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m...l‘o KEEP OUT!

Then as now aggression threatened the new world . .. but
a bulwark was erected by bold James Monroe. Ona December
day in 1823, he set his hand to an immortal document
declaring that any attempt by European powers to extend
their system to America was dangerous to our peace and safety.

The author of the Monroe doctrine wrote with quills. . .
now patriots have a better pen, the Inkograph—smooth
flowing, with a 14 kt solid gold ball like point . . . fits a]l hands
and writing styles . . . writes with the ease of a soft lead pencil.
It will do everything an ordinary fountain pen does—and
much more; is inexpensive, yet has the workmanship and
good looks usually associated only with higher priced pens.

Thousands of men and women in the services prefer
Inkographs. Their needs come first—so shelves are often shy.
If your dealer is out of stock, please keep trying...and be
patient, later there will be Inkographs for all.

The name Inkograph on the barrel guarantees the genuine.
Sorry, no mail orders . . . only dealers can supply you.

Sign up now for more war bonds! You can’t put any pen to better use. . .

INK-O-CRAPH*2

Inkograph Co.,Inc.,200 Hudson St.,New York13,N.Y,

The Monroe Doctrine in Monroe's handwriting from
his message to Congress .o . Document
JSrom Bettmann Archive



There will again be South
Bend tackle for «// types of ~.
fishing, but here’s the tackle
to make the fly rod angler

cheer! Mind you, we're not jyet in pro-

duction and can’t quote prices, but we
can tell you about our plans!

EXCEL-ORENO
Superb Silk Line
‘The fact that many, many Excel-Oreno
lines are in use today, after years of
service, is proof enough that quality is
always worth a little extra.

v

OREN-O-MATIC
“The Balanced Reel”
‘The most popular automatic ever made
— the war years saw it become a prized
“collecror’s item.”” No. 1130 and No.
1140, in beautiful anodized aluminum,
will be available first.

South Bend Split Bamboo
Fly Rods
In your new South Bend rod you'll get
the precision craftsmanship of a custon
rod at production prices—a rod of genu-
ine Tonkin cane with four extra years
of seasoning in our vaults.

TRIX-ORENO Fly Rod Models
These two popular fly rod sizes, No. 593 and No.
504, in favorite patterns, wiil be made FIRST!
Tell your dealer how many you want.

Get This Book FREE!

This beautifully prmted 48-page book shows all
36 prize winners in our 1944
Fishing Photo Contest and full-
color pages of your favorite
“‘Quality Tackle.”” Send for it,
enjoy the fine photography and
start your peacetime planning.
It’s Free!

SOUTH BEND BAIT COMPANY

856 High St., South Bend 23, Ind.

Buy and Keep More War Bonds

SOUTH BEND
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']‘ RAPEZE AcT: It happened high over
the Himalayas, when two pilots
of the Air Transport Command were
forced to abandon their ice-coated
C-47 cargo plane. As the first pilot
jumped through the cabin door, the
plane hit a sharp downdraft, throw-
ing the pilot against the tail of the
ship and knocking him unconscious—
before he could open his parachute.
Quickly judging the situation, the
second pilot dived through the door,
caught the unconscious body just as it
slid off the tail and held it as he fell
through the air. Twisting, he man-
aged to pull the ripcord and open the
injured pilot’s chute, then pushed
away and opened his own. The first
pilot was still unconscious when both
landed safely in the jungle several
miles below, and it took them six
weeks to make their way to the near-
est ATC base. Although the pilot who
made this amazing mid-air rescue
must remain anonymous for the time
being, it’'s on the records of the ATC
in Washington—another example of
the caliber of the men who fly the
world’s largest airline.

TiNFoIL ARMOR PraTte: When the
Eighth Air Force in England began
to lose more bombers to antiaircraft
fire than to enemy fighter planes, AAF
technicians went looking for the solu-
tion. They knew that enemy ground
guns were accurate even at high alti-
tudes and through miles of thick
clouds, due to electronic detecting and
range-finding devices similar to our
radar. Such systems, which automati-
cally “track” an unseen bomber across
the sky and keep the guns constantly
on the target, are activated by radio
waves sent up from the ground and
reflected back by the metal of the
plane. The AAF found the answer in
“chaff’—tiny pieces of tinfoil-covered
cardboard which were dropped by
tens-of-thousands from the leading
bomber squadron in the formation.
As a result, German antiaircraft
gunners found their batteries aimed
at a blank instead of a pin-pointed
target—because their locator beams
were reflected from the tinfoil squares
instead of our bombers, making accu-
rate fire impossible. However, the
leading squadron was still exposed,
so fast Mosquito bombers were finally
used, dropping the chaff ahead of
every formation. That is one of the
answers to the record low in ships

CEEEEECTECEEESE

5 A i
INTERNATIONAL NEWs PHOTO

lost for the Eighth during the last
months of the European air war.

Posr-WaArR WARNING: Many plans are
being made to build automobiles with
smaller engines and higher horse-
power, which will use the war-devel-
oped 100-plus octane airplane fuels
now in service with our military air-
craft. In view of this, petroleum engi-
neers advise that the public receive
an educational campaign as to their
proper use. The new superfuels are
highly volatile, much more so than
ordinary gasoline. A drop on a bare
arm will cause a severe burn unless
wiped off immediately, so dry-clean-
ing clothes with the new fuels is out.
Fumes are highly toxic when the gas
evaporates—they have been known to
kill even in the open. Consequently,
the common rule has been, “If you
can smell it, watch out.” In one in-
stance recently, a broken pipeline of
100-octane gas in the open air suffo-
cated nine workers and burned many
would-be rescuers before the break
was finally sealed.

ContrAILs: The AAF has emergency
runways near regular bomber bases
which are twice as long as normal
flight-strips, with a half-mile of grass
field at each end—to be used only
when planes are in trouble and need
plenty of room to land . .. When gun-
ners in bomber formations test-fire
their guns, pilots, bombardiers, and
navigators duck behind their armor
plate—more than one pilot has seen
.50 caliber slugs rip through his
wings when the gunner in the next
bomber didn’t look where he was
shooting. . . . The Eightieth Fighter
Group, giving air support for the
British and Chinese in Burma, lost
only three pilots in air combat with
the Japs during the past two years,
in spite of their record as one of
the most active units in the AAF.
. . . The new P-47TN version of the
Thunderbolt is a vicious-looking air-
plane, with its eight .50-caliber guns
and five rockets and a bomb hung
under each wing. . . . Contrails, in
case you didn’t know, are smoke-like
white plumes left by planes flying at
extremely high altitudes — they’re
caused by exhaust condensation,
therefore the name.

by Robert M
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YOUR WORLD

by Lawrence N. Galton

Here are new and interesting facts and
colors out of an odd world. Many might
be expanded to full article length. Arcosy
crowds them here into nugget form—to
give you more in less space in less time

A special radar unit, with which
experiments have already been car-
ried out successfully by Sir Ian Fraser
in London, is expected to enable the
blind to “see.” Consisting of two
pieces of electrical sound and light
apparatus connected to earphones,
the unit enables the sightless to tell
not only whether an object is in the
way, but how far away it is.

For millions of years Nature has
anticipated many of man’s proudest
inventions. Bombardier beetles, for
example, squirt a fluid which dis-
solves into a blue smoke-cloud to
cover their retreat. Some plants, like
the “squirting cucumber,” shoot out
their seeds like a shell from a can-
non, others launch them on the cata-
pult principle. Birds like the pere-
grine falcon get their prey by dives
as steep as any dive bomber. Ter-
mites have been building sky-
scrapers for eons; their homes reach
twenty feet in height. And one
spider, the hairy imperial found in
Australia, may have been the orig-
inal fly fisherman. It drops a line
about an inch and a half long with
which it angles for and hooks moths.

The full significance of the discovery
of penicillin and a host of other new
drugs isn’t yet generally realized.
For centuries, all people buried
diseased corpses without knowing
how the soil protected the living
from the germs of the dead. Scien-
tists now know that certain friendly
bacteria in the soil attack and de-
stroy parasitic germs. They do so by
their secretions, which are called
anti-biotics. Penicillin, gramacidin
and streptomycin are the secre-
tions of but a few of millions of
bacteria present in every cubic
foot of soil. Yet these three
anti-biotics combat septic wounds,
pneumonia, dysentery, typhoid, in-
fluenza. whooping cough. Isolation
of secretions of other friendly bac-
teria in the soil is expected to pro-
vide a specific cure for almost every
known disease of man.

Nexi time your dealer hasn’t just the LHS you want, remember
the thousands upon thousands of LHS's which have gone to
every fighting front. That's the reason for the shortage—
and a mighty good reason it is.

Civilian demand has been enormous, too, because

pipe-smokers know LHS. They know that fa-

mous trade mark stands today for a true

pipe-smoking tradition, for craftsman-

ship and the finest of materials,

just as before the war. Wheth-

er you pay $10 for an LHS

$ Ultrafine or $1.50 for
an LHS Purex Super-

fine, each is the 4

finest pipe in

its price
1 DEL NO.
THIS 1S MO 0. 21 Sy

oy V' 1mpoRTED
’ BRIAR

Smooth finish=also other hand-
some models, antique or smooth,

LHS STERNCREST 14K
$7.50

Solid gold band—selected briar

 WRITE FOR YDUR GOPY DF “POIRTERS oN PIPES”

FREE and /

interesting

Keep on buying
War Bonds

ok & H s*rmu, mc., St n Bmldmg, 56 Pearl Street Bmuklyni NY.



TRADE-IN -VALUE IS HIGH
Sirs:

ARrcosy is standard equipment in the bosun’s
locker and the radio shack—if returned under
guard. Thanks from all hands for your enter-
taining reading.

‘““ ‘Round the Horn to Hell” (April Arcosy)
met very much with our approval, with its
salty nautical terms. Ships being our current
interest, more like it will be warmly welcomed.

We would like to add some negative criticism,
but have yet to find anything in your magazine
to warrant such.

Arcosy can be considered legal tender for

IT 'S _WORTH IT; PAL
\ 7

other magazines, with a trade-in value of two-
to-one when bartering with other ships. . . .
OWIE MILLER, BM 2/c
BILL COLEMAN, BM 2/c
South Pacific

THEY CALLED IT TOWNBALL
Sirs:

Lt. (jg) Frederic A. Birmingham in the July
Arcosy—*Starts and Fits in Sports’’—discusses
the origin of baseball and finds that origin to
be cricket and the American ‘“‘one old cat or
two old cat.” Now I'm not an authority on the
descent of baseball, though I played it when a
kid and like a good game now, but it is my
humble opinion that the direct forerunner of
baseball was a game called townball, which
was played throughout the South and, I think,
pretty much over the entire country. It was
still being played in the Nineties, though base-
ball was in full swing.

In many respects, townball was similar to
baseball. That is, it had bases, a pitcher and
catcher and fielders. The ball used was usually
made of yarn wound hard around a small stone
or other hard object. The bat used was one with
a flat surface, making it easy to hit the ball,
but the runner didn't have as easy a time as in
baseball, for he could be put out by a throw
of the ball, and it was up to him to be an expert
dodger (maybe that's where the Dodgers got
their name). I played a few games of townball
when I was a boy.

g SAM T. LARKIN
Los Angeles

FROM THE FATHER OF RADIO
Sirs:

I wish to express my appreciation for the
interesting manner in which you handled the
subject of my career, and particularly the high-
lights of the industrial and social revolutions
which have been brought about by my inven-
tion of the three electrode, or radio tube.

I feel that your brief review is instructive
and inspirational to the very large number of
young people who are reading it . . . in Arcosy
and the Reader’s Digest:

LEE DE FOREST

Los Angeles

1]

Sirs:

I have read most of July Arcosy. It surely is
a swell copy. I found the stories by Philip Wylie
and by Walter Brooks as good and entertaining
as the best ones in the Post. As for G. T. Flem-

)

ing-Roberts’ novelette, I believe I won't forget
the characters for a long while. . . . All my

congratulations!
ATTILIO GATTI
Derby Line, Vt.

THE SERIAL QUESTION
Sirs:

It is a well known fact that we buy more
reading matter than any young family in town
(small town) and Arcosy is really tops. Years
ago, when it was about the size to fit in a
geography book, we boys would pool our very
meager resources and get every copy and fol-
low (??) I think it was Tarzan, as two or three
of us damn near broke our necks in our cotton=
wood. As we grew older we quit Arcosy, as we
don't like serials.

. I note your notice of a two-part serial by
Blackburn for August. Well, I can always wait
one month, read the synopsis and get it all, but
I think a complete novelette would be better.
We'll see.

T. W. BOLIN
Slayton, Minn.

HOW ABOUT THE INDIANS?
Sirs:

In “Back Talk’ for July you wonder where a
lot of us would be if immigration had been
stopped seventy-five or a hundred years ago.

Well, a lot of us would be living in the
United States, and it would be an almost one-
hundred-percent pure Anglo-Saxon nation.

Frankly, the only ones whose descendants
call themselves Americans are the ones who
descended from the people here at the time of
the Revolutionary War, and the ones who im-
migrated here after that from England, Scot-
land, Wales and the Scotch-Irish from Northern
Ireland. The others, even to the third and

IM IEISI-I DOLISI/J?AL&N JEWISH %sfr\@’

fourth generation, call themselves Irish, Ger-
mans, Swedes, Polish, Italian, etc.

For that reason, I would like to see immigra-
tion restricted to the United Kingdom of Great
Britain and Northern Ireland.

J. L. ALEXANDER
Erie, Pa.

®* Qur mail department is ready for a
flood of letters a day or two after this
issue, carrying Reader Alexander’s letter,
hits the newsstands.

AN OLD FRIEND
Sirs:

I don’t usually go into ecstasy over a maga-
zine but would like to tell you about your cur-
rent issue. I think the little feature articles are
worth the price of the book, let alone the fine
stories.

Arcosy and I are old friends. My dad let me
read it when I was growing up, but if I brought
in any other magazines, out they went. ‘“Trash!”
he said. ‘“Arcosy, yes. Trash, no.” That is say-
ing a lot for the magazine, as dad was a very
straight-laced Christian. He’s gone to his re-
ward, but I shall always remember that it was
he (he read it himself) who started me on it.

MRS. C. E. PETERSON
Minneapolis, Minn.

SNIPER SNIPED
Sirs:

We are enclosing a letter clipped from April
Arcosy, entitled “Fun for Snipers” and written
by Mr. C. B. Lister, secretary treasurer of the
National Rifle Association. With all due respect
to Mr. Lister’s position, we would like to give
you our point of view on the subject. . . .

Censorship regulations would not permit, else
we would state the statistics concerning the
carbine, caliber .30, M-1. We concede that it
does not equal the old faithful rifle, caliber .30,
Model 1903 Springfield, but it stands to reason
that the United States Army would not send

Fus

their men to war with insufficient firearms, es-
pecially one that it not deadly at 200 yards.
Also for Mr. Lister’s information, the Army
has been teaching their men a new and more
effective way of firing which improves their
marksmanship. Many men who have never held
a rifle in their hands before learn to outshoot
men who have, so to speak, cut their teeth on
a rifle, and in far less time than ninety days.
We are looking forward to this being pub-
lished to quell the worries of parents, wives or
sweethearts who may have loved ones on the
fighting front and have read Mr. Lister’s article.
Thanking you for your time, we remain in
defense of our country with carbines.
T/Sgt. DAN W. BENNETT
Sgt. DON L. SMITH
Sgt. ANTHONY C. GROHN
c/o Postmaster, San Francisco

SHAKESPEARE ON ARGOSY
Sirs:

I have seen Arcosy on the newsstands for
years and sometimes have wondered what
‘‘argosy’” means. Last week I was attracted by
your July issue’s cover page. . . . I bought the
book, and was very well pleased after reading
a few stories and finding a wide variety of
fields. Has Arcosy always been this type of
magazine? If so I've been missing something.
What does ‘‘argosy’’ mean outside of Webster’s
definition: a well-laden merchant vessel?

Bowman, N. Dak. GILBERT STEIG

¢ The Encyclopedia Britannica defines
“Argosy” as “any vessel carrying rich
merchandise.” In our case, it is one
loaded with the month’s best reading
matter. Shakespeare may have antici-
pated the new ARrGosy when he wrote:

Where.1 your argosies with portly
sail=3n
Do overpeer the petty traffickers.

HOME, TO A GUY
Sirs:

. I don’t know if anyone has ever told you
how much of home is sent to a guy when he
gets your magazine, but there is a hell of a lot-
in it. . . . When my subscription runs out please
let me know in time to send you a check for
another year, as I don’t want any skips if I can

possibly help it. g MARKHAM, SKT 2/c
c/o FPO, San Francisco



ROUGHING IT

SMOOTHLY

A page of advice to the sportsman

|~\ ‘OW is the ideal time to go camp-

ing. In most areas the black flies

are gone and the mosquitoes aren’t
half so numerous as they were earlier
in the season. In the West the trout fish-
ing is approaching its peak, while in the
East and North the bass and pickerel will
soon be on the feed again after their hot-
weather layoff. There should be few rainy
days during the next month.

Not only is this the best season for it,
but 1945 is a good year to spend a sim-
ple, restful and inexpensive vacation
camping out. Some resorts are closed
and others are crowded. Transportation
facilities are overburdened. We still must
put all the money we can spare into war
bonds.

But at the same time, all of us who
have been working hard—and who hasn’t?
—need a chance to relax and gather our
forces so that we can do our part toward
finishing the war. Camping is a good way
to do it.

My father took me camping for the
first time when I was six years old. By
the time I was an old gent of twenty-
five or so, I thought I knew practically
everything about fishing, hunting, camp-
ing and the outdoors in general. Then,
one summer, I made a long trip down
the Middle Fork of the Salmon River
in central Idaho with a real woodsman
and discovered that I knew very little
indeed about the fine art of camping.
We were fifty miles from a road and
seventy miles from a town. Our only
connecting links with civilization were
the horses we rode and the others which
carried our duffel.

Roy Parker, my companion, lived on
the edge of that rugged wilderness. Dur-
ing the summer he ran a few head of
cattle; in the winter he tended a trap
line 125 miles long for fox, marten, mink
and otter. Summer or winter, he was
as much at home in the woods as a flea
on an airedale. He taught me a lot of
things which make camping easier, safer
and more enjoyable.

Roy started right off by changing my
basic concept of camping. I had pre-
viously believed in “roughing it.” Each
outing had been a sort of endurance con-
test to prove to myself just how tough I

was. Roy believed in being as comfort-
able as possible at all times.

Before we started he looked disapprov-
ingly at my single blanket and tarp in
which I would roll up to sleep on the
bare ground. Without a word he brought
an extra sleeping bag and air mattress
from his cabin. When I asked him why,
he said:

“A comfortable bed is the outdoor
man’s best friend. He can endure ’most
anything during the day if he sleeps well
at night. A good sleeping bag with air
mattress is the best year-around bed,
considering all factors, including porta-
bility. A camp cot with good wool blan-
kets is second best. Cotton bedding should
never be used outdoors because it is
heavy, cold and draws moisture in wet
weather. Bough beds are always a make-
shift, but can be comfortable if only the
tips of the branches from spruce or fir
are used and they are piled thick
enough.”

During the entire trip, Roy was very
particular in his choice of camp sites,
pitching the tent on a knoll or the point
of a ridge whenever it was possible. I
soon discovered that we nearly always
had a breeze, there were fewer insects
and when it happened to rain the water
drained away from the tent, rather than
into it.

“It’s better to walk a hundred yards
for a pail of water than to wake up in a
pool of it,” Roy said. “Only frogs, musk-
rats and tenderfeet camp on low ground.”

Roy’s feats of camp cookery won my
immediate respect. He knew a lot of
things which made cooking over an open
fire quicker and easier. For instance, he
always built his fire between two green
logs, each of which was approximately
a yard long and six inches in diameter.
They were flattened on top and placed
in the shape of a narrow V so that uten-
sils of various widths could be supported
over the flames or coals. He never wasted
time holding a skillet over the fire. In-
stead, he set it on the logs where they
were the right distance apart and went
on with something else.

Another little trick he taught me was
that of scoring freshly caught trout so
that they would not curl in the pan and

would cook more quickly. After the fish .
had been dressed and the heads and
tails removed, he made a series of cross-
wise cuts through the skin about half an
inch apart along each side. Then he
salted and peppered them and popped
them into smoking-hot fat. If there was
much variation in the size of our trout,
he scored the larger ones but not the
little fish. Due to this they all got done
at the same time.

Because we were so far from civiliza-
tion, we had to do our own baking. Roy’s
bannocks, or frying-pan bread, were de-
licious. Here are his directions for mak-
ing them:

Mix dry, one pint of flour, one heaping
teaspoonful of baking powder, one-half
teaspoon salt, one heaping tablespoonful
of sugar. Then work in a rounding table-
spoonful of cold grease until the mixture
is uniformly crumbly. Stir in enough
water to make a stiff dough. Place dough
in a well-floured skillet, rake a few coals
from the fire and set the skillet on them
until the dough rises. Then hold the
skillet over medium heat until the bot-
tom of the loaf is brown. The skillet
should then be propped up near the fire
until the top of the loaf browns.

The entire baking process should take
from twenty to twenty-five minutes.
When the dough does not adhere to a
sliver thrust into the center of the loaf
the bannock is done.

Dried beans are a staple item of diet
on such a trip, but the length of time
required to cook them in camp virtually
rules them out unless one has nothing to
do but sit around and put wood on the
fire. Roy had solved this problem. Before
starting out, he had cooked several
pounds of beans in a pressure cooker,
without adding the customary pork or
seasoning. Then he spread them out on a
clean cloth and dried them thoroughly.

In camp, he added a couple of chopped-
up slices of bacon to a pot containing a
cupful of the pre-cooked beans, water
and seasoning, and set them over the fire.
They were ready to eat by the time the
remainder of the meal had cooked.

A little lesson he gave me in chopping
has, I'm sure, saved me from a possible
serious injury more than once. I had
propped a stick against a log and was
holding it with one foot, preparatory to
splitting it, when he stopped me.

“What would you do,” he asked, “if
you sank the axe into your foot, down
here three days from the nearest doctor?
The safe way to split wood is to lean the
stick against the opposite side of the log.
The axe often drives through more easily
than you expect, and if it glances or you
miss your mark, the log will always stop
it and you can’t cut yourself.”

I realized that I didn’t understand all
there was to know about camping.

That’'s why I'm passing these ideas
along.

THE END

e RS

by Ted Trueblood
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OMAR BARKER, who wrote “Trail Fever”
e (page 27), is an irrepressible versifier. He
sends us the following about himself:

Born, raised and still live in New Mexico’s Rockies

Where hoot owls and coyotes supply us our talkies.

I write for a living and live for my writing—

But sometimes go fishing when brook trout are
biting. -

I once was a teacher of Spanish and Latin—

My wife’s a good cook, but I somehow don’t fatten
(much).

I've fictioned and versed in a few magazines,

With two books of poems about western scenes.

In brief, that’s the tale of my few puny glories—

I must get to work and write some more stories!

Mr. Barker’s work, despite his own modest sum-
mation, has appeared in Country Gentleman, Field
and Stream, Sports Afield, Outdoor Life, Liberty,
MacLean’s and many other magazines.

Frank Laskier says that the loss of a leg when
his ship was sunk by the German raider Von Sheer
is the cheapest lesson a man ever had to learn. We’ll
let him tell you about it in his own words: “Before
I was wounded, I was just another shellback doing
a job, and did not appreciate the men with whom I
had worked and lived so long. Now that I have had
time to sit down and remember, all the heroism, the
unselfishness and the humor of these very great
men comes back to me in memory. They don’t wear
uniforms, and few of them will survive long enough
to get medals. It has taken the loss of a leg to bring
this home to me, and believe me, it’s the cheapest
lesson a man ever had in his life.”

Mr. Laskier was one of five survivors. He first
went to sea when he was fifteen and has served ever
since in the Merchant Marine.

Authors seem drawn to the sea. Richard Sale, who
has written sp many sea-war stories, tried to get
into the Navy at the start of things, but was turned
down for poor eyesight. He is the sort of person
who gets more done in a week than the average
man does in a year’s time. His hobbies include
photography, medicine, model railroading, garden-
‘ing, music, and. pistols.
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WAR brings us many things which are ugly and brutal, but it also
brings us, on rare occasions, something singularly worthwhile.

IT STARTED IN WORLD WAR |

The sergeant entered the barracks with a tight, tensed smile on his face.
He told the two squads of infantrymen, “The ‘Old Man’ has called an
inspection for first thing tomorrow—field equipment, rifles, bayonets, the
works. Better get to work on it, men, if you want a weekend pass.”

A chorus of groans went up from the men stretched restfully on their
bunks. It was seven o’clock. That meant spending the rest of the evening
scouring mess kits, polishing shoes and buttons, cleaning rifles, rolling a
full field pack—it meant a lot of work. The men went to it. It was ten
o’clock when they finished.

Then one doughboy said, “Hey, Paul’s wife is in town, and he took off
to see her. He doesn’t know about the inspection.”

“Yeah—that’ll shoot his weekend pass full of holes.”

There was a moment of silence. Then one soldier said, “I'll clean his
rifle.” Another, “I'll roll his pack.” The next, “I'll take care of his bayonet
and mess gear.” And so it went, each man contributing something toward
getting Paul ready for the next morning’s inspection. As time passed and
it became apparent that Paul might be late returning to barracks, thus
missing the midnight bedcheck, which would restrict him for the week-
end, his friends “fixed” his bed—they stuffed pillows under the covers to
simulate a sleeping soldier. When the officer came through he never knew
the difference.

Next morning Paul fell out for inspection and passed without a gig—
thanks to a way of living the Army has developed among its fighting men.
It’s known as the “buddy system” and has its premise in the theme that
men living together must work together in a teamwork unequalled any-
where. Not only in combat, but in the daily scheme of everyday living the
spirit and meaning of the word “buddy” is the secret of a mew life’s
philosophy for millions of Americans in uniform,

The term “buddy system” originated from the way the Infantry used
to introduce green troops to combat. A replacement fresh from the States
and basic training is paired up with a combat veteran who looks. out for
the new man when the fighting starts. The term, from a strictly military
view, is restricted to just that. But the men picked it up, gave it added
significance and carried the phrase much further.

On the field of battle, one man goes trigger-happy and expends his
supply of ammunition; a buddy shares half of his precious .30-caliber
bullets. A last cigarette may be smoked by six men, and a coveted candy
bar may be enjoyed by a squad of twelve. In the States, a soldier is
summoned home on an emergency furlough; his friends learn he is broke
and contribute the necessary finances. Another, who has a date in town,
suddenly finds himself with extra duty; a barracks-mate offers to pull
his friend’s duty.

That’s the way they live, working together for their common welfare—

. buddies. They have learned that to get along in the Army you must share

your riches. It may be borrowing socks or shaving cream, date money or
the automobile of a more fortunate soldier, but the lender does it freely
and willingly because he knows that, when the time comes that he needs
a friend, there will always be some buddies around to help him.

On the battlefronts every hour great stories of the buddy system are
being written. A doughboy creeping and crawling in an infiltration
maneuver toward Jap lines is hit, wounded and left exposed to more
enemy fire. No officer in command of troops will order a man to go after
him. He wouldn’t have to, anyway. Because probably long before he even
sees or is told about it, some buddy is already crawling toward the
wounded man to pull him to cover and safety.

Wherever you look in the Army today, you’ll see the buddy system in
action. It’s the most universally accepted doctrine of the war. And here’s
its ultimate end: The men are going to carry this new way of living with
them, back from the foxholes to the living rooms and front porches at
home. G. L. Joe has learned something new about his fellow man, learned
to get along with people, to work for a common good.

G. L. Joe has been taught a lesson of life that will have a profound
influence on his entire life long after the transition from military to
civilian takes place at the separation center. He’ll be going home a better
neighbor, a better man, a better citizen, a buddy to his community.

—Corporal Edwin Diehl
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NEXT MONTH

EE MAURY had been living on
borrowed time for months. He
didn’t suspect it, of course, for no
one, except perhaps a gangster, ex-
pects to be murdered. Lee Maury
was no gangster. He was a stock
broker, a yachtsman and, almost, a
gentleman. He was surly, rude and
grasping—and he was very confident
of his own ability to take care of
himself. He must have been sur-
prised in those last terrible moments
before the breath went out of him.

Lee Maury’s murder wash’t any
ordinary one, you see. If he’d died
on some dark street corner with a
knife in his back or a bullet in his
stomach, no one at Miami’s swank
Buccaneer Yacht Club would have
been too shocked. It was the way he
went and the one he took with him—
and the others who became all too
swiftly involved in the dangerous,
deadly situation he left behind him
—that brought chaos to his club dand
terror to almost all who had known
him.

For as rousing, spine-tingling and
intriguing a tale of mystery and
murder as youll find in any one
year’s reading, we recommend “Mur-
der Sails At Midnight,” by Eustace
L. Adams, the book-length novel in
the next issue of ARGOSY.

Walter Duranty and Mary Loos,
writers who need no introduction to
any American reader, make their
first appearance in ARGOsYy with a
long novelette of northern Norway.
It’s the story of a man’s single-
handed, doggedly determined effort
to win a better way of life from his
barren land of birth. Its stark drama,
its vivid realism, its warmth of hu-
man understanding and its primi-
tive love story will lift you for an
hour or so out of this war-weary
world.

Bill Fay is represented with one of
his inimitable stories of the prize
ring. William Chamberlain takes us
to a new theater of war for behind-
the-front drama in India’s backlands
jungle. Albert Richard Wetjen, mas-
ter sea writer, brings us a vivid
story of the tropic ocean lanes, and
C. P. Donnel, Jr., contributes the
opening installment of a two-part
serial that is, we belicve, the most
dramatic, colorful and human story
he’s ever done.

You’ll find, too, your old friend
Mike McDonough and his redoubt-
able Navy tugboat, the Blue Jay, in
another rousing adventure in the
fogbound North Pacific. Jim Kjel-
gaard contributes a hunting story
you’ll remember always. Other sto-
ries in the usual vigorous ARGOSY
tradition, timely, personally informa-
tive articles and the standard as-
sortment of spritely, entertaining
features and cartoons round out an
issue which marks, we feel, a new
high in reading value.
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by C. P. Donnel, I

Illustrated by Don Pierce

When a restless reporter meets up with

an Indian potentate on the loose, and a girl who reminds

him of his first kiss, life suddenly turns dizzy, daffy—and dangerous

HIS mother’s letter was the lone piece of

mail in his box when Tom McHugh returned
to the office from the Ordrupp conference.
He did not read it at once; partly because
Ordrupp’s deliberate manner of saying noth-
ing had spun the conference out to some
length; chiefly because it was the first letter from home
since he had written his parents about his engagement to
Liz Wynyard.
Connelly, the day city editor, crooked a finger at McHugh.
“What’d he say?” he demanded.
“That he was veddy glahd to be in Ameddica.”
“Nothing about those British-American trade contracts?”
“He is quaite positive matters can be arranged satisfac-
trilly.”
“Gimme about four hundred. Fill in with background.”
McHugh batted out the Ordrupp interview, from his own
ample knowledge of Sir John Ordrupp’s mission, then
chucked the sheets intot Connelly’s basket. With a feeling
of apprehension, he opened his mother’s letter, postmarked
Gray’s Falls, Idaho.
People and events had come between him and that post-
mark, pushing his home ever further into a half-forgotten

distance. Liz and her father, for example—what 1mage did
it evoke in their minds when he mentioned Gray’s Falls;
what images did his occasional references to his parents
call up? The Wynyards were always carefully polite.

His mother’s handwriting was as frail as she was:
and I need hardly tell you that we are very, very happy.
Elizabeth sounds so well bred, so interesting. She looks
lovely in the snapshot. . . .”

He skimmed lightly over the rest. The words registered
only briefly: her relief over his return from the European
assignment, her delight that the school board had renewed
his father’s contract for five years, her certainty that he had
acted wisely in the choice of Elizabeth Wynyard.

His attention focussed sharply, and he reread: . . . and
your father will be busy until August on some rebuilding
at the school which Mr. Longnecker (you remember him,
and his little plump daughter, one of your early sweet-
hearts?) is doing. But then—this is a little surprise—we
hope to come to
New York. Just
long enough to
see you and meet
Elizabeth, since

“

To Tom’s astonishment, she sprang
to her feet. Kimball, staring bel-
ligerently, tried to pull her back.






we can hardly expect Elizabeth and her
father to make the journey out here....”

Tom put the letter down. The sensation
was a curious one. He. had written
guardedly of the Wynyards, giving mere-
ly the impression that they were well-
to-do. Well-to-do in Gray’s Falls meant
like the Torbys or the Jennisons; a good-
sized house, an income from a store or
farm of perhaps four thousand a year.

False pride? Was he turning into a
snob?

Liz and her father, of course, would
be courteous, even solicitous. But it
would be manners only. The gap be-
tween his people and the Wynyards was
unbridgeable. Not that this reflected, he
decided, on either his parents or the
Wynyards. But the Wynyards were old
New York, while his own people—he
could see his father, gray, gentle, un-
worldly; his mother, thread-thin, sweet,
dressed drably—

It was not snobbery, he argued; it was
just that they would have difficulty com-
prehending the Wynyards and his own
position, even if he explained that Liz
had agreed to draw from her income
only the exact amount of his salary, the
rest to go into a trust fund for their
children.

Suppose he were to stall them off,
promise that he and Liz would arrange
their wedding trip to include Gray’s
Falls? Really, it would be in the best
interests of all.

Suddenly, angrily, because he did not
entirely trust the sincerity of his own
explanation, he seized copy paper and
dashed off a note to his mother in which
he lied bravely about the joy Liz had
displayed on learning that she was to
meet the parents of her financé.

Tim Bodenwine, the sports editor,
drifted up, a small, narrow envelope in
his hand. He said, “Howdja like to see
the main bout at St. Nick’s tonight?”

Tom raised his eyebrows. “What’s the
catch?”

" Bodenwine said helplessly, “Man short-
age. Sid George on vacation; Perkins,
the idiot, has busted his leg, Charlie
Gore’s with the Giants; new cub can’t
read and write yet, and I'm making a
speech at a brewers’ banquet.”

Tom liked Bodenwine; he’d worked for
him a couple of months in his early days
on the paper, before they discovered that
he had majored in political science.

There was Liz, though. He said, “I've
got a date, but maybe I can drag her
along.” He left Bodenwine looking grate-
ful and hopeful, and went and called Liz.

1Z said, “Tom, dear! I was just getting
L ready to call you.”

The expedition had caught his fancy
now. He said, “How about a little good
crude fun tonight—drop downtown for
dinner at Billy’s and take in the main
event at St. Nick’s?”

“St. Nick’s?”

“Fights. Good ones. Bodenwine’s asked
me to cover the wind-up. Gee, I haven’t
covered a fight since—"

“Oh, Tom, I'm terribly sorry. I'm
afraid I've signed us up for the Ander-
sons’ tonight.”

“The Andersons?” He was deflated.

“Deborah Anderson. A reception. Fa-
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ther’s going. I'm afraid we can’t get out
of it. It's for some visiting Spaniard. I
thought you’d be interested in meeting
him. He'’s here on some very important
government business, and I knew how
interested you are in that sort of thing.
Besides, there’ll be lots of nice people I
want you to meet.”

“Sure you wouldn’t rather meet a
couple of fight managers?”

“Oh, Tom! Now listen, I went on your
party last time, when that Grumet man
was there. Don’t be selfish.”

“Just kidding.” After all, Grumet had
got drunk. He was just in from Germany.
But Liz was right. It was her turn.
“What time?”

“That’s a nice boy. About nine. Black
tie. Drop in about eight-thirty for a
drink and we’ll go in the car with fa-
ther.”

“But about dinner at Billy’s, Liz . . .”
- “I wish I could but I can’t. Aunt Mag-
gie’s dining here. I'd have asked you, but
I know you don’t care much for her.”

At least, Liz put it delicately. Aunt
Maggie was a small, rigid woman who
looked down on you from a great height.
Her congratulations upon his engage-
ment to her great-niece had left some-
thing to be desired.

Tom returned to Bodenwine and shook
his head. “I find I'm signed for some-
thing a little more social. Sorry.”

“Ain’t it hell?” said Bodenwine, and
drifted off to seek another victim.

HE night was heavy and damp for

June, and the Andersons’ reception
was, from the viewpoint of Tom McHugh,
something less than a success.

The evening started badly at the Wyn-
yards’ when Tom discovered that the
guest of honor was to be Diego Utrera.
He had definite opinions about Sefor
Utrera, about whom he had heard much
in London and Paris. He expressed him-
self, perhaps a shade pointedly. Senor
Utrera, Tom informed Mr. Wynyard, had
played the game both ways; trading on
his family name, a great one, to stay in
with the Royalists; making overtures to
the democrats, but always keeping close
to Franco.

Mr. Wynyard was not pleased. Senor
Utrera, it developed, was in New York
on business, large business, with Mr.
Wynyard’s firm. Too, Senor Utrera had
been unjustly maligned by Russia; Mr.
Wynyard said so.

On this strained note they left for the
Andersons’. Tom salved his conscience
by being noticeably frigid to Senor Ut-
rera when they were presented. Again,
Mr. Wynyard was not pleased.

The party, however, was not without
points. The punch was good. and Mr.
Penfold, publisher of Tom’s paper, was
there. He and Mr. Wynyard chatted at
some length. Once Mr. Penfold glanced
in Tom’s direction.

Then there was Alison. Alison seemed
to be a sort of Anderson cousin. At least,
she had apparently assumed proprietary
rights over the punchbowl. She was a
round-faced girl whose body, wonder-
fully ill-concealed by an evening gown
of flame silk, had a number of round-
nesses which caught and held the eye.
But the most remarkable part of her was

her elementary and devastating frank-
ness. It had been a long while since a
young woman of Alison’s attractions had
made up to Tom.

Duty drove Tom from Alison’s side
early in the game, but he had barely
made contact with Liz when a thin
young man with a high forehead and a
curved nose had up and monopolized
Liz’s attention, in a high Boston voice,
with an account of a polo game. So Tom
returned to Alison and another glass of
punch. He wished he and Liz were some-
where else.

Alison cocked a warm eye at him. “I
don’t think I'd care for you as a steady
diet. But you’d be fun for a little while.
Do you like me?”

“You’re a brazen little hussy.”

“Of course.” She laughed delightedly.
“That’s why you keep watching me and
looking guilty.” She took his arm. “Let’s
go out on the terrace.”

He glanced around. Mr. Wynyard was
now talking with Senor Utrera, and had
drawn Liz and the high-domed lad into
his orbit.

Tom said, “Sure, let’s go.”

ATER, when he and Alison returned,

Liz and Mr. Wynyard were getting

ready to go. Liz met him with an in-
scrutable face.

“Did you have a good time?”

There was a hint of cross-examination
in her voice.

“Passable,” he said. “Are you mad?”
He grinned, amazed at his own brazen-
ness.

“Really, Tom!” She was almost lofty.
“But I do think it would have looked
better if you had asked me and Launce-
lot to join you. People know Alison, you
know. I know Alison. She probably asked
you to drop by her apartment later for
a drink.” Tom flushed; Liz either did not
notice, or ‘chose not to. “But I'm not
worried about your going there. And now
let's be getting on home.”

In the hurry of leaving, in the strained
atmosphere of the car, he had no time
to analyze this speech, or his own re-
actions. It was only when he was at his
hotel, with his collar off and one shoe
on the floor, that he realized just how
near the truth can come to being a lie.

Liz was right. But not altogether right.
Alison had roped him in. But he had
been willing.

Alison’s mouth, so freely given, had
been very exciting. And Alison’s body,
reinforcing her kisses, had lighted bright
fires in him.

Yes, Alison had invited him by for a
drink. He reached for the phone, let his
hand fall. Damn! Well, face it; he wanted
Alison. Just tonight. It was not exactly
Alison that he wanted. He was not sure
just what it was. .

Before he knew it, he had put the call
through. He waited.

No answer. He hung up, trembling. An
answer would have meant more drinks,
complications, a musty conscience, in-
ability to meet Liz’s eye. He’d have work
to do in the morning.

Climbing into bed, he told himself that
he was quite tired; that by the time he
would have arrived at Alison’s he would
have lost all desire for her provocative



company. Better this way. A good sleep,
then back to work.

But an hour later, with sleep still ab-
sent from his bed, he was not too sure.

CHAPTER TWO

ONNELLY said, “League for Ad-
C vanced Foreign Affairs, East Sixty-

fourth, two-part seminar, Boles-
lavski speaks ’s’'morning at nine.”

“Not Boleslavski, that early. I know.
He was in Paris. Sometimes he doesn’t
even get home that early.” Tom lifted a
glossy print from a pile of leg art on
Connelly’s desk.

“Sir John Ordrupp speaks s’afternoon,”
went on Connelly doggedly. “Full cover-
age . ..”

“Not this girl.” The girl had a figure;
finer, less plump, than Alison’s. He had
almost forgotten Alison, who had dis-
turbed his night. But this girl in the
picture was different. She wore an ir-
re. acible minimum of bathing suit. Her
back was to the camera; it was that kind
of a back.

Connelly snatched the print, slapped it
face down. “Full coverage, both ses-
sions,” he said loudly.

“Shush.” Tom McHugh’s eyes auto-
matically absorbed the legend on, the
back of the print: “Carla Allyn, late of
of London Pictures, now under contract
to Superb Productions, Hollywood, who
is being sought by Brendan Shea for his
much-discussed Broadway production of
‘Letitia Hanbury,” a dramatization of the
best-seller of that name. Miss Allyn is
now at the Waldorf.”

“But not in this costume,” said Tom
sadly. He turned the print over, noted
for the first time that a fraction of Carla
Allyn’s face showed in profile. Nice nose;
not pretty-pretty, like Alison’s. He said
wistfully, “I kissed a girl in high school
once who looked a little bit like this. Her
name was Theodosia Ravenscroft Long-
necker. How about dumping the League
on somebody else and letting me' inter-
view Miss Allyn?”

Connelly draped a hairy hand drama-
tically over his eyes and nose. “You!
My Rock of Gibralter! Gone leg-crazy,
by God!” He roused himself suddenly.
“Good. morning, O.P.”

O. P. Penfold, publisher of the New
York Day, said, “Morning, Andy. Mc-
Hugh, didn’t you tell me when you first
got back from Europe that you'd like a
shot at editorial writing?”

“Yes,” Tom was puzzled. Penfold’s
tone was that of a man doing a dis-
agreeable duty.

“Drop in my office this afternoon,”
said Penfold curtly, and passed on.

McHugh eyed Connelly. Connelly
shrugged. It had been a curious per-
formance. Normally Penfold was bland
as a May morning.

Connelly picked up the thread of his
emotion: “Listen, get the moonbeams out
of your hair and get the hell over to the
League. You may not be the best foreign
affairs expert in town, but you’re all I've
got. We've got news to print, not tripe
about some Hollywood bimbo.”

McHugh, leaving the building, decided
to walk., He wanted to think. It looked

as though the editorial-writing job had
arrived at last. He wondered why his
pulses were not leaping at the prospect.
Something in Penfold’s manner, per-
haps.

There had been rain during the night,
spiked with lightning and touched by
soft thunder. Now there was glory in
the air, and restlessness; from Battery to
Bronx, the city vibrated to sunshine of
a high brilliance. The streets, still damp
from the attentions of heaven and the
Department of Street Cleaning, were
fragrant, like a country road.

June was upon New York. McHugh,
squinting sunwards into a vivid blue
sky, sneezed pleasurably. Then he set
out across Times Square.

On Forty-fourth Street a bleary bum
blocked Tom with a dime-for-coffee
routine. The man looked like a frayed

Carla led him
to the bath-
room and
worked over
him with a

wer towel.

mop, and spoke his piece as though it
bored him.

Ordinarily, Tom would have pushed
on. Now, on an impulse, he cocked an
eyebrow at the specimen. “Coffee’s hard
on the nerves,” he said thoughtfully.

The bum, knocked off stride, stam-
mered unintelligibly.

“On the other hand”—Tom took out
his wallet—“if I give you a dollar, you'll
probably get stinko.”

“Mister, I swear to God I . ..” It was
here that the undertone in McHugh’s
voice penetrated his fuzzy mind. The
drear eyes narrowed shrewdly. “Not on
a buck, I won’t.”

“Think you could do it on two bucks,
friend?” McHugh thumbed the edges of
green money provocatively.

“For three,” said the punk, “I could
tie one on I (Continued on page 98)
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HEN Spike Gagan speaks

fondly of the Old Navy, he re-

fers not to the days of sail, or
to those vaunted ones of wooden ships
and iron men, but to the outfit within
his own memory. He means the Navy
of some fifteen years ago.

In those days the Fleet was based
at Pedro. There was always port and
starboard liberty, and a shoreboat at
the gangway, and a little cupcake wait-
ing at the docks or the P.E. station.
You went to Panama, perhaps, for the
annual fleet problem, and the beer in
Jimmy Dean’s place tasted like no beer
has tasted since repeal; and you were
away just long enough to make home-
coming sweet.

There are others like Gagan—tall,
brown-faced men with the sea in their
eyes, an air of devil-may-care and
something of the prankish small boy
about them until they attain the dig-
nity of chief petty officers’ buttons.
Gagan did not make chief. He used to
say that he didn’t want to be mistaken
for a streetcar conductor.

He came from a South Pacific island
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not long ago, admittedly a little “rock-
happy,” and reported aboard a newly
commissioned - ship at Pearl Harbor.
He was a bosun’s mate first class, with
a few tattoos, a plain gold earring in
the lobe of his left ear, and four hash-
marks on his sleeve. In the first week
ashore he lit off all four cans for a
long-overdue speed run in the joints
of lower Berengaria Street, engaged
joyously in a brawl with the combined
shore patrol and military police, and
found himself busted to second class.

A thing like that seldom worries a
thirty-year man. Gagan remarked
proudly that he was now undoubtedly
the senior second class petty officer in
the Navy. From that day on he con-
ducted himself with a new and clown-
ish dignity—particularly toward a re-
servist bosun’s mate first named
Frankie Mason, who had not been to
sea before.

In this, Gagan was supported by a
seaman second named Mogelberg, who
had been along on the speed run. For
a long time after Gagan jubilantly an-
nounced his seniority, Mogelberg ad-

They had a few more
to ward off pneumo-
nia, the common cold
and elephantiasis,

Gagan came over the side
and smashed a full bottle
of beer on the Jap’s head.

COLLECTS AN ISLAND

dressed him as ‘“sir,” clicked his heels
in Gagan’s presence, and otherwise
kidded Mason, who had become known
as the Eager Beaver.

The ship steamed to a base in the
Marshalls and embarked a platoon of
tough-looking marines with full com-
bat gear. She took aboard a supply of
Momsen escape lungs for delivery to a
submarine, and stowed a hundred
cases of beer below-deck—under lock,
much to Gagan’s dismay. She was well
into the Southwest Pacific, under
sealed orders, before Gagan thought of
consulting the dictionary about the one
thing that bothered him—the ship’s
name.

E WAS sitting on the fantail when

the idea came to him, and he acted
at once. No bosun’s mate ever puts off
until tomorrow what he can have a
non-rated man do today.

“Mogelberg!”

The Eager Beaver was going into
the after deck house. For his benefit,
Mogelberg sprang to attention and
clicked his heels.

“Yes, sir!”

“Lay forward to the desk of the
cap’n’s yeoman, and look up the name
of this ship in the dictionary!” .

“Aye, aye, sir!”

The seaman second was a good man .
to have on your side. He was built like
a truck, with a bull neck and huge
hands, and the patient, dumb look in
his eyes had fooled many people. He
came back soon to report that the tra-
dition of naval nomenclature -was still
inviolate. The ship, like all other sub-
marine salvage and rescue vessels, had
been named for a bird.

“It says, sir,” Mogelberg recited
solemnly, “that there are two types of
bustard. The Great Bustard is found
in Spain, and is related to the—” he
looked at his notes—“to the cranes and
plovers. It says there is a Little Bus-
tard in Australia, where it is called a
turkey.”

“A turkey what?”

“A turkey, sir.” :

Gagan gauged the wind, and spat
tobacco juice over the lee rail. He
leaned back and roared with laughter.
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“Well, whaddya know!” he ex-
claimed. “The Little Bustard, eh? I
was worried. I thought maybe they’d
named her for a man, like they do
destroyers.”

“Who?” asked Mogelberg.

Gagan pointed to the Eager Beaver,
who was engaged in telling a group of
marines they couldn’t stand there.
Mason was a small man with close-set,
prying eyes behind horn-rimmed
glasses.

“I thought,” Gagan went on, “that
maybe somebody had made 4 typo—a
typ—one of them printers’ mistakes.”

Mogelberg laughed raucously. Mason
turned suspiciously, but he ecouldn’t
prove anything. And Gagan told Mo-
gelberg to wipe off that smile.

“That guy,” Gagan said sternly, “has
this ship on his shoulders. You fol-
low in his footsteps, Mogelberg. He'll
make chief this war. I think he’s strik-
ing for the Legion of Merit.”

OGELBERG spat. “Gettin’ on to a

better subject, I been askin’ around
about that beer. It ain’t the cap’n’s
fault we don’t get a ration. There’s a
new directive. It says ships can carry
beer for us enlisted guys, only we got
to take it ashore to drink it.”

“Yeah? Ashore where?”

“Some island, I guess.”

“That’s it,” said Gagan. “That gets
right back to them gyrenes we got
sailing with us. They look like raiders,
to me.”

Mogelberg blinked. “What’s that got
to do with the beer?”

“Plenty. When we come to an island,
it won’t be the kind where we could
go ashore and drink beer. It'll have
Japs on it.”

“Ain’t it hell,” sighed Mogelberg.

A case of beer turned confusion

into complete chaos on the Jap

island — when it tricked Petty
Officer Gagan into substituting

for a platoon of Marine raiders
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“Well,”—Gagan grinned—"I took steps.
I figured we rate about a case of beer
apiece, and in the Old Navy, if you
rated anything, you got it. So I went to
the shipfitter’s shop and made me a
key.”

At that instant the general alarm
sounded. A voice in the loud speakers
rasped, “All hands, battle stations! All
hands, battle stations!”

That time it was only a drill. Lieu-
tenant Deems, the captain, was about to
open his sealed orders, and he was wor-
ried. The U.S.S. Bustard was hardly
gunned or armored to take on a Jap
warship, and Mr. Deems had drawn the
same conclusions as Gagan had from the
presence of the marines on board.

He opened the orders after the drill.
“Not as bad as I expected,” he said
cheerfully to the exec. “We rendezvous
with a submarine day after tomorrow.
We transfer the marines to the sub.
They’re to raid Balumgiri Island, and
take prisoners for questioning. Balum-
giri, I gather, is due to be knocked over
before long.”

The exec checked the chart. “It’s not
far away,” he said. “We'll be there with
bells on, skipper.”

HE Little B—Gagan and Mogelberg

had passed the word of Mr. Webster—
saw her first action next day, when an
unidentified plane was picked up on the
screen. Gagan leaped to his sky gun
with enthusiasm, which gave way to
grumbled disappointment when the
plane came into view.

“Hell!” he said. “A damn little float
plane. Down in SoPac, they used to give
you a cigar for knocking down one of
them babies!”

The forward guns roared, and Gagan’s
followed suit. But the float plane was
high, and went higher. It let go one
bomb that missed by a quarter of a
mile, then diminished in the direction
of Balumgiri.

Gagan turned on Mogelberg. “What
the hell were you yelling about?” he
demanded.

“We run her off, didn't we?”

“Yeah?” Gagan fingered his earring,
and spat. “But she knows where we are,
Don’t forget that, son.”

He had his sleeves rolled high. It was
the first time Mogelberg had seen the
list of islands tattooed on Gagan’s right
arm. They began with Guadalcanal, and
took in Tulagi, Bougainville, the Rus-
sells, the Green Islands, and Hollandia.
Gagan grinned.

“I collect islands,” he said. “Like in
the Old Navy, guys used to collect ports.
If I'd stayed in the amphibs, I could
have been adding to this list.”

Mr. Deems kept the crew at the guns.
The marines broke out in jungle camou-
flage; they oiled their carbines, whetted
their knives, and strutted permissibly.
Mogelberg remarked on the rugged na-
ture of their assignment, and wondered
if they were all volunteers.

Gagan said not if they were smart. He
lay beside the sky gun and tried to ex-
plain how he looked at that sort of

thing—how a professional fighting man -

looks at it. The raid on Balumgiri was
a specialists’ job, and the gyreens were
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specialists, like everybody in the Navy.
They’d do the job, all right. Just like in
the Old Navy you always did what you
were told, and did it cheerfully and
well. But you did nothing more, because
although independent action sometimes
led to commendation or promotion, it
was more likely to get you hauled up
before the stick.

“And,” Gagan concluded, “don’t ever
volunteer. Let ’em pick you if you're the
man for the job. That’s what officers get
paid for.”

While this philosophy was being ex-
pounded, the Old Man’s worst fears were
realized. A top secret radio dispatch in-'
formed him that the submarine had
suffered operational damage and could
not keep the rendezvous. Another dis-
patch ordered the Little B to go in and
land the marines herself . . . .

HE lay moored by breast and spring

lines to huge banyan trees, scarcely
fifty feet from the steeply shelving beach
of the cove where the marines had been
put ashore a little earlier in oar-pulled
whaleboats. Steam sang restlessly in her
boilers, and the nerves of Mr. Deems
and the exec were like fiddle strings as
they sweated out the rest of the hot
bright day. They had to keep radio si-
lence; Mr. Deems could not ask for in-
structions or advice. It was up to him
to decide whether to remain tied up un-
til the marines returned, or whether to
prowl the open sea.

For the present, he chose to stay in
the partial concealment of the cove. The
sun dropped behind Balumgiri’s green-
tangled hills. Mosquitoes and copra bugs
swarmed’ out to plague the ship, and
darkness woke the jungle to strange,
hysterical sounds. The moon rose, and
was too bright for comfort, surf mur-
mured softly against an outer reef and
there was not a breath of air to cool the
sweat on your face.

Gagan and Mogelberg sat on the fan-
tail, slapping at the bugs. Gagan said,
“I collect islands. I got to get ashore.”

“Try and do it,” said Mogelberg.

Birds chattered and screamed beyond
the banyan trees, and a limb crashed
somewhere, and there was menace in the
jungle night. The sweat ran down Ga-
gan’s face.

“I been thinking about that beer,” he
said.

Mogelberg had been thinking about
it, too. It was, both agreed, fine beer-
drinking weather.

“In the long run,” said Gagan, “what’s
the difference in drawing our ration now,,
instead of waiting till we can sit on
some other island with a bunch of guys
who are rock-happy? Besides, I got to
add Balumgiri to my list.”

“Ha!” Mogelberg said. “So you’ll just
walk up to the gangway and borrow a
whaleboat! The Eager Beaver is watch-
ing like a hawk. With this moon, he'd
see you even if you tried to swim.”

“Mogelberg,” said Gagan, “you forget
that I am the genior second class petty
officer in the Navy, with knowledge and
resourcefulness based on sixteen years
service. I have figured everything out.
I won’t urge you to come along, but as
I have told you before, I like company

with my beer—I'm not a coal-bin
drinker. If you want to go, well walk
ashore.”
“Walk ashore?” Mogelberg exclaimed.
“We will walk ashore,” said Gagan
firmly. “On the bottom!”

HE Navy’s Momsen submarine escape

lung is no bigger than a gas mask, with
a clamp that holds your nose and forces
you to breathe through a rubber tube
that fits tightly in your mouth. Soda
lime in a waterproof canister removes
carbon dioxide from the air you exhale,
so that you can breathe it again. In ad-
dition, the lung can be charged with
oxygen from an oxygen flask, in much
the same way as you inflate a tire.

Gagan had thought of everything.
They would need weight to keep them
on the bottom. He produced two mat-
tress covers, stowed some thirty bottles
of beer in each, and added a few empty
shell cases for good measure. He tied
hammock lashing around the mouths of
the mattress covers, grouped the weight
in equal parts, top and bottom, and tied
more lashing around the middle. Then
he showed Mogelberg how the arrange-
ment could be draped over the back of
his neck, with evenly distributed weight
hanging in packsaddle style.

They slipped out on the fantail. Some
sort of activity was going on up forward;
they heard the Eager Beaver calling out
the names of men. Whatever this was, it
cleared the way for them. Gagan said,
“Just breathe naturally through your
mouth. I've had instruction in the use
of these lungs. We won’t get the bends—
it’s not deep, and we won’t be under
long.”

“Gagan,” said Mogelberg happily,
“you’re screwy!”

They clamped the lungs to their shirts,
fastened the backstraps, and went cau-
tiously down a cargo net that had been
put over the side for the marines. Gagan
motioned for Mogelberg to put the
clothespin device on his nose, and eased
his lanky body into the water.

It closed, cool and refreshing, over his
head. The weight was just enough; his
feet touched coral formation several
fathoms down. If the Eager Beaver had
been watching closely, he might have
seen twin columns of bubbles rising from
the flutter valves of the lungs, looking
like the broken necklaces of mermaids
as they caught the moon’s iridescence
before breaking surface.

But the Eager Beaver was occupied.
Gagan and Mogelberg moved slowly into
the shadows at the shoreline. Gagan’shead
came out of the water. He shut off the
exhaust valve of his lung, and looked
around. .

Oars splashed musically, and he sa
two whaleboats leaving the ship. What
was more, they headed for the spof
where he stood.

At that instant Mogelberg came out
of the sea like a squat Neptune, with a
collar of kelp decorating his bull neck.

“Jeeze!” he began, but Gagan clapped
a hand over his mouth.

“Pipe down!” Gagan whispered.
“They've missed us. They got a search
party out already! Quick—get into the
brush!”



They scrambled -inland only a few
yards ahead of the first boat, and lay
low, listening to the hammering of their
own hearts. And then the Eager Beaver’s
voice said, “All right, men—turn to! Cut

mostly palm branches, but anything with .

a lot of leaves will help. And shake it
up!n

Gagan nudged Mogelberg. “The skip-
per’s decided to camouflage the ship,”
he said. “This is a working party. Okay,
so we’ll cache the beer here and help ’em
cut greenery. Then we got a right to be
ashore—see? We can always get lost,
and miss the boats. Break out your
knife and bear a hand!”

A little later, they trudged down to the
water carrying armfuls of green
branches. The Eager Beaver was super-

vising loading of this material. Gagan
peered at him through the foliage.

“Dr. Livingstone, I presume?” he said
gaily.

“Hey!” exclaimed Mason. “I didn’t de-
tail you guys to this working party!
What are you trying to pull off?”

“We just came along to bear a hand,”
said Gagan. Seeing Mason eyeing their
wet clothes, he added, “Swam over,
Mason. After all, I've had a lot of jungle
experience.”

Mason smiled an evil smile. “You can
both go back with me in the first boat.

It so happens the skipper is looking for
a couple of volunteers with jungle ex-
perience.”

Gagan stiffened. “Not-me! I never vol-
unteer.”

“I can fix that,” Mason told him. “I
can get you detailed to this little job.
You're going to be a two-man task
force!”

R. DEEMS, who wished he had

more alert, on-their-toes petty
officers like Mason, accepted his recom-
mendation without hesitating. He handed
Gagan an envelope.

“Take this to the lieutenant in com-
mand of the marines,” he ordered.
“You'll find them here—” he indicated a
little indentation in the farther coast-

Mogelberg came out of the
sea like a squat Neptune,
trailing strands of kelp. “Pipe
down!” Gagan whispered.
“There’s a search party out!”

line on the Balumgiri chart— “and if
you travel all night, you can contact
them before they break camp. Get
yourselves a couple of canteens of water,
and carry sidearms. If you run into Japs,
don’t start anything. Your mission is to
find the marines.”
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“Aye, aye, sir!” Gagan said.

The Eager Beaver put them ashore.
They vanished into the undergrowth,
and immediately resurrected the beer,
and stowed the Momsen lungs in the
mattress covers with it. They sweated
up the ridge, along a semblance of a

trail, and came to fairly open country
on the top.

Both were panting from the climb.
Gagan put down his heavy sack. “Bal-
umgiri,” he proclaimed, “I hereby col-
lect you! Let’s have a Qrink.”

They had one. The beer was warm,
but so is most beer in that part of the
world, and you learn to like it that way.
It was, Gagan said, the best beer he
had tasted since that in Jimmy Dean’s
place, in the Old Navy. They had an-
other, and then took the trail down the
western side of the ridge, and came out
on the shore of a peaceful lagoon. This
seemed a logical place to stop for an-
other beer. A wind sprang up while they
were there, and chilled them through
their wet clothes, and they drank several
more beers to ward off pneumonia, the
common cold, and elephantiasis.

Some time before dawn, Gagan
stopped roaring South Pacific songs in a
tuneless voice, and discovered that Mo-
gelberg was sound asleep with his head
on the still unopened section of his mat-
tress cover.

“Good ol’ Mogey!” Gagan said. ten-
derly. “Who shaid all shipmates went
down onna Maine? I can whip th’ guy
who shaid that!”

Nobody accepted his challenge. Gagan
muttered, “Yellow, that’sh what!” and
sat down in the lush grass.

He woke with the tropical sun full in
his face, and a working party of little
men wielding chipping hammers inside
his skull. Mogelberg echoed his groan.
They sat up and looked at each other
painfully for a moment. Gagan opened
two beers.

“We should of gone on,” Mogelberg
said. “The gyrenes will be somewhere
else by now.”

“Things slipped up on me,” Gagan
confessed. “Must be out of training. Well,
we can push on over there and look. . ..”

If the marines had camped overnight
on the western side of the narrow island,
it was in some other indenta-
tion in the rugged coastline.
The two sailors searched until .
midafternoon without even
finding a trail, and then turned
back and climbed the ridge
again. Gagan kept a sharp
loockout for Japs. Mogelberg
announced that he was afraid
to open his eyes very wide,
lest he bleed to death. A few
more beers under the blazing
sun didn’t remedy that condi-
tion.

“I don’t believe there are any
Japs on this part of the island,”
said Gagan. “Maybe they've
pulled out. But they usually leave litter
everywhere, just like rats, and you can
smell ’em. Down in SoPac—"

E CHECKED himself abruptly,
caught Mogelberg’s arm. The ¢ove
was below them. It was empty, and the
sea beyond the cove was empty. The
Little B, camouflage and all, was gone.
They sat down where they were.
There was no use looking for the ma-
rines any more, Gagan said. Lef the
marines come to them. The patrol would
have to come (Concluded on page 81)
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The crowd roared as he ran blindly for the tunnel. Mary was waiting. . . .




the owner of the Whales and sat

down quietly on a straight chair.
The man behind the desk paid him no
attention. Flip reached inside his coat
and pulled out a pair of puzzle keys,
the kind that come apart only if skil-
fully attacked. He bent to the task,
scowling a little. He had black brows,
quite heavy, a tanned face and a slim,
nervous body which never seemed
quite still.

The keys clinked. Homer Etherly
looked up and scowled. He was a
dapper, careful man, with a mustache
trimmed close to a long upper lip. He

FLIP REGAN entered the office of

said with deliberation, “Regan, you
won’t pitch tomorrow.”
Flip held the keys motionless.

“Etherly, you own the Whales, but
you’re not running them. Bobble For-
man runs the Whales.”

Etherly said without passion, “Re-
gan, you are not a pitcher—you're
only half a pitcher. You've never fin-
ished a game. You've made your rec-
ord only because Al Jordan has al-
ways been there to pull you through
—you know it as well as I do!”

Flip said calmly, “Twenty-two games.
It got you a pennant. It got you evens
in this Series, that record.”

Etherly made a steeple of thin, long
hands. “You are insolent, Regan. You
are slightly lunatic. You cause fric-
tion in the club. You are arrogant and
quarrelsome.. I don’t like you and I
intend to get rid of you. Meanwhile,
tomorrow is the seventh game of the
World Series, the crucial game. You
are going to inform Bobble that you
cannot pitch. Jordan will start—and
finish. He can win the game.”

Flip twirled the keys. “You are
something of a jerk, Etherly. You

er.

very hard to make the

Whales believe I'm
silly

Py}
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lucked into buying this club when it
was strictly second division. Bobble
Forman took the halt and the lame on
your roster and hauled them into a
pennant. Now you're trying to go over
Bobble’s head in the pay-off game . . .
You, Etherly, have the abysmal quali-
ties of a first-class jerk.”

Flip arose and walked without haste

from the office. He paused in the ante-

room and looked down at a long, love-
ly redhead sitting behind a secretarial
desk.

“Mary O'Hara,” he said, “I have just
told your boss that he is a jerk.”

“That will cost you,” said the girl.
She had long legs, very well made. She
was slim, but she could fill a man’s
arms; she was cool and calm, but she
contained, Flip knew, fire enough for
three alarms. “You’ll have to win to-
morrow, now that you've torn it.
You'll have to win or crawl.”

Flip said, “If we win tomorrow, it'll
be a miracle. Even with Al behind me.
The Bakers are overdue. We fell into
our three wins, darling. They plowed
through us for theirs. When Fleeson
and his lads tee off on me tomor-

row . . .” He paused,
and then grinned.
“You know, Jerk Eth-
erly had one thing
right. I'm not a pitch-

I have worked

somewhat and
highly superior, and
I fear I have done
awful things to old
Gib Warren, but
truthfully, darling, I
am strictly a college
hurler.”

The buzzer con-
nected with Etherly’s
office whirred. The
girl arose and said
softly, “You will win
tomorrow.’’ She
nodded brightly and
went to answer the
summons. Flip tossed the keys into the
air, caught them and went down into
the October sunshine. He took a cab
and journeyed to the Stadium, where
there was a meeting of the Whales. He
went in, and of course he was late.

Bobble Forman chewed on a hunk
of gum that would have choked a
stallion and wrinkled his mahogany-
hued face into sardonic lines.

“Nice of you to come, Regan.
You're goin’ to pitch tomorrow and
you come late!”

Flip said, “So I'm going to pitch!
Who else you got?”

He winked at Al Jordan. Al was

The battered, punch-happy, crip-
pled Whales had fought to within
one game of the pennant when the
bubble burst—for their only re-
maining pitcher was Flip Regan,

who had never finished a game
Illustrated by Neil O’Keeffe

from Tennessee, and he was deaf in
one ear and ugly all over. He was
stringy and stooped and not very
bright. He worshipped Flip Regan. No
one else even liked Flip, but Al fol-
lowed him everywhere, like an old
hound dog.

HE other Whales glowered. They

were a sorry crew, on paper. Tiny
Raymond, shortstop, had yet to shave
for the first time. Gib Warren, the
backstop, was forty. Heck Fyer, at sec-
ond, limped slightly from a wound re-
ceived on a‘Normandy beach. Bill Duke,
first base, was a mere five-ten and an
ex-outfielder. Pug Zazalli, third-sacker,
had sustained an injury on Iwo Jima
that still acted up once in a while. The
utility men were babies from the

" bushes.

The three outfielders were all right.
Johnson, Heenan and Decker were
solid, experienced big leaguers. They
batted third, fourth and fifth, and what
power the Whales had lay in their
bats. They had pulled many a game
out of the fire for the Regan-Jordan
combination. Regan, who could not buy
a hit, never rode them as he did the
others. g

The other pitchers were kaput, like
the Third Reich, They had made their
stands. It was now left to the screw-
ball combination of Regan and Jordan
to come through. And they all knew,
as Flip knew, that the Bakers were
too tremendous for Flip. They had
proved it, scoring eight runs on him in
his only appearance in the Series be-
fore Bobble could get him out of there.

Gib Warren growled, “If we had
anybody, we’d use him, busher!”.

Flip played with his key puzzle. “I
never saw the bushes, Pop. I don’t be-
lieve I ever shall. I shouldn’t think it
improves one to bat around in the
sticks, observing you, Pop.”

“Don’t call me Pop!” howled Warren.
“I kin lick you right now . . .”

“Okay, old man,” said Flip inno-
cently. “Now how do we pitch to Flee-
son?”

“You just chuck and duck, you
dead-arm!” Warren said.

Bobble said sharply, “Stop that damn
foolishment!”

Everyone relaxed. Warren mumbled,
but sat quiescent. They all adored
Bobble. He was the boss, but he was
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kind. He understood them, up and down,
in and cut. He had carried them on his
shoulders to the top of the baseball
heap with his knowledge of them and
of the game. >

Bobble said, “Tomorrow is it. How we
got up here I maybe don’t know myself.
We had whatever it took. We're evens
with the Bakers, and tomorrow we do
or we don’t. Man spends his life tryin’
to snag a World Championship—he
maybe gets one chance.”

They knew he was right. The war
was ending and soon the good ball
players would return. Not many of the
current Whales would remain in fast
company. -This was their chance, the
epitome of their baseball careers.

Flip played with his keys, hiding his
emotions. It was not always easy to play
screwball to cover his deficiencies. He
wondered why Bobble put up with him.

E WAS a college hurler, no more, no

less. He had never pitched in organ-
ized ball before a desperate Whales scout
had sent him to Bobble. He was just out
of the Marines and he needed money to
go through another year of Harvard Law
School, so he had joined up. Thanks to
Al Jordan, he had stuck.

They had not liked his dry, precise
speech, his sharp manner, his quiet
clothing, and so in self defense he had
gone back at them. Through the season
he had kept them in turmoil.

Once he had even hurled a .bag of
water on Etherly, and that had been
.wonderful. And the Whales, detesting
the front office, had laid off him, then.
But he had kept roiling them, because
he had started and could not stop. They
didn’t like him, nor trust him in a game.

Well, he had Al. The gangling hill-
billy could not start a game because he
was psychologically whipped before en-
tering the box. He was a fireman, a fin-
isher. He was not very smart, but he
was Flip’s roomie and pal and he was
tough enough to make the others leave
Flip alone when necessary.

Flip realized that Bobble was talking,
telling them about playing Fleeson too
deep so that his liners went for doubles,
and to shift over for Green on outside
low pitches and a hundred things like
that, which they all knew by heart but
which they liked to hear from their
manager. Bobble was worried in his
great soul, but he talked calmly and
confidently.

Bobble finished and Flip arose and
said brightly, “The Bakers hammered
me before and they will probably do it
again. I expect miracles of fielding and
backstopping like mad and maybe we
can pull it. out—maybe! Meantime, I
have a date.”

They all stared resentfully at him, but
Bobble said, “It’s time to break up. I
wanta see you, Regan.”

In the manager’s office, Bobble put his
gnarled hands on a desk top. He said,
“I've been putting up with one hell of
a lot from you.”

Flip said, “I'm sorry if I—”

“Never mind!” Bobble grinned. “You’re
sorry, but you’re all I've got. Hell, it’s a
short life! Show up at the park tomor-
row, that’s all I ask.”

Flip said, “You’re a hell of a man,
Bobble.”

“I got a funny feeling about you,” said
the manager. “We’ll find out if 'm right
tomorrow.”

“Okay,” said Flip. He felt pretty low.

He went out and got a cab. In a small
delicatessen downtown he slid into a
booth where Mary O’Hara was waiting.

She drummed her fingers. “I've been
waiting half an hour.”

“You're pretty lovely,” said Flip.
“You’re my ideal—did I tell you today,
darling?”

She said, “I am also Homer Etherly’s
ideal. He asked me again today. To
marry his millions.”

“A man without a soul,” said Flip. “A
man who is, in simple language, a jerk.”

She said, “I don’t know. There’s only
one thing really jerky about him—he
wants his own way.”

Al let out a howl. Bobble said, *“It’s a cinch he can’t pitch!”
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Flip said, “Who doesn’t?” He ordered
lox with bagel and tea' with lemon for
two. He said, “Well, darling, tomorrow
they slaughter me. Thank the stars for
Al Jordan!” :

“You’ve got to win,” she said. “I think
1 told you before.”

Flip leaned across the table, putting
his face near hers. “Darling, I would give
my right arm in the cause. For Bobble,
anything. Al would give his. But, dar-
ling, Fleeson and his merry men are
due. The law of averages says they did
not hit yesterday, they will hit today.”

Mary said, “For Bobble you’d do any-
thing, wouldn’t you?”

“If I had a father, he would be Bob-
ble!”

“Flip, Etherly went berserk after you
left.” She touched his hand and her
fingers were cold. “Before he talked to
you, he’d ordered Bobble not, to pitch
you. Bobble wouldn’t listen to him. And
now, if you start tomorrow and we lose
—Bobble is out as manager!”

Flip stiffened. “That dirty jerk can’t
do it!”

“He isn’t dirty. He’s just spoiled and
positive in his opinions,”” said Mary.
“He’s a lawyer, you know. He has the
legal mind. He believes in the law of
averages, too.”

Flip said, “Now wait, darling. What is
this reasoning?”

“The legal mind,” said Mary, her lip
curling. “Etherly has it. You have it.
You agree the Bakers will win tomor-
row. Bobble will go back to the minors
and you will go to law school. . . . As
for me, maybe I don’t know one jerk
from the other. I'm going home!”

She was out and away before he could
drop his bagel. He sat there, staring
after her.

T was an hour before time to report

to the dressing room, and across the
street in a cafe, Flip and Al Jordan each
clutched a cold glass of seltzer, while
Flip talked. He enjoyed talking to Al
because even though his relief pitcher
could not understand three-quarters of
what he said, the long, mulish head al-
ways nodded assent to his erudite room-
mate.

“The Bakers are due,” Flip was saying.
“They’ll get to me, all right. Then it’s
up to you. Now, Al, you are a very great
pitcher, see? In some ways, the best on
the club. You come in behind my soft
stuff and my curves and you lay in the
swift ones like you are chunking rocks
back home. See?”

“Anything fer you, pal,” said Al

“You tear the letters right off their
chests,” Flip said eloquently. “We got
to win for Bobble. He is our friend.”

“Good old Bobble,” said Al. “I would
not tell him about my arm, even.”

Flip’s heart stood still. “Your what?

P What about your arm?”

“It kinda hurts,” said Al. “But I would
not worry Bobble with a thing like that.
Not me!”

Flip said, “Oh, my God!” He grabbed
Al and scattered traffic right and left
getting across the street and into the
Whales’ dressing = room. Beany, the
trainer, was fussing with liniments and
the baking (Continued on page 110)



ashore under the grim mouths of

naval guns and an umbrella of
planes. And when the beachhead has
been cleared, the convoys of merchant
ships move with the vital supplies—
ammunition, gas, medicine and giant
stacks of food. It is not quite that simple,
of course. There are Jap suicide planes
zooming around, and sometimes hit-
and-run subs, and it is so bad at times
the men of the cargo ships are them-
selves ordered ashore and into foxholes.

Then, when things have quieted
somewhat, a small freighter steams in
and anchors near the convoy. She car-
ries no guns for defense. She is not
painted white like a hospital ship. She
is drab as can be, but she is very im-
portant indeed. She is the S.S. Klang,
the United Seamen’s Service’s floating
recreation center, and to all the mer-
chant seamen at that beachhead she
means ice cream and cokes, beer,
games and movies. In the early days
she crossed the Coral Sea to Milne Bay
in New Guinea. She went past New
Britain and into the Bismarck Sea to
Finchaven. She went up to Hollandia
and poked her stubby bow into most of
the steaming jungle coves between.

So the Klang anchors, and soon after
dark the sailors begin arriving from
their ships, transported by all sorts
of odd craft—lifeboats, work boats,
launches, sometimes canoes or rafts.
Anything to get to the Klang.

The Klang is serving a group which
has had little real appreciation, and
even less publicity. You have heard oc-
casionally of torpedoed crews of mer-
chant ships swimming through flaming
oil; dying in the icy waters on the
suicide run to Murmansk; bombed off
New Guinea; rammed by U-boats while
crowded on rafts in the shark-infested
South Seas. Sometimes you may have
heard how highly paid merchant sea-

IN THE South Pacific the troops go

men are for facing all this danger, and

how pitifully small the armed service-
man’s pay is by comparison.

This sounds very impressive until you
break it down. The serviceman is
clothed and fed by the government,
whether ashore or afloat. He ‘gets med-
ical attention, hospitalization when
necessary, a pension if he is disabled;
and his family is taken care of if he is
killed. The merchant seaman gets very
few of these free things—in the early
days none at all. Between ships he
feeds and clothes himself. He has to
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Club in the United States.

A PRIZE STORY CONTEST FOR MERCHANT SEAMEN
Arcosy invites men in the maritime service to submit short stories of the sea in a
contest sponsored by the United Seamen's Service. The first prize will be $150 in
War Bonds and the winning story will be published in Arcosy, and paid for at our
usval short-story rate; second prize will be a $100 War Bond and' third prize
will be $75 in War Bonds. Judges will be Albert Richard Wetjen, C. S. Forester,
Joseph Henry Jackson, Captain Claude B. Mayo, USN (Ret.), and Jacland Mar-
mur. Entries must be mailed by November 30 to the Golden Gate Club Short Story
Contest, USS, 439 Market St., San Francisco 5, Calif. Entry blanks and further
details concerning the contest may be obtained at any United Seamen's Service

take care of his family out of his own
pay.nWhen wrecked, even if badly hurt,
outside of emergency treatments and
aid, he formerly had to look after him-
self—until the United Seamen’s Service
came into being and began to function.
And even the USS is limited as to the
care it can give.

All in all, the matter of value re-
ceived just about evens up, with, if
anything, a slight edge for the regular
serviceman. The unfortunate habit the
services have of comparing the highest-
paid merchant seaman with the lowest-
paid soldier or sailor, is hardly fair.
Many regular servicemen get high pay,
too, and also draw bonuses for work
in war zones, which is one of their
complaints about merchant seamen.

Not to carry on such a matter too
far, it might also be mentioned that
merchant seamen do not get free legal
advice nor special furlough rates on
trains. Their pay stops as soon as their
ship is destroyed and starts only when
they have again shipped out. Most
ignominious of all, and even somewhat
puzzling, is that a merchant seaman
killed in action is not entitled to the
military courtesy of a flag on his casket.
For a service whose mortality rate is,
proportionately, the highest of all out-
fits engaged in this war, this is surely
the height of something or other.

While the United Seamen’s Service
can do nothing about this last, it has in
many ways come to the merchant sea-
man’s aid. The floating recreation ship
Klang is just one example. She is a
small coal-burning vessel, about fifteen
hundred tons, and ancient as steamers
go, having been built in Scotland back
in 1908, but she has carried on and made
a few thousand lonely sailors under-

stand they have not been forgotten.
Operating today in six continents and
in all major ports, the total of USS
units numbers one hundred and thirty
and its services run the gamut from
advancing funds to distressed seamen,
to maintaining rest homes for the sick
and injured. A seaman, say, in New
Orleans, has lost his discharges. The
USS obtains duplicates for him. A sea-
man in New York wants to leave money
in safekeeping, and will someone talk
to his wife, who is mad at him? The
USS helps as best it can. Recrea-
tion clubs are run for the sailor to relax
in when ashore—the S.S. Klang, so to
speak, transferred to a street in Naples
or New York or San Francisco.
Washington came to with a start a few

' years back, realized there were possibly

heroes in the merchant 