


Millions of bottles are bought 
by men who like that 

etear 
etean 

taste 

Even if Joe Giraffe can't talk, 
notice that delighted sparkle 
in his eyes at the clear, clean 
taste of his jungle lunch a'nd 
you'll know what we mean by 
PM's clear, clean taste. Drink 
Pl\I this p.m. and see why mil
lions of men keep ordering it. 

National Distillers Products Corporation, New York, N.Y. :Blended Whiskey. 86 Proof. 67�% Grain Neutral Spirits. 



FIVE BRAND-NEW MYSTERY THRILLERS 

CAT OF MANY TAILS - by 

ELLERY QUEEN 
ELLERY SETS A FANTASTIC TRAP! 

New York City shuddered 
with mounting hysteria as the 
incredible "Cat" stalked his 
victims at midnight ... until 
Ellery Queen desperately set 
a trap for him-baited with 
an innocent young girl! Pub
lisher's edition, $2. 75. 

THE BECKON I N G  DOOR-by 

MABEL SEELEY 
DEATH WAITED OUTSIDE THE DOOR! 

Cathy possessed the single 
clue to her cousin's mlJrcler-1 
and the killer knew it. 
somewhere outside he was 
waiting for her-determined 
to close her mouth forever. 
The year; s best suspense nov
el! Publisher's edition, $2.50. 

A GRAVEYARD TO LET-by 

CARTER DICKSON 
H.M.'S FIRST AMERICAN CASE! 

It began when H.M. received 
a cablegram aboard ship-a 
challenge to watch a miracle 
and explain it. But the mir
acle was nothing to the dead 
man who wasn't dead and the 
fan dancer who never danced! 
Publisher's edition, $2.50. 

THE SCREAMING MIMI-by 

FREDRIC BROWN 
THE KILLER WHO HUNTED BLONDES! 

Bill Sweeney wasn't inter
ested in the Ripper at large in 
the city , .. that is, until he 
found the tiny statue of the 
nude, screaming girl -
eled on the woman he adored!\ 
A tale of love and death. Pub
lisher's edition, $2.50. 

NEW SENSATIONAL OFFER TO MYSTERY NOVEL FANS! 
Will you accept as a Dollar Mystery Guild 
Membership Demonstration ANY FIVE of 
these new mysteries for only $1.00? (Each is 
right now selling for $2.50 to $2.75 at retail). 
Whether you are ·an enthusiastic .. mystery fan, 
or just an occasional reader who demands only 
the best, you will realize here is top-notch read
inA-by the world's finest mystery writers! 

Brand-New Mysteries For Only $1.00 Each! 
The Dollar Mys�ery Guild is the amazing 

book club which offers you separately-bound 
mysteries at the unbelievably low price of 
$1.00 each; Yes, you pay only �1.00 each
postpaid-for the best new full·length mys
teries-at the same time they are selling in 
the publishers' editions for $2.00, $2.50 or 
more! 

EacH month the editors of the Guild sdect 
TWO mysteries which are "tops" in suspenSe, 
drama, brilliant detection and sheer "unguess-

THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD 

ability." Sometimes they give you the work 
of an extremt:lY talented newcomer; more 
often they choose novels by such authors as 
Erle St�nley Gardner, Rex Stout, Agatha 
Christie, Ellery Queen. But in either case, you 
always get the cream of the latest mysteries! 

Mystery Guild Clues FREE 
The Guild thus offers you TWO books each 

month-brand-new, individually-bound novels 
for your bookshelf. But you do not have to 
accept every selection. Each month you will 
receive the club's. magazine, Mystery Guild 
Clues, which describes comi�g selections. If 
you don't want a book, you merely notify us 
and it will not be sent. Your sole obligation iS 
-to accept just /our books a year from among 
at least 24. to be offered-and you may cancel 
membership at any time after that. So-why 
not join now .while you can get five novels for 
only $1.00? Just mail the coupon riAht away! 

• GARDEN CITY, NEW YORK 

OR-IF YOU H 
TTHESE BOOKS %�':.f AD ANY OF UTE ANY oF' THE FOALY SUBsn. 

LOWING· 
By G EYE WITNESS 

. 
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THE SECOND 

mon Coxe 
By R CONFESSION · ex Stout 

B:E}O
h
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MURDER IN A HURRY - by 

:��:::�' LOC KR lOGE 
A NEW MR. & MRS. NORTH MYSTERY! 

Old Mr: Halder liked animals, 
but not enough to spend a 
night with them in a pet shop 
cage - folded like a wallet! 
Don't miss this fastcpaced 
new tale of $30,000,000 and 
murder-the toughest case of 
the North's entire "career"! 
Publisher's edition, $2.50. 

SEND NO MONEY 
Yes, simply . 
get FIVE sm':.�Il �he coupon and 
only $1.00 with-hit mysteries for the Dollar Myste:"emb.ership in no .money now . y Guild! Send 

-Just this coupon, 

_______ ...., ______ � 
Mail This Coupon 

WHICH 5 DO YOU WANT FOR ONLY $1 
THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD . 
Dept. 8AR, Garden City, N.Y. 
Please enroll me as a member of the Dollar Mystery Guild; 
send me at once the 5 books I have checked below and bill. 
me only $1.00 for all 5: 

0 Cat of Many Tails 0 Murder In A Hurry 
OThe Betkonlng Door 0 Eye Witness 
0 A Graveyard To Let 0 The :Seeond Confession 
0 The Streaming Mimi 0 Below Suspicion 

I am to receive Mystery Guil4 Clues, the club's monthly 
bulletin, so that I may decide which selections I want to 
accept. I need take only 4 books a year (out of 24 or more 
to be offered), and pay only $1.00 each (we pay all shipping 
charges) as my sole membership obllgatton-. After accepting 
4 books I may cancel my membership at any time. 

Name ......................................... : ............................................................... . 

Street and No .......................................................................................... . 

Clty ............................................................ Zone .......... Stale .................... . 

Oecupation ........................................................ Age, if under 2L ......... .. 
Offer slightly different in Canada: 105 Bond St., 

Toronto 2, Ont. Good only in the U.S.A. and· canada 
.-.----------------.� 



Guar-d hair
and scalp from 
Surnrner Sun! 

Your hair's handsom·er, your scalp feels 
better, when you give them extra protection 
against drying summer sun. Use Vitalis 
"Live-Action" care-Vitalis and the famous 
"60-Second Workout"- to guard hair, in
vigorate scalp. Get Vitalis today, at any drug 
counter or barber shop. 

Usa'LIVE-AcriON'' 
VP'AliS�� 

60-&econd Workout' 
50 SECONDS' massage-/eel the difference in your scalp. 
Vitalis stimulates scalp, pre
vents dryness, routs flaky dan
druff, helps check excessive 
falling hair. 

10 SECONDS' combing-see the difference in your hair. 
Neater, handsomer -·-set to 
stay. No "slicked-down" look. 
Vitalis contains no greasy 
petrolatum-just pure natural 
vegetable oil. 

e Many skin specialists 
prescribe two of Vitalis' 
basic ingredients for dry, 
flaky scalp. The Vitalis 
workout stimulates scalp, 
prevents dryness. 

VITA LIS 
.!5.S l--------11� 

& PRODUCT OP BRISTOL• MYERS 

HENRY STEEGER, President HAROLD S. GOLDSMITH, Publisher 

• ._ ____ ._.._.,.August 1950 
Volume 331 
Number 2 

T H E  C O M P L E T E  MAN'S MAGAZINE 

JERRY MASON. Editorial Director 

ROGERS TERRILL, Executive Editor 
BERNARD WHITE, Art Director CARLTON BRO�'N, Managing Editor 

Fiction Editor: JAl\lES B. O'CONNELL 

Associate Editor: JOHN BENDER 

Art Editor: ART POLLAK 

Non-Fiction Editor: HOWARD J. LEWIS 

Associate Managing Editor: )1. i\IOCI:IRIE 

Art Assiltanu: AL SQUILLACE, MICHAEL CATERINA 

Feature Editor: J. M. FEINER 

Editorial Assistants: W. HUGHES HANNA, K. V. 1\IcGUIRE 

FICTION 

Article Editor: KEN BROOKS 

Cartoon Editor: JACK l\1A!lKOW 

MARE 0:\'E FALSE MOYE . John D. MacDonald 20 
A GIRL LIRE THAT . Richard ll'leaiancl 26 
OVER THE :VIOU�TAI:I\'S TO FREEDOM Walter Havighurst 30 
HER BEST OFFER Warnet· Hall 36 
THE LADY A:\'D 'l'HE TUMBLERS (:1\'ovelette) Merle Constiner 42 
CRISIS AT MID-WATCH James Robbins Miller 50 
COOlUE'S TOUR . Stanley Nlss 54 

ARTICLES 
0:\'E BILLIO� BUYS THE WORLD . David A. Anderton 16 
lilY TA:\'GLE WITH THE PHANTOl\'1 BEAR Frank C. Hibben 22 
:\IASTER-l\H�DI:\'G WI:I\'S BALL GAMES Stanley Wooclward 24 
ALO�E AGAil\ST THE. SEA . Donald Ban Chiclsey 28 
LOOR OUT BELOW! . Jhan and June Robbins 32 
DO:\''T HIDE THE FACTS (Court of Last Resort) 

Erie Stanley Gardner 38 
THE LAST OF THE TERRIBLE ME:\' . . John Reese 40 
I'LL TAJ{E IDAHO (Battle of the States Series) Glenn Balch 44 

PICTURES TELL THE STORY 
EVEN THE CO:\'VICTS BUST BRONCS IN TEXAS Dev IOapp 48 

SPECIA L FEATURES 
COORING \\'ITH DY�Al\IITE 
WHITE-WATER JETS . 
I'LL LET THAT CAVE REEP ITS 

My Most Exciting Adventure . 

DEPARTMENTS 

GOLD: 

Henry Steeger 4 
Jules Archer 53 

Jack Brandt with Ned Arthur 112 

ON THE FIRE Jim Beard 6 
GRIPE DEPARTi\IE:\'T 8 
ASK YOUR ARGOSY EXPERTS 10 
ARGONOTES Argosy Authors 12 
BACR TALl{ . Argosy Readers 14 
SPORTSJIIAN'S ALI\IAl\AC Byron W. Dalrymple and Pete Rulllll<ilf 56 

Cover Kodachrome by Bill Sears-Black Star 

Any resemblance between any character appearing in fictional matter, and 

any person, living or clead, is entirely coincidental and unintentional. 

A.ssociate Publisher: THOMAS F. BARRAGAN 

Production Manager: JACK )lcKENNA 

Circulation Manager: LOUIS A. SCHWARTZ 

Research Manager: MARK CLEMENTS 

ARGOSY is published onC'e a month by Popular Publications, Inc., at 1125 East Vaile Avenue, Kokomo, Indiana. 
Editorial and executive offices 205 East 42nd Street, New York 17, N. Y. Henry Steeger, President and Secretary, 
Harold S. Goldsmith, Vice·President and Treasurer. Entered as secmlll·class matter at the post office at Kokomo, 
Indiana. Authorized as second-class matter by the Post Office Department, Ottawa, Canada. Copyright, 1950, by 
Popular Publications, Inc. This issue is published simultaneously in Lhe Dominion of Canada. Copyright under Inter
national Copyright Com·ention and Pan American Copyright Connntions. All rights reserved, including the right or 
reproduction, in whole or in part, in any form. Price, 25c a copy, $3.00 a rear 1n U.S., its possessions and Pan· 
American countries; 35c a copy, $4.00 a year in Canalia and all foreign countri.es. All correspoodence relating to 
this publication should be addressed to 1125 East Vaile A\·enue, Kokomo, Indiana, or 205 East 42nd Street, 
New York 17, N. Y. When submitting manusc·ripts, endo!'e stamped, self-addressed envelope for their return, if 
found unacceptable. Care will be exercised in the handling of unsolicited manuscripts; but no responsibility ror their 
return is assumed. Title registered in U. S. Patent Office. Printed in U.S.A. 

A R GOSY 



Jackie knows what he wants! 
Jackie is sure of himse1f. "'hy not? He's clenching 
a nickel in his fist. He knows which candy bar he 
wants and how to get it. 

Jackie has discovered a great secret. The way 
to get the candy bar you want is to know its brand 

name and ask for it by brand name. And it's that 
way for all of us. Buying by brand name is the 
only way you can pick the product which exactly 
suits your taste. 

Brand names protect you! By knowing brand 
names, you make the manufacturer responsible 
for the products that bear his brand name. The 
manufacturer knows that if you find his products 
good, you will buy them. If not, you won't- and 
the manufacturer will be forced out of business. 

Brand names insure progressively better 
p1·oducts. Each manufacturer works constantly 

to Improve the products that carry his brand 
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name. The result? You get more value for your 

money and better quality. 

To make sure you get exactly what you want 
to buy, always call for a product by its brand 
name. Read the ads in this magazine- you'll find 
they include some of America's most famous brand 
names. 

••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 
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MOUNTAIN LI()N was sighted a moment after this was taken. Hunters Gardner and Steeger in center background. 

HITTING THE PACK TRAIL 
THE EXPEDITION INTO THE SIERRA MADRES STIRS UP A LION, A DEER, A SECRET CAVE-AND A BURIED TREASURE 
Our 24 horse, m ule and donkey ex

pedition pulled out of Nacori Chico 
and stood sm ack up against the whole 
Sierra Madre Mountain chain of Son
ora, Mexico. "How do we get around 
t hese towering giants?" we asked Dan 
Mangum ,  the expedition boss. "We 
don't get around," he said. "We go 
straight up and straight down." 

The second day out we were clim b
ing a m ountain so high the horses had 
to stop for a rest every 15 or 20 feet. 
Near the top, one of our burros lost 
his footing and rolled over and over 
down the m ountainside. That would 
have been the end of him except for 
one lucky fact: he had our bed rolls 
tied around him on all sides. Even
tually he was brought up short by a 
clum p of trees-saved by his padding. 

We told you last m onth we'd give 
you som e idea of what kind of cam p
ing you could expect in this country. 
You can see from the cover picture 
about what it looks like. The m oun
tains are five, six and seven thousand 
feet in height and the whole area is 
alm ost coni pletely prim itive. Y ou don't 
see people for days, but you do see 
the biggest collection of anim als and 
birds anywhere around. Take birds, 
for instance. Have any of you ever 
shot quail with a .22 rifle? Erle Stan
ley Gardner introduced us to the sport 
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and it takes a m ighty keen eye to 
bring back your dinner. Those little 
birds are sm art enough to stay just 
far enough away and to run just fast 
enough so that you never get a steady 
target. They'll lead you through the 
worst underbrush and just as you're 
about to draw a bead, off they go like 
an arrow. We saw quail every day. 
They're all over the place. We spotted 

CHAPARAJOE D  for brush, Steeger and 
Gardner spot "biggest deer in Mexico ." 

deer regularly, too, and before our ex
pedition was over we shot and ate 14 
of them .  We also had wild turkeys 
running up as high as 30 pounds. 

About a week out, we cam ped in a 
little canyon at the top of a m ountain 
range. We were beginning to get into 
good m ountain-lion country. Report 
also had it that the territory had In
dian caves never before explored by 
white m en. One of our hunters, Hen
rique Valencia, had heard of such a 
cave nearby, so we decided to conduct 
a search. It was supposed to contain 
about eight r oom s, including sm all 
ones for children. All the room s  were 
cut out of solid rock and dirt. Hen
rique thought the interior of the caves 
were just as the Indians had left them . 

So off we went on a cave-hunting 
expedition. As usual, our horse wrang
lers were up and under way at 3:30 
that m orning. ( The anim als were al
lowed to roam at will every night in 
order to forage and som etim es it took 
as m uch as four or five hours to round 
them up. ) 

Once started, our path lay along a 
string of ridges. The scenery was 
breath-taking. Great towering m oun
tains stretched out in all directions as 
far as we could see. The slopes were 
c overed with giant pine and oak and, 
naturally, all kinds of cactus. Down 
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in the valley s, often at the foot of a 
perpendicular drop, were little tum 
bling rivers-the Rillita, the Bonita 
and the Yaqui. 

We rode for several m iles until we 
cam e  to the rugged m ountainside 
where the cave was supposed to be. 
There were tracks around us of deer, 
lions, chalugas (a cross between a 
honey bear, a m onkey and a raccoon) 
and j avalinas. 

Then we took stock. Two of our 
Mexican friends who had been sent 
out to reconnoiter reported back that 
to look for the cave on this precipitous 
slope would be dangerous and alm ost. 
im possible. The ground was covered 
with round lava rocks which would 
skid out from under us-we could ex
pect to find ourselves sitting in beds of 
cactus quite frequently . The grade was 
practically straight up and down. So 
the chance of a bad fall would be fairly 
constant. And the heat-there would 
be plenty of it. And the language dif
fi culties. Henrique, who would guide 
us down could speak no English. We 
could speak . no Spanish. And, finally. 
there was the m atter of guns. We could 
take no weau ons with us because of 

· the weight. The final fact: the exact 
position of the cave was unknown. 

Now this is the kind of talk that's 
calculated to spur Gardner on to al

m ost any thing. Tell him som ething 
can't be done and he gets that flinty , 
eager gleam in his ey e. So the two 
of us started the hazardous descent 
and left the rest of the party wi th the 
horses at the top of the m ountain. We 
held out our watch and asked Hen
rique how long it would be before we 
returned. He pointed to the sun and 
then extended his hand over to the 
opposite horizon to indicate it would 
take all day . 

It was necessary for us to study the 
form ation of the m ountainside for 
som e  tim e in order to determ ine the 
best m ethod of descent. We've been 
down steep grades before on skis and 
on foot, but never any thing as steep 
as this. Any steeper-and it would 
have been straight up and down. 

Well, as it turn ed out, none of the 
thrills were om itted. We got every 
thing we'd been prom ised. Except one 
thing. We slipped, we fell, we got cov
ered with thorns, we broiled from all 
the effort. But-we got no cave. Hen
rique led us to all the likely spots. 
Alway s  there was the hope we'd find 
it over the next pitch. We saw deer, 
and wild turkey s  swooped over us 

m ost of the tim e, but Indian caves 
-nada, as they say in Spanish. 

Several hours and m any falls later, 
we wound up in the bottom of the 
cany on. The thought of clim bing back 
up that m ountain without having seen 
the cave was frustrating. But tim e  was 
im portant. The sun was getting low. 

Before returning, we agreed to strike 
up the cany on a short distance. The 
short distance grew into a long dis
tance , the sun sank a great deal fur
ther and alm ost before we knew it, we 
had w orked ourselves into a neat j am .  
Above us, there was a vast rock cliff. 
It presented an .C Continued on page 7) 
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EVERYTHING YOU WANT TO KNOW ABOUT 

How, When and 
Where to Hunt and Shoot! 

Just a Few of The 

40 Top Experts 

Who Wrote This Great Book: 
C. Stewart Comeaux

Firearms 

Frank Dufresne - Big 
G ame. G r ous e ,  
Pheasant 

C. E. Gillham
Waterfowl 

George Goodwin
Big Game 

Van Campen 
Heilner-Geese 

Horace Lytle-
Dog Training 

Wm. J. Mackey, Jr.
Decoys 

Jack O'Conner'-
Big Game 

Clyde armand-
Meat Preservation 

Edwin Pugsley
Shotguns 

Maxwell Riddle-On 
Spaniels and Re
trievers 

Ben C. Robinson
Small Game 

Archibald Rutledge
On Upland Game 

Philip B. Sharpe 
On Arms and Am
munition 

Now Yours- I 00 I Secrets of America's 
Greatest Hunters-ALL in ONE GIANT 
Encyclopedia-TElLS and SHOWS How 
To Hunt and Bag Any Game-Get More 
Thrills and Greater Sport Out of Hunting 
and Shooting! Now you can share the shooting skill 

and· experience of America's greatest 
hunters. You can use expert marksman
ship methods to make every shot coun't. You 
can know HOW, WHEN , and WHAT to 
hunt in every field, marsh, and forest from 
the Gulf oi Mexico to the Arctic Circle! 

Here-in this ONE big "Standard Book 
of Hunting and· Shooting"-40 top experts 
tell you everything you'll ever need to 
know to increase your skill in the field, 
branch out after other game, or get more 
fun, facts, and ideas out of '�armchail·" 
hunting! 

Describes and Pictures Latest Tech· 
niques To Bag �LL Kinds of Game

and Save M oney Too! 

This giant 576-page book (8" x 1 1" 
x 1 72") is jam-packed with the latest 
proven methods for bagging B ig Game, 
Upland Game, Birds, Waterfowl, and 
Small Game. Over 550 pictures, draw-
ings, maps, and charts printed on coated 

paper tell and show you hundreds of ways 
to get more fun and save money-buy g;uns 
and equipment, make your own duck blmds 
and decoys, train dogs, save pelts, he�ds, 
horns or antlers. Answers every questiOn, 
settles every argument about ammunition, 
gun action, marksmanship,_ ballistics, camp
ing and cookery, preservatiOn of game and 
pelts-and lots more! 

Examine It Free

S E N D  NO M O N EY! 
This great book is really 

40 books in one--for it brings 

Packed with helpful hints 
for takin2: "crnck'' shots 
at acute angles. shooting 
at moving targets, etc. 

Partial Contents 

you the "last word" on hunt
ing and shooting by 40 spe
cialists ! It would cost you 
from $15 to $20 each to buy 
their advice separately. The 
original and slightly larger 
edition of this book sells to
day for $17.95 . . . .  but YOU 
get this brand-new edition 
for just a fraction of that 
amount. See for yourself what 
an amazing lifetime value 
this book is-10ithout risking 
even one cent. Just mail cou-Big Game of North 

America • Small Game pon for 7-DAY FREE EXAMI
NATION. Unless convinced it will 

make you a better hunter and show 
you how to get more out of your favor-

ite sport, return it-pay nothing. Other
wise accept easy terms noted in coupon. 
Mail "Coupon NOW I Gre11Btone Press, De11t. 
AR-B, 100 Sixth Ave., New York 18, N. Y. 

It's easy to save money 
and have fun making your 
own duck blinds and de
coys. ete .. etc, 

Animal Predators • 

�pland Game Birds • 

Waterfowl • Firearms 

• Ammunition • Hunt .. 

ing Dogs • Blinds • 

CamP Bedding • CamP 

Foods & CookingUten· 

"I • Camp & Home r - - - - - - - -, 
G
s• s 

CookerY • Cloth- Same FREE 1 �reystone Press, Dept. AR-8 
ame 

• 100 Sixth Ave., New York 13, N. Y. 
ing f o r  Hun ter s 

eat EXAMINATION I Send me a ficst·edltlon copy of ··The Standard Book I Preservation of M Offer On- �� ��
n
���fgtife� �

h
,�fN'!-���.;grit:·£,�Yn�t�f:g_Tgl�: 

• Shooting S a f etY ''The standard Book wise I will keep It-and send only $1.95 then, (plus 

Rules • Tents & CamP of F'ishing"-30 ex- I a few cents postage) 1\nd $2 a month for the follow- I f perts tell how.when, In� two months. 
Shelters • GlossarY

. 
0 where to catch more 0 Check here to get a first-edition copy or "The 
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by JIM BEARD 
Author of "The Fireside Cookbook" 

I
N THE lazy month of August, you're probably ready 
to sprawl in the shade by early evening and consume 

a couple of good drinks. After that, thoughts of food 
become more inviting. A Collins is a perfect drink for 
such times-if you take the trouble to make it well. 

SUMMER DRINKS: A good Collins can be made 
from whiskey, gin or rum. You need 14-ounce glasses. 
The large highball glass is perfect. For each drink use 
1 ounce of lemon or lime juice and about 2 teaspoons 
of sugar or sugar syrup (this you can buy, or, if you 
want to make your own, write to this department for 
the rule-it's much better for all drinks which call for 
sugar). Pour the juice and sugar over plenty of ice in a 
shaker and then measure 31!2 ounces of liquor for each 

drink. That may sound like a 
lot, but it makes a good tall 
drink. Shake these ingredients 
thoroughly and pour into a 
glass with the ice. Add soda to 
fill the glass and more ice if 
you need it. A slice of lemon or 
lime or a sprig of mint gives it 
an added flavor-but that's all. 
No fruit salad, please. 

If you're inclined toward a 
lighter drink, try a Spritzer. 
Buy a couple of bottles or a 
half-gallon jug of good, dry 

California white wine. Keep it chilled in the refrige
rator, and when you want to mix merely add a good 
shot of wine to a glass with ice and fill with soda. A 
fifty-fifty mixture is about the right proportion. 

BARBECUED SPARERIBS: Cold summer dishes can 
get pretty monotonous. I like to vary the fare with a 
hot, spicy dish such as barbecued spareribs. Here are 
two different ways of preparing the ribs for barbecuing. 
In either case, it's important to have plenty. You should 
buy at least a pound per person. Have the butcher split 
the ribs across, but do not cut them into small pieces. 
It is easier to broil the entire strip and cut through 
after they are cooked. 
Method l: This is the easier way to prepare the ribs, 
and far better if you are carrying them with you for a 
picnic or on an outing. For five persons, or for four 
with good appetites, select five pounds of spareribs and 
have them split but not cut up. The day before you are 
to barbecue them, or the same morning, place them in 
a large kettle with 2 teaspoons salt, a large onion, 
peeled, and a bay leaf. Cover with boiling water and 
bring to a boil. Reduce the heat, cover the pan, and al
low the ribs to simmer for about 45 minutes, or until they 
are just tender. Don't let them boil-merely simmer; and 
don't let them get really cooked and thoroughly tender. 
Remove from the water and let the ribs cool. 

When ready to grill them, rub the pieces well with 
oil or melted butter, and brush with soy sauce. Place 
the strips in the grill and broil them over the coal�, 
turning them several times. Brush with barbecue sauce 
so that the strips become nicely browned and glazed 
with the sauce. It should take about 10 minutes to get 
them really good and crisp and cooked thoroughly. Cut 
the ribs into small strips and serve. 
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Method 2: Have your ribs split and, without precook
ing, broil them over the coals. Brush the strips well 
with soy sc:.uce and let :hem broil slowly, turning often. 
Brush them again with a little soy sauce after about 
20 minutes. For the last 10 minutes of cooking they 
should be brushed well with the barbecue sauce so that 
they acquire a nice glaze. This 
whole process will take close to 
45 minutes and perhaps longer, 
for spareribs must be well 
cooked and nicely crisped. 

Here's a sauce that is about 
right for the sparerib job. Chop 
2 cloves of garlic very fine and 
mix them with 1f2 cup olive oil, 
1 cup chili sauce, % cup thick 
steak sHuce (A-1 or Heinz), l 
teaspoon dry mustard, 3 table
spoons sugar (preferably brown), 1 teaspoon salt, 1 
teaspoon black pepper and % cup vinegar. If you like 
the flavor of sweet basil or thyme add a good touch of 
either one. Mix all the ingredients and heat the sauce 
over the fire for about 10 minutes or until it boils, and 
keep it warm. Use any leftover sauce for dunking bread. 

SIDE DISHES: Plenty of good rye bread and butter 
and cold beer are in order, and cole slaw is a natural 
with barbecued spareribs. It's best to make slaw about 
an hour in advance and let the dressing and the cabbage 
blend their flavors. Shred one medium head of cabbage 
very fine and let it soak in cold water for about 30 min
utes. Drain all the water off and transfer the cabbage to 
a large bowl. Prepare your dressing as follows: Mix to
gether % cup vinegar, 2 tablespoons sugar, 1f2 teaspoon 
salt and % cup sour cremn or heavy sweet cream. Pour 
over the cabbage and mix well. Allow it to stand for 
an hour. Taste for seasoning-you may want a little 
more sugar or salt or cream. If you like green pepper, 
seed and shred one and add it to the cabbage mixture. 

If you'd prefer a potato salad instead of cole slaw, 
boil six new potatoes in their jackets. Drain, cool, peel 
and cut in slices. Sprinkle with salt and pepper, and 
marinate in % cup olive Oil blended with two table
spoons of wine vinegar. Just before serving, add 4 or 5 
small green onions or scallions, chopped parsley and if 

you like, green peppers, capers 
and stuffed sliced olives. Mix 
with enough mayonnaise to 
hold salad together. 

DESSERT: It's time for peaches. 
Peel and slice about seven or 
eight fine ripe ones, cover with 
sugar and add a dash of good 
Bourbon whiskey-about two 
ounces for eight peaches. Eat 
them as they are or add a large 
scoop of ice cream for each 

serving. Peaches have a great affinity for liquor of all 
kinds. In Europe they put a large ripe peach in a huge 
glass shaped like a wine glass. The peach is pricked 
with a fork after it is peeled and champagne poured 
over it. It is quite a drink-people have been known to 
continue sipping for hours. 

ARGOSY 



(Continued from page 5 )  awe-inspiring 
view, but not the slightest hint of a 
route by which we might return to the 
top. It was already too late to retrace 
our steps. And as Henrique solemnly 
declared, to go back via the canyon 
was impossible-the passage was 
blocked. 

This all became rather ironic when 
we discovered that right up on the 
face of that rock cliff was the Indian 
cave. Even if we had had the time, 
we would be unable to reach it. The 
entrance was about 25 or 30 feet in 
width and the Indians had obviously 
used ladders to get in and out. It was 
hopeless and could only be the goal 
for another trip. 

Right now, it was necessary to make 
a quick decision. We didn't relish the 
idea of spending the night in this 
primitive wilderness with lions and 
lobo wolves for companions and no 
guns for protection. Although Hen
rique had said the canyon passage was 
impossible, we determined to try it. 

During the next few hours we found 
out that Henrique was almost right. 
Almost, but not entirely. We also 
found out what a rugged physique 
Gardner has. We climbed up and down 
huge boulders, we scaled narrow pas
sages, we picked our way around falls, 
all at a murderous pace. 

Of course, we finally got back-with 
the surest cure for insomnia ever dis
covered by man. But before we hit the 
sack, we had deer meat and biscuits 
around the campfire. Terry, the cook, 
makes his biscuits in a Dutch oven. He 
puts hot coals on the top as well as all 
around the bottom and what comes out 
is a flaky delicacy with a golden brown 
crust. That out-of-doors appetite plus 
the companionship of the campfire 
makes a great combination. 

The next day we captured an ivory
billed woodpecker, which is thought 
by many to be extinct, and we built 
a cage to bring him back to the States. 
We also ran into a large pack of 
chalugas. But we had to move on
into the Yaq)li River country where 
we had a date, we hoped, with some 
lions. On the way, we shot the biggest 
deer in all Mexico and it happened 
like this: 

We needed camp meat, so Gardner, 
two of our Mexican hunters, Juan and 
Jose, and your ARGOSY representative, 
rode to the top of a mountain where 
Dan was sure we'd find game. We 
found it, not among trees, but standing 
smack on the very tip of the moun
tain. It was a sight, too. He was as 
quiet as the trees below him with his 
large antlered head held high. g 
was decided that Gardner and Juan 
would circle around one side of the 
summit, while Jose and the writer 
would approach from the other side. 

They reached the summit first but 
the deer had vanished into thin air. 
Juan said he had gone down the other 
side. This seemed to be the right an
swer, but lawyer Gardner, accustomed 
to courtroom tactics, decided his an
tagonist was playing tricks. Juan went 
on down the other side of the moun
tain while Gardner dismounted and 
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walked back to where we had first 1 
seen the deer. He slipped quietly 
around a large rock and there, just a 
few feet away from him, was his tar
get, nestled down on the ground and 
hiding from us. Both Gardner and the 
deer were surprised and the enormous 
buck took off like a flash of lightning, 
making huge leaps, darting behind 
rocks and trees and flashing through 
the underbrush. It looked like the last 
of him, but Gardner did some of the 
fanciest shooting we've ever seen. It 
took several bullets to bring him down 
and Gardner complained-he felt he 
should have done it with one. Our 
private opinion was that it was a 
miracle he shot the deer at all. 

The next day we had the most ex
citing experience of the whole trip. 
We were riding our horses slowly 
through the Rio Bonita valley when 
we came upon a large tangle of animal 
tracks. They were behind a little 
thicket of mesquite. From what we 
could read of the tracks, it looked like 
a lion and two cubs, though a lion 
seldom shows itself during daytime. 
We set our blue tick lion dogs on the 
trail, and moved cautiously down the 
almost dry river bed. 

Several hundred feet farther down 
we came aroufJd the bend and there 
was the lion. What a sight! She was 
just in the act of springing on a deer 
from am bush. We broke all records in 
dismounting-yanked our . rifles out 
from the saddle scabbards and in a 
few moments it sounded as though the 
third World War had begun. We can 
understand now why there are so 
many lions in this section. The minute 
she spotted us. she was off for the side 
of the mountain. The way she leaped 
around narrow ledges and across im
possible crags seemed almost incre
dible. Each of us thought he had scored 
a hit, but she veered this way and 
that. Sometimes we lost her, then we'd 
see her again, and so perfectly did her 
color merge with that of the back
ground that at times she seemed 
nothing more than a blur. 

It would be nice to report how 
neatly we drilled the lion through the 
neck with one skillfully placed shot. 
We might have hit her but there is 
nothing to prove it. Lion and cubs 
disappeared much too rapidly to suit 
us and we now set about the business 
of tracking her. We thought we had 
seen her branc::h off to the left midway 
up the mountain, so we sent three of 
our hunters and the dogs around in 
this direction. Eulogio Valencia, an
other of our hunters, hiked directly 
up the center of the mountain and 
found her tracks in a place where we 
should have seen her easily. We just 
never thought of looking there because 
we decided no animal could possibly 
climb over it. 

Next we ran for the deer which, 
though bady mauled, was still very 
much alive. We were able to catch it 
by hand and used a hunting knife to 
cut its throat. We didn't get that lion 
after all, but this is probably the first 
recorded instance of a lion's hunting 
and capturing (Concluded on page 106) 
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FOR OLDER CARS 

Get a Casile Treatment for your car today
it's simple, quick, inexpensive. 

A pint of Casile through the air-intake 
frees sticky valves and rings, lets the power 
zoom through. A second pint in the crank
case oil keeps your engine clean and free
running, retards formation of sludge and gum. 

FOR 

Casite cuts engine wear by speedin? lubrica
tion. Even in summer, finest oil is' cold" for 
the first few miles, must warm to 2l0°F to 
reach top efficiency. 

Yet add Casite to the oil and its flow is 
speeded. 22% at l00°F {more when colder). 
Afro Leclive, wear-resisting film of oil reaches 
al moving parts faster, greatly reducing 
rtstarl-up wear." 

BETTER, SMOOTHER PERFORMANCE 
en 'Dtut&e- *�-�- '8ad 

List Price 7 5¢ A Pint 
95t in canada 



HAVE YOU A GRIPE? ARGOSY WILL PAY $5 FOR ANY LETTER ACCEPTED 

CURB THAT GRIPE 

Gripe Editor; 
In your May issue you published a 

gripe from a Mr. Floyd Blount Jr. in 
Oklahoma. He complained about the 
"Flea-Brained" engineers who design
ed the curbs that car bumpers scrape 
and scare the wits out of old ladies. 

Frankly I do not consider this a 
legitimate gripe. It might interest Mr. 
Blount, Jr. to know that there are 
reasons for curbs being as high as they 
are. Local ordinances and flood con
trol are two common reasons. Rather 
than spend millions of dollars of the 
taxpayers money to reconstruct our 
nations curbs to suit Mr. Blount, Jr., I 
would suggest he purchase a bumper 
guard that would extend .002 below 
his bumper to prevent his so-called 
nerve-wracking ordeal. 

It is a pity that the country is full 
of people, who through their own 
ignorance complain about the efforts 
of others. This is the basis of my gripe. 
I might also suggest that the curbs to 
which Mr. Blount, Jr., objects were 
probably built before his automobile. 
I wonder has he tried writing to the 
automobile. manufacturer. 

HENRY HUDDLESTON 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

U NWANTED M EN "OYE R  30" 
Gripe Editor:  

Looking for a j ob? Well, if  you're 
past 30 you might as well crawl into 
the woodwork and tell the termites 
to move over! 

Every time I read the want ad col
umns of the papers I want to tear 
them to shreds. One ad which gripes 
me most is one which reads like this: 
"Top national firm has opening for an 
experienced man 21-27 college grad
uate, four years business administra
tion experience, executive ability; 

willing to travel. Single preferred." 
The fact that so much is expected 

of a young man between the ages of 
21 to 27 doesn't bother me at all. The 
fact that such an employer expects to 
find a young, single, boy-wonder both
ers me. But the fact that the age limit 
is 27 makes me wonder how old the 
president of the firm is. 

Jobs for men over 30 are few. Jobs 
for men over 35 are scarce and j obs 
for men over 40 are improbable. I'm 
not saying that jobs for men 35 or 
over don't turn up. If you're a B.S., 
a B.S.D., P.H.D., and can claim title 
to every other letter in the alphabet 
you may stand a fair chance of get
ting something desirable. 

Have employers forgotten that the 
war took a big chunk of years out of 
plenty of lives? Years that will never 
be made up. I say, get on the ball. 
Give the guys who are 30 and over 
a break. Maybe life doesn't begin at 
40 but let's not let it end there. 

San Francisco, Calif. 

AWN I N G  DODGING 

Gripe Editor: 

L. WAITE. 

Now that warm weather is here I 
can't get up the street without stoop
ing and dodging these steel ribs and 
rags commonly called awnings. They 
are draped in front of practically 
every store, and cause me to make 
more motions than a hobo that's just 
lost his last dime. 

In addition to being hung too low, 
they are j ust the right width so that 
when it rains, all the water drips off 
into the center of the sidewalks. And 
women with umbrellas all walk under 
the awning and try to jab your eyes 
out as you go past. 

MACE GREER 
Wilson, North Carolina 

"I can't get up the street without dodging steel ribs and rags called awnings." 
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CITY FOLKS I N  T H E  COU NTRY 

Gripe Editor: 
My gripe is "greenhorns." 
I think the transplanted city fella, 

like the one whose gripe letter 
appeared in the May issue, who ain't 
in accord with country life and leg
ends, should go back to the city and 
find some nice steam:- heated apart
ment where he can easily keep his 
tootsies warm. 

He went duck hunting-once? He 
didn't get anything? Number one 
requirement in sportsmanship is 
patience. 

Number two. You cannot calculate 
enjoyment received in dollars and 
cents. A dog means more to a hunter 
than $$$$. He becomes a pal. You are 
repaid many times when you see him 
swimming back with a duck in his 
mouth. But you don't have to have a 
dog. We left ours home one trip, shot 
some ducks and then were horrified to 
see them drifting away from us. I 
finally ended up swimming out after 
them. And, brother, the water was 
cold. 

A gun? It is more than just another 
C note. It is a proud possession that 
can give you a great deal of enjoy
ment. It doesn't have to be the highest 
priced one on the market-know your 
own gun-and make the best of it. 

Certain types of equipment are 
needed no matter what you do. As far 
as the missus spending the day getting 
your "junk" together, that is nothing 
new, she probably spends most of her 
time getting things ready for you 
whether you are out shooting or at 
home. 

Why worry about the weather or an 
early start? If you're a real hunter at 
heart, you'll go regardless and hope 
for the best. 

Maybe you do get cold but you can 
have a hot thermos of coffee. You 
strain your eyes? Rest them on the 
scenery around you. And when you 
get too cold and tired to enjoy it any
more, go home; there is another day 
and another duck. 

What do you expect? A man-made 
pond where you just push the button 
and ducks fall in your lap? 

I have cleaned lots of ducks and also 
roasted them and I do not recall any 
that had to be cooked 24 hours. No 
wonder it shrunk-you are not sup
posed to dehydrate it. 

What have we got that you haven't? 
It must be that certain feeling we get 
when you are slowly freezing. by 
inches on a deer stand and that big 
buck comes bouncing out and almost 
runs over you. On the trout stream 
it's when you feel that sudden tug on 
your line, though mosquitoes and flies 
seem to be thinking you are their 
special lunch; or you're in a duck 
blind, shivering and wet, and a flock 
of nice mallards fly within shooting 
range. Confidentally, I would like to 
be counted as one of the nuts. You're 
definitely missing something brother 
and it's not only "ducks." 

MRS. IRVING HUNSTABLE 
South International Falls, Minn. 

ARG O SY 



PARKING LOT K N U CKLE H EADS 

Gripe Editor: 
My pet gripe concerns that partic

ular type of people who have no con
sideration for the paint job on the 
other fellow's car door. There may be 
three quarters of a parking lot vacant 
but the knuckle heads will invariably 
park as near as they can get to your 
car and then bail out in a mad rush, 
ramming their door into the side of 
your car. 

NEW YORKERS 

Gripe Editor: 

E. R. WILCOX 

I don't like people that come from 
New York City. During my Army ca
reer and in the years since, I have 
come in contact with thousands of 
these superior beings. I see no justifi
cation for their contention that the 
rest of the country's population is 
made up of hicks. I want to know wh:v 
a grade school education in the big 
city is so much more desirable than a 
Master's Degree in some corn-state 
university? I'd like to know why an 
intimate knowledge of subways and 
Coney Island is more important than 
knowing how to speak decent English 
or how to have fun in a small town. 

Maybe someone can tell me why 
life among the teeming millions of the 
metropolis is so much more broadening 
than a life spent in the great outdoors. 
Maybe. Nobody ever has. 

Some of the boys from Texas gripe 
me with the same attitude, but after 
all they do have something to talk 
about and they usually turn out to be 
pretty good guys when you get to 
know them. Sometimes they'll even 
admit there are other places that are 
half way fit to live in. Ever hear a 
guy from the Bronx or Brooklyn ad
mit such a thing? 

New York does exist, and I suppose 
somebody has to live there, but isn't 
there some way New York public 
schools can teach kids that there are 
people living out West who lead a full 
life without knowing they are hicks. 

Jerseyville, Ill. 

S HOW-OFF SAMSONS 

Gripe Editor: 

FRED L. PRATT 

My pet peeve is the big, overgrown 
lug who tries to impress everyone with 
his strength. 

He usually approaches you from the 
rear and unexpectedly jars your lungs 
loose with a hamlike hand planted 
solidly between your shoulder blades. 

"Hello! Hello!" he bellows, while 
your eyeballs spin madly. While you're 
still gasping for breath he extends a 
gorilla-like paw and promptly pro
ceeds with the massacre. 

You feel the vise tighten. Bones 
crush. You begin to sink into a black 
void. The grip relaxes, but a rapier
like thumb stabs into your ribs, and 
you wince with agony-while Sam
son bellows at one of his corny jokes. 

Brother! Someday I'm going to enter 
a plea of justifiable homicide. 

RAy L. CLARIDY 
Ft. Oglethorpe, Ga. 

A U G US T ,  1 9 50  

S dnuts are not �� 
h? You bet! Because pu

but three, four '""' "t Fres 
a'red ,·ust once a day . . . ked to a fluffY � � I prep deep-coo d to •1. -

and five times - y times each ay . 
_, , 

d brownness n'lan dnut freshness •.-::::;1 
l?ol en 

that unfon:cttable Spu 'th ice cream, �--.:.<,_ 1nsure T Spudnuts wt . a '<:.:: • 

and f
e
l
d
av��ili t1vorite fruit o

ta\��:::afutng ' •• ,,., . 
• \� topp · e treat, a b • ·· ,, .. ,., . 

grand summ.ertun ou'll long remem er . 
eating expertence y 

U T S ? U D N  · · . .  

W H AT A R E S p asttY confection wi� 
n�

p��ia�� 

S udnuts are an exdting
e 
n�t le superlative ;n:�=dtj:st like the 

p�epa
t
r£!r!����o��:;n�� ar

k
e :t�:d

h��h:sf.���Tlityk 
sh
a
' o;:�:t��; secre . deen-coo 1 · ed a e . .  to finest pastnes 

• • . • coa�ed, or choco at
h� tcd dealers are wattlng 

then, glazed, sugathree hundred franc tse 
and see! NearlY 
serve you. 

Earn $ 18  an  Evening 
Up To Without Se l l i ng 

No Wonder John C. \Vest, Cleve· 
land, made over $200.00 a week his 
first three weeks in Spare Time. Get 
Sworn Proof of many other excep.. 
tional profit records. 

�v�:�s �!v�r JJDiios�E\ -�ft����� 
nasty, messy JOb of defrosting re
frigerators. Profits come rolling in. 

Amazing Patented Device! 
Just plug it in-show what it dOcs 
-housewives won't let you take it 
out. Make uptoS6.50oneach call! 

FREE PROFIT PLAN 
Just send card with name and address for GUAR
ANTEED Stnrting Oflcr and SURE PROFIT 
PLAN. Cash in on our �ational Advertising to 
29,000.000 prospects. RUSH-reserve your Ter
ritory. 

D - F R O ST- 0 - M AT I  C 
6 North Michigan, Dept. AY-8, Chicago, Ill. 



Ask Your ARGOSY Experts 
GOT A Q U ESTION ABOUT H U NTING, FISHING, SPO RTS, H O B B IES? THIS I S  Y O U R  D E PARTM ENT 

T H E  HALL R I FLE was one of the first rifles with interchangeable 

An Early Breechloader 
I recently acquired a cap and ball 

rifle and wonder if you could tell me 
just what it is? It is marked J. H. 
HALL, H. FERRY, U.S., 1832 on the 
top, forward portion of the breech 
block. Its over-all length is 52% inches, 
and the barrel is 32 1 1/16  inches from 
the muzzle to the end of the breech. 
It has 16 lands and grooves. However, 
the barrel is unrifled for about an inch 
and a half at the muzzle. It is also 
stamped in several places with the 
marks VII S. 

GEoRGE PoRTER 
New York 
e Your rifle is an example of the 
famous Hall invention, which was the 
first official breechloader used by the 
United States Army. Captain John 
Hall patented his rifle in 1 8 1 1  and the 

Government decided to try it in flint
lock form in 1816. During that year 
100 were made and issued to troops 
for trial. The flintlock rifles gave good 
service, and during 1817, 100 more 
were made in cap lock form to try out 
the percussion cap that Joshua Shaw 
had developed. 

These first 200 rifles were hand 
made and the parts were not inter
changeable. Hall suggested that his 
rifle should be made to try out the idea 
of interchangeable parts, and the Gov
ernment OKed the idea. So, a model 
of the rifle designed for mass produc
tion was made and officially adopted 
in 18 19. 

But it took quite some time to design 
and make up the machinery necessary 
for manufacture. The first 1,000 of the 
Model 1819 rifles were not completed 
until 1825. 

These rifles were of about .51 caliber 
and were loaded at the receiver with 
a charge of 100-grains of black rifle 
powder (and 10-grains for priming the 
flintlock mechanism) and a half ounce 
spherical bullet. The rifles weighed 10 
pounds without the bayonet. 

Altogether 22,870 Hall rifles with 
interchangeable parts were produced 
at Harper's Ferry Arsenal. The year 
of manufacture was stamped on each 
rifle and they were produced U\lltil 
1840. 

The reamed-out portion at the muzzle 
may have been to help or make it 
easier to load in case the rifle had to 
be used as a muzzle-loader, or the cut 
may have been made with the idea of 
increasing accuracy. 

Records indicate that all Hall rifles 
in storage had been converted to cap 
lock by 1843. 

It is interesting to note that Captain 
Hall received 60 dollars pay per month 
for his personal services supervising 
manufacture at Harper's Ferry Ar
senal from March, 1819, until March, 
1827, and a fee of 1 dollar for each 
rifle produced, which amounted to 
2,000 dollars for that period. 

The Hall rifle is unique in that 
muzzle-loading service arms were still 
being manufactured in the 1860's. 

PETE KUHLHOFF 

Fish ing in Maine 
Three years ago a friend of mine 

got me interested in fresh-water (pond 
and lake) fishing. The first time I went 
I had what I consider fairly good luck 
for an amateur. I caught two bass 
(smallmouth) weighing approximately 
one-and-a-half and two-and-a-half 
pounds. It was good enough luck, any
way, to give me encouragement. The 
bug bit me! 

Occasionally we also troll for them 
but it seems that still fishing gives the 
best results. We anchor the boat in 
anywhere from 10 to 30 feet of water 
and, using shrimp or minnows and a 
small sinker, let the hook settle ' to a 
couple of feet from the bottom. Then 
wait. We call this method "still fish
ing." 

Well, that's the way I was taught to 
fish and that's the way I've been doing 
it in almost every pond and lake on 
Cape Cod. But, since my first venture 
I have had very little luck. In fact, I 
have come to the point where I believe 
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I am not fishing correctly or that there 
aren't any bass on the Cape. And, as 
you said, "I go fishing to catch fish
today not ten years from now." 

I thought I might spend a week's 
vacation at Moose Pond near Den
mark, Maine. I have picked this spot 
out for no particular reason except 
that there are accommodations there 
and it can be reached by bus. 

Can you tell me what my possibili
ties of catching fish will be? What kind 
of fish there are? How I should fish 
for them and when? 

Am I making a mistake in thinking 
I'll do better in Maine? Your article 
tends to impress me with the fact that 
it won't be any better than down here. 

(Name withheld by request) 

e Just as you say, it is possible you 
won't catch any more fish one place 
than another, but that is what keeps 
fishermen going-the thought that the 
grass is always greener up around the 
next bend. Maine does have some 
'.vonderful fishing. The greater share of 
it is for trout. I'm not acquainted with 
the location you are considering but 
almost any of the Maine streams and 
ponds certainly have plenty of trout 
in them. If you would care to you 
might like to write Bob Elliot, Maine 
D.evelopment Commission, Augusta, 
Maine. I am sure he will advise you. 

Since you are not a plug or fly 
caster, you'll probably do your fishing 
with worms or minnows, and there's 
no reason why you should not catch 
trout in Maine that wa.y. But don't 
hesitate to move around the pond 
some, if they don't bite in the first 
place you stop. I don't think you are 
making any mistake in going to Maine. 
You'll see some swell country, and 
you'll have a lot of fun. Ten to one 
you'H also catch some fish. Whenever 
you fish in strange territory, watch 
carefully how the local fellows do it. 

BYRON W. DALRYMPLE 

EDITOR'S NOTE : Bob Elliot of the 
Maine Development Commission is 
writing about his state for ARGOSY'S 
forthcoming Battle of the States series. 

I 
"I go 
today, not ten 
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i 
to catch 

years from 
fish-

" now. 

Books for Coins 
I would like to know where I can 

get a recent coin book for both U.S. 
and foreign ·coins. 

MRS. GLENN BOWMAN 
Fairmont, W. Va. 

e I am sorry that there is no single 
book for both U.S. and foreign coins, 
but listed below are separate books 
for each. 
U. S. Coins 

1. Scott's Standard Catalogue. $3. 
2. Scott's Guide Book. $1.50. 

Foreign Coins 
1. 19th Century Coins of the World. 

$3.50. 
2. 20th Century Coins of the World. 

$3.50. 
I am sure that your bookseller could 

obtain any of these for you if they are 
not available in the library. 

GREG HALLOW 

On Model Rai lroads 
My model railroad layout is HO 

gauge. 
Can a person without much elec

trical experience make his own relay
switch machines-that is, for a reason
able cost? If so can you help me with 
diagram, etc.? 

What is a good mixture to use with 
paper mache for landscaping, such as 
mountains, adjoining right of ways, 
etc.? 

FRANK L. PARKER 
Victoria, B. C. 

e Numerous diagrams have been pub
lished at various times on the con
struction of relay-switch machines, 
both by "Model Railroader," 1027 
North Seventh Street, Milwaukee 3,  
Wisconsin, and "Railroad Magazine" 
at 205 East 42nd St., New York 1 7 ,  
N. Y .  Both publications, I ' m  sure, 
would be glad to supply you with 
detailed information. 

I myself have tried a few but with 
rather indifferent success, one reason 
I would prefer not to send you dia
grams of my own. In theory, the 
machine is simple enough for home 
production but mine, at least, never 
had the snap and kick of the inex
pensive commercial models, and the 
time and trouble involved in the con
struction is hardly worth the dollar or 
two the commercial machine costs. Of 
the commercial machines, the Chal
lenger, to my mind, is a reliable 
product. 

I'm not quite clear on your second 
question regarding paper mache land
scaping. I've used it over wire mesh 
stretched over a wooden frame. 

Another simple way to construct 
mountains is to stretch cloth painted 
green over wire mesh, and sprinkle 
with grass flock. Quite a few modelers 
prefer using inexpensive asbestos pow
der, which is obtainable at most hard
ware stores. It is simple to apply and 
has more resistance to changes in 
temperature. Accurate small detail can 
be modeled with either plastic wood 
or plastic rock. 

E. JAKOBSSON 
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Palm off ordinary club soda or carbon
ated tap water on your guests. You can 
hide the label . . .  but you can't hide the 
flat taste the club soda gives your drinks. 

Mix your guests' drinks with Canada Dry 
Water. They'll recognize - and respect
that famous label. They'll get drinks that 
taste better, sparkle longer. 

Thanks to this scientific 
process, your drink sparkles 
longer. Result: you 
always have a fresh drink 
in your hand no matter 
how long you "nurse" it. 

Remember- 'Ysths of your drink is mixer 
. . .  ask for the best- Canada Dry Water 
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1 American Artists 
S M ITH recalled the long watches . • .  

LAWRENCE BEALL SMITH'S first maga
zine assignment illustrates Jim Miller's 
story, "Crisis at Mid-Watch," which 
appears on page 50. 

Smith was one of the few accredited 
Artist Correspondents during the war 
and the subject of a night watch on a 
rolling ship was not a new one for 
him. He was on the Lexington while 
she was engaged in anti-sub work 
during her shakedown cruise in the 
South Atlantic. At the time, he made 
color notes and sketches from which 
he painted a series on Naval Aviation 
for the War Department. 

From the Lexington, Larry was sent 
to Europe. He followed the 29th and 
30th divisions through the Normandy 
invasion and the bloody battle of St. 
Lo. Many G.l.'s were puzzled at seeing 
Smith sketching right up behind the 
front lines, since he was allowed com
plete freedom and could have worked 
back at HQ. 

Smith's j ob, however, was to report 
on the war and the war wasn't 10 
miles behind the lines. 

"ONE BILLION BUYS THE WORLD," by 
David Anderton (page 1 6) ,  is based on 
the author's years of research engi
neering in aircraft and guided missiles. 

After graduating from Rensselaer 
Polytechnic in Troy, New York, as an 
aeronautical engineer, Anderton went 
to work for Grumman in 194 1 ,  design
ing fighter planes. He is particularly 
proud of one design that he worked 
on-the F8F Bearcat. Four years ago 
he moved to Schenectady to take a job 
as project engineer on guided missile 
work with General Electric. 

Anderton found the work fascinat
'ing, but full of unforeseen complica
tions. His family and friends, realizing 
that his work was top secret, refrained 
from questioning him. But Anderton 
is a man who enjoys conversation, and 
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he found the enforced silence about his 
work frustrating. 

There was also red tape. To move 
one restricted document from his desk 
to the desk of an assistant involved 
writing, signing and filing security re
ceipts in triplicate. He figures that 
fully one-fourth of his time was de
voted to such procedure. When G.E. 
finally moved a fireproof safe into his 
home, so that he could work at night 
on classified material, he decided the 
time had come to quit. 

Now an associate editor on an avia
tion magazine, Anderton admits he 
would leave the literary business in a 
minute-if he could join the first 
rocket trip to the moon or go to work 
on a satellite project. 

The Kodachrome illustrating "One 
Billion Buys the World" is printed by 
courtesy of Eagle Lion, from the mo
tion picture, "Destination Moon." 

. . . M I LL E R  wrote about one of them. 

J IM M I LLER, author of "Crisis at Mid
Watch" (page 50) ,  went through a 
great many long watches, like the one 
in his story, during his three years of 
criss-crossing the Atlantic on a de
stroyer escort. The story, however, is 
not based on any actual experience of 
his. It is, he says, "the result of a stray 
memory of some long watches and of 
how important it was, or seemed, to be 
relieved on time. A few guys were 
habitually late and for some of them, 
sheer dread could have been the main 
reason. 

"I felt like writing without scorn 
about one of them." 

Miller these days is turning out fic
tion from his home in Pound Ridge, 
New York. Among his plans is a three
month trek through Europe with his 
wife and child. For despite the mileage 
he covered during the war, Jim never 
got to see any of the land that bordered 
the ocean on that side. 

IN ORDER TO MAKE lhe photograp:�" 
that accompany Jhan and June Rob
bins' article, "Look Out Below!" (page 
32) ,  Homer Page had to spend many 
days right in the middle of house
wrecking operations. 

Once he found himself five stories 
above the ground on a narrow wall 
that began to sway as he stood on it. 
He held his breath, took his picture 
and scrambled to safety j ust before 
the wall collapsed. "When you're up 
there you can't afford to think of what 
might happen · if you fell," he says. 
"You j ust have to concentrate on fin
ishing your j ob and getting back 
down." 

He found ARGOSY's assignment a 
more dangerous proposition than his 
wartime work in a shipyard. In charge 
of fitting destroyers, he was involved 
in climbing all over some pretty big 
ships. 

Page usually works with a Rolleiflex, 
but chose a Leica for this j ob. You 
hold a Leica up to your eye, whereas 
a Rollei's view-finder is looked down 
into at chest level-a bad plan on 
wrecking jobs, where the first rule is 
"Heads up!" 

R ICHARD MEALAN D began thinking up 
the plot of his story, "A Girl Like 
That" (page 26) , while riding on a bus 
called "Paradise Green." It runs from 
Fairfield, Connecticut, where Dick 
lives, to the district of Bridgeport 
which bears that name. 

"Since the real Paradise Green is 
neither very green nor anywhere near 
paradise, the incongruity of the bus' 
name and destination struck me," says 
Mealand. He put his fiction-writer's 
imagination to work on a story involv
ing a bus driver and a woman passen
ger, and you have the result in his first 
contribution to ARGOSY. 

A former newspaper reporter, maga
zine editor and story chief of Para
mount, Mealand now devotes himself 
to free-lance writing, skiing, and the 
husbandry of four Connecticut acres. 
The author of two novels, "Let Me Do 
the Talking" and "The First Person," 
he is now at work on short stories, 
screen plays and a third novel. 

Henry Dravneek 
M EALAND began with the name of a bus. 
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O N LY the companionship and relaxation keep Reader Falvo trout 

WHILE NOT CATC H I NG TRO UT 

Sirs: 
How true, how true-have just fin

ished reading "The Trouble with 
Trout," and it hits me right where I 
am touchy. After several years of pil
grimages to Maine, hundreds of dollars 
worth of tackle and lures, especially 
the "sure killer" kind, I am too 
ashamed to reveal my total take of 
trout. If it were not for the good com
panionship and the relaxation, I would 
have chucked it long ago. 

You will no doubt be deluged with 
protests from the faithful. If it gets too 
hot to handle, let me help you. I will 
have lots of time between "not catch
ing trout" if the usual occurs. 

Yours for better fishing-any kind 
that's fun! 

FRANK FALVO 
Hartford, Conn. 

PROFESSIONAL SOLDIER BRUTALITY 

Sirs: 
It has been sometime since I read 

"I Was Shanghaied Into the Foreign 
Legion," and the rebuttal that fol
lowed from Sgt. Raymond S. Drum
mond, but the sergeant's letter still 
irks me. 

Drummond compared the harshness 
of the Legion's actions with that of 
foreign armies. He even attempted to 
j ustify the Legion by raving about the 
invincible Blitz men of the Nazi war
machine. 

Sgt. Drummond stated that he en
tered the service before he was seven
teen. . This should not necessarily 
impede constructive thinking. By now 
he should be grown up. A�ypne that 
condones brutality, unnecessarily, is 
inclined to be· ;brutal himself. 

Cruel treatment makes cruel men, 
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and the Nazis were living proof of 
this. 

I am European by birth but Ameri
can by choice. I served in China, and 
the Philippines, both in the U. S. Army 
and Navy. I observed at first hand 
these highly rated professional soldiers 
of Europe. 

These men envied the Yanks, who 
were never intended to inspire fear, 
arrogance, or brutality. 

Be proud of the tolerance, and 
equality you enjoy as .a citizen, and 
soldier of the U.S.A.,  Sgt. Drummond, 
and don't defend or applaud any sys
tem that would brutalize man against 
his fellowman. 

Long Beach, Calif. 

COM M E N D I N G  A M R I N E  

Sirs: 

DAVID JACOBSON 

I have read the article by Michael 
Amrine . .  After much thought about 
this article I am left with the follow
ing impressions: 

I feel the article is one of a type 
which is very much needed to supply 
the public with enough information 
about an atomic disaster to enable it 
to co-operate with civil defense coun
ter measures. 

Two schools exist today, the teach
ings of which I consider extremely 
dangerous. One group feels that atomic 
warfare is nothing to worry about. 
The other group feels that no defense 
can cope with atomic warfare. 

I think that Mr. Amrine accomp
lished his purpose of informing the 
puolic that while the atomic bomb will 
cause unique problems, with proper 
planning, measures can be taken to 
minimize these problems. 

Might I commend you for giving the 

public the information it deserves and 
needs for survival. 

MILTON C. KURTZ 
Army Chemical Center 
Baltimore, Md. 

Sirs: 
I have read Mr. Amrine's story "Get 

Ready," and enjoyed it very much. I 
think Mr. Amrine has the right i dea 
in developing this problem and hope 
to see another such article. 

Thanking you again, 
CARL H. MENZER 
Director 

State University of Iowa 
Iowa City, Iowa 

Sirs: 
There is very little in Michael Am

rine's article, "Get Ready" (June is
sue ) , with which I would differ 
It can do a vast amount of good if it 
can be widely read. 

JOHN W. M. BUNKER 
DEAN 

Massachusetts Institute of Technology 
Cambridge, Mass. 

EDITOR'S NOTE: These are three of a 
great many comments we have re
ceived on Michael Amrine's article 
"Get Ready." 

ARGOSY has compiled a list of 
sources for best information available 
on civilian defense. This list is avail 
able by writing to Dept. Ed. 1. 
LET'S HAVE ANOTH ER 

Sirs: 
I especially enjoyed the story "Close 

It Up." . . .  I should like to see more 
like it in future issues . . .  

JIM HAHN 
Boulder, Colo. 

WESTERN ERS M EET T H E  SALUKI 

Sirs: 
Congratulations on your accurate 

and sensitive article on the saluki in 
the current . issue of ARGOSY. It gave us 
real pleasure to see our favorite breed 
in print. It was well handled without 
all of the high flown and inaccurate 
emphasis on glamor, as well as the re
dundant use of the adjective "exotic" 
with which almost every published 
comment on these hounds is tinged. 

For the past year my husband and 
I have been the sole exhibitors of 
salukis on the Pacific Coast. At the 
present time there are to our knowl
edge only four adult specimens of this 
breed in this area. Three of them fe
males and ours, which is a male. There 
are now, however, two litters of pups 
whkh . will soon be fn the show ring. 

·I was delighted and amazed at the 
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SALUK I S  are almost unknown out Wes�. 

number of telephone calls we received 
from friends and acquaintances who 
wanted to make sure that we saw the 
article. The Los Angeles Kennel Club 
show in Gilmore Stadium, drew nu
merous spectators who hunted until 
they found our bench!!s so they could 
view the dogs they had been reading 
about. 

MRS. F. C. EYER 
Encino, Calif. 

ARMY WANTS SCHARFF ARTICLE 

Sirs: 
The faculty of this school is of the 

opinion that the article entitled "With
out Torture" by Banns Joachim 
Scharff that appears in the May 1 950 
issue of ARGOSY would be of great 
value to students at this installation. 

Your permission and that of the au
thor is requested to reproduce and dis
tribute "Without Torture" to these 
students. Proper credit will be given 
the author and publisher in the event 

, you concur in this request. Re-pub
lishing for local distribution would re
quire approximately 300 copies per 
year. 

CAPTAIN WILLIAM L. RILES 
Fort Riley, Kans. 

MORE ABOUT ANTABUSE 

Sirs: 
We, here at Fitzsimons General Hos

pital, were quite interested in your ar
ticle "I Took the Terror Cure" which 
appeared in the May issue of ARGOSY, 
concerning Antabuse Therapy for 
chronic alcoholics. 

The experimental use of Antabuse 
was started on our psychiatric service 
approximately one year ago and we 
find that it has been quite efficacious 
in a large number -of cases. Naturally, 
many of our patients have since gone 
back to alcoholism. Antabuse is, of 
course, only an aid in ridding oneself 
of this habit and it is up to the patient 
himself to stop the use of alcohol and 
to continue taking Antabuse pills. 

Colonel Donald Peterson, Chief of 
our Neuropsychiatric Service and I 
have discussed your article and would 
like to have a number of reprints. We 
feel that ,reading this article would be 
quite beneficial to our patients who are 
taking the Antabuse treatment. We 
should appreciate as many copies as 
possible. 

CAPTAIN L. W. WIEDERSHINE 
Fitzsimons General Hospital 
Denver, Colo. 
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WESTERN WH ITE-TAILS WILL 

Sirs: 
After 44 years residence in the semi

primitive panhandle of Idaho, as a 
close observer of our wild life, I thor
oughly disagree with George Heinold 
and his "venison-wise veteran" on the 
white-tail deer and their eating habits. 

For several winters, when natural 
brouse became hard to get because of 
deep snow, our organization, in co
operation with the conservation offi
cers of the State Fish & Game 
Department have fed hay to our deer. 
In fact, during the past two winters 
deep snow threatened to decimate our 
deer population. It would have if we 
hadn't fed them hay . 

CLARK COLLINS 
Spirit Lake, Idaho 

BUT YAN KEE WH ITE-TAILS WON'T 

• You Westerners are sure digging 
me with your spurs since I wrote that 
New England white-tails do not feed 
on grass. 

Nevertheless, it makes me feel good 
to know some white-tails have sense 
enough to eat something that is both 
nourishing and plentiful. Our stubborn 
New England variety just won't. One 
snow-bound winter of a dozen years 
ago I was the chairman of the Madison 
Rod and Gun Club's winter-feeding 
committee. We had a herd of around 
30 deer yarded up in a big cedar 
swamp. They had eaten off all the 
brouse in reach and were starving. 
Using a toboggan, another volunteer 
and I lugged in a heavy bale of hay 
and spread it out. Then, panting and 
heaving like mired steers, we hid a 
good distance away to watch those 
grateful deer gorge themselves. But 
they wouldn't. Finally we got cedar 
branches from another lot and these 
were eaten. I guess we should have im
ported some of that good Idaho grass! 

The white-tails of New England are 
as stubborn as the _ original Yankees. 
Maine air-lifted tons of hay into the 
Aroostook wilderness one mean win
ter. The deer slept on it, but refused 
to eat it. 

George Heinold 

A S H E LLBACK R E M E M BERS 

Sirs: 
Your photos in the April issue, of a 

"Windbag" or sailing vessel sure were 
beautiful. 

It brought me back, and I guess 
many other shellbacks who are on land 
now, to the days when we hit the dol
drums off "Cape Stiff" as Cape Horn 
was known to us, with frozen sails to 
be taken in. Our fingernails would 
bleed from trying to -bring the rags up 
on the yards, and hold them fast with 
a gasket that was stiff as wire. 

I'm finishing a story of a trip I made 
on a four masted barque, and those 
photos made me very homesick, even 
though a lot of times we'd be up to our 
waists in water, while hauling on the 
braces. Best of luck to you and your 
staff, for a good job well done. 

HARRY BROYLES 
Banning, Calif. 

I TO LD TH E M  SO 

Sirs: 
Thank you for your story in the 

April issue, "The Sailor Who Bluffed 
the Whole Army." 

I had told this story inany times and 
no one believed me, before Lederer 
backed me up in ARGOSY. My Hooper 
rating is tops now. 

( Name withheld on request) 
Calif. 

TIPS FOR AN E M ERGENCY S9UAD 

Sirs: 
My hat is off to the New York City 

emergency squads and their exploits 
of courage as reported by Harry Hen
derson in his article, "Emergency!" in 
�our May issue. However, there are 
bmes when a lack of proper equip
ment and training turns the efforts of 
the bravest men into acts of foolhardi
ness. 

The gas leak episode which cost the 
lives of three valuable men and in
j ured at least three bystanders is a 
forceful example. The tragic errors 
which occurred in this instance are 
many: 

1) The area should have been 
cleared of all but traine<;i personnel. 2) 
Carbon dioxide gas shoulO. have been 
available to flood the furnace and ex
tinguish the fire within. 3) Nonspark
ing tools of beryllium-.copper should 
have been provided, hammers, sledges, 
wrenches, etc. 4) Wooden plugs are 
fine for stopping water leaks, as the 
water swells the wood for a tight fit. 
Tapered lead plugs, with fine threads 
to catch and hold, and with handles so 
that they can be held in place against 
the pressure while driving them in 
with the sledge, should be available 
for gas leaks. 5 )  Pure gas will burn 
but not explode. The breaking of win
dows and ventilating of the building 
only tended to hasten the explosion, 
by providing sufficient oxygen to make 
an explosive mixture! 

I sincerely hope that this accident 
resulted in obtaining proper training 
and equipment so that the lives of 
these stalwart heroes are not unnec
essarily jeopardized in future emerg
encies of this type. 

D. P. H. 
Lorain, Ohio 

LACK of equipment can take the lives 
of brave emergency squad personnel. 

1 5  



1 6  

A R G 0 S Yj A U G U S T� 1 9 6 0  

A rocket engineer makes a shocking revelation : Any nation can build a fortress 4.000 miles above the earth 

Satellite (below) will  

revolve around the 
earth twice daily, en
abling its crew to 
observe and threaten 
any trouble spot on the 

surface of the globe. 

b y  D a v i d  A .  A n d e rt o n  ABSOLUTE control of 
the earth is for sale to-

Rocket engineer and aviation expert day to any nation that 
wants it badly enough. 

The price, at prevailing exchange rates: about $1,000,000,000 U.S. 
The item: a satellite-a tiny, deadly, all-metal, air-conditioned, 

man-made moon. Will operate 4,000 miles out in space, cruise at 
a speed of three and a half miles per second, circle the earth twice 
daily. Can drop H-bombs on any point which appears to have 
grown restive or troublesome in the 12 hours since last sighting. 

A bargain? 
I am an engineer and I can vouch for the facts. Obviously, as 

a weapon, a satellite would be unbeatable. I can show you that 
it is feasible. As a mechanical achievement, I can make it sound 
exciting, even attractive. But the moral issues of the satellite's 
use are more profound, less easy to grasp than the brilliant tech
niques which make it possible. And thus the question is not mine 
alone to answer. That burden I share with you and every other 
person in the world. 

There's still some time. Let's take a look at this "final" weapon 
before we buy it. The satellite would be a sphere perhaps 100 
feet in diameter. Prefabricated, its sections would be hurled into 
space in rockets launched from platforms somewhere on earth, 
and actually assembled 4,000 miles out in space. 

Fantastic? 
Not at all. 
The basic problems involved in such a project have already 

been solved; the fundamental techniques are actually available 
today. It's known in theory how the component parts of such a 
satellite can be launched, assembled, and positioned in its final 
orbit. All the automatic controls and steering necessary for the 
j ob exist in rudimentary form today. 

Like the moon, such a satellite would stay in its orbit-its 
circular track around the earth-because there is nothing to make 
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it do otherwise. The centrifugal force 
of the satellite's rotation would be 
carefully measured against the gravi
tational pull of the earth, and an exact 
balance could be struck. As long as 
such a satellite maintained its estab
lished rate of rotation or orbital speed, 
it could neither plummet to earth nor 
fall away into outer space. 

At 4,000 miles, there is no sensible 
atmosphere and, therefore, no aero
dynamic drag. Given an initial speed 
of approximately three and a half 
miles per second, such a man-made 
satellite would stay indefinitely in the 
same exact orbit around the earth. It 
is this same exact balance of speed 

1 8 

and gravitational pull which would 
keep the original sections and the con
struction gang's rockets in place while 
the sphere itself was assembled. 

Top speeds of today's best rockets 
are classified information. It is known, 
however, that the speed of the Ger
man V -2 rocket was 4,900 feet per 
second, or a little more than nine
tenths of a mile per second. It is es
timated that such a rocket, constructed 
of high-strength aluminum alloys in
stead of the low-carbon steels avail
able to wartime German industries, 
could reach a speed of one and two
tenths miles per second. The new 
rocket fuel of liquid hydrogen and 

liquid oxygen could propel this im
proved rocket at a speed of about ·three 
miles per second. 

For the past several years, experi
ments have been made with step 
rockets-small rockets fired from the 
noses of big ones-moving at high 
speed. Again using the V -2 as an ex
ample, two such rockets, made of 
aluminum alloy, and powered with 
hydrogen-oxygen fuel, could attain an 
estimated ultimate speed in excess of 

five and a half miles per second. 

Titanium, the wonder metal, may 
eventually be substituted for alumi
num alloys in such an undertaking. 
Our radar ( Continued on page 68) 
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Drawings by JAMES CUTTER 

P l A N  O F  S A T E L L I T E  

1 .  "Wolf pac:k" of roc:kets. 6. Engine to c:onvert solar 

2. Para bolic: mirror to 
energy to elec:tric:ity. 

sun 

rec:eive radiant energy. 7. Supply roc:ket in hangar. 

3. Rotating "l iving zone." 8. M issile launc:her. 

4. Hydroponic: gardens I inner 9. Observation and firing· 

stratum of "living zone" ) .  c:ontrol station. 

5. Engineers' c:ontrol room. 1 0. Warhead storage. 
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Hunting strange game i_n his underwater jung le, Pierson 
knew the terrible odds against himself - and ignored them 

by _ J O H n  D. m a E D O n A L D  
I l lustrated by G EO RG ES SCH REIBER 

W HEN Pierson turned off the asphalt onto the side 
road, the homemade trailer bounced hard. He gave 

an apprehensive glance back to see if the boat was all 
right. He realized that through eagerness he had pushed 
the speed up too far. 

Another five minutes and he'd be there. The sun was 
directly overhead in the cloudless sky. There wasn't a 
breath of wind. This last day would have to be perfection. 

He put the coupe into low gear for the sand ahead. The 
only thing that could spoil the day now would be the 
damn porpoises. His big brown fingers clamped hard on 
the wheel when he thought of them, when he remem
bered the last perfect day, and coming over the rise to 
look down into the bay only to see the fool things rolling 
and playing and snorting. Anger thickened his throat. If 
they spoiled this last day, too . . .  

With that in mind, he'd put the carbine in the back end. 
The penalty was stiff, but this was a deserted enough 
stretch of beach so he could get away with it. There'd be · 
a lot of satisfaction in getting even with the fool things, 
pumping lead into them. The day would be no good, of 
course, but neither would a ( Continued on page 60) 

Suddenly the shark was upon him, 

teeth bared in the half-moon mouth. 
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My Tangle With 
The Phantom Bear 

Whe n a large-s ized b r u i n  tries to i o i n  a m o u nta i n -

l i o n  h u nt, the re's bound t o  be trou b l e. There was. 

BEARS are like people. They are saw him first in the moonlight, he 
looked enormous as he sniffed the 
wind, with his nose and head stuck 
out toward us. 

all different and generally un
predictable. It was this human quality 
which attracted us to a certain 
chocolate-colored bear in the sand
rock country of Arizona some years 
ago. We did not start out as friends, 
although we weren't exactly enemies, 
either. It was at first a laissez-faire 
situation, probably produced by the 
fact that we were not hunting this 
particular bear and he was not, I 
think, hunting us. 

b y  F ra n k  C .  H i bben  

But our bear didn't come into our 
lives all at once. He grew on us like 
a cancer. There were several occa
sions on those cool nights of late Au
gust when our horses showed an 
undue restlessness and the dogs 
whimpered and growled in their 
sleep. There were nights at this time 
when the horses refused to leave Illustration by BOB K U H N  

Giles Goswick and I were scouring 
this canyon country for mountain lions. Giles had 
spent a storybook lifetime in pursuit of all kinds of 
game. Though a rancher by classification, he had col
lected a well-earned reputation as "the best damned 
lion hunter in Arizona," as more . than one rancher 
had told me when I questioned them about the road 
to the sandrock country. He was large of body and 
soft of voice, with a matter-of-fact efficiency when 
handling horses and hounds. I learned much from 
Giles Goswick on that hunt. 

As we foliowed our lion trails through the cliff
cave houses that ancient Indians had built so long 
ago in those canyons, we found the tracks oCthe bear 
everywhere we went. Certainly there was nothing 
for a bear to eat in the dry cliff houses of dead men. 
There were no ·succulent grasses in these desiccated 
ruins; no wild berries sprouted from the tumbled 
walls and baked plazas of these deserted places. 
There was not evEm a colony of acrid ants which a 
red bear tongue might lap up as they scurried in the 
wreck of their broken home. But this one bear vis
ited these ruined places nonetheless. As Giles and I 
rode the canyon rims and climbed the steep ridges, 
we seemed to find his tracks everywhere we went. 

He was not a cub. As a matter of fact, when we 

Behind me in the narrow canyon, not 20 
feet away, was a mountain of flesh and fur. 
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camp a t  all and snuffled and stamped 
around the tent ropes. The beasts were hobbled, it is 
true, but otherwise perfectly free to move about as 
they chose. They certainly should have been seeking 
what grass· they could find to harden their bellies for 
what was always an arduous ride on the next day. 
The dogs and the horses and even we seemed nervous 
and ill at ease. There was a presence among us, 
something foreign, a Thing that instilled fear and 
yet was invisible. 

The inevitable happened on a moonlight night. 
There was on.ly a half moon, but it produced an even 
white light that made shapeless shadows of the pine 
trees around our camp. Giles and I had spread our 
sleeping bags by the fire, as we always did. We never 
slept in the tent unless there was a blizzard or worse. 
On this night, as many times before, I had felt a dis
turbing restlessness and uneasiness. 

I'm not sure what awakened me. One of the hounds 
was curled close against my face and was trying to 
inch gradually into the top of my sleeping bag. I 
could smell the warm dog odor of his dirty skin and 
I pushed him roughly away. The poor dog shrugged 
his tail in the way hounds do and lay down on the 
edge of the tarp. 

Then I heard a horse ( Continued on page 79) 
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Umpire Bill Stewart calls Masi safe, but this now-famous photo sequence seems to prove the opposite. 

Master-Mi nd i ng 
The Great McGraw started it when he said, uwe'll win as long as my brains 

A CROWD of 63,876 was in 
':ankee Stadium July · 4,  

by STANLEY WOODWARD Zarilla rammed a n  apparent 
single into right field. 

1949, to see the New York club play a double-header 
with the Boston Red Sox. In the ninth the Yankees 
had B'o!'ton 3 to 2. Then, with one out, John Pesky 
singled, Ted Williams singled and Vern Stephens 
walked, filling the bases . 

.. �. gusty wind was blowing and a little twister stir-red 
up a dust storm and forced a momentary delay in the 
action. The air was still full of dust particles when Al 

Cliff Mapes charged in at the ball. The late Kiki 
Cuyler, who was coaching at third, yelled to Pesky, 
"Tag up, John." 

Neither he nor the Boston base runner was sure, 
under the conditions, whether or not Mapes would 
catch the ball. 

He didn't catch it. He trapped it on the first short 
hop and cut loose a tremendous throw to the plate. 
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Boudreau moves m to catch Feller's throw. Sequence camera shot shows Masi tagged on slide to base. 

0 Ph otos by Wide World 
Boudreau disputes Stewart's decision, which led to the decisive run for Braves m 1948 Series opener. 

Wi ns Ba l l  Ga mes 
hold out." Now there'� a strategist in every dugout - and every bleachers seat 

It was a strike and it beat Pesky by a full stride. 
Yogi Berra, the Yankee catcher, stamped gleefully on 
the plate, and then held the ball up high overhead to 
call the umpires' attention to the force play. 

. It was the most unusual play of the season. One of 
the faster runners in the American League had started 
from third base and had been thrown out on a legiti
mate single to right field. The fans yelled accolades to 
Mapes. When he went back to the right-field stand 
and caught Bobby Doerr's wind-blown fly for the out 
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that ended the first game and started the Yanks toward 
a double victory, the rumpus the crowd raised was 
long and deafening. 

It was some time afterw.ard that the more astute 
aficionados started figuring out the background of that 
truly remarkable play. What was Mapes doing in right 
field? In the sixth inning the Red Sox had removed a 
right-hand pitcher and had put in the left-hander, 
Earl Johnson. Normal operating procedure called for 
an outfield shift by Casey ( Continued on page 103)  
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A n1an like l\Iarty, stuck in a rut, 

could easily forget his 'vife for 

A GI RL LI KE THAT 
by Richard Mealand 

I l lustrated by 

H E HAD never seen this girl before. She got on 
the bus at Fifth and Depot Streets, opposite 

the cable factory, and he glanced down, from habit, 
to see her legs. Not bad. 

"Well . . .  " She had a V -shaped face, dark lips, 
lifted cheeks, a pointed chin. Her glance slanted 
down at him. An open polo coat revealed a bursting 
sweater. Slender, gloved fingers slipped a coin mto 
the box while she stood for a moment over him, 
appraising him and liking what she saw. "Hello! "  
she said. 

"My, my," he said. "Working late?" 
"Mm-hm. And you?" 
"Another hour yet. How far you going?" 
"Out · to Twentieth. Let me know, will you? I'm 

a stranger here." 
"Where from? "  
"Buffalo."  
"Night shift at  the cable plant?" 
"Yeah. "  
She brushed her hand lingeringly against the 

fare box and moved back into the bus. The rear
view mirror gave him another glimpse of her before 
she slid into a seat. At Seventh Street the iate movie 
crowd· got on and he forgot her in the rush until 
she leaned over his ear around the screen. 

"Too bad you got another hour. Some other time?" 
He pressed the door button to let her out. She 

turned, after stepping down, and waggled her finger 
at him, making a pout of disappointment. 

All the way to Paradise Green he couldn't get 
her out of his rriind. Crazy desire rose in him, 
blinded him. He cursed the bus, the hour, his wife, 
his kids, the whole confining world that kept him 
from a girl like that. He pushed his cap back over 
his bristly brown hair and rubbed his hot cheeks. It 
was some time before he could get his sense of 
humor back and put the girl in her place. There 
were a million like that in the world. Trouble-bait, 

VICTOR KALI N 

that's all they were. A devil face, a figure, legs. But 
they didn't throw themselves at you every night in 
the week. 

He checked in at one and dumped his take. Mar
tin Kosacs. Route No. 1 7 .  Paradise Green to Fair
haven. There was a new checker on duty. "Is the 
bus O.K. ?"  

"Oh, sure. You might have 'em look at  the brakes. 
Otherwise, O.K." 

He hopped a ride out to the Belle Bridge traffic 
circle with Joey Mudo, then walked to the Veterans' 
Project where he lived. Crossing the lot past the 
deserted gardens, he looked up briefly at the De
cember sky. The stars were out, reminding him 
that tomorrow he would have another day at Mr. 
Bentick's, cutting brush. Steffy could have the car, 
unless there was something else wrong with it, but 
she'd have to call for him in the afternoon in time 
for him to change and check in again at five. 

No, wait. Tomorrow the drivers had to pick their 
routes again. Three o'clock, no later, he'd be due at 
the garage. That ·would give him only five hours for 
Mr. Bentick. Well, anyway, that would be seven 
and a half bucks and he could work the next day 
from nine to four. Every extra dollar brought him 
that much nearer to the washing machine he was 
going to buy Steffy for Christmas and that much 
closer to the time when she would not be tired at 
night, the house a mess and the kids running around 
like slum brats. 

Now you .take Mr. Bentick's house in Fairhaven; 
everything was neat and clean, the grounds well 
kept, Mrs. Bentick never seemed to have a hair out 
of place. Mr. Bentick spent time at home, fiddling 
with his telescope or his carpentry. That was the 
way to live-no fuss, no dirt, plenty of time for 
everything, and enough money so he didn't have to 
worry. Of course, Mr. Bentick was getting along in 
years, his kids were grown ( Continued on page 88) 

She stood there a minute, appraising him, 
liking what she saw. "Hello ! "  she said. 
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G ERBAULT cruised solo for five years. 

What i s  it that makes  a m a n  try 
to s a i l  a ro u n d  the wo rl d with  
only h is coura ge for crew? 
H AM OLDS and I sat on the verandah of the Cercle Bougain

ville and looked over the tops of our drinks at the small 
sailboat coming in through the break in the reef. Since it was 
coming head-on we couldn't make out its rig, but it was much 
too small for the Oiseau des Iles or the Tiare Taporo or any of 
the other boats we could think of that might be putting in. 

I took my feet down from the rail. "Where's the glass?" I 
asked. 

In Papeete, in tqose days before the war, any waterfront cafe 
of pretensions maintained as part of its equipment a battered 
telescope, to be used in just such emergencies as this one. 

"Cola! "  shouted Ham. "A rum punch and the glass, and make 
it tout de suite, eh, pal?"  

"Two rum punches and the glass, Cnl a,' '  I corrected. 
"Ho kay." 
Cola has a great many kinds of blood in his veins, and he 

speaks excellent American. 
Before the glass arrived, however, the newcomer, now safely 

through the pass, tacked to starboard, and we saw that. she was 
even smaller than we had supposed, with only one stick-a 
very tall one for the size of the boat itself, which was what had 
deceived us when she was coming head-on. In fact, she looked 
like a baby in a barroom. She had no business 'way out ·here. 
She was the sort of job you'd expect to see neatly moored for 
weekend use at Port Washington or New Rochelle on Long 
Island Soun d. 

Olds put down the glass in disgust. "Another Goddamn cir
c:..�mnavigator," he said. 

After a while he drifted off, and I sat musing while the sun 
slid down toward Moorea, and the little boat came closer to the 
quay, where a crowd had collected. It is easy to get a crowd 
in Papeete, where folks haven't much to do. Otherwise the 
arrival of another circumnavigator would have attracted little 
attention. 

Men in small boats were forever appearing out of the east in 
those days in Tahiti, and doubtless are again today-out of 
South America and Panama, but ( Continued on page 9 1 )  
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Over the Mountains 
to Freedom 

They were both running - the boy 
from his past, the n1an from his future 

by 1V.4 L TER HATIGIIIJHS T  BREAKFAST was a lin-
gering and friendly meal 

at the Flying Cross guest ranch, while the sun slanted in the 
broad window bay and the desert lay out there like a tawny ocean. 
But the talk at the long table died abruptly when a car rasped to a 
stop outside the windows. For a moment a fog of dust dimmed the 
sunlight. A car door slammed, then came quick, hard steps on the 
stone flagging of the patio. 

Ross Waymack got up from his place at the head of the table. His 
boots clicked through the shadows of the lounge where the drapes 
had not yet been opened to the sun. When he came back a stranger 
was with him, a strict-looking man in sand-colored pants and 
j acket. When he saw them at the long table he reached up to take 
his big hat off. His sand-colored hair was combed down neatly and 
a white line showed where the sunburn stopped just above his eyes. 

"This is Tom Lankes," the rancher said. "Warden over at Fort 
Gregg I'll let him tell you what he came for." 

The warden passed his big hat from one hand to the other, and 
there was his cartridge belt with a revolver bulging at his side. 

"One of our boys has got away," he said. 
All along the table people's eyes went to the bank of windows. 

They could look down the broad, far valley to the glinting irrigation 
reservoir at Coronado, fifty miles away. But nearer, almost like a 
neighbor to the Flying Cross, at the foot ( Continued on page 98) 

I l lustrated by JAMES AVATI 

He didn't hear a sound, not any sound at all, 

hut he knew that someone was watching him. 





P I C T U R E S 
Te l l ·  the  Story 



O NE-TON I RO N  BALL, swung by pivoting crane boom, can cause havoc if not aimed with utmost accuracy. 

LO O K  O UT B ELOW ! 
p h o t o s  f o r  A R G OSY b y  H O M E R  P A G E  

t e x t  by  J H A N  a n d  J U N E  R O B B I N S  

BUILDING-WRECKING is one of 
the most dangerous jobs on 

earth. Only sandhogs and bridge 
workers have a higher percentage 
of industrial casualties. The men 
who work on the ground level of 
a wrecking project are often 
crushed by falling girders and hit 
by flying bricks, while the crow
bar operators, who work above 
them, walk off the building into 
thin air with disturbing frequency. 
High pay for the profession is 
$2.50 an hour. 

There are only 1 00 major house
wrecking concerns in the U. S. ,  
and their employes, in the busiest 

� TAK I N G  DOWN heavy sections of � stone calls for skill and brawn. 
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of seasons, seldom number more 
than 2,500. Nevertheless, they do 
an astonishing amount of damage. 
Each year, they eliminate as many 
buildings as were leveled in Ber
lin during four years of aerial 
bombing. No job is too large-one 
company sheared off nine square 
miles of New York's tenement
tangled East Side to make room 
for a housing proj ect-or too small 
-a St. Louis wrecking outfit once 
sent out three men to pry open a 
particularly stubborn closet door 
for a suburban housewife. 

The business end of the industry 
is j ust about as risky as the jobs 

GOI N G  • • .  

G O I N G  . 

• • • GON E !  
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RIGGER'S job of loosening steel IS most dangerous of all. BARMAN runs constant risk of destroying his own perch. 

WRECKING CREW moves m to kick and batter down "il'all after worker at left has softened it up with crowbar. 

it provides. There isn't much profit in 
used bricks. It is almost impossible to 
take them apart neatly and no one 
wants them after you do. There is 
money to be made, however, in sal
vaged radiators, bathtubs, plate glass, 
scrap iron, steel girders, tile and floor
ing. All the wrecker has to know is 
how to get the stuff out intact, where 
to sell it and how much to ask. Against · 
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the demand, a - wrecking contractor 
j uggles his estimate of the time and 
money needed for the job. 

At this stage, the business resembles 
a game of stud poker. The rules are to 
make the fee cover the cost of demo
lition and hope that the profit from 
salvage will provide some gravy. Com
peting bids often vary fantastically. 
Recently a government contract to tear 

down an abandoned army camp was 
let to a contractor who offered $200 for 
the privilege. The next nearest bidder 
had demanded $200,000. Neither could 
explain how he arrived 
at the figures submitted. 
Said the low bidder, with 
a shrug, "I j ust took 
a chance. I'll probably 
( Continued on page 102)  





De had refused to sell out and 

abandon his plans for the highway. 
But she had not yet made -

er 

b y  W A R N E R H A L L  
I 

CREGHAN had been dozing, the quick, light 
napping of a man used to taking his sleep 

when· and where he found it. The settling of 
the big plane as the pilot began to let down 
brought him sharply awake and he heaved 
himself upright, turning to the window at his 
elbow. 

The last time John Creghan had flown north 
into Inlet, the war had still been on and the 
security shades were drawn long before they 
had come over this side of the mountains. Now 
he studied the humped, icy piles of the Chu
gaches below with interest born of an old 
curiosity al:lout this wild country and the peo
ple who chose to live in it. 

The mountains fell away to brown-thicketed 
foothills. Ahead, half hidden by the plane's 
dropping nose, Creghan saw the familiar gun
metal snake of Boat Creek coiling about the air 
strip and the Army post on the far bank before 
it crawled on through the buildings of Inlet at 
its mouth on the bay. 

A few moments later, standing on the black 
tarmac and shrugging the collar of his worn 
trench coat closer to shut out the damp wind 
streaming across the strip, he looked again at 
the town's silhouette against the saffron Alas
kan sunset. The cluster of single-story roofs, 
broken along the line of First Street by a 
double row of frontier-style false fronts, was 
reminiscent enough with but one exception. A 
brick and glass pile, yellow and glaringly new, 
thrust itself up an incongruous six stories. 

Creghan cupped his hands about a match. As 
he lifted his lJ.ead, smoke pluming away on 
the wind, he saw an olive-drab Army sedan 
roll through the gate and stop alongside the 
flight strip. A woman in gray tweeds, bare-

headed and tall, stepped from the rear seat and 
crossed the tarmac toward him. 

It had been five years since he had seen her, 
but he recognized the walk before he did the 
oval, dark-eyed face. It was not Nancy Strain's 
intention that any man who saw her move 
should ever forget it. 

Creghan murmured, "So it's started already," 
and strode to meet her, reaching for his hat. 

The beginning seemed pleasant enough. The 
girl who came to him, hand outstretched, was 
a beauty. She was not much below Creghan's 
own six feet plus but so softly and perfectly 
made that she seemed much smaller. Mist glis
tened in dark hair and heightened her clear 
coloring. The sight of her carried Creghan a 
long way into the past. 

She said, "It's good to see you again, Jack. 
And welcome back to Alaska-if a mere chee
chako of a year's standing may be so bold." . 

"Nice to see you, Nancy. A year, did you say?" 
"Phil was ordered to Inlet a little over thir

teen months ago. He was so unhappy that he 
couldn't be here to meet you himself. But he'll 
be back in time for dinner. You're staying with 
us, of course." 

They were at the car. Creghan handed her 
in, then stood with his hand on the open door. 
"I'm sorry, Nancy. I'm afraid I can't." 

She stared at him standing bareheaded in 
the drizzle, approving the set of his cocked 
black head and lean shoulders even while she 
considered his refusal. Soberly, she admitted, 
"We were afraid you might feel that way. Not 
even dinner, Jack? Could there be anything 
wrong in that?" 

"Of course not. It happens, though, I have 
a date for dinner." (Continued on page 94) 

l llustr.ated by HERMAN BISCHOFF 
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Don�t Hide 

T H E  REV. W. A. GI LBERT, who championed Clarence Boggie, discusses new cases with Gardner at writer's ranch. 
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L A s T R E s 0 R T 

the Facts by E rie 
Stanley Gardner 

Your investigators unearth new evidence-which has been hidden too long-about three cases 

If they'd only stop to think, they'd J UDGE James M. Allen, one of the 
lawyers who acted as a special 

prosecutor when the district attorney 
of Siskiyou County refused to prose
cute the Brite brothers, takes issue 
with us, and we take issue with him. 
Because Judge Allen has now been 
elected to the position of Superior 
Judge, his words carry much greater 
weight than . would otherwise be the 
case. The dignity of his office has in
vested the man's statements with a 
certain judicial authenticity. 

T H E  R E C O R D  
realize that nothing was quite as in
sulting to the memory of the dead 
officers as Baker's story of what he 
claimed happened the night of the 
killing, or some of the innuendoes of 
Judge Allen. 

B l l l -K EYS - 9  Y E A R S  
Investigation started January, 1948 

Paroled : November, 1948 

C L A R E N C E  B O G G l E  - L I F E  
In a speech before the Yreka Lions 

Club, Judge Allen is reported to have 
commented on the position of Officer 
Clark's body. It was, Judge Allen 
pointed out, in the position of a man 
praying. 

Investigation started May, 1948 
Pardoned: December, 1948 

Judge Allen has been out making 
speeches in Siskiyou County. The effect 
of these speeches is to arouse public 
sentiment against the Brite brothers. It 
seems to have become almost an obses
sion with Judge Allen to see that 
John and Coke spend the rest 

L O U I S  G R O S S - L I F E  
Investigation .started June, 1949 

Freed: November, 1949 That expression also occurred at the 
trial. J O H N  H. and C O K E  T. B R I T E  - L I F E  

Investigation started June, 1949 Clark never moved after the fatal 
bullet struck him. He was found 
doubled up on his knees, he had been 
holding a flashlight in one hand, a 

VA N C E  H A R D Y  - L I F E  
Investigation started April, 1950 

of their lives behind prison walls. 
Now, we're not questioning Judge Allen's sincerity, but 

we're questioning his facts. 
In the first place, it's not by any means certain that the 

Brite brothers killed those three men who invaded their 
camp at one o'clock in the morning. On the other hand, 
it's almost certain the Brite brothers· did not fire an the 
shots that were fired that night, and it is absolutely and 
positively certain that Charles Baker, bitter enemy of the 
Brite brothers and the witness whose character and testi
mony is constantly glorified by Judge Allen, was never 
able to tell a story which wasn't filled with inherent con
tradictions and inconsistencies. 

Judge Allen has bitterly castigated the witness Decker, 
shouting from the housetops that Decker changed his 
story in so many respects that the prosecution simply 
couldn't use him as a witness because ( believe it or not ) 
the prosecution wouldn't use any witness whose in
tegrity and the accuracy of whose testimony couldn't be 
vouched for. 

It seems impossible to believe that any man of mature 
intelligence could make such statements with a straight 
face, and then rely on the testimony of the witness Baker 
to send two men to the death cell. 

As nearly as we can tell, the prosecution found it very 
expedient to lay off Decker as a witness because Decker's 
statements flatly contradicted some of Baker's claims, and 
the prosecution had to rely on Baker's story to convict the .. 
Brites of murder. 

The situation becomes serious in view of the fact that 
Siskiyou County is a small county. The officers who were 
killed were very popular. They left a host of friends and 
quite a few relatives. These Siskiyou residents are having 
their feelings worked up to a fever pitch of hostility against 
ARGOSY's Court of Last Resort and against the Brites. 
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billy in the other. The course of the 
bullet in his back was upward. His 

coat had been pulled from behind up over his head. The 
fatal bullet left no hole in the coat, showing the coat had 
been in that position when he was shot. 

Decker claimed he could hear the Brites' dog growling 
and fighting. The inference is that the dog was attacking 
persons whom he could only recognize as hostile invaders, 
since these invaders were clubbing his masters over the 
head. (A dog doesn't know anything about peace officers. 
If a man pussyfoots into camp, jerks back the covers and 
starts clubbing, a dog's sense of justice tells him there is 
only one thing to do. )  

At the trial, Baker swore u p  and down there was n o  dog 
taking any part in the fighting. We doubted that statement 
purely because the evidence of the position of Clark's 
body indicated that a dog had grabbed his coattail and was 
pulling him around. Someone had shot at the dog-and 
missed. 

But Judge Allen talks about the body being found in a 
praying position. There is a nice chance here to arouse 
indignation on the part of the casual, unthinking listener
and Judge Allen is apparently quite a spellbinder. 

But let's think for a minute. 
It arouses sentiment against the Brites, all right. Here 

they had-according to Judge Allen's theory-killed off 
two men. Clark was left. He knew he was doomed. He got 
down on his knees to pray, and the wicked Brite brothers 
shot him in the back while he was praying. 

Sounds fine when a spellbinder pulls out all the stops. 
But let's think what all that implies. 
According to the prosecution, the men were all killed 

with one .30-30 rifle. First Coke Brite fired a shot, then 
John Brite took the gun from Coke. ( That way, you see, 
both brothers were equally guilty. )  

Now, Clark's gun was i n  his ( Continued on page 62) 
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The Last of the 
T E R R I B L E M E N 

James Hugh Richardson has stopped carrying brass knuckles and trying to outdrink 

all comers, but he's sti ll the toughest # ! ?  1 % If !*! city editor in the business 

by J O H N  R E E S E  JAMES HUGH RICH
ARDSON, city editor of 

the Los Angeles Examiner, is perhaps the lone survivor 
today of the old brute breed of tyrant newsmen. Richard
son has trained a whole generation of good reporters, and 
he has beaten all the spirit out of at least as many less 
durable ones. During the war, many of his men regarded 
enlistment in the Marines as a comparatively soft snap. "I 
feel like a coward, boys," said Leonard Riblett, his day 
assistant, when he left for boot camp. 

An apprentice reporter named Ray Parker returned to 
the Examiner after three years in the Air Forces and took 
up where he had left off. "How do you like working for 
Jim by now?" an older reporter asked, a few weeks later. 

"All right," Parker sighed. "I had the right prep school, 
though. Year and a half in a German prison camp." 

In contract negotiations with the paper, a union repre
sentative once proposed a clause prohibiting Richardson 
from cursing out his reporters. "That's out of the question," 
the paper's spokesman said. No one laughed. 

"A city editor has to be tough," says Richardson, who 
speaks as one of the best-paid representatives of his craft. 
He will not disclose what he gets, but around $25,000 a 
year is a good guess. 

Richardson has a cast in one eye. The other scans the 
world out of a broad, bland face that resembles a disen
chanted Buddha's. He has an expression befitting a man 
who has divided his life between seedy hall bedrooms and 
the chaos of newspaper offices. Margaret, his present wife, 
broke him to a dinner j acket a few years ago. She also took 
away the brass knuckles he formerly carried, his bedside 
.45, and the white cotton socks he used to wear in the be
lief that colored ones hurt his feet, 'which were battered 
when he was a hockey player in his younger days. 

"I have worked on more than ( Continued on page 84)  
A T  H O M E, Richardson keeps in constant touch with 
paper, has phone extension in tree above his hammock. 

PHOTOS FOR ARGOSY BY GENE LESTER 

� "HALF CAPTA I N  B LIGH, half GNuoho M"x," eNiaff membe< oall, him, 
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The Lady and the 

b y  merle [onstiner 
I l l ustrated by H ERMAN G I ESEN 

They could tell the inn was evil . And when . murder was done in the 

stable, they knew the pale, beautiful girl inside would be next to die 

MY GREAT-GRANDFATHER was an instructor in 
the backsword and quarterstaff and was known as 

Bone-Crusher; my grandfather, also known as Bone
Crusher, was famed for his cutlass play and skill in the 
prize ring. My father was a professional strong man and 
pugili'St and took the name of Stone-Crusher. The t rue 
name of all these men, including my own, was James 
Thomas Smith. All were wanderers and inn players, 
rough, ha;d men, men against the world, but men fan
atically steadfast in devotion to family. My mother was 
killed by a horse in an inn yard in Savannah; I have no 
clear memory of her. 

In April, 1838, my father and I,  having finished a 
swing of the South, crossed the river at Cincinnati and 
headed north into Ohio, toward Springfield. I was 
twelve, and my father was thirty-six. 

In those days my father was in his prime. It's hard to 
describe him. To the coachman passing us on the pike 
he was simply squat and black-haired and ragged. But 
to those who watched him in play-or fight-he was a 
torrent of fierce, trained muscles. Then hot tinder 
glowed in his smoky black eyes and a wise man stand
ing by could catch a shadowed glimpse of a startling 
brain. Only a glimpse, however; for it is the way of the 
road _to pretend to stupidity. 

All day the sky had been overcast, and out of Cincin
nati the night and the forest seemed endless. Muggy 
weather had tightened our cart spokes, and Jennifer, 
the mare, was nervous and skittish. My father tried to 
soothe her by rippling the reins and whistling to her be
tween his teeth, and I dozed vn the hard seat beside him. 
We were deep into the Lebanon road when the sky split 
with flames, and ropes of rain lashed the new-budded 
trees like chain shot. Half-choked in the fury of water 

f watcher!, breathless. If Manser struck the rock 

a glancing blow, he could cr·ush my father's skull. 
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and wind, I struggled under my father's arm and called, 
"What o'clock?" 

"I 'll tell you tomorrow," he·  shouted back. 
This was an old j oke between us, for his watch, very 

precious to him, was kept wrapped in oilskin in his 
waistcoat pocket and never produced except to time his 
feats of strength. 

Suddenly he wheeled the mare from the pike and 
brought her to a halt in a grubby clearing. 

A wretched, rundown farmhouse, now a tavern, 
sprawled in a grove of oaks, splattering the storm with 
lamplight. 

"This doesn't look too good to me," my father said. 
"But maybe we can play for bait and bed." He led the 
mare into the shelter of a lean-to that seemed to serve 
as a stable, and we swung open the huge front door and 
entered the parlor. 

It was a shabby inn, and a shabby inn may be good
or it may be evil. Roadmen such as we have many ways 
of telling a tavern's honesty at a glance. 

And this was an evil inn. 
The parlor was a square, low room with a ceiling of 

blackened beams. Surprisingly, it was well lighted. Di
rectly facing us, across the adzed-log floor, was the 
warren-like entry to the enclosed staircase which ran 
steeply upward to the second floor. At our far left was 
a short bar and behind it a few makeshift scissors and 
shawls and other catchpenny sundries. To our right was 
a huge fireplace with a spume of soot coughing from its 
storm-lashed chimney throat. Here a flat-faced man, 
ape-legged and dressed in blue cassimere, talked loudly 
and coarsely to a cluster of half-attentive loafers, vi
cious road scum. 

As we entered the bar, ( Continued on page 70)  
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G l e n n  B a l c h  s a y s :  I ' L L T A K E  

A seasoned sportsman starts a controv.erslal serles UJlth 
a pitch lor Ialii favorite hunting-fishing state of , all 48 

HENEVER I hear men arguing about the relative merits 
of their favorite fishing spots, I am reminded of the 
Idaho cowboy who went to Texas one winter. He listened 
quietly to the natives brag about everything from bronc 
champions to horned toads. But when the subj ect turned 

to fishing, he spoke right up. 
"Shucks," he said. "Up in Idaho we don't dare go fishing without our 

ponies. We need 'em to pull out the fish!" 
He dug into a tail-pocket of his levis and brought out a battered 

snapshot that showed not one but two horses hitched to something that 
looked like a fresh-water whale. "We hooked a team to this one," he 
said. "It was a mite bigger than usual-weighed twelve hundred pounds." 

I can't say it was the picture of that Snake River sturgeon alone that 
brought me to Idaho. I 'd  also heard tales of mule deer as big a5 yearling 
steers, elk that ran in herds, and pinnacles crawling with bighorn sheep 
and mountain goats. So a couple of years ago I came north-and what 
I found has kept me in Idaho ever since. 

I'd have stayed on in my new state if I'd found nothing else there but 
the fabulous wilderness area of the Salmon River country. 

Inhabited by every type of wild life still found in the mountainous 
section of the western United States, this vast watershed of the Salmon 
-together with that of its neighbor to the north, the Clearwater-is the 
legendary stronghold of big game. The Salmon River country has pro
duced more trophy and record heads of bighorn sheep, Rocky Mountain 
goats, deer, elk and bear than any other similar-sized area in the nation, 
and is still unsurpassed in the variety and numbers of these animals . 

. .  , . . . . .  ' ' '  , , , , , , ·� � 





Sun  Va l ley News Bureau 
W I LD E R N E SS of Salmon River can be reached with collapsible boats. Here 
fishermen have choice of teeming rainbows, steelheads and huge chinooks. 
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I DAH O 
As if that weren't enough, the Salmon takes its very 

name from the superb game fish which fight their way 
up through its churning waters to spawn in the tribu
tary riffles. There are times when the streams are alive 
with the movements of big chinooks. Big steelhead, 
also up from the Pacific, lurk in the swirly holes-and 
cutthroats are there for any man to take. 

Few states allow more than one deer per hunter, hut 
in the Middle Fork of the Salmon drainage the legal 
limit during the past few years was increased to two 
in an effort to keep the herd down to winter-range 
limitatl::ms. Old tom cougars dog a man's trail out of 
sheer curiosity, and camp bacon must be tied in a tree 
out of reach of the bears and porcupines. Primitive 
area pilots often have to buzz the back-country strips 
before landing to scare off the elk and deer. 

Only the great national parks, such as Yellowstone 
and Glacier, can vie with the Salmon River country in 
abundance and variety of big game. But these, of course, 
are protected areas and, though fine, worthwhile pro
j ects, have little more appeal to the hunter than out
door zoos. 

Both Montana and Wyoming claim impressive big
game populations, but it should be remembered that a 
lar.ge percentage of them are the permanently protected 
park animals. 

Deer are numerous in Idaho and widely distributed. 
Few towns, even those in the irrigated valleys, are more 
than an hour's drive from deer habitat, and it is com
monplace to see the animals along the mountain high
ways. Early this spring a ranger friend of mine and a 
companion counted more than 3,000 head while driv
ing within a 15-mile range of Boise, the capital city! 

Most of Idaho's deer are mule deer, al
though during recent years the white-tailed 
variety, about half as large, but about which 
many states nevertheless boast, have been in
troduced. For those who cannot find their own 
deer, many Idaho packers and guides will 
guarantee a shot, and the trip is free if they 
fail to make good. Some will even make the 
same proposition on elk. One man, though 
confined to a wheel chair, shot his deer by 
having his companions push him to a likely-looking spot 
near a game pass. Idaho deer average around 200 pounds 
in weight, and some have been killed that weighed more 
than 400 pounds-as big as some elk in other states. 

Sure, states such as Pennsylvania, Minnesota and 
Michigan have larger annual deer kills than Idaho, but 
they are of the white-tailed variety, scarcely larger 
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than a big ' Idaho jackrabbit, and about eight or ten 
times the number of hunters go after them. In Mich
igan in 1948, for example, 362,002 licensed deer hunt
ers took 109,421  head, roughly a 30 per cent success, 
according to the commission's report. But how many of 
the hunters in these states could go for an elk and an 
antelope, too? Not a single one east of the Mississippi 
and damn few west of it. 

Idaho's elk hunting is second only to her deer hunting. 
The season is adequate and the territory is big. In 1 949 
nearly a third of all the hunters were successful, and 
the percentage was even better in 1948. While there are 
some particularly favorable elk regions, such as Cham
berlain basin and the Selway and Locksa drainages, elk 
are often killed in the same hunt with deer. The major 
problem is getting the meat out, for an average mature 
Idaho bull will weigh 800 to a 1,000 pounds and will 
load four pack horses! 

The two dollars which an elk tag costs a resident 
hunter is without doubt the biggest meat bargain in 
the nation. 

Elk, of course, are warier than deer and inclined to 
the more inaccessible back country, but two years ago 
a woman hunter I know killed a nice bull on a high 
ridge within sight of the capital dome. Not many years 
ago an elk was roped one winter morning in the streets 
of Boise. Almost every winter the citizens of Wallace, a 
north Idaho mining community, are treated to a view of 
elk browsing in the residential sections. 

Idaho deer and elk hunters frequently bring home 
still another big-game animal that is a rarity in most 
states. Last fall more than 700 black bear went into 
game bags, mostly those of elk and deer hunters. Add 

two more horses to that pack string. 
Down in the valleys, where the evergreen 

timber gives way to willows and low brush, 
Idaho has another beautiful and exciting game 
animal, the prong-horned antelope. The ante
lope's range was once as wide as that of the 
buffalo and, according to historians, the ante
lope \vas equally numerous, the peak estimate 
being above thirty millions. Today Idaho is 
one of the very few states that still have an

telope, and one of the last where hunting them is per
mitted. There are half a dozen places where, by simply 
driving along the road in the late afternoon of a sum
mer day, you are practically certain to see antelope. 
About 80 per cent of the hunters in Idaho's controlled 
antelope hunt last fall were successful. 

Of course, a great game ( Continued on page 82)  
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S HOW'S ON when chutes open and 12 bucking Brahma bulls burst into arena .and try to unseat their striped riders. 

Even the Convicts Bust 
RO U G H EST A N D  TO U G H EST O F  RODEOS ANYWH ERE ARE T H E  DEV IL-MAY-CA R E  S H OWS AT 

RODEOS are wild, exciting shows 
any place, any time. But down in 

Walker County, Texas, each fall, con
victs from the State Penitentiary put 
on a rodeo that outdoes them all. 

It's as different from other rodeos as 
a saloon brawl is from a college box
ing match. No one bothers about any 
tiresome technical rules. Performers 
care nothing for personal safety. After 
all, what does a man serving three life 
sentences have to lose if he doesn't 
play it safe? 

4 8  

From the very beginning, the show is 
never allowed to lag. One act overlaps 
another as violent men get rid of pent
up energy by straddling killer broncs 
and fierce bulls. They're still picking 
up victims of the opener, a bull-riding 
event, when the next act begins. So it 
goes until the end, in a mounting ex
citement, air heavy with dust and 
sweat and the yelling of thousands of 
spectators. And the most excited spec
tators of all are the convicts who have 
spent a year of good behavior looking 

forward to going to the rodeo and 
seeing their fellow-inmates straddle 
the "bad'uns." 

It's not only the fast pace of the 
show and the individual daring of the 
performers that make for the excite
ment. Part of it comes from the be
hind-the-scenes tension. Guards are 
everywhere and Texas Rangers patrol 
the area. Several years ago, one daring 
performer, running from a pursuing 
bull, leaped atop a wire fence that 
separates actors from crowd. Seeing 
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TOUGH E R  than any prison guard is this angry bull. P ERFO R M E R  hits dust, and 100,000 fans start going wild. 

MARE-M I LKING takes a team of three men-two hold the mare and one tries to get a few drops of milk in a pop bottle. 

Broncs in Texas TEXT A N D  P H O T O S  BY DEY KLAPP 
H U NTSVILLE, TEXAS, WHERE THE R I DERS HAVE NOTH I N G  T O  LOSE BUT THEI R LIVES 

what he thought was a hole in the 
guard line, he jumped and ducked un
der the grands�and, rac�ng for liberty, 
only to be stopped within 50 feet by a 
guard almost as brawny as the bull he 
was running from. 

And then there was the convict per
former who tried to pick up some easy 
prize money by making sure he won 
the wild-mare milking contest. He 
scarcely gave his teammates time to 
throw and tie the mare before he had 
milked her and was triumphantly 
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holding aloft a bottle a third filled with 
milk. It was a remarkable perform
ance. The judges were about to award 
his team the prize when the opposition 
demanded a check. Contents of the 
bottle turned out to be milk, all right, 
but milk of magnesia from a sponge 
concealed up the man's sleeve. Three 
prison guards had to protect him from 
his fellow contestants. 

Since 193 1 ,  when it was started as a 
prison recreation, the show has grown 
until it has become in recent years 

one of the biggest and most highly 
organized rodeos in the country. More 
thousands every year are eager to pay 
the admission that goes toward pro
viding extras for prisoners. Perform
ers are frequently sought by the big 
rodeos after they have finished their -
prison stretches. So, it may well be 
that the daring performer you'll be 
watching some day in a rodeo in your 
own community is a graduate of this 
roughest, toughest, most devil-may
care show of them all. e e e 
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On those long nights at sea, small 

troubles could eat at a man until the 

safety of a whole ship was at stake 

T H E  W A R W A S  L I K E  T H I S : N o . 5 
I l l ustrated by LAWRENCE BEALL  SMITH 

L
IEUTENANT Kellam was pacing 
the dark bridge when he heard 

the boatswain's mate clattering down 
the ladder. That meant it was three
thirty, praise God, time to call the 
relieving watch. Kellam was officer 
of the deck on one of ten Navy escorts 
taking a convoy to Ireland. Since mid
night he had relied upon three things 
to keep him awake. The pacing, as 
usual. Then the message he had read 
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"Don't stand there, for God's sake ! "  Kellam bellowed. "!\'lake �-ourself useful." 

on the way up:  "Enemy U-boat sighted 

your vicinity." They hadn't encoun

tered one yet, but they might-they 

always might. Finally, Kellam had 

worked himself into a hot, hyper

sensitive wrath aimed directly at Lieu

tenant Philip Ford, the man who was 

about to relieve him. 

In more than a year at sea, Ford 

had relieved him on time for perhaps 

a dozen watches. He was supposed to 
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relieve a t  a quar;er � o  t h e  hour. A t  

first h e  h a d  been five minutes late, 

then ten. Now it was fifteen. And once 

he appeared-well, normally it re

quired about two minutes to get the 

dope and take over, but Ford stretched 

it out with so many fool questions, 

j okes and irrelevancies that Kellam 

was lucky when he got below within 

a half hour after his watch was over. 

One of the bridge phones rang. Kel-

lam knew which one it was and 

snatched it up i n  the dark. 

"How's the weather up there? "  Ford 

asked. 

"Cold, black," Kellam answered. 

"O.K. Thanks. Be right up." 

Nuts, Kellam thought, j amming the 

phone back in its box. Ford could have 

got the weather from the boatswain's 

mate. He j ust wanted Kellam to know 

he was up. Right no\v he was in the 
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wardroom pantry, still in his pa
j amas, drinking coffee, smoking, leaf
ing through · an old magazine. 

Letting it pass, kidding about it, 
reasoning patiently, Kellam had tried 
everything. He was tired of it. He 
needed every minute of his off-watch 
time for work or, sometimes desper
ately, for sleep. 

And there was another thing. To 
Kellam, the most important person in 
the world was his wife, Barbara. She 
was in California. He hadn't dared to 
move her east because of the constant 
rumor that his ship was headed for the 
Pacific any day now. It was almost a 
year since he had seen her. And so, 
every night, no matter what time he 
turned in, he had been taking from his 
locker a little folder of pictures that 
showed her alone or the two of them 
together. He never got tired of looking 
at them and remembering. 

Maybe it was silly, but every man 
on the ship worked out some sort of 
compensation. Anyway, it meant a lot 
to Kellam. The trouble was that lately, 
what with heavy winter seas and 
Ford's always being late, Kellam had 
simply been too exhausted at night 
to think of anything but sleep. When 
this happened, he felt that he and, 
somehow, Barbara had been cheated. 
He could not blame the weather, but 
he could and did blame Ford. 

DEEP in anger, Kellam had been 
half-conscious of movement on 

the bridge, A signalman, crouching 
low, passed in front of him and said 
goodnight. Presently the bridge talker 
and a variety of voices from below 
reported that all gun, radar, sound and 
wheelhouse watches had been relieved. 
There were no other sounds for some 
time except the heaving wash of the 
sea and the persistent ping • • • pong 

. . .  ping of the sound gear. 
It was three minutes past four when 

Ford called up through the radar-room 
voice tube, "Bridge! Here I come!" 

Sure, Kellam thought. Now Ford was 
catching another quick smoke while 
he read the captain's night order book 
and the late dispatches. Kellam looked 
straight ahead into the black sea. He 
was ready for Ford. He knew exactly 
how he was going to handle him. He 
would let Ford go through his whole 
stalling routine. Then he would show 
him what time it was. And then, by 
God, he'd let him have it, but hard. 

He heard Ford's footsteps on the 
ladder, eleven lurching, uneven steps. 
The doorknob squeaked and the door 
swung open fast with a roll of the 
ship. Ford's dark figure, bulky with 
foul-weather gear, barely showed 
against the bridge bulwark. He looked 
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up and said, "Nasty, eh? I knew I 
should have stayed in my sack." 

Very funny, Kellam thought, but not 
funny enough. "I hate a night like 
this," Ford went on. "Just black. I 
don't want a moon. That makes you a 
bloody target. But I sure want stars. 
This way it's creepy. You get hit, and 
you'd never know what hit you." 

"The radar's working. The sound 
gear's working." 

Ford grunted. "Pips and pings. Small 
comfort, mate." 

Kellam yawned. 
"What's the matter?" Ford said. 

"Sleepy? Up here in this fine cold air?" 
Kellam gripped the voice tube hard 

and gave a brief order to the helm. 
"Gyro compass O .K.?" Ford asked. 
Kellam, surprised, said, "Sure. Why?" 
"I just wondered. This is the kind 

of night it usually picks to go on the 
fritz. It did with me once. The damn 
ship turned a hundred and eighty 
degrees before I . . .  " 

Dimly, Kellam heard him talk on. 
At last, Ford said, "Well, I suppose 

I'd better get the dope. What course? 
Speed? What sail aloft? Say it slow." 

"We're on course zero-eight-two," 
Kellam said. "Speed thirteen-and-a
half knots. All four engines on the line. 
There's a couple of stragglers behind 
the convoy and the commodore's rais
ing hell. Also, that second ship in 
column one keeps busting out on this 
side. Bhe's our baby. Her radio is out 
and I've gone alongside twice to holler 
her back. You may have to again." 

"Why can't those j erks keep sta
tion?" Ford said resentfully. 

Kellam cleared his throat. "That's 
it. Rest of the watch is relieved." 

FORD waited a moment. Then he 
called down to the radar operator 

and asked about the ship in the first 
column. The operator said she was on 
station. 

"O.K.," Ford said to Kellam, "I guess 
I relieve you." 

Kellam drew a long breath. "Thanks, 
pal," he said. He held up his watch. 
"It's now four-twenty, which means-" 

"Con!"  a voice rang out from the 
sound hut. 

Ford stiffened but said nothing. With 
a quick look at him, Kellam j umped 
to the voice tube and said, "Con, aye." 

"Contact bearing zero-nine-five, 
range one-two double-oh." 

"Dear God!"  Ford gasped. "That sub 
they reported! We better call the 
skipper!" He began reaching among 
the phones. 

The sound operator reported another 
bearing and a: closer range. 

Kellam turned aft on the bridge and 
hollered, "Stand by for depth-charge 

attack!" He pushed Ford aside and 
called to the helm: "Come right to 
zero-nine-nine. All engines ahead, 
full." Then to Ford, "There's no time 
for the skipper. Are you going to take 
this or not?" 

"Let's check it some more," Ford 
said hesitantly. 

Kellam turned away. "Talker," he 
said, "have the depth-charge team set 
up pattern two, shallow." He bent his 
ear to the sound-hut voice tube. Echoes 
and reports came fast. 

"Don't you want me to call the 
skipper?" Ford said. 

"No!" Kellam bellowed. Then more 
quietly, so that the others on the 
bridge would not hear him: "Don't 
stand there, for God's ·sake! Get into 
the sound hut. Make yourself useful." 

Ford moved quickly out of the way. 
The sound operator reported con

tact was moving right rapidly. Kellam 
brought the ship hard right. The range 
was down to four hundred yards. "Pat
tern set, sir!" the talker sang out. 
Kellam raised his arm. 

THEN, suddenly, it was over. There 
were echoes coming in from every 

bearing and, mixed with these, a dis
tinct series of chirping noises. 

"School of fish, sir," the operator 
called out. "Positive. Echoes every
where now." 

Kellam straightened, and ordered 
the ship back on station. 

Ford's dark figure moved toward 
him. "Some submarine." Ford laughed 
shakily. "I figure it was seven hundred 
feet long and shaped like a crescent." 

Kellam raised his binoculars and 
pretended to look toward the convoy. 

Pretty soon Ford said quietly, "I'm 
darned sorry. I get rattled as hell in 
these situations. I just can't think 
straight. I don't believe I'm scared. It's 
just-" His body seemed to sag. Then, 
with a catch in his voice, he said, "I 
guess I am scared. I don't know why, 
but I'm scared every time I have to 
come up on this goddamned bridge. 
I don't know what it is." 

There wasn't much .use saying any
thing. All Kellam could do was to stay 
up there with him a while longer, and 
he did that. 

Finally Ford said, "Go on down. 
And thanks a lot. I know you were 
going to chew me out for being late 
again. I'll try to quit it." 

When Kellam got into his bunk it 
was five o'clock. He didn't take out the 
folder of pictures. He thought about 
it for a minute and decided that he 
wouldn't be doing that again very 
often. He'd have to figure out some
thing else for himself and Barbara. 
Ford would always be late. e e e 
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HAIR-TRIGGER BALA N C E  saves ski expert Herman Naef from plunge into a foaming chute of the Shepaug River. 

IN RACE through rapids of a Maine river, a Brooklyn 
entry battles for U.S. white-water championship. 
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WH ITE -WATE R J ETS 
b y  J lJL E S  AR CHER THERE once was a time 

when veteran skiers sat on 
their heels all summer, waiting for the first snow. No more. 
Many of them have taken to white-water foldboating, report 
it every bit as thrilling a sport. 

The foldboat is exactly what its name implies-a boat 
which folds up when not in use. It consists of a limp rubber 
hull, into which you insert wooden frames. You can put the 
foldboat together on a river bank in 20 minutes and knock it 
down in less than 1 5. 

· 

Foldboating appeals to skiers because it. makes much the 
same demands on physical strength-keen judgment, split
second timing and perfect co-ordination. Spills can come 
quickly when rapids spin the foldboat around and slam it 
broadside against boulders. 

Foldboating is rough and tough-but not lethal. Once a fleet 
of 200 foldboats shot down the rapids of Connecticut's Housa
tonic River. Score at the end of the day was nine tip-overs, 
six rock smash-ups, two boats abandoned, one lost, nobody 
killed or seriously wounded. e e e 
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I l lustrated by FRED IRV IN  

Cookies Tour 
The remarkable ease history of Cookie Cerulli, whose 

worst suspicions about cops are herein eonfirme«t 

by STAN L E Y  NIS S 
Statement of Pasquale Cerulli, alias "Cookie," on November 1 8, 1 949, 

at the office of the Safe and Loft Squad, Detective Division, Police Depart

ment, City of New York, 400 Broome Street, New York, N. Y., made in 

the presence of Captain James McVeigh, Detective Hi Silverman, Detective 

Francis Thompson and A ssistant District Attorney Philip D'Angelo of 

the District Attorney's office, New York County. Patrolman J. J. Hennessey, 

shorthand reporter. 

CAPTAIN McVEIGH: What is your 
name? 

A: Cookie Cerulli. 
Q: What is your actual first 

name? 
A: Do you have to put it down 

there, Cap? 
Q: Yes. 
A: Well, it's Pasquale. But don't 

blame me. It wasn't IllY fault they 

hung it on me. I was in no spot 
to kick. 

Q: Pasquale Cerulli-is that 
right? 

A: Yeah. That's right. Cap. But 
everybody calls me Cookie. 

Q :  Before we begin, it's my 
duty to inform you that any state
ment you make may or may not 
be used ( Continued on page 107)  

"Stop that man ! "  the clerk yells. The cop 

tries to grab me, hut I break through. 
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by Pe te  K u h l h o f f  

SURF-CASTING for heavyweight stripers is 
probably the most dramatic rough-and-tumble 

fishing ever invented. It calls for rugged gear and 
he-man muscles. And it pays off in tackle-busting 
battles. 

This month, for the greatest surf-casting thrills 
of all, try striper fishing at night. During August 
heat, surf fishing is actually far better at night 
than in the daytime. Everywhere from New Eng
land to the Carolinas, and from Oregon to San 
Francisco, these dark-striped, silvery bruisers 
come surging among the breakers each night on 
the incoming tide, to gorge on forage fish, squids, 
crabs and worms. 

For vacationers from inland, trying this fine 
sport for the first time, tackle will not seem espe
cially expensive. Often it can be rented. A surf 
rod of seven-foot tip weighing eight to 12 ounces, 
with a 30-inch butt, a 3/0 reel carrying 200 yards 
of nine-thread line, makes a good outfit. For bait 
fishing, you'll need a six- to eight-ounce pyramid 
sinker and 4/0 to 9/0 hooks, depending on the 
size of local stripers. 

Along the California coast, chunks of fresh-dead 
sardines are the most popular bait. In the East, 
bloodworms, shrimp, crab or eelskin lures are 
used. If you prefer artificial baits, try the 
specially-designed striper plugs available in 
coastal tackle shops, or use metal jigs, squids, and 
spoons. 

The best striper fishing is found near river 
mouths and tidal inlets, or on shoals and sand 
bars in the surf with deep water on either side 
for the big fellows to lurk in. At the mouth of 
California's Russian River, I once saw two 22-
pound stripers taken at night within half an hour, 
during August heat. 

One taste of this fishing in the light of a beach 
fire, with the surf roaring and your reel screech
ing at the 80-yard runs of a big striper, and surf 

Photo• by J. Jul ius Fanta 
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fishing will b e  tops on your August calendar from 
now on. 

What Choke for Your Bird Gun ?  

Many an Almanacker is already trying to decide 
on that new shotgun he plans to bat the birds 
around with this fall. The toughest problem is how 
much barrel choke to buy. If you know for certain 
what type of game you'll hunt most, you can then 
j udge choke very accurately in terms of average 
shooting range. 

Roughly speaking, a barrel termed cyLinder 

bore has no choke at all. It is a simple, straight 
tube. It is excellent on woodcock and grouse in 
thick cover at close range. Widely spread shot 
won't shoot up your birds. At 40 yards, however, 
you will be getting only 25 to 35 per cent of your 
shot in a 30-inch circle-a very thin, broad pat
tern and not toG effective. 

An improved cyLinder bore has j ust a bit of 
choke. It puts from 35 to 45 per cent of the shot 
in a 30-inch circle at 40 yards. Thus, such a barrel 
is excellent for close work in brush, fair at dis
tances up to 40 yards, and a fine first barrel for a 
double gun. 

A modified boring will jump the shot percentage 
to 45 or 55 per cent. This is a very good general, 
all-round barrel with fairly close patterning to 
reach out to the 40-yard ranges. Past 40 yards, 
though most hunters hate to admit it, the compu
tation of lead and swing and speed of flight be
come such that few wing shots shoot accurately 
anyway. 

An improved modified barrel gives you 55 to 65 
per cent of your shot in the 30-inch circle at 40 
yards. It's a honey for the second barrel of the 
double gun for quail, grouse or pheasant, and does 
mighty well on ducks, too. For general work it's 
a little too closely choked for a single-barrel, but 
is fine when you need to tag 'em far out with a 
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second shot. I t  will also b e  O.K. o n  your occasional 
duck hunts. 

A full choke will put nearly 75 per cent of your 
charge right in the 30-inch circle at 40 yards. In pass
shooting ducks on a flyway this is the real reach-out
and-get-'em barrel you w�mt. 

Be particular about buying the right choke. You'll 
up your field performance immeasurably. 

Tips for Fishing Doldrums 

Fresh-water fishermen are grumbling their loudest 
these August vacation days. The ordinary flies and lures 
often won't take a fish, and regular baits are hard to 
find. Worms have burrowed deep in the dry soil, and 
minnows are scarce in shallow water. At this time, 
however, the fish are piecing out meals on stray tidbits 
in place of regular food. An off-trail morsel can tempt 
them when nothing else will. Here, then, are some fre
quently overlooked baits which can do a sensational 
August business. 

Do you live in country where those mammoth cock
roaches are found? Hook one through the head or tail 
without killing it. When dropped on th� water and 
allowed to scramble frantically a cockroach will bring 
vicious strikes from big crappies, bluegills, bass, etc. 

One of my most exciting August experiences occurred 
at Spiritwood Lake, North Dakota, where yellow perch 
grow to mammoth size. Water was very low, and arti
ficials wouldn't raise a fish. In the shallows were hun
dreds of small crayfish. We gathered some, tore off the 
tails, used those for bait. You couldn't cast one in with
out getting an instant strike. 

In Ohio one August I learned about catalpa worms. 
These juicy, mottled green butterfly larvae feed on 
catalpa trees in many sections of the country. I won't 
say they're pleasant to handle, but for bass and all pan
fish they are absolute killers. 

Grasshoppers, now at their peak, are one of the best 
baits for all fish. Fresh-water muss�ls abound in most 
lakes and slow streams. They're good for everything 
from catfish to bass. Bee and yellow-j acket larvae are 
also excellent. 

There is, in fact, almost no end to the fine baits 
available for August. So get the old noggin working on 
the off-trail bait ideas, and you'll catch fish-guaranteed! 

Bulging and Tailing Trout 

Early this summer I watched a trout fisherman as he 
earnestly cast a dry fly to what he supposed was a 
rising trout. He finally gave up in exasperation. Liter
ally hundreds of times I have seen trout fishermen 
make the same mistake. They saw a circle upon the 
water, assumed the trout was taking surface food. 
Actually, the circle had been made by the trout's tail 
or by his back, and at that moment he was tak
ing underwater food. 

Every trout fisherman should know that trout feed on 
surface food only at special times and seasons, but they 
feed on nymphs-the underwater forms of aquatic in
sects-the year 'round. 

When a trout is grubbing for nymphs in shallow 
water, very often his tail breaks the surface. This is 
known as "tailing." Close observation will identify the 
movement easily. At such times, a nymph fished very 
slowly, right on bottom, is indicated. 

During summer these aquatic nymphs drift upward, 
and some cast off their shells and become airborne in
sects. When trout are feeding on drifting nymphs, they 
roll near the surface and often make quite a splash. 

The close observer will note, however, that almost never 
does he see the trout's head. Trout are said to be "bulg
ing" when feeding in this way. A nymph fished just 
below the surface, slowly, with a swimming motion, will 
fill a creel with "bulging" trout, while a dry fly will go 
its way completely ignored. 

If you will learn to distinguish "tailing" and "bulg
ing" trout and keep a healthy supply of nymph patterns 
in your fly box, you will make limit catches throughout 
the seasons when other anglers tell you the trout j ust 
can't be caught. 

Books for Sportsmen 

Recommendations for August: "The Official Gun 
Book," published by Crown Publishers, 4 1 9  Fourth Ave., 
N.Y.C. A hundred and seventy-eight up-to-date pages 
of guns, 1 54 models of American rifles, shotguns, and 
handguns plus all the latest dope on ammunition, re
loading, and shooting . . . .  "Black Bass," by John Alden 
Knight, published by G. P. Putnam's Sons, 2 W. 45th 
St., N.Y.C. $4. A painstaking study of largemouth and 
smallmouth bass with all fishing methods covered by 
this expert . . . .  "Lucas on Bass Fishing," by Jason 
Lucas, is published by Dodd, Mead & Co., N.Y.C. at 
$5-a sound book giving Lucas' ideas on how best to 
take these big old battlers. 
EDITOR's NOTE: Byron Dalrymple has modestly omitted 
his own newest book, "All You Need to Know about 
Fishing, Hunting, and Camping," Pocket Books, Inc., 25 
cents. In the first months of publication its 375 pages 
of readable, expert advice have already placed this 
handy volume among the most widely read outdoors 
books ever printed. 

Good Gadgets Department 
A unique gun item is the Dial-Hanna Rifle, made by 

the Dial-Hanna Firearms Co., Orlando, Fla.-a gadget 
to convert your shotgun into a .22 rifle in a couple of 
seconds. It's available for all 1 2-, 16- and 20-gauge 
single- and double-barrel, break-type shotguns. All you 
do is insert the gadget into the shotgun breech. Empty 
.22 cases are ejected by your shotgun ejector. Price is  
startlingly low-$8.50. 

Almanackers should have a look at the catalogued 
bargains at Klein's Sporting Goods, Inc., 227 W. Wash
ington, Chicago, Ill. For example, I have a rod-and-reei 
combination from Klein's. The reel, a Deluxe Model 
400, sold for $ 1 1 .  The rod is a $ 14.20 "Gep." Klein's 
combination cost $9.95. 

San Luco, Inc., 846 State St., San Diego, Calif., makers 
of Tigerglas Rods, have a new five-and-a-half-foot plug 
rod of hollow construction that's well worth considering. 
It's tough, strong, yet with excellent action. Write the 
firm for literature. 

Reversible Fishing Float Co., Inc., Hibbing, Minn., 
has a remarkable bobble that lets you cast bait as you 
would a plug. Let out line to the depth you want after 
the float hits the water. Then the float reverses, and the 
line won't slip until you hang a fish. See these in the 
stores, or write to Elmer Johnson of the firm named 
above, the avid fisherman who manufactures this unique 
gadget. 

National Plastic Co., 2591 E. Foothill Blvd., Pasadena, 
Calif., has a folding transparent leader kit which 
should make a hit. It has 12 compartments, and the 
leader you want can be chosen instantly. 

Paul Bunyan Bait Co., Minneapolis, Minn., has a 
new minnow bucket that eliminates oxygen tablets or 
changing water to keep minnows alive. A built-in hand 
pump stores air in the sides of the bucket. One pumping 
keeps minnows lively for as long as five hours. • e • 
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ARGOSY EXPERT 
F IELD -TESTS NEW 

VARM INT CARTRIDGE 
AT LAST, a new cartridge has hit the 

market in answer to an urgent need. 
The .222 R�mington high-speed, the first 
new design m a dozen years, was factory
developed to fill that big gap which 
divides precision varmint rifles of the .22 
Hornet-Bee-Zipper class from the much 
heavier .220 Swift. Needed was a peppier 
gun than the Hornet types, but one which 
did not involve the recoil, noise and 
expense of the .220 Swift. I can now 
report that the .222 will fill this order to 
perfection. 

For ARGOSY's test of the new miniature 
high-speed, I used a Remington Model 
722 bolt-action, the only production-line 
rifle so far chambered for it. On the first 
day, shooting weather was far from ideal. 
A strong, gusty wind crossed the range 

Bi l l  
NEW CARTRIDGE (center) and a sample target are shown actual size. 

from right to left as I sighted in for my bench-rest 
test targets. 

I was not able to catch the lulls perfectly, so my shots 
showed horizontal spreading. But all pattems were 
closely grouped. They averaged three inches across at 
200 yards. The best at 200 measured an astonishing 
one and two-thirds inches. It was no doubt a fluke, 
but a pretty flattering one to the .222. 

Later that aftemoon I decided to intercept a few 
crows on their way to roost. I got in two shots and 
killed two crows. The first was perched about 125 yards 
away. The second I downed at exactly 207 of my extra 
long steps. 

Performance ori woodchucks is the real test for any 
varmint cartridge. So the next day I set out to test the 
.222's impact on an especially tough old groundhog who 
had been poaching on my garden. It was no easy task 
to put the telescope cross hairs on this wily character 
at exactly the 100-yard range I wanted. But when the 
j ob was done, the little projectile expanded nicely. It 
practically skinned him out. 

Impressive accuracy for the .222 was indicated by 
every test I made. Surprisingly, without any adjust
:nents to the factory-line rifle, I consistently made 
minute-and-a-half angle groups at 100 .and 200 yards. 
I would say that the average Hornet-class varmint 
shooter can add 50, or maybe 75 yards to his dead-sure 

range by using the new high-speed. In testing the new 
cartridge last fall, the Remington engmeers took a few 
woodchucks at 300 yards-about the extreme limit, I'd 
say. For consistent scores, maximum range' is prob
ably closer to 200 yards for crows and 250 yards for 
woodchucks. 

Now for the .222's advantages over other varmint 
cartridges. Compared to the Hornet, Bee, and Zipper it 
has greater shocking power and flatter trajectory. Mid
range trajectory for the 50-grain, spitzer-shaped bullet 
is one-half inch at 100 yards. It leaves the muzzle at 
3,200 feet per second, and is still traveling a potent 1, 7 50 
feet per second at 300 yards. 

Of course, the .220 Swift bullet moves still faster 
than this, with an otherwise favorable trajectory. But 
its ear-splitting blast is a bad handicap in settled areas. 
Accuracy life of the Swift barrel is much less-a mere 
2,000 rounds, compared to more than 6,000 for the .222. 
To my mind, another major asset of the new cartridge 
is the gun which fires it, the excellent and comparatively 
inexpensive Model 722 Remington. 

A cartridge with as many good points as the .222 is 
bound to be a natural with varminters. It should alsn 
appeal to precision-rifle shooters generally, and to re
loading enthusiasts. Fact is, I hear the wildcat boys are 
already tooled up to produce "improved" models. 
I'm doubtful it can be done. PETE KU HLHOFF 

ACCU RACY and added sure range of the new high-velocity varmint cartridge make it a natural for precision shooters. 
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M a k e  O n e  Fa l s e  M ov e  
(Continued from page 20) 

few porpoises. He came over the last 
rise, tense and expectant. The ocean 
was almost flat calm. It had an oily, 
pre-storm look. The long, flat swells 
broke thickly against the long coral 
reef that protected the hidden bay. 

Pierson let out his breath in a great 
sigh of relief. No porpoises. This was 
the day. And this was the place. Every 
factor was refined and focused on this 
day and on the bay he had found after 
a long search. 

Now there was deep satisfaction and 
excitement in him. He made himself 
move with great care. He drove as 
close as he could to the water, untied 
the boat, slid it backward out of the 
bent-pipe framework and muscled it 
down across the sand. It made the 
sweat stand out on his face and his 
naked chest. He was a compactly mus
cled man with a look of power in his 
corded shoulders. 

He carried the equipment from the 
car dowJ;J. to the small boat and counted 
it all twice before shoving off. Then he 
rowed straight out for a hundred yards 
and shipped the oars. He sat and meas
ured the amount of drift, decided that 
the light anchor wouldn't be necessary. 

There was a ritual in every move. 
He knew that the bottom was twenty 
to twenty-five feet down. First he took 
the big metal cartridge of carbon diox
ide and inserted it into the gun, lock
ing it in place. Next he snapped a 
forty-foot line onto a stout ring set 
into the right side of the gun and made 
certain the other end of the line was 
secure inside the small boat. The barb, 
razor-sharp, glittering, was affixed to 
a short shaft which he inserted into 
the barrel of the gun. The second line, 
fastened behind the barb, was a hun
dred feet long. He coiled it loosely in 
the stern and made certain that it, too, 
was tied firmly to the boat and in a 
position where it would not foul the 
gun line. He laid the shining gun on 
the seat. It helped to have it bright so 
that it would glitter in the water. 

Next, he prepared himself. He put 
on the swim fins, inserted the rubber 
ear plugs. He dipped the face mask 
over the side, then crumpled a damp 
cigarette and rubbed the glass, inside 

60 

and out. He splashed water on his face, 
put the mask on and tested the fit 
by trying to blow out through his nose. 
It was snug all the way around. 

With each step his excitement 
mounted. 

Making certain that the broad
bladed knife was secure in the sheath 
that hung from his belt, he slipped 
over the side, taking great care to go 
into the water with a minimum of 
splash. He took the heavy gun in his 
right hand and, holding to the boat 
with his left, he emptied his lungs, 
filled them, emptied them again, all 
the time looking around at the bright 
surface of the water. 

He took his last breath and let go 
of the boat. He went under, and the 
weighted gun pulled him almost head
down. He kicked power�ully, sliding 
down through the darkening green, 
down to the packed sand of the bottom. 
Through long practice he knew that 
he was good for two and a half min
utes. He could reach bottom without 
the gun, or surface with it in his 
hands, but this system he had devised 
suited his plans. 

As he reached the bottom he turned 
and his feet settled, almost without 
weight, on the sand. There was a large 
shattered conch shell a few feet away. 
It was odd how the fish never seemed 
to be alarmed by a man who came 
down into their world. Curiosity al
ways brought them near. The little 
ones always flittered away into the 
green shadows when he moved, but 
the big ones would remain to watch 
him owlishly, looking almost bored. 

PIERSON knew that this was the 
right place, if ever a place could be 

right. The nearness of the coral helped. 
The bottom was good. And the en
trance to the bay, beyond the reef, 
was forty feet deep. 

A small school of sheepshead, with 
their ridiculous faces that look like 
caricatures, angled down by him and 
went on off to some mysterious and 
obviously important destination. 

Some sand perch, glittering like 
jewels, approached and fled in mock 
panic. Suddenly all the small fish were 
gone. A vast shadow came near him. 
He turned slowly, every muscle taut, 
and saw that it was just a huge j ew 
fish, probably close to six hundred 
pounds, as stately and unconcerned as 
a dowager in an art gallery. Saucer 
eyes looked blankly at him and it 
moved off beyond his restricted range 
of vision. Once upon a time he might 
have tried for it, but he had learned 
that the spirit of this huge fish was 
torpid. It fought wallowingly for a 
time, then surrendered meekly. 

A slow current moved him a few 
effortless feet. He began to feel the 
need of air. He put the gun gently on 
the bottom and shot up, careful to 
avoid the dark shadow of the boat 
overhead. He came out into the air 
and moved slowly to the boat as his 
labored breathing calmed down. 

He lived for these days. And this 
was the last one. Early tomorrow he 
would have to start back north. This 

year the overcast weather had defeated 
him. When vision was bad on the bot
tom, he did shallow fishing on the 
reefs, but the big stuff was never 
there. And there was always the 
chance of a bad nip from the myriad 
needle-teeth of a moray eel. 

He went down strongly, following 
the double line down to the shining 
gun. He grabbed it and let its weight 
pull him gently down onto his feet. A 
stingaree, evil, flat, as big around as 
a bushel basket, skimmed by with its 
peculiar flapping motion like a gro
tesque bird. They were harmless unless 
trod upon on the bottom. Then the 
barbed tail would whip over to stab 
the ankle or the top of the foot. 

He carefully stalked an odd shadow 
until he could see it plainly. Just a 
little sand shark about a yard long. 
It ignored him. It turned slowly over 
onto its back and then wiggled along, 
scratching its back on the bottom, 
like a puppy wiggling on a living-room 
rug. Pierson grinned. 

Suddenly he tightened. A huge black 
grouper, all of sixty pounds, appeared 
from the left. It hung in the water, 
looking at him. One-third of it was 
head. He knew it wasn't a record 
grouper, but it was big enough to be 
thoroughly impressive. 

He waggled the barb back and forth 
slowly and the grouper drifted toward 
it. Its big mouth worked. The glitter 
of the barb had caught its eye. 

Pierson stood motionless as the big 
lips came close, touched the barb. Then 
the black, satisfied that the glitter was 
inedible, turned slowly away. Pierson 
put the barb within an irich of the 
sleek side and pulled the trigger. The 
water in front of the muzzle boiled 
into a million white bubbles as the 
barb was thrust deep into the fish. 
The grouper pinwheeled violently off 
into the green blackness. 

Pierson kicked up with all his 
strength, carrying the gun up with 
him. The swim fins, with his practiced 
leg-thrust, drove him up so that he 
surfaced beside the boat. He put the 
gun inside, heaved himself up over 
the stern. The coiled line was going 
out rapidly. He grabbed it, shoving his 
mask up onto his forehead. He let it 
slip through his tough hands, increas
ing the pressure. The boat was pulled 
along as the fish wore itself out. 

GRINNING, he reeled the line in, 
pulling hard. The grouper made 

short, deep runs from side to side, 
coming ever closer. It tired quickly. A 
grouper's fight was soon gone. Pierson 
could see it now. It rolled just below 
the surface. He held the line with his 
left hand, got the short gaff from be
hind him, gaffed the grouper securely, 
and heaved it up over the stern. He 
yanked his knife out, reversed it in his 
hand and clubbed the big fish with the 
weighted handle. At the second blow 
it shuddered and lay still. 

Pierson sat, breathing hard, admir
ing it for long seconds. The blacks 
were far prettier than the reds and 
had more fight. The flesh was firmer. 

The barb was driven better than 
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halfway through the fish. He ham
mered it through the rest of the way, 
untied the knot behind the barb and 
pulled it out. As it had not been 
dulled, he washed the blood from it 
and from the line after he pulled it 
back through the fish, re-tied it and 
inserted it back in the barrel of the 
gun. He shoved the dead grouper up 
into the bow, recoiled the line, cleaned 
his mask again, and slipped over the 
side once more. The grouper had 
pulled the boat into slightly deeper 
water. Visibility on the bottom was 
reduced to what he guessed to be not 
more than twelve horizontal feet. 

T HE moment he touched bottom and 
acquired precarious balance, he saw 

a form that made his heart hammer. 
The grouper upstairs was nothing. 
This creature drifted five feet above 
him and six feet straight ahead of him, 
the incarnation of viciousness, and yet 
so slim and beautiful and perfectly 
designed for its devilish purposes that 

· it was as though a hard hand had 
closed on his heart. 

It was a slim and deadly wolf of 
the sea, a barracuda, with tiny glow
ing eyes, undershot j aw, whip-lean 
efficiency of motion. And it was so 
huge that he imagined it to be nearer 
to him than it was. This was indeed 
the king of barracudas, a seven-foot 
monster, a record fish. The taint of 
grouper blood in the water had 
brought it there at a fifty-mile speed. 

It watched Pierson speculatively. 
His flesh crawled, even though he 
knew he was safe. A barracuda will 
sometirnes flash up and snap as much 
as two pounds of flesh from a surface 
swimmer far out from shore. But its 
wariness and intelligence is such that 
it will not attack an unknown object 
on the sea floor, unless the underwater 
fisherman is so stupid as to fasten a 
wounded fish to his belt and taint the 
water around him with fresh blood. 

Pierson knew that a barracuda will 
fight with a high, wild and perfect 
fury that has in it something of the 
astonishing power of a wounded jungle 
cat. It never gives up its writhing, 
heart-exploding efforts until it is dead, 
and even in the moment of dying the 
j aws can clamp like a bear trap. 

Pierson knew it would be wise to 
try to frighten it away. And yet he 
wanted it. The odds were a hundred 
to one against boating it. He would 
have frightened away a smaller one. 
But this monster . . . 

It disappeared so quickly that he 
did not see it go. He felt a bitter dis
appointment. He turned slowly and 
saw that it had reappeared behind him, 
closer than before. It gave him the 
feeling of being stalked. He felt better 
when he had the deadly little harpoon 
pointed at it, though he suspected that 
it could probably flash in and take off 
half his thigh or the front of his belly 
before he could pull on the trigger. 

This was part of it-the fear as well 
as the lust of the hunt. Water builds 
up an enormous resistance. He would 
not dare release the barb unless it 
was within six inches of the 'cuda. 
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If he merely stung the fish, it might 
strike back in rage. 

The slow seconds passed. And sud
denly he realized that the last thing 
he wanted to do was slant up to the 
surface for air. Even as a black bass 
in an inland lake will strike viciously 
at times at almost . any small object 
dropped onto the surface of the water, 
the barracuda will dart and snap at 
anything which moves too quickly. 

It was so close he could see a deep, 
puckered scar on its brown-gray flank. 

The barracuda let itself sink until 
it was a bare three feet off the bottom, 
its lean head still pointed toward him. 
With enormous caution he moved 
slowly toward it. To his amazement, 
it duplicated his motion, moving ever 
so slowly toward him. It seemed to 
Pierson that it was much like two 
fighters coming warily out at the bell 
for the first round. 

He stood absolutely still, his finger 
cramped on the trigger. The barracuda 
slanted up as it moved closer, and he 
followed it with the barb. Two feet, 
a foot and a half, a foot. It paused. He 
moved the barb up toward it, an inch 

line that stretched off in a gradual 
upward curve. Blood stained the water 
around the wound. 

With his right arm across his face, 
he reached over and pulled the knife 
free with his left hand. It was a feeble 
weapon. The gun, still in his right 
hand, kept him anchored to the bottom. 

The barracuda watched him as 
though, with evil intelligence, it 
wanted him to savor to the full the 
anticipation of its chomping razor 
teeth. Pierson had never heard of any 
fish, 'cuda or otherwise, which would 
ignore the pain-born panic of the barb 
to return calmly to the hunter. He 
could not help but believe that this 
fish had reasoned out what had hurt 
it and had come to exact payment. 

Suddenly a great, swift, twelve-foot 
shadow slammed down out of the 
darkness, and the water was badly 
roiled by sand swept up from the bot
tom. It was as though ·a dim candle 
had been blown out in a dingy room. 
Pierson remained fixed in pure panic, 
and as the sand settled he saw the 
torpedo shape of what he recognized 
as a huge shark looming toward him, 

"Of course, it's nothing but hunt and peck." 

at a time, his back aching from the 
tautness of his arms and shoulders. 

Now! He thrust and fired at the 
same instant. The familiar thud of the 
explosion hammered against his ear 
plugs. He clung to the gun and fell 
slowly into a sitting position. He 
moved like a slow-motion film, but 
the 'cuda had disappeared like dark 
flame. He decided to take the gun up 
with him. It was rugged enough to 
stand a certain amount of dragging 
along the bottom, but this monstrous 
fish might not be quelled for an hour, 
even with the barb deep· in its guts. 

He crouched-and in that instant 
the barracuda reappeared like magic 
a bare yard in front of his face. He 
brought his gun arm up in panic. He 
saw the metal shaft protruding from 
its side, pointed downward, saw the 

turning on its side, the killer teeth 
bared in the half-moon mouth. 

Even as he realized that this deep
sea beast had no right to come into 
this sheltered bay, it was upon him, 
moving with the ungraceful, swift 
waddle of the shark. He thrust at it 
with the knife, dropping the gun. He 
felt the knife turn against the tough 
hide and felt the pain as the hide 
took the flesh from his knuckles. 

The shark has a blind and unrea
soning hunger. It had swum into the 
scent of blood and the tiny brain sent 
but one message to the vast, highly 
specialized body. Eat! Eat! A shark 
like this, once that message leaves its 
brain, will continue to tear and feed 
even when it has been torn open and 
other sea creatures are feeding on its 
own tail and belly. 
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He had stayed to the very limit of 
his endurance. His vision darkened 
and his lungs were making convulsive 
heaves. Only his will, keeping his 
throat closed, prevented the rebellious 
lungs from expelling what was left of 
the stale air and sucking in the water. 
He could not turn, and even if he 
could, he could not have seen the 
shark. Red spots shot across his black
ening vision. He knew that, with his 
wounded hand, it was a matter of 
seconds until the shark found him and 
tore him to edible bits. 

He j umped upward with all the 
fading strength of his legs. His fins he 
had lost long ago in the first furious 
attack. He made feeble, climbing mo
tions with his arms. He anticipated 
the slashing, ripping bite in every part 
of his body. The blood from the barra
cuda had brought the shark. Now his 
blood would send the shark streaking 
up after him, rolling to bring into play 
that incredible mouth. 

He surfaced in the blinding sun
shine, coughing the water from his 
throat, sobbing as he gulped the air 
into his lungs, splashing feebly in the 
hope that he could scare away the 
shark. But all the while he knew that 
no amount of splashing would drive 
away a shark with the . blood scent 
sending that clear message to its brain. 

D o n 1t H i d e  t h e  F a c t s 
( Continued from page 39} 

holster. He had been holding a flash
light in one hand, a billy in the other. 

Judge Allen's theory then calls for 
Officer Cla;::<:: to have done these things 
in order: 

1. He went to the Brites' sleeping 
bag at one o'clock in t�.e morning. 

2. He j erked back the covers from 
the two men. 

3. He engaged in a desperate strug
gle, hammering the Brites with his 
billy. ( Baker's testimony shows he did 
all that. ) 

4. Coke Brite got a gun. Baker had 
time to yell three times, "Look out, 
he's got a gun," and then Coke Brite 
shot. Then John grabbed the gun and 
John shot. 

5. Officer Clark made no effort to 
draw his own gun. His companions 
were in danger. The Brites were shoot
ing at them. His brother officer was 
fighting for his life-so Officer Clark 
simply turns his back to the whole 
affair, gets down on his knees and 
starts to pray. 

Or if Clark wasn't shot after all this 
had taken place, then he must have 
been shot before. All right, then he 
was in there clubbing away at the 
Brites (Baker swears he was) and 
Baker · yells three times, "Look out, 
he's got a gun!"  So Clark thereupon 
turns his back, makes no effort to 
reach for his gun, pulls his coat up 
over his head, gets down on his knees 
and starts praying! 

Divest this attempt to inflame pas
sions of all of its oratory and of the 
solemn finality attending even the 
extra-judicial statements of a j udge, 
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He screamed as  he felt a rasping 
touch on the side of his foot. The fin 
appeared beside him and circled back, 
turning almost on itself. - Pierson 
screamed again, the cords in his throat 
standing out, his staring eyes looking 
up at the cloudless sky. The boat was 
an impossible hundred feet away. 

There was a vast boiling beside him, 
a smashing thud, and a solid sheet of 

· water slapped against his face and 
open, screaming mouth. Dark, shining 
backs surfaced around him and he 
heard the harsh, whistling exhalations. 
He swam for the boat as he had never 
swum before, trying, with each stroke, 
to claw himself up and out of the 
water. He scratched and grunted his 
way up over the flat stern and tumbled 
into the bottom of the boat . . . .  

When he sat up to watch, it was 
almost all over. They hit the shark 
from all sides, coming up from under
neath so that the heavy blows from 
the muscled snouts knocked the big 
shark completely out of the water. 
The shark writhed feebly as the mam
mal teeth chomped and tore at the 
tough hide, biting out great chunks. 

And then there was nothing left. 
Nothing but the great, deep stain on 
the blue-green water of the bay. 

The porpoises lost their brute speed 
and began to roll happily. They were 

and you wonder how people can even 
listen to that sort of bunk. 

That praying theory is an insult to 
the memory of a brave officer. 

Clark was killed by someone who 
was shooting at a dog that had grabbed 
him from behind and jerked him down 
to his knees. In the dark the man who 
was trying to kill the dog missed the 
animal and killed Clark. 

Decker is right, Baker is wrong. 
And, as you shall presently see, 

we're going to prove this by Baker's 
own words. 

We're not going to try any oratory. 
We're going to give you FACTS. The 
theory of ARGOsY's investigators is that 
if you give the average American citizen 
the facts, he can do his own thinking. 

The Ambush Propaganda 
Somehow or other there has devel

oped, · or there has been developed 
around Siskiyou County a feeling that 
the Brites ambushed the officers. 

You hear stories about the uncanny 
marksmanship with which these men 
shot down the defenseless officers, tak
ing them by surprise. 

This ambush theory is one that is 
well calculated to arouse public senti
ment against the Brite brothers. I 
don't know where it originated, I 
don't know who is responsible for cir
culating it, but every so often it comes 
cropping out. 

You drag it out into the open where 
you can look at it in the light of reason 
and it presents a pretty sorry spec
tacle. It hasn't a leg to stand on. It 
doesn't conform to the physical facts 
and it doesn't conform to the testi
mony. It's only good as a whispering 
campaign. 

the implacable and unforgiving _ enemy 
of the shark, hunting him down, slam
ming into him with pile-driver force, 
dazing him, eating him alive. 

Pierson knelt in the bottom of the 
small boat, and the blood dripped from 
his torn knuckles. One porpoise sur
faced so close to the boat that it 
nudged it gently. It exhaled heavily 
through the blow-hole atop its head, 
and its eyes had the wise mammal 
look of a good horse or a good dog. It 
arched back down into the depths. 
When it reappeared with the rest, 
Pierson saw there were about fifteen 
of them, heading back out of the bay. 

Pierson was not an emotional man. 
But he knelt there for a long time, and 
cursed in a soft husky voice, and the 
corners of his eyes stung. He pulled 
the gun up from the bottom. The barb 
line came up without tension. The 
harpoon was gone, the line slashed as 
though a knife had cut it. 

He rowed to shore, reloaded the 
boat, packed the grouper in damp bur
lap in the back end and drove slowly 
out to the main road. 

He knew that he would be back 
next year, back in the green and 
frightening depths. Because, to him, 
all other forms of hunting and fishing 
had become as tasteless as games for 
polite children. e e e 

Yet when Judge Allen stood up in 
front of the Lions Club in Yreka to 
make a speech about this case, he is 
reported to have said, according to the 
newspaper, "The Brite boys expected 
them to come back with the officers. 
They were fully dressed, and even had 
their shoes on in bed. There was a 
rifle tucked under the covers and a 
six-shooter under a makeshift pillow. 
They were loaded for the officers." 

If the Brite brothers ambushed the 
officers, then Charles Baker is an un
mitigated liar, and the prosecution, 
despite its virtuous protestations that 
it wouldn't use any witness it couldn't 
vouch for, convicted the Brite brothers 
on perjured evidence. 

But the Brite brothers did not am
bush the officers. Anyone who' wants 
to study the evidence is forced to the 
conclusion that no matter how the 
fight wound up, the officers struck the 
first blows. They came on the Brite 
brothers, lying in their bed, asleep. 
There was a terrific struggle before 
any shots were fired, and the officers 
were clubbing the Brite brothers with 
their billy clubs. 

Charles B·aker admitted that much. 
The marks on the ground show it. At 
least three of the four men who went 
up there to arrest the two Brite 
brothers engaged in a hand-to-hand 
struggle with them. Baker, the fourth, 
seems to have been dancing around on 
the outside of the fray, exhorting the 
officers to "pour it to" the Brites. Then, 
according to his sworn testimony, 
when he saw Coke Brite reach for a 
gun, he paused long enough to yell 
three times, "Look out, he's got a gun," 
then took to his heels. 

It's- impossible, in handling a case 
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of this kind in a community like Siski
you County, to discount the effects of 
an aroused and inflamed public senti
ment inspired in men who knew and 
loved the officers who were slain. 

But the story of Charles C. Baker, 
as told on the witness stand, is, to my 
mind, a slanderous assassination of the 
characters of these officers. 

Baker's story does not agree with 
the physical evidence on the ground. 
Baker's story at any one time does not 
agree with Baker's stories at any other 
time. Baker's sworn testimony at the 
time of the trial is full of contradic
tions. 

Very frankly, your investigators 
don't know whether the Brites are 
guilty of any crime. They may be; 
they may not be. 

Your investigators don't believe the 
Brite brothers were guilty of murder. 
If they were guilty of any crime the 
evidence would certainly indicate that 
it was no greater than manslaughter, 
and in that event they have been pun
ished more than enough. 

Your investigators definitely believe 
that the Brite brothers were convicted 
upon evidence which simply does not 
conform to the physical facts in the 
case, evidence which cannot be correct. 

Your investigators view with dis
approval the attempts that are being 
made to inflame public sentiment 
against the Brite brothers by state
ments which seem to make it appear 
there was an ambush on the part of 
the Brite brothers. 

Proof of a Struggle 
If the theory of ambush is true, then 

the testimony of Baker must have been 
completely false. The officers had been 
engaged in a terrific struggle before 
they were shot. If they had been am
bushed, they wouldn't have struggled. 
If they had been first greeted by gun
fire, they wouldn't have taken out 
their billies and their handcuffs; they 
would have gone for their guns. If 
they had been ambushed, ·since the 
Brite brothers had only one .30-30 
rifle, there would have been some 
answering gunfire from the officers 
before three men could have been 
killed. We know the officers had been 
engaged in a terrific struggle. The evi
dence on the ground proves that. 
Baker's testimony in every one of his 
conflicting stories agrees on that point. 
Rigor mortis had set in within an 
unusually short time. It was a warm 
night. Anyone who knows anything at 
all about forensic medicine knows that 
this indicated the dead men had been 
making great physical efforts for some 
time prior to the shooting. 

Your investigators believe that there 
was an inexcusable neglect on the 
part of the officers to preserve the evi
dence at the scene of the conflict. In 
fact, this neglect is so pronounced that 
it becomes in and of itself a suspicious 
circumstance. 

The district attorney of Siskiyou 
County, who refused to prosecute the 
Brite brothers on the ground no crime 
had been committed by them, regarded 
the fact that the evidence had not 
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been left where h e  could see i t  as 
being a violation of his positive in
structions. He intimated the evidence, 
if it had been preserved, would have 
been favorable to the Brites. 

If nine shots were fired, what became 
of the nine empty cartridge cases? The 
prosecution only accounted for two. 
The bodies were moved with unseemly 
haste and then an attempt was made 
to place bodies in the location where 
witnesses thought the bodies should 
have been located. A photograph was 
then taken. An examination of that 
photograph shows that either the wit
nesses were wrong or the subsequent 
testimony was completely at variance 
with the facts. 

Your investigators do not believe 
the Brite brothers had a fair trial. The 
judge who conducted the trial seems 
to have been eminently fair in most 
of his rulings, but all through the his-

tory of the proceedings are indications 
that public feeling had been stirred up 
to such a point that the Brites had 
been in definite danger of lynching. 
The transcript shows some indication 
that the prosecutors were at times 
sneeringly arrogant in their attitude. 

Take, for instance, the time when 
the attorneys representing the Brite 
brothers wanted to bring the Brites' 
dog into court. There was some talk 
as to how a dog could be an exhibit in 
a case, and then in the transcript we 
find this significant statement by Judge 
Allen: 

MR. ALLEN: I will stipulate that this 
dog belongs to the Brites, and that this 
is the dog. 

MR. FRYE: The dog may be with
drawn? 

MR. ALLEN: Yes, you can take him 
out and shoot him. 

That remark went unrebuked by the 
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court. It is a highly significant remark. 
. . .  That's the Brites' dog, he said, in 
effect. Then, "You can take him out 
and shoot him." Remarks of that sort 
have no place in a court . of justice. 
The fact that the person making it 
felt that he could make it without 
arousing indignation on the part of the 
jury, or without earning a rebuke 
from the court, is pretty strong evi
dence of the manner in which public 
sentiment had been built up. 

The interpretation of circumstantial 
evidence is a tricky matter. The cir
cumstances may not lie, but the person 
who tries to interpret the evidence 
may place an altogether erroneous 
interpretation on it. 

It  was dark under the trees where 
the struggle took place. There was 
some light. Let's let the prosecution's 
star witness tell us just how dark it 
was. Here's what he said under oath 
at the time of the coroner's inquest: 
"It wasn't so dark but what you could 
see the move of a person, but you 
couldn't distinguish who they was in 
this timber." 

Too Much Detail 
Later on, at the time of the trial, we 

have Baker testifying to a minutiae of 
detail that is in itself a suspicious cir
cumstance. One would have felt Baker 
was a detached personality studying 
the action on a screen in slow motion. 

Baker testified that Coke Brite 
jumped up out of the blankets, grabbed 
Officer Lange's billy club and j erked 
the head off. Then the prosecution 
piously asserts that Baker's testimony 
is corroborated by the physical evi
dence because the head of Lange's 
billy was found on the ground near 
the front of the car where the Brite 
brothers had been sleeping, and the 
leather part of the billy was found 
looped around Lange's wrist. 

In the first place, if that action had 
taken place, Baker · couldn't have seen 
it in the darkness. In the second place, 
it is highly unreasonable to think that 
a man can grab a billy and jerk the 
head of it loose, particularly without 
the leather thong tearing the skin on 
the wrist of the man who is holding 
the billy. 

The Brite brothers say that the 
officers were clubbing them over the 
head. Baker admits that the officers 
were clubbing the Brites over the 
head. "Beefing him between the eyes," 
was what the district attorney said 
Baker told him. 

How much more reasonable it is to 
suppose that the billy broke in two 
under the impact of those repeated 
blows, than to think that one of the 
Brite brothers pulled its head off. 

Yet, in place of trying to make a 
fair appraisal of the circumstances, 
we find the prosecution asserting that 
the physical facts corroborate only the 
testimony of Baker, and that there 
isn't a shred of physical evidence to 
corroborate the story of the Brites. 

Your investigators believe that a 
great deal of weight should be given 
to the evidence of the witness Decker. 
Every possible attempt has been made 
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to discredit this witness. There have 
been sneering references to the "con
tradictions" in his story, the fact that 
he made various conflicting statements. 

We have found no serious conflict 
in the statements of Decker. We have 
made allowances for the fact that a 
man's memory will not be as fresh 
after a period of years as it was at the 
time. We make allowances for certain 
minor inconsistencies which are the 
result of human frailties of recollec
tion, but we find nowhere in any of 
Decker's statements the glaring con
tradictions that we find in the testi
mony of the witness Baker. 

Baker told his first official version 
of the story to the district attorney of 
Siskiyou County the day of the shoot
ing. The district attorney heard that 
story and the district attorney him
self, despite the fact that he had been 
friendly with the slain officers and 
didn't know the Brite brothers from 
Adam's off ox, refused to prosecute. 

We have the word of the district 
attorney that Baker very shortly 
thereafter changed his testimony in 
certain important details so that it 
would make the Brite brothers guilty 
of first-degree murder. 

We stated that we'd point out some 
contradictions in Baker's statements. 
We can point them out and, if we 
have to, we can keep on pointing out 
contradictions in Baker's story, issue 
after issue, month after month. 

At the time of the trial, Baker con
sistently maintained under oath that 
the Brites' dog wasn't in the fracas at 
all, that he didn't know anything about 
any dog belonging to the Brites being 
present or taking any part in the con
flict. 

Yet one significant thing slipped out. 
Baker admitted for the first time at the 
time of the trial that he had heard Of
ficer Lange yell, "Take the brute off." 

What brute? 

A Lawyer's Affidavit 
Now let's leave Siskiyou County for 

the moment and meet an attorney at 
law who resides in Sacramento. Arthur 
De Beau Carr. 

Arthur De Beau Carr has an A.B. 
from the University of California and 
an LL.B. from the McGeorge College 
of Law. The records show that he has 
done some_ remarkably fine work in 
the legal profession. 

Arthur De Beau Carr has filed an 
· affidavit with your Court of Last 
Resort in which he states: 

"That in early 1 944 Charles Lilley, 
publisher of the Sacramento Union, 
requested your affiant to look into the 
imprisonment of John and Coke Brite 
for murder; that Mr. Lilley related he 
and the Sacramento Union felt the 
Brite brothers had not received a fair 
trial in the first instance or fair treat
ment since their imprisonment eight 
years before; that he and the Sacra
mento Union were that interested in 
justice they wanted a lawyer to in
quire into all the facts and give them 
an opinion to the end they could sup
port the bid for freedom of Coke and 
John Brite if in fact Coke and John 
Brite were entitled to that support." 

Unfortunately the affidavit of Arthur 
De Beau Carr is too long to publish in 
its entirety at this point, but it con
tains certain significant facts which 
should be brought to the attention of 
you readers of ARGOSY who constitute 
the Court of Last Resort which is 
inquiring into these cases. 

Here are some quotations from 
Arthur De Beau Carr's affidavit. After 
having set forth that he made a com
plete, thorough and impartial investi
gation of all the facts, so far as he was 
able to learn them; the affidavit goes 
on to state: 

"That your affiant reported to Mr. 
Lilley and the Sacramento Union as 
the result of this investigation that 
Coke and John Brite were victims of 
the worst miscarriage of justice imag
inable; thereafter the said Sacramento 
Union interceded with the authorities 
to no avail. . . .  " 

The affiant then goes on to ·state that 
in the summer of 1 944 ( some eight 

_years after the shooting) he went to 
Long Beach to interview the witness 
Charles Baker. 

"Pour It On Them . . .  " 
Now let's listen to tliese significant 

statements that Baker, according to 
Arthur De Beau Carr's sworn state
ment, made at that time: 

"Baker related that before the boys 
awoke, he, Baker, said to the officers, 
'Pour it on them sons of bitches. '  Coke 
said to his brother, 'John, Baker's back 
here with a gang!' Baker said the boys 
started cursing and swearing while 
they were completely buried under the 
covers of their sleeping bag. He also 
said they were mumbling and he 
couldn't understand what they said. 
(At no time was he able to reconcile 
that they were mumbling under the 
covers in language understandable 
.and swearing and cursing, although 
he made it clear that they were both 
happening at the same time.) 

"Your affiant asked Baker why he 
didn't remember the testimony as to 
his, Baker's, saying, 'Pour it on them 
sons of bitches' at the trial and Baker 
replied he 'was too excited.' 

"That Baker stated he observed the 
Brites' guns at the time he, Lange, 
Clark and Seaborn approached and 
noticed that they were at the head of 
the bed. Baker neglected to mention, 
as he had at the trial, that Coke and 
John were squirming around in the 
bed as if looking for a gun, but upon 
being reminded thereof, he 'remem
bered' that they had squirmed. Baker 
related that he saw John Brite pick up 
the rifle from the head of the bed 
after the officers and Seaborn had 
started beating Coke and John. When 
your affiant reminded Baker that he, 
Baker, testified at the trial that he 
saw Coke pick up the gun from the 
side of the bed and shoot one man, 
then hand the gun to John, he said, 
'Yes, that's what happened, only Coke 
did all the shooting with the rifle, John 
used a .32 pistol.' Your affiant inquired 
as to the dog's attacking Lange, and 
Baker answered that Lange had 
screamed to 'take the brute off.' Baker 
made it very clear in his statement 
that Lange was referring to the dog 
and not to Coke Brite when speaking 
of the 'brute. '  

"Baker told your affiant that he 
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would kill Coke and John on sight 
and wishes he had done so the night 
of the affray. 

"Upon mentioning to Baker that 
Decker had said he heard more than 
one gun fired the night of the killing, 
Baker told us that he also remembered 
that a small-caliber gun was fired, but 
he added that the Brites had shot a 
.32 pistol. Baker related that Justice 
Rainey had told the officers not to let 
Baker carry a gun but Baker also said 
that Justice Rainey had told the offi
cers the Brites were killers. 

"When your affiant told Baker that 
the j udge said he had begged the offi
cers not to attempt to arrest Coke and 
John Brite at that time, Baker accused 
Judge Rainey of lying. 

"Baker volunteered that as of the 

time they all left Judge Rainey's house 
on the way to arrest Coke and John, 
he, Baker, intended to kill both Brite 
brothers himself. In answer to your 
affiant's questions, Baker said that he 
intended to get his gun as they passed 
his house. 

"Then Baker told us that when he, 
Baker, Lange, Seaborn and Clark 
arrived at Baker's house, Seaborn 
changed shirts and told the officers 
that he was going to change shirts so 
the Brites wouldn't recognize him; that 
at the same time he, Baker, started 
into the house 'to get my .30-30 rifle 
to shoot those Brites if they so much 
as moved.' Baker said Lange told him 
not to get his gun and when Baker 
insisted, according to Baker, Lange 
told him that if he did get a gun, he, 
Lange, would not let Baker go along."  

By way of  conclusion, Arthur De 
Beau Carr stated that affiant then 
pointed out to Baker that he had just 
told a story that was almost exactly 
the same as that told the district at-
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torney, James Davis, four or five hours 
following the shooting, on the strength 
of which story District Attorney Davis 
refused to prosecute, a story which 
was entirely inconsistent with the 
story Baker told on the witness stand 
at the trial. 

It is interesting to note that some 
eight years after the killing, Baker, 
according to Carr's affidavit, admitted, 
for the first time, that the Brites' dog 
was taking an important part in the 
struggle that night. 

It is also interesting to note that at 
that time Baker admitted Decker's 
statement was true that more than one 
gun had been fired and that one of the 
guns was a small-caliber gun. 

Baker claimed to Mr. Carr that one 
of the Brites was firing a .32 auto
matic. That is definitely and entirely 
at variance with his testimony given 
at the time of the trial. If one of the 
Brites was firing a .32 automatic, why 
didn't Baker say so at the time of the 
trial, why didn't he say so at the time 
of the coroner's inquest, why didn't he 
say so when he was being interrogated 
under oath before the grand jury? 

And it is to be remembered that an 
automatic ejects the shells as soon as 
they are fired. Now if one of the Brites 
was firing a :32 automatic, what hap
pened to the ejected shells? 

Yet eight years after the killing, 
Baker confirms Decker's statement 
that a small-caliber gun was also used 
at the time of the shooting and that 
all of the shots were not fired from 
this .30-30 rifle. 

Arthur De Beau Carr is a reputable 
attorney practicing law in Sacramento. 

WHY didn't Baker dare to admit at 
the time of trial that the dog was 
engaged in the struggle? Why didn't 
Baker admit at the time of trial that 
more than one gun was used at the 
time of the shooting? Why didn't Baker 
admit at the time of trial that Decker 
was right in stating there had been 
the sounds of a small-caliber gun inter
spersed with the reports of the larger 
weapon? 

It is to be remembered that John 
Brite stated that before he was clubbed 
into unconsciousness he distinctly re
membered awakening to find someone 
pounding him over the head, and 
Baker standing by, shouting, "Pour 
it onto that son of a bitch.'' 

Now if John Brite had called out to 
his brother ( as Attorney Carr says 
Baker told him ) ,  "Baker is back here 
with a gang," it would have shown 
two things. One of them was that if 
the officers had previously announced 
that they were officers, the Brite 
brothers hadn't heard them. The other 
one was that it would have indicated 
that Baker was taking a prominent 
part in the affray, either physically or 
orally. 

Why didn't Baker remember this 
important evidence at the time of the 
trial? Why didn't he remember it at 
the time of the coroner's inquest? Why 
didn't he remember it at the time of 
the grand jury investigation? 

We only have the explanation Arthur 
De Beau Carr swears Baker made to 
him eight years later when asked why 
he hadn't so testified at the trial, and 
Baker replied he "was too excited." 

But Judge All�n stated that he 
couldn't use Decker as a witness be
cause Decker had made contradictory 
statements. The prosecution wouldn't 
use any witness who made contradic
tory statements. 

What do you think? 

Vance Hardy Case 
It is time something should be done 

about Vance Hardy. 
All of the evidence we have uncov

ered so far indicates that Vance Hardy 
was innocent of the murder of which 
he was convicted. That conviction took 
place 25 years ago. During all of that 
time Vance Hardy has been in the 
penitentiary. 

The person who really committed 
the murder for which Vance Hardy 
has served a quarter of a century in 
prison is roaming the streets today, 
unless perhaps he has committed some 
other murder and has been tried, sen
tenced and convicted. 

You will remember that Vance 
Hardy was convicted of murder vir
tually on the testimony of one witness 
who "identified" him. Years later, 
according to a reputable Michigan at
torney, this witness repudiated that 
identification, and then admitted that 
he had seen only the backs of the men 
who were running away, that he 
actually couldn't identify any of them, 
but that because of pressure which had 
been brought to bear on him, he had 
felt forced to identify Vance Hardy. 

Then this witness made an · affidavit 
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repudiating his other affidavit, stating 
that the attorney hadn't written down 
what he had told him to write, etc., 
etc. However, even in that second affi
davit he admitted that he couldn't be 
positive Vance Hardy was one of the 
men he had seen running away from 
the scene of the crime. 

It is a shame that a man should be 
convicted and imprisoned on evidence 
of this sort. 

Some time ago Vance Hardy was 
able to get a Polygraph or so-called 
"lie-detector test."  That test was given 
to him in 1 945 by a Polygraph expert 
of the Michigan State Police, and that 
test, impartially given, showed that 
Vance Hardy was one of the men who 
will react to a Polygraph test so that 
an expert can reach a definite convic
tion as to whether or not the indi
vidual is lying. Furthermore, that test 
PROVED VANCE HARDY ABSO
LUTELY INNOCENT OF THE MUR
DER FOR WHICH HE HAD BEEN 
CONVICTED. 

And still nothing was done about it. 
It is because of cases such as these 

that readers may well ponder why it 
is necessary for a magazine and a 
committee of public-spirited business
men, who are donating their time to 
the cause of justice, to have to take 
up cudgels on behalf of a man who 
has been so evidently and so grievously 
wronged by society. Society itself 
should take the initiative in such 
cases. 

lnYestigation Promised 
Last week Tom Smith flew back 

to Michigan. He and Dr. LeMoyne 
Snyder, the medicolegal criminologist, 
took the papers in the Vance Hardy 
case to the office of Gerald K. O'Brien, 
the Prosecutor of Wayne County. 

You readers will remember Gerald 
K. O'Brien as the two-fisted, four
square prosecutor who started an in
vestigation in the Louis Gross case as 
soon as the Court of Last Resort 
started publicizing that case. 

Gerald O'Brien delegated two of his 
best men to make a whirlwind inves
tigation. He received the investigators 
representing ARGOSY's Court of Last 
Resort in his office, listened to what 
they had to say and then, having 
become convinced that Louis Gross 
was innocent, proceeded to throw the 
weight of his office into the case. 

Gerald O'Brien is the type of prose
cutor we American citizens can look 
on with pride. He prosecutes men 
when he thinks they're guilty. But he 
tries to get men out whenever he 
thinks an injustice has been commit
ted. Too many prosecutors think they 
have to protect their records at any 
cost, and once a man has been con
victed they try by every means in their 
power to keep from having his inno
cence established. 

Not Gerry O'Brien. 
O'Brien, as ProsecutQr of Wayne 

County, filed an application for a new 
trial on behalf of Louis Gross. That 
application was assigned to the court 
of Judge Thomas F. Maher, and the 
proceedings which took place in Judge 
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Maher's courtroom on that memorable 
day a few months ago wllen Louis 
Gross was given his freedom should 
make every American proud of the 
way in which justice is administered 
in Wayne County, Michigan. 

So last week Prosecutor O'Brien 
listened to Dr. Snyder and Tom Smith 
and promised to launch an immediate 
and sweeping investigation of the 
Vance Hardy case from his office. 

We will probably have more to tell 
you about the Vance Hardy case next 
month. 

In the meantime, your Court of Last 
Resort is literally being swamped with 
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the expen to show that the bullets 
might also have been fired from some 
other gun. He should have forced the 
issue right then and there and asked 
the expert if it wasn't a fact that the 
bullets could never have been fired 
from McClure's gun. 

We didn't know how the expert would 
have answered that question, but it 
certainly should have been asked. 

Because of the manner in which that 
ballistics evidence had been handled, 
we began to investigate the McClure 
case. ARGOSY Magazine spent a great 
deal of money on that investigation. 

After the investigators for the Court 

"Mmm . • •  just as I thought. You're in pretty bad shape." 

applications for action, many of them 
in cases whlch seem to be deserving. 

In General 
By the time you ARGOSY readers see 

this in print Theodore R. McClure will 
be dead. 

McClure was a young Negro who had 
been sentenced to be electrocuted in 
Ohio. The records seemed to indicate 
that he was guilty, but when McClure 
directed our attention t6 the evidence 
of the ballistics expert, we felt there 
should be a further investigation. 

The ballistics expert's evidence was 
introduced in such a way that it con
trived to create an impression that the 
fatal bullets might well have been 
fired from McClure's gun. 

The attorney for the defense con
tented himself with cross-examining 

of Last Resort had familiarized them
selves with the case, after they had 
secured a complete transcript, Alex 
Gregory, the famous lie-detector ex
pert of Detroit, was taken to Cleveland, 
Ohio, by ARGOSY's investigators. 

That which followed was swift 
and dramatic. 

Gregory determined that McClure 
was guilty. Whereupon Dr. LeMoyne 
Snyder, Tom Smith and Alex Gregory 
put the cards on the table. McClure 
confessed to the murder and also to 
two other crimes. Armed with those 
confessions, ARGOSY's investigators 
called in the members of the Commis
sion of Pardon and Parole for the 
State of Ohio and told them there 
could no longer be any doubt of 
McClure's guilt, that he had made a 
free and voluntary confession. 
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Incidentally, McClure's confession 
showed that the gun which the prose
cution had introduced in evidence and 
concerning which the ballistics expert 
had given this peculiarly uncertain 
testimony, was in fact not the gun 
that had been used in 'committing the 
crime. 

Somewhere there seems to have de
veloped a feeling that in ARGOSY's 
Court of Last Resort the investigators 
are only interested in finding evidence 
which proves a man innocent. 

Nothing could be farther from the 
truth. 

ARGOSY's Court of Last Resort tries 
to find out the true facts in any case 
which it investigates. Usually when 
the work of your investigators shows 
that a man is guilty, the case doesn't 
get into print because there is nothing 
for the Court to decide. The man has 
already been convicted and sentenced, 
otherwise the Court wouldn't be inter
ested in the case, and your investi
gators wouldn't be working on it. 
Therefore, when it is determined that 
the man is guilty, we simply turn to 
something else. 

We have dropped dozens of cases 
since the Court started, because your 
investigators came to the conclusion 
the man was guilty. It is only in the 
doubtful cases, in the cases where we 
feel the issue is open to discussion, or 
in cases where we have a definite feel
ing that an innocent man has been 
wrongfully convicted of crime that we 
set forth the facts in these columns. 

Experts Volunteer for Court 
And incidentally keep your eye on 

Alex Gregory. 
You readers will remember that 

Leonarde Keeler, the famous Poly
graph expert, was an original mem
ber of this Court of Last Resort. His 
death last summer came as a shock to 
his friends and associates and left a 
gap in the Court of Last Resort. 

We are hoping that Alex Gregory 
will fill that gap. 

And readers should also remember 
that we have ·· back of us a whole 
staff of famous disinterested technical 
experts who have expressed them
selves as being willing to work on any 
technical matter which comes within 
their particular field. For instance, the 
very famous Clark Sellers has not only 
held himself in readiness to answer 
any questions involving handwriting 
or questioned documents, but actually 
he has already been of service to your 
committee. 

This was a case you never even heard 
about, yet it was one where Clark Sel
lers was able to demonstrate that an 
injustice had been done. But since 
publicity in the columns of this mag
azine would have been embarrassing 
to innocent persons, and attracted 
undue notoriety to people who didn't 
want it known that there was a black 
sheep in the family, the matter was 
handled quietly. The man was released 
from prison. 

At a recent meeting fo the Ameri
can Academy of Forensic Sciences, 
many experts came forward to offer 
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their services whenever w e  needed to 
call on any specialist in their particu
lar field. When you remember that the 
American Academy of Forensic Sci
ences comprises the foremost authori
ties in the United States, that offer 
really means something. 

We also had a chance to find out 
something about who our friends were 
in the McClure case. 

When we started an investigation in 
that case, Governor Frank J. Lausche 
of Ohio didn't know anything about 
ARGOSY's Court of Last Resort and 
was a little skeptical about letting 
private citizens step in where the 
courts had left off. 

It was interesting to note that a 
Justice of the Supreme Court of Mich
igan wired Governor Lausche; that G. 
Mennen Williams, the Governor of 
Michigan, personally telephoned Gov
ernor Lausche. One of the Justices of 
the California Supreme Court, Jesse 
W. Carter, wrote the Governor's office, 
and so did Gerald K. O'Brien. 

Some day I want to tell you more 
about Judge Carter and about the Cal
ifornia Supreme Court. The Justices of 
that Court call the turns as they see 
them. There is no unanimity of opinion 
because of courtesy. Each one of the 
Justices feels he is called upon to 
express his opinions as he sees them. 
There are special concurring opinions, 
there are dissenting opinions, and 
underneath it all there is a grave 
courtesy, the greatest personal respect 
and a complete friendship. It is a 
Court which is dignified, yet not stuffy. 

Mr. Justice Carter has one of the 
best legal minds in the country. He 
has a knack · of seeing the issues in a 
case clearly and expressing himself in 
short pungent sentences. Quite fre
quently he . is j oined by Associate 
Justice B. Rey Schauer in his dissent
ing opinions. These two men are an 
anchor to windward. They keep a 
sharp eye on the encroachments of 
personal liberties, yet they are really 
liberals. 

You readers know how impressed 
we are with the work of Gerald 
O'Brien and it was a pleasure to rea
lize that Gerald O'Brien, from his con
tacts with us, is equally impressed 
with our fairness and sense of re�pons
ibility. So far, wherever ARGOSY's 
Court of Last Resort has functioned, it 
has made friends among the high 
officials in the state. That is a source 
of great satisfaction to us all. 

In an early article we want to tell 
in some detail just what happens when 
a man pays his debt to society, but 
before we write a complete article, 
here are a few thoughts on: 

When a Debt Has Been Paid, 
Is It Fully Paid ? 

When we started this Court of Last 
Resort we made up our minds that so 
far as possible we would handle only 
the cases of men who had had no 
previous criminal record. 

Then we began to find that, for the 
most part, the great maj ority of 
injustices are inflicted upon men who 
have had previous criminal records. 

For instance, J ohn Doe steals an 
automobile. He's a young scatter
brained kid with a flair for adventure 
and a streak of desperation. He's 
caught, pleads guilty and serves a 
short term in the penitentiary. 

Then what happens? 
Has he paid his debt to society, or 

hasn't he? 
If he has, why doesn't society take 

the responsibility of seeing that as a 
ward of society his rights are pro
tected? 

Let's suppose a holdup murder has 
been committed. A stolen car is used. 
Some officer remembers that the tech
nique of car stealing was somewhat 
similar to that used by John Doe in 
1948, so they "round up" John Doe. 

' He has two strikes against him 
already. If there is the faintest suspi
cion of evidence to connect him with 
the crime he is prosecuted, and when 
he is prosecuted he either has to keep 
off the stand, in which event the wise 
heads on the j ury nod knowingly and 
say, "Oh, an ex-convict, eh?" or he 
gets on the stand to deny his guilt and 
the district attorney waits until the 
last question and then sneeringly says, 
"Have you ever been convicted of a 
felony?" 

The man gulps and says, "Yes, sir." 
His chances with the j ury after that 

are just about nil. 
Now that's not right. You're going 

to hear more about that in the future. 
It's not only an injustice to the man, 

it's an injustice to society. 
REMEMBER THAT FOR EVERY 

INNOCENT MAN WHO IS CON
VICTED, THE REAL GUILTY 
PARTY IS LEFT FREE TO WALK 
THE STREETS AND COMMIT 
ADDITIONAL CRIMES. 

The Condemning Answer 
Let's have better justice and more 

efficient police work. 
Look at the Brite case, for instance. 

The Brites had been in trouble down 
in Arizona over a minor theft of some 
blankets when they were boys, but 
despite the fact they had served a 
minimum term, they had a conviction 
against them. 

And what happened in the Brite 
case? The very last question asked by 
the special prosecutors was that one 
question, "Have you ever been con
victed of a felony?" and then, having 
received an affirmative answer, there 
was the sneeringly triumphant, "That's 
all." 

And that was all! 
Take the case of John Brite, for 

instance. The attorneys for the defense 
wanted to put all of the cards on the 
table. They asked John, on his direct 
exa·mination, "Now, were you con
victed of a felony in Arizona in 1925?" 

The special prosecutors were up on 
their feet, vociferously objecting it 
wasn't a proper question, it was an 
impeaching question and the defense 
couldn't impeach their own witness. 

Why all this furore? 
Because the prosecution wanted to 

end the cross-examination on that one 
sneeringly triumphant note. 
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And then what happened? After the 
objection, which was, by the way, · 
sustained by the Court, so that the 
defendant coutdn't bring this out, we 
find the very last question asked of 
this witness by Special Prosecutor 
Correia:  

"You have been convicted of  a 
felony and served time in the State 
Prison at Florence, Arizona, haven't 
you?" 

ANSWER: "I have." 
MR . CORREIA: "That is all. " 
The same question this special 

prosecutor had objected to so vigor
ously when the defense had tried to 
put the cards on the table! 

We're going to take several of these 
things up for consideration in a sep
arate article entitled, "Did the Brite 
brothers have a fair trial?" 

We're going to give some more dis
cussion to Judge Allen's comment 
about the dog, "Take him out and 
shoot him," and about the manner in 
which the Brite brothers were tried. 

If we're going to have j ustice, let's 
have justice. 

If we're going to have cases tried in 
a community where an adverse public 
sentiment is deliberately inflamed, let's 
recognize the fact that this tends to 
defeat the very ends of j ustice itself. 

If we really want to do so, we can 

O n e  B i l l i o n  
B u y s  t h e  W o r l d  

(Continued from page 1 8 )  

has already poked at the moon, prov
ing its effective range to be at least 
238,000 miles. The transistor-the 
equivalent of a vacuum tube in a space 
one-half by one-eighth of an inch
has recently been made available. 

Step by step, the component parts 
of a whole new technology are being 
developed. Some one of these days, 
it will bring to realization man's long
held dream of being able to cruise out 
into space. 

Let's look at the satellite itself. 
Spherical in form, it is actually a 
scaled-down world, complex and in
genious, whose inhabitants live in it, 
rather than on it. 

Where Crew Lives 
Around it equator is a "living zone," 

a ring thirty feet high and thirty feet 
wide, which rotates once every eight 
seconds. The speed of this rotation is 
enough to set up an artificial gravity 
which enables the crew to walk nor
mally, although the concave inner sur
face of the ring serves as their floor 
and their heads point toward the cen
ter of the sphere. 

In this ring are individual cabins for 
crew, dining rooms, kitchens, offices 
and laboratories. Under the curving 
floor is five feet of crawl space reach
ing to the outer skin of the sphere. 
Here is located the viscera of the living 
quarters-plumbing, air ducts, con
duits. Here also are the insulation and 
the skeletal ribbing and framework of 
the sphere. 
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get men in public office who would 
rather see justice done than try to 
feather their own political nests. 

Remember the honor roll of those 
men in public office who have taken 
what seemed at the time to be an 
unpopular stand, but who did what 
they thought was right, little dreaming 
of the public acclaim which was to 
follow : 

Smitn Troy, Attorney General of 
Washington. 

Ed Lehan, Special Deputy Attorney 
General of Washington. 

Hollis B. Fultz, Special Investigator 
under Smith Troy. 

Gerald K. O'Brien, Prosecuting 
Attorney, Wayne County, Michigan. 

Hon. Thomas F. Maher, Judge of 
Superior Court, Wayne County, Mich
igan. 

Vernon Kilpatrick, Assemblyman, 
Los Angeles, California. 

Montivel Burke, Assemblyman, 
Alhambra, California. 

We can have a lot better public 
officials if we'll remember the "Square 
Shooters." 

And also let's remember the men 
who have given so generously of their 
time to the spiritual welfare of the 
men in prison. 

These ministers of the gospel who 
act as voluntary chaplains have been 

Inward from this level of the rotat
ing segment is another stratum of the 
living zone. Rooms here are high-ceil
inged to permit overhead piping and 
ducting essential to power plants and 
other heavy equipment stationed here 
and at the satellite's core. This area 
contains an assembly hall and a gym
nasium, also hydroponic gardens of 
plants which emit oxygen in exchange 
for carbon dioxide. Next to the gardens 
is a mixing room where oxygen is 
blended with helium and some carbon 
dioxide which makes a stimulant to 
breathing. 

To leave the living zone and enter 
either of the other segments of the 
sphere, it is necessary to pass through 
a "motion lock," a decelerating device 
which strips a body of gravity and thus 
reduces it to weightlessness. (A reverse 
process of acceleration to the rotational 
speed of the living-zone ring is under
gone upon return.)  

The "upper" segment of the sphere 
is an inverted bowl, 90 feet from rim to 
rim, and 35 feet thick at its deepest 
point. Stacked in storage bins along the 
inward-curving wall of the bowl are 
gear and supplies-food, uniforms, 
tools. Primarily, however, this is where 
the main power units are housed. 

The satellite is powered by the sun. 
On a spidery lattice sprouting from the 
sphere's outer surface is a huge para
bolic mirror which can be turned to 
intercept a maximum of the sun's ra
diant energy. A heat engine converts 
this energy into electrical power. 

The motor, banks of air-conditioning 
compressors, a giant mercury-vapor 
turbine, the drive for the sun mirror 
-all this heavy equipment, free of 
gravity, floats under the dome of the 

instrumental in helping out your Court 
of Last Resort in almost every case 
we've considered. 

There was the Reverend William 
Gilbert, the Episcopal minister from 
Walla Walla, who drove all the way 
down to the ranch to tell us about the 
Boggie case. He is back here with me 
as I am writing this, incidentally. He 
has several more men he wants to tell 
us about. 

And there was the Reverend Arvid 
Ohrnell who had put in so much time 
in the Boggie case, and Rabbi Joshua 
S. Sperka who first called the Louis 
Gross case to our attention. If you 
readers could only have been with us 
when we met Rabbi Sperka you would 
have shared a most interesting experi
ence. We hope to have a more intimate 
association with this splendid indi
vidual who is Jewish by faith, Ameri
can by conviction. 

· Captain J. Stanley Sheppard, Presi
dent of the American Prison Associ
ation, by the way, is a chaplain of the 
Salvation Army, a true soldier of God, 
and a true spiritual leader by choice. 

There are constructive forces at 
work. You'll hear more about them 
from time to time. Let's all put a 
shoulder to the wheel and try to keep 
this country of ours a land of true 
democracy. e e e 

chamber, moored, but not suspended, 
in the air by a web of slender cables. 

The "South Pole" segment of the sat
ellite is -the hangar area. It can be 
reached from the opposite pole by an 
elevator which moves through a cen
tral shaft, or axis, of the sphere. 

Here, too, is storage space. But the 
main functions of the segment are to 
receive rocket supply ships from earth 
and conduct missile-firing operations. 

At the approach of a cargo rocket, 
curved clamshell doors, which, in re
pose, form part of the sphere's contour, 
open outward into the frozen blackness 
of interplanetary night. Looking into· 

the void from the landing dock are the 
operators of the mooring crane and the 
off-loading crew. They wear heavy 
pressure suits with safety and air lines 
fastened to junction boxes at the small 
of their backs. 

Approach from Earth 
As the rocket comes alongside, one cf 

the ground crew leaps from the dock 
and floats over to connect air lines 
which will equalize the rocket's cabin 
pressure with that of the sphere. He . 
then leaps back-a distance of about 
30 feet-while another crewman, rid
ing the tip of the mooring crane, snags 
the rocket's nose. 

Once hooked, the supply ship is 
drawn into the dock. The clamshell 
doors are closed and sealed. The air 
lock above the landing area is opened, 
pressure suits are removed. 

The rocket's cargo-heavy crates 
that were loaded with a lift truck on 
earth-are now weightless. Floating 
free, they are guided into storage bins 
with light taps from the crew. 

Above the air lock is the hangar 
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deck. Here, built inward from the 
shell, are the observation room and the 
control center for missile firing. One 
bay contains an automatic missile 
launcher. Bays on either side of it are 
loaded with atomic warheads, missile 
parts, fuel-storage tanks, and other 
military gear. 

Around the satellite is a wolf pack 
of sleek rockets swinging noiselessly 
through space on the same orbit. They 
can be hauled into the sphere and fired, 
as needed. 

This is the package. What is the per
formance? 

From the observation room of the 
sph�re, its parent world appears to be 
a five-foot ball seen at arm's length. 
Twice a day every terrestial square 

and the Bomb, the Sphere, as outlined 
here, would be the nearest thing yet to 
an ultimate Destroyer. 

No one, no thing could escape it if 
its masters directed it to strike. 

Whirling through space, invisible to 
the earth people it commanded, it 
would-under the threat of annihila
tion-unify the world. 

Obviously, there could only be one of 
them. There would be no economy
sized models at, say, 2,000 miles, 
operating on behalf of a small-budget, 
one-crop country. The first satellite 
revved up and started on its orbiting 
track would be it. This is the biggest 
argument for buying it, and the chill
ing thought of not having it makes a 
billion dollars look small. 

"All right ! Who has the watch with the luminous dial?" 

mile of our earth comes into view. 
The vantage point 4,000 miles off in 

space permits complete and accurate 
mapping of our world, and a piercing 
photographic scrutiny of any unusual, 
large-scale activity such as the launch
ing of rockets or fleet maneuvers. 

With this lordly eye on the world, 
the nation possessing the satellite can 
run things pretty much as it pleases. 
Its security patrols can circulate 
among the nations, reporting any sus
picious findings back to a central intel
ligence agency which is in contact with 
the satellite. If efforts leading to the 
construction of an anti-satellite 
weapon .are discovered, a brisk note to 
top officials of the nation concerned 
should be sufficient to put an end to 
them. 

If the warning is ignored, the of
fenders can be showered with fire from 
the heavens in a matter of hours. 

As an act of aggression, of course, the 
placement of a satellite as a fist eter
nally raised in the sky would be un
paralleled. Coupled with the Missile 
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Also, i t  seems impregnable. What 
could destroy it? 

If the work of the trouble-shooting 
security patrols was thorough, nothing 
on earth. A counter-weapon could be 
devised; any rocket capable of carrying 
an explosive charge 4,000 miles on a 
collision course could probably pulver
ize the sphere. But if the complex and 
bulky industrial machinery needed to 
produce such a weapon would not be 
tolerated, who could complete one? 

Maintenance and repair, possibly an
other huge sum, would guarantee 
against malfunction of the sphere. 

Elaborate screening procedures would 
weed out saboteurs. Rigorous physical 
and mental tests would determine the 
personnel best fitted for duty in supply 
rockets or the satellite itself. Tours of 
duty in the sphere might be held to a 
minimum to avoid cases of fatigue. 

What else? 
The one remaining hazard to the life 

of the sphere might be this: 
The alert horn, bleating inside the 

sphere, summons the off-loading crew 

from their bunks and to their stations 
in the landing dock. The Orion, a sup
ply rocket in the satellite's fleet of ten
ders, is approaching. The radar pattern 
indicates that she has already begun 
the gradual deceleration that will fi
nally bring her within feet of the 
sphere. 

Aboard her, the crew is sweating out 
the difficulties of a perfect pursuit
curve approach. Behind them, the 
automatic flight-path indicator contin
uously integrates their decelerations, 
matches the calculated traj ectory, cor
rects errors, checks the new position. 

Seconds tick by. The dim form of the 
satellite appears on the forward TV 
screen, flickers and becomes firm. The 
clamshell doors open in welcome. 

The distance between the rocket and 
the sphere shortens, and the Orion goes 
into the final-approach leg of her flight. 
A special computer alters the last few 
miles of the flight to a modified path 
which will put the Orion alongside the 
satellite, within easy reach of the 
mooring crane. • 

Two miles out now, and under par
tial thrust, the rocket comes parallel to 
the satellite's orbit. The co-pilot feeds 
the approach-path intelligence tape 
into the automatic flight-path indica
tor, and feels the ship immediately re
spond to the first course correction. The 
Orion's nose shifts to starboard a cou
ple of points, and the thrust meter on 
his panel shows a slight increase. 

Danger Ahead ! 
The Orion is half-mile away now and 

closing in. The light-beam transmitter 
from the satellite makes contact, and 
gives the pilot final instructions. 

Making final contact will be a deli
cate matter. The Orion carries an ex
plosive load of improved missiles 
intended as replacements for those at
tached to the satellite. The pilot and 
co-pilot let the autoflite take over and 
settle back. 

The rocket crew begins its landing 
and safety check. The co-pilot reaches 
for his pressure helmet on the rack 
above and behind his head. Twisting 
awkwardly to grab it, his attention 
split between the gear behind him and 
the instrument panel ahead, the co
pilot feels the helmet slip from his fin
gers. It ricochets off a radio shelf and 
smashes into the receiver element of 
the autoflite. 

Instantly the rocket motors blast to 
full thrust, and the Orion catapults for
ward with a force that pins the flight 
officers in their seats. The forward win
dows fill up with the looming bulk of 
the satellite, dead ahead. The clamshell 
doors yawn wide, the bulky forms of 
the landing crew stiffen and freeze be
fore them. 

The rocket pilot agonizingly lifts his 
hands against the ponderous, deaden
ing force of acceleration, fights to get 
them on the throttles' manual override, 
to shut down the engines, to activate 
the reverse rockets. He is not in time. 

Perhaps the best way for any person 
to judge our purchase of a satellite is to 
consider whether people would be glad 
or sorry that this happened. e e e 
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T h e  L a d y  
a n d  t h e  T u m b l e r s 

{Continued from page 43 ) 

the landlord's wife took tankards from 
their hands, and the landlord himself, 
a slithering weasel of a human, hustled 
in from the kitchen with fresh tank
ards on a tray. 

The tankards were a good five 
ounces short of the pint they repre
sented. They contained ale that had 
been 'frothed' in the kitchen. Thus our 
host was stealing with both hands. 

A little apart, in the chimney corner, 
sat a sullen-jawed young gentleman 
and a beautiful, flaxen-haired girl. 
Luggage-a portmanteau, valise, and a 
pink satin bandbox-was piled about 
their ankles. They were obviously 
waiting for a stage. 

My father walked by them without 
a glance and approached the men loll
ing on the hearth. I followed with a 
great show of timidity. 

My father made his curtsy and I 
stumbled forward and mocked him 
clumsily. "Forgive the boy," my father 
said. "I picked him up in Louisville 
and he has not yet learned the trade." 

Then my father began his perform
ance. It was a cheap place, so he put 
on his cheapest act. 

Pulling out a chair from the wall, he 
sat himself on it, raised his legs, and 
folded them behind his neck as though 
they were arms. He was ignored. 

He righted himself. "Jim," he said, 
"do likewise." 

Docilely, I sat on the chair. My 
father tucked his legs behind my neck. 
I pretended to pain. 

The flaxen-haired girl cried, "Stop! ' '  
but my father only produced a pipe 
from his pocket, an ordinary tobacco 
pipe, and inspected the bowl. After a 
moment he put the pipe bowl to his 
mouth and, running his fingers along 
the pipestem in the m anner of flute 
playing, gave issue to a tinkling jig. 
This was one of my father's perplex
ing sleights, for he did his whistling 
so secretly behind his teeth that many 
times I have seen his' pipe carefully 
examined, and have even seen offers 
of purchase. 

By this time we were the center of 
interest. I remained contorted on the 
chair. The girl stared at me in horror. 

"Now then, Jim," my father ordered, 
"right yourself. Get to your feet." 

My face was purple-from holding 
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my breath. "I can't, sir," I said. 
"Something's wrong. I seem to be 
lockedl" 

Everyone, even the sullen young 
gentleman with the luggage, gaped. 

"It happens sometimes," my father 
said to the room at large. "Mayhap 
I'll have to cut a tendon. Does anyone 
have a nice sharp knife? "  

A shuddering gasp went through the 
audience. 

Seeming to forget me, my father 
stripped off his coat, dropped it to the 
floor, and squatting to his ankles, frog
j umped about the room, ending with a 
great neck-and-shoulders tumble over 
the trestle table. There was a fluttering 
of applause. 

Then, with a merry laugh, my father 
approached me. He unhooked my legs 
from behind my ears, threw me to his 
shoulders, swung me into the air in a 
somersault and walked away, allowing 
me to take the fall myself on the 
hearth. I took it with a roll and a 
bounce, as I'd done a thousand times 
before, and as my father once more 
gave music from his pipe I danced 
about the room on my hands while the 
room rocked with cheers and guffaws. 
Tossed coins struck the hearth. 

These tossed coins are known to us 
as ring-money and are always followed 
by a collection. The collection and the 
ring-money totaled a dollar and twelve 
cents, which was liberal. My father 
ordered meat and potatoes and we ate. 
Rain swished against the windows. 

Then a strange thing happened. 
The sullen young gentleman arose 

and called for a bed. 
One moment he'd been waiting for 

the stage, the next he'd decided to 
spend the night. He followed the inn
keeper up the steep stairs. 

The flaxen-haired girl remained in 
her corner, watching. 

My father's eyes hardened over the 
rim of his tea-mug. 

"He's deserted her," he said softly. 
"He's walked out and thrown her to 
the ferrets." 

This could be very bad indeed. 
The riffraff at the fire were already 

talking about her, talking in loud, 
oblique speech. 

"Unharness the mare," my father 
said. "She will have quieted by now. 
I'll be out shortly to feed her." 

0 N MY way to the door the girl 
smiled at me sweetly, but I stared 

her out of countenance, for it's our 
rigid rule to form no engagements. 
And this girl spelt trouble. 

Outside, in the dark night, the rain 
pummeled and whirled me. When we 
had arrived the clearing had been a 
blaze of light, now all lamps except 
the parlor lamps had been extin
guished. I groped my way through the 
gale toward the lean-to at the rear. 
I touched the kitchen window, passed 
it, touched the unbarked logs of the 
lean-to, rounded the corner and en
tered. My teeth were chattering from 
the fury of the storm and my hair was 
drenched and half-matted across my 
eyes. Then I saw the three men and 
the lamp. First of all, though, I saw 

our cart and mare and saw that J enni
fer was out of her wits with terror. 

The lean-to was like a box · with 
one end open to the weather. Musty 
pelts and braids of onion hung from 
pole-rafters. Foul cornhusks littered 
the floor. The three men were at the 
far end, by the door to the kitchen. 
The sullen young gentleman was 
spread-eagled on the earth and a sec
ond man, his back to me, was bending 
over him, his knees on the young 
man's outfiung arms. Our host, the 
innkeeper, held a lamp. 

The young man was dead from a cut 
throat. I was witnessing a newly com
pleted murder. 

It was too late for me to fly. I pre
tended stupidity. 

The crouching man arose and there 
was a snick of steel as he sprung shut 
a sailor's claspknife, and deftly hid it 
in his coatsleeve. He turned his face to 
me and I saw that he was the ape
legged man in blue cassimere. His fiat 
cheeks were oily and expressionless. 

It was instantly apparent what had 
happened. The young man had gone 
upstairs from the parlor, down the 
back stairs, and out into the lean-to. 
Here he had been killed. 

FOR a long time the two men studied 
me in silence. They expected me to 

speak, so I asked, "What happened? "  
The innkeeper pointed t o  a scythe 

hanging from a peg a good ten feet 
away. "He was absquatulating on his 
bill. He tripped and fell. He kilt him
self on that-there scythe." 

Again they stared at me. 
I wished my father would come. 
At length the innkeeper appeared 

satisfied. "Nip in and tell my woman I 
want her. Tell her and nobody else. 
That's a smart lad." 

I dashed around the tavern and into 
the parlor. 

My father, elbows on the table, 
sipped tea from his mug. The girl sat 
by the door and the riffraff ( minus 
my ape-legged murderer ) hugged the 
embers of the fire. When I had given 
the message to the landlady and she 
had skittered away, I made a whis
pered report to my father. 

He cocked an eyebrow. Taking me 
by the hand, he arose and we ap
proached the girl. "Your young gen
tleman," my father asked, "-is he a 
kinsman?" 

"Neither kinsman nor friend," she 
said. "I'm happy to be quit of him." 

''You are very quit of him," my 
father declared. "He has just been 
slain in the horse shed." 

She went suddenly white and I saw 
her great beauty. 

"Then I too am dead," she said. 
"Ha," my father said. 
"There's more to this than you can 

know. My hope has been the night 
stage, and now they will not let me 
board it. My life is not worth an apple 
seed." The stiffness of her cheeks and 
lips sickened me. 

"Oh, come now," my father said 
s:ernly. "Even Jim here is worth an 
apple seed. One should never under
value one's self." 
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He whisked up her luggage and 
thrust it into my hands. "Out the door, 
both of you," he ordered, "and down 
the road. Stick to the brush." 

He took us to the threshold, his great 
chest and shoulders bulging his tat
tered coat, and grinned hugely. "I'll be 
along with the cart," he said. 

I I  

S TUMBLING along the roadside i n  
the clawing rain, w e  introduced 

ourselves. Her name was Sandel Car
rick, she said. I told her that I was 
Jim Smith. That much, and that much 
only, did we divulge about ourselves. 

We'd walked about a half mile, I 
should say, when we heard Jennifer 
pounding the black pike behind us and 
my father came thundering up in our 
cart. I helped Miss Carrick aboard and 
instantly we were off, me on the little 
seat, crushed between my father's rags 
and Miss Carrick's fine satin. 

A quarter hour later my father 
slewed from the pike into a dell of 
sumach close by and brought the mare 
to a j olting halt. 

In storm-lashed silence we waited. 
The girl must have wondered about 

this, but she held her speech. 
I, too, wondered. 
After a bit my father did a strange 

thing. He took the girl's head in his 
muscular hand and gently turned it. 
Turned it so that she must perforce 
look through a gap in the brush, across 
a dark field. Then, in the distance, we 
saw the night lamps of the stagecoach 
as it rolled toward us down the pike. 

My father grunted. "Get down," he 
said, and we dismounted. 

My father next went to the back of 
the cart and groped beneath the sail
cloth covering. He came out with a dry 
cattail and a bottle of sperm oil which 
he sometimes used in fire-eating, and 

doused the cattail with the oil. Single 
file, we made our way through the wet 
weeds to the pike where my father, 
using his hat as shelter, struck flint to 
steel and brought the cattail to a great 
flowing blossom of fire. 

The stagecoach was on us now and 
my father, using the torch as a flare, 
waved the driver to a stop. I assisted 
Miss Carrick up the step and heaped 
the luggage on the floor. The door 
swung shut. 

"Goodbye!" she called. 
"Goodbye!" I answered. 
My father grunted. 
Instantly the coach was rolling, and 

soon its lamps were drawn like gold 
wires, thinner and thinner, into noth
ingness. 

"Just another day," my father said. 
"Ho-hum." 

Now I must tell you what I had seen 
a few minutes before, when he had 
lighted the flare. I had seen that one 
of his eyes was bruised and puffed in 
its socket, and that there was a crust of 
blood beneath his nose. 

I said, "Did the innkeeper show 
fight? "  

"Yes," he said. "The innkeeper and 
a herd of his friends. But they had a 
lot to learn about fighting." 

"They know now," I said. 
"They know now," said my father. 

THAT night was wretched and terri
ble. We slept beneath the cart and 

there seemed no end to the rattle-bang 
of thunder and the leaden downpour. 
I slept fitfully, but I slept. 

When I awoke the rain had stopped, 
the sky had split along the eastern 
horizon, and there was a red dawn in 
the little hollow. My father was cook
ing strips of bacon roUed on sassafras 
twigs before a fire. Two big potatoes 
were baking in the ashes and a pot of 

"Here's a clock, 1\'Iike. It's 12 :30." 
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coffee was boiling. A s  I passed him on 
my way to wash at the brook, I said, 
"Good morning, Stone-Crusher." 

"Good morning, Luggage-Carrier." 
After my breakfast I had my lessons 

-Latin, arithmetic, penmanship-and 
learned my daily verse from the Bible. 

This finished, my father settled back 
on his haunches and said, "Well, James 
Thomas, I have a surprise for you." 
· I brightened. 

Dourly, he said, "No need to smile. 
This is an unpleasant surprise. More 
trouble." 

With that he went to the back of the 
cart and came out with a leather va
lise. "A little discovery I made while 
you were writhing in slumber." 

It was the young gentleman's valise! 
My father frowned. "Here, I believe, 

is what happened. The girl was in peril, 
and the young man, who was supposed 
to be her protector, decided to abandon 
ship. He left the inn parlor with this 
valise, went up the stairs and down 
the back stairs to the horse shed. There 
he saw our cart. He stowed his valise 
in the back of the cart and was just 
ready to drive off when he was over
taken and slain." 

He was going to steal Jennifer! 
I said, "If you ask me, he got what 

was coming to him ! "  
M y  father rebuked me with a glance 

but I saw that his heart, too, was with 
our little mare. 

Without comment, my father un
buckled the straps and lifted the lid. 
Item by item, he examined the con
tents-a pair of battered Wellington 
boots, cracked and overpolished, a few 
frayed cambric shirts, a razor case, a 
bottle of fancy hair oil and a handful 
of cheap but flashy cravats. Nothing of 
value, nothing to denote ownership. 

"We'll try it again," my father said. 
This time the boots told a dif

ferent story. The toe of one boot held 
a deerskin pouch containing five hun
dred dollars in gold coins, the toe of 
the other a letter. A letter on fine gray 
paper, addressed in gossamer script. 

"Now," my father said mildly, "you 
can try out your spelling." 

I squatted by his hipbone and thrust 
my head under the loop of his arm. 

The address read, MR. CYPRIAN 
BARNHAM, FOUR CHIMNEYS, BLUE LION, 
OHIO. I unfolded the sheet, turned it 
over, and cleared my throat. 

Dear Cyp : 
I have reason to believe that you 

are in this horrible business against 
me, despite our childhood friendship. 
I know I cannot buy them out, but I 
have a feeling I can buy you out. 
You have always liked the color of 
money. 

Here is my proposition. Meet me 
in Cincinnati at the McMarney stage 
offices on the eleventh, escort me 
safely home, promise to withdraw, 
and I will pay you $500. I will have 
the money with me, and will ex
change it for your word. Your ances
tors were gentlemen, which I assume 
makes you a gentleman. 

SANDEL CARRICK 

"Where does Miss Carrick live?" my 
father asked. 
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"It doesn't say. Mayhap in the same 
tCJwn, in Blue Lion. "  

"No. There's sealing wax on that 
paper. It's gone by mail stage." 

"Why did he keep the letter?" 
"He kept it before he received the 

money. He considered it a contract." 
My eyes were unable to leave the 

pouch of gold. "What do we do? "  
"The scoundrel broke his contract. 

The money belongs to Miss Carrick. 
We return it, of course." 

"But how?" 
"Blast if I know," my father said 

angrily. "I wish I was out of it! To
morrow we'll go to Blue Lion. Mayhap 
there we can find a way." He was glum 
and roiled, so I changed the subject, 
and fed and harnessed the mare. 

Mid-afternoon we arrived at a cross
roads where a knot of villagers were 
gathered at a public auction. 

"Here," my father said, "we will do 
la perche." 

In a nearby woods he cut and 
trimmed a fifteen-foot sapling. Next he 
strapped a broad belt to· his waist, a 
belt with a leathern socket in front. 
With the pole-butt in the socket and 
the pole itself vertically aloft, he wove 
his way among the throng, calling at 
the top of his voice, "I will hold the 
pole, gentlemen, if anyone cares to 
climb it! "  They stared at him as 
though he were a lunatic. 

T
IMIDLY, I pushed forward. "I'll try 
it, sir." 

My father recoiled. "A mere child!" 
he bellowed. "I forbid it!" 

I swung to the pole, ran to the top, 
and grasping it firmly held myself 
stiffly out into the air; horizontally. 
Coins began to fall about my father's 
feet. I then lay across the pole-top and 
'swam' on my belly. Next 'the bottle,' 
where I held my body upsidedown, my 
arms extended, clinging by my feet. 
These I followed with other positions. 

In la perc he, the top-worker is known 
as the 'sprite' and must always work 
against the wind. If the pole fell back
ward I could take it like a tu"Tlble. and 
no harm done, but were it to fall for
ward the pole-butt would dig in and 
up, disembowelling my father. My act 
finished, I descended head first. A howl 
of pleasure went up from the crowd. 

My father dislodged the pole, laid it 
on the cobbles, and we made our bows. 

Coin by coin, I picked up the ring
money. I was bending over, reaching 
for a silver half-dime, when my 
father's foot swerved out from his knee 
and blocked me. I heard his voice. 
Cold and clear and harsh. 

"That money is foul," he said. "Have 
none of it!" 

I straightened and blinked. 
All eyes were turned to a mounted 

man at the edge of the circle. 
My ape-legged murderer, my man in 

the blue cassimere suit, lolled on a 
shaggy, badly groomed horse. He 
smiled at us in contempt and amuse
ment. Abruptly, he snapped his rein 
and the horse loped up the pike. 

I made the collection. The collection 
and the ring-money totaled one dollar 
and four pennies. 
72 

There was a very good living indeed 
in our way of life. A good living, . and 
good savings. 

We walked from the market place, 
leaving the silver half-dime glinting 
like a fish scale in the sun. 

Back in the cart, I asked, "Was he 
among those you fought in the tavern 
last night?" 

"No," my father said thoughtfully. 
"No. He had already decamped." 

Inn players travel slowly and per
form at the drop of a hat. In 1838, Ohio 
pikes were crazy ant runs, topsy-turvy 
with the turmoil of immigrants, and it 
was not unusual to find taverns and 
wagon houses and makeshift hostelries 
spaced scarcely two miles apart. The 

problem was where to show, and what 
act to put forth. Thrice more that day 
we showed, and our day's tot, when we 
crawled beneath our cart, came to six 
dollars and eleven cents. In the past 
year we had made nineteen hundred 
dollars, exclusive of food and lodging. 
A bank in Salem, Massachusetts, held 
my father's credit to the amount of 
thirty-one thousand dollars, part of 
which had been inherited from his 
father, Bone-Crusher. 

Just at dusk on the following day we 
came to the town of Blue Lion. 

I l l  

B
LUE LION was a pleasant, sleepy 

hamlet built about the Blue Lion 
Tavern. Three dozen houses, perhaps, 
of log, of clapboard ( and a few of 
spanking new brick) , were grouped 
about a fork in the pike, about the 

tavern with its spacious inn yard. The 
inn itself was two and a half stories, a 
little on the showy side, with a double
tiered wooden verandah across its 
front. It was immaculate and obviously 
thriving. Three stagecoaches stood in 
the yard. My father nodded approval. 

We turned Jennifer over to a groom, 
climbed the scrubbed verandah steps, 
and entered the parlor. Our host came 
forward to meet us, chubby and white
aproned. His eyes were stony at the 
sight of our rags. My father's eyes were 
equally stony. 

Though this was but a country tav
ern, its chairs and tables were superb, 
and the fireplace had a gleaming over
mantel of waxed cherry. All about us 

travelers were eating steaming, suc
culent foods from good plate and 
china ware. 

The landlord said curtly, "Our rates 
are rather high, my friend. There is a 
farmers' inn just notth of town." 

"There are times," my father said 
mildly, "when I enjoy high rates. I will 
be happy to meet your prices, with a 
little to boot when we leave, if you will 
tolerate us." 

"If you meet my prices, I will be 
happy to tolerate you," the innkeeper 
declared. 

My father then took from his pocket 
a large copper penny, and as our host 
flushed angrily, laid it in his palm, 
where it became a gold quarter-eagle. 

That brought us good food in a 
hurry, and a choice table by the fire. 

"A quarter-eagle for a night's lodg
ing," I muttered over my chicken and 
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dumplings. "Have you lost your 
mind?" 

"Possibly," my father answered 
cheerfully. "Time will tell." 

He lowered his voice. "For a quar
ter-eagle we want, first, a friendly host. 
Then information. Next, good food, a 
good bed, and, I might add, the return 
of our quarter-eagle. There have been 
worse deals." 

"We are headed for trouble," I 
warned him. 

"Man is born to trouble." 
Our meal finished, my father sum

moned the landlord. "It strikes me I 
have an acquaintance in this town of 
Green Lion," he announced pomp
ously. "A Miss Sandel Carrick. She and 
her mother have quarters with a rela
tive, I believe, a Mr. Charles Barnham, 
who lives in a house known as The 
Chimney, on South Crown Street." He 
flicked his glance about the parlor. "Is 
this Mr. Barnham present. among your 
guests this evening?" 

"You are badly confused," the inn
keeper declared. "This fine town is Blue 
Lion, not Green. I have never heard of 
any Miss Carrick here. The only Barn
ham hereabouts is Mr. Cyprian, not 
Charles, and he lives alone. That is, 
he did live alone. He is now deceased 
as of' two days, from an accident 
down Cincinnati-way. His residence 
was known-! mean, is known-as 
Four Chimneys, not One Chimney, 
and lies first house beyond the creek on 
Oak Lane. Have I made myself clear?" 

"Tolerably," my father said. "And I 
thank you." 

He arose. "Come, Jim. Let's stretch 
our legs a bit before bedtime." 

We went out into the spring night. 

W
E FOUND the creek, and then Oak 
Lane, and then the house of Cyp

rian Barnham, its four chimneys 
thrusting against the violet April night 
sky. We entered the yard and stood in 
the shadows. 

"What is this all about? "  I asked. 
My father made no answer. I could 

hear his labored breathing. 
And then the house took hold of me. 

Twice I averted my gaze, and twice, 
against my will, my gaze returned. 

Desolate among the trees, stark and 
splattered with moonlight, it had a 
two-story front and a one-story kit
chen at the rear, forming a back-yard 
ell. Its windows were dark; those on 
the ground floor were firmly shut
tered. 

"Wait here," my father said. 
He crossed the lawn and hammered 

on the door. There was no response. 
Wordlessly, we turned back to town. 
When we came to the little bridge 

across the creek, my father touched my 
arm and said, "Sit down." 

I dropped beside him on the rough
barked poles. 

"I am going to tell you how your 
mother died," my father said. 

Never before had we talked on this 
subject. 

"She died through my carelessness," 
he said. His voice was like a rusty 
chain. "We were showing in Savannah. 
You were two years old. We were in 
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a n  inn yard. She was ridden down by 
a crazy, fractious horse. I saw the horse 
rear, and shouted a warning." 

"How do you see it that you were 
careless? You shouted a warning." 

"I should have thrown the horse to 
the ground. I should have thrown him 
bodily on his side on the cobblestones." 

"I have never seen such a feat per
formed," I said calmly. 

"You would have seen it then, James 
Thomas," my father declared, "had I 
only my wits about me. For I knew 
that horse was a killer when I looked 
into his glassy eye." 

My father was breathing heavily. 
"I have been thinking this thing over 

for many years," he said. "I have just 
told you what I believe." 

There was nothing for me to say. 
"Never again," he declared, "will I 

permit a killer, man or beast, to ride 
down a helpless woman." 

"Are you thinking of Sandel Carrick?" 
"I am thinking of Sandel Carrick." 

T
HE clock on the mantelpiece said 
nine when we again entered the 

parlor of the inn. 
About thirty persons, prosperous 

townsmen and travelers, fine ladies and 
gentlemen, were making a social eve
ning of it. Our chubby host was bound
ing here and there like a fat puppy, 
serving Madeira, walnuts, and French 
chocolate. A local fiddler was chopping 
away at a ballad. My father seated 
himself at a table, removed his bat
tered beaver with a flourish and called, 
"Music, desist!" 

The fiddler stopped mid-stroke. 
"Host!" my father shouted. "Bring 

knife and fork and an empty plate, 
that I may prepare eatables! "  

In certain taverns it was not uncom
mon for a guest to eat his own poor 
food. But not at such an inn as this; 
this inn was elite. 

The innkeeper stood frozen and 
shocked, his ears an angry red. 

"Very well," my father said. "Then 
I will take care of it myself." 

Out of the air above him he pro
duced a metal plate. Then, beckoning 
me to him loftily, he drew a knife and 
fork from my mouth. 

A chuckle ran about the room. 
"I'll have none of this in the Blue 

Lion!" the innkeeper yelled. 
My father ignored him. He produced 

a wick of twisted flax and tar, lighted 
it with a friction match and, removing 
blazing bits with his fork, placed them 
in his mouth and pretended to munch. 
His face grew beatific. He'  said, "Yum! "  

Now, into the plate h e  heaped a 
spoonful of brimstone which he ig
nited, and made as to inhale with great 
pleasure, and also ate. A murmur came 
from the watchers, so I began the col
lection. 

In fire-eating we took up an imme
diate collection, not waiting for ring
money. That is, I took up a continuous 
collection all through the performance, 
while the audience was helpless with 
excitement. 

Next, my father took a powder horn 
from his hat, sifted a bit of gunpowder 
into his palm, and exploded it. His 

watchers caught their breaths. He then 
set a stick of sealing wax a-burning on 
his plate, devouring it with his fork. 
Always his face was a mask of gusta
tory delight, and occasionally he made 
a comment in favor of home-cooked 
food. Finally, he placed a pinch of flax 
on the plate, sprinkled rosin and sul
phur upon it from a pepper-box, and 
devoured this also, aflame. 

All these sleights, in the main, are 
accomplished by holding the breath 
and by plenty of spittle. Eating the 
wick requires mainly confidence; the 
fire must be put deep into the mouth, 
quenched instantly. The inhalation of 
brimstone takes practice, and the eat
ing of it more practice. The burning 
sealing wax and rosin, like the tar, 
carry their greatest j eopardy as they 
are being placed within the mouth. 
There is high skill to fire-eating, but 
all fire-eaters are accustomed to bad 
burns and blisters. 

The collection was four dollars and 
nineteen cents, many persons donating 
repeatedly. A quarter-eagle is two dol
lars and a half; we thus made back 
our quarter-eagle, as my father had 
promised, plus a margin. 

My father and I made our curtseys. 
"You have just witnessed an exhibi

tion by Stone-Crusher, the strong 
man," my father announced. "Assisted 
by his young son, Pebble-Crusher. 
Now, with your kind permission, we 
will retire." 

Our host hopped forward and herded 
us up the staircase to our lodging. He 
was bubbling with pleasure at the sen
sation we'd caused. 

O
UR room was at the rear of the 

hall, by the kitchen stairhead. The 
floor was scrubbed with lye, the walls 
·a deep buttercup yellow, and the air 
was crisp with the scent of lavender 
from clean bedsheets. A stubby log 
smoldered in the fireplace and a case
ment window with diamond panels 
looked out on a side verandah. 

I was incredibly weary. We stripped 
to our underdrawers, my father made 
his nightly check on his broad doeskin 
money belt, snuffed out the candle, and 
we crawled into bed . . . .  

The squeak of a hinge on the case
ment window wakened me. 

I lay chipmunk-still, one eye smoth
ered by the bolster, the other rolling in 
its socket, probing the dark room. 

The casement was wide ajar. From 
the moon, I guessed that the time was 
well after midnight. I touched my 
father's pillow. He was gone. 

Instantly I understood. I rolled to the 
floor, tugged on my clothes, and left 
the room-not by the window, but by 
the hall. Down the back stairs I crept, 
and out into the stable yard. Now I 
ran. Like fury. Across back yards,· 
through fields and claw-briars and 
thickets. Panting, I vaulted a rotting 
fence and dropped to the ground be
neath a lilac. 

Before me, swathed in moonlight, 
was the desolate yard and house of the 
late Mr. Cyprian Barnham. My father 
had not yet come. 

But soon I saw him approaching. 
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He came down Oak Lane in an easy 
walk, passed through the gate within 
an arm's length of me, and halted. 

As I have said, the house was two 
stories at the front, with a one-story 
kitchen at the rear. My father saun
tered to this low kitchen and swung 
himself gracefully up to its roof. Facing 
him was a back window to the second 
floor. 

I settled myself and waited. 
A match flared in the upper back 

room as he lighted a taper. The pale 
glow held the window glass as he 
searched the room. Abruptly the win
dow blackened and I knew he'd 
stepped into the upper hall. His light 
appeared next in a room at the center 
front. Then again blackness, and I 
waited for his light in the front corner 
room. This time, however, the interval 
was longer and when the light ap
peared, it was downstairs, from behind 
the shutters of what I assumed was a 
drawing room or possibly a study. 

This was more like it, I thought. 
If somewhere in that house was a 

trail to Sandel Carrick, it would likely 
be found in Mr. Barnham's study. 

My throat went stiff. There was a 
light in the upper room also. 

Two lights. One upstairs, and one 
down. 

My FIRST thought was to j oin my 
father by way of the roof, to j oin 

him and warn him, but now his light 
went black and I realized that already 
he was descending. Half-crazed with 
alarm, I loped across the weedy yard, 
found the front door off-bolt, and er,
tered a dark, musty hallway. 

Ten paces away, candlelight from an 
open door sliced into the murk. 

Then I heard my father's voice. 
Mildly it asked, "And what is that 
you are carrying under your arm?" 

When my father spoke thus, over
mildly, I became truly worried. 

The room was indeed Mr. Cyprian 
Barnham's study. Once sumptuous, it 
was now fouled with years of neglect. 
The brocaded chairs were frayed and 
battered. Old quail bones, rat-gnawed, 
lay beneath a teak taboret, and the 
fine carpet was blotched with wine 
stains. My father, his beaver on the 
back of his head, lounged against the 
wall by a great gilt-framed pier glass 
mirror. 

Across the room from him was San
del Carrick. 

She sat delicately on the edge of a 
desk, and under her arm she held a 
wooden box. A beautiful rosewood 
box, flat, perhaps eighteen inches long. 
A box with a tiny lock-plate. 

Her eyes were serene, neither friendly 
nor unfriendly, as she said, "I hardly 
expected to meet you here." 

"We've been searching for you," my 
father replied. "I have five hundred 
dollars which are rightfully yours." 

Her eyes went cold. 
"Money I recovered from Mr. Barn

ham," my father explained. 
This was the wrong thing to say. 
After a moment, she asked, "And 

what became of the little boy?" 
"Which little boy?" my father asked 
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diabolically. "Little boys to me are like 
thistles. Without number or value. I 
pick them up and discard them thrice 
weekly." 

All this while she was studying him, 
carefully and impersonally. "What 
brings you here?" she asked. 

"You led me to believe you were in 
peril. Therefore I have been searching 
you out, to help you." 

"Ha," she said. 
"I have no other aim or desire." 
"Ha." 
This was my father's favorite exple

tive and he winced. 
"It appears to me," Miss Carrick 

said slowly, "that you have accident
ally stumbled upon something which 
you believe can be turned to profit, 
that you have come to this house in an 
attempt to gain further information. I 
think it is your hope to replace Mr. 
Barnham himself in the jeopardy 
which has been laid against me. I con
sider you a menace." 

"I am a menace," my father said. 
"I have had a change of heart," Miss 

Carrick declared. "I am now a differ
ent person. I have decided to handle 
this thing myself, firmly and squarely, 
as it should be handled." 

My father nodded with gusto, show
ing his approval. 

She laid the rosewood box on the 
desk top. "I brought this with me. For 
emergencies like this. I will meet your 
price." 

"I doubt if you can," my father said. 
From a silver chain around her neck 

she took a tiny key and unlocked the 
case. Moving with great leisure and 
painstaking care, she lifted the lid 
( toward us, shielding the contents ) 
and came out with a pistol. 

It was an enormous horseman's 
pistol, a good sixteen inches in length, 
with about a sixty-caliber bore. The 
massive barrel was richly inlaid and 
the grip was encrusted with silver 
mounting. The piece was so heavy that 
she was forced to present it in her two 
hands. She swung it around as though 
it were a cannon on wheels and then 
she pointed it at my father, and pulled 
the trigger. 

The room rocked with the thunder
clap and the fire of hell, and the pier 
glass by my father's elbow exploded 
into froth. Shards rained all over the 
carpet. 

"You missed," my father said. There 
was rebuke in his voice. 

Unflustered, she replaced the weapon 
in its case. 

To my horror, she came out with a 
second. A mate to the first. 

"These things come in pairs," she 
observed. 

"Ah, yes," my father said. "Like 
doves." 

I SHOUTED-to confuse and break 
her aim-but there was no need. 

My father was across the floor in a 
tumbie and a leap, and she was in his 
arms. His huge right hand clamped 
gently about her wrists, forcing the 
pistol muzzle high above her head. 
Slowly his index finger curled over her 
clenched fists and pulled the trigger. 

Again there was the bellow of gun
powder. 

My father released her. Released 
her and apologized for his roughness. 

At that moment she saw me. "Jim! "  
I said, "Good evening, Miss Carrick." 
"I almost killed your father!" Now 

she was sobbing. 
Somberly, my father delved beneath 

his coat and shirt, fumbled in his 
money belt and came out with Mr. 
Barnham's pouch of gold. This he 
placed in the rosewood box and, taking 
the key from Sandel Carrick's throat, 
locked the case. "That's that," he mur
mured. 

"Goodbye," she said. 
"Where do you live?" I asked. 
She made no answer. 
"How are you fixed for transporta

tion? "  my father inquired. 
"I have a riding horse in a thicket 

by the creek." 
"Splendid," my father said. He ap

peared to lose interest. 
She tucked her pistol case under her 

arm, wavered a moment in the door
way, and left. 

We gave her about five minutes and 
then returned to the Blue Lion where 
we made our way to our bedroom. 

IV 

NOON found us far to the north, in 
an area of rich farmland. The ze

nith sun was crossing Jennifer's spine· 
when we came to a bend in the road 
with an abandoned grist mill sheltered 
by a growth of young maples. Near by 
was a shaley brook. 

"Here," my father declared, "we 
will find rock." He pulled from the 
pike to the turf, and we alighted and 
lunched. 

After we had eaten, he lolled in the 
grass. "What do you think of Miss 
Carrick and her pistols?" he asked. 

I refused to discuss it. 
He guffawed. 
Suddenly he groped in the tail

pocket of his coat and laid before me 
a paper-wrapped bundle and a letter. 
"These I found last night in Mr. Cyp
rian's bedroom," he said. 

Warily, I unwrapped the parcel. 
It contained a pair of mittens. But 

such mittens. The palms were soft 
leather and the backs a silver-gray 
fur. I opened the letter: 

Dear Barnham : 
Here is something to make the old 

buzzard really drool. Northern lynx 
mittens! Post them to him as you did 
the lap robe, from Cincinnati. Ap
pended is a copy of the letter I wish 
you to enclose. 

Yrs., 
C. J. IVES 

Then, at the bottom, was a copy of the 
letter Barnham was to enclose: 

Mr. Jason Peregrine 
Mattletsville, Ohio 
Sir: 

It gives me great pleasure to in
form you that the Peregrine-Ives 
Fur Company has j ust established a 
new and thriving string of posts in 
the Popo Agie River country. Mr. 
Ives will inform you more thor
oughly on this point, I assume. 
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It gives me further pleasure to 
send along with this a pair of lynx
and-deer mittens fashioned for you 
by one of our trappers deep in the 
Teton Mountain range. These mit
tens have traveled over fifteen hun
dred miles solely for your comfort! 

Respectfully, 
JNO. DEDDERMAN, MGR. 
St. Louis Branch 
Peregrine-Ives 

"Barnham was to mail them and he 
didn't," my father said. "Mayhap his 
conscience began to bother him. What 
do you think of- this hocus-pocus?" 

"They're beautiful mittens," I said. 
My father looked disgusted. "They 

them with the sailcloth. I tried to 
conceal my worry. Of all the feats 
my father performed, stone-crushing 
frightened me most. 

There is no sleight to stone-crushing. 
It is flesh and muscle and bone against 
cold iron and rock. 

Twilight had come when we creaked 
into Mattletsville. It was a good-sized 
town. Perhaps a thousand persons 
lived in the j am-packed homes which 
lined its narrow, crooked streets. About 
the town square, in a rectangle, were 
prosperous-looking shops and offices, 
glowing in lamplight. Three inns faced 
the courthouse-a huge frame mon
strosity, bearing the sign Cumberland 

"I still think that hypnotist is a fake, don't you, dear?" 

should be," he remarked dryly. " I  
imagine they're worth many thousands 
of dollars." 

"No mittens are worth that much." 
"These are." He stowed them care

fully with the letter under the cart 
seat and frowned. "Mattletsville is 
about ten miles up the pike. Mattlets
ville will answer many questions." 

He took a short crowbar and a 
sledge hammer from his tool box. 
"Let's find some rock." 

The brook was fiat and shallow, 
winding among willows and sumach, 
and was bedded with it, with slabs of 
leaf-like shale. My father took a great 
deal of time and care in selecting the 
proper slab and loosening it from its 
fellows. The piece he selected was of 
varying thickness, from two to ten 
inches, and about the size of a sheep
skin. It weighed goodness knows how 
much. He also selected two small frag
ments about the size of my fist. We 
carried them to the cart and covered 
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House, a made-over brick residence 
called Reaper's Cradle, and a squalid, 
shuttered shack whose sign said sim
ply: BEDS AND FOOD, SAM MAHAFFY, 
PROP. It was suppertime and the streets 
were deserted. 

My father alighted and set off 
through the dusk with a sheaf of play
bills. These were on red paper, and 
said, in screaming woodblock type: 

Marvelous Exhibition of Preternat- . 
uraL Strength! The WORLD'S 
STRONGEST MAN, known in the 
RoyaL Courts of Europe as STONE
CRUSHER, win endeavor to amuse 
you! Watch him pit his UNBELIEV
ABLE STRENGTH against a MAM
MOTH ROCK! Noon tomorrow! PubLic 
square! Fantastic and EducationaL. Les
son in Anatomy! Bring the ChiLdren! 

My father returned with a grin. 
He'd tacked two of his bills on the 

pillars of the magnificent Cumberland 
House, one on the elm before the 
courthouse, and five on shop doors. 

All these places were customarily 
prohibited, all would cause much anger 
and rumor and excitement. 

My father then took the mare by the 
bridle and walked her past the Cum
berland House, around the corner past 
the Reaper's Cradle, and into the tum
bledown stable of the shack which 
said Bed, and Food. We circled to the 
front door and entered. 

The room was scarcely larger than 
a tea chest. A small fire of twigs 
smoked in the tiny fireplace and a 
sperm-oil lamp dangled from a rafter 
on a wagon chain. In the far corner a 
fat woman sat on a rocker making 
corn-shuck dolls. Finished dolls lit
tered the floor about her feet and each 
doll had a scrap of paper pinned to its 
chest which said "Five cents." 

Beneath the lamp an ugly little boy 
about my age sat enveloped in a quilt 
on a milking stool while his hair was 
being cut by a short, jovial man with 
muttonchop whiskers. The child's hair 
was wild and long and matted with 
burrs and the man was scissoring it 
off close to the skull. All the time, the 
little boy glowered. 

THE woman got to her feet and ap
proached us with a grin of welcome. 

"Whipping the stump?" she asked. 
"No," my father said graciously, " I  

a m  not a j ourneyman grubbing for his 
sustenance. I am Stone-Crusher, the 
strongest man in the world. This is my 
son, Jim." 

"The puniest boy in the world," said 
the lad on the stool. 

I ignored him. 
By this time Mr. Mahaffy had 

cropped the child's hair and was shav
ing the scalp with a razor. 

My father then talked business. He 
wanted to stay a week, he said, with 
food and board. They'd liked him from 
the minute they'd laid eyes on him, 
and he liked them. 

The bargain set, he said, "Mattlets
ville. My cousin, a cabinetmaker, once 
did some work here for a very charm
ing lady. A Miss Sandel Ives." 

"You're twisted," Mrs. Mahaffy cor
rected. "It's Miss Sandel Carrick. She 
lives with her grandpap, Jason Pere
grine. Third block to your right, fourth 
house, on Congress Street." 

"This C. J. Ives is a different party," 
Mr. Mahaffy put in. "Office other side 
of the square. Don't love him. Not pas
sionately, no-how." 

"He's rich," Mrs. Mahaffy declared. 
"Owns the Cumberland House." 

"Who wants the Cumberland House?" 
Mr. Mahaffy inquired. "They's rats 
and mice in them walls that's even 
strangers to each other! "  

The little boy was glaring a t  me. 
Suddenly, in a loud voice, he said, 
"When I was a baby, I was stole and 
tortured by the Indians. Let me tell 
you, I been through hell." 

Mrs. Mahaffy said, ''You never seen 
an Indian. And it's us that's been 
through hell." 

Embarrassed, I spoke to my father. 
"Mayhap I'd better feed Jennifer her 
oats." 

Mr. and Mrs. Mahaffy laughed. 
7 5  



Mahaffy said, "What did you say?" 
"Jennifer's our mare," I explained. 

"Mayhap I'd better-" 
The little boy stood up and threw off 

the quilt. First I saw he wore a dress 
and then I saw it wasn't a boy at all 
but a little girl. She marched over to 
me, stuck her chest against mine and 
her jaw in my face, and said in a hor
rible gurgle, "It so happens my name 
is Jennifer too, and I don't relish bein' 
laughed at." 

Then, with a swish of her skirt, she 
was out of the room. 

My father and I had supper. 
After supper my father and I went 

out into the soft spring night. Little 
knots of people were gathered up and 
down the street and in the square, 
visiting and chatting. We crossed the 
square and after a bit located a 
brightly lighted office window which 
bore in twelve-inch letters the words : 
C. J. IVES, LAND AGENT, COMMISSION 
MERCHANT, EMIGRANT ADVISOR. We 
stepped in. 

As soon as I took a good look at the 
man behind the desk, I knew I'd hate 
to be an emigrant with a little money, 
and have C. J. Ives advise me. Did you 
ever see a possum? It has a sharp, pro
truding face, dull, vicious eyes, and 
lips which lift at the sides, exposing 
evil-looking needle teeth. That was Mr. 
Ives, except they say a possum is 
harmless. The office itself was square 
and bleak, empty but for the writing 
desk in the center of the room and the 
counting desk at the back. 

The man's eyelids shuttered once, he 
decided there was no profit in us, and 
he said harshly, "Out. Get out." 

"We are destitute," my father said 
cheerfully. "We've just finished a hard 
j ourney-" 

"Take off your hat," Mr. Ives grated. 
My father slid his beaver into the 

crook of his arm. 
"What's this about a hard j ourney? "  
"Fifteen hundred miles," m y  father 

said wearily. "All the way in from the 
Popo Agie country. That's trans
Mississippi, you know. I'm a trapper 
stranded here in Mattletsville-" 

"From the Popo Agie country? "  
"No. From the Teton Range. I'm 

very familiar with the Popo Agie 
country, however." 

"How goes the fur business there? "  
"There is no fur business along the 

Popo Agie now. It's moved back." 

THAT j arred him. "You must be 
mistaken. I have a string of posts 

along the Popo Agie." 
"I've seen no fur posts along the 

Popo Agie," my father said. "Perhaps 
you mean along the Snake?" 

"I mean the Popo Agie." 
My father stared at him. "I think 

you are being swindled," he said. "If 
you are financing fur posts along the 
Popo Agie you are certainly being 
swindled. Swindled." 

Mr. Ives began to shout. "Stop say
ing that word. And what are you doing 
here? Whoever heard of a trapper 
stranded? "  

"Not trapper, trouper," my father 
said. "I'm a showman." 
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The shout rose t o  a bellow. "Then 
what were you doing in the Teton 
mountains? Performing for the grizz
lies?" 

"I was visiting my brother," me' 
father said with dignity. "He's a trap
per, not a trouper." After a moment he 
added brightly, "Perform for grizzlies, 
did you say, and get paid off in roots 
and berries and bark? Oh, no. I'm too 
shrewd for that ! "  

Twice Mr. Ives tried to speak. Thei'. 
he gritted his teeth, and laid two dol-· 
lars on the desktop. 

"Jove!" my father exclaimed. "Thf 
gentleman wants an exhibition, Jim 
What would you like, sir? A little tum
bling, perhaps. Or fire-eating." 

"I do not want an exhibition! "  Mr. 
Ives yelled. "I want you to get ou· 
of town! Out of town by daybreak!" 

My father left the money untouched . 
"You are unwell, sir," he said gently. 
"Come, Jim." 

v 

OUTSIDE, we crossed the square. As 
we turned down Congress Street, 

my father asked, "Did you enjoy your
self, son?" 

"No," I said. "I did not. The man 
gives me a chill." 

"And quite rightly," my father re
plied. "For I doubt not he is the person 
who ordered the murder of Mr. Cyp
rian Barnham." 

He chuckled. "But we've got him on 
the run. We've got him topsy-turvy." 

Third block on Congress Street, Mrs. 
Mahaffy had said, and fourth house 
from the corner. The house proper, the 
'new house,' was a charming brick cot
tage and this was j oined on the left by 
an ancient annex of peeled logs. Both 
the logs and the brick were immacu
late in white paint. The windows of 
the log wing were dark but there was 
a glow of soft yellow lamplight from 
a window in the cottage. I followed my 
father up the walk and watched him 
drop the knocker on its plate. 

Sandel Carrick herself opened the 
door. She seemed considerably shocked 
when she recognized us, but not afraid, 
and not unhappy. Quietly, she asked us 
in and showed us to chairs in the small 
drawing room. 

When we had seated ourselves, my 
father said mildly, "I think I've got 
this thing figured out." 

Her eyes met his, and drank him in. 
He asked, "Where is your grand

father, Mr. Jason Peregrine?" 
"He has retired. He's a very old man 

and retires early." 
"Is he a wealthy man?" 
"A very wealthy man," she said. 

"He's one of Mattletsville's old settlers. 
He owns about half the town." 

"He doesn't own the Cumberland 
House." 

"He did once. But that and a few 
other properties seem somehow to 
have gotten into the hands of a certain 
Mr. C. J. Ives." 

"I see," my father said. His face was 
wooden. 

"You're wasting your time trying to 
help me." 

"Perhaps," my father answered sadly. 
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"But I have started, and do not seem 
to be able to stop." 

A pall of silence descended. 
The girl then turned to me and 

asked me if my mother was alive. I 
shook my head. 

My father, the perfect showman, 
made a quick movement with his hat 
and thus regained her attention. 

"Here, I think, is the situation," he 
said. "This Ives is swindling your 
grandfather. He's gotten himself deeply 
intrenched in Mr. Peregrine's confi
dence and is bent on bleeding him of 
every cent he possesses. He has done 
this by creating in Mr. Peregrine's 
mind an entirely imaginary and myth
ical string of far-western fur posts, the 
Peregrine-Ives Fur Company. Am I 
correct?" 

"There is no proof." 
"He has sent him a beautiful beaver 

laprobe-" 
"And other furs." 
"And there is no proof?" 
Her eyes were strained now, and her 

skin very white. 
"You must stay out of this," she said. 

"I must take care of it myself. He's old 
and proud and a stroke might be fatal. 
It's his money, let him spend it as he 
wishes." 

My father wagged his shaggy head 
in anger. "Why," he asked, "did you 
make that trip to Cincinnati with 
Barnham?" 

"I went to Cincinnati alone. I'd re
ceived a threatening letter from there, 
from a man named Dedderman, warn
ing me to leave my grandfather's af
fairs alone. This Dedderman signed 
himself Peregrine-Ives' St. Louis 
branch manager and supposedly wrote 
me from the Cincinnati Hotel. No one 
there had ever heard of him." 

"He's nonexistent," my father said. 
"I brought Mr. Barnham back with 

me for protection. Too, I tried to bribe 
him." 

"And how did you happen to stop at 
the miserable inn?" 

"That was Mr. Barnham's idea. To 
throw pursuers, if any, off track." 

THIS Barnham is too much for me," 
my father asserted. "He constantly 

fluctuates between honesty and evil. 
Are you aware he brought you there 
simply to have you slain?" 

"Before long I suspected as much. 
When I saw Manser." 

"And who is Manser? "  my father 
asked. But we both knew. He was 
the apish man in the blue suit. 

"Manser is Mr. Ives' body servant. 
He was standing by the fireplace. A 
bow-legged man in a blue suit." 

"So you went to Barnham's house 
and searched it and, incidentally, tried 
to pistol me." 

She nodded. She didn't seem partic
ularly sorry. 

"Ah, me," my father said. He stifled 
a yawn and got to his feet. 

Abruptly, to my astonishment, I 
found my voice. I heard myself speak
ing. "My mother is dead," I was say
ing. "And I have no stepmother." 

No one seemed to hear me. 
Sleepily, my father puttered about 
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in his pocket and whipped out one of 
his red playbills. "Fantastic and edu
cational," he mumbled. He thrust it 
into Miss Carrick's hand. "Marvelous 
exhibition. Known in the royal courts 
of Europe." 

She glanced at the playbill and went 
icy with rage. 

Now he was really yawning. "No 
charges," he said. "Free. Voluntary 
donations accepted, however." 

Grimly, she saw us to the door. 

M RS. MAHAFFY, dozing in her 
chair, heaved herself aloft as we 

came in and showed us to our quar
ters. The child Jen had been scooted 
off to bed and Mahaffy was by the 
hitching-rack in front of the Cumber
land House, meeting night stages, ped
dling cornshuck dolls. Our room was 
clean, but incredibly frugal. We slept 
like logs. 

All next morning we stayed inside 
the little shack-like inn. It was my 
father's policy when he performed a 
major act, like stone-crushing, not to 
dull its effect by exhibiting himself to 
the populace beforehand. J en was off 
and away, and Mahaffy, too, was out 
in the town. Occasionally Mrs. Mahaffy 
would make trips in and out and with 
each return she was bursting with ex
citement, telling us in a garbled way 
the furor our playbills were causing. 

Fifteen minutes to high noon my 
father and I left the inn by the back 
door, harnessed our mare, and drove 
our cart to a halt in the public square. 

About half of the town had turned 
out, men, women, and children. 

Under his breath my father said, 
"I suspect Mahaffy is partially respon
sible for this. I suspect he's been acting 
as our advance agent." 

They were gathered in little groups 
under the trees, shop-keepers, towns
men, farmers, tradesmen and crafts
men in cloth and leather aprons. 
Quickly they formed a circle about us, 
gaping. I didn't see Ives in the throng, 
but I saw Miss Carrick. She stood at 
the front of the crowd, holding a little 
pink parasol. 

My father made a fiery speech. He'd 
inherited his preternatural strength 
from his father and grandfather, he 
said. In detail he related the spectacu
lar feats of those two great men. This 
done, he drew back the sailcloth and 
lifted the rock to the grass. As he 
lifted it he stumbled and a surge of 
whispering went up at its size and 
weight. My father stripped to the waist 
and chose two husky men as rock

·ufters. 
'On my honor, there is no sleight to 

this," my father announced. "I will 
have the rock placed on my chest and 
a volunteer shall break it with this 
sledge hammer." He held up the heavy 
hammer. They stared at it. 

"Who," my father called, "would 
enjoy this memorable pleasure?" 

The man named Manser stepped 
forth. Apish and ugly, he removed his 
tight-fitting blue coat. He took the 
hammer from my father and grinned. 

Once before I'd seen that grin. When 
he'd stood . with claspknife in hand, 

over the body of Cyprian Barnham. 
"I ain't too strong," he said slyly, 

"but I'll take a try." 
While there is no sleight to stone

crushing there is always a great danger. 
This danger is that the hammerhead, 
striking the rock, should slew and 
strike my father in the skull. 

This would be sure death. Sure, 
accidental death. 

At that moment I noticed that we 
had company. Mr. Mahaffy and Jen 
had joined us by the cartwheel. Mr. 
Mahaffy, looking very idiotic, held a 
market basket. "Hold up a minute," 
he said timidly. "I want my woman 
to see this." 

He turned to his ugly little daughter. 
"Run home and get mama," he said. 
He handed her the basket. "And while 
you're there, look in the top drawer 
o' my dresser and bring back my thing
abob. Be sure it's loaded." 

To Manser, who was listening, pop
eyed, he said amiably, "I'm referrin' 
to my pipe. They's a cravin' for a 
smoke coming over me." 

Almost instantly Jen returned with 
her mother. The basket now seemed 
empty but for a napkin. 

Mahaffy peeped under the napkin. 
"Now we can get along with this," he 
said. "And I thank you kindly." Wist
fully, he added, "I sure hope Mr. Man
ser hits 'er a good square blow." 

"So do I," my father said. 
"I will," said Mr. Manser. 
My father laid himself upon the turf, 

the rock was placed upon his chest. I 
watched, breathless. If Manser struck 
a glancing blow, he could crush my 
father's skull. 

MANSER swung. My father, braced 
on his heels and hands, inflated 

his chest and took the blow. You take 
the blow in an arch, you see, with give. 

And a frenzied, pile-driver blow it 
was. A blow that was meant to be a 
death blow. However, the hammer 
struck squarely and there was no slew. 

Generally the rock splits, but this 
time it shattered. 

I saw Manser, crouched and haunched 
and panting, the hammer still in his 
knobby hand, and my father flat on 
the ground. The look on Manser's face 
was enough for the crowd. There were 
curses and catcalls. He laid down the 
hammer, and melted away. 

My father got to his feet, and while 
I could see that he had been slightly 
hurt I could see, too, that the showman 
was uppermost in him and that he was 
overplaying it for the collection. 

First, though, he produced the two 
small fist-sized rocks from the cart 
bed and handed them to me. "Stone
crushing runs in the family," he 
announced. "Smash these for our kind 
audience, Jim." 

Now there is a sleight to this, and 
the small stones had been very care
fully selected. They are held in such 
a way-about a half-inch apart-and 
struck a certain way, with a certain 
smartness, so that they cleave. 

While I was doing this, and the 
crowd was clamoring applause, my 
father took up the collection. It 
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amounted, that morning, to six dollars 
and thirty-two cents. 

Miss Carrick, my father told me 
later, donated a bright new penny. 

W
E HAD a late lunch and when we 
left Mahaffy's about two that 

afternoon the girl Jen was in the 
chimney-corner, beating small rocks 
together with her fists as she thought 
she'd seen me do it, and howling with 
fury and frustration. My father and I,  
now the center of the town's attention, 
went down Main to Congress and out 
Congress to the Peregrine home. There 
was no answer to our knock on the 
door so we took the flag walk to the 
back yard and there found Mr. Pere
grine himself, in a Windsor chair 
beneath an apple tree. He looked a 
hundred years old. His senile face 
puckered with displeasure as we 
approached. 

Though the day was neither warm 
nor cold he was swathed in fur, and 
fur-trimmed clothes. Across his shoul
ders was a cape lined with martin and 
beneath it we could glimpse his coat 
j acket, collared in otter. Tucked about 
his knees was a beaver lap robe. 

"You are showing some splendid 
furs there, sir," my father said. 

"They came from my fur posts out in 
the western country . . . .  Who are you, 
and what do you want?" 

"Are you Mr. Peregrine, of the 
Peregrine-Ives' Fur Company?" 

"I am, sir," the old man said. "And 
who are you?" 

"My name's Debberman," my father 
said glibly. "I'm your branch manager 
from St. Louis." 

This made the old man lick his lips 
and gulp. 

"You're a bit more threadbare than 
I had imagined," he said. "But every 
man to his taste. How goes peltry along 
the Popo Agie?" 

"Not so good." 
"Not so good? Ives has another 

story. Ives says we'll soon be larger 
than Chouteau, or even American Fur." 

"I would like to ask you just one 
question. Have you yet received any 
dividends?" 

"No. But I am patient. I can wait." 
"Here is my considered advice," my 

father said gravely. "Sell out your 
holdings. Sell them now, today, to Ives. 
At cost. Tell him you've talked to me, 
Debberman, and that I've advised it." 

A glaze of hostility hardened the 
old man's withered cheeks. "Now it 
comes out. Ives sent you here. Now 
that we've got things about to move, 
Ives wants to buy me out." 

A grapevine of blood veins puffed 
out on his throat and temples. "Leave 
my premises, sir," he said. "At once!" 

There was nothing to do but go. 
As we passed down Main Street my 

father said, "Keep those sparrow-eyes 
on the watch for Miss Carrick," and 
shortly after I sighted her before a 
lace-and-ribbons shop. We crossed the 
road and joined her. 

"Do you have a good lawyer? "  my 
father asked. 

"We have a fine lawyer, but he is in 
the power of my grandfather." 
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"Finally I said t o  her, 'Either h e  goes o r  I go.' " 

"Have him at Ives' office at four 
o'clock," my father said. 

He then took his big gold watch 
from his waistcoat pocket. 

She smiled as he unwrapped it from 
its oilskin and placed it in her h,and. 

"My," she said, "you treasure your 
valuables." 

"I do indeed. Four o'clock. Where 
can I find this Manser? "  

"He lodges a t  the Cumberland 
House, but stay away from him." 

· He turned on his heel, started down 
the street, and I followed him. A half
block away he said, " Go to Mahaffy's, 
Jim. I'll see you at supper." 

"Not I," I told him then . "I'm 
coming along." 

"Very well," he said casually. "But 
stay out of the way." 

He then talked of other things. "It's 
not so simple as Miss Carrick puts it. 
Mr. Peregrine's money is his own, she 
says ; let him spend it as he will. It's 
not so simple as that. Ives sees Miss 
Carrick as an obstruction. Once al
ready he's tried to remove her. He'll 
try again. If we do nothing, she might 
be murdered tomorrow. I'm thinking 
of Miss Carrick herself." • 

I was thinking of my father's watch. 
Only on three occasions would he 

remove that watch from his person. 
He removed it in stone-crushing. He 
produced it to time certain feats of 
strength. 

And he removed it when he fought. 
VI 

T
HE columned Cumberland House 
was magnificent and imposing in the 

broken afternoon sunlight. A groom 
was sweeping the stable yard and 
when my father inquired as to the 

whereabouts of a Mr. Manser the 
groom pointed to a door set in the 
building's stone foundation and said, 
"In yonder." 

My father lifted the latch, we 
descended a flight of stone steps and 
found ourselves in the tavern cellar. 

The room was long and dark and 
seemingly endless, stone-walled, stone
floored, and raftered with great oak 
beams. Two stable lanterns were set 
on the floor near the circular opening 
of a cellar well and nearby was the 
heavy oak well cover. Beyond the 
blossom of light I got the impression 
of dank vegetable bins and from an 
iron hook hung a side of beef, aging. 

A giant of a man in an innkeeper's 
apron was standing over the well, 
lowering a bucket into the depths. 
The bucket filled, he raised it, grasped 
it by its bale, and passed us by to a 
twenty-gallon barrel where he emptied 
it. Beside the barrel was a scoop of 
dried apples and a small sack of brown 
sugar. He was making imitation cider, 
a very sorry drink indeed. 

My father asked, "Where can I find 
Mr. Manser," and he turned to face us. 

"I am Mr. Manser," he said, and 
for the first time we got a good look 
at him in the lamplight. 

We'd never laid eyes on him before. 
He had long, corded arms, apish legs 
(like our Manser ) ,  and a big meaty 
face with mean little eyes. 

"The Manser I have in mind wears 
a blue suit," my father said. 

"That's my brother Joe. I'm Tom, 
the host here. I run this-here place." 

"I see." My father grimaced with 
distaste. "Where can I find Joe?" 

Then our Manser, Joe, materialized 
from the shadows and approached us. 
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"How'd you do it, Tom?" he asked. He 
waddled to a halt and grinned. 

"He done it hisself. He walked right 
in, as pretty as you please. But he 
brought his cub." 

Their eyes met, swiveled to my 
father, to me, and to the open well. 

"Where they's room for one, they's 
room for two," Joe Manser said. 

The innkeeper picked up a length 
of stovewood and made a clumsy swipe 
at my father. 

Easily, my father dodged. 
Then he saw it was a trick, for Joe 

Manser was on us, his claspknife open 
and rigid i� his hairy hand. 

STAY clear!" my father shouted, and 
I dropped to the shelter of the 

barrel. With a twist of his upper body 
my father lunged straight forward 
and loosed a crashing blow to Joe 
Manser's stomach. This blow we pro
fessional pugilists call 'the mark.' The 
knife spun into the darkness and the 
man sagged to all fours, like a hurt 
cow. Instantly my father wheeled to 
meet the innkeeper and took up the 
old-style boxing guard, left fist before 
the mouth, legs apart, right fist slightly 
below the chest. 

The innkeeper rushed. My father 
beat him dreadfully about the face 
with 'choppers' and 'grained' him. This 
'graining' is a bear hug coupled with 
wild buttings of the head. It is horribly 
punishing. The innkeeper tore himself 
free, cowering and whimpering. 

Joe Manser got to his feet. Crazed 
with brutality, he stumbled forward, 
hands clenched and outstretched. My 
father advanced to meet him. 

At that instant the innkeeper threw 
the stick of stovewood, striking my 
father on the hams, knocking him 
down. He tried a half-roll, got to one 
knee, and I saw that he was injured. 

In an instant the brothers were on 
him like hornets, kicking him, drag
ging him to the open well hole. 

I was out of my corner like a shot, 
pummelling and yelling and cater
w�uling in rage. A boot-sole lashed 
my rib-cage and swept me aside. 

My father squirmed to his back. 
His shoulders firm against the stone 
floor, he drew his knees to his belly 
and drove upward with his feet. Joe 
Manser caught the blow on his shoul
der and reeled backward. 

M y  T a n g l e  w i t h  
t h e  P h a n t o m  B e a r  

(Continued from page 23 ) 
whinny not far away in the edge of the 
moonlight. It was not the nicker of an 
animal that seeks to locate a com
panion that had grazed away in the 
semi-darkness. This was the noise of a 
horse that feels fear. 

There was a shuffling in the dark
ness, and shadows and shapes on the 
far side of camp seemed to move. I 
raised out of my sleeping bag on one 
elbow. There wasn't a breath of wind 
in the pine branches to make the shad
ows shift. I noticed the hound. The dog 
growled low in his throat and stared 
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Reeled backward, and into the well
mouth. We could hear the muffled 
splash of his body. 

His brother recoiled, his face a mask 
of terror. 

"He can't swim," he mumbled. 
"Neither can I," my father said. 
He got to his feet, adjusted his stock, 

and brushed off his clothes. 
"I want you out of town," he said. 

As an afterthought, he added, "By 
daybreak." 

Just like Mr. Ives. Out of town by 
daybreak. 

As he went up the steps to the 
stable yard my father limped a little. 
By the time we reached Main Street 
the limp was controlled and all signs 
of pain had been carefully wiped from 
his face. Behind us- we could hear the 
innkeeper shouting for help. No one 
could save Joe Manser now. 

We crossed the square and entered 
Mr. Ives' offic.e. The wall clock above 
the counting desk said three minutes 
of four. Ives, pen in hand, inkpot by 
his elbow, and ledger open before him, 
was busy with calculations and entries. 
In the distance, through the window, 
townsmen could be seen scurrying into 
the Cumberland House stable yard. 

"What's the commotion? "  Ives asked. 
"Joe Manser tried murder again," 

my father said. "But this time he 
killed himself." 

Mr. Ives put down his pen as though 
it were red hot. 

The street door opened and Miss 
Carrick j oined us, accompanied by a 
little man in a fuzzy brown suit and 
a fuzzy brown hat. He was as pudgy as 
a dumpling but his eyes, behind thick 
spectacles, were slivers of milky pearl. 

"Mr. Silsbee, my attorney," Miss 
Carrick said. 

My father then took from his pocket 
the lynx mittens. And the letter Mr. 
Ives had written to Cyprian Barnham. 
He laid the mittens . on the desk, and 
handed the letter to Lawyer Silsbee. 

A smudgy pallor mottled Mr. Ives' 
possum face. 

My father said, "This man Ives has 
defrauded Mr. Peregrine of several 
pieces of property, among them the 
Cumberland House. I want that prop
erty reassigned, immediately, as of 
now, under Mr. Silsbee's direction." 

Mr. Silsbee was reading the letter. 
Part of it he read to himself, part of 

into the darkness beyond the moon
light where the horses were. 

I reached for my boots. Something 
was out there in the dark, and I de
cided to tie the horses. I had just found 
one of the boots, when I heard a 
scream of terror from one of the 
horses. It was high-pitched and ended 
in a choked snort as though something 
had already throttled the poor animal. 

Several hounds darted past me 
toward the sound. There was the 
sudden pounding of hoofs. Suddenly 
our camp became a bedlam. 

There was the quick thud of horses' 
feet as the still-hobbled animals 
plunged and stamped with their front 
legs roped together. The hounds all 

it he retraced and read aloud. "Well, 
well," he said. "Here's something to 
make the old buzzard drool. Northern 
lynx mittens. 'Post them as you did the 
lap robe, from Cincinnati.' Then a spur
ious note to be signed by a spurious 
branch manager, John Dedderman. 
I've never liked you, Ives, from the 
moment you came to town. This is 
going to give me great pleasure. In 
fact, I'll assist in your prosecution." 

"Maybe we can prosecute him for 
murder while we're at it," my father 
remarked. "It was his hireling, Joe 
Manser, who murdered this Cyprian 
Barnham. There were two witnesses to 
this fact. My son here and a certain 
innkeeper in the southern part of the 
state. How do you like that?" 

"I like it very much, indeed," Mr. 
Silsbee said delightedly. 

Mr. Ives was clawing the air. "Wait!" 
he cried. "Please listen! I know nothing 
about any murder. However, I will 
admit I have somewhat misrepresented 
things to Mr. Peregrine and am willing 
to make full restitution. It so happens 
that I'm about to leave town-" 

"By daybreak? "  my father asked 
politely. 

"No, now. By sunset." 

T HAT was the end for Mr. Ives, but 
it was just the beginning for me. 

In two days, at Miss Carrick's plea, my 
father allowed himself to be installed 
as chief host at the Cumberland House. 
He brought with him the Mahaffy 
family as his assistants. The Mahaffys 
proved to be jewels. They knew inn
keeping backwards and forwards and 
in six weeks the Cumberland House 
was famous from Terre Haute to 
Wheeling for its table and beds. 

Two months after we moved into 
the Cumberland, after Mr. Peregrine 
had been mollified, my father married 
Sandel Carrick. I know a thousand 
things about the roads and showmen 
and such, but I never quite got the 
hang of what brings people to mar
riage. Still, it was nice having Sandel 
about, and my father seemed happier 
than he'd been in years. As for myself, 
I did not give up our family trade, nor 
will I ever, but there were yet things 
I had to learn, and Blue Lion was a 
good place to learn them. So long as I 
stayed there, I was as happy as 
I've ever been. e e e 

began to bark at once, and Giles made 
confused, bubbling sounds as he sat 
bolt upright in his bed. 

It became apparent to me, as the 
horse sounds grew louder that they 
were headed our way as fast as their 
tied legs would permit. I could see 
the plunging head of one horse coming 
straight toward me with his mane 
flying. 

Giles and I must have been sleepy 
or j ust too dumfounded to move. The 
horses were upon us before I had so 
much as put on one boot or extricated 
myself from the sleeping bag. 

The whistling screams of the horses, 
the clatter of tinware suddenly swept 
over us. I instinctively folded my arms 
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over my face and fell to one side as the 
two horses, bucking clear of the scat
tered pots, j umped over our beds. 
There was a single thud as a cleated 
horse's shoe tore through the sleeping 
bag close to my knee. Then the horses 
were gone. 

I was rubbing my knee and still 
looking for my boots when I saw the 
cause of this near disaster. There, not 
40 yards away, in a patch of open 
moonlight, a good-sized bear was 
calmly taking our wind. He should 
have been fleeing for his life. 

Our 10 hounds were making a noisy 
dog chorus around us. The hot odor 
of bear meat was strong in their noses. 
A few of the veterans had started for
ward toward the intruder. 

Then Giles cursed loudly. "Red! 
Smoky! Blue! Come back here, you 
fools!" 

He lunged out of bed after two of the 
closest dogs that were just starting 
after the bear. He caught one and 
missed the other. In another 30 sec
onds four of our best dogs were howl
ing gleefully along after the bear. 

Giles retrieved the coffee pot and 
stirred up the embers of the fire. 

"Of all the dad-blamed, contempt
ible bears in Arizona, we have to get 
one that wants to live with us," he 
growled. 

It was still three or four in the 
morning, and we pulled the sleeping 
bags up around our backs and hunched 
close to the tiny fire. Giles didn't need 
to tell me that the dogs wouldn't catch 
the bear. 

They straggled in the next day a 
little after noon, tired and disgruntled. 
So were we. We had lost several enam
eled plates and a day of lion hunting. 

Again, the Bear . . .  
It was only three days after the cur

ious bear visited us in our camp that 
we returned the call, although quite 
unwittingly. There was a certain lion 
that habitually tracked the rock rims 
of Fossil Creek Canyon. This big cat 
had twice escaped by swimming the 
stream below. The books say that cats 
are afraid of water, but this particular 
lion hadn't read these books. Each of 
his swimming escapades had cost us a 
track and a kill. 

On this disastrous occasion, we were 
after the same lion. That was obvious. 
The track cut down a side canyon into 
the gorge of Fossil Creek with scarcely 
a deviation from the path that the cou
gar had followed once before. 

Giles and I had left our horses on 
top of the cliffs and were following the 
dogs as best we could down into the 
gorge. We could hear their collective 
voices echoing up to us from the 
depths of the canyon. 

Suddenly they went silent-not a 
hound barked. 

"That damned lion must have taken 
to the water again," I muttered. 

We increased our speed, hoping to 
ford the stream quickly and find the 
spot where the lion had come out on 
the wet sand. 

We found the dogs, as we'd expected, 
milling on some gravel at the mouth 
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of the little canyon which w e  had de
scended. The lion had almost certainly 
taken to the water, for on both sides 
the sheer walls of Fossil Creek were 
straight and without ledges. 

But as we approached the dogs, Old 
Blue, who had perhaps the keenest 
nose of the lot, lifted his head and ten
tatively took the wind, which drifted 
in a steady current downstream be
tween the sandstone walls. Another of 
the hounds, too, seemed to show an in
terest in this breath of air. 

I was elated. If the dogs had actually 
winded him, we would have a kill in a 
matter of minutes. 

Blue, with Old Red and the other 
dogs behind him, waded through the 
shallow water and started up the can
yon. Every minute or so, they threw 
their heads into the air and drank in 
the wind in satisfying whiffs. It looked 
as if this was it. 

. .' . The Hounds Pursue It 
On the other side of the creek, the 

dogs broke into a dead run, and headed 
toward the opening of another canyon 
that cut through the sandstone ledges 
on the opposite ledge. In this same 
side canyon we had found a cliff 
house of three large rooms filled with 
the debris of ancient peoples. And in 
that cliff house, as usual, there'd been 
the tracks of a certain large pre
sumptuous bear. 

But the hounds were already round
ing the shoulder of rock, and Giles and 
I broke into a dead run across the 
gravel and tumbled boulders of the 
canyon floor. When we cut into the nar
row cleft of the side canyon, the dogs 
were well ahead, barking. They were 
running something-and they were 
looking at the quarry! 

We raced with bursting lungs up the 
narrow side canyon. Giles was ahead, 
bending low and running fast for all of 
his heavy bulk. I lost sight of him for 
a moment, then almost bumped into 
him as I rounded a corner. He was 
standing quite still, looking at the 
ground. His face, that had been eager 
with the thrill of the chase but a mo
ment before, was now disconsolate, 
and he chewed his upper lip with 
a savage, biting motion that was pecu
liar to him when things went wrong. 

He didn't look at me, but with a fin
ger that trembled pointed at a mark 
made by the front paw of a larger 
than average bear. 

From the muffled hound voices far 
ahead, it seemed fairly obvious that 
our chocolate-colored friend was lead
ing our 1 0-hound dog pack on another 
merry, fruitless chase. 

We had stumbled upon a bear that 
seemed to enjoy being chased by dogs. 

From then on our lion hunt became 
a farce. If Giles and I had started out 
after bear, we would have entered into 
the matter with enthusiasm. But we 
had come to hunt lions-and it was 
lions we wanted. The chocolate-colored 
bear didn't appear malicious in his ac
tions. He simply was in the wrong 
place at the right time, and he con
stantly kept at it. Giles said it was 
"sheer cussedness." For myself, I think 

it was fascination which the bear felt 
for ourselves and the dogs. 

One evening, after about a week of 
this, Giles seemed moody. 

"I notice the acorns are getting ripe," 
he commented after a long silence. 
"Your friend ought to have enough 
tallow under his hide so that we can 
catch up to him." 

Giles always referred to the bear as 
"my" friend, a petty source of irrita
tion which I found very annoying. 

I answered somewhat testily, "You 
seem to be thinking more about the 
bear than about the lions. Why don't 
you catch him and be done with it?" 

Giles threw down a spoonful of 
beans on his plate with an air of final
ity. "Suppose we do that! The brown 
bastard's got me talking to myself." 

It was then that we belatedly started 
out bear hunting. It seemed to both of 
us something which we should have 
tackled long before . 

Next day we rode our horses to the 
lip of the canyon where most of the 
cliff dwellings were located-the same 
rocky cleft which debouched into Fos
sil Creek far below. It was our plan 
that I should get down onto the canyon 
floor by another route while Giles, with 
the hounds, tried to drive the bear from 
his lair and head him toward me. 

I therefore left Giles tying his horse 
and whistling the dogs around him 
preparatory to making the descent, and 
I led my own mount perhaps half a 
mile farther on. Then I tied the reins 
to a fir and started to drop down over 
the cliffs into the canyon below. 

Almost straight down from where I 
had tied my horse was the mouth of 
the canyon in which we hoped to start 
the bear. Over across was the chasm 
of Fossil Creek tltat had been the .scene 
of so many disappointments these past 
few weeks. It was lonely there on the 
sandstone cliffs. Surely there was 
enough space in all of this wild terrain 
for the bear and ourselves. But it 
seemed decreed otherwise. The verdict 
had been given, the bear must die. 

As if in answer to these speculations 
I heard the far-off cry of a single 
hound, and then another. The chase 
had already begun. The dogs had found 
the fresh scent of the strange bear in 
the cliff-cave ruins. I shrugged my 
shoulders at the inevitability of it, and 
dropped rapidly down over the ledges 
into the canyon depths below, letting 
myself down by any cracks and hand
holds I could find. 

The Chase Is On 
The cries of the dogs grew more 

muffled as I descended between steep 
sandstone walls. But the chase, as we 
had anticipated, seemed to be coming 
my way. After all, if Giles had started 
the bear in the canyon, there was no 
other way for him to go. 

The last 1 5  feet of the canyon 
wall was sheer, brown rock, and I let 
myself down with difficulty on the 
twisted stem of a wild-grape vine that 
hung from a cleft. As always, the rifle 
was clumsy to carry when I needed 
both hands, but I held it in the crook 
of my elbow and pulled myself close 
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to the vine as l inched my way down. 
I jumped the last couple of feet and 
at almost the same instant I hit bot
tom, there was another thud close be
hind me! It was not the sound made by 
my own feet striking the sand, nor 
the scrape of any small rock that I 
might have dislodged as I slid down 
the grapevine. I stood with both hands 
on my belt and the blood pounding in 
my neck. I was afraid to turn around. 

From behind me, then, came another 
noise, ever so slight. It was a slop, as 
though some one had dropped a spoon
ful of gravy into a dish. It wasn't the 
running of water, and it wasn't the 
wild pounding of blood in my own 
veins. It was the noise of an animal 
licking its lips-a big animal. 

I can't say that I was surprised when 
I turned around and stared at the 

After what must have been minutes 
of smelling and licking his lips, the 
bear sat down and scratched his neck 
with a powerful leg. Instinctively I 
shifted back against the wall of the 
canyon behind me and for the first 
time began to work my short rifle into 
a position for the kill. 

The bear straightened himself like 
any great woolly dog and shook the 
dust clear of his fur. Again his tongue 
ran out as though to moisten his smell
ing apparatus. But he paused in mid
motion. With his tongue hanging 
ludicrously from the side of his lips, 
he turned his head a little. His furry 
ears swiveled back, and immediately 
his head lost its quizzical appearance 
and took on a sinister aspect. 

I raised the rifle and drew back the 
hammer, but the bear was no longer 

j 
"When I took the loan from your company they said 

'no embarrassing investigation'." 

mountain of flesh and fur on the can
yon floor not 20 feet away. The 
bear lifted his nose a trifle higher as 
though to smell me the better-and 
slid a tongue as big as a red bandanna, 
through black lips. It made the slop
ping sound again. 

His small red eyes seemed to take in 
every detail of my disheveled appear
ance. His chocolate-brown ears were 
cocked forward at an inquisitive angle. 
I was so mesmerized by his nearness 
that I never thought to use the rifle 
which still hung limply in the crook 
of my arm. 

We stood an eternity there, the bear 
and I. He didn't look ferocious. Ac
tually, after the first shock of fear had 
passed, upon finding the animal so 
close behind me, I somehow didn't feel 
afraid. The chief feeling seemed to be 
one of embarrassment, on the part of 
the bear as well as myself. My 
chocolate-colored friend shifted his 
forefeet uneasily in the sand, and 
seemed to look past me rather than at 
me. I just stood and stared. 
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concentrated on me. He was listening 
to the dogs, whom I had completely 
forgotten. 

Faintly down to us, past the many 
tortuous turns of the canyon, came the 
echoing roar of the pack. The 
chocolate-colored bear so close before 
me turned once more and glanced in 
my direction. His whole attitude said, 
"Don't move, and stay there." 

Then with all the deliberation of 
one of his kind in a zoo cage, he 
turned and began to climb a tree. 

It was a gigantic spruce-one of 
those scattered monsters that grow oc
casionally in these canyons, sucking 
their sustenance from the moist sands 
of the canyon floor. This tree slanted 
out, away from the sandstone ledges. 
Its middle and top were thick with 
heavy limbs, frosty green at their tips, 
but black and shadowed near the bole. 
It was into the dark interior of the 
spruce that the bear was headed. 

The animal climbed with sure skill. 
His wickedly curved claws bit into the 
soft bark on either side of the tree's 

trunk. With slow hitching motions hr: 
climbed out onto the first limb and 
rested there a moment. He placed his 
furry rump directly across one large 
spruce limb and hooked his paws 
astride another branch higher up. He 
panted a little with the exertion, then 
looked back down at me. 

My chocolate-colored friend had laid 
up quite a layer of fat in the last few 
days. His bulk rippled beneath the 
well-furred hide as he shifted his posi
tion in the spruce. The situation was 
static again. 

I, too, turned my head to listen to 
the oncoming dogs. The cries were 
plainer now, though still far away. 

Should I shoot the bear? That is 
what we had come to do, but certainly 
this was no sporting thing. I decided to 
let Giles finish off our chocolate
colored tormentor. There was no 
pleasure in shooting a friendly bea1 
out of a tree at point-blank range. 

The animal above me shifted his 
weight, and a shower of small twigs 
and branches bounced down to the 
ground beneath. The dogs sounded 
much closer. The [:)ear raised his body 
from the limb where he had been sit
ting and again grasped the trunk of 
the tree with both forepaws. I thought 
he was going to climb higher. 

Instead, he started to come labori
ously down out of the tree! He shifted 
his hind feet and dropped down a yard 
or two with the same motion as a 
telephone lineman descending a pole. 
He did not look behind him or seem 
to notice I was there at all. He j ust 
climbed steadily down, with the same 
slow deliberation that had marked all 
of his movements. 

Alone with Bruin 
I could hear the cries of the dogs 

distinctly now, just up the canyon 
floor. Would they be in time? I stood 
directly beneath the descending bear, 
and pieces of bark, rasped off by his 
claws, dropped on my face and shoul
ders. In his slow descent, his chocolate
brown posterior was now only a yard 
above me. I ra1sed the rifle barrel and, 
with all my strength, lunged in a 
vicious upward thrust at the bear's 
tail. I could feel the hard metal of the 
muzzle sink into the fatty flesh and 
even grind hard against sinew and 
bone beneath. 

The bear gave a slight "Oof!"  at this 
mdignity, but that was all. So far as I 
could nohce, he never even paused in 
his deliberate movements, but came 
down even lower. I could smell him 
now. His hind legs were at the level 
of my hat. 

Again I thrust with the rifle barrel 
in a hefty, uppercut swing that caught 
him in one of his fatty thighs. This 
time he turned to look at me with a 
hurt expression in his bloodshot eyes. 
But, as before, his front paws shifted 
downward. 

There was noise all around us now. 
The dogs were in full cry around the 
last bend of the canyon. The hounds 
in the lead of the pack could smell the 
bear and also see him, I expect. They 
were excited enough. There was a 
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shouting, too, which I could not dis
tinguish. 

But dogs and Giles didn't matter 
much at that moment, for I was much 
too occupied with the chocolate-colored 
bear. I could have thrown my arms 
around him and embraced his brown 
body, if that had been practical. In
stead, I stepped back from the trunk 
of the tree to let him hit the ground 
beside me. 

There was another rush of noise, 
barking and confusion. There were 
dogs around us now. Then over the 
dog chorus I suddenly heard Giles. 

"Shoot him, Frank! Shoot him, for 
God's sake!" 

I raised the rifle. I still was so close 
that the muzzle of the weapon was 
within a foot of the bear's head. As if 
to lessen the hazard of this distance, I 
extended the gun with one hand and 
arm, holding it like a pistol. As I did 
so, the bear's hind feet touched the 
ground, but he still remained upright 
in that awful instant, with his fore
paws on the bole of the tree. 

The muzzle of the carbine wavered 
uncertainly as I thrust it forward. 
Some unseen force seemed to possess 

I d a h o  
(Continued from page 47)  

state like Idaho has moose, too. These 
huge shaggy creatures are found in the 
dense forests, usually near lakes and 
swampy areas where they are fre
quently seen feeding on water grasses 
and bulb roots, In the afternoons their 
hoarse bellowing can be heard ringing 
across the water, and if you are smart 
you will not argue with one over the 
right-of-way on a narrow trail. They 
have Irish tempers. 

Huge and temperamental as he is, 
the moose is no match for a high
powered rifle, and the Idaho game 
commission wisely permits moose 
hunting only on a controlled basis, and 
only mature bulls may be taken. As in 
the case of the antelope, every hunt
ing-license holder is eligible to enter 
the drawing, with a restriction again"st 
those who have bagged a moose in the 
past three years. Success, after one 
has been lucky in the drav,ring, is al
most a certainty. 

The two American game animals 
probably most difficult to find and 
stalk are the bighom sheep and the 
Rocky Mountain goat. They are the 
true mountain dwellers, at home on 
the lofty ledges and high crags. 
Idaho's tall mountains are their nat
ural habitat. The bighorn sheep, 
with its massive curled horns, easily 
ranks with the moose as a trophy. 
Idaho has at least as many of these 
animals as any other state (excluding 
national park populations) ,  but hunt
ing has been suspended pending the 
results of an exhaustive study now 
being made of both sheep and goat 
populations. When resumed, it will un
doubtedly be on a controlled basis. 

Summing up for the Idaho big-game 
hunter, we find that he has a general 
open season of some 30 days duration 
82 

the awkward weapon so that it 
swerved like a poplar tree in a gale. 
But as the tip of the barrel touched the 
fur of one chocolate-colored ear, I 
pulled the trigger. 

The blast of the shot was deafening 
between those narrow walls. The steel
shod butt of the rifle recoiled along 
my forearm and raked up a furrow of 
skin. Rifles are made to be fired from 
the shoulder. 

At the instant of execution, I had 
averted my eyes, so I did not see the 
brown fur on the bear's head flatten 
and bum before the powder flame. I 
did not want to look at the expression 
on the animal's face as the bullet from 
my treacherous attack blotted out his 
life. In a moment that well-furred 
body would slump back from the tree 
into the waiting mouths of the dogs. 
They would wor�y the carcass a little 
and lick the blood that trickled from 
the brown bear's nose. Then it would 
be over. 

But as I turned to view my awful 
work, I saw nothing. The · spruce 
needles beneath the tree were bare of 
any animal stretched at full length. 
Nor was there any patch of blood on 

on three fine animals-deer, elk and 
bear; that he or she, with luck in the 
drawings, may also bag antelope and 
moose and possibly, in the future, have 
a go at mountain goats and bighorn 
sheep. And the Idaho big-game hunter 
can choose his territory from 2 1  mil
lion acres of mountains and forests, all 
public-owned. 

The abundance of fur-bearing ani
mals was the attraction which first 
brought white men to Idaho's moun
tains. These were beaver, marten, 
mink, otter, fox, weasel, badger, musk
rat and raccoon. And natural condi
tions of food and cover are such that 
all species are still found in numbers. 
Much Christmas spending money for 
Idaho youngsters comes by way of 
muskrat traps. Beaver are now esti
mated at 1 00,000, and this busy dam
builder is doing much to maintain 
stream conditions beneficial to fish life. 

Rabbits Don't Rate as "Game" 
Many states boast of their rabbit 

hunting, and far be it from me to be
little Peter Cottontail. He is a tasty 
dish and when I lived in Texas I used 
to hunt him, too. But most Idaho peo
ple, accustomed to stocking their 
lockers with venison and pheasant and 
grouse and mallard duck, do not even 
classify our abundant rabbit popula
tion as "game." Sometimes exceptions 
are made in the case of the hare or 
snowshoe, which is unusually tooth
some, but few Idaho people hunt rab
bits seriously, other than to destroy 
them as crop pests. 

Frequently a state which excels in 
one particular phase of hunting does 
not have much to offer in other de
partments. South Dakota, for instance, 
has pheasant shooting that has been 
fantastic and is still good, but offers 
very little in the way of big-game 
hunting. Georgia and the Carolinas, 

the canyon floor. Suddenly too, I be
came aware that there was no noise. 
The hounds that had been baying be
hind me had vanished. Then I heard 
them as my ears cleared from the 
deadening effect of my own rifle shot. 
The dogs were barking over across 
the canyon, and there was a scram
bling sound and a rolling of rocks as 
though some heavy body was climbing 
up a cleft in the sandstone wall. 

"Nice work," Giles commented 
briefly as he ran his fingers through a 
splintered groove in the trunk of the 
tree beside me. "You are undoubtedly 
the only hunter who ever · missed a 
full-grown bear at the distance of six 
inches." 

Far up on the canyon wall a dis
lodged piece of sandstone bounced 
down from ledge to ledge. Still higher 
up, we thought we could see a 
chocolate-colored face with inquisitive 
ears peering down at us over the edge 
of the rock. As we looked, a rose-petal 
tongue moved over a black nose-and 
was gone. • e e 
From "Hunting American Bears," to be 
published in September by J. B. Lippincott 
Co. Copyright, 1950, by Frank Hibben . 

Arkansas and Mississippi have bob
white quail to brag about, but their 
citizens have little use for a high
powered rifle. Conversely, you would 
not expect Idaho to have good bird 
hunting. You'd b.:! wrong, for, begin
ning in August, the shotgun enthusiast 
in the Gem State can maintain an 
active and legal interest in field sport 
until the latter part of December. 

Unlike her fish and game, Idaho's 
most abundant game birds are not na
tive. Imported years ago, they have 
found the climate, cover and food con
ditions so favorable that they have 
thrived in a manner seldom duplicated 
elsewhere in the country. 

In game-bird variety, Idaho is at the 
top of the list. Pheasants, ruffed 
grouse, the splendid Hungarian part
ridge, bobwhite quail, sagehens, even 
the big blue grouse-all are abundant. 
Look that list over, you states proud of 
your upland birds, and try to match 
it! Then expand it by adding two more 
varieties of quail-mountain and val
ley. And consider this. The chukkar 
partridge has begun to take hold so 
well in recent years that it is now be
lieved we'll soon be having open sea
sons on this fine game bird as well. 

Let's take a quick look at how the 
average Idaho shotgun hunter spen1 
his time during the succession of 1 949 
open seasons: 

Sagehen hunting came first, in mid
August. Did you ever have a flock of 
those big chickens roar up from the 
brush in front of you? It takes steady 
nerves, but if you like tricky shooting 
and good eating you will go back again 
and again. A young sagehen of about 
three pounds is a real table delight. 

The next shooting of the 1 949 sea
son came in late August, and this time 
the hunters went to the mountains and 
followed the clear trickles of the 
streams up through thickets of aspen 
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willow, chokecherry and service berry. 
The prize was grouse-Franklin, 
blue and ruffed. Here again are big 
powerful birds that explode from the 
thickets. Shooting a blue grouse as it 
arrows through the pines is an expe
rience which, to many hunters, equals 
downing a Canada goose or even kill
ing a de.er. And the eating is equally 
pleasant. 

In September, we shot doves. These 
migratory birds are abundant in Idaho, 
hanging to the stubble fields and 
sunflower patches. Smart, and among 
birddom's · best j udges of shotgun 
range, they make you work for them. 

October and cold weather brought 
the first half of the duck season. Many 
ducks summer and nest in Idaho, and 
consequently the opening of the season 
usually finds a good supply of young, 
strong-flying birds. Shooting is good 
over river or pond sets of decoys, and 
many hunters take their limits in af
ternoon gunning along the drain 
ditches, where the du;:ks settle to feed 
on watercress and wild celery. 

Nov�mber-wonderful November, 
clear and brisk! That is the time of de
light for the scatter gunner in Idaho. 
Pheasants, big, brightly colored ring
necks busting up from the stubble and 
out of the corn fields. And talk about 
quail-big, rocketing northern bob
whites from the ditch banks and wild
rose thickets ; still bigger mountain 
quail flaring out of the creek bottoms; 
and valley quail zooming up from the 

brush. And you can add some of the 
best Hungarian partridge hunting any
where. A smart, strong flock-flyer, 
this grand game bird will test the 
stamina and intelligence of the best 
dog. Pheasants, quail and Hungarians 
-and the Idaho hunter may often find 
all three of them within the bounda
ries of a single field! 

In December comes the last half of 
the duck and goose season, and by 
then the great northern flights of mal
lards, pintails, baldpates, widgeon and 
golden eye are flying the Snake River. 
From a blind in the river canyon you 
can see, as early morning lights the 
sky, great wide V's of big, strong-fly
ing ducks, a steady procession of them 
-hundreds of ducks, thousands of 
ducks, tens of thousands. When ducks 
are flying like this along the Snake, 
you shoot only mallard drakes, which 
are generally regarded as the finest 
eating. All too soon your bag is filled, 
but still you linger around, watching 
the skies, for who can say when a flock 
of big Canada honkers will come 
swinging along? 

It is difficult even to estimate the 
number of ducks killed in Idaho dur
ing the 1 949 season, but one place 
among the several which do commer
cial picking in the relatively small city 
of Boise opened its doors one Monday 
morning to a flood of more than 3,000 
ducks, mostly mallards, and with a 
nice sprinkling of geese. 

And for the shooter who, after 

"Well Dolson, how did that idiotic experiment of �·ours work out?" 
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pretty steady gunning from mid-Au
gust until Christmas, is still reluctant 
to put his gun away, there is sporty 
crow and magpie shooting. But along 
in the spring the crows pair off and 
quit answering calls. Now even the 
Idaho sportsmen may as well put his 
gun away. Now he can go fishing. 

And Idaho, thanks to the marvelous 
variety of her geography and her un
usual river system, has big fish equal 
to her unsurpassed big game. My cow
boy friend down in Texas was not 
exaggerating the size of Snake River 
sturgeon. These fresh-water m.onsters 
actually exceed in maximum size the 
vaunted game-fish, off-shore, salt
water fishing, of which states like 
California and Florida make so much. 

Of course, they're the granddaddies 
of the tribe. Younger ones come in 
sizes from 75 to 400 pounds, which 
nevertheless adds up to a lockerful of 
delicious stUJ;geon steaks. And the roe 
is American caviar. 

Or perhaps you're primarily a trout 
fisherman. Would you like to tie into 
a really big rainbow? Then there is 
only one place for you, big Pend 
Oreille Lake, up in north Idaho. Ever 
hear of the Kamloops? You have if 
you are a trout enthusiast. And Pend 
Oreille Lake is their adopted home. 
Stocked from Canadian sources in 
1 9 4 1 ,  Pend Oreille has since 1 945 been 
knocking world rainbow-trout records 
sky high. 

Those Tremendous Kamloops 
In 1 945 a 3 1 -pounder taken by E .  

W .  Dreisback boosted by an amazing 
four and one half pounds the previous 
record which had stood since 1 9 1 4 .  
And the news was hardly out before 
another Kamloops was lugged in 
weighing 32 ¥2 pounds. Sensaiional? 
Well, listen to this. During the 1 947 
season that record was broken exactly 
seven times by Kamloops taken from 
Pend Oreille lake. The record as this 
is written stands at 37 pounds. Come 
on, California and Colorado and Ore
gon and you other states, tell us about 
your big rainbow trout! 

But, say Oregon and Washington, we 
have salmon fishing, the wonderful 
gamey chinook. Sure, and you take 
them mostly from boats, in big water 
like the Columbia and Puget Sound. 
and doubtless that is fun. But did you 
ever hook one on a No. 6 fly in a 
white-water riffle? You can do it . in 
Idaho-big battling chinook fresh up 
from the Pacific and in fighting trim. 
You can do it in the Salmon River, and 
in the Selway and the Locksa, and in 
hundreds of their tributaries. Big 
salmon, and big steelhead, too. 

Skip the Kamloops and the salmon 
and the steelhead for a minute, and 
let's talk about j ust ordinary fishing, 
the kind that other states brag ab.out. 

Still speaking of tr0ut, how about 
some cutthroat. somP. h-rook or brown. 
some Dolly Varden? A California 
golden? Sure, it is a brilliantly hued, 
gamey little fish that takes its proud 
n ame from a fine fishing state-and I 
myself have caught them in Idaho, 
way back in the blue gem of a little 
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lake high in the Sawtooth Mountains. 
Give me a hard one. A redfish? Man, is 
it possible that you never heard of 
Redfish Lake, lying at the foot of old 
Cathedral Peak? That is the home of 
the redfish. 

Idaho streams are mountain streams, 
clear cold water plunging downward 
in a succession of riffles and swirly 
pools. That is trout water. As a matter 
of fact, a number of prominent people 
have said at various times that Idaho 
has the nation's finest trout stream. We 
Idahoans agree, but we are apt to 
argue among ourselves as to which it 
is. Living in the .southern part of the 
state, my vote goes to Silver Creek. 
Silver Creek is a dream of a dry-fly 
stream. Winding through a broad, 
treeless valley, it gives the long-line 
enthusiast opportunity to extend him
self, and the big rainbow lying in its 
depths are not hesitant about a prop
erly presented fly. Silver Creek is, in 
fact, too good for its own good, and 
during the past few years the game 
department has been forced to put it 
under special regulatioJ;J.s. 

But other Idahoans · may feel that 
the distinction should go to Birch 
Creek, or the Big Smokey, or Loon 
Creek, or Deadwood River, or to any 
of 40 or 50 others, and few of us have 
visited them all. There are more than 
6,500 creeks and streams in Idaho. And 
there are 1, 763 lakes, ranging all the 
way from the little blue gems in the 
mountains to big Pend Oreille. From 
the mighty Tetons and the high Bit
terroots, the waters flow roughly west
ward, little trickles gathered creek by 

T h e  L a s t  o f  t h e  
T e r r i b l e M e n  
( Continued from page 4 1 ) 

fifty newspapers," says Wain Sutton, 
now a television and movie writer in 
Hollywood, "and Richardson is the 
toughest city editor I ever worked 
for." Robert W. Kenny, when he was 
Attorney General of California, told a 
press conference, "I feel like crawling 
under the desk every time they say 
Jim Richardson is on the phone." 
Kenny started his public career as a 
cub reporter on Richardson's staff 
twenty years ago. Mayor Fletcher 
Bowron, also a former reporter, has 
said, "Jim Richardson is the only man 
in the world who can get my goat any 
time he feels like it." 

He rarely praises a reporter for a 
good story ; he hints that he is entitled 
to genius at the very least. A single 
awkward phrase in an otherwise bril
liant piece of reporting, however, may 
provoke an outburst that can be heard 
in the pressroom a floor below. 

No one hates and fears Richardson 
worse than the average policeman. He 
was a star crime reporter when most 
of today's minions of the law were, ac
cording to him, j uvenile delinquents. 
He has solved as many crimes as most 
detectives, and his campaigns against 
police brutality have been numerous, 
heated and productive of reform. 

creek into the Salmon and the Clear
water and the Snake. And so vast is 
this drainage network, which reaches 
from the Canadian border to the state's 
southern boundary, that if all the hold
ers of fishing Licenses issued in 1 949 
went fishing the same day, there 
would still be more than one mile of 
fishing water to every fisherman! 

When you mention fishing, most 
Idahoans think of trout. But the game 
department has wisely put the lower 
lakes and the river sloughs, and even 
the irrigation reservoirs, to work in 
the production of warm-water fish, 
such as bluegill, mackinaw' crappies, 
perch, bass and catfish. These serve a 
purpose for those who enjoy this kind 
of fishing and provide outing oppor
tunities when trout seasons are closed. 

Vast Primitive Areas 
Look at your map. Bounded on one 

side by the Bitterroots and on the other 
by the towering Seven Devils, Idaho 
lies astride the main ranges of the 
upper Rockies. That means mountains 
and vast areas of forest. It means 
plunging streams and deep, clear, nat
ural lakes. It means protective cover 
and natural food for fish and wildlife. 

How many states have a primitive 
area? Indeed, how many people, even 
sportsmen, know that certain areas of 
our country, selected by reason of 
their special characteristics favoring 
wildlife perpetuation, have been set 
aside and withdrawn by the federal 
government from routine exploitation, 
-areas protected from private com
mercialization and in which no roads or 

Richardson was invited to speak at 
the Los Angeles Police Academy a few 
years ago, a blunder which some hap
less officer probably has never ceased 
regretting. The Academy is a seminar 
for peace officers from all over the 
Southwest. Some three hundred at
tended this one, held in the country
club atmosphere of the police training 
academy in Elysian Park. Ahead of 
Richardson on the program was an 
editor who harped on the lofty theme, 
"You help us and we'll help you." 

The applause for this speaker fell to 
a deadly silence as Richardson 
slouched to the microphone. His plat
form presence is like that of a trained 
bear riding a bicycle-he does it well 
but shows he doesn't like it. 

"Look," he said. "I know every one 
of you hates my guts. Well, I hate 
yours. too." 

With this beginning, he went on to 
rail at them for beating drunks in 
their cells, for "playing Sherlock 
Holmes when you should be earning 
your pay," for being secretive with 
reporters, for taking bribes, for always 
wanting to see their names in the 
papers. 

"You always ask why I don't print 
something good about cops. Well, I 
will, when you do something worthy 
of it. But not j ust for arresting some
body. Not for j ust shooting it out with 
a bunch of dumb holdup men who 
never went past the third grade and 

trails save those essential to watershed 
protection and wildlife management 
may be constructed? Idaho, with her 
vast woodlands and sixteen national 
forests, has two such areas, the Selway
Bitterroot north of the Salmon, with 
1 ,879,000 acres, and the Idaho, com
posed of more than a million acres 
south of the Salmon. You will not find 
here the criss-cross of roads and the 
hot-dog stands and the commercial 
drive-ins which have utterly de
stroyed the beauty and charm and a 
lot of the hunting and fishing in other 
states. This is country reserved for the 
deer and the bear, for the rainbow and 
the chinook. 

Idaho has another essential of good 
hunting and fishing-and that is space. 
Private preserves are unknown. Penn
sylvania boasts of some 800,000 acres 
of state-owned land that is big-game 
country. Idaho, with approximately 
one-tenth of the hunters and fisher
men, has 2 1 ,000,000 acres of big-game 
and fishing territory. From the Snake 
River north to the Canadian border 
lies the wildest, most majestic and 
most isolated mountain terrain in the 
United States, and the vast maj ority 
of it, being owned by either the state 
or federal government, is a public 
hunting ground. The signs do not say: 
No TRESPASSING or KEEP OFF THE 
GRASS. They say: PROTECT YouR 
FORESTS AND BE CAREFUL WITH FIRES. 

And over it all, arched high up in 
the sky, there should be another which 
WOUld read: THIS IS IDAHO, THE HAPPY 
HUNTING GROUND. ENJOY BUT Do NOT 
DESPOIL. e • e 

couldn't hit the broad side of a barn," 
he said. 

"That's what you're paid for, and 
paid well, and it's not news. But every 
time I hear of police brutality, every 
ti!T}e I get a whisper one of you haE 
taken a bribe, every time you hold out 
on one of my reporters-I'm going to 
skin you alive." 

On and on he spoke, for thirty terri
ble minutes. "When I looked down at 
that sea of red faces," he said later, 
"I couldn't hold it in." 

This was the old hard-drinking, 
hard-fighting, clue-stealing crime re
porter reverting to type. There was, 
of course, no applause at the end. 

Now and then the police fight back. 
Twice in his early career as a reporter, 
Richardson faced down policemen 
armed with service guns and a grudge. 
It was not necessarily fearlessness, but 
rather his sublime contempt for this 
tvpe of cop, that enabled him to brazen 
it out. Both times Richardson, in effect, 
offered to ram the gun down the 
policeman's throat and kick the handle 
off. He hounded another policeman for 
two years for beating a prisoner, until 
the man was glad to escape into j ail 
for 60 days. 

At the same time the Examiner is 
probably the nation's most convincing 
evangelist for the doctrine that crime 
does not pay. Once it starts a campaign 
it never lets up, even though the public 
becomes bored with it all. One rack(··-
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teer left Los Angeles because, as he 
said, "The people would let me oper
ate, but every time I sat down in a 
restaurant, there was a damned 
Examiner reporter on the next stool, 
writing down what I et." Richardson 
is a cinch to win any such war of 
nerves, because his supply of gall is 
unexcelled and inexhaustible. 

It was the Examiner which braved 
the taxpayers' wrath and made the 
City Council hire several thousand new 
policemen, as soon as demobilization 
of the armed forces made young men 
available. The Ex printed a daily 
front-page box score of crime-so 
many ;murders, so many criminal as
saults, so many auto thefts, etc. The 
force now is at full strength, but the 
paper still runs the crime-box score 
daily, lest the public forget. 

These campaigns are almost as hard 
on Richardson's staff as they are on 
his victims. There is a Hollywood tra
dition that Cecil B. DeMille has worn 
out more publicity men than all the 
other producers put together. William 
H. Zelinsky resigned as the Examiner's 
head police reporter to work for 
DeMille. 

"I gained eight pounds in a year 
with DeMille," he said, " but I lost it 
back in five weeks when I went back 
to work for Jim. And I got ulcers 
besides." He returned just in time to 
get in on another crusade against 
crime. 

Why do reporters work for Richard
son at all? For one thing, he sees to it 
that they are paid generously, if they 
produce. He protects them from just 
retribution when they get drunk or use 
nasty language to cops or call movie 
stars "Babe." 

He Puts on an Act 
For another thing, there is his sense 

of humor and his gift of pantomime. 
Richardson's "acts" are touched with 
the artistry of Chaplin and the late 
W. C. Fields, whom he most resembles 
in his derisive caricatures of life. He 
uses his acts in the city room, to break 
the tension that sometimes grips a 
crew at deadline and sends stories 
down to the copy desk full of horrible 
mistakes. 

In one he is a bowler. Without props, 
he can create the illusion of thronged 
alleys simply by staring into space and 
tugging his fingers along an imaginary 
towel. You've seen bowlers do it a 
thousand times ; it's the one gesture 
they all have in common. In another 
he is the piccolo player in a symphony 
orchestra. "He ruined symphony music 
for me," says Ernie Lonsdale, Exam
iner church editor. "Now I can't take 
my eyes off the piccolo player." 

Then there are impromptu acts, such 
as the one inspired by a reporter as
signed to interview a girl who had 
recently been acquitted of murder. 

"This pig," said Richardson, "is 
working in this factory. Get me a good 
human interest story. How people like 
working with her, and so forth." 

The reporter shook his head sorrow
fully. "Mr. Richardson, I can't do it. 
That poor girl has suffered enough. 
A U G U S T ,  1 9 5 0  
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"Believe me, chief, This is no ordinary peeping Tom." 

I got her that job myself, so she could 
avoid publicity." 

Richardson crawled up and lay face 
down on his desk, kicking his heels 
and sobbing wildly, until the reporter 
left in confusion. The same act has 
served several times since, to express 
the unutterable bafflement and scorn 
inspired in him by stupidity or inno
cence on the part of the help. 

Another act, which also just grew, 
was abruptly discontinued years ago, 
at the height of its popularity. Rich
ardson was the first person to skate 
on ice in semi-tropical Los Angeles. 
Artificial refrigeration was new then 
and eastern cafes had learned that 
skating acts on small rinks outpulled 
all other floor shows. There were two 
important cafes in downtown Los 
Angeles then-the Bristol, and Har
low's, both on Spring Street. 

Hamilton "Ham" Beall, still one of 
the city's leading press agents, repre
sented Harlow's. They got their rink 
done first, but when they went to look 
for talent, they found the Bristol had 
everybody under contract. Ham re
membered that Richardson had grown 
up in Canada. Could he skate? 

Richardson could. Could he find a 
girl partner who could skate? Richard
son, then getting $35 a week as a 
H era!d reporter, could and did. 

With a Canadian-born manicurist, 
Richardson opened at Harlow's and 
played two sensational weeks, at $ 1 2 5  
per week. Years later, when he was 
managing editor of the now defunct 
Post-Record, the story came out. Beall 
told three artists on the paper about 
their editor's brief career as a skating 
star. These three wags would whistle 
The Skater's Walt.:: at odd, unexpected 

moments. The managing editor would 
thereupon jump up, lock his arms 
behind his back, and skate the length 
of the editorial department and back, 
without benefit of ice or skates. 

Richardson, at the time, was a heavy 
drinker. One day, when he was carry
ing an extra foot of ballast, the pub
lisher brought in a delegation from 
the State Chamber of Commerce. Rich
ardson arose, somewhat unsteadily, to 
shake hands. At this exact moment, 
the trio in the art department struck 
up a merrily whistled Skater's Waltz. 
By the time Richardson skated back to 
his desk, the delegation had vanished. 

Anything could happen on the Post
Record. The rats were so bold that 
they ate not only the paste, but also 
the hair from the paste brushes. A 
loaded rifle was kept over the copy 
desk, and two or three times a shift 
would come the whoop, "Heads down!" 
The staff would . flatten to the floor 
while .22 slugs sprayed the room. 
When the paper finally died, the edi
torial crew gathered up 1 ,800 pounds 
of bottles on the premises, to pay the 
bootlegger for the liquor with which 
the farewell party was .illuminated. 

Union rules have made it possible 
for most reporters today to know 
where their next cup of bourbon is 
coming from. But things happen on 
Jim Richardson's staff, union or no 
union, which couldn't happen on any 
other paper in the country. A few 
years ago his men took up a collection 
and bought him a buggy whip for his 
birthday. It was a city-room j oke. It 
wasn't a joke when, a few days later, 
they asked him to "take that damn 
thing home." It made them nervous. 

The Examiner is the Hearst paper 
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that William Randolph Hearst reads 
first. Richardson works under The 
Chief's eye. He is Louella Parsons' city 
editor and probably the only man 
outside of The Chief whom she fears. 

Richardson has never gone to work 
on a paper without its showing an 
immediate increase in circulation. This 
could be 'coincidence, except that it 
has happened five or six times. There 
is some indication that circulation fol
lows his slam-bang treatment of the 
news. 

It was in 1937 that R.  T. Van Ettisch, 
the Examiner's soft-spoken managing 
editor, called a conference of six aides 
to pick a new man to strengthen the 
city side. The story is that they wran
gled for three hours without agreeing 
on anyone. Finally someone asked, 
"Van, exactly what qualifications do 
you want?" · "To succeed on this job," Van said, 
"a man just about has to be the mean
est, toughest blankety-blank in the 
business." 

"Oh, in that case-" the six chorused. 
The man who sprang instantly to their 
minds had gone home early that eve
ning, and received his promotion in a 
telephone call from Van. 

Seven Lost Years 
Richardson likes to gloss over these 

highlights of his career and condense 
his autobiography into one line: "I have 
been married four times and shot at 
twice." He is particularly vague about 
one period of his life. Asked what he 
did between 1928 and 1935, he says 
with cheerful candor, "I don't know. 
I was drunk." He was a rip-roaring 
drinker long before Hecht and Mac
Arthur introduced the type to the 
stage and movies in "The Front Page." 
He swore off 13 years ago, and today 
professes to believe that no man can 
be a complete reporter until he has 
been driven into a soj ourn in the gut
ter by liquor, women or both. 

It was Richardson who invented the 
breast-pocket flask, with a rubber 
tube running from it to a carnation 
in his lapel. Judges who saw him come 
into court sober and reel out drunk 
may have wondered why he bent to 
sniff his boutonnierre so often. But 
they never caught on. 

Richardson was born in Windsor, 
Ontario, November .23, 1 894. He went 
to school, until he was expelled, in 
Winnipeg, Manitoba. He landed his 
his first j ob with the Free-Press there. 
His father, more grievously shocked 
to learn he was working for a Liberal 
paper than by his expulsion from 
school, which he had regarded as 
inevitable anyway, got him on with 
the TeLegram at seven dollars a week. 
The TeL was safely Tory. 

It was here that he first rubbed 
shoulders with the old j ourneymen 
reporters, a disappearing type-tramps 
who moved with the seasons, drank 
like sturgeons, and borrowed eating 
money from cubs like Jimmy Richard
son, then 19.  

I n  the spring o f  1913  his mother's 
health failed and the family moved to 
Los Angeles. His father got Jimmy a 
8 6  

j ob o n  the T·:mes, through the late 
Harry Chandler, its publisher. 

"Son, where did you come from?" 
the city editor asked, after a week. 

"Winnipeg," Jimmy said. 
The editor winced. "Well, 'you'd 

better go back there. You'll never 
make a newspaperman," he said. 

Jimmy was still j obless on Empire 
Day, May 24, 19 13, when the Richard
sons went to Long Beach to help 
several thousand other expatriate Im
perials celebrate the late Queen 
Victoria's birthday. Jimmy and his 
brother hurried ahead of their parents 
to get good seats for the show at 
Municipal Auditorium. 

The Auditorium was a three-story 
wooden structure built on pilings over 
the beach. Just as the boys approached 
it the second-story floor caved in, 
dumping nearly 1 ,000 people through 
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to the first. This in turn collapsed. 
Bodies dropped through to the beach 
until the funnel-like aperture was 
choked with them. 

The boys helped with rescue work 
until it occurred to Jimmy that he 
was on the site of what might turn 
out to be quite a story. He ran a block 
to the nearest drug store and called 
J. B. T. "Jack" Campbell, city editor 
of Hearst's Evening HeraLd. The 
HeraLd was then locked in mortal cir
culation combat with the rival Express, 
which it has since absorbed. Campbell 
did not identify the breathless voice 
on the phone with the gawky and 
persistent .Canadian youth who had 
been thrown out of his office several 
times. 

"Stay there," he said. "People always 
go to a drug store for first aid." This 
was Jimmy's first lesson in what people 
always do. "Ask questions. Get names 
and addresses and feed them to us. 
Above all, hang onto that phone!" 

Jimmy hung onto it for an hour and 
a half. The rewrite men who took him, 

in relays, at the other end, could act
ually hear the groans of the injured 
who soon littered the floor. The final 
death toll was 48, with 3 1 2  injured. 
Jimmy grasped his fate by the throat. 
Before he surrendered the phone to 
two HeraLd men who were rushed to 
the scene, he extorted from Campbell 
the rash promise of a j ob as a reporter. 

He started with the HeraLd at seven 
dollars a week. Three years later he 
was its boy-wonder star reporter. By 
1923, when he was 29, he was its city 
editor and a big man in town. Judges 
called him mister and bootleggers rev
erently brought him the first case off 
the boat. Los Angeles was just entering 
its gaudiest, goriest era, two decades 
in which dead bodies were discovered 
almost weekly. It might have become 
monotonous except for Richardson's 
endless enthusiasm. 

() <'0/�� 
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Death never bored him. His stories 
hailed each new mutilated corpse as 
though murder had just been invented. 
Zack Farmer, now a wealthy Los 
Angeles business man, worked as a 
reporter with Richardson during this 
period. "Jim," says Farmer, "had a 
natural talent for unnatural death, a 
bitter insight that no other newspaper
man I knew ever had. Even in a cheap 
skidrow killing he could come up with 
some heartbreaking angle that gave· 
the reader a sense of identification 
with, and pity for, the victim. I'd 
hate to be Jim Richardson, and see 
what he sees that the rest of us miss." 

This was in 1923. Five years later 
he was broke and j obless again, having 
been fired for drunkenness by every 
paper in town. This despite a brilliant 
record as a crime and court reporter on 
countless big stories. 

For two years, unable to get a J Ob, 
Richardson worked for his· brother, a 
commercial movie producer. Then the 
late Ivan W. "Ike" St. Johns, ch1ef 
of publicity at Universal studios, hired 
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him to do the publicity on "All Quiet 
on the Western Front." Richardson had 
worked on the HeraLd with both Ike 
and his wife, Adela Rogers St. Johns, 
who became Jim and Maggie's close 
personal friends. 

Richardson held the job without in
cident, until Ike unwarily sent him to 
convoy two bus-loads of women fan
magazine writers to a junket on loca
tion. Richardson fortified himself for 
the ordeal with firewater, the girls 
ended up alone in the wrong desert, 
and Richardson was once more out of 
a j ob. 

It was in 1935 that he awakened in 
Queen of Angels hospital with kidneys, 
heart and liver all in a state of mutiny. 
He spent a month there with his face 
to the wall, while an unsympathetic 
doctor got his vital organs synchron
ized again. When he wobbled out, 
Richardson swore he was through. 

"Poppycock! "  the doctor said, 
without malice. "You'll come back. 
Drinkers like you always do." 

The doctor's cynicism shocked him 
into making good on his pledge. "Sure, 
it was bad for a while," he says, "but 
the only way to quit is to quit." 

Then came the hard climb back. No 
editor would believe he had quit, or 
even could. His first break came when 
he was retained as investigator by a 
reform group seeking to oust the dis
trict attorney. Richardson produced the 
documentary evidence that resulted in 
the official's indictment. He was later 
acquitted; but in the meantime Rich
ardson had moved on to another job, 
as investigator for a committee of the 
State Legislature, empowered ·to in
quire into "all sources of revenue." 

Race Tracks-a Hot Potato 
This included race tracks, then the 

hottest political potato in California. 
There was only one track in the Los 
Angeles area then-Santa Anita. Rich
ardson's report led the committee to 
recommend that a second one be auth
orized. One of the backers of the 
second track venture was a wealthy 
Los Angeles horseman, Norman W. 
Church. 

Church hired Richardson to carry 
on the fight to get authorization for a 
second track through the Legislature. 
Less than a week later the famous 
"Proclivity Case" broke. Proclivity 
was one of Church's horses. It won 
a race at Santa Anita. The next day, 
while Church was entertaining guests 
in his box at the track, the loud
speaker announced that his stable had 
been suspended because Proclivity 
had been doped. 

Church angrily yanked his horses 
out of the meet, and Richardson, with 
all the backing the irate rich man 
could give, began the long campaign 
to clear Proclivity of the charge. He 
did it by calling in experts from Cal
ifornia Institute of Technology and 
forcing the case into court, where 
their testimony became public record. 
They cleared Proclivity and the courts 
cleared Church. The second track
Hollywood Park-was then built. 

Richardson was making important 
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money, but he had been a newpaper
man too long to be happy in any other 
line. In 1937 he went back to Van 
Ettisch and pleaded for another chance. 
Van hired him as a rewrite nian. A 
month later he was city editor. 

Today he · is in his thirteenth year 
on the j ob. If he was a terror to police 
and opposition papers, as an irrespons
ible, brawling reporter, he is more so 
as the editor of the city's biggest 
paper. Two recent feats, in one of 
which he scooped even his own repor
ters, will help explain why the 
Examiner's circulation goes on climb
ing faster than the population . of Los 
Angeles. 

The "Black Dahlia" Case 
Three years ago, a girl's terribly 

mutilated body was found on a vacant 
lot in Los Angeles. After the police 
had failed, the Examiner identified 
her as Elizabeth Short, the "Black 
Dahlia," by wiring her fingerprints to 
Washington, where they were matched 

. against those filed when she worked 
as a clerk in an Army PX post. It was 
the Examiner which got her mother's 
address from the same source, and it 

.was an Examiner reporter who called 
her home in Massachusetts and broke 
the news. 

A few days later Richardson located 
the girl's luggage less than a mile 
from the City Hall. For the first month 
of this still unsolved case, the police 
came to the Examiner to find out what 
what was going on. 

In the Overell case, Richardson 
engineered a scoop from his own home 
town that sold over 100,000 extra 
papers, a record ·for the West Coast 
and pretty good anywhere. George 
"Bud" Gollum and Beulah Louise 
Overell had been arrested in neighbor
ing Orange County, on a charge of 
murdering the girl's wealthy parents 
by dynamiting their yacht. A week 
before they went to trial, Richardson 
came out with three exclusive pages 
of lurid love notes exchanged by the 
sweethearts while they languished in 
j ail. 

The notes, which a deputy sheriff 
had been transmitting for the young 
lovers, had been saved as a prosecu
tion surprise. They were. Not even 
the crew Richardson had covering the 
story knew about them until they 
came out in the Examiner. Their pub
lication was credited with blowing the 
state's case higher than the dynamited 
yacht. Bud and Beulah were acquitted. 
Richardson says he will never tell how 
he got the photostats of the notes
only that he transcribed them and 
dictated the story to Maggie in his 
own living room. 

He lives in a comforable home in 
Santa Anita Oaks, 18 miles from Los 
Angeles and as far from Hollywood as 
he can get. He · has spent 36 of his 
55 years in the newspaper business 
or kindred pursuits, 35 of them in one 
city. When away from the office, he 
lies in his hammock under the oaks, 
reading Saroyan and Thomas Wolfe. 
On a tree at the head of the hammock 
a weatherproof telephone extension 

has been installed. And the contacts 
of 35 years creep furtively into 
telephone booths all over California, 
to tip him on stories. There is a saying 
in Los Angeles-particularly the 
Hollywood area-that a murderer who 
keeps his head will first phone Jim 
Richardson and then Jerry Giesler, the 
coast's leading criminal lawyer. 

Everyone in Los Angeles has a 
favorite Richardson story. His friend 
Harlan Ware, the writer, likes to tell 
about the time George Lait, then an 
Examiner reporter, went deer hunting 
in the Sierra Nevadas with Sam San
sone, a photographer. Three days later 
Lait staggered into the city room with 
his arms full of bleeding slabs of meat, 
which he threw on the desk. 

"Help yourselves to venison, boys," 
he said proudly. "Take all you want." 

Richardson went on working as his 
staff shared the kill. 

"Aren't you going to have some, 
Jim?" Lait asked him. 

Richardson grimaced at the bloody 
meat. 

"Not," he said, "until I see Sam 
Sansone-ali ve." 

He believes that a good city editor 
has to have, as well as toughness, an 
ego with a hide like a regulation 
baseball. 

Half Captain Bligh, half Groucho 
Marx-that is the way he is described 
by L. W. Claypool, a distinguished 
alumnus of the Richardson school, now 
political editor of the Los Angeles 
DaiLy News. To Henry Sutherland, his 
star rewrite man, he is half elf, half 
oaf. "Richardson," says Clarence "Gus" 
Newman, veteran Examiner reporter, 
"is just as good as he thinks he is
and that's pretty good." 

I Try to Resign 
To me, the thought of him will 

always bring back the most uncom
fortable afternoon I ever spent-and 
I don't mean just the most uncomfort
able one in the years that I worked 
for Richardson. 

I was covering the City Hall beat. 
Three times that afternoon he had 
telephoned to ride me-with spurs on 
-about my stories. The fourth time 
it was over a misplaced apostrophe. 
The theory that it was all for my own 
good-that he did it because he liked 
me, really-had long since worn thin. 

"Mr. Richardson," I said, when I 
could insert a word by its thin edge, 
"how long will it take you to get 
another reporter down here? Because 
in exactly fifteen minutes I will have 
emptied my desk, shaken hands with 
the Mayor, and forever kissed these 
marble corridors-" 

That was as far as I got. 
"Who the hell do you think you 

are, giving me the rush act?" he roared. 
"You stay where you are! I'll tell you 
when you can quit!" 

It was another year and a half before 
I managed to get away, and I still 
haven't fully recovered from the effects 
of working for him. But I can now 
look back on the experience philo
sophically. Into each life, I say to 
myself, some rain must fall. e e e 
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and lived away. That made all the dif
ference. It was having a tired wife, 
and kids, that made you feel as Marty 
often felt, hemmed in and strapped 
down tight, like that dream he'd had 
from the time he was a kid when Pop 
would come home drunk and bloody 
from the Lithuanian Club and Marty 
would listen in bed, then fall asleep 
inside the glass mountain. 

Actually there were two dreams, the 
glass mountain dream and the turtle 
dream. The glass mountain was the 
worst. He was encased in it, looking 
out, and he couldn't move at all, not 
even his eyeballs. There was no sounct 
except the beating of his heart and the 
rushing of his blood. The world went 
on outside the mountain, but Marty 
was imprisoned, like a stone in ice. 

The other was a bus driver's dream. 
Then he was a man who turned into a 
turtle. There was a heavy plate below 
him, another on top. His head, hands 
and feet stuck out as he tried to cross 
a road before a truck came along and 
squashed him. 

He didn't have to be asleep to have 
the turtle dream. Sometimes he had it 
wide awake as he drove through rain 
out the deserted turnpike toward the 
end of the line at Paradise Green. 

H E HOPED that snow would stay 
away until Christmas. Once the 

ground was covered there'd be no 
more part-time work. Mr. Bentick 
regarded the coming of snow as a 
signal to withdraw until spring. "Well, 
Marty, thus endeth the odd-job de
partment until the winter of my discon
tent has passed." Mr. Bentick always 
talked like that, as though he were 
reading from a book. He was a white
haired, dreamy little guy who knew all 
about flowers and trees and birds, but 
never put a finger in the soil; who 
could reel off facts about the stars, but 
all he did was look at them through 
his telescope. Marty couldn't figure 
how a guy like that could make the 
money he seemed to have. Probably 
inherited it, or something. 

Marty had to work for every dime 
he'd ever had. Steffy was always after 
him to get a j ob at the chemical plant 
in Paradise Green, so he wouldn't have 
to work nights and all day, too. "You'll 
kill yourself. Marty. Besides, how do 
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you think I like it, home alone every 
night, never even get to see a movie? 
The kids drive me nuts sometimes." 

He knew it was no fun for her. She 
was getting thin and scrawny, the kids 
were running wild, the crummy 
Project house was showing signs of 
neglect. And then sometime!), on 
Thursday, when he had his night off, 
something got into him. One beer 
might start him off ; the guarded smile 
of a pretty girl would be enough to 
bring on that feeling of wanting to 
bust out. The one night in the week 
when he should take it easy at home, 
or go. out with Steffy for a little 
recreation, would become a time for 
adventure and escape, too often with 
humiliating results. He would end up 
early Friday in the diner near the 
garage, swallowing black coffee while 
the other drivers razzed him about a 
black eye, or he'd rush home to get to 
bed before the kids woke up. He didn't 
like the kids to see him with a hang
over. He remembered too well how 
his old man had looked. 

Yet he never was so foolish as to 
spend the money he had saved up for 
the washing machine. He had a special 
wallet for it. One half of everything 
he earned at Mr. Bentick's went to 
Steffy, but the other half he stowed 
away secretly in the wallet on his hip. 
No matter how many beers he had, 
he never touched it-although right 
now he could feel it burning in his 
pocket. Thursday night was coming 
and that girl was on his mind. 

The possibilities raced through his 
blood as he stood at his own front 
door. He could see her wide, shining 
forehead, her pouting mouth, half 
smiling, half kissing. He got out his 
key and snapped the door open. He 
had his milk and sandwich and then 
went in to bed. 

Steffy was asleep. As usual, she had 
left the window closed, knowing he 
would open it and replace the room's 
warmth with his own. She loved him, 
always and no matter what. Without 
Steffy, he'd be the world's biggest bum, 
a dope, a no-good drifter, pre:v to 
every girl who liked the size of his 
shoulders and every drink that passed 
beneath his nose. He knew that. But 
still he couldn't cool the hot memory 
of a pointed face that offered swift 
release for his large, unruly nature. 

· He told Mr. Bentick about the girl 
next day, not to be boastful but 
because Mr. Bentick seemed to enjoy 
the experiences of a bus driver. Mr. 
Bentick had his telescope on the lawn 
and was looking at the sun, having 
screwed a black disk over the eyepiece 
to shut out the glares. 

"You mean," he said, "this factory 
Venus, in a split second's observation, 
decided that you were the sole object 
of her heart's desire, and was quite 
willing to demonstrate . . .  " 

Marty never liked the kidding way 
that Mr. Bentick talked. "Well, you 
know how some girls are." 

"Obviously a prostitute at heart, 
Marty. You were quite right in reject
ing her advances. Any man would do 
for her, any man at all." 

"It wasn't like that exactly. You 
see--" 

"Would you care to observe two 
exceptionally large sun spots, Marty? 
Just put your roving eye to that glass. 
After which, I am afraid, we shall 
have to resume our warfare against 
nature's excessive growth in the lot." 

"Good deal, Mr. Bentick. Good deal." 
Marty always came away from the 

Bentick place vaguely dissatisfied. 
Where did Bentick get off, pretending 
to know all about women? Why should 
an old guy understand how a girl like 
her could stir up Marty's guts? 

Steffy called for him in the beat-up 
Ford at two and gave him a hot lunch 
at home. He changed into his uniform, 
transferring the special wallet from 
his work pants to his baggy driver's 
trousers. There was no clean shirt for 
him. All his shirts were on the line, 
except the one he'd worn two days. 

"I couldn't get to them until this 
morning," Steffy said. "You don't know 
how many clothes there are to wash, 
especially in winter." 

H E SMILED knowingly and slapped 
his driver's cap back on his head. 

"Sure I know, honey. But I don't 
need a clean shirt today. I'm not going 
any place." It was hard not to tell her 
about the washing machine. 

He said, "Be good now," to the kids 
before he headed across the lot to the 
traffic circle where he hopped a bus 
driven by old Frank Farkas, senior 
driver for the company. 

"You going to pick today?" he asked 
Farkas. 

"Yes, sir, and I'm keeping this 
route." 

"Why, Frankie boy, I wouldn't take 
this route if you gave it to me. No 
excitement. Too far out in the sticks. 
I like a route that goes through town." 

But while he was waiting at the 
garage he got to thinking about the 
girl again. If he picked the same route, 
he'd probably see her frequently. The 
night shift at the cable factory let 
out two minutes before he was due to 
pass it going east. He couldn't miss 
her, every night. Tonight, for instance, 
she'd be there and she'd remember 
him no doubt, no doubt. 

Standing in line at the traffic desk, 
Joey Mudo said to him, "What you 
giving your wife for Christmas? I got 
to get something, I don't know what." 

Marty came down to earth. What 
was wrong with him, worrying about 
the girl and which route to pick? 
What did it matter so long as he kept 
his j ob and earned enough extra to 
get that washing machine? Mr. Ben
tick was right. The girl would only 
lead him into trouble. Yet when the 
chief starter said, "Martin Kosacs. 
Same route, Marty? Number 17?" he 
didn't have sense enough to change. 
He could see the chart, too, and there 
were plenty of other routes still open. 

Before he went on duty he took 
Joey Mudo to the store to see the 
machine. A few dollars more and it 
was his, fully paid for. 

"Two more days at Bentick's and 
I'll have it," he said to Joey proudly. 
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"Then next year I'm going to make 
enough to get out of that lousy Project. 
One thing at a time, Joey, that's the 
way to do it. One day I'll own one of 
those nifty houses in Paradise Green 
and hire someone to cut my lawn, 
like old Bentick does with me . . .  " 

S NOW came that night. Marty was 
entering the city from Fairhaven 

when he saw the flakes. He checked his 
watch and made a mental note to tell 
the starter at Seventh that he wouldn't 
be able to keep on schedule. 

That this should happen now! If the 
snow kept up, Mr. Bentick would call 
off all work, putting an end to extra 
money from that source. And another 
thing-he'd miss the night shift at the 
cable plant. The girl would get on 
somebody else's bus while he was still 
in Fairhaven. 

He forgot that when he was a kid 
the first snow of winter was greeted 
by the Kosacs boys with .shouts of 
joy. This snow was a plot against him 
personally, a dirty trick, a gyp. It 
ruined everything, his boast to Joey, 
his confidence before Steffy, his plans 
for Christmas and his more immediate 
expectations about the girt. On the 
outskirts of the factory district he 
leaned forward angrily, gripping the 
wheel in resentment against nature. 
He could feel the turtle sensation 
taking possession of him. The bus was 
his body, the floor and roof were the 
plates above and below, the skidding 
wheels were his four sluggish claws. 
There was no escape. 

When he reached Depot Street there 
was no mistaking the lasting quality 
of the snow. Small cars ahead of him 
were taking it slowly. Knots of people 
waited under hazy street lamps, shiv
ering when they stumbled in. At the 
cable factory stop, a crowd got on. 

"Back in the bus!" Marty yelled. 
"Everybody move back ! "  

The girl was one o f  the last. She 
swung to a tight place j ust behind the 
screen. "Hello. How you doing?" 

He jerked his head and there she 
was, wrinkling her nose at him. Her 
collar turned up, her face pink with 
cold. The heavy lipstick, built up at 
the corners of her mouth, made her 
smile look like a seductive snarl. 

The turtle that was Marty slid out 
of its shell, rose up and walked like 
a man. "Well, look who's here. Who 
let you out?" 

"The foreman was afraid he wouldn't 
get home to wifie, so they shut down 
for the night." 

"Where you going now?" 
"Home, I guess. Got any ideas?" 
"Same old routine. I'm on till one. 

Probably two in this storm." 
"I couldn't stay awake that long." 
Marty thought fast. Tomorrow was 

Thursday, his day off. Monday was 
Christmas. He'd planned to stay home 
and sober tomorrow night, getting 
things ready for the kids. Then Friday 
he was going to put in his last lick of 
work for old Bentick and on Saturday 
pick up the washing machine and the 
other gifts. He had had it all arranged. 
But now there'd be no work at Ben-
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tick's. The few dollars h e  needed for 
the washing machine would have to 
be borrowed or coaxed out of Steffy's 
household funds. And what about this 
dame? Where was he going to get the · 

dough for that? 
Spending money on her wasn't in 

his plans at all. He wanted only what 
she seemed to offer, something much 
more direct than fancy romancing. She 
started it, she had opened the door for 
his flight from domesticity. He didn't 
·�reject her advances," as Bentick put 
it; he never rejected excitement when 
it came up and hit him between the 
eyes. But he didn't like it complicated. 
He didn't want it to cost anything. 

He couldn't think while the pas
sengers pushed and j ammed against 
the guard rail. He had to have time 
to figure out what to do. 

"Ride out to Paradise Green with 
me. I'll be needing company on the 
way back. I'll check the garage on the 
return. Maybe they'll take this bus 
off." He had a full run to make and 
then some. He was ten minutes behind 
and getting slower by the minute. 

At Seventh, the starter held some 
of the crowd for the next bus. Marty 
shouted out to him. "What's the word?" 

"Go to the Green and come back. 
Check me on the return. If it gets 
too bad we'll cancel Fairhaven." 

Just as he thought. Marty peered 
around for the girl but she was 
squeezed too far behind for him to 
see her. He figured he could drop her 
off on the way back, check in early 
and meet her some place by midnight. 
Why wait until tomorrow night? If 
he had to spend money on her, he 

could use a little of the washing
machine money and get Steffy some
thing else for Christmas. The machine 
could wait another month. And if he 
didn't get home until late, he had the 
best excuse in the world-the storm. 

The pre-holiday crowds were with 
him all the way to Paradise Green. 
At the community building they 
jumped out and headed for home. One 
woman, carrying mistletoe, gave him a 
sprig and he felt so cocky he hung it 
from the cross rail above the fare 
box. The girl was still in the bus. 

"Hey, what's the idea?" she said. 
"How many women do you want?" 

He ducked out from behind the 
wheel and took her to the Paradise 
Corner cafe. Over coffee, he asked her, 
"How come you didn't get off at 
Twentieth?" almost wishing she had. 

She was just lonely, she said. Didn't 
know anybody. All the guys at the 
factory were jerks. "You married?" 

"Yeah. Why?" 
"I was just asking. I like to know 

whether we're going to have a good 
time or whether you're going to start 
worrying about how late it's getting." 

"Who's worrying?" 
"Well, I like fellows who aren't 

afraid of their wives, or anything." 
Marty slapped some change down 

on the counter and stood up. "Come 
on, let's go." He strutted a bit as he 
walked back with her through the 
snow. Afraid? He wasn't afraid of 
anything. 

Two men were sitting in the bus, 
waiting for the driver. One was Mr. 
Bentick. "Hello, Marty, I was wonder
ing if this might not be your vehicle." 
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"Well, Mr. Bentick. Your car get 
stuck?" 

"Not exactly. But I left it at the 
plant. It's not a very pleasant night to 
drive to Fairhaven. I thought I could 
entrust my aged person to the more 
experienced maneuvers of the omnibus 
driver. Do you think you can safely 
deliver me to my destination, Marty?" 

"Oh, sure. I'll get you there. I'll 
get you into the city anyway." 

The girl took the j ump seat near the 
fare box. Marty glanced at the other 
passenger. "How far you going, 
mister? 

"Seventh and Depot." 
He got behind the wheel and shut 

the door, starting up immediately. It 
occurred to him that things might be 
working out even better than he ex
pected. Here was his chance, for 
instance, to talk Mr. Bentick into 
keeping up the work at Fairhaven. 
With that assurance, he could still get 
Steffy the washing machine even if he 
did have to spend money on the girl 
tonight. What was he worrying about? 
The storm hadn't spoiled things after 
all. Instead it was a lucky break. 

He thought he'd better clinch the 
deal before he made plans with the 
girl. "What're you doing in Paradise 
Green, Mr. Bentick? You work at the 
chemical plant?" 

"I'm a chemist, Marty. Didn't you 
know? Occasionally I am summoned 
to devise a formula and bring a new 
j aw-breaking word into the language." 

SO THAT'S where he got his money. 
A chemist. No wonder he knew so 

much about everything. Marty con
centrated on his driving, but he kept 
on talking. 

"I guess you won't be looking 
through your telescope tonight, huh?" 

No answer. 
"I'll bet your driveway's going to 

need a lot of shoveling tomorrow, Mr. 
Bentick. You want me to come over 
and go to work on it?" 

Still no answer. The old guy was 
probably thinking it over. 

"Tell you what, Mr. Bentick. Sup
pose I go over to the plant tomorrow 
and pick up your car. You shouldn't 
leave it out when the weather's like 
this. I could drive it to your house 
and then clean off the driveway." 

It was funny that Mr. Bentick didn't 
say anything. Marty turned to look 
around the screen. On the j ump seat, 
instead of the girl, the other man was 
sitting. His legs were crossed and he 
appeared to be relaxed and comfort
able. But in his right hand was a gun, 
a stubby-looking thing with an ugly 
black hole in it. The hole was pointing 
straight at Marty. 

"Okay, mug. That's enough. Pull 
over and stop. And don't get excited." 

For a moment Marty couldn't believe 
it. It was all so quiet and quick. The 
bus had j ust gone past the last neat 
house in Paradise Green and was 
heading back down the turnpike across 
the meadows toward the city. Nothing 
could be seen outside except the swirl
ing snow. The rear-view mirror showed 
only empty seats. The girl and Mr. 
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Bentick must b e  opposite the j ump 
seat immediately behind the screen. 

The guy was a lanky fellow with a 
long mean face under the shadowing 
brim of his hat. "Nobody'll hear me 
if I let you have it." 

Marty pulled over and stopped. 
"Leave your motor running and 

empty your pockets." 
Lead weights were in Marty's arms. 

He tried to move his hands but he felt 
as though he were enclosed in some
thing solid. He could see and feel all 
right, he could hear his heart beating, 
his brain was going a mile a minute, 
but around him, once again, was the 
intolerable glass mountain. 

Mr. Bentick spoke up in a strange, 

With his head lowered he got a 
glimpse of Mr. Bentick and the girl, 
side by side on the front seat. The 
girl's legs were crossed, her skirts high 
up. Mr. Bentick was shaking, his face 
ghastly pale as he took a wallet from 
his coat, removed his wrist watch and 
laid them on his lap. With the gun on 
Marty, the guy gathered up the offer
ings. Then he reached for Marty's 
change. Several coins dropped to the 
floor, but he paid no attention. 

"That's a good boy. Now your fold
ing money. Hurry up." 

The girl was staring at the gunman, 
fascinated, not moving. Her mouth was 
open a little way and she was breath
ing hard. Her eyes were hungry holes, 

"I'll sure be glad when hunting season is over, so I can relax." 

tight voice. "Look here, young man, 
do you realize-" 

"Shut up, pop. Turn out your pockets. 
Everything." 

Marty didn't dare turn around. He 
heard the girl say, in a kind of wheed
ling voice, "I haven't got much to give 
you, handsome. I work in a factory . . . " 

"You got plenty, baby. Sit tight. 
Don't move. I'll take care of you." 

He stood up then and booted Marty 
viciously in the hip. "Hurry up, square
head. Out of that seat. Let's see your 
dough." He kicked again. Marty moved 
at last and crawled out under the 
rail. He felt sick inside as he stood 
erect; the coin clip hanging from his 
neck was on its strap. He clicked the 
levers slowly, letting the coins drop 
into his nerveless hand. All his move
ments were deliberate. He turned over 
the coins, then dug into his coat pocket 
to bring out a fistful of change. 

her red lips made a curling gash more 
seductive than a smile. She didn't seem 
to be afraid at all. She was giving the 
guy all she had and getting a big kick 
out of it. Just like Mr. Bentick said, 
any man at all would do for her. 

The sickness in Marty's stomach 
became a great revulsion, not only 
against the holdup man for getting 
everything for nothing, or against the 
girl for being what she was, but mostly 
against himself. He thought of the 
washing machine and the money on 
his hip. He looked out of the glass 
mountain and saw things clearly; but 
this time he could see himself, a big 
dumb pig who hadn't sense enough 
to know he was only fat for killing. 
He wasn't satisfied to have a house, a 
wonderful wife, four healthy kids and 
steady work. No, he had to go hog
wild for everything, a dame, a good 
time on the towri, and still play safe 
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with Steffy and his j ob. What kind of 
man was he anyway-a rat, like this 
chiseler with the gun? Or was he just 
what the guy said, a sauarehead, a 
mug, a dope? 

For the first time Marty understood 
why Mr. Bentick talked to him in that 
kidding way and why the other drivers 
razzed him about his binges. He wasn't 
smart, that's all. Maybe he couldn't 
help it, maybe he was just like his 
old man, but all the same . . .  

He felt his muscles tighten. His voice 
said words that hadn't formed in his 
mind. "If you want any more, you'll 
have to take it off me." 

The guy raised his head. "Look 
who's getting tough. Why you-" 

Mr. Bentick shouted. "Marty! Do 
what he says. He'll kill you. Never 
mind the money. Do what he says!" 

But Marty couldn't change his nature 
now. It wasn't the money and it wasn't 
the girl. It was something else, bigger 
than he was. The guy was pushing him 
against the rail. "You heard what pop 
said. You want a bellyful?" 

Marty couldn't stand it any longer. 
The glass mountain heaved and split 
apart. His throbbing fist came up hard 
and fast. Everything went blood-red 
wild. The gun went off, the guy sailed 
back against an empty seat. The girl 
screamed. Mr. Bentick collapsed, slid
ing off the seat like a dropped rag. 
Something resembling a truck rolled 
up and roared right over Marty's body. 
Glass shattered behind him, and the 
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most of all from California, wafted 
south and west by the trades, checking 
their figures, getting off their course, 
worrying, despairing, eventually re
j oicing. They came singly, in boats 
they had bought at bargain sales or had 
constructed in their own backyards. 
They came in pairs, trios, quartets, 
none of them speaking to the others by 
the time they fetched up in Papeete. 
They came using charts, official and 
otherwise: omi lad I knew sailed more 
than 4,000 miles alone with only a 
page torn from a second-class atlas. 
And Harry Pidgeon, the second man 
to single-hand it around the world, 
made the Tahiti-Fiji leg (darned near 
halfway across the Pacific at its widest 
part) with nothing but the map in a 
steamship folder. 

But they got there. That's the ex
traordinary thing. With their wobbly 
legs, crazy compasses and rusty sex
tants, their whiskers-somehow, again 
and again, they made it. 

Down at the quay the tiny sloop had 
made fast, and the customs agents 
were swarming aboard, all but sinking 
it under their weight. They'd popgun 
questions at him, and poke about, 
undeterred by the obvious fact that 
the boat contained nothing declarable. 

After a while the soloist was per
mitted to step ashore. Immediately, 
the crowd engulfed him and he was 
paraded triumphantly to Quinn's. 
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next thing he knew h e  was a turtle 
again, floating on a wavy sea. 

There was a plate on top and a plate 
below, but he was on his back. He 
tried to move his heavy claws, but they 
wouldn't move. The truck had mashed 
him at last. He was flatter than a 
dead thing in the road. Up and down 
he went, gently on the swelling · sea. 

"Easy now," someone said. "Don't 
bump him." He slid forward on his 
shell into darkness. Then he heard a 
siren from far off. 

When he breathed he could feel 
where the bullet went, under his ribs 
on the right side and out the back 
somewhere. He remembered, when it 
hit him, it felt just like a truck. 

He opened his eyes and there was 
Mr. Bentick. 

"Well, Marty." 
He wasn't a turtle any more, but he 

was still floating on the waves. Some
how he managed to talk. "Mr. Bentick. 
You all right?" 

"Yes, Marty. Everything's all right. 
You, too, you rascal. What did you 
do it for? You might have been killed." 

"I got mad at myself for being such 
a dope. What about the guy?" 

"You hit him rather hard, Marty. 
He's in the hospital, too." 

"The girl?" 
"She wants to come to see you. 

You're a big hero now. I told her to 
wait a day or so. This is the girl, I 
take it, who was about to make an 
unpleasant mess of your married life?" 

Marty groaned. "Tell her to go back 

Later he would be escorted to Laurey's, 
then here to the Club. They usually 
came here for the third shout. 

From friends who flopped down to 
drink or just stood to pass the time of 
day from the road below, bits of infor
mation drifted past me like smoke. 
The newcomer's name was Potter, he 
was from California, and he'd been 
more than eleven weeks out of sight of 
everything but water and sky-hadn't 
even sighted a ship or heard the 
tumult of a reef. The first he'd wanted 
to know when the douaniers boarded 
him was if this was Nukuhiva? He 
seemed thunderstruck when told that 
he was 900 miles south and west of 
Nukuhiva. He simply couldn't under
stand it. We could. He was by no 
means the first mariner we had known 
to make the same mistake. 

Anyway, it had been a close thing, 
in another sense. He was down to his 
last pint of water, his last two cans of 
peaches. 

It was Pupu who found the mot 
juste for Potter. Pupu was a town gal, 
not a giggler like most, but rather 
grave, with beautiful shoulders and 
breasts, enormous feet, and the car
riage of a queen. Pupu found me alone, 
and I bought her a "pippermint." In 
a blend of pidgin French qnd ( on my 
part, at least ) even more pidgin Tahit
ian, we chatted of various things while 
we looked down at the waterfront and 
a11 the little white· schooners. Then 
suddenly, and most unexpectedly, 
Pupu burst into English. 

to Buffalo. I'm through with dames 
like that. She was j ust like you said. 
Can't ·you keep her away from me?" 

Mr. Bentick pursed his mouth. "Well, 
we could get you a j ob in Paradise 
Green when you're on your feet. 
Remove you from temptation, as 
it were. A daytime job, too. Any
body who'll hang mistletoe in a bus, 
either literally or figuratively, simply 
shouldn't be driving a bus, especially 
at night. Am I right, Marty?" 

Sometimes he couldn't tell whether 
Mr. Bentick was kidding or not. 
"Where's Steffy? "  

"Talking t o  the doctor. I'll get her." 
Steffy came in and threw herself 

beside him on the bed. "Oh, Marty!" 
He put his hand out and touched 

her shining hair. "Steffy, you sure 
look good. Is my money all right?" 

"Your money?" 
"The money in my wallet. I was 

going to buy you a washing machine 
for Christmas. I saved up for it." 

"A washing machine? For Christ
mas?" 

"Yeah. Isn't that what you'd like?" 
She glanced at Mr. Bentick, her eyes 

shining with surprise. 
Mr. Bentick laughed. "Now that's 

very strange. I asked your wife what 
she wanted for Christmas. And she 
didn't say a washing machine." 

"She didn't?" 
"No. She merely said she wanted 

you back home and well. Women are 
awfully hard to understand, aren't 
they, Marty?" e e e 

"He knots," she exclaimed, motion
ing below. 

"Eh?" 
Down there, a group made up mostly 

of non-buyers was escorting the new
comer, still dazed, from what probably 
had been Quinn's to what certainly 
was about to be Laurey's. 

Pupu pointed. "Knots. He knots." 
She twirled a forefinger against the 

side of her head. 
"Sister," I said with feeling, "I 

think you've got something there." 
So it was that even before Pupu 

had sauntered hippily away I fell to 
pondering what peculiar kind of mad
ness drove these latter-day Magellans 
down to the sea in cockleshells. It is 
a derangement as yet unclassified. 

There was Josh Slocum, a retired 
Yankee skipper, who rebuilt the 39-
foot, nine-inch Spray at a cost of 
slightly more than $500 back in '95, 
and sailed it around the world, 46,000 
miles, in three years, two months and 
two days. Slocum was in his fifties. He 
made his longitudinal calculations by 
dead reckoning, and he never got lost. 

· There was John Voss, another hard
bitten skipper, who rigged an old 
Indian dugout with three masts. It was 
38 feet overall, had a five-and-a-half
foot beam, and drew only two feet. 
Voss didn't even carry a sextant-he 
used an old-fashioned quadrant 
instead. A driver, he took on and cast 
off a succession of mates, the first a 
Canadian newspaper reporter, the 
sixth and las1 a Catholic priest. He 
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visited all sorts of countries and had 
the time of his life. It took him three 
years, three months and 12 days to go 
40,000 miles. He and the Tilikum were 
in perfect condition at the finish. 

There was Tom Drake, a cook, who 
built himself a whole succession of 
small double-ended schooners and 
soloed them ( his only timepiece was a 
dollar watch) again and again through 
the seven seas to j ust about every 
accessible country in the world, and 
wrecked them one by one, cheerfully 
escaping. He died of old age. 

One Did It Twice 
These were seafaring men to start 

with, but Harry Pidgeon was born on 
an Iowa farm and was 18 before he 
saw any body of water bigger than a 
pond. He was a professional photogra
pher who went to sea at 50, having 
studied navigation in a public library, 
and having built, from his own plans, 
a 35-foot yawl, Islander. The j ob took 
18 months and cost about $1 ,000. A 
Melville fan, he wanted to visit the 
original Typee Valley · in the Marque
sas. He went there alone. Then he 
thought he might as well sail around 
the world. So he did, Los Angeles to 
Los Angeles, in three years, 11 months, 
13 days. And then after a few weeks 
at home, damned if he didn't go out 
and do the same thing all over again! 
He is the only man who has done it 
twice. 

There was Erling Tambs, a Nor
wegian newspaper man, who got mar
ried and set forth with his bride in the 
40-foot pilot boat, Teddy. They had a 
dog. A child, Tony, was born in the 
Canaries, another, a girl, in New 
Zealand. They all got home eventu
ally, but not in the Teddy, which piled 
up on a reef. 

These are some who come to mind. 
There were many others. And there 
will be more. 

Why? 
There wasn't any use asking myself 

that, for the fact is that I had been 
bitten by the same bug. For years I 
had yearned to make a fool of myself 
in some small tub, and only laziness 
or timidity had prevented me. I had 
the excuse that I lacked the money
but it doesn't cost much to go around 
the world in a small boat alone. 

Most of the soloists have done it on 
a shoestring, in many cases giving 
occasional lectures in order to be able 
to buy supplies, or sending stamps 
with rare postmarks to those people 
back home (much crazier people )  who· 
treasure such things. A few extra 
bucks can be picked up now and then 
by dropping a missionary or a box of 
trade goods at some remote island 
ordinarily visited only once a year or 
so by a trading schooner. 

I was still thinking of the other 
circumnavigators I'd known, when all 
his new friends brought Potter· up to 
the Cercle Bougainville veranda, and 
I met the guy. He was young and 
husky and homely and rather nice. 
He had pale blue eyes, showing even 
paler against the dirty dark red of his 
face. He'd been badly scorched. 
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Naturally blond, his hair was now 
almost white, and you had to squint 
even to see his eyebrows. 

He didn't suggest a daredevil-but 
then, how many of them do? The 
Fahnstocks, Sterling Hayden, looked 
the part; but most of these men are 
mild, shy, inconspicuous. Barney and 
Pewee Whitman, the chocolate scions, 
who without assistance sailed their 47·
foot ketch Four Winds to Tahiti, are 
nice guys personally but about as 
undashing as you can imagine. They 
were educated in a Quaker school, and 
they are overcautious in everything, 
even their bridge, which is otherwise 
sound. Skipper Jeffery, with whom, in 
the 38-foot Land's End, I sailed 
through the leeward islands of the 
Society group and down to Raratonga 
in the southern Cooks, ·  is a retired 
businessman from South Africa, 
middle-aged, gentle. 

This Potter might have been a 
men's-wear counter clerk back home, 
or a teller in a bank. 

"Cola!" 
"Ho kay!" 
Looking at the lad, studying him, I 

thought of Bob Mill. Bob had been a 
Hollywood press agent, six feet tall, 
weighing more than 200 pounds, in his 
lower thirties, slow-moving, gentle
spoken, wonderfully good-natured, 
when he too suddenly decided to sail 
around the world alone. For about 
$5,000 he bought the double-ended 26-
foot cutter Walrus, small but very 
strong. I took up with Bob at 
Raratonga, and we did a lot of sail
ing together in the Cooks and Samoa. 
He liked to tell stories, to laugh 
quietly. He knew the dangers he ran, 
and he'd been good and scared several 
times, but he'd got over it. He didn't 
think of himself as any kind of hero. 
He was just having a good time, that's 
all. If he had managed to take the 
Walrus around the world it would 
have been the smallest boat ever to 
do this-something Bob hadn't even 
known when he started out. Alas, he 
didn't. He wrecked her on the Great 
Barrier Reef, a complete loss, though 
he saved his own life. 

Sleeping at Sea 
Somebody asked Potter: "But how 

do you sleep?" 
They always asked that. He'd get 

used to it. Bob Mill always used to 
smile and answer, "Flat on my back, 
and snoring like hell." 

What Potter answered I don't 
remember. He hadn't got his answers 
down yet. He would. 

It is true that the single-bander 
sometimes has to stay awake for days 
at a time, and even when asleep he 
must be ready to wake up instantly, 
all senses alert, at any hour, in any 
weather. But he gets plenty of sleep, 
ordinarily. He gets into a regular wind, 
preferably the trades, and lashes the 
wheel or the tiller, and then takes it 
easy. A boat like that, thoroughly 
understood, with everything shipshape, 
with no cargo to shift, will sail itself. 
j ust the way an airplane will fly itself, 
given any kind of steady wind. Very 

few of these circumnavigators ever 
heave-to at night. 

Alain Gerbault, the one-time Davis 
Cup star turned circumnavigator, had 
a compass with luminous dial built 
right into the teak deck of his Fire
crest II. Lying in his coffin-like bunk 
below, he had the underside of this 
compass just a few inches above his 
head. Awake or asleep, he felt his boat, 
as they all do, as they must. By simply 
opening his eyes he could make sure, 
from below, that she was right on her 
course. In one good j ump, if it was 
necessary, he could be at the wheel. 

Tom Drake, a homey old party, who 
probably spent more time alone at sea 
than any other man in history, used 
to describe himself as an "indoors 
man." He liked the cabins of his boats 
to be warm and snug. He spent a great 
deal of his time below, eating beaten 
bis�uits and drinking tea. 

We finished our drinks and shook 
hands all around, and Potter said 
he'd like to get back to the Baby Mine. 

What makes 'em do it I kept ask
ing myself. 

Adventure? That's too pat an expla
nation. Single-handed sailing is dan
gerous enough, Lord knows, but it 
could hardly be called exciting. There 
are days and even weeks together 
when there is nothing whatever to do. 
Even the storms, vicious though they 
may be, after the first few hours are 
monotonous, a matter of slogging it 
out, of hanging on. 

What Do They Get Out of It ? 
Fame? What fame? The lone sailor 

sometimes has a fuss made about him, 
as they were making a fuss about Pot
ter down there right now, but nine 
times out of ten he is the sort of man 
who is only embarrassed by it. The 
return to the home port can be noisy 
and thrilling, but the shouts soon die. 
A few pictures in the paper, a few 
lectures before women's clubs and 
you're a private citizen again. 

No, there's something else that 
drives these men, something nobody 
has ever been able to define, and I 
ought to know, having felt it myself. 
I was a little bewildered, looking down 
to where Potter was going back aboard 
Baby Mine. 

It was the aperitif hour, and every
thing was quiet along the waterfront. 
The leaves of the flamboyante trees 
hung unstirred by breeze. There was 
not a ripple on the lagoon, all spread 
with red, for the sun was setting 
beyond Moorea, shooting fiery j avelins 
past those j agged, unbelievable peaks. 

Looking down at the Baby Mine, I 
saw Potter's bleached head disappear
ing below as he opened the cabin, and 
I knew that I envied that kid with all 
my heart and soul. Why not admit it? 
Looking down at the ridiculous little 
boat, I found that I couldn't see it 
well. My eyes were misted. 

Some day, perhaps-who knows?
I'll keep the vow I made that after
noon, and set out like all the rest of 
them, to sail round the world in some 
little tub that would look more at 
home on Long Island Sound. e e e 
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H e r  B e s t  O f f e r  
{ Continued from page 37 )  

"Well . . .  a t  least a ride t o  town?" 
Creghan climbed in. "That I can 

take and thanks." 
The Engineers corporal at the wheel 

turned through the gate and down the 
Inlet road. Nancy said idly, "Just 
landed from Seattle and - you already 
have a date. She must have been on 
the plan-e with you." 

Not many men, Creghan imagined, 
had ever told Nancy Strain to mind 
her own affairs. That he was one of 
them was probably no credit to him
self. She had said, that time five years 
ago-Nancy Munson speaking, then
"It's going to be one of you, Jack. You 
or Phil. I'd rather it were you, but . . .  " 

Creghan could remember his answer 
very clearly. He had said, "I'm afraid 
it couldn't work, Nancy. You expect 
too much from a man. I don't think 
it's in me to get it for you." 

Now he thought he must have been 
wrong. If she had followed Phil Strain 
to Alaska, to live the Spartan life of 
an Army wife on a frontier post, she 
could not have turned out to be 
exactly demanding. 

He felt no impulse to offend her 
now. He said, "No, not on the plane. 
I think I made this date a long time 
ago. About the time I left Inlet, just 
after the end of the war. So it's very 
likely it won't last long. Could you 
and Phil come in for a drink later?" 

"I'll ask him. Where are you 
staying?" 

"I haven't thought. Would that yel
low monstrosity up ahead be a hotel 
by any chance?" 

"Yes, it is. I'm told it's very nice. 
Laird McNeish built it last year." 

"McNeish! " 
"Yes. Did you know him?" 
"There was a part-Aleut, part

Russian son of a whiskery old Scots 
sourdough named McNeish who ran 
one of the local saloons while I was 
here. Did his own bouncing. The old 
man used to call him 'Laird' whenever 
he was well down in the bottle. Not 
likely the same one." 

"Highly likely, I should say. He now 
owns several more saloons as well as 
the hotel." 

"Well, I suppose that's where I'll 
stop. I'll expect you and Phil this eve
ning. If McNeish runs it, I presume 
it has a bar " 
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"It has," Nancy assured him, 
absently. They were approaching the _ 
outskirts of town, marked by dwind
ling intervals between cabins and 
tarpaper shacks. On what seemed a 
sudden impulse, she swung to face 
Creghan, leaning toward him across 
the narrow seat. 

"Jack, I hope you aren't bringing 
bad news for Phil. Are you?" 

"Whatever I have to tell him," 
Creghan answered, carefully, "it 
shouldn't be news. He already knows 
how the Bureau feels about the high 
route. They've told him." 

The eyes she lifted to him were 
darkly brimming with something very 
like pleading. 

"He has heard it but he doesn't 
understand, Jack. Nobody up here 
does. All this sudden power the 
Bureau has been given over him and 
the Engineers is hard for them to com
prehend. Is that what you've been 
sent up for, Jack? To explain that 
power? Or just to-to wield it? "  

"Neither, Nancy," Creghan told her, 
uncomfortably. "It's not so compli
cated. Congress at last has given us an 
appropriation to build a road down 
the Mena Peninsula from Inlet to salt 
water on the Gulf. The Army Engi
neers are going to build it but it was 
thought that we civilians in Interior 
should approve the route. The reason 
I'm here is no secret. Phil wants to 
build a fine, straight military highway 
right across the mountains. We feel it 
would cost less if it followed the 
shoreline. That's all there is to it." 

"Except that you've come all the 
way up here to tell Phil he can't build 
it the way he wants to." 

"I wouldn't put it that way. I've 
only got to try to convince Phil that 
his way would cost too much." 

She had always had a strong physi
cal effect on Creghan, as she would 
have on any man. When she laid her 
fingers lightly on his knee, he had a 
queer feeling that he could not have 
moved if he tried. 

She said, "Jack, how does it feel 
to be on the other side? Opposed to 
the men you used to work with?" 

Creghan found that his knee would 
move, after all. He laughed. "Not 
much different. I was only a part-time 
soldier, remember. It didn't penetrate 
very deeply." 

THE lobby of the new Alaskan was 
brightly and garishly modern. The 

room they gave him was a good deal 
better than he would have got in the 
old days. He showered, put on a fresh 
shirt, and went down again to First 
Street. 

Both the street and the people on 
it had changed since war days. Neon 
burgeoned on the false fronts along 
the five blocks of the business section. 
The proportion of uniforms to j ackets 
and parkas was much smaller. 

At the end of the last block, just 
before First Street dwindled to a few 
clustered shacks overlooking the bay, 
Creghan found a neat pole cabin, its 
step set flush with the sidewalk. A 
sign over the door said: RoRY's. 

This had not been built, either, 
when Creghan left Inlet. They had 
told him at the hotel desk where to 
find it. The appointment he was keep
ing inside, as he had told Nancy 
Strain, was one he had made a long 
time ago, but only with himself. He 
was probably too late for it-five 
years, too late-but he had to know. 

A girl behind the counter was busy 
at the grill. She looked over her shoul
der as he entered, but if there was 
any change in her expression as she 
said, "Hello, Creghan," he couldn't 
detect it. 

Creghan said, "Hi, Rory." He 
glanced around at the half-dozen 
stools before the counter and the 
booths against the far wall. "I see Nils 
is still handy with an axe. How long 
has he been in the restaurant 
business? "  

"He isn't. I am. You saw the sign." 
"Well, good. I always wondered if 

you could cook. Am I too late for 
supper? "  

"Not i f  steak, French fries and coffee 
will do. I might find a piece of pie." 

"What else could a man want? How 
is Nils, by the way?" 

N ILS ROGNESS was one of the 
Territory's bona fide old-timers. 

Creghan-Major Creghan of the Engi
neers, at the time-had once comman
deered him for a pack trip down the 
Mena. Ostensibly on a preliminary 
survey for a road, they had done a 
little hunting and a great deal of 
talking. Out of that, and Creghan's 
talent for listening, had come one 
vital statistic. 

Rogness had been in Alaska fo< 
nearly half a century. Twenty-odrl 
years before, he had met and married 
a teacher at one of the Indian schools. 
She had not long survived the rigors 
of the Yukon winters but she had 
stayed with Nils long enough to leave 
him with the problem of bringing up 
a baby daughter. A daughter they had 
named Aurora, after the most beauti
ful thing either of them had seen. 

Gazing at the result across the 
counter, Creghan thought that Nils 
had done a fine job. Five years ago 
Creghan had thought that what he felt 
for Rory was simply hunger for the 
best-looking girl in an almost woman
less country. But memory of her had 
stayed in his mind. 

Now she brought him out of his 
fleeting reverie by saying, "Nils? Still 
healthy as a bear and just as shaggy." 

"He in town, too?" 
She turned from the grill, a tall, 

1'ull-bodied girl with bright hair pulled 
smooth above broad brows. "Not Nils. 
We have a place now on the Fox, 
above Lake Tustemena." 

"Down the Mena? That's not gold 
country." 

Rory Rogness laughed. "No. We're 
homesteading. At least, I am. I try to 
keep Nils happy with a mail-order 
Geiger counter and a rumor I pre
tended to have heard that there was 
uranium there. Nils knows better, but 
he humors me." 

She laid knife and fork on the 
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counter and placed a sizzling platter 
between them. 

"We got your letter," said Rory. 
"You're here about the road? "  

Creghan nodded, and devoted him
self to eating for a moment. Then he 
said, thoughtfully, "You say you're 
homesteading on the upper Fox? Why 
up there?" 

She poured two cups of coffee and 
sat down with one across the counter. 
"You know .Nils. He feels cramped 
with anybody else within fifty miles. 
On the lower fork toward Sunrise, its 
really getting crowded. Creghan, you 
won't recognize that valley. Since the 
war, more than a hundred families 
have come in. Nights, instead of lis
tening to the wolves howling along 
the flats, they can look out and see 
lights all around them. Homes. With 
kids. They've even got a school!" 

"Sounds lovely. What do they live 
on?" 

H ER eyes fell. "That's the catch, of 
course. Right now, most of the 

men are up here around Inlet trying to 
make a little money to tide them over. 
There's no point in putting in crops 
they can't sell. They've been working 
some of those places for two full sea
sons now and you should see what 
they can grow. Cabbages big as a 
bushel basket. Tomatoes six inches 
across. Things that cost a dollar a 
pound in Inlet-but no way to get 
them there." 

"I know," Creghan agreed. "That's 
why they cost a dollar in Inlet. Men 
have been talking about what cheap 
transportation could do for the Terri
tory for twenty-five years." 

"That's what these people settled on 
-the hope they'd some day have a 
road. But if it's going to be built 
across the mountains, it isn't going to 
help those kids." 

"I got that," Creghan said. "Wives 
and kids, eh? That must be playing 
hell with the old ratio of ten men to 
every woman. I wondered why you 
had to go to slinging hash." 

She laughed. "I'm getting on, Cre
ghan. Twenty-five next month. But I 
still get offers. Some of one kind, some 
another. Trouble is, I need an engineer 
and none of those have come along." 

"They're useful fellows," Creghan 
agreed. "But why an engineer?" 

"I've got a quarter mile of frontage 
on· the river and they tell me it could 
be damned to furnish enough power 
for a sawmill. I've a hundred acres of 
timber myself and I can get options 
on ten thousand more. And lumber 
sells for five dollars a thousand here." 

Creghan stood up. At her warning 
glance, he stopped his motion toward 
his pocket. He said, "I'm going down 
your way tomorrow. I'll look over 
your Grand Coulee site when I drop 
in on Nils. But tell me something, 
Rory. You and Nils are on the upper 
fork. You know I'm here about the 
new highway, yet all you've done is 
give me a fight talk about the home
steaders at Sunrise. Suppose you had 
convinced me and I was able to run it 
down that way. What then?" 
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She smiled. "You were never the 
domestic type, Creghan. You wouldn't 
go sentimental over a bunch of hungry 
kids. Besides, Nils and I are safe. We 
know the road is going in along the 
upper fork." 

Her face was smooth and smiling. 
Then something clouded it. 

"Where are you staying?" she asked. 
"The Alaskan?" 

Creghan nodded. 
She said, "Laird McNeish owns that. 

Do you know Laird? "  
"I did. I ' m  trying t o  remember any

thing good I might have overlooked." 
"It would be hard to find, I think. 

This you should know, though. Laird 
has a place on the upper fork, right on 
the Pass. The story is that he's build
ing a big tourist lodge there. Hunting, 
fishing, skiing and so on." 

"On the Pass, eh?" 
"Above the lake. Right beside where 

the road is coming through." 
Creghan said, "Tell me, Rory. How 

does everybody happen to know so 
much about where the road is going?" 

"The survey stakes are there." 
"Well, thanks for everything, Rory." 

PHIL and Nancy Strain were wait
ing for him in the Alaskan's 

Wasach Room. Creghan stood for a 
moment at the entrance, blinking in 
the less than half light which filled 
the place. Cocktail lounges had come 
to Alaska as early as the war but Cre
ghan suspected that Soapy Smith and 
Dan McGrew were still revolving in 
their graves. 

Locating his guests, he walked over. 
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Phil Strain, tall, pale and nervous as 
ever, rose to shake hands. The two 
drinks on the table were nearly fresh 
and Creghan discouraged Strain's 
motion to the waiter. 

"Thanks, I'll wait. I've just had 
dinner." 

It had been five years since the 
Strains' wedding, which was the last 
time Creghan had seen them. At that 
time he and Phil had been assigned 
to the same Engineer regiment in the 
States. Strain now wore a colonel's 
eagles. 

Creghan had known a number of 
West Pointers while in the service. By 
his standards, some of them had been 
good men and some not so good. They 
were all good engineers. The weakness 
of the bad ones was always the same, 
a besetting ambition. Other men, civi
lians, who built well were paid in 
wealth and distinction as well as in 
satisfaction with their work. Men like 
Phil had little more than an inordinate 
pride in the structures they raised and 
so they came to think of them as per
sonal monuments. 

That was what Creghan was afraid 
was wrong with Phil Strain. Having 
seen Strain's plans for this new road, 
he could be almost certain of it. He 
was also uncomfortably aware that he 
himself, as ranking consultant on the 
Bureau's staff, already had a certain 
small amount of the reputation, at 
least, which was beyond Strain's 
reach. 

They filled in the five-year gap with 
small talk. Finally, Strain turned to 
Creghan. "Jack, are you all ready to 

"Say, she really is beautiful. Too bad you couldn't get 
it in your wallet without cutting off her head." 
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take off? Anything I can get you for 
your field outfit?" 

"My stuff came up ahead. I'm ready 
any time." 

"Fine. We'll get away in the morn
ing then. Man, I've really got some
thing I want to show you when we · 9et 
down there." 

"So I hear.:' . Creghan's tone came 
out a little dry. 

"We'll begin at the bridge site, just 
below town. I'm going to throw a 
single-span steel arch over the south 
arm of the bay between Inlet and 
Salmon Rock, right across the gorge. 
Two hundred feet above the water, it 
will look just like the Hell Gate span 
over the East River in New York. Will 
the tourists' eyes bug out when they 
drive over that, up in this howlin' 
wilderness!" 

"Not," Creghan said, "if they hap
pen to be taxpayers." 

STRAIN'S face went slack. It was as 
if that last word was one he had 

hoped not to hear. "It will be worth 
it to the country to get the Mena 
opened up." 

"That depends on what the country 
has to pay. You never get back waste." 

"Where's the waste? You've got to 
cross the Arm." 

"Not at Salmon Rock, you "don't. Not 
with a five-million-dollar steel bridge. 
Ten miles inland, at the head, you can 
cross the Arm with a culvert and a 
couple of planks." 

"After you've buiit twenty extra 
miles of road." 

"True enough. But road built with 
little or no grading and with ballast 
hauled up from the beach a hundred 
yards away. Might cost ten thousand 
a mile but not much more." 

Strain's mouth drew tight. Creghan, 
seeing that, decided he might as well 
go ahead and saY. it all. 

"You don't need a steel bridge over 
the Arm, nor a seven-hundred-foot 
tunnel through Mount Tamena. You 
don't need to carry your road over any 
thousand-foot gorges. You're not 
building a scenic railway-just a plain 
two-lane road down the Peninsula. 
You're going to have to build it along 
the shore, on contour lines. And for 
about fifty million less than the esti
mate you sent in." 

"There are rivers to cross at shore
line over a thousand feet wide. What 
about them?" 

"We won't cross them at shoreline. 
Follow upstream above the coastal 
plain and you can jump across." 

"And build a hundred extra miles 
of road." 

"Maybe fifty. So what? We'll save 
the money, we'll open up some coun
try, and that's what counts in this 
project. I know your survey is straight. 
Straight across country, come sea, 
come mountain. But the war is over. 
I'm used to working for people who 
are spending their own money." 

Strain's thin cheeks were flushed. 
Anger ·bmled up in him and he strug
gled to find the words he needed. A 
waiter at his elbow forestalled him 
before he could get them out. 
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Creghan turned, glad of the inter
ruption. Surprised, he saw a tray being 
offered with three fresh drinks. 

He said, "Sorry, wrong table. We 
didn't order those." 

"This is with Mr. McNeish's com
pliments, sir." 

Turning, Creghan saw Laird Mc
Neish filling the doorway, watching 
the Strain table. As he met Creghan's 
glance, he smiled and started toward 
them, maneuvering his bulk through 
the crowded room with surprising 
grace. A big man, Creghan had heard 
it said that McNeish's soft look, inhe
rited from his half-breed mother along 
with a saddle-leather complexion and 
other even less endearing attributes, 
was deceptive. There was bone and 
hard sinew beneath it, gifts of the 
Scots father who had also bequeathed 
the slate-gray eyes and startling brush 
of red hair. 

"Good evening, Mrs. Strain . . . 

Colonel. And Major Creghan. Welcome 
back, Major." 

Filling his pipe, Creghan did not 
see the broad brown hand extended. 
After a space, it was withdrawn. 

Nancy Strain said smoothly, "Mister 
Cre.,ghan, now, Laird. He's no longer 
with us." 

There was an undertone in that 
which Creghan didn't get, or hoped he 
hadn't. 

McNeish murmured, "Is that so? Is 
it that we are going to be lucky 
enough to have him as a permanent 
resident?" 

Creghan rose, pipe in hand. "Not 
very permanent. I'm going to make my 
first move right now. Where shall we 
meet, Phil? "  

"I'll come b y  here. About seven." 
"Fine. Well, it's been nice seeing you 

both again. Good night." 
McNeish's slate eyes dropped to the 

untouched drink in front of Creghan's 
seat. He lifted them to Creghan and 
said softly, "Good night, Mr. Cre
ghan." 

Creghan turned back, also glancing 
at the drink. He said, "You have that 
one, McNeish. Drink to better luck on 
your future projects." 

He walked away, pleased with him
self. 

ON THE fifth floor, the noise from 
First Street came faintly through 

Creghan's windows. It had been a long 
day, but with complications at the .end. 
The latter kept him awake longer 
than was usual for him. He had been 
in bed a half-hour and had reached 
the last fringe of awareness when the 
tap on his door roused him again. His 
response was reflex, without thought. 

"Come in." 
Nancy Strain's filmy dress was a 

cloud around her in reflected light 
from the hall as she slipped through 
the door, shutting it quickly behind 
her. "It's I, Jack. Nancy." 

Creghan lay still and thought about 
that. Finally, he said, "Well, wait a 
minute. I'll turn on a light as soon as 
I find the pants to these pajamas." 

The light showed her still at the 
door, her back pressed to it. "Don't 

say anything," she told him swiftly. 
"I know how mad this is. But there's 
one thing I had to tell you before you 
went out with Phil tomorrow." 

· 

"Better make it quick." 
"Jack, somehow I've got to make 

you see what this road means to Phil. 
It's his last chance." 

"Last chance for what?" 
"To get a reputation, so that he can 

get a job outside the Army while he's 
still young enough to make something 
of himself." 

"I'd say he was doing well enough. 
Full colonel isn't bad." 

"That! Jack, he has draftsmen who 
make more than he does. What kind 
of a life is that for a man who believes 
in himself?" 

"I didn't care for the Army myself," 
Creghan said slowly. "But I'm damned 
if I know what that last stuff amounts 
to. What do you mean 'who believes 
in himself'?"  

"Jack! Listen to me! Phil's a good 
engineer. And he's got everything else 
it would take to make a success. What 
he hasn't got, I have. We could do it, 
if we could only get the chance. We 
can get it, if you'll only let Phil build 
this road." 

"He'll stand a better chance with 
the record of an honest job behind 
him than the picture of a pretty bridge 
which everybody'll know wasn't 
needed." 

S ENSING the wall of finality Cre
ghan was raising against her, she 

assailed it in the last, best way she 
knew. Coming away from the door, 
she moved until she was standing in 
front of him, so close that her breasts 
touched him as she breathed. 

"Jack," she whispered, "I told you 
once before it had to be you or Phil 
but I would rather it was you. I'm 
going to tell you that again. Go ahead. 
Change Phil's plans. But if you do, 
don't leave me here behind you in this 
Godforsaken country. I can do as 
much for you as I could for Phil. 
More." 

She offered frankly, and what she 
offered was nearly all a man could 
want. The impulse to reach out and 
take it was compelling. It was not 
quite overpowering, Creghan found, 
but to be sure of that, he had to step 
backward, away from her. 

The instant he moved, she knew she 
had lost again. Tonelessly, she said, 
"All right, Jack. Then I'll tell you the 
rest of it. That road has got to follow 
Phil's survey or he's finished, even in 
the Army. For good." 

"Why? "  
"Laird McNeish i s  building a lodge 

on Mount Tamena, j ust where the sur
vey crosses. Phil owns part of it." 

Creghan swore. "Has he gone 
crazy?" 

She shrugged. "Laird agreed to buy 
him out for ten thousand dollars, the 
day the road was finished. It was to 
be the money we'd need to make the 
break." 

Creghan stared at her. For the first 
time since he had known her, he could 
do that without remembering she was 
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a woman. He said, slowly, "Nancy, I'd 
been wondering whether Phil sent you 
here. Now I know he didn't. You don't 
know your husband very well. Men 
of the breed he belongs to may have 
their faults but they can't be bought. 
Never." 

Neither of them ha<;i heard the door 
open. Even Creghan started at the 
sound of a third voice in the room. 
McNeish was standing on the thresh
old, smiling. The slate eyes were 
mocking. 

"As it happens, Creghan," he said, 
"you're right. I would never have 
dreamed of approaching the colonel. 
It is Mrs. Strain who is my partner 
in the Tamena venture. "  

Creghan said, " I  guessed that, ten 
seconds ago." 

Nancy Strain's chin came up, deft-

night. Imagine my astonishment to 
find the woman to be the Colonel's 
wife. Just how much credit do vou 
think your recommendations are going 
to be given, Creghan, after I have 
published that?" 

"You damned Siwash snake! "  
The big man laughed. "Call me any

thing you like. Just make sure I don't 
have to pick out any fancy names for 
Mrs. Strain." 

He was still standing with his back 
to the door. One step forward placed 
Creghan in front of Nancy, between 
her and MeN eish. 

As Creghan took the step, tne half
breed's hand came out of his pocket, 
showing the gun. "Easy, Creghan. Just 
stand easy until I call Colonel Strain. 
He can take his wife home, and there 
will be the end of it." . 

Salmon • • • 

antly. "What if it is? What difference 
will that make if the route is changed 
and Laird makes a stink?" 

"There will be no stink," McNeish 
told her, softly. "Creghan had his din
ner this evening with his own little 
friend who has a place on the lower 
Fox at Sunrise where Creghan wants 
to build the road. But you and I, 
Nancy, we were there first. I think 
we'll stay." 

Creghan said, "What's all this? My 
little friend? What friend?" 

"I made it a point to keep an eye 
on you since you've been with us, Cre
ghan. And I'm quite familiar· with the 
location of the Rogness claim." 

"That's on the upper Fox." 
The half-breed smiled again and put 

his hand up. "Don't waste it on me. 
It doesn't matter anyway. The route 
is not going to be changed. Not after 
I have called Colonel Strain to come 
and get his wife. He may understand 
why she is here, but I do not. I'm 
merely the hotel-keeper, who followed 
a woman to a room in which only Mr. 
Creghan was registered, and at mid-
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"Put that thing away," Creghan 
told him, contemptuously. "The Aleut 
in you might like to shoot but the Scot 
would never let you. Gun play would 
cost you more than you've got 
invested. Up to now, it's only money. 
Murder comes higher. So will you get 
out of the way or must I make you ? "  

The broad face sagged with the 
merest trace of indecision. Creghan, 
straining to see that, made his move 
instantly. Striking downward at the 
gun with his left hand, he drove the 
other at McNeish's mouth. The half
breed snarled and tried to heave the 
pistol back into line, but Creghan was 
inside, close to him, slamming his head 
back against the door with a volley 
of short-armed, hammering punches. 
McNeish's head struck the door j amb 
and the next blow took its full effect. 

Creghan heaved him off the floor, 
dragging him clear of the door. His 
eyes averted, he told Nancy Strain, 
"All right, Nancy. You'd better beat 
it. It would be best if you forget you 
came here . . . .  " 

Rory found her first customer wait-

ing for her on the steps when shE. 
opened for business in the morning. He 
followed her in and took the same stool. 

"One thing, my friend," Creghan 
said. "Why did you tell me your place 
was on the upper Fox?" 

Busy at the coffee urn, she kept her 
back to him. "I know you, Creghan. 1 
didn't want you to get to brooding 
over the favor you might be doing a 
couple of old friends by re-routing 
that road and decide you had to lean 
over backwards. Those kids down 
there need that highway too badly. 
How many eggs? "  

"Let's start with four." 
It may have been the smell of bacon 

frying or the coffee bubbling in the 
urn but Creghan found himself trying 
to remember whether he had ever be
fore seen Rory Rogness at six o'clock 
of an Alaskan April morning., If he 
had, he knew he hadn't sufficiently ap
preciated it. He thought about this for 
just a moment longer, looking at her 
still, and then decided it was some
thing he had never seen. He'd have 
remembered. 

He asked curiously, "You've really 
got this country under your skin, 
haven't you?" 

"It's a place to live." 
"There are others. Others, where 

the roads are already built." 

S HE turned, and gave him her full 
attention. "You mean, where the 

work is already done? By somebody 
else?" 

Creghan said, "No. But when a man 
comes to the point of asking a woman 
to marry him, he likes to feel he is 
marrying her and not her neighbor
hood." 

She considered him. "Why, as to 
that," she said, "it is true I'm fond of 
Alaska, never having known anything 
else. I 've always felt that all this 
country needed was people to live in 
it. Really live in it-not j ust come and 
stay barely long enough to make a 
stake to carry out again." 

"That's how it seemed to me you 
felt, five ye!lrs ago." 

"I don't remember that you asked 
me how I felt." 

"No," Creghan said, "I didn't. The 
idea came to me when it was too late. 
Now it occurs to me that there may 
be some reason why I have been given 
another chance to ask. It will be a year 
until I have this road finished, but 
what about after that?" 

She laughed. But the blue eyes were 
soft. She said, "I think that, after a 
year, I'll not be worrying about where 
we live, Creghan. I'll hope to have 
other things to occupy my mind. If. 
worst comes to the worst, you can 
always build my sawmill for me." 

Creghan looked down at his plate. 
"There's that, too. A Svenska-Irish 
cross will undoubtedly turn out some 
mighty good eaters. Do you think one 
sawmill can support 'em?" 

Rory waited for him to come 
around the counter. She said, as he 
reached her, "I think we'll manage. 
Nils probably will make them all 
moose-hunters anyway." e e e 
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O v e r t h e  M o u n t a i n s  
t o  F r e e d o m  
( Continued from poge 30)  

of the abrupt gaunt mountains, the 
strong, clear desert light showed the 
green of cottonwoods and the clustered 
roofs of the old frontier army post that 
had become, since the Indians grew 
quiet, a state reform school. 

"I thought we'd get him back with
out alarming anybody," the warden 
said. "But he's been gone two days 
and we can't find any trace of him. 
He'll be hungry now, and he might 
come in here." He shifted his hat 
again. "He's sixteen years old, thin 
and lanky, dark hair and eyes, wearing 
denim pants and j acket and cap. You'd 
all better be on the lookout, and I 
wouldn't think any of the ladies ought 
to ride alone. And don't anybody leave 
a horse untended. This boy stole a 
horse last year." He put his hat on. 
"Ross can phone me if anybody sees 
him." 

0 VER their second cups of coffee the 
guests of the Flying Cross felt a 

current of excitement. 
"Sixteen years old," said Mrs. Lecky, 

the wife of the Kansas City doctor. 
"That's j ust the age of my nephew 
at the Lake Forest School." 

"Out alone in the desert-" said the 
Des Moines schoolteacher, shaking her 
gray head slowly. 

"He stole a horse," declared the 
lawyer from St. Louis. 

"How many boys do they have there, 
Ross?" Dr. Lecky asked. 

"About a hundred," the rancher 
said. "More now than before the war. 
I don't know why-they're all younger 
than military age." 

The schoolteacher leaned forward. 
"Do they often get away?" 

"No," the rancher said, "they don't. 
This country isn't easy to hide in, or 
to travel on foot. They have to turn up 
somewhere. Last year one of their boys 
tried to get over the mountains. He 
nearly starved before he went to the 
ranger's cabin on Spanish Peak and 
asked for food. He was ready to give 
up. The ranger brought him down to 
Bar B-that's the next outfit up the 
valley. They fed him up and took a 
liking to him-and they got him 
paroled to them." 

"Good!" The schoolteacher nodded 
so that the light flashed in her glasses. 
9 8  

"That's the answer right there." 
"But before a month was past," the 

rancher said, "he ran away." 
One person at the long table had 

paid no attention. Mr. Enderly, care
fully opening his soft-boiled eggs, and 
chopping them gently in his egg cup, 
had not even looked up when the 
warden stood there. Mr. Enderly him
self was running away. He was hiding 
from the gray skies outside his apart
ment windows on Sheridan Road, from 
the bitter winds off Lake Michigan, 
from ·the pain that stabbed him under 
the · left shoulder blade and left him 
weak and wavering and sinking, not 
knowing how to hold on. One fugitive 
has no concern for another. 

After breakfast, when they all filed 
through the lounge and out to the patio 
with its little cactus garden and the 
ocatilla flaming against the low adobe 
wall, Mr. Enderly stayed behind. He 
felt for the little medicine box in his 
j acket pocket. Then he got up from his 
place, took his rough cane from the 
back of his chair and went to the 
kitchen door. He stood there for a 
moment, a little bent over, his gray 
hair spilling down his forehead. He was 
not as old as he looked. Just five years 
ago he had been striding through the 
vast sounding chaos of the Chicago 
Housing Project with rolls of blueprint 
in his hands, and with reams of it, pre
cise and intricate in his mind. Now he 
stood patient in the kitchen doorway. 

I NDIAN Mary finished her coffee at 
the kitchen table, got up heavily 

and went to the pantry. "Here's the 
lunch box," she said. 

He took the basket silently and 
turned away. 

Hannah shut off the faucets in the 
big double sink. "You'd think he'd sit 
in the patio. A sick man like that." 

"Or stay in his house-in Tchicago," 
Indian Mary said. 

Mr. Enderly walked across the patio, 
between the indolent people sprawled 
out in the morning sun. He let the blue 
half-door close behind him and went 
on across the brown bare ground to 
the rutted road. He stepped cautiously 
over the cattle guard. Then. stabbing 
the dust with his stick, his head bent, 
dragging his morning shadow, he 
turned off on the trail to the canyon. 

Every day Mr. Enderly walked this 
way to the Indian ruins. He carried his 
lunch, and when he came back in the 
long evening shadows his basket was 
filled again, with flakes of old painted 
pottery and chipped fragments of flint 
and obsidian. 

It was a mile to the ruins, but it 
took Mr. Enderly an hour-shuffling 
down the arroyos, climbing slowly up, 
crossing the sandy sunny ridges strewn 
with rock. Sometimes he stopped and 
poked with his stick at a bristling 
clump of Spanish bayonet. Sometime;s 
he lingered in the thin cottonwood 
shade, with clusters of mistletoe green 
in the bare winter branches. He stared 
over the long tawny valley, went on 
into the canyon, following a broad 
ledge halfway up the face. The red 
and yellow walls steepened above him 

and a little thread of water kept talk
ing on the stones in the brushy canyon 
floor. Ahead of him the mountains 
rose, gaunt and sparse. 

Where a cave opened in the canyon 
wall he sat down in the sun's bright
ness. He unbuttoned his tweed jacket 
and felt again f.or the small box in his 
pocket. 

For a while he sat in the sun, lifeless 
as a lizard, staring up at the smoke 
stain that darkened the yellow canyon 
wall. At the cave mouth the earth was 
black and · fine, compounded of sand 
and the ashes of fires that burned out 
centuries ago. Out of the black shelf 
rose the ragged edge of an adobe wall. 
Mr. Enderly had been a builder, and 
it gave him a kind of melancholy 
pleasure to sit where other builders 
had baked their bricks of clay when 
"Chicago" was still a name for the 
wild onions that grew beside Lake 
Michigan. 

The cave in the canyon wall was 
long and shallow, its ceiling sloping 
down to darkness. It was really a ledge 
into which the sunlight fell a little 
way. The soft-purplish walls showed 
crude pictures of horses, slim, antlered 
antelope, and wide-winged birds in 
grotesque flight. He sat there reading 
the simple literature of the mysterious 
Basket Makers who had lived here and · 
had died out, like their family fires, 
before history began. 

Above him, on the rimrock, the string 
of riders passed, the clip-clop coming 
faint and distinct on the windless 
canyon air. Mr. Enderly resented them 
all-the healthy, hearty, horsey people. 
They filed on against the bright sky, 
and then there was only the faint sound 
of water in the canyon's hidden floor. 

Idly his hands scraped in the black
ened sand, straining it through his 
fingers, sieving out bits of broken 
pottery. He made a little collection of 
his fragments, heaping them in a hol
lowed stone rnetate where some ancient 
woman had ground her corn. He was 
a man feeling older than his years, sit
ting alone in the sun and the silent 
ruins, thinking about people dead and 
gone. 

W HEN the sun was high he opened 
his basket. He spread the paper 

napkins and laid out his sandwiches. 
He uncapped the thermos bottle and 
poured milk into the cup. 

He didn't hear a sound, not any 
sound at all. But he knew, as he tipped 
his head to drink, that someone was 
watching him. He put the cup down 
and turned slowly. In the cavern dark
ness, beyond the bright stripe of sun
light along the ledge, lay a dark-eyed 
boy. 

He lay flat on his stomach, his hands 
in the soft dark sand, his eyes watch
ful and wary. He crept out until he 
was in full sunlight. Then he got his 
feet under him and stood up. He had 
to crouch under the sloping ceiling. 
He stood there, bent and watchful, and 
his eyes went from the man to the 
food spread on the ground. 

"You're hungry," the man said. 
As the boy stepped out, his eyes 
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darted down the shelf.:.rock trail and 
up to the naked rimrock and theri back 
to the man sitting between his spread
out lunch and his worthless little 
mound of points and potsherds. His 
gaze fixed on the food. 

He wore gray denim pants and shirt 
and j acket, and his denim cap was 
jammed into a pocket. His pants were 
torn at the knees and all his clothing 
was blackened by the ashes of those 
prehistoric fires. 

"Sit down," Mr. Enderly said. 
"Here's all the lunch I brought. Eat it." 

The boy crouched at the man's side. 
He seized a sandwich and crammed 
it into his mouth. He tapped an egg 
against a stone and tore the shell 
away. His blackened fingers dyed the 
moist white flesh. 

"Here's salt," Mr. Enderly said. 
"And there's milk in the bottle." 

At first the boy had looked both 
wary and threatening. He had looked 
like a hunted and hardened man. But 
hunger revealed the defenselessness in 
him. He ate like a famished boy, stuff
ing the food into his mouth, gulping 
the cold milk, swallowing as though 
his stomach could not wait. 

Mr. Enderly pushed the fruit toward 
him. The boy's hands tore at the 
orange skin. 

"What's your name?" Mr. Enderly 
asked when the orange was gone. 

The boy licked his lips like a dog. 
Then, for the first time,· he spoke. His 

voice was half-treble, not yet deep
ened into manhood. 

"Jim Corbin," he said. 
"My name is Enderly. Eat your 

apple." 
"You'll-be hungry," he said, al

ready reaching. 
"I haven't been hungry for five 

years." 
He ate the apple, core and all. His 

dark eyes met the man's for a moment. 
"You know where I came from?" 

"Fort Gregg," . Mr. Enderly said. 
"Why did you run away?" 

The boy looked away from him-out 
of the canyon to the far blue peaks 
of Dos Cabezas. Then the words rushed 
out. "They had us thinning winter 
beets. All day on our hands and knees. 
All you could see was the beet rows 
and the water in the irrigation ditch. 
At night if I sat up in my cot I could 
see the lights of Coronado and the 
lights of the ranches and sometimes a 
car moving somewhere on the road. 
In the morning we would be back in 
the beet rows again, up one row and 
down the next one." He was still gaz
ing over the long, sun-washed valley. 
"There's a filling station in Mesa City 
where they keep a coyote in a cage. 
I've watched him, going back and 
forth, five steps each way." Now his 
eyes came back, defiant, to the man. 
"I couldn't stand that. I can't live 
that way. I stayed there six months. 
I couldn't stand it any longer." 
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Mr. Enderly was scratching the sand 
with a little wedge of pottery. Deep 
inside him something stirred and flut
tered. 

"I worked for the Mesa outfit," the 
boy said, "before they brought me 
here. They said I stole a horse. I never 
really stole him. It was the top horse 
-but I was going to bring him back." 

Mr. Enderly kept scraping at the 
sand while the boy explained that it 
was Saturday night and all the other 
hands had gone to town and a neigh
bor drove up in his new sedan and the 
boss and his wife got in and they all 
drove away. That left a boy alone on 
the place. Alone in the empty bunk
house, leafing through the old tattered 
magazines and playing the scratchy 
old records and finally hearing the 
owner's horse stamping at the rack 
where they had forgotten he was tied 
and saddled. A boy could go out to 
take the saddle off and turn the horse 
loose, and then he could think about 
taking the horse himself, just long 
enough to ride down to the forks and 
up to the other outfit and see Tom 
and Tex that he had worked with all 
last season. He could take the shirt 
and slicker that Tom had loaned him 
and he hadn't had a chance to return. 
So he could start out, not thinking of 
anything but how bright the stars 
were and how good it felt to have a 
top horse under him. He couldn't know 
the boss would be back so soon, look-
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ing for his horse, and that the head
lights would race down the road to the 
forks and they would find him j ogging 
along with a clothes roll tied across 
the saddle, and the boss would say, "I 
never took him for a runaway and a 
thief." And the neighbor would say, 
"You j ust can't tell about these drift
ers." And the boss would remember 
then-"His father had a bad name too. 
I knew that before I hired him, but 
I didn't think about it." 

Mr. Enderly hardly followed the 
story. He was busy with that stirring 
deep inside him-the stirring of things 
a man has surrendered, all the things a 
man forgets when he has to carry a 
hypodermic needle and a box of 
ampules in his pocket. 

When the boy stopped talking, he 
. asked, "How long did they send you 
up for?" 

"A year." 
"A year isn't long," the man said. 

"Another six months and it will be 
over. Then you-" 

"I'll never go back," the boy said 
quickly. His voice deepened. "They'll 
never catch me." 

"What will you do?" 
His dark eyes lifted. "I'll get over 

the mountains. I'll get rides on the 
highway, or the freight trains. I'll 
travel at night and hide in the day
time." 

Mr. Enderly said quietly, "It's no 
good hiding. They always find you." 

"I'll go to Mexico. I'll swim across 
the river like the wet-backs that come 
up here. They'll never get me again." 

Mr. Enderly looked steadily at him. 
"It wouldn't work, Jim. You'll have 
to go back." 

"I'll starve first," the boy said in a 
quiet voice. 

T HEY were a tired man and a despe
rate one sitting in the noon bright

ness, both fugitive and both thinking 
of escape. There was lean durability 
in the boy. His hair was cut short 
and his ears seemed too big for his 
head and the cheekbones showed in 
his thin face that had not fleshed out 
the way it would. He still had growth 
in him. He hadn't grown sudden-not 
yet. But he had grown frantic. And 
now tne man saw the dark eyes on 
him, dark and guarded, and for the 
first time he realized that this boy 
regarded him as hostile. 

He wanted to set the boy right, to 
line up with him, on his side. He 
thought savagely: I'm against the 
world, too. You and I and that coyote 
in the cage, we're all together. But he 
only said, still scraping in the Basket 
Makers' ashes, "Six months isn't long 
to wait." 

When the boy turned, his eyes were 
full of accusation. "What are you here 
for, Mister? "  

Mr. Enderly thought about Chicago 
and the gray skies over Lake Michigan 
and the stab of pain beneath his 
shoulder, and he thought of the stub
born, unreasoned feeling that if he 
could find sun and space and silence 
he would get well again. He thought 
about how a man who has left youth 
1 0 0 

behind him, like another country, 
dreams of going back there, like an 
exile dreaming of home. He said, "I'm 
running away, too." 

The boy looked startled. "You mean 
-they're after you?" 

He nodded. "And they know where 
I'm hiding." 

"At the Flying Cross?" 
He nodded again. 
"Why don't they take you?" 
"They like to watch me trying to 

get free." 
He saw the incredulous gaze upon 

him, and then the fearful eyes lifting 
to the rimrock. 

"I've got a bad heart," Mr. Enderly 
said. 

"Oh-you only mean you're sick." 
"I might not live six months." From 

his pocket he took the silver box of 
ampules. "I can't go anywhere without 
these things. I'm in as tight a cage as 
you are." 

"But I got out," the boy said. "I'll 
get away. I'll go over the mountains." 

"And how ? "  
H e  moved s o  quietly that Mr. 

Enderly was . startled to find himself 
alone. The boy had disappeared in the 
cliff's blackness. When he crept out 
he carried a bridle and a halter. "See 
these-! got them last night out of the 
tackroom at the Flying Cross. I went 
right past the bunkhouse, and nobody 
heard a sound. If they had left a horse 
in the corral . . . " 

The lighted eyes, the firm and quiet 
voice, the way his hands gripped tight 
on the halter rope-all spoke to Mr. 
Enderly. This boy had a chance. He 
was young and strong and enduring. 
He had never once surrendered. Per
haps he could do it. 

"I'll get you a horse," Mr. Enderly 
said, and the fluttering inside him be
came a beating of wings. 

"When? "  
"Now. I'll get you a horse. You can 

be in the mountains tonight." 
He got up and started down the 

shelf-rock trail. 
"You're going to tell them," the boy 

said. "You'll bring them back with 
guns and horses. You think you're 
going to get me." 

"I'm going to bring you a horse," 
the man repeated. 

HE WENT on down the trail, and the 
boy dropped back behind him. 

Soon Mr. Enderly emerged from the 
canyon mouth. It was downgrade, and 
he didn't have to rest. He crossed the 
dry washes, passed through the tangle 
of mesquite, and came out on the dusty 
road. Head bent, stabbing the sand 
with his stick, he went on, past the 
ranchhouse and then into the purple 
shadow along the adobe bunkrooms. 
He slid back the smooth board and let 
himself into the corral. As he neared 
the horses, the wrangler came yawn
ing from the tackroom. 

"You wanting a horse, Mr. Enderly? "  
"I've got a couple o f  grinding stones, 

too big to carry. I can bring them on a 
horse. I'll lead him there and back." 

"Sure, if you want to. Those stones 
will go in the middle bags, I expect. 

Take Pedro here, he'll lead all day 
and all night." 

Mr. Enderly looked at him quickly, 
but the wrangler was whistling tune
lessly as he crossed the stirrups in the 
saddle. He gave the horse a spank and 
untied the reins from the rack. He 
opened the gate and Mr. Enderly led 
the horse through. Soon he was on the 
trail to the canyon. 

When he reached the blackened 
ledge, the boy was gone. There were 
the heaped artifacts in the hollowed 
stone and the food remains bright in 
the dark sand. He peered under the 
sloping stone. 

"Jim! Jim!" 
His voice sounded hollow under the 

low roof. He called louder. "Jim!" 
All at once, as though that shout 

had spent his last breath, Mr. Enderly 
felt a faintness and a swimming. HQ 
steadied himself against the hor!?,e.. /" 

Leaning against the saddle, he looked 
up and saw, on the rimrock, a figure 
crouching. He took a step. "Jim! "  

Then his boot rocked o n  the rounded 
stone. It turn

.
ed under him and his 

foot turned with it. He collapsed there 
on his little mound of artifacts. 

He had been afraid of pain under 
his shoulder, but this was another pain. 
It fastened onto him and gripped like 
steel. He got onto his hands and knees. 
He drew his good foot under him. He 
started to rise. But when his weight 
shifted he collapsed · again. The pain 
staggered through him. He lay there, 
swimming in space and brightness. 

THE horse stepped over. "Whoa," he 
whispered. The knotted rein caught 

in a crevice of rock and the horse 
stood still. Mr. Enderly lay quiet, the 
boot tightening on his foot, the pain 
coming and going like a deliberate 
pendulum. 

A shadow fell across his closed eyes. 
He had not heard anything, but when 
he looked up the boy stood above him. 

"You're hurt," he said. 
He bent down and pulled at the taut 

boot strings. He took out a knife and 
slashed the laces. As he pulled the 
boot off, the pain gathered again. Mr. 
Enderly closed his eyes against the 
whirling canyon wall. 

What opened his eyes was the 
scuffle of hoofs and the creak of 
leather. The boy stood at the horse's 
side, tightening the saddle girth. His 
hands moved quickly and then his eyes 
lifted to where shadows were darken
ing in the high ravines. He stood tall 
and lean and restless, ready for flight. 
And the man lying helpless at his feet 
thought passionately that all of life 
was before him. He knew then that he 
would change places if he could-he 
would give this boy his freedom, take 
the boy's peril. And in the next mo
ment, as his pain and helplessness 
came back, he knew that the exchange 
was already made. 

The boy's hand gr�pped the pommel 
and his foot lifted to the stirrup. Now 
the ledge lay ·all in shadow and the 
evening chill was coming. 

"Good luck," the man whispered. 
"Keep going." 
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The foot came down from the stir
rup. "What?" 

"Good luck," he repeated. "Don't 
let them catch you." 

The faintness washed over him. His 
hands lost their feeling and a cold 
realization came into his mind. He 
could not survive the shock and pain 
that were gathering. He would die out 
here where an ancient people had 
baked their bricks of clay and ground 
their corn and fed their cooking fires. 
His bones would whiten in the charred 
black sand. 

The boy stared down at him. For a 
moment his face was troubled. His 
eyes burned deeply. One fugitive has 
no time for another. 

Again his foot was in the stirrup. 
"Ride hard," the man murmured. 

"�ide far. Ride fast. Don't · ever let 
them catch you." 

He wanted to see the boy go. By an 
effort he kept his eyes steady and he 
stilled the canyon walls. He saw the 
boy rise into the saddle. He saw the 
fierceness and the yearning as his face 
lifted to the peaks. Then he saw 
another look, stricken, torn, and help
less-like a caged animal at the end 
of his short pacing, turning back from 
the bars. 

"Whoa!" the boy said. 
He stepped down from the saddle. 

He knelt beside the man. He lifted him 
in his arms. He got his good foot into 
a stirrup and pushed him into the 

· saddle. He placed his hands on the 
pommel. He said in a toneless voice, 
"Can you hold on?" 

THE long sunset shadows striped the 
corral as a boy opened the gate and 

led a burdened horse to the tie-rack. 
Doctor Lecky and the wrangler looked 
up from the bench beside the tack
room. 

"It's Mr. Enderly," the doctor said. 
He threw down his cigarette and hur
ried ·across the corral. 

Mr. Enderly shook his head at the 
doctor's question. "Not this time. Just 
�Y ankle." 

The doctor touched the swollen foot, 
"And you didn't black out?" 

"No. A couple of times I wanted to." 
"You've got a better heart than 

you're supposed to have." The doctor 
turned to the wrangler. "Let's get him 
into the house." 

Together they lifted him off the 
horse. "Put your arms around our 
shoulders," the doctor said. 

When the boy let himself out the 
corral gate he found a big man in 
faded Levis waiting for him. 

"Where did you find Mr. Enderly? "  
the rancher asked. 

"In the canyon." 
"Why did you bring him in?" 
"He was hurt. He couldn't move 

alone." 
"You're from Fort Gregg," the 

rancher said. "You know I'll have to 
notify the warden." 

The boy stood silent. 
"Did you mean to give yourself up?" 
There was still a glint of defiance 

in the hunted eyes. "I never would." 
"Why didn't you take the horse for 
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yourself?" 
"I was going to," the boy said. 

"That's what I meant to do. But I 
didn't. I don't know why." 

Outside the kitchen door the supper 
bell began its clangor. 

"Go on in the kitchen," the rancher 
said. "You must be hungry." 

At the long table they couldn't talk 
fast enough to get it all said and 
heard and understood-how Mr. En
derly had taken a horse to pack out 
some grinding stones and the boy from 
Fort Gregg stole the horse,. and then 
Mr. Enderly turned his ankle and the 
boy got him on the horse and brought 
him in. 

WHEN Hannah opened the door they 
all peered through at the boy bent 

over his heaping plate at the kitchen 
table. Indian Mary had made him take 
his shirt off and she had scrubbed his 
neck and ears at the wash bench be
side the kitchen steps. Now his ears 
were still red from the toweling and 
his short hair was combed down, and 
he was eating. Hannah confided as she 
passed the rolls, like a show steer in 
the fattening pen. At least, he would 
not go back hungry. 

The phone rang and Ross Waymack 
got up from the head of the table. 

"No," they heard him say, "you don't 
need to come over. . . . No, I don't 
mean I'll bring him. I'm going to keep 
him here. I want him paroled to me. 
. . .  Sure, I know . . . .  I'll call the 
judge. I'll call the governor . . . .  All 
right, j ust leave it that way." 

They were silent and waiting when 
he came back to the table. He put 
sugar into his coffee and stirred it 
slowly. Finally he looked up. "Barney 
needs some help with the cattle," he 
said. "Now he's going to get it." 

The St. Louis lawyer looked disap
proving. "You're taking a long chance, 
Ross. You can't be sure of-" 

There was a scraping on the floor 
and Mr. Enderly came in on crutches, 
with the doctor beside him. He went 
to his place and leaned the crutches 
against the wall. For some reason, 
even with the crutches and the new 
lines in his face, he seemed stronger. 

"Why, Mr. Enderly," Hannah said, 
"I was going to bring your supper-" I "I'm hungry," Mr. Enderly replied. 
"I didn't want to wait." 

"In j ust a minute," Hannah said. 
She left the kitchen door open ·when 

she carried out the empty platter. 
From the serving table Indian Mary 
was muttering about the people who 
come late to supper. She 'Nalked 
heavily across the room. "Here, Jimmy," 
she ordered, "take this to Mr. Enderly. 
You got to be useful if you eat in this 
kitchen." 

When the boy came in he did not 
look at anyone-not even at Mr. En
derly-as he set the plate down. 

Hannah stood in the kitchen door. 
"If you'd rather have a boiled egg, 
Mr. Enderly . . .  " I 

"No," he said. "I'm hungry." He 
looked up for an instant and found 
the light in the boy's eyes. "Seems like 
I haven't had a bite all day." e e e 
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L o o k  O u t  B e l o w !  
{ Continued from p•ge 35 )  

regret i t  before it's all over." month-long j ob was over. Employed 
Generally speaking, a building can on a routine road-clearance project, he 

be demolished for 10 per cent of what stopped work to speak wistfully of 
it cost to put it up and in .a comparable Operation Schwab. 
percentage of time. Sometimes, of "Now there was something I like," 
course, a wrecker is fooled. In Chicago, he sighed, waving his twelve-pound 
a contractor dubiously agreed that it crowbar enthusiastically. "Stained 
might be possible to demolish a certain glass windows-smash, crash! Sledge 
long-abandoned mansion in time for hammers swinging on the granite 
the spring building season, two months walls-boom! And inside, such magnif
hence. On leaving the house after his icence! Solid-gold electric fixtures. 
final inspection, he slammed the oaken Marble fountains. Solid-mahogany 
portals heavily behind him. Just as paneling. It was like a treasure hunt. 
he reached the sidewalk, there was a You know what I found stuck behind 
loud roar and the entire building the paneling in one of the bedrooms? 
collapsed into rubble. A 500 ruble Russian note!" 

Although commercial destruction in Barsky is a White Russian emigre, 
this country is far outspaced by con- a powerful, muscled man who has been 
struction, there is something about in this country 30 years and been a 
toppling a brick wall or pushing over barman-the kind associated with 
a 1 00-foot chimney stack that gives brick dust, not beer suds-for 28. He 
the wrecking industry an exaggerated and his co-workers, mostly Slavs like 
sense of its own scope. Few wreckers himself, are a tightly-knit, clannish 
operate outside a 200-mile radius of lot who live in a two-square-block 
their home offices, yet most of the area on Manhattan's Lower East Side. 
companies have selected for themselves From these four blocks have come 
such all-encompassing titles as World three diminishing generations of highly 
Housewrecking, International Wreck- skilled wreckers, the great majority 
ing, and the ominous-sounding Empire of the entire craft membership. It will 
Wrecking Corporation. most likely continue to diminish since 

32 per cent of the wreckers are 
No Mere Junk Dealers bachelors. 

Those which are listed more mod
estly under the names of their founders 
still strive to disassociate themselves 
from ordinary junk dealers. The John 
J. Abramsen Company of New York, 
for instance, has a coat of arms and 
a Latin motto. It is Qui Frangit Utilis: 
"He also serves who destroys." 

In the space of the last 25 years, 
Abramsen's company has dismantled 
more than 1,000 structures which, for 
nne reason or another, reached the 
limit of their utility. Among these 
were hotels, mansions, tenement blocks, 
country homes, large trees, barns, 
chicken coops, railroad bridges, church 
steeples, and a 400-foot observation 
tower. He and his workers will best 
remember 1 948. That was the year 
they tore down the 75-room Schwab 
mansion which stood on New York's 
Riverside Drive. 

Pete Barsky, a nimble 59-year-old 
expert with the crowbar, was just as 
sorry as his boss when the eight-
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Tearing down a house used to be a 
much simpler business than it is today. 
Thirty years ago, the idea was to strip 
the first floor of a building down to its 
framework, throw a few chains around 
the central uprights and pull hard. 
Then everyone started running for 
his life as the upper stories came 
tumbling down. 

Another popular hurry-up device, 
used on more solid masonry, was the 
swinging iron ball, weighing from 1 ,000 
to 4.000 pounds. Adapted from a medi
eval battering ram, it was mounted 
on a derrick and swung to and fro on 
an iron chain like a pendulum. If 
properly used, it could crack a 10-foot 
stone wall as delicately as a breakfast 
egg. Too often, however, it produced 
ludicrous but tragic accidents. Too 
hard a swing drove the ball right 
through the wall and pulled the der
rick after it. Nor was it unusual for 
the ball to miss its target altogether 
and swing on around to shatter some 

other building that stood nearby. 
The iron ball is still used today but 

municipal regulations restrain its 
activity. Abramsen used one on the 
towers of the Schwab manswn, but 
he was loath to do so. He always 
remembered the time he saw one of 
them break loose at the height of its 
arc, drop into the street like a huge 
meteorite, and go tearing along the 
east side wharves, miraculously miss
ing men and automobiles, until it 
plunged into the East River. The lost 
ball was worth several hundred dol
lars and whenever Abramsen has some 
spare time he takes a rowboat and a 
clam bucket and tries, thus far unsuc
cessfully, to locate its watery grave. 

Seasoned barmen are careless of 
danger. Contractors shout themselves 
hoarse trying to get them to wear 
safety belts and rubber shoes. Abram
sen once hired a barman who used 
to get out on the far end of an exposed 
girder and demonstrate polka steps. 
When he slipped off, as he occasionally 
did, he always managed to cling to the 
beam until someone hauled him in. 

There's Loot for the Wrecker 
Wrecking crews are spurred on in 

their- work by the promise of unex
pected finds, which by unspoken 
agreement go to them. Liquor caches, 
left over from the prohibition era, 
are the commonest finds and bosses 
have to be quicker than their workers 
to prevent a wholesale bacchanal. Not 
long ago one large wrecking crew 
found and consumed enough imported 
vermouth to end work for the day. 
According to Abramsen, the finest 
champagne he ever drank came from 
a bottle that he fished out of a hollow 
column in an old opera house. 

Experienced wreckers are always 
happiest when they are assigned to 
tear down a building that has at some 
time housed a genuine, old-fashioned 
burlesque. This is not so much for the 
associations the job entails but for the 
fact that every burlesque stage in the 
country is a veritable silver mine, 
j ammed full of coins that have been 
flung at the feet of prancing beauties 
and rolled to inaccessible spots. 

A find that one contractor made no 
effort to claim was a well-preserved 
human head which one of his workers 
brought to him on a shovel. 

"For one awful moment," he con
fessed, "I thought the fellow had gone 
berserk and chopped it off. It looked 
that fresh, if you don't mind my saying 
so." 

Still on the shovel, the head was 
carried through the streets to the 
nearest police station where it caused 
an equal sensation. For days detectives 
checked missing persons lists and 
probed the neighborhood for an un
solved murder. Then a physician, a 
nasal specialist, came forward apol
ogetically to report that the head was 
a specimen he had kept preserved 
for years in a jar of alcohol. When 
he cleared out his office just prior to 
the wrecking, he explained, he hail. 
thrown the .grisly object into the back 
yard where it had been found. e e e 
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M a s t e r - M i n d i n g  
W i n s  B a l l  G a m e s  

(Continued from page 2 5 )  
Stengel, Yankee manager, a two
platoon man who believes in using 
right-hand hitters against left-hand 
pitchers and vice versa. 

But Casey didn't remove Mapes, a 
left-hand hitter. Here's the way he 
reasoned: 

"We have a lead of 3 to 2 and the 
way Vic Raschi ( right-hand Yankee 
pitcher) is going we might hold it with 
good defense. Mapes is one of the best 
throwers in baseball. He can help us 
in the field. So I'll let Hank Bauer sit 
on the bench and keep Mapes in the 
game." 

Here was master-minding at its best. 
It is certain that no other Yankee out
fielder, with the possible exception of 
Joe DiMaggio, could have made the 
play that Mapes made, and Casey had 
him in the spot to make it. 

It is unclear to this department 
whether managerial brainwaves are 
currently more frequent in the atmos
phere than they were in the day of 
the late John McGraw, but the fan;; 
nowadays are certainly more aware of 
what is called inside baseball than 
were their fathers and grandfathers. 
Sometimes of an evening in your 
favorite bar and grill you will hear 
conversation that sounds as if the pro
tagonists were talking about chess or 
checkers rather than baseball. 

"Lou Boudreau made this move ;" 
. . .  "Leo Durocher bunted Marshall ;"  
. . .  "Red Rolfe curve-balled Williams 
in the clutch;" . . .  "When Pafko came 
up in the ninth Barney Shotton coun
tered with Newcombe;" . . .  "Why did 
Dyer steal with Slaughter in the sev
enth." . . .  

Fans Make With Strategy 
All this may be bewildering to the 

uninitiate. What it means is that the 
new vogue in fandom is strategy. Each 
move of each baseball manager is sur
veyed critically by a host of knowing 
fans and thousands of people get as 
much out of the ups-and-downs of 
master- minding as they do out of 
home runs and double plays. This 
newly intensified interest may have as 
much to do with current baseball 
excitement as the increase in night 
games. 

It is generally claimed that Stengel 
master-minded the Yankees into the 
�hampionship. And there is a case for 
Casey. 

Through the season he habitually 
alternated Mapes and Gene Woodling, 
left-hand hitters, with Bauer and John 
Lindell in the outfield. He also alter
nated Bobby Brown, left-hand hitter, 
and Billy Johnson, right-hand hitter. 
on third base. Early in the season, 
before he pulled Tommy Henrich in 
from right to play first base, he alter
nated Dick Kryhoski, left-hand hitter, 
now with Detroit, and Jack Phillips, 
now with Pittsburgh, on first. 

The only consistent hitter in the 
bunch was Brown ( .238 ) .  The out-
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fielders ranged from pusillanimous to 
mediocre at the bat. Lindell hit .242, 
Mapes .247, Woodling .270, and Bauer 
.272. The only healthy clouter in the 
Yankee outfield was DiMaggio, who 
played in 76 games after his sore heel 
got well. He hit .346. 

The question arises: How did the 
Yankees win the pennant and the 
world championship with such an out
field? 

The answer the experts give is this: 
Stengel confronted every right-hand 
pitcher he met with a preponderance 
of left-hand hitters and every left
hand pitcher with a cadre of right
hand swingers. 

By doing so he nullified the effec
tiveness of the best clutch pitch of 90 
per cent of pitchers-the curve ball 
-kept the pressure on the opposition 
pitching from the beginning to the 
end . of the season, and forced many 
an enemy breakdown in the sixth, sev
enth and ·eighth innings. A pitcher 
who is forced to depart from his nor
mal style of delivery and use his best 
pitch parsimoniously is apt to crack. 

The Two-Platoon System 
The two-platoon system is nothing 

new to Casey, but he never had it 
work so effectively for him as it did 
last year. Parenthetically, we might 
say that this probably was due in part 
to the operations of a bunch of good 
ball players, and in particular to Joe 
Page, his big left-handed relief pitcher. 

But disregard that. . Back in 1935 I 
was traveling with the Brooklyn Dodg
ers, then an obscure and bumbling ball 
club. Casey was the manager. The 
Pirates had a right-hand pitcher at 
the time who wasn't fast but who had 
the most mystifying screw-ball human 
eyes have ever beheld. Against him 
one day in Pittsburgh Casey per
formed the unprecedented maneuver 
of putting nine right-hand hitters into 
his lineup. 

For the record, we must admit that 
Pittsburgh's Blanton, his screw-ball 
partially nullified, beat the Dodgers 
anyway because his curve, ordinarily 
his second-best pitch, was breaking 
like a jug-handle that day-a circum
stance impossible to foresee. 

So nothing is new about the two
platoon system except the name, which 
derives from football. Apparently 
nothing is new in master-minding. It 
is only that the fans are now awak
ened to strategy and enjoy it voci
ferously. 

Take the Williams shift, the counter 
against the slugging Boston outfielder. 
Its invention is erroneously attributed 
to Cleveland's quick-brained Lou 
Boudreau, who abandoned defense of 
the left side of the diamond, playing 
the second baseman in short right, the 
shortstop on the wrong side of second, 
and the outfield deep and far toward 
right. This tied up Williams for a while 
and all the other American League 
managers shamelessly adopted it and 
use it against the Boston slugger. 

But Boudreau didn't invent it. The 
first time we ever saw the Williams 
shift, it was used against a guy named 
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Williams, but not Ted. Cy Williams, 
outfielder for the Phillies twenty years 
ago, was a big right-field slugger. The 
Boston Braves started to play him as 
the American Leaguers now play the 
current Williams. The other clubs 
picked it up and Cy was. completely 
stifled. 

The eight-count pick-off play may 
have had its roots in antiquity but 
Boudreau is the man who adapted it 
as a modern baseball tactic. 

In the World Series of 1948-Cleve
land against Boston-the fans were 
startled to see an apparent case of 
mental telepathy. Phil Masi, Boston 
catcher, had a lead off second. Sud
denly the Cleveland pitcher wheeled 

and threw to an apparently uncovered 
base. Boudreau, however, got there 
with the ball and tagged Masi on the 
shoulder as he tried to slide back in, 
headfirst. 

Bill Stewart, the second-base umpire, 
called Masi safe, but an excellent ser
ies of photographs (reproduced here
with) apparently proves that this 
punctilious arbiter was wrong. 

How did the play work? 
Like this: Boudreau at short flashed 

the signal for the pick-off to the 
catcher who returned it to the pitcher. 
As soon as the pitcher stepped on the 
mound, he and Boudreau started 
counting, "One, two, three, four, five, 
six, seven, eight." 

On the count of eight the pitcher 
wheeled, threw at the bag without 
regard for coverage. Boudreau got 
there simultaneously with the ball and 
Masi was-or apparently should have 
been-out. 

Managers generally master-mind all 
pick-offs and there are several pre-
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liminary maneuvers which set them 
up. Some right-hand hitters habitually 
bend their knees and lean over the 
plate on every outside curve ball, giv
ing the impression they are going to 
swing at the ball whether they actually 
do or not. 

The opposition manager, if he is 
smart, will instruct his pitcher to 
curve-ball such a hitter to death when 
he has a mate on first. The reason for 
this strategy is simple: Every time the 
hitter follows one of those curve balls 
down, the runner on first is in j eop
ardy. For he cannot know if the bat
ter will swing or not and he must be 
ready to wing for second. Therefore, 
with his long lead off first, he becomes 

a prime subject for a pick-off. The 
ball is on the catcher's throwing side, 
the batter is out of the way and the 
runner has to recover from a false 
move in the wrong direction. Many a 
man has been picked off first due to 
this peculiar genuflecting action of 
the hitter. 

How do you get a man off third? 
You dust off the hitter-pitch at 

his head. Nine times out of ten the 
base-runner on third will stand fiat
footed and transfixed, watching to see 
if the batter gets out of the way. Then 
he becomes fair game and a snap 
throw by the catcher frequently 
catches him off the bag. The third 
baseman, knowing the dust-off is com
ing, doesn't have to worry about any
thing but covering the bag. 

Managerial master-minding is spread 
pretty generally through baseball, but 
the successes like Stengel, Boudreau, 
Eddie Dyer of the Cardinals, Barney 
Shotten of the- Dodgers, and Joe Mc
Carthy of the Red Sox, are under par-

ticular scrutiny by the fans. And the 
comments of the clientele are not 
favorable more than half the time. 
McCarthy is periodically rapped in 
Boston, which doesn't understand the 
philosophy which causes him to go 
longer with a pitcher than other man
agers. Shotten was universally casti
gated for his conduct of the Dodgers 
World Series effort against the Yanks. 

The big screech against Shotten's 
World Series behavior was his failure 
to remove the tiring Ralph Branca, 
right-hander, when the Yankees 
inserted the powerful left-hand-hitting 
Johnny Mize with the ball game at 
stake in the third canto. Mize hit the 
fence and the Yanks put a strangle
hold on the Dodgers from which they 
never recovered. 

It was argued that Shotten should 
have replaced Branca with a left-hand 
pitcher when Mize was sent up to bat. 
In this case the Yankees either could 
have kept Mize at the plate or called 
him back to the bench. In the latter 
case he would have been out of that 
game for good. Under the rules, the 
Brooklyn replacement would have had 
to stay ·in until he pitched to one hit
ter, or got one out. 

Shotten weighed all these possibili
ties and decided to let Branca con
tinue. He guessed wrong and the 
people who panned him most savagely 
were the same ones who criticized 
him for taking Branca out of a league 
game a month before when Roy Camp
anella, the Dodger catcher, whispered 
in the managerial ear that Ralph had 
lost his stuff. There was a fearful 
screech in the press about that and 
Branca himself popped off, mortifying 
Shotten further. 

Shott en Guesses Wrong 
Old Barney probably thought back 

to the earlier episode when he was 
considering what to do about the for
midable Mize. He started to signal the 
bull pen, thought better of it and sat 
down. If Mtze hadn't happened to get 
hold of the ball Shotten would have 
been a genius. 

The Boston fans frequently criticize 
McCarthy for leaving pitchers in, not 
understanding that Joe-the exact 
opposite of the Giants' Leo Durocher
is what might be called a long-term 
master-mind. Joe can be irascible and, 
to some, thick-headed, but · when the 
question of taking a pitcher out arises, 
he is thinking not only of the game 
under advisement, but of tomorrow's 
and the one three days hence. 

He reasons this way: 
"If I take this guy out and put in 

that guy, what guy will I go in with 
tomorrow and how will the rotation 
be affected? Let him go another inning 
and see what happens." 

There are two other factors which 
influence Joe. Ever since he left the 
Cubs to manage the Yankees he has 
been blessed with hitters who can 
make a big inning. He has them in 
Boston, but what he doesn't have is a 
reliable relief pitcher. So if he uses 
a starter for relief work earlier than 
the sixth or seventh inning, he fig-
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ures the man won': be ready to take 
his next regular turn. 

Durocher has an entirely different 
managerial strategy. His motto is: 
"Win today. Tomorrow ·it'll rain." 

So Leo will clean off his bench any 
old time to win a single game. Some 
people say that Rickey likes him 
because he uses so many men. Old
timers claim that Branch-when he 
himself managed the Browns and 
Cardinals-seldom got through an 
afternoon without using 20 players. 

Durocher's Tight Game 
Durocher likes tight base-running 

baseball. It was he who started Jackie 
Robinson on his bFilliant base-run
ning career, one furthered by Shotten, 
who also knows that a mettlesome 
man on the bases upsets the pitcher 
and makes the infielders "cheat"-that 
is, devote more attention to being at 
the bag in case of a steal than cover
ing their territory. 

When Robinson whirls in, attempt
ing to steal home, he does something 
damaging to the opposition whether or 
not he makes it. As the Messrs. Shot
ten and Durocher well know, the 
defense is all the more jittery the 
next time he gets on. 

Liking tight baseball, Durocher's 
master-minding runs to such things as 
steals, squeezes and hit-and-runs. He 
gets streaks when he uses the squeeze 
play in all excusable occasions. In 
1941 ,  when he took the National 
League championship with the Dodg
ers. he won eight games with it. 

Then it backfired with sickening 
results one day in Cincinnati. With the 
score tied in the late innings the 
Dodgers got three on and Dolph 
Camilli came up. Ray Starr was pitch
ing for the Reds and Dolph practically 
owned Starr. But this time he fanned. 

Now, with three on, one out and 
Lew Riggs up, Durocher called the 
squeeze. ·Everyone ran and Riggs 
bunted a weak pop-up to the third 
baseman who stepped on the bag for a 
double play, which cost the Dodgers 
their big chance and . ultimately the 
game. 

Another squeeze play that went 
wrong-but right-was called by 
Durocher when he first took over the 
Giants in Pittsburgh in 1948. The game 
went to the 1 1th inning with Big Ernie 
Bonham pitching masterly ball for the 
Pirates. In the 1 1th Bobby Thomson 
got to third and Durocher called the 
squeez'e with Bill Rigney at bat. 

As Bonham wound up, Thomson, a 
little over-eager, started running too 
soon and gave away the play. Bonham 
took the prescribed counter-measure. 
He fired the ball at Rigney's head. In 
trying to get out of the way, Rigney 
twisted suddenly with the bat still on 
his shoulder and inadvertently hit a 
single over second, which won the 
game. 

Managers frequently get invaluable 
aid from players in the master-mind
ing department. Some players, like the 
immortal Ty Cobb, produced a stream 
of game-winning thoughts. Others 
have pulled extemporaneous gems out 

A U G U S T ,  1 9 5 0  

o f  the borderland between genius and 
schizophrenia. 

One of the great thinking plays of 
all time was pulled by J ojo White, 
Cobb's successor several times 
removed as Detroit center-fielder, in a 
training game at Orlando, Florida, in 
the spring of 1 935. 

Detroit was playing the Dodgers, 
who had a man on third with none out 
and the score tied in the last of the 
ninth. The hitter lifted a long fly to 
center field. Obviously it was all over. 
The man on third would score easily 
after the catch. 

But White did not give up. Before 
the ball got to him he made a fake 
catch and throw. The runner broke 
for the plate. He was 1 0  feet down the 
line when Jojo actually made the 
catch. Before he could tag up again 
the ball was in the infield and the run 
was lost. 

Cobb, who is remembered chiefly for 
his flashing spikes and his daring, had 
his own master-minding department 
under his cap. If he singled and the 
ball was on the glove-hand side of 
the outfielder he would take his turn 
and go for second on the theory that 
the throw would be delayed a second. 
If the ball was on the throwing hand 
side, Cobb would take his turn and 
start for second. If the throw was off 
the line he would keep going. Other
wise he would go back to first. 

Ty used the threat of a bunt to 
make hitting alleys for himself. When 
he was up with a man on first, the 
first baseman had to play on the bag 
to hold the runner on. That opened up 
the right side of the diamond. If the 
pitcher wasted the first pitch, Ty 
would fake a bunt and hold back. 
This brought the third baseman in on 
the grass and weakened the left side 
of the diamond. Having adjusted the 
infield to his taste, Ty would hit as 
the pitch required. In other words, if 
it was outside, he would poke it past 
the third baseman; if it was inside, 
he'd pull it to right. 

The First Great Master-mind 
The master-minding tradition set in 

with John McGraw. McGraw was good 
and he knew it. In fact some say that 
his chief infatuation was with his own 
brainwaves. He would call every pitch 
in the clutches, working the curve ball 
virtually to death. He would confound 
the opposition with surprise moves 
which were frequently unorthodox. 

In 1 92 1 ,  Pittsburgh came into New 
York with a seven-and-a-half-game 
lead for a series with the Giants. 
McGraw considered the Pirates, who 
featured laughing characters such as 
Rabbit Maranville and Charley Grimm 
as a clownish group which must be 
suppressed. He lectured his team in 
the clubhouse about how important it 
was to beat the Pirates. 

Babe Adams, big Pittsburgh right
hander, had the Giants 3 to 0 in the 
ninth. Then they filled the bases. He 
fed three balls to George ( High
Pockets) Kelly, and McGraw, in con
travention of custom, gave Long 
George the sign to hit the next one. 
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Adams grooved it and Kelly hit it 
"upstairs" for four runs and the game. 

You'd think McGraw would have 
had a pleasant word for Kelly in the 
clubhouse after the game. Nothing of 
the kind! He walked briskly to the 
wash basin and scrubbed his hands as 

' was his custom. Then he turned 
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around and said, "We'll win this series 
if my brains hold out." 

Another day, in Chicago, McGraw's 
Giants had the Cubs by a run in the 
ninth. The Cubs filled the bases with 
one out, and Wilbur Goode, the lead
off man, came up. He was fast and 
something of a tap hitter. The question 
was whether to cut off the run at the · plate or try for a double play. Mc-
Graw decided on the double play. 

Goode drove what should have been 
a single through the box. Dave Ban
croft came over from short and made 
what he himself considers the great-
est play of his career. He speared the 
ball near second, stepped on the bag 
and threw out Goode at first. 

In the clubhouse all McGraw said 
was, "I guess we outsmarted them 
that time." 

Bill Terry, McGraw's immediate 
successor, was a unique brainwaver. 

In Boston one day the Giants led 
the Braves by seven runs in the eighth. 
The Braves. got two across and a 
couple on. Terry immediately pulled 
out his pitcher and sent in Carl Hub-
bell, his left-handed screwball ace. 
Carl got the Braves out quickly. 

After the game some of us asked 
Terry why he used Hubbell in such 
circumstances. 

"Because it was easier for us to win 
that game with a five-run lead than 
it will be to win tomorrow's," said Bill. 

And now for a leavener, a team that 
played more than a week without a 

H itt i n g  t h e  P a c k  T r a i l  
( Continued from page 7 )  

camp meat for a hunting expedition. 
On the way back to Nacori Chico, 

we made a discovery which could be 
of considerable importance. Everyone 
in this section of Mexico has heard 
about the lost Tayopa mine and any of 
you readers who have had the good 
fortune to read J. Frank Dobie's book, 
"Apache Gold and Yaqui Silver," will 
recall the fascinating story of this 
famous mine developed by the Spanish 
Jesuit Fathers. Outsiders were never 
allowed to come near it and so its 
whereabouts have always remained a 
secret. One of our men told us of a 
time when he had discovered a stone
paved road going up the side of a 
nearby mountain. In this area such a 
road would be almost a miracle. 

Our ·hunter says the road goes well 
up the mountainside and then sud
denly stops with no trace of anything 
beyond this point, with the exception 
of a Spanish fortification and a Spanish 
graveyard with about 20 headstones. 
Such a story excites the imagination. 
Why is the paved road there? What 
was the purpose of the fortification 
and who are the people buried in the 
graveyard? Can it be that this is where 
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trace of ma:rie1·-minding and won eight 
straight: In the days of Wilbert Rob
inson, Brooklyn traded one Jake Flow
ers to the Cubs. He came back to play 
against the Dodgers soon after, and 
the game had almost started when 
Uncle Wilbert recalled that Flowers 
knew all the Brooklyn signs. 

There was no time to put in new 
ones so Robbie called all signs off for 
the day. The Dodgers won, so Robbie, 
a great hunch player, kept the signs 
off the next day and the next. After 
they had won eight straight without 
master-minding, he reinstated signs and 
the Dodgers promptly got shellacked. 

The Dodgers of 1930 were a particu
larly slow-footed bunch. The opposi
tion would force the lead runner at 
third when they tried a sacrifice. 

In this case, master-minding spread 
to the press box. Garry Schumacher 
and Tom Meany thought they had 
devised an antidote. They waited on 
Uncle Wilbert and Shumacher said, 
"Why do you always bunt in a bunt
ing situation? Why not hit and run?' '  

'Fhe chance came the next day 
against the Cardinals. Johnny Fred
erick was on first and the pitcher on 
second with none out. It was a situ
ation that cried for a bunt. 

But Robby called the hit-and-run 
with Wally Gilbert at bat. The latter 
slashed a liner over second base. 
Charley Gelbert, the Card shortstop, 
speared it with his glove, stepped on 
second and picked Frederick off first 
for a triple play. 

Shumacher and Meany didn't go 
near the Dodger bench for a month. 

It was a serious blow to master
minding but, in the modern era, the 
air is again full of brainwaves. 

It looks as if master-minding is 
here to stay. • e e 

the fabulous riches of the Tayopa mine 
lay hidden? The mountain is in the 
area in which the. Tayopa mine could 
have been situated. We would like to 
have explored it but unfortunately we 
had to return to the United States. 

The Law School of the University 
of Washington had invited Gardner 
and the writer and the other three 
members of the Court of Last Resort 
-Raymond Schindler, Dr. Lemoyne 
Snyder and Tom Smith-to be the 
guests of honor and speakers at their 
annual banquet in Seattle. We had 
to move fast to make this date. Gov
ernor Langlie of Washington State 
and the members of the State Supreme 
Court and the State Superior Court 
were all to be guests and we were 
anxious to tell them about the work 
of the Court of Last Resort. 

With all that fresh air and exercise, 
we were ready to take the world apart. 
Dan Mangum will probably need a 
good rest back at Douglas, Arizona, to 
recover from his ornery dudes. Our 
Mexican friends will have our endless 
gratitude. The warmth of their hospita
lity and the obvious pleasure they de-· 
rived from making the Northern visito�· 
happy is something we hope you wiE 
all be able to experience sometime. 

Salud y pesetas! Henry Steeger 
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C o o k i e ' s  To u r  
( Continued from page 54 ) 

in evidence against you. You under
stand that, don't you, Cookie? 

A: Sure. I understand it, Cap. I 
made statements before. Shoot. 

Q: All right, Cookie. · What is your 
age? 

A: I was thirty on my last birthday. 
In August. 

Q: What is your occupation? 
A: I'm a safe burglar. 
Q: I mean what is your legitimate 

trade? 
A: ·oh. I'm a baker. Or I'm supposed 

to be a baker. But I ain't worked at it 
since I got out of Sing Sing. I had 
enough baking at Sing Sing. I baked 
for two thousand gees U!J there. 

Q: All right, Cookie. What we want 
now is a complete statement about 
what happened in Westover. 

A: You're not interested in anything 
else about that safe j ob? 

Q: You told us all we want to know 
about that this morning. Now we want 
to hear about Westover. 

A: O.K. If you want to hear about 
it, I'll tell you. But it's a blot on my 
memory. 

Q: Go right ahead. In your own 
words. 

A: In my own words, yeah. Well, 
like I said this morning, the sting from 
that safe j ob wasn't bad. Over seven 
thousand. And cut up three ways that 
still ain't bad. So I got myself a little 
ready capital when I get word you got 
enough on us to make it stick. 

I figure the safest way to play it is 
to breeze out of New York for a while. 
It don't take me long to figure that 
Baltimore is as nice a place as any to 
land, so I drop down to Penn Station, 
I pick up a ticket and before you know 
it I'm riding the cushions to Baltimore. 
I was-

AssiSTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY D'AN
GELO: Excuse me. Would you state 
why you happened to pick Baltimore? 

A: Sure. Why not? I state I hap
pened to pick Baltimore because I like 
New York, you know what I mean. 

Q: I'm afraid I don't. 
A: Well, Baltimore is far enough 

down the line so I'm not too worried 
you got me made for this safe j ob in 
New York and I'll be exposed to the 
heat from it. And, on the other hand, 
it's not too far away I can't run back 
here in five or six hours if I get the 
notion. Besides, in Baltimore there's 
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this little broad I used t o  know and i 
she's O.K. That answer your question? I 

ASSISTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY D'AN- . 
GELo : Yes, well enough. 

CAPTAIN McVEIGH: Go on, Cookie. 
A: Well, Cap, like I said, I'm in Bal

timore with a lot better than a bum
blebee in my kick and I'm out for a 
good time. This little broad and myself 
are batting around together. We're 
hitting on all eight, if you know what 
I mean. So, to make a long story short 
and sad, I get a little devil-may-care 
and I forget all about all the heat I got 
in New York. For some strange reason 
I'll never know, the little broad and 
myself are sitting in a scat joint one 
night when two big hunks of Balti
more law walk in, slap their hands on 
me and say, "Come along, bub." 

Well, you can imagine how I feel. 
There I am laying in that Baltimore 
j ail without a friend to talk to, the 
Baltimore heats they have in th�re be
ing a terrible clannish bunch. So I'm 
not the most miserable guy in the 
world when they inform me a couple 
of New York cops are driving down to 
carry me back. It ain't the best situa
tion that can happen to a guy, but I 
figure at least I 'll hear a familiar voice, 
if you know what I mean. 

It's long about supper time the next 
evening when . . .  Say, Cap, do you 
know what they give you for supper 
in that. Baltimore j ail? They-

Q: Never mind that, Cookie. Go on 
with your story. 

A: Yeah. It's along about supper 
time when they take me down to some 
lieutenant's office and there's the two 
New York cops. These here two guys, 
Detective Thompson and Detective Sil
verman. To me, after that j ug full of 
strangers, they're like long-lost broth
ers only I don't admit it. Silverman 
shoves a paper under my nose and 
says, "Will you waive extradition back 
to New York?" 

"I'll waive anything," I come back at 
him. "Where do I sign and let's get out 
of here." 

This hits Thompson and Silverman 
between the eyes. They are planning 
to lay over in Baltimore the night and 
start driving back with me in the a.m. 
But I guess I give them an idea, be
cause immediately they're figuring i:f 
they get back to New York by morn
ing they got the rest of the day off 
coming to them. 

So we all got the same idea in mind 
-Thompson, Silverman and me. We 
should start back to New York as soon 
as possible. But by the time they pass 
the courtesies of the day with the Bal
timore cops and untangle the neces
sary formalities of getting me signed 
out, it's after eleven o'Clock in the 
night. But anyhow, we're on our way. 

DETECTIVE THOMPSON: At the time 
Detective Silverman and myself got 
you in Baltimore, Cookie, you weren't 
counting on making the move you did? 

A: Listen. Who can count on such 
unseen circumstances? 

CAPTAIN McVEIGH: We'll cover that 
point when we get to it. Go on, Cookie. 

A: Yeah. Thank you, Cap. So we get 
down to the car. and- tl\ey lead- me in. 

don't buy a 
glass rod ! . .  
U NTI L . . .  Y O U  FEEL T H E  
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Specially crafted of solid fibre glass 
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save pstg. Money·Back Guarantee. 
LINCOLN TAILORS, Dept. AR-7, Lincoln, Nebr. 

B I N O C U LARS "\ 
(Made in Germany} 

Precision around lenses and center 
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m i le range. Strongly built. Wei g ht 
10 oz. Extra wide Field of view. 

Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
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438 Asylum St. Hartford 3 ,. Conn. 
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tion-over 1 14,000 students enrolled. 
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material furnished. Easy payment 
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G ETZEM Dept. 15-H, 117  W. 67th Terrace 
KANSAS CITY, M I SSO U R I  

We start out with Thompson at the 
wheel and myself in the back with Sil
verman. They ain't taking any chances 

. with me, you understand. Silverman 
has got out his cuffs, and the first thing 
he does is put one bracelet around my 
wrist and the other around his. But 
it's wasted energy, you know what I 
mean. It's nearly midnight and the 
last thought in my mind is a break. So, 
we're off to New York. 

It turns out that this Thompson and 
Silverman are a couple of regular guys 
with it all. We have a nice conversa
tion on the road. We're going over 
mutual acquaintances. Thompson, it 
develops, is the guy who collared my 
roommate at Sing Sing. And Silver
man, of all people, went to the same 
public school I did only at different 
times. When I complain that the j ail
house coffee in Baltimore is like sweat 
and I'm dying for a cup, they oblige 
and stop at the nearest diner. After, 
Silverman takes the wheel and Thomp
son comes in back with me and the 
bracelets. All in all, it's getting to be 
a regular old-home week, you know 
what I mean. 

Well, this goes on and on until the 
wee hours. I'm getting a little groggy 
and I start catching cat naps every 
once in a while. Thompsc::m and Silver
man are feeling the same way, but 
they're not passing such information 
along to me. After so much of this I'm 
beginning to wish I had stayed in that 
Baltimore j ail another night. At least 
there was room to stretch out and put 
your feet up, which is not the case 
with the automobile we're riding in. 

By now the sun is on the way up 
and daylight is making an appearance, 
when I hear the conversation between 
Thompson and Silverman. They think 
I'm in one of my cat naps but I'm 
catching every word. 

"We're coming into Westover," I 
hear Silverman mention. 

"I could use a little breakfast," 
Thompson comes back. 

"It ain't no pleasure eating with this 
guy," Silverman says. I ignore the in
sult. "I wonder if there's a good res
taurant open along the road." 

"Hey, I got a thought," Thompson 
says. "There's an inspector here in 
Westover who I helped for four days 
in New York last year. He said any-
time I get to Westover, the town's 
mine." 

"So?" 
"So let's drive downtown to the sta

tion house and put Cookie on ice a 
couple of hours while we have a leis
urely set of ham and eggs," Thompson 
says. 

"O.K. You got a customer." Silver
man isn't hard to convince. 

So we drive into the heart of town, 
which is sort of a Jersey City without 
the Holland Tunnel, if you know what 
I mean. It's only touching seven o'clock 
in the morning and the business dis
trict is definitely not a beehive of ac
tivity as yet. Thompson has got a good 
sense of direction and we find the po
lice station with no effort at all. This 
Thompson is j ust like a homing pigeon, 
Cap. Do you know what-
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Q: You found the police station. 
A: Yeah, excuse me, Cap. We found 

the police station and the inspector 
who is the friend of Thompson's is sit
ting at his desk j ust like he was wait
ing all night for us to arrive. 

There are the usual greetings and in
troductions. Pretty soon Thompson gets 
around to telling the inspector what he 
is doing in these parts and that he is 
hauling me back from Baltimore. I get 
a big build-up to the inspector as the 
"best safe ripper in New York," which' 
naturally gives me quite a lift. 

Before you know it, the inspector 
has offered to take Silverman and 
Thompson out for a spot of breakfast. 
Silverman rubs his chin and figures he 
could use a shave, to which the in
spector is quick to recommend his own 
barber. But Thompson points to me 
and says, "We would love to accept 
your hospitality and patronize your 
barber," he says, "but what do we do 
with him?" 

I volunteer ·that I also could use 
some breakfast and even a shave, but 
this goes over the head of the inspec
tor. He pushes a button on the desk 
and in comes a cop-a big cop in soft 
clothes-who weighs no less than two 
hundred and fifty. 

Before you can say "Boo," the big 
cop has me by the seat of the pants 
and I'm tiptoeing down the hall t0· 
·wl!rd the j ail house. 

Q: The jail is in the same building, 
isn't that right, Cookie? 

A: Yeah. Cap. The police station has 
sort of the first three floors and the 
city j ail is upstairs on the fifth-or is 
it the sixth-

DETECTIVE SILVERMAN: It's the fifth. 
A: Yeah. The fifth. So this big cop 

takes me to the back and we go through 
a set of double doors which leads to 
nothing but a small room. There sits 
at the desk a sergeant and behind him 
is a caged-in place where another cop 
is working away at some papers. Also 
there is an elevator door, which, as I 
am to learn, is an express ride to the 
city j ail. 

The sergeant asks the big cop what 
are the charges and the big cop says · 
there are no local charges. He explains 
that I am en route to New York and he 
gives the sergeant a run down on the 
situation between the inspector and 
Thompson and Silverman. All in all, 
the big cops says, I won't be in there 
more than a couple of hours. 

For this the sergeant is grateful, be
cause like everywhere else the j ail has 
a housing situation. The sergeant takes 
my name and the other essentials and 
calls out the uniform cop from behind 
the cage. The big cop and the uniform 
cop shake me down, but they get noth
ing out of my pockets except a hand
kerchief, a comb, a pack of cigarettes 
and some matches. I explain to them 
that Detective Silverman has my 
money and the balance of my personal 
property. 

At any rate, the sergeant gives me 
back my cigarettes, my matches and 
my handkerchief, but puts the comb in 
an envelope for which he gives me the 
customary receipt. He also takes my 
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necktie and belt and put them in the 
envelope. The poor jerk is afraid I'm 
gonna hang myself with the necktie 
and belt and dig my way out with the 
comb. 

As I'm standing there trying to hold 
my pants up (I lost a few pounds in 
Baltimore) ,  the uniform cop rings the 
elevator bell. The big cop leaves with
out a good-bye. As soon as he is out 
the door, the sergeant says to the uni
form cop, "Throw him in the tank." 

It was then that-
AssiSTANT DISTRICT ATTORNEY D'AN

GELO: Just a second, Cookie. Exactly 
what is "a tank?" 

A:  Haven't you been district attor
ney long enough to know what a tank 
is? 

Q: I know what a tank is, but I'd 
like the record to show it. 

A: Lawyers, it don't make no differ
ence which side they're on, they're all 
the same. A tank is a bullpen. 

Q: All right. A tank or a bullpen is 
a large common cell in a jail where 
various persons charged with minor 
offenses are imprisoned together, 
either to exercise or await trial before 
a magistrate. Is that right, Cookie? 

A: Right as rain, Mr. D. A. 
CAPTAIN McVEIGH: Go on, Cookie. 
A: Well, the sergeant says throw 

me in the tank. The elevator hits the 
floor, the cop and I get on and we take 
a ride upstairs to the fifth. 

We get off and the cop hands me 
over to a keeper and says, "His name 
is Cookie Cerulli. He's en route to New 
York charged with burglary. The offi
cers he's with have business with In
spector Ferguson. Throw him in the 
tank for a couple of hours." 

Business, I say to myself. They're 
out stuffing themselves with ham and 
eggs while here I am again stuck with 
j ailhouse coffee. While I'm thinking 
this, the cop gets back on the elevator 
and the keeper is pushing me toward 
the tank which he opens up and bids 
me enter. 

I step in and I'm disgusted by the 
sight. I'm so disgusted that for a sec
ond I leave go of my pants and they 
begin to slip. The place is about as 
big as a good-sized handball court. 
One side is all bars, the other two 
sides are walls with maybe one or two 
windows high up. All around the walls 
are built-in wood benches. 

On the benches, on the cold cement 
floor and practically hanging from the 
ceiling are about two dozen guys. 
Some are laying down, some are stand
ing up. Some have their eyes open, 
some have them shut. But out of the 
two dozen I can guarantee you I was 
the only one who went through the 
night without a drink. Here I am, 
supposed to be a high-class safe ripper, 
in with a bunch of rumdums. It makes 
me nauseous, you know what I mean. 

The only thing that holds me on my 
feet was that I knew it would be two 
hours tops and I'd be in the car going 
to New York. So I look around and see 
an open space on a bench between 
lushes. I walk over, thinking to stretch 
out and catch a few winks myself. 

But first I figure I'll have myself a 
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smoke. This, gentlemen, i s  m y  big 
mistake. No sooner do I pull out that 
pack than a guy weaves over to me. 
He's not the crummy type, he's well 
dressed. Except, of course, he's missing 
his tie and his belt which they got 
downstairs in the envelope. You could 
take him for the ordinary citizen if he 
isn't loaded-but loaded. 

"How're you doing, pal?" he says. 
"Hit the ties, rummy," I give him. 

But it goes over his head, he don't 
move. 

"How about a smoke? Can you spare 
a smoke?" he wants to know. 

Well you know me, Cap. My big 
heart sticks out all over me. I got a 
full deck of cigarettes and I don't have 
the meanness to turn the poor guy 
down. So I give him a smoke. And he 
adopts me. He won't leave my side, he 
sticks with me. He won't leave my 
side. And he's loaded like the Lexing
ton A venue express. 

By now it's nearing seven-thirty in 
the morning and the tank is beginning 
to come alive. Some of the drunks are 
walking around, trying to shake off 
the night before. Most of them are 
moaning and holding their big, 
heavy heads. 

Then I notice something that didn't 
mean too much to me at the time. The 
keeper that put me in the tank and 
all the other keepers are relieved and 
a new set of keepers comes on duty. 
To pass the time I notice this whole 
operation. 

My friend, the lush, pretty soon has 
bummed his third cigarette and as far 
as he's concerned we're buddies from 
World War I. Instead of beginning to 
sober up he's one of them type drunks 
who the longer he's away from it the 
wobblier he gets, you know what I 
mean. 

I'm taking in his life history because 
there is nothing else to do. His name 
he tells me is Johnson, the first name 
Fred. He's not from Westover at all. 
He's from Trenton. He's here in West
over for a little convention of hard
ware dealers of which, naturally, he's 
one. He got somewhat gay and unruly 
on the street last night and the cops, 
who don't know from hardware con
ventions, threw him in the jug. Now 
he's sorry about the whole thing, but 
he don't feel a bit better than he did 
when they brought him in. 

Well, in the shape he's in he takes 
a good half hour to tell me all this. 
I humor him and let all these vital 
statistics breeze by me until the new 
keeper walks up to the bars and yells 
through, "All right, you stew bums!" 
he yells. "Court will be open in fifteen 
minutes. Get yourself ready to make 
a good impression on the judge." 

It was like a flash! I can walk out 
of this joint! At least I can try. Why 
should I go back to New York meek 
as a lamb and take another five or 
even seven-and-a-half to fifteen in 
Sing Sing sitting down without even 
making an effort. What can I lose? 

So I go to work on my buddy, John
son. 

"Look, pal," I tell him. "By a strange 
coincidence my name also happens to 
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• Made Like Real Pistol 
• Polished Silvery Finish 
• Black Bone-like Handle 
• 1 00% Satisfaction Guaranteed 

For yourself or for a gift . . • A hand
some automatic cigarette lighter 
Pistol replica (3" x 2 1f2" ) . A sure eye 
catcher and it works every time. 
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y OU can laugh at auto 
repair problems when 

ynu"ve �ot MoToR's New 
AUTO REPAIR MAN
UAL ! Covers every job IM·��� on every car built from 
1935 thru 1950 ! Repair or ll!fiBII service anything from car-
buretor to clutch-quickly���=�� 
easily. R IGHT. Simply 
look up make, model, job. 
Easy s tep-by-step in
structions make every 
job a upushover." This 
remarkable 1950 Edition 
contains all the facts 
you'll ever need from 
A uto Manufactu rers 
Own Factory Shop 
Manual.;;. 

Almost 750 biR: 8112"x l l "  
T>Rges- mo•·c than 200.000 
�ervice, repair, adJustment, 
replacement. tune-up facts. 
Hundreds of charts, tables. O\·cr 21 00 C"Utaway pictures. 
diagrams �how exactly WHAT 
to do. HOW to do it. Used 
by U.S. Army, technical 
!'=C"hools. thousands of auto 
sen·ic<'men . 

SEND NO MONEY 
Examine It FREE 
Book sent on FREE TRIAL. 

If not completely convinced 
that it's the answer to every 
problem, return it in 7 days, 
pay nothing, Otherwtse send 
only $1. (plu� 35c POstage) : 
then $2 monthly for 2 months; 
95e one month tater. Write 
us TODAYt 

Solves EVERY 

Job on EVERY 

Car Built from 

1935 thru 19501 

Corers all 82 car 
makes, all741 models. 
including Crosle:Y B ,  
Kaisers, Jeep s !  Auto
matic 
New GM Carhuretor ; 
Tuneup Chart : Valve ; 
Genera tor ; Body Serv
lee ; Dash Gauges ; 
Brake Speclflcattons ; 
Electric, Fuel, Cool
ing, Lubrlcattng Sys
tems ; 
Universals ; 
Ends ; Wheels : 
Ends. and much 

MoTor ... k Deol. Desk !U. Ill W. 511h St. New York 11, N.Y. 



�� ��� R�!!�E�:!J 
Auto Editor 

SHOULD YOU PLAN to polish 
your car, investigate Autobrite®, 
a new silicone process distributed 
by Boyle-Midway Inc., Division 
of the American Home Products 
Corp. · It's on sale at hardware, 
variety, grocery, drug, auto ac
cessory and department stores. 
Autobrite gives a car a super 
shine which will last six months 
or more and takes only minutes 
to do it. 

It protects against oxidation, 
rust and corrosion. It gives a 
glass-hard surface that keeps 
moisture and heat from penetrat
ing paint and chrome surfaces, 
and is resistant to blistering sun, 
rains, ice, dust. fumes and even 
corrosive sea air. 

" * * 
Reprinted from editiona oJ SU11da11', April 30, 1950 

by permi••ion of New York Mirror 

S U P E R I O R  M A T C H  C O M P A N Y  
D•pt,E-150, 7&28 S. Greenwood, Chicaao 19, 1111nols 
V,u t  Coaat Salumen, Write Box 1087, San Jon, California 

STA I N LESS STEE L &  GALVAN NEAL BOATS 
The boat of today 

with tomorrow built-ln. LIGHT, STRONG, , AND PRICED R I GHT 
12, 14, and 1 6 -foot lengths. Bullt for life with un
sinlmble Styrofoam packs. For fishing as well as 
family use. A natural for both rowing and outiJoardlng. 
·write fat· particulars. 

Manufactured by 
REGAL PRODUCTS, Ltd. w�����·�N 
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THE WAR WAS LIKE THIS : 

Run for Home 
By Josiah Greene 

Join the crew of the Snoozin' Susan 
as they sweat out the hours before 
the worst of all bombing runs--the 
last j inx mission before going home. 

IN A R G O S Y  FOR SEPTEMBER 

W O R L D ' S I ST S E L L I N G  PLUG , 
Noted for its lifel11i:e action. 
The onl:r lure wlth offset book

ing. That's why it catches 'em 

for l<ceps. World's largest sell
Ing plug . Made in 26 colors. 
Underwater, surface and trolling 
models, $ 1 .3 5  each. Muskr, 

5 1 . 45. Flnod size, $ 1 . 1 0  

Sl'nd for FREE 48-page bOOI\· 
let, with plug-fishing secrets of 
famous anglers. 

H EL I N  TACKLE CO. 

be the same as yours-Johnson." 
This he buys because he's loaded 

and there are luckily a lot of J ohnsons 
in the world. But the rest I got to 
play cagey. 

"You're from Trenton and I'm a 
steady customer around this j ail," I 
lay it on. "So for that reason they will 
probably call out my name first. I'll 
let you know, pal. 0. K. ? "  

"0. K., pal," he says and my blood 
pressure goes up a notch, you know 
what I mean. 

In five minutes the place is alive 
and stirring. Everybody who can stand 
is on their feet except me and Johnson. 
Everybody is getting in shape to see 
the judge, who I undersand by now is 
a tough nut to crack. Then the new 
keeper comes over and unlocks the 
gate to the tank. In he walks and all 
the lushes stop dead in their tracks. 

"All right," he hollers. "You'll go 
to the courtroom ten at a time. As I 
call the names, step up · here and fall 
in line!" 

And he starts calling names. If he 
don't call Johnson in the first ten I 
figure I'm cooked, because there is no 
telling how soon Thompson and Sil
verman would be back. 

When the keeper gets to about the 
fifth name, it looks bad. But we make 
it, just under the wire. 

"And Johnson!" the keeper yells. 
"That's me," I tell Johnson. "You'll 

probably be in the next batch. I'll see 
you, pal." 

So I get off the bench and start over 
to the line of lushes. I'm beginning to 
feel pretty proud of myself when I 
hear a voice behind me. It was John
son. 

"Hey, pal! Wait a minute!" he hol
lers and he starts weaving over to the 
line. 

This, I figure, finishes it. He's wise, 
he's gonna raise a stink with the 
keeper. 

Hey, pal !"  Johnson says as he gets 
to me. "Don't leave without giving me 
another cigarette." 

"Here, pal," I come back, and the 
old blood pressure starts relaxing 
again. "Take the deck. Go back over 
and enjoy yourself until they call you." 

CAPTAIN McVEIGH: This drunk, John
son. He had no idea what you were up 
to? 

A: He's in a stupor, Cap. How can 
he know what I'm up to? 

Q. All right, Cookie. Go on. 
· A. Yeah. So, I get in line with the 
nine stewbums. And the new keeper 
marches us out of the tank. Here I'm 
trying to make myself look like I had 
a hard night and at the same time I 
got my eye open that maybe one of the 
night side keepers is still hanging 
around and hasn't gone home or 
wherever they go. The new keeper 
brings us to a stop in front of the 
elevator where the stewbums who are 
regular 0egin another conversation on 
how tough the judge is. This whole 
thing is beginning to look a little 
foolish to me because, odds-on, the 
judge is going to send me right back 
upstairs to do a slow ten days or so. 
But I've gone this far and, like I said, 
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I got nothing to lose, irregardless. 
The elevator door opens and I get 

the fright of my life. Who gets off but 
the sergeant that wrote me in down
stairs not two hours previous. I'm 
standing there trying to look out the 
window and this sergeant heads right 
to me. It was like two acrobats trying 
to walk a tight rope without coming 
face to face. I figure the end has come. 
but the sergeant don't make me from 
Adam and brushes right past to talk 
to a keeper who is standing way in 
back. 

The breath don't come too much 
easier as our keeper loads us all on 
the elevator and gets on himself. Then, 
just as the doors are about to shut, 
the sergeant comes running back 
toward the elevator. 

"Down!" he says and he practically 
slides into home plate. 

"Move back in there and make some 
room," the keeper tells us. I'm already 
fiat against the wall, almost. 

The door to the elevator shuts and 
we're on our way downstairs. It is 
lucky that the keeper and the sergeant 
are mutual friends and have a lot in 
common, so the sergeant don't take 
the opportunity to glance back at me 
and the stewbums in the car. 

But when we hit the bottom, the ser
geant and the keeper are first out of 
the car. They are prodding the stew
bums along and I'm sure the gag is 
over. I'm the last one out and I got to 
once more come face to face with the 
sergeant. If he don't make me now, he 
belongs on the police department like 
I belong in the Boy Scouts. 

"Are you in here again?" he gives 
me. "Can't you stay sober? "  

I shrug m y  shoulders and h e  moves 
me along with a shove that wasn't any 
too gentle. The guy has me tagged for 
one of his steady boozed-up customers, 
but I figure he'll wake up sooner or 
later. 

But, lucky for me, he ain't around 
long enough to get the connection. He 
and the keeper open the double doors 
and the stewbums walk through. The 
keeper comes with us and the sergeant 
goes back and sits down at his desk. 
I'm telling you, this is like something 
out of a moving picture. 

·so, the keeper leads us into the po
lice court which is in the next build
ing. The joint is filled with two-bit 
lawyers and cops who are waitin.� 
around for their cases to be called. 
That last fact worries me. What about 
the cop who pinched Johnson last 
night? They can't make a case in court 
unless he's there, so he's got to be 
there. But I figure to plead guilty, so 
maybe he won't be called on. 

Q: Was the officer in court? 
A: Wait. I'll get to it. So the keeper 

sits us all down there in the first row, 
me and the stewbums. One after an
other their cases are called; one after 
another they plead guilty and the 
j udge knocks them off for five days, 
ten days, thirty days. I could see what 
they mean, a tough j udge. Thirty days 
for taking a drink more than they 
ought to. Imagine! 

All the time I'm sitting there won-
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dering if Thompson and Silverman are 
back in the station and have they 
started to look for me yet. In the mid
dle of all this wondering, the clerk of 
the court hollers out, "Fred Johnson! "  

For a minute the name goes over my 
head, you know what I mean. Then I 
wake up, and I'm up on my feet and 
I walk over in front of the judge who 
looks like he could chew up four New 
York magistrates and spit them out in 
a ball. 

"Present, Your Honor," I say as in
nocent as I can. 

"You're charged with being drunk 
and disorderly," the clerk says. "How 
do you plead?" 

"Guilty, I guess," I say. 
"Don't you know?" the judge asks 

looking down at me from that high 
seat up there. 

"Guilty," I say. 
The judge looks down at a piece of 

paper. He studies it a minute and then 
he glares at me over the top of his 
glasses. 

"The report of the police officer says 
you were drunk on Commerce Street 
and rolling in the gutter. He reports 
that when he attempted to get you 
back out of the street for your own 
safety, you struck at him and clawed 
him. Is that so?" 

"Well, Your Honor," I say, "if that's 
what the officer says happened I'll 
have to take his word for it because at 
the moment my memory fails me for 
obvious reasons."  

"Is the arresting officer in court?" 
the judge wants to know. 

This I figure is definitely the end. 
But I get a · break. 

The clerk tells the judge that Patrol
man What's-his-name is on another 
case in Traffic Court and would be 
fetched if the judge so desired. The 
judge says never mind as long as I am 
pleading guilty. 

Well, the judge turns out to be a real 
Chamber of Commerce guy. He gives 
me a lecture about how Westover is so 
full of hospitality to visitors and that 
visitors should return the favor by be
having themselves. Then he hands me 
the news. 

"Ten dollars fine or ten days in the 
workhouse," he says. 

The very thought of it makes me 
sick. There I am without a nickel in 
my pockets, standing there holding up 
my pants from falling down like some 
lousy jerk off the Bowery. For a small 
ten bucks I could beat ten years in 
Sing Sing. What a spot! 

Then the .judge turns on the charm. 
He takes off those glasses and breaks 
out in a gl.'eat big smile on me. 

"Mr. Johnson," he says, "we here in 
Westover open our gates to visitors. 
You came all the way from Trenton to 
enjoy yourself at a meeting of your 
business colleagues. I want you to go 
back to Trenton and tell everyone 
what a warm-hearted city Westover is. 
Sentence is suspended." 

You could knock me over with a sec
tional jimmy at this moment. I try to 
move my feet but they won't go. It's 
like being stuck ih a pile of glue. 

"That's all, Mr. Johnson," the judge 
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· says. "You are free to go." 
"Thank you, Your Honor," I come 

back at him. "Thank you very much. 
I'll spread the word in Trenton." 

With that I start to walk out. Not 
the way I came in, but I head through 
the big doors in the back of the court 
room. This I noticed before leads to 
the street. I got not a nickel in my 
pockets but that don't make no differ
ence to me. All I "got on my mind now 
is to get on the street. 

Well, I'm halfway out the courtroom 
when someone hollers out behind me, 
the clerk, I think. 

"Johnson! "  
I pretend not t o  hear him and 

quicken my step. But there's a cop 
standing at the door. 

"Stop that man!" the clerk yells at 
the top of his voice. 

The cop tries to grab me as I rush 
by. But I break through and start run
ning holding up my pants, witli the cop 
right behind me. Before I know it 
there's two more cops from nowheres. 
One of them reaches out for me. He 
gets a hand on me. I fight back. 

"O.K., wise guy," one of them says. 
He whips out his billy, I see him bear
ing down on my head with it and, all 
of a sudden, the lights go out. I'm out 
cold. 

When the lights come on again, I'm 
looking up at a white ceiling and I 
hear voices. At first I make it to be 
angels in heaven but soon the voices 
clear up. It's Thompson and Silver
man. They got that inspector with 
them. I'm in a bed in the emergency 
hospital. 

I would like to hear what's going on, 
so I don't let them know yet I come 
around. I just listen. 

"You got to give the little punk 
credit," I heard Thompson say. "He 
thought it all out by himself." 

"He sure caused a change in regula
tions around here," the inspector says. 
"The chief ordered no more felony 
suspects held in the tank, even if it's 
only for ten minutes." 

"Yeah," Silverman comes back. "You 
got to play it safe. I can imagine what 
our captain would have given us if we 
lost him." 

"And, brother, you would have lost 
him, too," the inspector says, "if he'd 
have realized they weren't calling him 
back because they found him out, but 
only to give him Johnson's property." 

As much as my head hurts from the 
billy, it hurts that much more from 
this blow. It was Johnson's property 
they wanted 'to give me, that's why 
they called me back. 

"And wait'll he finds out that John
son had a lot more than a belt and a 
necktie - in that envelope. Wait until he 
finds out there was nearly $400 in cash 
in there." 

Well, Cap, that finishes me. I can't 
utter a word all the way back to New 
York with Thompson and Silverman. 
Not a word. I just sit in the car and 
suffer. I'm still suffering and I'll be 
suffering more back up in Sing Sing 
doing all that baking for two thous
and gees who don't know tea biscuits 
from pumpernickel. e e e 
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SECRETS ENTRUSTED 
TO A FEW 

THERE are some things that can not be 
gen erally told - things you ought to 

know. Great truths are dangerous to some 
-but factors for personal power and at:· 
complishment in the hands of those who 
understand them. Behind the tales of the 
miracles and mysteries of the ancients, lie 
cen turies of their secret probing into 
nature's laws-their amazing discoveries 
of the hidden p_rocesses of man's mind, and 
the mastery of life's problems. Once shrouded 
in mystery to avoid their destruction by 
mass fear and ignorance, these facts· re
main a useful heritage for the thousands 
of men and women who privately use 
them in their homes today. 

T H I S  FREE BOOK 
The Rosicrucians (not a religious organization), 
an age·old brotherhood of learning, have pre• 
served this secret wisdom in their archives for 
centuries. They now invite you to sh11re th1 practiral 
helpfulntss of their lta<hilzgs. Write toda[ for a 
free copy of the book, "The Mastery o Life.�· 
Within its pages may lte a new life of opporcu• 
nity for you. Address Scribe V. F. H. 

fJTie ROSICRUCIANS 
(AMORCl 

San Jose California, U.S.A. 

SELL :::��TR� CLOTHES 
Popular Prices • Good Profits 

Earn good money selling Homeland 
made-to-measure clothes for men or 
ladies-at low prices made possible by 
selling direct from maker to wearer. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Full time or 
part time. Be in business for yourself; 
make good profits. We supply com
plete outfit at no cost to you. Apply 
NOW for new Fall line. Homeland 
Tailors, Inc., Dept. G, Baltimore 3, Md. 

on wheels for 
up to age 12. A chain· 

drive, �edal·driven vehicle that 
looks hke a man-size Tractor. Sold ONLY direct from the Factory. Write today for our 
Bulletin and FREE Trial Plan. 
INLAND MFG.CORP., Dept AG-8 �---• 164 Ellicott St •• Buffalo 3, N, Y. 
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I'll Let That Cave l(eep Its Gold 
by JA CK BHA.NDT with NED A.HTHllH 

I l l ustration by DOM LUPO 

H IGH up on the top ridge of Cali
fornia's Providence Mountains we 

finished setting up our windlass. The 
rain was cold and slashed at the sparse 
growth of j uniper and pifion as I got 
ready to be lowered deep into the 
earth. I was ready for anything. Maybe 
I'd find more gold than I ever dreamed 
of in a lifetime of prospecting. 

When I first saw the hole, a few days 
before, I dropped a lot of rocks in it 
and felt the hair stand up on the back 
of my neck. They didn't make a sound 
or a splash or anything. I dropped a 
big stone in and listened for two or 
three minutes. All I got was silence. 
I made up my mind that this was one 
cavern I'd look into myself. 

Now our little crew was prepared 
to lower me on a windlass. I had sent 
for plenty of rope-500 feet of strong 
Manila. But now I wondered if that 
was enough. l rigged a bosun's chair 
to the end of the line, tied on a flash
light, stuffed some flares in my pocket, 
and then told the boys to unwind. 

It wasn't so bad at first. The boys 
yelled down to ask if I was all right 
and what things looked like down 
there. I yelled back that I was O.K., 
but I couldn't see a thing. An owl 
couldn't have seen the. end of his beak 
in the blackness I was falling through. 
Then pretty soon I couldn't hear any
thing, either. 

Hanging there in the middle of 
nothing seemed pretty queer when the 
noises stopped. I knew I was still going 
down, because the rope j erked every 
so often. Then that stopped, too. 

I wasn't scared much at first. I kep.t 
thinking that any minute I'd start up 
or down. But nothing happened. I felt 
for my strong three-cell flashlight and 
snapped it on. The long shaft of white 
light reached out through the black 
cave, but it didn't touch anything. I 
pointed it in another direction, then 
another. It still didn't touch anything 
-no wall, no rock formation of any 
kind. For a hundred yards in every 
direction all I could see were specks 
of dust shivering in the light beam. 

That was when I began to think of 
the old Mojave stories that had seemed 
nothing but superstition up above 
ground. Indians believed that the 
whole desert was hollow · in this sec
tion. And there was an old prospector, 
E. P. Dorr, who told how he'd gone 
down thousands of feet in a place he 
called Crystal Cave. This was in 1 934, 
and Dorr later swore out a statement 
that some friends of his discovered the 
secret and recovered more than $57,000 
of gold from the sands of a huge under
ground river. This happened 30 miles 
north of where I was. I'd dreamed 
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of finding that same river here. 
Now I wasn't so certain I wanted 

the gold. When I turned off the light, 
I wasn't certain of anything, except 
that something was plenty wrong. I 
untied a light line I had and lashed 
myself to the main rope. It was lucky 
I did, for after a while the muscles 
of my back and stomach started to 

tremble and jerk. I might have shakeL 
myself right out of the bosun's chai1· .  
If I ' d  known what was happening up 
top maybe I would have. 

Outside the hole Jim and Bob had 
gotten worried as they watched the 
last coils disappear from the windlass. 
Then suddenly the line slacked. They 
thought I'd reached bottom. But when 
no signal came back that I was O.K.
two j erks on the line-they bent their 
backs trying to rewind me. The rope 
wouldn't budge. Somewhere far below 
it was hopelessly fouled. 

Meanwhile the rainstorm was build
ing up into half a gale. They were 
about cursed out and exhausted when 
a lone cowpoke, head bent against the 
rain, rode down the trail. It was now 
five hours since I'd stepped over the 
lip of the hole. 

Bob and Jim and the cowboy de
cided that someone had to climb down 
after me. They matched coins, and 
Slim, the cowboy, won or lost, however 
you figure it. He climbed over the edge, 
and slipped down the rope into the 
blackness below. 

Less than 1 00 feet down Slim found 
the trouble. The rope was firmly 
wedged in a crevice, dangerously 
frayed from hours of chafing. Slim 
worked desperately with a prospector's 
pick the Randalls sent down to him on 
a line, until he wedged -out a piece 
of rock so the line could run free. 

Then Slim signaled the boys to take 
in slack. He stayed below and hauled 
and sweated to pull me up, until he 
knew that the frayed spot in the rope 
was safe on the windlass again. 

I must have passed out long before, 
because the next thing I knew I was 
on my back, with rain on my face, 
sputtering and gagging over a mouth
ful of red-eye. The boys told me what 
happened, and that nearly gave me a 
relapse. Looking over at Slim, tall and 
skinny, I wondered how he ever raised 
me that first 100 feet. I was 240 pounds 
of dead weight. 

Since that cold afternoon I've pros
pected in a lot of places. I still have 
my share of gold fever. Bui one thing 
I'll never do is slide down that damned 
hole again. It might be that half the 
gold in California today is down at the 
bottom-if it has a bottom, that is. 

Imagination? No, it's something more 
than that. I can't forget what happened 
just before I dozed off at the end of 
my 500 foot line that morning. I had 
pulled a powerful flare from my pocket 
and lighted it and leaned over to let 
it drop. But it never hit bottom. I 
watched it tumble farther and farther 
down, fading to a pinpoint of light. 

Then it just disappeared. e e e 
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Exciting Works, 
and to Those Listed 
Below on This Page I 
Sunset Pass • Rob
bers' Roos t  • Wild 
H o r s e  M e s a  • T h e  
Rainbow Trail • Code of 
the West • Thunder Moun-
tain • Fighting Caravans 

• Under the Tonto Rim • The 
Mysterious Rider • The Hash 
Knife Outfit • The Man of the 
Forest • The Vanishing American 

Shepherd of Guadaloupe • The 
Heritage of the Desert 

NOW·qourstoenjoy fora Lifetime! 
w:�d 
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breath-taking thr1lls and btood
tlngling -excitement? Here are �ear
less men and women they fought 

ruthless despera
and trigger
outlaws. Here ·····=' .,-.-· of guns 

- and the silence of the prairie. 

Here is the raw West, where greed 
and passion struggled for power; 
where men and women rode rough
shod over danger and death. 

TO READE RS 
OF THIS 

MAGAZI NE 

Really Luxurious Books! 
These magnificent books are 

bound in handsome buckram and 
cloth, in glowing red, tan, and �\��- t8���!e�a�� 1����

n
�of�:gd 

end-paters, decoraUve head and 
foot bands, 

Mile after mile of prairie of the pioneer! Out of this 
covered by thundering buf� picture emerge the heroic 
falo herd; reckless plains� figures of a man and a girl 
hlen, Indians, desperadoes pitting their courage against 
- the whole colorful epoch tremendous odds! 

All the Glory of the Old West - Its Sweeping Action, Color and Romance -
Recaptured in Beautiful Volumes Your Family Will  Be Proud to Own 

HERE is an amazing opportunity! Now you 
can bring into your home The Collected 

Works of ZANE GREY-in beautiful matched 
volumes, "Golden West De Luxe Editions." 

How proud you will be to display these luxuri
ous volumes-g.orgeously bound in buckram and 
sturdy cloth. Yet, because of a tremendous print
ing, they come to you for less than the price of 
ordinary books! 

Just picture them in your home-and imagine 
the world of pleasure they wiH open up to your 
family! The partial list that follows gives you 
only an inkling of the thrills that await you: 
1 .  THE THUNDERING J:IERD. See description above. 
2, RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE. The brave days of 
old Utah-drenched with the blood of men who gam
bled their lives for adventure! 
3. W I LDFIRE. The tempestuous story of a great wild 
stallion, a fiery girl-lind the man who was strong 
enou-gh to tame them both! 
4. ARIZONA AMES. His blazing six-shooter spread 
terror in the hearts of the toughest badmen! 
5. SHADOW ON THE TRAIL, Quick-shooting Wade 
Holden fights with rawhide-tough rustlers. 
6. ROGUE RIVER FEioJD. Violence and death on Rogue 
River, where men stopped at nothing to win the 
high stakes of the rich salmon runs. 

7. DESERT GOLD. Spine-tingling adventures of men 
and women crazed by the lure of riches. 
8, WEST OF THE PECOS. Into this land of the lawless 
came a straight-shooting young man-who turned 
out to be a girl! 
9, THE LIGHT OF WESURN STARS. Mighty epic of 
warfare on the border, throbbing with excitement! 
1 0. CALL OF THE CANYON. Smashing drama of 
death and danger-racing to a climax that leaves 
you breathless! 
1 1 .  THE BORDER LEGION. To prove his mettle. Jim 
Cleve joins a. murderous bandit band. A hurricane
swift story, bristling with g 1.m-play and suspense. 

The other great volumes are listed at left, above. 
Every one is complete; not one thrilling word is cut! 

SEND NO MONEY 
Send no money! Just mail the RESERV A

TION CERTIFICATE to examine the fi·rst vol
ume, THE THUNDERING HERD. With it will 
come a readers' invoice for $ 1 .89 as complete 
payment, plus a few cents mailing charge, and 
instructions on how to get your otlter beautiful 
volumes. 

There are positively no other charges. No "fee,'' 
no "deposit" in advance. First come. first served. 
Send in the ReservaUon Certificate NOW! BLACK'S 
READERS SERVICE CO., Suite 1000, One Park 
Avenue, New York 16 , N. Y. 

� - - - - - - -· -- -- ._- --- ----- - - il 
READER'S RESERVATION CERTIFICATE 

BLACK'S READERS SERVICE COMPANY 
Suite 1 000 
1 Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 

cs 

Please reserve in my name the books listed in 
your generous offer to readers of this magazine 
-the luxuriously�bound "Golden West De Luxe 
Editions" of Zane Grey. Send me at once the 
first book. THE THUNDERING HERD. I enclose 
NO MONEY IN ADVANCE; but within one week 
I will send you only $1.89, plus a few cents mail
ing charge-and I will be entitled to receive each 
following handsome De Luxe volume as it comes 
from the press, at the same low price, sending 
no money in advance. (Books shipped in U.S.A. only.) 

Name ...................................................................................... . 
( PLEASE PRINT PLAINLY) 

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

State .... 



A buck well spent on a Springmaid Sheet 

THIS buck may look more like 47¢- which is 
what most bucks are worth these days. But not 

this "dearslayer." Any buck spent on a SUMTER 
SPRINGMAID® sheet gets you value of 1 00 cents on 
the dollar- as any two smart squaws know. 

Because they stand up so well to wear and wash
ings and yet are soft and beautiful, any number of 
bucks couldn't get you a better sheet value. We 
sent them to an independent testing laboratory 
and, honest I njun, what happened to them would 
make Custer's Last Stand look like a Vassar Daisy 

Chain. First, they were washed 

400 times- abraded 1 0 0  times warpwise and 1 00 
times fillingwise. 

That was equal to a whole generation of con
stant use! And those sheets came out looking H!te 
-you guessed it-a million bucks, with a lot more 
wear left in them, too! But don't take our word for 
it! See for yourself their luster and even yarns. 
And compare the "washability" of SUMTER SPRING
MAID sheets and pillowcases with any other sheet 
o n  the market. We're betti ng plenty of wampum 
every time that you'll put your buck on a SPRING
MAID sheet-and it'll be a buck well spent! 

S P R I N G S  M I L L S  
200 Church Street • New York 1 3, New York 
Atlanta Chicago Dallas Los Angeles St. Louis 

For a set of SPRING MAID ads suitable for framing, send 2 5 cents to 
Springs Mills, Dept. AR· 18,  at the above address. 
�any peo�?e td/f: remember the �!ories of ELLIOTT WHITE SPRINGS which appeared in ttLIBERTY," 
. R ED BOOK and

. 
COS)IOPOLI TAN. Later they u·ere published in book form but the plates were destroyed 

tn the London bilt=, and they are no longer am .table. He has taken twenty.one of the best stories and 
publishe� them in ��

CLOTHES
. 

MAKE T�E MAN,
" together u-ith a new chapter on how to lose friends and 

antagonr :;e people, hou· to u-rlte adL·ertlsements, and hou· to build cotton mills. If your local store cannot 
supply you, send a dollar to us and we u·i/l send you a copy. 

He has also designed a sport shirt u·ith 16 SPRING)IAJD girls printed in 6 colors on SPRINCMAID broad� 

�loth . It fs 
.
made small, m�ium

,
, large, �md extra large. Send us 53.00, and we u·i/l mail you one postpaid 

1n the L m ted States. Children s age m:es 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 14, 16 are ami/able for $1.25 each. 
0 1 950, The Spdn9s Cotton Mills 




