
first attempted to hide their tracks by 
running along logs and then had headed 
into a region of trackless jungle to the 
west and a little north.

“ It’s crazy!.” said Tim, after the tenth 
little canyon had been crossed. “ Where 
are they going?”

“ A place with a reason,”  replied Wick. 
“Look, here’s where they camped.”  
Brush lay flattened out, but their fire re
mains had apparently been buried. A 
little farther, he said: “ They’re leaving 
off the cutting now; trying to hide their 
trail again.”  A pair of scarlet and green 
trogons eyed us from a sun-laced wilder
ness of bahuca vines. Then faintly we 
heard the crack of an axe against a tree. 
Wick stood still and his bronzed face 
grew puzzled.

“ Somebody knows how to use an axe 
over there,”  he said. The chopping con
tinued faintly. After a bit we heard a 
distant tree crash.

“Sounds almost like a native junta— 
gang of tree-fellers,”  I said.

“ It’s no junta,”  Wick said slowly. 
“ Spread out and let’s scout down that 
sound. Yell ‘Santa Maria!’ if they get 
you.”  He smiled and shook hands with 
us both, staying with the trail, while 
Tim and I faded into the brush on either 
side. I  moved about a hundred yards 
or so away from Wick, and then, taking 
out my compass, began to try to parallel 
his route toward the axe sounds. I  dared

not use my machete; so I  crawled under 
the brush. I was dripping with a sweat 
that was not caused entirely by heat.

In time I crossed a large creek and be
gan to climb up the other side of its can
yon. I heard only the usual day sounds 
of the jungle. M y hand brushed a fern 
and came off covered with a thousand 
tiny seed ticks, small as pin points, and 
I swore softly. There was not time to 
stop and pick them off. Now there was 
a moving black band, two to three yards 
wide, and I stopped respectfully, for it 
was made up of tne blind driver ants, 
terrors of the jungle. I had studied such 
columns before, ten or more miles long, 
with hundreds of millions of ants. They 
move only in the shade, hating the sun, 
but all life in the jungle flees before 
them. The great, inch-long, white-jawed 
officer ants were scattered here and 
there among the smaller black soldiers. 
I  leaped over the band and passed on.

When I finally reached the top of the 
slope, I found what was apparently the 
beginning of a plateau, for the jungle 
floor was flat as far as I could see. An 
intermittent series of human noises 
struck me at this point and I immediate
ly crouched among some bushes. I  heard 
axe-strokes, the whir of saws, shouts, 
tree crashings. The implications caught 
me absurdly unprepared. I shivered with 
a combination of excitement and terror. 
I knew very well that no Americans 
were camped here. I forgot even the seed 
ticks, spreading in itching streams over 
my body. Then catastrophe!

“ Santa Maria!”  The voice that called 
this snapped my head up in blank as
tonishment. It was undoubtedly Wick’s 
and was followed at once by savage gut
turals from other men. I could as easily 
have foreseen the imminent destruction 
of the world. For Tim to be captured, 
or myself, that was quite possible, but 
Wick! I had depended too much on his 
wily woodsmanship. Yet, noiseless as he 
was, he must have shown himself to 
hidden men.

A  SUDDEN, savage realiza
tion that I must see where 
Wick was placed as a prisoner 
roused me from my despair. I  

began to worm along the ground, cling
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ing to  th e  h ea viest u n d ergrow th  even  
th ou g h  th is m e a n t th e  m o st scratch es. 
F in a lly  I  g o t to  a tree th a t  I  su spected  
m ig h t give a v iew  o f th in gs. S low 
ly  I  c lim b ed , usin g a  b a h u ca  v in e  as a 
rope ladd er. I  w as ju st a b o u t to  d isap 
pear into a m ass o f foliage w hen I  heard  
a noise b elow . A  d e ta ch m e n t o f four  
soldiers w olfed  a lon g  w ith  b a y o n e ts  
rea d y . T h e ir  cloth es w ere n on d escrip t, 
b u t b lon d  faces and  stiff b earin g  labeled  
th e m  G erm a n s. T h e y  w ere peering a b o u t  
in the brush  for ju st  such as I .  O n e  
glan ced  tow ard  m y  tree, and  m y  b o d y  
froze m o tio n less, b u t  he o n ly  looked  
a b o u t the base and  th en  w en t o n . H ig h er  
in th e tree I  g o t  m y  first g lim p se o f th e  
ca m p . I t  w as a n u m b in g  su rprise! T h ere  
w ere great sheds covered w ith  iron roofs  
and un der th em  I  saw  th e b la ck  w in gs  
o f p lan es. H a n d s  sh akin g, I  to o k  ou t  
m y  little  telescope an d  located  w h a t I- 
assu m ed  w ere M e sse r sc h m itt  fighters  
and H ein k el b o m b e rs . T h is  w as b ig ! I t  
h a d  b een  e la b ora te ly  p lan n ed . S u b 
m arin es m u st h a v e  b ro u g h t m aterial and  
m en to  a secret h arbor on  th e P a n a m a  
coast to  b e  sh ipped inland to  th is b a se . 
T h ere  w as goin g to  b e  a su d d en  savage  
sm ash  a t  th e C a n a l an d , b y  th e  state  o f  
fran tic a c tiv ity  going on everyw h ere , 
th a t sm ash  w ou ld  com e soon.

I  saw  W ic k  bein g  sh ov ed  u p  b y  four  
guards in fro n t o f a h an d so m e, b la ck -  
m u sta ch ed  officer a t a tab le  u n der an  
aw n in g . T h e  officer q u estio n ed  h im  cu rt
ly  for a b o u t five m in u tes , an d  then m y  
friend, w ith  h an d s b o u n d  t ig h tly  b e 
hind h im  b u t w ith  h ead up d efian tly , 
w as pu sh ed  off and  locked  in to  a tin y , 
b o ard -w alled , th atch ed  h u t.

I  clim bed  ca u tio u sly  d ow n  th e  tree and  
bellied  off th rou gh  th e bru sh  to  th e river  
ca n yo n . M y  feeling o f helplessness in 
creased. T h e  place w as sw arm in g w ith  
a rm ed  G erm a n s an d  their n a tiv e  h en ch 
m en .

S afe  a t  last in a wild p a rt o f th e  ca n 
y o n  I  g a v e  our signal, th e  lon g , h u m a n 
like w ail o f a tw o -to e d  sloth . T h is  p en e
tratin g  cry  w as answ ered a few  hundred  
y ard s a w a y  b y  a sim ilar one. G ra d u a lly , 
ca u tio u sly , T im  an d  I  w orked  tow ard  
each oth er.

H e  w as d ish eveled , sw eatin g ; lon g  red  
scratch es m a rk ed  h im , a n d  a b o u t  his

fa ce  there w as a  loo k  o f stark  in cred u lity .
“ D id  y o u  h ear h im ?”  he gasp ed . “ D id  

y o u  hear W ic k ? ”  ' ,
“ Y e s , an d  I  w a tch ed  th e m  lock  h im  up  

in a h u t u p  a t  th e  c a m p .”
“ I  co u ld n ’ t  m o v e !”  T im  groaned . 

“ N a z is  were arou n d m e as th ick  as m o s
q u ito es .”  H is  face  w as suffused w ith  fu ry . 
“ W h a t  th e hell can w e do to  save  th e
guy?”

“ T h is  jo b  requ ires an a rm y , T im . T h e  
se t-u p  here h as o n ly  one p u rp ose : to  
w reck th e  C a n a l. W e ’ve g o t  to  g et w ord  
o u t to  th e  M a jo r . F o r  th e  tim e  bein g, 
T im , y o u ’re goin g  to  forget a b o u t W ic k  
an d  get o u t to  w here y o u  can  send a  
m essage to  L e e .”

H is  face fell b u t , b ein g  a  good  soldier, 
h e realized th e n eed . W e  sh ook  h an d s  
an d  he m elted  in to  th e  bru sh  leavin g  m e  
a lo n e . I t  w ou ld  tak e  h im  a t  least tw elv e  
h ours in th e d arkn ess to  g e t b a c k  to  th e  
to p  o f th e  d iv id e . .

T I M E  h ad  p assed ; th e  a lw a y s  
fa n tastic  g lo o m  o f th e ju n g le  
w as deep en in g. I  started  u p  
th e  hill again  tow ard  th e  ca m p  

a n d  in th e  d im n ess d id n ’t  recognize a  
m o v in g  b la ck  b a n d . R e d  h o t irons  
seem ed to  tou ch  m y  legs. I  c la m p ed  m y  
teeth  on a scream , an d  leaped  u p  th e  
slop e , bru sh in g  fu riou s b la ck  a n ts  fro m  
m y  cloth es.

A  m o o n  b rok e th ro u gh  dispersing  
clou d s to  g iv e  m e m ore lig h t an d  it w as  
an  easy  m a tte r  to  sneak u p  w ith in  sigh t  
o f the ca m p  in th e sh ad ow s. G asolin e  
lan tern s b la zed  everyw h ere ; sh adow s  
m o v ed  ju m p ily . I  heard airplane m o 
tors b ein g  re v v e d  u p . W o r k e r s  w ere  
clearing a w a y  th e  b ru sh y  cam ou flage  
th a t disguised th e  secret airfield . S ick - 
en in gly  I  realized  th en  th a t th e a tta c k  
on  th e  C a n a l w as set for early  th e  fo l
low in g  m o rn in g . T i m ’s m essage w ou ld  
b e  too  la te !

M in u te s  later  a fiery  stab  o f  pain  
w here m y  leggings an d  p a n ts  o verlap p ed  
to ld  m e o f a m issed  driver a n t. G roa n in g  
so ftly , I  k illed  th e  little  d evil, a n d  there  
a n d  th en , in th e  m id st o f  m y  b itte r  dis
a p p o in tm e n t an d  h elplessness, th e great  
idea ca m e . T im e  w as d esp era tely  sh ort. 
I  p lu n g ed  b a c k  to  th e  c a n y o n  a n d  b e 
g an  fu riou sly  t o  lo o k  a b o u t  for som e
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almara plants, In tile semi-darkness I 
often stumbled and fell, the itching 
streams of ticks almost driving me mad. 
At last I ran upon a small clump of the 
almara under a sign a negra tree. Fortu
nately there were enough roots, and I 
dug them up feverishly. I  found some 
water in the hollow of an old stump 
and there I began to crush the roots into 
a mash with a stone. The increasing 
stench made my eyes water. At last I 
had an ugly, paste-like mixture and this 
I crammed into my sombrero.

Down the hill I went cautiously until 
the moonlight showed me the black 
sheen of the driver ants. I  rubbed some 
of the paste over my boots and experi
mentally stuck a foot into the column. 
Waving their antennae, the ants flowed 
away from it like fire retreating before 
Water. I could hear them clicking their 
jaws together in distaste and anger. I 
rubbed all mv clothes and my face with 
the evil-smelling mixture.

The long column of ants was moving 
from one area in the jungle to another 
less hunted. The line apparently 
stretched all along the slope of the can
yon. M y plan was to break up the 
column into several parts by sprinkling 
almara paste across it. turn the ants up 
toward the plateau. I knelt down and 
strewed a line of paste across the black 
band. Thousands of jaws clicked, the six
legged warriors recoiled in heaving 
waves, but almost immediately they 
were flowing around my obstruction. 
I  could have wept with frustration.

The ticks by now were imperative in 
their demand. In defeat I could no 
longer stand them. Groaning, I crashed 
down into a little creek in a gully to 
wash my body. There I forgot my des
pair! In the gully there was an enormous 
hollow log and into this the column of 
ants was streaming. I flashed my light 
into the log and gasped unbelievingly. 
Most of the interior was packed solid 
with ants, clustered together in great 
black balls, their antennae rippling like 
grass in the wind. Here were numbers 
beyond counting. I realized what I had 
found—the ants’ sleeping quarters while 
on the march. I had heard of such a 
phenomenon before, but never until now 
had I  seen it.

Eagerly I Legan the long job of run
ning a solid band of almara paste a foot 
wide around the lower part of the log 
and curving it up dozens of yards on 
each side. At midnight the last of the 
column had entered the log for sleep. 
Death lay still in the jungle, but I 
worked on and on, anxiously watching 
the sky.

THE first hint of dawn found 
me ready. Nervously I stuck 
a long stick into the hollow 
log and probed slowly around. 

A murmur of jaws grew to a low, sullen 
roar; the inconceivable number of ants 
in that great log were being rudely wak
ened, their short tempers flaring; they, 
the masters of the jungle were being dis
turbed. It is impossible to describe the 
feeling of rage that rose like a physical 
thing. Then I saw them! They came 
pouring out inches deep, black as night, 
save for the tiny white flashes of officers’ 
jaws. They came hissing like the great 
swells of a hurricane. I was breathless 
with terror that they would break across 
my almara-paste band, but the titanic 
army recoiled from it, swirling back in 
fighting eddifes, turning with mounting 
momentum up the slope.

I kept probing and probing until my 
arm ached. Million on million they came 
rushing and clicking, the band of paste 
hurling them upward, wild and crazy 
with fury, toward the secret German air
field. Forward they flowed, with one 
purpose, irresistible as a great flood. .*■

Already their work had begun. The 
Germans must have been just about 
ready to taxi their planes out onto the 
field when the first ants struck. At the 
edge of the plateau I heard screams and 
the roar of angry men, but the clicking 
of the ants’ jaws, billions of them, was 
louder than all other sounds; like the 
mutter of a stormy sea. They attacked 
everything that moved. The Germans 
had attempted a stand with kerosene 
and water, but the ants flooded around 
them and, when the men realized they 
might be cut off, they fled. I  saw figures 
running, stumbling, clawing madly at 
clothes and skin.

I ran to Wick’s hut. Two black rivers 
were flowing around it; little waves were
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seeping under the door. I  seized an axe 
and broke the lock with a few blows. 
Wick was on the table beating ants from 
his legs with bound hands.

“Wick!” I yelled. “ Smear this stuff on 
your legs.”  I held up my hat.

“ Cut my rope, you blasted fool!”  He 
was the same old Wick. I  slashed him 
free. He grabbed the almara mash and 
spread it on.

“Wake up, man!”  he roared. “ We’ve 
got work to do.” I followed him out of 
the hut mechanically. M y only thought 
had been to escape. But he seized my 
arm and ran, dragging me toward the 
hangars. The sight of a pilot who had 
tried to climb out of his cockpit too late 
thrilled me awake. His head had turned 
into a grinning skull; one arm had been 
eaten to the bone; the rest of his body 
was black with fiercely eating ants.

Somehow I found myself furiously at 
work beside Wick smashing kerosene tins 
with axes and spreading the liquid over 
everything that would burn. The high 
whine of a bullet told of some German 
who saw our work. A match flashed into 
life on the seat of Wick’s pants and he 
tossed it into the kerosene. The little 
flames reached up, slowly grew stronger. 
We burst open gasoline tanks and the 
fire soon had a compelling voice of its 
own; its light suddenly greater than that 
of the dawn. I saw the black silhouettes

of bomb racks hanging from the planes, 
thousands of pounds of hell meant for 
the locks at Gatun. The fuselage of a 
Messerschmitt blazed furiously. Other 
bullets whistled about us and a red stain 
spread across Wick’s shirt-front.

“ Let’s go!”  We turned and ran, twist
ing and dodging. The last battalions of 
the driver ants swarmed in blind rage 
out of the jungle, rank on myriad rank, 
to meet a fury greater than their own.

Wick staggered and leaned on my arm, 
and in this way we made it down into 
the canyon. We had no sooner flung our
selves to the ground than the deep bel
low of an exploding bomb struck our 
ears. Then the whole top of the earth 
seemed to come off, and the tree 
branches lashed across the sky. We 
clapped hands to ears and watched 
pieces of blazing planes float down,

I remember cutting a bullet out of 
Wick’s back, but I can recall little more. 
Tim found us a couple of mornings later, 
lying by a river bank, too weak to cross.

Days later in the hospital at David, 
Wick silently handed across a newspaper 
from his bed to mine. A shaky pencil 
line outlined the date December 7 th. 
Headlines reported the grave losses suf
fered at Pearl Harbor. It was that Sun
day morning that the ants had moved 
like a carpet of death out of that great 
log over in Bocas del Toro.
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CIMARRON
CROSSING

By BILL GULICK

TH E  P H O N E  rang before w e ’d 
finished our coffee. I  started  to  
get up from  the tab le  an d  answ er  

it b u t  A g g ie  said firm ly , “ E a t  y o u r  
break fast, Joe. I ’ll g et it .”

So I  sat dow n . O v er his pap er. B ig  
Jim  grinned at m e. “ W h y  so jittery , 
k id? N o th in ’ im p o rta n t ever h appens  
till a fter b rea k fa st.”

I  m u m b led  th a t m a y b e  he w as right, 
and w en t on eatin g . B u t  it w as a strange  
thing to  m e th a t  he could sit there so 
calm  and unw orried, an easy  grin on  
his leath ery , sa n d ston e-co lored  face and

44

I t ’s  no picnic— trying to se t  an eighty- 
fo o t pole in Quicksand in the middle 

o f  a riverbed.
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B Y

P E TE R  KUHLHOFF
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ar la z y  slouch to  h is w id e  sh ou lders, 
w hen th is w a s th e  d a y  w e w ere to  sta rt  
on the b iggest p ro jec t P lain s S ta te s  
P ow er & L ig h t C o m p a n y  h ad  u n d er
tak en  in y ears. H a v in g  been  h is field  
clerk and  rig h t-h a n d  m a n  for so  lon g , 
I  should h a v e  k n ow n  b y  n ow , I  guess, 
th a t h e ’d ta k e  th is jo b  in stride ju st  
as he h ad  all th e  oth ers h e ’d d o n e in th e  
th irty  years h e ’d been  a co n stru ctio n  
fo rem a n . S till, y ou  d o n ’ t ta c k  u p  s ix ty  
m iles o f six ty -six  th ou sa n d  v o lt  lines 
the w a y  y ou  tack  u p  a b a rb -w ired  fen ce. 
I t  seem ed to  m e he o u g h t to  b e  a little  
on edge.

H e  d id n ’ t even  loo k  u p  fro m  th e  sp o rt
ing new s w hen A g g ie  ca m e b a ck  fro m  
th e p h on e. “ M o r e  coffee, J o e?”  she  
asked m e . I  said no. b u t  B ig  J im  p u sh ed  
o u t his cu p for a refill.

“ W h o  w as it? ”
“ T h e  Sk ip p er a n d  O llie F rieze . T h e y ’re 

w aitin g  for y o u  a t  th e  sto rero o m .”
“ In  a h u rry ?”
“ A r e n ’t th e y  a lw a y s? I  said y o u ’d b e  

alon g in a b it .”
H e  n odded  a b se n tly , a n d  a lm o st  

scalded his th u m b  try in g  to  p ick  u p  his  
cu p  w ith ou t tak in g  his ey es o ff the  
pap er. “ Y e a h . W e ’ll be a lon g  d ire c tly .”

T H E  Sk ip p er w as d ru m m in g  
jg his fingernails on th e  d e sk -to p  

and O llie  F rieze  w as im -  
p a tie n tly  p acin g  th e  floor w h en  

we g o t to  th e storeroom  office. “ W e ll ,”  
F rieze sn ap p ed . “ Y o u  fin ally  g o t  h ere .”  

“ M o r n in ’,”  J im  said , an d  sat d o w n  
and ignored b o th  m en  w hile he filled  
and ligh ted  b is p ip e. T h e y  w a ite d , b e 
cause th e y  kn ew  y ou  co u ld n ’ t  ta lk  h ig h - 
line to  h im  till his pipe w as fired u p . I  
fou n d  a chair in an in con spicu ou s corner  
an d  preten d ed  to  b u sy  m y se lf w ith  som e  
m ateria l reports, b u t I  k e p t an  eye on  
th e  Sk ip p er an d  F rieze  to  see w h ich  
w ould be th e first to  ju m p  J im  a b o u t  
th e w a y  he p lan n ed  to  run this jo b .

O rd in arily , it w ou ld  h a v e  b een  th e  
Sk ip p er’s p lace b ecau se he w as C o n 
struction  S u p erin ten d en t an d  B ig  J im ’s 
b o ss. B u t  h e ’d k n ow n  J im  lon g  en ough  
to  u n d erstan d  his m e th o d s  a n d  to  k n ow  
th a t he d id n ’t  like to  be p estered . O n  
th e  o th er h a n d , O llie  F rieze , b ein g  y o u n g  
a n d  a m b itio u s an d  fu ll o f  h igh -p ressu re

id eas a b o u t  sp eed  an d  efficien cy, n ev er  
h ad  sense en ough  to  le t  J im  a lo n e . H e  
h a d n ’t  w an ted  J im  o n  th e  jo b  in th e  
first p lace ; h e ’d  w a n ted  a y o u n g  m a n —  
p refe ra b ly  B reck en rid g e , h a rd -d riv in g , 
n ew -sch o o l forem an  w h o se  ideas a n d  
m e th o d s w ere like his o w n . B u t , b ein g  
o n ly  th e engineer w h o ’d draw n  th e  jo b  
u p , he h ad  been  overrid d en  b y  th e  
S k ip p er. T h e  S k ip p er figured B ig  J im  
w a s th e  m a n  to  b u ild  th is ch u n k  o f  
highiine.

T h e  S k ip p er sto p p ed  d ru m m in g  o n  
th e  desk  and  said , “ T h e se  g an g-p u sh ers  
y o u ’ve  p ick ed , J im — I ’m  w on derin g if 
y o u  a ren ’t le ttin g  y o u rse lf in for u n 
n ecessary  tro u b le .”

J im  sh ifted  his b u lk  in th e  ch air. 
“ T h e y ’re good  m en — all th ree .”

T h e  Skip p er a d m itte d  th a t w ith  a  
n o d . P ete  M a n d e r s  w h o  w as to  boss  
th e  b ru sh -c u ttin g  crew , L o n g  Joh n  
S v en so n  w h o w as to  ram rod  th e  h o le - 
diggers, and  B a rn e y  O lsen  w h o w as to  
pu sh  th e w ire-strin gers, w as each to p s  
in his resp ective  jo b . Y e t  th ere  w as a  
ca tch , an d  th e  ca tch  w as th a t  th ese  
th ree g an g -p u sh ers h a te d  one a n o th er  
jea lo u sly  an d  en th u sia stica lly . T h e y  
w ou ld  s to p  w o rk  to  fight a n y  d a y . T h e  
S k ip p er rem in d ed  Jim  o f th is.

J im  lau gh ed  an d  said a  scrap ev ery  
n ow  an d  th en  w as g oo d  for th e  b o y s .

F rieze , w h o  h ad  been  spread in g  a m ess  
o f b lu ep rin ts o u t on  a  d ra w in g -ta b le , 
w a v ed  his p o c k e t slide-ru le a t  J im . 
“ H a v e  y o u  look ed  o v e r  th ese  p rin ts?”  

“ Y e s ,”  J im  said . “ I  to o k  a  sq u in t a t  
th e m .”

“ A n y th in g  th a t  isn ’t  c lear?”
B ig  J im  lu m b ered  to  his fe et and  p u t  

a  th ick  finger on o n e  o f th e  p rin ts. 
“ Y o u ’ll h a v e  to  ch an ge y o u r  co n stru c
tion  on  this river crossing. Y o u  g o t an  
e ig h ty -fo o t  w o o d -p o le  fixtu re sittin g  
d ow n  in th e  C im arro n  b e d . B e tte r  m o v e  
it  b a c k  to  solid  grou n d an d  figure on a  
steel to w er .”

Im p a tie n t  lines p u ckered  u p  th e  en 
gin eer’s sm a ll-b o n e d  red -sk in n ed  fa ce . I  
k n ew  h e h ad  n o  use fo r  J im ’s o ld -  
fash ion ed  ideas. F ro m  th e  loo k  on his 
face  as h e u n sh eath ed  his slide-ru le y o u  
w o u ld  h a v e  th o u g h t th e  slip -stick  w as a  
sw ord  w ith  w h ich  h e  w a s  goin g  to  ru n  
J im  th ro u g h .

4 6 ;
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“ Nonsense,”  he said. T h e n  he 
scribbled down figures which showed how 
much cheaper a wood fixture was than 
a steel tower, how many man-hours 
would be saved at so much per. He 
quoted sag-curve equations so fast it 
sounded like he wasn’t talking English. 
It was easy to see that this was one of 
those short cuts he’d made his rep on, 
and that he didn’t intend to be scared 
or talked out of it.

Jim wasn’t impressed. “Very pretty,”  
he said. “ But how are you going to stick 
wood poles in that quicksand?”

Frieze was ready for that one. “ There’s 
no quicksand in the Cimarron now. 
Breckenridge and I went over every inch 
of the pole sites before I drew up a single 
print.”

It was a clincher, all right, and Big 
Jim didn’t have any answer. I  watched 
him walk over to the window and stare 
out at the men loading up for the day’s 
work. The new ways weren’t his ways. 
He’d learned to build highline back in 
the days when they didn’t teach it out 
of books in college classrooms. Young 
men, men like Frieze and Breckenridge, 
might learn construction by reading 
books, but not him. It wasn’t his style.

He turned away from the window. 
“ Better play safe and make it a steel 
tower,” he said. Then he walked out of 
the office, big shoulders sagging a little, 
feet shuffling along. And I got to wonder
ing. When you saw the old ways dis
carded, when the parade began to pass 
you by—well, it might make any man 
resentful.

Frieze must have been thinking the 
same thing. Turning to the Skipper, he 
shrugged. “ That’s an old-timer for you. 
Thinks his way is the only way.”

I caught myself then. Not Jim, 
though. Not Big Jim.

I GUESS it was because they 
didn’t have any kids of their 
own that Jim and Aggie were 
always so good to me. They 

treated me like I belonged to them. They 
even made me room and board with 
them, because, Aggie said, they were 
afraid I ’d starve to death eating in a 
boarding-house, what with the appetite 
I had. There was never any danger of

starving at Aggie’s table. Big Jim liked 
to have me around, he said, so he would 
have somebody to talk baseball with 
of evenings.

But on this job we both kept on the 
go too much to spend many evehings at 
home. The sixty miles of new highline 
was to serve an airplane factory which 
was being built north of the Cimarron, 
and we had a deadline to beat which 
didn’t allow of a wasted day or hour. 
Jim got his crews to rolling with a mini
mum of fuss and bother. Pete Manders 
and his brush-cutters gnawed deeper in
to the heavily timbered hills northwest
ward toward the river day by day; Long 
John Svenson’s hole-digging gang pushed 
along at a nice clip; likewise the pole- 
setters and Barney Olsen’s crew of wire- 
stringers.

We had to run on a hand-to-mouth 
margin so far as material and tools were 
concerned, and it kept me humping to 
make sure everything was on hand when 
and where it was needed. Many a night 
I worked till ten o ’clock checking and 
double-checking material orders, and it 
got to be a sixteen-hour-a-day headache.

Big Jim came into the office one morn
ing and said he wanted me to go for a 
little drive with him. “ I want to look 
over that river crossing,”  he told me.

When we reached the Cimarron, I 
parked the pickup truck on the south 
bank and we walked out on the dry, 
sandy bed. The river was wide here, 
something over a quarter mile, the chan
nel only a narrow trickle of water 
meandering sluggishly along. Jim had 
me dig a test hole. At eight feet, the 
sand was barely damp. I rested while 
he molded a handful tentatively.

“ Deep enough?”  I asked.
“ Better go a couple more feet. The 

poles will be set ten.”
I sank the hole two more feet and 

he tried the sand again. It was still 
the same, firm and dry. Frieze was 
right, I thought. Setting wood poles 
here instead of erecting a costly steel 
tower would mean a big saving—even 
though the eighty-footers had to be 
ordered special—and he’d get plenty of 
credit. He’d see to that.

While we were filling up the hole, 
Frieze and the young foreman, Brecken-
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ridge, d ro v e  u p  a n d  w a lk ed  a cross th e  
river b ed  tow ard  u s. B reck en rid g e  w as  
d ark  and  sh a rp -fea tu red ; I  d id n ’ t like  
th e  b rittle  w a y  he sm iled . F rieze  w a v e d  
a t  us.

J im  d id n ’t  answ er. F rieze  m o tio n ed  
h im  o ff J o  on e  side an d  said , “ T h e  S k ip 
p er an d  I  th o u g h t m a y b e  y ou  c o u ld  use  
B reck en rid ge here to  h elp  o u t w ith  th e  
jo b  su pervision . A s  an a ssista n t, o f  
cou rse .”

“ Is n ’t  th e  jo b  m o v in g  o n  sch ed u le?”  
Jim  asked  b lu n tly .

“ Su re. B u t  w e th o u g h t— ”
“ Y o u  m ean  y o n  th o u g h t. W h e n  I  ca n ’t  

get th e jo b  don e , I ’ll step  o u t and  let  
B reck en rid ge tak e  o v er . O n e forem an  
is a ll a n y  high lin e n eed s.”  J im  called  
to  m e . “ T h a t ’s g o o d , Joe. L e t ’s go to  
to w n  an d  e a t .”

F ro m  the loo k  on  F rieze ’ s face w h en  
w e le ft  h im  an d  his h o t-sh o t  fo rem a n  
stan d in g  th ere , I  th o u g h t  he w as goin g  
to  break  in to  a b o il. W e  g o t in the  
p ick u p  and  I  k icked  th e starter. I  to o k  
a loo k  a t  J im . H e  y a w n e d  a n d  stu ck  a 
h ig  fo o t up on th e  dash .

“ Y o u  k n ow , Joe, I  w o u ld n ’t  b e  su r
prised  to  see th e  Y a n k s  tak e th e  p en 
n an t again  n ex t y e a r . D a m n e d  if it 
d o n ’t  look  like th e y  co u ld  go  on  fo r
ev er .”

W I T H  th ree w eeks to  go  till 
th e dead lin e, t h a t  h igh lin e w as  
w alk in g  cro ss-co u n try  like it  
h a d  legs. W ’e h ad  our trou bles, 

all r ig h t, b u t B ig  J im  h ad  a k n ack  for  
m a k in g  m o le  hills o u t o f  m o u n ta in s . 
P e te  M a n d e r s  an d  L o n g  Joh n  S v en so n  
h ad  a  se t -to , and  for a w h ile  it  loo k ed  
like th e y  w ould  forget to  w ork  on  th e  
jo b  so th e y  cou ld  w ork  each o th er  o v er . 
T h e ir  crew s slow ed dow n  till th e y  look ed  
like p re-w ar W P A  gan gs, a n d  beh in d  
th e m , B a rn e y  O lsen ’s crew  slow ed  to  
m a tc h .

I t  d id n ’t  tak e  B ig  J im  lon g  to  g e t  
th in g s h u m p in g  a ga in . T h e  w a y  h e did  
it  w as th e  sim p lest th in g  in th e  w orld . 
F irst, h e  b o u g h t tw e n ty  d o u b le -b itte d  
axes and  g a v e  th em  to  P e te  M a n d e r s . 
“ T h o u g h t m a y b e  y o u r  too ls w ere g e ttin g  
d u ll,”  h e  to ld  P ete .

N o w  if th ere ’s a single so ft  sp o t in 
th a t  h ru sh -c u tte r ’s b la c k  h ea rt, i t ’s h is

p ride in  th e  ^hay he ta k es care o f  h is  
to o ls . H e  sto o d  a n d  glared a t  th ose  
sh in ing n ew  axes fo r  a  fu ll m in u te ; th en  
he sta lk ed  o ff w ith o u t to u c h in g  a  on e  
o f th e m . B u t  th e ch ip s sta rted  fly in g  
a g a in , a n d  th e y  flew  faster th a n  ev er  
b efore .

T o  speed u p  S v en so n , J im -p u t  on tw o  
extra  p o le -h a u lin g  tru ck s w ith  orders to  
crow d p a st th e h ole -d ig g in g  crew  and  
d u m p  th e  poles on to p  o f th e su rv ey o rs ’ 
stak es. T h a t  m a d e  it n ecessary  for  
S v en so n  to  roll th e  poles aside before  
he cou ld  d ig , a n d  sco o tin g  th ose  b ig  
B la c k  D ia m o n d s  arou n d is n o  fu n . A  
d a y  o f it w a s en ou gh  for L o n g  J oh n . H e  
w orked  his m en  th ree h ou rs o v e rtim e  to  
ca tch  u p  w ith  th e  p o le -h a u lers , and  
fro m  th en  on sta y e d  w a y  o u t a h ead .

B a rn e y  O lsen  w as ea sy . J im  to ld  h im  
th a t  if he h ad  m o re  m e n  he co u ld  strin g  
m o re w ire. “ I ’ll tran sfer h a lf a  dozen  
fro m  S v e n so n ’s crew  to  y ou rs to m o rro w .”

O lsen ’s cold  b lu e  ey es fro sted , an d  I  
fe lt  th e  ro o m  tem p era tu re  d rop  tw e n ty  
degrees. “ W e ’ll strin g  m o re  w ire,”  he  
sn ap p ed . “ A n d  w e w o n ’t  need h elp  fro m  
a n y  d u m b  h ole -d igg ers .”  T h e n  he  
m a rch ed  o u t o f  th e  office like a  second  
lieu ten a n t w h o ’s b een  th reaten ed  w ith  
K .P .  d u ty .

B ig  J im  grin n ed at m e . “ W h a t  sa y  
w e k n ock  off fo r  a b e e r?”

I  grinned b a c k . “ I ’m  r e a d y .”
T h e  closer w e g o t to  th e  d ead lin e, th e  

m o re J im  sta y e d  o n  th e go. T en sio n  
to o k  h old  o f e v e r y b o d y  like it a lw ay s  
does near the w in d -u p  o f a b ig  jo b ; an d  
b ecau se  th is w as so b ig , th e  jitte rs  spread  
o v e r  th e  w hole c o m p a n y . I t  g o t  to  w here  
y o u  co u ld n ’t ta k e  a step  arou n d  th e  
storeroom  w ith o u t stu m b lin g  o v e r  a b ig  
sh ot.

F rieze  w as u n d erfo ot m o st  e v e ry  d a y , 
an d  o f  a ll th e  brain s th a t  pestered  us, 
he w as th e  w o rst. H e  w as a lw a y s  co n 
su ltin g  th e b o o k  o f  fo rm u la s h e carried  
in his briefcase  a n d  fu ssin g  a t  J im  th a t  
th is or th a t  w a sn ’t  b ein g  d o n e as it 
sh o u ld . J im  p aid  h im  n o a tte n tio n  a t  a ll.

T h e  a u tu m n  rains started  in, o n ly  
g en tle  sprin kles m o st  o f th e  tim e , b u t  
o cca sio n a lly  p r e tty  h e a v y  d o w n p ou rs. 
T h e y  w ere w h a t B ig  J im  feared  a b o v e  
all else . “ I f  w e g e t a  g o o d  g u lly -w a sh e r , 
th a t  C im a rro n  b e d  w ill b e  lik e  so ft
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m u sh ,”  h e to ld  m e . “ W e  b e tte r  set th ose  
b ig  sticks righ t a w a y .”

“ Y o u  c a n ’ t  set th e m  till th e y  g e t  
h ere,”  I  said . “ P u rch asin g  h as th e m  
ordered b u t th e y ’re n ot sch ed u led  for  
sh ip m en t for tw o w eek s.”

H e  frow n ed . “ T w o  w eeks, h ell,”  he  
sn orted . “ W e  g o t  to  h a v e  th e m  w ith in  
a  w eek . G iv e  a m e m o  to  F rieze  an d  tell 
h im  to  b u ild  a fire un der P u rch asin g .”

I  w rote th e m e m o  th a t a ftern oo n  and  
p u t  it in an en velop e to  g iv e  F rieze . I f  
a n y b o d y  co u ld  stir  P u rch asin g  u p , he  
cou ld . T o  g iv e  h im  his d u e, he h ad  a  
w a y  o f g ettin g  th in g s don e .

T h a t  w as on a  M o n d a y . W e d n e s d a y  
even in g  w e h ad  a lig h t sprin kle, T h u r s 
d a y  a n o th er, and  th e sk y  sta y e d  o v e r 
ca st during th e rest o f  th e w eek . J im  
w as w orried. S a tu rd a y  aftern oon  h e h ad  
L o n g  Joh n  S v en son  dig  th e  h oles for  
th e  river crossin g .

“ W e ’ll set th e  b ig  stick s soon  as th ey  
co m e in M o n d a y . T h e n  it  ca n  rain all 
it  w a n ts .”

I  C H E C K E D  a t  th e  freigh t  
office first th in g  M o n d a y  
m orn in g , b u t  th e  p oles w eren ’ t 
in . T h e  a gen t said  h e h ad  

n oth in g  o n  such a sh ip m e n t bein g  du e. 
W a lk in g  to  th e  storero o m , I  cu ssed  P u r
ch asin g e v e ry  step  o f th e w a y . T h is  
w o u ld  tie  B ig  J im ’s o la n s in k n o ts , a n d  
if  there ca m e a soak in g  rain , co m p letio n  
o f the line m ig h t be held u p  for m o n th s. 
J im  and  F rieze  and  th e  S k ip p er were  
w aitin g  in -th e  office an d  I  relayed  th e  
b a d  n ew s. T h e  S k ip p er asked  w h en  I ’d 
ordered the poles.

“ I  g a v e  a m e m o  to  F rieze ,”  I  to ld  
h im . “ H e  said h e ’d  tak e  care o f  it .”

E v e r y b o d y  look ed  a t  th e  engineer. 
H is  cheeks g o t bristlin g  red , a n d  he  
glared a t  m e like I  w as a  stran ger h e ’d  
n ever m e t.

“ Y o u  d id n ’t  g iv e  m e  a n y  m e m o ,”  he  
sn ap p ed .

I  ju st  stoo d  th ere, d u m b . I ’d  sure  
en ough p u ’ lcd a b u st, a n d  I  c o u ld n ’t  
h a v e  p ick ed  a w orse tim e if I ’d  p lan n ed  
it  for a y ea r . I  tu rn ed  to  B ig  J im , b u t  
h e  d id n ’ t  loo k  a t  m e , ju st  sa t starin g  
d ow n  a t the b a c k  o f h is h an d s, n o t s a y 
ing  a n y th in g .

T h e  S k ip p er g ru n ted , “ H e ll  o f  a  field

clerk  th a t  ca n ’t  ca rry  o u t  h is fo re m a n ’s  
ord ers.”

T h e r e  w asn ’ t  a  w ord  I  cou ld  answ er. 
N o t  o n e . B ig  J im  sto o d  u p  an d  
sh ru g g ed . “ C allin g  n am es w o n ’ t  d o  a n y  
g o o d  n ow . W e ’ll ju s t  h a v e  to  w a it  a  
w eek — a n d  h op e it d o n ’t  rain .”

I  sa t a t  m y  desk  an d  stared  a t  th e  
clu ttered  pigeon  h oles till th e y  w ere  
g o n e . I  tried  to  rem em b er a b o u t th a t  
m e m o . I  th o u g h t I  h ad  g iven  it  to  
F rieze ; I ’d  h a v e  sta k ed  m y  life o n  it. 
B u t  I  co u ld n ’ t  rem em b er fo r  sure.

T h e  p h on e ran g. I t  w as A g g ie , callin g  
to  tell m e  a n d  Jim  to  b e  sure a n d  co m e  
h o m e fo r  d in n er to d a y . “ I ’m  goin g  to  
h a v e  fried  ch ick en , Joe. Y o u  tw o  can  
fo rget w ork for o n c e .”  S o m e h o w , I  d id n ’t  
h a v e  th e h ea rt to  tell h er I  d id n ’t  feel 
like eatin g  ch ick en — or a n y th in g  else.

T h e  w ork  w e n t o n  th a t n e x t w eek  ju s t  
as if e v e ry th in g  w as th e sa m e. O n  th e  
su rface , J im  w as th e  sa m e gru ff, sh o rt-  
w ord ed  fo rem a n  I ’d  w ork ed  w ith  for  
th ree y ea rs . B u t  w e d id n ’t  ta lk  b a se
b a ll a n y m o re . M a y b e  th a t w as b ecau se  
h e w as so  b u sy . I  d id n ’t  th in k  so . B e 
cau se w e d id n ’ t  k n o c k  o ff fo r  beers to 
geth er a n y m o re , e ith er.

T h e  rain held  o ff. F r id a y  ev en in g  I  
d ro v e  o u t to  th e  crossing site  to  lo o k  it  
o v e r . S o u th  o f  w here I  sto o d  on  the  
river b a n k , th e  high lin e w as co m p leted  
a n d  re a d y  for th e  ju ice . O v e r  o n  th e  
n orth  side o f  th e  river, it  w as re a d y  to o . 
B u t  there w as a  g a p  w h ere th e  river  
span  sh ou ld  b e , a  lon g g a p . A n d  it 
seem ed  to  m e th a t  th e  w h ole w e ig h t o f  
th e  wire w h ich  sh ou ld  b e  in th e  air n ow , 
high up an d  safe fro m  rain or flo od , w as  
bearin g  d o w n  on  m y  sh ou lders.

Joe, I  th o u g h t, you let Big Jim down.
I  g o t  in th e  p ick u p  a n d  d ro v e  b a c k  to  

to w n . I  d id n ’ t  go  to  th e  storero o m  to  
w ork  th a t n ig h t, a n d  I  d id n ’ t go  h om e  
to  ea t su pper. I  a te  a san dw ich  in a  
g reasy  sp oon  d o w n to w n . M a y b e  it w as  
becau se I  w as used to  A g g ie ’s co o k in g . 
T h a t  san d w ich  w as th e  m o st tasteless  
I  ev er  tried  to  sw allow .

T H E  rain  sta rte d  fa llin g  a t  
n oo n  S a tu r d a y . I t  w a sn ’t  a  
gen tle  rain th is t im e ; it  w as  
th e h e a v y  a u tu m n  k in d  th a t  

m e a n t bu sin ess. S ta n d in g  a t  th e  sto re -
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roo m  w in d ow , I  w a tch ed  th e  streets tu rn  
in to  rivers. I ’d  ju s t  received  a  sh ip p in g  
n otice  on  th e  e ig h ty -fo o t  p o les. T h e y ’d  
be in M o n d a y . B u t  w e w o u ld n ’t  b e  
ab le  to  set th e m  if th e  rain k e p t u p . A n d  
T u e sd a y  w as th e  dead lin e.

I  w e n t h o m e and  a te  su p p er ju s t  
before dark . A g g ie  to ld  m e  to  w a lk  easy  
becau se J im  w as asleep a n d  h ad  been  
asleep since th ree th a t a ftern o o n . “ H e ’s 
a b o u t don e u p ,”  she said .

I  w a n ted  to  go b a c k  to  th e  storeroom  
an d  w ork  a fter  su p p er, b u t  A g g ie  
w o u ld n ’t  let m e . Sh e m a d e  m e  sit a n d  
ta lk  w ith  her w hile she sew ed . S h e  did  
m o st o f  th e ta lk in g , te llin g  m e  a b o u t  
th e  jo b s  J im  h ad  d o n e d u rin g th e last  
th ir ty  y ears. S h e w as p rou d  o f  h im , y o u  
cou ld  see.

Sh e p u t dow n  th e sock  she w as m e n d 
ing  an d  sigh ed . “ I  u sed  to  th in k  J im  
n ev er g o t th e  credit h e  d eserv ed . O n e  
tim e  I  to ld  h im  so. A n d , Joe, d o  y ou  
k n o w  w h a t he sa id ?”

I  sh ook  m y  h ea d .
“ H e  said , ‘A g g ie , w h en  it ’ s a ll a d d ed  

u p , n o b o d y  g ets m u c h  credit for doin g  
th e  jo b  h e ’s hired an d  p a id  to  d o . T h e  
th in g  th a t co u n ts  is th a t  it ’s d on e , and  
t h a t ’ s a b o u t a ll a n y b o d y  ev er  re
m e m b e rs .’ ”

I  sa t th ere, look in g  d o w n  a t  th e  floor, 
n o t sa yin g  a n y th in g . T h e  rain  b e a t  on  
th e  w in d ow s in a  m o n o to n o u s w a y  th a t  
m a d e  m e feel it  h ad  been  raining a lw a y s  
an d  w o u ld  n ever sto p . I  g o t  u p , fin ally , 
and said g o o d -n ig h t.

“ G o o d -n ig h t, J o e .”
S u n d a y  w as a lon g  d reary  d a y  w ith  

th e  rain still cb m in g  d o w n . T h e  w eath er  
h a d  lig h ten ed  so m e b y  M o n d a y  m o rn 
ing, b u t  a fine g ra y  m ist  still fe ll. W h e n  
I  w en t in to  b rea k fa st, B ig  J im  w as  
stirring his coffee a n d  readin g th e  pap er. 
“ M o r n in ’ , Joe . H a v e  a  g o o d  n ig h t ’s 
sleep ?”  I  said y es , an d  b o lte d  d ow n  m y  
b rea k fa st. T h e  poles w o u ld  b e  in this  
m orn in g , I  k n ew . J im  w o u ld  m a k e  an  
effort to  set th e m , b u t  it w o u ld  b e  n o  
g o . A n d , th ou g h  he h a d n ’t  said a w ord  
o f b la m e  t o  m e , I  k n ew  it w as m y  b u st  
th a t  h ad  cau sed  th is th in g . T h e re  w a sn ’t  
a n y  o th er  w a y  y o u  cou ld  figure it .

“ W h a t ’s- th is rain g o in g  to  d o  to  th e  
crossin g , J im ?”  A g g ie  a sk ed .

H e  gru n ted  th ro u gh  h is to a s t . “ M a k e

it  lik e  w e t  co n crete . Y o u ’ ll d ig  a n d  d ig  
an d  n ev ei\ fin d  b o tto m  solid  en ou gh ' to  
h old  u p  a  sn o w sh o e .”  H e  h elp ed  h im self  
to  a n o th er  egg . “ S h ou ld  h a v e  p lan n ed  
fo r  a  steel tow er in th e  first p la c e .”

“ S eem s lik e ,”  A g g ie  said  a little  n erv 
o u sly , “ th a t y o u  need  so m eth in g  to  b lo w  
all t h a t  q u ick sa n d  o u t o f  th e  river. M a y 
b e  a  tra in lo a d  o f d y n a m ite  w o u ld  do  
i t .”

I t  w a sn ’ t  a  v e r y  g oo d  jo k e , b u t  I  
lau g h ed  ju s t  to  ease m y  n erves. B ig  J im  
d id n ’ t lau g h . H e  p u sh ed  b a c k  his ch air.

“ I ’ll b e  d a m n e d , A g g ie ! I ’ll ju s t  b e  
d a m n e d !”

S h e g a v e  h im  a sh arp  g lan ce. “ J im , 
y o u  sto p  th a t  sw earin g . Y o u ’ll b e  te a c h 
ing  Joe b a d  h a b its .”

H e  lean ed  d ow n  a n d  kissed h er so u n d 
ly . “ S o rry . C o m e  o n , J o e . L e t ’s g o ; to  
w o rk .”

T H E R E  w as such a m e ss o f  
b ig  sh ots  arou n d w h en  w e g o t  
to  th e  storero o m , it loo k ed  like  
a  c o n v e n tio n . O n ly  n o b o d y  

w as tellin g  jo k e s . F rieze  w a s h a lf cra zy , 
n ervo u s as a h u n g ry  c a t . H e ’d b ro u g h t  
h is h o t-s h o t  fo rem a n  c ro n y , B re c k e n -  
rid ge, w ith  h im , an d  k e p t co n su ltin g  h im , 
figuring, w ork in g  his slide ru le till I  
th o u g h t it w o u ld  bu rn  o u t a  bearin g .

H e  m a d e  a  beelin e fo r  J im . b u t  th e  
S k ip p er c u t h im  o ff an d  said , “ W h a t  are  
th e  c h a n ces?”

J im  g lan ced  arou n d  a t  th e jitte r y  brass  
h a ts  an d  grin n ed  a  litt le . “ I  th in k  w e  
can set ’ e m .”

“ H o w ? ”  F rieze  sh ou ted .
T h e  grin le ft  J im ’s face . “ D o n ’t  k n ow  

fo r  sure y e t .  B u t  w e ’ll g iv e  it a tr y .”
F rieze  m u st h a v e  th o u g h t he w as  

stallin g , becau se he b lew  u p . H e  g a v e  
J im  a th u m b n a il h isto ry  o f P lain s S ta te s , 
rem in d in g  h im  o f h o w  th e  c o m p a n y  h ad  
n ev er  y e t  g on e  b a c k  on its w ord . H e  
ora ted  o n  th e  im p o rta n ce  o f th is jo b ,  
h ow  m u c h  it  m e a n t to  th e  c o m p a n y , 
th e  sta te , an d  th e g o v e rn m e n t. I f  h e ’d  
h ad  a flag , I  b e liev e  h e ’d h a v e  w a v e d  
it .

J im  to o k  it a n d  n ev er said a  w o rd . B u t  
th e  co lor  crep t u p  th e  b a c k  o f h is  n eck , 
a n d  I  k n ew  th a t  th is  tim e  F rieze  h a d  
g o n e  to o  far. I  w a s  a ll o n  ed g e , w a itin g  
fo r  J im  to  ju m p  rig h t in  th e  m id d le  o f
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him. For he had Frieze in a beautiful 
comer now—I shivered, thinking about 
it. This wood fixture, understand, had 
been the engineer’s baby; Jim had 
warned him against it, told him before 
witnesses that a steel tower would be 
best. Oh, it was downright beautiful 
the spot Jim had him in, and I held my 
breath, waiting.

But when Frieze had run down, Jim 
just said, “ Maybe you know how to set 
those poles?”

Frieze gestured at Breckenridge. “ He 
can set them. And it won’t be by any 
‘we’ll try it and see’ method, either. Tell 
him, Breck.”

The room was all ears. If the sharp
faced foreman could do it, it would make 
him and he knew it. He didn’t waste 
a word. “ We’ll sink casings, just as if 
the holes were wells.”

“ How’ll you get the sand out?”  Jim 
snapped.

“ Pump it out. I brought a pump with 
me.”

“ What’ll you use for power?”
“ A portable generator. I  brought that, 

too.”
“ How’ll you keep sand from seeping 

in under your casings?”
Breckenridge answered that one, too. 

He answered every question Jim shot 
at him and never stuttered once. I  could 
see looks of approval on the faces of the 
engineers in the room. The plan would 
work. There wasn’t a flaw.

“ How long would it take to do the 
job this way?” Jim asked.

“About eighteen hours. We could 
have the poles set and the line hot by 
tomorrow daylight.”

Big Jim looked around the room and 
shook his head. “ Guess none of you 
bothered to read this morning’s paper. 
There’s a six-foot head of water coming 
down the Cimarron. It’ll be here before 
dark—and more behind it.”

The sudden quiet was like you’d 
clubbed the whole mob wuth ball bats. 
I  saw Frieze’s face sag. He was finished 
and he knew it. Now, I thought, Jim 
will put the monkey on his back about 
the steel tower business.

He didn’t. He just turned to the 
Skipper and said, “ If you’re ready, we’ll 
give it a try.”

The Skipper nodded. “ Let’s go.”
The whole parade tramped out. When 

the office was empty, I looked around 
and noticed Frieze had left his briefcase. 
He must have been excited, I  thought. 
Staring at the brown leather case, my 
memory began to stir. Suddenly, I  
knew. I remembered as clearly as if I  
were seeing it now—giving the memo 
to Frieze, him penciling something on 
it, sticking it into the briefcase.

Maybe it was snooping; I didn’t care 
what it was called. I  dug into that 
briefcase. And I found the memo. Still 
in the envelope, marked Important in 
my handwriting, and a note in Frieze’s 
handwriting to check with Purchasing. 
He’d even dated the note.

I put the envelope back where I ’d 
found it. I got in the pickup and drove 
to the river crossing. I had Frieze now, 
had him where it hurt. He’d be looking 
for somebody to make a goat of if the 
poles weren’t set. Well, he didn’t know 
it yet, but whether the poles were set 
or not, he was going to baa plenty.

I ’d wait till it was all over, one way 
or another, and then smear him. Oh, 
it was perfect. Absolutely perfect.

A LIGHT mist was falling 
from dead gray skies when I 
reached the river. Underfoot, 
the sand was soft and squishy, 

and it oozed over your shoe-tops when 
you walked. Olsen and his wire-stringers 
were reeling out the steel-core aluminum 
wire for the river span, making ready 
to sag it in when and if Big Jim got the 
fixture up. The eighty-foot poles were 
lying on the sand, inches deep in the 
brown ooze.

The holes Svenson had dug were 
filled with a soft, gooey liquid the con
sistency of a thin milkshake, and nobody 
bothered trying to bail them out. We 
just waited to see what Big Jim would 
do. He motioned to Svenson. “ I ’ll take 
that dynamite.”

I counted the sticks he sank down 
into the hole. Seven of them. Then he 
waved for a truck to move in and set a 
pole on top of the dynamite charge. 
When the big stick was in, it was down 
only a few feet, resting on uncertain, 
jelly-like footing. A  lineman scrambled
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up it with ropes to guy it off temporarily. 
When he was in the clear, Big Jim knelt 
at the detonator.

Frieze caught on then, and came rush
ing over. “Are you crazy, Jim? You’ll 
blow that stick sky-high.”

“ Might,”  Jim grunted, “ if my charge 
ain’t right.”

He shoved the plunger down. I heard 
a dull, muffled whoom, felt the earth 
under me quiver with the force of the 
explosion. I stared at the pole. Instead 
of a geyser of sand as I had expected, 
no more than a gallon or so of watery 
liquid shot up around the pole sides. 
But the pole was sinking, dropping 
downward of its own weight into the 
momentary vacuum which the explosion 
had created. The slender top quivered, 
shook as a tall pine shakes to axe strokes 
at its base, and then became still. And 
I knew the butt was resting on solid 
footing now, way down under the quick
sand, ten or twelve feet below the sur
face of the ground.

Big Jim stood up and grunted. “ Well, 
it worked.”

When I stopped to think about it 
afterward, it was the simplest thing in 
the world. You see, dynamite, when 
there’s any weight on top of it, thrusts 
down and out. Big Jim figured he could 
just blow that quicksand out of the way 
long enough for the pole to sink to firm 
footing. Once there, it would be as 
solid as if cemented in place.

Like I say, it was perfectly simple. 
Too simple for Frieze. He stood and 
gaped while Big Jim set the other two 
sticks the same way. But by the time 
the linemen up in the air were fitting 
out the poles with dead-end insulators 
and pulling the wire up to sag, he came 
out of his stupor. He started beaming 
and spouting off like he’d done it all

himself. He gave Big Jim only one 
word of credit.

“ That’s the first time I ever saw a 
pole blown into a hole.”

Big Jim grunted. “ Hell, son, there’s 
probably lots of things you ain’t seen.”  

I  guess that then was when I should 
have smeared Frieze; I should have told 
the Skipper to look in the engineer’s 
briefcase when he got back to the store
room. But, somehow, I kept remember
ing the way Big Jim had acted when 
Frieze jumped him this morning. So I  
let it go.

I walked across the river bed 
toward the pickup, the sand 
sloshing in my shoes and the 
mist damp against my face. 

Somebody called my name. I stopped 
and turned around.

Big Jim was breaking away from a 
group of brass hats, shuffling toward me. 
“ How about bumming a ride to town, 
Joe?”

I nodded, and we got in the pickup. 
I drove for five miles or so, neither of 
us speaking. Finally, he said, “Joe, I ’m 
kind of glad you didn’t make any fuss 
with Frieze over that memo business.” 

I couldn’t keep from saying, “ I gave it 
to him.”

Big Jim yawned. “ Sure. But guys 
like him forget sometimes, and there’s 
no sense raising a stink over something 
like that. He’s kind of young and 
flighty. But he’ll outgrow it. Make a 
good engineer someday.”  He stuck a big 
foot up on the dash. “ Joe, I been so 
busy lately I ain’t had a beer for a week. 
What say we take on a couple?”

If it hadn’t been the road was so 
slick, I ’d have shoved that foot-feed 
through the floor. As it was, I  did kick 
it a little harder. “ I ’m ready,”  I  said.
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IT  W A S  th e  b o m b in g  o f C a v ite  th a t  
b ro u g h t th a t  d a m n ed  b la ck  ca t on  
b o ard  and  started  a ll o f o u r b a d  

lu ck . T h e  Perch h ad  been  a lu c k y  su b 
m arin e u n til th en , so lu c k y  th a t e v e ry  
torp ed o  h ad  been  a h it  on a J ap  tra n s
p o rt o ff L in g a y e n  G u lf an d  w e’d  g o tte n  
a w a y  to  co m e b a c k  for m o re . W e  w ere  
ly in g  a lon gsid e th e  d o ck  loa d in g  th e m
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The torpedo gang fell down the hatches like Bremen going to a four-bell alarm and 
the black demon shot through after them.
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d o w n  th e  loa d in g  sk id s; h e  fe ll on  th e  
d eck , g a v e  a n o th er  h ow l an d  sh o t  
th rou gh  th e  to rp e d o -ro o m  d o or. N o b o d y  
g av e  h im  a n y  m in d  a t th e  m o m e n t— w e  
w ere to o  b u sy  listen in g to  th e b o m b s  
a n d  p ra yin g  th e Japs w o u ld n ’ t see our  
little  su b m arin e . I t  seem ed years b e 
fore  the a ll-c lear  so u n d ed , th en  w e w e n t  
u p on th e top sid e  to  see w h a t h ad  
h ap p en ed .

T h e r e  w e g o t our first p iece o f  b a d  
lu ck . L ie u te n a n t M ile s , our torp ed o  o f
ficer, w as ly in g  on th e  d o ck , o u t co ld , 
w ith  a lu m p  on his h ead th e size o f y o u r  
fist. I  d id n ’t  need a n y  m ed ico  to  tell 
m e  th a t he w o u ld n ’t  b e  sailing w ith  u s in  
th e n ext h ou r an d  all o f us w on dered  
w h o m  th e co m m o d o re  w o u ld  send to  
tak e  his p lace . N o b o d y  ever d ream ed  
th a t  it w o u ld  b e  E n sig n  W illia m s , “ L itt le  
A r th u r ”  w e ’d  n ick n am ed  h im  w h en  he  
m a d e a cruise w ith  us as a  su pern u m er
a ry  un der train in g . H e  w as su p p osed  to  
b e tw e n ty -o n e  to  get his co m m issio n  in  
th e  R e se rv e , b u t  he d id n ’t  loo k  a d a y  
o v er  sixteen  a n d  d id n ’t  a ct a n y  o lder. 
T h e  air o f  con fiden ce in an officer th a t  
a p ig -b o a t  sailor’s u sed  to  seeing ju s t

w h en  th e first b o m b  d ro p p ed  an d  before  
th e  d u st h ad  laid , all th e torp ed o  gan g  
w ere fa llin g  dow n  the h atch es like fire
m e n  going to  a fo u r-b e ll a la rm . I ’d  ju st  
lan ded  on  all fou rs on th e  to rp e d o -ro o m  
fla t w h en  I  h eard a b lo o d -c u rd lin g  h ow l 
a n d  saw  th a t  b la ck  d e m o n  streak in g
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wasn’t in him. Maybe he’d get it with 
experience, but a sub in war time’s a hell 
of a place for an officer to start learning. 
One mistake and we’d all be shaking 
hands with Davy Jones. That’s what I 
was thinking as I led the way down the 
hatch to report to the skipper, Comman
der MacGuire.

THE captain’s door was open 
and he was sitting at his desk 
mopping off the sweat with a 
towel and studying a chart. I 

knocked on the bulkhead.
“ What do you want?”  he barked with

out looking up.
“ Sir, Ensign Williams reporting for 

duty as torpedo officer,” he said.
The captain jumped out of the chair 

in his surprise. “ I asked for a torpedo 
officer. Why’d they send you?”  he de
manded.

“Little Arthur”  didn’t back down an 
inch. He stood up and looked the skip
per straight in the eye. “ Because I vol
unteered, sir,” he replied.

Right then my heart swelled with ad- 
miration for the kid. I ’d have patted 
him on the back if it had been G.K. for 
a chief petty officer to do such a thing. . 
But the skipper didn’t seem to feel that 
way. Maybe he was thinking of the job 
that lay ahead of us. He glared at the 
ensign like he was trying to scare him 
away. “ I appreciate the honor and ad- 
tnire your nerve,”  he said, “ but we’re go
ing out on a dangerous mission and I 
haven’t time to train you. Go back and 
tell the commodore that I said you won’t 
do.”

The kid’s face turned red with em
barrassment. “ I ’m sorry, sir, but the 
commodore told me to tell you that it 
was me or nobody. You see, the tender 
got hit and there aren’t as many officers 
as there were.”

The captain heaved a deep sigh. “All 
right, Williams,”  he said. “Just keep out 
of the way, don’t do anything without 
first asking Thomas, your chief torpedo
man.”

That was me he was putting on the 
spot and right then I decided that Mr. 
Williams was going to get the right an
swers and keep out of a jam even if I 
had to sleep by his side. I  saluted him.

“ Sir, will you excuse me for: suggesting 
that we go forward. We’re securing the 
torpedoes for sea and maybe you’ll want 
to see how it’s done.”

“ Thank you, Thomas,”  Mr. Williams 
said .and turned to the captain. “ I ’ll do 
my best, sir—to surprise you.”

The captain looked at him sharply. 
“ I ’ll try not to be surprised at anything 
you do,”  he returned.

Mr. Williams saluted and followed me 
into the torpedo-room where the boys 
were busy clamping our fish in the racks, 
giving them the service charge of air and 
screwing, on the war heads.

“ Knock off for a few minutes and meet 
our new torpedo officer, Mr. Williams,” 
I  ordered.

The fellows gathered around and I  in
troduced them. There was an evident 
lack of enthusiasm in the gang .and they 
quickly went back to work. Mr: Wil
liams stepped alongside Pop Dulaney, an 
old first-class torpedoman, who was born 
with a grouch, and asked, “ Why haven’t 
you affixed the exploder mechanism?”

I was sorry that the kid had asked 
such a foolish question because I knew 
Pop would take advantage of the oppor
tunity. “ Because it’s against safety regu
lations, and because it’s orders that 
that’s the last thing you do before the 
fish goes in the tube,”  he said.

I heard a snicker behind me and 
turned quickly to see who it was, but 
everybody’s face was straight.

Mr. Williams blushed like a girl. “ I 
see,”  was all he said and turned away.

I was plenty mad. “ Pop, what in hell 
do you mean by talking that way?”  I 
demanded.

“Little Arthur asked me a question 
and I gave him the correct answer,”  he 
growled.

“Sure you did, but how? Ain’t you 
got any feelings?”  I asked. Something 
brushed against my trouser leg and I 
looked down. It was the cat. He meowed 
and I picked him up.

Pop looked down his nose at me. “ I 
don’t feel like nursing wet ensigns or 
stray cats,”  he returned.

“ You’re so mean a stray cat wouldn’t 
come near you,”  I  said but if I ’d known 
what bad luck was in store for us, I ’d 
have taken it ashore.
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■
 I T  W A S N ’T  lon g  b efore  th e  

w ord w as p a sse d  to  ta k e  sta 
tion s fo r  g ettin g  u n d erw a y . I  
an d  m y  gan g  w e n t u p  on  th e  

top sid e to  ten d  th e  lines. W e  b a ck ed  
o u t o f th e slip an d  cran ked  u p  ou r diesels  

and h eaded  o u t o f M a n ila  B a y .

T h is  tim e  th e u su al fishing b o a ts  
w eren 't in our w a y . O n  our p o rt h an d  
th e b u rn in g  oil ta n k s on F ish e rm a n ’s 
P o in t laid a sm o k e screen th a t  b lo tte d  
o u t the N a v y  Y a r d  b eh in d  us, th e  w ater
fro n t o f M a n ila  w as a lon g sh eet o f  
flam e, ah ead  o f us w as th e C h in a  Sea , 
fu ll o f hell and  th e J ap s, an d  w ith  us 
w as M r . W illia m s , for w h o m  I  kn ew  
I ’d  h a v e  to  do  th e  th in k in g  instead of 
h im  doin g it  for m e . I  w as as full o f  
trou b les as a d o g  o f fleas, b u t  like a dog  
I ’d  h a v e  been  lon esom e w ith o u t th e m  
becau se a p ig -b o a t sailor a in ’t  h a p p y  
w ith o u t w orries. W e  w ere o n ly  h a lfw a y  
to  C orregidor an d  o u t o f the b a y  w hen  
th e y  started  co m in g . W e  h eard  a plane  
m o to r.

“ A ll h an d s b e lo w . M a n  th e  m ach in e  
g u n s,”  th e  skipper ord ered . T h e  gun s  
w ere h e a v y  B row n in gs, one m o u n te d  on  
each side o f  th e  b rid ge. I  to o k  one o f  
th em  an d  P o p  D u la n e y  th e  o th er ; w e  
and th e  ca p ta in  were th e o n ly  p eop le  on  
th e bridge.

P r e tty  soon w e sp o tte d  th e  J a p  p lan e. 
I t  w as in a d ive , h eaded  fo r  u s w ith  th e  
m o to r  sc r e a m in g ..

“ I ’ll m a n eu ver to  a v o id  th e b o m b s  
w hile y o u  keep h im  o ff w ith  th e g u n s,”  
th e cap tain  said .

I  drew  a b ea d  on  h im . H e  w as com in g  
dow n  like a rock . W h e n  he filled m y  
ring sigh t I  squ eezed  th e  trigger and  m y  
gun  began  to  ju m p . B etw een  b u rsts I  
h eard  P o p ’s g u n  ch atterin g  a w a y . D o w n ,  
dow n  th e Jap  ca m e. I  saw  h im  d rop  tw o  
b o m b s  a n d  h eard  th e  skip p er order, 
“ R ig h t  rudder— th ir ty  d egrees.”  T h e  
ship started  to  sw ing b u t  th e b o m b s  
grew  b igger an d  bigger an d  h ead ed  righ t  
for us.

I  w as sw eating  so h ard th a t I  h ad  
trou b le  h oldin g o n to  m y  gu n s.

T h e  J ap  zoo m ed  u p  o u t o f h is d ive  
w hile I  tried to  fo llow  h im , b u t  h on est  
to  G o d , a ll m y  a tte n tio n  w as fixed on  
th ose  tw o  b o m b s . O n e  secon d  th e y  
seem ed close en ou gh  to  ca tc h , th e n  th e y

p lu n g ed  in to  th e  w ater n o t  m o re  th a n  
fifty  fe e t a w a y . T h e  Perch rock ed  u n d er  
th e  explosion  th a t  d ren ch ed  us w ith  w a 
ter. T h e n  I  g o t  m y  m in d  b a c k  on th e  
J ap  p lan e . H e  d id n ’ t  h a v e  a n y  m ore  
b o m b s  b u t  he w as coinin g b a c k  in a n 
o th er d ive  w ith  his m ach in e gun s going  
fu ll b la st.

I  started  to  g ive  h im  all I  h ad  an d  as  
he sw e p t across us, o u t o f th e side o f m y  
ey e , I  saw  P o p  on  th e  o th er side o f th e  
b rid ge. H e  w a sn ’t  a t  h is g u n ; M r . W i l 
liam s h ad  it. H e  w as h a rd ly  ta ll en ough  
to  m a n  it an d  I  w on d ered  if h e  w as  
stron g  en ou gh , for it ’s so m e jo b  to  h old  
o n to  one o f th ose  h e a v y  gu n s. J u st th en  
h e pressed the trigger and  th e g u n  k icked  
loose fro m  one o f his h an d s an d  started  
sp ra yin g  arou n d like th e  n ozzle  o n  a 
loose fire h ose . T h e  ca p ta in  m a d e  a  grab  
fo r  h im , b u t  n o t b efore  h e ’d fired a b u rst  
th ro u gh  o u r periscope shears.

T h e  skipper w as so m a d  I  th o u g h t he  
w as goin g  to  h it  th e k id . H e  d id  give  
h im  a g oo d  sh ak in g . “ G e t  b elow  before  
y o u  kill all o f u s ,”  he sh ou ted .

T h e  J ap  m u st h a v e  decid ed  th a t L it 
tle  A r th u r  w a s en ou gh  o f a m en ace  for  
h e sh ov ed  o ff. M a y b e  h e ’d  run o u t  o f  
a m m u n itio n , b u t  th a t ’ s w h a t P o p  said , 
an d  I  d id n ’t  feel like d isagreein g w ith  
h im  a t  th a t tim e .

T H E  ca p ta in  ord ered  b o th  
periscopes run u p  to  in sp ect  
th e d a m a g e . O n e o f th e m  
w o u ld n ’ t ru n . B u lle t  holes in 

th e th in  tu b in g  h a d  m a d e  ja g g ed  edges  
th a t  cau sed  it to  stick  in th e u pper b e a r
ing. T h e  o th er periscope h ad  a b u lle t  
scar on  th e  b arrel. T h e  air w as b lu e  
w h en  th e  skipper saw  it. O u r  engineer  
officer ca m e u p  an d  look ed  a t  it. “ I t ’s 
a lm o st cu t th ro u g h ,”  he said , “ an d  I ’m  
a fraid  th ere m a y  b e  p in  h oles th rou gh  
w h ich  w a ter ’ll leak .”

T h a t  w as b a d  n ew s. W e  w ere b lin d  
in one eye and  th e o th er  one w as d a m 
a g ed . W e  d id n ’t  h a v e  a b a se  to  m a k e  
repairs, ou r ten d er h ad  been  w reck ed , 
w e’d b e  grop in g  arou n d  in th e  d ark  w ith  
J a p  destroyers a n d  p lan es th ick  as m o s 
q u ito es a b o v e  us.

“ C a n ’t  y o u  fill th e  scar w ith  solder so  
it  w o n ’t  lea k  a n d  fo g  u p  th e  len ses?”  
th e  c a p ta in  a sk ed .
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“ I ’ll try, but I  won’t guarantee the 
job, A jar from depth bombs, or water 
pressure or vibration might cause it to 
fall out,”  the engineer officer replied.

“ Do what you can and we’ll hope for 
the best,”  the skipper returned. He 
watched every move the repairman 
made and I didn’t blame him for his 
anxiety. Our mission, our lives, every
thing depended upon a few drops of 
solder remaining in place.

When we were far enough out in the 
bay to be in deep water, the captain 
pressed the crash dive signal. Every
body in the ship knew by that time 
about the damaged periscopes, so that 
when the skipper raised it after we were 
submerged, everyone who wasn’t at div
ing stations was in the control compart
ment waiting for the result of the test. 
Mr. Williams was there too. The captain 
swung the periscope around and searched 
the horizon. When he turned away and 
smiled we knew the patch was tight and 
the cheer that went up had all our hearts 
in it. I ’m sure the happiest man among 
us was Mr. Williams. He just beamed 
joy as he stepped up to the captain and 
saluted.

“ I was going to shoot myself if it had 
leaked,” he said.

“ You may still have the chance,”  the 
skipper said. “ I don’t know what effect 
vibration from the engines or depth 
bombs will have on it.” There wasn’t 
any doubt in my mind that he meant 
just what he said and when I heard him 
tell our exec about our mission I knew 
why he felt that way.

. . . . Little Arthur, as callow art ensign as 
ever shipped on a pig-boat,

“ The army’s expecting the Japs to 
land in the vicinity of Antimones Bay 
for a drive up from the south,”  he said. 
“ They’ll cover it with planes from a car
rier. Without them General MacArthur 
thinks he can defeat the attempt, or at 
least make it costly enough so that he 
can hold them back until he gets the 
Philippine Reserves organized. If they’re 
strong enough to sweep up from the 
south before he’s set there just won’t be 
any defense of these islands. It’s our 
job to get that carrier and as many of 
the transports as we can.”

II

THE situation was so urgent 
that the captain took a chance 
on the Jap’s planes spotting 
us and made a run for it on 

the surface all that day. Luck was sure 
with us for we didn’t have to dive. Mr. 
Williams laid it to the cat that had taken 
up with him and followed him around 
like a dog. He was the only one who 
would have anything to do with it and 
the critter was the only living thing in 
the boat that would notice him. Every 
officer and man just ignored him. He 
spent the day sitting on the steps in the 
torpedo-room watching us check our fish, 
with the cat sleeping in his lap. I  sure 
felt sorry for him, but there wasn’t any
thing I  could, do or say that would help
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his feelings. An enlisted man can’t talk 
that way to an officer.

We made Antimones Bay the next 
morning at dawn and there weren’t any 
ships in sight so we started patrolling on 
the surface. Along toward the middle of 
the afternoon we sighted smoke and 
headed for it. A wave of excitement 
passed through the ship and put every
body on their toes.

A pig-boat stalking a ship is the great
est game in the world and the bigger the 
odds against you the bigger the thrill. 
That’s when you forget the heat that 
makes the sweat slosh around in your 
’shoes, and' the air that’s thick enough to 
eat instead of breathe. The close steel 
walls that have caged you in for days 
and days and the gadgets on which 
you’ve stumbled and cursed suddenly 
come alive to your touch. You’re proud 
of them and the way they respond to 
your will. You know that Davy Jones 
is expecting you to drop in his lap any 
second, but you wouldn’t trade places 
with a sailor on the biggest battleship in 
the world. Those moments are the reason 
that once you’ve got the dolphins sewed 
on your sleeve, you’ll wear them till 
you’re too old to do anyhing but retire 
and raise chickens in San Diego.

Only the skipper and the quartermas
ter were on the bridge, but those of us 
below were seeing things through their 
eyes as they passed the word down to 
us. I knew the instant the captain was 
sure it was the convoy, and when the 
crash dive alarm went o ff. my heart 
skipped a beat or two and seemed to 
climb up in my throat. In spite of my 
experience it always did each time we 
went under to attack. Mr. Williams was 
standing by my side. The periscope was 
housed down in the well and I saw him 
looking at it. I knew what he was think
ing because his face was white as a chart.

The captain came below and gave a 
quick glance around the control-room 
and saw Mr. Williams. “ We’ll soon know 
whether the vibration has loosened the 
patch,” he said.

The kid was- too choked up to say 
anything and his eyes filled with tears, 
but the skipper didn’t seem to see them, 
in fact he wasn’t seeing anything but the 
repeater compass on the bulkhead. He

studied it for a few moments, then spoke 
to the helmsman. -

“ Course 145° speed 4, run at forty- 
five feet.”

I knew what he was doing, running to 
take a look. There would be destroyers 
ahead of the convoy, and dozens of 
cruisers and transports, and the carrier. 
He had to pick the flat-top out of all 
those ships, then go through the de
stroyer screen to get it. It was a des
perate task and we needed that peri
scope. Listening gear wouldn’t do us any 
good for a sound attack, because there’d 
be too many propeller sounds to tell 
which was the right one.

Everything was quiet in the boat, 
everyone was on their toes as the min
utes ticked by waiting for the captain to 
raise the periscope and see if it leaked. 
He looked at his stop watch and walked 
over to it.

“ Shift to the half switch, speed one 
knot,” he grdered.

It seemed like a year before he pressed 
a button and the periscope started to 
slide up out of the well. He crouched 
down and came up with his eye at the 
eye-piece. Everyone watched his face 
and when he smiled and started to ro
tate the instrument, Mr. Williams stag
gered over and leaned against a bulk
head. I thought he was going to faint, 
but soon the color came back in his 
face.

The captain pressed a button, and the 
tube started back into the well. “ It’s 
tight, so far,”  he said. “ Vibration from 
running doesn’t seem to have hurt it and 
it didn’t leak any moisture from the last 
dive.”

“ Thank God,”  Mr. Williams said and 
everyone in the boat was thanking Him, 
too.

M y mind didn’t stay long on the peri
scope, the captain saw to that. “There 
are ten destroyers leading the convoy 
about five thousand yards ahead of us 
and an ocean full of transports. I can’t 
make out the carrier. She must be well 
astern,”  he announced. “ We’re going to 
run down through them. Level off at a 
hundred feet,”  he ordered. “ Mr. Wil
liams,” he called, “ go forward with 
Thomas, and make all tubes ready for 
firing.”
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|5|Sp!B’1 I  WAS glad to get away to my 
job. I showed the youngster 
^ow you flooded the tubes 

I ' W i  from the for’d trim tank so as 
not to throw the delicate trim of the ship 
out of balance. Soon the air stopped 
whistling out of the inboard tube vents 
and water gurgled instead. Then I 
opened the outer tube shutters and doors 
and filled the impulse tanks with air and 
sat down to wait for the moment when 
there’d come a click, a rush of air and a 
slight jar as my fish started down the 
groove.

It wasn’t long before we heard a 
whiney note; it grew louder. Soon it 
sounded like an elevated train passing 
overhead. I saw Mr. Williams looking 
up.

“ That’s one of their destroyers,”  I  ex
plained. “We’d sure be a perfect target 
for his ash cans if he dreamed where 
we were,”  I added.

Mr. Williams laughed like he didn’t 
mean it. “The joke’s on him,”  he said.

Pop Dulaney made a bull’s eye on the 
spitkit across the compartment. “ This 
shindig ain’t over, and the joke’s most 
likely gonna be on us before it is,” he 
said bluntly.

The loud-speaker crackled and made 
me jump, then it bleated, “ Level off at 
forty-five feet.”  The skipper was going 
to take another look.

The boat took an angle up by the bow 
and the needle on the depth gauge 
started back slowly. Mr. Williams 
watched it, and it wasn’t the heat that 
made the sweat pop out all over his face 
that was white as a sheet. The black 
cat came up and climbed in his lap; he 
didn’t even notice him. The boat leveled 
off at forty-five. Nobody said a word, it 
was so quiet that I hqard the bulkhead 
clock ticking. I looked at it— one min
ute, two minutes went by, then the 
loud-speaker crackled again, “ Run at 
one hundred feet.”

Mr. "Williams couldn’t stand the strain 
any longer. He got up. “ I ’m going aft 
and see how the periscope worked.”

He came back with a grin on his face 
like a gob who’s got a warning instead 
of ten days bread and water. “ It’s still 
tight,”  he announced. “ The captain’s 
sighted the carrier,”  he went on, “ it’s

hull down, and got a destroyer screen 
around it.”

It did me good to see how relieved the 
kid was but Pop must have had another 
idea. “ Them tin cans mean ash cans on 
our roof,”  he said. “ I wouldn’t give a 
Philippine peso for that patch when 
they start popping.”

Mr. Williams turned to me. “Are they 
likely to jar it out?”  he asked.

Pop answered, “ It took us a day in 
the Dewey Drydock to tighten up the 
rivets in our hull after the last ash-can 
party.”

Once more I saw how that haunted 
look came back on Mr. Williams’ face. 
“ Maybe we’ll have good luck and not 
get a real shaking this time,”  I sug
gested.

Pop spat again. “ Oh yeah, maybe this 
ain’t a war. Maybe I ’m dreaming and 
we’re just playing a game.”

Mr. Williams got mad. He walked 
right up and looked Pop in the eye.

“ I want you to know that I thorough
ly understand the serious consequences 
of my actions. It was accidental. I 
thought it was my job to man one of 
the machine guns and I did my best. I ’m 
sorry for what happened, and I ’d give 
my life to correct it, but I don’t want 
to. hear any more about it.”

Pop was so surprised that he swal
lowed his chew and choked. When he 
stopped coughing, he looked right re
spectful.

“ Aye, aye, sir,”  he said.

ONCE more we heard the 
whiney note of the destroyer’s 
props and my heart picked 
up about ten turns. We were 

coming on the range, and it wouldn’t 
be long now until there was action and 
plenty of it. The prop sounds grew 
louder and louder until the boat was 
shaking. Then they died down. “ Run 
at fifty,”  came the order.

Pop and I got up and took our sta
tions on each side of the tubes in case 
the skipper wanted a quick angle set
ting. I looked at the clock. The min
ute hand jumped twice and we were 
still at periscope depth so we must be 
pretty near the firing position. I  felt 
the boat shake as the skipper turned on
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the juice. The gyro repeater card on 
the bulkhead started to click. We were 
turning on the firing course. I forgot 
about everything else in this world and 
strained my ears for the loud-speaker. 
It cracked, “ Stand by to fire all tubes, 
angle setting zero.”

We jumped for the . impulse stop 
valves and gave them a quick twist. That 
put the air up to the firing valve. Pop 
nodded to me from his side of the ship 
and I jumped to the loud-speaker, “All 
tubes ready,”  I reported.

The boat stopped vibrating as we 
slowed down for the skipper to take a 
look. The seconds seemed like hours. 
M y heart was sitting in my throat and 
pounding in my ears. The gyro repeater 
card was steady, then it came— a click 
of the solonoid in the firing valve, the 
whistle of air, a slight jar as the tor
pedo broke loose and left the tube. 
Then the loud-speaker, “Fire one.”  An
other click, “Fire two, fire three, fire 
four.”

M y gang sprang into action, closed 
the tube doors and opened the drain 
valves. The torpedoes for reloading were 
hooked on the chain falls. In no time 
they were swinging on the trolley tracks 
ready to slide in the tubes when they 
were dry. But busy as we had been, 
every man’s ears were strained for the 
muffled sound of explosions to tell us 
that our torpedoes had found the target. 
There was one, everybody cheered, then 
another, two hits out of four was a 
perfect score because the other two fish 
had been fired ahead and astern of the 
target in case it turned.

Mr. Williams was the happiest man 
I've ever seen. He picked the cat up 
and hugged him. “ Midnight, you sure 
brought us luck,”  he said. “ I ’m going 
to feed you my share of canned salmon 
for the rest of your life.”

“ That mightn’t be for long,”  Pop de
clared.

“ What do you mean?”  Mr. Williams 
asked.

Pop spat in the tube bilges and as
sumed an air of authority. “ In the first 
place we’re going to catch hell for the 
next hour or so. Ash cans are going to 
rain like hailstones. If we get by them, 
you’re going to see the Old Man go in

for the kill. Two fish ain’t enough to 
sink a carrier. Sure, they’ll slow her 
down, but she can still operate. If that 
periscope ain’t full of water, the skip
per’ll have to give her another dose of 
T.N.T.”

“ Oh,” Mr. Williams said. “ I thought it 
was all over.”

“ You’ll see,”  Pop declared.
Apparently the Japs thought it time 

to settle the question. The boat shook 
and there was a dull explosion. Every
body stopped working and listened. The 
next was closer. I felt the vibration as 
the captain speeded up. We didn’t need 
anyone to tell us that the Japs were 
on our trail. Their propellers sounded 
closer and closer. Everyone sort of set 
himself for the blow.

There was a deafening crash, the floor 
plates jumped up and down and added 
to the racket. All of our lights went out 
but the emergencies. I looked around 
for the water that should be coming in. 
I was still looking when the next depth 
charge let go; it wasn’t quite so close. I 
took a five-minute lease on life and sat 
down. M y knees were shaking so I 
couldn’t stand up. The next explosion 
was still further away and I felt sure 
that the skipper had given them the slip. 
They’d be back, but that was in the fu
ture and a pig-boat sailor doesn’t look 
more’n five minutes ahead, so I stopped 
worrying.

M R. WILLIAMS came over 
and sat down beside me.

“ That was pretty close,”  he 
SUSSaaeS said.

“ Any closer and it wouldn’t have been 
pretty,”  I answered. “ It jarred the fill
ing out of my teeth.”

“ What do you think it did to the 
periscope?”  he asked.

“ We’re lucky if it didn’t open up 
more’n the periscope,”  I answered.

“ I bet we’re leaving an oil slick as 
plain as the Saratoga in San Diego Bay, 
so you don’t need to worry about the 
periscope,”  Pop declared.

Mr. Williams thought otherwise. “ I ’m 
going back to the control compartment 
and see how it stood up,”  he said. M y 
fish had been loaded, so I went with 
him.
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The captain was looking at the plot
ting board.

“ All tubes loaded and ready, sir,”  I  
reported.

He smiled. “ I hope we get to use 
them.”  Our slim chance didn’t seem to 
worry him any. I hadn’t seen him so 
happy since Lingayen.

Mr. Williams was terribly anxious. 
“Do you think the periscope’s Q.K.?”  
he asked.

The captain's face turned grim. “ It 
had better be. We’re going to make an
other attack as soon as I can shake those 
destroyers.”

At that instant another depth charge 
let go, quite a distance away. The cap
tain looked at his stop watch. A min
ute went by and there was another ex
plosion.

“ I ’m going to 200 feet, speed up and 
turn in a large circle. By the time my 
oil bubbles if any, get to the surface, 
I  hope to be far enough away from the 
destroyer to take a look and see what 
the carrier’s doing,” he announced.

Our lights dimmed as he poured the 
juice to the motors. Like minute guns, 
the ash cans kept popping. They came 
closer and closer until they shook the 
boat. I hoped that he was guessing right, 
because if he wasn’t, we were running 
right back down on them and we’d take 
one on the nose sure as hell. They be
gan to fade and I felt like shaking his 
hand and thanked God for a skipper like 
him when the going was tough.

“ Shift to the half switch, level off at 
forty-five feet,”  he ordered and walked 
over to the periscope.

I looked at Mr. Williams and it 
seemed like he was holding his breath. 
When the ship had slowed down the 
captain pressed the button and the per
iscope started up. When it was shoul
der-high, he grabbed the handles and 
started rotating and looking. Mr. Wil
liams was watching him like a hound 
dog does her only pup. The skipper 
pressed the button and it slid down.

Mr. Williams couldn’t wait for him 
to speak. “ Is it still tight?”  he asked. 
There was prayer in his question.

“ Yes,”  the skipper replied, then he 
went on, “ That destroyer’s coming back 
again, and we’ve got to give him the

slip because the carriers on a course 
that’ll give me a chance to make an
other attack.”

He turned to me. “ We’re going to play 
a trick on him. We’re going to let him 
drop some bombs close to us, then we’ll 
fire a tube full of oil, rags, a few pieces 
of planking and a couple of life pre
servers thrown in for good measure. I 
hope he’ll hang around and bomb the 
decoy while I get away and make my 
attack. Load one of the after tubes and 
stand by,”  he ordered.

I l l

2®gS M R. WILLIAMS and I went 
back to the after torpedo- 
room. We pulled out the fish 

X-J and broke up a desk and threw 
the pieces in the tube. We slid in a 
dozen buckets of diesel oil and the life 
preservers, and closed the door. I was 

tickled with the trick we were going 
to play but Mr. Williams was still glum.

“Think that the periscope’ll stand 
another depth-charge attack?” he asked.

“Most likely better than we will,”  I 
answered.

We didn’t have long to wait. The 
depth charges started popping again, 
each one closer. It was a hell of a feel
ing to be running into them instead of 
away. I took my station by the tube. 
One minute I was praying and the next 
I was cursing the" Japs. The ash cans 
bounced us around, then there came 
one that knocked me flat on the deck. 
I  hit my head on a valve and saw a 
million stars. Somewhere in the far dis
tance I heard the firing valve click and 
a rush of air as the water slug and tube 
full of trash were fired. I  climbed back 
on my feet and staggered about but I 
was too nearly out to pay any atten
tion to the other depth charges that 
popped around us like firecrackers. It 
was Mr. Williams who brought me back 
to my senses when he shook me by the 
arm and said, “We got through it. I  
wonder if the periscope did?”

“ That’s the skipper’s and your wor
ry,”  I replied. “Right now, I ’m thank
ful that the Perch’s got a whole skin.”  

The depth-charging had stopped and 
we returned to the control-rooms. 

“Pretty close shave, wasn’t it, Thom
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a s?”  th e  cap tain  greeted  m e  c a lm ly .
“ I ’d  grow  a b eard  like S a m p so n ’s b e 

fore I ’d  tak e  a n oth er like it ,”  I  replied .
“ W e ’ll soon k n o w  w h eth er it w orked . 

N o w  le t ’s g e t a fter  th a t carrier w hile  
we h av e  a ch a n ce .”  he said  a n d  w ent  
o ver to  th e p lo ttin g -b o a rd . In  a few  
m in u tes w e h eard d ep th  ch arges; th ey  
seem ed a lon g w a y  off. T h e  skipper  
lau gh ed and  p a tte d  th e exec on th e  
b a ck . “ I f  h e ’ll ju st b o m b  th a t  slick for  
ten m in u tes, I ’ ll h a v e  th a t  carrier u n 
less h e 's ch an ged  course on m e .”  H e  
sh ifted  b a ck  to  th e  h a lf sw itch  and  
raised the periscope. I  cou ld  tell b y  th e  
look  on his face th a t so m eth in g  w as  
m ig h tily  w ron g. So  cou ld  M r . W illia m s , 
and he tu rn ed  w h ite as a sh eet. T h e  c a p 
tain dow n ed th e periscope and  turned  
to  h im . “ T h e  periscop e ’s flo od e d .”  he  
declared. “ I  ca n ’t  see a d a m n  th in g .”

M r . W illia m s  staggered  like h e ’d been  
h it on th e chin. I  n ever saw  so m uch  
sorrow  in one m a n ’s face . I t  su d d en ly  
turned h im  o ld . “ I  ca n ’ t tell y o u  h ow  I  
feel,”  he said a t last an d  started  fo r
w ard.

“ M r . W illia m s !”  the cap tain  called  
sh arp ly . “ D o n ’ t do  a n y th in g  foo lish . N o t  
y e t  a t  least. I ’v e  still a  sh ot in m y  
locker an d  if it w orks, y o u ’re fo rg iv en .”

T h e  k id ’s expression ch an ged  like th e  
sun su d d en ly  com in g  o u t fro m  un der a 
clou d .

“ Sir. do  y o u  m ean  th a t we still havfe. 
a chance to  m a k e the a tta c k ? ”  he asked .

“ W e  d o ,”  the skipper said sh arp ly  and  
returned to  th e p lo ttin g -b o a rd .

I  w asn ’t  the on ly  one w h o w on dered  
w h a t he m e a n t. H o w  cou ld  y o u  be sure  
o f an a tta c k  w ith o u t a periscope? C e r 
ta in ly , y o u  cou ld  go in on sou n d , if y ou  
h ad a lo t o f inform ation  before  y o u  
started  the ru n, b u t we d id n ’t . A n d  even  
on a sound a tta c k  y o u  need th e per
iscope righ t a t th e en d  ju st before you  
fire, if y ou  w an t to  b e  sure o f a  h it.

“ T h e  carrier w as bearin g  27 0  and  on  
course e igh ty  th e last tim e I  saw  h im ,”  
he said. “ Sh ift to  th e h alf sw itch  and  
give m e a soun d b earin g ,”  he ordered.

Sparks tw irled  his dials for a few  m o 
m e n ts . “ M o s t  o f th e propeller soun ds all 
arou n d us soun d like d estroyers, b u t  
th ere ’s a large ship bearin g  a b o u t 2 9 5 ° ,”  
h e  reported .

“ T h a t ’s th e  carrier,”  th e  ca p ta in  a n 
n ou n ced . “ C ou rse tw e n ty -fiv e , speed  
fiv e .”  he ord ered.

S o , th e skipper w as m a k in g  a sound  
a p p roach  b u t  h ow  w as he goin g to  fire 
w ith ou t th e periscope? T h a t  also  w or
ried M r . W illia m s . “ I  w o u ld n ’t  feel like  
Ju das if I  k n ew  th e ca p ta in ’s p la n s,”  
he said.

“ O n ly  he and  G o d  k n ow  w h a t’s in his 
m in d and  righ t n ow  I ’d  as soon ask  
G o d  as h im ,”  I  replied . A t  such m o 
m e n ts he w asn ’t  one to  b e  qu estion ed .

W e  slow ed for an o th er soun d b earin g . 
“ S h e ’s righ t on our p o rt b e a m ,”  Sparks  
reported .

T h e  ca p ta in  sm iled . “ T h a t ’s p erfect. 
W e ’re on th e p rop er ap p roach  cou rse.”  
H e  w ent b a ck  to  th e  p lo ttin g -ch a rt and  
m easu red  off som e d istan ces. “ F iv e  m in 
u tes sh ou ld  find us firing p o sitio n ,”  he 
an n ou n ced  and tu rn ed  to  th e  exec. 
“ M u s te r  all h an d s n o t on  d iv in g  s ta 
tion  in th e c o n tro l-ro o m ,”  he ordered.

\  I N  a few  m o m e n ts  ev e ry b o d y
h ad gath ered  arou n d  h im . W e  
kn ew  so m eth in g  w as com in g, 
an d  ev ery  m a n ’s h eart p o u n d 

ed in his ears ju st  like m in e. H is  eyes  
rested  on each one o f us fo r  an in sta n t.

“ I ’m  going to  tak e  a ch an ce and I  need  
ev ery  m an  on  his to e s ,”  h e said . “ B o th  
o f our periscopes are o u t, so I ’m  goin g  
to  surface u n til th e  bridge is aw ash and  
use th e peloru s in stead . I ’ ll b e  th e  o n ly  
one on the top sid e and  w hen our to r 
p ed oes are o ff I  w a n t th is b o a t  b a ck  at 
tw o  h u ndred  feet faster th an  sh e’s ever  
been  b efore . E v e r y b o d y ’ll h a v e  to  step  
liv e ly  if y o u  w a n t to  see su n ligh t again . 
T h a t ’s all. R etu rn  to  y o u r  sta tio n s .”

So  th a t  w as a ll! I  d o n ’t b elieve m y  
brain  cou ld  h a v e  stoo d  m ore. W h y  ev
ery Jap d estroyer in th e fleet w ou ld  b e  
on  our trail like sharks a fter  a w ou n d ed  
w h ale.

M r . W illia m s  also u n d erstood  the  
d an ger o f th e situ a tio n . “ I t ’s all m y  
fa u lt ,”  he declared.

“ I t ’s no use w o rryin g ,”  P o p  a d vised . 
“ I f  w e get b y , n o b o d y ’ll th in k  a b o u t  
it and  w e ’ll a ll b e  h eroes. I f  w e d o n ’t , 
n o b o d y ’ll k n ow  a b o u t it.”

F iv e  m in u tes n ever passed  so s low ly , 
I  w a n te d  to  get it over  w ith  a n d  find
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out what Lady Luck had in store for us, 
and Mr. Williams was so fidgety that he 
kept pacing up and down the compart
ment and forgot the cat that followed at 
his heels.

At last the loudspeaker crackled, 
“Make all tubes ready for firing.”  The 
moment was near. M y crew whirled the 
valves and stood by. “ Surface to ten 
feet,” the loudspeaker blared.

The Perch came up by the nose and 
I  watched the depth-gauge needle travel 
back slowly and stop on the mark. I 
watched the second hand on the clock. 
Sixty seconds went by. The gyro-re
peater clicked, we were turning, then the 
firing valve jumped off its seat and my 
first fish left the tube.

“ Flood the tubes from the sea,”  I 
shouted.

The second, third and fourth tor
pedoes gave us a good-bye kick, then the 
Perch’s nose shot up in the air and our 
superstructure was above the water; the 
four tubes couldn’t flood fast enough to 
keep it under. We’d lost eight thousand 
pounds of weight in the torpedoes and 
the vents wouldn’t allow the water re
placing them to enter fast enough to 
keep control of the boat.

“ Flood forward trim,”  came the order. 
We obeyed but our nose still hung in 
the air. We were in plain sight of every
thing in the Jap fleet and in a hell of a 
fix. There was a crash like I ’d never 
heard before. The boat shook and I 
knew we’d been hit. Then something 
let go right over my head. It deafened 
me, knocked me down. Before I could 
get up the bow took a sharp down an
gle. “ Secure for’d trim,”  I yelled.

Two streams of water poured in the 
compartment, one from each side of the 
ship, as our bow went under. We’d been 
hit and the shell had passed clear 
through us. I  grabbed the interphone. 
“ We’re hit in the torpedo-room,”  I 
shouted. I felt two heavy explosions and 
realized that our torpedoes had found 
the mark but I was too busy to think 
about them. They’d put the carrier 
down but it looked like we’d go down 
too or else we’d have to come up and 
surrender. That’d mean fish heads and 
rice for the duration and I didn’t fancy 
that diet.

The captain popped into the com
partment and took a quick look around. 
Already the water was ankle deep and 
rising fast. “ We can’t plug those holes. 
We’ll have to surface,”  he said.

“ Sir, how deep’s the water here?”  Mr. 
Williams asked.

“ About two hundred and fifty feet, 
why?”

“ If we lie on the bottom until the com
partment floods, can’t we plug the shell 
holes?”  the kid asked.

“ Yes, there’s a slim chance to plug 
the holes and pump out the compart
ment,”  the captain replied, “ but who’s 
going to stay in here while it floods? I 
wouldn’t order anyone to do anything 
so dangerous.”

Mr. Williams saluted. “ I ’m going to 
stay,”  he declared. He’d suddenly grown 
up, the boyish expression on his face 
was gone, it was full of self-confidence 
and determination as he looked the cap
tain in the eye.

The skipper offered his hand. “ Good 
luck to you, young man. I hope I see 
you soon,”  he said and started aft.

“ All hands abandon this compart
ment,”  Mr. Williams ordered. Nobody 
needed the invitation. Soon there were 
only the two of us left. “ What are you 
waiting for?” he asked me.

“ To give you a hand,”  I  said. “ It’ll 
take two of us.”

“ This is my job. I ’m responsible for 
our fix,”  he returned.

“ We ain’t got time to argue,”  I  re
plied. “ There’s lots to do.”

I CLOSED the door between 
the torpedo-room and for’d 
battery compartment. Then 
I blew all our tubes and closed 

the doors and put the bilge pumps on 
the drains so they could pump out the 
compartment if we got the leaks plugged. 
By that time the water was up to our 
knees and the boat had a sharp angle 
down by the head in spite of for’d trim 
and the tubes being dry, but our screws 
were still turning over and I knew that 
the captain was putting distance be
tween us and the point we’d last been 
seen.

I was so busy that I had forgotten 
all about depth charges until one let
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go. It wasn’t too close, then a regular 
barrage followed.

“The captain must have given the 
Japs another tube of bait,” Mr. Wil
liams said.

“I hope to God they take it,” I de
clared. “One flooded compartment’s go
ing to be just about all we can take care 
of.”

The angle increased and the depth- 
gauge needle passed the two hundred 
foot mark.

The water was halfway to our waists. 
Another fifty feet and we hit bottom and 
the lights went out. With flashlights

When the captain popped into the compartment, the water was already ankle deep.
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we found our way into an upper bunk 
near the escape hatch and sat down to 
wait for the water to finish flooding, 
I ’d had plenty of friends trapped in the 
S-4 and S-51. They hadn’t come back 
to tell me of their experiences and now 
I thanked God that they hadn’t. I  felt 
the water on my feet and pulled them 
up until I  remembered that I  was wait
ing for that water to come up around 
my ears. Every once in a while the hull 
would pop like a pistol shot. Each time 
I  jumped and worried about it standing 
the strain of the two hundred pounds 
to the square inch for hours. Then the 
damn Japs started depth-charging us 
again.

I knew they couldn’t hear the Perch 
because we were dead on the bottom, 
but there was always the chance that 
they would find our oil slick. And that 
darkness—-it closed in and squeezed like 
a rock on my chest. The air got thick 
and foul and made me sick at my stom
ach. The cat rubbed against me and 
I jumped and bumped my head on a 
frame. The pain broke my nerve. 
“ Why’n hell did you ever volunteer to 
do such a damn fool thing as this?”  I 
demanded.

Mr. Williams put his arm around my 
shoulders. “ Because it’s the least I could 
do under the circumstances,”  he replied. 
“ I pray God we’re equal to the job. 
There are sixty men depending upon 
us to bring them back to the sunlight 
and fresh air. They’re on the other side 
of that bulkhead full of fear and doubt, 
wondering how we’re making out. It’s 
hell on this side, but I believe that I ’d 
rather be here than one of them.”

“I guess a man’s never too big to be 
a baby,”  I said. “ Let’s get going and see 
this thing through or butt our brains 
out trying.”

The time to start wasn’t far away for 
the water was up in our laps. The cat’s 
feet got wet and he started to meow. I 
remembered that the torpedo loading 
hatch was overhead and near the foot 
of the bunk so I  crawled and felF until 
I  found it and put him up in it where 
there’d be an air pocket and he’d be 
safe when the compartment flooded. I 
never dreamed how this little kindness 
would be repaid.

IT  WASN’T  long in moments 
but it seemed like a year be
fore the water was up around 
our necks. “ It ’s time to move 

up into the attic,”  Mr. Williams said. 
We clung to the bunks and stabbed 
around until we found the ladder to the 
escape hatch then climbed up. It was 
a squeeze for both of us to find room. 
We were like two sardines packed in a 
can and the air in that small cylinder 
wasn’t going to last long. Already I was 
dizzy and felt sleepy, and my ears hurt 
so from the pressure that I was nearly 
crazy.

“ Can’t we start now?”  I begged.
Mr. Williams patted me on the shoul

der. “All right, Thomas. You take the 
hole on the starboard side, I ’ll take the 
one on the port.”

Before the lights went out, we’d rigged 
lines from the ladder to bunk stanchions 
near the holes and put two pillows up 
in the escape hatch to keep dry. They 
were made of kapok and would swell 
up when they got thoroughly wet. The 
holes were about five inches in diameter 
and if we could push a pillow most of 
the way through, it would swell up and 
stop the leak. I grabbed one and went 
down the ladder and into the water.

I found the line without trouble and 
pulled myself along until I  rammed the 
bunk. I worked my way behind it until 
I  hit the hull, then I dove and started 
hunting for the hole. I  was soon as lost 
as if I ’d never been in the compart
ment. I stayed down until I  thought 
my lungs would burst, then I came 
up and hit my head on the hull and 
found myself still under water. I clawed 
along the framing to amidships where 
there were a few inches of air above the 
water and gulped it in.

When I was able to think, I realized 
that I didn’t know where I was or how 
to go to find my line. I grew desperate 
and yelled for Mr. Williams. I  listened 
for his answer and heard the cat meow. 
A  sound was never so welcome. I 
worked my way along in its direction 
and found The loading hatch. I  climbed 
in it and waited until my nerve came 
back and then I went for’d and found 
the skirt on the escape hatch. Once 
more I  followed the line to the bunk.
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When I dove this time, I wasn’t so 
nervous and I found the hole. I jammed 
the pillow in it, braced myself against 
a bunk and pushed with all my might. 
It squeezed through and made a good 
tight fit.

I came up and found the rope and 
headed back for the hatch. When my 
nose came out of the water into the 
thin air-space near the center line, I 
stopped and rested before I dove down 
to go up in the escape hatch. Now7 that 
the job was done I was tired and sleepy 
and the bad air was working on me, 
but I didn’t have enough sense to do 
anything about it. I was drifting off 
when Mr. Williams grabbed me by the 
shoulder and pulled me under and over 
to the ladder and helped me up it. I 
don’t remember him putting a Momsen 
lung over my head, but the first shot 
of oxygen that passed into my lungs 
was like new blood in my veins.

We stood in the hatch like two crows 
on a treetop in a flood and waited for 
the water to go down. When it was at 
the bottom of the hatch we left our

roost and found a bunk. That’s where 
we were when the pump lost suction 
and they opened the torpedo-room door.

The skipper was the first one in. He 
helped Mr. Williams to his feet while 
the crew crowded around.

“You and Thomas have done some
thing that’ll live forever in the hearts 
of your countrymen and your ship
mates. I’m proud to be one of them,” 
the captain said.

Mr. Williams’ face beamed. “I only 
tried to undo the trouble I’d caused.”

“Forget about that,” the skipper or
dered.

The crew cheered him and even Pop 
smiled as he sidled up to us. “I want to 
shake a man’s hand,” he said. Then I 
heard him whisper to W’illiams, “Didn’t 
I tell you they’d forget about it?”

Something brushed my trouser leg. It 
was the cat. I picked him up. “You’re 
going to eat salmon till you grow scales, 
and I’m going to paint your picture on 
both sides of the bridge because you’re 
not the only one who’s got nine lives,” 
I said.
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THE INFALLIBLE NOSE

By GEORGE CORY FRANKLIN

THE south door of the Long-H 
bunkhouse stood as wide open as 
the valley below the ranch, al

though it was December seventh. The 
pleasant scent from fifty fat steers in

the feed lot added zest to the tang of 
the sage-saturated breeze.

Skeeter Wei ton laid his harmonica 
on the shelf at the head of his bunk. 
“ Turn on the static, Slim, maybe there’ll



The blue mule charged down the hill directly toward the scared lap.

be some news, it’s almost one fifteen.” 
Slim twirled the dial on the mail-order 

radio. It snapped, buzzed and stuttered, 
then came the commentator’s familiarly 
dramatic voice— stone-sober today. “ The 
Japanese attacked Pearl Harbor this 
morning in the usual blitz fashion.”  The 
voice went on to describe how the agents 
of the Nipponese government had pre
tended to be working for peace, while 
their airplane tenders and subs were al
ready well on the way to Hawaii. For

more than three weeks we had been at 
war with Japan and hadn’t known it.

Slim Mason leaned forward on the 
edge of his chair until his weight rested 
on the balls of his feet, like a bronco 
poised for a buck. Stuffy Taylor 
breathed heavily and gave Red Tuttle 
a questioning glance. Red answered with 
a nod as he said, “ I ’m going to town 
and enlist, maybe there’ll be horse 
cavalry.”

Skeeter combed his straw-colored hair
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with his fingers, swung his bowed legs 
off the bunk and took his gun belt from 
a wooden peg on the wall. “ Them damn 
slant-eyed fish eaters, they’re makin’ 
faces at the wrong folks this time.”  He 
was the first man to cross the dooryard 
to Jim Hampton’s office and call for his 
time.

Hampton nodded approvingly. “ I 
know how you feel, Skeeter. I  had to 
ride all night through a snow storm, the 
time I enlisted in Teddy Roosevelt’s 
Rough Riders. Your job will be waiting 
for you when you come back. Give ’em 
hell.”

“ Thanks, Boss, we sure will. I wish 
you’d take good care of my little blue 
mule. He’s all the family I ’ve got.”

A catch came in Hampton’s voice. 
Skeeter’s affection for the mule colt he 
had rescued from a snowdrift on the 
back range, four years before, was a 
Long-H by-word. “ I ’ll see that Blue has 
plenty to eat and a warm place to stay. 
He’ll miss you a lot though.”

fy .  RECRUITING officers gave 
.Adsjjk  these tough, bronzed sons of 

sac^le approving glances.
Physical examinations of such 

men were not ceremonies calculated to 
inspire wisecracks. “ Cowboys accus
tomed to riding out Arizona sand storms 
and Montana blizzards make tough sol
diers,”  an officer commented.

Skeeter came with Slim, Stuffy and 
Red. He was the last candidate to face 
the officers that day. Even the cowboys 
who had given him the endearing nick
name were shocked at the sight of his 
torso, ribby as the carcass of a starved 
cow. Skeeter looked much shorter minus 
his high-heeled riding boots. He stood, 
supremely confident, under the level- 
rod of the graduated scale, while a ser
geant drawled the answers to the ques
tions the clerk read from an enlistment 
blank.

“Name?”
“ Charles Osborne Welton.”
“ Weight?”
“One hundred and fifteen.”
“Height?”
“Five feet two.”

“ Conformation?” The sergeant glanced 
at the clerk, who grinned back at him.

The officers turned to look out the win
dows, The sight of Skeeter’s bowed legs 
was too much for their dignity.

“ Conformation?”  repeated the clerk. 
“ Parenthetic.”

An officer said, “ Sorry Mr. Welton, 
but your measurements don’t quite reach 
the required standard.”

Skeeter’s blue eyes turned black. He 
tried to speak but his throat had become 
suddenly dry. His right hand flashed to 
his hip, before he realized that he was 
naked. “ You—you mean I can’t go?”

The officer nodded.
Slim, who stood nearest, laid a com

forting hand on Skeeter’s shoulder. 
“ Take it easy, old brush-splitter, don’t 
swaller your head.”

“ B-b-but— ”
“ Yes, I  know,”  Slim went on, “ you’re 

tougher than whang leather, and can 
outride and outshoot any of us, but it’s 
no use tryin’ to buck the U. S. Army.”

Skeeter turned to the officer again. “ I 
don’t pretend to be any great shucks 
with a gun. Last fall I  had to shoot 
twice at a jack-rabbit on the run, but I 
ought to be able to do something, if it’s 
only to carry water to the men who can 
shoot. I  seen a picture of a water boy, 
one time, that won all the chips in the 
pot, even though he was as brown as 
saddle leather, and thought his G-string 
was a uniform.”

“ You can probably get work in some 
of the war industries,”  the officer tried 
to comfort. “ There will undoubtedly be 
a call soon.”

The proposal brought forth a con
temptuous snort. “ Wouldn’t I look swell 
tryin’ to half-hitch a hackamore rope 
onto the nose of an air buggy, or reach
in’ for the cinch on a two-ton truck with 
a spur? No sir, if I  ain’t a soldier I  ain’t 
nothin’ . So long.”

Skeeter rode gloomily back to the 
Long-H alone. He had always been able 
to keep up his end of any work that 
came along. The men who had seen him 
grin at death on slippery hillsides, and 
spur his horse to the front of a stam
pede, would have liked to see him in 
action against the Japs. They tried to 
comfort him by saying so, but their 
efforts to lighten - his sorrow stuck out 
like a white steer in a Hereford beef
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crop, and only rubbed salt in the already 
smarting wound.

He couldn’t bear the disgrace of ad
mitting to Hampton that he had been 
rejected by the United States Army. 
He rode into the ranch by the back way, 
changed his saddle to his own private 
horse, rolled his blankets and went out 
to the corral to catch Blue. He was lead
ing the mule through the gate when 
Hampton stepped out of the hay shed 
in front of him.

“Where do you think you’re heading 
for?”

“ Mexico.”
“ Not by a damn sight, you don’t. Slim 

telephoned me what happened. I need 
you more than ever now. Raising heef 
for the men who do the fighting is going 
to be just as important as any other 
work, and it takes a lot more nerve for 
you to face the jolt you took today, and 
go on with your work here, than it would 
to lead a cavalry charge.”

Skeeter felt a little comforted, but his 
desire to fight the Japs still goaded him. 
“ I see what you mean, but it don’t 
fill my nose-bag. I ’d like to give some
thing worth while. I  know that buyin’ 
War Bonds is all right, and I intend to 
do that with all my wages”—he laid a 
rope burned hand over his heart— “but 
there’s a sting here that talk don’t help.”

Hampton’s eyes narrowed speculative
ly. He was thinking of the day Skeeter, 
half frozen, had come in with his sheep
skin-lined canvas coat wrapped around 
a mule colt. How he had raised the tiny 
orphan on a bottle and taught him to do 
everything but talk. Hampton knew, 
too, how much a lonely man can love an 
animal. “ Did you know that the govern
ment is asking for mules?”

Skeeter gave him a long, steady look. 
“ You mean that I could let Blue take 
my place?”

“ In a way, yes; but let’s size it up 
right.”  Hampton was using all his tact. 
“ You will be doing the part you are best 
fitted for, just as much as Slim or Red, 
and besides that, if you give Blue to the 
army you will be making a greater sacri
fice than any of the others.”

Skeeter was thoughtful for several sec
onds. “ I guess you’re right, but it sure 
don’t make a pretty bed-time story to

tell my grandchildren—that I sent a 
poor little orphan mule to fight for me ”

f N E X T  D A Y  Skeeter was 
back at the recruiting station 
with Blue. “ I brought my 
family,”  he told the officers. 
“ If I ain’t good enough for your army, 
I ’m goin’ to enlist the smartest damn 

mule in the whole United States.”  
“ Take him to the Quartermaster’s De

partment,”  a busy officer directed. 
“ They’re paying a hundred dollars for 
sound mules.”

“ You’ve got your ear-marks mixed, 
Walk-a-heap,” Skeeter corrected. “ Blue 
ain’t for sale. He’s takin’ my place, and 
I  want a paper like the one Slim and Red 
got, statin’ that in case anything hap
pens to him, I ’m to be notified as next of 
kin.”

Gray-haired Major Jackson, veteran 
of two wars, was standing by the door. 
He spoke in a low voice to the recruit
ing officer. “ I ’ll handle this matter.”  He 
took Skeeter into another room, and 
when the cowboy came out a little later, 
he proudly carried a paper setting forth 
that Skeeter Welton was donating Blue 
to the service of his country, as an act 
of patriotism.

Skeeter put Blue’s halter rope in the 
hands of the only man at the station who 
understood the workings of the Ameri
can heart well enough to defy red tape, 
and accept such a sacrifice with the dig
nity it deserved. “ I don’t know whether 
or not you savvy mules,”  Skeeter said, 
“ but in case there comes a time when 
your judgment and Blue’s don’t hitch, 
have a look around before you’re too 
sure that you are right. Your eyes some
times fool you, but a mule’s nose— 
never.”

The major nodded. “ I ’ll remember 
that.”

“ You see,”  Skeeter went on, “ Blue’s 
mother was a thoroughbred mare, she 
got away from the band and lived all 
one summer way up near timberline, 
with a herd of burros. She got killed in 
a snowslide and I  found her baby. He’s 
the smartest animal on the Long-H.”  
Skeeter warmed to his description. “ One 
day I ’m ridin’ up Hell Roaring Canyon 
with Blue followin’ me. All of a sudden
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the mule stops and cocks one ear toward 
the cliffs, then flaps his ears, and no 
amount of coaxin’ will get him to go any 
farther. While I ’m arguin’ with him, I 
hear a rumble, and turn myself around 
in time to see rocks enough to cover a 
spring herd, slide off that hill. Another 
thing, you’ll have to keep him tied up 
for a while, if you don’t he'll go back 
to the Long-H. He’s been over most of 
these mountain trails and can follow 
’em as easy as a cattle train stays on the 
rails.”

“ I know,” Major Jackson agreed, “ a 
mule will go back to his home if he gets 
a chance—everyone knows that.”

“You’re danged tootin’ they will,”  
Skeeter agreed. “ One time I traded for 
a mule that had been raised over on the 
other side of the main range, and I spent 
most of my time goin’ back after her. 
If I put her behind a fence she couldn’t 
jump, she’d crawl through a crack.” 
Skeeter held out his hand. “ Well, good
bye, old-timer. Don’t let any of them 
Japs play Apache tricks on you. If Blue 
makes a mistake, just remember he’s 
only a poor little homesick mule, and 
give him another chance.”

The major’s eyes were misty as he 
shook hands with Skeeter. “ I ’m sure that 
Blue will be a big help. Thank you for 
giving him to us.”  He turned back to the 
corral, behind the office, leading Blue. 
The officers who had been unable to see 
that a pair of bowed legs might be a 
homely frame for a jewel of patriotism, 
were disgusted with the major’s patient 
courtesy toward a mere civilian.

AT FIRST Blue m i s s e d  
pjfjgx Skeeter terribly, but he liked 
feggfpn the work he was given to do.

Cliff Watson, a cowboy recruit 
from Montana, who had had packing 
experience, was placed in charge of the 
string of fifteen mules that were deliver
ing supplies to a detachment guarding an 
important mountain reservoir. There 
was no road for trucks or wagons and all 
the freight had to be packed to the out
post. Because of Blue’s intelligence and 
high spirit, Watson let him lead the 
string of mules, and facetiously dubbed 
Skeeter’s pet “ Corporal Blue.”

One trip over the trail to the reser

voir camp was all Blue required in order 
to learn the details of the country, and to 
find out something about the people who 
lived there. He liked them, but he hadn’t 
forgotten Skeeter, nor the Long-H. He 
could tell by the scent the exact spot 
where the pinions and cedars gave place 
to the aspens and spruce, and the smells 
made him homesick. A dozen times a 
day he leaned back on the lead rope, 
fastened securely into the pig-tail on 
Watson’s saddle, hoping to feel it give 
way.

His first opportunity to bolt came 
when Watson was ordered to stop at a 
loading-station near a Jap internment 
camp, and bring down several crates of 
lettuce for the use of the recruits. Blue 
had carried a heavy load up the moun
tain that day, and Watson, willing to 
give the little mule a break, led him"’ 
past the loading-platform, untied the 
beast next to Blue, and started to pack 
two crates of lettuce on it.

The fact that the halter rope on the 
second mule was no longer tied to Blue’s 
saddle made a big difference. Now all 
that stood between him and freedom 
was the slipknot on the pig-tail loop. One 
of Blue’s peculiar accomplishments was 
untying ropes. He walked around be
hind the horse Watson had left stand
ing, and got hold of the end of his own 
halter rope with his teeth. A quick jerk 
and Blue was loose. He made the mis
take, however, of being too smart. Wat
son’s suspicions had been aroused when 
he saw the mule put the hoi’se between 
them, and just as Blue turned away in
tending to dodge around the loading- 
platform and make a dash for the trees 
on the other side of the valley, Watson 
slipped around in front of the horse, and 
caught hold of the nose-piece on Blue’s 
halter. “Oh-ho, wise guy,”  Watson 
jeered him, “ next time I tie you, I ’ll put 
an extra half-hitch in the knot.”

Blue sighed and looked back at the 
other mules with such an air of utter 
innocence that Watson laughed, and 
patted him on the neck. “ You danged 
little pie-biter, I  don’t blame you. I ’d 
leave this job right now for a chance 
to see a good lively cow chase.”  He led 
Blue back and tied him securely to the 
last mule in the string, where he traveled
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throughout the remainder of the day.
Major Jackson happened to be near 

the corrals that evening when Watson 
arrived. He noticed the way the mules 
were strung out, and asked why Blue 
had been demoted to the tail of the 
string.

“ It’s because Corporal Blue is home
sick, sir,” Watson explained. “ That mule 
is sure smart. He came within an ace 
of outfoxing me today. If I hadn’t been 
watehing him, he’d be halfway home by 
this time.”

The major smiled and went up to lay 
a gentle hand on Blue’s head. Blue 
felt particularly homesick tonight. He 
rubbed his muzzle against Jackson, try
ing to coax the major to turn him loose, 
so that he could leave this country of 
startling bugle calls, and go back to 
Skeeter and the happy days on the Long- 
H. He wouldn’t mind being a soldier if 
they were all like the major and Watson, 
but no recruit in the camp had any deep
er longing for home that day. He wanted 
to drink from his own special spring—- 
and he would, at the first opportunity.

THAT night Blue stayed 
around the feed boxes after all 
the other stock had gone out 
into the pasture to graze. He 

watched the sentries pacing back and 
forth, guarding the camp. To his sense 
of things, they were put there to head 
him off if he tried to run away; if they 
were he knew a way to dodge them. He 
would wait until that man passed by 
the spring on the hillside and walked to
ward the bushes beyond the tent where 
Major Jackson stayed, then he would 
make a quick dash, jump the pipe that 
carried the water from the spring down 
to the trough, dodge into the brush and 
escape. It would be easy, if only he 
could get the gate open. Perhaps Wat
son might have forgotten to lock the 
chain. He went over to examine it. No 
luck. The experience of the afternoon 
had warned Watson to be on his guard 
at all times, if he wanted to avoid mak
ing a trip to the Long-H, to bring Blue 
back.

Standing near the gate Blue was now 
much closer to the spring. He saw a 
strange shadow creeping down the slope

and stopping behind a log on the hillside; 
but since there was a stiff breeze from 
the valley toward the hill, he was unable 
to get more specific information by sniff
ing the air. Being half horse, his limited 
range of vision handicapped him.

The stealthy movements of a short, 
squat man skulking out of the cover af
forded by a small bushy tree, were 
alarming. Any animal would be suspi
cious of a person who tried to slip up on 
them under cover of darkness, and Blue 
was keenly alert for trouble. The instinct 
that Skeeter had praised to Major Jack- 
son was now working. Blue was nervous 
and afraid. Just before daybreak he 
went out to where the other mules 
grazed, and sought comfort among 
them; but since they were all domestic 
animals, bred on the ranches, they pos
sessed none of Blue’s wild intuitions, and 
paid no attention to his fears. They had 
eaten their oats, drunk from the trough, 
and now their only interest was to fill 
up on grass, and then sleep the re
mainder of the hours until Watson came 
to drive them into the corral for another 
day’s work.

Blue, however, did not lie down with 
the others, he roamed about, biting off 
an occasional mouthful of grass, and 
then standing with head held high while 
chewing it. Frequently he stood perfect
ly still, his ears turned in the direction 
of the spring, his nostrils spread wide, 
quivering with anxious responsibility 
and a desire to go home.

By the time Watson came out to drive 
the stock in, Blue was as near a nervous 
wreck as one of his breed ever becomes. 
He was cross and ugly, snapping vicious
ly at any other animal that came near 
him. Watson noticed his testiness. 
“ What’s the trouble, Corporal?”  he 
asked. “You are sure on the peck this 
morning.”

Blue laid his ears back and snorted a 
warning to Watson, that told the ex
perienced mule-handler that Blue was in 
no mood to be trifled with. Watson 
grinned and opened the corral gate so 
that the stock could go to the water 
troughs. Blue was the first one through 
the opening. This was what he had been 
waiting for—<a chance to bolt, to dodge 
into the brush and make a break for the



ADVENTUREn

Long-H. He took three quick steps to
ward the trough then stopped suddenly. 
He had caught a warning scent and seen 
an object lying near the spring that had 
not been there last evening.

The smell came from the vicinity of 
the log on the hillside, where he had seen 
the mysterious shadows early last night. 
The short hair on his neck stiffened and 
his eyes turned green. He snorted loudly 
and blocked the trail, so that none of the 
mules could pass. If they crowded he 
kicked viciously with both hind feet, 
and when one attempted to force his way 
through, Blue sprang at it, snapping his 
jaws and striking quick menacing blows. 
Not a single animal was permitted to 
pass the guard Blue had set up.

Major Jackson heard the milling hoofs 
and came out of his tent. “What’s the 
matter, Watson?”

“ Hanged if I  know, sir. Blue has been 
acting queer ever since yesterday. I laid 
it to homesickness, but he’s lots worse 
this morning. He acts like he got hold of 
loco weed. I  tried to put a halter on him, 
but he wouldn’t stand for it.”

The regimental veterinarian came out 
of his tent. The major called to him. 
“ What’s the matter with this mule? He 
acts like he’s crazy, refuses to let the rest 
of the stock go near the spring.” 

“ Your diagnosis is correct, sir. That 
mule is suffering from a nervous break
down, which in a human being we would 
call—temporary insanity. Fear of water 
is a sure symptom. He is a dangerous 
animal and should be destroyed at once.”  

“ I can’t believe it’s as bad as that,”  
protested the major. “ What would cause 
him to be that way?”

“Grief, excitement, fear of something 
he couldn’t understand.”

The major remembered the deep af
fection that existed between Blue and 
Skeeter. Perhaps homesickness and 
loneliness had brought on the attack. 
“ Is there anything we can do?”

The veterinarian shook his head. “ He 
might get well if he were turned loose 
on the range, but he is acting so vicious 
now that I wouldn’t advise anyone to go 
near him. He would attack a man as 
quickly as he would an animal. M y ad
vice is that you have him shot.”

Major Jackson’s face sobered. He was

trying to find some way to take care of 
the mule until Skeeter could be sent for, 
but he was a busy man, and this was 
war. He spoke to a guard and ordered 
him to shoot Blue.

BLUE was standing still at 
the moment, on a direct line 
between the major and the 
drinking trough. A magpie 

sailed down from a fence post, lit on 
the edge of the trough and dipped its bill 
into the water. The guard dropped on 
one knee and cocked his rifle. The major 
was looking directly at the black spot 
at the base of Blue’s left ear, and dread
ing the sound of the execution. Suddenly 
the magpie shot high in the air, swung 
around crazily and dropped dead.

“Halt!”  the major’s voice rang out 
sharply. The guard lowered his gun. 
Major Jackson walked past him, picked 
up the bird and examined it. He went 
around the trough and saw the dead 
magpie that had caused Blue to refuse 
to go to the spring. He called to Watson, 
“Drive all the stock back into the corral. 
Blue is showing more intelligence than 
any of the rest of us.”

When Blue saw the other mules start 
back toward the corral he quieted at 
once, lowered his head and followed 
meekly after them. The veterinarian 
went over to the spring, put his face 
down near the surface of the water and 
sniffed. Pallor spread over his face. 
“ Great God, Major, there’s enough cy
anide in this water hole to kill an army.” 

“ But how could a saboteur have 
passed the sentry?” the major asked.

“ Perhaps this will explain, sir.”  Wat
son was coming with a long piece of tin 
tubing. “ I found this up on the hill be
hind that log. It is just the right length 
to reach from the log to the spring. A 
man might have sneaked down the hill 
under cover of the brush, and by jarring 
the tin tube with his hand he could have 
run the cyanide crystals down into the 
spring.”

“ Are there any tracks above the log?” 
“ Yes sir, plenty of them, and they 

were not made by army boots.”
Major Jackson ordered the guard to 

warn the camp to use no water from the 
spring, under any circumstances. He
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then went up the hillside a short dis
tance to where he had seen a rag hang
ing on a thorn bush. He thought it might 
have been used as a signal, but found 
it to be part of a shirt that had been 
torn from a man’s body.

Watson and an orderly followed the 
major up the hill and past the log where 
Blue had seen the shadow moving just 
before daylight. Blue had gone into the 
corral with the rest of the stock. He had 
expected Watson to shut the gate be
hind him, but the packer was too much 
interested in tracing man-tracks, to be 
thinking about mules.

Blue decided to take a chance on slip
ping past Watson. After all the packer 
had no horse now. and Blue knew he 
could outrun any man. Besides theLong- 
H lay in that direction, and the little 
mule wanted to make every step count. 
He walked rapidly up the hill, keeping 
about fifty yards to the north of where 
he had seen Watson disappear over the 
ridge. He stopped on top and oriented 
himself. Half a mile to the west was the 
trail he had come over with Skeeter. 
He started down into the willow thicket. 
Watson and the others were only a short 
distance to the left. Blue knew exactly 
where they were. He saw his chance to 
make a quick dash for liberty, totally 
ignorant that he was running directly 
for the spot where the Jap who had 
poisoned the spring had taken refuge 
under an overhanging willow.

When the badly scared Jap saw the 
blue mule charging down the hill directly 
toward him, he went into a panic.

Blue heard Watson yell at him, then 
he saw the Jap crouched beside a willow 
bush, a stubby automatic pointed at him. 
Blue was no stranger to firearms. Skeet
er had taught him long ago that the noise 
made by a gun could not hurt him. He 
saw flashes of fire and felt the sting 
of bullets, but the staccato barking of 
the automatic was no more to him than 
the buzzing of a greenhead fly.

The terrified Jap dropped the empty 
weapon and dodged to the other side of 
the bush, but Blue was not going to lose 
his advantage because of a few willow 
twigs. He crushed the brush beneath 
him, frightened the Jap out into the 
open. The orderly, who had followed the 
major, topped the ridge. He raised his 
rifle, let the front sight follow through 
for a short lead, and touched the trigger. 
The Jap threw both hands high, clutch
ing at nothing, and fell so hard that his 
body bounced off the ground.

Blue dodged sharply to the left. Home
sickness now had more power over him 
than fear. He saw that the men were 
fifty yards away and afoot. Here, at last, 
was the chance to escape he had dared 
death to gain. He turned abruptly to 
the left to the nearest brush patch. Two 
minutes later Corporal Blue was trot
ting along a trail through the heavy tim
ber, headed for home— A W O L.
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CONCLUSION
Synopsis

THE year is 1816; the place South 
America— where CRAIG ARCH
ER. one-time Captain of Cavalry 

in the U.S. Army, has gone to answer the 
ringing challenge of F reed om  for Chile! 
At the behest of MIGUEL CARRERA, 
who claims leadership of the Chilean pa
triots, Archer—with his aide, MAJOR 
BLACKWELL— has recruited a com
pany of 150 hardened American fighting 
men. But not until they reach Buenos 
Aires, where they are to be equipped, 
does Archer learn the dubious nature 
of the Chileno’s position. Since the Bat
tle of Rancagua. which had resulted in 
disaster for the cause of Chilean inde
pendence, Carrera’s leadership has been 
repudiated by BERNARDO O’HIG
GINS, half-Irish half-Chilean patriot, 
who has placed in command of the exiled 
Chilean Armv an Argentine, JOSE 
FRANCISCO DE SAN M ARTIN. 
Archer and his men are only pawns in 
Carrera’s game of power politics.

Archer, unskilled in intrigue, reaches 
for his lucky piece—a gold medal en
graved with the grinning figure of a
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M en fell down the faces o f  the 
cliffs and the next minute were as 
forgotten as the pack animals that 
fell with them. . . . Such was the 

Paso del Diablo.

jester—reads the inscription, I  have tw o  
sides, P ow er has only one, and decides 
to await the turn of events.

On his first evening in the Argentine 
city, Archer returns the provocative 
glance of a lovely senorita, only to find 
himself challenged to a duel by her es
cort, a Chilean colonel — MANUEL 
RODRIGUEZ ARDOIZA.

Next morning, at the duelling place, 
Archer finds a tall Englishman awaiting 
him, COLONEL HERBERT BAN
NING, who offers his services as second. 
In the ensuing duel, Archer gets the 
Chilean colonel at his mercy, then gen
erously inflicts only a scratch upon him 
to end the affair.

Gratified, Rodriguez invites Archer to 
his home, where he meets the lady for 
whose honor the Chileno had fought— 
his sister. YSABEL. Rodriguez is ex
plaining his role in the revolution—rous
ing the Indians against the Spanish op
pressors—when a message arrives, in
forming him of Archer’s connection with 
Carrera, whom he despises as the man 
whose conduct caused the patriots’ 
downfall at Rancagua. Rodriguez asks 
Archer to leave. Archer does so, believ
ing that Danning sent the message.

Later Carrera orders the American to 
assemble his men at a nearby estancia. 
In company with Carrera’s lieutenant, 
JUAN GARCIA, Archer sets out for the 
waterfront where he rounds up his mer
cenaries.

At the estancia he finds a large, well- 
equipped supply train with an escort 
of two hundred Chileno cavalry, and 
learns their destination: Mendoza, 1000 
miles away, where Carrera will offer his 
army to General San Martin. Archer 
meets Miguel’s squat, taciturn brother, 
HERNANDO CARRERA, and is aston
ished to note that he wears a jester’s 
medal almost the twin of his own.

Next morning they set out across the 
vast expanse of the pampas—a sea of 
grass! As the journey continues Major 
Blackwell becomes surly with Archer,
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harsh with his men. Archer soon learns 
why. One night Blackwell enters his 
tent and demands his share of the “ loot” 
he believes Archer is receiving. Archer 
angrily rips off his aide’s epaulets, de
motes him to lieutenant and appoints 
CAPTAIN GREG KELLY, a Ken
tuckian, as his second-in-command. 
From Miguel Carrera, Archer learns that 
Colonel Danning is on San Martin’s 
staff and, in the interests of strategy, he 
promises to postpone settling his score 
with Danning until after Carrera has 
talked with San Martin. Carrera sends 
Garcia ahead with a message for San 
Martin.

One night, in camp near the Mission of 
San Barromeo, Archer goes to General 
Carrera’s tent and there finds Blackwell 
-—murdered! Beside the body he picks 
up Hernando’s medal. Though he feels 
scant loss at the death of the scheming 
Blackwell, Archer returns the medal to 
the general, to apprise him of his knowl
edge of the murderer’s identity.

At last they approach Mendoza, to be 
met by a large escort of cavalry headed 
by Colonel Danning. When they enter 
the town they are astonished at the size 
of San Martin’s forces, numbering at 
least 10,000 men under arms. Aware of 
Archer’s hostility, Danning takes the 
American to his home and demands an 
explanation. When he convinces Archer 
of his innocence concerning the message 
to Rodriguez, the two men pledge friend
ship.

In the Administration Building, San 
Martin and O’Higgins receive Carrera 
and his staff. The chiefs of the Army of 
the Andes refuse the offer of Carrera’s 
mercenaries. Carrera makes a counter
offer: He will free the mountain passes, 
through which San Martin’s army must 
travel, of the hostile Araucanian Indians. 
San Martin accepts, but offers Carrera 
no more than the rank of colonel; Her
nando Carrera is reduced to major; 
Archer to captain. O’Higgins offers 
Archer a commission in the Army of the 
Andes, but the American refuses to 
abandon his men.

While in Mendoza Archer encounters 
Garcia, who warns him of Carrera’s 
treacherous nature. Having escaped 
Carrera’s assassins on his “ mission”  to

San Martin, Garcia has now enlisted as 
a private in the Army of the Andes.

At dawn Carrera’s forces head for the 
Indians’ stronghold, atop a huge rock 
in the Cordilleras. On the way Carrera 
reveals that this mission is exactly what 
he wanted, and forecasts his eventual 
return to power as commander-in-chief 
of the Army of Chile.

Soon after, they have their first clash 
with the Indians. An advance party 
attacks from ambush but is routed. They 
continue on to the base of the Rock. 
Here, on the plains below, they run into 
a large band of Indian gauchos who 
charge into their ranks swinging their 
deadly boleadoras. In the thick of the 
battle, Archer wields his saber viciously.

PART THREE

AT CLOSE quarters the long 
knife of the gaucho was the 
equal of a sword. One knife 
point ripped his jacket and a 

thrusting blade from behind severed his 
assailant’s hand. He looked back briefly 
and saw the lean face of one of his men 
creased with grim satisfaction, then he 
was fighting again.

A  new symphony of hooves thundered 
from the north and Kelly’s men were 
coming, charging in line, two deep, and 
in loose order spread out across the 
plain.

Archer had just time to note their ar
rival when the Indian reinforcements 
started into action.

They were coming down from the rock 
and that was what he wanted, the thing 
for which he had scarcely dared to hope.

The gauchos had faded under the di
rect attack. They were individualists, 
untrained as cavalry, and they broke 
away from the solid fury of Archer’s 
charge like leaves that were blown in the 
wind.

That same charge had carried Archer 
a hundred and fifty yards beyond Don 
Hernando’s harassed and bitterly pressed 
troop, but Kelly was coming and Archer 
let them fend for themselves. He held 
his saber high and waved his troop on, 
tilting full stride for the rock.

The cavalry that poured down the 
winding trail from the inverted pyramid
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was a different breed from the gaucho. 
These men were high-cheeked Indians, 
naked to the waist, their square cut hair 
tied around the forehead with colored 
ribbon.

They rode their tough little ponies 
with only the reeoas, or sheepskin 
saddle, and they were armed with fliht- 
and-bone-tipped lances front twelve to 
sixteen feet long.

Once clear of the narrow trail, they 
would have been all but invincible 
against men armed only with sabers, but 
Archer struck them when scarcely a 
score of them were loose on the broad 
floor of the valley. Some of the Amer
icans toppled from the saddle in the first 
impact but sheer momentum over
whelmed the smaller force and Archer 
led the way into the main body of 
lancers, clattering in close order down 
the tortuous path.

In the first mad melee, Archer him
self suffered two wounds but with the 
heat of the conflict on him, he scarcely 
noticed that he was touched. One lance 
laid his left arm open and he whipped 
his saber across the throat of the man 
who scored on him. In the tight press 
of men and horses the lance was a 
clumsy weapon and the sabers hacked 
their way with deadly efficiency up the 
slope.

Some of the Indians in the rear ranks, 
conceding the hopelessness of using their 
weapons effectively, hurled them like 
javelins over the heads of their comrades 
and then sought a rapid retreat to the 
summit.

Others behind them, not yet realizing 
how complete was the debacle, pressed 
forward.

Upon the rim above the trail, scores 
of Indians with bows and with poised 
rocks hesitated to let their missiles go, 
so hopelessly interlocked were friend and 
foe below.

Archer had been counting on this. 
In no other way could cavalry hope to 
storm those heights. It was a place to 
spend men and he was spending them. 
He knew that the Indians were taking 
their toll, but he was taking the position. 
A commander could think in no other 
terms.

It was hot heavy work and it told on

the men who were in the middle of it. 
Even Archer faltered when he received 
his second wound and the battle might 
have turned there. The Americans in 
the rear ranks, however, unable to get 
into the fighting, dropped back and un
slung their carbines. Firing into the 
packed mass high on the trail, they com
pleted the confusion: then as the horse
men broke, more scattered reinforce
ments of Americans and Chilenos came 
up from the scattered commands of 
Kelly and Don Hernando. They opened 
fire upon the Indians gathered on the 
edge of the rock and now the arrows 
flew in answer.

Stones, too, dropped upon the trail 
in a veritable avalanche but Archer and 
at least twenty of his hard-bitten fol
lowers were clear of the vulnerable spots 
on the trail. Their enemies, most of 
them already having hurled their lances, 
faded before them and they pressed for
ward. Behind them other horsemen were 
daring to run the gauntlet of rocks and 
arrows while their comrades picked off 
the Indians who showed themselves at 
the rim.

“ If only Miguel has made it!”
It was a desperate hope in Archer’s 

heart now. The men under his command 
were too badly spent to fight their way 
from house to house in a defended city 
and even if the survivors from the plain 
won through to them, they would not be 
fresh enough nor sufficient in numbers, 
to take the rock against any worthy 
opposition. Miguel had to make it, that 
was all!

“Pistols!”
He uttered the command with stiff 

lips and it surprised him to hear his own 
voice ringing clear along the line of 
surging men behind him. Not one pistol 
in three would be any good. The prim
ing mechanism jolted out of position 
easily, and sometimes the ball fell out 
of the barrel. Still it was the weapon of 
the next few minutes.

m  O'. TH EY had battled to the rim 
1 I aQd a crouching band of In-
I dians fired arrows at them as

they swept onto the rock. 
Archer felt his horse miss stride and 
falter. He saw the Indians through a



78 ADVENTURE

haze and pressed the trigger of his pistol. 
The weapon misfired and he hurled it 
into the face of a stocky footman who 
was using a lance like a pike. Behind 
him there was a ragged volley and some 
of the Indians were hit.

His horse found stride once more and 
it was saber work again—back and 
thrust and slash through human bar
riers—butcher work that turned him sick 
despite the fever of excitement blazing 
in his veins.

Then suddenly flames were leaping to 
the sky from houses at the far end of 
the city on the rock. A heavy rattle of 
musketry echoed through the streets and 
the desperately battling Indians moaned 
aloud in dismay. They turned to the 
new menace, fresh troops in the town, 
troops that had felled trees across the 
gorge while the siege held the natives 
on the other side of the rock, troops who 
had left their horses behind them to 
ceme storming into the town with blaz
ing musketry.

“ Santiago!”
The battle cry of the conquistadores 

rang over the rock, the cry of victorious 
Spaniards, seldom uttered by rebels but 
called forth now by some racial memory 
that flared out of struggle against native 
odds,

“ Santiago!”
Archer heard it, swaying in the saddle, 

and fought to hold himself erect. He 
rode at the head of his men in the direc
tion of the sound and all native resist
ance broke as the Chilenos fired the 
buildings in their path and hopeless 
fighting men threw down their weapons 
to seek safety for their families. The 
cries of the women were a mournful 
hymn to the descending sun and the long 
lances of the sunset were less crimson 
than those wielded in the blood-red 
streets and the blazing buildings.

Don Jose Miguel Carrera won through 
to the center of the city and planted his 
straight sword in the soil of the central 
plaza. The hilt was like a black crucifix 
touched by the scarlet fingers of the 
sun. Don Miguel removed his tri-cor- 
nered hat and held it against his heart.

It was there that Archer found him.
He swung heavily down from the sad

dle and his 'horse, relieved suddenly of

his weight, trembled violently and fell 
dead. Archer looked at him and his lips 
trembled with pain. He straightened 
and braced himself, his legs wide apart, 
and brought his hand up to salute before 
his commander. Don Miguel leaped for
ward and embraced him.

“ M y colonel! M y colonel!”  he said. 
“ You are incredible!”

“ Not a colonel now. You forget. Only 
a captain.”

“ No. No. A colonel in the Army of 
Carrera. Today is a great day. How 
great you will know. . .

Archer sagged but would not go down. 
Carrera snapped a command. “ The 
American colonel is wounded. Summon 
Fray Ortega immediately.”

Men hastened to obey the command 
and Archer was conscious only of waves 
of blackness that came and went across 
his brain. He knew that he entered a 
building under his own power and that 
he sat on a mat, refusing to lie down, but 
apart fcorn that he had d o  very clear 
impression of anything even when the 
unfrocked Dominican, Fray Ortega, who 
was a lieutenant in Carrera’s forces, 
worked on his wounds. He had a badly 
gashed left arm that had bled much, a 
skin-deep cut across his left breast, an 
arrow tear along his right jaw, a cut 
over his left eyebrow and various other 
marks that he was aware of only vaguely.

Ortega had a certain wizardry with 
wounds, a gift of staunching the flow 
of blood with poultices, of running swift 
stitches in deep gashes. He did his work 
on Archer deftly, conscious of the many 
others waiting, and when he was finished 
offered a, flask of brandy. Archer gulped 
the fiery liquid and felt new life flow 
in his veins.

“ Thanks!”  he said.
“ Put your thanks in a prayer for mv 

soul.”
Ortega slipped quietly away and 

Archer was content to sit there, letting 
the sound of voices come to him like 
sounds heard in a dream.

AN EXCITED voice was say
ing in Spanish: “ Then the 
Black Hussars came, but they 
were not many. The Amer

icanos took prisoners and would not re
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lease them to Don Hernando who de
manded them.”

Archer shook his head. He could re
member much fighting but no prisoners. 
It was that blow over the heart that had 
done him in. It had not cut deep but 
there had been shock in it, that and the 
blood that ran out of him through his 
arm. After a while, he •heard angry 
voices in argument and he could not 
understand what they were saying. His 
head dropped forward on his breast, then 
came up with a jerk when he heard a 
sharp voice utter his name.

“No. you cannot see Captain Archer. 
He is wounded. You must surrender 
your prisoners to me.”

Archer blinked and struggled shakily 
to his feet. It was ridiculous that some
one could not see him who wanted to 
see him. He was a soldier and what 
were wounds to a soldier. He stiffened 
the muscles in his legs, testing them, then 
walked stiff-legged to the door.

“I am Archer,” he said thickly. “Craig 
Archer.”

The room into which he stepped was 
lighted by candles and for a few seconds 
he could not distinguish anything in it. 
Then he was aware of someone saluting 
him and the grimy, anxious face of Greg 
Kelly, his second-in-command, floated 
whitely in the shadows. There was relief 
in Kelly’s voice.

“Captain! God be praised, you’re all 
right. I took some prisoners, sir, and 
I won’t release them unless you give the 
order.”

“Right! We’ll hold a court. If we took 
prisoners, we’ll try them. Bring them in. 
Bring candles with you!”

He turned back into the room he had 
left and something shocked and startled 
inside of him said: “Lord. I sound drunk. 
I’ll have to watch it.”

He sank down gratefully again on the 
mat and braced his shoulders against 
an adobe wall that felt cool. Kelly was 
standing before him and there were 
several men with him, but it was too 
much trouble to strain for a look at them 
or to attempt identification. Archer 
waved his hand.

“Sit down!”
Kelly sat on the floor. “These prison

ers a r e —” he began.

“The prisoners can wait. How did we 
fare on casualties?”

Kelly hesitated, then plunged. “You 
left thirty men on the trail storming the 
rock, sir. I lost thirteen down below, 
including Lieutenant Dunne, sir. There 
are many wounds and I fear for some 
of them.”

Archer’s brain felt as though a cold 
sponge had passed over it. “Forty-three 
men!” He had lost forty-three men, per
haps more when the wounded who were 
grievously hurt joined their comrades. 
Forty-three men! Nearly a third of his 
force.

Miguel Carrera had reminded him 
several times that he was not Pizarro. 
Carrera was right. Pizarro had con
quered a third of this continent, with 
fewer men at the start than Archer, fewer 
casualties at the end. He, Archer, had 
lost a third of his force in one battle.

“But we took the rock,” he said aloud.
“Ay, sir. It was impossible but you 

did it.”
“And the enemy’s casualties?”
“Very heavy. Hundreds of them. They 

fought bravely but stupidly.”
“And they had no firearms?”
“Most of them fell to steel. When the 

victory was all but sealed, the Black 
Hussars came upon us. They had fire
arms, but they were not many. We 
smashed them, but it cost us Lieutenant 
Dunne.”

“Ah, yes.” Archer shook his head. 
Dunne had been unfortunate. It was 
he who had drawn the first attack. “The 
Black Hussars!” That name rang a bell 
in Archer’s consciousness. He had heard 
of them before. Where? The connection 
eluded him.

“The prisoners?” he said.
“Only two. sir. We’d not have taken 

them only I recognized one of them as 
a girl.”

“A girl!” The bell was ringing loudly 
in Archer’s brain now. but still he could 
not quite recall.

“Yes!” Kelly got to his feet. “Rise, 
prisoners!” he said. “Captain, I could not 
surrender them and one of them a 
woman.”

Archer strained forward. His eyes 
focussed and he stared astonished at the 
man and the girl before him. He knew
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now where he had seen that name, “ The 
Black Hussars.”  On a card! A  duel! 
Buenos Aires. He rose with an effort 
to his own feet.

The man was battle-stained, defiant, 
his dark eyes shooting hatred. He was 
dressed in a dark gray uniform with a 
black bandolier crossing his chest. His 
companion was dressed as he was, even 
to the tight breeches, but her hat had 
been lost and her dark hair floated free 
to her shoulders. She was staring at 
Archer with wide eyes. Ysabel Rod
riguez and Colonel Don Manuel, her 
brother! Archer bowed.

“ These are not prisoners, Lieutenant,”  
he said. “ They are my guests. Procure a 
bottle of wine.”

CHAPTER X

THE TEARS OF THE SUN

THE city on the rock was con
quered. The troops of Don 
Miguel, having done the least 
fighting, policed the streets 

and, having disarmed the natives, were 
commanding their labor in burial and 
mercy squads. The pack train which 
arrived after the fighting was over con
tained bandages and medicines besides 
food. The anieros as non-fighting men 
worked at a multitude of tasks necessary 
to re-establishing order and their escort 
helped with the wounded. Only the 
Americans, who had borne the brunt of 
the fighting, were unassigned.

The fires set in the attack from the 
north had been extinguished, and the 
streets were lighted by torches which 
were stuck in niches beside the door
ways of adobe houses. The conquerors 
had discovered a storehouse of native 
wine and many of them were drunk. The 
Carrera brothers were in the residence of 
the Cacique, the only stone house in the 
city: an ancient building that obviously 
antedated the adobes and which might 
have been, at one time, a temple. The 
distracted lieutenant whom they ap
pointed in temporary command had not 
only failed to make his authority felt in 
the matter of Kelly’s prisoners, but was 
having more problems in the city than 
his experience qualified him to solve.

In the house assigned to Archer, three 
American troopers sat in one room eat
ing chipa and maize bread which they 
washed down with wine. Craig Archer, 
in the inner room, entertained nis guests 
with a meal only slightly more elaborate. 
Rodriguez offered no argument about 
partaking of the food.

“ A man eats because he must,”  he 
said, “ even when he may not choose his 
host.”

The faintness left Archer as he ate. 
“ I have no quarrel with you,”  he said, 
“ that would spoil good food for anyone.”

He spoke to Don Manuel but looked 
at Ysabel. She was even more appealing 
here than she had been in Buenos Aires. 
Her tiny figure was emphasized by the 
uniform she wore, a boy’s size and yet 
too large for her. Her face bore traces 
of fatigue and it was smudged with gun
powder but her hair flowed gloriously 
free and there were red copper glints in 
it where the candlelight found a reflec
tion. She kept her eyes demurely down
cast but her long lashes were as distract
ing as the eyes. Don Manuel’s gaze was 
fixed on Archer’s face with an almost 
hypnotic intensity. His pointed mus- 
tachios quivered as he spoke.

“ The tool is as base as the man who 
uses it. A good tool can be used to 
shovel filth.”

Archer’s eyes hardened and he thrust 
his jaw forward. “ You’ve got a clever 
tongue,”  he said. “ Keep it clever. Under
stand, too, your own position and mine. 
I hold a commission from General San 
Martin. M y men were attacked and one 
died before we ever fired on an Indian. 
You, senor, as the ally of lawless Indi
ans, attacking my men, have much to 
explain. I expect that explanation and 
I, personally, apologize for nothing in my 
own conduct.”

Don Manuel looked astonished, but 
only for a second. His eyes blazed, nar
rowed. One clenched fist rose and fell. 
“Assassin!” he said. “ You are a hired 
assassin. Do you know what you have 
done?”  He flung his arm wide. “ You have 
destroyed one last lovely flower that 
was trying to grow back to the garden 
it had once been.”

Senorita Ysabel looked toward him 
as he spoke and her eyes were suddenly
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. wet. Archer saw and was disturbed, but 
he held his face rigid. “ Explain your
self!”  he said.

Rodriguez drew his breath in sharply, 
tossed off a beaker of wine. “ It is heart
break,”  he said. “ In this valley lived the 
last wise Cacique: once an exile from 
Peru, then exiled from Chile. His gods 
are not my gods and, if you have a god, 
they are not yours; but he loved his peo
ple. In this valley they came to him, the 
wise who wanted nothing but to live as 
their blood told them, to live as Indians 
because they were Indians—and the stu
pid, who could not learn the ways of 
white men because they were stupid; 
because often, too, the white man was 
more stupid than they.”

“ And they fought like guerrillas out 
of this valley. If you love Chile, the 
Army of the Andes was not safe from 
them in the passes.”

The eyes of the two men held. Don 
Manuel’s eyes still glittered with rage. 
“ I love Chile and you are wrong,”  he 
said. “ This valley was sanctuary, the 
Indian’s last sanctuary if he was to be 
neither half white on the one hand nor 
barbarian on the other. I  said that the 
Cacique was wise. On the rock he had 
his artisans, his intelligent Indians; on 
the plain below he had the stupid who 
herded cattle and grew grain. They were 
happy, the wise. and the stupid, because 
they were free and undisturbed. There 
are barbarian Indians in the Sierras who 
may yet attack San Martin, but these 
made war on nobody.”

“ They attacked us.”
“ Why not? You came in force to their 

valley. It was theirs.”
“ Where were you? Why did you 

fight?”
“ I was recruiting for Chile, for the 

Army of Liberation. This valley gave 
me twelve recruits. When a messenger 
overtook me, I turend back that my men 
might fight for their own.”  Rodriguez 
spread his hands. “ Now they are dead.”

HIN SPITE of himself Archer 
was moved and a doubt stirred 
in his mind. From outside the 
sounds of the night came 
muffled: a half drunken song or two, 
the hoarse voices of conquerors com

manding the conquered, the solitary 
drum of a burying party beaten in slow, 
solemn thumps. Glory had flared briefly 
like a blazing light, but the light was 
gone now and there was no glory: only 
drunkenness and pain and the drum
beats of a dirge. Archer passed his hand 
across his eyes, looked up suddenly at 
Senorita Ysabel.

“ What is your version of all this?”  he 
asked.

The quick voice of Don Manuel cut 
across his own. “ I forbid you to speak 
to her. She does not know you. I have 
withdrawn my introduction.”

Archer’s jaw muscles tightened. “ I 
speak to her as one soldier to another.” 

The girl’s wide eyes were on his face. 
“ To that I answer,”  she said. “ You are 
a gallant soldier whatever your cause. 
M y brother speaks truth. These Indi
ans were betrayed. Were they warriors, 
they were too many for you to conquer.”  

Archer’s shoulder twitched and the 
pain turned his face gray. He drank 
some of the wine. “ Is that the whole 
truth?” he said.

“As men know it, yes,”  the girl said 
slowly. “ Except for the recruiting we 
do. M y brother tells the Indio in his 
village that he will fight to free Chile. 
The Indio says ‘yes’ and there are hot 
speeches at a big fire. But only the 
young Indio comes and he comes be
cause he wants to fight and he cares 
nothing for Chile. It is thus that we 
recruit, but it is honest, senor, because 
truth is a great mystery to man and 
only God understands it.”

She spoke simply, without emotion, 
but her words and the voice in which 
she uttered them caused Archer’s throat 
to tighten. How very complicated was 
this business of fighting for a nation’s 
freedom. She shook her head and his 
own triumph of the day seemed to fall 
like ashes at his feet.

“ Thank you!”  he said.
Don Manuel’s expression softened. “ I 

restore the introduction. I  open to you 
again my home in Buenos Aires, if it 
pleases God that we meet there,”  he 
said. “ But, senor, even if it opens a 
wound, thus I believe: someone told 
these Indians that you came as soldiers 
o£ Spain.”



82 ADVENTURE

“What makes you think so?” Archer’s 
voice was sharp.

“They knew of San Martin, they re
spected O’Higgins whose word in Chile 
was never broken. They would not fight 
the men of San Martin and O’Higgins. 
They were deceived into resistance.”

“Why?”
The smile of Rodriguez was tight, 

grim. “You are a poor man, am igo, if 
you cannot find the motive.”

Archer rose to his feet. Rodriguez rose 
with him.' The Chileno extended his 
hand. “One favor, if you please, senor,” 
he said.

“Name it!”
“The officer of Carrera demanded us 

as prisoners. Surrender us!”
“But why?”
“I ask only the favor, I  do not ex

plain the asking.”
A r c h e r  looked into his eyes. 

“Granted!” he said.
He went to the door and dispatched 

one of his men for the Spanish lieu
tenant. The officer, whose name was 
Olmeda, presented himself promptly. His 
troubles had multiplied in the past hour 
and he had a desperate hope that re
sponsibility was about to be lifted from 
his shoulders. Archer’s first words dis
illusioned him.

“You demanded these prisoners?” he 
said.

“ Si, senor. It was the command of His 
Excellency, Colonel Carrera, that I de
mand them.”

“You are sure that it was his com
mand?”

“Of a certainty, senor.”
“All right. Sign for them and take 

them in custody.”
The man wet his lips. It was still an

other complication in his unhappy life. 
“ Si, senor.”

“And see to it that they are kept in 
a decent house. No infested shacks.”

“ Si, senor.”
Archer looked toward Rodriguez. 

There was laughter in the depths of his 
black eyes, but he did not speak. The 
eyes of Senorita Ysabel were eloquent 
and Archer bowed over her hand. His 
uniform reeked and was stiff with blood, 
his face swollen with wounds and partly 
hidden by dressings, but he was more of

*

a cavalier to her then than he had been 
in Buenos Aires.

“Till again, senor,” she said softly. 
“In a happier day.”

“I count the hours,” he said.
A guard of surly Chilenos came in and 

the prisoners were marched out. Archer 
drank deeply of the wine, then smashed 
the glass against the wall. He strode 
out alone into the smoky light of the 
street and at the first patrolling sentry 
he stopped.

“The bouse of the C a ciqu e?”  he said.
The man pointed and Archer walked 

stiffly in the direction indicated. His 
wounds ached and throbbed but his head 
was clear again and the nausea was gone 
from his stomach. A fighting man in 
condition can endure much and although 
he would feel worse tomorrow, for to
night he was still the commander of his 
o\vn physical being.

TWO grim sentries with mus
kets in their hands barred the 
way to the stone house of the 
Cacique. They thrust the mus

kets in Archer’s path when, ignoring 
them, he would have gone in.

“Nobody must enter, senor. Positive
ly nobody. It is the order.”

Archer straightened and looked at the 
man who spoke, his chin thrust forward. 
“Who am I?” he growled.

“You are Senor El Capitan Archer.”
“That’s right. Now get out of my 

way!”
He was Senor El Capitan and he was 

very dangerous-looking, and, Santissima  
Virgen, had he not ridden through blood 
to this rock? The two men exchanged 
glances. Whatever the penalty for let
ting this Americano pass, if they were 
wrong, it would be less, surely, than that 
of defying him. They lowered the mus
kets reluctantly.

“But, senor, it is forbidden,” one of 
them said feebly.

“I’ll take care of that.”
Archer opened the big door. It was 

of dark wood, brass-bound, and all too 
obviously not Indian. It had come, per
haps, from some mission, but it fitted 
and a door need do no more. He closed 
it after him and stood ih darkness so 
black that it vibrated. He listened and
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from what seemed immeasurable dis
tance he heard a low murmur of sound. 
He moved forward cautiously and the 
sound, so faint at times that it seemed 
to fade completely, still came from the 
profound darkness ahead of him.

The place was more like a monastery 
than a house. There was the chill of 
austerity in it and the rooms were huge 
with ceilings lost in height. Archer felt 
that, even in the darkness, since there 
are times when even shadows have 
dimensions. He advanced slowly and 
suddenly there was light, a thin glow 
that did not come from any ascertain

Archer stepped across the bodies and 
descended the steps.

In a huge, vault-like room sat the 
Brothers Carrera, facing each other 
across a stone table that was old when 
Pizarro came. They had golden goblets 
filled with wine on the table beside them, 
a smoky lantern from their own camp 
between them. Standing on the table, 
its back resting against the wall, was 
a heavy gold plate with the image of 
the Sun God emblazoned upon it. Over 
the table top, piles of coins and small 
gold images were scattered. Some of 
them had fallen to the floor unnoticed.

able source, but seemed to rise—ghost
like—from the very floor.

He was very close to the diffused light 
before he saw the rolled-back stone and 
the steps that led downward. At the 
head of those steps two bodies lay, one 
across the other and face down. They 
were the bodies of medium-sized men 
who wore head-dresses of fur with 
feather trimming, and they had been 
run through the body. Their blood 
stained the first three steps.

Archer stood above them. This, then, 
was the Cacique, “ the last of the wise 
Indians,”  and some other close to him; 
the machi, perhaps, wizard of his tribe.

The Brothers Carrera were very drunk 
—drunk with wine, with victory and 
with avarice. They laughed inanely, 
talked incessantly, neither of them lis
tening to the other, laughing at they 
knew not what.

Archer, trail-dirty and with the blood 
of battle still on him, stood staring at 
them like some grim figure of retribution. 
Don Miguel looked up suddenly and saw 
him. His face turned white and the 
liquor drained out of his brain. His right 
hand dropped to the pistol at his belt.

Archer’s hand lay lightly on his saber 
hilt. “ Do not try it, Carrera!”  he said.

Don Miguel’s hand came back to the 
table-top. Hernando, slower to realize
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what was happening, shook his head like 
a bull, then stared at Archer. His eyes 
widened, then narrowed. He made a 
brushing motion with his hand and his 
head dropped with a thud to the table- 
top. Archer’s lip curled.

“I  always thought that he was a good 
commander of mule packers,”  he said.

Don Miguel wet his lips. “ And you are 
wrong!”  he said. “ Why are you here?” 

“To catch two dirty murderers red- 
handed.”

“ You pain me. Roll my brother on the 
floor and take his place. We should talk, 
amigo.”

“ You roll him. M y shoulder is stiff 
from conducting your dirty massacre.” 

Don Miguel rose. He staggered badly 
and had to clutch the table for support, 
but he twisted his brother with a grip 
upon his elbow and dumped him un
ceremoniously on the floor.

“ He drinks badly,”  he said, “ and you, 
my gallant butcher, talk like a priest 
while you clutch your saber. The world 
is full of madmen.”

ARCHER sat down heavily 
upon the chair facing Carrera. 
“ You had this in mind from 
the start,”  he said grimly. “ I 

wondered how you knew your route so 
perfectly. You were after loot, you mur
dering scoundrel; nothing but loot.”  

Carrera picked up a handful of gold 
pieces from the table and let them fall 
slowly from his hand, clinking against 
their mates. “ There is much more, amigo. 
In the room beyond there are ingots. 
These Indians have hoarded gold for 
centuries. The Spaniards demanded in
gots. The Indio made ingots. Then other 
Indians killed his messengers and took 
the gold. Finally in such a cache as this, 
the gold is rediscovered. That, senor, 
is romance.”

“There are two dead men at the head 
of the steps—and that is murder.” 

Carrera rolled his eyes. “ Malpaso del 
Infiemo! Again you look at lizards and 
miss the stars. Senor, look! This is gold, 
pure gold. It is money wherever men 
walk; where they trade and where they 
fight it is money. Money is more power
ful than guns. With such an arsenal as 
this I can free Chile.”

84

“ You used to talk like a soldier. Now 
you are going to be a tradesman. Well, 
liberty is not bought and sold in the 
market place!”

“ Think you not? With this money I 
can buy troops— the troops of anyone. 
I  can buy Spaniards. Once you have 
bought your army, you can call tyranny 
freedom or call freedom tyranny and 
your men will believe you. They fight 
for pay, amigo, but the wise man offers 
them a compliment by covering the gold 
with the mantle of glorious words.” 

“ And you, you cheap faker, talked to 
me of Chile while you schemed to mur
der Indians for gold.”

“ Murder!” Again Carrera rolled his 
eyes. “ Sacre! You lose a third of your 
men and get yourself covered with 
wounds—and call it murder. What do 
you call war? For a soldier, Craig Archer, 
you have the mind of a child.”

“ I did not fight for gold.”
“ You joined my army on a contract 

that called for pay.”
Archer flushed. “ It was a good cause. 

I  had no fortune. I  could not even serve 
my own country without accepting pay
ment.”

Carrera’s smile was mocking, a slow 
unveiling of white teeth. Archer thought 
of what the man had just said about 
the cause, the glorious words, being a 
mere compliment: the mantle thrown 
over the gold which hires fighting men. 
Carrera, however, was too wise to remind 
him.

“ Amigo,”  he said softly, “ you never 
understand me. I could have lived com
fortably in Buenos Aires or under Span
ish rule in Chile on the money that I 
have spent so far in fighting for my 
country’s freedom.”

“ Gold from other murdered Indians in 
other mountain villages!”

Carrera shrugged. “ Be that true or be 
it false, it is irrelevant. I had the money 
to purchase ease. I spent it to purchase 
what? Danger, discomfort, death, per
haps— scorn and insults from you, humil
iation from O’Higgins. Madre de Dios, 
amigo, am I made of wood? I tell you 
that I look upward. Chile shall be free. 
I live for that and spend for it. I  use 
the tools that come to my hand, from 
whatever hand they fall.”
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“And this gold is for the treasury of 
Chile, I suppose?”  Archer’s lip curled 
scornfully.

Carrera’s eyebrows lifted. “A treas
ury? At the mercy of politicians, senor? 
Am I mad? No. This gold will be mine.
I have seen the way of heroes for I have 
been a hero. Should I free Chile, a grate
ful people would fete me. They would 
kiss my hand and cheer my name.” He 
snapped his fingers. “But if I, the heroic 
liberator, am poor, they will forsake me 
on the day after the feast to follow 
some fool whose wealth dazzles them.” 

“So you want to be a hero and 
wealthy, too.”

“ Si, sefior. The two must go together. 
I will be the hero of Chile, and rich. 
Then the people will continue to honor 
me, and what I have personally won 
shall be secure. I will die respected be
cause I did not let some stinking mer
chant, covered with jewels, patronize 
me in any public place.”

“And the men who win all this for 
you? They will have to be heroes or you 
will not win.”

Carrera shrugged. “You will share in 
the gold; not the men.”

“Why not the men?”
“ Santisdm a! I am patient. Look you! 

If I give the men a share now, they will 
be killing each other for trouble shares 
or building hatreds by gambling it away 
to one another. If I  promise it to them 
at the end of the campaign, I make them 
cowards because they will no longer 
take risks.”

“How about promising nothing, but 
dividing after the victory?”

“Ah, yes. So heroes may wallow in 
shame. A glorious army would then be
come the scandal of bordellos. No, senor. 
I pay according to the contract and the 
men will be frugal, thinking of their 
passage home. They will go home grum
bling but they will be veteran soldiers 
with tales to tell: such to men of that 
breed is a form of riches.”

“Yes, if they live through your march 
to glory.”

Carrera spread his hands. “ With that, 
sefior, I have nothing to do. It is each 
man’s dice with the angels.”

ARCHER rose. On moral 
issues, Carrera was invincible 
because he recognized no such 
thing as morals. A policy 

served his ends or it did not—and there 
was no other test for it. The air in this 
vault was dead and Archer was feeling 
the effect of his wounds now. He knew 
what Carrera’s game was and he could 
plan ahead. It was enough.

“There was a matter of prisoners,” he 
said. “My lieutenant refused to sur
render them to your officer.”

“ Ah, yes.” Carrera tensed, his eyes 
wary.

“My lieutenant was correct. It was 
a matter to be discussed with me.” 

“And you discussed it?”
“Yes. I then interrogated your officer 

and found that you had ordered him to 
take the prisoners in custody.”

Carrera was still tense. There was 
neither humor nor mockery in him now. 
He was not welcoming a showdown on 
the question of the prisoners, but the 
issue was obviously important to him.

“I issued such an order.”
Archer nodded as though the matter 

held no importance for him. “Under 
those circumstances, I had your officer 
sign for the prisoners and surrendered 
them to him.”

“Ah!” Relief shone like a light in the 
face of Carrera. “That is excellent. There 
should never be conflict between officers 
in the face of the men, am igo. When the 
officers are agreed and settle their dif
ferences among themselves, the men are 
well led. Soldiers must never get the 
idea they can prevail against officers.” 

“And the prisoners?”
“ I will see to them personally.” 
Archer turned away. There was an 

evil gleam in Carrera’s eyes and he 
knew that Can-era was aware of the 
prisoners’ identity. It was not likely 
that he would release so dangerous a 
man as Rodriguez, particularly when 
there was past enmity between them. 
The expression on his face seemed to 
indicate that he had discovered two more 
lizards who were distracting him from 
his high vision of the stars.

Archer looked down upon the
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sprawled, unlovely body of Don Her
nando, The man was sleeping noisily, 
a drunken snore rasping through his 
nostrils, his lips drooling. His left arm 
was curled away from his body and 
Archer could see the little golden medal 
of the fool on his wrist.

There was an inscription on that medal 
which read: G old is -never ow ned. I t  be
longs only to  its possessor. He wondered 
if Hernando had remembered that in
scription for even a minute while he was 
drinking himself stupid in triumph over 
his temporary possession of the gold in 
this vault, gold which other men had 
gloated over, owned for a time and died 
to defend.

Gold! It was the stuff that the Aztecs 
called “ the tears of the sun.”  Well, the 
Indians of South America were far from 
stupid. There were tears in it for any
one who let it hypnotize him.

Don Miguel, too, was looking down 
at his brother. “ I will spend the night 
here,”  he said. “ Tell that fool. Olmeda, 
to double the guard. No one must enter 
here, or the men who permit an intruder 
will hang.”

“Right!”
Archer went out and his wounds were 

blazing now. There was a moon high 
in a dark sky and the peaks of the 
Andes were touched lightly with silver. 
There was an awe-inspiring majesty 
about them. Cold and remote, towering 
to the stars, they did not invite passage. 
There was death up there, chill, imper
sonal death that did not recognize a 
man as a man, but rather as an intruder 
upon the rest of the gods.

“God! It would be easy to become an 
Indian down here and think like an 
Indian.”

Archer did not know why he said it, 
the words were wrenched from him. He 
had been in the physical presence of 
gold that had served in pagan temples 
and some of its power had reached out to 
him. He shook his head and turned his 
back resolutely to the mountains.

The city on the rock was quiet now 
save in one corner where a man sang 
and a stringed instrument thrummed. 
Archer moved toward the voice and 
stood in the shadows.

There were a dozen Chileno soldiers

sitting or lying on the ground before a 
low adobe bouse. The voiee came from 
the darkened doorway—a deep, rich, 
haunting voice that sang of glory, of 
singing swords, of a wide plain and of 
the love of women.

These were guards, some of them, and 
soldiers who would rather hear brave 
singing than sleep. The voice, of course, 
was Senor Don Manuel Rodriguez Ar- 
doiza, a prisoner of war.

Archer turned quietly away and he 
was pondering the folly of a man who 
would set Chileno soldiers over such a 
prisoner—a man who claimed himself 
that he could sell the coals of hell to a 
sacristan for the heating of holy water.

CHAPTER XI

COFFINS IN  THE NIGHT

ARCHER slept heavily for 
six hours, then the pain of 
his wounds awakened him. 

vMnBr Kelly was awake and changed 
the bandages for him.

“ That damn Chileno, Olmeda, has 
been clamoring around,” he said dryly. 
“Thought I should wake you up.” 

“Don’t tell me. I ’ll guess. His pris
oners escaped.”

Greg Kelly winked. “You must have 
second sight, Captain.”

“Tell me about it!”
“There’s not much that I know, ex

cept that they cannot blame us for it. 
We had the prisoners and this Olmeda 
wasn't happy till he had them. This 
morning they were gone and four of the 
Chilenos were gone, too— horses, equip
ment, everything.”

“Only four? I am surprised that Rod
riguez did not talk the lot of them into 
following him.”

“Maybe he didn’t want them.”
“You do not care for the Chilenos, do 

you?”
Kelly shrugged. “They are good sol

diers, as brave as any. Good men, too. 
But they have too many leaders. It gets 
them in the habit of shopping around 
for a new general to follow. You never 
know where they stand.”

Archer looked thoughtful. He had 
never considered the matter of these



87TO THE LAST MAN

several Chilean armies from that stand
point before. Some splendid manpower 
was being wasted through rivalry in 
leadership.

Kelly finished the re-bandaging. “ I 
am glad that they got away,”  he said. 
“ I never did like the idea of that girl 
being a prisoner here.”

“ Nor I  ”  Archer walked around the 
room to loosen up his muscles. “ But 
let us refrain from comment, Kelly. Tell 
the men to keep their mouths shut. It 
is a problem for our allies. None of our 
business.”

“ Eight.”
Archer got into a fresh uniform, had 

his breakfast and went on a tour of visits 
to his wounded. One man, Ames of 
Rhode Island, had died in the night, two 
more were in dangerous condition, and 
there were ten men with serious wounds 
that would take time in the healing. 
Most of the others had received wounds 
of one kind or another, but they were 
not complaining. It does something for 
a soldier’s morale to serve under a leader 
who, himself, suffers wounds.

Out in the square again, Archer en
countered Lieutenant Olmeda. The man 
had aged in a night. There were deep 
lines in his face and his eyes were red- 
rimmed. He managed a jerky salute.- 

“ Captain,”  he said, “ I am exhausted. 
No one has come to relieve me of com
mand. Colonel Carrera is still in the 
house of the Cacique and no one, not 
even I, dares to enter. Major Carrera, 
too, is in the house of the Cacique. You 
will take command, Captain Archer?” 

Archer stared at him without expres
sion. “ Who appointed you to com
mand?”

“ Colonel Carrera, sefior.”
Archer shrugged. “ Then you must re

main in command until he relieves you.” 
“ But, senor—”
“ I said that you must remain in 

command.”
Olmeda’s shoulders slumped. “ Si, 

senor. But I have had no sleep. And 
my prisoners have escaped.”

Archer discounted the Chilean lieu
tenant’s claim that he had had no sleep. 
The man had probably settled down 
comfortably as soon as the camp grew 
quiet. Quite possibly, however, he had

been without sleep since he received the 
news about the prisoners. It was a bad 
spot, but if Archer took responsibility 
upon his own shoulders now, it would 
confuse the issues and it would encour
age the Carreras to stupidly delegate 
authority again at some future time. 
After all, they had kept the first two 
posts of command for themselves. He 
frowned at the hapless Olmeda.

“ You permitted those prisoners to 
escape?”

“ For el amor de Dios, senor! Not per
mitted! I placed a double guard. I  could 
not, myself, be everywhere. The rascally 
guard deserted and fled with the pris
oners.”

“They took horses and supplies, 
then?”

“ Si, senor.”
“ How much headstart have they had 

on your pursuit?”
Olmeda was pale now. “ Senor, there 

is no pursuit.”
“ No pursuit?”
“ No, senor. The men do not recog

nize my authority to order troops to 
leave this rock. They say that it means 
a battle since not all of the Indios, nor 
all of the gauchos, were killed. Only 
Colonel Carrera, they say, can give the 
order for a battle.”

Archer had difficulty in restraining a 
smile. He could well imagine the reluc
tance of these Chilenos to venture down 
onto the pampa in pursuit of their own 
countrymen when that pursuit would 
inevitably take them far into ideal am
bush country where their defeated foes 
of yesterday could take revenge on them. 
If Carrera ordered it, of course, they 
would go; but men do not care to risk 
death for what might be, conceivably, 
the mistake of a subordinate.

Olmeda was watching Archer’s face 
in desperate hope. “ You, senor, can 
order them to go. You have horsemen 
of your own.”

“ M y men and I are off duty. I  am 
sorry, Lieutenant, but I am afraid it is 
your problem.”

Archer turned away. He was not 
stirred to any deep compassion for 
Olmeda. The man was too weak to com
mand troops. It was still a world where 
only the fit deserved to survive.
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t  ARCHER spent an hour 
checking his horses and equip- 

' ment and in assigning light 
duty to those men of his com

mand who were fit. It started to rain then 
and he returned to his quarters through 
streets where a few dispirited Indians 
still worked under the direction of Car
rera’s soldiers. It was another hour 
before Carrera visited him. cursing fer
vently and shaking rain from his cape 
like a wet terrier.

“ Valgame de D ios! That fool, Olmeda! 
He has let the prisoners escape. He—” 

“Yes. He could not do the work of 
a colonel and a major, so you’ll prob
ably shoot him.”

Carrera looked sharply at Archer. 
“Would not you shoot him?”

“No. Because if I were in command, 
I would accept my responsibilities or 
delegate them to my second.”

“ You have an evil tongue. Archer. I 
will not shoot him. I will demote him 
to sergeant.”

“ And prove to your men that they 
were right in not obeying his com
mands.”

“Sacre' You are most unpleasant. You 
would have me hang medals on the 
fool?”

“ I’d leave him alone. He did a rotten 
job as commander, but he did a thou
sand per cent better than his two 
superior officers did.”

Carrera sat down heavily. “The situa
tion is grave,” he said. “We must not 
jest. That Rodriguez is a snake. He will 
go to O’Higgins. He will report this 
battle. We are discredited, amigo.”  

“How?” Archer’s eyes were level. “We 
were commissioned to smash the Indians 
so that they would not harry San Mar
tin’s army. Rodriguez fought against us 
and for the Indians. How does he face 
O’Higgins and how are we discredited?” 

He knew the answer to his question 
but he watched Carrera closely.

Carrera’s eyes slid away from his. 
“We must be realists,” he said. “San 
Martin will not approve that we have 
destroyed a village which contributed 
soldiers, and perhaps gold, to his army. 
O’Higgins and Rodriguez will put a bad 
face upon it. San Martin may send 
troops against us.”

It was his indirect admission that he 
had ignored the hostile Indians against 
whom he had been sent in order to press 
this expedition of his own for loot. He 
rose to his feet as he spoke, pacing the 
floor with his hands behind his back.

Archer watched him indifferently. 
“My men captured those prisoners,”  he 
said. “ You demanded them. I begin to 
understand how you lost Chile.”

Carrera whirled and for a moment the 
savagery in his face was the savagery of 
a wounded leopard. He raised one 
clenched fist, then dropped it suddenly 
to his side.

“ What do you want?” he said. “ I 
cannot tolerate this bickering. How can 
I buy your loyalty?”

It was the opening that Archer 
wanted. “You cannot buy it,”  he said, 
“but I will trade you even. You get a 
good officer’s best service and the disci
plined service of his men.” He paused 
and his jaw thrust forward. “ For my 
part I demand frankness. I am tired of 
being told every time we make a move 
of what a difficult spot we are in—only 
to discover that you have been pulling 
some secret, shadowy piece of treachery 
that has gone wrong.”

Carrera threw his hands in the air. 
“Insults. Insults. All that I ever receive 
from you is insults. Why do I abide it?” 

“ It is easy to stop it. Try being honest 
for a change. Call things by their right 
names. Let me know what I am fighting 
for.”

Carrera stopped with his hands on his 
hips, then suddenly his eyes lighted up 
and his white smile flashed. “ You are 
incomparable,” he said. “And you, too, 
have endured much. I can give you no 
less than you ask.”

Archer stood facing him. “I share the 
purpose of the mission as well as the 
risk? No more hidden purposes?” 

Carrera took a step forward. “My 
hand on it, am igo. An exorbitant price 
would still be reasonable for such a 
comrade.”

Their hands met and Archer made a 
conscious effort to sweep the doubt f r o m  
his mind. He was a soldier and he m e a s 
ured a soldier’s chances. His men and 
Carrera’s were bound by m o r e  t h a n  
chance alliance. They w e r e  in h o s t i l e
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territory and they needed one another. 
The same was true no less of the officers 
—but he had to stand on his own rights. 
His named rank swung from captain to 
colonel and he cared little if it were one 
or another. On the basis of manpower 
commanded, Carrera could not deal with 
him as an inferior. The point had to be 
understood, now or later.

Carrera turned to the door. “ You and 
your men must rest one more day,” he 
said. “Mine have fewer wounds. I am 
having coffins made. Our honored dead 
will be buried at dawn w ith full honors.” 

“ Why not at sunset today?”
Carrera’s f a c e  expressed horror. 

“Never sunset, senor! You would consign 
them to the night.”

Archer shrugged. It seemed a small 
matter. He had seen many soldiers 
buried, usually where they fell and at 
whatever time was convenient. The 
Latino, however, made a ceremony of 
everything and that was his privilege.

ARCHER went out later and 
the Indians were hard at work, 
cutting and planing logs into 
planks, building coffins with

out nails, the planks notched and clever
ly joined into solid boxes. The Indian 
women were digging graves on the hill. 
Kelly joined him.

“ It’s a good thing to give them work 
to do,” he said. “ It takes their minds off 
the hell of being an Indian.”

Archer grinned. It was a poor joke, 
but even a poor joke is better than none 
when there is little to laugh at. He 
shifted his men so that they formed a 
solid community north of the village 
square, and left the rest of the town to 
the Indians. He saw no point in posting 
sentries since the Cbilenos would patrol 
the town anyway.

“Just tell the men to sleep with their 
weapons handy,”  he told Kelly. “They 
need all the rest they’ll get.”

He was thinking about Rodriguez rid
ing across the pampa as he slipped off 
to sleep. Of Rodriguez and of Ysabel 
and of O’Higgins who might lead an ex
pedition against them if they were 
branded as traitors.

Many hours later, and it seemed only 
minutes, he heard the hoarse whisper of

Kelly. “Captain, wake up! Something 
funny is going on. Taylor is out here 
and wants to speak to you.”

Archer blinked the sleep out of his 
eyes, suddenly alert. “ Send him in!” he 
said.

Taylor entered, touched his forehead 
with two fingers in what passed for a 
salute.

“ Captain, sir,”  he said, “ there’s some
thing strange has happened. I didn’t get 
the hang of it at first and I had to go 
easy. I wasn’t sleeping well and—”

“Never mind about your insomnia. 
What happened?”

“I ’m telling you, sir. I looked out for 
a breath of air and there’s a burial party 
goin’ on.”

“A burial party? Indians?”
“ Yes, sir—and not Indians. Chilenos 

they were. Haulin’ coffins and cussing a 
bit. So I slipped out, curious like, and 
there’s quite a bit of a moon so I have 
to be careful. They were hauling the 
coffins down the trail on mules and the 
wagons that brought our supplies are 
down below on the plain waiting for 
them. I ’m a heathen Chinee, sir, if they 
don’t put the coffins in the wagons and 
they’ve got a mounted escort all ready 
to start out.”

Archer was sitting tense now. “And 
did they?”

“ I did not wait to see. I came away 
to tell you, but it was slower getting 
back, what with soldiers sleeping in the 
houses and sentries patrolling and a 
bright moon. . . .”

“ Where did they keep the bodies 
awaiting burial?”  Archer asked abruptly.

“In the Cacique’s house. The colonel, 
Carrera that is, said it was cool and dry 
in the cellars. We took our dead up 
there and—”

“ Never mind!” Archer’s jaw was hard. 
“Thanks for being alert, Taylor. You’re 
a good man. I need a second lieutenant 
in Dunne’s place. I ’ll post your name 
in the morning.”

He waved away the man’s thanks and 
reached for his clothes. It was only a 
few hours since he had taken the hand 
of Miguel Carrera on the pledge that 
there would be no more hidden purposes. 
He stamped his feet into his boots and 
turned to the door.
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It was time for one last showdown 
with Don Miguel. He stopped to give 
one order to Greg Kelly.

“ Turn out the men,”  he said. “ I want 
them mounted and ready for action in 
twenty minutes. I want a dozen of them, 
with my horse, before the house of the 
Cacique.”

CHAPTER X II

VIVA LA PATRIA!

THE dawn was still a half hour 
away. Black silence held the 
city on the rock save for the 
muffled sound of animals in 

motion near the top of the trail. Archer 
stalked swiftly across the central plaza, 
conscious that his wounds were paining 
him horribly; conscious of little else.

Before the house of the Cacique, two 
sentries paced and two stood quiet 
guard. There was a certain stiffening in 
the attitudes of the guards, a break in 
the rhythm of sentry-pacing when 
Archer was recognized. He was almost 
a legendary figure to these soldiers of 
Chile, an officer remote from themselves 
and consequently a bit terrifying as 
legendary figures are apt to be. They 
had their orders and they had been con
vinced that their lives hung upon their 
faithfulness to those orders, but this man 
was lightning that they did not care 
to call down upon themselves.

Archer ignored the sentries and 3tared 
with stormy eyes at the guards who 
blocked his passage to the door. “ Is 
Colonel Carrera in there?” he said.

“ No, senor!” The voice was shaky.
“ Where is he?”
“ I know not, senor. No sta qui.”
It was the voice of a man who dared 

not lie, who was not yet certain that 
he dared carry out the orders upon 
which his life depended. Archer did not 
crush lizards while he looked at stars. 
There was no point in going in if Car
rera was not there, although he was 
prepared to go in through double this 
number of guards if his man was behind 
the door.

He stood there, staring at the two 
men, and the hooves of a horse crushed 
the gravel in the square. Carrera rode

out of the shadows and swung grace
fully down from the saddle. His eyebrows 
lifted in astonishment when he saw 
Archer.

“ What, my captain! It is early.”
“ Let us go inside.”
Carrera looked at him uneasily. “ As 

you will,” he said. He made a motion 
to the guards and one of them swung 

• half of the massive door open. There 
was a lantern on a small table in the 
narrow room they entered. Carrera 
picked it up and carried it down a stone 
passageway to another room that was 
like the dining-hall of a monastery, ac
cept for the carvings of the sun god, the 
moon god and lesser luminaries. When 
he set the lantern down upon the floor, 
tremendous shadows danced upon the 
wall and lost themselves in denser shad
ow near the roof. Carrera wet his lips.

“ If I tell you that I am sentimental, 
if not religious, and that I send the 
bodies of Catholics to rest in hallowed 
ground, you will not believe me.” he said. 

“ You know damned well that I won’t.”  
“But no. You are always difficult. M y 

friend, I sent out in those coffins one 
half of the gold from this accursed 
village.”

Archer’s mouth was grim. “That was 
obvious.”

“ It was also sane. M y brother takes 
it to his estancia near Buenos Aires. 
You and I, amigo, dice with destiny. If 
there should be disaster, an ally with 
gold upon whom we can call may well 
tip the game in our favor.”

“That is as pretty as all your past 
explanations. Wre agreed that there was 
to be no more of that.”

Carrera spread his hands helplessly. 
“ M y mind works too swiftly, senor. An 
idea comes. I act. I am unaccustomed 
to asking any man’s approval.”

“You had that idea when you ordered 
the coffins made. When you were pledg
ing frankness and honesty to me.” 

Carrera’s eyes hardened. “ It is done,” 
he said. “ It is wise. You need know 
nothing else. You are too brash. .1, 
senor, am your commander.”

Archer sat on his chair with his legs 
straight out, his stormy stare fixed on 
the face of Carrera.

“ You are no longer,”  he said. “ You
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have been deposed. M y men are in the 
saddle and at a word from me, they will 
annihilate your Chilenos. At this mo
ment there are a dozen of them holding 
this house under guard. I  told you that 
I  would no longer put up with 
treachery.”

Carrera’s eyes were wide. He stared 
incredulously at Archer, then rose stiffly 
to his feet. Without a word, he walked 
back along the passage and threw open 
the door. Archer sat wfflere he was, un
moving, confident of the discipline in his 
own force, certain that the men were 
there.

CARRERA came back and 
his face was wax-white. “You 
cannot do this,”  he said. “ It 
is madness. I pay your men as 

I pay my own.”
“ You held me to you once with that 

card. The deck has been shuffled. There 
is gold a-plenty with which I can pay 
them. Gold that you took by force, that 
you can lose to force.”

It was the motto on Hernando Car
rera’s medal, dramatized suddenly in 
grim, uncompromising action. Gold, is 
never owned. I t  belongs to its possessor. 
Don Manuel may have been thinking of 
that as he stared at Archer.

“ What do you want?” he said.
“ You asked me that before, too. I 

told you. Now you will learn slowly 
what I want. You are removed from 
command. Please hold yourself under 
arrest, confined to these quarters. My 
Own men will replace your guards.”

“ But, senor!”
“ Your one chance is to obey orders 

gracefully. Remember that.”
Archer rose and turned his back on 

the man who had been Chile’s first 
president, the man who had fought for 
Spain against Napoleon, who had fought 
for Chile against Spain. Senor Don 
Jose Miguel de Carrera had climbed 
high and fallen far. Somewhere in the 
vaults beneath him was the gold for 
which he had fought a battle. Some
where, too, in the vaults were the men 
who had died in that battle, dispossessed 
from their coffins in favor of the gold 
for which they died.

Outside the dawn was a thousand

shades of color in the sky and a dozen 
Americans, bearded and hard from cam
paigning, sat their mounts and watched 
impersonally the four uneasy guards be
fore the house of the Cacique.

Archer closed the big door behind him 
and his eyes swept the four Chilenos. 
“ Guard relieved!” he said. He nodded to 
Taylor, who was wearing his promotion 
into action for the first time. “ Detail 
four men to replace them, Lieutenant!”

“ But, senor?”  One of the guards ven
tured to protest, then quailed under 
Archer’s hard stare.

“ I said you are relieved. Return to 
your quarters.”

“ Si, senor.”
The men were frightened, but force 

is force and must be respected. Four 
Americans took over the guarding of 
the big door.

“ No one must enter— or leave!”
Archer swung into the saddle.
In the next hour, he replaced Chilean 

sentries at all key points with his own 
men. He had Olmeda and another officer 
turn out the Chilenos for review— and he 
counted heads. He returned then to 
his own quarters for breakfast and for 
deliberation.

He had eighty-nine men in his own 
command who were fit for service, four
teen with wounds which incapacitated 
them. That was all that remained of a 
hundred and fifty. There were ninety- 
two fit fighting men in the Chilean com
mand plus twenty-two mule packers and 
laborers. Eleven Chilenos had serious 
wounds. The combined command, there
fore. had a hundred and eighty-one fight
ing men. Carrera had detailed some of 
his best to the escort train of the coffins.

Somewhere on the plain was Rodri
guez who would ride, probably, to San 
Martin and O’Higgins, branding this 
force on the rock as outlaws and closing 
the road to retreat. Somewhere in the 
mountains would be the Indians who had 
escaped from the battle, rallying their 
kind, probably, to return to the siege. 
The rock was poorly supplied to stand 
a siege. It lived normally on the meat 
and the grain of the pampa, brought by 
the gauchos who looked to the rock for 
support. That source was gone. The 
pampa was hostile.
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The conquerors, then, were caught 
tightly in their own web.

He could, Archer knew, take his com
mand back to Mendoza, surrender Car
rera as a prisoner and throw himself 
upon the mercy of San Martin. Rodri
guez, probably, would be there to. vouch 
for him. Mendoza was a real military 
camp with .disciplined soldiery. It rep
resented soldiering as Archer liked it; 
planning, discipline, order. It repre
sented, too, gentler things: the cool eyes 
of Helen Banning, for instance. Yes, 
and the slim, gallantly challenging 
Ysabel.

Only the terms upon which he must 
return were distasteful.

There remained Buenos Aires. He 
could seize the rest of the gold, strike 
out as Hernando Carrera had done and, 
paying his men off bounteously, take 
ship for the states. Perhaps!

It was easier to enter a foreign country 
than to leave it, particularly if one 
sought to leave with gold. Don Her
nando would be before him and there 
was evidence that the man had political 
influence in Buenos Aires. The merce
nary troops of a Carrera would hardly 
be permitted to leave against the wishes 
of a Carrera. Buenos Aires was too big 
for force or daring to prevail against 
authority.

What then? He had the command of 
this force. He could do with it as he 
wished. He need only make a decision.

ARCHER paced the square 
and looked up on the Andes, 
their white crowned majesty 
mocking the puny attempts 

of man to play the role of destiny. He 
reached in his pocket and shook the 
little gold medal in his hand. It came 
to rest in his palm with the face of 
the fool downward.

The fool calls upon the tiger to defend, 
him from a dog, the inscription read.

That was it. That was wisdom and 
the answer to everything. He was in 
a trap, a terrifying trap, but it could 
easily be worse. He might well make it 
worse by turning for help to any quarter, 
by placing his reliance upon anything 
beyond himself. It is so easy to exchange 
the dog of one dilemma for the tiger

of a greater one. If the medal had fallen 
the other way, it would still have been 
a sage adviser. He knew well what was 
on that other side; the face of a grinning 
fool and an inscription.

I  have two sides. Power has only one.
That, too, was something to remem

ber. The way of power was not the way 
of hesitation and doubt, the path of 
indecision. Power struck cleanly, hard. 
Power mounted to the saddle and rode to 
an objective, let die who would beneath 
the hooves. Power was the glorious, 
horrible, stimulating, savage storming of 
this rock. He,. Archer, could have died 
on that mad, hacking charge and he 
would not have cared.

That was the important thing. He 
would not have cared. Probably none 
of those who did die cared one bit. Heat 
and passion and conflict wipe out fear 
and even the love of life. A man sit
ting on this rock and wrestling with a 
decision might cower in the shadow of 
death, afraid for himself and shuddering 
away from the necessity of taking life. 
A man with a swinging saber in his hand 
and the path of power beneath the 
hooves of his hoise feared nothing. 
Death was the sardonically chuckling 
companion of the man who rode hard, 
not a foe to be feared. When steel sang 
and blood flowed, one could hear the 
whisper of death undaunted. It seemed 
to say: “ Wrhat fear you, comrade? Are 
we not together?”

Archer’s shoulders straightened. It 
was good to be a soldier and to possess 
a soldier’s mind. WHhat hells of doubt 
and craven fear, a scheming politician 
lived on! The man who tried to scheme 
his way to power died a thousand deaths 
while death itself sneered at him, de
spising him. Cleave straight, exchange 
no dogs for tigers and read only one side 
of the shield. That was power. That was 
the way to go.

He felt the iron of decision in his veins 
and it was a good thing. He would go 
to the house of the Cacique, but first he 
must see his second-in-command. Kelly 
saluted him gravely, but with the light 
of excitement in his eyes.

Greg Kelly had read the signs aright. 
There had been a coup d’etat and an 
American was taking this expedition on



TO THE LAST MAN

to wherever it might go. Archer, toid 
him no more than he had to tell him.

“ General assembly in the square at 
sundown,”  he said. “ I want every fight
ing man, American and Chilean, present. 
See to the proper assignment of forces.” 

“ Right, sir.”
Kelly understood that, too. He would 

distribute the strength of the American 
forces so that the Chilenos would be 
flanked. He was a good man, the sort 
that one wanted for a second. Archer 
rode to the house of the Cacique, swung 
down stiffly from the saddle and re
turned the salutes of his guard.

INSIDE Archer found Car
rera sitting at the table where 
he had left him, cold sober, 
his arms folded on his chest. 

Don Manuel stared at him but did not 
speak. Archer seated himself, legs 
straight out.

“ We have a hundred and eightv-one 
fighting men,”  he said. “WTe are going 
across the Andes to Chile.”

Carrera, startled, unfolded his arms. 
“ When?”

“ Two days or three. We have no 
longer than that and we must prepare 
as best we can.”

Carrera drew a deep breath. “ Such 
was my own plan,” he said, “but it still 
frightens me.”

“ It is my plan now. If it frightens 
you, you may stay.”

“ Bah! Again I say that you do not 
understand me. You never did.”

“Or perhaps I understand you too 
well.”

“ You deceive yourself. Look! You 
consider me selfish, greedy for gold. You 
doubt my patriotism, my love for Chile. 
Am I not right?”

“Correct!”
Carrera rested his elbows on the table, 

his chin upon the fiat of his fists. “ Why 
then did I not go with my brother and 
the gold to Buenos Aires?”

“ There was still gold remaining.”
“No. And you do not believe that. I 

could have taken more gold than I sent. 
I  could forget Chile and be rich and 
powerful in Buenos Aires. Rich and 
powerful men can control nations. A  
scoundrel would say: ‘What matters it

if I  live on one side of the mountains 
or the other, so long as I live com
fortably?’ ”

“Keep talking. I  am interested.”
“ I did not say that. I have been in 

Spain with army rank and money. I 
still loved Chile. I have been in your 
United States which is still young and 
welcomes men with money. I loved 
Chile. I have been in Buenos Aires. 
Amigo, gold runs through my fingers and 
changes into men and weapons that will 
fight for Chile. "Where then am I selfish 
or greedy, a schemer for self?”

“ You’re mad for power.”
“ It is easier to obtain in places where 

it is not necessary to seize it with a 
sword from men who use swords well.” 

“All right. Suppose that I admit that 
you are a fine, upstanding patriot. I  still 
cannot trust you. I do not intend, to 
trust you.”

“Because you set your will and your 
judgment forever above mine. You have 
won. I split my force to protect our 
possible retreat and you are stronger. 
I  accept your orders.”

Archer stared at him grimly. This man 
could talk. Plausibility flowed from him 
in ripples of soft speech. To listen to 
his voice was to be convinced but when 
one left his presence, doubt returned. 
His mind was elusive, not to be pinned 
down by blunt minds that were driven 
by facts.

“ You told me once, Carrera, that once 
in Chile, with a force however small, 
your former followers would rally to 
you.”

“With armed men—and with gold—
yes.”  _

“With gold? Then, you cannot count 
on any support that you cannot buy?” 

“ We discussed all of that before, 
amigo. All support is bought—in one 
way or another. Even the stupid peon 
does not accept a beggar as his leader. 
He reasons that a leader who can im
prove his lot will not be, himself, in 
need. WTho can deny such reasoning?” 

Archer pondered, looking stormily at 
Carrera, the instrument to which he was 
bound, coup or no coup. “ I am going to 
leave you in command, as far as the men 
are concerned,”  he said, “because I do 
not want you plotting under me nor do

93
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I want Chileans and Americans divided. 
But I will give you your orders. You 
will consult me before attempting the 
use of any authority.”

“You drive hard bargains.”
“ I have to. Now let us draw up a 

map of what is before us.”
“ First, senor, the gold. We must be 

discreet about it.”
“ More coffins? No. And no discretion. 

If I  accepted your invitation of ‘Let us 
be scoundrels together,’ I  would be your 
man again. We will deal honestly with 
the men and tell them of the gold.”

“You are mad!”
“ No. It is to be used in the service 

of Chile even as they are. They will 
understand that. Each man is to be paid 
according to your contract with my men 
in advance. He receives a bonus of a 
like amount if our campaign is suc
cessful.”

“ They will gamble and cut one an
other’s throats.”

“No. Because no man will receive as 
a bonus any greater amount than he 
himself has saved. Any man having more 
than he receives here will have the ex
cess subtracted from his bonus. The 
share of any man lost goes into a pool 
for all unless he has willed it to rela
tives.”

“And us?”
“We share as the rest. You on the 

same basis as myself. The amount is 
written in the contract. Unfortunately I 
cannot control what went to Buenos 
Aires. You got away with that. But half 
of whatever gold is here remains for the 
Indians.”

“ Insane!”  Carrera was suddenly angry. 
“ What conqueror leaves wealth to the 
conquered?”

“ We do. We set an example for the 
ages.”  Archer’s lips curled with irony. 
“Now let us discuss the campaign.”

At sundown he sat on his horse beside 
Carrera, facing the assembled troops. 
Carrera announced solemnly that the 
dead, with the exception of pious Catho
lics sent to Buenos Aires for burial in 
hallowed ground, had been interred in 
the vaults beneath the stone house. It 
was a lie that Archer permitted him for 
the sake of morale. There was a solemn 
moment of respect for the dead and a

lonely drum rolled out a sad salute.
Archer then announced the plan for 

payment and the dead were forgotten. 
He waited until everyone understood, 
then turning slowly in the saddle, he 
gestured to the red gold sky beyond the 
Andes.

“ There,”  he said, “ lies Chile.”
Carrera broke the solemn hush that 

followed his words. “ Viva la patriaf* he 
said.

The Chilenos echoed his words in a 
long cheer and American voices swelled 
the chorus. The Andes were high and 
cold, the trail was long, and at the end 
the Spaniards waited; but here were gal
lant and generous leaders, gold to be 
divided, brave men to share in both 
wealth and danger.

Viva la patria!

CHAPTER X III

PASO DEL DIABLO

THERE were only a hundred 
and fifty fighting men in the 
party which headed into the 
Andes from the city on the 

rock. Archer had called for volunteers 
who would stay, build wagons and escort 
the wounded to Buenos Aires. Eleven 
Americans and twenty Chilenos had re
sponded, sacrificing their chance at a 
bonus for the more welcome chance of 
spending a share of what they had at 
an early date. Most of them had minor 
wounds or were otherwise weakened for 
mountain campaigning and the role they 
chose was hazardous enough. They had 
a fifty-fifty chance of getting away from 
the rock and across the plains alive. They 
knew it and they accepted that chance.

The men who turned their faces 
toward Chile were hardened, confident, 
singing and jesting as they rode. Don
keys taken from the Indians and sur
viving mules of their own pack train 
trudged along at a steady pace of be
tween five and six miles an hour. They 
had aparejos on their backs beneath their 
loads—rawhide sacks filled with grass 
that saved them from chafing under the 
weight they carried. There were gold 
ingots in those packs, meager medical 
supplies, blankets and all too little food:
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came seco (dried beef), flat, bard bread, 
cheese, a small quantity of dried vege
tables for soup. There was ammunition, 
too, and spare rifles.

If the party was better equipped to 
combat Spaniards than it was to face 
the fury of the guarding Andes, no one 
spoke of that.

Viva la patria!
“History would be dull without mad

men, amigo. We ride with the ghosts of 
the great.”  Carrera’s words were mock
ing, but his smile flashed. He was him
self again; seeming to be the commander, 
although not actually in command.

Archer, beside him, was grimmer, but 
his eyes were bright. “ Nothing is mad 
unless it fails,”  he said. “ W7e shall not 
failr”

He had forced his mind away from 
that disciplined camp at Mendoza where 
patient men prepared for more than a 
year to conquer the Andes—men who 
invented and built devices for slinging 
loads over crevasses; men who experi
mented constantly with packloads and 
beast capacities; men who built artillery 
and worked out methods for transporting 
it. Mendoza and the Army of the Andes 
were something apart. Here were one 
hundred and fifty men and the spur of 
necessity. San Martin might plan to 
cross the Andes. Archer had to cross 
them.

The devils who dwell in all mountains 
were as tricky as members of the tribe 
Carrera. On that first day they made 
things just difficult enough to try men’s 
mettle; not to discourage them. The 
road skirted the edge of the mountains 
and the morning was hot. The sun re
flected back from fine white sand and 
there were no trees. The trail itself was 
cluttered with boulders and large stones 
which had to be removed by hand. Twice 
Indians perched on distant rocks and 
watched them.

In the afternoon they entered the 
sierras and started the slow trek up a 
winding road between high, wooded 
ridges. Darkness found them camped 
along a brook, weary but goodhumored. 
The soldiers sprawled on grass while 
the mule packers removed the pack ani
mals’ loads, their voices ringing out 
cheerfully.

“Qxte hay, Mtdero?”
Other men sang and a few musical in

struments appeared while food was dis
tributed. Santissima! This was the way 
to go to Chile.

They were cheerful still in the dawn 
and the steepening climb did not daunt 
them. Up! Up! They rode single file and 
they passed orders up the line in echoing 
shouts. Ride on, vaquerista!

Down into a wide, fertile valley, then 
off to the right with an incredibly steep 
trail that climbed up the face of the 
range. The shouts became less cheerful, 
then ceased altogether. Men and beasts 
crawled along the steep wall of the moun
tain and the trail zigzagged so sharply 
that Archer, looking ahead from his posi
tion in the middle of the line, could see 
the heads of the animals for a half mile 
ahead—half of them pointing north, half 
south.

Suddenly there was a shrill shriek of 
terror as a horse lost its footing; a man’s 
husky, frightened cry; then man and 
animal were spinning down a sheer de
clivity like a pinwheel. Above them on 
the trail other animals snorted and 
pranced and fought their riders. Con
fusion swept along the line and then, as 
swiftly, order was restored. One Ameri
can, John Boyce of Rhode Island, would 
never see Chile.

The mountain devils drew back into 
the deepening shadows, satisfied for the 
moment. The rocky sides of the trail 
threw back echoes of a full day’s heat 
and the caravan crawled on.

There was singing again that night 
in the camp, but not so much of it. In 
the morning two sentries were missing 
and on the ground were two broken 
arrows, the signature of the enemies who 
took them.

“ We cannot find Indians in these 
mountains, amigo. As well chase goats,” 
Carrera said. “ We can but double the 
guard next time.”

Archer nodded grimly. “ One enemy at 
a time is enough.”

He was beginning to understand why 
the Indian legends populated the moun
tains with devils who, invisible them
selves, fought savagely against men who 
dared the passes. “ Something” in these 
mountains was hostile to man. The feel
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ing of danger mounted with each foot 
of the trail that was conquered.

SMpSjHB THE mountains were all 
around them now, hemming 
them in. For hours they fol- 
lowed the dry bed of an an

cient river and the heat stifled them: 
then the trail wound upward again and 
men were silent. The mountainside over
hung the trail on the right; to the left 
dizzy precipices dropped sheer for hun
dreds of feet.

Animals squealed with fright and a 
dislodged stone or a dropped piece of 
equipment clattered and echoed weirdly 
for minutes.

The trail narrowed to fifteen inches 
and men, dismounting to lead their ani
mals, were white with fear of it. Loose 
rocks slid from under their feet and the 
mules stopped every few minutes to 
test the way ahead gingerly with their 
forefeet.

Three horses and two men dropped off 
into space and only those closest to 
them knew that they were gone.

Black peaks surrounded them that 
night and the arrieros built fires of dung 
collected through the day. There was 
the chill of nearby snow masses in the 
wind of evening and no one sang.

The fourth day was like the third save 
that the trail was steeper still, the foot
ing more broken. Two more men died 
but no one spoke about them. No one 
spoke longer about the danger from 
Indians either. The Indians, obviously, 
having exacted a symbolic revenge, had 
left them to the demons of the high 
sierras.

One Chileno sobbed through the night 
and that was a portent of things to come.

They arrived at the second of the three 
great passes on the fifth day and men 
sang again, sang drunkenly and loudly. 
Other men shouted and made wild ges
tures, their eyes wide. It was as though 
some great demon of the pass had be
witched them suddenly. They scarcely 
saw one another. Each man was con
cerned only with himself. Archer found 
it horrifying. He shouted commands 
and no one paid any attention to him. 
One voice, louder and hoarser than the 
rest, particularly infuriated him. He

looked up for its author vainly, then 
pulled up, shaken.

It was his own voice. Between com
mands to the others, he had been shout
ing even as they.

Carrera, wax-white, joined him at the 
noon stop. They were pulled into a wide 
plain just below the glaciers, with the 
wind beginning to sing to them. Men 
rolled on the ground and neglected the 
animals. Incoherent laughter sounded 
from all sides. Some men, bent double, 
were vomiting.

“ It is the soroche!”  Carrera said 
hoarsely. “ The mountain sickness. Some 
of these men will go mad; some will die.”

Archer breathed deeply, took a grip 
upon himself. “ We must reach those 
least affected and help the others,”  he 
said.

Carrera nodded. “ Soup!” he said. 
' “ There is a soup of herbs.”

They moved together among the men, 
and with the aid of those who were 
touched least by the soroche they re
moved packs and prepared a pungent, 
savory soup. It was no time for pre
rogatives of rank. Archer, his head tight 
to the point of bursting, worked as hard 
as any man. Kelly, his second-in-com
mand, was rolling on the ground and 
laughing hysterically. The Americans, 
generally, were harder hit. Some of the 
Chilenos seemed scarcely to-feel it.

“ It is because the air is thin. One 
cannot breathe properly,”  Carrera said. 
“ This is the route of high passes. The 
highest lies ahead of us ”

They ladled out the soup and the 
men quieted. In an hour the laughter 
and the singing had stopped, but the 
men were dull, heavy-eyed. Archer stood 
beside Greg Kelly and looked down at 
him, unbelieving.

Kelly, the gay and gallant, who had 
stepped into the rank of second with 
determination and skill, was dead. He 
lay doubled over on the hard ground, 
his eyes glassy and his mouth drawn 
agonizingly wide. Kelly, who had ridden 
to the wars, had died alone without a 
parting word and without one gleam of 
glory to light his passing.

Two o f his comrades had gone with 
him to provide an escort and that was 
all.
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ARCHER rode on, sobered. 
Ahead of him the Andes tow- 

/  ered even higher. The line
filed on and now the winds of 

the world rushed to meet them. Swift 
flurries of snow blew into their faces 
blinding them and water froze in the 
canteens. The trail narrowed again and 
they spaced the animals so that the 
less hardy horses might, each of them, 
follow a mule— surest-footed of the 
beasts.

It snowed harder and two days blurred 
into an ordeal of sheer endurance. Archer 
did not know what was happening along 
the line. There was no longer a com
mand. It was each man for himself 
against the elements— riding, dismount
ing, unloading frightened pack animals, 
reloading, pushing on. Men fell down 
the faces of frightening cliffs and were 
as forgotten as the animals who fell with 
them.

Such was the passage of Paso del 
Diablo— a thing felt rather than seen 
or experienced.

Ice formed on trails that were only 
a foot and a half wide. Men had to string 
guide rails of rope across these dizzy 
ledges and other men, gripping the rope, 
had to bully and tug to force the animals 
through. A fortune in gold tumbled into 
black abysses and no one cared!

Then suddenly they were over the top 
of the world and sliding straight down 
the terrifying trails into a shadow-filled 
pit. Black mountains thrust barren fangs 
of rock upward toward the snow and 
far below giddy precipices the tops of 
tall trees were like blades of grass.

Taylor, his lath-like figure leaner 
than ever, the hollows in his cheeks more 
pronounced, clawed his way back along 
a dizzy chute to Archer.

“ Indians!” he said huskily. “ They’re 
making friendly signs. What will we do?”

Hope stirred in Archer. He roused 
himself from a dull torpor that had been 
settling upon him.

“ Signal that we are friends!”  he said. 
“This must be Chile!”

“ Ay, sir. Chile!” Taylor seemed to take 
on new life, too. He turned swiftly to 
the trail—and stepped suddenly off into 
space.
'  So suddenly did he go that Archer

could not believe it. He swung from his 
horse and threw himself face downward 
on the edge of the narrow trail, his eyes 
straining downward at a miniature world 
of trees and rocks a thousand feet below.

“ Taylor!”  he called. “ Taylor!”
The echoes threw back his voice and 

two birds rose, wheeling from a ledge, 
but there was nothing else. A man who 
had fought Indians along the Missouri 
and who had earned the rank of lieu
tenant in this wild country was down 
there somewhere, what was left of him. 
He had made only one misstep and he 
no longer mattered. Archer rose stiffly. 
Blindly he struggled down the trail on 
the mission that Tavlor had left unful
filled.

The caravan had halted and three 
solemn-looking, squat-faced Indians sat 
their ponies bare-back, blocking the way. 
They wore -ponchos, breeches of leather 
and sandals of woven straw. There was 
no apparent force at their backs and they 
had no weapons showing but they sat 
there proudly, unafraid. Archer raised 
his hand, palm out.

“ Amigos!”  he said.
The Indian who was obviously the 

leader pointed at Archer’s chest, then 
waved backward along the length of the 
caravan.

“ El Jefe?”  he said.
Archer nodded yes. He was the chief. 

The Indian seemed satisfied, but he re
peated “Amigos?”  again with the rising 
inflection of a question.

“ Si. Amigos.”
It was enough. The Indians turned. 

Slowly the caravan proceeded, Archer 
at their head. In a broad valley, hours 
later, they halted the entire party on 
the banks of a stream. Indians seemed 
to rise from the ground around them, 
horsemen clothed in leather.

Carrera joined Archer and faced the 
leaders. “ We have come, amigos, to free 
Chile,”  he said. “ I am General Jose 
Miguel de Carrera.”

The Indians looked at him, then 
looked at the tired, ragged, dispirited 
“ army” which he had brought across 
the Andes to free a nation. Something 
very much like humor lighted in their 
eyes.

The leader bowed. “ Chile will like
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very much to be free,”  he said. “ You eat 
now?”

Indian women appeared from the 
forests as magically as had the men. Stew 
pots were hung over fires and the air 
became fragrant.

Archer sat facing Carrera at the edge 
of the clearing. “M y own guess is that 
we are prisoners,”  he said grimly.

Carrera was thinner than ever. Caked 
with dirt, he lacked the sinister splendor 
of other days, but his eyes still glittered 
with plans that were unfulfilled.

“ With the soil of Chile under his 
feet, amigo,”  he said, “ no Carrera is ever 
the prisoner of an Indio. Let me eat and 
rest, then watch.”

Archer shrugged. “ I  am still in com
mand,”  he said. “ Do not forget that. I, 
too, will eat and rest.”

Carrera laughed, a strained laugh but 
still a laugh. “ You move in straight lines, 
my gallant bull,”  he said. “ It has never 
pleased me yet to turn your charge.”

“Do not try it.”
Carrera’s eyes softened. “ Because, 

though you will not believe, I  like you.”
Archer shrugged again and looked 

away. Strangely, illogically, something 
deep inside of him had always insisted 
upon liking Carrera, too. That feeling 
had come uppermost many times and 
had softened his attitude toward the 
man. He fought it down now. Carrera 
was a snake, a treacherous snake— dan
gerous every hour of the twenty-four.

He raised his eyes and Carrera was 
watching him. He looked as though he 
knew precisely what Archer was think
ing and as though the knowledge amused 
him.

Carrera gestured idly with one hand. 
“ Man takes what is set before him,”  he 
said. “Destiny this moment provides 
food.”

IN THE space of one short 
night in the valley, life flowed 
back into the veins of men 
who had been little better than 

walking dead. Indians, silent and un
obtrusive, cared for horses and pack ani
mals, food was plentiful, the night was 
cool for sleep. In the morning men 
bathed in the stream and they were sol
diers again.

One hundred and fifty of them had 
ridden into the Andes; one hundred and 
four of them rode out. Archer’s Ameri
cans were now fifty-five; the gold that 
was to have bought support in Chile 
was scattered over the sierras; but there 
were still weapons, still men to wield 
them.

They rode down to broad plains, stud
ded with low hills and the Indians, never 
obtrusive, rode behind them and on their 
flanks. Some of the Indians were lancers, 
others carried bows slung across their 
shoulders, a few carried ancient Spanish 
muskets.

“ Soldado de cuero”  Carrera called 
them because of the leather breeches and 
the leather vests under the ponchos. “ A 
good armor against arrows,”  he said, 
“but who, save other Indians, shoots 
arrows?”

He seemed to be measuring the 
chances of a hundred and four revived 
veterans, Chileno and American, against 
the slightly smaller force of Araucanos. 
Archer’s jaw was grim. These Indians 
had provided hospitality; he would not 
be a party to treachery.

They topped a rolling crease in the 
plain suddenly and there was a village 
before them; a flat, yellow-and-brown 
adobe village that sprawled over the flat.

Carrera stood in his stirrups, his fore
head wrinkling with an effort of memory. 
“ San Vicente!”  he said. “ We hanged a 
Spanish captain there in 1813.”

The Indians seemed to be drawing in ' 
on the flanks and suddenly a company 
of horsemen rode from the village and 
came across the ^plain at a canter, the 
sun reflected from their lances. There 
were at least fifty of them and they rode 
in the loose fashion of irregulars, but 
they wore helmets of black and each 
man wore a broad black band across 
his chest.

Carrera swore hoarsely. “ Madre de 
Dios, we are betrayed! The Black Hus
sars! Always where he is, any Indio on 
a horse is a Black Hussar.”  He half 
turned in the saddle, his lips already 
forming an order.

Archer rode close to him and gripped 
his wrist. “ No!” he said. “They are pre
pared for that. If that is Rodriguez, we 
will treat with him.”
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“ Treat with the Devil. You will fare 
better. Let us charge, amigo.”

“ No!”
Carrera looked behind him. There 

were more Americans than Chilenos and 
the Indians pressed from the flanks and 
from the rear. His face set woodenly 
and he sat his saddle, resigned.

Rodriguez rode up at the. head of his 
horsemen and his white teeth flashed. 
He swept his black, tri-cornered hat from 
his head in a mocking salute.

“ This pleasure is not unexpected,”  he 
said. “ I have waited for you patiently.” 
His eyes swept from Archer to Carrera. 
“ It was in this ugly village, when we 
were comrades,” he said, “ that once we 
hanged a Spaniard ”

CHAPTER XIV

THE W A Y  OF PATRIOTS

ON January 17, 1817, when 
*  Archer staged his coup d’etat 
2  ̂ in the city on the rock. Gen

eral San Martin started across 
the Andes. His force consisted of 3000 
infantry, 960 cavalry, 1200 muleteer 
militia men, 120 laborers and 70 staff 
officers. He took with him provisions 
fpr 5200 men for 15 days, 9000 mules 
Parrying ammunition, spare arms and a 
train of field artillery.

There was no gold in saddle bags or 
in the packs, but there were nearly two 
years of planning and preparation behind 
every move of officers and men. They 
marched in three commands over 15,000 
foot passes and they knew in advance 
how far they would progress each day 
and exactly where they would spend 
each night.

The field kitchens moved with them 
and when the dangerous altitudes were 
reached, men were watched for the first 
symptoms of soroche. They were given 
onions to eat and if they developed 
alarming symptoms, they were fed a 
soup made of onions and cheese which 
long testing had proven to be the best 
thing for mountain sickness.

With this army, too, went the pomp 
and majesty of Holy Church: the monks 
of Saint Francis and Saint Dominic, the 
daily masses, the fierce ardor of troops

that feel God with them, a mighty Force 
above their very banners.

This was the Army of the Andes, the 
dream of Jose Francisco de San Martin 
who considered a nation’s freedom so 
precious a thing that nothing must be 
left to chance in the fight to win it. 
At the head of the largest army rode 
the gallant O’Higgins, destined to strike 
the first blow for his native Chile, rid
ing the route of the Garganta de los 
Patos.

Already in Chile and recruiting irregu
lars as he swept up from the south was 
Manuel Rodriguez Ardoiza.

In the town of San Vicente he sat 
in an adobe house behind a heavy table 
with his sister at his right hand. Facing 
him across the table were Craig Archer 
and Jose Miguel Carrera.

“ We thought that you had gone to 
Mendoza,”  Archer said.

Rodriguez smiled whitely. “ And you 
feared that I would call the lightning of 
San Martin down upon you! That was 
but one of your mistakes. I had my work 
to do. Because two who know the moun
tains well can travel light and cross them 
swiftly, we were well ahead of you. Be
cause I, Gracias a Dios, have the tongue 
of angels, an army came to me from the 
plain and the mountain, perhaps out of 
the very trees.”

He was patently pleased with himself.
Carrera glared at him with undis

guised dislike. “ That army can scatter 
as swiftly,” he said.

“ Why, then, did you not scatter it— 
you and your mercenaries?”

Archer hit the table-top. “ Because I 
forbade it. If you Chilenos had your 
way, you would exterminate one an
other. My men are already veterans 
and they have not yet seen a Spaniard.”

Ysabel Rodriguez was looking at him 
with something warm and glowing deep 
in her eyes. “ That is true, Colonel 
Archer,”  she said. “ One leader loves 
gold, another loves fighting; both claim 
that they love Chile. Chile is like a 
proud woman. She will not yield to a 
man who follows other mistresses.”

Archer nodded gravely. “ I could not 
have said that as beautifully,”  he said, 
“ but it is truth.”

Rodriguez laughed. “ Chile will yield
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to  0 ’H ig g in s,”  h e  said , “ b u t  w e w h o  
quarrel m u st p rovid e  th e  w ed d in g .”

“ A n d  O ’H ig gin s ca n n ot h old  th e  love  
o f C h ile . H e  is n o t firm  en o u g h .”  C a r 
rera’ s lips w ere th in , h ard .

R o d rig u ez  lifted  his eyeb row s. “ H e  
is n o t a ty r a n t, y o u  m ean . Y o u  w ould  
give C h ile  a ty ra n t to  fo llow — y o u rse lf!”

“ C h ile  has a ty r a n t, F ield  M a r sh a l  
M a r c o  del P o n t—el di-ablo le espera! 
W h o  follow s h im  m u st be a little  less a 
ty r a n t, and  th e n ext leader still less 
until, som e d a y  C h ile  is read y  for a 
m an  w ho is no ty r a n t a t  all. T h e  tim e  
is n ot y e t .”

C arrera w as v e ry  e loq u en t, leaning  
forw ard  and gesturing as he spoke.

R o d rig u ez  looked a t h in x w ith  dislike, 
then ignored him  and  tu rn ed  to  A rch er. 
“ C olon el A rch er,”  he said , “ I  o ffer you  
y o u r rank in m y  a rm y  w h ich  I  ta k e  to  
join  O ’H ig gin s on this side o f the A n d e s .”

“ T h a n k  y o u . A n d  m y  associate , G e n 
eral C arrera ?”

I t  w as the first tim e  th a t  A rch er  h ad  
accorded  th e “ G en eral”  to  C arrera since  
th e n igh t in M e n d o z a  w hen b o th  h ad  
been re -co m m issio n ed . C arrera ’s eyes  
w idened s lig h tly , th e eyes o f R o d rig u ez  
narrow ed.

“ I t  is n ot p lea san t,”  he said , “ th a t  
one should h an g a m a n  w ith  w h o m  he 
has dru nk w ine. T h e r ^  is a wall b eh ind  
th is house again st w hich  b e tte r  m en  
h ave died . M y  firing sq u ad  rests in th e  
y ard . W h e n  th e general h as finished his 
w ine, th e y  w ill sh oot h im .”

stiffened.

T H E R E  w as a sudden hush  
in the room . Y sa b e l R o d rig u ez  
tu rn ed  p ale an d  her eyes  
low ered d iscreetly . C arrera  
L ik e  A rch er h e h ad  laid his 

arm s upon a tab le  in th e hall w hen he 
entered this h ou se for a p a rley . H is  eyes  
glittered . B efore he cou ld  speak , h ow 
ever, A rch er rose to  his feet.

“ M y  m en  rest on their a rm s,”  he said , 
“ an d  a t a w h istle  fro m  m e, th ose  arm s  
will be in their h an d s. I  do  n o t con sen t  
to  the execution  o f G eneral C arrera .”  

R o d rig u ez looked  u p  at h im . “ Y o u r  
m en  w ould  be o verw h elm ed  as b y  an  
a va lan ch e ,”  he said.

“ N o t  before th e y  h ad  co m p lete ly  
ruined y o u r  g ift  to  O ’H ig g in s . C au se

m e  to  w h istle  an d  I ’ll p rom ise y o u  m o re  
In d ia n  corpses th a n  soldiers b efore  m y  
m en  go  d o w n !”

H e  w as stan d in g  stra igh t, h is legs 
spread slig h tly  an d  b raced , h is chin  
o u t-th r u st . R o d rig u ez  loo k ed  a t  h im ,
th en  lau gh ed  su d d en ly  and  reached for  
his flagon o f  w ine.

“ I  b u t test y o u , amigo,” he said . “ I  
g iv e  y ou  C arrera if y o u  w a n t h im .”

“ N o  m a n  gives or tak es m e , no m a n  
fights m y  personal fig h ts.”  C arrera w as  
w h ite to  the lips. “ G iv e  m e  a sw ord  
and tak e  one. I  w ill m e e t y o u  in t h e .  
y ard  and  nail y o u r  b raggin g  b o d y  to  
th a t w all y ou  m e n tio n ed .”

“ A g r e e d !”  R o d rig u ez  rose in his p lace.
A rch e r  sw ore so ftly . “ Y o u  d a m n ed  

fo o ls?”  he said . “ W h e n  do  we sta rt th in k 
ing o f C h ile ?”

T h e  tw o  m en  stood  glaring a t  each
oth er. R o d rig u ez  spoke w ith o u t tak in g  
his eyes off C arrera. “ Y o u  h av e  no L a tin  
b lo o d , senor. Y o u  do  n ot k n ow  the  
d ep th s o f  h a te  b etw een  tw o  m e n  w h o  
once w ere com rad es. T h e re  is no stron ger  
h a te .”

“ T h e n  figh t y o u r  d u el! B u t  fig h t it  
a fter  v ic to ry  is w o n .”  H e  th rew  th e  
w ords into  th e  roo m  like a  co m m a n d er  
addressing troop s.

R o d rig u ez  relaxed s low ly . “ I  a cce p t,”  
he said . —

“ A n d  I . ”  C arrera b o w ed .
“ R ig h t . T h e n  I  a m  you r officer, 

C olon el R o d rig u ez , and  C arrera is m y  
se c o n d -in -c o m m a n d . L e t  us h a v e  no  
m ore foolish n ess.”

R o d rig u ez  reached fo r  his w in e. H is  
face w as th e  face o f a m a n  w h o h as  
ta ste d  th a t w hich is b itte r.

“Viva la patria!”■ he said .
“Viva la patria/ ”  C arrera, to o , dran k .
A rch er  look ed  into  th e  eyes o f  Y sa b e l  

R o d rig u e z . H e r  so ft  lips fra m e d  a  
w o rd : “ B r a v o .”

E v e ry o n e  w as stan d in g  and th e  par
ley  w as o v er . R o d rig u ez  w as su lk y , 
a lo o f. “ W e  m arch  to m o rro w ,”  he said . 
“ See to  y o u r  eq u ip m e n t.”

H e  tu rn ed  on his heel. A rch e r  and  
C arrera b ow ed  to  Sen orita  Y sa b e l, re
trieved  th eir sidearm s fro m  th e ta b le  
an d  le ft. C arrera led  the w a y  pu rp ose
fu lly  arou n d th e h ou se. T h e r e /fr e r e  six' 
m en  loafing on  th e  grass in th e  p a tio
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who looked at them without interest. 
Behind the house there was a white 
wall. Carrera walked up to it and poked 
his finger curiously into several of the 
many holes which scarred it. His ex
pression was thoughtful, his eyes, when 
he raised them, almost dreamy.

“ Thank you, amigo,”  he said softly. 
The two men turned and there was 

a light patter of feet through the patio. 
Ysabel Rodriguez came through the 
gate. She was still wearing the tight 
blue breeches, the shiny boots, of a 
cavalry officer. She wore a cape that 
hung carelessly across her shoulders.

“ Colonel Archer,”  she said, “ I would 
«ee you alone.”

Carrera clicked his heels, bowed low. 
“Buenos noches,”  he said and was gone 
with the echo of his words.

ARCHER w a l k e d  beside 
Ysabel Rodriguez behind the 
white wall and down a sloping 
path to the tree-lined river 

that raced noisily down from the moun
tains to irrigate the plains. There was 
a high, silver moon and the breath of 
summer here, far from the icy heights 
of Paso del Diablo. The girl came 
scarcely to the man’s shoulder and that 
fact, for some strange reason, disturbed 
him.

“ You are very brave, senor,”  she said. 
“ Brave men are no novelty to you.”  
“ Maybe no. Most courage is stupid. 

One grows tired of stupid things. You 
have a bravery that is wise.”

Archer laughed and in his laughter 
there was the bitterness of a memory 
that he was trying to forget. “ So wise 
that it scattered the bones of good men 
all over the Andes.”

“ God willed that they should die there. 
If you had not brought them to the 
place where he had ordained that they 
should die, then he would have sent an
other to bring them.”

“ It is a comforting philosophy.”
“ It is truth. But I am weary of death.”  
“And I.”
“ I want to talk to you of Chile.”  
“ Who is a beautiful woman.”
“ Ah, yes. Assuredly Chile is a woman. 

Why else should men go mad for her?” 
“Men go mad for you, too?”

“ I am a soldier.”
“And a beautiful woman ”
“ I talk to you as a soldier—as one 

soldier to another.”
“ As you will it.”
They sat together on the bank of the 

stream where water leaped high for the 
glory of being a reflector for one frac
tional second of the lancing moon beams 
that slashed from bank to bank. Of 
all the rushing tons of water only a 
comparatively few drops were touched 
even momentarily by glory; the rest 
rushed darkly on to some unknown ren
dezvous in the great, silent plains be
yond. Ysabel Rodriguez cupped her chin 
in her hand.

“  When the Spaniards are driven out,”  
she said, “ people will be weary of us 
because we remind them of war. They 
will turn to politicians who have never 
been warriors.”

“ Probably.”
“Then all ambition in fighting men is 

vain. I have always felt so. I  am glad 
that you said what you did to my broth
er and to Don Miguel. Chile wants only 
their bones; it will seek later for brains 
in men who do not fight.”

“ Is that your beautiful woman who 
will not have a man who follows mis
tresses?”

She raised her dark eyes to him. “Of 
course. Chile is a woman who is im
mortal. What woman, were she im
mortal, would not have many lovers?”  

“ Would you?”
“ I am a soldier.”
He swept her to him suddenly and 

kissed her, feeling the yielding softness 
of her, conscious of flooding flame in 
his veins. For a moment, she yielded, 
then suddenly she was strong as a steel 
blade. She twisted her body deftly and 
was free.

“ I am not an Indian village, Colonel 
Archer, to be stormed with force.”

“ You are lovelier than your immortal 
Chile who sets men mad.”

“ Gracias. You speak nicely. But save 
your madness for Chile, senor. She 
needs it and I do not.”

“And after the victory?”
“ I know not, nor do you. We 

return as we came; soldiers, not any
thing else.”
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Archer was both stirred and baffled. 
He stared at her but her eyes were coldly 
impersonal and he could not guess what 
thoughts paraded behind them.

She laughed at his confusion and her 
laughter was like music. “ Talk to me 
of cavalry and guns,”  she said.

They walked back through the flood
ing moonlight and when Archer reached 
his own quarters, he found Carrera pac
ing the floor. Carrera looked at him 
slyly, one eyebrow raised.

“ It was once whispered throughout 
Chile,”  he said, “ that the luck of Rod
riguez was his sister. If she should lose 
her heart to a man, then the luck would 
go from him.”

Archer had heard that same legend 
before. He thrust his jaw out. “ What 
about it?”

Carrera chuckled. “ His luck runs out 
at a perfect time for me.”

Archer sat down and started to pull 
off his boots. He chose to ignore the 
obvious implication in Carrera’s words. 
“ You make me sick, you and Rodriguez,”  
he said. “ It is a tragedy when any gov
ernment, even a bad one, falls, because 
then good men slaughter each other for 
the right to succession. There is no 
sense to it.”

Carrera shrugged. “ That, senor, is the 
way of patriots.”

Archer bent over his boot and the 
little gold medal of the fool fell to the 
floor. It landed face down and the in
scription within the shield leaped to his 
eye as words to his ear.

Causes survive their champions.

CHAPTER XV

TO THE LAST M A N !

A COURIER who had raced 
with the winds from Cuesta de 
Chacabuco, nearly a hundred 
miles to the north, came reel

ing into camp in the dawn. He flung 
himself from his spent horse where Rod
riguez was standing with Archer and 
Carrera.

“ They are engaged,”  he said. “ O’Hig
gins has smashed two armies in the 

.passes and San Martin cqmes down from 
the north. But the Spaniards are strong

on the heights o f Chacabuco and more 
troops are on the march from Santiago.”  

“And O’Higgins? How strong is he?”  
The voice of Rodriguez was sharp.

“ Strong enough to take Chacabuco, 
probably. If reinforcements reach the 
Spaniards in time from Santiago, he 
may be cut off from San Martin.”

The eyes of Rodriguez blazed. “ That, 
then, is our appointment. We meet 
these Spaniards from Santiago.”

“ How many Spaniards?”  Carrera was 
cautious.

“ What matters it? They must be 
stopped.”

The two Chilenos were facing each 
other again, hotly belligerent.

Archer made a weary motion with 
his right hand. “ If we stay here long 
enough and argue about it,”  he said, 
“ it will not matter much how many 
Spaniards there are.”

Rodriguez shook himself, turned away 
from Carrera. “ We move immediately. 
In three commands. We make a fan. 
Colonel Archer in the center, I  moving 
on the left ribs closest to Santiago. 
Major Carrera on the right.”

“ I am Colonel Archer’s second and 
a lieutenant-colonel.”  Carrera’s voice 
was sharp. !

“ To me you are nothing. Ride to 
yoUr troops, senors!”

Rodriguez mounted his own horse; 
Archer and Carrera rode together to 
their commands. The men were ready, 
standing by their mounts. In the soft 
light of dawn, to eyes now rested, it 
was immediately apparent how mag
nificently Rodriguez had bluffed, how 
doubtful was his power if he had not 
planned carefully.

His Black Hussars were the pick of 
the troop. They wore their serapes on 
their left shoulders like the capes of 
Hungarians, but they were not armed 
as Hussars. They were lancers, with 
the macana, war club, as an auxiliary 
weapon. With the exception of about 
ten mestizos, they were all Indians: 
Araucanians, with round faces, narrow 
foreheads and small eyes. There were 
about fifty of them, all told.

The Indians were as irregular as tjstops 
could be. They numbered a rough hun
dred. Less than half of them were
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leath er-c lad  soldado de cuero, th e  rest  
wore th e  trad ition al chiri-pa w h ich  is a  
one piece g a rm en t like a  n ig h t shirt, 
jo in ed  b etw een  th e legs an d  d raw n  in  
a t th e  w aist. T h e ir  w eap on s w ere lances, 
clu bs and  b o w s.

C arrera loo k ed  a t  th em  w ith  d isgu st. 
“ M a r c o  del P o n t sh ou ld  b e  ab le  to  send  
a  th ou san d  troop s fro m  S a n tia g o ,”  he 
said. “ T h is  com es fro m  lack in g  gold , 
amigo.”

“ W e  h ad  g o ld !”
A rch er w a v ed  to  his ow n  force and  

C arrera ’s : fifty -fiv e  A m e rica n s , fo r ty -  
nine C h ilen os. T h e  on ce sm a rt uni
form s w ere in rags and  h ad  been  added  

- to  according to  each m a n ’s ta ste  and  
luck.

M a n y  o f  th e an im als h ad  died an d  h ad  
been replaced w ith  th e  to u g h  close- 
coupled In d ia n  horses. T h e re  w as little  
u n ifo rm ity  o f m en  or m o u n ts , b u t  th ey  
h a d  w eap on s. F e w  o f  the fragile p istols  
h ad  su rvived  b u t  th e  m en  h a d  carbines  
and sabers.

C arrera sh rugged . “ U n d e r  our ow n  
co m m a n d  w e are still m a g n ificen t,”  he  
said.

R o d rig u ez  h ad  his m en  in m o tio n . 
A rch er m o v ed  forw ard dow n  th e m id d le , 
C arrera sw ung w ide to  th e righ t. F ro m  
a  m ilita ry  stan d p o in t it w as an u n 
w ield y  force —  all th e w eigh t con cen 
trated  on th e le ft w in g. In  th is case, 
h ow ever, unless th e Spaniard s m o v ed  
v ery  fa st, th a t  le ft w ing w ou ld  m e et  
th em  first. R o d rig u ez  had a definite  
o b jectiv e . H e  h ad  to  p u t his m en  b e 
tw een San tiago  an d  th e C u e sto  de C h a -  
cabu co and  he h a d  p icked  th e  p lace for  
his stan d .

T h ro u g h  a h o t d u sty  d a y  th ey  traveled  
fa st and in th e la te  a ftern oo n  th ey  
h eard the sullen b o o m  o f d ista n t firing  
in th e n orth . M e n  stirred in their saddles  
and a w ave o f a n ticip ation  sw ep t  
th rou gh  th e ranks. T h e  A r m y  o f the  
A n d e s  w as in C h ile  w ith  its ch allenge  
to  th e m ig h t o f S p ain .

T H E Y  w ere a  clou d  o f  d u st  
on  th e d ista n t h orizon  w hen  
th e  m en  o f  R o d rig u e z  top p ed  
a hill in th e rolling sabana. O n  

a n o th er h ill, n orth  an d  east o f  th e  d u st-  
covered  S panish  co lu m n s th e  sun

to u c h e d  a clu ster o f a d o b e  h ou ses sur
rou n d ed  b y  an  a d o b e  w all.

A n  officer o f  R o d rig u e z  rod e u p  to  
A rch e r  a t  a g allop . “ W e  en gage,”  he  
said . “ Y o u  m u st n o t reinforce u s. T a k e  
th a t v illage an d  h old  it !”

“ R ig h t !”
A rch e r  spurred his ow n  m en  o n . T h e  

Spanish  co lu m n  w as a larger clou d  n ow  
an d  the d u st rolled u n der th e h oo v es o f  
R o d rig u e z ’ ca v alcad e . A rc h e r ’s courier  
reached C arrera w ith  th e  re lay ed  m es
sage and  th e C h ilen os sw u n g th eir  
co lu m n  fro m  th e  n orth  tow ard  th e  v il
lage.

I t  w as a race n ow . A s  A rch er ’s m en  
ca m e w ithin  range o f th e v illage, arrow s  
flew  arou n d  th e m . T h e  In d ian s o f R o d 
riguez cam e to  grips w ith  th e  Spanish  
v a n g u a rd . A rch er  heard th e  first b u rst  
o f Spanish  fire, b u t  he h ad  n o  tim e for  
a n y  en g ag em en t save his o w n . T h e re  
w ere In d ia n s in th is v illage he m u st tak e . 
T h e y  were resisting and  he h ad  n o  tim e  
to  argue w ith  th em .

S u d d en ly  there w as a ragged b u rst  
o f rifle fire from  th e a d ob e w all. A  S p a n 
ish garrison, to o ! H e  had n ot a n ticip ated  
th a t. T w o  o f his m e n  p itch ed  fro m  
th eir saddles. H e  drew  his saber a n d  
w a v ed  th e rest o f  th em  on.

“ T o  th e  w all an d  storm  it !”

T h ere  were m ore arrow s b u t  th e  sh o o t
ing w as b a d . C arrera ca m e dow n  fro m  
th e  n orth  and  n ow  h e, to o , w as draw ing  
fire. A rc h e r ’s m en  cam e like a w hirl
w ind and  th eir v e r y  speed saved  th em  
casu alties. A t  th e  w all, th ey  h it  th e  
grou n d in  ru nn ing d ism o u n ts an d  w en t  
u p zo u a v e  fash ion  to  th e a tta c k . T h o se  
w h o still possessed p isto ls  fired th e m  a t  
th e  defenders, b u t m o st o f th em , like  
A rch e r  h im self, d ep en d ed  u p on  steel.

A  b lu e -co a te d  Spaniard  w ith  a fixed  
b a y o n e t slashed a t  A rch er  fro m  th e  
w all. A rch er parried and  th ru st. H e  
w en t o v e r  th e  m a n ’s b o d y  in to  th e v il
lage street an d  th e  defenders w ere a l
read y  th row in g d ow n  w eap on s. In  three  
m in u tes o f street fighting  it w as over .

T h e  garrison  h ad  been  a p itifu l one—  
a dozen  in dolen t S pan iard s a n d  som e  
fo r ty  In d ia n s th a t th e y  h ad  n ever dared  
to  arm  a d e q u a te ly . T h e  v illage itself.,, 
h ow ever, w as a verita b le  fo rt; a  relit  
o f th e  d a y s  w h en  th e  In d ia n  still w as
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stron g  a n d  S p an iard s o n  
n eed ed  stron g d efenses.

A rch e r  m o u n te d  th e  ra m p a rts  an d  
loo k ed  o u t to w a rd  th e  so u th . D o n  
M a n u e l ’s forces h ad  sca ttered  th e  S p a n 
ish a d v a n ce  guard  w ith  th e sheer w eigh t  
a n d  fu ry  o f th eir  a ssa u lt, b u t  n ow  th e  
h orizon  w as dark  w ith  m a g n ificen tly  
m o u n te d  m en  w h o m a n eu v ered  in line  
in co lu m n s o f fou rs. T h e y  w ere sw eep 
ing w ide an d  closin g  in.

A  re d -ja c k e te d  tro o p  th u n d ered  a t fu ll 
charge fro m  th e S panish  rig h t w in g as 
R o d rig u e z  sw u n g his line to  p u t  his 
b a c k  to  th e  a d o b e  fo r t . T h e  In d ia n  ir
regulars ch arged  to  m e e t th e a tta ck ers  
and S panish  sabers rose an d  fell.

I t  w as m a g n ificen t b u tc h e ry  an d  the  
In d ia n s  n ever stoo d  a ch an ce. A  b lu e -  
co a ted  d ivision  w ith  red -b rea sted  ja c k e ts  
m a n eu vered  to  cu t R o d rig u e z  o ff fro m  
th e fort and  R o d rig u ez  d eceiv ed  th e m .

H e  p ick ed  th e  m o m e n t o f c a v a lr y ’ s
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Archer drew bis saber 
and waved the rest o f  
them on. “ To the wall 

- and storm i t !”

greatest weakness for an assault. The 
red jackets having scattered the Indian 
irregulars were pulled up from their own 
charge, out of formation, momentarily 
spent from their labors. At that second, 
Rodriguez charged them with his Black 
Hussars.

The Hussars went in with lances down 
and the Spaniards had no time for fire
arms. They met lances with sabers and 
the lance is a vicious weapon when the 
saber lacks the momentum of the charge.

The blue jackets, seeing their comrades 
faced with annihilation came in at a 
gallop. Archer turned from the wall. 
His men had brought their horses in 
through the gate in the barricade and 
they were ready. He drew his sword 
and mounted his horse with a shout.

His Americans had tasted eombat and 
they were ready. They poured out be
hind him and he never looked back.

There is no sensation known to man 
like the wild, full gallop of a cavalry 
charge— saber in hand and death only 
a few yards away. Archer felt the wind 
in his face, saw the .beards of Spaniards, 
then he was sighing with his saber. 
Parry and thrust! He turned a blade 
that would have taken his head off and 
the tip of his own steel opened a Spanish 
throat. He rode on.

Horses and men wheeled now in wild
est confusion. The lancers, having 
charged right through the demoralized 
red coats had turned. Archer’s Ameri
cans had smashed the rhythm of the 
blue-jacket charge and it was man to 
man and horse to horse.

Archer’s horse staggered and went 
down. He was on a riderless Spanish 
horse in an instant, his weapon still in 
his hand.

Rodriguez was shouting and every 
man who heard the order took up the 
shout.

“ To the fort!”
They were breaking off combat, rac

ing individually back where they had 
charged in force. Archer crossed sabers 
with a bearded giant, as handsome as a 
glorified oil painting of a conquistador. 
He sent the other’s sword spinning" with 
the same reverse that he had used on 
Rodriguez at Recoleta and with the flat
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o f his b la d e  he sm ash ed  th e  o th e r  fro m  
th e sad d le . “ T o  th e  fo rt !”

H e  to o k  u p  th e c ry  o f  R o d rig u e z  an d  
lined o u t for th e sa n ctu a ry  o f th a t  ad ob e  
w all. C arrera ’s m en  w ere a lrea d y  on th e  
ram p arts w ith  carbines to  cover th e m  
an d  th e h orizon  rolled w ith  th e  d u st of 
Spaniards as m o re  m e n  fro m  S a n tiag o  
ca m e u p .

A  F E W  sto u t S p an iard s fo l-  
low ed th e fleeing rebels b u t  
th e carbines crack ed  sp ite fu lly  

‘  and their officers w ere sh ou t
ing a t  th e m , ordering th e m  b a c k  o u t  
o f range to  reform .

A rch er  flung h im self o u t o f th e saddle  
inside th e ram p a rts . H is  th ro a t w as  
ch oked  w ith  d u st and  his eyes w atered . 
H e  w as g lad  th a t it w as so w h en  he  
look ed  arou n d. I t  is n o t good  fo r  m en  
to  see com m an d ers w eep .

O n ly  tw e n ty -o n e  A m erica n s h a d  co m e  
b a ck .

T h e  In d ia n s o f R o d rig u e z  h a d  b een  all 
b u t  an n ih ilated ; th e  B la c k  H u ssa rs h ad  
fared b etter . T h e  co m m a n d  h a d , in all, 
a b o u t on e  h u ndred  and  fifty  m e n .

O u t on th e plain  th e  S pan iard s w ere  
form in g  their lines again . T h e y  were  
ca v a lry , real ca v a lry . T h e y  h a d  suffered  
losses b u t  th e y  h ad  slain  m ore th an  
th e y  lost and m ore m en  w ere co m in g  u p . 
O fficers conferred o u t o f range o f the  
fo rt. T h e y  k n ew  th a t n o t all o f their  
foes h ad  been  en gaged an d  th e y  w ere  
n ot certain  o f th e stren gth  o p p osin g  
th em . T h e  storm in g  o f  red o u b ts is w ork  
for in fan try  and  th e y  w ere a force d e 
signed to  trav el fa st and  m a n eu v er  on  
th e open p lain .

R o d rig u ez  w as slap p in g  his th igh  w ith  
his g lo v e . “ W e  h a v e  co st th e m  b lo o d . 
I  k n ow  th e S p a n ia rd ,”  h e said . “ T h e y  
w ill n ot go u n til th e y  h a v e  w ip ed  us 
o u t.”

H e  w as co m p le te ly  u n afraid , even  
ju b ila n t, as th ou g h  in bein g  w iped o u t, 
he w as fulfilling his h igh est d estin y . 
A rch er looked  a t h im  in w o n d erm en t. 
I t  w as so hard to  u n d erstan d  th ese  
L a tin s . T h e y  w ou ld  w a ste  tim e  a n d  
en ergy in quarrels o v er  prestige an d  c o m 
m an d  w hile there w as a ch an ce o f co m in g  
th rou gh  a cam p aign  a liv e ; b u t  w h en , b y  
d y in g , th e y  cou ld  insure a  riva l’ s triu m p h

o v er  a c o m m o n  e n e m y , th e y  faced  d ea th  
ch eerfu lly . H e  sh oo k  h is h ea d  an d  loo k ed  
o u t o v e r  th e  p lain .

T h e re  w ere a t  lea st six h u n d red  
m o u n te d  S p an iard s o u t th ere n ow , 
draw n u p  in th e  shape o f a h a lf m o o n  
an d  aw aitin g  orders. T h a t  force, w ith  
one d eterm in ed  ch arge, if it w ere w illin g  
to  a ccep t its losses, w ou ld  an n ih ilate  
th e  co m b in ed  c o m m a n d s o f A rch er, C a r 
rera and  R o d rig u ez .

I t  seem ed a h e a v y  price to  p a y  for  
d ela yin g  so b riefly  th e  m a rch  o f th ese  
rein forcem en ts to  C u e sta  de C h a c a b u c o .

R o d rig u ez  tu rn ed  an d  sn ap p ed  a  c o m 
m a n d . In  a few  m in u tes a  b la ck  flag  
flu ttered  fro m  th e  tip  o f a lan ce a to p  
th e ch urch steeple  in th e  h eart o f th e  
villag e . C arrera  loo k ed  a t  it g lu m ly .

“ I t  m ean s ‘T o  th e  la st m a n ,’  ”  h e  sa id . 
“ N o  q u a rter  asked  o r  g iv en . S e ld o m  
does a S p an iard  o v erlo o k  such a ch a l
len ge.”

C arrera  seem ed g lo o m y  b u t  A rch er  fe lt  
th a t  it w as n o t th e  fear o f  d eath  th a t  
oppressed h im , b u t  his absen ce o f c o m 
m a n d . I f  b o ld  gestures w ere m a d e , 
C arrera  w a n ted  to  m a k e  th e m .

M e n  crou ch ed  a t  th e  b arricades  
clu tch in g  th eir w eap o n s an d  w a tch in g  
th e  S p an iard s. I n  th e  n orth  th e b o o m 
ing o f can n on  w as lou d er. O n e d ivision  
o f S panish  ca v a lry  started  n orth  a t  
th a t . R o d rig u ez  cu rsed .

A rch er  m o v e d  a lon g  th e w all. I n  one  
niche he fo u n d  Sen orita  Y s a b e l. H e r  
face  w as sm eared  w ith  reddish  b ro w n  
d u st, b u t  h er lips cu rv ed  so ftly  in greet
ing.

“ Y o u  h a v e  co m e to  sa y  g o o d -b y e , 
n o ?”

“ N o . I  th in k  w e are co m in g  o u t  o f  
it . D id  y o u  fig h t o u t th ere w ith  th e  
re st?”

S h e sh ook  h er h ea d . “ N o . M y  b roth er  
sends m e  o u t o f th e  figh tin g . I t  is  u n 
fair. A ll  else I  d o .”  H e r  eyes lig h ted . 
“ T h is  n ext fig h t he ca n n ot send m e  
a w a y . I t  is th e  last figh t o f  a ll.”

A rch er  n od d e d . “ P erh ap s. S till I  w ill 
n o t sa y  g o o d -b y e .”

H e  m o v e d  a w a y  again . T h e  Spaniard s  
seem ed  to  h a v e  reach ed a decision . 
M o r e  m en  ca m e u p  fro m  S a n tia g o , m ore  
ca v a lry  m o v e d  n orth . A  force o f  som e  
six ty  d ragoon s d ism o u n ted  a n d  m o v e d
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forward crouching, carbines in hand, to
ward the fort. A few of the riflemen 
on the ramparts fired but the range was 
short. The dragoons went down on their 
stomachs and inched forward. They 
concentrated twenty rifles in a line with 
the gate through which cavalry must 
charge and tried the range, driving the 
heads of the defenders down from the 
wall.

Rodriguez was a cursing madman. 
“The cowards besiege us!” he said. “ They 
dare not attack.”

Archer did not see where daring had 
anything to do with it. The Spaniards 
had their orders. San Martin to the 
north was sweeping down through their 
best garrisons. If he joined O’Higgins 
before the army of O’Higgins was de
stroyed, or if O’Higgins smashed through 
the defenders on the heights of Chaea- 
buco, then the cause of Spain in Chile 
was lost. The stakes were too high to 
be jeopardized by a prideful assault upon 
a handful of men in a miserable adobe 
fort. Let the main objective be won 
and they could be mopped up at leisure.

More dragoons rode up, dismounted 
and eased forward, carbines in hand. 
They were on two sides of the fort now. 
From the fort, itself, higher than the 
surrounding plains, it was possible to 
see in all directions. Like a human tide, 
the might of Spain flowed past it: 
chasseurs, lancers, fyranaderos-a-cabatto.

CHAPTER X V I

FLAGS ABOVE THE DUST

INSIDE the fort impotent 
fury swept men and officers. 
The dismounted dragoons cov
ering the gate were increased 

in number but no other Spanish troops 
were immobilized. The charge out would 
be a futile sacrifice; to stay would mean 
to die at Spanish convenience. No 
Latin having hoisted the black flag 
would haul it down again. The Spanish 
legions riding by looked at it grimly and 
they would remember.

So it went through the morning but 
as the sun climbed to the zenith the 
cannonading in the north became 
sharper, more thunderous. The Span

iards were moving faster now, with 
greater urgency. Just before noon, the 
first of the infantry showed, marching 
stolidly across the plain. The last of 
the cavalry was gone save for a small 
body of dragoons, still mounted and 
watching the fort which was encom
passed by riflemen. A dragoon officer 
rode to meet the infantry and the siege 
passed to other hands; the infantry re
lieving the dragoons who retreated 
slowly to their horses.'

Shots from the ramparts harried the 
relief but any attempt to sally out was 
madness. Rodriguez paced, slapping his 
leg with his glove. “ I rode into this 
box,”  he said. “ A curse upon my stu
pidity.”

“ You would be lying out there for 
Spaniards to ride over if you had not 
reached this box.”  Archer was grimly 
realistic. A fierce hope still burned in 
him.

He had been listening to the firing in 
the north and for two hours it had been 
coming ever closer.

Rodriguez continued to pace up and 
down. “ We must be patient,”  he said. 
“ To die is not enough. A man’s life 
should purchase the destruction of his 
enemy.”

Carrera looked at him suspiciously, 
then quietly made the rounds of his 
own men; grouping them together in 
one command at their own section of 
the ramparts. Archer followed his ex
ample and drew his Americans around 
himself. There existed, then, three sep
arate commands within the fort; the 
Spaniards outside were a single com
mand. If they had known it, however, 
the Chilenos of the north were in five 
commands.

O’Higgins knew well the importance of 
taking Cuesta de Chacabuco and of per
mitting no strong Spanish infiltration 
between San Martin and himself. Cha
cabuco rose like a spur out of a desert 
of mesquite and chapparal, a rocky 
natural fortress, seemingly invincible on 
two sides, but vulnerable where winding 
water courses and low hills offered cover 
for attackers. O’Higgins, with half of 
his force divided again into halves 
stormed Chacabuco itself, seconded by 
Colonel Zapola: but a full half of the
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entire a tta c k in g  a rm y  w as sen t u n der  
C o lo n e l F rey re  to  b y -p a s s  th e  h ill en 
tire ly  a n d  co m e o u t u p o n  the p lain s b e 
y o n d  it, cu ttin g  o ff a id  fro m  S a n tia g o  
an d  servin g n otice  on th e  d efen d ers o f  
C h a ca b u co  th a t  th e y  w ere su rrou n d ed .

T h e  m en  in th e  fo rt w ith  R o d rig u e z , 
o f course, k n ew  n oth in g  o f th is stra te g y , 
b u t sh ortly  a fter  one o ’clock  th e  re
su lts o f it b ec a m e a p p a ren t. S h a ttered  
rem n a n ts o f on ce  p ro u d  S panish  ca v a lry  
ap p eared  u p o n  th e plain  before  th e  fo rt, 
m a n y  o f th e  horses loa d ed  d o u b le , their  
riders carryin g w o u n d ed  co m ra d es in 
th e sad d le . A t  th e sa m e tim e  th e  roll 
o f m u sk e try  soun ded  fro m  o n ly  a few  
m iles a w a y , th e  source h id d en  b y  a fo ld  
in th e sabana and b y  th e trees lin ing a 
w atercou rse n orth w a rd .

R o d rig u ez  leaped  u p  and  dow n  w ith  
ex citem en t. “ T h e y  are d riv en  b a c k ! T h e  
Spanish  are driven  b a c k !”  he sh o u te d ,

“ S te a d y ! T h is  m a y  b e  o n ly  p a rt o f  
th e  fo rce .”  A rc h e r ’s ey es, to o , g leam ed  
w ith  ex citem en t.

I t  w as h ard to  sit th ere beh in d  th e  
ra m p a rts . O ccasion al sa va g e  v o lle y s  
soun ded b e y o n d  th e line o f  v ision , th en  
gaps in th e sto ry  th a t sound to ld . T h e  
ca v a lry  w ou ld  be ch argin g, o f  course, 
a n d  steel is w ordless.

In  an h ou r there w as n o  d o u b t. T h e  
S panish  retreat w as a  ro u t. T h e y  d e 
bou ch ed  u pon  th e p lain  in w ild  disorder, 
a ga llan t a rm y  th a t, tak en  on its flan k  
b y  d eterm in ed  p a trio ts , h ad  been  u n 
ab le  to  m a n e u v e r  or m a k e  a sta n d .

O n e  leader o f a fa irly  c o m p a c t force  
o f th e g ra node ros-a-cu hallo seem ed  
o v erco m e w ith fu ry  a t seeing th e  a d ob e  
fo rt and  its b la ck  flag in th e p a th  o f his  
retreat. H e  g av e  an  order to  charge  
and his m e n , stu n g  b y  th e  ign o m in y  o f  
th e retreat, resp on d ed  w ith  lou d  y ells  
o f “ S a n tia g o !”

T h e re  were fifty  or s ix ty  o f  th e m  
and th e y  cam e like th e  w in d . A r c h e r ’s 
m en  held  th e ram p a rts in th eir  p a th .

A rch er  stiffen ed . “ H o ld  y o u r  fire till 
y o u  can cou n t th eir b u tto n s !”  he said .

T h e  m en  held  c o o lly . R o d rig u e z  a n d  
a d ozen  o f his m e n , ach in g  fo r  a ctio n  
rushed to b a c k  u p  th e A m e rica n s . T h e  
earth  sh ook  to  th e  ch arge, th e  sn orting  
horses w ere a lm o st to  th e  b arricad e an d  
th en  th e v o lle y  ran g o u t.

A dozen saddles emptied at once, 
horses stumbled and went down, the 
charge came on. The Spaniards threw 
themselves from the saddles, even as 
Archer’s men had done, and hurled 
themselves at the barricades, sabers 
swinging.

T h e  In d ia n s  o f  R o d rig u e z  c lu b b ed  
th e m  d ow n  and th e  sabers o f A m erica n s  
an d  C h ilen os cu t th e m  to  pieces as th e y  
ca m e o v e r  th e  w all. T h e y  died to  a 
m a n  an d  th e y  to o k  o n ly  eleven  defenders  
w ith  th em .

O u t  on  th e p lain  o th er S p an ish  o f -  ♦ 
fleers, tired  an d  d u ll-e y e d , stared  w ith  
d isap p ro va l a t th e rash ch arge o f th eir  
co m ra d es, b u t  h eld  th eir m e n  in ch eck . 
W h a t  w as an a d o b e  fo rt a t  a tim e  like  
th is?

M a r c o  del P o n t ’s officers, h ow ev er, 
w ere n o t ta k in g  fo rts  n ow . T h e y  w ere  
try in g  to  b rin g  ord er to  th e  retreat, 
try in g  to  get th eir a rm y  b a c k  to  S a n ti
a go . T h e  in fa n try  w as w ith d ra w n  fro m  
its siege o f th e  a d o b e  fo rt and  sen t on  
th e  m arch  again . C a v a lr y , flow ing on  
tw o  sides o f it, m a d e  th e gen tle  hill 
u p on  w h ich  th e  a d o b e  sto o d  an  islan d  
o f defian ce: b u t th a t  c a v a lr y  w as re
fo rm in g  into  reg im en ts, o p en in g  aisles  
th ro u gh  w hich  th e  w o u n d ed  a n d  th eir  
escorts cou ld  pass on  th e  w a y  to  sa n c
tu a ry .

B Y  T H R E E  o ’clock th e  
S panish  officers h a d  th e  a d d ed  
p ro b lem  o f refugees fro m  
C h a c a b u c o  w hich  O ’H ig g in s  

h a d  su ccessfu lly  carried a t  1 :3 0 .  C a v 
a lry , in fa n try  an d  th e su rvivors o f ar
tillery , w ith o u t th eir gu n s, p ou red  dow n  
o n to  th e  plain  in d ism al retreat. B e y o n d  
th e w atercou rse , unseen  b y  th e  w atch ers  
in th e a d ob e , th e cream  o f S p an ish  c a v 
a lry  w as figh tin g  a s tu b b o rn ly  cou ra 
geou s reargu ard  a ctio n  again st th e  a rm y  
o f C o lo n e l F r e y r e : figh tin g  n o  lon ger for  
v ic to r y , m e re ly  for tim e.

A rch e r  loo k ed  cu riou sly  a t C arrera  
w h o had p au sed  for a m o m e n t  b eside  
h im  on th e ra m p a rts . “ Y o u  n ev er b e 
liev ed  in y o u r  h e a rt,”  he said , “ th a t  y o u , 
w ith  a  h a n d fu l o f m e n , w o u ld  w in  
C h ile  fr o m  th ese S p a n ia rd s?”  .

Carrera did not smile. “ M y genius 
is not military,”  he said.
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“ You wanted merely to place yourself 
in a position to bargain with the new 
government?”

Carrera shrugged. “ It is the irony of 
history, amigo, that nations are freed

he did not know why. He went down 
the wall to where Ysabel Rodriguez 
crouched alone, looking out upon the 
plain. She looked up when he stopped 
and her face flushed.

by men whose only talent is the com
mand of troops. I, who command troops 
badly, could lead a nation well.”

He rose and strolled away with his 
head down as though he realized at 
last that he would never again lead 
Chile. Archer rose. He was feeling a 
certain foreboding of doom himself and

“ You frightened me,”  she said.
“ I would never want you to be 

frightened.”  His voice was gentle. “For 
some reason I had to come. This time 
I  will say good-bye.”

She gripped his fingers tightly, her 
eyes wide. “ No, amigo. No. Not you.”  

The fear in her voice told him more
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than he was ready at the moment to 
hear. He lifted her fingers to his lips 
and kissed them.

“ It was worth coming here to know 
you,”  he said. He turned abruptly and 
went back the way he had come.

On the plain all things raced to a 
climax. Couriers had come riding hard 
with the news that O’Higgins had joined 
Freyre and that San Martin, having 
crushed all opposition northward, was 
within the carrying sound of a bugle 
of his general. The Spanish rearguards 
could hold no longer.

The Spanish colonel, with his officers 
grouped around him, took the news 
without a change of expression. He 
drew his cavalry south on the plain 
before the adobe and lined them up for 
a charge. They sat there then in their 
saddles and waited for O’Higgins and 
Freyre.

Bugles blew where the horizon was 
broken by the folding ground and the 
high trees northward and then the 
patriot army of Bernardo O’Higgins 
broke upon the plain— a tide of vic
torious cavalry riding at the lope, sun 
glinting upon the tips of their lances.

Four hundred grim Spaniards waited 
for them beneath the battle flags of Cas
tile. In the adobe fort, beneath the black 
pennant of “ No Surrender”  a scant hun
dred ragged irregulars stood by their 
horses.

Suddenly the thin notes of a single 
trumpet sounded. The magnificent 
Spanish cavalry, in line and column of 
fours, started to move: gently at first 
like a wave seen far out on a placid 
sea, then faster, more furious, working 
up to the awe-inspiring terror of the 
full charge. The prairie shook under 
the pounding of 1600 hooves, and dust 
rose in a cloud.

From the north the warriors of Men
doza, the Army of the Andes, rode to 
the challenge. In the adobe fort Rod
riguez chuckled, his voice as shrill as a 
woman’s. “ The gate! Mount, men of 
liberty! Viva la patria!”

The great gate swung wide, men 
leaped to their saddles and another 
javelin of living flesh flashed to the dust 

. clouds of battle. Archer trembled to 
the quiver of a horse’s body against

his knees, choked with the mad excite
ment of the wild rush into the wind that 
stirred the pennants.

“Santiago!”
“ Viva In patria!
Then, the shock of impact. The ragged 

irregulars from the adobe fort smashed 
into the Spanish flank just an instant 
before the lines of Spaniards and patriots 
met. The irregulars were few but their 
momentum was great and the Spanish 
flank buckled. Steel blades rose, flashed, 
turned red.

Horses crashed together out there on 
the plain and screamed as they Went 
down, throwing their riders beneath the 
relentless hooves of the continuing 
stampede. Dust was the merciful mantle 
of horror—and then suddenly it was 
over. Spanish desperation broke itself 
against patriot might, reeled desperately 
for a time in stubborn denial of its fate, 
then broke piecemeal. The hoarse shouts 
of “ Santiago!”  grew weaker and the 
chorus of freedom swelled above it.

“ Viva la patria!”

IT  WAS over and men 
shouted with joy when they 
realized it. Archer all but 
overtook Carrera, still riding 

proudly, but the erstwhile general’s face 
was grimly intent and he did not see 
him. From a milling group of irregulars 
who fought their own frightened horses, 
Rodriguez rode and this was the rendez
vous that had been set in the house in 
San Vicente where a bullet-packed wall 
had awaited Jose Miguel Carrera.

The two men saw each other at the 
same instant and their voices shouted 
as one. “ Now! On guard, senor!”

As they had charged Spaniards so did 
they charge each other. Their sabers 
flashed, rang together, struck weird 
sparks. Archer was too far away to in
tervene. He spurred toward them and 
he was looking into the face of Rod
riguez: the man who loved a duel and 
who believed that a man who deserved 
to win never lost one. The face of Rod
riguez was lighted with a fierce joy, 
his eyes gleamed—

Then suddenly the light went out of 
them.

Senor Don Jose Miguel Carrera,
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thrusting swiftly after a parry, ran him 
through. His blade buried itself to the 
hilt and the body of Rodriguez, twisting 
in swift agony, tore it from his hand 
as he plunged from the saddle.

Carrera straightened. He turned in 
the saddle but saw no one. Triumph, 
blazing unashamed in his eyes, blinded 
him to everything save that he had 
killed his enemy.

It blinded him to the nearness of a 
little man with dark eyes who, once a 
lieutenant, wore now the stripes of a ser
geant of the blue uniform of the Army 
of the Andes. Juan Garcia looked at him, 
lifted a pistol and shot him coolly in the 
back.

Archer struck then, struck for the last 
time in this battle. His saber took from 
the saddle a man that he liked, a man 
who had stooped to assassination and 
lost the right to live. Juan Garcia saw 
whose blade cut him down and his eyes 
were wide with horror. Archer’s face 
was grimly set and there was no emotion 
in him. He caught the reeling Carrera.

Details were blurred then until he 
sat beside Don Miguel in a house of 
adobe inside the barricades they had 
held together. Carrera looked up at him 
from a pile of straw.

“ I am dying, amigo”
Archer nodded. “ Probably!”
Carrera pondered that, his eyes star

ing at the ceiling. “ ’Tis as well,”  he said. 
“Rodriguez, too, I killed him. Chile 
wanted neither of us.” His lips twisted 
hard. “ But, mark you, I died for Chile. 
A Spanish bullet.”

Archer nodded. There was no point 
in the cruelty of telling him that he had 
reaped his own sowing, that he had been 
assassinated by a man whom he had 
once marked for assassination. Carrera’s 
voice was weak now, but there was pride 
in it.

“This is the end. Am I  not a patriot 
now and you mistaken? I ventured all. 
To the end, I held back nothing that 
would serve Chile. Did I have to ven
ture that charge? Gold, men, suffering, 
death. Senor Archer, amigo, say it! Am 
I  not a patriot?”

Archer’s lips were dry. “ General Car
rera,”  he said huskily, “ you are a great

patriot. I  am proud that I  served under 
you.”

“ Gracias.”  Carrera smiled faintly, 
closed his eyes.

Archer rose to his feet. Outside there 
was a great clamor and shouting. Men 
spoke to him and he scarcely heard 
them. He learned, somehow, and forgot 
how, that six of his Americans survived. 
Six out of one hundred and fifty that had 
fared forth so gallantly. And they had 
been called mercenaries.

He learned, too, that Colonel Dan- 
ning had died leading a charge up the 
slopes of Cuesta de Chacabuco. He felt 
no shock, nothing. He was seeking some
thing that he could not name through 
the fog that settled on his brain.

IN A corner of the adobe wall 
he found her, Ysabel Rodri
guez, standing like a tiny sol
dier with her back against the 

wall. Her eyes swam in tears and she 
sobbed one word and he took her silent
ly into his arms.

“ M y brother!”  she said. “ It was my 
fault. I  betrayed him.”

Archer knew what she meant. It was 
whispered throughout Chile that when 
Ysabel Rodriguez gave her heart to a 
man she withdrew the luck of Rodriguez. 
He patted her shoulder and gradually 
his brain cleared.

A great victory had been won. There 
were battles yet to be fought and the 
destiny of San Martin would lead him 
north to Lima and the Vice-Royalty of 
Peru. O’Higgins would rule Chile which 
his patience and his bravery had set free, 
with the aid of lesser men whose blood 
lived on in the red slash across the flag 
of Chile. '

Crowds cheered in the narrow streets 
of the adobe village over which the black 
flag of “ To the last man”  still fluttered. 
The sun was gone and it was dark but 
the shouts rose high. “ Viva la patria!”  
Chile was free. He held the girl close.

“ Causes survive their champions,”  he 
said, “ and that is better. The champions 
would be restless with what they had 
won. Your brother knew that.”

He was quoting the medal of the fool 
but he was not aware of it.

THE END
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The Piutes watched him and let him pass. 
They respected courage in their enemies.

A
FACT

STO R Y

GLORY TO SPARE
By H. H. HAWKINS

WHEN the first air mail crossed 
the American skies, Artist 
“ Ding”  Darling drew a cartoon 
in which the ghost of a Pony Express 
rider, boots on the desk, reads that day’s 
news headlines and says, “  ‘Air Mail 

Saves Two Days’ ? Two days hell! We 
saved twenty!”

Individual Pony Express exploits 
were overshadowed at the time by the 
collective miracle that was the whole 
short-lived enterprise, and to name the

top Pony Express feat of horsemanship 
or heroism is made hard now by the fact 
that in the 90’s every half-baked badman 
in the West claimed to have ridden 
Pony. The impossible feats claimed by 
such men found their way into print and 
overshadowed the real deeds of the genu
ine— but modest—Pony riders.

There is at least one exploit accepted 
by all the historians, however, wrhich be
longs up among the champions: Pony 
Bob Haslam’s great ride in May of 1860.
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o A jfe  P O N Y  B O B  w as tw e n ty  years  
o ld , a  L o n d o n  C o c k n e y  b y  

and seem s to  h a v e  been  
a  g o o d -lo o k in g  w iry  little  

y ou n gster  o f th e ty p e  th a t ou tw ears an d  
o u tw ork s m o st six -footers. O n e end o f  
his run w as in th e  alkali desert o f N e v a 
d a , th e o th er end high in th e  Sierra  
N e v a d a s— as tou gh  a stretch  as a n y  in  
th e 1 900 -m ile  rou te  fro m  S t . Joe to  S an  
F ran cisco .

U n lik e  o th er reco rd -b rea k in g  rides, 
P o n y  B o b ’s started  w ith o u t special 
p rep aration . In  fa ct, his rou tin e d a y ’s 
ride w as a lm o st finished before  a n y th in g  
u nusual h ap p en ed , and th en  it w as m ore  
a case o f  w h a t d id n ’t  h a p p e n , fo r  he  
rode u p  to  his last ch a n g e -sta tio n , 
R e e d ’s, to  find n o  fresh horse w aiting  
saddled . N o  one w as there a t a ll; no  
horses, n o  m en .

P u zzled  an d  a n n o y e d . P o n y  B o b  fed  
his tired horse and  con tin u ed  to  th e end  
o f his run, B u ck lan d s, w here th e P o n y  
rou te leaves th e river to cu t straigh t  
across th e sa lt-w h ite  desert. H is  righ t
eous w rath  a t  th e  sta tio n m a ster ’ s n eg
lect o f d u ty  w as fo rgo tten  a lm o st a t  
once on encou nterin g som eth in g  far m ore  
serious. T h e  n ew  rider was refusing to 
go.

N o  em phasis can  co n v e y  h ow  serious  
th a t w as to  P o n y  m e n . F o r  th e m  th e  
schedule w as sacred. T h e  trad itio n  th a t  
th e U n ited  S ta te s  M a il  m u st go  th rou gh  
n ever existed  b efore  th en ; th e  P o n y  E x 
press created it, an d  in its service m a d e  
su p er-h u m an , su p er-equ in e efforts regu 
larly .

A n d  n ow  th e B u c k la n d s-S m ith  C reek  
rider w as refusing d u ty — refu sing it b e 
cause he w as afraid  o f In d ia n s. W h ite  
gam blers h ad  stolen and  a b u sed  som e  
In d ian  w o m en  a  few  m iles dow n  th e  riv 
er, and th e P iu tes w ere on th e  w a rp a th .

T h e  historian s sa y  th a t th e  P o n y  E x 
press n ever h ad  b u t one cow ard  in its  
ran ks, and  th is w as th e  on e . H is  n am e, 
Joh nson  R ich a rd so n , su rvives th ose  o f  
b e tte r  m en  b ecau se his cow ardice occa 
sioned R o b e r t  H a s la m ’s h eroism .

P o n y  B o b  to o k  th e m ail o n .
R e m e m b e r  th a t  he h a d  earned the  

rig h t to  rest. W h a t  “ riding P o n y ”  m e a n t  
in*the w a y  o f g ettin g  ev ery  ou n ce o u t o f  
m a n  an d  h orse can  b e  ju d ged  b y  th e  fa c t

th a t  la ter  th e  riders’  ru ns w ere c u t d ow n  
b y  a  th ird  becau se even  p icked  m e n  
cou ld  n o t keep  u p  th e p a ce  fo r  so long.

Also th e  d an ger w as real.
Iro n ic a lly  en o u g h , h ow ever, con sider

ing  R ich a rd so n ’s h ysterica l fear, th ere  
w as n o t a  sign o f P iu tes  all th e  w a y  to  
S m ith ’s C reek , w here P o n y  B o b  arrived  
a b o u t sunrise.

U p  to  th a t p o in t he h ad  ridden 185  
m iles in 16 h ou rs, elapsed  tim e , using  
n ine d ifferen t h orses. T h a t  to o k  h orse
m an sh ip — it w a sn ’t  d o n e  ju s t  b y  stick 
ing  spurs in h orses’ sides— b u t  it w as  
n ot P o n y  B o b ’s record , an d  as h e rode  
up to  th e  S m ith ’ s C reek  station  he still 
h a d  n o idea th a t he w as goin g to  m a k e  a  
record .

A t  S m ith ’s C reek  he fou n d  a w e st
b o u n d  m ail w aiting? A n d  no one th ere  
to  ta k e  it, since rider J a y  K e lle y  m u st  
carrf' th e  ea stb ou n d  mochila th a t  P o n y  
B o b  w as bringin g .

N in e  h ou rs’ sleep, and P o n y  B o b  sta rt
ed b a ck , co m p u tin g  th a t the retu rn  trip  
as fa r  as B u c k la n d s  w ou ld  b rin g  his 
m ileage u p  to  a rou n d 3 0 0  an d  feeling  
p r e tty  good  a b o u t it. T h is  sta te  o f  ex 
u b eran ce lasted  th ir ty -fiv e  m iles, to  C o ld  
Springs S ta tio n , w here again n o  fresh  
h orse w as rea d y — b u t n ot th rou gh  a n y  
n eg lect o f  d u ty  th is tim e. T w o  scalped  
bod ies la y  on th e  floor o f  th e cabin .

R ig h t  th ere , th e  record ride ceased to  
b e a sports ev en t fo r  y o u n g  B o b  H a sla m . 
T h e  w aterless th ir ty -se v e n  m iles fro m  
C o ld  S p rin gs to  S and Sprin gs, o n  a jad e d  
h orse, u n der a  feverish  sun, an d  w ith  
th a t  spectacle  o f v io le n t d ea th  fresh in  
his m in d , m u st h a v e  been  th e  w o rst o f  
th e  trip . A t  S an d  Sprin gs th e  frigh ten ed  
sta tio n m a ster  a cco m p an ied  h im  o n  to  
th e  S in k  o f th e  C arso n , w here th e y  fo u n d  
fifteen  settlers crow ded in to  th e  tin y  
a d o b e  fo rt th a t  w as th e  P o n y  S ta tio n , 
preparin g for siege b y  a p a rty  o f  fifty  
P iu tes w h o  h ad  been  sigh ted . P o n y  B o b  
did  n o t s ta y  in th e  shelter o f th e  fou r  
w alls. H e  w a s carryin g th e m a il.

N ig h t  h a d  fallen  an d  w h en  h e rode  
o u t o f  th e  fo rt, he saw  n o th in g  b u t  th e  
stars an d  h eard n o th in g  b u t  h is h orse ’s 
h o o v e s , an d  y e t  it  is a lm o st certain  th a t  
P iu te s  w a tch ed  h im — an d  le t h im  p a ss. 
T h e  P iu te s  respected  cou rage so  g re a tly  

(Continued on page 127)
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TH E  a u th o r o f “ S o m e th in g  to  S h o o t  
A t ”  d id n ’t  d rea m  u p  th e reaction s  

o f a m a n  un der fire fro m  his im a gin a 
tion . H e  en listed  in th e A r m y , 3 4 th  R e g 

ular In fa n tr y , w hen he w as h a rd ly  m o re  
th an  a k id , and  a t th e  a g e  w h en  m o st  
b o y s  are ju st  startin g  th eir ju n io r  year  
in high  school w as a lrea d y  w earing three  
ca m p aign  rib b on s a n d , in c id en ta lly , 
w as in U . S. B a se  H o sp ita l N o . 8 7 . S ix  
m o n th s la ter , w ith  a certificate o f d is
a b ility  fro m  th e  A r m y  a n d  th e  M ilita r y  
O rder o f  th e  P u rp le  H e a r t , he w as b a c k  
in  high  sch ool. H e  sp en t th e  n ex t several 
years finishing sch ool a n d  co llege , th en  
tu rn ed  to  n ew sp ap er w ork  an d  w ritin g . 
Stories b y  h im  h a v e  b een  in c lu d ed  in  
“ B e st  S h ort S h orts o f  1 9 3 2 ”  a n d  in  
H a r r y  H a n se n ’s co llection , “ O . H e n r y  
M e m o r ia l Stories o f 1 9 4 0 .”  A b o u t  his  
first story  to  ap p ear in o u r m a g azin e  
M r . T r a c y  says—

It grew out of two experiences, one 
personal, one told to me. The Philip
pine angle comes from ex-Sergeant 
Everett Evans, a neighbor of mine, here 
in Los Gatos, California, who put in four 
hitches in the Islands, two of them with 
the old 21st Infantry which was stationed 
for many years at Camp Keesley near 
Lake Lanao in northern Mindanao, that 
section where, at the time the story was 
written the Japs had not been able to 
penetrate, and where, we hope, a very 
unpleasant kind of guerrilla warfare still 
goes on. This is the locale of “Some
thing to Shoot At.”

Second: A  sweaty muggy afternoon 
and a flanking company snarled in heavy 
scrub and tangled in bitter dirty bush
fighting with every man hidden and 
shooting from cover, the unseen rifles 
exploding sullenly from bush to bush, 
and a scared runner with sweat in his 
eyes, reporting to the Old Man that we 
had lost contact with the company on 
our right. That was a job for the liaison

men and not a nice job. Floundering in 
the woods between two open flanks where 
the enemy may be anywhere and your 
friends may be nervous is a bad assign
ment. I was a liaison man and one of 
those who got it. When that tense 
“Halt! Who goes there?” came to me 
out of the underbrush in an accent that 
was unmistakably from somewhere south 
of St. Louis it made me ver\' happy, and 
my happiness was not all due to our 
having reestablished contact. That trip 
is where those very concrete physical 
and psychological details of Sergeant 
Acuna’s trek came from.

W e  are g la d  to  w elcom e to  our C a m p - 
Fire a  w riter w h o se  w ord s are as str ic tly  
“ G . I . ”  as T .  F .  T r a c y ’s are a n d  h op e  
w e’ll see a  lo t  m o re  o f  h im  in m o n th s  
to  co m e .

VI N S O N  B R O W N  an d  T h e o d o re  O .
Z sc h o k k e  co llab o ra ted  on “ B la c k  

B illio n s”  b u t  B ro w n  w as th e  o n ly  on e  
o f th e p air w e k n ew  h o w  to  g et in tou ch  
w ith , so h e ’s responsib le fo r  th e  jo in t  
in tro d u ctio n  b elo w . I f  his w ritin g  p a rt
ner h as a n y  k ick s h e ’ll h a v e  to  m a k e  
th e m  to  B row n  p erso n a lly . H e r e ’s h ow  
V . B . h erds his p a l u p  to  th e b la ze—

Ted Zschokke and I got acquainted 
during a summer spent in the Colorado 
Desert of Southern California. W e were 
both naturalists and wre spent the 120 
degree heat of the day lying in ham
mocks with hoses turned over us discus
sing Philosophy and Economics and the 
fate of the World, and the nights 
wandering the desert in search of insects 
and other wild life. He spent over a year 
after graduation from Stanford L?ni- 
versity at a rancho on the shore of Gatun 
Lake, in Panama, collecting and study
ing insects. This, theoretically, should 
make him my deadly enemy, he being a 
lowlander and a Stanford graduate, as I 

( Continued on page 116)
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graduated from the University of Cali
fornia and spent two years in the moun
tains and highlands of Western Panama 
near the Costa Rican border, also col
lecting insects and other specimens as 
well as homesteading a jungle ranch.

W e would both be in the Natur-alist 
profession at present if it wasn’t for the 
war, which has caused Ted to work in an 
aircraft factory in Southern California 
and me in the Westinghouse Electric Co. 
Plant in the East Bay here. W e are both 
married, but so far I am the only one 
with any offspring, one lively boy. Ted 
is a little fellow, about five foot three, 
whereas Pm six foot three, but he 
packs the most dynamite.

Ted spent several years in the Phil
ippines as a boy, whereas I shipped on 
a freighter after graduating from High 
School and worked as an ordinary sea
man in and out of the ports of South 
China, Indo China and Malaysia. As a 
naturalist I have also journeyed through 
most of the mountains of the West.

Reading the story our curiosity was 
aroused by the handy qualities of al- 
mara or almira (both spellings occurred), 
for we felt that if the root could work 
such wonders against the driver ants of 
Bocas del Toro it might prove equally 
effective in discouraging our local Con
necticut variety from preying on the 
sugar supply. What with rationing and 
all—it seemed a good idea at the time 
but from what Mr. Brown writes it 
doesn’t look as though it’s going to be 
practicable to try to persuade the neigh
borhood grocer to begin stocking the 
stuff. Here’s what Brown tells us about 
the tropical anti-ant mixture—

“Almara”  is a Guaymia Indian word 
for a root they use to drive away ants, 
or rather I should say I think that is the 
correct spelling for the word, but am not 
at all sure. I had a Guaymia Indian boy 
named Chio Jari working for me when I 
was in Panama and he showed me some 
of the root. The plant, from his de
scription, possibly belonged to the Poly- 
gonaceae, but I have never seen it my
self. Few of the Panama natives know 
of this root, or use this name; so it is 
no wonder you could not find it.

HH. HAWKINS, you may recall, 
• had something to say in this de
partment a few issues ago when the

Hawken-Hauken-Hawkins rifle contro
versy was waxing hot and heavy. “ Glory 
to  Spare”  is her first appearance on our 
contents page.

Mrs. Hawkins writes—
My father was a Texas Ranger and 

my mother danced with Apaches who 
had war-paint on. My own life is quieter.
I began reading up on the Pony Express 
with an idea of disguising them in a 
historical background, and found the 
real men and events of the Pony much 
more interesting on their own account.

For combined skill, courage and 
stamina, Pony Bob earned his No. I 
ranking, but was only “chief among 
equals.” Some day I ’d like to tell of 
some of the runners-up such as Jay 
Kelley, the stableboy who took over a 
dying man’s run— or handsome Jim 
Moore, who rode 280 miles in 22 hours.

YOU’LL find a new name on our roster 
of Ask Adventure experts this 
month. Roy S. Tinney, for many years 
shooting editor of the old Forest & 
Stream magazine, has consented to an
swer queries for us on shotguns and 

wing shooting. This niche in our gal
lery of experts has been vacant since 
the death, last year, of P. H. Glover.

Mr. Tinney, a veteran wing shot, load
ed ammunition for and hunted ducks 
with Grover Cleveland and General 
Miles. He studied gun-fitting at the Lon
don shooting schools and is well ac
quainted with the methods of manufac
turing shotguns in England, Belgium and 
this country. During the last war he par
ticipated in the test firing that put the 
riot guns in the trenches. During the past 
five years he has done a lot of experi
mental and test firing with muzzle load
ing shotguns, both flint and percussion 
lock. He is well acquainted with punt 
guns and the outlaw bigbores used by 
the old market hunters and has installed 
several field layouts where clay pigeons 
simulate field conditions.

Incidentally, Mr. Tinney is a great 
crony of our rifle and revolver expert 
out in Oregon and has returned East 
only lately after a several months’ visit 
with OF Man Wiggins. We are delighted 
to welcome him to the staff of our maga
zine.

(Continued on page 118)



ADVENTURE 117

W ORLD’ S L A R G E S T  M A K E R S

M O R E Y - B A C K  G U A R A N T E E
M A D E -T O -M E A S U R E  D E N T A L  P L A T E S
We make to measure for you INDIVIDUALLY—BY MAIL 
Dental Plates for men and women from an impression o f 
your mouth taken by you at your home. Over 100,000 in this 
country wear teeth we made.

TO $3 S

MAIL
COUPON TODAY

DAYS’
TRIAL

MAKE US PROVE EVERY 
WORD WE SAY—Wear our 
teeth on trial for as long as 
60 days. Then, if you are 
not P E R F E C T L Y  SATIS
FIED, they will not cost you 

a cent. We take your word 1 
f  Isn't that fair?

NOW AT NEW LOW
n n i A T O  ^  you find what others have 
U | | | |  L  V  paid for theirs, you will be as- 
| I I  1 tip t  V  tounded when you see how little 

ours will cost you. By reading our 
catalog you can learn how to save HALF or MORE 
on DENTAL PLATES for yourself . . . MONTHLY 
PAYMENTS POSSIBLE!

'SEND NO MONEY!
I We take this risk. We guarantee that if you are not 

fully satisfied with teeth we make for you, then, any time 
within fin days, we will gladly refund your every cent.

Impression Material— -catalog with our new 
LOW prices, and information. WRITE TO
DAY! Prices may advance! Don’t wait.

A LICENSED D EN TIST SUPERVISES TH E  M AK
ING OF EACH DENTAL PLATE.

WU-UII1 DU UJ

FREE IFREEU. S. DENTAL CO., Dept. 1-87 
1555 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago.

! Send without obligation FREE impression m»- 
| terial catalog, and information.

UNITED STATES DENTAL CO. Dept. 1-87, 1555 Milwaukee
Avenue, Chicago, I llin o is .^

| Address., 

!  City........

EYE-GLASSES
MAIL |
HIGHEST QUALITY

MATERIAL: EXPERT WORKMANSHIP

SEND NO MONEY 1 6  DAYS’ TRIAL
GRACE YO UR FACE with good looking glasses I Select for your- p  —  ' 

self from the many styles in our catalog J CDCr 
the one that looks best on you. Wear our glasses on trial as long as | TH iLl
16 * * 2  Ti“ S guarantee o f satisfaction I Then if you i Send without obligation, your FREE cat-are not 100% satisfied with glasses we make for you w ell refund ■ ,
every cent you paid us for them. We take your word. Isn’t that fair ? I a*og anc* scientific sight test chart.

U. S. Eye-Glasses Co., Dept. 1-87 
1557 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago, HI.

M ON E Y - B A C K  G U A R A N T E E
REPAIHS

OF S AT I S F A C T I O N  j Name.,

48 Hour Service.
«  Mfe H |  ■ ■  CATALOG OF NEW 

L- n  r  r  LOW PRICES AND 
^  ■ *  r  r  SCIEN TIFIC SIGHT
■  l l b W  TEST CHART. ________________________________
U. S. EY E -G LA S S E S  CO., Dept. 1-87,1557 Milwaukee Ave., Chicago, HI,

Lenses Replaced. 
r  ram es M ended I.

!
LcCity.
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*15? *252 $3*2

P U R - O - M A T I C
Bit especially designed to 
t ra p  im p u rit ie s . P ip e  
smokes 2 3 %  cooler, 17% 
drier, removes 238 milli
grams of tar and nicotine.

Continental Briar Pipe Co., Inc. 
York & Adams Streets, Brooklyn, N . Y.

g m M 4? Si Si '.A

CONTINENTAL

A s an in tro d u cto ry  o ffe r  w e  w il l  sen d  you  
r~  ou r e x q u is ite ly  m a tch ed  y e l lo w  g o ld  p la te  

en ga g em en t r in g  o r  w e d d in g  r in g . T h e  
V  en ga g em en t r in g  has th e  n e w , p opu la r AD

M IRATIO N  se tt in g  w ith  a  flery , flash in g , 
s im u la ted  D iam on d  S o lita ire  set o f f  by  s id e  
b r illia n ts . T h e  w e d d in g  r in g  m a tch es  p er 
fe c t ly , h a v in g  a  fu ll  w id e  band o f  b r i l 
lia n ts . E ith er  r in g  f o r  $ 1 .0 0  o r  b o th  fo r  
o n ly  $ 1 .7 0 .  R in g s co m e  a ttra ctiv e ly  b o x e d . 
SEND NO M ONEY. J u s t  n am e, ad dress  and 
r in g  s iz e . W ear r in g  1 0  days, o n  M on ey  
Back gu a ra n tee . Rush ord e r  tod ay .

JEW ELRY C O ., D ept. A -3 3 2 , B e lo it , W is .

LET S HELP OUR

^ j j j  A M E R I C A !

While Our Boys 
Do the Fighting- 
Let’s Do the Buy
ing! Get Y o u r  
S h a r e  of U. S. 
War Bonds and 
Stamps Today!

(Continued from  page 116)

CO M M A N D E R  G lad d en  tells us th at  
“ T h e  C a t  and  th e P erch”  is based  

on fa ct. H e  writes—

In July 1918 the R15 was on govern
ment acceptance trials. The civilian 
crew opened the torpedo tube door to 
reload a dummy torpedo while the outer 
door was open. A  21" stream of water 
with a hundred foot head shot into the 
compartment. The boat was saved by 
action similar to that discussed in the 
story.

Ge o r g e  c o r y  f r a n k l i n , who
join s our W rite rs ’ B rigade this m o n th  

w ith “ T h e  In fallib le  N o se  o f C orporal 
B lu e ,”  w rites from  his h om e in V ic to r 
ville, C al.—

There isn’t much to tell about myself.
I began writing professionally about fif
teen years ago and soon discovered that 
there were a lot of people who liked to 
read stories about animals. Since that 
time I have sold around a thousand short 
stories, quite a number of novelettes and 
have had two books published, as well as 
several stories filmed in Hollywood.

Sometimes I find it difficult to convince 
readers that mules are smarter than 
horses and as intelligent as dogs: al
though most people know that a mule 
will not eat more than is good for him 
nor drink when he is hot. In this story 
Blue, undoubtedly, would have known 
more about the situation than I dared to 
bring out; in fact, not long' ago I had to 
take a fact incident out of a mule story 
because it was decided to be beyond the 
credence of some readers.

We winter on the edge of the Mojave 
Desert in a cowtown that is more like 
the Old West than any place I have seen 
for many years. Next summer wTe will 
be back in the Five Rivers country with 
our horses and mules, hob-nobbing with 
the few real old-timers that are left; and,
I hope writing more stories for Adventure.

Y V 7 E  L I K E , every  so o ften , to  tip  you  
off here in Camp-Fire to  book s b y  

Adventure con tribu tors, w hether it ’ s fic
tion and articles th a t h ave already ap 
peared in our m agazin e or new  m aterial 
th a t d id n ’t  happen  to  get into  these  
pages. O u r W rite rs ’  B rigade and  staff 
o f Ask Adventure experts are m en  w ho  
d on ’t  like to  let m oss grow  on the k ey 
boards o f th eir typew riters and  y o u ’re 
a p t to  find th em  w ell represented on  th e
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counters whenever you go prowling 
through your favorite bookstore. We’ve 
had a lot of pleasure the last few weeks 
getting caught up on some of this extra- 
editorial reading and see no reason why 
we should be selfish about telling you 
what some of it was. For instance— 

Howard Bloomfield, whose initials 
appeared at the tail end of this depart
ment for so many years before we took 
over, has just had published “ Sailing to 
the Sun.” It’s the account of his trip in 
the Kittiwake (you’ve heard about her 
before) by the Inland Waterway to Flor
ida two years ago. We had the pleasure 
of making the first lap of the voyage 
with him as far as Delaware Bay and 
now the guy’s gone and put us in print. 
Trying to infect us with the same itch 
he had, we suppose, when he decided to 
sail his thirty-foot sloop south and work 
off some of that editorial lard he’d ac
quired sitting in a swivel chair putting 
this magazine together twelve times a 
year. We can’t say it isn’t a tempting 
prospect, and if it wasn’t for the war 
and if we had a sloop— For anyone who 
hankers after some pure escape reading 
(and who doesn’t these days?) “Sailing 
to the Sun” is his dish. Bloomfield’s de
lightful sense of humor makes the cruise 
of the Kittiwake an adventure in read
ing we wouldn’t have missed for worlds. 
The book’s chock full of swell photo
graphs of the ship and her master, so 
if you’re anxious to see what an editor 
looks like when he’s not editing, as well 
as sign on for an exciting voyage under 
a skipper who knows his stuff, now’s 
your chance. (Dodd, Mead. $3.00).

Walter Havighurst’s tales in Adven
ture have all been deep-sea yarns, as 
near as we can recall, but in “The Long 
Ships Passing” he bids farewell—only 
temporarily, we hope—to salt water to 
tell the dramatic story of the Great 
Lakes. We keep a weather eye peeled 
to watch the weekly chart of “best
sellers”  and haven’t been surprised to 
find this absorbing book staying up 
among the top five leaders in the census 
taken in bookstores in Chicago, Cleve
land, Detroit and other lake cities. It 
ought to be “ discovered” and read more 
widely, for it’s a grand job of writing. 
We think readers of this magazine who 
have had a chance to dip into and enjoy

. . .  W a r d a y s  a re
OPPORTUNITY 
DAYS for YOU
i n  A c c o u n t i n g . . .
If you like to work with figures and are 
earnestly ambitious, accounting today offers 
you unparalleled opportunity—to serve your 
country and to profit.

For there just aren’t enough bookkeepers 
and accountants to fill the needs of govern
ment and industry. There are thousands of 
new and vacant jobs. These jobs pay well 
and they are open to both men and women. 
Moreover, this need will continue through 
the war and the post-war adjustment period.

Ask us to prove this — and to show you 
how you can grasp this opportunity quickly.

Ask  
for this 

free
48-page
booklet

LASALLE
EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A  Correspondence Institution 
Dept. 1334-H CHICAGO
I want to know what opportunity there is for me in 
Accounting now and how I can prepare for it. Send 
me your free booklet and any other pertinent infor
mation.

Name.   . . . . . . .

Present P o s t o n .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .

Address.
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If You
Get Up Nights 
You Can’t Feel Right

I f  you have to get up 3 or more times a night your rest 
is broken and it’s no wonder if  you feel old and run down 
before your time. Functional rather than organic sys
temic Kidney and Bladder trouble often may be the cause 
o f many pains and symptoms simply because the Kidneys 
may be tired and not working fast enough in filtering and 
removing irritating excess acids, poisons and wastes from 
your blood. So if you get up nights or suffer from burn
ing, scanty or frequent passages, leg pains, backache, or 
swollen ankles, due to non-organic or non-systemic Kid
ney and Bladder troubles, you’ ll make no mistake in try
ing the prescription called Cystex. Because it has given 
such joyous, happy relief in so high a percentage of such 
cases, Cystex is sold under a guarantee o f money back on 
return o f empty package unless completely satisfactory. 
Gystex costs only 35e at druggists.

M E N !  
B M H T

E A R N  BICa M O N E Y
TAIIORING

Line
Earn b ic , easy profits with new ” L ow - 

i F ea tu re -P r ice ”  line m en's maae-to-mens ore suits. Show friends, 
P everyone, choice o f  nearly 100 rich fabrics, tailored-to-measure in 
I newest styles—At S ta n dou t L ow  P r ice  most men can afford. Only 
I 2 sales a day can bring you SSOprofi tin a week I Suits 
I Free As Extra Bonos! W rite today for  big . Free f Sample Outfit, money-making plans and details o f  

amazine Free Bonus Sa itoffer. J.  C. FIELD & SON, 
i  D ep t. N -1696, H arrison  a n d  T h r o o p . C h ica g o

SUPPRESSED 
KNOW LEDGE €»P THE A GES

Hidden, denied, but not lost, is the miraculous 
wisdom o f the ancient*. Their methods o f mental power 
in achieving SUCCESS and M ASTERY IN  LIFE are 
available T O  YO U . Write for a FREE copy o f  “ The 

1 Mastery of Life”  and learn how to receive this rare 
knowledge. MAKE Y O U R  LIFE AN EW .

SCRIBE U. K. R.
THE R O S I C R U C I  A N f
SAN JOSB (AMORO CALIFORNIA.

8 Mile Range -  Wide Vision

BINOCULARS S A 7 5
15 DAYS FREE TRIAL U i  
Post Paid or C. O. D. ■
Comes complete with case and straps. 

Well ground powerful lens. Easily focused for all distances and 
eye widths. Latest features. Ideal all-weather binoculars. Guar
anteed. If not satisfied after 15 day* trial, money refunded. 
Vogue Binocular Co. # 7759 S. H aisled Dept. 1241 Chicago 

"A ttractive Proposition tor Agenttf*

WANTED OLD MONEY!
— -  £2,000.00 F©R Is I--------

B ig prem iu m s paid  fo r  alt rare co in s , en ca sed  p osta g e  stam ps, 
paper m on ey! C ertain  C ents w orth  9 2 ,0 0 0 ;  L in co ln  P en n ies  9 1 0 ;  
Indianhead  Cents 9 1 0 0 ;  N ick els  $ 5 0 0 ;  D im es $ 1 ,0 0 0 ,  e tc . S end  
lO c  fo r  N ew  1 9 4 3  Illu stra ted  ca ta log u e .
FEDERAL COIN EXCHAN GE, D *ot. 1 2 -P P , COLUM BU S, OHIO

F r e e ; l o o k
MOUNT BIRDS, ANIMALS, FISH

T m  FREE. Explains Taxiderm y. Telia bow to  learn at 
borne by mail to mount bhda-anim ate .h e a d s . . .  to TAN  
bU qs and fora . G reat for  MEN and BOYS. Fan! Also 
earn money ta **

lk*& a i

F A L S E  T E E T H
60 DAYS T R I A L  
SEND NO MONEY

N ow , y o u  to o , can  h ave b e a u tifu l, -life lik e  
fa lse  teeth  m ade to  o rd er  f o r  y o u  fro m  y ou r  
ow n  m outh  Im press ion . S en t b y  m a ll! S end  
nam e and ad dress ! W e’ ll sen d  y o u  FREE 
Im pression  m ateria l, fu l l  d ire c t io n s , i l lu s 
trated  litera tu re ! N ew est s ty le  den ta l P lates . 
M oney-B ack  G uarantee o f  S a tis fa ct ion . W rite .

PARKER D EN TAL LABORATORY 
a a r  N. Dearborn S t., Dept. 2 0 -M, Chicago, I lf ,

Leslie T. White’s “5,000 Trojan Horses” 
and Harry Oliver’s “Nightly to Milwau
kee” in the past few months will be par
ticularly interested in the Havighurst 
book. It’s a panoramic picture of life 
on and around these Seas of Sweet Wa
ter, as the Jesuit missionaries called 
them, from the time they were discov
ered and explored, down through the 
roaring lumber and iron eras to the pres
ent day. From the first birch bark 
canoe, freighted with fur, to the newest 
whaleback steaming down Superior with 
her tons of wheat or ore for the maw of 
war-time America, the fleets of three 
centuries and their amazing crews pass 
in review through the pages of this 
book. Excellent illustrations by John 
O’Hara Cosgrave II. (Macmillan. $3.00) 

In the fiction field we were especially 
interested by Thomas Raddall’s “His 
Majesty’s Yankees” which, as are so 
many of the author’s stories (Remember 
“The Drumlin of Joe Tom” back in our 
April issue?) is laid in his native Nova 
Scotia. Joe Tom was modern but this 
new novel is laid in the days of the 
Revolution and throws light on a little 
known facet of North American history, 
the stirring part played by the Yankees 
of Nova Scotia during the years we were 
becoming a nation. Adventure readers 
know Raddall’s deft touch, his ability to 
tell a tale and breathe life into his 
characters. Here he demonstrates with 
striking success an ability to recreate 
a period of the past and infuse into it 
those qualities that make it live again 
in the present. A stirring yarn in the 
Kenneth Roberts tradition and one 
which Roberts himself recommends with 
unstinted praise. We go all the way with 
him. (Doubleday, Doran. $2.75)

R. W. Daly’s Peter Dickoe stories, 
which appeared in these pages in 1941, 
have been expanded and tied together 
to make a consecutive novel. “ Soldier 
of the Sea” is the title of the book and 
Gordon Grant, who illustrated the tales 
for us in the magazine, has done the 
jacket in color. Peter is just as good a 
character as he ever was. In fact, en 
second reading, that sterling young offi
cer of His Majesty’s Marines who con
founded the French with his Commando 
tricks 150 years ago, seems to have 

(Continued on page 125)
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THE ASK ADVENTURE SERVICE is
free, provided self-addressed envelope and 
FULL POSTAGE for reply are enclosed. Cor
respondents writing to or from foreign coun
tries must enclose Internationa] Reply Cou
pons, which are exchangeable for stamps of 
any country in the International Postal Union.

Send each question d irec t  to the expert in 
charge of the section whose field covers it. He 
will reply by mail. Do Not send questions to 
the magazine. Be definite; explain your case 
sufficiently to guide the expert you question. 
The magazine does not assume any respon
sibility. No Reply will be made to requests 
for partners, financial backing or employment. 

★  f E n clo se  a d d ressed  e n v e lo p e  w ith  
In tern a tio n a l R e p ly  C o u p o n .)

Notice: Many of our A s k  A d v e n tu re  experts 
are now engaged in government service of one 
kind or another. Some are on active duty in 
the Army or Navy, others serving in an execu
tive or advisory capacity on various of the 
boards and offices which_have been set up to 
hasten the nation’s war effort. Almost without 
exception these men have consented to remain 
on our staff, carry on their work for the maga
zine if humanly possible, but with the under
standing that for the duration such work is of 
secondary importance to their official duties. 
This is as it should be, so when you don’t 
receive answers to queries as promptly as you 
have in the past please be patient. And re
member that foreign mails are slow and uncer
tain these days, many curtailed drastically. 
Bear with us and we’ll continue to try to 
serve you as speedily as possible.

ASK AD VEN TU RE EXPERTS
SP O R T S A N D  H O B B IE S

A r c h e r y — Earl B. Pow ell, care o f Adventure..
B a se b a ll— F rederick L ieb , care o f A d ven tu re.

B a sk e tb a ll— Stanley Carh art , 09 Broad St., 
Matawan, N. J.

B o x in g — L iec t . Col. John V,. Grombach , 1010 
Mass. Ave. N.W., Wash., D. C.

C am ping;— Paul M. F in k , Jonesboro, Tenn.
C an oeing ;: paddling, sailing, cru isin g, r eg a tta s—  

E dgar S. Pe r k in s , 1325 So. Main St., Princeton, 111.
C o in s : and M edals— W il lia m  L. Clark , Amer

ican Numismatic Society, Broadway at 156th St., 
N. Y. C,

D o g s — Freeman L loyd, care o f A d ven tu re .
F e n c in g — L ieut . Cor.. John V. G rombach , 

1619 Mass. Ave., N.W., Wash., D. C.
F irs t  A id — Dr. Claude P. Fordyce, care o f 4(7- 

rcti ture.
Flshingrs fresh water; flu and bait casting; 

bait; camping outfits; fishing trips— John A lden 
K night, 929 W. 4th St., W illiamsport, I’ enna.

F ish in g ;: salt water, bottom fishing, surf cast
ing; trolling; equipment and locations—C. Blac k 
burn Miller , care o f Adventure,

ELECTRICIANS
-and those who want to 

know Electricity!
'" ta , Here at last is a 

Z j t  m  i I m I  M W  3 - V o h , ™  Set
o1 pract,cal I electrical books 

j for the “ beginner’  ̂
or “ old timer”

HUNDREDS OF PIC
TURES AND DIAGRAMS. 
HUNDREDS OF SUB

JECTS AT YOUR 
FINGERTIPS!

A few of many branches 
of Electricity explained 
and pictured in this 
amazing set are:

Radio - Television. 
Air Conditioning 
Telephony 
Auto Electricity 
Talking Pictures 
Generators 
Refrigeration 
House Wiring 
Electric Signs 
Hom e Appliances 
Switchboards 
Power Plants 
Diesel Engines 
M otors - Armatures 
A.C. and D.C.

FREE— WITH BOOKS
Send for these reference books now, and I ’ll include 
a certificate entitling you 
to 1 full year of Technical 
Service— personal advice 
by mail from the Coyne 
s t a f f  o f  instructors on 
any Electrical subject.

N o W l  What every Electrician, 
service man, radio man, mainte
nance man —  in factf> any man 
interested in E lectricity—has 
long needed I

It ’s an amazing 3-volume set of 
Electrical books to help you solve 
youreverydayproblemsinaneasy, 
practical way, and to increase your 
knowledge of the electrical field.

W RITTEN SO YOU CAN 
UNDERSTAND IT!

The material is written so you don ’t 
have to  wade through a lo t  o f  
useless theory. It comes to the 
point and tells you in sim ple, u n 
derstandable language about any 
electrical subject. Every subject 
Is indexed so you can quickly 
locate it.

It is a course of Electricity in itself. 
Used by hundreds of Electricians on 
the job.

DON’T  SEND A PENNY!
I ’m so sure you’ll never part with 
this set that I want to send it to you 
on 7 days FREE TRIAL. Mail 
coupon today. If satisfied with the 
books, send $3 in 7 days and §3 a 
month until the regular price of $12 
is paid. If not satisfied, send them 
back in 7 days and you won’t owe 
me a cent.

H. C. LEWIS, Pres., Dept. I3-R2,
C O Y N E  E L E C T R IC A L  SC H O OL 
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, 111.

■ uCTd me the big 3-volume Coyne Electrical and Radio Reference Encyclopedia, p o s t p a i d .  
Within 7 days after receiving the books, I’ll 
either return them or send you $3 and $3 a 
month until advertised price of $12.00 is paid.

N A M E .........

A D D R E SS.

CITY..................................................STATE
J O C C U P A T IO N .............................................................. A G E ................j
■ C fllfC  1 tlQZ. Send cash price, $10.80, with order If pre- ■
■ oH tfL  1 U /0 .  ferred— you save $1.20. Same 7-day free .
^  trial and return privilege. pj



122 ADVENTURE

G a s on S to m a ch
Relimd in' 5 minutes or 
double your money back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour 
Stomach and heartburn, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting 
medicines known for symptomatic relief—medicines like those In 
Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans brings comfort In a Jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25c everywhere.

CASH IN ON 
SENSATIONAL NEWTAILORING LINE

Sensational news! Show friends complete 
l in e  men's made-to-measure suits—at low 

p rice s— and p ock et b ig  C ASH  PR O FITS  
on  ea sy  paym en t-p la n  o rd e rs . S co re s  o f 
r ich  q u a lity  fa b r ic s , ta llo re d -to -m e a s -

___________ tire. N e w e s t  s ty le s . G uaranteed . YOUR
OW N SU IT S  FREE as  a B onusI N o m on ey , n o  e x 
p e r ie n ce  n eed ed . W e sen d  c o m p le te  m on ey-m a k in g  
sam ple  ou tfit FREE and  ama2 in g  FREE BONUS SU IT 
o ffe r . F or q u ick  a ction  w r ite  fu l ly ,  g iv in g  a ge , etc. 
PIONEER T A ILO R IN G  CO. D ept. N -1 0 9 6  C h icag o

EARN BIG
MONEY

$5.o° Full S ize  
FOOD ir HOUSiHOLD
PRODUCT ASST. 4

* b ig  A sso rtm e n t o f  FOODS, 
GROCERIES. SO A PS, E tc . - f u l l  s iz e  packages 
w orth  $ 5 .0 0 .  Y ou rs  ABSOLU TELY FREE! A 
S h ow  th ese  p rod u cts  to  fr ie n d s , n e ig h b ors .
T ake ord ers  fo r  sen sa tion a l va lu es , m ore  j 
than 2 0 0  q u a lity  p rod u cts  used  in e v e r y  / 
h om e . Earn b ig  profits, fu ll  or  spare tim e . I 
N o  ex p e r ie n ce  n ecessa ry . W rite  fo r  FREE 1 
$ 5 .0 0  A ssortm en t o f  P rod u cts  N OW . 
ZAN O L, 6 4 0 7  M onm outh , C in cin n ati, O.

(SID ELIN E Salesmen and Agents)
B ell ou r I llu stra ted  C om ic  B o o k le ts , and  o th e r  n o v e lt ie s . E ach  
b ook let s ize  4 1 ^  b y  2 % .  T en  d iffe re n t sa m p le  b o o k le ts  s en t fo r  
5 0 c  or  2 5  assorted  fo r  $ 1 .0 0 .  S h ip ped  p rep a id . W h o lesa le  n o v e lty

tr ice  lis t  s en t  w ith  o rd er  o n ly . N o . C . O . D . o rd e rs . S en d  C ash o r  
tam ps. P rin t n am e and a d dress .

REPSAC SA LE S C O ., 1 W est  > 3  S t . ,  D ep t. 1 0 0 1 ,  N ew  Y ork

C A S H F O R  Y O U R  S U R P L U S  
_ _ _  _ UNUSED U. S. S T A M P S

M ail Order D ea lers : C o lle c to rs : W e buy a ccu m u la tio n s  and su rp lu s  
UNUSED U .8 . posta g e  stam ps a t  9 0 f ac e  va lu e  fo r  d en om in a tion s  Vfcc to  19c. 8 5 Ofo fa ce  va lu e  fo r  d en om in a tion s  20c to  SOe. S m a ll 
lo ts  8 5 <Vo- M AIL STAM PS REG ISTE R E D . M oney sent by  return  m ail. 
G arber S e rv ice  7 2  F ifth  A ve . D ept. 1 0 0 1  N ew  Y ork

^ u n e d a n o c u t  „ r a; o;
Famous WHITE Zircon gem. 
Sparkles like a diamond, costs 
98% less I Withstands acid! FREE catalog of amazing values 
in genuine ZlrconB set In men’s 
and women’s gold or silver rings. 
Write for your copy today! 
fVhnt in N. Y. -visit our showrooms 
K I M B E R L Y  G E M  C O .. I n c .  
D «P t. P -21  S 0 3  5 th  A v e . N .Y .C .

FALSE
TEETH

6 t h  Y E A R
Buy where thousands have 
been satisfied . We make 
FALSE TEETH lor you from 
your ow n im p r e s s io n s .

90 DAY TRIAL
M O N E Y . B A C K  Q U A R A N T E E  s t  
S A T IS F A C T IO N  p ro te c t, yo u .

SEND NO MONEY
J. B CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.

W rite Today f o r  Free 
Booklet and M aterial

DEPT. 48-A3 E A S T  S T .  L O U IS . IL L IN O IS

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED
Size 8 x 10 tnchss or smaller If de
sired. Same price for full length or 
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet 
animals, etc., or enlargements of any 
p a rt  of group picture. Safe return of _ — 
original photo guaranteed. 3  (Of $ 1 *0 0

SEND NO MONEY o r  sn a p s h o t
(any size) and receive promptly your beautiful 
enlargement, guaranteed fadeless. _Pay postman 47c plus

mmmmsi art studios, m  i w «  st, owisti-A. cmbw»

G lo b e -tr o t t in g ; a n d  v a g a b o n d in g ; —  ROBERT 
Spie r s  Be n ja m in , care o f  A d ven tu re .

H e a lth  B a l ld ia g  A c t iv it ie s ,  H ik in g ; —  Db.
Claude P. F ordyce, ca re  o f  A d ven tu re .

M o to r  B oatin g ;— Gerald T . W h it e , M ontville,
N. J.

M otorcyclin g^ — regu la tion s, m echa n ics, racin g—  
Ch arles  M. Dodge, 70 Colonial Sq., Burlington, Vt.

M o u n t a in  C l im b in g — .T heodore  S. So l o m o n s ,
952 No. Hudson Ave., Hollywood, Calif.

O ld  S on g s— R obert W h it e , 913 W. 7th St., 
Los Angeles, Calif.

O ld -T im e  S a ile r in g — Ch a s . H. H i l l , 446 Ocean
Ave., Brooklyn, N. Y.

R ifle s , P is to ls , R e v o lv e r s i  fo r e ig n  and A m eri
can— D onegan  W ig g in s , 170 Liberty Ed., Salem, 
Oregon. '

S h o tg u n s , A m e r ic a n  an d  F o r e ig n , W in g  
S h o o t in g  an d  F ie ld  T r ia ls :  R oy  S. T in n e y , c/ o 
A d ven tu re .

A S k iin g  an d  S n o w s h o e in g  —  W. H. PRICE, 
3436 Mance St., Montreal, Quebee, Can.

Sm alt B o a t in g : sk iffs , ou tboa rd , sm all launch , 
r iv e r  and lake cru isin g— Raymond  S. Spears, Ingle
wood, Calif.

S w im m in g — L ou is  DbB. H andley, 115 W estlltb St., N. Y. c.
S w o r d s : sp ea rs , p o le  arm s and arm or— Capt . 

R. E. Gardner, care o f A d ven tu re .

T o u r n a m e n t  F ly  an d  B a lt  C a s t in g — “ CHIEP”  
Stanwood, East Sullivan, Maine.

T r a c k — J a c k s o n  Scholz, R. D. No. 1. Doyles- 
town, Pa.

W o o d c r a ft — Paul M. F in k , Jonesboro, Tenn.

W r e s t l in g — M url E. T h r u sh , New York A th 
letic Club, New York City.

Y a c h t in g — A. It. K n au eh , 2722 E, 75th PL, 
Chicago, 111.

S C IE N T IF IC  A N D  T E C H N IC A L  SU B JE C T S
A n t h r o p o lo g y — A m erica n , north  o f  th e  P anam a  

Canal, cu stom s, d ress, a r c h i t e c tu r e ;  p o tte r y  and  
d eco ra tiv e  a rts , w eapon s and im p lem en ts , fe t ish 
ism , so cia l d iv is ion s— Arthur  W oodward, Los An
geles Museum Exposition l ’ark. Los Angeles, Calif.

A v ia t io n : a irp lan es , a irsh ip s, a irw a ys  and land
ing fields, c o n te s ts , a ero  clu b s, in su ran ce , law s, 
licen ses, “p erm in g  data , s ch oo ls , fo r e ig n  a c t iv it ie s , 
p u blica tion s, p a ra ch u tes , g lid ers  —  Major  Falk  
Harm el, 7o9 Longfellow  S t , W ashington, D. C.

__ -B ig  G am e H u n t in g : gu ides and equ ipm ent—
Ernest W , Sh a w , South Carver, Mass.

E n t o m o lo g y :  in sec ts  and s p id e r s ;  v en om ou s  
and d isea se-ca rry in g  in s e c ts — Du. S. W. F rost, 465 
E. Foster Ave., State College, Pa.

F o r e s t r y :  in  th e  U nited  S ta tes , n a tion a l fo r e s ts  
o f  th e  H ock  M ou n ta in  S ta tes— Ern est  W. Sh a w , 
South Carver, Mass.

T r o p ic a l  F o r e s t r y :  trop ica l fo r e s ts  and p rod 
u c ts— W m . R. Barbour, 1091 Springdale Ed., A t
lanta, Ga.

H e r p e t o lo g y :  r ep tile s  and am phibians— Cl ip - 
ford H. P ope, care o l  A d ven tu re .
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M arin e  A r c h ite c t u r e : sh ip  m odelin g— Ch a s . H. 
Hall, 446 Ocean Ave., Brooklyn N. Y.

M ining:, P roa  pectin??, an d  P re c io u s  S to n e s :
a n yw h ere  in No. A m erica . O u tfittin g ;  a n y  m ineral, 
m eta llic  or non -m eta llic— V ictor Sh aw , 11628%  
Mayfield Ave., West Los Angeles, Calif.

T h e  M erch a n t M urine— GORDON MAcALLISTER, 
care o f A dven tu re .

O r n ith o lo g y : b ird s ; th e ir  habits  and d istr ibu 
tion— Davis  Quinn , 5 Minerva PI., Bronx, N. Y.

P h o t o g r a p h y : ou tfittin g , w ork  in ou t-o f-th e -  
w a y p la c e s ;  g en era l in form a tion — P aul L. A nder
son,  36 Washington St., East Orange, N. J.

R a d io :  te leg ra p h y , te lep h o n y , h is to ry , r e c e iv er  
con stru ction , p orta b le  s e ts— Donald McNicol , care 
o f A d ven tu re .

R a ilr o a d s : in  th e  U nited  S ta tes , M ex ico  and 
Canada— R. T. New m an , 701 N. Main St., Paris, 111.

S a w m iilln g — IIapsbcrg L iebe , care o f A d v en 
ture.

T a x id e rm y — Edwabd B. L and, 156 Joralemon 
St., Belleville, N. ,T.

W ild c r a ft in g  an d  T r a p p in g  —  R aymond S. 
Spears, Inglewood, Calif.

M IL IT A R Y , N A T A L  A N D  P O L IC E

F e d e ra l In v e s t ig a t io n  A c t iv it ie s :  S ecr e t  S erv 
ic e , e tc .— Francis H. Bent, 43 Elm PI., Red Bank, 
N. 3,

R o y a l  C an ad ian  M ou n ted  P o lice — ALEC CAVA- 
das, King Edw., H. S„ Vancouver, B. C.

S ta te  P o lice — F rancis  H. Bent, 43 Elm PI., 
Red Bank, N. J.

II. S. M arin e  C orps— Major  F. W . H o p k in s , 
care o f A d ven tu re .

U. S. N avy— L iec t . D urand K iefer , care o f 
A d ven tu re .

G E O G R A P H IC A L  SU B JE C TS
P h ilip p in e  Is la n d s  —  B uck Conner, Conner 

Field, Quartzaite, Ariz.

* » e w  G u in ea— L. P. B. A b m it , care o f  A d ven 
ture.

ifrNew Z e a la n d : C o o k  Is la n d , S am oa— T om L.
Mil l s , 27 Bowen St., Feilding, New Zealand.

^ A u s tr a lia  an d  T a sm a n ia — Alan Foley, 18a 
Sandridge St., Bondi, Sydney, Australia.

ttS onth  Sea Is la n d s— W il lia m  M cCreadie, 
“ Ingle Nook,”  39 Cornelia St., W iley Park, N. S. W.

H a w a ii— John  Snell, Deputy Administrator, 
Defense Savings Staff. 1055 Bishop St., Honolulu, 
Hawaii.

M a d a g a sca r— Ralph  L inton , Dept, o f A nthro
pology, Columbia University, New York City.

A fr ic a , P a r t  I  -RLibya, M orocco , E g y p t , T un is, 
A lgeria . A ng lo -E gyp tian  Sudan. —  Capt . II. W. 
Eades, 3808 West 26th Ave., Vancouver, B. C. 2 
A byssin ia , Ita lian  S om aliland, B ritish  S om ali C oast 
P ro te c to ra te , E r itrea , U ganda, T anganyika , K en ya  
^ -G ordon MacCreagh, 2231 W. Harbor Drive, St 
Petersburg, Florida. 3 T rip oli, Sahara caravans  —  
Captain  Beverly-G iddings, care o f A d ven tu re . 4 
B echuanaland , S ou th w est A fr ica , A n gola , B elgian  
Congo, E gyp tia n  Sudan and F ren ch  W es t  A fr ica .—  
Major S. L. Glenisteb , care o f A d ven tu re . 5  is  Cape 
P rov in ce , O range F ree  S ta te , N a ta l, Zululantl, 
T ransvaal, R h odesia .— Peteb F ran k lin , Box 1491 
Durbin, Natal, So. Africa.

Pur Graduates 
Run

4 3 %
of ALL the

Identification Bureaus 
in America

Send for complete list of over 840 Bureaus 
where our graduates have been placed in good
positions as

FINGER PRINT EXPERTS
Then write the nearest Bureau and learn what 
our graduates think of us!

We have space here to list only a FEW 
of these more than 840 institutions, ao be 
sure to send for the complete list I

State of Michigan 
State of Wash. 
State of Mass. 
State of Illinois 
State of Idaho 
State of Colorado 
State of Iowa

State of Utah 
State of Ohio 
Boston. Mass.
New York. N. Y. 
Pittsburgh. Pa,
St. Paul. Minn. 
Mexico City. MeX. 
Augusta. Ga.
Seattle, Wash. 
Omaha, Neb.

Des Moines. I*. 
Montreal. Can. 
Cedar Rapids, Iowa 
Elgin, III. - - - 
Syracuse. N. Y . 

h Tam pa. Fla.
"Long Beach, Cal.

St. Louis, Mo. 
Lansing, Mich. 
Burlington, la,
Erie, Pa.
Oklahoma City, Okla. 
Trenton, N. J. 
Detroit, Mich.
El Paso. Tex.

Schenectady, N. Y. 
Scranton, Pa. 
Lincoln, Neb.
Mobile, Ala.
Little Rock, Arfu 
Pontiac, Mich. 
Havana, Cuba 
Miami, Fia. 
Birmingham, Ala. 
Columbus, Ohio 
Galveston, Tex. 
Houston, Tex. 
Windsor, O nt 
Pueblo. Colo.
Salt Lake City. Utah 
Atlantic City, N. J. 
Sioux City. Iowa 
Rochester, N. Y . 
Cleveland, Ohio 
Spokane, Wash.
Forth Worth, Tex. 
Shreveport, La. 
Waltham. Mast. 
Berkeley. Calif. 
Paterson, N. J.

Want a Regular Monthly Salary?
Be a Secret Service and Identification Expert

Enjoy the thrill of getting your man—with no personal danger— 
PLUS a regular monthly paid salary and the opportunity to share 
to Rewards Learn at home, in spare time and . 
unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profes
sion. We offer you the same course »f training as we gave the 
hundreds of our graduates who now hold splendid positions in 
more than 840 institutions. Each of these bureaus has numerous 
graduates of ours on regular salaries—and new openings develop 
from time to time.
Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN 
in This Young, Fast Growing Profession!
Of the thousands of towns In America, three-fourths are still with
out identification bureaus. Many more are bound to cornel That- 
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READ!. It’ s easy to 
master this profession rhat combines thrills with personal safety. 
AND the security of a steady income. We show you HOW—just aa 
we have already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay 
position g
r  n  F  P  V The Confidential Report! Operator r  KfcfcS No. 38 Made to His Chief
Just rush coupon! Follow this Operator's exciting hunt for a mur
derous gang. Also get free, "The Blue Book of Crime." showing 
the wonderful opportunities in the field of Finger Prints and Crime 
Detection. Take your first step TODAY toward a steady income 
and success. Mail coupon NOW!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7381, Chicago

I INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE 
[ 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7381, Chicago.
I Gentlemen: With no obligation, send me Confidential Reports
I of Operator No. 38. also illustrated "Blue Book of Crime," 

complete list of over 840 bureaus employing your graduates, 
I together with your low prices and Easy Terms offer. (Literature 
j  will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.)

| Name ...............................................................................................
fAddress............................................................. . Age.. . . . . . . .
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* \  u . s
GOVERNMENT , j  

J O B S

START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR 
MEN-WOMEN /---------- ”

/  Franklin Institute
Thousands o f  war ap- /  Dept. T 174
pointm ents n ow  /  Rochester, N. Y.
being made. 
32 Page 
Civil Service 
Book Free. 
Mail Coupon 
immediately.

♦  Gentlemen: Rush to me 
O FREE of charge, list of 

^ U. S. Government big pay 
jobs. Send me FREE 32-page 

book describing salaries, vaca- 
a tions, hours and work. Tell me 

how to qualify for one o f these 
jobs.

Name .................................................... ..
Address

EXTERNALLY CAUSED

PIMPLES
Blackheads 

Skin Irritations
A  registered Nurse’s form ula  
having antiseptic and germ i
cidal properties is highly rec
ommended to relieve skin i r 
ritation of externally caused 
Pimples, aids in removing 
Blackheads, helps to  restore 
the skin to good condition by 
k illin g  facial germs, promotes 
healing, leaves the skin soft, 
smooth and velvety. F u ll d i 

rections given. Order treatment C . 0 . D ., only $2 plus 
postage, or send $2 and we w ilf pay postage. A . M A R -

SE L L U S  C O ., P . 0 . Box 7, Dept. 78. Station H ..  
. V . C . N O T E ^ T h i s  treatment is guaranteed or your

m on ey  back. C op y r ig h t, 1 9 4 2 ,  b y  A . M arcel) u*  C o.

Free for Asthma 
During W inter

I f  you suffer with those terrible attacks o f Asthma 
•when it is cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make 
you choke as if each gaBp for breath was the very last; 
if restful sleep is impossible because o f the struggle to 
breathe; i f  you feel the disease is slowly wearing your 
life away, don't fail to send at once to the Frontier 
Asthma Co. for a free trial o f a remarkable method. No 
matter where you live or whether you have any faith in 
any remedy under the Sun, send for this free trial. If 
you have suffered for a lifetime and tried everything you 
could learn o f without relie f; even if  you are utterly dis
couraged, do not abandon hope but send today for this 
free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address 
Frontier Asthma Co. 77-K Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara Street, Buffalo, New York

A sia , P a r t  1 i t  S iam , M alay  S ta tes , S tra its  
S ettlem en ts , Ja va , S um atra, D u tch  E a st In d ies , 
C eylon .— V. B. W indle , care o f  A d ven tu re . 2 F ren ch  
Indo-C hina , B o n g  K on g , M acao, T ib et, S ou th ern , 
E a stern  and C en tra l China.— Seward S. Cramer, 
care o f A d ven tu re . 3 N orth ern  China and M on golia , 
— Paul II. F ranson,  Bldg. No. 3, Veterans Admin
istration Facility, Minneapolis, Minn. 4  P ers ia , 
A ra b ia .— Captain  Beverly-Giddings, care o f Ad- 
ven tu re . 5  ★ P a les tin e .— Captain  H. W . Eades, 3808 
W est 26th Ave., Vancouver, B. C.

E u r o p e , P a r t  1 D en m a rk . G erm a ny, S cand i
na v ia .— G. I. Colbeon, care o f A d ven tu re .

C en tra l A m e r ic a — R obert Spiers  Ben ja m in , 
care o f  A d ven tu re .

S ou th  A m e r ica , P a r t  1 C olom bia , E cu a d or, 
P eru , B oliv ia , and C h ile .— Edgar Young, care o f 
A d ven tu re . 2  V en ezu ela , T h e G uianas, U ruguay, 
P a ra gu a y , A rg en tin a  and B ra zil.— Dr . Paul Van- 
orden Sh a w , care o f A d ven tu re .

★ W e s t  In d ie s— John  B. Leffin gw ell , Box 
1333, Nneva Gerona, Isle o f Pines, Cuba.

Ice la n d — G. I. Colbron, care o f A d ven tu re .

B nffln lan d  and  G reen la n d  —  V ictor  Sh a w , 
11628% Mayfield Ave., W est Los Angeles, Calif,

L a b ra d o r— W ilm o t  T . DbBell, Care o f A d ven 
ture.

M e x ic o ,  P a r t  1 N orth ern  B ord er  S ta tes .— J. W. 
W h ita k e r , 2903 San Gabriel St., Austin, Tex. 
2 Q uintana R oo , Y uca tan  C am peche .— W. Russell 
Sh eets , 301 Poplar Ave., Takoma Prfe., MA

C a n a d a , P a r t  1 ★ S o u th ea stern  Q uebec.— W il 
liam  MacM illan , 24 Plessis St., Quebec, Canada.
2 icH eig h t o f  L and R eg ion , N orth ern  O ntario and  
N orth ern  Q uebec, S ou th ea stern  U ngava and K ee -  
w a tin .— S. E. Sangster, care o f A d ven tu re . 3  i fO t-  
taiva V a lley  and S ou th ea stern  O n tario .— Harry M. 
Moore, T h e C ou rier  A d v o ca te , Trenton, O n t, Can
ada. 4  ^ G eo rg ia n  B ay and S ou thern  O n ta rio , N a
tion a l P arks C am ping .— A. D. L. Robinson , 1163 
Victoria Rd., W alkerville, Out., Canada. 5 Y ukon , 
B ritish  Colum bia and A lb er ta .— C. Plowden, Plow- 
den Bay, Howe Sound. B. C. 6 N o rth ern  S aska tch 
ew an. Indian li fe  and language, h u ntin g , trapping. 
— H. S. M. K em p , 501— 10th St., E,, Prince Albert, 
Sask.

A la s k a — T h eo d or e  S. S o lo m o n s , 952 No. Hud
son Ave., H ollywood, Calif.

W e s t e r n  U . S., P a r t  1 P acific  C oast S ta tes—  
F rank W in c h , care o f A d ven tu re . 3  N etc M ex ico  
( Ind ia ns, e t c .)— H. F. Robinson , 1211 W. Roma 
Ave., Albuquerque, N. M. 4 N eva da , M ontana  
and N orth ern  R ock ies— F red W. Egelston, Elks’ 
Home, Elko, Nev. 5  Id a h o  and en v iron s .— R. T. 
Ne w m an , 701 N. Main St., Paris, 111. 6 A rizona , 
U tah .— C. C. A nderson, care o f  A d ven tu re . 7  T ex 
as, O klahom a .— J. W. W h itak er , 2903 San 
Gabriel St., Austin, Tex.

M id d le  W e s t e r n  U . S., P a r t  2  O hio R iv er  and  
T ribu ta ries  and M ississip p i R iv er .— Geo. A. Z brb, 
Vine and Hill Sts., Crafton, P. O., Ingram, Pa.
3 L o w er  M ississipp i from  S t. L ou is  d ow n , L ou isi
ana sw am p s, S t. F ra n cis , A rkan sas B o tto m .— Ra y 
m o n d  S. Spears, Inglewood, Calif.

E a s t e r n  U, S., P a r t  1 M aine— “ Ch ie f ”  Stan- 
wood, East Sullivan, Me. 2 V t., N . B . ,  Conn ., R . I .,  
M ass.— H oward R. Vo igh t , 40 Chapel S t ,  W ood- 
mont, Conn. 3  A d iron d acks, New York.— Raymond 
S, Spears, Inglewood ,Cal if. 4  N ew  J er s ey .— F. H, 
Bent, 43 Elm PL, Red Bank, N. J, 5  A la ., 
T cn n ., M iss., N. C ., S. C ., F la ., Ga.— Hapsburg 
L iebb , care A d ven tu re . 6  T h e G rea t S m okies and  
A pp alach ian  M oun ta in s sou th  o f  V irgin ia .— Paul 
M, F in k , Jonesboro, Tenn.
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(Continued from  page 120) 
grow n a b it  in statu re since w e m e t h im  
first. (Morrow. $2.50)

L . L . F o rem a n ’s “stories o f th e pioneer 
W e s t , In d ia n  fighters and m ou n tain  
m en, h ave been  perennially  popular in 
these pages for som e tim e. “ H e ll and  
H aw k in s”  w as the last and  th e one th at  
started  all th at discussion 'here in Camp- 
Fire over early A m erican  gun sm ith s. In  
“ T h e  R en egad e”  F orem an  gives an ex
citing fictionization  o f C u ster ’ s Sioux  
cam paign which cu lm in ates in th e L ittle  
B ig  H orn  en gagem en t. I t  m a k es fine 
entertain m en t on its ow n accou n t and  
stirring collateral reading for th ose who  
recall the au th or’ s “ R id d le  for a R e d  
M a n ”  in these pages. (Dutton. $2.00) 

“ T h e  B o o m er”  b y  H a rry  B ed w ell. w ho  
gave us “ Indian  T ra n sfer,”  th a t hilarious 
saga o f the railroader w ho lost his red 
flannels in the caboose, is anoth er yarn  
o f the m en  w ho ride th e rails. A  novel 
rich in iron-horse lore and cram m ed  
w ith the sm ell o f steam  and the sting  
of h ot cinders it ’ ll bring a thrill to  the  
heart o f an y  reader w ho ever stood  at 
th e trackside to  w atch  the ligh ts o f a 
caboose vanish in the night— and w a n t
ed to race after th em  and clim b aboard. 
(Farrar & Rinehart. $2.00)

H u g h  B . C a v e , w ith  w h om  w e’d rather  
go trou t fishing than an y  m an  we know , 
has done a b o ok  for b o ys— “ Fisherm an  
F o u r” — th a t ’s got m ore sound fresh
w ater angling inform ation  th an  an yth in g  
w e’ve run across in a long tim e. I f  you  
h ave a son or know  som eone else’s son 
y o u ’d like to  see get off on the right foot 
w ith  his fishing education— and h av e  fun  
doing it— steer h im  and this b o o k  to 
gether. (Dodd, Mead. $2.00)

WE ’R E  sitting here w ith  our fingers 
crossed, w ondering h ow  y o u ’re 

going to feel The Trail Ahead looks this 
m o n th . A s  we said, w hen this “ O ld  
T im ers ’ Issu e”  plan w as first p rom u l

gated , w e knew  w e cou ldn ’t  possib ly  ex
pect to  m ak e ev eryb od y  h a p p y . B u t  
dam n ed if w e d on ’t  th in k  there’ s a 
chance the disappointees are going to  
b e  scarcer than we th ou g h t th ey  m igh t. 
W e  h av en ’t  given you  qu ite th e whole  
picture on P age 128 , so d o n ’t  start hurl
ing th e b rickbats an d  knobkerries till a 
m o n th  fro m  n ow !— K .S .W .

T o People 
who want to write

but can’t get started
Do you have that constant urge to write but 
the fear that a beginner hasn’t a chance? Then 
listen to what the editor of Liberty said on 
this subject:
“ There is more room for newcomers in the writing field 
today than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing 
men and women have passed from the scene in recent 
years. Who will take their places? Who will be the new 
Robert W. Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling, 
and many ethers whose work we have published? It is 
also true that more people are trying to write than ever 
before, but talent is still rare and the writer still must 
learn his craft, as few of the newcomers nowadays seem 
willing to do. Fame, riches and the happiness of achieve
ment await the new men and women of power.”

EARNED $400 THE FIRST YEAR

“ S o fa r  I  h a ve w r it ten  around a 
hundred a rtic les , m any o f  them  
s to r ie s  a bou t d e fen se  a c t iv it ie s . 
L a s t  y ea r  I  m ade arou nd  S^OO and  
i t  w as th e  first y e a r  I  rea lly  
s ta r ted  to  w rite . Y ou r  cou rse  is 
th e  best w a y  to g e t  e x p e r t  in stru c 
tio n  in p ro fess ion a l w r i t in g ” — T. 
Edicard K a rlsson ,  22 k E . 79 th  S t., 
K e w  Y ork , N. Y.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!
T HE Newspaper Institute of America offers a free Writ

ing Aptitude Test. Its object is to discover new recruits 
for the army o f men and women who add to their income 
by fiction and article writing. The W riting Aptitude Test 
is a simple but expert analysis o f your latent ability, your 
powers o f imagination, logic, etc. Not all applicants pass 
this test. Those who do are qualified to take the famous 
N. I. A. course based on the practical training given by 
big metropolitan dailies.
This is the New York Copy Desk Meth
od which teaches you to write by writ
ing ! You develop your individual style 
instead o f trying to copy that of others.
You “ cover”  actual assignments such 
as metropolitan reporters get. A l
though you work at home, on your 
own time, you are constantly guided 
by experienced writers.
It is really fascinating work. Each 
week you see new progress. In a mat
ter o f months you can acquire the cov
eted “ professional”  touch. Then you’ re 
ready for market with greatly im
proved chances of making sales.

Mail the Coupon Now
But the first step is to take the Writing 
Aptitude Test. It requires but a few 
minutes and costs nothing. So mail the 
coupon now. Make the first move to
wards the most enjoyable and profit
able occupation—writing for publica
tion ! Newspaper Institute of America,
One Park Avenue, New York. (Found
ed 1925)

1 #jL ^  I / .  Newspaper Institute of America
X U P  One Park Avenue, New York

P Send me, without cost or obligation, your 
W riting Aptitude Test and further information 

about writing for profit.

WAR MAKES 
WRITERS

Every war h a s launched op 
marked the turn
ing point in the 
careers of innumerable great au
thors, such as 
Laurence Stallings, Willa Ca- 
ther, Ernest Hem- 
ingway, Edna 
Ferber, Irvin S. 
Cobb, Fannie 
Iliirst. This war 
may be YOTJR 
golden opportu
nity to express 
Y O tJRSELF. 
Send TODAY for 
your N, I. A. 
Writing Aptitude 
Test. Special 
terms and privi
leges for TJ. S. 
Service Men.

Miss 1 
Mrs. V 
Mr. j
A d d ress................................................................ ...........
All correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on you.
Copyright 1941 Newspaper Institute of America

64A663
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JtKETTOKWf mCTICEFor Every Machinist, Tool- maker, Machine Operator, Draughfesman Metal Worker, Mechanic or Student. Covers 
Shop Practice in All Branches.

A READY REFERENCETells How to Operate and Set 
Up Lathes, Screw and Milling 
Machines, Shapers, Drill 
Presses and All Machine Tools.

5 PRACTICAL BOOKS IN ONE!
60 FULLY ILLUSTRATED CHAPTERSCovering: 1—Modern Machine Shop Practice. 2—Blue Print 
Reading and How to Draw. 3— Calculations & Mathematics 
for Machinists, 4—Shop Phys
ics. 6—How to Use Slide Rule.

I Bet This Information for Yourself.
I WaH Coupon Today. No Obligation 

Unless Satisfied. ASK TO SEE IT. 
_____________________ ^COMPLETE »PAY ONLYS1MO.

T H E O . A U D E L  &  C O .,  4 9  W E S T  2 S r d  S T R E E T , N E W  Y O R K
Moll AUDEL3 MACHINISTS A  TOOLMAKERS HANDY BOOK. Price U  on 7 
Dnya Fro* Trial. If O. K. 1 will remit 91 in 7 d a ji  and 91 monthly on til 94 Is paid. 
Otherwise I will re  tarn it.

f  ILLUSTRATED

Occupation...
PER

S E H
and Make up to  $12 in  a Day!
Let me send too a fine union tailored-to-m easure tailored 
suit FREE OF ONE PENNY COST, Just follow  mv easy plan 
and show the salt to your friends. Hake op to 912 in a day 
easily. No e x p e r ie n c e — n o  h o u s e - t o -h o u s e  canvassing 
n e ce ssa ry . Biy opportunity for you—fall or spare time.

SEND FOR SA M P L E S- FREE OF COST 
W rite today for  FREE ACTUAL SAMPLES and “ ■ ore -fire ”  
money-eettins: pisna. For quick action write fully, jrivins: a«re, 

etc. Send no money. H. J - CoHJn, PROGRESS TAILORING CO ., SOO S outh 
T h roop  S tree t , D ept. N -1 9 6 , C h icag o , Illinois.

DO YOU HAVE A FRIEND 
WHO’S A RAILROADER?

Then give him a year's subscription to
RAILROAD MAGAZINE

Twelve issues packed with railroad facts and fic
tion for $2.50.
Railroad Magazine, 205 E. 42nd St., New York City

LOST
TRAILS

NOTE: We offer this department to
readers who wish to get in touch again 
with friends or acquaintances separated 
by years or chance. Give your own name 
and full address. Please notify Adventure 
immediately should you establish contact 
with the person you are seeking. Space 
permitting, each inquiry addressed to Lost 
Trails will be run in three consecutive 
issues. Requests by and for women are 
declined, as not considered effective in a 
magazine published for men. Adventure also 
will decline any notice that may not seem 
a sincere effort to recover an old friend
ship, or for any other reason in the judg
ment of the editorial staff. No charge is 
made for publication of notices.

Robert Lee Johnson, 52, last heard of at 
Barron, Wis. in 1911. Prior to that had been 
at Leishman’s Camp, Mile -18, A.C.R.R., had 
■worked in railroad shops at Cape Girardeau, 
Mo. and on section at Barron, Wis. Later 
in Cal., Ariz., N. M. Talked of going to 
Alaska or South America. Anyone having- 
knowledge of his whereabouts write P. O. 
Box 684, Oklahoma City, Okla.

Lewis Allen Hasty who left Coffeyville, 
Kan., seventeen years ago would like to hear 
from any member of his family. Write c/o 
Robert E. Mahaffey, Box 684, Oklahoma 
City, Okla.

Norman Rankin, 19, born in Glasgow, 
Scotland, resided in Brooklyn, N. Y., until 
1934, last heard from at N. 3rd St., Phila
delphia, Pa. Any information would be ap
preciated by Norman Bersin, Sea. 2/cl., 
U.S.N., c/o Adventure.

ENLARGEMENTFRFF
I  I  I  L h  Just to Get Acquainted, We Will Beautifully
Hi L j  H i Enlarge Yonr Favorite Snapshot, Photo,

Kodak Picture, Print or Negative to 5x7 
Inches Absolutely FREE with this coupon I

Please Include the color o f hair and eyes and get _  ̂  ^  __ _  _  . __ ____ __
our new bargain offer giving you your choice of — 
handsome frames with a second enlargement beau
tifully hand tinted in natural lifelike oil colors 
and sent on approval. Your original is returned 
with your enlargement (a 8c stamp for return 
mailing appreciated). Just send the coupon with 
your favorite snapshot, print or negative today.
DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 617, 211 W. 7th St.,
Dea M o in e s , Iow a . | c i t y ................................ . . . . .  S ta te .

i Enclose this coupon with your favorite snapshot, picture, 
• print or negative and send to DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 517, 
I 211 W. 7th St., Dea Moines, Iowa.
| Name •« 
| Addreea 
I City........

Color of Hair 1 
I

r* • m* •••«•«••••• |
Color of Eyee |

................... !
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(Continued from  page 113) 
that at the Pyramid Lake massacre, in 
that same month, they slew enemies who 
tried to flee but let brave men go un
harmed.

Back at Bucklands, there being no one 
but the coward Richardson to replace 
him, Pony Bob took up Superintendent 
W. C. Marley’s offer to double the $50 
bonus already earned and, though he 
felt “rather tired,” kept on over his 
own run all the way to Friday Station.

Robert Haslam had ridden S80 miles 
of alkali desert and mountain trail, in a 
total elapsed time of two days and two 
nights, with only eleven hours out of 
the saddle, bringing in the mail only 
three and one-half hours behind 
schedule.

NO DE-BUNKER has ever 
thrown a doubt on this story 
of courage and stamina. It is 
a story we would all like to 

have stand. But here comes trouble.
In the San Francisco Bulletin for June 

2, 1860, a curious letter was published 
which seems to give the glory to some
body else!

Placerville, May 31. Editor, Bulletin: 
You will oblige me by publishing the 
following tribute to the memory of a 
brave man:

Bartholomew Riley died last night at 
Carson City of a rifle shot wound received 
at Cold Springs Station, on the Pony 
Express route, on the 16th of May. He 
had received an honorable discharge from 
Company E of the 10th Regiment of 
U. S. Infantry at Camp Floyd and was 
en route to California where he has 
brothers and sisters residing. When in
telligence of the Indian outrage at Wil
liams Ranch was first brought to Carson, 
he went with the expedition which was 
massacred at the Battle of Pyramid 
Lake. Among the last to leave the field, 
Riley did not reach Bucklands until near 
daylight, just as the express going east 
arrived, on the 15th of May. The rider 
upon whom devolved the duty of going 
forward with the express shrinking from 
its performance, Riley, fresh from the bat
tlefield, and tired as he was, stepped for
ward and volunteered to ride for the next 
change, a distance of 85 miles. He did so 
in excellent time. On the following day, 
by the accidental discharge of a weapon 
in the hands of a friend, he received 
wounds from which he died last night.

( Continued on page 129)

MAKE THIS 
TEST NOW!

Clasp hands over ab
domen, Sugars inter
locked— then r a is e  
and press gently. The 
Commander does this 
— make:, you feel bet
ter 1

LOOK SLIMMER
Brace back and front 
—gives better pos
ture — makes clothes 
fit smartly I

Appear SUMMER 
U c l  MOUNGtR 

Feef B E H t R

Now you get sensational 
results— at once—with 
the new

C O M M A N D E R
S U P P O R TE R

Don’t let them talk 
about your “ Bay Win
dow”— stay slenderized 
with this amazing free- 
action, ever comfort
able, supporter b e l t  ! 
Once you try it, you’ll 
never be without the 
Commander.

“ T H E  IN T E R 
L O C K IN G  H A N D S”

The Sensational 
N E W  P R IN C IP LE  
O f Abdominal Support 

Sturdy p orou s fabric is 
BUILT IN with the special 
stretch weave of the Com- 
m a n d e r  f or  E X T R A  
DOUBLE SUPPORT across 
the abdomen. Instantly the 
Commander flattens your  
“corporation”— No binding, 
no riding, no sagging! Send 
for this famous all-purpose 
supporter belt today! No 
buckles, laces or straps.

T R Y  I T  10 D A Y S
At Our Expense

Do this today! Send the 
coupon— wear A  Comman
der for TEN DAYS AT  
OUR E X P E N S E — and if 
you do not get all the re
sults you expect, return it 
and YOUR MONEY W ILL  
BE REFUNDED promptly.

M A I L  C O U P O N  N O W

Ward Green Company Dept. 218 
342 Madison Ave., New York City.
Send The Commander Supporter for Free TriaL I  will pay post
man $2.98 plus postage. (Sizes 28 to 47.) If not satisfied after 
10 days 1 may return it for refund. (Sizes 48 to 60, $3.98.)

My Waist Measures..................................My Height is.

NAME ..................................... ........................................ ..

Address .......................................................................................... ................
I f  $2.98 is enclosed with order, we pay postage charges.
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A L L -S T A R  O L D -TIM E R S ’ ISSUE

W . C. TUTTLE, who's wfitten more than 200 storiee for us since that red-letter day back 
in March ’15 when his name first appeared on our contents page, gives us “ It's a Tough 
L ife ,"  the saga o f Sawtooth Slade and Panamint Peters, and how they turned Peaceful 
Valley, Arizony, into a hilarious hell-on-earfch. One o f the all-fired funniest cowtown 
capers the Tuttle typewriter has ever turned out.

CHARLES TENNEY JACKSON, who hasn’t been with us often enough lately, has done 
another story about Captain Bill Jett, that hard-bitten tropical sea tramp who flourished 
in these pages between '18 and '34. “ A Gun for France”  is the title— Free ; not Vichy, 
naturally— and the setting’s the Caribbean, mostly under its blue surface at the business 
end o f a diving outfit.

SIDNEY HERSCHEL SMALL knows Japan. He began proving that in these pages 
back in Nov. '23 with “ The Inn o f  the Silkworm-Moth,”  and has kept at it  with few 
interruptions ever since. Next month in “ Tokyo Drums”  he takes us to Nippon in war
time, to let u b  watch the Shangri-La-based Yankee bombers swarm overhead while the 
yellow folk  scuttle for safety among their blazing tissue-paper homes.

FRANK RICHARDSON 
PIERCE, known to A d 
v e n tu re  readers since 
'21 for a score or more 
Alaskan, Arctic and sea 
stories, gives us “ Star- 
Gazer,”  a gripping tale 
o f sabotage aboard a ves
sel in convoy to Arctic 
Russia.

And believing that new blood should be 
given a chance to mix itself with the 
printer’s ink, even in an “ Old-Timers’ 
Issue,”  we take pleasure in announcing—

SHANGHAI
POST-MORTEM

By Ernest O. Hauser
— a distinguished and thrill-packed tale 
o f the last days in the International Set
tlement before the Japs took over. The 
author, for  many years an authority on 
Oriental affairs, is now on his way to 
Chungking. He has written countless ar
ticles for other magazines—-A d v e n tu re  is 
pleased to present his first piece o f fiction.

F. R. BUCKLEY, author 
o f some seventy-odd sto
ries in this magazine 
since he first appeared in 
'21, adds another grip
ping re-creation o f a by
gone period in “ O f Mag
ic”  next month. It ’s a 
Cardosso novelette!

* •
A L LA N  VAUGHAN ELSTON, whose perfectly plotted adventure-mysteries— 40 or more 
o f them in all— began appearing here early in '28, gives us “ Down to Brass Tacks,”  a 
South Seas murder yarn with as neatly satisfying a bit o f marine detective work as we've 
encountered in many a gibbous moon.

★
ALBERT RICHARD W ETJEN— and we don't need to remind you who lie is— has done for 
us one o f his inimitable and salty sagas o f the South Pacific, “ Lush Berries Are Lovely.”
It’ s the log o f the A n n a b e lle  on her voyage to Jigger's Reef where she met, and you might 
say immobilized, the M atsu i M aru , pride o f the Jap navy, with the help o f Porpoise the 
skipper, and several bottles o f gin,

X
GOUVERNEUR MORRIS (Step up if  you are a real Old-Timer) opened Vol. I, No. I. o f 
our magazine with the first installment o f his memorable serial, "Yellow Men and Gold.”
He hasn’t been with us since the novel concluded in February 1912, and we’ re happy to 
have him with us again after all these years. He gives us “ Ballad o f a Beachcomber”  
next month.

GEORGES SURDEZ gives us a tale o f North A frica  since the invasion— then there'll be the usual 
departments and features including an Ask Adventure letter from  GORDON MacCREAGH that’ ll give 
you a chuckle.

15c
On Sale January 8th
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(Continued from  page 127)

He has fought his last battle. May the
last trumpet awake him to glorv again.

— F .

Now, if that letter tells the truth— 
and if, as the historians insist, there 
never was but that one coward in the 
Pony Express—then what becomes of 
Pony Bob’s ride, supposed to have hap
pened in the same month at the same 
place under the same circumstances?

Either Pony Bob never did it. Or 
Richardson was given a second chance 
and showed the yellow streak a second 
time. Or—Could both stories be true?

No one knows the exact dates of the 
great ride. It was some time in May. 
and tradition rather vaguely fixes it in 
early May. before the Battle of Pyramid 
Lake, giving Bob Haslam credit for 
bringing west the first news of the Piute 
raids. That would date the great ride 
as starting with the eastbound mail that 
left Friday Station on May 5.

The next eastbound mail went 
through Friday Station on May 12, just 
about the time the Battle of Pyramid 
Lake was being fought, and quite possi
bly Pony Bob with the mail, and Riley 
returning from the battle, both reached 
Bucklands late that night.

If so. this trip was Pony Bob’s first 
since the great ride a week before. Those 
who have experienced overstrain will 
agree that the let-down was terrific and 
that Pony Bob probably felt it still, to 
such an extent that the 85 miles of his 
regular run on May 12 would make him 
feel more tired than did the nearly 400 of 
May 5-7. Is this where Riley came in?

When Pony Bob. weary and cross, dis
covered that in the excitement no one 
had been hired to replace the coward 
Richardson, did he snap: “ So just be
cause I broke all records one trip, I ’m 
to do it every time! Not bloody likely! 
That soldier over there who’s in such a 
hurry to volunteer is welcome; this is 
my night to sleep!”

It would be very human behavior. 
Not that of a man who felt he had to 
live up to being a hero. But then the 
Pony riders were not self-conscious 
about being heroes. They had glory to 
spare.

y o u  c a n  " O e s t r o y

Y c u r  -E n e m y Q u ic k !
BEA ONE-MAN BLITZI Strikewith
Commandolightning! Youdon’tneed 
ox-like muscles to use Super Ju Jitso, 
most powerf u 1 o f al 1 defense and attack 
methods. T e c h n iq u e  is the deadly- 
secret. Brains count— not size, not 
strength. Almost miraculously efficient.
Gain Self-Confidence
K N O W  how Y O U  can lick brutes 
twice your size with your bare hands 
only, even when they are ARMED with gun, knife, club. Get ready now 
for any emergency—protect your loved., ,  
ones. Amazing self-study course teaches p Q  /  
you double-quick. No boring exercises needed. fni$
Send for Exciting Details— Free!

iStartling Low Price. S atis
fa ction  G uaranteed or your 
moneyback. Mail coupon now.F R E E

■ NELSON CO,, 500 Sherman Street 
| DEPT. A-513, CHICAGO, ILL.

■ Please rosn m e free  the hard-hitting details about 
“ Super J o  J it s u ."  N o obligation on  my part.

CO THIS

|  NAME 

I  ADDRES8_

IF I
T H IS  FINE SUIT —

Will You Wear It and Show It to Friends?
In eed  a reliable m ania yonrtow n to  wear a fine m ade-to-m easure, 
aB-wool DEMONSTRATING SUIT—advertise my famous Union 

Clothing—and take order* .Y on can mak e a p to $12.00 in a  d ay . M y line 
contains over 100 quality fabrics , all sensational values, guaranteed. 
You need no experience or m oney. I supply everything required 
FREE . W rite today, telling about y o o rse lf—a ge , e tc .,  fo r  FREES 
OUTFIT. STONEFIELD, 1 3 0 0 W. Harrison, Dept. N-7 9 6 .Chicago

High School Course
at Home- Many Finish in 2 Years

Go as rapidly as yotrr time and abilities permit. Coarse
equivalent to resident school work—prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma.
Credit for  H . S. subjects already com pleted. Single subjects if  de
sired. High school education is very important fo r  advancement in 
business and industry and socially. D on 't  be handicapped all your 
life . Be a  High School graduate. Start your training now. Fra* 
Bulletin on request. N o obligation.

sAmertcan School, Dpt. Hi49. Prexelat 58th, Chicago

b A  
W  A

ea n  a r t i s t !
— Train at H om e in Your Spare Time
The fascinating field of Art offers commercial oppor
tunities to men and women. Trained Artists are capable 
of earning $30, $50, $75 a week. Leam  to draw step- 
by-step. COMMERCIAL ART, CARTOONING. ILLUS
TRATING, all in one complete home study course. TWO 
ART OUTFITS furnished. Write for Illustrated FREE 
BOOK, “ Art for Pleasure and P ro fit /1' No obligation.

WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF ART, Studio 991F 
1115— 15th St. N. W . WASHINGTON, O. C.
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Z t , W o o e r s  m R t b o o s ,  p e r s o n a l . e e o  i n s t r e c t i o s

Help your country to VICTORY« Help yourseH to SUCCESS.

I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
H E L P I N G A M E R I C A N S V I C T O R Y

BOX 3277-L, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy o f your booklet, “ W ho Wins 
and Why,”  and full particulars about the course b e fo r e  which I have marked X :

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□  A ir Brake
□  Aar C ondition ing
□  A irp lane D rafting
□  A rch itectural D ra ftin g
□  A rchitecture
□  A u to  Engine T u n e -o p
□  A u to  T echnician

D  C on tractin g  and B uilding
□  C otton  M an ufacturing
□  D iesel Engines
□  E lectrical D ra ftin g  _
(3 E lectrica l EnginAprjng
□  E lectrician
□  E lectric L ighting

D  A viation  □  A v ia tion  M e ch a n ic  □  F oundrym an □  H eatin g
□  Blueprint R eading
□  B oilerm aking
□  Bridge Engineering
□  C hem istry □  C oal M in in g
□  C iv il Engineering
□  C oncrete E ngineering

□  A ccou n tin g  □  A dvertis in g
□  B ookkeeping
□  Business C orrespondence
□  Business M anagem ent
□  C artoon in g □  C iv il Service

□  M anagem ent o f  In ven tion *
□  M arine E ngines
□  M echanical Drafting^
□  M echanical Engineering
□  M in e  Forem an
□  N avigation  □  P attem m ak in g
□  Plastics D  P lum bing
□  P ublic W ork s Engineering

□  H eat T reatm en t o f  M eta ls  □  Pulp  and Paper M ak in g
□  H igh w ay E ngineering
□  H ouse Planning
□  Industrial M eta llu rgy
□  L ocom otiv e  E ngineer
□  M ach in ist □  In spector

□  Sanitary Engineering
□  Sheet M etal W ork  
D  Ship D ra ftin g
D  Shipfitting a  S h op  P ra ctice
□  S team  E lectric □  S team  E ngine*
□  Steam  F itting
□  Structural D ra ftin g
□  Structural Engineering
□  S urveying and M appin g
□  T elegraphy □  T e lep h on y
□  T extile  D esigning
□  T ool m aking □  T o o l D esign
□  W elding, G as and E lectric

□  C ollege Preparatory
□  C om m ercia l
□  C om m ercia l Illustrating 
O  C o s t  A ccou n tin g
□  C .  P . A ccou n tin g

□  R adio, General 
O  R ad io  O perating
□  R ad io  Servicing
□  R . R .  S ection  F orem an  _
O R . K .  Signalm an □  R efrigeration  □  W oo len  M a n u facturing

B US IN E S S  COURSES
□ 'F irs t-V e a r  C ollege
□  Forem anship □  F rench
□  G ood  English

□  A dvan ced  D ressm aking
□  F oods and C ookery

□  H igh School
□  M anaging M en  a t  W ork

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES
□  H om e D ressm aking
D  P rofessional Drees m aking and  D esigning

□  R a ilw a y  P osta l C lerk
□  Salesm anship
□  Secretarial □  Spanish
□  Show card and Sign L etterin g
□  T raffic M an agem en t

□  T ea  R oom  and C afeteria 
M anagem ent, C atering

'Name...... .......................... ......... ..................... Age.

City.

..Address......

.................... .................................................State......................................Present Position........... ............................ .............. .
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 

British residents send coupon to I . G. 8 .,  71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2,  England



Here's the Greatest BILLFOLD BARGAIN in all America

Rush This Coupon For This Once-ln-A-Lifetime Bargain!
64% 01 i 

Service Men ■ 
Want This J 

Gill ■
In a nation
al survtn of 
service men 
ju s t  com
pleted—-64 Ter 
of all men 
interviewed, 
said that a 
Billfold with 
the proper in
signia. made 
a swell gift.

IL L IN O IS  M E R C H A N D IS E  M A R T ,  ■
D ep t. 212-C, 54 W . Illino is  S t ., C h ic a g o ._____________________________ _ •

If you  want a LODGE. ARMY, o r  NAVY INSIGNIA, state name here f  J
G en tlem en : 1 e n c lo s e  * 1 .9 8 .  P lease  sen d  m e a G en u in e  C alfsk in  B illfo ld  w ith  I  
m y nam e and fa v o r ite  E m blem  e n gra ved  in 2 3 k  g o ld . In c lu d e  a b so lu te ly  fre e  a | 
life  tim e  Id entifica tion  P late c a r ry in g  m y fu ll  N am e and Socia l S ecu rity  Num lver. _ 
or D raft N u m b er. A lso  in c lu de  FREE an Identifica tion  Key T a g  and G ilt Chain ■ 
to  m atch , a ll h an d -en gra ved  w ith  m y  Name, Address, City and State.

M y Full Nam e.
(Please print clearly)

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

C ity .........................................................................................................  S tate..........................

Social Security N um ber.........................................Army Draft N um ber...............................
□  C heck h ere  if  y ou  w ant us to  sh ip  th e  a b o v e  C .O .D . for $ 1 .9 8  plus a few  

n ie s  p osta g e  an d  C .O .D . ch a rg es .

Your LODGE Emblem or A R M Y  or NAVY Insigr* 
and Name Engraved in 23K . Gold 
Absolutely FR EE
Special Introductory Offer

Rising Costs 
o f Leather 
May Make 
It Im possible 
To Repeal 
This 
O ffer!

Genuine 
Highest 

Quality Leather
BLACK C A L F S K IN  

DeLuxe V A L U E

Your FA V O R ITE  Emblem, N A M E  
ADDRESS, and Social Security Num ber
Engraved in GOLD—FREE!

Men : — H ere, w ithout a dou bt, is positively  
the greatest B illfo ld  and P ass Case Bar
gain  that y ou ’ ll be likely  to see fo r  a good 
m any years to  com e. F or a high quality 
C a lfsk in  B illfo ld , beau tifu lly  engraved in 
g o ld , w ith you r L O D G E  Em blem  or Arm y 
o r  N avy Insign ia  and N am e, you would 
expect to pay up to $4.50 and consider it 
a m arvelous buy. I f  you take advantage 
o f  this sensational in trodu ctory  o ffer, you 
can get this superb gen u in e  C a lfsk in  W a l
let and P ass C ase fo r  on ly  $1.98. and we 
w ill send you absolu tely  free  a specially 
designed three co lo r  lifetim e Identifica 
tio n  P la te, w hich  ca rr ies your S ocial Se
cu r ity  N u m ber, y ou r  N am e and Address 
or you r A rm y  D ra ft N um ber. T h is fine 
gra in  ca lfsk in  B illfo ld  m ust actually  be 
seen to  be fu lly  appreciated . Besides the 
spacious com p artm en t at the back which 
ca n  be used fo r  cu rre n cy , checks, papers, 
etc ., it has fo u r  pockets each protected 
by cellu loid  to prevent the so ilin g  o f  your 
valuable m em bership and cred it cards.

W hen closed , this handsom e B illfo ld  has 
the s o ft  velvety  feel you find o n ly  in q u a l
ity C a lfsk in . Y ou r ch o ice  o f  Em blem s 
and In itia ls , are beau tifu lly  em bossed in 
23 karat go ld  on  the fa ce  o f  the B illfo ld . 
Due to  difficu lty  in o b ta in in g  ch oice  
leather because o f  w a r con d ition s , the 
supply  o f  these B illfo ld s  is lim ited. Re
m em ber i f  you send you r order prom ptly , 
we w ill in clu de absolutely  F R E E , a beau
t ifu l identification  Key T ag  and (Jilt 
Chain to  m atch , all hand en graved  with 
y ou r N am e. A ddress. C ity  and State. I f  
a fte r  rece iv in g  your B illfo ld  and Free 
G ift , you d o n ’t positively  a gree that this 
is the m ost ou tsta n d in g  b arga in  you  have 
ev er com e across, return them  to  us and 
you r m oney  w ill be ch eerfu lly  refunded 
in fu ll. Send you r ord er today , w ithout 
fa il so you w o n ’t be d isappoin ted .

OF
EMBLEMS HERE

Y O U R  IN IT IA LS

FREE!



K e s s l e r s '.
Plfuti

“It's a Tasty Package99
"We done our share of travellin' 

Aroundthe U .S .A .—
From East to West we've tried the best, 

An' now we're here to say 
That silky Kessler's rates on top,

No matter where you go —
I Just hand a friend this mellow blend 

An' watch his friendship grow!" 
(Signed) Mr. Hi and Mr. Hattblended whiskey

Bi e noeo  a  s o t t l e o  by 
s k es sle w  Di st i ll in g  CO.inc

■ AWBtNCtiUBC.

K E S S L E R ’S  p r i v a t e  B L E N D . 7 5 %  Grain Neutral Spirits. 85 Proof. Julius Kessler Distilling Co., Inc., Baltimore, Md.; Lawrenceburg.lnd.
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