


The bourbon that's always there 
Have you ever called for Old Grand-Dad in a tavern or restaurant and failed to 
find it? Probably not. America's hosts know that this is the most popular bourbon 
of its kind. They know too that only the finest will do for their guests. That's 
why, wherever you may be, you're sure to find Old Grand-Dad. 

OLD GRAND-DAD 
86 PROOF AND 100 PROOF. BOTTLED IN BOND . 



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

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS I C:::::: S3 
Box 113, Scranton, Penna. 18515 (In Hawaii: P.o. Box 418, Honolulu. In Canada: I. C. S. Canadian, Ltd., Montreal.) 

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

Name of the course in which you are interested'-----------------------------------------

YourName _______________________ Age ____ Address ____ ___________________ ___ 

City State ip Code ____ Working Hours ___ A.M. to ___ P.M. 

Low rates to members of U. S. Armed Forces! 
Occupation Employed by Special training program for industry 
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23.6 ways to win yourself a 

RAISE I PAY 
ACCOUNTING 
Accounting 

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

ARCHITECTURE 
AND BUILDING 
Architectural Drawing & 

Designing 
Architecture 
Building Contractor 
Building Estimator 
Building Inspector 
Building Maintenance 

Carpenter-Builder 
Carpentry & Millwork 
House Planning & Interior 

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

Practice 
Review of Mech. Systems 

in Buildings 
ART 
Amateur Artist 

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

AUTOMOTIVE 
Automatic Transmission 

Specialist 
Automobile Body Rebuilding 

& Refinishing 
Automobile Electrical 

Technician 
Automobile Engine Tune-Up 
Automobile Technician 
Automotive Mechanic 

Diesel-Gas Motor Vehicle 
Engines 

AVIATION 
Aircraft & Powerplant 

Mechanic 
Introductory Aero-Engineer

ing Technology 

The average correspondence school 
graduate increases his income by 

$22.50 a week! I.C.S. is the largest, 
most experienced correspondence 

school: 100,000 students; 7,000,000 
graduates! Choose from 236 job-

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

Marketing 
Business Management & 

Production 
Canadian Business 

Management 
Condensed Business Practice 
Industrial Psychology 
Managing a Small Store 

��d���n�xecutive 
Management 

Office Management 
Programming for Digital 

Computers 
Programming the I BM 1401 

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

Analysis 
CHEMICAL 
Analytical Chemistry 

Chemical Engineering 
Chemical Engineering Unit 

Operations 
Chemical Laboratory Tech. 
Chemical Process Control 

Technician 
Chemical Process Operator 
Elements of Nuclear Energy 

General Chemistry 
Instrumental Laboratory 

Analysis 
CIVIL ENGINEERING 
Civil Engineering 
Construction Engineering 

�;f�c1;r.s
E�fi�����,ng 

Reading Highway 
Blueprints 

Reading Structural Blueprints 
Sanitary Engineering 
Sewage Plant Operator 

��r����i�� ��Si'l.l':���g 
Water Works Operator 
DRAFTING 
Aircraft Drafting 
Architectural Drafting 
Electrical Drafting 

Electrical Engineering Drafting 
Electronic Drafting 

Introductory Mechanical 
Drafting 

Mechanical Drafting 
Pressure-Vessel and Tank 

Print Reading 
Sheet Metal Layout for 

Air Conditioning 
Structural Drafting 
ELECTRICAL 
Electric Motor Repairman 
Electrical Appliance Servicing 
Electrical Contractor 
Electrical Engineering 

(Power option or 
Electronic option) 

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

Engineering (Steam option 
or Hydro option) 

Industrial Electrical Tech. 
Industrial Telemetering 
Power Line Design and 

Construction 
Practical Electrician 
Practical Lineman 
Reading Electrical Blueprints 
ENGINEERING 
(Prolotsionat) 

Chemical 
Civil 
Electrical 

Mechanical 
Industrial Management for 

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

(Arts) 
High School College Prep. 

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

related courses. Learn facts, theo
ries, practical applications. New, 

updated texts are yours to keep! 

Complete lesson and answer ser

vice. Diploma to graduates. Send 

our coupon for three free booklets. 

German 
Italian 
Spanish 
LEADERSHIP 
Basic Supervision 
Industrial Foremanship 
Industrial Supervision 
Personnel-Labor Relations 
Supervision 

MATHEMATICS 
Advanced Mathematics 

Mathematics and Mechanics 

M:r�e�:ii��e!�n! Physics 
for Engineering 

Modern Elementary Statistics 
Value Analysis 
MECHANICAL 
Industrial Engineering 
Industrial Instrumentation 
Machine Design 
Mechanical Engineering 
Quality Control 
Safety Engineering Tech'l'gy 
Tool Design 
PETROLEUM 
Natural Gas Production & 

Transmission 
Oil Field Technology 
Petroleum Production 
Petroleum Production Eng'r'g 
Petroleum Refinery Operator 
PLASTICS 
Plastics Technician 
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Air Conditioning 
Air Conditioning Maintenance 

Domestic Heating with Oil & 
Gas 

Domestic Refrigeration 
Gas Fitting 
Heating 
Heating & Air Conditioning 

with Drawing 
Plumbing 
Plumbing & Heating 
Plumbing & Heating 

Contractor 
Plumbing & Heating Estimator 
Practical Plumbing 

Refrigeration 
Refrigeration & Air 

Conditioning 
Steam Fitting 

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

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

Toolmaking 
Metallurgical Engineering 

Technolo�y 
Patternmakmg 
Practical Millwrightin$ 
Reading Shop Bluepnnts 
Rigging 
Tool Engineering Technology 
Toolmaking 
Welding Engineering 

Technology 
Welding Processes 
STEAM AND DIESEL 

POWER 
Boiler Inspector 

Industrial Building Engineer 
Power Plant Engineering 
Stationary Diesel Engines 
Stationary Fireman 
Stationary Steam Engineering 
TEXTILES 
Carding 
Carding and Spinning 
Cotton Manufacturing r�;��

i
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�
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nishing 

Spinning 
Textile Designine 
Textile Engineenng 

Technology 
Textile Mill Supervisor 

Warping and Weaving 
Wool Manufacturing 

TRAFFIC 
Motor Traffic Management 
Railway Rate Clerk 
Traffic Management 

TV-RADIO-ELECTRONICS 
Communications Technology 
Electronic Fundamentals 
Electronic Fundamentals 

(Programmed) 
Electronic Fundamentals with 

Electronic Equipment 
Training 

Electronic Instrumentation & 
Servo Fundamentals 

Electronic Principles for 
Automation 

Electronics and Applied 
Calculus 

Electronics Technician 
First Class Radiotelephone 

License 
Fundamentals of Electronic 

Computers 
General Electronics 
General Electronics with 

Erectronic Equip. Trng. 
Hi-Fi Stereo and Sound 

Systems Servicing 
Industrial Electronics 
Industrial Electronics 

Engineering 
Industrial Electronics 

En�ineerine Technician 
Prachcal Rad1o-TV Engineer'g 

�;:;�i�!s
T �:e����t-Electronic 

Telemetry 
Principles of Semiconductor

Transistor Circuits 
Radio Servicing with Radio 

Equipment Training 
Radio & TV Servicing 
Radio & TV Servicing with 

Radio Equip. Trng. 
Second Class Radiotelephone 

License 
Sound Systems Specialist 
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TV Receiver Servicing 
TV Technician 
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SMOKE 

BOWLfROSES 
FOR A FRESH 

BOUQUET OF FLAVOR 
Sutprises and Pleases Men Who 

Never Thought They'd Enjoy 
Pipe Smoking 

Take any pipe. Fill it with Bowl of 
Roses Aromatic Smoking Mix
ture. Light up. Taste the fresh, 
distinctive flavor. Surprised? 
Maybe you never knew a pipe 
could taste so good-so cool, so 
flavorful, so sweet and fresh. No 
pipe could-till Bowl of Roses 
came along. 

Bowl of Roses was originally the 
special private blend of a small 
group of gourmet pipe smokers. 
It�s a unique combination of the 
very finest of imported and do
mestic tobaccos, blended with a 
flavoring secret no other smoking 
mixture uses. Bowl of Roses puts 
a fresh bouquet of flavor in any 
pipe. Pleasant for people around 
you, too. Try Bowl of Roses your
self. You'll be surprised-and 
pleased. 

BoWLtRosEs· 

Another Fine Product of 
United States Tobacco �ompany 
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CHAMPIONS 
right down 

the line 
BROWNING 

Superposed Shotguns 

. and each is fully guaranteed 
for as long as you own it! 

Throughout the world, no other shotgun is regu
larly manufactured in such a variety of models, 

gauges, barrel lengths, weights, and chokes. With 

59 models in over 400 specifications, there is al
ways a Superposed perfectly suited to the exacting 

needs of the specialist or the gunner who enjoys 

varied shooting. And should he require, further 
customizing is always available. 

They are all champions, too - in shooting per
formance, in handling ease, in reliability and 
craftsmanship ... The only guns in the world 
fully guaranteed for as long as you own them, 
even your whole lifetime. 

Let your Browning Dealer help select the 
Superposed for you, to enjoy for a lifetime. 

Hunting, Trap & Skeet Models; Magnum 12, 

12, 20, 28, & .410; 5 ascending grades; 4 barrel 
lengths; any chokes desired; and extra barrel 
sets of same or different gauge. From 136000• 

BROWNING_ f�) 

Complete information on Browning 
guns and accessories. Special 
chapters containing practical 
shooting information. 

Browning Arms Co., Dept. 682, St. Louis, Missouri 63103 

-In CASADA: Browning or Canada, Dept. 682. P. 0. Box 991. Montreal 9, P.Q. 

Just published, john M. Browning, American Gunmaktr the 
authentic story of this world-renowned gun inventor who 
overcame the hardships of America's new frontier to startle 
the world with his inventive genius. Fascinating reading for 
the entire family. Also, a separate and comprehensive tech
nical section illustrating and detailing 75 Browning-invented 
guns. At your Browning dealer, or post-paid direct from 

Browning Arms Co. Price '7". A Doubltday Publication. 
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ARGOSY is published once a month by 
Popular Publications, Inc., at McCall 
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NOVEMBER ISSUE ON SALE OCTOBER 17TH 

CHANGE OF ADDRESS: Subscribers should 
notify the ARGOSY Subscription Department, 
Portland Place, Boulder, Colorado, thirty 
days before the change is to take effect. Both 
old and new addresses must be given. Please 
enclose your mailing label, which gives all 
necessary Information and enables the Sub
scription Department to put the change into 
effect quickly. 

l •Best Party Ever Thrown 2•Honest Abe Club 
3•Coming Attractions 
BY HARRY STEEGER 

l'retly t.lmules sert·Pd Da11ish 
treat.< 011 .<iglrtseeillg, trolley.<. 

of Tempi!' Fielding and all of 
century birthday. 

1. Before attacking the regular husine:;s 
or this department, T'd like to fall to my 
knees and bump my head three time" 0;1 
the ground, facing east toward Copen
hagen and doing homage to a fabulous 
memory. 

It was just a year ago thi� Octoh!'r that 
a planeload of pilgrim� from thP States 
made the journey to that mecca of con
viviality, the capital of Denmark. to celt·

brate the fiftieth hir llulay or the famou� 
travel writer, Temple Fieldin/.!:. anlhor of 
"Fielding's Guides to EuropP:· 

Other pilgrims carne from various parts 
of Europ!'. and we assemhled. �onw 250 
strong, in the HotPI Richmond. which 
had been reni!'d in toto hy Mr. FiPidinl(. 

He and his lovely wift•. 1anPy. had hePn 
saving for ten years for this parly. and 
five enchanting days came oul of those 
savings, including the specially ('harl!'red 
SAS plane which brought about sixty of 
us over. 

It seems that in Denmark. when a man 
reaches fifty, the occasion calls for a 
wing-do of major proportions. Temple 
had arrived at this august pinnacle and 
ihe proportions of the party were so 
major that he had very sensibly sched
uled a morning at the Sauna baths for 
the last day. 

.I r!'commend this to you as a means of 
recovery. even if you can't do any morP 
that fill your own bathroom full of steam 
from the tub. 

OnP or the fpatun•s or ihe Sauna. in .. i
dentally, is a shower that comes at you 
from every direction-lop. �id!'s and hoi· 
tom-with needlelike penetration. I al
most rose three fePt inlo the air wilh ;;urprise. 

We had more celebrities from the slage 
and creen and the world of magazirws. 
hooks, newspaper columns, radio ami TV 
than you could shake a diantOnd-�tuddt•d 
stick at. All of thenr were close friends 

them came to help him celebrate his half-

We W!'re even met at the airport hy a red-hot jazz combo consisting of a 
half-dozen bearded and helmeted Vikings blowing ancient horns. 

From that point on, everything in Copenhagen belonged to us. A small 
silver pin in the lapel, with a cartoon of Fielding drawn by the master, was 
the ticket of admission to the best restaurants, parties and celebration;; in 
the world's mosl hospitable city. 

The festivities were like an Arabian Night's dream and I'm still not 
awake. We saw the sights, for instance. from natty little blue and while 
streetcars reserved entirely for us, and with pretty blonde host!'SSPS sPrvinl( 
cakes, coffee and a variety of Danish ;;peciallies. We had a �ala rPception 
in the Town Hall, given hy the Lord Mayor. Urban Hansen. with Pnterlain
ment hy ;;tars of sta�c and ;;cn•cn. and mouth-waterinl-!: food on the lon�c·;:t 
lahle T'vl' ever Sf'en (a city hlock in lenl(ih. al IPa;;t). Wl' had ma;•lf'r l'lwf;: 
from thrf'e of Europe';; �treat restaurant�-thf' Tour ci'Argent in Paris. tlw 



Any One of These 
SMART-MONEY SECRETS 
Can Make You S20,000, sso,OOO, 
Even SlOO,OOO This Year Alone! 

They've Turned $1,000 Into $10,000 in Less Than 
A Single Year! Skyrocketed $10,000 Into $2SO,OOO 

in Less than Thirty Months! 

Yet the odds are that you're not tically equip you with "Money-Making 
familiar with a sin�le one of them �
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today! Take this Sixty-second test own corner! Split-second bonanzas so 
right now and see how your subtle that the ordinary man never 
money-making skill stacks up even sees them a t  all-where you can 

against America's top operators! ��::fti�& :rm���ra n:�e00�t '�o�� o,��� 
1 ) There are at least four ways 
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eFoing through a simple 

to buy a going business with abso- For example, you'll learn how easy 
lutely no cash, and without bor- it is to pick up inventories of bankrupt 
rowing one cent from a bank! Can �
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YOU name them? a profit of 200% to 400%! How you 
2) At what point do smart- fi�ne
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money men start selling stocks l
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arise where you can make a life- under the fair market value - realize 
long annuity, without investing a :�r���
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r����s��i cent, simply by making a phone out in the next spectacular rise for 

call! Do you now how to detect thousands of dollars for every hundred 
and exploit them? you put in, and all at capital gains -

or even income-tax exempt! 4) Where in your daily news- Yes! And here's a section on fantastic 
paper - and not in the fmancial profits in stock market speculations, 
pages - is the best source of �o������
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Bonus Sources of income you �
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Y when to get in, and 
should get from your business Plus an inside look at brand-new, 
deals - where other people pay l i t t l e - k n o w n  sit u a t i o n s  w h e r e  t h e  

you to let them make money! f:�.:':.1�
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6) Three tiny mistakes in nego- g�t-:f-�!� r'!,n
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tiat1on mark you as a "patsy" to FOUR companies! 
smart-money men! Do you know But these Golden Rules of buying-in 
how to avoid them? r��
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p��i�i 7) And most important of all, only the beginning! 

there are at least four simple de- 2) How to use Borrowed 
mands that you should make in M t F. speculative deals that almost cer- oney 0 monee 

tainly guarantee you a profit! Do Your Ideas! 
you know what they are, and ex- Now come the techniques of add inc 

actly when you should make them? �!l'alo
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t�i:�r ����Y to every $1 
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of the Insider! risk capital is advanced by others! 
Let us be perfectly frank! The seven 

SMART-MONEY SI!:CRETS you have just 
read - plus those you will learn about 
in a moment-have this one incredible 
feature in common! 

THEY LET OTHER PEOPLE HELP 
YOU EARN YOUR FORTUNE! They 
actually multiply the power of the 
money you own today AS MUCH AS 
ONE HUNDRED TO ONE HUNDRED 
AND FIFTY TIMES! 

They are an entirely different way of 
thinking about money than you are 
aware of today! They are the wonder· 
working "Insider Techniques" that you 
have been hearing rumors about for 
years! They have already been used, 
time and time again, in Wall Street, in 
real estate, in dozens of other busi· 
nesses all over America, to literally 
build million-dollar fortunes from 
pennies! 

There are three definite skills that 
make up this art! Here they are- iust 
as you can be taught them next week
end without risking a penny! Here are 
the abilities you can build into your 
brain in a sin&le weekend! 

1) How to Spot Opportunities 
The Instant They Arise! 

The four Golden Rules that prac-

How to sell off non-control portions to ���� ����f��
r
�o5r� ��!� ��� C�!i��d:� 

and your own management! 
How to create credit! How to take 

money borrowed at 3% to 41/2%, and 
bring in up to 36% on it! How to take 
out more personal net profit each year 
than your full investment! 

How to turn somebody else's .,must
sell" business into a fat capital-gain 
for yourself - investing only a small 
fraction of the real worth of that busi· 
ness to gain complete control of it
plus earning 50°/o or more each year 
on your investment before you decide 
to cash in! 

· 

int�0�y��t:
u
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u
���·� go into them yourself! How to make 

your own speculative business ideas 
pay you a guaranteed profit or a hetty 
weekly salary, or a personal percent-���,:�.�';: ';l",ts FULtN ����H�AS�� 
MORE BEFORE THEY ARE EVEN 
BROUGHT OUT ON THE MARKET! 

And this is still just the beginning! 
3) How to Pyramid Your 

Capital Overnight 
How to bring that profit home! How 

to sell out, cut taxes to the bone, and 

Written by one of the Country's 
Leading Financiers! 

We Cannot Release This Author's Photo! 
Professional ethics forbid his being pic· 
tured in this advertisement! However, we 
can give you his outstanding biography. 

John Alan Appleman was first listed in 
Who's Who in America at the age of 
twenty-eight, over twenty-three years 
ago, and has been listed every year since! 

His corporate connections at the pres
ent moment include the presidency of 
Disability & Casualty Inter· Insurance 
Exchange; Universal Drug & Research 
laboratories, Inc.; Universal Research 
Products, Inc.; Annuity Agency Company, 
with financial interests in two dozen 
other companies. 

Mr. Appleman is the author of the 
almost-incredible total of forty-six tech
nical volumes on insurance, economics, 
estate planning, financial security, etc.! 
In addition, he has written articles ap
pearing in one hundred and forty publi· 
cations, and he has been a regular 
contributor to both the Encyclopedia 
Britannica and World Book Encyclopedia 
for many years! 

find yourself with $20,000 - $50,000 - $100,000 in the bank where you had 
almost nothing before! 

How to hedge your bets, so that it's 
almost impossible for you to get hurt! 
Seven warning signals when you enter 
a new deal that insiders look for -
thirteen dangerous traps in so-called 
.. bargain buys" and how to avoid them 
·-the five fatal weaknesses that destroy 
most firms that expand too quickly -

favorite tricks promoters use to 
squeeze an extra thousand or two out 
of you - even how "standard" con· 
tracts can ruin you - all deadly pit
falls so well concealed that the ama
teur never even notices them! 

Secrets of professional timing- ex
actly where and when to switch from 
one investment to another! How to 
make yourself inflation�proof and de
pression-proof - ten ways to outwit 
even lthe toughest competition - busi
ness that thrive BECAUSE there's a 
recession! 

How to get rich without killing your
self, and without working yourself to 
the bone! Twenty.five commonly over· 
�0u0t
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The four Golden Rules of taking more 
net profit out of your business! How to 
sell off property for thousands of dol· 
Iars MORE than your uninformed 
neighbor might get! One·man pension 
plans that you can easily put in - the 
right way to build an expense account 
- how you can let your children start 
making you double·money from the 
day they're born - how to switch both 
profit and salary into tax·exempt re· 
tirement funds that take the financial 
worry out of your life FOREVER! 

Read It At Our Risk 
For Ten Full Days! 

The possession of these three simple 
talents- and their application in every 
money transaction of your life - is 
literally the difference between being 
first in line for life's treasures, or being 
satisfied with other men's leavings! 

Now, for the first time, they are 
brought to you between the covers of 
a single book - yours to read from 
beginning to end without risking a 
single penny! 

And brought to you by one of the 
few men in America who is qualified 
to write this book! His name is John 
Alan Appleman! He is a unique blend 
of financier, corporate president and 
scholar! 

And now he has taken the experience 
and knowledge of a lifetime, and con
densed it in one simple, easy-to-read 
volume for you! It is called HOW TO 
INCREASE YOUR MONEY-MAKING 
POWER! It costs only $5.98- far less 
than other books in its field which 
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WAY OF THINKING ABOUT MONEY, 
THAT LET'S OTHER PEOPLE HELP 

MAKE YOU RICH! 
And it is yours to read from cover :� ���eN;�i��
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EXECUTIVE. RESEARCH INSTITUTE, INC. 
r----- MAIL NO-RISK COUPON TODAYI------1 

EXECUTIVE RESEARCH INSTITUTE. INC. DEPT. AR-2 
119 Fifth Ave .. New York. N.Y. 10003 

Gentlemen: Yes, I want to try a copy of your amazing new book HOW TO 
INCREASE YOUR MONEY-MAKING POWER - entirely at your risk. I am 
enclosing the low introductory price of only $5.98 complete. I will use this 
book for a full ten days at your risk. If I am not completely delighted • • •  if 
this book does not do everything you say, 1 will simply return it for every 
cent of my money back. (PLEASE PRINT) 

Name .. 

Address .. 

Citv... . ... Zone ............ State .. . 
0 If you wish your order sent C.O.D., CHECK HERE! Enclose $1 good-will 

deposit. Pay postman balance, plus postage and handling charges. Same 
money back guarantee, of course! 

L_ -------�=c�l:l�e.::c�::I:::.I:·��--------] 
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Why we made Tanganyika the proving ground 
for these two great new Winchester shotguns. 
Our new slide-action Model1200 and Model1400 automatic both have many new features. 

So we tested and proved them on safari-with David Ommanney, "our man in Africa." 

Few men know more game 
and guns than this famous profes
sional hunter, whom we chose to lead 
our safari. We wanted his straight
from-the-shoulder opinion. 

Only shot shells used were our new 
plastic Super-Speed and Super-X 
"compression-formed" Mark 5's. "I 
never saw shells made like these, or 
that shoot so hard," said David. 

These sand grouse and doves took 
some stopping. The sure way our new 
shotguns and shells dropped them at 
long range-cleanly and consistently 
-�as just the proof we needed. 

First ney 
the new 1200 bagged this spur fowl
at 55 yards. In Tanganyika, game 
birds are plentiful, daily limits liberal. 
Both newshotguns gota real workout. 

Waiting in blind for sand grouse 
Ommanney is about to load his 1200. 
This new slide-action shotgun costs 
$96. You pay a bit more, of course, 
for the new 1400 automatic: $134.95. 

New feature on both guns is this 
front-locking, rotary bolt head, not 
found on any other shotgun. Its 4 
lugs lock directly into the barrel, 
give you vault-tight breeching. 

.. u, .. u •. u�; is easy, 
shotguns are tightly controlled in 
Africa. Conservation laws limit you 
to one shell in the chamber and no 
more than two in the magazine. 

action was 
fast and furious-as hundreds of 
flights of sand grouse came barreling 
in to drink. Here, Ommanney gets 
in the swing with his 1400. 

team can miss, try 
using our new plastic Mark 5's with 
either of these shotguns. All did so 
well on safari that Ommanney called 
their performance "smashing." 

WINCH£ST£A®�® wiNCH£sTER·WI!5TERN o1v1s1oN Olin 



llostaria deii'Orso in Rome and the Bali 
in Amstt>rdam-to prepare meals that 
should hav<• been featured in Tiffany's 
window-and eaten there, too. 

Wt• had luxury trains, exclusively for 
our party, to whisk us to Elsinore, where 
ll:unlet spellt his time being miserable, 
hut where wf' had the time of our lives 
t•ating, drinking, celebrating and watching 
a fireworks display in Temple's honor. 

All in all, it was probably the greatest 
party ever thrown, and that's why I wanted 
to tell you some of the highlights. 

Why didn't I do it sooner? Well, my 
friends, you probably read about it in the 
newspapers when it happened and I went 
on traveling through all Scandanavia, 
through Russia, Poland and France, so 
that by the time I finally returned, it was 
too late. 

The first anniversary brought back 
nostalgic memories and struck me as a 
better time to sing my paean of praise. 

After the party, Temple and 1 ancy 
had to retire to a Danish health resort 
and I haven't yet lost the firmly embedded 
tt•n pounds I gained. That Danish food 
n•ally sticks to your ribs! 

2. llont>sl Abe Club 
Light tlw torch of truth, fellow mem

hf'rs, and lf't's mnvene the monthly gath
Pring of the Honest Abe Club. To those 
pecrlt•ss racolltcurs who spill the best 
yarns (truthful , of course) goes our re
nowlled trophy, the Stuffed Bull's Head 
with the Winking Eye. 

First to try for this great honor is 
Chuck Nicholls of Seattle, Washington, 
with a word of advice on fishing : 

Dear Harry: "If I'm not awarded one of 
your cockeyed bull' s heads for this true 
incident, I swear I'll turn in my Brownie 
button and discontinue assisting 36-22-36 
Girl Scout leaders across hazardous in
tersections! 

"Almost every sporting-goods store I 
walk into, I see this sign: TAKE A Bov 
FlsHDIG. So I thought, 'Why not take my 
kid? He's seven. If he start� early enough 
to learn something about "hot" fishing 
lures, he won't be out "hot-wiring" ears.' 

"On opening day, I took Number One 
SOil, boat, gear-the works-to my favorite 
trout lake. \VP buzzed out to my old 
anchoring spot where the big ones lie
or should I use that word in an Honest 
Abe column? 

"Well, when I asked my son to pass me 
the tackle box so we could rig up, he 
slipped. I watched, speechless, as all my 
tackle slowly faded from sight in the 
deepest part of tlw lake. 

"The most severe punishment I could 
think of at the moment for my dearly 
beloved son was to take all his bubble 
gum away from him. To make it even 
worse, I cut it up into little corn-size 
kernels right in front of him and threw 
every bit of the stuff into the lake. I 
felt real mean! 

"However, before I could pull anchor 
and head hack to shore, we started to see 
huhhle-gum bubbles bobbing around near 
us. I fished one out. There was a trout 
on the bottom side. Evidently that fish 
had discovered that bubble gum was not 
fish food and had tried to expectorate it. 
The rt•sulting (Continued on page I2) 

CARTOON PRIZE: Send in one or more 
captions for the cartoon below. The fun
niest will receive a six-volume set of 
Socony Mobil Travel Guides described 
under New Products below. All entries 
must be in by October thirty-first. Ad
dress: Outdoors Editor. June winner of 
SIOO worth of Gudebrod fishing tackle is 
shown on page 84. 

CLOSE WINGSHOOTING: When a big 
pheasant gets up at your feel, don't shoot 
too fast; wait until he's out where your 
shot pattern will he wider. Your small 
pattern at dose range is more apt to mis•. 
If it does hit, �·ou'll have pheasant-burger. 
!Ward Van Horne, Buffalo, South Dakota.) 

PLASTIC SHOTSHELLS: Pick up all 
plastic shells after firing; don't leave them 
on the ground. Reason: they won't de
compose like the old paper kind, and 
eventually, our bird fields will become 
fields of little plastic cylinders! 

PUP TEST: Before buying a pup for 
birds or trailing, test his nose. Let him get 
hungry, then at night, drag a piece of meat 
across the yard, hide it and turn him loose 
in the dark. If he can't find it, forget him. 

SLEEPING-BAG COMFORT: A sleeping 
hag will keep you warm and dry, hut that's 
all. For sleeping t·omforl, carry an air 

HUNTING 
AND 

FISHING 
TIPS 

BY GIL PAUST 

mattress, too. Inflate it, slide it into the 
hag and sleep on it. To protect the bag 
from sticks and rocks, spread a sheet of 
vinyl plastic beneath it. 

GRASS DECOYS: When duck ,;hooting 
on iced-over ponds, use decoys made of 
eel grass. Tie grass with string into short 
tufts and wet them so they'll freeze in 
position on the ice. They'll draw ducks. 
Beals chopping holes for regulation de· 
coys. (Dick Cooper, Quogue, Long h
land, New York.) 

lliRD SHOOTING NOW: In most states, 
the pay-as-you-shoot game-bird preserves, 
opened in September, will stay open 
through next February or longer. Dogs 
and handlers are provided when needed. 
For preserve list, write: National Shooting 
Sports Foundation; 1075 Post Road; 
Riverside, Connet·tit-ut. 

NEW PRODUCTS: Ill Mobil Travel 
Guide, six volumes, more than 3,000 pages, 
describes inns, hotels, motels throughout 
the U.S.-$9. (2) Lyman Ea.�y reloader for 
reloading shotgun shells; handles all 
gauges, styles and crimps; recommended 
for beginners as well as experls-$44.50. 
(3! Johnson Skee-1/orse two-passenger 
snow sled; driven by three rubber-covered 
cleated belts on twelve dolly wheels; 
powered by Johnson fourteen-hp engine. • 

Caption . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . ... . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . .  . 

1/t \(1..,.,.�'1'11"� �-=;.;#' ...:BU-<>� 
ARGOSY will pay $5 for each tip printed in thi.� column. Submission.• be
come the property of Popular Publiwtions. Send tiJJ., anti cartoon captions 
to: Hunting and Fishing, ARGOSY, 20.5 East 42ml St., New York, N.Y. 10017. 
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How could Pontiac become even more of a Pontiac? 

Here's your answer: The '65 Pontiac_ Pontiac. 

We started fresh with a bold new Pontiac look, as you can 

see, and plush new interiors, which you can just imagine for 

now. It's a quick car, even for a Pontiac, because our Trophy 
V-8s come on stronger than ever. You want Pontiac per

formance and economy, too? You want new Turbo Hydra

Matic and our exclusivP. low-ratio rear axle to wring extra 

mileage from gasoline and save and save anci save. The '65 

Pontiac is other ways new, too, with self-adjusting steerinQ 

gear and bigger, better brakes. It's smoother riding (if you 

can fancy that) since we redesigned the suspension system 
around our curve-uncurving Wide-Track. (The inch-longer

than-last-year wheelbase also helps.) Now if you're wonder

inQ how you could become even more enthusiastic about 
Pontiac for 1965, just try driving one at y011r Pontiac dealer'<' 



How could Tempest become even more of a Pontiac? 

Pontiac Motor Division. General Motors Corporation 

Here's your answer: The '65 Pontiac Tempest. 

It could look even more like a Pontiac and it does: stacked 

headlights and split grille and big, bright wraparound tail 

lamps. It could be longer and it is, by a handspan. Tempest 
certainly rides like a Pontiac on Wide-Track and its all-coil 

suspension. And Tempest surely goes like a Pontiac, whether 

you take the gas-saving 140-hp six, or order up a quick V-8: 

250 hp on regular fuel, 285 hp on premium. We spoil you 

with interiors restyled in cloth and Morrokide, or all Morro
kide. And tempt you with 12 handsome models, including a 

new Custom Hardtop Coupe. With Tempest looking and 

acting so Pontiac for 1965, you mustn't forget it's still priced 

down there with the other low-priced cars. 

1965: The year of the Quick Wide-Tracks 
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For your shopping pleasure • • •  Each month Argosy presents new, useful and unusual items-all available by mail from firms listed. 
All merchandise shown has been selected by Argosy. The editorial portion of Stop To Shop is not composed of paid advertising. 

ACTIVATED CHARCOAL FILTER SMOKE 
PIPES by Mr. Weber, are a result of the tre· 
mendous interest in activated charcoal. He 
has combined the beauty of age-old briar 
with the clean filtration of activated char
coal. Shank houses the filter cartridge. Pipe, 
$5 plus 10 filters free. Weber Briars, Dept. 
AR·10, 140 Cator Ave., Jersey City 5, N.J. 

A LIMITED EDITION BY WEDGWOOD
John F. Kennedy commemorative collec· 
tor's plaque is  made in England by Wedg· 
wood in their traditional blue and white 
pattern with raised silhouette, oak leaf and 
acorn border. A memorial to treasure, in 
limited quantity. $6.50 ppd. Park Galleries. 
Dept. AR- 10, 103 Park Avenue, N.Y. 1 7, N Y. 

WORLD-FAMOUS BEAUTIES! Gorgeous gal· 
lery of lovely ladies on genuine postage 
stamps. Miss World (Jamaica); Princess 
Grace (Monaco); Miss Universe (Colombia) 
-beauties everywhere from Angola, Egypt, 
Polynesia and many other far·away lands. 
There are new issues and scarce varieties. 
Send only 25¢. H. E. Harris & Co., Dept. 
G·7, Boston, Mass. 021 1 7 .  

24·KT. GOLDEN PEANUT is the same size 
as the eating variety, cleverly reveals a cig. 
aret lighter when the top is flipped open. 
Also available as pillbox (not shown), or a 
tool kit filled with 10 miniature working 
tools. 2" ·long, 24-Kt., gold·plated peanut 
fits snugly into pocket. Each $3.95. ADF Co., 
Dept. AR·10, 380 Lexington Ave., N.Y. 1 7. 

"SHARPIE" guarantees 100 shaves from 
every blade. Makes old blades sharper than 
new in seconds. I nsert old blade in Sharpie, 
pull cord once or twice and 32 honing sur· 
faces instantly convert blade with rotary 
action to surgical sharpness. 1 0·year guar· 
antee. $2.49 plus 26¢ shipping. A. J. Sales, 
Dept. AR-10, 415 S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y. 

GURKHA BATTLE HAT is worn by the tough, 
wiry Nepal soldiers who have served for pay 
in the Indian army for 100 years. Battle· 
green cloth hats are beautifully stitched, 
have high peak for comfort, upturned side 
"rifle" brim, Gurkha insignia. Made in In·  
dia. Please specify size. $5.95 ppd. Robert 
Gerard, Dept. AR·10, 333 East 50th, N.Y. 22. 

BEER WITH IT, with your name, that is, 
personalized on these handsome hollow· 
stem Heidelberg goblets. Serve your favorite 
beer in the style it deserves. Hand-cut by 
artisans with any family name or first 
name (please print). Each holds a full bot· 
tie or can. Set of 4, $2.95 plus 50c ship· 
ping. 2 sets, $5.75 plus $ 1 .  Alexander. 
Dept. AR- 10, 140 Marbledale, Tuckahoe, N.Y. 

WORLD'S SMALLEST FLASHLIGHT, and 
most powerful, is  this mighty midget that 
fits into the palm of your hand. Has twin 
beams stronger than a big ordinary flash· 
light. Lifetime rechargeable miniature 
"space" cadmium battery. Flashlight, $4.95; 
recharger, $2.95. Special, set is $6.95. Davis 
Co., Dept. AR- 10, 887·2nd Ave., N. Y. 17.  

30 POWER TELESCOPE has an anchromatic 
lens for pinpoint viewing. Color corrected, 
coated and optical ground, the scope brings 
birds, animals, stars, etc. up close. Col· 
lapsed, it's only 7 1h "  and extends to 
13lh " ·  With smart, heavy-lined pigskin 
case and strap. $6.95 ppd. From A.L.K. Co., 
Dept. AR- 10, 4 1 5  S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y. 

F O R  M O R E  STO P TO S H O P  I T E M S ,  T U R N  TO PAG E  1 2 2  



Why the Bemington Model 700 has 
become the choice of the true rifleman 

The true rifleman belongs to a very special 
breed. He wants a lot more from his rifle 
than just a "shoot in· iron."' 
First, he ·wants a rifle that is, above all, 
extremely accurate. On that score, the 
Remington Model 700, with its precision 
rifling, perfect wood-to-metal fit, solidly 
locked up breech and crisp trigger pull, 
more than fills the bill. 
Next, he wants exceptional strength to 
handle the most modern loads-for accu
rate, long-range shooting. The Remington 

Model 700 has the strongest bolt action 
made . .  
Finally, h e  wants a rifle that feels right 
in every shooting position . . .  one that has 
that combination of balance and stock de
sign a rifleman recognizes as readily as the 
taste of roast venison. The Remington 
Model 700 is balanced and stocked per
fec t l y  for b o t h  i r o n  s i g h t  a n d  'sc o p e  
shooting. 
Add it all up and you have the true rifle
man's choice-the Remington Model 700. 

In thirteen modern, high-velocity calibers 
fro m  222 to 458 M a g. A t  your nearest . 
Remington dealer's. From $ 1 1 9.95 *.Write 
for free Guns and Ammunition catalog to 
Dept.BD-lO,Remington Arms Co., Inc. 

Remington Arms Company, Inc., Bridgeport, Conn. 06602. I n  
Canada : Remington A r m s  of Canada Limited, 36 Queen 
Elizabeth Blvd., Toronto, Ont. •Fair Trade retail prices in states 
having Fair Trade laws. Prices subject to change without notice. 
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HON EST ABE CLU B Cmttiu11cd from 7wge 7 

huhhle had brought hi 1 1 1  to tlu·  surfat·t·. 
" i'\ t•t•dlt·ss to say, wt· SJWllt the n·st of 

tl� : tt day dipping out tht• biggest huhhlt•s 
for tilt' tnost ht•autiful limits I'd e\'t'r 
•·aught. That's what I say now : Take a 
hoy Ashing-t•vt•n if llt''s your own. 

(Sigrwc/) C: I IUC :K i\ rCI IOI.I.S" 
I think you'll have to admit, Chuck, 

that a <laughter, or even a wife, could be 
substituted for a son in case you don't 
have one-just as long as they're good 
lmhblc-gum chewers. 

Next Jeff Blevins of Topeka, Kansas, 
tells all : 

"I have decided to hare my soul and 
tPII my ft•llow mt•mbers of the Honest Abe 
Club of the worst shot I have ever made. 

"Early one morning, when I was ten 
years old, I thought it  was about time to 
try Dad's Hew 30-06, so I pulled on my 
hoots and slipped out the hack door. 

"I'd just t·rossl'd the stream hack of the 
!'ahiu wht•ll, thirty yards up the hank. I 
""" a lnl<-k dt·er that lookt·d half as big 
as a ho"·ar. J ust as I startl'd to take ai r 1 1 .  
a t'III'< 'Y of qr;ail jumpt•d up in front of t i l<' 
al l l l  sean·d uu· so had I An·d too quic·kly 
and ltit a rock just ill fro1 1t  of my ft•t ·l .  
Snn· t•nough, those rock dtips killed thn•t• 
of those quail on tlw rise, while that 
rieocht'!ing bullet hit the old huck lll'
twet•n the eyes and dropped him on the 
spot. The rifle's recoil shoved me hack
wards into the stream and popped one of 
"'Y suspender lmttons, which killt•d a 
squirn·l in the tn'L' ahove me. \Vhen I 
pullt•d ntyst•lf out of that stream, my loose 
pants were full of hrook trout a1 1d I had 
a ht·avt'f in each hand. 

"I  was so ashamed of my poor shooting 
that I 've m·ver told a soul until now. I 
know that the l l onest Abe Club will lwlp 
""' keep my secn·t. 

(Sig11ed) ,JEFF BLEvJ :-;s" 

l l ave no fear, Jeff, your secret is safe 
with us. No l l m wst Aher would dn·am 
of rt'JWating anything heard here. 

Etton i\t•wsol l ll' of Elm t.tott, Texas, 
I rati about the 1 1 tost amazing coon dog 
J \ ·t ·  ill 'ard of-lntt  ld hitn !t•ll about i t :  

"I ant  in the Air Foree. statiorlt'd i 1 1  thl' 
fabulous eoon t·ountry around 'Naco, 
Tt·"rs. \Vht•n I Arst arrivt'd lwn·. I got 
a t·omr dog to top all dogs. I ll' eould <'V<'ll 
traek a eoon a('ross a running riv<'r. 

"A strange thing happened, though, one 
day. t.ly dog up and diP<L E,·pn the vt'ts 
l'Ouldn't tell me the cause of his death. 

"I  had lowd that dog so much I wanted 
something to remind me of him, so I had 
a taxidermist make a pair of moccasins 
from his hide. 

"Shortly after this, I was walking in a 
Add ont' day wearing those moccasins 
when tlwy hit a eoon trail-and I'l l  tell 
you, those shot•s ran me Ave miles bt'fore 
I eould shake them. 

(Sig11cd) ETTO� l'i Ewso�IE" 

I wouldn't think you'd net•d another dog, 
Etton, as long as those moccasins last. 
just nm your own coons down whenever 
you plt·ast·. 

Emt·st l .a Point of Hudson l· alls, i\t'\\' 

York, dot>sn't twl'd a hoy, or t•vc-n a dog, 
to lwlp hi 1 1 1  hunt-not while Ill' has his pt'l 
goost• lw's about to tl'll you ahout. 

"Heing the sort of a pPrson who takes 
a large inten·st in small things ( not, of 
course, casting aspersions on our famed 
and honored H onest A he Club ) ,  I've been 
reading about geese having been used as 
watchdogs in ancient Rome, and mort• re
cently, as highly efficient weeders in the 
cotton and mint Aelds of our own South. 
I ,  however, have beneAted i n  another way 
from the services of our pet goose. 

"We received this fellow as a small ball 
of Ruff, and raised him to maturity as a 
pet for the younger generation. H is ar
rival was quite resented by our tomcat, an 
old family retainer, who showt•d his 
antipathy hy means of a st•ries of tactics 
designed to keep the little fellow i n  a 
constant state of apprehension. 

''As our goose grew in sizt', so did his 

desirt• for revenge, until  he Anally de
veloped tlw trick of sneaking up on our 
sleeping cat, grabbing his tail and dragging 
him out onto the lawn, where he would 
pummel him with his wings. 

" i\ ow, I had ))t'en having trouble with 
woodchucks from a nearby Aeld who had 
heen raiding my hard-t•arned gardt' l l .  A l 
ready you w i l l  have gtlf'ssetl what I did.  
That's right. I turned tlw goose loose i n  
the Aeld, took up m y  stand behind a 
t·onvt·niPnt stom· wall and waited. Tlw 
chuck would t·oml' out of his holt• and, 
st•t'ing nothing hut tlw goos<·, would start 
ft'eding. Tht• goost•, thinking tlw dmck 
was a cat, would wait until his hack was 
turned, st•izt• his tail and drag him away 
from his hole. \VIwn the h<•wildered chuck 
was turned loose, and was looking about 
dazedly for his hoi<•, he was a perft'd 
setup for my .22. 

"Ne<·tlless to say, in three days that Add 
was dear of chucks, my garden was my 
own again, the eat got a much-needt•d 
rest, and the goose had a lot of fun a11d 
an C'Xtra ration of corn. 

"I  imagine that many of your readt·rs 
han• the same chuck prohll'm, so I am 
very happy to ha,·e het'n able to pass on 
my solution. 

(Sig11ed) ERxEsT LA Pot:-;,-" 

\Ve all  thank you for this valuable hit 
of info, Ernie. It might evt•n lead to one 
of tlw hoys opening a full-tinll', proAt-

ah]P goos<·-tra illinJ,! school-who knows? 
I 'H· heard of all kinds of triL-ks IISt'd in 

duck hunting, hut the out· \'tm'n· about to 
hear from C :harl..s E. \lokLr of I I  a\ ana. 
I llinois. is a l it'\\' m u  · 011 nH · :  

" I  hav<· suhs:·rilll'd t o  Allt:OSY for a 
number of years and ha\'l' alwavs l'nio\'t•d 
your magazine. I haw also us; ·d a 

. 
g;>od 

many of the hunting tips in your l l m ll'st 
Abe column. 

"Being a great outdoorsman nrys ..  Jf. I 
think it only in good keeping with that 
old adage, 'You scrateh my hack and I 'll  
scratch yours,' to pass along a foolproof 
system for hunting ducks. 

"This started years ago timing thP hig 
depression when shotgun shells were hard 
to come hy. f\ly huddy ami I hit upon 
the idea of floating a lot of pumpkins out 
among the ducks at night wlwn wt· 
couldn't lw st•en. As soon as tlw dueks 
became accustomed to them. w<· hollowt'd 
two out, slipped tht•ru ovt•r om IH'ads. 
swam out :u11ong till' d1 1cks, grahht·d tlll'ir 
ft•d, pllllt·d tht'm under ;til() drm\'lwd tlwnr.  

(Sigtwd) Cl !A IIt .l·:, E .  l\ l oK t ..\ 11 . .  
That SOUII<IS just a Jitt)t• S t lt'ak\· to l i lt ' ,  

C:harlit•, hut who a111  I to judg, .' anotlwr 
l l onest Al)('r-t•spt •l'iall)' if y ou """ gt•t 
away with it !  

\Ve havt• a real invt•ntor al l ttrng ' " 
Donald C : .  Kanold of Port Colhonlt'. On
tario, C:anada. All Aslwnll<'l l  l..��tl an ear: 

"Sonw tinw ago, your flnt• J l la�azint· 
suggested using moths as hait. I tried 
them and they proved to he vt•ry df't.ctin·. 
However, it  was vt•ry difficult to eatdr 
them until I started to use a simplt· t•lt•t·
tronic device to supply mt• with all tht' 
moths I need and which anv l l m�t•st Aht·r 
could build in a verv short

. 
tim<•. 

"Tht' night lwfort: I go fishing, I turn 
on my eleetronic maehint' which tums on 
my front-door light. This light stays on 
for AvP minutes anti th<'n got·s out. A 
minutt' lat<'r, tlw side light got·s on and 
the moths naturally fly to this light. It 
stays on for a shor!t'r llt'riod of tirnt· and 
Afty-nitH' St't·orHis latt·r, t l �t •  front light go, ., 
01 1  again : 1 1 1 < 1  tlw n roths fly hal'k. 1-:adr 
timt• the lights go on a littlt• soont•r, and 
as tlw rnoths n·adt tht· propt•r spt•t•d. a 
hoard, just arou1 1d tht• L'OI'Ilt'r. springs out. 
As till' tnoths spet'd annn�tl tilt ·  conlt'r. 
they hit th ..  hoard, lm·ak their nt•l'ks and 
fall into a huckl't undt'rttl'ath. Tilt' ut·xt 
morning, I hav<' a hul'kl'tful of utoths. 

"A word of warning: Dou't ha\' t' tht'll> 
fly more tha11 42.fi7H.5 rnilt•s p<•r hour or 
all you will havt• iu tilt' tnomi11g is a 
messy hoard. 

"I hope this will help otht•rs to l'OIIed 
tlwir bait as <'asily as I do. 

"I  could use tht' Avt• dollars to hnild 
my electronic night-crawlt•r iuvention. 

(Signl'd) Do:-;Au> C. f.;A �ot.n" 
You deservt• the An• dollars, Don. and 

anyway, we'll all he waiting to lwar ahout 
your JH:'\V night-l'rawl<·r invention. 

I f  there's anyont• prt•st•nt who t'.\Jlt•ds 
he may h<' l l lt't'ling np with a lion otu· of 
thcst• days, pay particular at!t-11tion to t i l l '  
tale told hy ):ll t lt'S H .  \\'ilt-ox of J.;ing
man, Arizona : ( CouliiiJu•d "" pagt• HH ) 



We're sorry about what we did 
to your old motor. 

Some things age a motor mighty fast. 

Like what's happening at Evinrude 
right now, for instance. 

We're getting ready to take the 
wraps off a new compact "5." Hard
ly bigger than a "3." Weighs less 
than a can of fuel. Makes existing 
"5's" look like vintage "lO's." It 
has a companion deluxe "6." 

And remember the "9Y2" ? The only 
people who didn't like it in 1964 
were the ones who couldn't get it. 
We'll be building lots more of these 
sporty little shorties in 1965. 

The same thing is ha,ppening all along 
the line. A new "33." Improved 
IS's, 40's, 60's, 75's, and 90's. 

And that's only half the story. 

This year we're adding more deluxe 
equipment to our SWEET-16 and 
SPORT-16 boats. And introducing 
a whole new series of Gull Wing 
14-footersl We warn you now - a 
ride in one of these new Evinrude 
boats can spoil you for anything else. 

We're sorry if what we have done is 
going to make your old motor seem 
older. Or make your boat ride harder. 

But look at the bright side ! This 
could be a great time to make a deal. 
After 1965 - what else could we 
possibly do in 1966? 

Your Evinrude dealer will be show
ing the new boats and motors-just 
as soon as he can get them. 

In the meantime - we'll trade you 
a dream book for a stamp. 

Just tear out the coupon and we'll 
rush the new 1965 Evinrude boat 
and motor "dream books" by return 
mail - with our compliments. 

It's the least we can do. Evl N R U D Ep _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _  , 
EVINRUDE MOTORS I 
4001 N. 27th Street, Milwaukee, Wls. 53218 1 
Send free Evinrude Motor and Boat Catalogs for 1965 to: 1 
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talk \) 
0 OUR READERS SOUND OFF 

w h i c h  p r e d i c t i o n s  
were made b y  Hurkos 
of the rank order of 
the baseball clubs in 
the two major leagues 
at the end of the com
ing season. He ( Hur
kos) was astonishingly 
ac.:c.:urate in one league 
w i t h  o d d s  a g a i n s t  
chance of nearly 1 ,500 
to one. 

On the other hand, 
Mr. Boswell's article 
did not go into the 
worst s ide of M r. 
Hurkos' activities, t·i

ARGOSY, 205 E. 42ND ST., NEW YORK 17, NEW YORK 

F E A T H E R E D  " F R I E N D S ? "  

"The Navy Gets the Bird," in your June 
issue, was of particular int<•n·st since l am 
stationed at Midway. Being first of all a 
sailor, S<>cond a harrier bum ( nne who flies 
the radar barrier ) ,  and third an An<:oSY 
fan, I was, on the whole, pleased with the 
article on the gooney birds. 

l lowpver, the impn·ssion you givt• of 
the gooneys as being some\\'lmt lovable is 
mmpletcly fa)s,•. I do not know of a sin
gle soul here who has an ounce of afl'ec
tion for the creatures. Laughabk•, yes. 
I .ovahle, no. 

The fact that the birds an• a real danger 
to planes and crewmen is by no means ex
aggcratPd. It is not unusual for a plane to 
hit two or three on a tah.�orr or landing. 

The Sea bees have finished the forty acres 
of nesting ground. However. most of the 
birds are out at sea at this time of year, and 
as yet, the babies have not Hawn. So the 
solution remains to be seen. The gooneys 
will he hack in December, and I'm sure 
that the 1\avy will lose another round 
with Mother Natun·. 

V. E. CmsoN ATN-2 
FPO, San Francisco, California 

' 

• Take a1wther look, Mr. Gibson, and note 
u;lwt wa.v s(l'id fm page 3 1 ., i.e.: "In those 
clar/s, sailors all£/ marines loved (pa5t tense) 
tlw gomwr1s, too." 

R E A D E R  T O  R E A D E R  

In April Back Talk, there was a letter 
from Cli fl'ord N. Mahoney, of Glastonbury, 
Connedil'ot, a survivor of the Viucennes. 

I am also a survivor ( C444 ) ,  and would 
like VNY moeh to attend tlw proposed n•
union of our shipmatt>S. If  l can he of 
s<•rvi<:e in hdpiug Mr. 1\'lahoney arrange 
this reunion, l hop<· he will get in touch 
with me. I'd like to hear from him, i n  
any t'V<·nt. 

l do not rcmPmher his name and doubt 
he n•m• ·mhers mine. My battle station 
was #5 Con Anti-Aircraft. 

}AMES CooLEY H INSON 
Camd<·H, South Car�lim1 

S E R V I C E  T O  T H E  P U B L I C  

I was very mm:h intt·n·sted in Charles 
Boswell's artit:le, "Peter l lurkos: Psychic 
Detective or Dangerous Fake?" ( August ) ,  
1 think this was a job that needed to be 
don<·, and it was a service to the AnH·rkan 
public for A11cosY to do it. 

A 
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As far as I kno\\' the facts, 1\lr. Boswell's 
artidt• was accurate. In the interest of fair
ness, lw might hav<· drawn attention to the 

1 4  artide in 1'ltis Wc•<•k, in April, 1 959, in 

ther. He omitted the stunt he performed 
of appearing to have broken his ankle in 
the apartment of one of my friends, 
showed evervone how the bone stuck 
through the Hesh ( blood was all over the 
floor ) ,  and before a,nyonc could call a 
doctor, he had miraculously healed him
self and there wasn't so much as a scratch 
or a scar left. 

But I think Mr. Boswell's article carried 
the story well enough, and I enclose a copy 
of this letter to be forwarded to him with 
my compliments, if you ple.tse. 

]. B. HHINE 
The Parapsychology Laboratory 

Duke University 
Durham, North Carolina 

S P E E D  T R A P S  

As an affiliated AAA club, we congratu
late you on the article, ''America's Worst 
Speed Traps," in your May issue. 

We do wish to call to your attention the 
fact that Horseshoe Bend, Idaho, was re
moved from the AAA Speed Trap and 
Strict Enforcement list on August 9, I962. 
Since that date, this village has had neither 
a police officer nor a village court. Once 
the tme story of conditions was brought to 
the attention of the good citizens of Horse
shoe Bend, both were terminated. 

The 1961 Idaho Legislature removed 
the olfice of ] ustice of the Peace from the 
fee system, placing these officials on salary, 
and the result has been most gratifying in 
the improvement of the handling of traffic 
eases by Idaho justice courts. 

J, E. l\1ILLEII, SECIIETAIIY-l\1ANA<:EII 
Idaho State Automobile Association 

Bois<', Idaho 

5 0 0 - M I L E  M A R A T H O N  

Am:osv did a great job on our race in 
the August issue. I was thrilled by the 
accurate and complete description. Bob 
Brister should get a good pat on the hack 
for his joh of writing, and She! l lershorn 
did a fine job of photography. 

To�! BucKNEll 
Texas \Vater Safari Association 

San 1\larcos, Texas 

P O R K  C H O P  H I L L 

About four years ago, AH<..:OSY published 
r111 article 011 the subiect of Pork Chop II ill. 
As our readers may recall, at that time, the 
hook "Pork Chop Hill," by General S .  L. A. 
Afarshall, had recently been published aml 
a ntovie, "Pork Chop Hill," based 011 tlte 
hook, tuas about to he released. 

Ancosv felt thai wwther look a/ the de-

tails and outcome of the hattie was import
ant, and eommissimted Mr. Kinkead to do 
au article 011 the suhiect. Since that lime, 
some rtuestions lwvt· hee11 asked of Anc:osY 
as to the sources of the material 011 whic·h 
the article ruas writte11. 

'¥e fumed this <fllest.icm over to Mr. 
Kinkead, who amwers as follow.v: 

\Vhen I was commissioned to write tlw 
article on l'ork Chop Hill, I had relatively 
little knowledge outside of newspaper re
ports at the time of the battle, and cer
tainly no preconceptions. 

The authoritative historical work on this 
battle was the book, "Pork Chop Hill," by 
General S.  L. A. Marshall. 1n addition. I 
interviewed some of the participants in the 
battle-for example, Captains Clemons and 
Coble and Lieutenants Denton and Arthur 
Marshall. 

Additional information was forthcoming 
from "The Army Combat Forces Journal" 
and the "Handbook on the Chinese Com
munist Army," and from L'Orrespondenee 
I had with officials in the Department of 
the Army. 

Although I reached different conclusions 
from those set forth by General Mar,;hall 
in his hook, it goes without saying that 
the hook constituted a very definite start
ing point for my o\\·n rest•arch. 

Eu<:ENE K t i\ KEAD 

B Y  A N Y  O T H E R  N A M E  . 

Your August issue is a real humdinger! 
But 1 was especially intcn•sted in "Girls 
and Cold,'' because one of tlw young love
lies looked so mu<"h like a girl who was in 

my class at Miami High SciHw>l. HN name 
was Cerita Clapp, hut in your artid<', you 
called her Tani Smith. 

Could it he the same girl? 

L.H. 
Miami Beach, !<'lorida 

• It is i11deed your ole/ classmate. She is 
now wife of Jllwtogmpher Mike Smith. • 



YOU'RE SURE OF YOUR TROPHY 
. . .  with the long range power of the Savage 99 in new .284 cal iber 

To get t h e  j u m p  on a m u l ie . . .  a wh ite-tai l  or a pronghorn, carry a Savage 99,  n o w  made 
i n  powerful  .284 Win.  ca l i ber. The .284 gives you the smash i ng power of the .30-06 i n  
a short cartridge made t o  order for t h e  fast, short-throw lever action o f  t h e  famous 
Savage 99. 
The 99's perfect bala nce and l ight weight make it a c i nch to shoulder, aim and fire. The 
trigger p u l l  is crisp and clean. The top tang safety is q u ick and h andy. The action's as 
fast as any h unter needs-five shots as fast as you can a i m. The handsome 99-DL has a 
Monte Carlo stock with checkered pistol grip and fore-end. A l u m i n u m  butt plate, gold
plated trigger, s l i ng swivels. 

America's foremost lever action big game r ifle, the Savage 99 i s  fast-swi ng i ng and hard
h itting. And in the new .284 W i n. ca l i ber, it  packs even more punch. 99-DL (shown) 
$139.50 ; 99-F, $132.50; both in .243, .284, .300, .308, and .358 ca l i bers with 22" barrel. 
99-E, only $104.50; i s  chambered for .243, .300, and .308 with 20" barrel. Sold only by 
reta i l  sporting arms dealers. 

-
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FREE Ful l-color, 40-page catalog of Savage firearms and �'":";:---, s • G 
accessories. Write: Savage Arms, Westfield 1 76. Mass. � �. � �_;. a••a e 0� 
Prices subject to change. Slightly higher i n  Canada. 
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"I AM DELIGHTED with the records I have received t h rough 

the RCA Victor Record Club.  T h i s  set-up 

saves me a great deal of t i m e  and money, 

and gives me the music  I want to hear." 

-J. R.  DAY, PHOENIX,  A R I Z. 

Take 4 

" . .  the attention I receive from you is s i m ply mar· 

velous. All records that I have ordered a lways come in  

fi rst-class cond it ion.  You serve me very wel l .  I t  i s  a 
pleasu re to do business with such n ice people ." 

-CLAR ENCE & ARLENE BLOOD, EAST PEPPE RI LL, MASS. 



records for only �6� 
Yes, you can choose 4 of these fine RCA Victor records 
for only 98¢ plus a shipping charge. You simply accept 

a trial membership in the RCA Victor Record Club 
and agree to buy as few as 5 records within a year. 

• RACHMANINOFF 
CONCERrr··� 
No.2 

. �.f. ." I 
, '1('7, 1'1 

YUCLIIIJRII/UINEI - - • ' . 

493 
STIREO 

=�' 
363 

TC(IAIIOVSIIY: 

1812 

Re<:ords marked ® arc ele<:tronically reproduced for stereo. 

"We look forward to receiving our next records from 

the Club,  and our satisfaction with be ing a member 

wil l  be procl a i med to all  friends and relatives." 

-MRS. PETER M. WILLIAMS, CINCI N NATI .  O H I O  

Q. What is  a trial membership? 
A. It is an introductory period in which you enjoy Club savings and con

venience. You agree to buy 5 RCA Victor records at Club prices within 
a year. When you do, your trial membership is over. You are then free 
to continue in .the Club or not, as you prefer. 

Q. What are Club prices? 
A. They are usually $3.98 for popular or country & western records, $4.98 

for classical. Add $1 extra for stereo. 
Q. Do I get any records free? 
A. Yes. As soon as you buy 5 RCA Victor records at Club prices, you 

begin to earn dividend records - 1 record of your choice FREE for 
every 2 you buy! In effect, for each dollar's worth of records you buy, 
you get 50¢ worth of records FREE! 

Q. What kind of records do I get? 
A. The best. You get the recording excellence of RCA Victor-the most 

trusted name in sound -and world-famous RCA Victor artists and per
formances. You have more than 900 records to choose from, the very 
cream of the fabulous RCA Victor catalog! 
And not only do you get a much wider selection of great RCA Victor

. 

records through the Club than you are likely to find elsewhere, but you 
shop in the relaxed comfort of your own home. 

Q. Must I buy a record every month? 
A. No! You accept only the selections you want. Otherwise you simply 

return the handy card sent in advance for your convenience. 
Q. Do I get "members-only" benefits? 
A. You certainly do! First, you get a FREE subscription to Reader's Digest 

Music Guide, the Club's monthly magazine. You also get the chance to 
buy "Club Specials"-records created exclusively for members by out
standing artists. These superb 1 2 "  LP records cannot be bought else
where at any price. They are yours for as little as $ 1 .89 each with a 
regular Club purchase . . 

Q. How do I join? 
A. Choose 4 records from those shown here. Write their numbers on the 

postage-free card attached to this ad and mail it today. 

ACf NOW FOR FREE GIFTS! 

If you act now, we will send you FREE a Record Cleaning Cloth and an 
Automatic Duster Brush. These useful gifts will help your records last 
longer, play better. But supplies are limited - so send the card today! 

r � R': V:O�E:R::L: . - - - .  �-= --. I c/o Reader's Digest Music, Inc., Pleasantville, New York 10570 
Yes! Start my trial membership in the RCA Victor Record Club by sending I I me the 4 records indicated below. Bill me later for 98¢. I agree to purchase 
S m'ore RCA Victor Records within a year at regular Club prices. (A small 
shipping charge will be added to each order.) Then for as long as I choose, I I I will receive one record of my choice FREE for every two I buy. 

I � c:=J c:::J r::::I G I 
I Sn

REO CJ ����t�:=�n�r;u;�;.o�ec���: ��e����e��nic equipment and I Please check the kind or music you like best: 1 I 0 Popular 0 CWskal 0 Country It Westera 

I Name I (PLEASE PRJNT) 
Add�----------------------------------------

1 City State Zip Code I • • • • •  OW .. ood.; i�c�ac�;;··- • • • • 



NEWS AND ANECDOTES ABOUT OUR AUTHORS, EDITORS AND STORIES 
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TWO veteran ARGOSY contributors have 
gotten together to write a book which 
is right on top of the news these days. 
Ed Hymoff, author of "Ringside Seat 
At Midway" ( December, 1963 ) ,  and 
other ARGOSY stories, and Marty Caidin, 
who wrote "Your Fantastic Future In 
Air Travel" ( August, ARGOSY, 1963 ) ,  
among others, have put together an 
exciting book called "The Mission" 
( Lippincott ) .  It's the story of two 
wartime incidents in which President 
Lyndon Johnson came close to death, 
and one for which he was awarded the 
Silver Star. Contained here is the story 
of Johnson's mission as an observer on 
a bombing Hight over Lae, New 
Guinea, aboard the B-26, "The Heck
ling Hare,"· which fell out of formation 
with generator trouble and was am
bushed by eight zeros. To find out the 
upshot, you'll have to read the book, 
but we can leak this information to you 
-the President survived. 

ANOTHER interesting, new, World 
War II book, coming out any day now, 
is "MacArthur, An American Hero," a 
picture biography about the late, cou
rageous general, issued by Award Books, 
in paperback. The book ·is written by 
Managing Editor Milt Machlin, who 
should know something about the sub
;ect since he owns a battle star for each 
of the MacArthur campaigns in the 
Southwest Pacific. 

A LETTER from AI Scharff, Texas law
man who is the hero of both "Mission 
to Sonora" (AnGOSY, June, 1964 ) and 
the Carland Roark book, "Coin of Con
traband," tells us that, as a result of his 
AnGOSY story, he was contacted by the 
family of his former chief in the FBI, 
Byron Mock. Until they read Al's ad
ventures in AnGosY, the Mock family 
had no idea of the daring exploits in 
which their daddy had been involved. 
The family then wrote to J. Edgar 
Hoover, who personally checked the 
records and confirmed as much as was 
on record of Mock's story. We're glad 
we could be of help to a family in un
covering the · fine record of a truly 
modest hero. 

BY NOW, you must know that "Von 
Ryan's Express," this month's book 
bonus, is being made into a movie by 
20th Century-Fox. The hero, as you 
will no doubt notice in these pages, is 

1 8  an Irishman who looks so much like a 

German that they call him von Ryan. 
So, who gets the part? Frank Sinatra, 
of course. Who else? 

ON PACE 46 is a fine, funny piece on 
drinking bourbon, which puts us in 
mind of a few factual tidbits concern
ing drinking in general. 

A San Francisco woman, who thought 
she was a latter-day Carrie Nation, 
piled into a couple of liquor stores, and 
smashed $38 worth of whiskey as a 
protest against Sunday liquor sales. 
When Carrie Nation busted up saloons, 
she became a national heroine in some 
quarters and earned fat fees as a tem
perance lecturer. The California lady? 
They committed her to Stockton State 
Hospital for mental treatment. Now 
that's what we call progress! 

We'd also like to inform you that 
a Cleveland company is promoting 
nonalcoholic, liquor-flavored ice cream. 
Heck, if folks like the taste so much, 
why bother with ice cream? Anyway, 
they're putting out the frosty nonalcohol 
in the following flavors: Irish coffee, 
sparkling burgundy, daiquiri, pink 
champagne, grasshopper and some
thing called a pink squirrel. ( That's a 
drink?) What no bourbon? We 
wouldn't give it a passing lick. 

For those who are worried about 
our international prestige, as so many 
are these days, we wish to report that 

latest figures indicate that America 
drinks more beer than any other coun
try in the world-about two and a half 
million gallons. But the biggest beer 
drinkers per capita, we regret to report, 
are the Belgians, who mop up twenty
seven gallons of suds per head every 
year. Our consumption? Closer to 
twelve-and-a-half gallons each. 

Those of you who may have been 
converted to mint juleps by the tempt
ing recipes in the article on page 46 
might like to see how devoted Colonel 
Howard Olson is to them. As you can 
see, in the photo on this page ( top ) , 
Olson likes them so much he has in
corporated them into his official motto. 
The Colonel is one of the entries in th<' 
Harolds Club Transcontinental Trophy 
Dash being run as part of the National 
Chmnpionship Air Races right about 
now (AnGosY, September, 1964 ) .  The 
bottom photograph, of Olson's plane, 
apparently indicates that Olson, hom 
in Oklahoma City, is loyal to the Con
federacy. That's a crew chief? • • • 



THIS IS LEE DUNGAREE'S U-SHAPED CROTCH . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  THIS ISN'T ! 

There's really nothing wrong with an ordinary V-shaped 
crotch ... except it d o esn't conform with your body. This causes 
a lot of needless wear and tear on you . . .  and your pants. 
(Note the man at right). On the other hand,  Lee's U-Shaped 
crotch is scientifically designed to stretch, bend, climb, 
squat, and kneel with you. It takes the strain off the pants 
a n d  y o u. It  p r e v e nts b i n d i ng, c hafi ng,  a n d  p u l l i n g  u p  

t i g ht. L e e  D u n g a r e e s  l ast l o n g e r, too. I n  Le e's rug g ed A 
Sanforized denim,  every single seam is triple stitched .  You R 
can't bust a seam any more than you can bust that U-shaped G 
crotch. Try on a pair of Lee Dungarees. Stretch, bend, climb, 0 
squat-just try to wear 'em out. Ask Lee . 

s 
for Lee work clothes wherever you Y 
shop. Designed tofit you and your job. :�.l�:.;:t:::J;..:r::; !:'::���:=:;� 1 9  
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i If you're in debt and want to i 
i get out-1 can show you i 
i 71 ingenious (but i 
i B. '· BLAUSTEIN perfectly legal) ways to do it i 
• • 
• • 
• I wrote this book for peo- step the many techniques it off only when you're ready instead of wasting money at- • 
• pie who are in debt, for that can take the strain out -a perfectly proper technique tacking it piecemeal. • 
• those who really need of paying your debts. With that works fine for the U.S. Which method-or com- • 
• help. And they can get it, some thought and planning, Government, and can work bination of methods-should • 
• quicker and easier than they you can change a recurring just as well for you. you use ? As you read How • 
• think. monthly headache into a rela- To HAVE MoRE MoNEY To 

• : There are dozens of legiti- tively painless experience ! • How to get more credit- SPEND, this question will an- : 
• mate ways (a full 71 in all) even wher. it seems you have swer itself. The book is filled • 
• to delay your debt, and even- Time-tested methods reached your limit. with detailed case histories. At • 
• tually get out of it, and I be- Did you know, for example, H "d 

. 
h d 

least one of them should be • 
• lieve I know them all. It's a • ow to avo• paymg i -

close enough to your own situ- • 
• that you can borrow yourself den charges when you buy on • 
• pity that more people don"t. out of debt? (The process in- "time." (In other words, how 

ation for all practical purposes. • 
• I have been a bank credit volves a number of thor- to reduce your debts even be-

Remember : none of this is • 
• officer for nearly thirty years. oughly tested steps-the first fore you incur them.) 

theoretical or speculative. It • 
• In this time, I have sat down of which is to borrow about has all been tried-it has all • 
• with a quarter of a million twice as much as you need.) • How to eliminate many worked. Every course of ac- • 
• people to help them solve And here are a few other needless, crippling expenses tion I recommend has helped • 
• their financial problems. things I'd like to show you : from your personal spending. real people find their way • : My new book, HGW TO back to one of the happiest : 
• H A V E  M 0 R E M 0 N E Y T 0 • How to "freeze" your in- • How to deal with your fi- conditions known to man- • 
• SPEND, demonstrates step by debtedness indefinitely, paying nancial problem as a whole- complete solvency. • 
• • 
• • 
• • 
• • : '-./V c 0 N T  E N  T S  "'-...? 10-DAY NO RISK EXAMINATION : 
• Can You Live Within Your How Much Does Credit Really * • 
• Means? Cost ? • 
•

. How and Why You Got Into When Borrowing Makes Sense HOW TO HAVE MORE •
. Debt? What You Should Know 5 �:: �;u

1�;: ;�u��ss::s ���! wt:,
ou\!:e L{;:;:rs Know MONEY TO SPEND 5 

: H�;s�o Get a Loan-If You're Th�bo;:c��: of a Practical By B. J. BLAUSTEIN : 
• in Good Shape Budget • 
• How To Get a Loan-If You're 4 Ways to Save While You In sending for this book you have no other obli- • 
• in Bad Shape Spend gation than the one you owe yourself to enjoy • 
•

. You Can Reduce Your Loan Money of Your Own: Where your way of life solvent, without the constant : 
• Payments and How to Save It gnawing in your stomach and the mental strain • 
• that being in debt causes. This book could change • 
• WHY THE AUTHOR IS your whole outlook I Full refund guaranteed. • : QUALIFIED TO HELP YOU! r - - - - • - - - - - - • - - - - - 1  : 
• B. J. Blaustein is a distinguished 

I Hillsdale Associates, Dept. AR-10, Room 2005, 1 • 
• New York credit banker who has • 
• been associated with various 

1 208 East 43rd St., N.Y. 17• N.Y. I • 
• banking and financial institutions I I • 
• for more than 30 years. He actu- I Rush copies @ $4.95 I • 

A • ally "grew up" with one of the I Enclosed is check or m.o. for $ I : R • pioneers of the installment way I NAME I • G : of life, and is a recognized spe- 1 ADDRESS I • 0 • cialist in credit, consumer finance 1 1 • S • and loans for both individuals 
I 

CITY STATE ___ 
I 

• 
Y • and business firms. (Add 3.Sc postaso & handling) • 

. � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - J  . 
• • 
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ARGOSY WORKSHOP 
B Y  B R U C E  C A S S I D A Y 

Plant Protection 
IT'S TIME again to provide cold· 
weather protection in the form of a 
special winter coat for your outdoor 
plant life. A wooden frame will serve 
as a waistband for measuring the size 
of a burlap cover with which you can 
drape flower, bush, or shrub. Use a 
Bostitch staple gun to fasten a wood 
frame together, and then staple the bur· 
lap to it. The protective cover will re· 
main strong and permanent throughout 
the winter. Just remove it next spring 
and find a healthy plant which has 
weathered the t•old season. 

YOU'VE probably been faced with the 
ancient handy-man problem of how to 
c·onvert a bench vise to hold a round, 
oval, or irregular shape. 

The American Machinery Company 
has come up with a new vise which will 
hold any shape in a firm grip for grind· 
ing, drilling, sanding, filing, and any 
other workshop operation. It's based 
on a prindple of movable jaws. In 
operation, you merely insert the work 
piece bet\\ een the vise jaws in the 
normal manner. As the vise closes, 
movable fingers matc·h the contour of 
the object, gripping the smallest di· 
ameter as well as the largest. 

When the work is finished, just re· 
move the piece. The aligning lever 
returns the movable fingers to a 
straight-sided position. You can hold 
flat or straight-sided pieces more firmly 
than in a standard vise because of ser· 
rated facing on the fingers. This conve· 
nienl item costs $29.95. 
EVERY year, regular as the rains, our 
c·ellar used to flood when I was a kid. 
My dad dug excavations outside the 
walls, tarred the sudat·e with water· 
proof compounds, painted the inner 
•urfac·e of wall and floor-and still, we 
had a lake each winter. 

Today, there's no need for spending 
your winters over a facsimile of the 
Atlantic Ocean. Epoxy is the magic 
answer. It's a powerful sealant which, 
applied to floor and walls, will give 
permanent waterproofing. Epoxy comes 
in two separate parts: a resin and a 
reactor. You mix these thoroughly, 
apply the mixture to the surface to be 
waterproofed, and the epoxy bonds 
c·.hemically with the material. It will 
withstand tremendous pressure-up to 
two tons per square foot. A quart will 
cover forty square feet. 

Incidentally, epoxy works on other 
surfaces, too. You can use it to sur· 
face the hull of your boat, to repair 
leaks in your swimming pool, to fix 
holes in tank lining and to join similar 
or dissimilar materials in a permanent 

bond. Epoxy works on wood, metal, 
masonry, marble, glass or even plastic·. 

AS THE weather gets colder outside, 
and your heating plant works harder, 
the fire hazard in your home actually 
increases. The biggest danger is not 
the damage fire does, but the fact that 
it can sneak up on you in your sleep. 

Various home fire-alarm systems have 
been devised, but one of the most in· 
genious yet is "Gardsman" Alarm, 
manufactured by Gulton Industries. 
You simply plug it permanently into a 
convenience outlet. It draws very little 
power; one cent a month will pay for 
it. Equipped with nickel-cadmium bat· 
teries, it constantly recharges itself. In 
case of fire, when the room heats up to 
126 degrees or more, "Gardsman" be· 
gins to squeal loudly, warning you to 
wake up and investigate. The beauty 
of it is, it will work even if electric· 
power has been cut off. Costs $6.95. 
EVER think of building your own 
"sound room"? Witb the big advances 
in stereophonic sound and the fidelity 
of recording generally, it has become 
quite the thing to devote a separate 
room in the home to the enjoyment of 
records, tapes and FM radio. The 
sound room is today's c·ounterpart of 
the old-fashioned music room which 
graced so many American homes at the 
century's turn, complete with player 
piano, victrola and sheet musi•·· 

With modern sound equipment, a 
small room will do just as well as a 
large one, particularly with the addi· 
tion of an acoustical tile •·eiling, which 
gives almost perfect fidelity. You ean 
install ceiling tile either with adhesive 
applied with a brush, or with furring 
strips and staples. 

On the floors, you'll need carpet to 
deaden tbe bounce and distortion of 
sound. Scatter rugs make fine dead· 
eners. On one wall hang a full drape, 
with regular curtains on windows. 

Turntables, amplifiers, tuners, speak· 
ers, tape decks and radios are all up to 
your own personal taste. You can gel 
pre-amplifiers, amplifiers, tuners, turn· 
tables, and so on in kit form and put 
them together yourself. Then you can 
build cabinets in which to put the com· 
ponents. You will get better sound 
from your speakers if you build your 
own enclosures, too. 

If you don't want to go into all that, 
you can always pick up a ready-made 
deal. Wollensak makes a "1980 Sound 
Room" outfit, specifically designed for 
just such a listening room. It includes 
a four-track stereo, record, and play· 
back facilities. 

Amplifiers, pre-amps and tuners can 
go inside cabinets, but you must posi· 
lion your speakers along the room's 
short wall, at ear-level height-eight to 
ten feet apart in a small room, farther 
apart in a larger room. 

Use mahogany· or walnut-veneer ply· 
wood for shelving or cabinets. Center 
the storage unit between the speakers. 
You can even add a small piano or 
electric organ in the room if you wish. 
Then put on some music and settle 
back. Sound good? Of course it does! • 

SLICK! 
That's the new Remi ngton 512-X . . .  

i n  b o t h  l o o k s  a n d  a c t i o n .  Tra d i t i o n a l  
steel a n d  wa lnut  construction a d d s  u p  
to beauty, acc u racy, relia bi l ity. B utter· 
smooth bolt sh ucks i n  short,  long a n d  
l o n g  rifle 2 2 ' s  i n terchangea bly. T u bular  
model  (shown a b ove),  $4 1 .9 5 . •  C l i p  
m o d e l ,  $38.9 5 * S i n g l e  s h o t  m o d e l ,  
$26.95.•  

Rtminaton Arms Company, lnc .. BndRtport, Conn. 06601. 1n Canada: 
Rem•n�tlon Arms of Canada L•m•ted,36Queen(l1llbtlh Bt11d.,Toronto, 
Ont. •Fa•r Trade rela.l pnces m slates havmR F;ur Trade taws. 
Puces subttcl to chan��:e Without nohct. 
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SEAGR/,M-OISTILLERS COMPANY, N.Y. C. BLENDED WHISKEY. 86 PROOF. 65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. 

Of all the glasses 
that will be filled tonight, 
more will hold Seagram's 
7 Crown than any other whiskey. 

· It's the sure one. The 
taste is that impressive- · 

the satisfaction tl)at complete. 
· Long drink or short, sweet 

or sour . .,·'!II!.II!'PI'!"'I'!P..I• 

Seagram's 7-The Sure One -never lets you down 
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maK'e your 
HERE'S A FORTU N E  I N  GOLD FOR 
THE TAKI NG- I F  YOU CAN WITH
STA N D  CAN N I BAL I N DIANS, POI
S O N O U S  S N A K E S ,  P I R A N H A S ,  
CROCODILES, A KI LLI N G  CLIMATE 
AN D MANY YEARS OF GRI N DI N G  
MONOTONY • How much hell could you 
endure for a million dol lars in gold? Would you 
be wil ling to l ive alone in a pa lm-thatched hut in 
the green hell of the Peruvian Rain Forest, where 
the only other human beings are savage Indians, 
so deadly that they would gladly k i l l  you for a 
two-dol lar machete or a string of glass beads? 
Could you live on nothing but fish and yucca , 

baked crocodile tail and an occasiona l tapir or 
deer? It would be one hell of a life, but at the 
end of that voluntary sentence, you would have 

a fortune in gold dust, which you could sell in 
Lima or the United States for thirty-six dol lars an 
ounce, or, if you're good at smuggling and could 
get it out of the country, for seventy-two dollars 
an ounce in such places as Tangier or Israel. 

I 'm going to tel l you exactly where to find your 
golden bonanza -1 ' 1 1  tel l  you of the trials and 
tribulations which lie between you and ulti
mate victory; of the many dangers you wil l  face 
not only from the covetous and greedy Indians, 

a l l  of whom are experts with their bows and ar
rows and blowguns, but (Continued on page 1 1 01 
BY KEN KRI PPEN E 
PHOTOGRAPH ED FOR ARGOSY BY THE AUTHOR 
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He was i nto the last twenty min

utes of the four-to-midnight 

shift i n  the squad room at  Precinct 

Four when Captain Louis Moreno 

put a call through to him. Moreno 

sounded old and tired and far away. 

"Paul,  you going to be relieved 

on schedule?" 

"Looks that way. It's a quiet 

n igh t out this way." 

"Suppose you stop by my place 

as soon as you can. Okay?" 

Something in Moreno's voice 

alerted him. "What's up, Cap
tain?" he asked. 

''You just stop by, Paul," 1\Ior

cuo told him, and hung up. 

A half an hour later, Detective 

Sergeant Paul Deever walked i n to 

Louis Moreno's small, fami l iar, 

shabby bachelor apartment .  " lo 

protocol, boy," Moreno said. 

"Here's your beer. Sit down." 

Moreno wore a frayed blue bath· 

robe, scuffed slippers. He was a 

smallish, heavy, balding man with 

blue pouches of fatigue and over· 

work under shrewd, brown eyes. 

Deever sat down and said, "You 

wcren 't just feeling sociable by any 

c·hancc, Captain." 

"No, Sergeant. And this is  the 

one place in the world you call 

me Louis, (Continued on pa.ge 1 1 2) 

• Mix politics and police, 
and the result is poison 

BY JOHN D. MacDONALD 
I LLUSTRATED BY DARREL GREENE 
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HOW TO GET 
-ALMOST FREE PHOTOGRAPHED FOR ARGOSY BY 

LYNN PELHAM AND WALTER OSBORNE 

With this ingenious system, you can own a new houseboat, use it when you wish, and get someone 

else to pay for it D Those of you who have watched the "Surfside 6" television show 
will probably see a lot of similarities in the houseboat pictured on these pages. Actually, 
it i� a direct descendant of the TV model. And quite a success story, at that. 

The TV craft started out on the ew England coa t as a pleasure boat-and a really 
<'xpen�ive one. A fter sitt ing i n  the Hampton Bays, Long Island, canal for a couple or 
years, with no one even nibbling at buying her, the owners decided to move her clown 
to Miami where the money is-and, hopefully, a buyer. 

k luck would ha,·e it, the boat arrived in Florida at the same time as the advancl' 

� Hull is typical l•arf{e 
con.�tr uctio n. ,  .�trong 

ami straight/orrvartl. 

Houseboats have no 

propulsion sy.�tem, are 

movetl by tugboat. .,. 
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c----.J-J HOW TO I�Nr 4 HOIJSEB04T 
scouts for the TV show. Large sums of money changed 
hands, plus a guarantee of royalties for each show filmed 
on board. And thus was born the Surfside 6 Floating 
Homes Company, using the money from the TV show
and its name. 

Since that day, the company has built houseboats of 
all types and sizes. One looked like a Chinese pagoda. 
But for 1965, they will concentrate on three sizes; 16 by 
44 feet, 20 by 52 feet, and 24 by 60 feet. Prices are 
about what you would pay for a similar land-based 
home-but this is where the interesting part comes in. 

continuetl � 
The demand in Florida for houseboat rentals far sur

passes the number of boats available. So, quite simply, 
you rent your houseboat when you are not using it. The 
fees you get should easily cover the mortgage payments 
and your other expenses, leaving you the owner of a 
boat that someone else paid for. 

Surfside 6 will finance you, if you wish. Their te1ms 
are twenty-five per cent down and the rest to be paid 
over a seven-year period. Or you can nse your own bank, 
if you prefer. 

Dock space i n  Florida for these boats runs from $200 

Some model.� have a sloping roof and a flat one over the veranda. Even with this arrangement, there is ample outtloor space. 



J•:xtPrior of boat i . ..; al1110.d nJairltellance
/r<'<' • .  •inN' outt'r cov<'ring i,, fibergla.<. � 
ThreP of tht'se hou.•Piwat.• have /Jeen pur· 
cha."•tl a.• floating Coa.•t Guard .• tation.•. 

O C T O B E R ,  1 9 6 4  29 
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Colonies of these boats are moorecl in Miami waterways, especially in canal at Miami Beach ami Fort Lauderclale. 

The Sunfish, successor to the Sailfish, popular one-design sailboat, makes fine complement to big, floating home. 



IIOW TO GET A IIOI JSEROAT continued 

to $800 a year, and you will, of course, want"both marine 
insurance and liability insurance. 

At any rate, once you've added up these figures, you'll 
know what your total yearly costs are going to be and 
consequently how much rent to charge. 

Finding tenants can be handled in a number of ways. 
You can be your own agent, provided that you live 
close enough to check the boat periodically and always 
after it has been used. Incidentally, this company is 
working on a system of building these boats in two 
pieces that can be trailed down the highway and then 
assembled where desired. 

If you don't live nearby, you can make a deal with 
the marina operator to act as your agent ( usually they 
take a pretty big cut) or you can use a regular real 
estate agent. 

Whichever system you use, you are going to have to 
tread a fairly fine line on your rental price. On the one 
hand, you want to make it as low as possible so that it 
is attractive. But on the other hand you can't figure on 
a rental 100 per cent of the time, so your charge must 
he high enough to allow for periods when the boat is  
empty, and still make up your total for the year. Best 
bet here is to discuss the problem with a rental agent. 

As to the construction of the houseboat, it is just about 
identical to actual house construction. Aside from normal 
kitchen gear, there is a freezer and exhaust fan. Also 
central heating and air-conditioning are standard. 

For more details write : Surfside 6 Floating Homes, 
2000 S.W. 20th Street, Fort Lauderdale, Florida. • • 

The combination of .•urming space above tlt>ck ami tht> 

cornfort� of a floating palace l>elow i.< irre.•i . .tiblt>. 

You'll certainly l>e .mrpri.<etl at how pqpular you sutl
tlenly become a.• landlortl of this com.fortat.lt> vt>x.<el. 





hen the bridge phone rang, Captain 
Hutchinson was out on the port wing 

drinking his morning coffee and, past 
the rim of the cup, watching the smooth· 

���.�. oocked seas moving in against the bow. 
It  GS .North Atlantic morning. Hazy and over· 
c.t. A rce·four breeze. Visibility less than five 
mi�s.�•pad weather, though-not for March. The 
A msri iYlde had passed Bishop Rock at midnight, 
and �a ·� 'Westerly for home, for New York, she 
k_ni:fed al · � better than eighteen knots. • The 
bosun and on� of the ABs were hosing off the main 
deck, washil)t� away the rubbish and chunks of dun· 
nage left by the stevedores at Southampton. A main· 
tenance man slopped fish oil over the coiled-up winch 
runners, and an ordinary seaman headed forward 
with an armload of turnbuckles. Observing all this 
as he leaned ag�nst the wind screen, the captain 
thought ahead to �ight easy days of shipboard rou· 
tine. No problems. Plenty of sleep. And . . .  • He 
heard the fourth mate talking into the phone. A mo· 
ment later the mate was at the wheelhouse door. • 
"It's the engine room, Cap'n," he said. "The chief. 
He wants to talk to you." • "The chief ? In the engine 
room ?" • On merchant (Continued on page 96) 

The life of a skipper was one 
constant battle with the ship 
he ran, the elements he sailed 
through, and worst of all, the 
owners who sat on shore and 
told him how to do it better 

ILLUSTRATED BY EDWARD DIFFENDERFER 
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BB BATTLB FOB MCCBACKBN MBSA 
BY FRAN K A. T I N KER 

I LLUSTRATED BY LOU GLANZMAN 

"SHOOT T H E I R  HORSES , 
BURN TH E I R  HOGANS,  

ROUGH U P  TH E I R  WOM EN
THAT'S TH E WAY TO GET RID OF 

THOS E SH EEP- H ER D I NG NAVAHOS ! "  

V iolence hung like o n  ugly poll over 
the desert, invading its quiet arroyos 

and infecting the ominously restive group 

of men gathered beside the dry wash of 

the Son Juan. 

H is face shadowed deeply by firelight, 

a lanky lawyer swallowed hard at the 
enormity of his sudden assignment and 
tried to find the key faces beyond the 
flames' arc. 

"Violence and rifles," Milt Oman told 
the invisible Navaho encampment, "ore 

not the way any more. This is nineteen 
fifty-two; the old days ore gone. You 
can't ride into town now and try to plug 

the ones who hove done you harm. This 
would mean that others who hove noth
ing to do with it would get hurt-women, 
kids, bystanders." 

But across the fires, there was only 
silence, broken by mutterings of dissent. 
Young men interpreted his words to el
ders, but few gave any sign of understand

ing, none of yielding. 
"Remember, you're the losers. Shoot 

anyone-that is, anyone on the other side 

-and they con bring a Notional Guard 
and planes down here and run you off 
the meso for damned sure. And forever. 
You con see this." 

But if they did, the maverick families of 
McCracken Meso whom he faced seemed 
not to core at al l .  In their deceptively 
calm countenances, there was just that 

twist of frustration and anger which 
spelled trouble to anyone who knew the 
Navaho well .  What kind of trouble? As 
Oman hod indicated, any ideo of a raid 
with horses or pickups or whatever hod 
been left to them would be sheer folly 
nowadays, but this did not necessarily 
mean that it would not be tried. Among 
those who muttered were some who 
wonted to toke the rifles, head for town 
immediately and search out the offenders, 
no matter that others would suffer or that 
the rifles hod not spoken out for justice 
in this country since the century's turn. 

Seeing the determination and bitterness 
in these dark faces, knowing what hod 
brought them here, one could easily be
lieve that the Southwest teetered at the 
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�BE BATTLE FOR MCCRACKEN MESA CONTINUED 

l:.J mesquite fire. In ten minutes, he was 

brink of a ful l-scale Indian raid which 
might set the already touchy relations be
tween desert Navaho and surrounding 
America bock to Kit Corson days. How, 

in this enl ightened era, could such a situ
ation hove arisen? How, indeed? 

It was a dead-hot evening in the des
ert's July, and along a jogged wash whifh 

scissors southeastern Utah's McCracken 

Meso, on elderly Indian turned the family 
horses out of a small  corral. Hosteen 

Sokeezie, whose clan has used this range 
"of f  the days that we know," watched 
them wonder south and climb the path to 

high ground. Indian ages ore not kept 
precisely, but Sokeezie's old bock and eye 
ore still straight, his strength and savvy 
still able to feed the several families 
which, by tribal custom, hove crowded 
into his hogan. 

Night, he reckoned, was the only safe 
time to let stock forage these days. 

But the next morning, before daybreak, 

a lad was sent out from the smoky hogan 

where fry bread was simmering over a 

bock, running, breathless with what means 

tragedy to a Navaho. 
"Our horses!" he cried. "They're gone! 

A truck has token the horses!" 
Hosteen Sokeezie rose quietly, swiftly, 

and climbed the hil l  himself. The boy 
was maddeningly right. But the tracks 

told much more. A rider, they said, hod 
watched from the bluff overlooking this 
wash as Hosteen turned the horses out to 

graze the evening before, then hod gone 
to fetch the truck which was waiting 
nearby. And this truck was no ordinary 
thief, either. 

It was Government. 
Further, the rider directing this banditry, 

as any meso Indian could tel l from the 
shod hoofprints, was Whitey Dow, local 
range agent of the U.S. Bureau of land 
Management. 

By true sunup, Hosteen hod borrowed 

a pickup from another camp along the 
wash and, with Sam Chee, Tom Jones, and 
his granddaughter Bossy, followed the 

truck carrying their horses to a Govern
ment corral near the town of Blanding. 

They arrived as their animals were being 

prodded aboard a Iorge von. 
"Where you taking our horses?" the 

Navaho asked, standing as toll  as pos
sible in their brood hots and bluejeons. 

One of the men jumped into a cor, after 

a quick look into the Indian faces, and 
raced toward town. 

"They're abandoned horses," Dow told 
the Navaho. "Hod no business on that 
range. We're shipping 'em to Provo for 
dog feed." 

Dog feed! Navaho ore slow to anger by 
nature and training. Boys from the tribe, 
sent into town schools, rarely fight, portly 
for aforementioned reasons and portly be
cause they know that fighting the other 
side here has been useless since the days 
of their grandfathers. 

But now, it seemed time for anger. The 
three men protested vigorously. These 
horses were not abandoned, as the BLM 
agents well knew. Some of them were 
even branded; a l l  of them were needed. 

As the argument grew and Indian blood 

wormed, the man who hod scuttled for 
town returned. Following was a cor load

ed with other honest citizens. They al l  



THE McCRACKEN M ESA NAVAHOS ENCAMPED OUTSIDE UTAH'S CAPITAL CITY. T H EY FINALLY WON T H E I R  LAWSUIT, BUT WERE POORLY PAID. 

carried rifles. Jumping out, they worked 
the levers of their weapons loudly and 

significantly. Just out hunting, they 
grinned, but even the Navaho knew that 
no game season was open. 

Unarmed, Sakeezie and the others from 

his family nevertheless pressed their hope
less attempt to regain the horses. The 
dangerous fuse was wel l  lit, and Bossy 
Sakeezie, woman-wise, smelled its acrid 
burning. Jumping into the fray, she plead
ed with her men to remember, just re
member, what had happened in this county 

during the last few years. 
At first, they ignored her, but finally, 

faced with a certain defeat, they brushed 
her roughly aside and turned back to the 
pickups. Then they drove away across 
the ruined desert, back to an empty corral 

and a saddened hogan. Bossy rode in the 
rear, as was proper, and gave silent 
thanks. The dust of their passage left a 
long feather lying across the horizon and, 
when it had fal len, the horses on which 

the very l ife of Hosteen Sakeezie's families 
might depend were trucked 350 miles 

over the mountains and sold for two 
cents a pound. 

Dog feed, as Whitey Dow had said! 
Outrageous? Perhaps, but certainly 

nothing new. Since the arrival of stock
men along the San Juan in 1 870, they 
\lad driven the clans of Sakeezie, little by 
little, back onto the established reserva
tion south of the river or into the most 
remote and roadless areas. One of these 
was McCracken Mesa. Men here still wear 
their hair in long braids, and their eyes 
are reddened by wood smoke in rock-and
log hogans. Wealth has always been 
measured in silver, horses and sheep. 
T rib a I taboos against water-dwel l ing crea
tures, death in any form, and a hund red 
other evils are wel l observed. Having been 
visited by representatives of Government 
and the world beyond their mesa, this 

small band of offshoot Navaho want as 
little as possible to do with them. 

But see how easily this is understood. 
In 1 934, the New Deal and its Taylor 

Grazing Act somehow turned all their 
home desert info a federal grazing dis

trict. Summer range here is precious. The 
only persons who appeared eligible by 
residence for grazing rights under this Act 
were Hosteen and his clan, but when the 

handout was completed, three-fourths of 
this "free range" had been a l lotted to 

outside stockmen. And at that moment, 

a final showdown over McCracken Mesa 
became inevitable, the bank presidents, 
Government and Mormon bishops on one 
side, a lonely band of desert Navaho on 
the other. For this law was ruthless; it 
said that the cattlemen alone had the 
right to run animals over the mesa and 
its draws, along Recapture Wash and 

Montezuma Creek-places which Sakeezie, 

Slim of the Mexican Clan, Naughty Girl, 
Nakai Dinee and others cal led home, just 
as their families had always done. 

And the battle began immediately. 

Jim and Bill Hatahli, none of whose fam

il ies could even read the law, said, "We 
were run out of Horse Canyon by stock
men. But every year since then, we run 
sheep on Cajon Mesa." 

Carson Seek said, "Then the stockmen 

ran me and my mother out of McCracken 
Wash. We just moved around the place; 
we never left it. Sometimes I go out to 

work and leave my wife near her sister 
on the Aneth." 

An eighty- (Continued on page 89)  





• goJ;ng 
to 
the 
dogs 
ntade easy 
HERE ARE THE EXCLUSIVE HIGHLIGHTS 
FROM THE FORTHCOMING BOOK, 
"WATER DOG," B Y  AMERICA 'S MOST 
POPULAR DOG EXPERT, DICK WOLTERS 

by gene hill 
PHOTOGRAPHED FOR ARGOSY BY WALTER OSBORN 
O C T O B E R ,  1 9 64 

• When a black cat crosses your 

path , it 's  supposed to mean bad 

luck .  But when a black Labrador 

retriever crosses your path , c lose

ly fol lowed by Dick Wolters, then 

smi le !  

I h a ve c rossed d og-tra i n i n g  

paths with Dick  Wolters before. 

Or,  you might say,  c rossed leashes. 

He is  the author of "Gun Dog " 

a n d  " Fa m i l y  D o g "  a n d  I h a d  

t h e  dubious task o f  correcting h is  

g ra m mar and spe l l ing in  both 

books-a job I undertook on the 

basis of certain bra nds  of bour

bon being close at hand.  When 

Dick was deep in  "Water Dog , " *  

h is  upcoming book o n  retriever 

train ing ,  I entered the scene with 

not on ly glass in  hand,  but with my 

black Labrador bitch , Patricia ' s  

Tippera ry, i n  tow. The idea be

ing ,  more or less,  that as Wolters 

wrote, so would I tra in .  Now, 

most how-to-do-it a uthors would 

shrink from such actua l proof-of

t h e- p u d d i n g  c o n fronta t i o n s  a s  

they would from a n  offer of lem

onade. But not our hero, Richard 

A. Wolters ! 

So, for the next few months,  

Dick and I and our Labs a rgued,  

tra ined, h unted and fie ld-tria led. 

Aside from his emba rrassment at 

my vastly superior win g-shooting ,  

few men have en joyed one an

other's  company more. If  the  

dogs  enjoyed it  any less-and I 

doubt it-it is on ly because Wol

ters is too cheap to offer them a 

d rop of Virg in ia Gentleman.  (He 

is a lso too cheap to offer me one,  

but this  was a part of our  bar

gain .  (Continued on page I 1 8) 
• Puhll!!hl'fl h)' E .  J'. Pultnn 
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·�J* . � OUTDOOR SPORTSMAN 
H e 's a c rack  shot ,  a f i ne  h orseman ,  a no -nonsense  a ng l e r, 

and he knows every blade of grass in the hi l l  country of Texas 

Air Force I ,  the presidential jet, was wallowing through heavy 

weather. lightning split the clouds and reflected from the polished 

wing surface. * The tall, slightly hunched President of the United 

States arose, bracing h imself against the lunges of the plane, and 

looketl out the window at the b lack mass of clouds. He continued 

dictating ttl the secretary and conferring with the aide beside h im,  

but h is  expression was worried, the familiar brow furrowed with 

concern. * Then he walked forward into the p i lot's compartment. 

The secretary whispered to the aide, obviously frightened. * When 

lyndon Johnson reappeared, the brow furrows were gone, replaced 

by a relaxed smile. * "Is the weather going to get better?" the sec

retary asked. * "Oh, I dunno," said the (continued on page 86) 



BY BOB BRISTER 
I l lustrated by Jim Barna 





Won't smok ing that c igarette spook any deer 
that are around here? " I wanted to know. 

"Wel l , "  said my senior-c itizen-type companion

he was at least thi rty-five years old- " 1  sure bel ieve 
you have a lready chased every single one of them 

out of the country. "  
At the t ime, I was fifteen. Already I had taken a 

black bear and a couple of whiteta i l s  and considered 

myself quite a Daniel Boone. Yet I rea l ly was ex

cited and jumped at the chance to prove myself a 
good hunter when this "old man" invited me to go 
deer hunting with him out in Southwest Texas. A 

friend of the family, he was the most famous shoot
er and hunter in the area . My fami ly l ived in Okla

homa , but were visiting in B rownwood, Texas,  during 
Christmas vacation. 

Early that morning, the "oldster" and I had 

stowed our gea r in his well used touring car and 

headed for his favorite hunting grounds-as I reca l l ,  
a distance of about 1 50 mi les. It was tough going 
and we arrived in late afternoon, planning to camp 
severa l days in the midst of a huge area lying west 

of Austin and San Antonio, known loca l ly as the 
H i l l  Country. 

When everything was shipshape, we cradled our 
rifles and started for a look-see around the country. 

I had the reputation of being a t ireless wa lker and 
was considered a fa i r  high-school cross-country 

runner. So I took off in high gear, anxious to find a 
whiteta i l ,  with my old-timer friend sort of strol l ing 
a long in my wake. After stopping severa l t imes to 

examine deer s ign and to wait for him to catch up, 

we came to a sma l l  arroyo, which we were to cross. 
After sl iding down the steep side of the gulch, my 
companion said, "Whups! " 

He pulled a bag of makin's from his shi rt pocket 
and proceeded to rol l  a c igarette. After a couple of 

puffs, he drawled, " I f  yo're tryin' to catch one of 
them durned jack rabbits barehanded, the chances 
are you won't quite make it. " 

I was a l ittle miffed. More in self-defense than 
anything else, I put the query to him about smok-
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BY PETE KUHLHOFF 
PHOTOGRAPH B Y  GEORGE RODGER 

ing-and he came back with the biz about me scare

birding the deer. 
He finished his smoke and said, " Let's head for 

camp and chuck . "  

With me being a bit sulky, not much was sa id on 

the way back. Nor was there much conversation 
whi le we devoured our bacon and beans. 

Fina l ly, he sopped his tin plate with a hunk of 
bread and said, " I  know deer are scarce up in your 
part of the country, and maybe you can surprise
jump one and get a quick shot once in a whi le by 

going helter-skelter through the blackjack. But 
that's no way to hunt. "  

H e  built a smoke and continued. " I  a lso know 
that you go shoot-running jack rabbits with your 
twenty-two. You miss a lot, cripple some. Remem
ber this:  Never shoot at running deer! Not even as 
a last chance. Actua l ly, there a in't no such thing as 

a last chance. If  you can find a deer once, you can 

find one again. Don't get hasty."  

We spread our bedrol ls .  As we crawled into 
them, he said, "We get out early and I want you 
to do exactly what I tel l  you. We eat later ."  

This may not be word for word as i t  happened, 
but it's a lmost exact. I st i l l  have a vivid menta l 

picture of the happenings during those severa l 

days. This was about my first rea l lesson in big
game hunting. 

It  seemed that my eyes were scarcely c losed be
fore I was nudged into wakefulness. We loaded 
our rifles, his a .30-30, mine a hand-me-down .38-

55, and left camp in the pre-dawn chi l l .  After wa lk

ing for about fifteen minutes, he stopped and said, 
"See that clump just this side of the sma l l  cut? I 
want you to hunt in that d irection and take a good 

ha lf hour to get there. Take a couple of steps and 
look at everything, then take a couple more and 

look. There's no breeze to worry about carrying 
our scent. And, " he went on, "don't let anything 

in that di rection see you. Don't shoot at anything 
further away than that bunch of stickers. "  He point
ed at some cactus growing (Continued on page 84) 
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Cox's bo111 tvas a sixty-pounder of laminated glass anti maple. His son carried a .375 H&H Magnum. 

The Old Man &theTiger 

44 

by John Tassos 
PHOTOGRAPHED BY THE AUTHOR 

Here's a beast who can run forty mph, 
jump fences with an BOO-pound cow in h is 
jaws. Could a sixty-two-year-old man bring 
h im  down w i th just a bow and arrow? 

The tiger is the  most cunni ng, most agile and. h
_
y 

far, the strongest cat on the face of the <>art h. I t"s 
almost ahsurd to think of hringing one down with a 
how and arrow. and many archery <>xperts claim 
that i t  simply cannot be done. 

But recently, the experts were proved wrong by 
John Joseph Cox, a sandy-haired, sixty-two-year-old 
wholesale butcher, who traveled 1 0,000 miles to the 
foothills of the Himalaya Mountains on a quest to 
prove that an old man, armed with only a primitive 
weapon; could be more than a match for this fero
cious feli ne. 

I didn't think he could do it.  Tigers are thin
skinned enough to be vulnerable to arrows, hut on 
the run, they are forty-mph swift, and when you haw 
to lead a running tiger for a kill  shot in thick lantana 

A R G O S Y 



....._ Oltl man Cox in machan with pro
fe.•sional hunter Rajah Shamshir. No 
tigt>r .<howetl on tlli.< particular beat. 

...,. Here come.• the kill. Cox is about 
to shoot, but tiger can n.ot yet be .•een, 
due to extremely <len.•e wulerbru.•h. 

..o111o.. Cox get.< some la . .t-minute instruc
tion.< from Shc11n.<hir lu•/ort> climl,ing 
up to take his position for the .<hoot. 



The Old Man & The Tiger conti11ued 



Hit, the tiger streak.� fra11tically across the 
cleari11g a11tl back i11to the bru.�h, kicking 
up great cloutls of tlu.�t a.� it swiftly goe.�. 

jungle growth, which never affords 
you more than a few feet of absolute 
clearing, you're up agai nst an im
po��ihle task. 

Cox's son, John Adam, a recent 
�raduate of the University of Penn
sylvani a  School of Archi tecture, ac
r·ompanied us. John had shot deer 
and lwar with a :�0.06, hut this was 
about the l imi t  of  his hunting exper
l i�e. H(• had a great deal of faith i n  
his father, though. 

Bow-and-arrow buffs have had ex
cl'llent �ucee�s with mo�t typr of 
\'orth AmNican gamr, and some 
havr don<' wrll with plains game i n  
Africa. Even rlrphants have been 
brought down with the how. But 
�orne animals are too thick-hi ded. I 
rrmrmhrr, for instance, watching 
Dick Griffith try for a Cape buffalo 
with a s ixty-five-pound rccurvrd 
how. It  was useless. The arrows 
bounced harmlessly off the animal's 
thick pelt. 

Ju�t what sort of hra�t had old 
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man Cox sel his feathered sights on ? 
The t iger i a supreme and regal 
creature, the largest of the cat fam
ily. Full-grown he can reach a 
weight of over 500 pounds. The big
gest males are found i n  Burma. These 
hahies often measure over eleven 
feet, i ncluding their three-foot tail.  
Al l  t iger� wrre probably snow-coun
try animals originally, and in Siberia 
and the upprr Himalayas, there are 
�till snow tigers with long, hravily 
tu ftrd fur quite unlike the thin fur 
of  thrir  tropical cousins. Today's 
t igrr is d irectly descendrd from thr 
prehistoric �aher-toothed t iger, a 
much larger and heavirr animal that 
get� i ts namr from i ts six- i nch fangs. 
Thr saber-tooth could open i ts jaws 
to a n inety-degree gape and was cap
able of ki l l ing anything up to, and 
i ncludi ng. thr giant mastodons. 

Tigers arr noiseless and stealthy 
i n  the jungle and can move their 
hulk almost effortlessly through the 
thicke�t underhru�h. Though fierce 

when cornered, they are almost 
friendly when not thn·atcncd. Hajah 
H.C.H. Singh of Kashipur tells of  a 
t igress sitting by the s ide of the road 
who was picked up hy the headlight� 
of  a jeep full of hunters. The jeep 
stopped twenty feet from her. She 
stared for srvrral m inute�. t hrn 
pickrd herself up and casually movrd 
fi fty yards down the road. Tlw jrrp 
followed and �topprd a�ain.  Tlw 
t igress got up, yawnrd at the hunl
rr�. and d i�apprar!'d into thr jungl<'. 

Our shikar ( I ndian rquh·alent of 
safari ) camp wa� thirty m ilr� from 
t hr v illagr of Hamna�ar. Actually. 
the word camp is m islradin�. We 
were in a stone and stucco house. 
�urrounded hy a �ton<' wall and a 
profuse garden of red. orange and 
pink w ild flowrr�. But oncr thr rlr
phants started entrring the com
pound each morn ing to take us to 
the hunting grounds. the flower� 
were trampled to a messy pulp. 

Our shikar huntrrs were all sea-
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soned professionals, fami l iar since 
early chi ldhood with the habits of 
the tiger, experts i n  "reading" the 
jungle for game tracks and in the 
handling of elephants, the only beasts 
of burden that can penetrate the 
dense, unfriendly underbrush. The 
lead elephant on our trip, Dhut Dhut 
fmPaning "go back" in English ) 
was still i n  service after seventy 
years of tiger beats. 

At the outset, the shikar hunters . 
were defiantly against letting Cox 
shoot a tiger with a bow and arrow. 
An arrow, they said, did not have 
the power to stop a charging tiger, 
and could only wound h im, thus 
creating a potential man·eater. When 
tigers are i ncapable of attacking 
calve�, goats and cows, they wil l  
carry off human beings from villages 
or attaPk forest people as they gather 
wood. (Continued on page 103) 



� Tiger was carriecl 
from jungle by ele
plumt, then trans
f e r r e d  to t r a i l e r  
hitchecl behi11cl jeep. 

The beast tvas a 400-
pourul female, mea
surecl nine feet, one 
inch /rom nose to tail, 
a /i11e specimen. � 

Fimll tableau portrait 
of hu11t. Note the 
weed.< growi11g pro
fu.<ely all aroumf.
tvilcl 11wrijua11a. • 



bY Robert M. Hvan 
Photos Courtesy of New Mexico Game and Fish Commission 

Kill-happy tribesmen are 
threatening African wild life with 

extinction. Here's one possi
ble answer to the problem

transplanting the herds to America 

AFRICA, U.S.A. 
A belt of sparsely settled desert and moun

tain country that stretches across the 

American Southwest may one day be known 

as the African Strip. It will be a place where 

cameramen and hunters with a yen to bag 

such exotic game as kudu, oryx and ibex 

will be able to go on safari with every as

surance of success. They'll have to wait a 

few years for a hunting license, but by then 

African safaris will probably have become 

a memory anyway, if the wanton destruc

tion of wild life in that country continues. 

That our Southwest may eventually be the 

only spot on earth where African game can 

be shot will be dismal news to white bwana 
safari hunters, but it should be good news 

to those unable to afford such costly junkets. 

The fact is inescapable that many African 

herds are facing extinction, and a group of 

realists in New Mexico are doing something 

about the situation. They are planning to 

create a huge game park in the United 

States, where several trophy species of 

African game will (Continued on page 78) 
50 

Dr. Frank C. Hibben and first members of future ibex herd. 
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African oryx being released from crates. Their young will one day populate the new Southwestern game preserve. 

This Barbary sheep was photographed in the rugged Canadian River Canyon, New Mexico. Note long mane and chaps. 

��� 





BY COLONEL (KENTUCKY) MILT MACHLIN 
ILLUSTRATION BY PETER MAX 

CO N T I N U E D  ON P A G E  1 1 0 
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Your car is starting hard, 
but it may not be your 
battery's fault. Is there 
any way to find out 
for sure? 

" 
United '-' 

Delco 

sure 

See the man who offers "Startability Service" . . . 
your United Delco dealer. You'l l  find us in over 40,000 
automotive service places, of all kinds, throughout 
the co�ntry. 

We'll not only check your battery, we' l l  check around 
it, and past it. The trouble may be your generator or volt
age regulator or j ust a shorted wire or bad connection. 

And if it is your battery, there's one consolation, we 
sell  the best battery in the country. A Delco Dry Charge. 
It surges to l ife after the activator fluid is poured in.  
After you buy it .  

So turn i n  wherever you see a United Delco sign. 

Take advantage of our "Startability Service" even if 
your car does seem to be starting pretty good now. 

It only takes a few minutes, and you'll feel so good 
when it's done - knowing that your car wil l  be in top 
starting shape, all season long. 

United Delco is: Delco Remy • Delco Batteries • 

Delco Rochester Delco Packard Delco Shock 
Absorbers • Delco H arrison • Delco Hyatt • Delco 
New Departure • Delco Guide • Delco Moraine • 

Delco Appliance Delco Radio United Delco 
Transmission Parts. UNITED MOTORS SERVICE. Division of General Motors 





Elegant World: Solid, Silent '65 Ford 
Now two luxury cars-Galaxie 500/ 
LTD 2-door and 4-door hardtops
join the sporty XL's. You have to see 
them. Never before has there been so 
much to see. New elegance. New l ux
ury. New engineering fea tures. 

These are the smoothest, qu ietest
rid i ng Fords ever. The body is com
pletely new-and far stronger. Frame 
and suspension has been completely 

changed - virtually isolat ing passen
gers from noise and road shock. 

The Cool World: Now 3 Mustangs 
A new fastback 2 + 2 has joined the 
H a r d to p  a n d  Conver t i b l e  i n  t h e  
Mustang stable. L ike a l l  Mustangs, 
2 + 2 is low i n  price and i ncludes such 
features as bucket seats, fu l l  carpeting 
and vinyl  i nteriors. 

New world of value: 1 965 Fairlane 
Rigger, disti nctively beau tifu l -a far 

better buy than ever! Al l-new styl ing, 
i nside and out, new 200 cu. i n .  Six, 
3-speed Cruise-0-Matic. 

New world of economy: 1 965 Falcon 
With a I 70 cu. i n .  Six and automatic 
transmission, Falcon now delivers u p  
t o  1 5'7o greater fuel economy. Other 
s a v i ngs i n c l u d e :  l ow ,  low Fa lcon 
prices, twice-a-year or 6,000-m ile serv
ice sched u le ,  a n d  a b a t tery-sav i ng 
a l terna tor. Take a test drive. 



Best year yet to g-o Ebrcl 
Test Drive 

Jbral Performance OS 

FOHIJ 
MUSTANG • FALCON • FAIALANE 

FORO • THUNDERBIRD 

� 
RIDE WALT DISNEY'S MAGIC SKYWAY AT 

THE FORO MOTOR COMPANY'S 
WONDER ROTUNDA-NEW YORK WORLD'S FAIR 



I t wa,; t lw Pri r H"t'lorr - B ul)!t'r� !!anw and thP at'! ion wa,; 
hrriou". On the fif'lcl, the SC'arlC' t  !'olors of  H u tgPr" 

wt>re ! ly ing and t ht• Pri nct'lon ehPering �Pel ion wa� 
,;nt>aming for a S!'Ort'. 

Butgt>r" pullt>cl t lw "�lt•qwr play" and went on from 
t lwn· to �!'OrP a v i t'lory. 

Sound fam i l i a r ?  
\\7t>ll, i t  shouldn't.  You weren't thf're, a n d  nf'itht•r was 

I .  Bt·l i r·1·e i t  or not, thl' secne I j ust ciPscri lwd happened 
n inety-fiyp yt•ars ago. I t  was the first football  game ever 
played . . .  lwtwepn Pr i nceton and R utgers, on Non•m
hl'r 6, 1 869, at NPw Brunswick, 1\"ew Jersey. 

At  orw poi n t  in the historic game, a R utgers professor 
�hrif'kNI from the sidel i nes, " o good w il l  ever come of 
t h is ! "  \Va1· i n g  h is  umbrella at the players, hP warnPd, 
''Young mf'n. you'll conw to no Christ ian end ! "  

Y Ps, that was a long t ime ago. Obviously, t h ings han! 
drangt•d gn·atly, even if football  did have root i ng spr·
t ion,;, s!'hool eolors all(! the slerper play r igh t  from i ts 
n•ry i rwPption. 

What i t  d idn't haw, of  coursr, i s  the great t ra d i t ion 
and spi rit t hat  havr made t he game so drar to the A meri
ean puhli l'. Last )'Par mon• than 22,000,000 �pPctators 
l lo!'ked to �tadia around t he nat ion to watch college foot
hal l .  M i l l ion� more tunf'd in on rad io and telf'vision to 
gt'l t · lost·r to a sport that ha� :rrown t•\·Pry s in!!lr· yea r o[ 
it� t'X i�tPIH't'. 

Tht' B utgt'l's profe�sor t urnf'd out to hf' one of  the 
wor,;t propht'ls r·1·t·r. Cood !'ert a i n l y  h as comr of the 

gamt'. Football  playt>rs have held the highest role� and 
Jlf'rformt'd tht> noh!Pst tasks i n  the country. Tlwy\·e been 
Pn·sident of  the l "n i tPcl States. j uq i ce of  the Supreme 
Court. !'orporation prf'sidents, doctor�, lawye rs, hankers 
and i m portan t  participants in every fa('(•t of  l i fP. 

Foot hal l has a firm gra�p on the AmPrican publ ic.  Pro 
football  has latt· ly hPen callt"d the n um ber one sprctator 
sport. and I can't a rgue w i t h  that.  Basrba l l  people may 
howl. hut  they'd low to hear thf' turnst i les s ing and 
watch TV l'l'\'t 'IIIH' pou r in .  the way pro football cur
n·ntly rnjoys. 

Colkgt· foot ball provi df'� the raw matrrial for the p ros, 
�o i t  ean takP a how for t h i �  grrat popular i ty  and sup
port. Tlw l'olkgP gamf' i s  dPst i nPd for anotllf'r big yPar 
i n  1 9() L T \·p talked to scort"s of  t·oaehPs and obsern•rs 
around thf' count ry in comp i l i ng th is  AII-Ameriea !Pam. 
On t'\·ery hand. then·'s optim ism for t lw future of  t hP 
gamP. ThP "port nPwr looked mon· �ol id. morf' rohust, 
mort• popular. 

As for the w i n ner�- that's anothf'r coun try-a far onP. 
Tnas �urpriscd t•veryone la�t year by goinp; undefPat<·cl. 
Tlw t 'XJwrts didn' t  t h i nk t hat was possihiP any mon·. 
Wt·ll.  t lw Longhorn� did i t  OIH't'  and they\.·p got tht• stuff 
to rt'fH'al.  The i r  only n·al lo,;s was tat'kle Scott A pplf'lon. 
a )!rt·at playt·r. Mon· important. Darrell Hoyal has in
,;ti lled t l w  w i nn ing spirit  at TPxas. and that  ! 'an he 
( 'Ottla�iou�. 

Tnas' tf'am halanee is show n in that not one of  i ts 
playPr" madt• th i"  pre1· iew !Pam. On the other hand, 
l l l i noi" dom i nate� thl' st•lrct ions w it h  four mf'n.  The 
l l l i n i  shoul d  lw tnrific t h is st•ason. and Pf'te Ell iott's 
l<'am is my long- ranp;t• pil 'k for t ht' nat ional t 'hampion
"hip. 

Pi t tsburgh w i l l  hf' Vf'ry � Iron!! i n  the East, w i t h  strong 
t·omJwt i t ion eom ing from _'\favy.  OnP National Football 
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Lt·a)!Ut' �t'OIII told nw a ftn w al l 'h inl-( Pitt\ ,;pring- gamt•s : 
" l \·e nevPr seen a coiiPge football team w ith sut'h size as 
P i t t  ha�. They'rr absol utely a� h i )<  a" a pro team." 

At Na1·y, they t hi nk, w ith Bo!!er Staubadr and Pat 
Donnelly, that tht>y\·p got the grPate"t one- two punch 
s ince Blanchard and Davis. That'� heady talk.  and i f  "o. 
Wayne Hardin's gang could ht" tlw he;t in  t he nat ion.  

I n  t he always tough South. A labama and Auhurn w i l l  
he 1·ery good, along w ith M ississ ippi .  Tht'se t im·<' dubs 
annually seem to w i n  placPs in t lw top ten. and 1dwn you 
play tht"m, you'rt' i n  for t roubiP. 

Last year was suppost"dly thP year of  thP qua rtnhar·k. 
This yt'ar, 1 964, should lw even better. Stauhat'h has t he 
p ress clipp ings and t lw a b i l i t y  to back them up. but  i t's 
a real fi gh t  for survi1·al. Picking t lw qua rt<>rbat'k on th i,;  
team was as rough a task a s  I can n>memla•r. Tlrt·n· an·  
great ones in  rvery st•<' l ion of the  country, mpn l ikP 
A labama's Joe 1\'amath, A u bu rn's J i mmy Si cllP. V P I \  
Bob Schweikrrt, Northwt•stern's Tommy M p• rs, P i t t \  
Freel Mazurek and Car� Craig Morton . 

You couldn't makr a m i stakP hy f l ippin)< a t 'O in w i t h  
that group. 

The subst i t ut ion rult" has l wPn clull l!!Pd aga i n .  making 
i t  c�ven more len irnt. The mon· haek to ful l  platoon
football i s  com i n g  in eoll t•ge fnot hall. al t hough it w i l l  
probably take about  two morP season" to ar·t·omplish. 
The <·oaC'he� st i l l  ha1·c t ra ined t wo-way foot ball playprs 
and they want to liSP t ht·m. They'yp workPd hard to gt'l 
t lwm that  way and t hey don't want it to go for naught. 
I t's only natura l  to want to us<' your h<'"l football playt•rs 
all tlw t i me. 

St i l l .  196-1. w i l l  Sf'!' more special izat ion in collqre foot
hall .  This tram was pil'kPd along those l i ne". w i t h  both 
offensin! and ddt•nsin· players l istt•d. I t  was st•lt•ctt•d 
along proft>ssional l i nt'S of po�i t ioning-. s i ne!' that's thP 
way you'll he hearing about t hesf' !!reat playt'rS in t lw 
years to come. 

l consulted collt"ge roaches. pro C'oadws. scouts and 
ri1·al playrrs i n  the selection of  th is  tt'am. A ftt·r t lw 
choir ·t"s were made, I l'amt> to ont ·  r ·ondu,;ion : I 'm n·ady 
to take on the world w i t h  t lwse men. Look out. Ceorgt· 
Halas. and you h i g. had Bear". The H a rmon Al l -Anwri 
eans arf' moYing i n !  

Where w i l l  l he ? O n  t he lwnt'h. natural ly.  \Vlwn l 
look at tht•se young. �trong giant�- I ft"el about t lw sam<' 
age as Ceorge H alas. And I 'm not so �ure I 'd lw anv 
matc ·h for spry old Papa Bear. c•i t hP r !  

OFFENSIVE TEAM 
ENDS 

}Oi l:'<' H I LTO:'<'. Richmond. St•nior, :!2. (j . .')_ 220 pot1111ls. 
Richmond, Virginia. 

H t•re's a young man most people may han· forgot to ·n. 
hut not t he pro�. H i lton d idn't play foot ball Ia�t yt•ar. 
h u t  lw's already been d ra fted by Det roi t  ( ,; i x t h  round ) 
and Buffalo. 

John lt•cl the Southern con ferf'ru·e in  rt'<'P i l· ing hot h  as 
a soph and j u n ior. I n  1 96:), he was inel ip;i hlr. �o lw took 
care of h is A rmy com m i t mt•nt at Fort D i x .  Now t he h i ).(  
man i �  ready for a fi nal  collegt· f l i ng. Says l'Oat'h Ed 
i\1t•rrick : ' ·Hil ton has e\·erything-sp<'t-d. size and a great 
pa i r  of hand�. H P's onr of the top pro pro�pe!'ls in t ill' 
!'oun t ry." 

H iehmond and l'Oal'h D iC'k H uml wrt. w ho playt>d 
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Town & Co u ntry Ti res 
keep you go i ng when others a re stuck  

GUARANTEED TO GO THRU ICE, MUD AND SNOW 
OR WE PAY THE TOW ! 

We're so confident our Town & Country tires wil l  rake you anywhere you want to go . . .  

in any k ind of weather . . .  we guarantee it.  I n  writing. And since you won't a lways 

he plowing through snowdrifts. we've designed in a nice touch by designing out 

dry-pavement whine. We've added many more m iles per tire. with Sup-R-Tuf

Firesrone's new long-lasting rubber. And now, we've added something else, Sup-R-Lon 

- a  totally new rire cord of vastly superior strength that won't  thump. For worry-free 

winter driving visit your nearby Firestone Dealer or Store. 
Town &. C<�untl'y r, Su11-R-Tuf, Sup-U-Lun- Fin·� ton,• T.!'-1. 's 

The J=ir<.·sronl.' T�>wn & Counrry tire: also carries a No.Limir, Narionwidc Guamnrcc againsr defects in workmanship 
and matcri.lh and mosr ro:tJ hazards for the life of chc ori�dnal tread; rtplact"mc:ms prorated on tread wear ar rhen current: 
Fircswnc prices. This guaranrc:.·c is honored br 60,000 Firt·srone Dealers and Stores i n  rhe United Stares and Canada. 

T F R E E l  This sturdy ice scraper is yours for die asking ar any Firestone Dealer or Score. 
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under Greasy Neale at Philadelphia, says, "H ilton hlocks 
well enough to be a good tight end. He has the spet>d. 
the moves and the hands to be an excellt>nt split <>nd. 
Above all, he's got the desire to be great." 

1964 ALL-AMERICA TEAM 

Split End-John H ilton, R ichmond 
Tackle-Archie Sutton, Illinois 
Guard-Stan Hindman, M ississippi 
Center-Ken Ht-nson, Tt-xas Christian 
Guard-Bob Kowalkowski. Virginia 
Tacklt>--Ray R i ssmiller, Gt-orgia 
Tight End-Charles Brooks, Mt-mphis State 
Quarterback- Roger Stauhach, NaYy 
Flanker-Larry Elkins, Baylor 
Halfback-Gale Sayers, Kansas 
Fullback-J im Grabowski, l llinois 

CHUCK BROOKS, Memphis State. Senior, 21, n-4, 24() 
pounds, Oak Park, Illinois. 

Some may regard Mt-mphis State as a "minor" team
but j ust ask anybody who plays the Tigers. Th<>y play 
big-time football at Memphis State. Last yt-ar th<>y didn't 
lose, and tied powerful M ississippi.  Tht- Tigt-rs outseor<>d 
their foes by a 4- l margin.  

Brooks also has been drafted by the pros, St. Louis of 
NFL ( fi fth round ) and New York of A FL, so they know 
all about h is attributes. He's a fine receiver, and h is 
circus catch in the end zone against Southern Mississippi 
highlighted an unbt-aten year. 

Hoger French, former Minnesota great and Mt-mphis 
State end coach, says, "Chuck has tremendous ability 
and almost unlimited potential. Ht- can he a gn·at ti�hl 
end with the p ros because of size and blocking abili ty . "' 

TACKLES 

HAY HISSl\IILLER, Georgia. Senior, 22, 6-4, 237 pounds. 
Easton, Pennsylvania. 

Hay came to Georgia as one of t hose precious all
staters from Pennsylvania. He has l ived up to the n·pu· 
tation. He was all-Southeast conferenct- as a frt-shman 
and sophomore. Last year, he was slowed by ankle and 
kne<> injuriPs, but the big man is sound again.  

R i ssmiller is the fastest tackle in Gt>orgia history. Ht•\ 
agile enough to play t-nd. I n  fact. h<> caught a pass on a 
tacklt-·t-ligiblt- play against Miami last yt>ar. On<> N F L  
scout called h i m  the the best lineman I saw all season." 

Vince Dooley takes ov<>r as Georgia coach this s<>a�on 
and he l iked what he saw in spring drills. "H is.�milln is 
an All-American," says Dooh•y. "He's the fast<>st hil! 
man I have ever seen. He has a tremendous init ial punt"h 
on offense and h is great speed makes him outstanding 011 
downfield blocking aasignments and punt coverage." 

ARCHIE SuTTON, Illinois. Senior, 22, 6-4, 249 pounds. 
New Orleans, Louisiana. 

Just as important as Dick Butkus is on defense. this 
young giant kt-ys Ill inois' grt-at lint-. Most intt-rior litH'· 

Continuetl on page 70 
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® They use HI-POWER shells . . .  whatever the age! 
HI-POWER shells are powerful and they 
really reach out -Year after year, experi
enced hunters depend upon HI-POWERS to 
get their game. Year after year, young 
hunters, new to the field, discover the 
tremendous power and reach of Federal 
HI-POWER shells. 
But whatever the age, they both prefer 
HI-POWERS and they both like Federal's 
famed HARD SHOT. (An extra measure of 

All Federal H I - POWER 20 gauge shells are bright . 
yellow. You'll never mistake them for another gauge. 

antimony in each lead pellet means less 
pellet deformation, truer flight and more 
uniform patterns with better long-range 
penetration.) 
This fall, and whenever you hunt, get 
the power and reach you want. Shoot HI
POWERS for the best performance. 
Available in 12, 16; 20, 28 and 410 gauges
Maximum, Magnum and Superior Magnum 
loads. 

FE ERAL 
Federal Cartridge Corporation, Minneapolis 2, Min nesota 



RTUGAS 

0 Seventy miles out i n  the Gulf of Mexico 
are three little sand bars and an old fort 
that make up one of our most exciting and 
least known National Parks 0 
EDITOR's NoTE: Late last summer, our 
boating editor, Eric Nyborg, announced 
that he was about to borrow a ninet�en
foot Grady White powered by a single 
MerCruiser 110-hp stern drive and head 
for the Dry Tortugas. Despite all our 
arguments about small craft having no 
place in the open ocean, he went anyway. 

Sometime later he was back, glowing 
with sun tan and stories about the great
est boating spot in the hemisphere. 

"Well, get it down on paper," we said. 



And that's the last we heard from him 
about the subject. 

Two weeks ago, his wife appeared in 
the office with a fistful of typewritten 
sheets. "Would you really like to know 
what goes on during one of these cruises 
that my husband is always writing up for 
you? " she asked. 

We were fascinated, as you can imag
ine. And so we present herewith her side 
of the story-with this warning:'Remem
ber, you eruising skippers, this could be 
your wife talking about you! 

IT HAPPENS every year about May or 
June. If it didn't, I think I would begin 

to doubt the reliability of Nature's other 
comforting habits, like the day following 

I 
BY BffiiNA NYBORG 
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the night, or the spring the winter. 
Come the first thaw, the salt water be
gins to How through my husband's veins; 
and I know we will soon go down to 
the sea again. 

The signs of sea fever are easy to spot. 

TORTUGAS 

The dog-eared boating magazines be
gin to pile up in a disorderly fashion on 
the living-room table. From time to 
time, strange and expensive instruments 
in handsome leather cases, custom-fitted 
with red felt pockets, are brought out of 
their special cupboard for rust inspec
tion. But I really know it's time to shut 
off the newspaper and put the dogs in 
the kennel when my normally affable, 
almost chatty husband turns into the Co11tinued 

4 Cannon balls were loaded into 
this red-hot shot furnace, heated 
until u:hite-hot, then fired from can
/lOllS, starting fires in enemy ships. 

<Oil 1'he original lighthouse, left, has 
been replaced by a 1 60-foot tower, 
011 lo:;gerhead key, and a Coast 
Guard radio nav igation station. 

G l" luly-W h i t e  B o a t  C o m p a n y, 
Greenr:ille, N01·th Carolina, manu
factures this MerCruiser powered 
nineteen-footer used on voyage. ..,. 

O C T O B E R .  1 9 6 4  

prototype o f  Y e  Olde !\Iaine Fisherman. 
It would be as easy to communicate 

with Plymouth Rock. Only situations of 
gravest import, like my overdrawing 
the checking account, bring forth more 
than a "yup" or "nope," and these sound 
as though his mouth were full of sea
weed. Once "in character," he is likely 
any evening to appear with his arms so 
full of long rolls of sea charts that he 
has to kick the door shut with his heel. 

Slam! 
"Ever heard of the Dry Tortugas?" 
This being the first time in days that 

there has been even a glimmer of hope 
for conversation, I answer gaily, "Is that 
a disease, dear, ( continued on page 81 ) 
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The pipesmoker wears a heather-hued Harris tweed 

sportcoat from Cricketeer. The styling is natural 

shoulder and the three buttons are of leather. $50. 

His friend wears the classic al l-wool tweed black

and-white herringbone sports coat. It's a natural 
shoulder, three-button model from I .  Aaronson. 

$35. The handler prefers an al l-wool sports shirt 
from Woolrich. It's washable, and pockets and 

collar are fitted to match the over-all pattern. $12.  

/ 

THE WORLD'S NO. 1 
' 'MJ:BACLE F ABBJ:C'' 

,. I 
-·--·:- - . 

Wool is the oldest fabric known to man, 
but it's sti l l  hard to beat 

for all-around usefulness and versati l ity 

to spring back into shape after being stretched or flat
tened. It holds t.'Olor well and can be made into an 
almost infinite variety of fabrics. 

By JUNIUS ADAMS 
THE word "wool," according to an Act of Congress 
passed in 1 939. can be applied commercially only to 
fibers from the Reece of the sheep and to hair from the 
Angora and Cashmere goat, the camel, the alpaca, the 
l lama and the vicuna. 

A unique characteristic of wool is its built-in crimp 
or waviness. The fibers in wool yarn never lie snug 
against each other but are spaced well apart, thus cre
ating countless tiny air pockets in every inch of yarn. 
Any fabric made of wool actually contains more air than 
wool. Even the most tightly woven worsted is sixty per 
cent air, and some Huffier woolens are eighty per cent. 

The insulation provided by these air pockets is what 
makes wool warm. vVhat keeps it warm is the springi
ness and resilient strength of the wool fibers. For in
stance, a fluffy cotton blanket and a wool blankct of 

Wool is the most versatile textile we have. It is rela
tively lightweight, yet offers excellent protection against 
dampness and weather extremes. It is elastic and tends 
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" M I RA C L E  FABRIC" 
equal weight will be equally warm wh?.n tww. h 1 1 t  
soon after they go into use, the cotton blanket will  he
come matted down and lose its warmth. whereas th<· 
wool blanket will  keep its warmth until it wears out. 

Wool fibers are water-absorbent on the inside hut 
water-repellent on the outside. That is why the first 
raindrops always seem to roll off your eoat without 
soaking in. Wool is one of the best fabrics to wear in 
wet weather, because it can absorb up to thirty per eent 
of its weight in moisture without feeling damp. 

Wool "breathes" water vapor, soaking up then releas
ing both body perspiration and atmospheric dampness. 
This fact, plus its insulating qualities, makes wool 

� This autumny jacket is a multicolored Glen plaid 

with dashes of olive, rust, blue and wine. I t  is 

styled in the natural shoulder manner and has 
three wooden buttons. From Stanley Blacker. $50. 

The guy on the Honda has a jacket of all-wool 

suede which has a shirttail bottom for easy mo
bil ity. The side vents z ip  up all the way to the 
armpits. It is wind- and water-repellent and made 

by Zero King. $30. The chap giving directions wears 
the Mainstreeter cardigan from Himalaya. $20. T 
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"M I RACLE FABRIC"  coutinuetl 

A. The guy on his way to a score wears the Bloke, 

a classic crew-neck pul l-over in a rich ruby color 
from Himalaya. Made of 1 00 per cent American 

wool, it retails for $30. His opponent is wear
ing a white, all-wool turtleneck sweater with cable
knit sleeves and body, by Fashion H i l l, $20. 

� This rugged al l-wool shirttail jacket is the T-Man, 
made by Fox Knapp. The jacket has a hood, a 
drawstring collar, elasticized cuffs and heavy-duty 

zipper. Lined with pile. Black or camel color. $23. 

the ideal fabric to wear whenever abrupt weather or 
temperature changes are expected. Arabs living in the 
desert, for instance, wear wool turbans and burnooses 
to protect themselves against both the intense heat of 
the day and the sudden cold of the night. ( No, we 
don't claim they're comfortable wearing heavy wool in 
the midday sun, just protected! )  

Because of its affinity for moisture, wool accumulates 
less static electricity than other fabrics and seldom 
"sparks" or attracts dust and lint. It is also flame
resistant, which is one reason wool rugs and blankets 
are often used for smothering fires. 

Wool manufacturers have been doing a lot of tinker
ing with their product in recent years, and as a result, 
wool clothing is becoming easier and easier to care 
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for. We now have mothproof and soilproof fabrics, per
manently creased slacks, machine-washable sweaters
and other improvements are on the horizon. 

But one thing that you won't be seeing for a long, 
long time is a machine-washable, no-pressing-needed 
man's suit. Wool scientist Giles Hopkins says, "We 
could make one, though it would take a bit of doing. 
But we just don't think anyone really wants or needs 
one right now." 

You can be sure of one fact, though. No matter how 
many "miracle" fabrics are put on the market in the 
years to come, wool is here to stay. • • • 

The Field Man is a waterproofed wool coat insulated 

with dacron and lined with acetate satin. It has a 

tab-collar closing for extra protection against wind, 

side vents for freedom of movement, and large 

pockets. It has fly-front closing so buttons do not 

show. Bright red or camel. Mighty Mac. $45 . .,.. 

One of our week-end lumberjacks sports a bright

checked, all-wool, tuck-in shirt from Woolrich ($12).  

while his partner prefers a satin-finished wool 

sweater by H i malaya called the Caterwauler ($25)- '9' 
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TOMMY HARMON continued front page 60 

men a n•  on·rlooked. 1ot Sutton. Pass rush inl! is h i s  
spec ia l ty  and he's ferocious w i t h  quarterbacks. H e a p ·  
pea r� t o  b rush aside oppo� i n g  blockers w i t h  a gia n t 
sw i pe. no ma tter i f  they douhiP or t ri ple-tea m h i m .  Once 
he reache� the passer. he's not gent le in hi� handl i nl!· 

Says Pelt· l..:II iott : " A rch ie  i s  big and mon·� qu i ck l y 
fu r h is s izt·. He has played rxcqHional  footbal l  for us. 
\ V ,· t h i n k  t h i �  war w i l l  he his grPa test ." 

GUARDS 

Boll 1-.:ow .IL I, O\I'SK I .  Virg-inia. Junior, fi-3. :!.f.() pounds. 
Nr•u• "·r·nsinKton. Pt•n nsy/mnia. 

Hob !-.:. is a Penn�yh-ania  p rod uct who lwl irs t he rule.  
Ht·  was not hi;dl ly so ught as a p rPp. H e  had to on·r
t ·onw a l l  k i u ds o f  obstacles to lweome a star. H e  had j ust 
205 pounds st retched on· r a s i x- foot - tw o frarnl' when he 
t·n tned V i rg i n i a . He took l'are of that  w i t h  a ded icated 
1n · i ght prol!ram. He put on twenty poun ds a� a fresh
man and addt·d twenty mon· till' uext yea r. Tht·n he had 
l! radP p roh lt ·ms. and was decla red i nel i g i b le . H t• took 
nut· of t hat . too. and t he followi ng year made t he Dean's 
hono r l i�t . 

I n  one 1·a r;; i t y �·ear. Boh has t ·s tahl islwd h i m,;,·l ( 
amonl! the great V i rg i n i a  l i nemen . . .  and that  l i;;l i n 
t ' l udes t lw fantast ic Henry J ordan o f  t h e  Packns and 
Hob M i l ler o f  the Lions. Coach B i l l  El ias says : · ·J-.:owal
kow�ki has t ht• l wst seconda ry n·action o f  a n y  l i neman 
] ' ,. , . e1·er t·oai ' IH'd." Li nt· t'Oat'h D i x ie H ow<·l l  says : ' ' Hob 
i s  om· or t hose playe r� w ho makes the othns look l i ke 
! lufre not t ry i ng . :Vl y lo ng- range pred i d ion is that t h is 
l ooy w i l l  become an A l l - P ro l i neman." 

S·l' .ls H r :->IL\l A .\'  . .IJ.ississippi. J unior, 7 9, fi-3, :!30 pounds. 
N r•wton . . 11 issi.�sippi. 

\Vhen Ole M iss plays. t he re a n· no fr i l ls  or fan fa re. 
All t he Hebels do i s  win .' Coach J o h n n y  Vaught ha,.: a 
fa bulous record t here. and he i� not addi i '!Pd to su pnl a· 
t i 1 1·s. When he talks about a player. it is usual ly name. 
ran k  and sl' r ial  n u m be r. W hen he talks about Stan 
H i ndman. Vaught says : --Stan i th e finest l i n l'man 
w<.'ve , . ,. , . r  had at Ole M i ss." 

W lwn Vaught w i l l  ,·,·n l u rt' that far a bout a boy a ftn 
o n l y  oru· season.  hi' m us t  rea l l y haw t lw goock H i udman 
dot·s. A n y  soph who l 'an step i n to the sla rl i n)! l i ne a t  
O l e  I iss has to l w t'XI 't'pl i onal . S t a n  d i d  i t  from t he fi r�t 
day. H I' made a play of nat ional  i m po rlant 'P against  
LS L · . J oe Labruzzo. a t rack sp r i nter  and LSL ·,. fastest 
l oaek. was off w i ngi ng on an t • ighty-yard punt  ret urn.  
H i ndman l'ha�ed h i m  for s i xt y  yards, coll a rt'd h i m  at  the  
one.  F rom t hne, LSL fa i led to score and M iss iss i pp i 
went on lo a : �7 -:) ,· ictory. I t  figu res th at w hen your 
bl'st back is n a i led f rom beh i n d  by a 2:)0- pou n d  l in l 'man , 
i t 's p;o i ng to affect t he w i n d  in your ·aik 

W i t h  t wo collegr seasons ahead of h i m. Stan H i ndman 
is  a naml' you' l l  not  br l i kel y  to forget. 

CENTER 

K EN H E .'iSO.\'.  Tl'xas Christian .  Senior, :! 1 ,  fi-6, :!55 
txmnds. San A nge/o, Te:xas. 

Down i n  the Sou tlmt•st t hey call  Henson t he ·'Jol l y  
G reen G iant .  .

. 
H,:s the bi ggest cenln i n  Ill . h i:;to ry 
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. . .  and t he he;: [ .  H P  ha� al ready bt't 'n d ra fl t ·d l oy l oo th  
t hP Los A n gelrs H ams and the H o uston Oi l t 'n• .  Tlu·re 
m ight he a big signi ng war for KPn. The p ros a n· d rool· 
i n�! 01·er his a b i l i ty to p rotect for the passPr. hi;: sizt· and 
h i�  ,;pet'd. He's only twenty-om· years old.  and then.',; 
(•n•ry rPason to lwl ie1·e hr can play at  215 or  2HO pou nd:' . 

TCl coach AbP Ma r ti n rxppc·ts 1-.:en to han· a g n·al 
yt·ar. · ' He can rPa l l y  mo1·e prople out on offense:· ;;ap 
.\ ! a rl i n .  ' · [ n  fad. I don 't t h i n k  1 \·p l'n· r st•en a ht•ltn 
offensin· l'l'nter a rounrl  t hesl' parts. He should mo1·e i n t o  
pro h a l l  w i t h  t·a�(· ... 

L ' n l i ke most collf'ge crntns w ho play l i rwhal'ker on 
ddt·nst·. H rnson has I H't'n employt•d m• a m iddlt> gua rd al 
TCL · . Despi te  hPing bu ried on l h t> i nside. 1-.:Pn has 
an·raged I>PttPr than six tackles per l!amp for the past 
two )"Pa rs . Hut i t 's on offense w lwrP ht> n·al ly  is  a force. 
and f i lms show hr oftrn mon·s two dt•ft•rHins at  on l 'e t o  
open h ugl' holes. T h e  pros t h i nk that 's ahout t lw l wsl 
h a l o i t  a l'l' l l l l ' l' can han•.  

QUARTERBACK 

HoG Eit , 'I'ACBACH, Navy. Senior, :!:!, (j.:J. If):! pounds. 
Cincinnati. Ohio. 

Waynl' H a rd i n ,  (\a,-y's n·ry f ra n k  football I'Oac·h. i n 
forms m e  t hat l {oger Stauhal'h w i l l  IH' t'\'1'11 het lt ·r  i n  
] 96 1 . I r l rUP. t hat m eans ten good fool h a l l  teams had 
I H'l l t • r ,;ta rt runn i nl! fo r I'OI't•r. 

l {oger was t he Pla yn o f  the Yt·ar in ·o:� by a m a rg i n  
of st'l·eral m i l es. H I' w o n  v i rt ua l l y  t •n·ry a w a rd t lwy 
d i, lwd out. i ncl ud i ng the H e isman and M a x well  Troph i t ·:' . 
Hump Ell iott o f  M ieh igan said. ·' J  don 't know wht·n l ' n· 
st ·t·n  a better foot bal l  playn.'' Tom l'i ugt·n t of Ma ry land 
l 'alls S t a u bal'h · ' the greatest qua rtnhack of t ht·m al l ." 

I saw Hogn pl ay sen· ral l i nws and I \·e rH·n·r seen 
a n yone equal h i s  snam b l inl! a b i l i t y .  HI '  • ·an t u rn  a 
l o roken-down play into a touchdown and a hu:;tt'd ass ign · 
ment i nto a fi fty-yard ga i n . H t•'s not an orthodox d rop· 
l oack passer. and for t h is n·ason the pros are a l i l l ie  shy 
on h i;; a b i l i ty .  ! The real reason t hey don't talk a houl 
h i m  much is that  Ho)!er has t lw normal fou r-yea r se n· i l 't' 
ol o l i gat ion to f u l f i l l . H r has al n·ady bt•t•n d ra flt•d l o y  
Da l las. hut  t h a t  was me rely w ish ful p ick ing by the 
Cowboys . ) 

As a co l lege q uartnbal 'k. thrn:, no qrw�t ion o f  
H ogn's a b i l i t y .  Last season lu· ran a nd pa:'st ·d f o r  mort' 
t han 2.000 ya rds. Hr I 'Om plrted ;;i xt y·s i x  pert't'nl or h i s  
pa;;st·s IPa d i n g  t hl' I 'Ou n t ry . H e  ;;con·d n i ne touchdown:' 
hi mself .  As a sophomorP. hi' l 'omph-tf'd s i x t y-l ' ight pt · r· 
t ' t 'nt  of h i�  passrs. al!a in lop,; in t he na t ion . 

La,;t :'eason � ayy had a 9- l record. was t he sel'ond 
ran ked team in the nat ion ( h ighest Pn·r for the Acad-
1 ' 111)' I and played TC'xas i n  t he Colton How l .  l\ al'y had a 
f inl'  suppo rt i ng l'asl. but it was ma i nly Hog .. r's do i nl! · 
H e's a nat u ra l  leader, has great i n tt'i l i gt 'IH't'. and abon· 
al l. ln.'s a w i nner . .\'ow \Vay nt • H a rd i n  :'H )'S S t au l >arh i" 
t•n•n hetlt•r, and who t'an say i\ a 1·y won't he the !J,.,.l 
t1·am i n  t he l an d ?  .\' ot nw . . .  Hogn the Dodger has 
made me a hel i en·r. 

HALFBACKS 

L.\HHY ELK I :\'S. Baylor. Senior, :! / ,  n- 1 ,  181 pounds. 
8rownwood. Tt•J:a.> .  

Larry u n dohuted ly t lw fi nest pass rel'e in· r  i n  the 
I 'Ountry .  EH·n i f  a !' i ngle-w i n g  coal'h had h im.  I ' l l  hl'l 
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Shh 
when 6 million 
boaters wanted 
a quieter outboard, 
what do you think 
happened to the 
new Meres? 
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THE NEW MERCS 
• • • so quiet, they sound like 

New silence from SOUND engineering 
Mercury engineering has developed a new silencing 
system that makes the new Meres sound like they're 
far away. The new four- and six-cylinder Meres are 
actually 50% quieter. 

Anyone can silence a motor by wrapping enough fat 
padding around it but we didn't want to sacrifice 
Mere's slim, trim lines . . .  or performance. Mere's 
silencing system required redesigning, new engineering 
. . .  from top to bottom. Here's how we did it : 

• New Meres have a sound capsule cowling (metal, 
not plastic) that is elastically isolated from both the 
powerhead and the drive shaft housing. This fire
proof cowling does not "broadcast" the sound from 
the engine. 

• All connections for control cables and fuel hoses 
are inside the capsule and the openings are sealed 
with neoprene closures. The sound from the power
head is effectively trapped inside the cowling. 

• Mercury used a completely new principle . . .  a wall 
of water . . .  to silence the exhaust. The engine's dis
charged cooling water is used to surround Mere's new 
internal exhaust pipe and prevent exhaust noise from 
escaping through the drive shaft housing. 

• This same wall of water, pressing against the sides 
of the drive shaft housing, damps out the sound re
sulting from mechanical vibration. 

• Mercury's exclusive Jet-Prop was all-important to 
this new silencing system. Exhaust gases and sound 
are now carried directly from the powerhead, down 
the internal exhaust pipe and out through the Jet
Prop . . .  where they are unceremoniously buried deep 
underwater. 

• Mere's Dyna-Float, aircraft-type suspension system 
keeps vibration from passing through the clamp 
brackets to the boat. 



ARE 50% QUIETER 
they're far behind your boat 
r1 And to top it off, the new Meres have an elastically 
isolated steering arm to prevent sound from traveling 
out through the steering mechanism to the boat. 

Yes, the new Meres are 50% quieter but it couldn't 
have been done with an ordinary outboard. It had to 
start with the engine : 

• In-line 4- and 6-cylinder design with inherent 
smooth balance. 

• Small bore and short stroke with smaller and 
lighter pistons, connecting rods and wrist pins for 
lower disturbing forces. 

• Offset wrist pins that eliminate piston slap. 

• Smaller parts with tighter fits throughout the engine. 

• Power-Dome combustion chambers that "squish" 
the fuel-air mixture and smooth out combustion 
roughness. 

• Flex-plate flywheels that reduce the normal working 
noises of the crankshaft. 

• Internal reed valves . . .  sealed inside the crank
case to make them quiet. 

• Full-Jeweled construction throughout the engine. 

More power from SOUND engineering 
The silencing of the Mere is just part of the news for 
1965. Mercury has a brand new 90 hp outboard . . .  

the Mere 900. The fuel economy of this powerful new 
Mere surpasses competitors' 90's and even competitors' 
75 hp outboards. In power at the prop, it .is second only 
to the 100 hp Mere 1000. And, of course, it has Mere's 
new silencing system. 

All of the 1965 Meres have been restyled and the 
higher horsepower models have a lower profile. New 
engineering, such as smoother-action gearshifts, water 
pumps with tremendous saltwater resistance, new reed 
valves, and redesigned cowls, drive shaft housings and 
exhaust systems make the 1965 Meres the newest 
in outboarding. 

Sound engineering at Mercury again brings you the 
highest horsepower, the widest selection of power and 
the greatest fuel economy . . .  in outboards that are 
50 % quieter. You'll get more boating fun and even 
more RUN for your money with the 1965 Meres . . .  
100, 90, 65, 50, 35, 20, 9.8, 6 and 3.9 horsepower. 

117ERCURY 
© 1964. Kiekhaefer Corporation, Fond du Lac. Wisconsin, and Toronto. 

Subsidiary of Brunswick Corporation. 
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Whoever heard of skiing all day on $1.23 worth of fuel ? 
That's about what t he fuel costs will run for an average 
day's skiing when you have a MerCruiser I stern drive 
powered by a 60 hp Rover diesel. The MerCruiseRover is 
the first low priced diesel stern drive available for pleasure 
boats. The engine made its reputation in t he Land Rover 
. . .  now it  has gone to sea. 

Round-t he-clock running at Lake X gave a fuel consumption 
figure of only 2.1 gallons per hour. A careful 70-hour fuel 
log on our demonstration boat, simulating ski conditions 
( full throttle, cruising, idling) showed a fuel consumption 
figure of only one gallon per hour . . .  about 16 cents worth. 

There are two reasons for this fuel bargain . . .  one you can 
see in the photo, one you can't. The first is: nothing surpasses 
a diesel for fuel economy . . .  diesels are about 50 % more 
thermally efficient than gasoline engines . . .  and dockside, 
diesel fuel is only about 1 5-17 cents per gallon. The Mer
CruiseRover diesel gives you other advantages too . . .  no 
carburetor to adjust . . .  no spark plugs or points to replace 
(and no radio interference) . . .  no explosion hazard . . .  lower 
insurance rates . . .  high t hrust at low speeds . . .  and t here's 
hardly anything more dependable than Land Rover power. 
But let's not forget the second reason for that $1.23-a-day 
figure . . .  McrCruiser stern drive. 

M erCruiser stern drives have no fixed shaft, strut, rudder, 
and skeg to damage or cause drag. The MerCruiser's drive 
unit is built like an outboard . . .  with t he same impact 
protection and propulsion efficiency. Propeller thrust is 
parallel to the plane of motion i nstead of angled downward 
as with conventional inboards . . .  on t he same boat, with 
t he same hp, MerCruisers are considerably faster. 

Exhaust gases are fired through the hub of MerCruiser's 
exclusive Jet Prop into the vacuum pocket in t he center of 
t he propeller slip-stream. Engine breathing is improved, 
underwater drag reduced, and noise and fumes buried far 
aft of the boat . . .  (a good place for diesel fumes). 

MerCruiser stern drives have a smooth ,  one-piece lower unit 
housing to assure a solid streamlined flow of water to the 
propeller at all speeds. A four-posi tion tilt adjustment allows 
t he angle of propeller t hrust to be varied to achieve the best 
planing angle ·for maximum speed and riding comfort. 

MerCruisers give you dual shock absorbers to absorb the 
kick-up energy from impact' with submerged objects . . .  a 
safety tilt switch to prevent engine over-revving during 
k i c k  up . . .  a n d ,  n o  s h e a r  p i n s  t o  f ai l .  S i n g l P- h o l e  
installation, with all controls inside t he boat, i s  neater, 
stronger, and leakproof. 

See one of the more than 3000 dealers selling MerCruiser. 
Let him show you MerCruiser power packages with either 
diesel or gasoline engines. And remember, whiche\'er one 
you choose, your boat will get a real "kick-in-t he-stern." 

More people buy MerCruiser 
than all other stern drives combined. 

110, 120, 150, 190, 2 2 5 ,  and 310 hp I STE R N 
gasoline; 60 hp diesel 

D R IVE 
POWER Mercury outboards, 3.9 to 100 hp. PACKAGE S 

© 1964, KiekhaeferCorporation, Fond d u lac, Wisconsin, and Toronto. 
Subsidiary of Brunswick Corporation. 



TOMMY HARMON colltilluetl /rom page 70 

hc�'d swi tch t o  a p ro- t ype sPn'n formation i n�tantly a n d  
put h i m  at flankPr. I 'd lovt> t o  start my team with Elkins 
. . . and worry about t'V!'rything else later. 

Coach John R ri d�t·rs ealls Elkins the " fint>st college 
n·t·e in·r  r,-(. ('\"<'r �een . Ht>'s got the sam!' mO\'<?S a n d  
�P<'<'d o f  Dt·l Shofru·r. ' '  Br idgPrs is  a former p ro coach 
w i t h  Ba lt i mo n·. so t i re comparison is noteworthy. Arkan
�a� coac·h Frank Broylt>� ad m i ts t hey trit>d to cowr El ki ns 
"· i t h  tim·<· men. ··Wt· st i ll couldn't gt>t the job dont>.'' 
�a\'� B rovl< ·,;.  

La rry kd t l u ·  na t i on in pass n•ct> i 1· i n g  last year. H is 
"< ' \ !'Il l Y  catclu·� �<'I an all-t i mt· NCAA record. He had 
t l w  :...: r; ·at Don T ru l l  on t he ot llf'r end, and the combina
t ion wa� dt>a d h- .  El k i ns caught twelw against national
cham p ion Tt·xa� an d  lt·n t•adt aga i nst Arkansas, TCU 
and Tna� A&!\ 1 .  Ht;� also a fint> defender ;  he ran 
� i x t y-n i nt• ya rds w i t h  an i ntercept i on and n i nety-two 
� a n i� w i t h  a punt a:...:a i nst TCU.  

La r r y  dot·s somt 't h i ng al l  passers lo1·e to  see i n t he i r  
n•t·ei n·r�. H t• fa i t h fu l l y  ru ns out each pattt>rn, keeping 
t l w  p lay al i 1  t' t·n·n wlu·n the passer !!Cts in troublt· . 
That ·� how h n·akdown� turn into i mprov i sed long 
ga i n,;. ami i t '� a knack that H aymond Bt'fry of tht• Colts 
ta ug-ht 1-: lki  n,;. 

La rry is a n·rsat i le athlett� who was all-state in foot
l >trll and basketbalL a fme half-m i ler and once t urned 
down a $25.000 l oon us as a baseball p i tcher. I don't 
t h i nk bt.' l l  regrt'l i t .  La rry Elkins is a name you'll be 
l wa ri n;! in football  for many years to come. 

C 1 LJ:: :-iAYJ::HS, 1\.ansas. Sen ior, 2 7 ,  6-0, 1 9 1  pounds. 
On1111111. !V t·lmt.<ka. 

H t·re-� anot l lt'r repeater  f rom our team last year, and 
any coac h  would rt>l ish tht· t hough t o f  having Sayers as 
h i �  run ning hack. I n  h is two seasons at Kansas, Gale has 
a\'t ·raged 7. 1 2  and 6.95 ya rds per carry. He has already 
ga i nt>d mon· t han 2,000 ya rds in  his career, the first 
l i iHierda��man in Kig E i ght history to do i t .  

lVI is�ouri  coat'h Dan D ev i ne calls Sayers ' ' the best 
run n in g  l oack in A rnt·rica. I sa i d it before and l 'm sure 
t i l t '  ,;arnt· w i l l  hold l ntt •  t h i s year. That's w hat I 'm 
w o r r i t ·d abou t .. .  

Tom Vaughn. Iowa State's great runner, says of his  
r i nd . ··H<;,_ l oy fa r t he be�l l oack in our league . .

. 

Wanlt - 1 1  l l oll i�. Oklahoma State halfback, was asked 
w ho w a� t i lt ' tou:...:he�l man in t he Big Eight to bring 
down . Sa i d  Holl i,- : '' I don't  have to think . . . .  l t 's Gale 
Sayn,;. Tht · l • i;!gt ·,;t p roblem i� j ust t rying to get to h im.· '  

Don Klo,-t t · rnHl l l .  t 'h ief  of  talent  for Kansas C i ty o f  the 
A F L  a nd a man who,-1' opi nion I respect, calls Sayers "the 
st•cond bl'sl runner  i n  football ."  That statement takes i n  
i i  l u t  o f  talent t h is s i de o f  J immy Brown, and I th ink 
Cale w ill set tle for t he d ist inct ion . i know i would. 

FULLBACK 

J IM  GHABOWSKI, Illinois. f unior, 20, 6-2, 207. Chicago, 
Illinois. 

Pic ·k i n g  t he All-American fullback was as rugged a 
t ask as any ass i gn men t  on this twenty-two-man dream 
sq uad . This may he t he Year of the Quarterback, Part 
I I . hut the cou n t ry is equal ly loaded w i th gi ftt>d full-

O C T O B E R ,  1 " 6 4  

barb. J i m  l. ri�ham o f  Oklahoma i,;  a �  :rood '"' t h t · 1· 
c·ome ; J i m  Nanct• of Syracu�t· i� a dandy. and 1\ort h 
Carol ina cla ims Kt>n Woolard is second to noru · . 

I saw enoul!h of J i m  l.rahowski i n onl' m rs i t y  �t ·a�on 
to put him at the head of this excl u�i,·e elas�. J i m  i� a 
power fullback, the kind en·ry col legt> and pro t 'Oa t 'h 
loves to have. He's a throwback to t he Marion Motlt·\· 
typt>. the guy who can bust up the m i dd l t� for th n•t• ya rd� 
. . .  or break away for t h i rt y. 

Grabowski's sophomore season wa� rl'markahlt·. Ht' 
tied for the Big 10 scoring champ ionsh i p and his  rn�h i n !! 
total at i l l inois was the h ighest s i nce j .  0. Ca rol inl' st'l 
the record in 1953. J i m  helped I ll i nois  c -aptun· tlw l l i;!  
10 t itle, and he was sensational i n  the Ro:;c Bowl gaml'. 
winning the co1·eted Player of the Game Trophy . I t  was 
quite a start to what should be a brilliant footbal l  ca reer . 

DEFENSIVE TEAM 

ENDS 

R EMI PRUDHOMME, l.SU. Smior, 2:!, 6-3, 245 pound�. 
Opelou�as, Louisiana . 

Ever since Paul D ietzel hunp; that famous ''Ch i nt•st· 
Band i ts'' tag on t hem. t he T i gt·rs han� hel 'n  a feroci ou,; 
defensive ball club. Best of the lot in '64 is Remi Prud
homme ( pronounced PREWD-um ) . Remi m i ght be thc· 
best pass rusher in the country. He has very quick la t 
eral movement and pursu i t . he's f requently in on pla ys 
on both s ides of the field. 

A tackle in college, Prudhomme is perfectly suited to 
play end in the pros' four-man front. He's extremely 
strong, and with his long rt>ach, he is a menace to oppos
ing passers. Has a knack for knocking down passes as 
soon as they leave the quarterback's hand. Remi was 
voted LSU's top player in the Bluebonnet Bowl-and 
should carry on from there, in '64. 

RALPH N EELY, Oklahoma. Senior, 20, 6-6, 243 pounds. 
Farmington, New ill exico. 

We had Neely on our Aucosv team last year, as a n  
offensive tackle, a n d  h e  certainly didn't disappoint any
body, least of  all Oklahoma coaches and fans. The pros 
feel defense is his lop spot and he should han· a b i g  
future. He's a s  strong a s  they come in football, a n d  at 
twenty, no doubt he's still growing.  What about speed '? 
Well, he has been clocked in 10.7 for 100 yards. wearing 
football cleats and shoulder pads. There can't be many 
questions about necessary speed after that . 

Neely is quick and aggressive, perfect for the w ide 
spot in the front l ine. He says the most fun in football 
is p l a y i ng aga i nst a real tough opponent anos� the l i rw. 
" I t's fun to see who'� ht'ttt·r, you o r  h im.  I t  makes �-ou a 
better player.'' That �ounds l i kt· a futu rt' p ro sta r  talk i ng. 

Leon Cross, an All-America guard at Oklahoma i n  
1962 and now a n  assistant at A rm y. ,;ays, " J ',·e nen· r 
seen 1\'t>ely blocked ; l 're llt'l't'r even seen h i m on the 
ground ! '' 

TACKLES 

HAHitY Sr.J-IU H ,  !1/emphi.- Stall'. Smiur, :.! I, fi-3, :!711 
pounds. Feasterville, Pennsylvania. 

"Little" Memphis State has really jolted people i n 
recent years. They haven't lost i n  �<',·entt·en gamt•s and 
last season held powerful M ississ ippi  to a scon•less t i l' . 
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RALPH NEELY STEVE DELONG 

HARRY SCHUH REMI PRU DHOMME 

� 'Defense �/ 

* DICK BUTKUS MALCOLM WALKER 

TOM VAUGHN DON ANDERSON 

TUCKER FREDERICKSON GEORGE DONNELLY 
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Memphis State ranked third in the nation in total de
fense last year, and the key man was Schuh.  

Harry was an all-state high school fullback in  Penn
sylvania.  A t  Memphis State, he kept growing and Coach 
Billy Murphy moved him to tackle. "He has been con
sistently !Zreat for us." �ays Murphy. "He'll b<> at tht· top 
of the lists when the pros start to draft." 

Oakland scout John Wallace calls Schuh '"t lw he�t 
l inPman in the country." 

Fullback Da1·p Casi nelli.  M<>mphis Stat<· �tar. �a id,  
"Schuh can almost pPrsonally wipP out  ont> � idP of an 
Pnt i rc l int>. R unning behind him was a real pleasure." 

STE\"E D ELO�G, Tl'nnessee. Senior, :! 1 ,  6-3, 243 pounds. 
Norfolk, Virginia. 

For two straight years, the coaclws in th(' South
eastern conference have named DeLong the best defcn-

1964 ALL-AMERICA TEAM 

End-Ralph Neely, Oklahoma 
Tackle--Steve DeLong, Tennessee 
Tackle-Harry Schuh, Memphis State 
End-Remi Prudhomme, LSU 
Outside Linebacker-Ray Popp, Pittsbu rgh 
M i ddle Linebacker-Dick Butkus, I l l inois 
Outside Linebacker-Malcolm Walker, H i ce 
Tailback-Tom Vaughn, Iowa State 
Halfback-Don Anderson, Texas Tech 
Safety-Tucker Frederickson, Auburn 
Safety-George Donnelly, J l l inois 

* Player of Year-Dick Butkus, I l l inois 
National Champions-J llinois 

sive l i neman in the league. That's instant praise i n  that 
rugged conference, and Steve merits the applause. After 
new coach Doug Dickey had seen DeLong only in spring 
practice, he knew he had a gem. "He's an All-American," 
said Doug. " I t  was absolutely impossible for our players 
to block him." 

DeLong is rated very h igh as an all-around football 
player by pro scol"ts, but w il l  probably be more impor
tant on defense. He uses his hands extremely well, has 
good agil i ty and speed. Steve w ill be the key man in 
Tennessee's l ine this  year and can handle the respon
sibility. His  teammates have already elected him cap
tain, a tribute not only to his abil i ty, but to his leader
ship qualities as wel l .  

LINEBACKERS 

DICK BuTKUS, Illinois. Senior, 22, 6-3, 237 pounds. 
Chicago, Illinois. 

The full measure of Butkus' ability can be gleaned 
from a startling NFL trade t h is spring. Shrewd Vince 
Lombardi of the Green Bay Packers traded his gn'at 
center, J im R ingo, and fullback Earl Gros to Philadelphia 
for a man named Lee Roy Caffey and a future draft 
choice. 

I t's more than rumor that Lombardi did t his just to 
get his hands on Dick Butkus. He gamhlPd on a low 
Philadelphia finish ( and a high pick in the draft ) to 
beat the other clubs to Butkus. 
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I s  tht· I l l inois l i nt·hat'kn that  good '? HP eerta i n l y  is. 
H t•'s my lonf!· ran:re t 'hoict ·  to w i n  the H eisman t rophy 
th is  yea r and Hf!a i n  makP pn•ry AII-A mPrican tPam in 
t lw land . I P .S . Tht'  onl y orH'  hP d idn' t  make last p•ar 
was t ht· Mdhodist A I I - A mPrit 'a .  D i ck is a Cathol ic. ) 

Butkus al·t·ra::rt'd an amazin:r fourlet'n tackles a game 
last p·a r. He's t ·x< ·Ppt ional on pa�s defense and has grPat 
ranf!t'. Ht· was a key man in I l l i nois' march to B i g  1 0 

l i llt' and H ose Bowl v i t ' tory.  W hen the  team needs p re· 
t · ions ya rda:rt• on offpns<•. Di ('k I!Oes in and opPns t he 
holt•. Ht •'s a real leadPr. and has been elected a co-cap t a i n  
fo r '(> I .  Woody H a yPs ealls h i m  "a gn•at playN" a n d  
eoat'h Pdt· Ell iot t  says flat ly .  " D ick Butkus is t h e  finest 
al l -a round footbal l  play<'r 1 \·e ever coac·hed ." 

H A Y Pol' l '. fittslmr!f,h . Senior, 2 1 ,  6 - 1 ,  125 pounds. 
. 1/ononptlu•la. Pt•nnsylvan£a. 

P i t t  eoaeh John M ichelosen told me he t h i nks Popp 
w i l l  I >P thl' school's gn'atest l i nebacker si nce Joe Schmi d t .  
That\ say i ng plen t y . for Schm i d t  w a s  a n  A l l - A me rican 
at Pitt in  1 952 and since then has been an al l - t imP pro 
:rreat w i t h  the 'DPtroit  Lions. 

Popp eaml' to P i tt as a ful lback. was swi tchl'd to 
guard and l i nehackPr as a sophomore. 

HPinl! an Px-fullhack has helped Popp. "He can rPal ly 
sml'll a play comi nl!. That's h i s  greatest asset," says 
M ichl'losen. " He's deYeloped i n to one of t he best players 
f han · cwr t'Oached . "  

Tfw N nv  York C i a n t s  al!re<'. They drafted h i m  la�t 
yPa r as a ·'futurl'." 

YLH.COD! W A L K EH. Ric<'. Senior. 10. ().4. 24.S pounds. 
/Jallas. Tt•xa.< . 

Last year. Tt>xas hogged most of thP ht>a d l i nes in t he 
Sout hwl'st eonfpn•m·e with i ts u n beaten Numbe r  Om, 
lt·am. A n d  i ts great tackle. Scott A ppleton. got most of 
t he spm·t· devott'd to outstand i n g  l inemen. 

But t la·re are plPnty of  folks who t h i n k  Malcolm 
Walkn has hem the best l i neman in the rugg<'d South
wt•sl t'onft'rent·t• for the past two years. H e  was the top 
soph in thP league i n 1962 and last y('ar had an t'vt·n 
l ll'Ut·r st>ason.  HP probably would ha1·e been an A I I 
A ml'rican h a d  n o t  A pplPton grabbed ewryorl(''s eyt · .  

Walkt•r i� on<' of  thP strongest athletes R icP has Pwr 
had. H l''s remarkably agil e ;  he was a basketball stand
out i n  hif!h �chool and as a freshman. Even now, w i t h  
n·laxt>d platoon ing rult·s, h P  w i l l  probably play both way�. 

ks� N t'ely. dt•an of  coachPs i n  Southw<'st who\ star!· 
i ng his  twt' n t y - fi fth year at H ice. says, "Malcolm Walk<'r 
is ont· o f  t he finrst l i neman we've evt'r had. H (' is out· 
�tandinf! on both offense and defenst'. And lw\ one of 
our capta i ns. w h ich speaks h ighly for his leadersh i p ." 

DEFENSIVE BACKS 

Do:'l A :-> U EHSO\'. Texas Tt•ch . ]nnior. 1 9. 6-.�. 200 pounds . 
Stinnl'lt. Tt•:ras. 

I n  t ht ·  Southwt·st t'On fp n•nc·t•. tht>y compare A ndnson 
to mPn l i kt• Doak Walkt·r and Kyle Hole-and t hose an· 
sacrPd pronouncem<'nts. A s  a sophomon• last  season. he 
wa� al mo�t too good to hPi ieve. H e  was st'cond i n  thf· 
t·on fnt'll l't' in rushing I l)('h i n d  Texas' Tommy Fo rd 1 .  
fi rst i n  k ickoff returns. thi rd i n  punt ing. s ixth i n  total 
ofTt>nst·. Don's coach, J .  T. K ing, puts his wrsat i l i t y  this 
wa y : "Tiw hoy simply can do t'l·erything.  H e's j ust l i kt-
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Doak \\. aikn was.  I f  he has an ofT day runn in�.  hl' ' l l  
l wat  you on dl 'fenst•. I f  lw"s on in that  dt' )Ht rl nlt'r r l .  IH . ' I I  
ht>at you w i t h  his  pu n t i ng. H P's at  h is  I H"st w l � t ·n t i l t ·  
d e r  p ressun' ." 

Fra n k  B roy les. A rkarrsas Poac ·h. t 'alls A r rdt ·  "On "t l r t · 
finest youn::r hack we'n· SPPn in t lw t ·on ft ·rt'l l t 't" in a 
lonl! t imt' .. . 

Darrel l  H oyal . TPxas : "Andt•rson has mon· �ond rnon•s 
on defense t han an yone I \·p st't'n ." 

Don is a j u n ior. l t u t  d ra ft -l'l i :r i l d t· th is  yt'a r. Wa l t -h for 
the pros to l!rah h i m  fast as a br i l l iant  "fut u n·." 

Toi\1 VA L'G l l :'l. Iowa State. Senior, :.! l ,  5- 1 1 , / 9.) f!Otlllds. 
TroT. Ohio. 

You\·e probably heard of Tom Vaughn. t ht' Cydorlt '  
tai l back. H P's a throw hack to the s ix ty -minute i ron man 
a n d  al l -a rou nd playe r. He ha;; scon'd e ighteen toueh
downs i n  two season� a nd has rtt u for 1 . 100 ya rds. 

So i t"s hard to bPi it>w that Vaul!hn is en·n hettt'r on 
ddense.  Says coach Clay StaplPton : "Tnm is t llt' I l l 's! 
d('fpnsive back I ha1·e Pl·er eoached . . .  and t ht· fir�t··�l 
all-around play<'r I have ewr l )('en associated w i t h  ..

. 

Vaughn has playPd fin:' s ixty- m i n ult' game� iu n i nt·· 
tet'n so far. H t' has a1·eraged hl't ter than fi fty m i n ut t•s 
i n  tlw other�. H i s  Pightet'n touchdowns han· awra:rt·d 
hetter than twent y- fi w yards-so he knows what to do 
w i t h  that hal l .  Bud Wilkinson and Eddit• Crowdn han· 
l to th lauded Vau:zhn . . .  and t hat's good c·nough for me. 

G t:oltGt: Oo:-.1 \' E L LY. /llinoi.1 . St•nior. :.!:.!. 6-8. 191 f1Utlllds. 
Dt•l\.alb. Illinois. 

I l l i nois' march to 1·it'lory last year was led 1 ,,. a :rn·at 
dt>fense. I t  was D i ck Butkus lt•ading t ilt' front t roops 
a n d  C('orgt• Donnel ly protPct iul! thP rear. So \Vl'll  d i d  
DonuPIIy do h i s  j o b  t h a t  only twice al l  yea r d i d  auyorlt '  
seon· on l l l i n i  from beyond t he leu-yard l i m·. 

Donnelly i s  the w i l d  card in I l l i nois' ddt·nst·. Ht ·  
replaces the q uarterback as  soon as t he hal l  ehanp:es 
hands.  He has great speed. and pro scouts l ike his a b i l i t y  
to range from sidel i rw to si dPi i rw. H P"s gr<'at at d ial!· 
nosi ng plays and com i n l!  up q u ick l y  to  stop runs. Ct'Or!!t' 
i nterceptPd two pas�e� as the l l l i n i  l wat  Waslt i nf!IOn in 
thP R ose Rowl .  

PPte El l iot t  says. '·HP"s o u r  ! t'adn in  l lw defl"n�in· 
back field.  Ovt'r t lw last two st'asons. Ct·or:rt· has ht·t·n 
t lw most n· l iahlt' safety man i n  t ltt' B i :r  Tt·n . ' '  

Tu:K El{ F l{E I J J::I H < :KSO\' . .4ulmrn. St•nior. :.! I .  (}.:.!. :.! / .S 
pounds. 1/ollvwood. Florida. 

The full name is h·an Charles Frt"dl"rickson . . .  and 
you'll ht• !waring i t  plt>nty.  KPilh Molesworth o f  Bal t i 
mon· say�. ' ·Frederickson w a s  ready for t ht• p ro� w ht'n 
ht• was a sophomore." A nother scout feels hl' l 'an plaY 
any of  fi ve posit ions w i t h  t lw pro�. A l l  set·m to a� n·t· 
tht> )'Olllll! man is  a c i nch fi rst-round d ra ft dwil't·. 

Tucker is  a logical rhoict' at ont· of  t hl" i m portant 
safety spots. He plays tht' pos i t ion superbl y. often makt's 
a� many tackles at  the l i ne as t hl' l i nl'mt'n do. Ht· i� 
Aubu rn's )('ading pass i nterceptor and sun'st tacklt·r. 
H t• won the 1 96:-1 Jacobs Trophy. awarded annual l y  to 
t he l ){'st blocker in thP Sou theaslt'rn confen'n<·t•. 

R u i l t  perfectly to lw a firw ddt•nsin· hack, Tucker 
is �t ronl! ( a  shotputtPr on t rack team ) a n d  fine run ner 
on offense. • • • 
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AFRICA, U.S.A. 
continued from page 50 

be available to hunters in this decade, and to future 

generations as well. 

The daring plan was conceived fourteen years ago by 

the officials of the New Mexico Game and Fish Depart

ment. To start things rolling, they liberated fifty-two 

Barbary sheep in the wilds of their state's Canadian 

River Canyon. The unprecedented release was a bomb

shell that caused frenzied speculation among game man

agers in neighboring states, and consternation among 

certain naturalists, who predicted that these hardy and 

aggressive sheep would soon overrun the entire country 

and become a nuisance. Arizona game authorities went 

so far as to state flatly that they would shoot any 

Young iemale Kudu at Rio Grande Zoo. 
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Barbaries that happened t o  wander across their borders . 

But the sheep kept to their rocky canyon which, though 

it is not elk habitat, is excellent deer country. The Bar

baries have been no threat to the deer population ; deer 

herds have increased, in fact, since the Barbaries were 

introduced. The Barbaries have increased as well. By 

1962, their number was estimated at 1 ,500, a remarkable 

growth. In the eight years since hunting has been per

mitted, 254 of the big-horned fellows have been 

shot. Sportsmen who have hunted them in both places 

say they are just as difficult to hunt in their adopted New 

Mexico as they are in their native Libya and Algeria. 

Although the Barbary-sheep transplant was a complete 

success, such imports are viewed with alarm by the "pur

ists" among nature lovers, who hold to the theory that 

the introduction of foreign species will upset the balance 

of North American wild life, and create general mayhem 

among our critters. 

They seem to forget that several ''foreigners" were 

brought into the United States in the 1880s. among 

them the Chinese ringneck pheasant, the Hungarian and 

chukker partridge, and the European brown trout. These 

newcomers took to their new environment quicker than you 

can say "Nature Boy," and for a half century have been 

furnishing sport for millions of hunters and fishermen. 

They neither crowded the existing wild-life population 

nor deprived any native American species of its habitat. 

N ew Mexico's controversial program for importing 

African game has far greater implications than mere

ly adding variety to the sportsman's bag. It may be the 

only means of saving a few species from total extinction

a possibility that is imminent and certain. The African 

game picture is a cloudy one. When the colonial powers 

pulled out of the country, ending long years of careful 

game management and protection of preserves, the natives 

went on a crazy killing spree that has already wiped out 

several once-common species. With freedom, and the easy 

acquisition of firearms once denied them, the tribesmen, 

never troubled with thoughts of conservation, will rapidly 

exterminate what remains of the game herds. and Africa 

as an animal kingdom will cease to be. 

In view of this, it is difficult to reconcile the reasoning 

of the purists, who fear that domestic wild life will be

come "tainted" if it comes in contact with foreign ani

mals. Conversely, most game experts believe the imports 

will make a valuable if radical change in the game re

sources of this nation, and fill an empty spot in the 

ecological picture. 

Before New Mexico released its Barbaries, a few ranch

ers in that state and in Texas had acquired small herds 

for their private use. Hawaii has also done so. These 

were timely importations. because today. the Barbary 

sheep is rarely sighted in his native North African habi-
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tat, whereas a few years ago, he existed in the millions. 

The New Mexico planners were aware long ago that 

Africa's animal population was dwindling fast ; still, they 

waited a decade to give their sheep experiment a fair 

trial and prove the pessimists wrong before they went 

after other exotic animals. In 1 960, the end of the ten

year trial period, they authorized the importation of the 

Nubian ibex, ancestor of the domestic goat. This desert 

ibex seemed well suited to the arid country of southern 

New Mexico. 

They ran into their first snafu-lack of Nubians. This 

animal, that once roamed all over North Africa, had be

come almost a myth. Crews, sent to the Red Hills of the 

Sudan where countless ibex should have been found. re

ported none at all. They tried Ethiopia, but here, too, 

the little Nubian nanny was extremely rare. No Ameri

can zoos have any one species in large enough quantities 

to permit withdrawals for breeding purposes. 

The problem was solved only by settling for a substi

tute-in this case, the Siberian ibex from the deserts of 

Mongolia. The game officials made arrangements with 

F. ]. Zeehandelaar. a wild-animal importer of New York, 

to supply these. There was no gamble involved here. 

since the Siberian variety is as adaptable to the New 

Mexico climate and terrain as the Nubian. Both are ac

customed to the weather extremes of high desert country. 

The air of southwestern New Mexico, where the ibex will 

eventually be released, has little thermal capacity, and 

chills rapidly after sundown. Hot summers and cold 

winters are the rule in both regions. 

The Siberian ibex was the only animal found in abun

dance. It inhabits much of the mountain mass of Central 

Asia. occurring in various subspecies from northeast of 

Lake Baikal southwesterly across Asia to the Persian 

Gulf and the Indian Ocean. There are several subspecies 

in Europe. 

Adult males weigh up to ISO pounds. A fleet runner 

and prodigious jumper, this little goat should provide 

hunters with excellent sport. 

Very little sport was enjoyed by crews sent to round up 

animals in Africa. Most of their time was spent in fruit

less searching and weeks of weary driving over rough, 

blazing hot plains. They had to contend with violent 

storms that halted all movement, bogging down vehicles 

and washing out roads. Once a flash flood overturned a 

truck loaded with crated animals, killing several which 

were hard to replace. 

Since negotiations to obtain these animals had been 

long and tedious, involving unbelievable amounts of 

paper work, cables, radio-telephone calls and personal 

contacts, the planners were dismayed to learn of new 

difficulties. First of these was the discovery
. 

that all 

cloven-hoofed animals had to be held in quarantine for 
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sixty days in the place of their origin before being shipped. 

This is to permit a thorough examination by veteri

narians. The ruling was set up by the U. S. Department 

of Agriculture in its efforts to prevent the spread of 

foreign-animal disease, and it is a good rule. although a 

time killer. And there was more. Upon arrival in the 

States, the newcomers must spend another thirty days in 

the holding pens near Clifton, New jersey. for a second 

and final check. 

Exasperating delays in the planners' program-but 

nothing compared to what was to come. Another regula 

tion had gone into effect just prior to the imports and. 

for a time, threatened to scuttle the whole plan. It wa s 

learned that all cloven-hoofed animals brought into the 

United States had to go to approved zoos only. and re

main the rest of their lives ! Under no circumstances 

could they be released. Blood pressures rose to the boil

ing point at this news, until the fine print in the ruling 

was read. The prohibition did not apply to the offspring 

of the zoo "lifers." They could be set free as soon as 

they were able to forage for themselves. 

E ight Siberian ibex are now living the easy life in the 

Albuquerque Zoo. and the game officials are praying 

for numerous progeny. The strict rule that makes only 

the offspring of ungulates eligible for release will delay 

the program a couple of years. but that's better than no 

animals at all, and may prove the difference between 

survival and extinction for the species involved. 

Throughout their program. the New Mexicans have 

selected animals that have reached near-extinction in 

their native land, and that are capable of easy adapta

tion in America. The greater kudu and the southern oryx 

fall into this category. 

In 1962, a crew headed by Walter Schulz, an animal 

importer of Okahanja, Southwest Africa, rounded up 

fourteen kudu on the fringes of the dreadful Kalahari 

Desert, where this animal, among others, is making its 

last stand. Once seen in vast herds all over South Africa 

from the Indian Ocean to the Atlantic, these beautiful 

animals have become alarmingly scarce. Even in the re

mote Kalahari region, native bushmen hunters, now often 

armed with guns instead of their ancient poisoned arrows 

and spears, are making heavy inroads. 

For a century, the South Africans have been destroying 

millions of kudu, apparently in the belief that the supply 

would never end. Remnants of a few herds were saved 

on preserves and in parks set up by colonial governments, 

but even in these protected areas, native poachers took a 

deadly toll. Today, there is no protection. 

The kudu grows to about the size of our elk and its 

meat makes good eating. It can live in country where 

most animals would perish. It can go for weeks without 

water, and might become fairly plentiful again in its 
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Kalahari hideout, if native hunters prac
tke moderation in their slaughter. 

Capturing a kudu, which can outrun a 
race horse for a short distance, is a task 
calling for special skills. Once lo<:ated, the 
animal is forced onto the open plain, where 
a fast ear takes over. It's like calf-roping 
from a Land Rover. A noose at the end 
of a long pole is dropped over the ne<:k of 
t lH' flel'ing kudu. The fun really begins 
ll'hen the struggling captive is  forced into 
the waiting crate. This brings out the 
dt·vil in all cn·atures. The <:rated animals 
art· then hauled hy trm:k to Okahanja, 
\\·liN<: they are held in Quarantine for the 
required tinw, and tlwn arc· put o n  hoard 
a ship. 

Only the malt' kndu has horns, and 
these are great, twisting spirals. His <:oat 
is sooty gray with vertical light stripes and 
he has a white slash a<:ross the fm:e mm:h 
like a Hindu <.:aste mark. He is a fabulous 
jumper and, though he's docile and pre
fers to run away from danger, he will de
fend himself with ferocity if  cornered. 

The South Afri<.:an oryx or gemshok was 
ehosen because it was well suited to ib 
fnturf' Americ,m home, and because' it. too, 
is rapidly disappearing. Unlike the gentle 
kudu, the gen1sbok, male or female, is a 
formidable fighter. Both st·xes possess 
sharp, saberlike horns that rise vertically 
from above the eyes, and both know how 
to wield them. It is not un<.:ommon for the 
oryx to kill a lion by impaling him on its 
horns, though this  amounts to suicide, be
<:ause the lion in his death thro"'s will dis
embowel the oryx with his raking claws. 

These short-lt'mpered creatures have a 
l l l l iCJU<' plan of attack when enemies 
t h reatt'n. A herd of femalt•s, yearlings and 
young, when faced by a leopard or wild 
dog pack, kts out a grcat bellow whieh 
hunters report sounds like a lion's roar, 
and whiuh has a paralyzing dl'ed on the 
enemy. Presenting a bristling front of 
lowered horns and sharp-hoofed front 
feet, they launeh their atla<:k, and any ani
I na) in their path is gored. 

The ory' is fairly <:ontent in captivity, 
hut due regard must ht• taken nf its poten
tial dangerousness. The male is a rapid 
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grower and at eighteen months is as big as 
his mother. Full-grown, he weighs up to 
600 pounds, and his spectacular horns 
make coveted trophies. 

Fighting for a prcearious Pxistcnce 
around the Kalahari Desert, where, like 
the kudu, he has been driven, the oryx is 
a favorite prey of the bushmen who pursue 
h im with semiwild dogs and down him 
with a poisoned arro\1· or spear. A family 
of hushmt•n will gorgp themselves on the 
L·arcass until  i t  is wholly cons1uned. 

An mid t h ing ahout both tlw oryx and 
t ht• kudu is that )'<Ill 1 1ev<'r sec a skinny 
ont•. Likt• the zebra in this rt>speet, they 
are usually fat 1 10 matter \\'hat tht• time of 
year or what condition the food supply. 
Scarcity of food and wall'r i s  common in 
the Kalahari, where it soml'times does not 
rain for two or three years. \Vhen graze 
burns out, tht.· oryx digs underground 
for a large tuber or a wild melon which 
will supply him with food and drink .  

There i s  n o  dou h t  that t h e  oryx or gems
hok will provide America11 hunters with 
thrilling sport. The veteran hunter knows 
that moose a1 1d elk \\'ill sometimes attack 
a man, and e\'l.' l l  a \\·ounded deer will do 
so on occasion. But the oryx is in n class 
by itself when it  <·onws to doing battle. 
He doesn't have to he· wounded or eor
ncred to make his  move. 

\Valter Schulz and his <H'II' captured 
fifteen gemshok by the 11oosc method, hut 
had several killed when their truck over
turned. Eight of the animals arrived i n  
N e w  York in J u n e .  1963, a n d ,  after their 
thirty-day sojourn i n  Clifton. New Jersey, 
were shipped to the Albuquerque Zoo. 
The kudu arrived three months later. 
These animals will live in the Albuquerque 
Zoo under carefully supervised conditions 
and their progeny will he placed in spe
cial holding pens until time of release. 

It appears now that about five years will 
be necessary to ac<11 lire enough young to 
begin setting thcm free. The only definite 
release site that has so far been eleared 
with both private land owners and the 
administrators of publie lands are the 
Florida 1\lountains near Deming, New 
\ k�i<:o. The game dep.utment is prepar-

t\HGOSY ;\IAGA:t.I:"E 

"l don't care if he did chew np your slippers, yon didn't 
have to shout at him Like /.hat!" 

�Jrjte .. 

ing a m ile-square holding p e n  at Hcdrock, 
on the Gila Hiver, southwest of Silver City, 
New �!exico. This is wild, sparsely settled 
country not far from the sprawling, beau
tiful Gila Wilderness area. 

Hegulations for future hunting of Afri
can game have not been announecd, hut 
it  is presumed that tlwy will be somewhat 
similar to the laws now in eA'ect for Bar
bary sheep. H u nting l icenS<·s cost residents 
>';:20, nonreside11ts � 1 00. I l 1 1 1 1 ters are 
t•ligihlt> to shoot Barhari<·s onlv if thl'ir 
names <:onH· up i n  the drawing ,",f permits. 
h·es arc returned to those who fail to 
dnl\v a p(•nn it.  · r ·l1is is a fair arrangt•ntent 
and everyone's happy. One thing is sure, 
whatl'vt•r fees are impoS<··d on hunters in 
tlw African Strip, th<')' \\'ill he insignificant 
compared to the t·ost of an African safari. 

N ew \1< -xil'o \\'ilS t i l l '  first stall' to ini
tiate a program tn import nt'\1' gamt• 

animals, hut experiment> along similar lim•s 
an· said to ht• quietly undt··r \\'a)· in some 
other Southwestern stat<c's. The Phoenix, 
Arizona, Zoo acquirt'd all tlw n·maining 
Arabian oryxes. Tht'S<' l'Onsins of the 
gemsbok arc really scarci·; fewer than ten 
ill'< '  known to exist anvwhere in the world. 
\\'hat will  he their fat;•? In a n·t·ent l<·tler, 
Bi l l  Sizer. Chief of tlw Information and 
Edueation Division, Arizona Came and 
Fish Departnwnt, had this to say: 

"I ean't speak with any ct·rtainty ahnut 
the latt•st acquisition nf the Phot•nix Zoo 
or just what tlwir plans are for the ani
mals they have aequirL'd. . . Tlw Arizona 
Came and Fish Dt•partnwnt has no plans 
to import African animals to be released 
as game . . .  

But what ahont the offspring of t·he 
Arabian oryxcs? In time, they will become 
numerous. Perhaps tlwn tht• 1\t·w � t exico 
ga1ne comrnissioners n1ay purchase them 
for release in the Strip. Or some other 
border state may do so. 

There i s  no overerowding of game along 
the border. Tlwre an· s.·veral counties in 
Wt·st Texas, cspedally in the Big Bend 
eountry, that could support a greater popu
lation of wild life. 

In Southern California. still other de
velopments are under way to in<.:n·as<· 
game. � I aurice �laehris, a wealthy mem
ber of the International Shikar-Safari Club, 
is making strenuous ..!forts to t•stablish a 
large game farm. If these plans materi
alize, the farm may hf' used to breed 
tropical African animals for n·lease 011  
California's vast �lojave and otiH'r dt•st.·rt 
stretches. This would he ideal tt'lTain for 
several warmth-loving species of the South 
Afriean littoral; it now supports little 
animal life of any t·ons.•qucnee, if we l'.\
cept a few small deer, horned toads, gila 
monsters and sidewinders. 

To he sure, the Afriean Strip is little 
more than a dream at this time, hut a few 
years henee, it may he a living reality. All 
i t  takes to make it  so is a eommon-sense 
<•xamination of t h e  faets and co-operation 
among the game people of otht•r states. 
They'll have to hurry, or there will be no 
animals left. 

New Mexico has the nucleus of the 
Strip, whether or not other states fall in 
line. It will be the place where Americans 
may go on an African safari right in their 
own back yard-perhaps the only African 
game preserve left on earth . • • • 



TH E DRY TORTUGAS 
Continued f?·om page 65 

or one of those new drinks made with 
cranberry juiee?" 

I might have sawd my breath. Not 
even a smile, or a friendly crack on the 
jaw. 

The eharts are laid end to end on the 
l iving-room floor, the ends weighted down 
with table lighters, ash trays, etc. One of 
the preeious instruments called "dividers" 
is put to work. 

"Reckon the Tortugas lie about seventy 
miles due west of Key West. Last of the 
coral islands that make up the Florida 
keys. Main key has an old abandoned 
fort on it named Fort JefFerson. It was 
originally construct<·d to

. 
protect the ship

ping in the Culf, hut was later made into 
a Federal prison. Dr. Mudd was im
prisoned tlwre for sdting the leg of Lin
coln's assassin. 

"These keys arc• now a national park, 
hut not nmny people seem to know about 
them. Maybe one reason they don't 'is 
that the only way to get there is by boat 
or seaplane, though the Goverrunent Hies 
in supplies to the Hangers by helicopter. 
There's no fresh water, food, gasoline or 
any accommodations." 

Enthusiasm in this mud-puddle world 
seems to deserve son1e sort of reward; may
he it's that once I was told you should 
never fi)!ht a seapuss when it's carrying 
you out to sea, hut just swim along with 
it. Whatever the reason, I found myself 
saying, "They sound fascinating. When 
do we leave?" 

And so it is that each year the sea 
briefly reclaims its own, us it has 

every year sin<.:e we've been married. For 
our summer vacation, we will down to the 
sea again from our farm in the Berkshire 
hills. 

I t's only later, when I'm trying to con
dense the conl!'nts of our seven-room New 
England farmhouse into a two weeks' 
survival kit, that I begin to question my 
sanity. Details have continued to filter out 
of Olde Salte despite the seeming obstruc
tions in his oral passageway. Fly from 
New York to Miami. Pick up a borrowed 
nineteen-foot motorboat. Cruise down the 
keys to Key West. Then make the three
hour hop across the Gulf to tlw Tortugas. 

Three hours! ineteen-foot motorboat? 
The beginning of the hurricane season? 
Florida in August? Only seventy-live miles 
from Cuba? 

My normal optimism gives way to dire 
foreboding. Since tht•re are only two of 
us, I ask myself, what if a sea gull drops a 
dam shell on the head of the one of us 
who isn't me? It is at about this point that 
a thought occurs to me: Although there's 
no turning back now, maybe I'd better 
learn a little bit about piloting a boat 
( just in case of emergem:y ) . And herein 
l ies my tale . Operation Boating turned out 
to be maddening, fascinating, exhausting, 
hi larious fun-and I guess, useful, even 
though tl1e sea gulls never scored a hit. 

Of course, I had picked up a few of tl1e 
basics from vacations past, like "port and 
starboard" when you mean "left and right" 
and "fore and aft" for "hack and front ." 
But that had me no more than just leav
ing kindergarten, entering first grade. 

If your car burns o i l - you need Du Pont Golden "7" engi n e  con
d itioner .  Golde n  "7" i s  the performance-proved add itive that stops 
excessive o i l  burn i ng,  q u iets noisy valves, i ncreases com pression 
a nd o i l  pressu re for better engi n e  performa nce. Add a ca n to your. 
oi l  to give your  e ngi n e  i ncreased protection-save on costly re pair 
b i l ls !  Get Du  Pont Golden "7" at service stations  or wherever auto 
S U p pl ieS are SOld ,  j U St $ 1 .25* a Can .  *Suggested retail price. 

N!:! "7" MOTOR TUNE-UP restores lost engine power, 
dissolves gummy deposits, frees sticky valves. 

M.O.A.-the exclusive Du Pont development that reduces 
engine wear. Guards against damaging sludge, saves 
costly engine repairs. <@!DID> DU PONT N!!u7" ADDITIVES 
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Actually, a s  it  worked out, starting tlw 
boat and making it move ahead and back
ward turned out to be surprisingly easy. 
Turn the key in the ignition, mow the 
throttle forward and back, then hang onto 
tlw helm, which looks and h<•haves just 
like a steering wheel. Simple, like driving 
a car. Of course, you havt• to remember 
that yon hav<· no brakes, hut reverse has 
much the sallH' effect. 

No, the real challengt• came from trying 
to perform son1e of the less mechanical 
fnndions of seafaring, like keeping the 
ship's log and talking on the radio. 

I served my apprentict>ship as we cruist>d 
leisurely down the keys, that string of is
lands that drihhks down from the south
<'rn tip of Florida out into the Gulf of 
i\ I exico, as thon.gh tlw cartographer had 
filled his pen too full when he was round
ing orr the Everglades. In the evening, w<' 
would hang np in the lt•e of one of tlw 
keys, protected from the oc:t•an winds, yet 
pleasantly cool despit<· the humid ninety 
dt•gn•t•s on tlw land. 

It  was on this leg of the journey that I 
was first permitted to pilot the Argos!/ 
( when tht• binoculars rewa led that there 
wasn't another boat within twenty miles I 
could ram ) .  I was also allowed to study 
tllf' charts to determine channel markings 
( Fl H & Fl G )  and tlw condition of the 
hay hottom-"hrd." "sft," "rky," "i\1 ," "S." 
I dis<.:oH·red there was a lot  more \1  than 
S,  which is horrid if von fall owrhoard in 
shallow wakr without vour shoes on . i\lv 
t'X(Wrience with mud h�ttoms is smnewh:;t 
limit<•tl, hut I V<'ry nmch doubt if ther<' 
arc any slimier or oozier. 

Speaking of \1 and falling overboard 
brings Ill<' ( painfully ) to my failur<' in 
keeping th<· ship's log. I found myself 
totally incapable, mentally, spiritually aml 
<'motionally. of carrying out this part of 
tht· ship's routi ne. The harsh reality of my 
disability was dear from tlw beginning. 

On our first night out, I made the minor 

miscalculation of resting my <.:enter of 
gravity too far over the port railing and 
fell overboard. Should this ever happen to 
you, inciclt·ntally, the first thing to do upon 
resurfacing, even before you expel the salt 
water from your lungs, is to gurgle to 
Olde Salte that the barracudas have 1101 
devoured your right leg, that 110, you haw 
not drowned, and that ues, you are all 
right. This sort of ineompetent perform
anee is to he avoided, howen•r, because it 
makes Olck Salte very nervous and low<'rs 
\'Our rating as n1atl· . . I had 

.
no soonn damlwred hack on 

hoard thau the lwa\'l·ns let loose with the 
h i t  show of tlw season. l\ o effort was 
spared to produce ear-splitting thunder 
rolls, eye-scorchin).! l i).!htnin).! Hashes and 
delugin).! dondhursts. I had never ex
perieneed a tropkal thunderstorm before, 
and it was all ratlH'r frightenin.g. Our l ittle 
boat bucked and houneed. dislodging 
eYerything that was dislodgahle-dishes, 
glasses ( Saltes don't use papl'l' eups ) ,  
cam)(•d goods. supplies of all sorts. The 
can,·as covl'ring- OV('r the opt•n cockpit 
proved nearly worthless. Even aftt•r the 
storm had subsided. I think i t  woultl ha\'l' 
he<·n easier to han· slept that night in the 
town dump. vVhen I awoke in the morn
ing, I discon·n·d, among other things, that 
I had used a loaf of bread for my pillow. 
All in all .  "First :\i .ght," as produced hy 
1\1. 1\ature. was a dramatic sensation. 

The foregoin).! was written up in the log 
tlw Iwxt day by Olde Sal!P as follows ( and 
I quote t•xa('tly, no 01nissions, corrections, 
uo additions ) :  

8/23. An chored under J...:ev Bis
cavne. BB:\ m..-rhoanl. Th;mder
S<l�alls . "  

vVell, I tried g:nnely for a few days to 
mimic this artful technique of umler
statement, hut my verbal gears just 
wouldn't co-operate. It was always pain
fully obvious whkh one of us had written 

AHGOSY MAG.'\ZJ�E 

·'rtl see your raise and raise you, wise guy." 

tlw log. l l is entries took two or three lines; 
mine, no matter hm\· hard I tri<'d, went 
fifteen, twenty or mon•. 

I gave up entirely when we reaehed the 
Tortugas beeause wt• would have run out 
of pages in the log. \Ve had planned on 
enough fresh water to last for four days, 
hut as each dav was mon· wondrous than 
th<' day hefort•: we managed to strdeh it 
out to six. 

Fort J<·· fferson is an imposing structure. 
fifty feet high, with l'ight-foot-thick 

walls, built of red brick in the shape of a 
hollowed-out pC'ntagou. I think you eould 
play all the Bowl galll<'S at once in the 
<:enter courtyard where the Government 
helieopters laud with supplies for the 
Hangers. Big J im and Young Jim are the 
only two permanent n•sidents on the key. 
thou).!h a small munher of construction 
workers wen· living then' last summt•r. 
They were working on repairs and reuo
vation of tlw fort to pro\'id,· some public 
motel ( or ''forte I''? ) units for \'isitors. 

The fort s<•emed haunl<'d to Ill<'.  It  had 
been built largely hy sian• labor in the 
Jllid-niuet<··t·nth ceutury. l l aYiug IH 'Vl'r S<'<'ll 
1 1 1nch actiou as a fort. it was couverted 
into a F('deral priso1 1 ,  housing an a\·enq.!t' 
of :100 iumates. Yt•llow fc·wr struck in 
1867. shortly aft,.r Dr. :'v l ndd had been in
carc<Tah·d. and for his ll<'roie work i n  
fighting t i l < '  scour.[(<', h t •  w a s  panloued 
t\vo y<'ars lall'r. 

But a jinx is a jinx. Soon tlw fort began 
to settle ami crack. Engint•t ·rs discovt•red 
that the foundation di t l  not rest on solid 
coral ,  as they had thou).!ht. So, finally, tlw 
fort had to he abandoned altogether. Still.  
the Government fool ishly persisted in its 
attempts to outwit th�· spooks of the Tortn
gas. A naYal coalin).! station was built out
side the fort walls, hut was unfortunately 
smashed hy a hurricane immediately upon 
completion. 

l la\'ing a healthy regard for the super
natural, 1 paid my hasty respects to the 
fort i n  a quick tour, tht•n happily spent the 
rest of tlw tinl<' suorkliug, beach-combing 
and ehatting with other ,·isitors who put in 
with surprising regularity at the pier in 
front of the fort. 

The variety of people attracted to the 
Tortugas cau perhaps hest he described by 
the variety of vt•sscls that came and went. 
Our nineteen-footer was the smallest craft 
I remember. From tlH're on up came fish
ing boats of all sizt·s and descriptions. 
from chartl'r boats after marlin and shark, 
to largt• commt·rdal shrimp boats. Tht•re's 
a fast-growing, hard-t·on· nudt·us of sports
men who daim that SOIIll' of thC' hest fish
ing in the world lies in the watt'rs of tlu· 
Tortugas. One of the chartl'red boats de
serves special nH·ntion : the Carihe out of 
Palm Beach. a lwautiful sixty-foot sloop 
that brought all hands to th<· pier and took 
your breath away when it came in under 
full sai l .  

Fish, smish. I caught a hahy yellow· 
tail and felt so had I threw him hack. So 
I hung up n1y fishing pole and took to the 
water with faec mask and flippers. 

At last I had found my clement. I now 
belong to the fast-growing, hanl-eore nu
cleus that claims that the greatest snorkling 
i n  the world lies owr the eoral rc�fs of the 
Tortugas. I developed a one-sided sun tan : 
my fingers and toes heeame wrinkled and 



water-logged: my hair was continually 
matted and wet and interwoven with sea
weed; but when the day finally came that 
the last drop of fresh water was gone, I 
could hardly hear to leave. 

If I had been keeping the log, I would 
have spent all my time decorating the 
borders of the pages with sketches of 
coral "'forest,'" sea urchins, sponges, turtles, 
conches and all the other marvels of a 
tropical eoral reef-and, most especially, 
the fabulous fish. ;\ owhere else could a 
woman possibly find such a eolorful and 
l'xtravagant fashion show. The little crea
tures set•m to he in a mad eompetition to 
outdo on!' another in hues, patterns, tex
tun�s and brilliance. Maybe there's a 
Tt>n Best-Dressed Fish of the Year citation. 
If there is, there were some that I thought 
most des!'rving-suhtlt• blends of blues 
and greens. shinml('ring under translucent 
scales. 

Otl1crs were absurd. They would have 
looked more appropriate in a hurleS<lUe. 
The sli1n lines of a hlaek bodice would 
suddenly he broken hy an irridescent 
ehartreuse Hounee studded with scarlet se
quins. Carish and vulgar. But regardless 
of taste, the variety was such that I'm sure 
even a Dior or a Balenciaga would find 
inspiration snorkling in the Tortugas. 

So log-keeping proved impossible, but 
the only other real challenge was met and 
won-comnmnieating on the ship's radio. 
Here again, this might not seem difficult 
on the face of it, hut it  adually takes a bit 
of thought and adjustment because of the 
peculiar ways of Olde Saltcs. 

If you just forget all your ingrained 
telephom• habits and remember the follow
ing three rules, you should never have any 
diffieulty. 

l. Only boats call eaeh other up, never 
people. 

2. All .. boat
.� are stone-deaf, s�. they

,
have 

to read one another, not hear. 
.'3. The volume and clarity of n·ception 

arc rated numerically, not verbally. 
Example:  "5" ( Loud ) -"'5" ( Clear ) 
is the top rating. "5- 1" means it is  
loud hut fuzzy, and so on. 

So a typical convl'l"sation goes something 
like this:  

''Calling Caribe, calling Caribe. how do 
you read me?" ( Hello, Cap'n Bill,  can 
you hear me? ) 
"Argosu to Carihe, Head you 5 - 5." 
( Yes, Cap'n Dick, l ean hear you per
feetly. ) 

Cct it? It takes a little practiec, but 
once mastt'red. goes a long way toward 
t•stahlishing your authenticity in the sea
goin� world. 

BY tlw l'nd of tht' trip, I was glowing 
with my new-found knowledge and 

Sl'riously considering taking a correspond
•·nce course in log writing to correet my 
om· slight defect. • 

Then one night, safely home in our New 
England living room, Olde Salte easually  
remarked. ''Think I ' l l  take my vaeation in  
the wintl'l" next year." 

The beginning of the blizzard season? 
Alaska in ]an rwru? Seventy-five miles 
from Russia? 

1 can't wait. • • • 

•In :uw ''''l'llt .  I was pla.nntruc: htillltlh· Into th� ruture to tlw 
!Ia}' Whl'll WI' I'HU!d 1 1'111r11 lit tho• Hr'' 'furhUClhi. 

m•kB thB most of your shooting skill Bnd your rifiB '1 •ccur•cy • • •  
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TRICKS OF T H E  TRADE 

less than 1 00 yards down the slope. 
"Wiw.-.· might a deer be?" I asked, 

n·alizing that he would take no foolinr; 
around from me. 

"E vcrywhen·. That's ahout the hest 
answt•r. l ie's where y.ou find him." Then 
he continued, "If you see a huck, be sure 
lw's sidPways before you shoot. Aim just 
back of the shoultkr and sort of low clown. 
vVe don't want ruined shoulder meat. 
�lake that first shot count, and don't gut
shoot him. vVf!' want him here, not miles 
away. Hen1emlwr: The lmck never should 
see uou!" 

Feel ing a little silly, I tried to follow 
his instructions. I examined everything i n  
sight, but leafless branches looked like 
antlers and deer-color patclws seemed to 
he everywhere. Finally, perhaps a half 
hour latPr, I arrived at the indicated clump 
of scrubs. Bug-eyed, I was scanning the 
vicinity when my mentor appeared. 

''See anything?" 
"Nope," I answered. "But I heard some

rhing that might have been a deer." 
"A couple of doe and a fat little spike 

sneaked out behind you. But I doubt if 
you heard them. They were practically 
crawling." 

That seemPd im:redible to me. But 
fortunately, I kept my mouth shut. 

Since then, 1 haw seen this sort of 
thing happen quite a number of times. 
I recall an instance when several of us were 
hunting in New Brunswick. Late one after
noon, almost evening, three guys, who had 
been on stand, were half-heartedly still
hunting their way back to camp. I was 
pussyfooting along forty yards or so behind 
them. Suddenly, I was conscious of slight 
movement. There, stack-still, stood a nice 
huck, his big-antlered head swinging 
slowly as lw watched the file of hunters 

Con t inued [1·om page 43 

moving away, the last one no more than 
thirtv feet ahead of him. 

F;>r an "I clone it" kind of yarn, my 
rifle should have whizzed to  my shoulder 
to whaek him down cold-stone dead. 
That's not what happened. Fascinated, I 
stan•d stupidly at the scene. The buck 
evidently winded me. My rifle was sti l l  
sling-hanging from my shoulder as h e  
jumped almost sideways a n d  was gom•. 

My Texas friend's remark to the effect 
that the animal never should see the 
hunter is a pertinent one. And making the 
first shot count is even more important. 
Animals have amazing physical strength 
and vitality when the strong reflexes of 
fear or rage nrc aroused. Let's look at a 
couple of incidents. 

I n  East Afriea, we were hunting lion . 
Leaving our Land Rover about a mile 
from wherP our bait was located, we care
fully made our approach, keeping hushes 
and trees between us and tl1e bait site. 
vVe nawled the last couple hunched yards 
through fairly tall grass, moving carefully 
and slowly to the edge of a small bluff 
that went downward and leveled towarcl 
a dense jungle. Peeking through the grass, 
I could make out our bait a hundred yards 
or so away. 

Glen Cottar, my white hunter, whispered, 
"That looks like a good lion to me." 

Then I saw the big lump. The lion, well 
gorged, was taking a snooze. After easing 
up my .375 magnum, the scope showed 
a black-maned beast that looked huge to 
me. He stood up and stretched, fat:ing to 
my right. Placing the crosshair just back 
of the shoulder, I S<Jueezed oH' the shot, 
;, Ia rifle-range technique. The beast 
eollapsed, bit through his right foreleg, 
and didn't move. vVe stayed put for a 
while, me with my scope on him. Then 

.--------H U NT I N G  A N D  F I S H I N G--------, 
WINNER OF $100 WORTH OF GUDEBROD FISHING TACKlE FOR JUNE CARTOON 

Art Lewis, 20 Quarry Lane, I rvington-on -Hudson, New York 
/lA. 

"No. thanks . . .  the last time I got pickereled. I was 
arrested by a bluegill for floundering." 

we moved in cautiouslv. \VIwn within 
about thirty feet, Clcn t�ssed a couple of 
rocks at the tawny-gray mound of lion. 
Not a muscle quivf!'n•d. That was the way 
it should be! 

It took five of us to stuff that huge 
lion into the rctric\Td Land HoH'r. 

Incidentally, if the animal docs not S<'<' 
the huntn. the sound of the rifle itself 

may not alarm him. He may not associate 
it with his wound. If he docs, he may ht· 
confused and not know whPre to run, 
giving the huntl'r an opportunity to eas<· 
off the finishing shot. l\'en-r should tlw 
hunter rush up on any clowned animal. 
Many a "dead" one has jumped up when 
approaehed, to do incredible damage. 

I haw heard the uninformed loudly stat!' 
that it is not "sporting" to use heavy
caliber rifles or a scope sight when hunting 
-that the use of such equipment is taking 
unfair advanta,!.!;e! 

\Vhat is the answer to such nonsense? 
Is it sporting for sueh a character to go 
afield undergunned, and with open iron 
sights ( whieh eertainly are not as efficient 
as the scope ) to perhaps severely wound 
a game animal and have it escape to dit· 
a lingering, painful death? 

The basic objective in hunting is to take 
the game as quickly and cleanly as possihk. 
Here is an example of the way not to do it. 

On the safari mentioned above, we were 
looking for a hi.�-tusked elephant. Whik 
glassing a plains from a hilltop, we spotted 
an African bufFalo. Cottar told me it was 
an unusual Congo typt-•, horns \'ery \Vidt' 
at the boss, spreading out almost straight, 
with hut a H'ry slight eurn· at the tip. 
My idea was to make a try for him. 

vVe were a long distanee from our Land 
Rover and, whik I had two rifles, a .375 
and .458 magnu1 1 1 ,  my poeketed <llnmunition 
consisted of nothin� but "solids" for 
elephant. Cottar did;, ·t  realize that I had 
no soft-points and I didn't gin· it a thought. 
( That was mistah· numbt•r one; I should 
have had expa:1cl-type ammo. ) 

The Afriean bufLtlo is a huge, powerful 
and fierce brute. He is eonsidercd hy many 
to he the most dangerous of the Afriean 
Big Five, which eonsists of tlw lion, leop
ard, rhino, elephant and buffalo. �!any 
times, he has been known to stalk human 
beings. As a 1natter of fact, Wt' found a 
native ( one of a pair of poadwrs ) who 
had been followed and killed by a hun·alo. 
This big, blaek creature is not one to 
monkey around with! 

Keeping cover bt•t\Vl'L'Il us and the 
buffalo, we eYentuall�· took to the tall 
grass, whieh finally petered out into 
stubble no more than a foot high . Now 
we were within 150 yards of tl1c buffalo. 
I figured the best thing to do was to risl' 
from the grass and do a knock-down joh 
with the seope-sightecl .375. My gun hoy, 
Pissy, was just behind me, ready to hand 
over the .458. Cottar was at one side with 
his big double-barrel, .500 l\ itro Express 
rifle. ( At the beginning of the six-week 
safari, I had told him not to use the cannon 
on anything unless I was really in had 
trouble, practically down. Glen didn't firt• 
a shot during the melt-e. ) 

The safeties of m�· rifles were in cl i fl't·rt'nt 



h e l p s  "edu cate" you r  h a i r. 

g rooms natu rally. 

p revents d ry ing 

brisk.  braci n g -the o r i g i n al 

sp ice-fresh lotion 1 .25 

e n d s  d rag, pu l l ,  

speeds up 

e lectr ic  s having 

1 .00 

� 

@,&&,ICe-with that crisp, clean masculine aroma I I s H u  L TO N 

locations. I had been carrying the .458 
because we were looking for elephant. 
( My second mistake was in letting the 
buf see me, and the third was in not 
checking the safety before leaving the 
grass. )  I bounced up and thumbed at the 
safety. It wasn't there. Before I finally 
pushed it off, the buf jumped and was 
running-evidently with tl1e adrenalin 
furiously pumping into his bloodstream. 
Swinging the .375 and squeezing off the 
shot, I thought I had missed. Actually, 
the solid bullet hit behind tl1e left shoulder. 
Cottar saw the dust fly, and angled through 
tl1e right off-shoulder. That buf didn't 
miss a step. I emptied the rifle into him. 
As I quickly reloaded the .375 and ex
changed it for the .458, he ran into a 
small clump of umbrella trees, then ran 
out like a locomotive, straight for · me. 

There came hoofed death. Oddly 
enough, at that instant, I recalled the 
advice of my Texas mentor: "Never shoot 
at a running deer!" Also, I remembered 
hearing tl1at wounds inflicted by buffalo 
will heal much more easily than those 
made by lion and leopard. That was small 
consolation, however, and I was sure, in 
this instance, my Texas buddy would for
give my shooting a running beast, tl10ugh 
it would have been unnecessary if I'd done 
what I was supposed to from the begin
ning. 

A shot from the .458 turned the pain
maddened animal and I emptied the rifle 
into his chest. The shooting routine 
seemed endless. 

At last, the animal was down, but 
hooking plowlike furrows in the ground 

with his horns. A neck shot finished tl1e 
sorry job. 

That bull looked like a sieve. As near 
as we could tell, every one of tl1e solid 
bullets had gone completely tluough him. 
How an animal can take so much punish
ment and keep going is a mystery. How
ever, I have little doubt that the buffalo 
would have gone down with the first shot 
had I been using the proper ammo and 
had he not seen me! His horns were 
unusual-wide and stubby-measuring a 
yard between tips and about a foot across 
the boss. 

For an anticlimax, let's get back to Texas, 
on the lesson-learning outing of many 
years ago. Under indirect supervision, I 
still-hunted for three days. I didn't get 
lost and saw several deer, one a buck. 
He was running and I restrained myself 
from shooting. 

My companion had taken a nice four
pointer ( eight by Eastern count ) the 
morning of the second day. By the end 
of the third day, I was feeling mighty 
sorry for myself. 

The next morning, my friend told me 
that he was going to tag along. And he 
did, but I hardly knew he was behind me. 

About an hour after sunrise, I was 
scanning the area ahead and became aware 
of slight movement slightly to my left. 
There, almost in1perceptible, stood a fine 
buck nibbling the sparse, dry grass, at a 
distance of what I judged to be about 
sixty yards. I started to raise my rifle. 
Then came a whisper ( I  thought that I 
was alone ) ,  "Put your rifle through here." 
He indicated a crooked limb of the cover 

we were behind. "Always take the best 
·rest you can find under the condit-ions. 
Never shoot offhand unless there's just no 
rest handy!" 

With the shot, I heard tl1e bullet plunk, 
and knew instantly tl1at it was a hit. But 
the deer sprang and disappeared into the 
morning haze. I started for the spot. 
"Don't be hasty!" I stopped. After a while, 
we cautiously walked to the place where 
the deer had been standing. Blood spat
tered the ground. 

I was heartsick, figuring the buck had 
gotten away. 

"We'll rest awhile," I was told. 
After probably fifteen minutes, which 

seemed more like hours, we followed the 
blood sign. Within thirty-five or forty 
yards, there was the buck, cold-stone dead. 
It was a big moment! The .38-caliber bul
let had hit the top of tl1e heart and gone 
tluough the other side. 

Sometimes metl10ds otl1er tl1an still-hunt-
ing will work well. We learned that in 
deer country, where fishermen amble along 
a stream during trout season vocalizing in 
no uncertain terms, a casual or careless ap
proach will pay off. I know that on several 
occasions in Africa, an open, aimless course 
toward a herd of antelope would not 
spook them. They would stare curiously 
while we moseyed to within rifle range. 
On the other hand, tl1ey would really leave 
tl1e country if we were seen skulking 
through inadequate cover of any kind. 

Nevertheless, careful still-hunting is the 
best way to find game. And as my early
day, Texan hunter-friend cautioned, "Don't 
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In Washington, he's all business, but down 
on the ranch, LBJ is relaxed and casual. 

President. "I didn't ask him about that. 
I was checking on our speed; we've got 
tail winds, and he'll have us on the ranch 
in time to see the deer before dark." 

And thus, as it usually does when the 
big plane crosses the Texas line, the "other 
side" of Lyndon Johnson appeared. He 
is known for his business efficiency, high 
tension, and unending work, but not so 
many people know him as a naturalist, 
outdoorsman, and soil-loving rancher. 

There is nothing corny or contrived 
about this side of the man. He has always 
been that way, long before there was any 
occasion for political expediency. 

Oddly enough, this soft side of a hard 
man has largely escaped public recogni
tion. Unlike other Presidents who have 
posed with trout, waded streams and even 
written books about fishing, Mr. Johnson 
has never encouraged this approach to his 
political image. 

Yet the gangling, six-foot-four Texan is 
the first real "outdoorsman" President since 
Teddy Roosevelt, the first since T.R. who 
can sit a horse, rope a calf and handle a 
gun with the casual ease of a man who 
has lived much of his life out of doors. 

The man who probably knows this side 
of the President best is his lifelong neigh
bor and hunting partner, Judge A. W. 
Moursund of Johnson City. 

"He's a damned fine shot, of course," 
says Moursund, defying anyone to doubt 
that a man raised on the Pedernales River 
could shoot a gun. 
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hunting-! reckon because doves in a 
86 strong wind are about the toughest kind 

of shooting there is. He likPs things he 
ean't quite whip. 

"I remember one day we were hunting 
with some fellows from New York or 
some place, some of his guests on the 
ranch. He'd wait for them to shoot, and 
then he'd take the long shots. He didn't 
miss any, and those people just couldn't 
get over it. He gets a kick out of beating 
you shooting if he can, and you have to 
hump to beat him with a shotgun or a 
rifle. When he learned to shoot, shells 
were too expensive to waste. He's real 
deliberate with a gun. 

"He doesn't care so much about hunting 
deer anymore-not nearly so much as he 
enjoys playing guide for other people, 
showing them the game. 

"I don't know who it was that started 
the story that went all over the country 
on the wire services last Christmas, a bout 
Mr. Johnson killing a five-point buck. I 
don't reckon Lyndon Johnson ever killed a 
five-point buck in his life-at least, since 
I've known him. Any time he puts his tags 
on a buck, it'll be a good one. We sort of 
have a little friendly competition, always 
have, about who gets the biggest rack of 
horns every year-doesn't matter if we do 
the shooting or one of our guests, just see
ing who can find the best buck. I wish 
he would show up sometime with a five
pointer" -Moursund grinned-"!' d never 
let him live it down. I've never seen him 
shoot at a deer with less than eight points." 

In researching this story, several close 
friends who have hunted with Mr. John
son were interviewed. All of them told 
almost the same story: 

"He's the hardest hunter you ever saw; 
he hunts like he works," said Jesse Kellum 
of Austin. "He's restless, always on the 
alert, always wondering what's around the 
next bend. If he sets out to find a good 
buck, he'll stay till dark, looking." 

Will Odem, chairman of the Texas Parks 
and Wildlife Commission, made this re
mark: "I wish we had more public officials 
who know and care as much about tl1e 
future of hunting, fishing and wildlife as 
he does." 

This "outdoor" side of tl1e President ex
presses itself in many ways beyond hunt
ing. Actually, it would be fairer to call 
him a naturalist more than a hunter or 
fisherman; he has an insatiable curiosity 
about nature in general. 

"He can tell you the name of every 
tree, every bush, every blade of grass in 
the Hill Country of Texas," claims Charles 
Boatner, fonner Johnson aide, now a De
partment of Interior executive. ''I've seen 
him stop the jeep, nearly throwing every
body out, and back up to look at some 
plant coming up. If it's a mesquite, he'll 
get out right then and mark it to be dug 
up. He hates mesquite ( as do most Texas 
ranchers ) and he likes live oaks." 

The mesquite is a pest, a robber, which 
furnishes little or no food for deer or 

other animals; the live oak is the source of 
acorns and browse, tl1e principal food of 
Hill Country deer. 

"Another thing President Johnson re
spects," says Boatner, "is water. He 
knows its value because he grew up in a 
country where there wasn't nearly enough 
of it. I think that's one reason he's so 
interested now in legislation involving 

water-conservation projects, and one of tlw 
reasons lw worked so hard on some of the 
early Federal dam projects. He can tell 
you more about the values of conservation. 
particularly water, than a lot of profes
sionals in that field. 

"One of his favorite pastimes is to drive 
his own boat slowly along at dusk or at 
night; and watch the stars come out over 
Cranite Shoals Lake, near his ranch. 

"He can name the stars for you. can 
navigate hy them, and om• night last 
spring, he stopped the boat and we sat 
there for maybe half an hour, just listening 
and looking. Aftl•r a while, 1\fr. Johnson 
nudged me. 'I've been all over the world,' 
he said, 'hut you just can't heat this Hill 
Country for stars. Look at · .. m!' " 

W ith his interest in nature, and par
ticularly in water, it would seem that 

President Johnson would have exploited 
his image as a fisherman. Yet there are 
practically no pictures in existen<:e of 
Lyndon Johnson llshing-despire the fad 
that on his ranch he has two well stocked 
lakes full of bass and bream, and ont' of 
the President's favorite summer diversions. 
when he had the time for it, was helping 
his girls land those fish. 

When the fish won't take artificial lures. 
he has been known to spend hours catch
ing grasshoppers for the girls, a trick 
learned in the years of his youtl1ful fishing 
experiences along the dear Pederna!l•s 
River, where fish were especially finicky. 

Unlike Eisenhower, a devout trout fish
erman who leans puristically toward tlw 
dry fly, Mr. Johnson isn't too particular 
about the bait he uses; he uses what wori<s 
best, which is usually ( in his area ) a 
grasshopper. 

One reason the President probably has 
never, in his long political career, ex
ploited his fishing prowess to the press, is 
because he's basically honest. And lw 
knows, as do his friends, that he isn't 
what you'd ever call a really "serious'' 
fisherman. 

"He knows he lacks the patience, and 
he admits it," one aide says. "But where 
his youngsters art• <:oncernecl, he has limit
less patience, and gets a great kick out 
of seeing them catch fish." 

As a pet owner, Johnson is probably 
best known for his habit of lifting his 
beagles by the ears. This is an odd quirk 
of fate, because it was Little Beagle, the 
father of the pup who got "ear-lifted," to 
which the Presidet!t himself gave a great 
deal of the credit for his recovery from 
his heart attack of 1955. The President.  
as a matter of fact, loves those little dogs. 

In Booth Mooney's biography "Tiw 
Lyndon Johnson Story," there are several 
pages devoted to Little Beagle. At that 
time, Lyndon Johnson was tl1e Senator 
from Texas, a man whose ambitious goals 
had been suddenly floored by illness. 

Mooney wrote this account of tl1e Presi
dent's own story of one particularly de
pressed day during his convalesl:ence. 
when the little dog seemed to be trying 
to show his confidenc-e in his master: 

" 'He ( Little Beagle ) came over and put 
his head in my lap,' " Mooney quoted Mr. 
Johnson. " 'All right, Little Beagle,' I said, 
'if you believe in mL' that much, we'll go 
on from here and take it as it c"Omes.' 

" '1 don't know why that should have 



caused me to feel better,' said Mr. John
son, 'but it did.' " 

Would the President then "mistreat" 
one of his dogs? Sure, say his friends, 
exactly as he'd affectionately slap a good 
horse on the flank or tousle the hair of a 
favorite child. Ranchers, who live around 
animals, often have different attitudes 
toward them than city dwellers. They 
understand them. 

When a poor Pakistani camel driver 
named Bashir Ahmed was invited to Mr. 
Johnson's ranch, the news media made a 
great stir about it. But reporters m issed 
one of the most significant stories of the 
visit-significant, at least, to Ahmed. 

The camel driver was being shown the 
ranch on horseback, and in one field, 
where Mr. Johnson was pointing out a new 
irrigation system, the Pakistani dismounted 
and knelt to fed and smell the Texas soil. 
As he scooped up the fertile loam, an 
earthworm was exposed, writhing in the 
hot noon sun. 

Casually and unobtrusively, with the toe 
of his hoot, Mr. Johnson covered the worm 
with soil. The camel driver looked up 
apprehensively to see if he had done 
something wrong. 

"No need to let him get a heat stroke," 
the President said, grinning, "and besides, 
lw works for me. That earthworm is one · 
of the best friends I've got; he keeps the 
soil porous and allows the water to soak I 
through." 

The camel drivf:'r was bewildered and, . 
through an interpreter, remarked that he 1 
was surprised that a high Government of
fidal would know so 1nuch about fanning 
instead of mansions and Cadillacs. 

Mr. Johnson smiled and pointed to 
Ahmed's horse. ''This is the Cadillac 

[ understand best, and l 'vc noticed you 
don't seem too happy with yours." Then 
he said, "Somebody unsaddle that horse. I 
helieve this camel rider would be more at 
Pase bareback." 

Ahmed hreathed a sigh of relief and 
rode the rest of the day in comfort. 

Mr. Johnson's knowledge of outdoor 
things goes deeper than hunting or fishing; 
it is more that of a rancher or farmer, of 
a man who has lived upon the land and 
who understands it. 

And his practical knowledge offers a 
great deal of hope for conservationists 
throughout tlw llnited States, presently 
battling for the future of forests, primitive 
areas and mor<' public lands and water
ways. It oA'ers new hope, likewise, for 
game conservationists who realize that 
game ( and fish ) constitute a crop which 
must be managed, not jmt protected. 

Like most ranchers, Mr. Jolmson accepts 
the fact that game must he harvested for 
its own good. He has carefully managed 
the healthy herds of deer on his own 
ranch. If they need pruning, during a 
dry year when overpopulation threatens 
their range, he sees that there is more 
hunting done. Like all farmers and 
ranchers, he takes the knocks of nature as 
matters of fact. 

Once, when a group of prominent 
friends were visiting at the ranch, quar
tered in the guest house near the banks 
of the Pedernales, an overnight rainstorm 
sent a flash flood coursing between the I guest house and the ranch house. 
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\Vhil<· S<'curit\' olfic<'rs. ranch hands and 
guests stood al;out fretting at the rising 
flood wat('rs, 1\'lr. Johnson disappeared to 
the tractor sh('d, cranked a tractor, mupled 
it to a trailer and simply drove through 
the rising water to pick up tlw guests, 
while other males at tlw ranch house 
watdwd with red fact'S. 

Afterwards, the security personnel and 
the cowboys got a taste of what is known 
as tht• Johnson ll<'edk·-the same kind of 
good-na

.
ture�l Texas "hurrah" he gives one 

of the girls when sh(' misses a bass strike, 
or to his friend Judge Moursund when he 
misst·s a shot. 

This friendly hantt•ring is an accepted 
thing among his friends, hut once, last 
y<'ar, it took a hizarr<' turn. 

1\lr.  Johnson, then vice-president, was 
riding in a jeep on the ranch with an FBI 
security man from Georgia. A rattlesnake 
slithered across tht• road. 1\fr.  Johnson 
stopped the jeep and th<' F B I  man began 
firing his r('volver at the snake. 

With every miss, Mr. Johnson needled 
louder. "Sure can tell a Georgia boy 
from a Texan," he taunted the security 
man. " I'd sure enough hate to have you 
trying to protect me." 

That FBI agent was Rufus Youngblood, 
the man who threw his body over Mr. 
Johnson when an assassin's bullets hit the . 
l'rt·sidential moturcad(' that black day in 
Dallas, Texas. 

Sinct· that day, therl' has been little 
time for the President to ride his ranch, to 
set' his cattle, or tlw irrigation system of 
which he is so proud, or the crop of wild
flowers blooming on the rocky hillsides 
wlwr(' he once rode a donkey to school. 
But nobody knows better than Lyndon 
Johnson how important such things are to 
him, and to all Amerimns. He learned 
that, forcefully, with his 1955 ilhwss . And 
Lyndon Baim·s Johnson still  li\·es by it .  

!\ow, on the rare occasions when he is 
able to spend time at the ram:h, his first 
activity usually is to take a ride through 
his pastures, looking at the cattle and 
deer, talking over matters of weather and 
soil with Judge Moursund or other dose 
friends-matters which give a few moments 
of rest to a mind crammed with the world's 
most pressing problems. 

His favorite horse is a smooth-gaited 
Tennessee Walker named Lady B, and 
when he rides, he sits easily erect, with the 

grace and bearing of a man born to the 
saddle. 

This, as a matter of fact, he was. Tlw 
nearest school to his family home on the 
Pedernales was miles away. Young Lyn
don Johnson's first conveyance was a 
donkey. 

Soon there appeared a consistent series 
of tardy marks on the young man's report 
cards. The donkey, he explained, was just 
too slow; he couldn't make it  to school on 
time. ( The fact was that he never se!'med 
to have trouble getting back home to the 
ranch in plenty of time to go fishing or 
roaming the ranch. ) 

The Johnson powers of persuasion, 
which were well marked even at that 
tender age, finally elevated him from 
donkey to pony. And he has been partial 
to horses ever since . 

The ranch country of th" Texas Hill 
Country, where he rides, is beautiful 
rolling terrain, rocky and rough, sprinkled 
with evergreen cedars on the steep ridges 
and dotted with low, acorn-bearing li,·c 
oaks on the rolling hills. 

Deer and wild turkey thrive i n  the pro
tection of the steep draws and rugged 
hills, where nature provides the abundance 
of food and minerals to sustain remark
ably high game populations. ( Texas has 
the highest deer and wild-turkey popula
tion of any other state in the Union. ) 

HON EST ABE CLU B Continued from page 12 

.. As a stro11g hclie\·t·r in the Connnaml
n l< ' l lt, 'Thou 

.
shalt not lie,' I feel I can 

safely send this tale of an experil•ncc I had 
a f,.w years hack. I 've always felt folks 
would think I was pulling their leg but, 
aft<'r readi1 1g sonw of the true stories sent 
in hy ! Iones! Ahe n tenthers, I 'm surt• they 
helie\' e in tlw santl' Conllnandtn<·nt and 
will know that every won! is true. 

'Titis littll' incid.-nt took plat'(' in the 
n totnttains of Alaska wlwrl' 1 had a little 
shack, whil'h I used whl'n running a trap 
l i tu • .  The wcatlwr had turn('d nice and 
s Ui n l \·,  so I d('cided to wash soml' doth('s. 
I ha; l just hun)! up a pair of jeans and 
start<·d for th<' housl' to gl't a smoke, when 
I rounded the corner ami found a big 
l i iOUlltain lion standing between n t(· and 
tlH' door. Of course, l hadn't ('Xpected 
anything like this, so naturally my gun 
was inside . 

.. \Vdl, sir, that old monster was giving 
me the <'Yl'. switching his tail and gi,·ing 
l l tl '  a hig, toothy snarl. I started looking 
for sotul'thing with which to dd,·nd tuysl'lf. 
Th(' dosest thing I could find was the 
lntekd of wat('r I'd washed the dothes in.  
About the t i t t le I thought he was rt·ady to 
jutnp lltt', I grahhPd tlte bucket and threw 
tltat soapy water into his fal'< ' .  l ie stood 
tlu·n· like a statue for about fh·e minutes. 

Then I got a l ittle courage and cautiously 
went over to h i m .  1 put my boot wher<' 
I though t  it would do the most good and 
he just fell over, cit-ad as could he. 

"!\ow, that sure puzzled me until I saw 
my jeans on the line. They looked like 
doll pants. I picked up th(' box of soap 
I'd usell and read the label which ex
plain('d that i t  was 'shrinking soap.' \Vhen 
that soapy water ! t i t  the lion. it shrunk 
the skin around his neck and dwk<·d him. 

(Signee/) .fAl\II::s H . \\'nxox" 
I t's sure a good thing you didn't wash 

your own neck that l l iOrning, J itn.  or you 
wouldn 't be here t.o tell the tale. 

The end of another perfL·ct day is upon 
us-hunting, fishing and swapping tales . 

\Vhat more could any man ask! Come 
prepared for another enjoyable bout next 
n1onth-san1e tirne, sarne catnpfin• . 

Keep sending us your 100-pcr-ccnt 
truthful stories and we'll keep sending you 
our lOO-per-cent  truthful five-dollar check 
for each om· pu hlished, to,gt'ther with, of 
course, the most sought-after trophy of 
the world of sports-the Stun·cd Bull's 
Head with the \Vinking Ey('. 

B e  sure to wear your Honest Abc Tie 

In the late afternoons, particularly in the 
early fall when th(' l'otmtry is dry. !lights 
of mourning doves sweep down the can
yons, wings whistling in descent. to wat<-r 
at gin-clear l imestone pools along the 
Pedernales and its various feeder springs 
and creeks. 

Perhaps these are some of the vtsoons 
the President of the U nit('d Statt-s S('es 
when he takes off his glasses, ruhs hi, 
eyes and stares sightlessly for a fl'W mo
ments out of th(' windows of the \\1hih· 
House. 

As his personal fri<'nd and aid(' of mmty 
years, Bill  Moyer, put it not long ago : "Thl ' 
ranch is his refuge. Just to talk about i t  
seems to relax him ; he mav start n·ntl' l l l 
hering something that hapJ;<·n<·d wh<'n h. 
was a boy, and laugh about it.  And tl"'" 
he puts on the glasses agai 1 1 ,  and yon 
know i t's back to work, and t 1< r  tellint: 
when he'll stop.'' 

The otht'r day, at his ollie(' in th<· IJ<·
partmcnt of the l n t('rior, Charlie Boatm·r 
leaned hack in his l'hair and look<'d out 
across the grav-walkd architecture of tlw 
nation's capit;t l ,  Oltt' building aft('r an
other, into infinity. 

"Sometimes I get to f<·t·ling all fenced 
in," he said in a poorly <:OI Il'l'aled Tl'\as 
drawl. "And I guess 1\ l r. J ohnson l l l < tst 
feel it ten titnes mon·, th(' way his lift· 
has chang('d. But th('n I rt' l l l<'t nl)('r wltat 
h" told me one night last sunnt u•r on 
Cranite Shoals Lake. 

" 'Whenever I start thinking the prob
lems are insunnountablt·,' he said. 'and 
the pressure intokra hie, all I han· to do 
is look up at those stars-which were tlwn · 
so long hl'for(' ntl' and which will l w  
there s o  long after I 'n t  gonl'-and thi11gs 
just sort of go right hack into persp('d i\·c 
again.' 

.. 

That's Lvndon Baines J ohnson. out· 
doorsman a ;1d 'portsma n. • • • 

when·,·t·r sportsnwn gatl u·r-to lll' recog-. 
nized as a l l l i l l t  a i iH l l l,\.! l l tt' l l .  \Vl' <:arr� 
four popular colors to snit all n toods and 
pPrsonaliti<'s. S<·e th" ad on page m; and 
use tlw l'oupon in ordl'ring thl' right tic 
for you . 

3. Cumin� A t t rat•lions 
w,:n. V<·ry proud at Allt:OSY of tilt' 1 1 1 1 1 1 1 -

ht•r o f  nov<·ls W<' huv for t l w  hook-honn' 
section. which are ,"·n·ntualh· tnadc i1 1to 
motion pictures. "Von Hyan ·s

· 
Express.'' in 

this issue, for instanc<'. is being made into 
a movit• with Frank Sinatra. 

Up and coming for onl' of our futur.
issues is anoth<'r ('Xdting adv<·nture mn·<·l 
which has aln•ady bt•t>n purehas('d for an 
English motion picture. This is a fantasti .. 
adventure storv sl't on the South African 
Coast. dealing with the mining of dia
monds in the sea. Cl'ofhl'y Jenkins, who 
\vrOtt• "A Crut• of lee," wh ich Aut:<JS' 
printed in Deeetuht'r. 1 962, is the author 
of the hook. whidt is titl<'d "The Riv('r of 
Diamonds." 

An earlier non·l of Jenkins'. "A Twist of 
Sanc1," is now bein� mad(' for l1n itcd 
Artists. 

\Vl' know )'Oil won"t want to t n iss thi, 
great a<,, entur<' uon·l-t·onJing :-;oon . • 



THE BATTLE 
FOR McCRACKEN M ESA 

Continued j?·om page 37 
year-old woman, living out her days along 
an unnamed wash with three sheep for 
eompany and sustenance, was run out of 
her hogan and the place bulldozed for 
"improvements ." Riders threw tomato cans 
full of gasoline into the hogan fires around 
which the families slept. So many homes 
were destroyed in this manner that one 
eminent local citizen earned the mime 
"hurner of hogans" in the unpronounceable, 
glottal-stopped, liC]uid , avaho tongue. 

Hosteen Sakeezie and the others gath
<'red their families and sheep and moved 
to other canyons, made other camps. 
When pressed hard, they sometimes forded 
the San Juan to the reservation or retired 
deeper into the rough plateau country and 
holed up there until the stockmen and 
their herds had moved on. 

Exasperated, the Bureau in its majesty 
sued through the Federal District Court in 
1 950 to have the "trespassing" Indians re
moved. The Bureau of Indian Affairs, 
eharged with the protection of Navaho 
rights, made futile noises. But Federal 
Justice William S. Ritter, before whom 
the case was heard, is a stocky, quick
spoken student of Indian affail·s with much 
tinw on the desert himself. Instead of 
rendering the agreeable decision the Bu
reau of Land Management expected, he 
held his own court of investigation on a 
wooden keg upended near the San Juan. 
The Navaho, many of whom like Hosteen 
Sakeezie understand no language but their 
own, came to be heard. When he left, 
Justice Ritter was more than merely im
pressed; he decided that justice was not 
nearly as simple as the law. 

"Where will they go?" he asked for the 
record. "If I throw them out of their 
hogans, off their pastures, away from their 
homes, where will they go? The answer 
from the reservation is that the reservation 
is crowded. The Bureau of Lend Manage
ment said, 'We don't know.' I said, 'You 
mean, then, if I throw them out of their 
place in Montezuma Creek, send them 
away from their hogans, that they will 
just he turned loose on the highways and 
byways?' 

"Th
.
� Bureau just wasn't interested. But 

I was. 

Ritter forthwith dismissed the case 
against Hosteen Sakeezie and his 

dan. Furthermore, he ordered the agents 
of the BLM and stockmen to leave the 
l\avaho alone while he sought an answer. 

Back in San Juan County, however, 
neither rancher nor Government waited 
for his decision. Their answer was much 
simpler than any legal judgment : Frighten 
the shiftless squatters! Take away their 
horses! The morals of this might be ques
tioned, but its en'ectiveness was proved, 
especially the removal of the horses. 

Sakeezie had explained this slowly to 
the court through an interpreter. 

"When we go into the Beyond," he had 
said, while a century or two rolled quietly 
away before the court's eyes, "the next 
life, horses are used over there. And that 
is why the best horse a person owns is 
killed when he dies. And when a man 

MARE MONT'S BIG • CONTEST ! 

WIN A COM ET 
CALI ENTE OR FORD 

ECONOLIN E  VAN 
OR ONE OF 29 OTH ER VALUABLE PRIZES EVERY TI M E  YOU HAVE A 

GUARANTEED MAREMONT AUTOMOTIVE PART I N STALLED 

30 PRIZES A MONTH ( FOR  6 MONTHS ) 

2ND PRIZE 
RCA Victor 
"Corinthian" 
Entertainment Center 
with TV, HI-FI and 
AM-FM 

4TH PRIZE 
Modern 
Admiral 1 1 "  
"Playmate" 
Porta ble TV ���J 

CELEBRATING MAREMONT'S 
NEW 2-YEAR o r  24,000 

MILE GUARANTEE 
Now, for  the fi rst t ime,  you ' re 
p rotected by a f u l l  2 -yea r o r  
24,000 mi le  (wh icheve r occurs 
f i rst)  g u a ra n tee  o n  m a j o r  re 
placement pa rts for you r car. I f  
any Ma remont prod uct fa i l s  from 
defective workma nsh ip  or mate
ria l s  or norma l wea r it wi l l  be re
placed FREE with only a nominal  
instal lation cha rge. 

COMET CALIENTE 

2-DOOR HARDTOP OR 

FORD ECONOLINE VAN 

6TH TO 30TH PRIZES 
,.m'"'ro" �"'"";. " -
Cordless Shavers II 
(Men's or Women's) I 

HERE'S HOW CONTEST WORKS 
Have a guaranteed M a remont replace
ment part installed . . .  Maremont/AI Ioy
Coated M uffler, Maremont/Ga briel  Shock 
Absorbers, M a remont/Accurate or ReN u 
C l u tc h ,  M a r e m o n t /  G r i z z l y  R e l i n e d 
B r a k e s ,  M a r e m o n t /  Acc u r a t i m e  C a m 
shaft, Ma remont/ Reman ufactured Fuel 
P u m p ,  W a t e r  P u m p ,  S t a r t e r ,  S t a r t e r  
Drive, Generator, Alternator, Carburetor, 
Voltage Regulator, Power Brake U n it or 
S o l e n o i d  . . .  Com pl ete e n t ry b l a n k  a n d  
maiL 

Every month, from June thru Novem
ber, t h i rty prizes will be awarded. See 
your service station or repair shop for 
entry blan ks. Contest s u bject to federal, 
state, and local regulations. Ma remont 
Corporation, C h icago 1, I l l inois. 

M8R9MONT 
A 
R 
G 
0 
s 
y 

8 9  



A 
R 
G 
0 
s 
y 

90 

is not mounted, he will not equal those 
other peopk that come into the life here
after mounted on a good horse. That is 
the reason why any Indian, when he dies, 
should he mounted on the best horse that 
lw owns during his life period." 

Let the court gasp, as it did. Time 
moves slowly on McCracken Mesa, and 
tribal customs are more intact here than 
the more "progressive" Navaho at Window 
Rock headquarters would like. But there 
were practical reasons for the horses, too, 
reasons that made Whitey Daw's actions 
more than simple cmelty, just as the horses 
themselves were more than clog feed. 

It was fifteen miles from Hosteen 
Sakeezie's camp to the nearest water. I t  
was another twenty miles to  the hills 
where juniper and pine firewood could be 
cut. To the Black Mountain pinon groves, 
where mesa families gather their main 
cash crop of nuts, is 150 roadless miles, 
and the journey to tht· ceremonies at Tees 
i'\ os Pas or other sacred rocks is similar. 

As l l osteen had told the court, "VI/c 
ha vc lots of use for those horses. The tame 
ones the children usc as pets or to herd 
sheep with, and we use them for looking 
after tlw cattk. We use them as a team 
for the wagon. We use them as a team 
for cultivation. And, if need he, we would 
also cat these horses. w,. need our horses 
"·ith respect to our lives." 

Dog feed. 
ln that hot summer of 1 952, the district 

manager of the BLM told members of tlw 
county commission that the final eampaign 
a)lainst the mounts of the Navaho tres
passers would be shortly. In Salt Lake 
City, a Bureau agent purehased 800 rounds 
of 30-30 ammunition. 

For the first part of this job, they de
tailed Whitey Daw, range rider from 
Blanding. Daw knew the desert, the Me
Craeken Indians, but most of all, he knew 
their horses. For an impressive badge oi 
offiee, he carried a large hull whip. 

First the raid on Hostcen Sakeezie. 

After the success here, and the sorry af
fair at Blanding eorral, their way seemed 
clear. The raiders moved, in open de
fiance of Ritter's order to maintain the 
peace on this mesa. 

"We seen them hauling horses through 
by the store of Mr. Hatch there," the 
Navaho testified. "We seen them horses 
with blood all over them in the trucks." 

Other mounts wandered back to the 
hogans, entrails dangling where bullets 
had ripped them open. Children led their 
household pets tearfully in. 

Whitey Daw boasted of crowding a 
herd out on a ledge and watching one fall 
to its death. Of a truckload containing 
nine horses, five were knocked flat in the 
truck bed. One horse's leg protruded be
tween the hoards and, according to the 
Indians, Daw had sawed it off. Not so, 
swore the agent-he had shot it off. Three 
of this load were dead on arrival at the 
Blanding corral from having been trampled 
upon, and another had to he shot later. 

In all, more than 1 15 horses and thirty
eight burros were taken from the despairing 
McCracken families and either destroyed 
or sold for feed and glue. These forced 
sales brought � 1 ,700, which, ironically, 
was kept hy the Stockmen's Council. 
Mounts of their own, picked up hy mis
take, wen• returnPd unharmed-or some
body heard about it. If anyone had shot 
the horses of a prominent stockman of 
San Juan County the way the Indian 
mounts were shot and carted off, the 
eulprit would probably never have made 
it to eourt with a whole skin. 

But this was only the more honorable 
part of th<' battle. Daw rode into the 
camp of Jim Joe's daughter, who was 
living, not on the open range, hut on an 
allotment of her own just north of the San 
Juan, and informed her that she would 
have to drive her sheep out of the country 
or pay a fine and go to jail . This order was 
delivered in a manner which caused the 
woman to abandon her home that day, 

"Study that until yon can memorize it, and don't tackle a man wearing it." 

ford the river w:th her Hock and children 
and surrender her land. 

Four other N avaho women and their 
sheep were found hy San Juan deputies 
"trespassing" on land awarded to local 
stockmen. The agents, without warrant, 
confiscated the sheep and began loading 
them aboard tmcks. But these women 
did not give up without a fight. When 
neither deputy nor Navaho could under
stand the others' actions, a brutal melee 
ensued. The women were chased through 
tearing catclaw brush. Scratching, spit
ting and biting, they fought until exhaust
ed. Finally, handcuffs shackled them 
while the 400 ewes and lambs wen· loaded 
and driven away. 

Tater, their families managed to get the L sheep hack-minus thirty animals 
killed hy the handling. But it eost the 
Navaho $480-loading and feeding fees. 
said the Government. The averagl' Mc
Cra<:ken family earned about $240 a year, 
somewhat less than a Pakistani. 

So went the battle for MeCracken, all 
that fall and winter. Rather than leave 
ehildren in the threatened hogans, parents 
took them to sleep among the roeks on 
high blun·s. S<:arcely a lim· of this leaked 
out to newspapers, and if it did, it was 
smothered beneath stories of aid projects 
to starving Asians. 

Next spring, when most of the hor:;es 
had been driven away, the hattk rea<:hed 
a dimax. Jimmy Jelly, who lived with 
Slim Todachennie's large family in Cross 
Canyon, drovt• to a squaw dan<:c near 
Blamling that April. Leaving the affair 
with a girl and two other boys, they were 
halted and searehed hy two deputies, for 
reasons unknown. But when they were 
released and droVl' on, the deputies fol
lowed, firing random shots from ."30-caliher 
rifles into the back of the pickup. Then 
they pulled alongside and fired through 
the door. Fourteen slugs went through 
the vehicle, one leaving a gram e along 
Jimmy's neck and another smashed deep 
into the calf of his leg. When he became 
too weak and sick to drive, the boy pulled 
off the road and friends who happened 
along took him to a doctor. 

For this sport, Oman sued and won a 
judgment, but the deputies hcHl hy then 
departed for unknown territory. A trifling 
sum was paid by the sherill"'s bondsman. 

Even before this, Hostcen Sakt•ezie and 
others of his clan had gone for advice to 
the Hatch Trading Post. Ira Hateh, who 
had lived :m1ong the Navaho for decades 
and had already seen some of the shoot
ings, recalled a surveyor of homestead 
parcels in that area who had gone to Salt 
Lake City and got himself a law degree. 
It seemed that the shooting of Jimmy Jelly 
might be the spark which would finally 
set the desert aflame. Thus it was that 
when the dans began to gather ominously 
along the San Juan, Milt Oman, the ex
surveyor then sitting in his lawyer's office 
just south of the Mormon Tabernacle, re
ceived word to come a-running. 

Being familiar with the situation in the 
mesa country, knowing what odd things 
can pass unnoticed on that isolated range, 
he caught the next bus over the snow
bound Wasatch range to San Juan County. 
Bounding N avaho pickups carried him to 
Hatch's Trading Post. Along the way, he 



saw with dismay that whatever amicability 
had pxisted between Indian and rancher 
had now disappeared. In its place was a 
),(lowering hostility that could <:>rupt into 
open battle at any moment. All that held 
it hack was the remarkable restraint of a 
few Navaho leaders. 

''You'd better git out there," he was 
told at the Post. "afore you lose a few 
dients." 

Oman found tlw lwsieged families 
camped by the intermittent pools of the 
San Juan. \•Vord of the shootings and 
vigilante m:tion had filtered down into the 
rt•servation proper. Otht•r dans and sym
pathizers had arrived and were milling 
about, listening first to angry threats of 
revenge and secomlly-grmlgingly-to quiet 
pleas of reason . Now, like the stockmen, 
tlw Navaho, too, had riAes. 

Most of the trouhl!' had come from 
lllanding, where the Covernment corral 
was located. J immy Jelly's squaw <lance 
had been held near the town; the worst 
of the stockmen olknders and deputies 
lived there. Thus Blanding would he the 
target of whatever action grew from that 
meeting; the only thing standing between 
the town and a righteously infmiated hand 
of Navaho was their own traditional re
straint and one frightened lawyer. 

"You must fight them i n  the eomts," 
Oman insisted titne and again as the deli
cate pendulum swtnl).( toward \'iolem:e. 
"There will he other shootings, and other 
meetings like this. You can't pull a raid 
every time something like this happens. 
The law is your only weapon. You're fight
ing the Government itself.'' 

But arguments of Iogie do not always 
register when battlt' fires ha\'e been lit .  
Even as the lawyer talked, he feared his 
words went up with Navaho smoke. Be
sides, considering the tribe's chances in 
any lo<.:al court, lw knew his suggestion 
about resorting to legal means <.:ould turn 
into an empty promise. 

Would the killing of the horses be 
stopped? 

Certainly, he told them, knowing full 
well that the power of an injunction was 
only as strong as the will  of an olficer to 
enforce ·it. 

Could they stay on the mesa and the 1·est 
of their land? 

Justice Ritter was taking a sympathetic 
look at the matter, and the prospe<:t looked 
good-if Ritter's judgment was upheld. 

What about Whitey Daw, and those 
who had shot J immy Jelly? 

And the only thing Oman could say was 
that shooting such people would do no 
more than bring armies of others like them 
on to the mesa. 

For long hours, the issue hung hy a 
thread so thin that one sharp word 

might have severed it. But, as the fires 
cooled, Oman felt the argument swing pre
cariously toward reason. First one, then 
othe1· elders, and finally the rest of the 
group, mumbled and nodded a grudging 
assent to a legal fight rather than shotgun 
revenge. And as dawn touched the desert, 
Oman could pi<.:k up his papers and head 
back over the mountains with a book full 
of unbelievable eharges and a cold deter
mination to win this hattie. 

That next fall, Hosteen Sakeezie, Bill 
Hatahli, Widow Sleepy, Shorty Smiles, 

and the others made a long trek over the 
mountains to the Federal <.:ourt at Salt Lake 
City. They t:amped in a pasture south of 
the city, since no hotel would give them 
rooms. They had slaughtered a few sheep 
heforc coming, and roasted the mutton 
now in the middle of an early snow while 
streams of suburban traf!lc swept past 
their camp. At dawn, tlwy rose early and 
went to a nearby hill to ask for help, which 
they needed badly. \Vherc Sakeezie had 
on<.:e pastured a thousand sheep, there' 
were now only 1 70. Shorty Smiles' fifty 
ewes had dwindled to two. The others 
\V('fl' in similar straits. 

But perhaps the prayers on the h il l  
helped. J ustict• Ritter, after expell ing 
Whitey Daw from the court for guffawing 
at tales of cruelty to I ndian horses, decided 
that somemw owed the Navaho $ 1 00,000. 
The B L M  was d irected to pay the money. 
R itter also warned both Government and 
stockmen again to stop their plundering. 

V i<:tory, yt•s, hut the function of law is 
not simple. Ritter's judgment was over

ruled by an appeals court. The Supreme 
Court, however, upheld him and told Rit
tt•r to hold court again. He did, and this 1 
time awarded the McCraeken 1'\avaho 
8 1 86,000, the additional sum for dcpreda
tion!oi sil l<.:l' his first hearin�. 

Again the appeals court overrul<:'d, call
ing Ritter biased, and asked for a new 
judge. Early i n  1 96 l ,  after eight years of 
wrangling, delay and nonsense, the case 
dragged to an end. Milt Oman was given 
to understand, even bdorc the new court 
was ass<·mhled, that in fairness to every
body ex<.:ept, perhaps, the red-eyed, ring
tailed Navaho, they should accept what
ever was oll'ercd by way of settlement. The 
Justice Department oll'ercd $45,000. The 
Navaho shrugg<:'d and accepted. 

But McCra<.:ken Mesa, whose measly 
s<.:ru b started the whole J'Uckus, will no 
longer he a battleground. I n· 1956, as the 
huge Clen Canyon Dam nearby took 
shape, it was rather ruefully observed that 
some of the shoreline and inundated can
yons were i\avaho land. \Vhat eould be 
traded to tlw tribe for part of this? Mc
Cracken Mesa. 

So, in :\ovembcr of 1 959, a short eere
mony was held along the San Juan, wel
coming into the :\avaho nation those 50,-
000 acres whi<.:h comprise the mesa and 
its bordering washes. Old I Tosteen Sakee
zie, still in his hogan on Montezuma 
Creek, saw little reason to attend. After 
all, he and his dan had been here all the 
time and intended to stay no matter what. 

As for Milt Oman, in digging through 
the records, he found that a certain per
centage of the m ineral rights of this area 
were supposed to be retained hy the same 
dans. As oil funds Aowed in from recent 
d iseoverics here. they had indeed been 
set aside-and conveniently forgotten i n  
a \<Vashington bureau. These were pried 
l oose and turned over to the state of Utah, 
which promptly spent them for roads and 
other items. A suit to recover this money 
is  now gaining headway. 

Regardless of roads, legal suits and 
such skirmishes as this, however, when 
other civilizations have bludgeoned and 
surrendered each other into extinction, it's 
a good bet that Hosteens may still he 
on McCracken Mesa. • • • . 
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AR G O SY TRAVE L TRAI LS 

BY MART I N  DEU TSCH 
WISCONSIN: BEER, FISH AND CIRCUSES 

Wisconsin is a happy state. The cities 
are filled with people who drink some 

of the finest beer brewed in the United 
States; the countryside is populated with 
handsome dairy farms and healthy cows; 
the lakes are brimming with fish just wait
ing to be caught, and the woods are alive 
with game. They call Wisconsin the "land 
of the gathering waters," an appropriate 
description of a state with nearly 9,000 
lakes and 20,000 miles of rivers and streams. 
Not to be overlooked are the 500 miles of 
shoreline along the Great Lakes. 

The state's activities match the splendid 
natural statistics. In winter, the Green Bay 
Packers dominate the National Football 
League, and in summer, the Milwaukee 
Braves please the crowds in that fair city. 
( Into each life a little rain must fall. As 
this article was written, tl1ere were strong 
signs that the Braves would soon move their 
baseball franchise to Atlanta, Georgia. )  As 
another symptom of the gregarious spirit 
which pervades Wisconsin, we can point 
to the long-standing romance between ac
tivities involving the circus and the resi
dents of the Badger State. 

From· 1884 until 1918, the city of Bara
boo was the home of the Ringling Brothers 
Circus. ( Current headquarters are in Flor
ida. But the circus and its traditions are 
still very much alive in Baraboo today. ) 
The famous Circus World Museum is open 
every day from May sixteenth to Septem
ber twentieth from nine-thirty to five-thirty. 
The admission of $ 1 .50 for adults and 50 
cents for children under twelve includes 
calliope concerts, a trained-animal circus, a 

AIU;OSY MACtA7.1NE 

13/-\1� I< 

show of horses unloading a circus train, 
and a half-hour tour of circus sites in Bara
boo by open-air carriage. Various collec
tions recreate the history of the circus. 

Another circus manifestation which has 
been gaining national prominence in recent 
years is the annual circus parade in Mil
waukee on July Fourth, a revival of a care
free Independence Day event which has 
not been witnessed on these shores since 
around 1920. Sponsors of the giant festival 
are· the brewers of the beer "that made 
Milwaukee famous." 

The parade feature� an impressive array 
of historic circus wagons, carefully rebuilt, 
restored and repainted. The wagons are 
drawn by matched teams of Percherons, 
Belgians and Clydesdales, in four-, six- and 
eight-horse hitches. These championship 
teams come from as far away as New York 
state and Ontario. Then there are stage
coaches, Indians and cowboys, and even an 
ox cart. There are clowns aplenty, along 
with caged lions and tigers, and uncaged 
elephants, camels, zebras and llamas. 

First in line is a "Yesterday on Wheels" 
pageant, with more than a hundred antique 
cars; then the circus wagons, including a 
"hippo den," carrying, not surprisingly, a 
live hippo; a twenty-eight-piece mounted 
band and two dozen drum and bugle crops, 
all in picturesque attire. The whole show 
will be televised nationally next year. The 
other big attraction at "A Day in Old Mil
waukee" is a fantastic nine-forty-five-p.m. 
fireworks display on the lake front. There 
are 3,000 aerial bursts in less than an hour, 
launched from a Chesapeake and Ohio car-

··Now, don't act suspicions. 

ferry. If the youngsters ( and possibly you 
and the missus ) aren't starry-eyed from the 
afternoon's parade, this exotic nocturnal 
shooting match will be certain to add the 
finishing touches. 

The doings are not limited to July fourth, 
either. The five-acre marshalling area 
where the circus wagons and their horses 
are assembled is open to the public without 
charge for the week preceding the Fourth, 
as well as the following day. And most 
fittingly, tl1ere are matinee and evening 
performances during this period by th£> 
Ringling Brothers and Barnum and Bailey 
Circus. It's a pleasant time of the year to 
spend several days in the Milwaukee area. 

In case you haven't guessed by now, 
Wisconsin claims to be the "Mother of 
Circuses," having spawned or played host 
to more than a hundred of them. 

" t this stage of our "Travel Trails" .fl.. rambles, you might be thinking: 
"This is autumn. Why is he carrying on 
about vacations and July Fourth parades?" 

The point would be well taken. This 
time of year, we're normally thinking about 
Caribbean cruise waters and sunny beaches 
on the one hand, or ski slopes on the 
otl1er. True enough, but there are still 
many of us who take our holidays in the 
summer. And the plans for the typical 
two-week July or August vacation are 
often hatched before a fireplace with the 
snow piling up outside. Thus, what you 
learn here about vVisconsin may be fuel 
for next year's vacation. 

Further, should you have the time and 
inclination, there's plenty to do in Wis
consin all tl1e year 'round. The Packerr. 
practice their gridiron wizardry when the 
frost is on the pumpkin, and the statt" 
has some first-class ski resorts, including 
several in the southeastern corner near 
the major cities of Milwaukee, Madison 
and Sheboygan. Wisconsin snowfalls 
range from 30 to 155 inches and many 
areas have snow-making machinery to lend 
nature a hand when needed. 

There are forty-five major ski areas, 
conveniently scattered through the state. 
An excellent "Ski Wisconsin" booklet is 
available, which provides a map, as well 
as a listing of the resorts and tl1e names 
of the owners, nearest town and major 
highway in the area. A data table gives 
you the number of runs, tl1e longest run, 
the best verti<.:<'ll drop, whether there arc 
trails, the number of tows and whether 
there are snow machines, patrols, rentals, 
lights, refreshments and instruction . You 
can obtain this sixteen-panel folder with
out charge by writing to the Wisconsin 
Vacation and Travel Service, P.O. Box 450, 
Madison, Wisconsin. 

Back to next summer and some sugges
tions for an ideal driving vacation for you 
and the family. ( It might not be a bad 
idea to call at Wisconsin in conjunction 
with a trip east to tl1e World's Fair, which 
will be in its second and final year in 
New York City's Flushing Meadows. The 
bugs ought to be ironed out by '65, and 
the fair should really be fair. ) 

Wisconsin is endowed witl1 an excellent 
system of state recreation areas, including 
thirty-two state parks and nine state for
ests. The parks are divided into three 
categories : scenic, historical-memorial and 
roadside. The state forests comprise large 



areas of woods and water accessible by 
primary roads. Camping is permitted in 
twenty-five of the parks and all hut one 
of the forests, as well as in the two !'\a
tiona! Forests that lie within the state's 
boundaries. Daily camping fee is $ 1 .50, 
while vehicle stickers cost 50 cents a day or 
$2 a y<'ar. Most of the parks and forests 
offer picnic facilities, swimming, tent and 
trailer camping, boating, fishing, hiking, 
drinking watt'r and other facilities. 

A handsome illustrated brochure, "�1is
consin Welcomes You!", provides full de
tails on all parks and forests, including 
the vacation highlights of the entire state 
broken down into eight major areas : In
dian Head Country, Torthwoods Country, 
Heartland, Green Bay Country, Coulee 
Country, Southern Hill and Lake Region, 
Kettle Moraine Country and the Lake 
Michigan Strip. Cet the hooklet from the 
Wisconsin Vacation and Travel Service, 
P.O. Box 450, Madison, Wisconsin. 

In  south ecntral Wisconsin, just about 
100 miles west of Milwaukee ( via High
way 94 ) ,  lies the Wisconsin Dells-Lake 
Delton region, a deservedly popular and 
versatile summer-resort complex. Within 
ten square miles, you'll find dozens of 
family attractions, motels and lakeside 
cottages which can accommodate 10,000 
guests nightly, nearly fifty restaurants for 
all tastes and in all price ranges, and beau
tiful scenery. You'll also find golfing, 
horseback riding, hunting and fishing. 

The town of Wisconsin Dells, a com
munity of some 2,000 year-round resi
dents, sits in picturesque splendor on the 
hanks of the Wisconsin River. Flowing 
through soft sandstone, tl1e river here has 
etched a long series of odd and memorable 
shapes into the rock formations. A dam at 
the town divides the river into the Upper 
and Lower Dells. One of the best ways 
to take in the local sights is by boat. Sev
eral lines run tours to both the Upper 
and Lower Dells from April through Oc
tober. The vessels leave several times an 
hour from Dells Landing in  town. The 
three-hour Upper Dells itinerary, which 
includes shore excursions, calls at Cold 
Water Canyon, Witches Gulch and Stand 
Rock. Tours of the Lower Dells run 
slightly over an hour. The Upper tour is 
priced at $3, with youngsters at half price. 
The Lower ride costs $2 for adults and $ 1  
for children. Beyond two children in a 
family, there's no admission charge. 

If you're in the area between late June 
and Labor Day, you can enjoy nightly 

Ceremonial Dances offered at eight forty
five by tl1e Winnebago and oilier Indian 
tribes. These autl1entic productions take 
place at Stand Rock Amphitl1eatre, five 
miles north of the town. You can get 
there by car or boat. Admission is $ 1 .80, 
ehildren 75 cents. Then, if you want to 
relive your childhood memories, tl1ere's 
Storybook Gardens, a land of make-believe 
peopled by tl1e likes of Old King Cole, 
Simple Simon and The Three Bears. The 
landscaping is top-notch and there are 
waterfalls, ponds and gardens. There are 
also tame animals and a miniature train 
ride. It's open from May twenty-third to 
September twentieth. Admission from July 
first to Labor Day is $ 1 .50, and 75 cents 
for kids under fourteen ;  tl1e rest of the 
time, $1 and 50 eents. 

New and Exciting hy REDFIELD I 

The M-294 for the Winchester Model 94 
The World's Fastest Scope . . .  daringly different . . .  an 

entirely new concept in scopes! 

Scope removes easily from base, on 
which a leaf· type middle sight, 

with fine elevation adjustment 
zero's with factory front 

sight. 

The rear of the eyepiece is forward of 
the receiver, providing a 6" to 10" ex
tended eye relief for a perfect sight 
picture and al lowing for straight-up 
cartridge ejection. FAST? . • .  You bet! 

You're right on target because you look around and 
through the slim, trim tube. Only $49.50 complete for 
2X scope, integral mount and a special l imited-depth 
drill and screws to assure perfect mounting.* 

•rhe Winchester-Western Division, Olin, has reviewed the safety 
aspects of the above method of dril lin& and mountin c, and has indi· 
cated there should be no safety problem provided our mountinc in· 
structions are followed exactly. (For .30·30 and .32 SPL calibers only.) 

Write for complete information or. see your dealer or gunsmith. MEMBER 

REDFIELD liUD SlliHT 10. 
1 3 1 3  South Clarkson, Denv�r. Colorado 802 1 0  

Otl1er attractions include Tommy Bart
lett's Water Ski Show on Lake Delton, 
with three shows a day ( $2.25 adults, $ 1  
for children ) ;  Fort Dells, a replica of a 
frontier fort, at $1 and 50 cents, with 
extra charges for stagecoach, boat, train 
and antique-car rides; Minirama, a real
istic recreation of the Dells, with motor 
launches, steamers and model trains, re
corded sound effects ( 75 cents, children 
under twelve free ) ;  Riverside and Great 
Northern Scenic Railway, a twenty-minute 
ride on a miniature railway ( 35 cents ) ;  
Wisconsin Dells Amphibian Lines, sev
enty-five-minute land-sea sightseeing tour 
via Army "ducks," and portage, witl1 
driver-guides ( $2.75 and $1 .25 ) ,  and Me
Boyle's Air Tours, flights over the Dells, 
local lakes ( minimum fare $3 ) .  

I n  case you want to. camp i n  the Dells, 
there's a camping resort eleven miles north 
of tl1e town off Highway 13 on Freedom 
Court Road. There's a private lake with 
sanely beaches, supervised recreation for 
the offspring, camp sites witl1 fireplaces 
and tables, washers and dryers, and a 
store for food, supplies, ice. Daily family 
rate is $3, weekly $ 17.50. Write for ms
ervations to Dells Camping Resort, Route 
2, Box 154, Wisconsin Dells. 

Just fifteen miles south, via Baraboo, 
you'll find another prime vacation area, 
Devil's Lake State Park, typical of Wis
consin's many fine recreation facilities. This 
one takes in 2,600 acres and supplies swim
ming, fishing, golfing, boating, horses, pic
nicking, tent and trailer camping and 
nature trails. . . . 

The northwest corner of the state, 

known as " Indian Head Country," is 
endowed witl1 major rivers, waterfalls, 
rugged Lake Superior shoreline, three In
dian reservations, deer farms and majestic 
forests. The Brule River, a trout stream 
witl1 an international reputation, has its 
source and outlet here; and the inland 
lakes have given up countless trophy-sized 
muskies. Visitors are welcome, inciden
tally, to the world's largest trout and 
muskellunge hatcheries which are located 
here. 

The fishing action in Indian Head 
Country is excellent-and it's in season most 
of tl1e months of the year. You'll find 
large- and smallmoutl1 bass, walleye and 
sanger, northern pike, a wide selection of 
panfish, catfish and sturgeon and, of course, 
trout and muskellunge. License fees for 
non-residents run to $5 for a full season, 
£6 for husband and wife for fifteen days. 
\Visconsin residents pay $3. 

The hunting in Indian Head Country is 
equally attractive, with deer, pheasants, 
ruffied grouse, woodcocks, ducks and rab
bits. There are also snowshoe hare and 
squirrels. For non-residents, hunting li
censes, exclusive of deer run $25, with 
deer at $50. Shooting-preserve hunting is 
$5; archers, for deer only, $ 10. ( These 
fees are for the entire state as well as for 
Indian Head Country. For fishing and 
hunting information througho11t tl1e state, 
contact the Wisconsin Conservation De
parb11ent in Madison. )  

One of the most popular recreation 
diversions in Wisconsin is canoeing. The 
state's many water trails follow in tl1e 
wake of the Indian ( Co11Unued on page 95 ) 
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We built a 

railroad 
under the 
Arctic 
Ice Cap 
by J•A t"L J .  SZ.<\ Il KA 

exclusive 
feal'ure in 
Nove�nber 
Railroad 
Magazine, 

now monthly 
Founded 1 906 ; ful l-colm· cover·, 

i l lustrated ar t icles, loco r·osters, 

question·answcr section, rT. fiction, 

true tales, free ads for hobbyists, 

many steunt pix, Ste,'e Maguir·c's 

famed Transit Topics, impr·oved 

adv. consist. . • . 50c a copy, on 

many newsstands. B:v mail $5 a 

�·em· in U. S. : S6 Canada, foreign . 
. • . Ask a nE'wsdealer or write 
Railroml Maga:iriP. 205 East 42nd 

St., Nt·w Yorl<, N. Y. 1 00 1 7. 

FREE 
TRAVEL 
LITERATURE 

The United States: A Great Place to Live and Visit! 

THIS MONTH, we're suggesting a few of our wonderful states to varatiou in or travel 
to. The wonders of our own country are endless, including the scenery and the pCOJ)le. 
Traveling to your destination is part of the pleasure, whether by car, bus, train or 
plane. It's so easy to get where you're going-and it's easy on the family budget, too ! 

1. WISCONSIN: This lovely state seems to be j ust one big fun time a l l  the year 
a round.  With 9,000 lakes and 20,000 m i les of rivers and streams, plentiful 
camping sites, football ,  basebal l ,  ski i ng, h u nting and fishi ng, a nd even the 
circus-no matter what you r  desi re, Wisconsin seems to have it. By the way, 
when you visit the New York World's Fa i r  next summer, don't m iss Wisconsin 
pizza. That's right-pizza, yet. Why not,  with a l l  that wonderful cheese! What 
to dr ink with it? Beer, but of course! 

2. MONTANA: Now here's a state that's wea ring a big s m i le.  This year it's 
celebrating its Territorial  Cente n n i a l  year. There a re lots of big doi ngs! From 
the Rocky M o u ntai n s  in the west to the G reat Plains cove ring a la rge portion 
of the east, Monta na is one of the nicest states to see. Somehow it feels-and 
is-so healthy a nd i nvigorating. Glacier Natio n a l  Park is not to be m i ssed, 
from snow-frosted peaks to sparkl ing lakes. There a re plenty of deer, elk, 
moose and white-mounta i n  goat. In Helena, see the State H i storical 
libra ry with I nd i a n  relics and a Custer collecti o n .  The Custer Battlefield 
National Cemetery, by the way, is with i n  today's Crow I nd i a n  Reservation. 

3. LAS VEGAS: Never i n  Nevada? Man, h e re's the spot for a l ively vacation 
in a wonderful cl i mate, with a year-round average tem perature of 66. 1 de
grees. As for Las Vegas, a lthough noted for its gambl ing gaiety, this tooti n '  
town a lso offers its visitors a fistful o f  chips i n  spots for swi m m i ng, golf, 
tennis, riding, fish i ng, etc., and menus to satisfy the heartiest appetite a nd 
most conscientious budget. Special  events get the d ea l ,  too, such as trap 
shoots a nd golf tourneys. Of course, you ca n ga m ble if you want to-it's 
sti l l  goi n g  great! Roll ' e m ,  a nd lots of l uck. Sorry, but the broc h u res don't 
give a s u re way to win. They do guara ntee a good time, though! 

4. MINNESOTA: Roma ntic i n  its h istory, the " La nd of 10,000 Lakes" also 
has plenty of land to enjoy. D u l uth, r ising on rock bluffs 800 feet above the 
l a ke level, boasts Skyl i n e  Parkway, Aerial Lift B ridge and sits on the western 
t i p  of Lake S u perior. You m u st see M i n nehaha Falls in M i n neapolis. That's 
right, these fa l ls were the i nspiration for Longfel low's i m mortal " H iawatha . "  
T h e  St. Pa u l  Winter Carnival should be o n  yo u r  list. T h e  city o f  Bemidji,  
named for the lead e r  of a band of C h i ppewa I nd i a ns,  is the romantic folklore 
setting for m a ny a legendary Pa u l  B u nyan story. 

5. SOUTH DAKOTA: J ust east of the Black H i l ls is the famed Bad Lands 
with a special  beauty all its own, featuri n g  n u merous a nd unusual  rocks a nd 
fossils found among the prickly cactus a n d  exciting, beautifu l wild flowers. 
The historical and sce n i c  attractions of C uster State Park, Mount R us h more 
National M o n u m e nt, Wind Cave National Park a nd J ewel Cave Natio nal 
M o n u ment a re magnetic with i nterest. 

6. ILLINOIS: R ight in the heart of the U nited States, it  offers warmth, h istory, 
lovely co u ntrysides and exciting cities. The I l l i nois State Fair  itself attracts 
about 1 ,000,000 people each year. It's held in August, so keep this ha ppy 
month in m i n d  for next year. There a re fifty state parks to visit a nd many 
historical sites, including Linco l n ' s  home a nd tom b  i n  Springfield, and 
pioneer settlements and forts. Don ' t  forget that up-and-coming city at the 
foot of Lake M ic h iga n .  It's called Chicago. Brookfield Zoo (near Chicago) 
is a m u st for the small  fry. See the Chicago Natura l  H i story M useu m ,  Navy 
Pier, H u l l  House and,  of course, "The Loo p . "  
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in his bin:hbark, the missionary and the 
<'Xplorer movin).( throu).(h vir).(in wilder
ness, and tlw trapper in pursuit of heaver 
and otter. The very names, Flambeau, 
Brule, Chippewa, Manitowish. Peshtigo 
and Namekagon, dramatize th<· attraction 
of \Visconsin's water trails. 

There's an excellent free hooklet. "\Vis
consin �'ater Trails." issu<·d ln· the Con
servation Departnwnt in 1\ l adison . Out
lined arc forty-eight canoe tours, with 
maps, distances, eamp sites. n·sorts and 
cabins, supplies, hunting and fishin.l! clata, 
and a report on the cun..-uts. Typical 
( and short ) is trip Number Six. " Flam

beau River \Vater Trail." Tlw description 
is as follows: " Ladysmith to Chippewa 
Hiver: B<·tween the Dam at Ladysmith 
and the junction of the Flaml ll'au with 
the Chippewa, there are hut two obstacles 
for ennoeists. These are two dams, a t  
Port Arthur and Thornapple. :\<• ither is 
difficult to portage around. 

"The water is fast-flowing hut smooth, 
and on·ers ideal fishing.  There are possible 
camp sitt•s at the dams and near the point 
wilt'rl' the two rivers meet. Thc·se lower 
stretc:hes of the Flambeau run through 
fairly wild country, hut Count)· Trunk E 
( road ) to the west, is accessible from the 
river along much of tlw way. Supplies 
may he ohtaim·d at Ladysmith." � ! any 
of the tours are somewhat lon).(cr. It's a 
fine guide. 

If you like to hit a .l(olf hall, you'll find 
plenty of fairways in \Viscinsin. Last 

year alone there were twt•nty-four more 
courses· with .)24 holes available to ,,1-
thusiasts. There are now eighteen-hole 
coui-ses at :-. I ukwmHl).(O ( Hainhow Springs ) ,  
Franksville ( Coif Bowl ) ,  Antigo ( H i ver
view ) .  Caledonia ( Haymond Heights ) ,  
Delafield ( Tumhlehrook ) and Butler ( The 
Meadows ) .  The Conservation Depmtment 
will supply you with a statewide list of 
golf facilities on request. 

'We've rather neglected Wisconsin's 
historical monuments and museums, the 
reminders of America's growth and transi
tion from a wilderness inhabited hy In
dians and trappers to a modern industrial 
and agricultural state. Wisconsin's "mod
ern" history goes hack to 1634 when Jean 
N icolet was sent by Champlain, the Cov
ernor of New France, to explore the re
gion. N icolet's expedition crossed the 
C.reat Lakes and landed at Cn·en Bay, 
where a treaty was signed with the In
dians and fur trade was begun. For the 
next 200 years, trappers and traders had 
things pretty much to themselves. Subse
quently, the English and Americans set
tled here, and the struggle for control 
began .  The upper hand passed from the 
French to the English, then to the Ameri
eans. Bad feelings between th" Americans 
and Indians culminated in the Black Hawk 
War of 1832, which ended in the defeat 
of the Sauk I ndians, opening the door for 
settlers from New England, i'\ew York and 
the South. 

The visitor c:an retrace much of this 
fascinating frontier history, in the cities, 
in the wilderness woods, in tiny settle
ments and on Wisconsin's lakes and rivers. 

In the meantime, if you have begun to 
think about next year's vacation, and it's 
not too early, it's a good idea to keep the 
Badger State in mind. • • • 

there's 
so 
much 
to say 
about 

we 
can't 
say 
it all 
he re . . .  
SO MA IL  TH I S  COUPO N, AND  
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OYSTER-BOAT MAN Continued {1·om page 98 

vessels, the chief engineer doesn't stand 
an engine-room watch. This first morning 
at sea, he should be flaked out in his bunk, 
as usual, sleeping off his before-sailing tour 
of the dockside pubs. If he had been 
called below, it meant trouble. 

The captain set his cup on a binocular 
box, stepped into the wheelhouse and 
picked up the receiver. He had a craggy 
face and a thatch of hair with a lot of 
gray in it. His voice was rovgh as a full 
gale. He said yes as if he had actually 
said, "Well, what's wrong now?" 

The chief's reply came up, apologetical
ly. "We got to slow her down, Cap'n. 
She's burning a rotor hearing. Better cut 
'er to sixty turns." 

"For how long?" 
"Depends on the bearing." 
"The hell with the bearing! I got a 

schedule to make. Keep 'er wide open!" 
"Cap'n, wait a minute! Listen! She'll 

seize up and then you got no turns at all." 
The captain stared at the phone as 

though it had pitched off the bulkhead 
and hit him. ''I'm coming down there. 
Don't t:ut her under seventy-five." 

He hooked the receiver, slamming it, 
and went back to the wing. As hi) drank 
his coffee-not even a burned rotor bear
ing could interrupt that daily rite-he felt 
the ship slowing to not much more than 
half speed. And as she slowed, she rolled 
det>per into the swells. 

4. sk Captain Thomas Hutchinson how to ..(l. get a ship across the ocean and he'd 
tell you quicker than a sailor heading for 
the first gin mill. "Just take 'er at:ross," 

he'd say. "And if anything goes wrong, 
square it away the best way you can." 

That was all he had in tlw way of 
philosophy. But he wouldn't call it that. 
He'd call it experience, a commodity he'd 
been stowing away since the age of four
teen when he quit school and went to 
work on the Long Island oyster dredgers. 
In those clays, they kept the boats afloat 
with oakum and bailers. At eighteen, 
figuring he knew all there was to know 
about oyster dredging, he shifted to deep
sea freighters. After he learned the sea
man's trade, he studied navigation. Slowly 
and painfully, he cliscoverecl how to handle 
a sextant and work out a noon position. 

It took him ten years to move from the 
forecastle to a job as third mate. After 
another ten years, he got his master's 
license with an assist from the war, during 
which the examiners were inclined to pass 
a man who had a lot of sea time even 
though it took him half a day to figure a 
longitude problem. He got a tough break 
then; the war ended before he t:ould sign 
on as skipper of a Liberty ship. He had 
to settle for a chief mate's rating on 
freighters of the orth Europe Line. And 
that was when he developed the two pas
sions that were to shape the rest of his 
seagoing years. One was a craving for 
oysters-probably an inherited taste. The 
other, definitely acquired, was an abiding 
hatred for the line's marine superintendent. 

The marine superintendent, referred to 
by officers on company vessels as Smiling 
John because he never did, sat swivel
chaired in an air-conditioned office on 
lower Broadway and moved ships with a 
slide rule. He also hired and fired the 

"Hold the rod a second!" 

masters and mates. Smiling John would 
admit, under very strong pressure, that 
throughout the time Thomas Hutchinson 
served as chief mate, he was thoroughly 
competent. He also observed that Hutch
inson was stubborn and hard-headed. Ht> 
dung to his opinions as tight as a couplt' 
of round turns on a mooring bitt. He tend
ed to engage in bellowing arguments. In 
short, he wasn't exactly a company man. 

But Hutchinson stayt>d with the com
pany. He waited patiently-stubbornly, 
too-and as the line expanded, he moved 
from the bottom to the top of the pro
motion list. Eventually-and, he thought, 
because Smiling John didn't have an ex
perienced skipper available-he was en
trusted with the command of the Americm• 
Pride. That was two years ago. So far so 
good. I Ie had taken the ship out and 
brought her back on time come hurricane 
or high water. Despite his good record, 
though, he was still on a kind of probation. 
Just one error in judgment, and he was 
finished. He knew that. And he knew 
Smiling John did, too. 

Captain Hutchinson finished his coffee 
and strode through the wheelhouse

t:ausing the fourth mate to straighten up 
fast-and headed along the inside alleyway. 
Reaching the engine-room door on the 
main deck, he stepped out onto the grat
ing and saw, far below, the flats and le�els 
of machinery clustered around a massive 
bulk of steam turbines. A blast of tropical 
air drafted up, and the steel guard rail 
was almost too hot to hold. He went down 
the ladder as reluctantly as someone forced 
to desc.-end all the way to hell. 

The chief, a red-faced Scotsman in 
sweated khaki, stood by the reaction tm
bine. His first assistant was leaning over 
it, feeling the gear casing, the heat in it, 
with the palm of his hand. 

The captain looked at the chief, shook 
his head and came right to the point. 
"What have you got?" he said. 

"The liner on the high-pressure rotor is 
breaking up," the chief said. He reached 
into the well under the bearing, groped 
around in the oil spill and fished out half 
a dozen chunks of silvery-white babbitt. 

The rotor hearing is part of the thrust 
assembly that transmits the turning force 
of the turbines to the propeller shaft. 
Pointing with a grimy finger, the chief ex
plained that vibration had caused its oil
grooved babbitt core to burn and grind 
away from the inner surfa(.'t' of steel. 

The mptain asked if there was a spare 
hearing. 

"One," the chief said. 
"How fast can you put it in?'' 
"Maybe two hours." 
"Then there's no problem. Put it in." 
"That's not the whole story," the t:hicf 

said. "The spare may not last, either." He 
explained that the real problem was the 
coupling which linked the thrust assembly 
to the propeller shaft. The coupling was, 
as he put it, pretty near beat. The teeth 
on it had worn to hair edges and, meshing 
unevenly, caused the vibration that had 
burned out the rotor bearing. 

"You mean you need a new coupling, .
. 

the captain said. "You got ont' aboard?' 



"No, sir. That's a shipyard job. 
asked for a new one half a dozen times. 
But the marine superintendent said this 
coupling .was good for another year." 

"He did, eh?" the captain said. "Old 
Smiling John, eh? He said the coupling 
would last another year?" 

"They keep all kinds of records. They 
claim a coupling is supposed to last for. . .  " 

" ever mind their phony records. What 
I want to know is what happens if you 
put the spare bearing in and it burns, too. 
Then what?" 

The chief glanced at the shaft, revolving 
at half speed, gleaming, swinging the 
heavy propeller. "That would be the end 
of it," he said. "When the liner starts to 
go, the bearing heats up. If it burns out, 
we have to stop the ship. And we don't 
move again till we've got a new bearing." 

The captain thought about that. Then 
he said, "We'll take a chance on the spare 
bearing." He turned and stamped across 
the flo01·plates toward the ladder. "Soon 
as I give you the bell, get it in. Fast!" 

When he reached the bridge, the captain 
rang the engine-room indicator to stop and 
told the helmsman to put the wheel amid
ships. He sent the fourth mate running 
up to the Hying bridge to hoist the out
of-command signal-two black spheres 
which would warn any passing ships that 
the American Pride could not maneuver. 

Standing in the wheelhouse, the captain 
heard the rhythmic beat of the engine slow 
and finally stop. There was an eerie still
ness, and then the awareness of other 
sounds-the rustle of wind and sea, the 
hang and clatter of gear as the ship wal
lowed, rolling heavily, in the trough of the 
waves. Overhead, the fourth mate's heels 
clicked as he moved away from the flag 
locker. Other footsteps, then the first 
mate's as he raced up the bridge ladder. 

The captain met him at the wheellwuse 
door. "Make sure everything's secure," he 
said crisply. "We're going to roll some." 
He turned and went into the chartroom. 

! t times like these, alone in his chart.f\.. room, a shipmaster might be inclined 
to say a few prayers. The theory is that if 
a watch officer gets into trouble he can 
call on the skipper. And the skipper can call 
on God. Thomas Hutchinson, however, 
was in the habit of handling his problems 
without help from anyone. 

Bracing against the roll of tl1e ship, he 
checked a sheaf of weather reports. Low
pressure areas moving down from the 
north and west. Heavy weather making. 
He looked at the chart. On a course of 
242, the Pride was ten hours out of the 
English Channel. Okay. Now what to do? 
After the spare bearing was installed, he 
could play it safe-the way a prudent 
skipper should-by turning and running the 
shortest distance easterly to Saint Nazaire. 
There were shipyards there and . . . 

No, he thought, that won't do any good; 
what we need is a new coupling, and a 
foreign shipyard won't have one. 'vVait 
a minute! Smiling John told the chief en
gineer this coupling is good for another 
year. Very well then. Steam ahead on 
course and at full speed. When the ship 
docks in New York, Smiling John can look 
at the beat-up coupling and admit he was 
wrong. But suppose the Pride doesn't 
make New York? Suppose the bearing 
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burns out at sea? Without engine power, 
the ship would be derelict. She'd be at 
the mercy of the mid-Atlantic gales. Wait
ing for an ocean-going tug, she might 
break up; she might take enough water to 
founder. And then it would be the cap
tain who would have to admit he had 
been wrong. If he was still around to say 
anything at all. 

He tossed the weather reports on the 
chart table and went back to the bridge 
wing. Pacing and scowling, staring ahead 
at the gray Atlantic, he waited for the 
chief to install the spare bearing. A min
ute after the job was finished, he had the 
ship back on course and at full speed. 
Then he descended to the engine room. 

The chief and the first assistant, along 
with an oiler who had helped install the 
bearing, were mopping sweat and grease. 

Model .44 RS RUGER 
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. capacity plus 1 round in chamber. 

"She looks okay," tl1e chief said, nod
ding toward the fast-turning shaft. 

The discarded bearing was on the floor
plates-a steel cylinder about as hig as a 
washdown bucket. The inner surface, the 
babbitt liner, was chipped and worn away. 

The captain nudged the rim of the bear
ing with his foot and then glanced up at 
the chief. "Look," he said, "you got plenty 
of babbitt aboard, haven't you? Why not 
melt it  and pour a new liner into this hear
ing? After it hardens, cut the oil grom·es A on the lathe. Right? If the spare burns R out, you put this one in. And pour a new 
liner into the spare. See what I mean?" G 

The chief's face creased into a couple 0 
of hundred wrinkles. This was a solution S 
he should have figured out himself. "I see Y 
what you mean," he said. 

"We'll make New York if we have to 97 
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change a bearing every day. The only 
question is, can you pout the liner?" 

"Yes, sir. I'll pour you a dozen liners." 
"Just one," the captain said. "That's all 

we need right now." 
He followed the chief into the machine 

shop and watched him make a sheet-metal 
mold and fit it inside the bearing. The 
first assistant rolled in a tank of acetylene 
gas. After the torch was hooked up, the 
chief lit the burner and held the white
hot flame under the ladle. At the far side 
of the workbench, the oiler was scraping 
the last of the old liner out of the bearing. 

Soon after the heat hit it, the habbit 
started to melt. A few minutes later, it 
was bubbling like soup. 

"It's hot enough now," the chief told the 
captain. 'Til pour it over a base of sand." 

"Watch what you're doing!" the captain 
shouted. 

The torch was sputtering. The chief 
twirled a valve, the flame blasted full 
force, sputtered again, caught, sputtered 
and went out. 

"Tank's eJnpty," the first .assistant said. 
The captain "w

i
1s looking

. 
at the babbitt. 

It had begun to harden. "Hook up an
other tank!" 

The chief wiped his face with some cot
ton waste. "Cap'n," he said, "that's our 
last tank. I ordered six. But the marine 
superintendent put a limit on acetylene, so 
they cut the order." 

"Smiling John again," the captain said. 
He delivered a couple of well-chosen 
phrases, the kind an oysterman uses when 
a dredge line parts. Switching to practical 
matters, he asked, "You got a blowtorch?" 

The chief had a blowtorch. But because 
of fire regulations, he couldn't carry gaso
line or anything else hot enough to burn 
in it. 

"Use diesel oil," the captain suggested. 
"You can run an air line into it to break 
it up." 

They tried that. It didn't work. The 
compressed air couldn't force a spray fine 
enough to fire the oil. But the captain 
wasn't beat yet. He primed the oil with 
flaming rags. o good. Still trying, he 
went topside and and got a case of ciga
rette-lighter fluid out of the slop chest. 

He mixed the fluid with oil and touched 
it off. The blowtorch caught and held a 
steady flame. "Now we're back in busi
ness," he said. But not for long. The fuel
oil flame wasn't hot enough to bring the 
babbitt to pouring temperature. 

At that point, if the captain had said 
anything at all, the babbitt might have 
boiled as brisk as water. But he didn't 
say anything; he just turned and walked 
toward the ladder. When he had climbed 
well beyond hearing range, the first as
sistant grinned. 

"He's prob'ly going to rig some sail," he 
said. 

"Don't bet he won't," the chief said . 
"And don't knock the skipper. You do, an' 
I'll lay a wrench in your teeth!" 

Back in his chartroom, the captain bel
lowed fer the radio operator and got 

the late weather reports. After studying 
them, he went out onto the wing and did 
some more pacing. A few minutes later
his mind made up-he returned to the 
chartroom and plotted the Pride's position. 
He wrote it down and, following it, scrib-

bled a message to the marine superin
tendent in New York : 

Main shaft coupling vibrating. Liner 
in high-pressure rotor bearing burned 
out and replaced. No spare bearings 
aboard. 

The radiogram, transmitted immediate
ly to New York, was a routine advisory 
phrased as formally as code. Translated 
into plain language, it told Smiling John 
that he had been wrong about the cou
pling. It wouldn't last another year. 

The captain had planned his first move 
as craftily as an oysterman coming up 
against the Coast Cuard. No hostility. No 
arguments. He had simply stated the 
facts. The facts were on his side, though; 
he knew Smiling John would have to ac
cept them. The next move would be al
most automatic. Smiling John would he 
forced to order the Pride to turn and head 
for the nearest port. When he did, he'd be 
admitting that his original judgment on 
the coupling had heen wrong. 

Yes, but what if Smiling John stuck to 
his estimate? What if he insisted the cou
pling was still okay? In that case, he 
wouldn't order the change in course. The 
captain was thinking about that possibility 
as he bent over the chart table and studied 
the weather reports and the lines of posi
tion on the plotting sheet. He glanced up 
finally, and stared past the circle of port
hole glass at the late-afternoon sun. 

A ship spans the ocean with turns of a 
bronze propeller. One turn equals so 

many feet of forward motion. It's accord
ing to mathematics. But the captain of 
the ship is moved by doubt and caution. 
He doesn't know what's ahead. And there's 
no way to figure it. Not for sure, anyway. 
Thomas Hutchinson had learned that the 
hard way. He learned it all over again 
during the next hours as he waited for an 
answer to the radiogram. After a time, he 
had to admit there would he no answer. 
The marine superintendent wasn't going 
to advise a run to the nearest port. 

It was now the captain's turn to sweat 
out a decision. Is the coupling okay? Will 
the bearing hold? Smiling John seemed 
to think it would. Okay. Play it his way. 
Maintain course and speed. 

He mixed and 'drank a double scotch 
and soda and went below to the saloou 
for supper. Sitting opposite the chief engi
neer, he described the various methods of 
working an oyster boat on Long Island 
Sound. The chief was properly attentive 
hut he heard only the throb and beat of 
the engines at full speed. The captain was 
also listening to the engines, and to the 
steadily increasing sounds of wind and 
weather. At six p.m., feeling better after 
his lecture on oyster dredging, he went 
to his quarters and turned in. 

At two a.m. the phone above his hunk 
rang. It was the chief, reporting from the 
engine room that the rotor bearing was 
again beginning to heat up. 

Twenty minutes later, when the chief 
came topside, the captain was pacing the 
dark and windy bridge wing. "Well," he 
said, "now how does it look?" 

"Not so good," the chief said glumly. 
"You can run wide open another two or 
three hours. Then the liner starts to go." 

The captain paced to the onthoanl t•nd 



ot the wing, tnrnt'd, and paced hack. "If 
we cut her to si .,ty revolutions, how long 
will  the hearing hold?" 

"A <·oupl<• of days-if tlH' weather is 
good. In  heavy weatlwr, th<·re'll he mort· 
vibration and the liner would kt  go in a 
f<·w hours." 

"Cut her to sixty," the captain said . 
l ie turned away, scowling, and went 

into the chartroom. Aftt-r figuring the 
Pride's position, he transft>rred i t  to the 
i\orth Atlantic pilot chart. Looking at the 
pencil dot on the <·mpty expanse of the 
chart, studying it, he locatt>d tlw ship in 
relation to prevailing winds and current. 
Then another check on the weather. The 
haron1etn was falling rapidly. This meant 
the low-pressure system was moving in 
fast from the northwt>st. Within twenty
four hours, a fresh galt' would raise moun
tainous seas. Heavy weatht•r. Vibration 
along the propeller shaft. A burned-out 
ht•aring. A <kad ship. 

The captain hunched ov<'r the chart. 

N<'W York was at  kast sen;n days away. 
If had weather, maybe eight. He 

couldn't mah• it. l iP couldn't come around 
and head for Saint Nazair!', either. At six
ty n•volutions, the ship wouldn't even han· 
steerage way through the gak-lashed st'a. 
The only possible route was southwanl. 
skirting the storm area, to the Azort's. It 
would he a two-day run-if the hearing 
lastt>d that long. 

One of tiH' rules the captain had learned 
early in life was first things first. I ((' laid 
out the new course. Then lw opened the 
whl'dhouse door and shouted to the third 
1nate, ' 'Bring her left to two-nineteen !" 

Wht•n the third n•twat.-d the order, there 
was a question mark in his Yoict'. 

"Ponta Delgada," the captain told him. 
I le  added tartly, "Break out Sparks: tell 
him to get up here. On the double!"  

The message for the radio operator was 
readv a few n1inutes latt•r. To the marine 
supe

.
rint<•ntkl l t :  

Rotor /)(:arillg heati11g. Req uest per
mission JH'OCl'l'd A:.ores. Suggest 

flu 11ew coupli11g Po11ta De/gada . 

After it was dispatched. the captain 
went to his quarters, stretched out on his 
hunk and smoked two packs of cigarettes. 

Considering the tinH' difference, lw es
timated that his radiognun would he r!'
ceived hy the Atlantic coast station at  
eleven p.m.  N<•w York time. I t  would he 
relayl'd to tlw night man at the i\ orth 
Europe Line offices on lower Broadway. 
l it• would telephone the marine superin
temknt at his honll· in the suburbs. B)• 
that tinw-at least nlidnight-Smiling John 
would he comfortably askep. He'd 
awaken, startkd, grope for the telephone, 
listen, jot the messagt· on a note pad, 
then get up and go downstairs to his den. 
There he'd think awhile-if he could think 
-and waste son1e nwn· ,·aluahle time in 
a highly critical n·vit•w of Captain 1-1 utch
inson's record. l·:ventually, he'd phone the 
vice-prcsidt•Ht in ehar�t· of 1narinl' opera
tions. Aftt·r a discussion about the Pride, 
her coupl ing and lwr hearing-and about 
Hutchinson also-a reply would bt• drafted. 
It would he chamlt'led hack to the coastal 
radio station and should reach the Pride, 
ship's time, at five a.m.  

The captain had en·rything figured 
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right. Tht• reply canll' shortly bdon· fiH'. 
I t  was signed hy the marine superinten
dent.  But the orders were all wrong: 

Recil/( 'c speed to facor hearing a 1 1cl 
conlilltll' 011 course. l 1 1fomt rn:isccl 
estimated lillll' of arric.al. 

He numpled tlw wdio opewtor's neatl)· 
typed message fon11 and tossed it on the 
d�·ck . Smiling John helit•ved the heari11g 
would hold! i\ othing wrong with the 
coupling, either! All you haH' to do is 
reduce speed! 

Damn it, the speed has already been 
reduced! Dot•s lw think tlH' t·aptain 
wouldn't know l'lH>ngh to do that? Yes, 
that's exacth· what he thinks. l ie thinks 
the captain

. 
can't handle an emergency. 

I ll''s just a t\\'o-year skipper. He's an 
oyster-boat man. I 1l' <loesn't know how to 
hrin� in a sea�oing vessel. So s1niling 
John, the world's best marine superin
tendent, is telling him how to do it! 

In plain language, that was the 1narint' 
superintendent's message. 'vVhile the cap
tain mentally decoded it, he was aware 
that he was up against a man who was as 
stubborn and harclhcacled as he was him
self. It  was a question of judgment. of 
course. But it was also a hattie of wills.  
And the qut·stion the captain was asking-

and which he would have to answer-was: 
\Vhat an· you going to do now? You'rt· 
tlw master of this ,·esse!. vVhen the safety 
of the ship is involved, the marine supt•r
inll'mlent's instructions are simply advisory. 
You don't take orders from anyone. You 
set the courses. You make tlw tlecisions 
and you must take full responsibility for 
them. Okay. The same question again. 
\Vhat are you going to do? Sail Smiling 
John's course? Or your own? 

Sparks hml gone below for cofl'ee. TIH' 
captain got him hack to the radio shack 
and penciled another wdiogram to the 
marine superintenden t :  

1-Iac.e altered co11rsc t o  Po11ta Del
gada. Mu ;udg111ent hearing will not 
last Net� York. Net� co11pling llr
gc'llliy neeclecl. 

The reply came hack pron1ptl)· from 
1\ew York : 

Proceed Po11ta De/gada. Yo11r agent A 
thNe llfarlillc�.. Coupling cu route: R 
air express. G 

Decoded, Smiling John's message nH·ant :  0 
You have refused to follow my instructions. S 
The chances are you're wrong. If you Y 
are, have your gear paeked and he ready 
to hit the doek. If  you think you're right. 99 
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you'll have to prove it to me. And that 
will take a lot of proving. So you better 
he very right, very right, very right . . . 

Right? the captain thought. What's 
right? And how do you know when you're 
right? You're responsible for the ship and 
her crew. You bring them in the best way 
you can. That's all there is to it. I t's got 
nothing to do with right or wrong. He 
pondered that as he paced the bridge wing 
and listened to the sounds of the engine 
and the wind. 

,l t sixty revolutions and through a modi"\.. erating sea, the Pride made it to 
the Azores the following afternoon. She 
rounded the southeastern group and head
eel up northerly toward the twin peaks of 
San Miguel Island. At two p.m., Ponta 
Delgada was right ahead, a town built at 
the base of a volcanic mountain and 
shielded from the open sea by a long 
breakwater. 

When the pilot came aboard, his eyes 
were like buttons; he had never brought 
so great a ship into that small harbor. But, 
with a mixture of Portuguese and English 
commands, he did con her in past the 
breakwater. 

"Good now, Cap'tano," he said. "You 
anchor here." 

The captain was scanning the shore. 
"Have to work on this ship," he said. "Fix 
the engines." He pointed toward the clock. 
"Must tie up." 

"No. Not enough water by the dock." 
There was a line of pilings along the 

end of the breakwater. "Okay over there?" 
the captain asked. 

"Only for navy vessels. Must anchor." 
"This is an emergency," the captain 

said. "A port of refuge." 
Motioning to the helmsman, he headed 

the Pride in toward the breakwater. When 
she was three hundred yards off, he 
ordered the port anchor down and told the 
mate to give it plenty of chain. He put 
the helm hard left then, and kicked the 
stern around. It was close maneuvering, 
but he made it. He had to make it. The 
Pride swung neatly, paralleling the break
water, and eased in against the row of 
pilings. Two head lines and a spring line 
were made fast. A stern line was run out 
to a mooring buoy. 

The chief came up to the bridge while 
the captain was telling the fourth mate to 
ring off the engines. "The liner's gone," 
he said. "Wouldn't a' lasted anotl1er hour." 

"Put that in your log so the marine 
superintendent can read it," the captain 
said. "What do you need to get her back 
to sea?" 

"The new coupling." 
"It's on the dock." 
It was there, all right. It  must have 

arrived by the morning plane. 
"Okay. Now I need a tank of gas," the 

chief said. 
"''ll get it for you." 
The captain went into his office, just 

aft of the chart room, and checked the 
papers he'd need to enter the ship. Out
side, in the afternoon sunlight, the bosun 
was rigging a gangway to tl1e breakwater, 
and soon enough the agent would be hur
rying aboard. The captain waited for him, 
drumming the top of his desk. 

The agent, Martinez, was a slender man 
with a radiant smile, a briefcase and a 
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fair supply of English. He came up the 
ladder to tl1e bridge deck, knocked polite
ly on the door, entered, shook hands with 
tl1e captain and agreed to accept a drink 
of whiskey. And then strictly business. 

"You wish service of the shipyard here, 
Capting?" he asked. "Your office cabled 
you will make repairs. I have twenty 
machinists from the shipyard standing by." 

The captain estimated how much twenty 
machinists would cost. Plus overtime. 
Plus materials. Plus the usual surcharge 
levied on rich United States shipping 
companies. He also had a clear mental 
picture of Smiling John's face when he saw 
the bill. "No," he said. "We can handle 
the job ourselves." 

The agent was no longer jovial. "Cap
ting, we both make a little money, we . . .  " 

"All I want from you is a tank of 
acetylene gas. Can you have it sent up 
from the shipyard?" 

"Very difficult, Capting." 
"It's going to be like tl1at, eh?" 
"Shipyard has gas only for work iliey 

do tl1emselves ." 
'Til buy it some place else." 
"No store on the island for that." 
'Til send to Lisbon for it." 
"Next steamer clue in six clays. Best do 

business with the shipyard, Capting." 
Very firmly, the captain put the top on 

the whiskey bottle and used some Ameri
can language tl1e agent had never heard 
before. That ended tl1e discussion. 

When the agent left, no longer smiling, 
the captain phoned clown to the engine 
room and told the chief he'd have to wait 
a while for the gas. 

"I need it now," the chief said. "Have 
to heat the old coupling to get it off." 

For a moment, the captain eonsidered 
being robbed by the shipyard. No! Well 
what else was there to do? He was tired. 
He had slept only a few hours during the 
last forty-eight. And his waking hours 
had been like a nightmare. Couplings! 
Bearings! Acetylene gas! And now agents 
and shipyards! To hell with it all! He de
cided to go uptown and get some oysters. 

He put on his shore-going clothes and 
went clown to the gangway where the 
steward was bargaining with a ship chan
dler for some fresh vegetables. 

"How do I get into town?" the eaptain 
asked. 

"I go soon," the chandler said. "Take 
you in my car." 

"They got oysters on this island?" 
"Yes, very good. I know the best place." 
"Okay, let's go." 
But iliey didn't make the trip all the 

way into town because the ehandler, try
ing to be pleasant-and also to make a 
good impression-talked about his brother 
who owned a fleet of trucks. 

"Trucks?" the captain said. 
"Oh, yes, many trucks. Does big work." 
"And has big garage?" 
"Oh, yes, very big garage." 
They detoured to ilie garage where the 

captain bargained for and bought a tank 
of acetylene gas. It was lifted into the 
back of the chandler's car, sped back to 
the dock and loaded onto a handcart. But 
the two customs men at the gate looked at 
tl1e tank and solemnly shook their heacls. 
As interpreted by the chandler, they said, 
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"No product can be exported out of the 
country without a permit." 

· 

"Tell them I'm not going to take it out 
of the country," the captain said. ''I'm 
going to use i t  right here." 

"They say do you use it on the dock?" 
"No. Tell them I have to take it 

ahoard the ship." 
"They say no." 
''Ask them where I get the permit." 
The answer was: "Customs house. 

Closed now. Open tomorrow morning." 
The c:aptain came up with a permit 

right then and there-twenty American 
dollars and the promise of four cartons of 
American cigarettes. 

The acetylene tank was immediately 
hauled aboard the ship. 

Time: five p.m. The c:aptain went be
low to the engine room to watch the chief 
work his gang. 

Using the ac:etylene torch, they heated 
the worn coupling to expand the metal, 
and hammered it off. The shaft was then 
chilled-and contracted-with ice from the 
steward's storeroom. A strongback har 
was welded to the fac:e of the new cou
pling. It was heated-expanded-and 
chain-hoisted to the end of the shaft. A 
hydraulic jac:k was butted against the 
strongback and, slowly, slowly, the c:ou
pling moved along the shaft. An eighth 
of an inch. Another eighth. And then a 
quarter . . .  

In the mac:hine shop, the first assistant 
melted a ladle of hahhitt and poured new 
liners into both rotor hl'arings. i\o prob
lem there. 

No prohlem in the engine room, either, 
until the jac:k broke when the coupling 
was half an inch from a flush fit. The 
chief was afraid to force it. 

"We break one of those gear teeth," he 
said, "and we've had it." 

The time : well after midnight. The 

chief knocked the engine gang off for 
coffee. He and the captain stayed below. 

"Can we run with the coupling like 
that?" the captain asked. 

"Well, yes," the chief said. "I could rig 
a lathe tool on it and cut off the overhang. 
It would ride all right. But we could only 
turn half speed." 

"Half speecl!" the captain said. He 
picked up a sixteen-pound sledge and 
straddled the housing of the reaction tur
bine. Raising the sledge in half an arc, 
he blinked a couple of times and, maybe, 
muttered a quick prayer. He swung the 
sledge, flashing, falling swiftly, toward the 
strongback bar. A clean shot. The cou
pling set up flush with a metallic click. 

The chief looked startled. Then awed. 
Then he smiled. 

At six a.m. the next morning, the Ameri
can Pride cleared Ponta Delgada. While 
the pilot was still aboard, the captain ad
dressed a postcard to his wife in Con
necticut. He glanced at the scene on the 
colored side of it-a sunny view of flowers 
and stone archways. Turning the t:ard, he 
wrote : "Stopped here on · the way home. 
N ice place." 

He gave the card, for mailing, to the 
pilot, along with a carton of dgarettes. 
When the pilot went ashore, the captain 
rang full ahead on the engines. After a 
session in the c:hartroom, he radiogrammecl " 
an estimated time of arrival. 

He realized he needed a lot of sleep. 

Five days later, when the Pride eased 
alongside the :\orth Europe Line's pier 

on the Hudson River, Captain Hutchinson 
was on the inboard wing of the bridge. 
And the marine superintendent was on the 
doc:k. The captain looked again. Smiling 
John meeting a ship? He had never met 
one before. But he was meeting the Pride; 

MtGOSY l\1AGA7.1NE 

f"ICTION \ / [  
= 

I l l  J = l /  I I 
Ull 
rm 
i l l  I 
· 1 1 1 I 
I l l  

"Pornography?" 

no doubt about that. He stood impa
tiently, while the slaek went out of the 
mooring lines. As soon as the crew low
ered the gangway, he went aboard. 

The captain pac:ed into the wheelhouse 
and watched the third mate ring oA' the 
engines. The end of a voyage. Perhaps 
the last-with the North Europe Line, any
way-for Thomas Hutchinson. No master 
who brings his ship in four days late is 
c:ertain he'll take her out again. Espedal
ly if he has refused to follow the marin<' 
superintendent's instrudions, insisted on 
repairs in a foreign port, and in various 
other ways demonstrated that he is still 
not a cornpany nHU1. 

Hutchinson could not, of course, deny 
any of those charges. He wasn't a 

company man; probably he never would 
he. He was his own man. He moved his 
ship the way he believed a ship should he 
moved. As for the superintendent . . .  

There was the sound of shore-side 
leather scraping the ladder rungs. Tlw 
marine superintendent. A stocky man. 
White-haired. Bull-nec:ked. Eyes like ice. 
Not exactly an easy man to deal with. He 
came into the wheelhouse. 

"I got something for you," the captain 
said. "A coupling with teeth worn down 
lih• knife blades. It's a " 

"Now, wait a minute," the marine supC'r
intendent said. "All I . . .  " 

"And an empty ac:etylene tank," the cap
tain c:ut in. He was talking loudPr. 

"Captain, I . . .  " 
"Don't tell lllt' tl1at rotor hearing would 

have lasted to New York!" 
"Calm down, Captain! Quit hollering! 

All I want to say is " 
"Far as I'm eoncerned, you t:an take this 

lugger and . . .  " 
"I talked to the chief," Smiling John 

said. "And Wt' had reports from Ponta 
Delgada." 

" . . .  and hlow the whistlt>," the captain 
said. 

"What t:ounts in this business," Smiling 
John continued evenly, "is the guts to usP 
your own head. If you got any sense in it. 
So what I'm here for is to huy you a lot 
of oysters." 

The captain stopped shouting. ·'Comt• 
again," he said. 

"Two or three dozen oysters."  
"Long Island oysters?" 
Smiling John nodded. "Long Island 

oysters? Certainly! Thl' best! I'll pick 
't>m. I 'm an old oyster-boat man mysp)f."" 

"You are what!" 
"I don't often admit it," Smiling John 

said, "hut I came up the same way you 
did." He was almost smiling. "That's why 
we gt>t along. I mean, Wt' understand each 
other. Right?" 

''\-Yhat about the c:oupling?" tlw mp
tain said. "You Wl're wrong ahout that. 
You claimed . . .  " 

··wa-a-a-it a minute! Don't push me too 
far!" Smiling John's face was gettiug r<'d 
and he was talking louder. ··we better go 
get the oystt>rs." 

"Don't tell me what to do," the captain 
said. "Not on my own ship. \Nhat I nPt·d 
is a drink. I need half a dozen drinks." 

"I c:ould probably use one myst'lf," 
Smiling John said. 

"Then," the captain said, "then we'll gt't 
the oystt•rs!" • • • 



T H E  OLD MAN AN D T H E  TIGER c t '  l I 8 I 
huuL n pouk' ::: · :::::. ;,:::,:·:�· '" Dr. Grabow l\onnally, a tiger will walk around and 

avoid these same people. It is strang!' to 
see how tigers and peopl(• intermingle in 
the same forests. This is the paradox of 
the tiger. He is powerful, feared and 
sometimes vicious-yet gentle and tmas
suming, taking pains to elude people. 

As the days went by, we walked 
through the jungle unarmed and un
harmed. I often checked possible machan 
sites with the hunters, carrying only a 
RolleiHex around my neck. We accepted 
the native point of view-that a healthy 
tiger will retreat when humans approach. 

Our first tiger beat was similar to the 
next twenty-four-except for its newness. 
Every heat had elephants chasing a tiger 
out from an impenetrable thicket toward 
a machan where Cox waited witl1 bow and 
arrow poised. I was always behind him, 
equipped with two automatic-sequence 
Foton cameras. 

The ht>at always began the evening be
fore. A calf bait was tethered before a 

heavily erusted lantana growth, with a 
vine fastened not too tightly to a front 
hoof, limiting his grazing area. Vines 
fastened to the neck, we learned from the 
natives, often made the tiger suspicious. 
The hunter would then select a 111aclw.11 
site for Cox and me, usually less than 
fifty yards in direct line of sight to the 
spot where the tiger might emerge from 
the jungle. Experience and instinct de
termined where the macha11 should bt> 
anchored. A maclu111 is a four-by-three
foot platform lashed to a forked tree, about 
ten feet off the ground. Since females can 
measure nine feet and males even more, 
Cox and I soon realized that we were 
within touching distance of any tiger in 
our tinderbox. 

Sometimes the hunters would place 
machans in nearby trees for themselves, 
but most of the time, they would sit out 
the tiger beat in a tree. Both hunters 
carried JeiTries, one a .423 and the other 
an over-under .450-.400. 

No effort was ever made to break up 
human scent in the bait area, since the 
blazing sun would absorb our presence in 
less than half an hour. After setting the 
bait, we would return to the compound, 
leaving the calf to its fate. Early next 
morning, the head native would check the 
bait. If the tiger had taken it, the evidence 
would he on the ground. Tigers kill with 
lunges at the throat. They then eitl1er drag 
or carry their kill into the thick brush and 
feast on it for several days until the entire 
carcass is eaten. Tigers have been known 
to carry an 800-pound cow in their mouths 
as they jump a native compound fence. 

When bait had been taken, Cox and I 
would ride out to tl1e machan on Dhut 
Dhut. Our hunters used six elephants 
altogetl1er. The elephants would encircle 
the beat, forming a U around the tiger 
and "stops" would b�· placed in trees on 
the outer limits of tl1e beat. Stops are 
natives whose job is to create a racket with 
voice and noisemakers sh.ould the tiger 
attempt to leave the beat area. With ele
phants and stops in place, the heat would 
then begin. 

Noise is an important factor in a tiger 

mow• from his f!'ast, hopefully in the <.II-
rection of the waiting hunters. Golden Duke Elephants are the star performers in 
any tiger beat. They trample the jungles, 
rocking like whalers in a forty-mile gale. 
As our elephants moved, they closed in 
the U at a point where Cox might get in 
a good shot as the tiger emerged from the 
jungle. Depending on the nature and boil
ing point of the tiger, it may come out 
like an Indianapolis Ford Lotus, or it may 
calmly stroll out of the jungle. As soon as 
the heaters ha\'{' del ivered a tiger within 
shooting distance of their client, their job 
is over. The rest is up to the client. 

Our first heat was highly emotional. 
Our tracker reported a calf taken from a 
nearby grazing herd. It belonged to 
Shushila Devi, a pretty eight-year-old girl. 
who had last been seen weeping in the 
native compound. Having left an eight
year-old daughter hack in ;-\cw York, I 
could understand Shushila's feelings. 

John Cox was packing his Browning 
.375 H&H Magnum, and was determined I to get satisfaction for little Shushila. Old 
man Cox carried his sixty-pound Bear how 
of laminated glass and maple, with a 
quiver of 27Jf-inch arrows made of Port I Oxford cedar. The arrowhead was four
bladed forged steel that traveled 200 fE'l't 
per second with a sixty-pound pull. j vVe snamhled up the hooked tail of thE' 
elephant which a native held for us and 
sE'ttled down on the rocking howdah. At 
the edge of thE' dense wood, an unusua I 
grass grew abundantly for hundreds of 
yards: marijuana growing wild. 

There was much excitement at  the native 
compound, but Shushila was no longer 
crying. She had been told white hunters 
were going to shoot her calf's abductor. 
With gesturt>s, she described her calf to 
our head tracker. It was a brown and 
whit<.• pinto. Though she'd lost her calf, 
its dead killer would please her, and some-
how, she had picked John Cox as her 
benefat:tor. l ie was the youngest, almost 
baby-faced. Shushila kissed him on the 
hand, then darted, embarrassed, into her 
father's arms. John felt ten feet tall. 

W" plunged into the jungles, ducking 
overhanging vines and low branches, 

our elephants walking single file to the 
grazing area, where eleven cows were hud
dled together near a watering hole. The 
head man of the villag<', our st>lf-electcd 
tracker, led us to the ground marks where 
the tiger had struggled with the calf. Pug 
marks revealed where the tiger had 
dragged his prey. 

Our hunters followed the tracks on foot 
for a short distance. They stopped when 
we could hardly move against the dense 
lantana growtl1. Within 100 yards from 
where the Rajah and his men stood, the 
tiger had decided to hole up with his calf. 
The elephants deployed several hundred 
yards behind the lair and we all took posi
tions in macha11s where the elephants 
hoped to drive out the tiger. The natives 
worked methodically on tl1e 111acham while 
Rajah Singh checked the drag marks. The 
work was completed without a word. 

While the elephant and stops were get- . 
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tin).( into position. the herd of l'attl<· was 
n·n1oved to tht• !'Ompound. Sin).(h tlH'n 
�a vl' the si).(nal for the heat. Cox and I 
W<'fl' poised on our flimsy platform. I 
1 nov•·d into a hi).(lwr forked hranch hehind 
Co,, ).(ivin).( nll' sli).(ht •·levation and dis
tam·•· "' I mi).(ht include Cox in the pieture 
with the ti).(L'r. l l is how and arrow were 
n·ady. H<· watched tlw jun).(le ).(rass . .fohn 
Cox was in another macllllll,  100 yards to 
our ri).(ht. his .:175 I-I&H 1\la).(num off safe
ty. The noise was rattling and getting 
doser. TIH' gap between elephants, tiger 
and our lllachtlllS was dosing in. An ex
dted tiger is unpredidahlP. I IP eouid 
•·asily double hack and eharg•· tlw l'IP
phants and mahouts, or attaek the un
armed stops. 

The six elephants trampled the lantana 
and d ..  ad branches. creating a <leafcn ing 
noise. \VIH'n tlwv wen· almost within 
sight, a shot rang ;m t  to our right. "I got 
him!" screamed John Cox. Hajah Sin).(h 
!'autioned everyone to remain i n  their 
maclutll.\'. Tigers are not ••asily killed, 
•·v•·n with high -powerc•d rifles, and they 
often play dt·ad. \Ve all hoarded separate 
•·lcphants, heading for .fohn's 111acha11. Ht• 
hopped onto another elephant and all of 
them now formed a ring around the fallen 
tiger. The natin·s sang out the good news. 
One shot had killed thl· ti).(er! Shushila 
was a\'en�ed! 

T ilt' news tra,· . .  kd to th<• \'illage instant
lv. A detail huri!'d the rt•mains of the 

calf �hile another tossed the tigt•r earl·ass 
on one of the elephants. At the village, 
Shushila was beaming, and she kissed 
J ol{n's hand again.  I IP was now twelve 
fpd tall . l ie hac! goth'n his first tiger and 
was a hero besides. 

That evt·ning. thrt•t· baits were laid out 
within our thirty-five-square-mile hunting 
block. No one hut the hunter to whom it 
was assigned would hunt that hlock for 
two weeks. For tlw nt•xt eight days, we 
hunted tt·n l wats. two of them scratch 
lwats. They are ealled scratch when no 
hail is taken. Baits on the otlwr heats We're 
taken-hut the elusiH· tigers wt•n· too 
wily for us. 

On the t•l!•\'!'nth hl'at, a seratch heat, 
Hajah Singh, in a neighboring 111acha11,  in
terpreted the native yelling and screeching 
to mean they had a tiger running hdore 
them. Cox was poise<! and alert. An ar
row was in pia<·<·. l lis gloved hand lln
g<•red tlw shaft nt'rvously. I was four feet 
behind hi1n, 1wrched on a hranch at head 
lt•vel. I watehed his eyes surwy the jungle. 

And then, it happened. A huge orange 
and white eat came charging out of the 
jungles. I I  is untufted tail heat the air im
pati<'ntl y.  Cox aimed his arrow, leading 
the tiger hy about six feet. He let loose the 
200-feet-a-minnl<· shaft on a twenty-five
de�rl'l' downward angle. It missed the 
tiger l'Olllpktely, passing harmlessly over 
him. The tiger continued to run and dis
appeared into the jungles. 

Cox was angry with himself. l ie had 
he<•n in perfect position to hit the tiger. 
"Da1 1m it," he declared, "I was too nervous 
and excitt·d to shoot straight." l ie took a 
tranquilizer to quiet himself clown and 
sullenly rt'turned to the eompound. 

The 11ext l l i l lt' days wt•re tense fm 
,., . .,rymw. \Ve lwat the tiger haunts daily. 
On t i ll' fourteenth lwat. fom baits were 

taken. But om heats neH•r ont·•· H'\'l•akd 
a tiger. Only bird screeehing told our na
ti\'es that tigers were: on tht· l l ln,·<-· . Lion� 
have tlw jaekal to reveal their whereabouts, 
Cape hufl'.do and rhinoceros have the tick 
birds. hut the tiger tran•ls alone exc•·pt 
when hircls scream his whereabouts. 

On the ninete<·nth heat, I slipped a dise 
riding an elephant. The pain was ex
eruciating, and I r<'liH'lllherecl my doc.:tor's 
warning-mobility was better than lying 
on my hack. So I dismounted and trailed 
tlw t'lephants on foot. walking heats twen
ty to twt'nty-five. 

\Ve returned to the area of our se,·en
teenth, eighteenth and nint•teenth heats. 
A ealf had heen taken on eaeh of thosP 
clays hut the tigt•rs had outsmarted us. 

This was our twenty-fifth heat-our last 
day of hunting. Cox had not heen able to 
sight a tiger sinee his first miss. I Ie had 
calmed down now and his target practice 
was perfect. A young native hoy had 
adopted him as his idol and had fashioned 
a bow and arrow fnun local woods. Cox 
was relaxing with tlw hoy and teaching 
him to shoot. Other nativt•s made a hig 
fuss over Cox, too. Killing a tiger with 
how and a rrow was mueh llHH'!' hazardous 
than with a powerful gun. 

\\'e left early that morning for the hunt 
area. 1\ o  llt'W hait was taken that clay, hut 
a tiger usually takes from five to seven 
days to eat a kill  eompletely. This was the 
fifth day since beat number nineteen. The 
tiger might still he in the area. A scratch 
heat would determine this. 

Rajah Singh sekc.:tecl a de11se growth and 
placed us in a lllllcha11 in fro11t of it.  Tlw 
elephants deployed around the growth and 
plowed through it. 1\ n  tiger. At four 
twenty-five p.m. Cox and I dimhed onto 
another 1111/ciU III half mile awa,· and tht• 
elephants again circled the pat�·h of lan
tana. The stops took their places. The 
mahouts were eager to local!· a tiger for 
Cox. They were all pulling for him, and 
this was our last day of hunting. Rajah 
Singh, his huntt·r ami John Cox climbed 
trees on both si<ks of our lllllciw n .  A dry 
river hed, about twenty-five feet wide, 
separated us. At four fifty-fin• p.m., the 
lwat began .  The dephant and mahouts 
plunged into the clt•nse growth. Their 
<:riPS were faintly audible at  om site. I n  
less than thirty minntt•s, they were within 
400 yards of our 1111/clulll .  Cox was stand
ing on tlw crudely fashioned platform and 
I S<Jueezed into the farthest corner. 

And then it happened. l saw a darting 
movement to my right. It was a striped 
animal, d.-finite!�· a tiger, hut n1oving slow-
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I�·  for a tig•·r ! wing ehawcl. I I U'\I'r got a 
look at the who!.. eat as it slid noiselesslv 
through the hrush. Cox, at that instant, 
was looking to tlw left at a grass m m·•·
ment. I eardully tom·hecl his foot and 
pointed to the dirt>ction of the Olll'Ol l l ing 
tiger. The elephants wen· not far h<•h incl ,  
and till' natives wt·n· keeping up a con-
stant chatter and noise. 

. 

Cox aeknowleclg,•cl the touch. 1-{,. slo\\'
ly followed the tiger with his how and 

arrow as it jaunted through tlw brush. At 
that instant. tlw tig<•r must han• spied 
Cox's mm·ing how and arrow. for lw in
creased his fast walk to a mn. This was 
a healthy tiger, eapahk of forty mph. Cox 
•·xtended his how, took careful aim, leadin).( 
the tigt•r by about twelv<· fed. TIH' arrow 
slid smoothly away and eaught the tiger 
in the rear flank. The mshing tiger gan· 
a painful howl. 

I had started rol ling nn· ;uttmnatil'
sequence eamera just before C-ox's shot. as 
the tiger nll't'd through the brush. The 
tiger was in the open river lwei now. mad
l y  jumping across it. Through my view
finder, I could St'!' tlw arrow protrncli l l).( 
from the rear flank. I t  S<'l'lll!'d like a l i\'('r 
shot. It was too far haek for a h<•art 
shot-and not low enough. for a tiger's 
heart s!'ls low. The tiger real'hed the 
opposite hank when two shots rang out 
from Hajah Singh ami the other hnnh'r. 
The tiger roan•d again and continued 1<1 
run madly into tlw jungle. 

Tht• elephants now •·n wrged fnun the 
jungles. Tlw stnl was about to sl't and 
light was ••hhing fast. There is no twilight 
in I ndia.  Tlw sun disappears aud sudden
ly it's night. Singh and his hunl!'r shot 
because of that. A won11!led ti.t!<'r at night 
would he a nwnat·•·· This tig1·r would 
have tO h<•  finisJwd of)' tonight-!'H'll if \VI' 
had to traek him thron).(h the brush with 
flashlight. 

The ••lephants picked liS up and togdlwr 
we all followed the cl<•arlv visihJ.. ).(nslws 
of lost blood. Om• h11nd;,.d yards

. 
away, 

Hajah Singh saw tlw ti).(er under a hea\ y 
hush. With his .42:3 Jefl'ries, he adlllin
istered the shot that ended the hunt. 

The arrow had gone through the lin·r. 
a fatal shot from which the tig,.,. would 
•·asily haV<' hkd to death. 

It was a ntagnilll'<'nt trophy, a ft'lllille 
tigress, nine fed. om• inC'h long frmn 
snout to tail, and Wl'ighing appro�il l lat<·ly 
400 pounds, certainly an •·xeellent siz•· for 
a female tiger. 

The natives paeked the tiger on Oi l ! '  of 
the elephants, and in tlw Phhing ni).(htfall, 
we marched out of the jungle. Cox had 
shot his tig<•r at the ,·,·ry last l l l inut<· of 
the last day of tlw hunt. a sp . .  ctaeular 
finish to tw<·nty-fiw tiring lwats. Tlw 
hunters had not permitted Cox to finish oil' 
the tiger unassisted hy gun !weanS<· night
fall was approaching-hut the fatal �hot 
was fired with a how and arrow. 

Cox had pro\'l•d that while a how and 
arrow might not b .. powerful •·nough to 
stop a tig;er in its tracks, it \Vas l'<'rtainly 
capable of k illing Oil!'. I h- had n•ason to 
be proud of himS<•lf. A t  the age of sixty
two he had al'<·onlplislwd a fl'at that no 
archer had yet been ahle to (Wrforl l l .  

As for Hajah Singh.  lw's not too anxious 
to head np anotlH'r how-and-arrow shikor. 
I t's risky <'IIOU}!h with �uns. he says. • 
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1HE B�5rOF SPiR!lS 
BY JOE SCHOLN ICK 

NEW FADS FROM SOUTH O F  THE B O R D E R  

Anu·riea i,; probably  thl' most fad
happy muntry in tlw worlcl .  A l 

nlo:;t anyth in�. i t  :<!'ems. can swf'ep our 
nation-from yoyos to hula hoops. from 
:\lari lyn \lonrm· to th•·  B•·at lt>s. A nd. 
o f  cour:<t'. food and clrink are l ik<' ly :<uh
i•·. -t,; for fack too. 

C.onsidt'T t lw pizza. I n  our you th . 
pizza:< Wf'rf' :<�'rvf'd o n l y  in out-of-the
wav I ta l ian n·,:tauranl:<  and wt•r!' com
p l,:t,. l y  unknown to t lw va;;t majori t y  o f  
our ci t izc•ns. Today. i t  i" fast riva l l i ng 
t lw hot do� and ham huq(t'r and i;; avai l 
ah l•· in  ,-n,u·k har,-. how l in� a l lpy,; and 
froz•·n-food countPrs th roughou t  thP 
.-ountry. I H •·our;;e. thl ' Gn•at Anwri•·'"' 
pizza 1..-ar" o n l y  a d i;;tan t  rf':<�·mh lance to 
it,; rieh . .-rusty I ta l i a n  cou,-i n .  hut thl'n. 
you • ·an"t hav•· •·very th i n�. 

-\nu t lwr prn< l u. - t  that  wa;; ,-wept i nto 
popul ari t y  on t lw <:rf'st of a fad i;; vodka. 
whid1 wa,; al nw,-t u nknown in t h i ,- .-oun
try unt i l  ,-onwuru· dreamed u p  tlw Scn·w
driv••r and t lw Blood y  Mary . Those t wo 
dri n k:< lw�an to catch on. tht· vodka 
JH'oplt· launched a hi� advPrt i;; in� carn
pai�n-and t he rt•st is  h istory. 

A l l  of which lead,- us to prt•d i r· t a rww 
fad in t lw fwld of r·d i b les and po tah iP;;-
a ta.-o. tanra l •· and IPqui la  c-raz•·· :\1r· x i 
• ·an food,- and drinks. we hel iew. art' 
a bout to ""''''' I '  tlw country. 

In •·•·rtain ""'·tions of t he U n i ted Statt·;;. 
\ l•·x inur food is a l rf'ady secure in i t,
populari ty . A motorist i n  Sou t lwrn l.a l i
forn ia. for in:< lan<T, can order a taco or 
• •nehi lada at a d rivc·-in re>tauranl w i t hou t  
•·v•·n hotlwrin� to look a t  the rnPnu; 
t lwy"n· a l mu,-t • ·• ·rt a in to havt' i t . -\nd in 
'""" ' part" of Texas. Arizona. and ;'ll .. w 
.\ l •·x i. -o. at l•·a,-t h a l f  of the n•,.tauranl:< 
in all pri•·•· ran�e:;. :<�'<'Ill to ,-pecia l i z•· in 
\ l •·xi .-an cuisine. 

I t  i,; our p-rPdietion that  soon \lexiean 
fuud (ur at l<·ast a cooler. lr·s peppery 
\W:<ion of i t ) w i l l  hf' fea tured by Spt'
• ·ia l ty n·,;taurant;; in the Midwest and 
a lon� t lw  l·:a:< lnn i'Pahoard. And ;; ince 
w•· happen to hav•· a part icular forulrw;;s 

for th is  t y pe o f cookPry. i t ';; a pro;;pect 
that doesn 't mak•·  us a t  a l l  u nhappy . 

• • • 

WE ARE a l;;o quite fond of :\lexican 
potahiP,;. \'h·xican beer, for Pxam p le. 
i,; cf'rtain l y  worth trying, partieu larl y i f  
y o u r  ,;tatP imports i t  at fu l l :;trcnl!;th. 

Onf' of our favoritf' prP-dinrwr cock
t a i l ,;-prP any k i nd of d i n nPr: :'11t·xican. 
FrPru:h. Anwrican or l .h i rwse. a;; a ma t 
t.-r of fact-is thP Mar�ari ta . I t';; madf' 
w i th 1 1,.2 ounce:< of l<'f! u i l a. 1,.2 ouru-!' of 
tr ip l •· :<ec (an onlll�t' l iqut·ur) and the 
ju icP o f  1,.2 l i me or lemon. �hakt• a l l  
i n�rNi it'nts w e l l  w i t h  .-racked ict·. aral 
stra i n  in to a coc-k ta i l  g lass t lw rim of 
which Ira:< bf'en d ipped i n  l ime ju ice and 
mated w i th sa l t . 

A nothl'r lt'f!H i l a  drink worth tryin� i s  
the Teq u i l a  l.ocktai l .  made wi th  1 1,.2 
ounn·,; of ll'qu i la. t hP j u ice of 1,.2 a 
lt•mon or l ime ancl a generous da;;h of 
�n·nad i ne. �hake w i t h  crackPCI ice and 
:<t ra in i n to a cocktai l  � las;;. 

I n  La Pax. :\l!'xico. incidf'nt a l l y. thPrl' 
ar.- two hartender:<-idPntieal- twin hroth
•·n;-who lPnd bar i n  <·omJll' l i n� hot t· l;;. 
and who both :<pec- ia l ize in  Froz•·n Te
q u i l a  C .ocktai l;;. ThPy "'" the ahovP 
n•cip•• hut hiPml t he in�n·dien t:< w i th 
eru:<hed ice to form a :<now l i ke rna:<:<. 
Thi;; is p i led onto a ,.;ll'mnwd coekt a i l  
�las:<. a n d  thP  trick i,; to dett·rm inP 
w h ich brother make:< t he h i �her pi l l'
w i thout toppl in� t lw dri n k  or the dri n ker! 

W h i l e  the eompet i t ion-and the drin ks 
-arp most picturesque and p lt'asing to 
t lu- tourist trade. the thought frank l y  
leavt'" u s  a l i t t le c:o ld :  w e  are an i mpa
t ient  drinkPr. and the idea of wa i t in� 
for our d rink to thaw, hefore IH' < :an 
drink it . . . 

• • • 

WH r LE October Carnes the t h rf'at o f  
w in tery weather t o  come, i t  is s t i l l  a t l • ·· 
l ight fu l month in which to u;;e thf' char
coal gri l l  for ou tdoor .-ookPry . Which 

hrings to m i nd t im·•· n·• ·i p< ':< d••v•· lo Jwd 
especia l l y  for --Th•· flp,.;( o f Spirit;· hy  
the Campbe l l  Soup C .ompanv-barlw<·IH' 
;;auces that �o •·xt remc l y  w•·ll w i th  that  
charcoal flavor. 

The first i ·  a tomato-barlw.-ut· ,;au• ·e 
parti cu l ar ly n·r·ommt•ndf'd for lu·•·f. 
· ·hicken or pork. It take;; a ran nf con
dt>nsed toma to ;;oup (you �Ill'S:' t lw 
brand ) . 1,4 cup of burgundy wi rw. 2 
ta b lespoons <'ach of ,.;alad o i l .  minc-•·d 
onion and • ·hoppPd �reen I"'PJH'r. a 
tab iPspoon of brown ,;u�ar. a da,;h o f 
pepper and a c- lovp of �ar l i• ·. m i rwr•d. 

Place a l l  the;;e ingred i •·nt:< in a ,;auc<'· 
pan and simmer a few monwnt:< tn bl •·rH I 
the flavors. You' l l  get about 1 %  cup,; o f  
fine barbecue sauce t h a t  r·an h!' usee! a ,;  
a marinade for tht• meat  l w fon· .-nokin�. 
and can be spread right on the meat 
a,; i t  gri I ts. 

The second n·cipe is  desi�nf'd :<Jlt'c ifi
cal l y  for barbPcued chicken. I t  ca l l ;;  for 
a can of condensrd b l ack lwan soup. 1)1 
cup each of sa lad oi l, vi negar and sherry 
wine. and 2 tab lespoon,; t'aeh of brown 
sugar and m ineed onion. Again. heat for 
a ft>w moments to blc•nd tlw flavor:<. and 
;;pread on the chickPn as i t  bro i ls.  

Final l y. an onion harlwcut' san•·•·. P:<JH'· 
c i a l l y  tasty with bed. pork and l am!. .  
For this.  use onP ean of •·ond••n;;!'d onion 
i'oup. 1,.2 cup of k!'tehup. % cup of  sa lad 
oi l .  2 tab iPspoons of brown ,-u�ar. a 
t<•aspoon each of Worcestcr;;h i re ,-auc•· 
and chi l i  powder. and a da,.;h of �arli• ·  
powcler. This. too. i ,;  ,; inr nu•n•d hril'fl y .  
and then appl ied hefor!'. durin� andjor 
after cooking. to the mea t . 

W h i le the food i· cookin�-r,.�ard l• ·,;,; 
of what  barbecue :<au•·e you usP-tn· a 
favorit !' c lr ink of our  own. nwt inr lou,- l y 
made with 3 hard- frozen iee cuhe;; ver�· 
carefu l l y  p lac-••d in a l ar�e old-fashiorwd 
!(la;;s. to  w hich an· addNI a �··rwrou,; 
2 ounces of fine i m ported �in and a 
:'I"Uill do l lop o f Vl'ry dry Vl'flllOUth. 

This rn i xtun• i,; :< t irn·d •·an·fu l l y  and 
. -aut iou,- l y-;;o a;; not to hruisP t lw i<pir
i t :<-and t ht·n ,-i ppPd lovin�ly a,- t lw 
•·han:oal flame,; paint  prPt ly  pir·t un•i< on 
t lw harh!'cuPd mt ·a t . i n  t ilt' nip and . -h i l l  
of approachin!( fa l l .  

I t";; a lovPiy r·om·oc-t ion. a n d  a ,;  with 
most t h in�s. t here is a tend•·ncy anwn� 
:<olllt' conformi,ts to �ivt• it a nanw
:<onwthin� l i ke mart i n i  on t lw ro.-b- -
hut we wou ld pn · fpr to i�nnn· that kind 
of fad.  

For a chan�e of  pan•. t lwn· an· t i nr l ':< 
w hen wt• <"XJwrinlt'nt w i t h  anotlwr .-om
hinat ion: 2 ounce,.; of firw hott lecl-in
hon(l bourbon. a da,.;h or two of  An�o,-. 
lura h i ttf'r:<. and ju,;t a d•· l i .-at<· l i t t l• ·  
sp lash of  ,;weet vermou th. poure•l on·r 
ice cubes in  an o l d- fashionrd �Ia,;,; . 

Agai n. sonlf'Ont' wi thou t a <loubt w i l l  
insist t h a t  t h i s  drink. too. h a ,;  a mr rru·
maybe l ik e• manhattan or :<onwth ing
but  for us. th<'"" drinb T<'J)f<',.;c'nt t lw 
o n l y  way rPa l l y to •·njoy outdoor n>Ok
i ng-in tlw ll••,;t of Spiri t,;. • • • 



HAPPY B I RT H DAY, DEAR BOU R BON contin11ed trom page 53 

But there must have been a shortage of 
similarly clear-eyed patriots in Congress 
all these years. Bourbon, a classic native 
distillate whose 175th birthday is being 
celebrated right now, had to wait until this 
very year to get the official stamp of recog
nition of the Congress of the United States. 

The 88th Congress, which you may 
think just frittered away its time, actually 
made a historic step when it forthrightly 
recognized this whiskey of whiskeys for 
what it is, a pure American product, to be 
treated with equal respect to any other 
American product, and superior reverence 
than that granted to those foreign ( boo! ) 
potations such as scotch and cognac. 

Let's face it, men, Elijah Craig, the 
part-time country preacher from Bourbon 
County, Kentucky, who is generally cred
ited with inventing the marvelous golden
red distillation, had a sure sense of h istory. 
Legend has it that he waited until 1789, 
General Washington's inaugural year as 
President, to concoct the first batch of the 
stuff, probably guessing that, for one rea
son or another, it was to he a very big year 
with historians. 

Reverend Craig, called by some "the 
father of Bourbon," probably didn't know 
that the tasty mixture of corn and other 
cereal mashes-but always a majority of 
corn-with tasty local limestone water 
would produce a great American tradition . 
He probably just wanted a couple of 
healthy snorts to start out the day ( a  
"tickler," they call it in Kentucky; that's a 
half a pint, son, which is quite a tickle 
early in the morning ) .  Since it was a long 
walk to tl1e corner bar, the public-spirited 
Reverend Craig probably just used his 
Yankee ingenuity . . .  his native intelli
gence, picked up the handiest stuff around 
that would ferment up into a nit:e, yeasty 
mash, and started an American tradition. 

,l nyway, everybody around Bourbon .fl. County and elsewhere was crazy 
about the stuff. They liked it so much they 
often drank it before it was really cool from 
the still. But old Elijah knew the virtues of 
patience. He >towed the mixture away in 
charred oak barrels for a while, probably 
holding off his thirsty friends with a Ken
tucky long rifle, while the mingled corn 
and rye spirits softened, mellowed and col
on"d themselves up in those nice clark bar
rels. ( Nobody knows just how Reverend 
Craig found out about charring the barrels. 
Some say he was a careless smoker. ) A t  
any rate, i t  was discovered that after the 
runoff from the mash had set for a while
maybe five or six years-in that old char
coal, the results were delicious. Of course 
only the true gentlefolk among those pio
neers had the perception and patience to 
sweat it out that long. As a result, depend
ing on the age of the whiskey when they 
finally decided to tap the barrel, and a few 
other factors such as the heat around the 
warehouse and the amount of moving 
about the whiskey got ( some of it was 
sent around the Horn as ballast in sailing 
ships and came back educated ) ,  you would 
have yourself a mess of courtin' whiskey, 
or fightin' whiskey, or happy whiskey. 
Other types recognized by connoisseurs of 
the day, according to expert taste-tester 

Richard Gehman, were cryin' whiskey, 
being-sorry-for-yourself-whiskey, religious 
whiskey, buy-the-house-a-drink whiskey 
falling-down whiskey and sippin' whiskey. 
Sippin' whiskey, of course, was the best. 
There was also candidates, or vote-buyin' 
whiskey, which was the worst. 

It seems, as a matter of fact, that Bour
bon was messed up with politics right from 
the start. First thing that happened, Gen
eral Washington started to run out of 
money almost before he got tl1e country 
started. He looked around for a good 
place to get some. Out in the Kentucky 
and Virginia hills and thereabouts, people 
had gotten so fond of the lovely liquor put 
out by the Reverend Craig and some of his 
fellow pioneers in the distilling line, such 
as Jake Spears and Major Peyton Short of 
Lexington, that before you knew it, there 
were more than 1,500 stills turning out 
various versions of the stuff. Forgetting for 
a moment t11e rotten time the British had 
had with that tea business up North, 
Washington's treasurer, Alexander Hamil
ton, a rum drinker, let some idiot talk him 
into slapping a tax on every barrel of 
whiskey manufactured. 

No

.

w, this was important stuff. In an 
area where c:orn was th<' main crop. 

and transport the main problem, practically 
all of the local economy was at the busi
ness end of still. Bourbon was even used 
as a sort of currency ( the term "liquid as
sets" probably came into use at this time ) .  

Well, there were a lot of Revolutionary 
War ex-Cis around the hills of K<'ntucky 
and Western Pennsylvania, and they were 
pretty salty with strangers in general. 
When the first revenooers showed up, they 
got a welcome that was less than c:Ot·clial. 
As a matter of fact, the first six casualties 
of what was to become known as the 
Whiskey Rebellion were the first six 
shnooks that tried to c:ollect that whiskey 
tax. They were; tarred and f,>atherecl so 
fast some of them didn't ha\"e time to get 
off their horses. 

General Washington put out an order 
which said: "Come on, fellows, c:ough up. 
This is peace." But tl1e report Washington 
got from one Judge Innes indicated that 
tl1e boys now considered themselves to be 
civilians. The General's tax collector, Col
onel Thomas Marshall, according to Innes, 
"was burned in effigy at Lexington ; his 
deputies were assaulted, some recieved in
sulting and abusive language, others had 
their papers destroyed, their horses' ears 
cropped, manes and tails dose-shaved 
(still talking about the horses, we imagine), 
their saddles cut to pieces . . .  " Well, you 
get the idea. The result, said Innes, was 
that "few were found hardy enough to 
take the office." 

Washington, like MacArthur with the 
bonus marchers in '32, finally had to order 
out tl1e troops to calm clown his old ex
buddies. The troops drank so much of the 
local whiskey and paid such eye-gouging 
prices that the local distillers soon had 
plenty of money to pay the taxes. 

That ended the Whiskey Rebellion of 
1794. The distillers agreed to settle for 
half of what the Government said they 
owed. But they never liked it. Still don't. 
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Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 
Stops Itch - Rel ieves Pain 

For the first t i m e  science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain - without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (sh rinkage) took place. 

M o s t  a m a z i n g  o f  a l l - res u l t s  w e r e  s o  
thorough that suffe re r s  made a s t o n i s h i n g  
statements l i k e  " Piles have ceased t o  be a 
problem ! "  

T h e  secret i s  a new heal i n g  s u bstance 
( Bio-Dyne® ) - discovery of a world-famous 
research institute. 

This substance is  now available in suppository or o·in t m en t  /o1·1n under the name Prepa ra t ion H ®. A s k  f o r  it a t  all d r u g  
cuunters. 
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So Americ.:an historv marched on . !\ext 
thing you knew, we l;ad a Bourbon-drink
ing President, the father of the Democratic 
!'arty, Thomas Jefferson. ( It must be ad
,i,itted that DemQ(;rats have always had an 
edge on Republicans when it  comes to 
drinking Bourbon. With Jefferson rooting 
for them, the disti llers figured out that if 
they only had some nice, handy Mississippi 
River outlet on the Gulf, like, say, Louisi
ana, they c.:ould movt• n lot more Bourbon 
a lot cheapt'r than by mule and ox. Bang! 
The Louisiana Purc.:hase! You never knew 
that, did you? ) 

By now Bourbon was established at least 
as solidly as the United States Government. 
Andy Jackson, another Democratic Par
ty founder, once worked in a d istillery, 
and so did William Hemy Harrison, also a 
President, whom you may have forgotten. 

Daniel Webster wasn't cxm:tly a Presi
dent, but you probably remember him bet
ter than Harrison. He used to keep his 
famous tonsils constantly irrigated with 
Virginia or Kentucky Bourbon and, in fact, 
got the inspiration for some of his best 
speeches when he was slightly aglow with 
the golden-red stuff. One historian notes 
that Webster, on the day before he was to 
welcome to our shores the French Revolu
tionary war hero. the Marquis de Lafayette, 
was fishing with friends, and suc.:king 
thoughtfully on a gallon jug of Bourbon. 

"As he sat on the hank," says the his
torian ( Hewson Peekc-you can look it 
up ) ,  "he suddenly drew fr01n the water a 
large fish, and in his majestic voic.:e said 
'\¥elcome, illustrious stranger to these 
shores'." The next day his friends, who had 
gone fishing with him, were flabbergasted 
when Webster got tip and started his for
mal greeting to Lafayettt>. "\Velc.:ome, il
lustrious strangt•r . . ." And so another 
page of history is credited to Bourbon . 

I !emy Clay, also considered a good doer 
in the Bour�>OII dcpartme1 1t, was attending 
o11e of these politic.:al di 1 1 ners which, you 
can believe, were just as bori1 1g then as 
they are 1 1ow. Clay whiled away the time 
u11til his own turn to speak by frequent 
recourse to his ever-present jug. By the 
time he got up to talk, he was eo11fused, 

if not dowmight sozzled. Halfway into a 
forty-five-word sentence, he lost his way 
and began to stammer. A frientl cued him 
in in a loud whisper: "the national debt . . .  " 

Clay's face brightened, "Ah, yes! The 
national debt. It should be paid. Yes, 
gentlemen, it should be paid." 

Everybody cheered like crazy. This 
stimulated Clay to greater heights. 

'Til he danged if it shan't he!" He took 
out his wallet 

-
and fished out a handful of 

bills. 'Til pay it myself! How much is it?" 
Another historic figure who was seldom 

far from his Bourbon jug was the immortal 
Davy Crockett, famous for his coonskin 
hat and sweat shirts with his picture on 
them. Davy was a proud hackwoodsman, 
hut he had to admit once that there was 
sonll'thing in1pressive about Eastern Jnan
ners. It was during a visit to Philadelph ia 
that a man oH'ered Davy a drink of Bour
bon, turned his hack and didn't even 
watch while Davy poured it. 

"That," said the dumfounded Kentuck
ian ,  "is what I call real genteel ." 

Back in those days, preachers I ike the 
Rcwrend Elijah Craig ( a  Baptist hy per
suasion, hut wh..ther lw hdieved in total 
imnwrsion is not known ) could drink or 
distil as they saw flt without any criticism 
from the congregatio 1 1 .  One backwoods 
evangelist. k1 1own as the Reverend Hac
eOOII John S 1 1 1 ith, was having a drink with 
0 1 1e of his church elders whe11  that gcntle
•nan was called to the door for a short 
chat. When he got hack. he looked around 
and inquired, "\Vlwre's my blessed drink?" 

"Brother.'' sa id Raccoon John, "we must 
lcatch as well as pray ." 

Yes, there is 1 10 question that the Hour
boll in thost· days was epic and historic, 
hut the probkm is that SOIIICiiiii('S i t  tasted 
pretty awful . The fact was, whc1 1  a fellow 
smac.:kcd a hung i11to a barrel, he didn't 
havt' I I IUch idea what ki11d of whiskcv he 
was going to get .  "lost of the tim�, he 
did11 't  care, hut a group of experts was 
growing up who felt it ought to he possible 
to count on a .l!ood barrel of whiskey with 
e,·ery hung. The man who helped bring 
this to pass has also go1 1e down in history. 
J l is IHll l le was .l < l l l ll'S Crow. ( .:\owadays 

''!' ll take it." 

people don't like to call him }i111 Crow, 
l wcause he really had nothing at all to do 
with the c.:ivil-rights movement. ) Crow had 
studied medicine in his native Edinburgh 
and knew what was good for people. He 
also had all sorts of fancy implements like 
hygrometers, saccharometers and thermom
eters, and he soon was turning out Bourbon 
down on Glenn's Creek in \¥ooclford Coun
ty, Kentucky, that was as influential as the 
United States Constitution itself. 

D r. Grow's prescriptio11 became known 
because of the high respect felt for it, 

as "Old Crow." Anything in Kentucky that 
people like usually had the word "old" 
tacked onto it, such as Old Kaintuck', Old 
Taylor, Old Grandad, Old Howard Schwartz 
( a  whiskey salesman from J>eoria and a 
prince of a fl'llow ) , Old F itzgerald, Old 
Forester. . . .  All togetl1er, over a hundred 
brand" Bourbon. It became famous as far 
almost half use the word "Kentucky." 

Old Crow was, in a way, the first "name
brand" Bourbon. It became famous as far 
away as tl1e Prussian Court. General Phil 
Sheridan i s  said to have downed a pint of 
it before his daring frontal assault on Mis
sionary Ridge. You've heard the story 
about the people who complained to Lin
eoln that Grant was a souse? 

"I wish I knew what brand he drinks," 
Lincoln reportedly 1·eplied. "I would send 
a barrel to all my other generals." 

Well, the brand, in case any of you are 
general oHicers, was Old Crow. Our friend 
Henry Clay was among Dr. Grow's first 
customers, and another illustrious a11d early 
adherent was Mark Twai11. 

Lincoln, himself, of course, probably 
actually k11etc what bra 1 1d Cra11t used. 
l leek, he had worked i 1 1 a Bourbon distil
lery himself as a boy, a11d later in I ll inois, 
reportedly was part owner of a saloo1 1 .  

But wh iskey from a barrel was still 
somethi 1 1g of a pig i11 a poke . Toward the 
end of tl1e ninetee11th century, George 
Carvin Brown, a wholesale drug derk, 
1 1oticing how successful l nl·dicine was in 
bottles ( much of it was nearly as aleoholie 
as Bourbon ) got the idt>a, which seems 
pretty obvious 110w that you look at it, 
that Bo11 1·bo11 could be put i 1 1to bottles. 
That was so that, whe11 doctors prescribed 
it-which they frequently did in those pre
peni<:ill i l l  days-they would know exactly 
what kind of mcdici 1 1e they were handing 
out. Brown put some Bourbon in a bottle, 
called it Old Forester after Nathan Bed
ford Forrest, a Confederate general whose 
name he forgot how to spell, and wo11 life
long fame as the inventor of bottled whis
key. H is name is still carried hy one of tl1e 
country's largest Bourbo11 distilleries, Brow11 
Fonnan, which has c.:oinc a long \Vay since 
drugstore days. Shortly after that, sollll' 
genius invented blended whiskey, whic.:h 
he daimed he was making out of Bourbo11 
and grain alcohol. Let's let h is 1 1ame fadl' 
from h istory. 

Colonel Edmund H. Taylor, a Kentucky 
hanker who came into possession of some 
distilleries, added his bit to Bourbon his
tory by securing the passage of the bottled
i n-bond act by President Cleveland, which 
provided SOllie sort of guarantee to the 
purist who wanted his whiskey untainted 
hy coloring, flavoring or grain alcohol. The 
colo 1 1el shmwd his faith hy changing his 
first name to "Old" and building a monu-



I IH ' I l tal distillery i11 Cle1 1 1 1's Creek. 11ear 
Frankfort, with medit',·al turrets. and a hil-( 
stone springhouse with Homan columns. 
It  was boul-(ht in Hl3fi hy :\ational Distil
),·rs, which still owns it-and Old Taylor. 

lk that as it may. Bourbon went on 
making history in A11wrica. 011e historian 
adually credits i t  with being responsible 
for the loss of the Civil War hy the South! 
It se<•Jns that 1\:entucky shipped so mueh 
Bourbon north, that they really hated to 
hrl'ak thl'ir ties with thl' Yankl'l'S. So, 
when the timl' came to choose sides, Ken
tucky decided to rl'main 11eutral. President 
Um:oln played it cool and ordered that no 
Yank<•e generals cross the Ohio River into 
nei1tral Kcntucky-prohahly didn't want  to 
l l ll'SS up old Ulysses S.'s liquor supply. 
A nyway, C.onfederat<· Ceneral Leonidas 
Polk kept gazing owr the Tl'nnessee bor
der at Columbus, Kentueky, where he 
figured a fort could command the M issis
sippi River. Finally, he couldn't stand it 
any more. He pushed into Kentueky with 
Co11fedcrate troops. The Kentuckians, 
though at heart Southerners, were pretty 
peeved at the invasio11. They joined up 
with thl' Yank<•es and opened their riH•rs 
and roads to the Rlue troops. As a n•sult, 
say son1e, the Yankees ultimately gained 
co11trol of the whole �1 ississippi River. 
See what happens when you mess with 
sonH•one's Bourbon supply? 

Through the suecccding years, Bourbon 
always mai11tained its high place as the 
tippl<· of All ll'rit-a's political leadt•rs. 

President Mc.:Kinlcy lowd the stull'. Ben
jamil l  I Iarrison and Grover Cleveland drank 
"Old jordan," hut Rutherford B. Hayes, 
1 1 1 1dcr the thumb of his prohibitionist wife, 
"Lemonade Luey," was forced to stay on 
the wagon. When the lemonaders finally 
wo11 their way and the hlack days of Pro
hihitioll descended, it was no inhibition on 
l'rt•sident Warren Harding, who, in any 
<'Vl'llt, had a tendency to wink at tht• eon
ventiolls. He always kept a well-stocked 
bar i 1 1  the White House, and was nevt•r 
raided hy lzzy and Moe or any other Feds. 

The Speaker of the House has tradition
ally used a potation of Bourbon and brand1 
( or Bomhon and ditch if the Represent
ativ e was from the Far \-Vest ) to smooth 
ov er the rough legislative sessions. This 
was a ll'ehnique used sueeessfully hy 
:\ icholas l .ongworth and Sam Rayburn, 
hut Speaker John \V. �lcCormack dot•sn 't 
haw the taste for the stulf, though he sds 
it out as a matter of tradition. 

As a matter of fad, more bonded Bour
holl is drunk in \-Vashington, D.C., than in 
Kentueky, and about se\'en tim<•s as much 
is consumed i11 the capital as is needed to 
cool the thirst of tl)(' state of Alabama. 

M ost pt•oplc would he surprised to learu 
that au admirer ol a nip ol Bourho11 

was Old Calvin Coolidge. Cal, it was said, 
kept a jug of bonded Bourbon in his desk 
during his politieal campaigns and doled 
it out with Coolidgean care to special 
guests. Once an assistant brought an 
important ward heeler in to sec Cal. 
Coolidge opened his bottle and poured 
two cautious drinks, one for tlw aide and 
om• for the caller. Later in the day, the 
same aide came hack with another politi
cal leader. Coolidge poured out one drink, 
gave it to the visitor, a11d then proee<'ded 
to put tht· bottle hack in the drawer. 

"But what about me?" the aidt• asked. 
"You had yours this morning,'' Coolidge 

answered him. 
Bourbon is not as popular in 1\ew York 

as it is in the Vilest. California eonsumes 
more of it than any state. Il linois and 
Texas are the next biggest users. But mw 
famous New Yorker who liked it was 
Franklin Roosevelt, who mixed a gorgeous 
old-fashioned as his preferred nightly cock
tail. On the other hand, according to his 
long-time friend, Robert Sherwood, he 
mixed a lousy martini .  I It• usl'd two kinds 
of vermouth and was t•n·n known to throw 
in a dash of absinthe. 

Anyway, Roose\'elt's mother was against 
drinking on general princ.:iples. 

\-Vhen K ing Ccorg<' VI and Queen Eli7.'1-
beth called on him at Hyde Park i11 1939, 
Roosevelt mixed up a hatch of ohl-fash
ioneds under tlw disapproving eyes of his 
mother. Roosevt>lt passt·d the tray of drinks 
around and commented : "My mother 
thinks you should have a cup of tea. She 
doesn't approve of coektails." 

"l\either does my mother," said tlw king, 
happily grabbing an old-fashioned. 

\-Vhen the Supreme Court was ruled by 
Chief Justic.:e John Marshall, a Virginian, 
a gentleman and a judge of good whiskey, 
the judge ruled that members of tlw court 
eould drink only when it was raining. But 
the legalistic.: minds of the eourt figured 
out that sinee it was a Federal court with 
jurisdiction over the whok nation, it was 
hound to he raining sot11e Jllace just about 
all the time. 

Getting toward the hectic political situ
ation today, we find that Ike is a scoteh 

drinker, where Kennedy was fond of rum 
-probably the first rum drinker in the 
White H oust· sinee colonial days. Truman, 
of course, as a M issourian, is a dedicated 
Bourbon man ( Bourbon isn't just made i 1 1  
Kentucky;  it also is made in Virginia, Ten
nessee, Pennsylvania, Indiana, Illinois, Mis
souri and other states that han• the proper 
kind of l imestone water ) .  

"What about Bourbon?" a reporter asked 
Truman recently, soliciting his views on 
difi"erent subjects. 

"Yes, please," said l larry. 
And when his elevator was stuck recent

ly hetwt>en floors at the Carlyle l lotd in  
:\ew York, Harry calmly sat down on the 
operator's stool and waited for footsteps on 
the landing above. As soo11 as he heard 
the diek of high heels, Harry shouted. 
''I'm stuck down here! How about getting 
me a Bourbon and wat<·r?" 

The astonished woman lw hatl shouted 
to peeped down into tlw elevator and 
nearly fell down the shaft when she saw 
who was sitti11g there. But she got the 
Bourbon and branch and lmwrcd it to h im 
in the elevator where he sat comfortably 
sipping it until help arrived. 

Today, Bourbon seems to lJe more of a 
bi-partisan drink than it was in the past. 
Probably the Lincoln influence. Ewrett 
Dirksen and Barry Coldwater drink it. On 
the other hand, so do Lyndon Johnson and 
Luther H odges and Senator Fulbright and 
. . .  need I go on? 

One thing we know. \Vhoev<·r wi11s 
next month, Bourbon won't los<•! 

So again W<' say I lappy I 15th Birthday , 
to Bourbon the AI I -Al l ll 'r ical l  drink. And 
when is the part,·" • • • 

Over 75,000 families have borrowed 
with convenience and the strictest 
privacy from Trans-Con. Now, Trans
Con makes it easier than ever to 
repay bi l l  consolidation loans, down 
payment loans, vacation loans. You 
can borrow as much as $1350, and 
have up to 36 months to repay! No 
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below for same-day, a i r-mail service. 
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W h e n  y o u r  f i r e a r m s  a r e 
s.tored, moisture in the a i r  is 
their worst enemy. A clean 
firearm lasts twice as long -
fires with greater accu racy. 

SEND FOR FREE GUN CLEANING GUIDE 

FRANK A. HOPPE, INC. 2340 N. Eighth St., Phi la. 33, Penna. 

640 ACRES OF 
WI LDLI FE - $20 
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domain near Canadian border. Untamed paradises ! (Abau· 
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clusive lakeland campsites, acceuible by road, teeming 
with wildlife, includin� bear, moose, deer, muskie, north· 
ern pike, ducks, J!Cese. Send Sl (refundable) for maps, 
pictures, Cov't. re�ulations, official application blank to : 
Director, O.S.C.A.,  Hoom 485, 56 Church, Toronto 1, 
Canada. Add 50( for rush air mail. 
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Write u s  today; we put you i n  
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35c pack of 20 
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of the natural hazards of the relentless 
jungle, as well-the deadly bushmaster, 
whose bite is as fatal as that of the king 
cobra; the nasty l ittle ringed coral snake, 
which is as venomous as they come; or 
the cascabel, as poisonous as a black-dia
mond rattler. The rivers in the immediate 
vicinity are alive with giant crocodiles 
which dote on human flesh, and vicious 
man-eating piranhas that can reduce a 
human being to a skeleton in less than 
three minutes. 

Not a very pleasant picture, to he sure, 
but there's a million bucks in gold dust 
waiting for you-if you can survive. 

One daring young adventurer from 
London's teeming East End made the 
grade. He took a chance, suffered hor
ribly for ten years, hut today is living it 
up in Europe, enjoying the kind of l ife 
he wanted and was willing to fight for. 

I want to tell you his
. 

story so you'll 
know what to expect if you care to step 
into his shoes. If  nothing else, it  proves 
that there is no such thing as a "get-rich
quick" formula. But success can he 
achieved-the hard way. 

Marc Cohen was horn in the poverty
ridden East End of l .ondon, that squalid 
section of the city best known as the 
stomping ground of Jack the Hipper. As I a boy, he dreamed of the day when he 
could escape from his seamy surroundings 
and have at least a fighting chancp against 
an unfriendly world. Although frail and 
undernourished, he was a hrilliant stu
dent and would have liked to remain at 
the university and become a doctor. But 
this was impossible, for his father was an 
underpaid diamond cutter on Black Lion 

· Yard, a narrow, unpretentious stn·et, where 
more precious jewels art• sold t'ach day 
than in any other city in the world. 

,l t sevt>nteen, :>.!arc graduated from high .L-\.. school and had to rt'ach some sort of 
decision about his future. His father, 
Ahraham, had often told him about his 
Uncle Isadore who, many years before, had 
grown tired of London and had worked his 
way to South America on a banana boat, 
ending up in Iquitos, a large Indian pueblo 
in Peru at the mouth of the Amazon River. 
There he had gone into business for him
self, selling hits of cloth, glass heads and 
other trinkets to the Indians in the village 
who were eager for such "luxuries." Isa
dore gradually branched out, opening a 
small store, eventually t·xporting crud<' 
rubber, chicle, jaguar skins and other 
tropical products to Europe and the United 
States. He finally becanw the city's lead
ing merchant, with his own magnificent 
three-story building in the heart of Iquitos. 

Marc reasoned that if his unde had ac
cumulated a fortune in the jungles of 
Peru, he, too, might ha\'e a chance of 
becoming ri<.:h there. 

It was decided that Marc should travel 
to Iquitos as an apprentice and learn the 
export-import business. Isadore advanced 
the money for his passage, to he deducted 
weekly from his salary of forty dollars 
a month, with room and hoard included. 

And so it was that on a beautiful spring 
clay in 1 941,  having been rejected by the 

Army as too frail for military service, Marc 
Cohen set out on his great adventure. 

Iquitos is a sprawling jungle community 
of dilapidated, palm-thatched huts on the 
banks of the Amazon River. It has a 
population of approximately 50,000, most
ly Indians. There are modern buildings 
facing the main plaza, where the streets 
are paved, hut the outlying districts have 
only dirt roads, with open sewers coursing 
down eitlwr side of the street. 

Iquitos now has a new hotel and has 
become a popular attraction for tourists 

who have been lured by the call of the 
mighty Amazon. There are only two ways 
of reaching this jungle metropolis-by air 
from Lima, a four-and-a-half-hour trip 
over the snow-capped Andes, or from 
Belem, Brazil, journeying by boat up the 
length of the Amazon, a nearly 4,000-
mile trip which requires weeks of travel. 

To Marc Cohen, Iquitos was breath
takingly lwautiful. B<'yond the outskirts 
of the city was the impenetrable jungle, 
with its surging rivers and primitive In
dian villages. There \Wn· hundreds of 
beautifully plumed tropical birds, and the 
trees were festooned with wild orchids. 
The weather was warm aml sultry, a far 
cry from the dismal winters he had endured 
in London. And each day, when he walked 
along the hanks of the river, he saw many 
different kinds of Indians, some of whom 
wore khaki pants and sports shirts, others 
whose bodies were painted and whoS<· long 
black hair fell down ow•r their shoulders. 

Other sights, too, intrigued Marc. Beau
tiful young Indian girls whose ripe figures 
were enveloped in tight-fitting cotton 
<lresses and who looked at the young 
gringo witl1 invitation in their smoldering 
eyes. Iquitos was going to he all right. 

For nearly a year, Marc worked in the 
accounting room, hut finally, his unde 
began to send him out in a large canoe 
filled with trade goods to visit neighbor
ing Indian tribes and to barter with them 
for jaguar and ocelot skins, crocodile hides 
and anything else which might be of value 
to their eJ\.1Jort trade. 

They were probably the happiest days 
of Marc's life. For the first time, he was 
abl<· to follow the Amazon and its tribu
taries wherever they might take him and 
bask in the beauties of the untamed wilder
ness. As the months passed, he became 
adept at trading. He learned st>wral In
dian dialects and converst•d with the tribes 
in their own tongues. 

His unde was pleased, and raised 
Marc's salary tweh-c <lollars per month. 

But Marc had been formulating a plan. 
On certain rivers, lw had set•n Indians 
panning for gold, and on many occasions 
had been successful in bartering with 
them, either for cash or trade goods, in 
exehange for their small leather pouches 
of gold dust. l fere, the Indians were st•mi
civilized and knew the value of money. 
And altl10ugh he was able to buy gold for 
bargain priees, the margin of profit was 
only moderately high. It was then that he 
decided to travel deeper into the interior 
of the Peruvian jungle, whert' the Indians 
knew nothing of tlw outside world, in the 



l10pt· of al 'quiri1 1g gold i 1 1  l'Xchangt· for 
dwap trinkds. 

1\ lar<" withdr!'W his savings frmn the 
hank and invc·st..d in tradt• goods. He 
bought cn·rything lw knew the Indians 
would likt·-spools of hrightly colmnl rih
hons, fishhooks, pocket mirrors, cheap 
plastic cmn hs, glass heads of every color 
and hut•. hars of yellow soap, thirty-six 
machetes and twelve muzzle-loading shot
u;uns of anl'il•Jit \·intag;<'. . 

Two days later, 1\larc said good-bye to 
civilization, stepped into his heavily laden 
canoe and set out on his great adventun·. 
l k  finallv reached the eonflut•nce of the 
i\egro at;d Pad1itea Riwrs, deep in th<' 
unexplorPd interior. The country was wild 
indeed. Tlw rivers were aliw with deadly 
hlack crocmliles, and he spotted jaguars, 
packs of wild hoar ami at least a dozen 
varieties of poisouous snakes. The I ndiaus 
were furtiv<' and savage and often ap
peared to Ill' on the verge of attacking 
him. Only his gun aud his knowledge of 
their languagP held them at hay. Ar
riving at a small heach, which gave him a 
view both up and down the broad Rio 
l'achitea, i\larc hankt•d his canm· :nHI set 
about huilding a palm-thatdwd hut. 

During the next few days. lw traveled 
up and down the river ami its tribu

taries, talking to the Indians and giving 
gifts to their children. At each village, lw 
invited the Indians to come to his hut 
where tlwy, too, might receive presents. 
Indians from various trihPs began cautious
ly appeariug at his shack, to gape at his 
fine array of trade goods. l ie told them the 
gifts would he theirs in exchange for quan
tities of the little flakes of yellow metal 
which thev could easilv find aloug the riv-
erbanks. 

. . 

The Indians eagcrly acecptc<l his offer. 
Marc suppli('(l tlwm with large, shallow, 
galvanized contaitwrs and taught them 
how to swish the pan around in a cin.:ular 
motion so that the gold wouhl sink to the 
hottom while the gravel spilled on· the side. 
From that moment on, his daily hoard of 
tiny gold flakt>s increased rapidly. 

For weeks, Marc lived an indolent 
existt>nce, with little more to do than weigh 
tlw gold as it was hrought in. One ounce 
of gold bought a dozen assorted hair 
rihhons. and twentv ounces-$640 in 
lquitos-would huy ;t machete worth a 
dollar and a half or om• of tlw antique 
muzzlt•-loading rill<·s which Man.: had 
hought for five dollars apiece. 

Tht·n. one morning, everything changed 
-for tlw worsl'. During tht• night, a nude, 
nomaclic tribe of cannibalistic Indians, 
known as tlw Amahuacas, had arrived hy 
canoe, and upon hl'aring of thl' great 
treasures in tradt• goods, hacl menacingly 
stormed up the jungle path to Marc's hut 
in quest of loot. In his most afl"ahle man
ner, Mar<" told their chid just what lw 
had told the oth<'l" Indians-that lw wanted 
gold in exchange for his tracll' goods. But 
when the Amahuacas lt·:mwcl that the,· 
would have to work for tht· coveted prize�. 
they became indignant and threatened 
him with hoclily harm. 

He grabbed his gun and fin•d a shot 
over their heads. Thl' Indians scatten•cl 
hastily, with Marc hoping that this was 
the end of tlw incident. '·Varv of tlw little 
"woocll'n stick" that nt:t<l<• Sl;ch a tremen-

dons noiS('. t lu ·  A nlilhuacas Jnadl' 1 10  n1on• 
daytime visits. lnste:ul, they ht•gan to 
harass Marc by night. 

Marc dug in and prayed for a miracle
a selfish miracle that would permit him to 
remain in the jungle and continue to build 
his treasnr<' tron•. Then, one morning, it  
happened. 

Looking out into the dearing, lw saw 
a beautiful nude girl walking slowly up 
tlw trail in his direction. He blinked i n  
disbelief. Red tropical flowers wen· en
twined in clark, glossy hair that fell clown 
in wild abandon across her shoulders, and 
a half-smilt� parted her sensuous lips as 
she neared his hut. She saw Mart· stand
ing in the window, ancl her widt• brown 
eyes surveyed him with cool appraisal. I 'vVhat a hell of a time to meet a clish 
like this, lw said to himsp]f. as hC' rubbed I 
the palm of his ham! over tht• stuhhlc of I his heard, suddenly rl'alizing that he had 
not shaved for Wl'l'ks. 

ThP girl's lithl' hotly was an artist's ' 
dream ,  with pl'rt young hrcasts that jutted , 
straight forward. Hl'r legs were long and 
supple, unlike those of other Indian girls 
he'd seen. Her skin was thP color of warm 
bronze. Front tlw rl'd and hlack stripes 
around her torso, i\larc identified lwr as 
an Amahuaca. 

Fearing that shl' was a <iecoy sent to 
lure him into thl' open. he beckoned her 
into his hut. 

"'vVhy haw you come?" lw asked lwr in 
Quechua. "Your peoph• are my enemies. 
They wish to kill me.'' 

She shook hPr head slowly and ex- ; 
plained that her father, the chief of the 
tribe, had S<'nt her 01 1 a mission of peacl'. 
He wanted o11ly a n�:tdwt<' and a gun. ancl. 
in exchangt> for tht·St· gifts, he ha<l sent 
her to hecome 1\larc's woma1 1 .  Tlw girl 
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assured 1\larc that she was not worth the .... �···� 
price of such great gifts hut would do her ; � 
utmost to make him happy. If Mare ac- : 
ceptPd, her father had promised that all  1 
the Amahuacas would pan for gold. : 

I t  sounclcd ton goocl to he true, hut he 
deciclecl to take a chance. l ie gave th" 
girl two shiny madw!Ps, together with onP 
of his muzzle-loaders and a quantity of 
powder and hullets. Three hours later, 
she rt'lurned with over a hundred savage I Amahuaeas, all dem:tncling the shiny l i ttle 
pans with which they conic! extract gold 
from the rivers. At long last, peace had 
come to the deep jungle-pPace anti the ; 
heautiful yon11g Indian girl, whosl' name . 
was Dayuma. 
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S<'I ICE' had wasiH'd several ounces of gold 
frn1 1 1  the rivers a 1 1 < l  wen· awaiting his 
rdurn in order to exchange the dull metal 
for bright hauhles and trinkets. Dayuma 
was waiti11g for him with Rowers in her 
hair and kisses on her mouth. 

Twice each year, for the next nine years, 
i\larc rC'turned to l quitos and dPposited 
<·n·r-growing amounts of gold dust. I n  
i\lay o f  1954, Man: CollC'n made h i s  last 
trip to lquitos and exchal lgt'd his remain
ing gold for cold cash. In slightly less 
than ten y<·ars. lw had risen from pon·rt�· 
to wealth. l ie had accunmlatC'd almost a 
mil l ion dollars! 

1\ow that his goal had l lt'en achieved, 
lw mad<· arrangements to fly to Europe. 
Broad and hC'autiful horizons awaited him. 
l ie wanted to Sl'l' t lw Ldt Rank of Paris, 
spend id!C' summer days in Vienna. hask 
on tlw warm sands of thf' Aegean. J le 
llll'ant to <•n joy !if,. to tlw fullest. 

Bdon• leaving Iquitos, however, Marc 
darifl<•d the mystery of his past tt·n years 
to his intimate friends, Pxplaining when• 
lw had ht•<•n and wlwre lw had founcl his 
gold. Rut al though m•arly tt•n years have 
elapsed since Marc retired, no one has yet 
tak<•n ov<•r his gold-panning operation. 

i\ larc Cohen's story is well known to 
"""'Y (Wnpk in Peru . One of tlwm is a 
fornwr hush pilot named Jack Bradshaw, 
who lat<·r lwcanw an executive with Pa
nagra Airlim•s in Lima. Jack. together with 
his wife and a cnupiP of nt>wlywt•ds, flew 
into the an·a and spent approximatdy a 
month panning for gold in the tt•rritory 
where !\!arc Cohen reaped his fortune. 

"Then· was plenty of gold there," Jack 
told me, "and in the few weeks we worked. 
W<' wen• ahlt• to pan quite a hit of it, hut 
w<· made no attempt at hiring I ndians to 

work for us, as we· only intcncled to stay 
a short whi!C'. For us. it was just a vaca
tion awav from the airline• routine. \Ve did 
make et;ough, howen·r, to pay our first
class fart>s hack to �1 iami. with quite a hit 
left over. Actually," lw said, ''ther!' were 
just two of us panning-my wife and I .  
The other eouple were o n  their honeymoon 
aml couldn't have he,•n kss intt•restt-d in  
looking for gold." 

Jack mentioned the fad that while pan
n ing along the riverbank. they had un
earthed many crude I nea implements, in
cluding stone axes and otiH'r tools which 
tlw I ncas had usee! hnndn·ds of years he
fore in extracting gold which tlwy latt>r 
fashioned into l ife-sized idols for their 
Temples of the Sun. 

"But," he condnclecl. "while• the area is 
breathtakingly beautiful. i t  is n·n1ote and 
forehocl ing, and certal'nly no place to take 
a \VOtnan." 

On•r the interveninl-( years. the I ndians 
have lweonw less savage, and although 
the�· still Pxehangt• their gold dust for 
traclt• goods, they PX(Wd a littll' mort• than 
hair ribbons nne! fishhooks in rl'tnrn. But 
tlwre is no <lonht that tn·nll•mlons op
portunities still remain.  

ThPrf' is yt>t anotlwr Anwriean who 
knows all  about i\fare Cohen and his sensa
tional gold strike on tlw eonAnx of tlw Rios 
:\el-(ro and l'achitca. His namt• is Hiehanl 
\Veldy, aml for many years he, too. was 
an ext>cuti,·e with Panagra in Lima. Dick. 
who has acquired an <"nviahJ,. reputation 
as a wild-game collector and Amazon 
whitt' huntt•r. has this to say :  

''I used t o  make frequent trips t o  
Iquitos, a n d  while tlwre became al'quaint
Pd with � ! are Colwn and his Uncle !sa
don•. \tare and I W<'H' 1-(ood friends, pos-

COP PRO B E  C'o11t imtcd from page 24 

n•men1her? Tell mt·. how tines it fet·l to he 
a cop lately?" 

Paul D<·t·ver mad .. a wrv face. "Oh, i t's 
very exciting. Every dow� wants to makf' 
jokes. But sonwhow I never f<·c·l like 
laughing. What's the hox score now. 
l .ouis? Thirty-seven suspended, of which 
twenty-om· ha\'t' lwc•n indieted hy the 
C.rand J ury� I low did it get so rotten out 
th<·n• in Precinct Two?" 

"I get the jokes, too, hoy. At tlw duh 
today, even. 'Lock tlw doors. here comes 
a t·op! l lo-ho-ho.' " 

" I t  has to hlow over, doesn't it? Sooner 
or latPr?" 

" Later, l'aul. This is an election year. 
They want to make it stink as long and as 
loud as possible. That's more important 
than morale. Tomorrow, tlwy get a hig 
story. The old man resigned. They worked 
him into a corner. He had to." 

"\Vho takes over?" 
l\ loreno sipped from his can of beer, 

lowered it, wipe<l his mouth on the back 
of his hand. "Me." 

Deever stared. "Congratulations." 
�\' loreno returned the stare, expression

less. "Thanks a lot. Acting Chief. A nice 
time for it. Seven hundred tlemoralized 
cops. A public that thinks we'ye been 
knocking ovt•r mort• supermarkets, l iquor 
ston·s and gas stations than the guys we're 
supposed to lw after. Dirty new headlines 
ewry single day. Thanks a lot, fella." 

"It's a geshtn• of l'Onfident·<·. anyhow." 
"Is it? I'm a pro. I dwc·k ont l'lt•an. 

I 'm a mild, l ittle, fat man. Just the stooge 
they neecl. So all day, I 've heC'n acquaint
ing mysplf with the activiti<·s of the 
Mayor's Special Committe<•. Tomorrow, 
my picture will he on the first page posed 
with tlw mayor. Smiling." 

''I thought yon looked tired, l .onis." 
"I a111 tired. I 'm tired of a lot of things. 

Sick at heart. � l ild little fat men should 
he Jolly. You're in the paper, too, Paul." 

Deewr looked at him with a puzzled 
half-smile. "Do I gl't pron1oted, too?" 

"1\ot Pxactly. You're one of the three 
nPw names they're calling in .  They're 
going to givt• you a chance to dear your
self, my friend." 

"Of what? What the hell arc you talk
ing about?" 

"Don't yell at your superiors, son. The 
kindly old committee just wants �·ou to 
answer a few little q1 1cstions based on 
nmterial their stall' investigators turned up. 
So I'm asking you the few little 11uestions 
bdore they do." 

Paul leaned forward. "Because vou're 
not sure I 'm straight, Louis? Is th.at it? 
You got a l ittle doubt?" 

Louis � l oreno dost<d his eyes for a 
moment. "EJe,·en vears I 've known yon, 
DeeH·r. I hrou)!ht . you ht<re. I was your 
l)('st man when you married Polly. Your 
kids climb the hell  all O\ cr me. \\'hen 

sihl�· lwc:niS<' "''' both lon·d tlw jungle 
aml the exdtt•nu·llt and thrills it ofl'en•d. 
Later. as lu· het·all ll' im·n·asingl�· w<·althy. 
he confided in me. pointed out on a map 
the exal't lm·ation of his gold strik<·. I ll' 
even offpred to take Ill<' in with him ami 
promised I l l <' a pt'l'l'!'ntag<' of his gold. I 
guess he was lmll'ly and wanted com
panionship. hut at that time. 1 was lwad 
of the art department for l'anagra. and 
was married. so it was impossible- ." 

Later, Dick resig1wcl his position and 
spent most of his time eolleeting wild 
animals and reptil<•s for 7\nrth Anwriean 
zoos, :mel ndting tropical fish which lw <'X
ported to :\ l iami.  Cmrently. he is C'ngaged 
in the l'attll' hnsim•ss in ;'\ i l'aragua. 

":'\ow that I 'm fn•t•," \Veldv told tiiC' 
rel'ently, "I'd l ike 1 1othing more .than to go 
hal'k into tlw jungle· and take· up wlwn· 
�fare ldt oiL Hnt in  my opinion, panning 
for gold is outdat<•d. To Illakc• it worth
whilt', yon'H· )!ot to bring in tlw latt•st 
skin-diving C'qnipnll'nt so yon won't han· 
to depend on tiH' I ndians for lu·lp. \Vith 
civi l ization l'l'< '<'ping in, tlwy'n· gl'tting too 
smart to :ll'l'I'Pt hair rihhons in <'Xl'hangt• 
for gold dust. l'<·rhaps if I l'Onld c·onu· 
across a fc·w good ad\'C·ntnn'!'s who arC' 
rPally will ing to work hard and sttfl',·r a 
hit, I m i.1.dtt 1><· h·n•pt<'d to take· tiH'm 
with me to tlw ,.,a,·t spot when· i\ larc 
made his k il l ing." 

If von want to strike it rid1 and think 
!fOil �an make tlw gradt·. tiH'r<' is nothing 
to stop you from dnplimting Mare's plll'
nomenal suet·t•ss. II is palm-thatched hut 
is waiting for a IH'W tenant. All  that is 
needed is a J l lan \Vith guts. l'Oura.t!e and 
det<·rmination. \1arl' Colwn was well 
fortified with all tim·<•. 

l low about �·ou? • • • 

we had that nut holed np and I got mr<'
less, you \Vt•n• tht• guy ran out in the 
open and dragg<'d 1 1 1 1 ' hal'k to l'Over he
fore lw could finish tlw joh. For th<' n•
mark you just I I I:Hic·, 1 should try hounl'
in7. rou off a l'OUpJ<:, 

of walls.'' 
l m  sorrv. Lou1s. 

"just an�wt•r tlw qm•stions. You and 
Polly have a joint sadngs a<·<·ount. A y<'ar 
and a half ago. you deposited twcln· 
hundred dollars in one ehunk. S<·ven 
months ago, you put in a little less than 
nine hundred. \\'h,•n· did it l'!llll<' from?" 

"A bequest to Polly from hPr und!''s 
estate. She got twelve• hundred right off, 
and then a pt•r<·<·ntag<· of what was left 
after the r<'st of the <·stall' was liquidatl'd." 

"You got the l'Orrt•spondenee about it?" 
· ·of coursc." 
"And thev turned up the faet the 

twelve lmnd;.,.,] di<ln't show on your tax 
return, Paul." 

"It didn't ha\'l' to. I ehel'ked. The •·state 
pays taxes and thl 'n  . . .  " 

"I know that. l .<'t's gl't to the other 
thing. Let's gl'l o"'r onto Dl'tectin· s�·r
geant Mil<•s Urban, now umler indictment 
for rohhery and grand theft and so forth, 
and out on hai l .  Let's gl't to how l'Ome 
you were seen with him on the night of 
7\0\·ember eighth, last year, at a notorious 
gambling den ealkd Dorri<''s \Valkaway, 
ten miles m-.·r i : o lo Sal<·n• Conntv." 

"Sally L 'rha · .  " d Polly arl' fri�·nds. 1\ot 



good friends. Somebody called Sally from 
out there and said her husband was being 
drunk and abusive and losing heavy 
money. Sally checked around to try to get 
somebody to go out and get him home 
before he got in real trouble. If I remem
ber, we were the third or fourth party she 
tried. I went out and got him. I had to 
trick him to get him outside, then chop 
him down and load him in his car. I 
brought Sally with me to drive our car 
hack." 

"Provable?" 

Deever frowned for a moment, then 
shrugged. "Sure. I had to do it in a 

hurry because I had to go on at midnight. 
The signed duty roster will prove that. 
And Polly's brother Dave and his wife 
were at the house that night. They sat 
with the kids while we did the favor for 
Sally Urban. They'll remember we didn't 
leave until about quarter to eleven, and 
they'll remember that Sally came back 
alone a little after midnight because she 
had to drop me off at tl1e precinct." 

'"So that will make it real easy for you 
tomorrow, Paul." 

Paul was puzzled by Moreno's tone. 
"Sure. I'll just go in and explain it to the 
committee." 

u .. ronlorrow 1110rning:, you get a nice 
personal headline about mysterious and 
unreported bank deposits, and being across 
the county line in a gambling layout with 
Urban. The day after tomorrow, you get 
a two-line mention on page seventeen say
ing you'r(' cleared. So?" 

"I know it isn't fair, hut that's the way 
thir.gs work, isn't it?" 

Moreno fingered plump, dark jowls. 
"That's the way the thing is kept alive, 
Paul. For weeks, they haven't come up 
with anything. For weeks, iliey've been 
able to give the impression tl1ey are com
ing up with new scandal all ilie time. The 
public has that impression. They list us. 
We trot in and dear ourselves, readily. 
But the listing continues." 

"It will die down, Louis." 
Moreno smiled at him in a curious way. 

"You are a decorative cop, Deever. Lean, 
rugged, well trained. Two citations, no 
stain on the record. Lovely wife, small 
children. Like they say, the new, lean 
breed, eh? Gold-badge material." 

"What's this all about?" 
"What if you refuse to make a volun

tary appearance before tl1e Committee?" 
Paul stared at Moreno with consterna

tion. "What happens? Are you crazy, 
Louis? That was th<· original deal, remem
ber? U you refuse to co-operate, you get 
an automatic suspension. The old man 
made that deal. That would be the stain 
on ilie record, all right. Where could I 
go from tl1ere? In five minutes, I can 
dear myself. Why shouldn't I?" 

"Why shouldn't you, indeed?" 
"Louis, please don't give me this mystery 

business. Do you mean you'd buck iliem? 
You wouldn't suspend me?" 

'Td suspend you immediately, Sergeant. 
That's the agreement." 

"Then I'm just another name on the 
list. And it's a list I don't belong on. 
What good would that do?" 

"Good for you, or for the department?" ::Ho� could it help tl�� department_?" 
Isn t that up to me? Moreno smd. 

"What are yon asking for, Louis? Blind 
faith?" 

After a long moment, Louis Moreno 
nodded. "Blind faiili." 

"But what would I tell people? How 
will I explain it? What will I tell Polly?" 

"Tell Polly-no one els-e-that it's a 
favor to me. Tell everybody else you are 
not going to co-operate with a headline
hunting committee dedicated to destroying 
police morale." 

"That's what some of the otl1ers said-
the guilty ones." 

"I know." 
"They'll think I'm guilty." 
"Probably." 
"But what good will it do?" 
"I can't guarantee anything, Paul. All I 

can do is bet my own future on a hunch, 
and ask you to do the same thing. Yours 
is longer ilian mine, but no more important 
to you tl1an mine is to me. So go along 
with it." 

"That's an order, Captain?" 
"Don't make it tougher than it is. It's 

a friend asking a favor." 
"That's a large favor, Louis." 
Moreno smiled. The curious sweetness 

of that smile always astonished Deever. 
"Who else can I ask?'' 

4. t a little after nine the next morning, ft after seven hours of restless sleep, 
Paul Deever walked out into the kitchen, 
wearing ancient slacks and a faded sports 
shirt. Polly turned quickly from the sink 
and came toward him, a small, intense, 
auburn-haired woman with a quality of 
animation which made her seem prettier 
tlum she was. 

"Darn it, Paul, I was just going in to 
shake you awake when I heard you get
ting up. I've been furious for the past 
hour. Wait until you see the paper! 
Mysterious, undeclared cash deposits! A 
riotous roadhouse evening with Miles Ur
ban! Honestly! It's a lousy, dirty smear! 
It was the money Uncle Ben left me, and 
it was the time Sally got us to go out 
iliere to tl1at place and rescue Miles. Just 
look at tl1e paper, darling. We're famous!" 

He sat at the table and read the article. 
Three officers to he questioned. Three 
stern pictures from official department 
records. He remembered that tl1is same 
picture had been used when he had been 
given one of his two citations. The re
porting was factual, but so cleverly worded 
that the average citizen would readily 
believe iliat here were three more had 
cops. Just as she was serving breakfast, tl1e 
phone rang. It was Wes Krantz, a head
quarters sergeant on Special Traffic. 
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\.Ves said, "Congratulations, old hndd,·. 
see \W hoth mad.. tl1t' Hall of Fame 

this morning." 
"And where did a crummy sergeant get 

a thirty-thousand-doll ar home, fel la?" 
"Well, it was pretty tricky. An involved 

df'al. I bought it for twelvt'-five, with a 
te••-thousand-dollar mortgage fourt<>en 
years ago, and since then , I've put fourtt'en 
thousand homs of work and five grand of 
matt•rials in it, and I've got a ledger to 
prOH' it, because I 've hf'en fighting tlw 
assessment hoys. i\ ict• picture of it in the 
paper, hey?" 

"Very nice. They calkd you yet?" 
"Not yt't, hut I understand we'll gt't calls 

before noon. \<Ve're scheduled to appear 
about two o'doek. See you there." 

'Tm not going, \<Vt's ." 
"But wht'n they tah you, you have to 

go in and . . . " 
"It's a v oluntary appearant:<', isn't it? So 

don't happen to feel co-operative. 
They're just hunting headlines. The hell 
with them!" 

Then· was silence on the l ine. \<Vhen 
W<·s spoke again his voice was suhtly 
changed . "\<Veil ,  I gm•ss it's your decision 
to make. Best of luck." He hung up. 

Paul turned all(! was startled k> find 
Polly standing so dose hchind him. "\Vhat 
were you saying to him ?" 

''I'm not going to appear." 
"But they'll suspend you!" 
"Sit down and I'll tell you about it . ' '  
After she had heanl the whole story. she 

looked at him with disbelief. "Louis is a 
sweet littk guy and he's been a good 
friend to us, Paul, hut he can't . . . lw 
can't ask you to sacrifict' yours..If and your career. He should find somebody without 
a wife and children to go along with a 
wild idea like this. And whv shoul<l you 
take it all on faith?" 

. 

"He's a good cop." 
"But a good cop can do a very silly 

thing. You know that." 
' ' H oney, I can't help it .  I gave hi111 my 

word .  Look, honey, all we have to do is 
ad as if that mont'y was smm• kind of 
payofl", and act as if I huddied around 
with M iles Urhan. We keep the proof to 
ourselves. We wait for Louis to make tlw 
nt•xt J J JOvc. The reporters will be after 

us.  Don't you tell anybody I ' m  doing this 
hecaust' Captain Moreno asked me to." 

Slw stared at him. "That's all we han• 
to do. huh? Look guilty O\'er something 
you could l'Xplain in minutes. Ami de
pt>nd on Louis Moreno to get you out of 
it somehow. And lw suspen <l ed as if 
you'n· a thief. Look at this pictun · of him 
standing and smirking with the mayor. 
Tlw mayor is a rough man, Paul . And so 
is that man who's chainnan of the com
mittee. t-.'!r. Ferris Rand. Louis is such 
. . .  such an amiable little guy. They'll do 
anything they want with him.  Don't you 
see? That's why they put him in." 

" I  gave my word .'' 
She l ooked at him. Tears filled lwr eyes. 

"Your loyalty is very touch ing. Too had 
you·re givin1-! it to Louis �lort•no instead of 
ml', dear." 

"That isn't fair, Polly. You know it .'' 
"All I know is that I don't think I'm 

going to t•njoy my 11t'\V liff.' as the \vife of 
a suspt>nded eop. I t's heen had enough 
being tht' wift' of any kind of cop lately. 
This is going to he t•xtra special ." Slw 
left the room. H e  heard the bedroom door 
dose quietly. 

He sighed an<l \Wilt to tlw stow• to get 
more cofk< · .  He had the hollow feel ing 
that he was being a damned fool . t-.loreno 
was a good man in a tight spot. But that 
was no reason to bclil'V<' that lw had anv 
political savvy. 

. 

At tcn-fiftePn, Rand's ofllc<' phonP<L A 
woman said, "Sergeant Deever? The com
m ittPe would like you to appear at City 
Hall a t  two-thirty this afternoon, Room 
Two-cightePn." 

"I deeline with rl'grd.'' 
"I  beg yom pardon?" 
"Appearanel' is voluntar�·. isn 't it? I'm 

not voluntt'ering." 
"I see. I'll inform �lr.  Hand at onc<' . 

Thank you." 
Ferris Rand phoned ten m inutes later . 

"Deever? I want to eonfirm the statement 
you gave my secretary. Are you refusing 
to appear before the t-.l ayor's Comm ittee?" 

"Yes ." 
"Arc vou afraid that if you appear you 

will eitl�er perjure yourself or incrim inate 
yoursel f?" 

"I am afraid that hy appearing I would 

- - - - - - - - - � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � 
ARGOSY MAGAZINE 

SU BSCRI BER CHANGE OF ADDRESS FORM 
If you are going t o  move, use 
thi• form and advise ARGOSY 
30 day• in advance. Both old 
and new address must be 
given. Enclose mailing label 
which give• full information 
and enables the Subscription 
Department to put the change 
into effect quickly. 

(PLEASE PRINn 

ATIACH YOUR MAILING LABEL HERE 

NAME ____________________________ __ 

NEW 

ADDRESS 

OLD 

ADDRESS 

ADDRESS -------------------

CITY ZONE __ STATE 

ADDRESS ----------------------

CITY ------- ZONE __ STATE ---------

A R G OSY • PORTLA N D  PLACE • BO U LD E R, COLORADO 
· - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

he lending myself to a circus a d  I th iuk 
has no legal standing, �lr. Hand." 

"It's not a court." 
"You'n• been mnning it lik<· on<·." 
"Refusal will n•sult in imnwd ial< ' sus-

pension from duty . " 
"So l'vP ht·en told." 
"I see. Perhaps it's the only choit·<· yon 

have. Sorry, Det•ver." 
As Paul hung up. h<' ft'lt shaky. H is 

hands W<·n· SW('aty. I I<· w<·n t to thP lwd
room . Polly look;·d small aJH! disniril<'d, 
staring at tlw t·t'iling . 

" Han· yon hmned the hridg .. �" 
"Yes," he told her. 
She sat up aJHI smil<'d wanly and took 

his hand. "Okay, E\-sergeant. If I can't 
hlock it, I'll ha\'l' to rid<' with it. But I 'm a 
girl who has always dot<•d 011 sceurity ." 

"Mayhe it won't lw so had." 
"I have the feelin g it's going to h<' tl'r

rihle. You're j ust not th" martyr typ(', 
darling. t-.l aylw Louis is. But you'n· not." 

"I had to go along with him." 
She k issed him and stood up. "I guPss 

so. Maybe things w<'n' going too good for 
us. I guess I'm Sllp('rstitions. r\'l' he< 'n 
knocking wood for years." 

4. t noon , a h<'adqnartcrs clerk phon<'d ft him and read him the official notifi
cation of his suspensim 1 .  c frel'tin_• intHlt'
diately, anti said h(' was putting it in tlw 
mail. At two o'clock, tlw J J< 'WSJ1aper peo
ple began to phOJI< ' .  At fom o't·lock. he 
was forced into an i 1npro1nptn pn·ss <'0 1 1 -
ference in h i s  front vanl.  

"Tell us th<'  r;•al reaso11 wh\' vou 
wouldn't face th<' comm ittee , Sergea�t." 

"I 've told yon the rt•al reason a dozen 
times. Thl'v're hunting headlines at the 
expense of . the J J Joral<· of the force. So 
why should I co-operate?" 

..But arcn 't you gi,·in,t! thetu l'Yt'n ntore 
headlin<'s this wav?" 

''Possibly. But
. 

I f<'<'l that I 'm also reg
Istering ,, protest . 

"If peopl e  lwli<·,-, . it. \<Vhen were you 
suspended?" 

"At noon today." 
"Do you expel'! to he i 1 1dicted hy the 

Grand Jmy?" 
"I couldn't sav." 
"Where did tiw two gra 1 1 d  come from, 

Sergeant?' ' 
"Front a pri,·att · sonn:e.'' 
" H ow conu· yon didn't n·port it on your 

tax return?" 
u�O t'OillHH'Ilt. .. 
"If you figun·d on 11ot reporting it, 

wasn't i t  stupid to put it in the hank?" 
"That would he a matter of opin ion." 
"Are the tax hoys after �·ou yet?" 
"i\ot to my knowledge." 
"Did you l'\'<•r do any johs with Miles 

Urban?" 
"Official johs. fiw and sh �·ears ago 

when we wen· hoth assigned to Precinct 
Three." 

"What's yom opinion of l\ loreno. the 
new acting ch id?" 

"No comment." 
\<Vhen it  was on·r, he W!'nt silently into 

the house and made himself a stifl' drink. 
H e  turned to Polly. 

"They think I 'm a thief," lw said. 
"What els<' can tlwy think?" 
"Maybe Louis didn't r<'alizc it would 

be like this." 
The aft<'rnoon paJwr \\'as d..Ji,·,·n·d. It 



4 Famous French Classics 
Reproduced For Your Home. Brush-Stroked, 

Mounted, Ready to Hang or Frame. 

Magnificent  Oil Pa intings By Ces· 
a n ne,  Ut rillo,  Va n Gog h ,  Dega s ,  
reproduced i n  full color. 1 1 " by 1 4 "  
prints a re already mounted fo r you. 

Only $1.25 each or all 4 for only $3. 95 

This is one of the finest oft'ers we have ever made-here, in 
their brilliant true color to enhance your home, are four of 
the most famous of all French modern paintings. It really is 
a wonderful opportunity. 

Vincent Van Gogh. ( 1 863-90 ) ,  the volatile eceentric, 
painted one of his greatest works of art, "still life : Cup and 
Cofl'ee Pot," in characteristic vivid oranges and yellows, with 
accents of black and white. 

The famed masterpiece "atill life: Jua and Fruit," by Paul 
Cesanne ( 1839-1906 ) ,  Ia a cheerful, sunny paintinc of ripe 
fruita, ao real you almost want to reach for them. 

"Dancers Reatinc," a classic masterpiece by Edcar Decaa, 
( 1 884- 1 9 1 7 ) ,  displays this brilliant French artists' mastery of 
form and color. 

"The Windmill," by Maurice Utrillo, ( 1884-1965 ) ,  famed 
for his beautiful paintings of French street scenes, is at his 
beat in this serene, pastoral setting. 

The brush stroke technique used on these reproductions 
adds a dramatic note. Each picture is mounted on firm Dura
board and bevelled with an antique golden finish. You may 
hang them just as they are (tab hanger on the reverse side) 
or you may frame them. The surface is completely washable, 
( you can even use them for place mats ) .  

1·-HiLL's'D'ALi 'A'SsociAlis: ;.; � ·.;; �;, :�,� ;; • • ··: 
1 ___ Full color prints Gil $1.25 ea. ___All four Gil $3.95 ppd. 1 
I 0 Van Goth-"Cup and Coffee Pot" 0 Cezanne-"JUI and Fruit" 1 
1 0 Decas-"Dancers Restlnc" 0 Utrlllo-"Thl Windmill" 1 
: M� : : ADDRESS : 
- - --------------------------------···  

A 
R 
G 
0 
s 
y 

1 1 5  



A 
R 
6 
0 
s 
y 

1 1 6  

was worst· than he had imagined. H e  had 
hccl l  moved from page three to page one. 
The other two men had cleared themselves 
am! been forgotten. Polly took a phone 
eall. It was anonymous and filthy, and 
left her shaken. After dark, some noble 
and righteous citizen threw trash and 
garbage on their small front lawn. 

At nine o'clock, after calling Louis 
�lorena at his apartment a half-dozen 
times, he finally got an answer. 

'Tm officially suspended, Louis." 
"Who is this? Sergeant Deever? There's 

nothing I can do for you, Sergeant. If you 
t:ouhl have dearecl yourself with the com
mittee, you should have done so." 

"What the hell is . . .  " 
"I must honor the agreement Chief 

Docttlcr made, Sergeant. You're suspend
t·d from the force pending further t:om
rnittee investigation." 

"Louis, I . . .  " 
"You are talking to Captain Moreno, 

Sergeant Deever.'' 
"But l want to know what I'm supposed 

to do.'' 
"I can't help you there, Sergeant. You 

made your dedsion. You'll have to await 
the results of further investigation." 

After he hung up, he saitl hesitantly to 
Polly, "There must have been somebody 
with him." 

"Or lw found out that whatever he had 
in mind won't work, so he's throwing you 
to tlw wolves and saving himself." 

" I I <- wouldn't do that, holley. Somebody 
was tlwre. He'll get in tout:h with me." 

That was Friday. The Saturday morn
ing papers were more brutal .  One pho

tographer had caught him standing in the 
front yard in a moment of anger, glower
ing and dangerous, looking guilty. Boobs 
phoned the house and said violent things. 
There was no word from Moreno. Deever 
called the precinct to bring Anderson up 
to date on his personal unfinished work. 
Anderson sounded remote and unfriendly. 
l l is tone hurt, but Paul could not blame 
him. Anderson was a good offit:er. Yon 
could not help resenting the ones who had 
brought all this stink and ruin upon what 
had been a respected outfit. 

Three men he had worked with, three 
men he had been dose to, phoned to tell 
him that he was heing a damned fool, that 
tlwy knew he was dean, and what was he 
trying to prove. l it· was touched. H is 
answt•r puzzltod each of them, but their 
faith in him set•rued unimpaired. 

Sunday was a long, long day. Polly told 
him in a dozen di ll'erellt ways that he 
should get in touch with Ferris Rand and 
say IH· was willing to be interrogated by 
tlw eonnnittec. l ie  became angry at her. 
They quarreled. 

At five o'dot:k Sunday evening, he was 
sunrtnoned to headquarters. He tried to 
reassure Polly. "If they were going to 
indict me, holley, they'd send somebody 
to serve papers, or they'd come out and 
take me down or something. If I was 
being subpoenaed to appear before the 
Crand Jury, it wouldn't be done this way." 

"I'm scared," she said. 
'Til let you know just as soon as pos

sible, honey." 
She hugged him hard, sighed against 

his throat and sent him on his way . . . .  
The press conference was taking plat:e 

in a large room adjoining the office of 
the Chief of Police. Moreno was sitting at 
a table holding a statement. Men were 
arranging the lighting for the cameras to 
take the film for rebroadcast over the local 
television channel. 

'Til answer all questions after my 
screen test here," Moreno said with crisp 
authority. He spotted Paul coming toward 
him, and beckoned to him. "Sit right here 
beside me, Sergeant Deever. Boys, Ser
geant Deever will answer questions after 
you're• through witl1 me. Are we all set?" 

Moreno read his statement. He was re
laxed, but emphatic. 

"As acting Chief of Police, I must con
cern myself with the efficiency of the men 
under my command. I cannot permit my 
officers to be smeared and demoralized by 
a special committee which proceeds on 
the basis of rumor rather than fact. I 
suspended Detective Sergeant Paul Deever, 
sitting here beside me, because he refused 
tn co-operate in this witch hunt heing 
carried on by the mayor and Mr. Rand. 
That was the agreetttent. 

"In the meantime, I ordered a depart
mental investigation of Sergeant Deever. 
The investigation cleared him completely. 
The money in question was a legacy re
ceived by his wife, and was handled in 
accordance with all tax regulations. The 
<Circumstances of his having been seen with 
Miles Urban have been satisfactorily ex
plained. Though in one sense his jmlg
ment might he considered faulty in refus
ing to co-opt>ratt' with tlw committet•, I 
admire his moral couragt'. 

"As a result, I am serving ttotice to the 
committee and to Mr. Rand and to His 
Honor, the Mayor, that I am reinstating 
Sergeant Deever. I am ordering all of
ficers to refuse to appear before the com
mittee if summoned. I shall suspend them, 
conduct departmental investigations and 
reinstate them if they are cleared. I have 
no doubt but what they will all he cleared . 
The bad apples havt' been removed. Tlwre 
were too many of them. But nothing is 
gained by trying to keep the situation 
alive, artificially, by conducting an extra
legal witch hunt at the expense of fine of
ficers such as Detective Sergeant Paul 
Deever. It has het'n many, many weeks 
since any actual evidenc<' of wrongdoing 
has heen uncovered. Yet the stories go on. 
stirred up for rt•asons which may seem as 
evident to you as they do to me. If I am 
to be removed front office for this act, so 
be it. I muld not in all consdt•nce allow 
this performance to continue. Thank you." 

The questions were ext:itc·d and intensf'. 
Paul told tlw details of the small he

quest, and the t:ircumstant:cs of his having 
gone to get Miles Urban and take him hack 
to his wife. When the questions began to 
become repetitivt•, Moreno stood up, firmly 
called an end to the conference and took 
Paul with him into the Chief's office. 

Paul phoned Polly and told her-a short 
version that would he expanded later. 

When he hung up, Captain Louis 
Moreno said, "I had to think of the tim
ing. This hits the Sunday-night tdevision 
and radio news, and the papers tomorrow 
morning. Am! it had to he done quit:k 
before Rand smelled a trap. l ie's a sharp 
man . Been m·n·ous. fella?'' 

"Extremely," Paul answered him. 

"I had to brush you o[f when \'ott 
phoued lwcaust· l ltavt· a ltttndt there's a 
tap on your phont•." 

"Is i t  going to work?" 
"We just have to wait aud see. Hell. I 

don't know.'' 
The corridor door opened suddenly and 

Ferris Rand came striding in-a man with 
tanned features and cropped gray hair. 

"Very, very cute, Moreno," he said . 
"Are you Deever? Yes, of eoursc. Moreno. 
aren't you smart enough to realize that if 
you get in the middle of a thing like this 
you can get hurt?" 

"In the middle, Mr. Rand? A cop is a). 
ways in  the middle." 

"Don't be evasive. please. kno\\' 
George Lascomb put you up to this," Rand 
said insistently. 

"What makes you think that?" 
"Because you aren't shn•wd enough to 

figure it out yourself, Captain. I t's a vt·r�· 
professional job of killing tlw eommittet·. 
Henry and I put you into this offiet>. Why 
did you decidt· to play footsie with tlw 
opposition?" 

Moreno yawned and stood up. ! I t· 
walked around his desk and faeed 

Rand. Suddenly he did not look fat or 
mild. 'Tm not playing footsie with ! .as
comb, or with you, or with any political 
group, Rand. I'm running a polic<' or
ganization. Your committee was no longt•r 
doing any good. It was doing a lot of hann. 
So I blasted it out of the way. If you want 
to connive me out of this olfit:e, go rigl r t  
ahead and try. While I 'm lwre, I 'm a 
professional cop. Now get out of here. Co 
shill the voters some other way, Mr. Rand. 
Leave my department out of it, whatev<·r 
you do, or I'll go to the peopk again and 
tell them who is making my job tough, for 
his own selfish reasons. Then see ho11· 
many votes you round up. I'm not run
ning for anything." He smiled. "No spt'
cial ambitions, Mr. Ram!. Just to rutt this 
shop with the help of some boys likt' 
Deever here. As long as I'm here, we'll 
keep our own housf' dt'an." 

Rand stared at him for a nt inute. "t<.lav-
he we misjudged you, Chief." 

. 

Moreno beamed at him. "You pit'kt'd 
a tiger, hoy. A fat, mild tiger.'' 

"Suppose we rt'organize th<· t·otnttt ittl'<: 
and put you on it.'' 

"To save face? 1\o, thattks." 
"Maybe we can figttre out SOI I H' sort nf 

compromise.'' 
"r-.1ake anythittg you want to suggl'st 

olfieial. Put it ott paper. Send it through 
channels. Com! ttight, t<.lr .  Hand." 

Aftt•r Rand was gotte, Mort'IIO sat dowtt 
heavily. "] thittk we wott. Paul. How did 
I do?" 

"Fine." 
"I was scared to death. Sonw tigt•r. 

Sergeant, you an• trattsft'rrC'd front yom 
precinct to h<'adquarters. lkpnrt to tt t< ·  
personally tomorrow morning at t•ight." 

"Yes, sir, Chid!'' l ie hesitated. "What 
ki��l of duty a�.

signment?" 
Hazardous. 

"What?" 
"Helping me deal with tht· public, l'aul. 

That's the most hazardous duty a cop ca11 
face. Now go home and tell Polly W<' 
both lovt· her." 

"An order, sir?" 
"Yes, indeed, St·rgeant." • • • 
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In thi,  \\·On�crful ,.,a,�n of the year, t•ampers �re likely to �ct urwomfortably •·hil ly
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i�1 
tent or trader, e"pet·rally ,·ery early aml late m the day. What tan you do ahout tlus? 

Dependin� on )OUr temperament, you •·an ,;tay i n  the •ack, try to •·onvince yourself that 
the •·old a i r  i R  refre,hing and healthful, or fij!ure out a way to w a rm up the tent. 

A stroll throu�h the •·amping-good> "tore is  enough to prove that manufa•·turers have 
heen >harply aware of the need for tent heaters. These heater' rome i n  many shape• 
and burn variou" kind, of fuels. 

We >ometime" read ,ad ,;torie,; about outdoo r,men being k i lled by ,;pal'e heaters in 
t i �htly •·lo>ed trai ler;, • ·altin, and tent,;. Thi; doe" not mean, how ever, that tent and 
trailer heater; ,110uld not he u,;ed. But the outdooroman who does utilize su<·h a devi<·e 
,hould live hy one ru le : N ever leave a [uel-huming heater operating " hi le sleeping 
in a tij!htly •·lo>ed area. 

Ga,oline i" not the only fuel that pro<hu·e, •·arbon monoxide. ··U nder improper •·on
ditiOil!oi of c·onlbu:o:tionl-i," one heatinJ! engineer told tne, '�any fuel t•ontainin;r c·arLon 
w o uld produc·e c·arhon ntonoxide, inc·luding c·han·oal." Mo!5t ruanufadurerl'i tnake a 
point of tellin� lnryer; to ventilate the "Pa•·e they art' heating at night. 

On., of  the ne'"'"t idea' in >tu·h "Pa•·e heatero i ;  the •·atalyti•· heater. This operate> 
like a hand-\\ a rml'r. It ha; no open flame. The fuel, naphtha, get> into the •·ombustion 
dramher hy a " it·k ami not under pre"ure. Test" ""o" that thi" depcndahle heater 
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,pPl'ial vent; ,,. . ., needed, hut all-night '"e of any fuel-hurning heater l'on;ume• oxygen 
w h i•·h rml"l ),.. repla<·ed hy vent ilation in tent, trailer or •·abin. 

What do"" it takt• to \\Hrlll tl"' avera�'"· fa mily-;ized umbrella tf'n t ?  If a heater give' 
ofT :!,()()() to �.01111 BTU per hour, it w i ll do the job nil'ely under mo,;t •·ondition,, If 
t here il" l"llO\\ uuh-idc� you tnay :o't il l  w unt to keep your longjohnl" on, hut the tent tent
perature, w ith thi" amount of heat, i,; likely to he in the ;ixty-fi ve-to-seventy-de!(ree 
range. Moot ma n u fat·tnn•ro have teote•l tlw I:ITU output for their heater� and the dealer 
knn'' l'i tht• f i�un·. 

Al'lually;·lht· doulo lt·-mantle !(a,olirw lantern \\ i l l  often heat np a 'mall tent w hen 
it i•n't unlwarahly c·old out,ide. Some manufal'lu rer; •·laim 2,500 BTU per hour for 
the l w o-rnantlt• lantern. 

Enginecr1'\ w i ll tt·ll ) O ll then� are I \\' O  \\ a y :- a t'ioun·c of heat <·an w a rnr you. One i:-o 
for tlw hcalt•r to '""'"' the total air around the peroon. The other is  the u,;e of 
radiant heat. With radiant heat, you may feel warm I they "'Y I even i f  the air outside 
your imn1cdiate viduity i:-; t ·old. Only th·c di�tant·e fron1 the heat :->ourt·e dirnini:.;he� 
the w armth mal'hin� t he hod y .  

From a prac·tinrl point of v'ie\1 , a 'muller 'oun·e of heat w i l l  provide c·omfort i f  
the heat p:ot->:o; u u t  a� nuliant t•nerJ!y . Conl"equently, :-Oomc :-;p�u·e heater� have t h e  open 
flame t•ovcrt•d " ith a metal d rum to reflec·t the heat for !!realer effil'ien•·y. 

At·tually, any 'I ""''' lwater made for ntmpin!' use and utilized t'orrect l y  c·an add 
mtu·h t·tun£ort l u  tht• uutdoor fun and t•an even len�then the t·ampin� season. 

LA TEST plan in th•· Department of I n terior's ;ean·h for ne\1 national 'easl10re rene
ation area' JII'HJl<l>t" ont• along the low er otret•·h of the Outer !:lank, in North Caro
lina. Thi, " mrl•l iru·lude tlw " i nd'" ept, lonesome t·ountry of Porbmouth I sland 
and '"me other hank, alon;: Beaufort I n let i n  Bhu·kbeard', hi,torit pirate han�out. 

M UCH of the fun anti  nran� happy memorie� from •·amJlin�o: trip;; !!row from u n u;;ual 
di;;he;; tu rrwd out ovt•r tlu· fire. A reader from Arkan><" re•·ently  asked u' h o w  to 
make the fried pic•' famed among outdoor,men. This i s  a pastry fried i n  deep fat. 
Start with dried fruit " hil'h ha, been ,ooakl'd overnight. Drain the fruit and spread 
a c·up of it over one half of a pie nu�t rolled out as big as a good-sized flapjao:k. 
Sprinkle ,ome "'gar on it.  Fold the other half of the pie c·rust over the fruit, pre'" it 
rlo w n  around tlw cd;:e' and pnn•·h a •·onple of <mall •team vent hole> in the top. 
Now use u pannrke tumer to put it into the hot fat until it gets •·rusty bro w n. 

I F  YOU ever lreur a hunter in,i,t that deer l i ver cooked fresh i� one of the best parts 
of the animal, he'> ri �ht. And in l'ase you're headed for the deer •·amp thi• year, here 
are >orne liver·•·ookin!( pointer< to keep in mind : Tut•k a plastit· hag into the po<·ket 
of your huntin!( •·oat. This is  for the liver w hen you dress the deer out. If you hang 
the deer in the w oods for later pi<'k-up, take the liver w ith you. That's supper. Cool 
it thoroughly und rupi•ll}· anti keep it dean. Sli, ·e i t  into piel'es a quarter-illt'h t hit·k 
and dip these in flour. Fry the li' er· in shortening that haon't heen used for anything 
else. Don't n\·edry. ( :ook the onion� �eparately, then :;erve thern together. • • 

THE ONLY PIPE IN 
THE WORLD WITH 

THESE 3 IMPORTANT 
FEATURES: 

DR . PHILIP'S 
PIPE 

• Double Metal Radiator Rings ot  TOP of 
Briar Bowl-Draw Heat AWAY From 
the Mouth 

• The Rings Hold o Changeable Feather
weight CERAMIC Bowl That Absorbs 
Tors, Like o Non-burning Sponge
Smokes Cool, Clean, Dry 

• In o Space Between the Briar and the 
Ceramic Bowls, Facial Tissue Paper is 
Folded-Tokes up Any Condensation 

ALSO: 

• NO BREAKING IN! 

• READY -MADE CAKE! 

• DOUBLE COOLING ACTION! 
• CANNOT BURN THROUGH! 

• FLAT BASE, WILL NOT TIP! 

• FINEST QUALITY IMPORTED 

BRIAR! 

SHORT SMOKE MODEL ONLY $4.50 

LONG SMOKE MODEL ONLY 5.50 

(Each Pipe Comes With 2 Extra Bowls) 

If not satisfied that this is the most amaz
ing pipe you hove ever owned, return within 
ten days and your money will be refunded! 

ACE-HI PRODUCTS 
Box 2730 Grand Central Sta., New York, N.Y. 1 001 7 

Enclosed is check or M.O. for $ . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Send 
postpaid Dr. Philip's pipes as checked : 

0 Short Smoke Model (ea<h with 2 extra bowls) 

@ $4.50 
0 long Smoke Model (ea<h with 2 extra bowls) 

@ $5.50 

Name . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Street . . . . . . . . . . . . .. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

City . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

State . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  Zip . . . . . . . . . . .  . .  

(Sorry, no C.O.D. 's) 
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GOI NG TO TH E DOGS MADE EASY coutiu oed t�-����� pau(' s9 

Th<' hasis of Dick's training premise, 
regardless of tlw hn•t•d of dog, is in tlw 
verv earlv start of sul'h training. Anti this 
is th<'  p;{rt that the hard l'Ort' of the dog 
pt'oplt· found to lw I I IIlS! revolutionary
or at l!'ast. ""'' of the parts. So rath<'r 
than alh·r \\'olters' chisekd prose. I quotl' 
fro1 1 1  "Wah 'I' Dog " :  " Lul'k is not a factor 
in training. :\eitlwr tlw amateur nor the 
prof•·ssional trailll'r has t i 1 1 1e to wastl'. So 
often in the past. the prof!'ssional thought 
I H' was saving tinw hy waiting until  a pup 
was six 1 1 11111ths or a V<'ar old hdon· lw 
startl'd to train tlw dog . H<'  was waiting 
to see what poh·ntial tlw dog would show 
natural lv :  till' amateur should lll'\'l'r wait. 
1 1< ' ' 1 1  n;ost l ik<'ly ha\'1' only one dog and 
will  fall in lo\'!' with it. and if lw waits 
1 1 1onths hdon· starting training, he'll t•nd 
np with a dud. 

"This l ll'W sci<·ntifil' finding lt·a,·es 1 111  
donht ahout i t :  A 1 1"1111!1 sho11ltf he takl'll 
11111111' 11111/ slartl'tf ill his traini11g at thl' 
r·.wct agr• of fori!J-IIi•w tfaus. 

"If a pupp)· livt•s in a kt'l l l ll'l too long 
with no htunan contact and training, you'n-· 
adding a grl'at hig unknown fat·tor to your 
training prohl<'nl wh<'n vou tak<' h i 1 1 1  honw. 
During this s.·,·t·n-week p<'riod. the dog 
got a st•nse of t'OlHpf.'tition in the.• litter. 
hut tlw sodal onkr-what tlw sci<-ntists 
. .  all thl' JWl'king ordl'r-hasn' t as yd had 
till ll' to fon1 1  his p<'rsonalit)·.  Staying with 
tiH' littc.·r c. ·a 1 1  ))(' ahnost as d:unaging to 
his futm<' ahi l ih· as a leanwr as th<' lal'k 
of lnnnan t·onta�-t l'an hl' . . . .  Lt•t's takt· 
a look at till' work Dr. St'otl and his !t•anl 
of n·s.·an·lll'rs pl'rfornwd at I [;unilton 
Station. tlw Anin ml lkhavior Lahorator)· . 
This work \Vas dmH' in l'onjnnetion with 
( :uidt· Dogs for tlw Ill inti. l ncorporatt-d. 

" I  11 n·t·•·nt y<·ars. the dt•1nand for tlwse 
traint·d dogs has h!'t'll gn·ah·r than tlw 
snppl)· . Dr. Scott and his tean1 of work<'rs 
sought and found th<' answer to tlw supply 
prohlt•n 1 .  It was a I ll '\\' approad1 to train-
i l l .!.! . .  ac.·et•l(·ratioll .

.. 

S l'i< 'ntifil' stlllh- shm\'!·d tl1at th<'re an• 
fi\'l· l'ritit-al perinds nf a pup's l i ft·', fiq·  

phasl'S of  l 1 is l l ll'lltal d!'H'Iopnlt'nt. Thl' 
sl lol'king thing is that tht·)· al l  takt• place 
ht•fon• till '  dog is six\t't'll Wl'l'kS oJd. B\· 
this ti l l ll'. th<' dog's hrain has r<'at'hed its 
adult forn1 and sizt• hut. of •·nurse. with
out adult <'XJWrit•m·t•. So. instead of wait
ing for tlu·  pupp)· to grow up so it l'Ould 
b ..  tra i t u·d. Dr. Seott's work pron·d that it 
\\·as adua ll)· hannful to d,•Ja,· . Starting 
tlw trai1 1ing t •arh· t u u lt'r the.· nt•w al'
•·t·lt·ratl'd progra 1n: tlw l'\(Wrinwntl'rs pro
dut·t·d llilll'l!f /11'1' , .,.,., s11ccr•ss in l ittt'rs of 
tlw sa nu·  lu·t•t•t l ing that prodnn·d nnl)· 
twl'nt)· pt•r l'l'nt undn the traditional 
1nl'lhods of training . . . .  \Vht·n tlw aecel
t•ratt·d training t l lt-'thod wa!'i put into at'
tual pradit·<' in St•t· •ing-Eyl' k<'nnels and 
traini11g prognt l t ts. ot tc.· full �-ear·s program 
,.,. , . . .  outstripped tlw laborator)· n•stdts
nindy-four per u·nt of all l i tt!'rs sncl'ess
fully l'Oinpldl'd the rigorous training. This 
is <·t·rtainl)· proof that early training t'an 
prodne<' hitherto unl l!'lit·vahl<' n•sults.' · 

1 1 ;1\·ing known tht•st• tht•orit•s fro1 1 1  "( : 1 1 1 1  
Dog." I had obtaint·d I l l\' Labrador at the 
prop<'r agt·. Th(' at tual training dovs not, 
of courst·. ht•gill t tO\Y. hnt ratlwr the n·-

lationship of 1 1 1a 1 1  and dog takes form . In 
t·fl't·ct. I hecanll' Tippy's mother-mustadw 
not withstanding! I ft•d her, playt>d with 
her. let lwr take walks with llll' in the 
fi..Jds, and so slw came to know her nanw. 
to conw wlwn called, to sit, and ahove all ,  
to know that I loved her and, in rpturn for 
heing Boss, I would make life ful l .  

Being Ross rt'ally starts when t h e  dog is 
about three months old. Formal training 
-the simple STAY, SIT commands that 
are the absolute foundation of retriever 
training are ingrained into the dog. With 
theSt· two commands, you have achieved 
ahout fifty per cent more than you realize. 
A l l  you haH· to do is transfer these com-

RIGHT now, today, you can 

take a dip in  Venezuela 's  

Caroni R iver and come u p  

w i t h  a fortune i n  d iamonds. 
But you ' l l  be i n  cutthroat 

c o m p e t i t i o n  w i t h  1 , 0 0 0  
a rmed , despe rate p rospec

t o r s .  R e a d  t h e  e x c l u s i v e ,  

exciting story in  the 

NOVEMBER ARGOSY 

., ll l tl ., •1• rl '' '•1''11 'I II I II IUI I JIII'IIII J tH'III IIII •·!! I!I·•I't lto.+lt••llltil;; 

mantis into di ll't ·rent ,·oict>s. That is. thl' 
<·onnnand SIT I I I I lS! he learned and olwvt·d 
whether issued hY ,·oit:e or whistlt · .  or 
hand signal. Eas)·? Hight! Here's the wa)' 
\Volters puts i t :  

"Command SIT is one of t lw most i l l l 
portant commands for the working n·
trie\'l'r. l\ ot only is he requirt'd to sit at 
yonr side whilt• waiting in a blind, hut lw 
will  take his initial directions for the re
trien· fro1 1 1  a sitting position at lwei. I n  
\·ollegt·.' lw'll karn t o  take your clire<·
tiona I signals while sitting a t  a distance. 

"I tt'ach a puppy the SIT commaml first 
hy voict•. \Vhen he understands it, I im
mediately add the whistle . . .  one blast. 
In a few days, you can drop the voice 
l'Olllmand and use only the whistle . . . .  

"Here's the way you do it .  \Valk the 
dog on a ,·er)· short leash a t  your side. 
Command SIT. Pull his head up with the 
lt •ash. With your other hand, push his 
fanny down. Command SIT again when 
he's settled. In short order, you'll only 
han• to toul'h his hindquarters and he'll 
sit.  When he'll do it without the pushing 
hand, introduce tht• whistle. Command 
SIT. \-Vhen he does it, blast once. I n  a 
few days, reverse the order. Blast onl'e . . .  
t·on lmand SIT. Shortly thereafter, ymt l'an 
forget the voice eOI IImand." 

Hemem her that when you get this col l l
mand down pat,  it will  work anywlwre. 
By that, I mean as long as a do!-( can hear 
your whistlt', lw should SIT. And set' to it 
that he does. Spring it on him when he's 
running full-tilt with his mind on smne
thing else. If lw doesn't spin and drop, go 
right out there and talk to him.  Having 
been in the mari11es will help your ' Ol'ah-

ulary and tom· of voil'l' reach the right 
level of persuasion. The proper inflection is 
similar to that vour wife uses at two a . 1 1 1 .  
when you've ju;t l'Ollll' honw a n d  shf' asks: 
"Have you het>n drinking?" 

Lest you have th<' mistaken impression 
that ewrything \Volters and I did turnt·d 
out perfectly ami without prohl<-ms. I'l l  
say now that that just ain't so. 1\"l y  dog, 
for instant·<·. would SIT fim·-until wt• 
threw som<'thing for lwr to rdril'Vt'. \Vait 
for me to tt'll her to go gl't it? l la !  Slw 
was usually nut undt'r the training dumn1y 
like l\l ich•y Mantle sitting under a high 
Ay. And of al l  tlw things you don't want 
a dog to do, this is second only to not 
wanting her to throw up in the ear. 

I let Tippy get away with this for a 
while until  I saw that my shouting and 
whistling hegan to plant a seed of doubt 
in her mind that wasn't exactly what I had 
intended. Tlw next timt· she hrokt·. I 
yelled SIT, blew the whistle, and then. as 
nne of my swing friends might desnilll' it, 
"I lost my cool." In brief, I strapped hell 
out of her. Then she admitted I had ht•t·n 
right all along. Just like a wo111an! 

T lw crucial point here is this:  Bt• n·ru 
spari11g of Jlll l lishllwllf. Do not-r<'ill'at 

-do 1101 punish a dog unless you know a l >
solutely that the dog knows it is mislw
having ami is expecting so111dhing un
pleasant to n•sult. I don't lwlit•vt· I l�;n·t· 
ever strapped my dog after that-or wanted 
to. And, I might add. neither has sill' 
ever again hrokt·n for a bird in a field trial. 

:-.low that your dog is sitting at <.:01 1 1-
mand, it's tinw to l'Ome to reallv con
trolled rdri<'\'l'S. L'p to now. you'n: proh
ahly heen l'hul'k ing stull· for th<' dog to 
hring hack. But n·memlwr. this is not a 
yo-yo. Then."s 1 1 1on· to a rdrien-r than 
that. Call tht• I J I  nit'l'lies if you will, hut 
tlwrc's a very practical hunting situation 
behind t'aeh of them. Specifically, a do)! 
should deliwr to hand, not drop the hinl 
and shakl' himself thl' minute he steps oul 
of the water: if  lw dm·s that, vou an· H'l'\' 
l ikely to lose a nippled hird. 

. . 

And now for words fro1 1 1  the master: 
"Retrieving is mad<' up of threl' ele

ments : running out to the ohjt••·t. pit-king 
it up and tht•n delivering it to the trainer. 
. . .  Many trainers ft•el that if a young 
puppy will run out for a thrown ohjed. 
that's all tlwv want to s.•t·. And it's tru<'. 
This is a g,;od ind it-ation. But in earlv 
training, the otlwr <>m] of the joh. earr�;
ing an ohjed and delivering it. is the 
most important. . .  l\ow, how do wt· 
begin? Hl'triever puppies will pick up 
whatever they can get in their months. So 
the first step is nl'n·r to diseouragt• a pup 
from rdril'ving. This goes for the trainer's 
family, as wel l .  Your attitude must he
and you must show it to th<' dog-that he 
is a good fellow for fet .. hing whatever it is. 
he i t  your hest pip<>, glon•s, mail, shoes. 
the kid's toys the family eat or a pair 
of silk stockings. You'll just haw to learn 
to hold your tl'mper. . . .  " 

As you l'an i 1 1 1agine. tht're's nothing 
really difficult ahout getting a retrien·r to 
rdriew. Making him selective is the 
tough joh . .f u't when )'Oil han• him doing 
nil'ely nn trainin.t! duJHJ l lit's. your kids will 
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anJuse tht-mst·lw·s h ) ·  tossing rocks. sticks, 
golf halls or hea\ t•n-knows-what-else for 
the dog to ft'teh. This will st-rve two pur
post'S : one, to 1 1 1ake your dog so hard
mouthed he can crack dams. not to men
tion shredding any birds you 1 1 1 ight hring 
down-and hard-mouth!'d dogs get thrown 
out of field trials. And two, t l H·re·s great 
dangl'r of his getting a n1outhful of splin
ters, or swallowing a sma l l  stont· or hall .  
I t's again a question o f  "spar<' the rod or 
spoil the dog." Lay th<' law down right 
now that tht·  dog has on<' master-you! 
You'll have to he finn hut don't It'! any
one start thinking that your dog is a toy. 

W hen your dog is going straight out and 
hack for short-sight retrieves with 

good rl'gularity, you can start adding a l i ttle 
"aril'!y to keep him from getting bored. 
Since a Lah. for exampil', makes a supt-rh 
upland hunt<·r, now is a good tim!" to 
tl'aeh him simple quartering in front of 
yon. l lere's the way \Volters does it .  

" 1\ l on· oftt•n than not.  a pup takt•n to a 
strange field with eovn will hang on your 
heels. That's goml ; just lift your f .. et high 
as you walk and gt-ntly d ip hin1 in tht· 
jaw. f le'll  soon learn to stay a )·an i  or two 
hl'hind you . . . .  \Vhen lw takt-s his place 
behind you, !fOil turn arou nd. i\ ow lw"s in 
trout of you. 'Walk on; if  he gl'!s to the 
sidt• or behind you, tum and face h i n 1 .  
f le'll  k a rn  his plaet'. I t's in fron t. 

' 'You now walk tlw field in a zigzag. I f  
)'on start this early, you won't han· a proh
lt·n• because lw's not hold eiHH lgh yt'l to 
want to run off; lw'll wa nt you in sight. 

" f ie's learned to he in front of ,·ou and 
lll''ll want to go when· you go

·
. \Valk 

twenty-five yards, then zig ninety degrees. 
If it's to tht· left, eall his name for atten
tion and give him a n  arm signal to the left 
and command CO Oi\. \Val k  twenty-fi, e 
yards in the new dirl'ction, then zag to tlw 
righ t.  He'll soon lParn to check hack to 
set• where you're going. If lw dot·sn't, cal l  
his name, give h i m  a right-hand signal and 
walk in tht- new dirt-ct i t m .  

"Once lw gets t h e  h a n g  o f  this ganlC', 
cut your zigs and zags down from ninety 
degrl'eS to forty-five. 'vVhat Wt' want him 
to learn is that the appropriate hand sig
nals mean new din·ctions. 

"If he starts to get out too far as t iH·se 
lt•ssons advance, tlw call-in whistlt• com
l l lal lll should Ill' gin·n. As he COilll'S in. 
gin· tlw hand signal and zig. As you re
dnct• till' angle of zigzag and lw follows 
the direction signals. )·ou'll soon not!" that 
you'll hl' ahlt• to walk a straight lint· and 
l ll''ll quartl'r hy signal. :\ ow you can send 
hin1  '"". whi!'h wa\· with tlw hand . . .  .'' 

\\'on; l . .  rful, isn't 
.
it? But it rt·allv didn't 

work out quite so simply for us-; 1or will  
it for you. \\'hy not? \\'t•ll, sparrows. rah
hits. groundhogs, blackbirds and just plain 
euriosit\· will  han· the dog all  on•r tlw lot 
nntil In· gets ovl'r tlw belief that he can 
eatt-h t 'l l'rything in sight. \\',. discovert·d 
that our win·s noticed the S<I I I H '  tendt·ne\· 
il l  l iS-Say, at  a party with a fi'W goo.i
Jooking !'ookies. \\'hat dm·s a wife do:> 
S i n ·  waits. usualh·. u 1 1 til n>ur attt·ntion 
w;l\"t•rs awa,· fro, ; , thl' hlc;ndt• with the 
erosSt·d lt·gs

. 
a 1 1d then gil t•s )·ou a eonl

n�<ulll. So it should he with yo11 r  dog. LC't 
hin1 work l 1 is prohlt•nJ out a hit hcfore you 
ord"r hin1  in a difrc·r!'nt dirl'dion. If he 
lt•aniS that )'Oil !'an't eatt-h hin 1-h1 1t will  

just stand there and shout and whistle
you'll spend a lot of time standing and 
whistling. Don't give him a chance to ac
cidentally ignore a command. If he starts 
running a rabbit, lPt him go until  ht' tires 
or quits. I t  won't takP long and then he'll 
turn his attention back to you. A thing I 
like to do in these early training sessions is 
to stand stil l ,  call my dog in, and just play 
with him for a minute, maybe throwing i n  
a dog biscuit .  He enjoys it  a n d  it  again rt'
inforces his pleasurt- in being afield with 
me. Don't 0\·enlo it, though. 

So far, we han•n't mentiOJl('d water. 
Just whiskey. And you\·e been wondering 
when in ht'II do we get the pup i n  swim
ming, haven't you? i\ i nl'ly-nine times out 
of a hundred, the pup will takP to water 
like an alligator, and simple retrieves in 
water wil l  just fall into line. I f  your pup 
seems afraid of tlw pond. you'll have to 
get out i n  it  and call him to you. gradually 
easing his fears. !\ever. never just pick a 
dog up and chuck h i 1 1 1  i n .  You'll probably 
scare him half  to death. lost• his trust in 
you, and get a good hill' in the glutc·us 
maximus for your trouhll'. 

A hvays check tlu· \Vater you're \vorking 
your dog i n  for rocks. \Virt', sticks, sttunps 
and the like. Once a clog has ht-en hurt hy 
Hinging himself into a too-shallow spot or 
has hit a submerged tree or something, he 
will very likely just tiptoe in for the rest of 
his life and you'll lose the magnificence of 
tht· hell-for-leather ten-foot leap and entry 
that is so much part of the thrill  of owning 
a retrieH·r. 

1\ow you\·e got a dog that will ht- pleas
ant to hunt over in most watt·r situations 
and all  land circumstances. I le will re
trit·n· on command, stay until sent. know 
how to quarter, and love to swim. So he
fore you go on to the more a<h-aneed lt-w·l 
of training, you'd better introduce him to 
the gun. A new training tool callt•d t lw 
Retriev-R-Trainc•r-co-clc•veloppd by Arthur 
Johnson and Dick \Volt<•rs-is a godsPnd. 
This contraption fires blank cartridg!'s of 
various sizes to propel a spt·cial training 
dummy. I t  allows you to do two things at  
once: start  your dog on long, marked re
trieves, and accustom him to tht· noise of 
a gun. The first time I would use it is 
when the dog is running some distance 
from you-or if you're using a regular shot
gun and throwing a rl'gular training dum
my. \Vhen the dog is out quartering some 
fifty yards or so, get h is attention, then fin• 
the Retriev-R-Trainer with tlw lightest 
load. Or throw tl1l' dtunmy first. and while 
it's in the air, firP your shotgun. If you're 
going to use a shotgun, it's a good saft'ty 
idea to get a ft·w boxes of special \Vin
chester-\Vestl'rn POJIJIN loads Tlwy han· 
no shot and no recoil, hut plenty of noise. 

Both Dick and I at!rt'P tha t too much 
fuss is made ov < ·r gun shyness. which is 

strictly a man-made condition and which. 
with common sc·nSt· on your part, should 
never he a prohi< ' I IL  After you fir<' a half
dozen shots or so at thl' dog frcun a dis
tance, you can bring h i 1 1 1  in at  hed, throw 
the dumm\· and shoot and "'''·c ·r ha\C '  to 
worry aho;tt i t  again.  Tlw fir,t ti i iH' you 
do it, he'll probably hrc•ak. l'orgl'l it .  l fe'll 
get over the excitenH·nt of th<' nois.· i 1 1  a 
ft•w retrie\·t"s and von can insist on his be
ing steady again �vit! Jont any fea r.  

lfnti l  now, )"Oil shon l c l  only ha\ C' l wen 

working: your dn'-! on singlt ·  n·trit·n·s. You 
should haH' lll·t•n flring on·r hint and 
throwing the dummy in all sorts of cover
cover that's not impossihlt· a 1 1d  cover that's 
perfeetly safe. And I might add that you 
should he particularly car<'ful 1 10t to run 
your clog on retrit·n·s through harhed-win· 
fences and tlw like. Too many dogs arc· 
seriously hurt a 1 1d even killl'cl hy low wires. 
Remt·mht-r. wht-n· you h•ll him to go-he'll 
go. He's relying on your judgnwnt. so 
have a l i tt le.  And this got·s for fast-Haw
ing rivers, husy highwa)·s and dangt'rous 
swamp and lakl' an·as. 

In these sing!!' retrit•n·s. don't le-t h i 1 1 1  
q u i t .  I f  h e  can't li n d  t l w  dummy. you gl'l 
out there and pick it up and throw it for 
him again before lw starts to eomt• in to 
you. He should alccays gl'! tlw haeon and 
hring i t  hom<'. Failure isn 't part of any 
training routint·. 

·ow wt• eoJ I It '  to till'  suhjt•d of l l tultiplt·  
retrie\'eS. Douhlt·s art' si l ltplc·  <·nough for 
al most an)· dog. Just ren�t·mlwr to kc·t•p 
them well spn·acl apart. about 1 1indy c l t ·
gn.·<·s. 'T'ht• onl�· n·al dangt'r ht:re is 
''switch ing"-starting hack with OIH' dunJ
my, then dropping it halfway honH'  and 
picking up the· other OJH'.  This is a 1 1 1 a jor 
fault. like inflclc · l it)· . \ l ost c logs will switd1  
-and you'll jnst  ha\ C' to  go out  thc·n· and 
�hout "No" loud t ' I H IIJ).(h to make· )·our 
nose hked until I ll '  gl'ts t iH· idea. Your 
dog will naturally go aftt'r tlw last hircl 
first. fint•. But now a1 1d  t iH' I I ,  you should 
insist lw gd th" otlll'r OIH' to l"l' l l l ind l l in1 
that you'n· ti i C '  cun· who doc·s tlw ht•a' ,. 

thinking: lw's paid to do as hc.'s told. 

F ield trials arc ·  a tom·h�· suhit-<·t with a 
lot of hunti 1 1g I I W I J .  \ton· out of igno

ranct' than pn·juc l i t·t•. huntt·rs lt·nd to 111'
lieve that a lic· l c l-trial dog isn't a good field 
dog. Complett·ly wrong. I n  fad. just till' 
opposite is tnH'. 1\t-trit·\ C·r fit · l c l  trials. as 
opposed to pointing-dog trials, an· sl't up 
to duplicalt· actual hu1 1ting situations. to 
the great t'fedit of thl' SU(Wrh judges in this 
event. Both 'vVoltt•rs and I are field-trial 
fans. For one reason, you'll never know 
how good your dog really is unless you s<'l 
him out against sOJnt• good compet ition . 
A n d  that goes for your training tt-chniques. 
too. For another rc·ason, tlwy'n· a lwlluva 
lot of fun . I'm not going to get all in
,·olved with the pros and eons. But any 
Oil(' \Vho O\vns a r<'tril·,·t•r and rt:'fllS<'S t•,·t·n 
to watch a duh trial is plain stnpid. You'll 
learn twit-e as much as you think. and 
l'Yt"ry singll' person \·ou nll·l'l wil l  l u ·  gbd 
to answer questions. ofkr ath-ict·-and n·ry 
possibly go out and actually lwlp you tra i n .  

You should writ.· to t lu ·  Amc·rit-an I-:<·n
nel Club for the address of )"OJJr local Field 
Trial duh and tlw nanH' of its st•crl'taJY . 
Thl'n \Hill· to ! J i l l l .  and ask for a tri;t l  
schedull'. Tht•n go. Takt' along hoot.t ' .  
Take along your dog. 

Thl' stakt·s run in nJost flelcl trials \ a n· 
according to tlw ag•· and ability of th; . 

clogs entt·red. Tht• lop of the lint• is t lu ·  
AII-Agt' Op<·n. l i en• you'll st't' alnw't 
unl >t·l ie,·ahle aeeonlplish J I H' l l ls.  n�agnifi.-e11t 
hannom· and l<·aJ n\\·ork l wt\\-<'< ' 1 1  dot( and 
handkr: And IH·n·  You'll han· to n ;ak<· a 
decision : Is all thl' ;,Jn- io"' work that this 
takes going to lw wortl1 it? Is  "') dog 
good c·nongh? \\'ill I • ·n jo) it? Or ; 1 1 1 1  I 
going to lw satisflt·d witl1  Old :\ l w  jn,t 
being 1 1 1) .  clu,.k-hnnting pal" 



I n  his hook. ' '\\'a!t-r Doe!."
. 

Dick !.!:O<'S 
. j , .,•ply and thorough!� int<

·
, tlu· trai ;1 ing 

! t -. . ln o iqnes of field trial work-long bl i nds. 
n tt t l t ipiC' rl'trieves, th<' t<>sts your dog wil l  
I t ;" < '  to pass. Rut i f  your dog is und< •r  two 
u ·ars old. can mark his long singlt's and 
donhks fairly wPII, hoth on land and 
wah·r. and is st!':Hiv. tht'rt''s no harm in 
1 ' 1 1 1<-ring hint i n  a , :oupk of o .. rhy trials. 
1 .1 ' 1  I IH' t< · l l  ,·on about t t tV i n i tiation. 

\ly dog, 'i'ippy, was g
·
n·at on dummies 

in tlw yard. l•:xct'pt for one t h i n g :  real 
hirds. And that's what 1·ou g!'l in field 
! rials. pigt'ons shot m·•·r �·m1r dog. and 
shackiC'd ducks ( l i\'e ) for the water series. 

Being tiH• in tpl'tnous t�-p<'. I \1 never e1·cn 
St't ' l l  a fi··ld trial l ll'fOrt' I stepped to 

tlw l i ne with 1 1 1 �· dog. I di<ln't know any 
n 1on· ahont it than tht '  dog. Tl o is l ll'canll' 
painfully oil\ ions. It was a pt'rf<'d niom
ing. Tip did ahsolntt'l�· nothing right.  
Sht'  hrok< · .  Slw rl'fllS<'d to pick up the 
pi.I!<'Ol l .  S lw dainti h· n·li  .. n·d lwrs<·lf whil. .  
.<!oing out aft• ·r lu·;. hird . And wlwn slw 
finally did pic!- np a shackkd duck, sh .. 
brought it in and dunlpt'd it h�· one of 
till '  judges instt'ad of handing i t  up to I l l < ' .  

H111 no on<'  said a word. Talk ahont l ll ·
il og polit<-? Wow! So I put Tip hack in 
t lu•  station wagon to wall'h t l w  other dogs 
do their shi lL \V,. had lll'en th!' first ont·s 
oil' l ll'caust• tlwv alwa,·s 1'11 1 1  the fPnial<·s 
first. And Tip

. 
watd {cd with obviously 

growing int!'r<'st. In fad, sh<· rt'al l y  st'!'I I H'd 
to J,.. st11dying al l  t i ll 'S!' goings-on and 
1naking l l ll ' l ltal nott's. So.  h!'ing a suck<·r 
for puni�h u u · 1 1 t-arul  ll<'i l l,l.! t ' l ll 'Ottr:tgt'd hy 
n1y wife ( why noe S l u ·  didn't ha1·,. to 
stand out tlwn· in front of al l  thoS<' p<·o
pl<·! ) - I  < ' l lll'n·d Tip in anothn st'l'i<·s. 
l'aid I n �· fh , .  l u ll'ks "'"I st<'ppt'd out to 
tak<· "". I l lt'd idn•· l ik,.  a l ittk n ta n .  And 
1 ou kn;>w what? Sh•· was ht'antiful!  Don't ;LSk I IH' wh\'- l m t  I think she's a natural 
contpl'titor.

. 
Sht' nt'l'l'r hroke. 1narked all 

her hirds perfectly, and ntadc < 'l'l'ryhod�· 
think tl11>y might Ill' losing tlll ' ir t ninds:  i t  
just couldn't h<' t i l l '  """'' stupid dog they 
had watched an hour ago! But it was. 

Tl tere's a point to this that's ph otal : A 
dog wants to do what yon want it to do
the hang-up is real l�· in t'OII t l l l l t l l il'alioll. 
Somehow. Tip got t i l l '  idea of tl 1 < ·  l'i<·ld 
Trial just by watching.  Slw knew that 1 
wanted lwr to do what the other dogs W<'r<' 
doing, and she SL'<' I I ll'd to say "okay.'' 

.'\nd so it  will I ll '  with ,·our dog. lk 
patient. lh-ally tr�· to t ·ontn t;tn icatt ' .  Th . .  re 
an·  few hard-and-fast ml<·s other than this 
m u:. If Olll' " ''< ' I I IH' S<'(' l l lS to I)(' �oing 
1 10\Vht•n•. th<'n. for good ru·ss sakt•, try an
other. But k<·<·p it  simple. 

Ft•w things an· as rt'wan.ling- as \\'orking: 
a do!.! in ti ll· fit·ld-a dog yon'n· traim·d 
1·ourself. Tlw hours that \\'oltcrs and I i tal'l' spent halT he•·n golden. \V,.' ve n tade 
all the tnistakes and inn·ntl'd a f,·w new 
on<·s of our ow1 1 .  Dist·ouragl'nH'nt vanu· 
often-thl'n sndd<·nly, as if  sonH'Oll!' had 
opened a door w<.'d n<'l'<•r notic<·<l. om· of 
the dogs would l tan· a day where it "just 
couldn't put a foot down wrong." A n d  
wt''d congratnla!t- Oil<'  anotlll·r. 

One<', in an < ' l l totional peak, when I had 
washed his <')!o l i herall�· with oll\· ious pur<' 
llat t!'r�·. \\'ol t<'rs al l l lost oll'<>n·d to huy din
, ,..,., And sonu·  days-if I ke<·p training h im 
along thoS<' l i n<'S-h<· wil l .  Hut it ' l l  proh
ahly he Cr:l\ �- Train .  • • • 

YOU & 
by J. EDWARD SCHI PPER 

�lli-I�YOUR CAR 

Choose the Right Vehicle 
I f you are lakin!( a t ri p  into one o f  the vast, unsettled area� o f  this country, the " ron� 

vehicle •·an t u rn your v'wation into a fia"·o. Conditions have improved during t ht• 
pa>l ft·" Y"""• i t  i, true, hut PVPn today. y o u  " il l  lind t h e  ha<·k" ood> ami motutt ain 
roads dotted " it h  hrokcn-do" n l'ar><, tru<· ks, etc., " hidt are there he<'a'"'c they " t>rt' 
not ,,Jited to the load tht·y •·arried or tht• territor) in " hi<-h they t ra v eled .  

Thi>< need n o t  havpcn to ) o u .  Today , there are many vehides made t h a t  w i l l  stand 
t he '' cur and tea r i rupo�ed h) n1ore·t han-o n l ina ry caniJ>in�. You t·an c·hoo:-.c anythinl! 
from a heavy-duty motorl'yde that " i l l  dimh a rock pile l i ke a l(Oat, to a Pullman· 
•·ar-typc body mounted on a husky, t h ree-tJuarter-ton tru<·k dta.><i>. Y nu <':lll l(Ct a 
four·whecl-drive unit  that \\· i l l  perform inaedible feats of dimhing or o \·en·omin�t 
d i fficult  high\\ ay,. 'l ou •·an even ha,·e thc,e vehides C<JUipped " it h  a po\\ er take-ofT 
that operates a " i tu·h and •·able " hidt ran haul you out of ,;no\\ drifb or mudhole>
if you have anythi n g  1\ ithin readt to " h idt you nlll attadt your •·able. 

This heavy-duty equi)Htwnt i><  not, of <'OIH><e, req u i red for a vi,;it to t he national 
purk:-> or the �talc· anti  Governrncnl·OJH•raled t •anlp ::_.;itcs " here cvf'ry t ·un' enictH't"' i� 
availaiJie. It b >lri • · t ly  for roul(h •·ountry. 

One o f  the mo>t imvortant factor,; dt•<·idinl( on a vehide i,  t he ,;ize of tht• party. 
Generally,  a n  expedition going into the real ha<·k\\ ood, \\ i l l  not t'X<'et•d four. hut if 
i t  doe•, the prohlem i>< �rea l l y  magnified. A l >o t he type of party that p:el > h:u·k into 
the ·'hoondol'k:-." dot•:, not l'Xpct·t the l uxurie� oi' an cst a h l i �hcd ( 'atnp l'lit.-.  

Most of us have to !'et up !-'Onte typ�· of h ud Jict for our rc�·rt•ational t ri t>:-o, :-ou '' e�JI 
start \\ ith t he �·�unpin� t ra i l er. Tht•:-.t• lo\\ -pri('ed t rai ler:-; t•onta i n  a tt•nt ,,hic·h 

folds out for ;leepinl! ,pa<·e and •·an a l ,o ltc u�cd a "  a kitdtf'n. Whi l<• t he l <•nt >Jian• 
i, l i m i t ed,  it i ,;  ,u fficicnt for fo u r  and ' cry •·omfort a l t lc and roomy for I \\ o or t h ree. 
With the proper hit<·h, i t  •·an 1 ... to\\ t•<l readily  hy the fami ly •·ar, and nlll l tc >ct up 

and folded up qu i<-kly, after a litt lf' pn11·t i <-c. 
For mral d \\ c l lcr, \\ hO ord i narily have ""' for a pi<·kup tru•·k, t he nllllJII'r·type ltody 

w h i  .. h •·an he mounted qui<·kl) on a ha l l -ton or t h rce-<Juartcr-ton ··lm,;,i, i ><  ideal. For 
exploring partie:-; und other:-; " ho rnu�l ;::ct into ru�l(cd area:-., t hi :-o  lypc of �·u ntJH�r ur 
a -'Suburban'' i t- often :-.UJ>plictl '' ith a fou r·\\ heel drive '' hit 'h t•an handle ruJ!ged J!O· 
in;! " it h  ut>toni�hin� ca:-.c. 

Chevrolet has 1 \\ d v c  model. of t he l } p c  " hidt arc kno\\ n, in t nwk lin ;£<>, a ,;  four· 
lt) ·fou r; . for ordinary hi�h" ay u;e, the I \\ 0-1\ heel drive i,  all t hat i>< employed for 
t•c·ono•uic·al perfonuaru·c. But " hen the �oing �!Cis rough, the :-.hift c·an lw rnadt• into 
four·\\ heel t.lrivc for be I t er t nu·tion ''  ithout u:-.in� the c · lutt ·h.  l n  t he:-.c v t•hidc!'(_ tlwrt• 
i s  a l \\ o-�peed trun:;fcr l'a�c \\ hieh give� t he extra torque JuuhipJi,·ation requi red . 
l'hcrc i:-- aho an opening in the lnln:-.ft-•r c·a�e providing for a pO\\ cr htkc-ofT for a 
'' i nt·h or other JJO\\ cr aJ•plic·ation!'. 

l twitlentally, Ford i\ l otor Company ha, puhli,hcd a hook entit led "Ford R et·reatioual  
Vehideo" I S1  1 .  I t  di,•·u,�e, ltot h the advantages and Ji,advantal£e' o f  j ust about 
cvt!ry type o f  n•t·reat i onal unit-ntntpin� t rai ler:-., tnn cl  trai ler:-;, travc·l t·ua•·he�, li �ht 
delivt•ry-Yan t'Oil\ cr:-.ion:-o and c·antper� in!'tal lcd on pic·k-up tnlf'k d1a�:--i:-o .  This i :-o  a w i:o;c 
i nn•:-.tnu·nt for i.l l l )  one planning a t·antJlin� vat·ation. 

l Jod ge rt't·en t l y  ltrou!(ht out " hat t hey •·a l l  the Camp Wal(on, w i t h  a "JH>JI·UJl" ruuf 
and <'Oill)llete l i v i n g  f:u· i l it i e, for up to ,ix pcr>on,, The Camp Wagon i,; an A - 1 00 
Oodv:e Sport>man " a �on >)Jel' ial ly  c<Jui pJH'd by Travel E<Juipment Corporation " hi ..It 
!'!Jlt•t·i a lizc� on t·onv cr:-.ion:-o '' ith the elevatinp: lOJJ. Thi:-o ru•w model ha:-o a �ix�c·yli ntlt·r. 
22�-nthil'-itwh HU-hor>t')lO\H'r Pngi•w, " h i• ·h ,;lwu ld he plenty for mo;t k i tu l ;  of uff
t lte-hi;.dll\ ay opera t i on .  

There i �  n o t  a :-. i n ; .d e  tuanu fat·t u rer in t he Io,, - a n d  ntediunt-prit·e c·la�s \\ ho h a :-o  n o t  
!(iven plenty o f  con,ideration to thi,  lield. A l l  o f  them a r e  extremely •·areful t o  point 
out the liruitations '' hen tow ing t rni t f•r:-:. Anicric·un :M otor:-.

, 
brof'hnrt' on t·arupinl! 

t rai lers has thi• to say : ''It should be re•·og:nized hy t ra i ler O\\ ner,; t hat all  mak ..  , of  

n1r:-. arc printari l y  tlc!'i!!ncd and intended as a pas�cn�er c·onveyant·e. A l ra i ler c·annot 
be to" <'d behind a pa"'cnger •·ar w ithout havin g  >Orne cffet·t on safe operation, hand
! in� qualit ie,;, depcnda h i l i l y  and c<·onomy. A l though American Motor.' •·ar; �; i l l  pull  
a t railer as :-oati:-;ft�t·torily  a� other uwkc:-. ot' pa:oo!'(en�er t•arl'i, ruaxinnnn �llicienc·y and 
oati,fa•·tion \\ i l l  he dcri1 cd throu�h the " " "  of proper equipment a m i  h y  avoidin!! 
overloatl� and ot her a h u  .. h c operation. \Vhen operating on hi�h" a) :..� allo" atH·e 11111:-.t 
he made for thl' add i :  iunal " ei l(ht ami ltulk o f  th•· trai ler. and drivinl( hahit>< and 
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�Jleet.l� IUtH·I be a h t•rl'd at·c·ol'd in�l�  in t lw intere�t of :..a fp t y ." • • • 1 2 1  
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GEN U I N E  P IGSK IN  
CRED IT  CARD  CASE 
& PHOTO WALLET 

No more fumbiJn& 
In w a l le t  t o r  
credit cards. This 
handsome credit 
c a r d  case h a s  
c l e a r  d u r a b l e  
transparent pock· 
ets that hold 24 
credit cards. II· 
cense,photos. etc. 

complete with b i l l  

a n d  note wallet. 

P I K s k l n  p o c k e t  

.,.i.IJI"'itllil;t)' ::��s� z: ga"r�� ; 
notes, etc. Ample 

room tor business 

canis, time tables. 
c h e c k s . F i t s  

man's h l p  pocket 

or lady's purse. 

w o n ' t  b u l g e 

rz��k�ith
p �r

i
5
n�r.:,

•; 
If desired. A credit 

card case that w I II 

be appreciated by 

every m a n .  S i z e .  

w h e n  c l o s e d  4 "  x 

�!{1;iactlon $250 
Guaranteed. ppd. 

With 2 or 3 gold-stamped initials S2.95 ppd. 
Scott Mitchell Co., Dept. AR·IO, 415 So. B'way, Youkers, N.Y.  

L - - - - - - - - - - - - - - _.  

FOR MEN WHO KNOW STYLE 
Handsome pebble grain calf oxford 
with graceful pointed toe. Smart and 
comfortable molded sole. Black, forest #3049 
green,  ma p l e  ta n ,  p e a r l  gray a n d  
oyster white, sizes 6-13, medium width. $13.95 
$13.95 postpaid, or  $2.00 deposit on 
C.O.D. - you pay postage. Satisfaction 
guaranteed! Other styles imported from 
Italy and Spain from $9.95 to $24.95, A to EEE.MADE ON AMERICAN LASTS. '-----' 

•: , ._ 9'E34 feg,q}JZ9 
Monument St., Brockton, Mass. 

0 RAW ANY PERSON 
in one minute! � g  ��n���� 
SPW .. \mllZIIII<{ ' ' '' el•tlm•-' ·l\b�lc Art Helll'oducer. · · )'ou 
cun dl·n11 Ynnr �·umlly, Friend..;, 11ninml�. lttndSCili>t!.", 
hullctln�l<l. , .• L..,t·�. I)I•Wl:-t or fruit, cOJIY nhutn�. eomlcs. cll'�hcw.;, IHUJI:->, IIIJ�'flllnJ.r-Likl.' An .\rtlst l•:wn If You ('.\�''1' IHL\W ,\ !=o:tt·nl!:hf l.iuf>! .\n.\"thlng �·on wnnt to drnw l..; 

-1 ;�:.�:�:���:� \:�:�11i
'
l�:·�!kr::�it·a'!\"rt ��;���r�� 

tlnt.'l'l'. " 'l'ht•Jt I'IL"il�· folluw Lilt• Jilh':-> 
nr tlu• " l 'ictunl lnut�o" with a 
Jlt'Jtdl fur a n  m·U:itutl "profef\slotut l 
lnokinJl" th·awhll<{ . •  \l�1 rt'<IU<·e...; or 
rnln rJ.Ct•s. A lso �llrnclucrs acttutl CHI· HI'S nr :miJject. l•'rt'C With Ol'f)l'f "�IJU· 
ph· St.1·rc·t." or Art Tl'l<'l<S or the 'l'r:ull'" hnuklrt. S E N D  NO M O N EY ! Itt••'<' 1 0  Day 1'rlu1 1 Pay l"o�tmtm m1 
tiPiin·rr $ 1 . !1� pltJ:-t vostaKe. Or :-tend 
out.\· $ 1 . !1R wllh orclt>t' nntl we pay ji0:-.(11�1'. M(IIW)' nurk <:unl'lllltt><'. 

TAL L E R  
BY 2 FULL 

INCHES! 
Slip these foam rubber and felt Height In
crease Pads in any pair of shoes. Now, step 
into them to added walking comfort and 2" 
in height. The same height increase as ex
pensive height increasing shoes. These in
visible, interchangeable cushions need no 
gluing and are an aid to better posture. 
Durable and shock absorbing. Thousands now 
worn. State man's or woman's shoe size. 
Only $2.95 pair, ppd. HUDSON I NDUSTRIES, 
Dept. AR-104, 550 Fifth Ave., New York 36, N.Y. 

SAVE up to 50% off regular retai l  price of 
fine Italian-made accordion. Over 30 mod· 
els available for beginners, students, teach· 
ers and professionals. 5-day trial offer. Low 
down payments and easy terms are avail
able. I nformation and free color catalogs on 
request. Accordion Corp. of America, Dept. 
Cl04, 2003 W. Chicago Ave., Chicago 22, I l l .  

LOVE is  the  answer. "Je vous aime," say 
50,000,000 Frenchmen, plus "qu'hier, moins 
que demain." " I  love you more than yester
day, less than tomorrow." Radiantly em
bossed with the immortal lines from Rosa
monde Rostand's great love sonnet. 1 "  di
ameter. Inscription on back l Oc a letter. 14K 
gold, $ 1 6; sterling silver, $3. Jamaica Sil· 
versmith, Dept. !OAR, 50 Delancey St., N.Y. 

the Bubbling Bog 
DESK TOP 

CIGAR ETTE SN U FFER 
I t 's  a s t o n i sh i ng !  I t 's  

; side splitting! Bruk up f / your friends. bus1 ness· 'if"\ JcquJi ntJnces. etc. Bub· 
l'l. bling Boy mJkes them 

I J u g h  out loud e v e n  
Jlter they've seen h t m  
do h i s  "trick" t i m e  Jnd 
agatn.  A wonderful gift 
lor those who enjoy a 

Oper1te the hidden�-������ 
activ1tors- Bubbling 
Boy goes into re�d Ide 
1 c t i o n  to do h i s  

genuinely good laugh. 
Excellent door opener. 

Send check or money order. 
"snuff . ' '  Uses same 
Wiler over 1nd over. 

Free catalo& on request. 
No COO's please. ppd. $3·00 

I FEDERAL 6652 H. Wostorn A••·· Chico&o 45, I l l . 
Dept. 42 

Handmade Canadia11 PAC-�OC 
Hea,Yy-duty wotn-repellent 
oil ton leather. True moe• 
eosin comfod, plus protec· 
tlon, support of a laced 
boot. Men's sizes 6·12. 
Order usual shoe size. 

Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
6" top 9" top 

$1 2.95 $1 4.95 

Dept. A R - 1 0  fltu Pork, Cetletretdet 

GRAND PRIX RACERS. Sleek imported scale 
models of Mercedes-Benz (top) and Ferrari 
are only 4" long, yet go 20 mph. Have mi· 
crosensitive adjustment and differential for 
precosoon steering, brake, freewheeling. 
Other models (specify): Porsche, BMW con
vertible, Volkswagen. $3.95 each; two, 
$6.75 ppd. Davis Co., Dept. AR-10, 1 25 
East 4 1 st, N .Y. 1 7 .  

ROLCUT is a must addition for a n y  family, 
especially where there are small fry. Cut 
your own or your chi ldren's hair smoothly, 
easily and quickly. Simple as combing your 
hair, Rolcut is a durable plastic hair trim· 
mer on plastic wheels. Safe, no electric wire 
or dangerous edges. $3.95 ppd. John Sur
rey, Dept. AR- 10, 1 1 52-6th Ave., N .Y. 36. 

10-POWER MONOCULAR is the latest in a 
l ine of fine precision-made imported optics. 
Small enough (2%" long) to fit into pants 
watch pocket, it's a 1 0-power glass whose 
size makes it ideal to pack on any trip. Fine 
for outdoorsmen, snoopers, etc. Coated 
lens. $ 1 7.95 ppd. Order from ADF Co., Dept. 
AR-10, 122 E. 42nd St., N.Y. 1 7 ,  N.Y. 

TV COMMERCIAL ELIMINATOR removes the 
sound portion of all commercials without 
affecting program. Works every time. Wire
less, automatic operation. Simple 5-min
ute installation connects to speaker with 
attached all igator clips. $19 .95. M. F. 
Feller l nds., 13640. Somerset Road, Poway, 
Calif. 92064. 



JEWELED 

CALENDAR TRANSI�TOR TAPE 
WATCH $2� RECORDER 
S WISS movement. our 6 Beautiful sty l i ng. IAMO Complete with powerful $ 70 
Tells t ime and date, too. Sweep built-in dynamic speak- -
second hand, gift case, stainless . e r. Reco r d s - Pl a y s  
steel back, water resistant, and B a c k - E ra s es - R e ·  
antimagnetic. METAL EXPANSION w i n d s .  I n c l u d es m i c ro p h o n e, 
BAND 11¢. battery, tape, reels, etc. 

Fabulous 2-Piece 

K N I T  S U I T  ONLY$450 • Fine wool. 

;«,��� - • Beautifully tailored 
abroad. 

d lin ish .  oouble 
seautif�l blue hots. Product of 

barrel f1res two.! precision crafts· 
West Germany 

manship. 

B. l. Mellinger, Jr., Famous World Trader, 
says: "I reveal secrets of Import-Export that 
have made a fortune for me. My plan gives 
you hundreds of overseas suppliers-oppor
tunities for thousands of exciting imports. " 

• • .  Plan shows where you get buys like these 
for big profit sales. Prices shown are direct from 
suppliers abroad. Put coupon in mall today! 

Dept. M31A, 1554 S. Sepulveda, Los Anzeles, 

� 
ELECTRIC DOGGIE ����.$1!! RADIO $3!!! 
c raft s m a n s hi p . . .  Soft cuddly pup has transis-
Shaped to shave the heaviest beard. tor radio cleverly concealed 
Mak�r guarantees for 2 full years. inside. Nose is control button. Luxu-
With cord, head guard and brush. rious leather-like vinyl coat. 

A MA ZING IIEW PLA II  STA R TS YOU FA S T  
Thousands of amazing import bargains can lead you 
to opportunities far beyond your wildest dreams. Start 
now at home, spare or full time. Cash in now without 
previous experience or capital investment. Pocket cash 
even before ordering merchandise ! Sparkling imports 
bring first day profits. Beginners-make your first im
port transaction 10 minutes after you receive my drop 
ship plan. Bargains go fast to stores, premium users, 
to friends and others . 

. .  . And, these are only a few of the hundreds of import bar
gains you can get to make fantastic profits of 200% and 
more . . .  here are examples of other high profit imports : 

BLACK FOREST CLOCK • • • $ .63 TEAKWOOD CHEST • • • • • $ .90 
ELECTRIC TRAIN SET • • 1.50 WINDBREAKER JACKET • • • • 1.40 
CIGARETTE LIGHTER • • .21 STAR SAPPHIRE RING • • • • 6.00 
ELECTRIC CARVING KNIFE . 1.50 ELECTRIC HAIR DRYER • . • . 1.37 
Smm MOYIE PROJECTOR . 2.80 Products subject to availability, price lluctuatlon 
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BICMENONL YI 
SIZES 1 0 to 1 6  AAA to EEE 

NEW! 
Hush 

Puppies. 
WELLINGTON 

43 OTHER 
SMART SHOE STYLES 
We specialize in LARGE sizes only. Dress, 
Work, Casuals, Chukkas, Hush Puppies, etc. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed. By mail only. 

DLI}� APPAREL FOR BIG OR TALL MEN . � Sport and Dress Shirts, McGregor • Jackets, Slacks, Sweaters, Robes 
-all in your exact long sizes! 

KING SIZE 7604 Forest St. • 1 Inc. Brockton, Mass. Bikinis ! 
to. Turn Men's Heads 
and Hearts • , . and 
Other Women Green 
with Envy! 

Adorable for sunning, beach 
and pin·up pictures! Ad· 
justable form-fitting cups, · 
elastic bosom band. Elastic 
legbands and waistband for 
smooth fit. Cool, colorful. 
·Striped c o t t o n sateen; 
Black, Lavender, Red or 
Turquoise Striped on White 
Background (S·M·L) $3.98. 

0 ·� � "' ' 
5-13 Mad ison Avenur 

New York. N.Y. 1 0022 Dept. B-113 

M A G N I FY I N G 
READ I N G  G LASSES $298 

High-quality, plano-convex lenses rn stylish smoke
color frames magnrfy frne prrnt, make rt easrer to do 
close, precision work. Metal hi nges for long wear. For 
folks over 40 wHhout eye disease or astigmatism who 
simply need magnifying lenses. Order on JO-day 
money-back trial. I f  not satisfied, return postpaid for 
full refund. An outstanding value at $2.98 postpaid.  
State age and sex.  NEL-KING PRODUCTS, INC.,  Dept. 
AG·104G 81 1 Wyandotte, Kansas City, Missouri 64105. 

FOR THOSE 
WHO LIKE TO MAKE PEOPlE SMilE 
An ideal memento or gift, sure-fire conversation piece. 
Guaranteed to provoke a laugh every time. Beautifully 
brass plated on genuine oil finished walnut base. Etched 
brass caption plate. 4Yz'' wide. Keep it on desk, mantel, 
etc. The perfect "ice breaker" for salesmen, businessmen, 
etc. Sertd l'ltcck or monev orde1 t10 cod's please ppd.$JOO 
FEDERAl 6652 N. Western Ave., Chlcai':O 45 ----------- DEPT. 103 

RIFLES 10.95 
PARACHUTES 21.95 
BOATS 16.45 
SHOES 1.65 
JACKETS 3.25 
TENTS 6.55 
BAYONETS 2.15 
HANO GRENADES 1.60 Blankets. Bullet Proof 

COMMANDO KNIVES 1.3& Vuts. flares. C�rtrid1e 

COMPASSES 1.05 !:'�:·. ��o��is���nteens. 
HOLSTERS 2.15 Saddles, First Aid 

Jups-$278.00 ITypewriters-$8.79 
Boats-$178.00 Airplanu-$1 59.00 
Bicycles-$5.50 Geneutors-$2.68 
Telescopes-$4.00 Elec. Motors-$1.85 
Truck Gen.-$1.00 Rtfricerators-$5.00 
Leather Boots-65c Pan. Buses-$208.00 

I enclose $1.00. Send the comblnltd catalos 
and directory Immediately. I understend that 
my money will be refunded It I am not corn· 
pletely satisfied. Also I will receive a full 
refund with rny first order of $10.00 or more. 

Name ____ �,.�, .�,.�,oPMrin�,,, --------

MACHETTES 2.15 Supplies. Sun1iasses. 
GOGGLES 61c Mess Kits, Haversacks, 
PISTOL BELTS 1.05 AND HUNDREDS MORE 
STEEL HELMETS 2.15 Minimum Orders As low 
GIANT BALLOONS 1.38 As 13.00 Acceptable 

AlSO listed are more than 1.000 
places where you cen see thousands 
of different surplus items and buy 
them risht oo the spot! 

Address ____________ _ 

City====:=oState===== 
fULL PURCHASE PRICE Of $1 00 REfUNDED WITH fiRST ORDER Of $10 00 OR MORE 

"MR. SLINKY BONES" is the cheerful name 
of this auto turn signal. You can bet your 
bumper the driver behind wi ll  keep a safe 
distance when he sees these red eyes 
light up as you apply your brakes. Winks 
left or right eye, too, when making turns. 
Unbreakable plastic. $4.98. Greenland 
Studios, Dept. AR-10,  Miami 47, Florida. 

PELLET FIRlNG model of luger automatic 
loads 8 complete rounds of pellets. Made of 
heavy, high-impact styrene. Comes to you 
with working parts disassembled with tull 
instructions, supply of pellets, and belt 
holster. Money back guarantee. $1 .98 plus 
27¢ shipping. Order from Honor House 
Prod. ,  Dept. BL-47, Lynbrook, New York. 

FREE MUSCLE COURSE by Joe Weider, the 
trainer of " M r. Universe, "  "Mr. America" 
and "Mr. Europe." Learn how to slap on 4 
inches of muscles to your chest, 3 inches to 
each arm, trim waist, get "l ife-guard" 
shoulders and speedy, athletic legs. Send 
25¢ to cover postage. Joe Weider, Dept. 
43-104X. 53 1 -32 St., Union City, New Jersey. 

LOSlNG YOUR HAIR? Treat your scalp to 
Ward's Formula and see for yourself how it 
controls scalp seborrhea and stops the hair 
loss caused by it. Your hair and scalp 
should benefit after a few treatments. 
Money back guarantee. $2 ppd. Write to 
H. H. Ward & Co. , Dept. AR-10, 19 West 
44th Street, New York 36, New York. 



new powerful motor. It's safe and shock
proof. Comes with 4 nylon bristle brushes. 
Superior cleaning and massage action. Op
erates on one flashlight battery. 10-day 
money-back guarantee. Great for the whole 
family. $5.95 ppd. lnternat, Dept. M31AF, 
4106 Keystone, Culver City, California. 

PORTABLE CAR GARAGE is a must for 
overnight parking. Helps protect car from 
sleet, hail, dirt, dust or salt air. Travels with 
you, and goes on in a jiffy. Of clear plastic, 
it measures 1 2 '  x 2 5 ' .  $3.69 plus 3 1 ¢  han
dling. In super-strength with grommets. 
$6.95 plus 75¢. Scott Mitchell, Dept. AR-10, 
415 South Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y. 

SCOUT BOOT. A handsome 1 6" deerskin 
boot in  black or buffalo-brown suede finish, 
with molded rawhide sole, foam-padded 
leather-lined insole. Deep-fringed cuff con
ceals lace-tie for fit, comfort. Narrow or me
dium, order usual sizes. Men's: 6-13, 
$18.95; ladies 4-10, $16.95. Free catalog 
available. Western Brands, Dept. AR-10E, 
Estes Park, Colorado. 

THE Queen Bee lives 15 times longer than 
other bees and lays her own weight in eggs 
every day. Thing responsible for these facts 
is a food called Royal Jelly, made and fed 
to her by other bees. Used first in cos
metics, it's now available in capsule form. 
A month's supply, $4.95 ppd. Lincoln Royal 
Bee Co., Dept. AR-10, 122 E. 42nd, N .Y. 1 7 .  

Send for your free copy of . . .  
the GOKEY 

�po'l.t11.man 
F A L L  1 9 6 4  

C A T A L O G  
Showing the best i n  
h u n t i ng c l o t h i n g  a n d  
equipment. 
Over 50 styles of boots 
a n d  shoes i nc l u d i ng 1 =:::::��;:::::::::::::::� the famous "GOKEY 

tc BOTTE SAUVAGE." 
Nearly 1 000 items! 

Co Dept. A 
• ST. PAUL 1, MINN. 

at $22 per carat 
Luxurious t;lmulated DIAMONDS 
-mnn mndc, lnc•·edlhly l ike the 
r('al t.lllnst I n  nHtl!nlfit�cnt heauty, 
brll ll:mt. whltenes" and luu·dnc�s. 
at u tiny fraction or the CO!-il. 
The VEGA is UNCONUITIONAL· LY GUAHANTEt:IJ Jo'OH L.LFE not 
to $0Cr<tlch, tweak. chip, di.m or 
discolor. or will he re11laced :tt 
NO t:OST . Cut nnd J)ollshed on 
diamond wheel by �;killed ex· perts to full 58 fncet:-o ror maxi
mum brilliance. Yet they cost. 
not thowmnds - Just 322 per 
cnrall EASY PAYMENTS. Sold on 
10 da;.· money lutck l!unrantee .  Send for /i'REE JJOOKLE'T slwtvi"D 

lovelt� lJf't,tillytl for tltell & 1VOIIIt'11. Nn obliuatio11. 1Vrlt$ 

Reveal•ng manuscript !ells Je:llously RU:trdt'd 

used to cau5e the �Indirect Trance" Rend how 
hypnotized without their knowlffiRe. IAarn amazmi!: 
shor1cuts that mtake hypnosis fast and easy, Discover the 
"fake nerve pressure" techn•que . the "falling back" test and 
many others. Read how the ;'luthor hypnoti1e1 a roomful of people 
without thetr knowledge - using a common household cooking 
tngred1ent. This is so dramalic and effective it is worth the low 

FREE price o f  the book alone. But that's not all, order now 
and get these FREE EXTRAS. The fun packed 
book "Enterta•ning with Hypnosis" and a clever Hyp

nohc "Trance-FerR char1. This exclusive aid helps you�� 
cause the "Indirect Trance" All rome to you in a plain 1 1 : 
w

"• 10 DAY UNCONDITIONAL MONEY 

BACK GUARANTEE Mail to: ALLIED·AIDS 
Dept. D-ln 95 Madison Avenue, N,.,Y,.,t,6==--

LUMMIS MFG. CO. 
2242 E. Foothill Blvd. 

Pasadena, Calif. 
CTL COMPANY 
1710 W. Stewart Ave. 

Wausau, Wis. !:-:�.�.e�TOdOPI�NGI 
�® Shoulder �, "' ':( .. � Brace . � ·:-s · 

Corrects posture instantly, 1 � I 1 comfortably. Provides V ..,ven distributed support · . \ )/!, 
!or sagging shoulders. Im- ' �. proves appearance, gives Fr }. th' , . to this ¥ou a wonderful new feel- 0j'0 2Q5 • • 

'
nd 

· 
mg of confidence. N a fit- seco s 
ting. Made of highest quality ventilated-for-comfort 
a-ply cushioned material. Arm bands softly padded. •. FOR MEN AND WOMEN. Can't 

be detected under light cloth
ing. Give measurement around 
chest. Only $4.95. Sent post· 
paid except on COD's. Money
back guarantee if returned 
postpaid in 30 days. PIPER BRACE CO.k' ept. AG· 104H 

81 1 Wyandotte, -�- 5, Mo. 

FAltfiLY 
ARltiS Direct from England 

Genuinely emblazoned from 
old records filed under 
1 00,000 British & Euro
pean surnames. In relief 
and full colour on immac
ulate 

OAK WALL S H I ELDS 

7" X 6 " - $  9.00 

1 2 " X 1 0"-$ 20.00 

for m u ral decoration. 

1 4 "  X 1 2 "- $ 2 5.00 

2 2 "  X 1 8 " - $40.00 

postpaid. Your check is returned if the Arms 
cannot be traced. School, Ship, Regimental 
Shields, Trade Marks, etc., similarly reproduced. 

YORK INSIGNIA LTD. ,  YORK, ENGLAND 

Scientific optical principle really works. Imagine 
- you put on the "X-Ray" Specs and hold your 
hand in front of you. You seem to be able to 
look right through the flesh and see the bones 
underneath. Look at your friend. Is that really 
his body you "see" under his clothes? Loads 
of laughs and fun at parties. Send only $1 plus 
25¢ shipping charges or order COD and pay 
postman on delivery $1 plus COD shipping 
charges. Money Back Guarantee either way. 

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS CORP. 
Lynbrook. N. Y. Dept. AR-99 

OPPORTUNITIES IN 
YOUI STATE? 
We show you how to S«k 
out job opcninp in your 
own state and other stat« 
Coast to COIUI. A&e limits 17 to -45, sometimes older on private same farms and 

· hunt dubs. We are noc con· i.,·.,j\��][•:o:_�-.·ne<:led with the Government, 

NAM£ __________ �---AC£ __ 

snur ________________ _ 

TOWN ZONE_STATE __ 
Approved Member: Association of Home Study Schools 

.... - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - · 
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This Squirrel Monkey makes an adorable pet and companion. 
Show it affection and enjoy its company. Almost human with 
its warm eyes, your family will love it. These YOUNG monkeys 
grow about 12 inches high. Eats same food as you, even l i kes 
lollipops; simple to care for and train. F R E E  cage, F R E E  
leather collar a n d  leash , F R E E  monkey toy a n d  lnstr1ctions 
Included. live delivery guaranteed. One monkey only $18.95 
express collect. Mail check or money order for $18.95 to:  
A N I  MAL F A R M ,  Dept. AG-1 , Box 1042, Miami Beach 39, Fla. 

ORSES $J EACH ��!J�-����l!;l Order a l ive Seahorse shipped 
to you from Florida for only $1 
each, or send $2 for a · Mated 
Pair. ( I nclude 25c postage, all  
orders.)  Get started with this 
interesting hobby . . .  fascinat· 
ing project for young and old. 
Raise them in an ordinary gold· 
fish bowl or jar. M ost unusual 
and intriguing to watch. Hours 
of fun . . .  see the F A T H E R  
Seahorse give birth t o  live baby 
Seahorses! Free food & instruc· 
lions included. live del ivery 
guaranteed. SPECIAL O F F E R :  

. Order 2 Mated Pairs for $2.98. 
Florida Seahorse Co, Dept. AG-1 ,  Box 300, Miami Beach 39, Fla. 

today's newest 
fun toy sits, stands, 

dances and floats. 

This Instant Party Girl is 
a new dimension in dolls 

. . .  stands 5'5" and 
measures 40-20-40. An 

instantly inflatable beauty 
molded of flesh vinyl with 

lovely soft-skin finish. 

Here's a great gift idea, too, 
and an instant success for 

gaiety. I l lustrated fun 
booklet included. 

SHE'S THE DOLL WITH THE 
INFLATED EGO. Available as  

Blonde, Brunette or Redhead. 
Wig and bikini 

sub;ect to styling changes. 
(shoes not included) Boxed 

5 x 30 x l 5  

Money Back Guarantee . 

i;i!i;r�· .. ·;r:· i  .. c::· · · · · · · · · · · · · ·��i�· 
444 West Camelback, Phoenix, Arizona 85013 
I enclose $30.95. Please ship my Instant Party Doll 

as a 0 BLONDE 0 BRUNETTE 0 REDHEAD 

NAME ________________________ ___ 

ADDRESS -------------------------
CITY __________ ZONE ----
STATE --------------

Now you can ���----r£iif:�: buy c l othes  

,; in your big or t a l l  
size without paying a premium ! 

Suits, topcoats, sport coats . . .  rainwear, jackets 
and slac.ks . . .  shirts to size 22, sleeve lengths -to 
38" . . .  work clothes, underwear, pajamas, robes 
. . .  shoes to size 1 6. Finest quality and perfect fit 
at  amazingly low prices ! Satisfaction guaranteed 
or money refunded. Write for FREE CATALOG. 
JERRY LEONARD • DEPT. Z-3 

1 4 1 9  F a r n a m  Omaha, Nebr. 

The Invisible Trouser Support 
Keeps SH IRT DOWN, TROUSERS UP. Worn inside your 
trousers, over shirt. Designed for comfort and to keep 
trousers hanging correctly, no matter how active you are. 
IDEAL for the M I LITARY and SPORTSMAN. I NVISIBELT 
seems to ELI M I NATE INCHES from the waistline. Small, 
medium, large, extra large. Each size adjusts to four 
waist lengths. Specify Size. $2.98 ppd. INYISIBELT CO. 
P.O. Box 1544, DEPT. NA-1, STUDIO CITY, CALIF. 
No COD's. 

$5.00 NOW, BALANCE C.O.D. 

NAIR THINNING OUT or gone completely on top? 
Fit .. New Youth .. ove-r the bald spot and you'll 
look younger instantly. New Hairpiece acls, combs. 
looks and feels like your own hair ; can be fit to 
any dtgree or baldness. Secure in wind and water. 
Custom-color matched. New Youth, 39 Raymond 
PJ'aza, \�,.est, Newark, . J. or send hair sample and 

19.95 or send 5.00 now, balnnce C.O.D. Dcrt. A212 

TINY RADIO with big performance. The 
Micronic Ruby, a 7-transisto� radio, oper
ates on 2 miniature mercury batteries. 
Comes with earphone, carrying strap and in 
gift case. Measures a mere l 'l'! o" x lo/r0" 
x %"· "Wear" like a wrist watch or clip to 
pocket. Beautiful sound. $29.95 ppd. S & K 
Products, Dept. AR-10, Box 445, Skokie, I l l .  

DARING BIKINIS! Exclusive creations and 
exact copies of French designs in fine qual· 
ity cotton. Halter bra has adjustable cups. 
Briefs have form-fitting elasticized waist 
and leg bands. In red, black, turquoise or 
lavender stripes on foam white. Sizes: small, ·
medium, large. $3.98 ppd. Originals, Inc.,  
Dept. 394, 543 Madison Ave., New York 22: 

ANTIQUE PRICE GUIDE l ists the 1963 value 
of more than 32,000 American antiques! 
The only accredited antique dealer's hand
book ( 1 st time released to public), it in
cludes pictures and prices of glass, furni
ture, toys, guns, 200 other groups. Fasci
nating. Save money! $5.95. Madison House, 
Dept. AR-10, 380 Lexington Ave., N.Y. 1 7. 

SAGGING STOMACH? Appear inches slim
mer in  a Pi Peer Slim-R. Broad, powerful 
elastic belt pulls in muscles, helps relieve 
minor aches and pains caused by back
strain. Detachable pouch. Completely wash· 
able. $4.98 plus 25¢ postage. Send hip 
measure. Piper Brace, Dept. AG-104R, 811 
Wyandotte, Kansas City, Mo. 



HOT-TER H EATER is a unique combination 
heater-stove. It's the ideal setup for you 
outdoorsmen-keeps tents, cars, cabins 
warm in coldest weather. Cooks food per
fectly, provides controlled heat. It's wind
proof, waterproof, explosionproof, leak
proof. Uses safe, sure, nontoxic, denatured 
alcohol. A product of American ingenuity 
and engineering research, this al l-steel 
unit, precision-made, gives you a l ifetime 
of service. 4 steel fuel containers; each 
holds 1 pint of fuel. Can be used anywhere 
-in a boat, on dry grass, in car, tent or 
cabin. Comes with a plastic grip-carrying 
handle. $19.95 value. You get it for $ 12.95 
plus $1 shipping. Scott-Mitchell House, 
Dept. AR- 10, 415 S. Broadway, Yonkers, N.Y. 

TELEPHONE SNOOPER lets you hear two
way conversations without lifting the re
ceiver! Just place tiny unit against back of 
phone and you'll pick up everything clear 
enough to record it. Pretty sly little gadget, 
an outgrowth of one made for the military. 
Fits in pocket. $ 18.95. Lincoln Electronics, 
Dept. AR-10, 1 22 East 42, New York 17 .  

The editorial portion 
of the STOP TO SHOP 
section is not composed 

of paid advertising. 

D R U G  SU :\ D R I ES-Com p lete l i n e  of R uh
her goods. N a t iona l l y advert ised brands. 
Vitam ins, etc. W r i t e  for FR I�:E c:1 t alog. Fed
!'l'al Pha rmaca l S u pply . I nc, Dep t .  A C I ,  
ti6!\2 Nort h Western / \\ en ue, Ch i cago �:'i. 
I l linois. 

:'\OT FOR T H F.  ;\' A R ROW M I N D E D . 
Ad u l t  Part \' I t ems and :\ o1·cl t ies. Brochure 
1 0¢ .  H a l l 's ·H a l f-Ant· . 1\ox :IH2. Orem, U tah . 

" E � !  D rug Sundries. PlaYing Cards. O i n t 
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lJonRyan's 
ftpr�ss 

by DAVID WESTHEIMER 

It was the damnedest passenger list any railroad ever had: 1,500 escaping 

Allied prisoners of war, led by an American colonel in a German uniform. 

Destination: GERMANY! 

The small Italian sentry was loung
ing placidly in the plwn-colored 

shade of the prison-camp wall, his toy
like carbine propped near his leg, when 
the new prisoner was brought in. The 
sentry had seen many American and 
British officers enter Campo Concen
tramento Prigionieri di Guerra 202 and 
had long since lost interest in them. 

Then a scalding voice pinned him 
against the wall. The sentry shrank 
back, his elbows and shoulderblades 
grinding into the warm dun brick, his 
carbine clattering to the baked earth. 

"Don't you salute officers in your 
army, soldier?" the newcomer demand
ed in a hard voice. "And pick up that 
popgun before you trip over it." 

The sentry gaped. 
"ColOitello," stammered the boyish 

Italian second lieutenant escorting the 
officer, "he is not understand." 

"Then explain it to him," the Ameri
can ordered. 

The lieutenant shouted at the sentry. 
The sentry fwnbled for his carbine, 
came rib-idly to attention and, shaking, 
presented arms. 

The American responded with a crisp 
salute, then studied the dusty weapon. 
"Disgraceful." He turned to the lieu
tenant. "Have him clean that piece. 
I wouldn't want anybody shot by a 
filthy carbine." 

"Si. ColoneUo," the lieutenant said 
hastily, wondering why he was taking 
orders when he should be giving them, 
but unable to withstand the prisoner's 
cold assurance. "Domani. Tomorrow." 

"Domani," the American said. "God 
knows how many times I've heard that 
word in the last six hours!" 

Without another glance at the lieu
tenant or the sentry, he turned and 
strode toward the barricade of timbers 
and barbed wire separating the fore
court from the prison compound, where 
a jostling throng of prisoners waited. 

The colonel was tall and conspicu
ously erect. His dark blond hair was 
short and bristling, with a scatter of 

gray at the temples. His face was deep
ly tanned except for two ovals around 
the unblinking gray eyes where the 
skin had been shielded by sunglasses. 
His eyes were finely wrinkled at the 
corners and squinted a little from look
ing into the sun for enemy fighters. 
His was a tough face, grim almost, with 
no vestige of softness of any kind. It 
looked older than its thirty-six years. 

There was a soiled lump of blood
stained bandage on the side of his head, 
held there by dirty adhesive tape which 
came down over one ear and within an 
inch of a heayy dark eyebrow. His fly
ing suit was oil-stained and rusty with 
dried blood. On his shoulders, stamped 
on squares of brown leather, perched 
the silver eagles of a colonel. On his 
left breast, the wreathed wings of a 
command pilot glinted in the sun. 

When the colonel had first come 
through the prison camp gate, a 

prisoner shouted, "Fresh meat!" 
It had quickly brought to the wire a 

crowd of fellow prisoners who had been 
taking the sun or were otherwise en
gaged in meaningless outdoor preoccu
pations. They were joined in turn by a 
borde of prisoners who came twnbling 
out of every barracks exit, thick as ants 
around a stickthrust. Their hair was 
long and unkempt and many of them 
had inventive beards and mustaches. 
Some wore eyeshades made of card
board and twine and one man had a tin 
plate on his head, held there with a 
black shoelace tied beneath his chin. 

The prisoners jeered and applauded, 
a holiday crowd at a ragpickers' carni
val, while the colonel toyed with the 
sentry. When the colonel approached 
them, they pressed closer. 

The newcomer did not smile. He sur
veyed the mob with a look of distaste 
on his hard, brown face, his eyes frosty. 
The prisoners, unabashed, continued 
their clamor. The sentry at the barri
cade threw open his gate and came to 
attention. The colonel returned his sa-

lute and stepped through, followed by 
the lieutenant. 

"I bring you a new companion," said 
the Italian lieutenant, smiling. 

A sturdy man in a broad-brimmed 
Australian hat came shoving through 
the press toward the newcomer. "Stand 
aside, you buggers," he said in a deep, 
good-natured voice. 

He had a black mustache like the 
horns of a Cape buffalo, immensely 
thick in the middle and curving out and 
up in a noble sweep of luxuriant jet. 
His eyes were blue, his chin and jaw 
heavy. His skin was more pink than 
tanned. He wore greasy British battle
dress trousers hacked off at the knee, 
and broken desert boots. 

"Who's the senior officer here?'' the 
American colonel demanded. 

The sturdy man stepped forward. 
"Fincham here," he said. "Eric Finch
am, leftenant colonel, Royal Army. 
Welcome to P. G. Two-oh-bloody-two. 
Colonel." 

"A light colonel," saicl the American. 
"I'm a bird colonel." 

He shook the Englishman's hand, 
then turned to face the thrortg. "I 
am Colonel Joseph Ryan," he an
nounced. "Your new senior officer." 

"Iron-ass Ryan," exclaimed a burly 
man with a big peeling nose who had 
just rushed from the barracks to join 
the mob at the gate. "I had him at ad
vanced. Only he was a captain then." 

If Ryan heard him, he gave no imli
cation of it. "I'll want a talk with you 
after a while, Colonel," Ryan said to 
Fincham. He turned to the prisoners. 
"Break up this high-school pep rally 
and go back to your quarters." 

The prisoners stared at him in un
comprehending silence. 

"I gave an order!" Ryan snapped. 
''Move .. '' 

Muttering, the prisoners began mov
ing toward the surrounding barracks. 

"A pretty raunchy bunch, Colonel,'' 
Ryan said, turning to Fincham.· 

Fincham's pink deepened again and 
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his lips parted as if to retort, but in
stead of answering, he pressed them 
together firmly. 

"Where can we talk?" said Ryan. 
"My quarters . • •  sir," Fincham said 

with savage courtesy. 
Fincham led him across the courtyard 

and up iron-bound cement steps to the 
top floor of the two-story, U-shaped 
barracks. Socks and less identifiable 
articles of clothing hung on the iron 
guardrails like the banners of some 
ragged but dauntless army. 

Fincham bowed mockingly. "My 
humble quarters are at your disposal." 

"Thank you," said Ryan, ignoring the 
deliberate irony. 

The room was dim and cool after the 
penetrating glare of the untempered 

sun. It was six feet wide, eight deep, 
and eight high. The only furniture was 
a heavy, four-sided stool of solid un
painted wood and a rickety two-deck 
bunk, also of unpainted wood. 

Ryan ran a finger along an inch-wide 
wall projection and looked casually at 
the grime he collected. "I used to do 
this wearing white gloves," he said, 
·'and gigged a man when I found a 
speck on 'em. When was the last time 
this room was policed?" 

"Policed? Oh. What month is this
July? Yes, so it is, July. June, I be
lieve it was. Or was it May? You know 
how time flies when you're on holiday." 

Suddenly, Ryan's legs buckled. Finch
am grabbed him before he hit the floor. 
"Are you all right?" 

"Damn!" Ryan said angrily. "I must 
have lost more blood than I . . . I'm 
all right, Colonel." 

Fincham went to the door. "Fetch 
Captain Stein," he called. 

Stein was a spare man of medium 
height with a shock of wiry brown hair, 
alert brown eyes, and a brown mustache 
which looked as if it had just been 
clipped and combed. He wore a neat 
khaki uniform with the shirtsleeves but
toned at the wrists. His GI shoes were 
glossy. 

"I'd like a look at that scalp of 
yours," Stein said. "I'm a doctor." 

Deftly Stein pulled the adhesive tape 
away and worked the bandage free of 
the crusted wound. "Ugh," he grunted. 
"Doctor who did this should have 
stitched you up. I'll just run down and 
get my tool kit. Be right back." 

He left, carrying the bloody bandage 
dangling from his hand. 

"He's got a clean uniform," Ryan 
said. "Does he wear it all the time or 
did he put it on in my honor?" 

"He put it on for you, but I dare say 
not in your honor," Fincham said dry
ly. "He wears his clean uniform when 
he visits any patient. Even an OR." 

"OR? Oh, Other Rank. Enlisted 
man. Tell me something, Colonel. If 
Captain Stein can keep himself pre
sentable in here, why can't the other 
officers?" 

"We weren't all fortunate enough to 
be put in the bag with full kit, Colonel. 
You tell me something, if you please." 

"Yes?" 
"What exactly do you hope to gain 

with this headmaster manner of yours?" 

"You can call my manner what you 
want to, Colonel," Ryan said icily. 
"Maybe if you had some of it, this 
place wouldn't be in such miserable 
shape. It's a disgrace. It's filthy. And 
you've let the men get raunchy, child
ish and undisciplined. They've forgot
ten what it means to be soldiers-if they 
ever knew." 

Fincham thrust his face close to 
Ryan's. "See here, you bloody Yank! 
You stroll in from bacon-and-egg break
fasts and a cushy billet and expect to 
find things the same here. This is no 
bloody picnic, and you'll find that out 
if you don't get your bloody head 
bashed in first." 

Stein came in carrying a medical 
field pack. 

"Colonel, I'll get back to you after 
Captain Stein gets through with me," 
Ryan said coldly. 

Stein set out a square of rough white 
cloth on which he placed a bottle of 
alcohol, cotton and swab sticks. "You 
may find this a little uncomfortable," he 
said conversationally as he began clean
ing the wound .... 

When Stein had gone, Ryan turned 
to Fincham. "The first thing I want is 
an explanation of why you've permitted 
discipline to deteriorate so shockingly." 

"There happens to be a bit of a war 
on, Colonel," said Fincham angrily. 
"We're fighting our share of it as best 
we can. The bloody little buggers are 
still the enemy and we've damn well let 
them know it." 

"I fail to see how filth and shaggy 
hair and a complete breakdown in dis
cipline indicate a signal victory over 
the Italians," Ryan said. "And tell me 
something. How many casualties have 
you inflicted and how many escapes 
have you effected with this victory-or
death policy of yours?" 

Fincham's face knotted with fury. 
"None!" he spat. "But ... " 

Ryan cut him short. "I don't intend 
to debate tactics with you, Colonel. 
I intend to give orders. Which I ex
pect to be obeyed. Is that clear? But 
now I want a look around to see just 
how bad thinga are. Shall we go?" 

,ts they walked out into the prison 
ft camp courtyard, Ryan said, "Brief 
me on the layout before we go inside." 

Fincham's manner changed when he 
described the camp to Ryan. He was 
precise and knowing and showed no 
trace of his previous truculence. He 
was giving a military report and he did 
it in correct military fashion. 

The commandant, Colonel Basilio 
Battaglia, had little direct contact with 
the prisoners, leaving most of the oper
ation of the camp to the executive offi
cer, Major Vittorio Oriani. Lieutenant 
Roberto Falvi, who had escorted Ryan 
into the compound, was responsible for 
the American sector of the camp, Set
tore I, and a Captain Pietro Alessandro 
for the British sector, Settore ll. There 
were other officers involved in the ad
ministration of the camp but the prison· 
ers seldom saw them. 

"Battaglia's a stick, Oriani's a swine, 
Falvi's a friendly ass, and Alessandro's 
mad for another pip," Fincham said. 

"I assume that means he's bucking 
for a promotion," Ryan said agreeably. 

There were nine hundred and eleven 
officers in P. G. 202, six hundred and 
two British and three hundred and nine 
American. In addition, there were 
fifty-three British Other Ranks who 
worked in the kitchen and did other 
camp chores. Officers were not per
mitted to work except as supervisors of 
functions related to their own welfare. 

In addition to a Red Cross parcel 
issue, the prisoners received Italian ra
tions which were cooked in the com
munal kitchen and served in two mess 
halls flanking it. 

''That's the gen," Fincham said. 
"Yours call it the poop," he added in 
answer to Ryan's unspoken question. 
"I expect you 'II want to know a good 
deal more, but I can fill it in while 
you're having your look around." 

Ryan be�n with the ground floor of 
Settore I, the American side. 

A bay was long and narrow, lined on 
either side with double-deck wooden 
bunks a foot apart. It was dark inside 
and Ryan could see little at first. 

He stood just inside the doorway, 
letting his eyes adjust to the gloom. 
The bay was crowded as a hive and the 
buzz of conversations was beelike. The 
buzz subsided as awareness of Ryan's 
presence spread through the bay. Soon 
the occupants were looking his way in 
sullen silence. 

"The next time I enter this bay, the 
first man to see me will call the room 
to attention," Ryan said. "And you 
will remain at attention until you are 
given 'at ease.' " 

He turned and walked out, motion
ing to Fincham to follow. "Let's try 
again," said Ryan, and he turned back 
to re-enter. 

"Ten-hut!" bawled the first man to 
see him. 

Caught by surprise, the men leaped 
up, jostling one another in the narrow 
aisle. Ryan threaded his way through 
the crush, pausing to examine bunks 
at random. 

He stopped before the big man who 
had recognized him outside earlier. The 
man had a thick chest, thick waist, and 
broad hips-not a handsome physique 
but one of great power and stamina. 
His matted hair, a tarnished gold, was 
kinky, and his eyebrows, also tarnished 
gold, were shaggy. Despite the craggy 
strength of his features and the resent
ment which now posse68ed him, his face 
was good-natured, almost clownish. 

"Emil Bostick, isn't it?" said Ryan. 
"Goon Bostick." 

"Yes, sir," the big man said with 
undisguised hostility. 

"If I'd washed you out on that check 
ride, you wouldn't be in this fix, would 
you, Lieutenant Bostick?" 

"No, sir. And it's Captain Bostick." 
"My apologies, Captain. And con

gratulations." 
Ryan picked his way back to the 

door. "Carry on, gentlemen," he said, 
just before stepping out on the porch. 

A wave of angry- sound lashed after 
him. Fincham grinned. Ryan gave no 
sign that he had heard the remarks. 



Before Fincham could conduct him 
farther, a bugler sounded a call. 

"Evening parade," Fincham ex
plained. "We form in the courtyard to 
be counted." 

"Order tbf men to fall out, Colonel." 
"Yes, sir.· Very good, sir," Fincham 

said mockingly. 
He went to the rail and shouted an 

order. The prisoners poured out into 
the courtyard, catcalling and rough· 
housing, and formed wavering lines 
around its perimeter. Major Oriani, 
Captain Alessandro and Lieutenant 
Falvi came through the barricade gate 
followed by a detail of tiny soldi�rs 
who had to trot to keep up with the 
long-limbed major. 

Trailed by a soldier with pencil and 
paper, Falvi began counting the Ameri
cans while Alessandro and another sol
dier counted the British. The prisoners 
talked and moved about in ranks. 

Ryan stepped out. "This is a military 
formation. Knock it off, you men!" 

Startled, the prisoners fell silent. 
Ryan stepped back to his place. 

Oriani smiled thinly and gave him a 
travesty of a salute. 

"Now that we are all here, may we 
proceed, gentlemen?" Oriani asked with 
mock weariness. 

4 bugle awakener! Ryan in the morn
ft ing. He took knife, fork, and 
spoon and his cardboard box of tin cans 
and joined the throng of similarly laden 
men moving toward the mess halls. 
There was nothing on the tables but tea 
in large, cracked bowls. 

A small, dark man with mischievous 
black eyes and a bowl haircut ap
proached Ryan and offered him a clean 
food tin with a wire handle. "Ah've 
,:ot another one, Cuhn(ll." 

His arms were like sticks and his 
body was matted with stiff black hairs. 
He wore shorts and a reversed collar 
made of white paper. His self-possession 
was enormous. "Colonel Ryan," he said, 
"Ah'm Chaplain Gregory Costanzo." 

''Padre, I appreciate the loan of the 
cup. but do you consider your costume 
appropriate for a chaplain in the United 
States Army?" 

''This?" said Costanzo, touching the 
paper collar. "Ah just wear this to give 
the Ites a hard time. They don't ap· 
pruve of me at all, bein' an Italian and 
a Jesuit and on the other side." 

''That's very interesting, Padre, but 
I suggest you either get the rest of the 
rig to go with the collar or leave it off." 

"Why, sure, Cuhnel. ... Would you 
mind if Ah gave you a little advice?" 

"I would." 
"Ah'll give it to you anyway," said 

Costanzo, serious now. "Don't be too 
hard on the boys. They've come 
through some rough times." 

"They're not boys," Ryan said curtly. 
"And things are rough all over." 

"Ah'll pray for your enlightenment. 
See you in church, Cuhnel." 

He went back to his own table. . . . 
At morning roll call, inhibited by 

Ryan's presence, the prisoners were less 
unruly than usual and the count was 
quickly taken. 

After the Italians had left, Ryan 

took a position in front of the forma· 
tion midway between the ranks. He 
stood looking at the men in silence 
until all talking and movement ceased. 

"Gentlemen," Ryan shouted, "effec
tive as of now we will begin a number 
of changes in the conduct of P. G. 
Two-oh-two. I am sure they will be 
accomplished cheerfully and efficiently." 

A chorus of groans swept over the 
formation. And once again, Ryan 
waited for silence. 

"Cheerfulness is not mandatory," he 
said. "But efficiency will be. The fol
lowing orders are effective immediately. 
One: When the water comes on, bays 
will be scrubbed down, beginning with 
A Bay, Settore I. Two: Every man is 
to have a haircut. All clippers and scis
sors will be delivered to D Bay, Set
tore II. The equipment will go from 
bay to bay in the same manner as the 
brooms. I do not expect a professiQl'lal 
job, but I do expect a military haircut. 
Three: You will shave every other day. 
Mustaches are permitted, if neat and 
military. There will be no beards. Four: 
Enlisted men, Other Ranks, will salute 
all officers except when engaged in their 
duties. Company-grade officers will sa
lute field-grade officers. This applies to 
both Allied and Italian personnel." 

Bostick's high voice sounded clearly 
above the hush. "Von Ryan, you're in 
the wrong army." 

The prisoners waited for Ryan's re
action in challenging though apprehen
sive silence. He did nothing, giving no 
indication that he had heard. 

"You will receive further orders as I 
see a necessity for them," he said. 
"Either directly from me or from Colo· 
nel Fincham. Thank you, gentlemen." 

The prisoners began complaining 
loudly among themselves and a few 
broke ranks. 

"You have not been dismissed!" 
The noise stopped immediately. 
Ryan turned. "Colonel Fincham. 

Dismiss the troops." 
"Parade!" Fincham bawled. "Dis

missed!" 
The ensuing storm of resentful com

ment broke over Ryan without effect. 
He stood on his familiar stance, hands 
clasped behind him, as if inviting direct 
protest, but none of the men straggling 
back to their quarters accepted the 
invitation. Ryan watched them go. 

CHAPTER TWO 
WITHIN days, Ryan had transformed 
P. G. 202. The prisoners, clean-shaven 
and with neatly cropped hair, main
tained rigid discipline in ranks during 
roll-call formations, coming to attention 
and saluting when Oriani entered the 
compound to conduct the count, oblig
ing Oriani to return the courtesy. They 
gave their living quarters a thorough 
scrubbing once a week and the porches 
and stairs were swept every day. 

It was a week from the time Ryan 
arrived that the compow1d was swept 
by a rumor that the Italians had re
ceived disturbing news. The rumor was 
reinforced by Oriani's unusually venom
ous sarcasm with the prisoners and his 
own men and by an air of apprehen
sion and uncertainty which surrounded 

the Italian snldit•rs. .\lt'ssaudro was 
nervous and Fa!vi was bursting with 
suppressed excitement. 

When the prisoners whispered ques
tions, Falvi shook his head and indi
cated with surreptitious gestures he 
could say nothing because of Oriani. 
After roll call, he had a quick, furtive 
conference with Chaplain Costanzo bt'· 
fore hurrying frum the compouncl, pull
ing away from the priHoners who 
plucke(l at his arm. 

The prisoners turned their att�ntion 
to Costanzo, who followed Ryan into 
the latter's room after telling them 
that Falvi had pled;:!PCI him to secrecy. 
Ryan was waiting lor him in his room. 

The Allies crossed the straits at M�s· 
sina and landed on the mainland.'' 

Costanzo said. "Falvi said they just 
got the gen this morning." 

"I was afraid of that. A landing 
north of here would be a hell of a lot 
better for us," Ryan said thoughtfully. 

"Ah think it's pretty good news, my· 
self, Cuhnel." 

"Oh, it is, Padre. It is. And maybe 
it's what we need to get Battaglia off 
his duff. I thought he'd be sending for 
me before now. I'll bet he doesn't know 
which way the cat will jump, either. We 
could be cut off by new landings north 
of us. On the other hand, there may 
not be any new landings and the Krauts 
might stall us down south and we'll be 
sitting here for weeks. Our big concern 
is whether the Italians will try to move 
us north if our troops get close. 
That's where you come in, Padre." 

"Yes, Cuhnel?" 
"Make yourself available to Falvi as 

much as you can. Get him to talking 
about the military situation and Colo· 
nel Battaglia's intentions. If they de
cide to move us, we want as much 
advance warning as we can get." 

"Ah'm a priest, Cuhnel," Costanzo 
said quietly. 

"You're also a soldier-Captain. I'm 
not asking for secrets of the confes
sional. I want military intelligence." 

Surveillance of the road during th� 
next few days indicated some move
ment of materiel but definitely not a 
rout. The road past P. G. 202 was not 
a main one and Ryan did not feel he 
could draw any definite conclusions 
from the amount of German traffic his 
men reported. More important, how
ever, he learned through Costanzo that 
Falvi had heard nothing of any plan 
to move the prisoners north. 

The prisoners were in an unremitting 
ferment, gathering in knots to exchange 
rumors and predictions and staying up 
at night for more talk. At roll call, they 
attempted to taunt Oriani and the sol
diers, but Ryan kept them tightly in 
check. The morale of the guards de
teriorated noticeably and some tried to 
make friends with the prisoners. 

"Piece of cake to take over the lot," A 
Fincham muttered. R 

"You've seen the stuff on the road," 6 
Ryan said. "There must be more where 0 
that came from. So far, the Krauts S 
haven't noticed us. I'd like to keep it y 
that way. We'll sit tight." 

Five days after the invasion of the 131 
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mainland, Oriani came into the com
pound before morning roll call and 
summoned Ryan to Battaglia. 

The commandant's office was in a 
grim, two-story building of gray stone 
with windows and doorways edged in 
green-veined, pitted marble. On the 
wall was a portrait of King Victor Em
manuel and a rectangular area lighter 
than the rest of the wall where, Ryan 
surmised, Mussolini's picture had hung 
until his deposition. 

Battaglia was a spare, harassed, truc
ulent man with a ruddy face and beau
tiful silver hair. His nose was large, 
with a hook in it. His eyes were dark 
pits of agony framed above by heavy 
black brows and below by black smudges 
of fatigue. He greeted Ryan solemnly, 
then peered outside as if making cer
tain no one was eavesdropping and 
closed the door softly behind him. 

He stood looking out the window, his 
hands behind him, the thumb and fore
finger of his right hand aimlessly turn
ing a signet ring on the little finger of 
the left. He took a deep breath and 
turned to face Ryan. 

"Colonnello Ry-an," he said in a low 
voice, "it is my unhappy duty to inform 
you that Italia has capitulated." 

Ryan rose deliberately to his feet. 
"Colonel Battaglia," he said gravely, 
"I hope that your company will be 
spared further sacrifices. And may I 
say I completely understand and re
spect your feelings." 

"Thank you," Battaglia said, adding 
without bitterness, "Congratulations, 
Colonnello Ry-an." 

Ryan held out his hand and Battag
lia shook it with melancholy ceremony. 

N ow," Battaglia said with something 
of his former briskness, "we must 

talk. I have received no instructions, 
only that I continue to be responsible 
for the safety of all until you are re
stored to your own forces." 

"Would this include intervening if 
the Germans try to take over?'' 

Battaglia spread his hands. "I would 
resist such an attempt, but unless I 
receive additional troops, I can promise 
you nothing." 

"For the time being, I think it will 
be best for you to continue your regular 
routine," Ryan said, assuming author
ity with the statement. 

"Very well," said Battaglia, surrend
ering it. 

"After I've had a meeting with my 
stuff, we can get together and work out 
a plan for. administering the camp 
jointly. We'll probably need your help." 

Battaglia nodded. 
"Colonel," said Ryan, "I can promise 

you fair treatment when Allied troops 
arrive.'' 

Ryan returned to the compound, leav
ing Battaglia sitting motionless at his 
desk. Ryan's expression revealed noth
ing and his voice betrayed no emotion 
when he told Fincham and Costanzo to 
come to his quarters. 

Ryan was hardly inside the door 
when Fincham said, "All right, out with 
it. What's the gen?'' 

"Gentlemen," Ryan said very simply, 
"Italy has quit." 

Fincham whistled. Costanzo's lips 
moved in iillent prayer. In a moment, 
they were shaking hands all around. 

"Did Colonel Battaglia say when 
we'd be leaving?" Costanzo asked. 

''He had no details. I don't want a 
word of this to leak out before I make 
the announcement. I want every man 
in the mess hall in thirty-five minutes." 

,t ttention!" Fincham bawled when 
ft Ryan entered. 

The prisoners sprang to straggling 
attention. 

"At ease, gentlemen," Ryan said. "I 
know you will receive this information 
like officers and adults. One hour ago, 
Colonel Battaglia informed me that 
Italy has capitulated." 

For a moment, there was no indica
tion that anyone had understood. There 
was complete silence, utter blankness 
of expression. Then someone shouted 
a joyous, obscene word. It sparked an 
explosion of sound and movement. Men 
yelled incoherently and knocked one 
another over benches in laughing heaps. 

"I'd like to be able to tell you exactly 
when, where, and how we leave here," · 
Ryan went on. "Unfortunately, I have 
no specific information at this time. 
Colonel Battaglia has informed me that 
his orders are to insure our safety until 
contact is made with our own troops. 
Beyond that, he has no instructions. 
I'm confident the return of prisoners of 
war is spelled out in detail under terms 
of the surrender but they just haven't 
trickled down to the operational level 
yet. What the Germans intend to do 
now is still a big mystery. We will 
carry on as usual until we receive in
structions from higher headquarters, or 
circumstances dictate that we initiate 
action of our own." 

"I say, let's get cracking now," Finch
am said. 

"I second the motion," cried Bostick. 
"Hear, hear!" an English voice cried, 

and instantly the mess hall was in an 
utter uproar. 

Ryan held up his hand for silence. 
"I did not ask for a vote, gentlemen," 
he said. "I understand your feelings. 
Some of you have been in the bag a 
long time. But I don't want any of you 
getting yourselves killed just when the 
worst is over. No one is going to stay 
in P. G. Two-oh-two a minute longer 
than necessary. I will do everything 
possible to contact our forces for in
structions. You will be kept informed 
at all times. That's all, gentlemen. 
·when you're dismissed, leave the mess 
hall in an orderly manner and hold 
things down to a dull roar. Members 
of the staff and company commanders 
will remain. Colonel Fincham, you may 
dismiss the troops." 

T he very next morning, the profane 
shouts of the ORs who rose early 

to prepare morning brew brought Ryan 
and the others thronging into the court
yard. During the night, German para
troopers had quietly taken over the 
camp and now stood in the sentry boxes. 

The news spread with shocking speed. 
The men crowded around Ryan, 

stunned and seeking reassurance. Their 
insistent questions grew into an unin
telligible roar. Ryan looked into the 
agitated faces around him and, for an 
instant, withered inside, though his 
stolid expression did not change. 

Moments later, the front gate opened 
and Lieutenant Falvi came in. With 
him was a German soldier, his machine 
pistol slung carelessly from his shoulder. 
Falvi hurried for the porch. 

"Colonnello:· he gasped. "They came 
in the night. 

"Does Colonel Battaglia know?" 
"He is in his office, sir. He requests 

you come at once. A German officer is 
with him. A tenente colonnello." 

Battaglia's face bore signs of worry 
and a sleepless night. The German 
officer with him was prematurely bald, 
his scalp as deeply tanned as his seamed 
face. His big, crooked nose divided his 
face into unequal parts which looked 
as if they belonged to two different per
sons. He sprang to his feet and saluted 
when Ryan entered the office. 

"Colonnello Ry-an," Battaglia said 
unhappily. "Tenente Colonnello Spoetzl 
desires to speak with you." 

"What's the meaning of this, Colo
nel?" Ryan demanded. 

"The Wehrmacht did not surrender, 
Herr Oberst," Spoetzl replied, stifBy 
respectful. "Only our Italian allies. I 
regret the necessity of placing your 
troops under guard. We will remain 
only a day or two-until we with
draw to the north." 

"What happens to us when you with
draw?" 

"You will remain where you are, sir. 
We have scarcely enough transport for 
our own troops." 

Spoetzl came to attention and sa
luted. Colonel Battaglia walked outside 
with Ryan. 

"Can I believe him, Colonel?" Ryan 
wanted to know. 

Battaglia shrugged. "One is never 
able to believe the Tedeschi," he said. 
"But he has brought no transport." 

"See if you can find out if Spoetzl 
was telling the truth. Have Falvi keep 
me informed." 

,t t four next morning, the sound of 
1'\.. a shot awakened Ryan. He ran 
barefoot to the porch and looked into 
the courtyard. When he heard nothing 
more, he returned to his bunk. 

Fifteen minutes later, Spoetzl 
clin1bed quietly to Ryan's quarters, 
awakened him, and told Ryan the pris
oners must be ready to leave P. G. 202 
in two hours. 

Ryan clenched his fists. "Where are 
we going?" he demanded. 

"I am not permitted to say." 
"Germany, isn't it, you bastard? Con

gratulations, Colonel Spoetzl. You lied 
magnificently." 

"One does one's duty," Spoetzl said 
stifBy. "You are a soldier. You should 
understand that." 

Ryan slid from his bunk. "I could kill 
you where you stand if I wanted to," 
he said quietly. 

Spoetzl stepped quickly back against 
the wall, re<�ching for his holstered pis
tol. Before he could draw it, Ryan was 



there, his fingers biting into Spoetzl's 
wrist, a forearm across Spoetzl's chest 
grinding him into the wall. 

"I could," Ryan whispered. "But I'm 
not that stupid. Now, get out of my 
quarters." 

The outside lights came on while he 
was dressing. Spoetzl was standing in 
the center of the courtyard, an ampli
fied megaphone in his hand. 

"Officers and men of P. G. Two-oh
two," Spoetzl boomed from the court
yard. "You will dress yourselves and 
assemble for an announcement." 

The men were close to panic, cursing 
and trying to pull on clothes with hands 
that seemed to have lost co-ordination. 
They poured into the courtyard with 
shoes unlaced and shirttails dangling. 
Ryan was the first man down. Spoetzl 
came to him and the men collected 
around them in a growing mass. 

He raised the megaphone to his lips. 
Before he could speak, the front gate 
opened and Oriani appeared in a pool 
of light. Falvi was with the major, his 
face tearstained. Oriani was smiling. 
Falvi rushed to Ryan's side. 

"Colonnell.o," he said brokenly. "Col
onel Battaglia is dead." 

"What! Did the Germans ... " 
"By his own hand. When he learned 

what the Tedeschi proposed." 
"Officers and men," Spoetzl said, "out 

of regard for your continued safety, I 
am ordered to remove you from the 
path of anticipated military actions." 

A rolling swell of groans and protests 
filled the air. Spoetzl waited until it 
subsided. 

"Breakfast is to be prepared as 
quickly as possible. You will then as
semble your kits and await further in
structions. Orders are to be obeyed 
promptly. That is all." 

"All right, knock it off," Ryan shout
ed above the din following the news. 
··rve got something to say." 

The men booed him. 
"Colonel Spoetzl has told you we're 

being moved for our own safety," Ryan 
continued patiently. "Which may or 
may not be true. But it won't help to 
get into a flap. We must be disciplined 
and resolute." 

The men booed again. 
"The kitchen crew will report at once 

and prepare breakfast," Ryan cried. 
"Double rations. Distribute all remain
ing Red Cross parcels among the men 
right after breakfast. Now get back to 
your quarters and start packing." 

The boos grew louder. 
"Get going!" Ryan ordered. "It's 

your own time that you're all wasting. 
Dismissed." 

Two wooden desks were brought into 
the courtyard and set facing each 

other six feet apart. The prisoners, 
laden with their belongings and an un
opened Red Cross parcel each, as
sembled beyond the desks in roll-call 
formation. 

"You will make a single line and 
proceed between the desks," Spoetzl 
said. "Name and rank will be stated be
fore proceeding beyond the desks. You 
will then re-form and remain in place 
until you receive further instructions." 

When the last man was checked off, 
the prisoners were marched outside the 
gate, where rickety, coke-burning Italian 
trucks were lined along the road in a 
motley convoy. There the prisoners 
were wedged tightly into the trucks. 

In a half-hour, the truck convoy 
reached a siding where a long string of 
boxcars waited, shimmering in the 
morning heat. A groan went up from 
the prisoners. German soldiers were 
perched on the tracks like ungainly 
gray birds. They leaped to attention at 
Spoetzl's approach. 

A fat face wearing steel-rimmed 
spectacles appeared in the door of the 
boxcar second from the locomotive, and 
a moment later its owner was scram
bling to the ground. He was a short, 
obese man, stuffed to bursting into the 
uniform of a Wehrmacht major. 

F incham, Costanzo and Stein were 
called from the trucks to join Ryan, 

and the others were formed into four 
lines with their bundles and boxes piled 
at their feet. A sergeant went down the 
line dividing them into groups of forty
four. As each group was counted off, 
the prisoners shouldered their posses
sions and were marched to a boxcar by 
two paratroopers who slid the door shut 
behind them. 

When all but the two cars next to the 
engine had been loaded and locked, 
only Ryan, Fincham, Costanzo and 
Stein were left standing in the road. 

"Now, if you will come with me," 
said Spoetzl. 

The four prisoners and the fat major 
followed him toward the head of the 
train. They moved on to the first car 
where the fat major threw back the 
sliding door and stood aside. 

"Please enter," said Spoetzl. 
Ryan climbed in without a word, fol

lowed by Costanzo, Stein and Fincham. 
Spoetzl stuck his head in the door. 

"This is as far as I accompany you, 
Herr Oberst. I return to the fighting. 
You will find honorable treatment at 
your destination." 

"Carry on, Colonel," Ryan replied 
somewhat absently. 

Spoetzl saluted and was gone. Two 
German soldiers climbed into the box
car and took stations at either end. 
Four narrow wooden benches, set cross
ways and bolted to the floor, occupied 
the front half of the boxcar. 

The fat major stood peeking out the 
door until Spoetzl's sedan was on its 
way. He walked to the center of the 
boxcar and assumed a stern expression. 

"I am Major Hubertus von Klement," 
he announced. "I am Kommandant 
here iiber alles." 

"Jawohl, Herr Kommandant," Cos
tanzo said. "Wir verstehen." 

Klement turned his attention to Cos
tanzo. "Ah, Sie sprechen Deutsch." 

He addressed himself to Costanzo, 
speaking in rapid German. 

"He says be is in absolute charge of 
this train," Costanzo translated. "Re
sponsible to no one except the Fuehrer 
himself. He bas the Fuehrer's complete 
confidence. Anyone attempting to es
cape will be shot. Also nine other men 
in the escaping man's car." 

"He's not bluffing," Stein whispered. 
"He's scared out of his drawers we'll 
try something. And he's trying to prove 
he's tougher than we are." 

"Cuhnel Ryan," Costanzo said, "don't 
you think we better make sure the 
others know about it? About shooting 
ten men for every man who tries to es
cape, I mean?'' 

"All right," Ryan said. "Tell 'em." 
Klement agreed with a smile of 

smug triumph when Costanzo asked 
permission to pass along his announce
ment. He motioned Costanzo out of 
the boxcar and followed with drawn 
pistol, locking the door behind them. 

After fifteen minutes, the car door 
slid open and Costanzo sprawled on the 
floor, pushed from behind by Klement, 
who slammed the door shut from the 
outside and locked it. 

"They're like cattle in those boxcars,'" 
Costanzo told Ryan, brushing himself 
off. "Jammed in with their gear, with
out room to move. And it's stifling." 

"Did you notice if there was a guard 
on top of our car?'' Ryan asked. 

"Sir? Ah don't think so. No. There 
wasn't.'' 

"How about the one behind us? 
Klement's car?" 

"Yes, sir." 
"Thanks, Padre." 
Ryan returned to his contemplation 

of the ceiling and Costanzo knew he 
was dismissed. 

Late in the morning, the train started 
with a jerk. 

"We're on our bloody way," Fincham 
said heavily. 

CHAPTER THREE 
IT WAS an unusual train for that time 
and place. In the confusion and move
ment that followed the invasion of the 
mainland and Italy's capitulation, trains 
were assembled hastily and the cars 
were a mixture of the obsolete and new. 
But the twenty-four boxcars of the 
prison train were uniform. They were 
all new and strong and the prisoners 
were locked inside them as securely as 
in the cells of a dungeon. 

Ryan had been correct in assuming 
that the Germans had no transport to 
spare for hauling prisoners, but he had 
not anticipated that they would make 
it available for so valuable a prize as 
a thousand Allied officers, nor that such 
rolling stock was wanted in the Father
land as much as the prisoners. 

Each boxcar had, on both sides, a 
sliding loading door which locked from 
without. The doors on the right-hanci 
side had been wired shut. The steel 

·mesh covering the small, retangular 
openings near the roof of the cars was 
riveted in place. 

Ryan and his companions were in 
the car next to the tender, and behind 
it was Klement's car. There were 
thirty-five prisoners in the car behind 
Klement's and forty-four in each of the A 
other twenty-one cars. On top of each R 
car, except Ryan's, a guard sat on his C 
folded greatcoat, legs dangling over the 0 
back, facing the rear of the train and S 
watching the right of way and the door y 
of the boxcar behind him. 

The train's six-hundred-mile route 133 
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to the Brenner Pass would follow the 
long spine of Italy from the stony fields 
of the Abruzzi to the mountains and 
plunging valleys of the Trentino, 
through Rome, Florence, Bologna, Ve
rona and Bolzano, a journey two-thirds 
the length of Italy. 

At a stop early in the afternoon, the 
door was flung open and a German 
>�oldier slid two cans of meat and a 
wedge of bread across the floor. The 
other guard came forward to get his 
share and waited while the corporal 
cut the bread in half with his bayonet. 
R_van watched from his bench. 

Fincham, Costanzo, and Stein spread 
food on a bench and ate together. 

I n midafternoon, after some minutes 
of creeping motion, the train halted, 

and the hiss and throb of the engine 
!'<topped. In a little while, the door 
was thrown back and Klement thrust 
his round, satisfied face into the car. 

"Out," he ordered. "I give you walk 
for limbs." 

The four prisoners jumped down 
from the car, followed clo!<ely by their 
guards. They were in a busy, cavernous 
depot, with row after row of tracks and 
platforms l ined with trains. Civilians 
ami uniformed Italians and German8 
!'<tared at them from a passenger train 
on the next track. 

"Rome." said Costanzo. 
" Kom m ." Klement ordered. "Spa

zier. Walk." 
He strutted ahead of them, leading 

them along the passenger train. Back 
in the locked cars, the prisoners were 
pounding the walls and cursing. "Let 
us out, you stinking Krautheads!" 

Klement flushed but gave no further 
acknowledgement of the clamor. 

"Cuhnel, the men," said Costanzo. 
"They've been packed in there the last 
six hours." 

"I know, Padre," said Ryan. 
He drew alongside Klement. "Herr 

Kommandant." he said politely. "Those 
people on the train. Don't you realize 
what a poor impression they're getting 
of you?" 

" Bitte?" 
"Padre, ask him if he doesn't realize 

those civilians can hear the prisoners 
complaining. Doesn't make him look 
very good, keeping them locked up. 
And for all they know, he may have 
I talians in there." 

Klement looked at the faces in the 
passenger train and saw disapproval in
stead of the admiration he had sought. 
He bit his lower lip and spoke swiftly 
to Costanzo. 

"He'll let them out for five minutes," 
Costanzo translated. "For every man 
who tries to escape, he will shoot ten 
when we get away from the station." 

ThP prisoners stumbled out of the 
cars, stiff and rebellious. The passen
gers in the train at the next track 
crowded to the windows to see them. 

The British built fires of scraps of 
paper and bits of Red Cross boxes and 
began heating hoarded water for tea. 
Before the water was hot, they were 
herded back into the cars with the 
others, protesting bitterly. 

OncC' im·ir le ag-ain. Fincham sat close 

to Ryan. "Ryan," he said in a low 
voice, "I'm no more fond of you than 
you are of me, but if we're to get out 
of this bloody car, we've got to work 
together. I had a look at the lock on 
the door. A bit of metal from a tin in 
the proper place will stop it engaging. 
When it's dark. we can prang the 
guards and jump. Piece of cake." 

"What about the others back there? 
If we go, everybody goes." 

"Everybody? How do you propose 
that, pray?" 

"Take the train." 
''Take the train!"  
"We start with our two guards and 

work back," Ryan said quickly. "We 
get into their uniforms and then we 
take Klement at the first opportunity." 

"What if the clot's got a car full of 
relief troops?" 

"He hasn't. I had a good look in it 
when we got on this morning. Klem
ent's got it fixed up like a home away 
from home. There's a young guy in 
there who must be the radio operator. 
There's also a transmitter. And two 
other soldiers with Schmeissers. And 
that's all. We'll want Klement and the 
radio operator in one piece. We've got 
to know just how this train operates in 
case we run into problems before we've 
got it completely under control. What 
our schedule is. What's the routine at 
stops. Whether Klement files regular 
position reports or gets instructions on 
that radio. And if so, to and from 
whom. And when this set of guards is 
due for relief. That's what we've got to 
find out before we make the first move. 

"Once we take over this car, we're 
committed. We've got to keep going 
until we take the whole train. If they 
change guards before we control the 
train, we've had it." 

The train was moving now and the 
car rocked as they moved slowly from 
the station. Costanzo was talking quiet
ly with the tall guard and Stein was 
standing on a Red Cross parcel, looking 
out the mesh-covered window. 

"P'raps Klement's got his relief 
troops in a separate car," Fincham said. 
"We could lock them i n." 

"Negative," said Ryan. "I checked 
the train out when we loaded this 
morning. Exactly twenty-four boxcars. 
Except for this car and Klement's, 
they're all loaded with prisoners. 
There's a guard sitting on top of every 
car except this one, and there's one in 
the cab of the locomotive." 

R yan called to Costanzo. "Can you 
come here a minute, Padre?" 

When Costanzo reached him, Ryan 
said, "After a couple of minutes, go 
back and talk to the guard again. Find 
out when he expects to be relieved and 
where. And tell Stein to keep looking 
out the window and keep his eyes open 
for town names." 

Costanzo spoke to Stein and resumed 
his conversation with the guard. 

"Granted we take this car and Klem
ent's without causing a flap, how do 
we get at the Jerries on top?" Fincham 
demanded. "Sticky business, that." 

"We'll have Klement call down the 
one on his car. Once we have him, it's 

routine. I'll take his place and get tht> 
Kraut on the next car. Then you get 
into the act. After we knock off a 
guard, we'll lower him into the car be
low and replace him with our own man. 
We do that until we've got all our men 
up there. Then we open all the car 
doors and start bailing out." 

"Why don't we simply have the chaps 
leave di rectly we take a car?" 

"Wf' have to get the front guards 
first. Anybody jumping out of a front 
car will practically pass in reviPw f,lr 
the guards on t.he rear cars as t.hc t rain 
moves along." 

After a while, Costanzo returned. 
' 'His name is Julius Schnitzler and h i�  
sergeant told h i m  he'd b e  on duty for 
at least eighteen hours." 

Ryan gave Fincham a swift, signifi
cant look. "All the time we need," he 
said. "We'll get ours the first chance 
we have aft.er about six. We'l l ha\'f• to 
wait until after dark to start operating 
outside. That's around �C'ven-thirtv."  

"Right." Fincham said. 
· 

"The Ober#efreiter keeps looking at 
his watch," Ryan said. " Must be time 
for chow. A t  noon, Schnitzler camr
back to get his rations. If he dm •s t h<• 
same thing again, that's the best timt> 
to jump 'em. As soon as they're out of 
commission, we'll sl ip into their u n i 
forms. You take t h e  0/Jergefn•iter's. 
I'll take Schnib:ler's." 

Th e  train slowed down. 
"Orte," Stein said from his window. 

"'\Ne're stopping." 
When the train had haltecl, somt•one 

fumbled at the door. Then it was flung
back and a soldier shoved two cans, 
bread and a wedge of chef'se insidf'. 
The corporal called to Schnitzler, who 
slung his rifle over his shoulder a n d  
shambled back to pick up t h e  rations. 
He divided the bread and cheese with 
a pocketknife, and the corporal, hol d i n g  
his r ifle loosely in his  left hand, took a 
step toward him with his fret• hand 
outstretched. Schnitzler handed tlw 
corporal his share of the rations. 

Ryan touched Fincham's knee. 
The two of thf'm charged off t he 

bench like football linemen on a po\wr 
play, taking the guards completo> ly hy 
surprise. The corporal's rifle and the 

two cans of meat clattered on thr� floor. 

Ryan jammed a fist i nto Schnitzlc•·'s 
spine just above the belt ancl arched t h e  
tall man backward w i t h  a forr•arm 
hooked under his chin. Fincham came 
up low, driving the corporal back 
against the wall with a thick forearm 
across the German's throat. The fore
arm blow crushed his larynx and he 
was unconscious when he hit the wall. 

Schnitzler struggled but Ryan con
tinued the pressure on his throat. There 
was silence in the car except for the 
heavy breathing of Ryan and Fincham, 
and Costanzo's whispered prayers. 
Stein had not moved or said a word. 

Ryan eased Schnitzler's body to the 
floor. Stein went quickly to the bodies 
and felt the pulses in turn. "Dead," he 
said. "Both dead." 

"Good show," said Fincham. "Piece 
of cake. No noise, no blood." 

"We'rf' wastin:! valuable time." said 



Ryan. "We'll get into their uniforms 
and stretch 'em out between the 
benches." 

The two men dressed quickly. "Bit 
tight across the shoulders, but other
wise, a rather decent fit," Fincham 
said. His eyes bulged when he turned 
turned to Ryan. "Great God!" he 
blurted. "If the Fuehrer saw you, he'd 
have you on a bloody postal stamp." 

With his hard, flat-planed face and 
closely cropped blond hair, Ryan, in 
the German uniform, looked like a 
Nazi propaganda poster. 

"Let's get these men out of the way," 
he said. "And be sure the blankets 
cover them completely." 

"Jawohl, Herr Oberst von Ryan," 
said Fincham. 

"There's nothing funny in this, Colo
nel," said Ryan. 

"No fault of mine you sort out to a 
smashing Jerry. What now?" 

"Six twenty-five," said Ryan. We've 
got about an hour before dark. I'll just 
slide the door back a crack and take a 
look. If there's nobody around, we'll 
pay a little courtesy call on Klement." 

The door was locked. 
"Damn!" said Ryan. "We're stuck 

until somebody opens up." 
The train started moving. 

It was almost dark when the train 
slowed. 

"Attigliano," said Stein. "Looks like 
it'll be dark before long." 

"Any activity?" said Ryan. 
"The guards have climbed down," 

Stein whispered. 
Someone banged on the door and 

called out. Ryan and Fincham stiffened. 
"Padre," Ryan said in a low voice, 

"what's he saying?" 
"\Ve're ready to pull out," Costanzo 

replied. "He wants to know if every
thing is all right. What shall Ah say?" 

"With that Southern accent? Don't 
say anything. Don't anybody open his 
mouth." 

The voice outside grew insistent. 
There was a fumbling at the door. The 
door slid back and a German soldier 
stood outlined in the dusk. 

" Was ist los?" he demanded. 
He leaned inside the darkened car 

for a better look. Ryan brought his rifle 
butt crashing down on the German's 
head. Almost simultaneously, Fincham 
bent forward and pulled the man into 
the car. Ryan slid the door shut, mak
ing sure the lock did not engage. 

A train whistle blew. Feet pattered 
by the car and an anxious voice called, 
"Heinz! Wo bist Du, Du Esel?" 

The caller ran past and back again. 
Ryan slid the door open a foot. The 
German reached out to open it wider. 
Ryan brought his heavy shoe down on 
the man's neck where it joined his 
shoulder. Ryan grabbed the German 
by his tunic and dragged the flounder
ing man inside. Fincham smashed his 
skull with his rifle butt. 

"That's four of the perishers," he 
said with satisfaction. 

"We're in luck," Ryan said. "They 
must be from Klement's car." 

"If they're Klement's two, I'd say 
he'll be screaming his bloody head off 

for them any moment," Fincham said. 
"Captain Stein, close the door behind 

us, but be damn sure it doesn't lock," 
Ryan said. "Fincham, we've got to 
have Klement in one piece. The radio 
operator, too, if we can. Let's go." 

Ryan leaped to the ground with 
Fincham at his heels. They ran quietly 
to Klement's car in the thickening dusk. 
Klement was standing in the door, look
ing out. He did not recognize Ryan 
until the colonel was quite close. 
Ryan's fist in the groin crumpled the 
fat little man in his tracks. 

The radio operator was sitting in 
front of his transmitter, studying a 

manual. Recognizing Ryan immediate
ly, he sprang from his folding stool and 
darted fop a rifle leaning in the corner. 
Ryan reached him just as the young 
soldier got his hands on the rifle. Ryan 
hit him a clubbing blow on the temple 
which sent the German bouncing off 
the wall to slide to the floor, stunned. 

The car creaked. The train was 
starting to move. 

"Fincham!" Ryan cried. "Get Padre 
Costanzo here on the double! Tell Stein 
to sit tight!" 

The car moved a little faster. Finch
am and Costanzo came pounding back. 
As soon as they were inside, Ryan slid 
the door shut. 

"Are they . . ." Costanzo nodded at 
the Germans on the floor, one still 
writhing in agony, the other inert. 

"They'll be okay," Ryan said. 
Fincham grabbed Klement by the col

lar and dragged him across the floor to 
a narrow bed in the corner. 

Costanzo knelt by the radio operator, 
chafing his wrists. After a moment, the 
German groaned and opened his eyes. 

Ryan surveyed the car. It was bright
ly illuminated by two electric lights 
strung to the ceiling. A pot bubbled on 
a gasoline stove. Near it was a folding 
table. There were two bottles of wine 
on the table, a salver heaped with 
wedges of cheese, sliced meats, olives 
and green onions, and a cut-glass dish 
of anchovy fillets. 

The back quarter of the car was piled 
high with a jumble of goods-boxes, 
cartons, whole cheeses, paintings in or
nate frames, sausages the size of a 
man's arm, small pieces of statuary, an 
accordion, books in gilt-leather bindings, 
rolled tapestries, bolts of cloth and a 
tall, richly carved clock. Next to Klem
ent's bed was a deep leather chair 
with a matching hassock over which 
was flung a soft laprobe of blue mohair. 

The radio transmitter and receiver 
were on a steel folding desk against the 
wired-up far door. A small folding table 
alongside held pencils, a notebook, radio 
handbooks, a pad of message forms and 
a map. 

Ryan bent over the map. A heavy 
line was drawn from their starting point 
in the Abruzzi through Rome to Inns
brock, with Rome, Florence, Bologna, 
Verona, Trento and Bolzano circled in 
red. Verona was further marked with 
a bold X. 

Klement had stopped writhing and 
begun moaning monotonously. The ra
dio operator appeared fully recovered. 

"Tell him you're a priest, Padre," 
Ryan said. " You'll see he's not harmed 
if he co-operates." 

The youth listened, stony-faced, then 
spat on the floor at Costanzo's feet. 

"Tie him up," Ryan said. 
Fincham trussed the German and 

propped him in the corner. 
Klement sat up and put his hand to 

his face. 
"Feeling better, Major?" Ryan asked 

solicitously. 
"For this, you die," Klement said. 
"Major Klement," Ryan said, "four 

of your men are lying dead in the box
car up ahead. Nothing we do from now 
on could possibly make things worse 
for us. You're going to stay alive only 
as long as you answer my questions and 
do exactly as I tell you." 

Klement squared his plump shoul
ders defiantly. 

"First question," said Ryan. "Why 
are those cities circled on the route?" 

Klement clenched his teeth stub
bornly when Costanzo translated the 
question. Ryan reached out deliberate
ly and hooked a forefinger in Klement's 
collar. He gave a twist. The major 
gasped for air. He spoke. 

"That's where the train stops for in
structions," Costanzo translated. "He 
and the engineer get orders telling them 
where the train has to clear the track 
and for how long." 

"What's the X at Verona for?" 
"The train changes guards there." 
"What's the radio for? Does he get 

instructions on it, or file reports? If so, 
from whom and to whom?" 

Klement's instructions came only 
from dispatchers in the circled stations. 
The radio, he said, was for emergency 
use only. If there was trouble en route, 
he was to radio to the next station. 

"How long do we stop at the next 
station? Chiusi?" 

Klement said he was not sure. The 
engineer had the schedule. They were 
due there a little after eight p.m. Ryan 
looked at his watch. 

"That means we'll hit Chiusi in ten 
or fifteen minutes," he said. " Major 
Klement, when we get there, I want 
you to order the guards to stay at their 
posts. Tell 'em they'll get a break at 
the next stop. I'll tell you what else 
to do after we're there." 

Klement nodded bitterly. 
"You better eat a little something, 

Padre," Ryan said. "Before you start, 
I want you to slip into the radio oper
ator's uniform. You'll have to come 
outside with Klement and me to make 
sure he tells the guards what he's sup
posed to." 

"Ah'm a noncombatant, Cuhnel," 
Costanzo said quietly. 

"I'm not asking you to kill anybody, 
Padre. Just to take a chance on getting 
yourself killed." 

"That's different, Cuhnel." Costanzo 
grinned. "Ah'll be right with you." 

CHAPTER FOUR 
THE train stopped with a sudden jerk. 

"Tell Klement that when we step out 
of the car, I'll be right behind him 
with a Schmeisser in his back," said 
Ryan. "He'll tell the guard on this car 
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t.o stay at his post and pass the order 
on down the line. That stands until 
further orders. Then we get back in
�ide and keep an eye on that radio 
man. Fincham, while you're resting, 
dig up Klement's razor and shave that 
mustache." 

"What! "  Fincham bellowed, outraged. 
"You couldn't show your face out

side this car with that brush," Ryan 
sai<l. "It's a dead giveaway." 

Ryan opened the door and looked out 
into a hlacked-out and almost empty 
station. He jumped to the ground. 
Th<' guards were al ready starting to 
climh down from their stations. 

K lement scrambled out with Cos
tanzo behind him. He shouted an order 
and the men on the fi rst cars began 
d imbin�: back up reluctantly. 

''I'm taking Klement back in the 
car," Ryan whispered to Costanzo. 
''You sl ip up front to our car and tell 
Captain Stein to come back here with 
n�. But he's to put on a K�aut uni· 
form first." 

Back in the car, Fincham was busy 
with his mustache. I nstead of shaving 
it off completely, he had left a Hit
lerian brush. 

"Now who's the better bloody Jerry?" 
he demanded. 

Ryan looked at his watch. "We 
should be moving out in a few minutes. 
Major Klement, stick your head out the 
door and tell the guard on this car you 
want to see him. Fincham, when the 
Kraut gets to the door, I'll pull him in. 
You know what to do." 

Ryan pulled back the door and Klem
ent called up to the guard. Inside the 
car, they could hear the soldier's boots 
on the steel rungs. Ryan motioned 
Klement back from the door and stood 
concealed behind it. When the guard 
put his hands on the floor of the car 
to climb inside, Ryan reached down 
and pulled him in with a jerk, like 
landing a fish. The German was still 
on his hands and knees when Fincham 
broke his neck with a neat thrust of 
his rifle butt. 

"I'll get on top just before we pull 
out," Ryan said. "Can't take a chance 
on the next guard getting a close look 
at me. After we start rolling, I'll get 
him. When you hear a rap on the door, 
open up. Have Stein and the padre 
tear up Klement's sheets and make a 
stout rope. We'll need it." 

R. yan tore a yard-long �trip from 
Klement's silk sheet and stuffed it 

inside his tunic. "See you later, gentle
men." 

He climbed quickly to the top of the 
('ar as the train started rolling and 
looked along the line of rattling box
cars stretching behind him. Twenty
two boxcars, and each with an armed 
man on it who must be killed. 

Ryan leaped silently to the car be
A hind. The next station was Terontola, 
R twenty miles away. He had at least 
s· thirty minutes. 
0 Lying flat on his belly, he inched 
S toward the guard at the far end of the 
y car, a formless shadow in the darkness 

thirty feet away. 
1 36 Midway along the car, he halted to 

wind an end of his silken garrot around 
each fist before resuming his stealthy 
crawl toward the guard. 

Ryan hugged the top of the car and 
studied the guard's back and the tilt of 
his head. He raised himself silently to 
his knees, and lifted his flexed arms, his 
hands as far apart as the twist of silk 
permitted. 

''Psst," he h issed. 
The guard jerked erect. Ryan slipped 

the garrot over his head ancl jerked it 
tight before the man could turn. The 
German's arms flailed, sending his rifle 
flying into the darkness, and his feet 
drummed against the car. The ends 
of the silk bit into Ryan's palms but 
he did not slacken his grip. 

The German stopped kicking. Ryan 
stuffed the garrot back in his tunic and 
dragged the body forward to the end of 
the car. He swung the corpse across 
to the next car and leaped after it. 

Hanging over the side of the car as 
far as he dared. Ryan banged on the 
door. The door slid open almost im
mecliately in a burst of l ight and Fin
cham was looking into his face from 
only a few inches away. 

''I'll swing him down," Ryan whis
pered. "You grap him and pull him in." 

''Good show," said Fincham. 
"Have the padre take off the Kraut's 

uniform and roll it up in his greatcoat. 
Hand me the end of the rope they made 
out of the sheet�. I ' l l  haul you up." 

"Right," said Fi ncham. 

4. fter a couple of minutes, Fincham 
ft said, "Here we are," and handed 
up the German uniform balled in a 
greatcoat. Ryan held it against the car 
with his body and reached down for the 
silken rope. When he had it, he hauled 
Fincham up. 

"Lovely view," the Englishman said. 
"But bloody cold." 

"Come on," said Ryan. "Bring the 
uniform with you. Sit down where the 
guard's supposed to be and wait for 
me," he whispered. "I'l l  be back in a 
minute." 

The guard on the next car was lying 
on his back, his arms folded across his 
rifle. He died more quietly than his 
comrade before him. Ryan dragged the 
body back to t.he middle of the car and 
rejoined Fincham. 

"Here's the drill," he said. "I want 
to hang over the side and open the car 
door. I'll tie the rope around my waist, 
and when I go over, you anchor me." 

Ryan folded himself down against 
the side of the car and banged a stiff 
hand against the door. "Open up." 

The door slid open and he was dan
gling head down, looking into darkness. 
A face thrust close to his and a startled 
voice cried out. 

" My God ! It's Von Ryan ! "  
"Pull me in," Ryan ordered. 
Ryan was hauled inside. Suddenly, 

everyone was shouting questions. 
"Quiet! "  Ryan yelled. "Just listen. 

Colonel Fincham and I are taking over 
this train. The whole train. Nobody's 
leaving until we've got it. Then we 
all leave. I need two of you men to 
get into K raut uni forms and replace 
the roof guards. You should know that 

if you're caught in a German uniform, 
you'll be shot." 

"Why don't you do it, Von Ryan?" 
Bostick's high voice demanded. "It's 
the kind you ought to be wearing." 

Ryan lit a match. Eyeballs gleamed 
in the wavering light. 

" Looka that!" a voice said incredu
lously. "Ain't he the Jerriest looking 
Jerry you ever saw?" 

Ryan turned and called up to Finch
am. "Lob that uniform in here, then 
ease the K raut down." 

The German uniform came sailing 
into the car and the prisoners began 
fighting for it.. 

"That's the small one. The nearest 
one to it t he right size gets it. The 
rest of you quit �hoving." 

T he body of the GPrman came dan
gling down from the roof and a 

dozen hands pulled it into the car. 
"Stri p him and hide the body under 

y<>Ur gear," Ryan said. "Get into those 
uniforms fast. Sing out when you're 
ready and we'll pu l l  you up." 

He thrust. the free end of the rope 
up to Fincham. 

Fi ncham hauled him up. Then Ryan 
and Fi ncham pu lled the other two men 
to the roof. 

"You're replaci n:: the guards on the 
comtnandcr's car and your own car," 
Ryan explained. "We've got the com
mamler. Padre Costanzo and Captain 
Stein are in there with him. There's 
nobody on t he next car at the moment, 
hut from there on hack there's a Kraut 
on every car. So if and when we stop, 
stay where I put. you. Don't talk to 
anybody, i ncluding me, and try not to 
let any of the guards get a good look 
at you. Cot. that.?" 

Both nodded, plainly nervous. 
"Twenty gua rds to go," Ryan said. 

''Plus the one in the cab. I make i t  
about fifty, sixty miles t o  Florence. 
We'll alternate from here on out. One 
can fill  in for t hc guard and keep his 
eyes pedcd while the other one works." 

"I bel ieVP i t 's my turn at the wick
et," Fi ncham said. 

He crawled hack toward the ne:xt 
guard. Ryan heard no sounds of strug
gle. only the creal; and click of metal. 

In a moment, Fincham came crawl
ing back. dragging a limp body. "Piece 
of cake," he murmured. 

They worked smoot hly together this 
time, getting the car door open and 
the body inside without difficulty. 

The train churned through the night, 
now speeding a l ong in the level valleys, 
now slowing as it climbed or skirted 
foothills of the Apennines, pausing at 
sidings as faster trains sped by, stop
ping at times for ten or fifteen minutes. 

Alternating as lookout and execu
tioner, Ryan and Fincham had disposed 
of five more guards and Ryan was in a 
boxcar with the body of the latest vic
tim when Fincham thrust his head 
down into the car and said, "We're 
amongst buildings of some sort." 

"Damn," said Ryan. "I didn't expect 
Florence quite so soon." 

It was quiet outside when the train 
stopped. Ryan rapped on the door of 
the commandPr'� car. 



"It's me-Colonel Ryan," he said. 
The door slid open. Klement was ly· 

ing in his bed, his face sullen, his pudgy 
arms folded across his stomach. Stein 
was sitting at the table, holding Klem· 
ent's pistol. The radio operator was 
stretched out on the boxes, under the 
lap robe, a pillow beneath his head. 

"frivate Pleschke's been giving the 
major a hard time," Stein said, nod· 
()in,:: toward the radio operator. "Called 
him a traitor and a coward and some 
other things I never learned in college 
GPrman." 

"How long have your men been to· 
gether?" Ryan demanded of Klement. 

"Since last night," Costanzo translat· 
t'd. "They were pulled out of different 
headquarters units for this detail." 

"Good," Ryan said. "That helps 
some. But we still can't let 'em roam 
around the station at Florence." 

He gave instructions swiftly. Klem· 
cnt was to walk along the train giving 
his men their orders for Florence. The 
A llied prisoners in German uniforms, 
on the first nine cars, were to descend 
to t he offside of the train. The four· 
teen surviving Germans were to de· 
scend on the other side, keeping the 
train between the real and the pre· 
tended. 

Stein was to accompany Ryan and 
K lement to make sure Klf'ment told 
his men only what he had been ordered. 
Costanzo was to remain in the boxcar 
until Fincham came back with further 
instructions. 

"This place is just a few miles out· 
side of Florence," said Costanzo as they 
returne<l to Klement's car. "We'll be 
hen• another ten minutes. We're wait· 
ing- to let a train by. We'll pull out as 
soon as it passes." 

Fincham slid the door open. He froze 
in the act of vaulting in. "He's gone!" 

"What!" Ryan demanded. 
Then he saw that the spot where 

Private Pleschke had lain was empty 
except for a twisted strip of silk. 

Rvan's consternation lasted only an 
instant. He stared at the twist of 

silk, his mind racing. Only one strip 
meant the Gem1an had not free<! him· 
�elf completely of his bonds; his hands 
were tied. Plesehke could not have run 
along- the train in either tlirection with· 
out being seen. He could only have 
crawled under the boxcar or slipped 
under the cars on the next siding. 

"Stein," Ryan snapped, "get Klement 
inside and keep him there. Padre, get 
up with the engineer. Fincham, come 
\vith me." 

With Fincham at his heels, he 
crawled under the string of boxcars and 
found himself facing a long, low build· 
in;.:. A high mesh fence topped with 
barbed wire extended from the end of 
the building. 

"Check the cars from here on back," 
Ryan said. "I'll go the other way." 

Ryan moved slowly along the box· 
cars, crouching to pt'er beneath them. 
A smear of white on the ground caught 
his eye. He ran to it. A twist of silk 
from Klement's sheet. Plcschke had 
come thi11 way. Ryan strained to hear. 

Pebbles rattled a C>H·Ien;!t h ahead. 

Ryan tensed. The noise was not re· 
peated. Ryan walked t oward the noise 
and went beyond its point of origin be
fore he stopped, deliberately offering 
his back to anyone who might be lurk· 
ing in the shadows. He waited. 

Pebbles rattled, then came a quick 
patter of feet. Ryan crouched and 
whirled just in time to avoid the down· 
ward smash of a heavy stick. Pleschke 
jerked the club back to launch another 
blow. Before it could descenrl, Ryan 
hurled himself, shoulder first. against 
t.he slighter man. Pleschke was dashed 
back a�ainst a boxcar. Ryan was upon 
him, his thumbs digging into the Ger· 
man's throat. 

Ryan beat the German's head against 
the car. The locomotive whistle signaled 
imminent departure. Fincham came 
pounding up. "The bloody train's . . .  " 
he cried. "Oh. Good show." 

"Slide the car door open," Ryan said 
quickly. He tossed Pleschke's body in· 
side and Fincham slid the door shut 
again. Together they raced for the 
slowly moving prison train. 

"Get back to your car!" Ryan pant· 
ed. "Come to Klement's as soon as we 
stop rolling in Florence." 

Klement took the news of his radio 
operator's death hard. 

"I want you to pay careful attention, 
Major," Ryan said, Stein translating. 
"Your life depends on whether you do 
exactly as I say. When we reach Flor· 
ence, you will go wherever you have to 
go as if everything is normaL I'll be 
right there with you. If you make a 
false move I'll kill you." 

' ' Versteh'," Klement said. 
The car clacked slowly over the rails. 

When the train stopped at Florence, 
Ryan cracked the door and looked out 
into semi-darkness glowing with pur
plish blackout lights. 

"Stein, go get Padre Costanzo," Ryan 
said. "Talk German to him." 

Stein left at a trot as Fincham came 
up to join Ryan. 

"As soon as the padre gets here, I'm 
taking Klement into the station to pick 
up his schedule," Ryan said. "You stay 
here and keep an eye on things." 

"What's to keep him from turning 
you in?" 

"Got a better suggestion, Colonel?" 
Stein returned with Costanzo. "Well, 

Padre," he said. "We can't put it off 
any longer. Let's go to the dispatcher's 
office and get it over with." 

" It's called the U(ficio M ouimento," 
Costanzo said. "The engineer told me. 
He and I got right cozy." 

Costanzo walked abreast of Klement, 
with Ryan a pace behind, his Schmeis· 
ser slung from his shou)der. 

A German soldier inside the door of 
the office came briskly to attention and 
saluted when Klement entered. Sweat 
was beginning to form on Klement's 
upper lip. 

A large wall diagram behind the 
counter marked with electric lights the 
position and movements of trains in the 
station. Klement approached a dis
patcher already conferring with an 
Italian in a trainman's uniform. Cos· 
tanzo turned to Ryan, pointing sur-

reptit iously at the I tal ian and then at 
himself. At the same time, his lips 
soundlessly formed the words, "Our 
engineer." 

The engineer smiled when he saw 
Costanzo and called out a greeting. He 
was a pleasantly ugly man of middle 
age with a pitted, bulbous nose. Cos
tanzo chatted with him while the dis· 
patcher checked his traffic-control chart 
and filled out a form. The dispatcher 
made a copy of the order and gave it 
to Klement . . . .  

Fincham and Stein were waiting 
anxiously in the commander's car. 

"You actually brought it off," Fin· 
cham said. "How did you manage it?" 

"Klement was a perfect little gentle· 
man," Ryan said. 

Ryan and Fincham leaned over the 
table with the map and the dispatcher's 
form between them. They were sch{'(l· 
uled to leave at twenty after twelve, 
Costanzo said. It was then eleven after. 
They were to make two stops before 
Bologna, Costanzo continued, both only 
a few miles north of Florence. and then 
have a straight run-in. They were due 
at Bologna at two forty-five. Ryan 
measured the distance on the map. 

"That's a straight run of about fifty 
miles from Prato to Bologna," he said. 
"And if we're not due until two forty
five, we won't be making too many 
knots. If we can get all the Krauts be· 
fore Bologna, we'll bail out right after 
we pull out for Verona." 

"What about your chap in t.hc l cl('n· 
motive?" Fincham demanded. 

"I'll trade places with him at Bo· 
logna. At the first stop after that, r11 
just walk off and not come back." 

Ryan sent Costanzo to t lw cab to 
replace the man he had posted there 
earlier. Fincham joined the American 
as soon as the train cleared the station. 

"We've got less than two and a half 
hours minus stops to get fourteen 
Krauts," Ryan said. "Let's �et going." 

They moved about their ta�k with 
deadly precision, needing to t>xchange 
few words as they stole from car to 
car, killing Germans and suh�tituting 
prisoners for them. It went more quick
ly now. At one-thirty, the t rain wa� 
deep in the Apennines, toiling up steep 
grades in the chill darkness. The 
guards, huddled in their greatcoats. 
were easy prey. Eight remained, and 
with an hour and fifteen minutes to ;.:o. 
Ryan hoped to get them before Bo· 
logna. But when they pulled into the 
station at Bologna at two forty-seven. 
there were Germans still mounting 
guard on the last four cars. 

CHAPTER FIVE 
RYAN was on the ground before the 
train stopped rolling. He hustled Klem· 
ent to the rear cars, with Stein trans· 
Jating his instructions as they hurried 
along. The four Geimans were ordered 
down to guard the offside of the train. A 

The engineer was with the dispatch· R 
er when they reached the crowded a 
Ufficio Mouimento. They were argu· 0 
ing. When Klement and Costanzo S 
joined them, the dispatcher spoke to y 
Klement in German, jabbing his finger 
emphatically at a dipboard on the 1 37 
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counter. The engineer was furious. He 
threw his cap down on the counter, 
scowling, and turned to Costanzo as if 
for sympathy. Costanzo turned to Ryan 
with an expression of dismay, shrug
ging his shoulders helplessly, unable to 
give Ryan an explanation on the spot. 

When they were outside he explained. 
"We're being held here until morning. 
The line's been sabotaged up north and 
traffic's backed up all over the place." 

"We can't afford to stay overnight," 
Ryan said. "It would mean a daylight 
run all the way to the Brenner. Isn't 
there an alternate route?" 

"That's what the engineer was so 
sore about. He's supposed to go off 
duty at Verona. That's where he lives. 
And the dispatcher told him the al
ternate routes were all jammed." 

Back in the commander's car, the sit
uation was explained to Fincham. 

"Let's have a look at that map," said 
Ryan after a moment's thought. He 
studied it. "We can't go north, but 
maybe we can go east or west." He 
pointed at the rail line running north
west through Modena and Parma. 
"Why don't we ask to be routed this 
way? They can switch us north when 
the traffic thins down." 

"The dispatcher's already turned us 
down on that, Cuhnel," said Costanzo. 
"Traffic's moving fine through Parma 
all the way to Milan, but he wouldn't 
give the engineer a thing going north, 
anywhere along the line. 

Ryan rubbed his chin thoughtfully 
and bent over the map again. "We'll 
have him route us to M ilan." 

"Milan?" Fincham cried. "Are you 
around the bend?" 

"We've got to get rolling. It doesn't 
matter if it's toward Verona or where. 
Just so we can get out into open 
country and bail out before dawn." 

"They'd never permit a train bound 
for Verona to alter for Milan," Fin
cham protested. "It's the wrong bloody 
direction." 

"They might, if we had the right 
story," Ryan said. "Between the capit
ulation and the German take-over and 
the general confusion, they hardly 
know if they're coming or going. Padre, 
how's your written German?" 

"Fine, if Ah can print." 
"I want you to write what I tell you 

on one of those radio message forms. 
Express it in German construction." 

Costanzo sat down at the table. 
"You are instructed to proceed to 

Milan without delay," Ryan dictated. 
"At Milan, you will take on twelve Al
lied officer prisoners and fresh security 
troops, and receive special instructions 
regarding a consignment from Grup
penfuehrer-ugh-Dietrich to be deliv
ered personally by you immediately 
upon arrival in Innsbruck en route to 
originally planned destination.' 

"When you've got that down, sign it 
Obergruppenf ueh rer something-or-other, 
88, Rome. Not too legibly, in case 
somebody takes a close look. '' 

Costanzo handed the message form 
to Ryan when he finished. Ryan sat 
Klement clown w!rh Costanzo and be
gan coaching hi�·� i n  his role. 

The engine had already been de
tached from the train when Ryan 
climbed down from the boxcar with 
Klement and Costanzo. The dispatch
er shook his head as Klement present
ed his radioed order. Klement jutted 
his chin and insisted, browbeating the 
dispatcher. In the midst of his ha
rangue, he shot a quick look at Ryan. 
The dispatcher picked up a telephone. 
He spoke rapidly. Ryan looked to Cos
tanzo for a clue. Costanzo raised one 
shoulder a quarter of an inch and 
crossed his fingers behind the conceal
ment of his leg. 

They waited. 
The dispatcher looked up and beck

oned when a middle-aged Italian civil
ian with a Fascist party button on his 
lapel entered with a short, well-knit 
German colonel. Ryan came immedi
ately to attention, though holding his 
Schmeisser so that a slight movement 
would bring it to bear on Klement. 

The colonel looked up approvingly 
at Ryan and said something to the 
Italian, who looked at Ryan and nod
ded agreement. The colonel spoke to 
Klement. Klement muttered a reply. 

The Italian held out his hand and 
the dispatcher gave him the radio mes
sage form. The Italian read it quickly, 
shook his head, and gave it to the 
colonel. Ryan's hand stole to the trig
ger of the Schmeisser as the colonel 
read the message. 

The colonel said, "Gruppenfuehrer 
Dietrich?" shrugged, and returned the 
message form to the Italian. The Ital
ian shook his head again and said 
something to Klement. Klement wet 
his lips and spoke insistently to the 
Italian. The Italian lost his temper 
and began berating Klement. 

The colonel's manner underwent an 
abrupt change. He silenced the Ital

ian with a curt word and took the mes
sage form from him, scrawled something 
on it and thrust it at the dispatcher. 

The dispatcher nodded reluctantly, 
then stalked angrily from the office. 

The colonel shook hands with Klem
ent. When he turned to leave, he 
smiled at Ryan, then stopped and 
spoke to him. Ryan came to attention 
again. The colonel had asked him a 
question. Ryan caught the word "wo." 
He knew it meant "where." The colonel 
must have asked where he was from. 

"Hamburg, Herr Oberst," Ryan said, 
pronouncing the words carefully. 

Costanzo blanched, and the colonel's 
jaw dropped. He stared at Ryan for 
a moment, then suddenly threw back 
his shoulders and roared with laughter. 
Wiping the tears from his eyes, he 
spoke a few words and patted Ryan on 
the back before leaving. 

Klement and Costanzo conferred 
with the dispatcher, who was checking 
traffic reports and making phone calls. 
At last the dispatcher handed Klement 
his orders. 

As soon as they were outside, Cos
tanzo turned to Ryan with a look of 
dismay. "It's bad, Cuhnel," he said. 
"They're routing us to Milan, but things 
are so jammed up they can't give us 
an engine and crew until after five." 

"We'll try to work out something 
when we get back to the car," Ryan 
said. "Padre, what was that all about 
when the colonel talked to me back 
there?" 

"Ah thought we'd had it for sure. He 
asked you where a magnificent German 
soldier like you would like to serve, in 
Italy or on the Eastern front. And you 
said Hamburg." 

"What was that he said at the last?" 
"If the Third Reich had ten thou

sand like you in Italy, we would drive 
the enemy into the sea," Costanzo an
swered, grinning. 

When they reached the train, Ryan 
said, "We're moving out. To Milan." 

Fincham stared incredulously. 
"Only one catch to it," Ryan said. 

"Not until after five.'' 
"Let's get the last three Krauts as 

soon as we get moving. Then we'll at 
least have the whole train.'' 

It was five twenty-five before the train 
was out of the station and moving 

into open country. When they had 
killed the guard on the third car from 
the end and replaced him with a pris
oner, Ryan no longer needed to look 
at his watch to know that dawn was 
near. A narrow edge of gray suffused 
the eastern horizon. 

"In a few minutes, it'll be ligM 
enough to see," Ryan said. "We'll 
have to get the last two without stop
ping to get one into a car. And hope 
we can get 'em inside before we hit a 
town. Keep right behind me. As soon 
as I get the next one, you go on by and 
knock off the last man. Let's go." 

Before Ryan's man had stopped 
struggling, Fincham crept by in a 
crouch. Ryan arranged the body so it 
would not roll from the car and crawled 
after Fincham. When he reached the 
Englishman, the last guard was al
ready sprawled at his feet. 

Fincham leaped into the air and 
clicked his heels. "Finito!" he cried. 

They shook hands solemnly. The 
guards were all dead now. Every one. 
They controlled the train. 

Far up ahead was a sprawling hud
dle of indistinct buildings. 

"Modena!" Ryan exclaimed. "We 
really made time." And he pitched 
the dead German from the train. 

"What the devil !"  Fincham cried. 
"See you later," Ryan called back, 

running forward toward the engine. 
He pounded over the cars, jumping 

from one to the other without break
ing stride. He leaped to the locomotive 
tender, shouting. Costanzo, the en
gineer and the fireman all stared. 

"Halt! Halt!" Ryan cried, gesturing 
violently toward the rear. "Mein Kam
erad . . .  gefallen!" 

Costanzo, responding quickly, told 
the engineer to stop the train. The 
Italian, who knew no more German 
than Ryan, understood Ryan's words 
and gestures without translation and 
was already bringing the train to a halt. 
Ryan motioned Costanzo to join him. 

"Tell the engineer to back up, one of 
the guards fell off. When you see my 



signal, tell him to stop. And then ;::et 
him away from the window so he can't 
�PC what's going on." 

Costanzo norlded. Fincham was run
ning forward on top of the cars and 
Ryan trotted to meet him. 

"Get on back. When we stop, shove 
I he last Kraut off," he told Fincham 
when the train started backing. "Then 
:::et down fast and get both of 'E'm in
side cars. I want our men on top in a 
hurry. Come on back to the command
er's car after they're in place." 

When the end of the train neared 
· 

the body by the tracks, Ryan 
t u rned and signaled to Costanzo. The 
t rain stopped almost immediately. Mo
nwnts later, anothE'r body came tum
bling to the ground. Fincham scrambled 
down aftE'r it. He slid over the door of 
t. he car nE'xt to last and tossed it inside. 
He did the same at the last car with 
tlw rt>main i ng German. 

Ryan went hack to the locomotive. 
Costanzo was standing in the wi ndow 
of the cab. the engi neer was leaning 
a;.:ainst the t encl<'r and both he and 
the fireman were smoking. 

" " l-Ie �:elihes En�losen cigarelten ." 
Costanzo said with a nod toward the 
engineer. "lch el!lold him wir from der 
f.'n;:losen 1/eloo/:en dem.'" 

"Mein Dt>ulsch ist better gelten." 
Ryan said. · · fch Du geunderstanden." 

Fincham was approaching the head 
of the train. "How ist our Kamcrad?" 
Ryan called. 

"'Kaput." Fincham replied. 
Kaput was a familiar word to the en

t.:ineer. He clucked his tongue and 
crossed himself. Costanzo crossed him
self. too. An expression of pleased 
surprise lit the engineer's face. ''Catto
lirn? " he asked. 

"Si." Costanzo replied. 
Motioning Costanzo to follow, Ryan 

d ropped to the ;.:round. Fincham was 
at the door of the commander's car. 

"They're all ours now, Pa(lre," Ryan 
said. looking hack along the train. "Get 
back in the cab and find out as much 
as you can about how the ltt>s run their 
railroads. It might come in handy.'' 

Costanzo went hack to the engine, 
and Ryan and Fincham climbed into 
t he comrnanclcr's car. Klement was on 
his hack. Rnorin:;!. Stein sat wearily at 
the table, bleary eyed and stubble
chinned. The whistle blew and the 
t w in beg-an moving. Ryan sat down 
at the table. studying the map and the 
route ordf'r Costanzo had given him. 

"We checl; in  at Parma," he said. 
"At the rate we're going, it  shouldn't 
fake more than forty minutes or so. 
We'll be in Milan in three, four hours, 
even with stops. That means we'll be 
heading back for Verona and the Bren
ner Pass with lots of daylight left. And 
t he Krauts may still be holding those 
rPiief troops in Verona to take over." 

" Bi t  sticky, that,'' Fincham said. 
"But supposing we got orders to lay 

over somewhere and not get to Milan 
before dark?" Ryan continued. 

"Another wi reless chit?" 
" I t  worked once. No reason it won't 

again. Al l  we need's a halfway plausi
ble reason for the lay-over." 

Fincham studiPd t he map. "It's 
bloody deep in I taly, isn't it? We'll 
have our work cut out for us making 
our way back to our own chaps." 

"I was thinking that," Ryan said. 
Something in Ryan's tone made 

Fincham eye him speculatively. 
"A thousand British and American 

officers right in the big middle of Italy. 
The civilian population might be friend
ly enough, but the country's swarming 
with Krauts. We couldn't expect much 
help from the Italians." 

Ryan traced a l i ne on the map with 
his forefinger. 

''Swib:erland?" Fincham exclaimed. 
"Train and all," Ryan said calmly. 
"You're quite mad, you know." 
"When we reach Milan, the Uf{icio 

Mouimento won't know what the hell 
we're supposed to be doing except what 
we tell 'em. Our order from Bologna 
just clears us to there. It doesn't say 
what for.'' 

"They're expecting us in Verona." 
"All they know is the train was held 

up at Bologna and rerouted. Until they 
hear from Milan, they won't know 
when to expect us. It's a hundred and 
fifty kilometers from Milan to Verona. 
A hundred and sixty to Tirano, where 
we cross into Switzerland. Are you 
with me?" 

"I'm with you, right enough," Fin
cham growled. "You're bloody difficult 
at times, but you're an absolute smash
er when there's work to be done." 

"Exactly my sentiments about you, 
Colonel Fincham." 

Ryan sent for Costanzo and had him 
shave his heavy whiskers. He told 

him of his decision to go to Switzerland. 
"You thing it's possible, Cuhnel?" 
"It's no milk run, but we've got a 

fighting chance. I'll need your help. 
You're the only one who speaks both 
German and Italian well." 

"Ah'll do my best, Cuhnel." 
By the time Costanzo finished shav

ing, Ryan had told him what was want
Pel from the Parma dispatcher. They 
prepared a new radio message form in
structing them not to arrive in Milan 
before eight that night. 

The message further instructed them 
to make their delay en route at some 
point away from main stations and 
heavily populated areas to minimize 
the risk of the prisoners communicating 
with the civilian population. 

Costanzo was to explain to the dis
patcher that they were scheduled to 
pick up more prisoners in M ilan and 
that the new prisoners would not reach 
the station until after seven. He was 
to add, in strict confidence, that the 
real reason was that a personal ship
ment from a high SS officer would not 
be ready until then. 

The engineer was waiting for them 
in the Uf{icio Mouimentn. He greeted 
Costanzo warmly although it had been 
only half an hour since they had last 
been together. He had already re
ceived instructions as far as Piacenza, a 
major rail junction a little less than 
half the distance to M ilan, but when 
Costanzo presented his radio message 
and explained his command,·r's needs, 

the engineer support l'd him w i t h  en
thusiasm. 

"I had no idea you were so cozy with 
the engineer," Ryan said when they 
were returning to the train with orders 
permitting them to make a nine-hour 
halt before Piacenza. 

Costanzo grinned. "Maurizio told 
me confidentially that he hasn't any 
use for most Tedeschi. He says I'm 
more l i ke an Italian than a German. "  

A s  soon a s  the train left the outskirts 
of Parma, Ryan opened the car door. 
It  was a fine, clear morning. 

"Makes me feel guilty about the guys 
locked in back there," said Stein, fil l ing 
his lungs. 

"They'll all be out in the open in a 
few minutes," Ryan said. "\Vhen we 
get to the siding, I'm going- to let e\'ery
body out for a few hours. Fi ncham, be
fore I do, we've got to be damn sure 
they know what's expected of them." 

Together they worked out the detail,. 
of the stop. 

CHAPTER SIX 
THE siding into which the train backed 
twenty minutes later was but a single 
dead-end track, rusty with disuse, be
side the rectangular outline of a con
crete-block foundation where once a 
warehouse or factory had stood. Across 
the main line, to the west, was a long, 
sloping meadow, bounded a quarter of 
a mile away by a highway. In the dis
tance, stood a small village. 

The fireman was uncoupling the 
tender from the first car and Costanzo 
was on his way back to the command
er's car when Ryan d ropped to the 
ground. 

"What's going on?" he demanded i n  
a low voice. 

"The locomotive's leaving us," Cos
tanzo said. "The engineer said they 
can't let a locomotive sit here idle all 
day. Another one from Piacenza is 
supposed to pick us up at five-thirty." 

"Hadn't planned on that, had you, 
Ryan?" Fincham asked. 

"I don't know that it matters," Ryan 
said. "Unless there's a foul-up and 
we're stuck here." 

He gazed along the two-hundred
fifty-yard stretch of laden boxcars from 
which twenty-three anxious men lookc•d 
at him expectantly, awaiting orders. 

"In that case, we'll have to go back 
to our original plan and head for the 
hills," he continued. "And lose too 
many of those men back there. But 
we'll cross that bridge when we come t o  
i t .  Colonel, g o  down the l i n e  and tell 
the men on the cars to get down and 
form up outside our car." Turning back 
to Costanzo, he said, "Padre, I'm afraid 
you'll have to put off sleeping a while 
longer. When I've got the men briefed, 
I want you to take a party up to t hat 
village ahead and locate water ami dig
ging tools." 

The men from "the car tops gathered l 
around asking questions. R 

"At ease, gentlemen," Ryan said after 6 
allowing them a moment to stretch 0 
their legs and ease their tensions in S 
talk. "The sooner we get this over with, y 
the sooner the others can get out of 
those cars." 139 
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The men fell silent and waited for 
him to continue. 

"It took real courage for you to put 
on German uniforms and sit on those 
cars," Ryan said. "I commend you_." 

He gave them the instructions he had 
discussed earlier with Fincham and 
deployed them along the train, a man 
to each car. At his signal, they slid 
back the doors. The men spewed out, 
cramped and stiff from their hours of 
crowded confinement, to stretch and 
blink in the sun. 

With Fincham at his side, Ryan ad
dressed them. They listened attentive
ly, with mixed resentment, curiosity 
and grudging respect. 

"We're fifty or sixty miles from Mi
lan," he said. "We're stopping here for 
the day so we can get there after dark. 
You will take food and what articles 
you'll need for the next few hours into 
the field with you. You will conduct 
yourselves as if still under guard by 
Germans who will shoot without hesi
tation. You men in German uniform 
will conduct yourselves as if you were 
disciplined German soldiers. Do not 
fraternize with the others in any way. 

"You will remain together in your 
boxcar groups. Fires are permitted if 
you can find fuel in your immediate 
area, but there will be no straggling 
away from your groups. Padre Cos
tanzo will be taking a detail to the vil
lage ahead for spades and water. A la
trine will be dug. When you're set
tled in, eat well and get some rest." 

Within an hour, latrines had been 
dug and men from each boxcar 

had gone into the village to fill water 
bottles and canteens for their compan
ions. The men spread out across the 
meadow, maintaining several yards' dis
tance between groups. They sprawled 
on the ground, eating and smoking, en
joying the luxury of space and clean 
air. The British, as usual, brewed tea 
over little fires of twigs and grasses. 

When he was satisfied that the men 
were comfortably settled, Ryan went 
back to the commander's car. 

There he stretched out on Pleschke's 
sleeping bag and was asleep within 
m1nutes. After lunch, Fincham lay 
down and Ryan remained awake. Cos
tanzo and Stein slept. 

At three, he awakened Costanzo and 
called him into conference with him
self and Fincham. 

"We've got to brief Klement on what 
to say at Milan," Ryan said. "Once 
we're past Milan, we should be able to 
make it to Tirano before Verona starts 
worrying." 

"Ah'm afraid it won't be that easy, 
Cuhnel," Costanzo said. "Ah talked 
with the engineer like you asked. We 
can't go north out of Milan without 
orders. The switching is centrally con
trolled and the train goes the way they 
throw the switch at the control board." 

"Let's have a look at that map again," 
said Ryan. He studied it a moment. 
"Look here," he said. "Here's Monza, 
just north of Milan. Seven, eight miles. 
If we had an excuse to go there, we'd 
have to go on a little farther to this 
junction, Carnate, to head back for the 

Verona line through Bergamo. They 
must have manual switches at a little 
station like Carnate. Supposing we 
kept going on the main line out of 
Carnate instead of heading back?" 

"They'd still know at Milan, Cuhnel. 
When a train passes a station, the dis
patcher reports it to the station before 
and the one after. By telegraph." 

"In that case, if we can just bluff our 
way to Monza, I don't think there'll be 
any problem," Ryan said. "At least, not 
about getting on the northbound line." 

Soon Ryan and Costanzo sat down to 
work out a radio order to present to the 
Milan U{ficio M ovimento. 

"This time, instead of a pickup, we'll 
say we're making a delivery," Ryan 
said. "Putting off a consignment for 
Gruppenfuehrer Dietrich at Monza." 

It was after four when Ryan finished 
working out the details of the radio 
message and drilling Klement in his 
duties at Milan. 

Outside in the meadow, the men were 
restless and inclined to wander aim
lessly from group to group. The men 
in German uniform were finding it dif
ficult to keep them under control. 

· "We better get 'em back inside," 
Ryan said. "The locomotive'll be here 
in another hour." 

"If the bloody ltes haven't simply 
forgotten us," Fincham said. 

"Not much chance of that, Colonel. 
Go on out and re-form the men. I've 
got a few things I want to go over with 
Costanzo. Have the guards count 'em. 
I want to be sure every man is where 
he belongs. And Colonel, see if you can 
find me a good radio man who under
stands German, and an engineer who's 
had experience cutting wire." 

An hour later, the locomotive coupled 
on. Fincham was waiting for Ryan with 
a sharp-faced little Italian in a train
man's uniform. He had a narrow head 
and a Hitler mustache. There was a 
black mourning band on his arm. When 
Ryan and his group drew near, the 
Italian gave a Fascist salute and cried, 
"Heil Hitler!" 

Ryan returned the salute. 
The engineer said something and left. 
"We leave in five minutes," Costan-

zo said. "Cleared through to Milan." 

Ryan went into the commander's car. 
A man in German uniform was 

tinkering with the radio. 
"Lieutenant Heinke," Fincham said. 

"One of yours." 
The man turned to face Ryan. "Gus 

Heinke, sir," he said. 
"How's your German, Lieutenant?" 

Ryan demanded. 
"Good, sir. We spoke it at home in 

Texas," Heinke said. 
"Would a Kraut think you're really 

a German?" 
"I doubt it, sir. I'm third generation. 

I guess the way we speak it's a little 
different from in the old country." 

"You know how to operate that ra
dio? Just the receiver, I mean?'' 

"I'm figuring it out, sir. It's not much 
different from ours." 

"When you get it figured, see what 
you can pick up. Let me know if there's 
anything about us. There won't be any 

reason there should be for a while, but 
keep listening anyhow." 

"It'll be like looking for a needle in a 
hapstack, Colonel. Trying to find the 
frequency they'd be operating on." 

"I know, Lieutenant. But if you 
stumble over any German communica
tions out of Verona, just lock onto that 
frequency." 

"Verona. Yes, sir." 
Ryan turned to Fincham. "You got 

that engineer on our car, Colonel?" 
"A sapper," Fincham said. "One of 

mine. OR. But a wizard at his job." 

The train backed into Milan at eight
fifteen after delays at Piacf'nza and 

a smaller station. Klement was dan
gerously close to nervous collapse at the 
prospect of having to visit the Milan 
Ufficio Movimento with Ryan. 

"Padre, you better do the talking in 
there. Tell the dispatcher the Herr 
Kommandant isn't feeling well." 

Directly across from the commander's 
car was a long line of German soldiers 
being served hot soup from a steaming 
kettle presided over by two women 
wearing Fascist-party armbands. 

The Ufficio M ovimento was teeming 
with activity and they had to wait for 
a dispatcher. The feisty little engineer 
was in a friendly mood and chatted 
with Costanzo while they waited. 

"He's going all the way to Verona 
with us, he says," Costanzo reported. 

Klement was noticeably pale and 
kept wetting his lips. When a dispatch
er was free, Ryan had Costanzo present 
the radio message and request to be 
routed to Monza, as ordered by SS 
headquarters in Rome. The dispatcher 
read the message without changing ex
pression. After a few minutes' study, 
he wrote out a train order. 

Costanzo took it from the dispatcher 
and handed it to Klement. "Alles ist in 
Ordnung, Herr Kommandant," he said, 
stepping back to salute. 

Klement nodded vaguely. 
The dispatcher and engineer looked 

at each other, then at Costanzo. 
"Malato," Costanzo said with a def

erential nod at the major. 
The engineer shook his head and 

clucked sympathetically. Costanzo re· 
trieved the order from Klement's hand, 
studied it, and gave it to the new engi
neer. The engineer read it, shoved it 
in his pocket, and left them. 

"We'll be here another hour and a 
half, Cuhnel," Costanzo said. "What 
does that do to us?" 

"It's only nine," Ryan said. "That'll 
give us over seven hours to make it to 
Tirano before dawn, and Tirano's only 
a hundred miles. Time's not the prob· 
lem. The problem's getting to Tirano 
before we're missed." 

Ryan took Klement's arm and was 
guiding him across the busy platform 
when, from a few feet ahead of them, a 
voice cried, "Hubertus! "  

Klement looked up, shaken from his 
stupor, as a smiling officer in the black 
uniform of an SS Obersturmfuehrer 
stepped toward him, a hand out
stretched in greeting. Shielded by 
Klement's body, Ryan pushed him to
ward the SS man with his Schmeisser. 



Klement reached out and clasped the 
outstretched hand and gave it one 
quick, limp shake. The smile died on 
the SS officer's face. 

"Hubertus," he said anxiously, peer
ing into Klement's face, "was ist los? 
Bist Du krank?" 

Costanzo looked helplessly at Ryan. 
"Was ist los, Hubertus?" the SS offi

cer said more sharply. "Was machst 
Du hier im Norden?" 

Klement's lips moved but no sound 
came out. The SS man took Klement 
by the arm and turned his attention to 
Ryan, speaking with quick, demanding 
authority. Ryan took refuge in coming 
to attention. Costanzo came to his res
cue, speaking very carefully and eco
nomically, telling the SS officer the 
Herr Kommandant was ill. 

The Obersturmfuehrer appeared sat
isfied with the explanation but Ryan 
saw that, as the German listened to 
Costanzo, he was studying him. The 
German's eyes lingered for a moment 
on Costanzo, then quickly-too quickly 
-looked away and, with feigned disin
tecest, gave Ryan the same scrutiny. 

"Ach, so," he said with a sigh. · ''Gute 
Besserung. Hubertus." He took Klem
ent's flaccid hand, gave it a shake, and 
left them, walking slowly. 

"Take Klement back to the train," 
Ryan said urgently. "I'll be there as 
quick as I can." 

Failing in behind a knot of passers
by, he hurried after the black-clad 

officer. He did not like the way the SS 
man walked with such elaborate casual
ness. Far down the platform, dimly 
visibly in the eerie glow of a purplish 
blackout light, was a German soldier 
with the silver breastplate of a military 
policeman dangling from his neck. It 
was toward this soldier that Klement's 
friend seemed to be going. 

The officer approached a long rank 
of racks holding row upon row of stor
age batteries. As he drew almost 
abreast of an opening between the 
racks, Ryan hurried forward and 
reached him just as he arrived at the 
opening. With a sudden lunge, Ryan 
shouldered him into the opening. 

The SS man gave a cry of surprise 
and annoyance and struggled to regain 
his balance. He turned as he stumbled 
back between the racks, opening his 
mouth· to cry out when he saw Ryan, 
but the barrel of Ryan's Schmeisser was 
already crashing against his neck. The 
German fell to his knees with a gasp. 
Stooping, Ryan bundled him farther 
back among the racks and quietly 
strangled him. 

He crouched over the German a mo
ment, breathing heavily, then dragged 
the body as far back among the battery 
racks as he could. 

Fincham and Costanzo were waiting 
at the door of the commander's car. 

"We thought you'd had it for fair," 
said Fincham. "What happened?" 

"That friend of Klement's," Ryan 
said. "He smelled something. So I had 
to kill him." 

Heinke was still working tirelessly at 
the radio, without results. "There's a 
lot of radio traffic, Colonel. Most of it 

coded. If I do stumble onto Verona, I 
might not know what I'm getting." 

"You picking up anything out of 
Rome?" Ryan asked. 

"Plenty,- sir. Voice and code. But 
nothing that amounts to anything." 

Ryan put Stein to work lettering 
"DIETRICH, W. E. GRUPPENFUEHRER, 
SS," on half a dozen of Klement's 
boxes. 

The train left Milan at ten thirty-five 
and fourteen minutes later was in 
Monza. 

"What's your man's name?" Ryan 
asked Fincham. "The one on our car?" 

"Evans," said Fincham. 

Ryan climbed to the top of the car 
and ordered Evans to get down on 

the offside and cut the telegraph lines 
a quarter-mile ahead. 

"You've got ten minutes," he said. 
Returning to the car, Ryan had 

Fincham and Heinke help him unload 
the six boxes for Gruppenfuehrer Die
trich and then found an Italian station 
man to take them in charge. Costanzo 
told the Italian that Gruppenfuehrer 
Dietrich would send for his shipment 
in the morning and demanded a receipt. 

Evans was back at his post when. 
Ryan returned. "Everything go okay?" 
Ryan asked. 

Evans nodded. 
"Good work. Know anything about 

railroad switches?" 
Evans nodded again. 
"When we stop at the next station, 

climb down and cut the wires from the 
station control. Can you do it with 
your bayonet?" 

"Aye, sir." 
"Set the switch manually to take us 

north if it's not already that way. Then 
get up ahead and cut the telegraph 
lines and get back here on the double." 

Ryan sent the cab guard back to join 
Fincham in the commander's car and 
climbed up with Costanzo. The engi
neer was glad to see Costanzo but puz
zled at the presence of two Germans 
in his cab. 

It was eleven-sixteen when they 
reached the junction at Carnate. Ryan 
waited, listening. When he heard Evans 
returning on the offside of the train, he 
dropped from the cab and caught up 
with him at the commander's car. 

"Okay?" he asked. 
"Done, sir." 
Ryan crawled over the coupling and 

went into the commander's car. 
"Fincham," he said, keeping his voice 

too low for the German on the platform 
to hear, "we're ready to switch north. 
When we leave the station, get on the 
last car. We'll be stopping right after 
that. Throw the switch back the other 
way, so if anybody looks they'll think 
we switched for Bergamo. Then hang 
on until we stop again a few miles up 
the line. I'll meet you at our car." 

He returned to the cab to find the 
engineer chatting with Costanzo. 

"Tell him we're going north, Padre," 
Ryan said in English. "If he does as 
he's ordered, he won't get hurt." 

Costanzo was startled by Ryan's use 
of English. And the engineer was dum
founded. The fireman lonked up from 

his shovel, his dull, pleasant face 
creased in a puzzled frown. 

"You can talk English now, Padre," 
Ryan said. "We're making our move. 
He's got to know who we are." 

When Costanzo told him what Ryan 
had said, the engineer folded his arms, 
spat on the floor, and shook his head 
violently. Ryan slapped him with his 
open hand, knocking him back against 
the tender. The fireman shrank back 
against the far side of the cab. Ryan 
jerked the engineer to his feet. 

"Tell him he's got thirty seconds to 
make up his mind whether he want<s to 
live or die." 

Costanzo translated. 
"Tell the engineer to start rolling," 

Ryan said. "When the last car's past 
the switch, stop." 

The train rolled forward a few hun
dred yards and stopped. Ryan leaned 
out of the cab and looked back. A brief 
stab of light from Fincham's flash
light told him the switch was thrown. 

"Start him again," Ryan said. 
They rode on in silence. 
After ten minutes, Ryan said, "Tell 

him to stop." 
The train slowed to a halt. 
Ryan met Fincham outside the com

mander's car. 
"What's the drill, Herr Oberst?'' 

Fincham aslied. 
"Help me get the men off the cars 

and back inside. I want everybody out 
of German uniform except Evans and 
the men in our car." 

"Off the cars?'' Fincham demanded. 
"As of now, we're not a prison train 

ruiy more, Colonel. We're empties 
heading for Sondrio to pick up freight." 

The air grew colder as the train bur
rowed deeper into the night and the 
high country, pinned between Como on 
one side and the towering Gri�ne on 
the other. The engineer maintained a 
righteous silence, staring straight ahead 
into the narrow beam escaping from an 
opening in the blue-coated headlight. 

Ryan leaned back against the side of 
the cab and huddled into his German 
greatcoat. He closed his eyes in brief 
surrender to fatigue. 

A cry from Costanzo jarred him to 
full wakefulness. "Cuhnel ! ThPre's a 
flare up ahead!" 

CHAPTER SEVEN 
THE engineer hit the brakes anrl the 
train began sliding, metal gripping 
against metal. When it stopped, 
Fincham came running up with Klem
ent, who was buttoning his tunic over 
his paunch. 

"Padre," said Ryan, "tell Klement, 
if he's questioned, he's on his way to 
Sondrio to pick up a special shipment. 
He's under orders not to divulge what 
it is because it would jeopardize Swiss 
neutrality. If they ask for orders, he's 
to say they're back in the command car 
and he'll send you for them. You start l 
back, then take off like a bird. R 

"Padre, tell the engineer to get mov- 8 
ing," Ryan continued. "Slow. As soon 0 
as we're close enough to see what that S 
is up there, stop." y 

The train crept toward the flare. The 
splash of red deepened and expanded 141  
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as they approached, spilling out over 
the nearby waters of the lake in a 
shadow-edged pool of blood. A bulky 
mass took shape astride the tracks, 
bathed in red by the glow of the flare. 

"Panzer!" Klement grunted. 
The train stopped. 
The barrel of the tank's eighty-eight

millimeter gun was clearly outlined 
against the crimson li�ht. The turret 
was facing almost directly down the 
tracks. Two helmeted figures detached 
themselves from the shadow of the tank 
and ran toward the engine. 

When they neared the locomotive, 
the engineer made a sudden move

ment and called out. Ryan whirled, the 
Schmeisser at shoulder level. The short 
barrel caught the Italian across the 
bridge of the nose and he fell to the 
floor. 

"Tell Klement to ask them what they 
want. He knows what he's supposed to 
say if they ask questions." 

The Germans were at the engine now, 
looking up into the crowded cab. 

"They say there's a dangerous cross
ing up ahead. Italian bandits tried to 
blow up the road and railway bridges. 
The track's not damaged, but they're 
afraid the trestle won't hold the weight 
of the train." 

"Have Klement tell 'em the train's 
empty and should be light enough to 
make it. We've got an important pickup 
in Sondrio." 

The soldier listened respectfully to 
Klement. "He says it's too dangerous," 
Costanzo translated. "But if the major 
insists, he must obey." 

The sergeant returned to the tank. 
The two soldiers had already climbed 
inside and now started backing the 
tank from the tracks. Fincham saun
tered to the cab and handed a cigarette 
up to Ryan. 

"Has Heinke come up with any
thing?" Ryan asked. 

"He's identified SS headquarters 
transmissions from Rome. Some coded, 
some not." 

"If he hears anything I ought to 
know, shine a light toward the cab." 

''Righty-ho." 
'"Soon's the Feldwebel give the go

ahead, we're moving on." 
"Risky business. that railway bridge." 
Costanzo propped the engineer against 

the tender in a sitting position and 
wiped the blood from his face. The 
fireman continued his stoking. 

"He may have a broken nose, but he 
won't die from it, Padre," Ryan said. 
"Get him on his feet and tell him to 
move us out. Tell him to take it slow, 
and if he feels the bridge going, to throw 
her into reverse. Then you get back to 
the front of the second car and stand 
by to uncouple if it looks necessary." 

The train moved forward. There was 
a soldier standing guard on the trestle 
when they reached it. 

The locomotive inched onto the tres
tle. The span seemed sturdy enough 
but it creaked and groaned, and when 
it took the full weight of the heavy en
gine, it gave off sharp, cracking sounds 
like pistol shots. Though the engineer 
had not understood the conversation 

about the bridge, the situation was ob
vious to him. He held his breath and 
nursed the lumbering engine along the 
trestle as if leading a kitten by a 
string. The span sagged noticeably 
when they reached the center and the 
fireman looked up from the firebox in 
panic. Past the center, the trestle 
seemed firmer. 

Then they were on solid ground 
again. The fireman crossed himself. 
The boxcars, much lighter than the 
engine, rolled across safely. The mid
dle cars were still on the trestle when 
Costanzo came crawling back to the cab. 

"Have a good pray, Padre?" Ryan 
asked him. 

"Couldn't you tell from the results, 
Cuhnel?" Costanzo said. 

Ryan looked at the luminous dial of 
his watch. "I make us about twelve, 
fifteen miles from Colico. Another forty
five or less to Tirano. It's one-thirteen 
now, which ought to put us at Tirano 
by three at the latest. Gives us a three
hour spread before dawn." 

The locomotive rolled on between 
Como and the Grigne, now moving 
easily, now toiling up the shoulder of 
a slope leaning down toward the lake. 
Ryan had the engineer slow the train 
so they would not overrun the junction. 
Ryan and Costanzo spied the dividing 
tracks almost simultaneously. When 
the train stopped, Ryan sent Costanzo 
back to the commander's car. 

"Send Evans up ahead to make sure 
the Sondrio switch is open for us. And 
tell Colonel Fincham to get up here." 

In a moment, Evans trotted by the 
engine and Fincham came hurrying 
along behind him. "What's the drill?" 

"We're on our final approach," Ryan 
said. "About forty miles to go.'' 

"What will you do at Tirano?" 
"That's what I wanted to see you 

about. We'll stop at the station and 
have Klement call the station guards to 
his car. Then we'll cut the lines in and 
out of the station before we go on. 
Tirano's not right on the border. We'll 
slow down at the checkpoint on the 
border as if we're stopping, then barrel 
on across before they can get a rail 
block up." 

Evans returned to report that the 
track to Sondrio was open. 

"We'll be moving on then," said 
Ryan. "How's Klement holding up?" 

"The bloody bugger's sleeping like a 
baby. What'll we do with him after 
Tirano?" 

"Shove him out with the engineer." 

They ran smoothly between the high
way and the River Adda in the 

broad valley of the Valtellina. 
It was three-forty when they reached 

the outskirts of Sondrio. Minutes later, 
they glided through the station. The 
town was completely dark. 

"We'll be in Tirano in half an hour," 
Ryan said. "We'll stop the train be
fore we get in and I'll sneak up ahead 
for a look." 

The engineer began singing to him
self in a raspy, nasal voice. 

"What's he so cheerful about all of a 
sudden?" Ryan demanded. "A few min
utes ago, he wa< ,.:> damn spittin' mad." 

"Ah don't know," said Costanzo. 
"Maybe he's decided Switzerland might 
not be so bad." 

"I don't like it. He doesn't want to 
see us make it." 

The engineer kept singing. Once, he 
turned to stare at Ryan with a curiously 
smug expression on his battered face. 

"He knows something we don't. And 
I wish to hell I knew what it was." 

Suddenly the steady throb of the 
engine stopped and the train lost speed. 

"What's going on?" Ryan demanded, 
seizing the engineer. 

The engineer said nothing. 
"Padre, find out why the engine's 

stopped. And tell him to start it up." 
The train was coasting and losing 

speed. The engineer pointed at the wa
ter gauge. There was no water level. 

"He says we're out of water." 
The engineer unleashed a spate of 

words, his voice full of triumph. 
"He's been releasing water since 

Colico," Costanzo said. "Something 
about priming the injectors, as near as 
Ah can make out." 

The train slowed to a halt, hung 
poised a moment on the grade, then 
began rolling back. The engineer hit 
the brakes. 

They were enveloped in chill dark
ness and a tense, penetrating silence, 
the locomotive and its twenty-four cars 
pinned to the long grade by its brakes, 
like a worm rigid in death on a mount
ing board. 

To the north was the Swiss border 
and refuge, as inaccessible behind its 
bastion of mountains as if it were a 
continent away. To the south lay all 
of Italy, a vast enemy camp. Soon men 
would be probing the main lines and 
sidings, searching for the missing train. 
But ten miles ahead, rails pierced the 
mountains. Ten miles away lay free
dom, receding now with every minute. 

WJhat do we do now, Cuhnel?" Cos
W tanzo asked. "Start walking?" 

Before Ryan could answer, Fincham 
came running up. "What's up?" he de
manded. "Why've we stopped here?'' 

"We're out of water," said Ryan. 
"The engineer ran us out of water. 
Come on back to the car, where it's 
warm. Padre, tell the engineer and the 
fireman to come along." 

Klement was sleeping and Stein and 
Evans were sitting at the table drink
ing coffee. Heinke was at the radio. 

Ryan bent over the map with Fin
cham. "I make us about here," he said, 
pointing to a spot three miles east of 
Sonclrio. "That puts us about five, six 
miles from the nearest border point. 
About twelve from Tirano." 

"It's only oh-three-hundred hours," 
Fincham said, studying the map. "We'll 
simply spread out and try for the bor
der in small groups." 

"Spread out where, Colonel? We're 
in a furmel-mountains to the south and 
mountains to the north and the valley 
getting narrower and narrower up 
ahead. And if we go back, we're that 
much farther away from the border." 

" What else is there to do, Ryan?" 
Fincham demanded. 

"Tirano's still our only real chance," 



.Ryan said. "We're close to Sondrio. 
I'm going back there and try to steal a 
water truck. I'm taking Padre with 

· me. I may need an interpreter. Send 
Evans a quarter of a mile back and, 
Captain Stein the same distance ahead. 
If they hear a train coJDing, they (l8D 
flag it d_own before it rams into us. If 
they spot a Kraut patrol, they're to get 
back here on the double. Either way, I 
want you to let the men out of the cars 
and start 'em for the border if I'm not 
back in an hour. 

"And Lieutenant Heinke, you keep 
listening out on that SS frequency," 
Ryan went on. "If you hear anything 
that sounds like they're on to us, tell 
Colonel F:incham immediately." 

Though he was bone-tired and ached 
in every joint, Ryan maintained 

such a rapid pace that Costanzo had to 
trot to keep up with him. ,They had 
been walking only a few minutes when 
a :figure stepped froin the darkness 
alongside the tracks. 

"Buon giorno, amici," the newcomer 
said pleasantly. "Dove andate?" 

Ryan covered him immediately with 
his Schmeisser and motioned Costanzo 
to approach the man. Costanzo spoke 
to the Italian, but before he could step 
aside, the Italian whistled and a dozen 
men came running out of the darkness 
to surround them. 

Ryan made an involuntary movement 
with the Schmeisser, then lowered it. 
He could not possibly get them all. The 
Italian thrust his face close to Ryan's, 
no longer deferential and pleasant but 
harshly demanding. 

"He's taking us back to the train to 
see for himself," Costanzo whispered. 
"If we try to warn our comrades, he'll 
kill .. us. 

"It doesn't :figure," Ryan whispered. 
"Inglesil" the Italian blurted. show

ing his teeth in an incredulous grin. 
"Americani," Ryan said calmly. 
The Italian grabbed his hand and 

pumped it, then embraced Costanzo. 
"Amico," he said. "Fren'." 
"Give h� the story," Ryan told 

Costanzo. "Find out what he's up to." 
"Some of his men are from around 

here and some slipped back over the 
border after the capitulation," Costanzo 
explained. · "They're operating against 
the Fascists and Germans up here until 
th_ey decide whether to work their way 
south or go on over to the Brenner 
area. Everything's too unsettled now. 
They need weapons and explosives. 
And a radio." 

. 

"Are they the ones who tried to blow 
up the bridge out of Lecco?" 

The Italian nodded. 
"Find out if he can get us some water 

and if he knows the Tirano area." 
The Italian had two trucks and 

twenty-one more men just off the high
way. He would send men back to Son
drio to steal a tank truck. 

"He can tell you whatever you want 
to know about Tirano," Costanzo said. 
"H13 knows it very well." 

"Tell him to come on back to the 
train with us," Ryan said. "We can 
talk it over there. I want Fincham to 
know we've got water coming." 

The Italian gave an otder and his 
men faded into the night. 

The train was park. "Back so soon?" 
Fincham demanded when Ryan's face 
appeared in the car door. 

Ryan climbed in, followed by Cos
tanzo and the Italian. "We found a 
friend," Ryan said. 

The Italian moved to the radio and 
fondled it. His eyes lingered · on the 
rifles Fincham had stacked at one end 
of the car, and then on Klement's boxes 
and bundles. 

"He wants the radio and the rifles 
and whatever else his men can use 
against the Fascists," Costanzo said. 

"Everything but the radio," Ryan 
replied :firmly. 

The Italian nodded in agreement and 
stepped back from the radio with a last 
reluctant pat. He joined Ryan, Fin
cham and Costanzo at the table, where 
the map was spread out. 

"Tell him what we intend to do," 
Ryan said. 

The Italian spoke rapidly, making 
stabbing gestures at Tirano. Costanzo's 
face grew somber. 

,t.h'm afraid it's bad news, Cuhnel," he ft said. "The backs don't go right ' 
through Tirano. It's what he calls a 
head-in station. You go in and then 

· have to back out and switch onto a 
different track for the border." 

"We'll work something out," Ryan 
said. "Find out how far it is to the bor
der and whether they keep it blocked." 

It was five uphill kilometers to the 
border crossing at Campo Cologno, 
which 'had a well guarded check
point but no :fixed barricade. It could, 
however; be qUickly blocked if the 
guards wanted to stop a train. . 

Ryan rubbed his chin. "Ask him if 
he thinks he could take the checkpoint 
and,hold it ten minutes," he said. 

The Italian said he could. 
Heinke said, "Colonel!" and held up 

his hand. "Milan just told SS head
quarters we've been reported overdue at 
Verona. SS headquarters is trying to 
contact us." 

Ryan pondered a moment. "Here's 
what we'll do," he said. "When we roll 
into Tirano, they won't .be expecting us 
or know who we are. Unless Rome has 
alerted 'em by radio. In that case, we've 
had it. We'll know when we get there. 
We head into the station as if we in
tend to stop and report in. We'll have 
a man in German uniform hanging on 
the end of the last car. The minute we 
roll past the switch to the outbound 
track, he'll signal us with his flashlight 
and drop off. As soon as he's thrown it, 
he'll give us anothe):" signal. Then we 
start backing out. That's when we tip 
our hand. We should be out of the 
depot before they can stop us. But from 
then on, everything they've got will be 
alerted. Including the checkpoint." 

Finchi)Dl nodded. 
"This is wbere timing becomes im

portant," Ryan continued. "We'll have 
to work out a signal. We'll give him red 
and green flares. When we enter the 
depot, we'll give him two short blasts on 
the whistle. That's his signal to move. 
As soon as he has the checkpoint se-

cured. he gives us a green fiare. If 
they're beaten off, he'll :fire a red. If he 
gives us a red, we'll abandon the train 
and start scrambling. We'll unlock all 
the doors before we pull out of here." 

Fincham touched his mustache with 
a knuckle. "Seems sound enough." 

"All right," said Ryan. "Padre and 
I'll ride in the cab. Eyerybody else ex- · 
cept the man on the last car gets back 
into his own uniform. Fincham, tell 
Evans to get Captain Stein and report 
back here. Then go down the line and 
tell every car we're on the last leg and 
nobody's to move until they hear one 
long blast of the whistle. At the long 
blast, they're to take off and scatter. 
And, Colonel, I want every dead German 
moved into the car behind the engine." 

Fincham shot him a questioning look. 
"We're not going into a neutral coun

try with a load of dead Krauts," Ryan 
said. "We'll send the car back with the 
engine. 

"I'm going outside to wait for the 
tank truck," Ryan went on. "If Heinke 
picks up anything, let me know." 

He took Costanzo and the Italian for
ward. At :five after four, Fincham came 
running out of the darkness. "Heard 
something coming our way," he said. 
"Think it's our bowser?" 

"It's due," said Ryan. 
They could all hear the grinding 

sound of a heavy vehicle running slowly 
and a pair of dim, bluish lights m"l:ked 
the darkness like the eyes of some mon
strous cat. A tank truck marked with 
a swastika lurched to a halt abreast of 
the locomotive. Two grinning Italians 
climbed from the cab. 

Costanzo spoke to the man who 
seemed to be in charge, then turned a 
stricken face towar!l Ryan. 

"Cuhnel," he said. "He says it'll take 
an hour to get up steam again." 

CHAPTER EIGHT 
RYAN looked at his watch. "Fom-ten," 
he said. "Yesterday morning, dawn was 
at six-six. Up here, it'll be four or five 
minutes later. If we can get up steam 
by :five-ten, we'll still have about an 
holir before dawn. We're not dead yet. 
Let's get back inside." 

Inside the commander's car, Stein 
and Evan& had already changed uni
form and Heinke was buttoning a 
khaki shirt. 

"What's . the latest, Lieutenant?" 
Ryan asked. 

"They couldn't :find any Gruppen
fuehrer Dietrich. Just a Hauptmann 
Diederich. Now they think the diver
sion to Monza was some personal busi
ness of Major's Klement's. They opened 
the boxes and found 'em full of loot. 
He's in big trouble with the SS." 

Klement looked up. 
"That's a break," said Ryan. "But 

what about the train?" 
"They think we must be stalled some

where between Carnate and Bergamo, A 
sir. They've got patrols out." R 

Ryan looked at the map. "We can G 
make it to Tirano in under twenty-- 0 
minutes. Then another :fifteen to the I checkpoint. Thirty-five minutes at the y outside. That'll leave our friends a 
good :fifteen minutes or more of dark- 1 43 
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ness to C!>Ver their pullout. Padre, let's 
get to the engine and see how our 
steam's coming." 

One of the Italians took them into 
the cab and showed them a gauge. "He 
says fifte:en to twenty. minutes, Cuhnel," 
Costanzo said. 

"Then let's get our· friends started 
for the checkpoint," Ryan said. 

The Italian leader brought his trucks 
up, and his men qUickly loaded the Ger
man weapons and supplies. 

"It's ten to five," Ryan said. "We'll 
be on our way in another fifteen min
utes. Padre, tell him if he doesn't get 
our signal by five-forty, it'll mean we 
got held up and he won't have time to 
pull out before first light. And he'd bet
ter not wait any longer." 

The Italian pointed at the radio. 
"He'd sure like to have it," Costanzo 

said, looking at Ryan. 
"Captain Stein," Ryan said, "as soon 

as we start backing out of the station, 
you and Evans bundle up the radio in 
Klement's n1attress and button it in that 
sleeping bag. Then drop it out the door 
when we get close to the crossing. May
be it won't get too banged up." 

"Grazie, Colonnello, mille grazie," 
the Italian said when it was trans
lated for him. He shook Ryan's hand, 
saluted and kissed him on both cheeks 
before departing. 

Ryan took Klement, the engineer, the 
fireman and Costa.nzo to the cab. He 
ordered Klement to sit on the floor. 

Then Ryan watched the gauge. The 
indicator crept toward the mark with 

excruciating slowness. Twenty minutes 
later, it reached the mark. 

"Let's r�ll." Ryan cried. 
The engineer backed against the 

tender and crOSiled his arms. 
"He says he won't do it," Cofiltanzo 

said. "Not even if you kill him . ., 
"We'll see about that," Ryan said, 

reachins out for the engineer. 
Costanzo put a hand on his arm. 

"Ah: think Ah can run the engine, 
Cuhnel. Ah've been watching them. 
There's not that much to it." 

"All right. I'm taking the engineer 
back to our car for safekeeping. Here's 
my rifle. Keep your eye on Klement." 

Ryan hustled the engineer back to 
the commander;& car and instructed 
Fincham to push him out when they 
got outside the station at Tirano. He . 
was returning to the engine when 
Fincham called him back. 

.. Milan's got through to Lecco," 
Fincham said. "Lecco told Milan about 
tlie bridge. Said nothing could have 
gone past it. They've a party out hav
ing a look from Lecco to the bridge." 

Costanzo was looking back airxi.ously 
from the cab. "Ah was wondering' what 
was keeping you, Cuhnel." 

Ryan mounted to the cab. "Where's 
the fireman?" 

The fireman was gone. 
"He was here just now," Costanzo ' 

said. "He . milst have . . . When Ab 
looked back for you. Ab'm sorry." 

Ryan looked at his watch. Five-six
teen. "Nothing we can do about it now, 
:Padre. Get her roJling. I'll fire." 

The train cd�ed forward, gathering 

speed as tht! great drive wheels took 
hold. Ryrur shoveled coal into· the! fire
box. .Mter fifteen minute$, he told 
Costanzo to ease back on the throttles. 

"We must be getting close now," he 
said. 1'We can't just go barreling into 
the station." 

At five thirty-four, they recognized 
the outlines of a town against the dark 
sky, and at five thirty-eight, they began 
creeping into the station. 

Two German soldiers with rifles slung 
over their shoulders watched them ap• 
proacb. Ryan looked back along. the 
train. A short flash of light cleaved the 
darkness. 

"Two blasts on the whistle, Padre!" 
Ryan said urgently. 

· The light gleamed a second time. 
"That's it!" Ryan cried. 
The train stopped with a grinding 

shudder, poised motionless for a mo
ment, then crept backward. The soldiers 
began walking toward the train. As the 
train increased speed, the sound of gun
fire came from far up the slope. 

"Halt!" shouted the first soldier. He 
stopped and raised his rifle to his 
shoulder as the other one caught up 
with him. Ryan took careful aim and 
shot the German in the head. The other 
soldi�r threw himself to the ground and 
began firing. 

"Kill the headlight!" Ryan cried. 
The train was now moving as fast as 

a fat mlm could run, and the German 
soldier had stopped_firing and run to 
the fallen man. 

"Let's jettison Klement," Ryan said. 
"He can't hurt us now." 

He pulled Klement to his feet. "Over 
. you go!" 

Klement bit and rolled like a ball, 
almost colliding With the engineer, who 
had just come tumbling out of the com
mander's car. The engineer rolled once 
and sprang to his feet, shaking his fist. 
Then Klement was on his feet, too, and 
running after the locomotive, shouting. 

A flickering, candlelike light steed 
through the air a hundred yards behind 
t):lem and suddenly the armored car was 
sharply visible, Painted in fire. An ex-

' plosion sent flames spurting ftom its 
ports and it fell on its side, one blazing 
tire spinning. in a circle of fire. 

"Molotov cocktail!" Ryan cried. "He 
had a man covering· our rear." 

"Good show!" Fincham bellowed from 
the open door of the commander's car, 
almost as if in answer to Ryan's words. 

A bundle flew out of the commander's 
car .to roll along the right of way. It 
was the radio. 

A truck loomed out of the darkness 
and passed the engine. The Italian 
leaned half out of the cab, his fingers 
held in the victory sig:O.. 

"Arrivederci, · amico!" he bawled. 
"Buona fortuna." 

The first cars were crossing into 
. Switzerland now. And then they 
were all across the border. 

Costanzo set the brakes and the train 
slid over the smooth rails. The German 
tank had stopped firing and the last 
echoes died away in the surrounding 
hills to leave a plangent silence. 

The car doors popped open and men 
came spilling out as if poured from 
buckets, to roll on the ground, jump to 
their feet and shout, to leap into the 
air and beat one another on back and 
shorllders. Some of them knelt and 
kissed the earth. The Swiss border 
guards came from their posts to look on 
incredulously. 

Ryan gave a long sigh and climbed 
down stiffiy from the cab. His body was 
a lump of aches and his mind was 
blurred w).th fatigue. He wanted to lie 
down in his tracks and sleep. He pulled 
himself erect and faced the prisoners, 
as straight and controlled as the day he 
walked into P. G. 202. 

Fincham bad uncoupled the car. 
"Start her back toward Tirano and 

bail out, Padre," Ryan ordered. 

Now the train was pushing laborious- Then the throng of men was upon 
ly lip a long grade. · Far up ahead, him. Still cheering, they raised him to 

the snow-clad tops of mountains were their shoulders and bore him back along 
whitening in the refracted rays of a sun the train. At every car, exultant men 
still far below the horizon. The gunfire · called out his name and pressed around 
at the checkpoint had diminished to him to shake his hand. 
sporadic bursts. Fincham was busy at the last car. 

Off to the left, a burst of red and He had found a �ucket of paint and a 
yellow fire bloomed in the night and · brush by an unfinished shed and was 
the air reverberated with thunder as - slopping hasty letters on the side of 
concussion sent a wave of shock rippling the car. Ryan climbed down from the 
along the train. Ryan looked back to- eagerly clutching hands and looked at 
ward the road from Sondrio to see a the boxcar . 
flash of light as a second explosion He threw back his head and laughed. 
shook the train. The sign said: VoN RYAN'S EXPRESS. 

"Tank!" he cried. "Look at von Ryan! He's laughing!" 
Up ahead, a green flare hung in the The cheering swelled to a great roar. 

air for a moment, then arched toward "Damn it, Colonel!" Fincham yelled. 
the ground. Shells were now. exploding "You did it!" 

. 

ahead of the front cars. "Congratulations, gentlemen," Ryan 
"They're trying to bit the tracks," said. "And thanks." 

Ryan said. Ryan stood back and surveyed the 
A stream of tracers lobbed at the dripping letters on the boxcai again, 

locomotive with illusory slowness from his �ds clasped behind him in the 
the darkness behind them, and bullets old, familiar manner. ·Suddenly, his ex-
ripped the tender. pression changed. 

"Armored car!" Ryan cried: "Gain- "Colonel," he snapped. "You know 
ing on us! Fireball her, Padre!" better than to deface government issue. 

"We're going just as fast as we possi- You've got exactly five minutes to police 
bly can," Costanzo ·said huskily. up that mess." • • • 



If you're the rugged outdoor type . . .  
Acme Ranch Wellingtons are made for you! 
Horseback riding . . .  h unting . . .  ma n-size jobs 

. . .  a l l  outdoor activities! The going never gets 

too tough for Ranch Well ingtons! Protects against 

brush , briars and bruises . . .  cold, rain and snow. 

Custom-styled . . .  nice enough to wear anywhere. 

I f  you l ike outdoor action . . .  Acme Ranch Wel l 

ingtons are made for you! 

• 

For your nearest Acme Dealer, write Dept 49, ACME BOOT COMPANY, I nc., Clarksville, Tennessee 

WORLD'S LARGEST BOOT MAKERS • A Subsidiary of Philadelphia and Reading Corporation 

MOST STYLES PRICED: Mens . . . • $15.9�27.50 

Boys • • • •  $10.9�15.95 



I I I I f 

Flavor that goes with fun ... 

Modern fi lter here • (iiii[]4==-�=J .e Filter-Blend up front 
Wi nston is the filter ciga rette with flavor . . .  the best flavor in filter smoking.  

Change to Wi nston . . .  America's l a rg est- s e l l i n g  filter c igarette . by far !  
I 

good ... like a cigarette should ! 




