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“HOW A ‘CRAZY
RUMOR’ GOT ME
PROMOTED!”

What | overheard one morning shook me
right out of a rut!

“Company’s getting ready to cut back . . .
bound to be layoffs,” I heard them say. ‘‘Just
another crazy rumor,” I told myself.

Just the same, I took quick stock of myself
that night. Came up with four good reasons why
the company would keep me on:

Three years’ experience
Getting along with foreman
Turning out acceptable work
Prompt and dependable

And four just-as-good reasons why they might
let me go:
Making no real headway
Others better qualified
Still rated ‘‘semi-skilled”’
Needs special training

I wasn’t in trouble. But I sure wasn’t “in solid”
like I should be. That’s when I made up my
mind to enroll for training with I.C.S.

For Real Job Security —Get an 1. C. S, Diploma!

I picked I.C.S. because it’s the oldest and larg-
est with 257 courses. The training is quick and
thorough. It’s recognized by my company and
accredited by the National Home Study Council.
You study in your spare time and get personal-
1zed, practical instruction—know-how you can
apply next day on the job.

That was a year ago. There have been two
layoffs since then. While some of the others were
just hanging on or being released, I was moving
up. My I.C.S. training started something. Not
only did it get me promoted (with a fat pay
hike), but it put me in line for real advance-
ment.

Don’t wait for a ‘“crazy rumor’” to set you
straight. Take out your ‘“job insurance” right
now. Mail the coupon and get full, free details
on how I.C.S. has helped thousands, how it can
help you. No obligation—and you get three
valuable books free! (1) How to Succeed; (2)
Catalog of opportunities in the field of your
choice; (3) Sample lesson (math).

Accredited Member,
National Home Study Council

1. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 73405M,SCRANTON 15, PENNA.

(In Hawaii, reply P.0. Box 418, Honolulu)
Without cost or obligaticn, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the fieid BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

(Partial fist of courses)

O Arch. Drawing and
Designing

O Building Contractor

O Building Estimator

O Carpenter Builder

O Carpentry and Millwork

O Heating

O Painting Contractor

O Plumbing

O Reading Arch. Blueprints

ART
O Commercial Art
O Magazine Hius.

O Sketching and Painting

AUTOMOTIVE
O Automobile
O Auto Body Rebuilding
and Refinishing
O Auto Engine Tuneup

O Sign Painting and Design’g

BUSINESS

O Accounting

O Advertising

O Bookkeeping and Cost
Accounting

O Business Administration

O Business Management

O Clerk Typist

O Creative Salesmanship

O Managing a Small Business
O Professional Secretary

CJ Public Accounting

O Purchasing Agent

O Real Estate Salesmanship

O Salesmanship

O Salesmanship and
Management

O Traffic Management

CHEMICAL
O Analytical Chemistry
O Chemical Engineering

ARCHITECTURE AVIATION [0 0il Field Technology
and BUILDING O Aero-Engineering Technology (J Pulp and Paper Making
CONSTRUCTION O Aviation Engine Mech

O Air Conditioning O Reading Aircraft Blueprints CivIL

O Architecture ENGINEERING

0O Civil Engineering

O Construction Engineering

O Highway Engineering

O Protessional Engineer (Civil)
Reading Struc Blueprints
Sanitary Engineer

O Sewage Plant Operator

O Structural Engineering

O Surveying and Mapping

O Water Works Operator

DRAFTING
O Aircraft Drafting
O Architectural Drafting
O Orafting & Machine Design
O Electrical Drafting
O Electrical Engineer Drafting
O Industrial Piping Drafting
O Mechanical Drafting
O Sheet Metal Drafting

ELECTRICAL

[ Electric Motor Repairman
O Elec. Engr. Technician

O Elec. Light and Power

O Practical Electrician

O Practical Lineman

O Professional Encineer

HIGH SCHOOL
O Good English
O High School Diploma
O High School General
O H. S. College Prep.
(Eng'r'r & Science)
[ High School Math
[ High School Science
O Short Story Writing
LEADERSHIP
O Industrial Foremanship
O Industrial Supervision
O Personnel-Labor Relations
O Supervision

MECHANICAL
and SHOP
O Diesel Engines
0O Gas-Elec. Welding
O3 Heating and Awr Conditioning

O Industrial Setety

(3 Machine Shop Practice

O Mechanical Engineering

O Plumbing and Heating

O Professional Engineer

0O Quality Control

(3 Reading Shop Blueprints

D Retrigeration and Air
Conditioning

O Tool Design C Tool Making

RADIO, TELEVISION
O General Electronics Tech.
O Industriat Electronics :
O Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g
O Radio-TV Servicing
O TV Technician

RAILROAD
O General Railroad

STEAM and
DIESEL POWER
O Combustion Engineering
O Power Plant Engineer
O Stationary Diesel Engr
O Stationary Steam Engines

Occupation

Canadian residents send coupon to International Corr

Canada. .

dence Schools. Canad

O Auto Electrical Technician (O Chem. Lab. Technician 0O Electrical Appliance Servicing (3 Industrial Engineering TEXTILE
O Diesel Engines 3 General Chemustry 0O Electrical Engineering O Industrial Instrumentation O General
Name Age Home Address

City Zone State Working Hours — AM toPM.

. Ltd., Montreal,

Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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BEAST BUTLER

Spanish moss drooping from the live
oaks and the tupelos, and the mys-
terious swamps, where the cypress
spread their wide knobby toes, in-
trigued the boys in blue clustered at
the rails of the transports. But it
was the women, the fabled southern
women who had become in their
minds as much a legend of beauty,
grace and desirability as they were
to their own Rebel menfolks, that
these men from the North were eager
to see. The exotic scenes of the Delta
were of great interest, but al this
would be forgotten the second some-
one shouted “Women!”

These Federals hadn't seen any fe-
males since leaving home, except a
few black women and a few wild-look-
ing Baratarian mixed-breed females
at the Delta landings. They had come
by sea to Ship Island at the mouth
of the river and had spent many
weeks on that desolate beach drilling,
sweating, goldbricking and fighting
mosquitoes. For many of them, mem-
ories of the applecheeked Northern
girls they left behind them, were al-
ready beginning to fade. -

HE TROOPS, on their way to occupy

the South’s greatest city, didn’t
know it, but they were about to take
part in the strangest, most hilarious,
most exasperating and most one-
sided “war-within-a-war” ever fought
in American history.

Almost until the moment Farra-
gut’s fleet appeared around the last
bend of the Mississippi and the Yan-
kee sailors and marines in the lead
frigate caught their first glimpse of
the spire of St. Louis Cathedral, New
Orleans had felt safe.

No fleet could ever get by those
twin watchdogs of the river, Fort
Jackson and Fort St. Philip! Hadn’t
Orleanians been told that over and
over again? And if the impossible
were to happen somehow, there were
other Yankee traps. Above the forts,
ships and river boats had been
chained together to form a solid wall
of wood and iron from bank to bank.
And behind the barricade were Com-
modore Hollin’s fireships. If the Fed-
eral ships did get through—and no
sane person believed they could—
then these flaming avengers would be
set adrift to burn the Yankee flotilla
down to its last Abolitionist bolt and
nail!

There was also Lovell! The gen-
eral had only three thousand men
against possibly six times that many
Federals. But, as he was fond of re-

marking as he sipped his julep on
the terrace of the St. Charles Hotel,
while going over his defense plans,
six Yankees to one Southerner made
the odds even .in fighting prowess
anyhow. Lovell really would have
rather been anywhere but New Or-
leans as he considered he was being
wasted here, defending an impreg-
nable city. The real war was being
fought a thousand miles away. He
was a war horse being kept in the
stable while the smoke of faraway
battles drifted through the cracks in
the barn. :

On April 23, Lovell received a com-
munication from down river. In plain
Confederate English the report stated
that Farragut had done it! He had
knocked out the forts, his demolition
squads had blasted the barricade to
pieces and he was close enough to
New Orleans at that moment to smell
the coffee roasting at the Old French
Market! Lovell took another look at
those six to one odds and decided
they made good rhetoric but, since
he probably wouldn’'t be making
speeches in the city for awhile, he’d
make a strategic withdrawal. Baton
Rouge really was the logical place
for the defense of New Orleans.

Soon after dawn on a rainy, gloomy
April 25, Farragut’s armada stood in
the river off the docks of an unbe-
lieving city. On the wharves a mourn-
ful crowd had gathered. An account
written at the time tells of the fate
of the city’s last hope—Hollin’s fire-
ships: “Steamboats on the river were
in flames. The great gunboat Loui-
stana, which always was to be for
the defense of the city but never fin-
ished, had been set afire and drifted
down the Mississippi where it lay
burning to the water’s edge. It was
a magnificent but awful sight.”

ACK OF the docks a towering col-
B umn of smoke was rising as
mounds of cotton bales were burn-
ing, set afire to keep them from fall-
ing into the enemy’s hands. And the
warehouses were being gutted by the
riff-raff. Molasses oozed down the
street in sticky, fragrant rivers and
people swarmed with pails to gather
it. Hundreds of whiskey kegs were
split open and their amber contents
poured down the gutters, starting a
rush of both men and women, who
fell on their bellies and lapped up
the escaping Bourbon with the en-
thusiasm of Moslems entering para-
dise. New Orleans was cutting its
own throat to save the Yankees the
trouble.

For five days Farragut negotiated
with Mayor Monroe who refused to
officially surrender the city. He told

the flag-officer that the Federals
would have to take the city and sug-
gested, in effect, that it wouldn’t be
too difficult to overcome the resistance
of the women, the winos and city’s
population of dogs and cats—the only
remaining opposition.

On the last day of the month, ma-
rines landed and raised the United
States flag over the mint, Farragut
considering this already Federal
property. As soon as the leathernecks
left, a young man by the name of
William Mumford climbed to the
roof and took down the flag. For that
act he enjoyed a temporary fame as
hero. Later he was to have another
and more tragic role—martyr of the
resistance movement.

N THE first day of May, 1862,

New Orleans once more became
part of the United States. The first
Federal unit ashore was the Fourth
Wisconsin, followed by the Thirty-
First Massachusetts, the Twelfth
Connecticut and First Maine. As the
troops formed for parade, a snarl-
ing, taunting crowd surrounded them.
There was a roll of drums and the
Fourth Wisconsin’s band and the
fifers of the Massachusetts unit
moved out in front, starting the
march up Royal Street. The music
they played was hardly on the New .
Orleans hit parade—the Star Span-
gled Banner and Yankee Doodle. As
the columns moved into the dark,
narrow world of the French Quarter
through the hostile mob, the home-
sick Northern boys, hated and
scorned in a city as strange as Mar-
seilles or Istanbul, kept a stern eyes-
front.

Then someone shouted, “It's the
old man, Butler's coming!” An al-
most electric excitement crackled
through the crowd and even before
the man who had come to rule New
Orleans was fully in sight, the booing
and catcalling began.

General Benjamin F. Butler of
Massachusetts came stomping along
between files of soldiers, already a
lonely man, for he walked with no
one by his side. And between him
and New Orleans it was hate at first
sight. The man stalking grimly down
Royal Street was a stern man and no
Adonis. He was a man of medium
height, rather slender, and his man-
nerisms were quick and jerky. What
little hair he had was combed back
over his ears impudently, shooting
back almost like the horns of a Vi-
king’s helmet. His eyes were restless
and intense, and one “cock eye’” that
made him look as if he were prying
into every man’s private thoughts
when he looked at him. His lips were
























""What's he, some kind of a nut?"
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How 1,000 G.l. Girls

aboard an Armed Transport
during World War Ii,
went on the loose—and

made the Navy Brass blush!

FLOATING

VOMEN’S

BARRACKS

By Herb McCall

HE MAN IN THE DUCK blind ‘was small,
sharp-eyed, alert, and seventy-five. He was also
a Vice-Admiral in the U.S. Navy.

His companion was a great deal younger. Tall,
rangy, powerful, and relaxed in the poetic way of
men who understand beauty only by living it in the
outdoors.

The Admiral, whose name was Artemus Bullard,
spoke.

“Here they are, Jeff.”

The geese circled the blind, then beamed in on the
pond for a landing.

The Admiral raised his shotgun—the gift of the
men who had served under his last command—
and fired.

The man at his side fired, a half second after
him. Jeff Wright, Lieutenant Commander, USNR,
anxious to retire and get back to running his own
advertising agency, could still handle a shotgun.

The great lead Tom dropped. A magnificent shot.

The Admiral turned to Jeff.

“You young bastard,” he said. “You think I'll kid
myself that I hit that grand old feller? Even if
you timed your shot to overlay mine? You hit him
—1I missed him. Let’s at least get that straight.
And, by the way, let’s have some of this—
straight.”

He pulled out a pint of 20-year-old bourbon, tore
off the closure, and offered it first to Jeff.

Jeff looked his appreciation.

“Thanks, sir,” he said

The Admiral’s eyes snapped.

“You’re the next thing to a son I know,” he said.
“And you still call me sir. Well, never mind. I have
much more important things I want to know about
that strange object in your head you call your
mind. For example:—I'm about to retire, as you
and the rest of this Navy knows. Now, the report
you sent in to the Department over my desk as CO
at Norfolk, covering that shipment of 1000 broads
—I mean girls—to Europe, was a masterpiece. A
masterpiece of snivelling, underhanded, double-

talking fiddle-faddle. Do you mind, str, breaking
through the silence of the Pentagon in this matter
and telling me what in hell happened on that pre-
posterous mission of yours as nursemaid to 1000
females looking for action? We heard the stories
and the rumors—and we blushed. But by golly
—what happened?

Jeff Wright smiled, and took a swig of the bour-
bon. The old man, bless him, was a wonder, retired
or not.

“Well, sir,” said Jeff, taking another pull, then
handing it back to the old man, and settling down
in the blind . . . “It was this way—"

“Godammit, Commander!” bellowed the Captain.
“Are you off your rocker? What's this requisition
for 1000 pairs of nylons and 329 panties?”’

Lieutenant Commander Jeff Wright, USNR, try-
ing his best to help out with World War II, swal-
lowed hard. Captain D’Onofrio had once tried (and
almost succeeded) to take on the entire Jap air
arm in one lumbering PBY the day of Pearl Har-
bor. Enlisted men froze and shrank out of his path
when he stormed below decks on an inspection
tour. As Exec of the Navy Air at Norfolk, Va,
he had spent the first few years of the war in a one-
man assault on the U-Boats lurking in the Atlantic.
That battle just about won, he was grousing up,
now, because his Pacific command hadn’t come
through as yet from Washington.

“Sir,” said Wright. “It’s all regulation. I have
1000 female operatives—under my command on
APA-564, and they’ve had an accident.”

“What the hell kind of an accident?”” roared the
Captain.

“Well, sir,” said Wright. “We took them aboard
that British aircraft carrier that docked in here
last week, and we wanted to show them a little
action. Most of them had never been on board a
ship before, sir. We cleared it with Washington in
advance, sir. All official. So the boys in the torp
bombers thought they’d make a few runs on the
carrier, and kick up a (Continued on page 80 )
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Deadly Blonde of the Barranca de cdhre

Continued from page 42

ruthless and predatory as a tigress.
Besides her own survival only one
thing was of importance to her—
almost half a million dollars’ worth
of stolen jewelry in the red leather
train case somewhere in the wreckage
of the Cessna.

A low moan of pain came to her
ears while she was approaching the
plane and she saw Guion's head and
shoulders protruding from under a
twisted length of fuselage on the
ground.

He was bleeding from a gash in
his forehead and he moaned again,
looking up at her with dazed eyes.

“Iris. My head—"

She lifted the fuselage sheathing
and finding it lighter than she had
expected, moved it to the side.

Guion’s jacket was torn and he
had another severe cut in his upper
arm.

Pulling up her skirt, she removed
her half-slip, ripped it into strips and
knelt beside him, her fingers lightly
touching his head.

“I doubt that your skull’s been
fractured,” she said coolly. “You may
have a concussion, of course.”

He moaned and winced while she
was bandaging his head and arm,
then raised himself on his elbow.

“What about Riggs?”

“He didn’t answer when I called
him. Most likely he is still in there.”

She walked to the plane, then
stopped abruptly with a shudder of
horror. Tightlv wedged in his seat
Riggs was staring at her with sight-
less eves, the distorted grin of death
upon his face.

Steeling herself, she crawled into
the plane, past his bodv, making her
way towards the rear of the battered
cabin. Her hand reached avidly for the
train case. It was intact, reassuringly
heavy. She was satisfied by the fa-
miliar weight that the jewels and the
.32 calibre pearl-handled automatic
which Guion seldom carried on his
person, were within.

Glimpsing their luggage in the
smashed compartment behind, she
lifted out her traveling bag. Besides
her toilet articles and other things,
she could make good use of the flask
of cognac and small flashlight.

Guion was standing up when she
returned to him, His glance went first
to the train case, then to the traveling
bag.

“The rest of the luggage is all
there,” she said. “So is Riggs. He is
horrible to look at.”

“I'll take what we need from the
plane in the morning,” he said, and
pointed towards some scraggy looking
pinnion trees near the base of the
towering rock wall a quarter of a
mile away.

“We'll look for some sort of shel-
ter before it gets too dark. Even
those trees are better than being out

in the open in this rain.”

Picking up the bags he began walk-
ing. A hundred yards further on the
blonde stopped with a muttered excla-
mation and removed her shoes. This
was not ground meant for hiking in
spike heels.

Reaching the trees, they sighted
an opening at the base of the rock
wall beyond. It appeared to be the
entrance to a natural cave and they
headed for it. Guion led the way in.

“Seems to be a large cave,” he
said. “Perhaps we can find some wood
for a fire and—good God! Look. there,
against the wall!”

“A dead man!” she said in a star-
tled voice.

Peering into the gloom at the body
sitting against the rock wall they
saw it was a man, stark naked and
mummified. Skinny, fleshless arms
had been crossed over the chest and
bound together at the wrists. Beyond,

-further in the depths of the cave,

they came upon other bodies seated
against the wall in the identical posi-
tion. Mummified men, women and
children, more than a dozen of them.

At the feet of each body were the
individual’s possessions. Blankets,
straw woven hats, serapes, axes, crude
dolls, gourds and clay dishes, still
containing some sort of dark, powder-
dry food.

“Nothing here to be afraid of,”
Guion said when they had finished
their brief exploration. “We’ve stum-
bled into some sort of Indian burial
cave. I think it's been years since
anyone else has been here.”

“You expect to spend the night in
this grisly place?”

“Why not? We can at least dry out.
The other tenants aren’t apt to
bother us.”

She scanned his face. He’d had it,
she thought to herself. He looked
drawn and tired, probably was weak
from loss of blood.

“All right,” she nodded grimly,
“but it is not exactly my idea of a
luxury hotel.”

She opened her traveling bag and
matter-of-factly took out comb, brush
and silver flask.

Pulling her rain-soaked cotton
frock off, she stripped the torn nylons
from her fine legs and put on her
shoes.

Clad only in black bra and panties,
with spike heels beneath her slim
feet, Guion reflected that in this prim-
itive burial cave she presented the
ultimate picture of anachronism.

If she was aware of the incongruity
of her costume she ignored it as she
reached for the flask. Guion, and
other men before him, had seen her
in briefer outfits. And in nothing at
all.

She filled the silver screw-on cup
with cognac then handed him the
flask.

“Here. I think we both need a
drink.”

He nodded, summoning a small
;mile before raising the flask to his
ips.

“To San Francisco,” he said.

“And to all the lovely money we'll
get when you sell the jewelry,” she
added.

Iris James was herself, again, he
reflected, as he felt the warming glow
of cognac. Her reactions to the shak-
ing experiences of the afternoon had
been as brief as in other tight spots
they had been in together. She was
sitting cross-legged on the floor brush-
ing her silky blonde hair.

In the voluminous files of the Inter-
national Criminal Police Commission,
better known as Interpol, with head-
quarters at 60, Boulevard Gouvion
Saint-Cyr, Paris, there was a lengthy
dossier detailing some of the known
operations of Roger Guion alias Rob-
ert Markey and Iris James, also
known as Mrs. Robert Markey.

Among the 65,000 other dossiers in
the active files of Interpol’s Secretary
General Marcel Sicot, that of Guion-
Markey was included in the Top Ten
of international jewel thieves.

Beginning with the initial interest
of New Scotland Yard, details had
been added to from time to time by
the French Surete, the Belgian Min-
istry of Justice and the Italian Ques-
tura, all of whom manifested consid-
erable eagerness to get their hands
upon the elusive pair.

In 1966 when she first met Guion,
Iris James, or to use her original
name, Barbara Mae Jones, was 21 and
working as an entertainer in a night
spot in the Soho section of London.
She also purveyed more intimate and
remunerative entertainment in a
small flat she maintained nearby.
Having embarked on a career of pros-
titution at the age of 16 after fleeing
from the monotony of a respectable
home in Surrey, she had the instinct
for preservation and the scruples of
a Billingsgate alley cat in a body
which she had quickly learned to
dress and use to shrewd advantage.

At the club where she did a nightly
strip routine she had casually noticed
Guion two or three times. He was
conservatively dressed and quiet. He
sat alone at a small table with a
whiskey and soda. Neither she nor
any of the other girls made any effort
to join him for the management was
strict in enforcing its “at-the-gentle-
man’s invitation-only” rule.

She was not aware that he had
been carefully sizing her up until she
found him waiting for her at the
door one night at closing time and
he suggested accompanying her to
her room.

“It will cost you 20 pounds for the
night, lovey,” she informed him
coolly.

“And worth every farthing of it,
I'm sure,” he said with a smile.

He spent the night in her flat. She
believed him when he told her that
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been successful going it alone. I have
felt however at times that an asso-
ciate would be helpful. One who had
both looks and a viewpoint that was
as objective as my own.”

Her forehead furrowed while she
weighed his words, trying to fathom
their exact meaning. In her short and
far from sheltered career she had
been offered many propositions. The
emphasis of all of them had been
on the bed chamber. This one was dif-
ferent and it intrigued her greatly.

Iris stayed on with him in Paris.
He took her on a tour of the most
fashionable stores and spared no ex-
pense in buying her dresses, shoes,
smart luggage and everything else
she needed. His taste, she admitted,
was impeccable.

He sent her to one of the best
beauty salons where a hair stylist re-
styled her silky blonde hair.

They were both well pleased with
the result. Guion nodded in approval.

“When you arrived in Paris you
were attractive and sexy,” he ob-
served. “Now you are beautiful and
seductive.”

A lone operator by preference in
the past, Guion was discriminating in
the selection of his victims, thorough
in planning every detail of a jewel
robbery. He always picked a time
when he was certain the victim would
be out while he was paying a brief
visit to the hotel suite or apartment
—usually in the late afternoon or
early in the evening.

During the following week Guion
left for Cannes after giving Iris care-
ful instructions what to do after he
sent for her. In the next few days he
looked over several prospects before
deciding upon a Mr. and Mrs. Donald
Oakes of Baltimore who were attend-
ing the film festival.

Mr. Oaks was fiftyish, balding. Mrs.
Oakes, ten years younger, was mousey
in looks but moved in the brilliance
of a diamond bracelet which Guion
estimated was worth 20,000 at least.

Iris arrived in Cannes the next
week, posing as “Mrs. James”, a
wealth divorcee. After engaging a
suite at the Palais Hotel, she com-
municated with Guion from a public
telephone booth. He was registered

“I'd still prefer pig's feet!'

BLUEBOOK

under the name of Markey at a less
luxurious hotel.

During the next week they carried
out the pattern of operations which,
although occasionally varied to fit
particular circumstance, proved to be
highly successful in many cities and
reports of Europe.

Iris contrived to meet the Oakes at
the film festival. She took Mrs. Oakes
on a shopping excursion and to tea.
She was invited to luncheon by both
of them. When she suggested that
they swim and then have cocktails
in her beach cabana Donald Oakes
envisioned her well stacked figure in
a bikini and allowed as how it was a
fine idea.

She joined the couple at 4:30 P.M.
wearing a bikini which met with Mr.
Oakes’ lecher-eyed anticipation. Mrs.
Oakes wore a more conservative swim
suit. As she planned to be on the
beach for only a few hours she left
her bracelet in her suite instead of
troubling to deposit it in the hotel
safe.

At precisely 4:45 P.M. Guion en-
tered the suite and stole the brace-
let. The theft was not discovered until
two hours later when the Oakes re-
turned to their rooms to dress for
dinner. By that time Guion was well
on his way to Rome.

Iris was not suspected of having
been implicated in the robbery. She
was not even questioned. She re-
mained in Cannes for another week,
continuing to play her role and seeing
the Oakes before going on to Rome
where Guion had engaged a duplex
apartment for her under the name
of Mrs. Markey.

The apartment was on the fashion-
able Corso de Vittorio and Iris occu-
pied it for several months. Guion
shared it with her only occasionally,
having discreetly set up living quar-
ters elsewhere.

Iris appeared to be a wealthy and
desirable young English divorcee to
the many male acquaintances she
made while enjoying the night life
of the Via Veneto. Now and then
she permitted one of the more impor-
tant social connections to sleep with
her. She gave several cocktail parties
in her duplex to which she invited
some well known figures of the Amer-
ican film colony and wealthy visitors
in Rome.

Guion remained a shadowy figure
in the background. He never attended
any of her cocktail parties. He chose
that time to rob the room of a se-
lected guest who did.

In the course of the next few
weeks they moved leisurely, and profit-
ably on to Madrid, Geneva, Amster-
dam and several other cities.

With reports of important jewel
thefts collecting in Interpol files fol-
lowing Mrs. Markey’s friendship with
the victims it was inevitable that the
international police began to suspect
that this was more than a series of
coincidences.

Probing into the background of the
fascinating Mrs. Iris Markey, New
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permit me—"

“Credentials can be forged or
stolen,” she snapped.

She believed that he was telling the
truth but she had quickly decided to
pretend she didn’t. If nothing was
wrong she could apologize for her
mistake later. She’d have to get in
touch immediately with Guion for in-
structions.

“Get down on the floor on your
stomach. Put your hands behind your
back and don’t try any tricks.”

“Please, Frau Markey. My creden-
tials—"

He stopped, reading the cold deter-
mination in her green cat eyes.

“Either do as I say or I”Il kill
you!”

He got down on the floor and put
his hands behind his back. With the
gun still trained on him she stepped
to the bureau and took some of her
nylon stockings from a drawer.

Approaching him again she real-
ized she would need both of her hands
to tie him. She solved the problem by
putting her foot on his neck and
pinning his head to the floor. Her
spike heel bit cruelly into the flesh as
she bent over and tied his wrists to-
gether with a stocking. Removing her
foot, she moved down and tied his
ankles.

Leaving him for a moment she went
into the bathroom, knotted a towel in
the middle. His eyes rolled in helpless
protest. while she gagged him tightly.

She went into the other room and
hesitated before picking up the tele-
phone. She had always used a public
telephone before to call Guion and she
realized the danger of not doing so
now. There was no helping it, how-
ever. She could not leave the police
inspector alone in her rooms. Not un-
til she received instructions from
Guion.

She called him at the Mittelhaus
and breathed a sigh of relief on find-
ing him in his room. She told him
what had happened.

“I think we'd better leave Vienna,”
he told her calmly. “Check out of your
hotel and meet me at Aspern Air-
port.”

“I can be out of here in ten minutes
or less.”

“Good. Be sure your guest will re-
main quiet after you leave. It will
also be helpful if he is not discovered
too soon.”

She hung up, quickly packed her
bags and placed them near the door.
Before phoning for the porter she
rolled the helpless Klaus under her
bed with her foot and made certain
that the bed spread reached down to
the floor on the side facing the door.

The porter saw nothing suspicious
when he carried her bags down to a
taxicab, Neither did the desk clerk
when she checked out. As he ex-
plained in consternation to the police
afterwards, he assumed that the in-
spector had left Frau Markey’s suite
before she did, by a rear entrance, and
that he had forgotten to return the
pass key.

One illuminating clue did turn up
soon after her precipitate departure.
The hotel telephone operator had a
record of the call she made to the
Mittelhaus. The male guest she phoned
had checked out at approximately the
same time she did. His description
corresponded to that of Roger Guion
in the Interpol files. With the link
between Guion and Mrs. Markey def-
initely established, the hunt for the
pair of them was on.

Guion astutely realized this was
bound to result. Understanding the
circumstances he did not blame Iris.
On the contrary, after boarding a
plane for Tangiers he complimented
her for the manner in which she had
handled the situation.

“It’s really time we left Europe
anyhow,” he added reflectively.

He was somewhat given to under-
statement.

At the colorful and expensive El
Minzah Hotel in Tangiers they regis-
tered as Mr. and Mrs. Felix Dubuis-
son, Geneva, Switzerland.

They took a balconied suite with a
splendid view of the Bab el Marsa,
the Gate of the Port, with the Strait
of Gibraltar and Cape Spartel back-
grounding the lacquer blue of the
Mediterranean.

During their stay they kept very
much to themselves. The management
assumed they were on a honeymoon
and while this was not precisely the
case, they did relax comfortably for
several days during which Guion ig-
nored two or three inviting opportuni-
ties afforded by other guests for him
to engage in his profession. He did
not commit any thefts in Tangiers
and “Mr. and Mrs. Dubuisson” at-
tracted no unwelcome attention from
the police.

Late in January, 1961, they flew to
Mexico City where they registered at
the Reforma still as the Swiss Du-
buissons. A few days later Iris left
Mexico City alone. When she checked
in at a hotel in Acapulco she was
again the glamorous divorcee, Mrs.
Markey.

Guion arrived at another hotel soon
afterwards. He was pleased to dis-
cover that the Las Brisas Hilton and
other luxury hostels overlooking
yacht-studded Acapulco Bay were
filled with carefree and careless guests
surrounded by an atmosphere of
wealth and affluence.

All this fitted admirably into his

own plans to clean up in this Mexi-

can resort, dispose of the jewelry
through a fence he knew in San Fran-
cisco and then proceed to Hawaii with
the blonde for an indefinite and pro-
longed vacation until Interpol forgot
about them.

In the 10 day period between Feb-
ruary 1st and February 11th, 1961,
with his usual adroit technique he
perpetrated four jewel robberies net-
ting almost a half a million dollars’
worth of gems.

He flew out of Acapulco with Iris
before he was suspected by the Mexi-
can police.

Everything had been working out
splendidly until a sudden and violent
storm over the Sierra Madre sent
their plane crashing into the remote,
little-explored Barranca de Cobre.

The rain had stopped some time be-
fore Guion and the blonde awakened
from troubled sleep.

They stared out at the shallow
Urique River, at the pastel reds and
yellows of the tremendous rock cliffs
towering almost sheerly for a mile
and a half upward towards a golden
blaze of cloudless sky.

The enormity of the canyon, the im-
pressiveness of the silence gripped
them both. Far beyond their element,
suddenly plunged into this primitive
world, neither of them had any more
familiarity with the great outdoors
than gained by viewing scenery with
detached interest .from a plane or
train.

The blonde turned to Guion with a
questioning frown.

“No sign of a house or anything
else. How far do you suppose it is to
the nearest village?”

“I have no idea,” he admitted. “The
best thing for us to do is to follow
the river downstream a bit. We’ll
probably come to an Indian fishing
village before long.”

“Wait until I find something more
suitable than these bra and panties.”

She took a cotton blouse and a
pair of Bermuda shorts from her
traveling bag, put them on and
knotted the shirt ends across her bare
midriff. She contemplated the pair of
silver mules in the bag briefly. The
heels were as high as the spikes she
had been wearing. There were shoes
much more suitable for walking in
one of the bags still in the plane.

“Suppose we first remove the lug-
gage and bring it back here?” She
suggested practically. “There are sev-
eral things we both can use.”

He nodded and picked up the train
case. She watched him take it further
back into the cave and place it out
of sight in a niche in the rock wall.

“Just a precaution in case we have
any inquisitive visitors while we're
out,” he commented.

She followed him barefooted on the
still moist ground through the stand
of pifions towards the wreckage of the
plane near the river bank.

Several paces before they reached
the plane he came to an abrupt stop
and pointed at the sandy ground.

“Look there!” he exclaimed,
startled.

“What is it?” she asked with a
puzzled expression.

“Animal tracks—Jaguar, I think
Probably was trying to find a way to
get at Riggs’ body.”

The pug marks of the tigre circled
completely around the wreckage, ap-
proached the cabin opening and
doubled back. The blonde shuddered
and glanced about apprehensively.

“Do you think it’s still around?”

“I doubt it. I don't know much
about jaguars except that they are
large and savage. I fancy that like






most cats they are noctural. I'd say
that this one prowled around the
plane during the night. It will return
again tonight, I suppose.”

“I don’t like it,” she said uneasily.
“Let's go back. Even the cave is safer
than this.”

“We'll get the luggage first. You
wait right here.”

He crawled into the plane and she
heard him moving around. Then his
head reappeared in the opening, his
mouth tight-lipped, his face a sickly

. green,
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Tossing three bags to the ground,
one after another, he quickly followed.
He retrieved two of the bags.

“Take the other one,” he ordered
harshly.

For a moment his face looked even
greener and she thought that he was
about to be sick right there. Then he
gained control of himself and started
off. He didn’t speak again until they
reached the cave.

“That jaguar was inside the plane
during the night,” he said grimly. “It
got at Riggs—"

They changed their plans, deciding
to postpone going downstream until
the following day. Guion reasoned
that someone might have seen the
Cessna falling into the canyon and
might even now be searching for it.
If this was so, it was advisable to

‘remain in the general area of the

wreck so they would be sure to see a
rescue party.

Early in the afternoon they gath-
ered several armloads of dry bran-
ches and stacked them outside of the
cave.

“If it's necessary to spend another
night here,” Guion pointed out, “a fire
in front of the entrance will keep
any prowling animals at a distance.
The blaze might also be seen by
someone.”

They walked a short distance along
the canyon wall, foraging for food.

Among the scrub they found a few
sparse berry bushes and further on
several stunted trees some of which
bore strange looking fruits. They
were both doubtful if any of the
species were edible until they came
upon a tall cactus-like tree with purp-
lish fruit about the size of a large
egg on the dark green branches.

“Pitahaya!” Iris exclaimed in rec-
ognition. “It’s very good.”

“How do you know?” Guion asked
curiously.

“I've eaten it in Acapulco. They
sell it in the La Concha market.”

He shook some of the fruit down
from the branches and tasted it. The
pitahaya was deliciously sweet, soft
and nourishing. After they had made
a meal of it he filled his pockets and
they stopped at the river before re-
turning to the cave.

Iris removed the bandages from
Guion’s head and arm and examined
the injuries. The gash in his forehead
was ugly. It would leave a scar he’'d
bear for the rest of his life.

She washed the wounds and in the
cave re-bandaged them with strips

still remaining from her half slip.

At twilight they built a fire and sat
near the entrance, making another
meal of pitahaya.

“At least we won’t starve,” he
commented. “There must be many
other edible kinds of fruit—and fish
in the river.”

She regarded him quizzically.

“This is not exactly my idea of a
Garden of Eden,” she said. “Incident-
ally how would you catch fish without
some sort of a line and hook?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“The river is shallow. I could make
a wooden spear or make a rock trap
in the water if it becomes necessary
but I doubt that it will.”

She gazed out beyond the flicking
yellow flames smelling fragrantly of
burning copal wood. The stars shone
brightly high above like spangles
sprinkled across dark velvet. They
bathed the silent canyon in a soft
light with a thousand weird shadows
projected by the jutting rocks in the
canyon walls.

“What happens after we are res-
cued or we find a village? About go-
ing on to San Francisco I mean.”

He had been wondering about this
himself. It would have been easy if
the Cessna had not crashed. If the
Mexican police suspected them at all
they would check the flight plan and
hunt for them several hundred miles
away in the direction of Neuvo La-
redo. They would have smuggled the
stolen gems across the border west of
Juarez without difficulty. Now things
were changed.

“We’ll leave the train case hidden
here in the cave temporarily,” he de-
cided. “It may be best for us both to
cross the border into the United
States and for me to return here
alone later. It depends entirely on
circumstances. We'll wait and see.”

She understood the logic of his rea-
soning. Guion, she reflected sleepily,
was always logical and sure of him-
self.

They were awakened some time after
dawn by the sound of voices. Open-
ing her eyes she looked up at a tall,
compactly built Mexican regarding
her with an amused smile on his face.
He stood at ease, his thumbs hooked
in a broad, silver-decorated gun belt
around his lean waist. A worn leather
holster with the butt of a .45 pro-
truding hung low on his hip.

Behind him three dark-eyed Yaqui
Indians with flat faces and skin the
color of saddle leather, contemplated
her in silence.

The Mexican’s smile broadened
showing even white teeth. His glance
moved to Guion, to their luggage, and
then returned to her.

“Permit me to introduce myself,
Sefiora. I am Ruiz Mendes. And you
are—?"

“Our name is Guion.” Guion an-
swered for her. “Mr. and Mrs. Roger
Guion. We are very grateful to you
for finding us.”

“De nada. Your plane was seen
over the Barranca during the storm.

Last night we observed your fire and
knew that there were survivors.”

This meant, Guion concluded op-
timistically, that a village could not
be very far away. Sizing up Ruiz
Mendes he asked:

“Are you an officer of the Rurales?”

Two of the Yaquis, the ones in
dirty T-shirts grinned. The third, a
huge, powerfully built Indian wearing
only chino pants, a holstered revolver
and worn-at-the-heel vaquero boots
scowled darkly.

“l am not of the Rurales, Seiior
Guion,” Mendes answered. “Ya lo
creo! Neither the Rurales nor sur-
vivors of a plane crash are welcome
visitors in the Barranca—"

.He paused, his glance roving over

the blonde’s seductive body in undis-

guised approval.

“—Except of course in the case of
a survivor as attractive as the sefi-
ora.”

She gave him a small, uneasy smile
acknowledging the compliment. She
did not know quite how to take this
ruggedly good-looking young Mexican
with the casual air and bold eyes. She
maintained silence, willing to let
Guion handle the situation.

As for Guion, for once he seemed
uncertain. He had sensed a vague
personal threat in Mendes’ words.

“Paco!” Mendes snapped.

The giant Yaqui grunted and
reached for his revolver. As the muz-
ble prodded him, between the shoulder
blades Guion was suddenly gripped by
icy fear.

“I don’t understand,” he protested
to Mendes. “What is the meaning of
this?”

“Vamos!” Paco grunted and shoved
him roughly towards the entrance of
the cave.

“What are you doing?”

With a cry of alarm Iris started to-
wards Guion. Mendes stepped quickly
in front of her, blocking her way.

“You will remain here with me,
Sefiora!”

His arms circled her slender waist,
drawing her to him. The two Yaquis,
still grinning, followed Paco silently
out of the cave while the blonde
struggled vainly in Mendes’ arms.

She fought, at first with the fury
of a trapped tigress but he was
much too strong for her.

“Do not fight me, Sefiora,” he whis-
pered softly in her ear.

“Let me go, you—"

His lips pressed tightly to hers,
smothering her words.

The thing she was to remember

-afterwards—the thing which set Men-

des’ apart from other men whose im-
petuous advances she had resisted on
occasion was the gentleness of his un-
yielding, implacable force.

Prodded on by the giant Yaqui,
Guion was marched towards the stand
of pifions. For some minutes, on see-
ing six Indians idling in the shade
beside several tethered horses he re-
gained hope that his life was not in
jeopardy.

He tried to tell himself that the
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share her bed with any other man,
whether for business or pleasure.

More and more, as the days went
by, she thought about the gems that
were hidden in the cave and about
escaping from the Barranca.

She had never mentioned the stolen
jewelry to Mendes and she was con-
fident that he had not found her train
case in the cave. She was equally
certain that he would never give her
freedom.

If she could get to the rim of the
canyon with the gems, she reflected,
escape could be managed. Mendes had
mentioned the village of Samachique
where Paco had taken Rosa. The
Yaqui had returned within two days,
which meant that the village was not.
more than a day’s ride from the ha-
cienda. If she succeeded in getting to
Samachique she would find a way to
leave the country and travel on to
San Francisco. And there she would
look up a man named Johnson, the
fence who would dispose of the
jewelry.

She shook her head grimly. She was
looking too far ahead. She would have
to take it very slowly. The first step
was to contrive to return to the cave
alone, more than a three hours’ ride.
to retrieve the jewelry. She would
then have to hide it in her luggage
until she found an opportunity to
escape.

She began to put her plan into exe-
cution shrewdly. She told Mendes that
she wished to ride and he readily
agreed. He was, for that matter,
pleased. He took it as an indication
of her growing interest in her sur-
roundings. Of sharing his life in the
Barranca.

“I shall select a gentle horse,” he
said. “There will also be one of the
Indios to ride with you. Pues! you
will ind many spots of enchantment
in the Barranca.”

“I am sure of it,” she said and gave
him a provocative smile.

On the following morning she be-
gan riding in the canyon with a flat-
faced, non-communicative Yaqui
named Témas who spoke no Spanish.

She was much too smart to object
to his company and for several days
she limited herself to short rides
downstream, in the direction away
from the cave. It was curious terrain,
hot and sandily arid where the sun
beat fully down, green and cool by
contrast in the shadows cast by the
towering walls.

There was no sign of a village
along the Urique River, nor of a hu-
man being. Parrots, toucans and other
bird life abounded as did deer. Igua-
nas skittered into the scrub at their
approach and once, at the base of a
zacasil cactus, Tomas pointed to a
deadly olive and gray fer-de-lance.

“Palanca!” he grunted, using the
Yaqui word.

He crooked two fingers like fangs,
struck at his arm, grimaced and
dropped his head to his chest.

She got the idea all right and sup-
pressed a shudder. After that she

watched for poisonous snakes.

She allowed two weeks to pass be-
fore suggesting to Mendes that Té-
mas no longer accompany her on her
daily rides.

“He is no company,” she explained.
‘“He speaks neither English nor Span-
ish.

“And besides,” she added with a
smile of challenge, “his presence
shows that you do not trust me.”

“But you are wrong,” he grinned,
“it is not a question of trust. There
is no way out of the Barranca except
by the trail up past the hacienda. And
surely you have no desire to leave
me.”

Thereafter she rode alone and her
daily rides became longer.

In the coolness of the early morn-
ing, several days later, she set off
down the trail wearing a light
sweater over her shirt. Mendes was
at the corral when she rode by.

“Hasta la vista, querida,” he called
out and waved.

She returned his wave and smiled.

When she reached the bottom of the
trail she took off her sweater, hung
it over her saddle and turned her
horse to the right instead of the left,
heading upstream. Accustomed now to
riding, her thighs and long, lovely
legs firmed by weeks of exercise, she
followed the Urique River without
halting until some three hours later
when she identified the stand of
pifion trees near the cave.

She tethered her horse in the woods
and with the sweater over her arm
approached the entrance to the cave.
Nearing it, she steeled her nerve.

She had spoken coolly when she had
come upon the mummified bodies with
Guion but this time it was different.
Now she was alone.

She avoided looking at the sight-
less eyes and the distorted grin of
the Indian mummy near the entrance
when she went in. She tried not to
look at the other bodies sitting against
the wall as they had for many cen-
turies.

Striding determinedly past them she
made directly for the niche in the
rock where Guion had hidden her
train case. It was still there and she
reached for it with eager hands,
placed it upon the ground and opened
it.

She removed the pearl handled auto-
matic and thrust it into her waist-
band to get it temporarily out of the
way. Then she took out the Holgan
necklace and her fingers caressed the
cool squares of the emeralds.

Knotting the sleeve of her sweater,
she placed the necklace within. One
by one, she took out the other three
pieces of jewelry Guion had stolen in
Acapulco hotels, a diamond bracelet,
a diamond dinner ring with a huge,
perfect stone and another necklace of
matched pearls. She put them all with-
in the sweater sleeve.

Almost half a million dollars’ worth
of exquisite gems selected with Guion’s
usual discrimination, she gloated, and
now they were all hers.

Late that afternoon when she rode
back to the hacienda she went to her
room with her sweater bunched over
her arm. Neither Mendes nor the
young Indian girl thought anything
about the apparently careless way in
which she carried it.

She placed the jewelry at the bot-
tom of one of her bags together with
the automatic and covered them with
her negligee.

Undressing, preparatory to a lei-
surely bath before dinner, she re-
flected that this first step had been
easier than she had dared hope.

Now she must bide her time and
watch for her opportunity to escape
from Mendes.

She was in the patio of the haci-
enda with Mendes two evenings later
when one of the Yaquis, a swarthy In-
dian named Huila, who looked almost
negroid in features, hurried to them.

There was a quick exchange in dia-
lect. From the significant way in
which Huila glanced at her Iris
gathered she figured in their conver-
sation.

Mendes turned to her with a frown.

“It seems that Rosa has gone to the
police,” he said. “Por Dios! but she
was the jealous one. She informed
them that una rubia, a blonde woman
who survived the plane crash in the
Barranca is to be found here with me.

“According to Huila five Rurales
are coming to the hacienda. With
them is an Americano. A relative,
perhaps?”

Iris shook her head, puzled and
vaguely apprehensive. She did not
like the sound of it.

“lI have no relatives,” she said.
“Nor do I think I know this Ameri-
can. Perhaps they intend to investi-
gate the wreck of the plane.”

“It is a possibility but I think that
they are much more interested in
us.” )

She scanned his face. It appeared
undisturbed. She felt quite sure that
he did not suspect her background.
But now, perhaps, thanks to Rosa, the
Mexican police had succeeded in track-
ing her here. She tried to conceal her
anxiety from her voice.

“What do you intend to do about
the Rurales and this stranger?”

He gave her question an interpre-
tation of his own.

“There is no need for you to worry,
querida. They will not separate us.”

Once before, he added, a party of
Rurales had attempted to descend
from the rim of the Barranca .de
Cobre and come to the hacienda. He
and his men had been waiting for
them in ambush part way up the trail.

“And now,” he grinned, “we will
prepare to receive them as we did
before.”

He left her then and with Huila
started walking towards the corral,
calling out for Paco. Later she saw
them start up the trail towards the
rim in the bright moonlight.

She went into the hacienda, found
a bottle of rum and took it to the liv-
ing room where she seated herself on
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and scowled when he shook it.

“You lie. This maleta is empty.”

“Please—" she pretended to be con-
fused, “I forgot that the-jewelry was
in my other bag. I will get it for
you.”

She had maneuvered to get around
to the other side of the bed alone and
the ruse worked. Although he watched
her suspiciously he remained where
he was.

Kneeling down, she pulled her smal-
ler bag from under the bed and
opened it, feeling for the cool butt of
the .32 beneath a nylon negligee. Re-
leasing the safety as she raised it,
she fired across the bed from her
knees, aiming at the middle of his
bare chest.

At a range of eight feet she did not
miss. A small hole suddenly appeared
in his chest and she triggered again.

The double impact of the bullets
pushed him backward like a man
staggered by a fierce blast of wind.
Then he steadied on his feet.

“Puta!” he roared, and came on.

She fired again and again, quickly.
The bullets drilled into his chest like
the others but he was a man of
tremendous strength and hard to kill.

It wasn’t until she triggered for
the fifth time that he toppled for-
ward, sprawling across the bed.

She started to get to her feet and
this proved to be a fatal error.

With the last of his ebbing strength
his hand was groping towards his
holster.

It came up gripping his gun and
he fired a .46 slug squarely into the
blonde’s beautiful face.

On the following day another, and
larger party of Rurales came down

the precipitous trail from the rim of
the Barranca de Cobre. With them
was Captain of Detectives Carlos So-
riano, Mexico, D.F. Police.

This time with Mendes and Paco
dead, the Yaquis made no attempt
to stop them, but fled to the bottom of
the vast canyon.

An atmosphere of ominous silence
surrounded the hacienda and when the
Rurales entered it was to find only
a terrified young Indian girl cower-
ing in the kitchen.

“Where is the Sefiora?” Capt. So-
riano asked. “La rubia with the hair
of gold?”

“I have little Spanish, patron,” she
answered haltingly.

He repeated the question slowly and
she pointed a trembling finger to-
wards one of the bedrooms.

“La rubia is in there. I heard much
shooting within. I have not dared to
enter.”

In the bedroom the Rurales found
the body of a giant Yaqui sprawled
across the bed and that of Iris James,
also known as Mrs. Robert Markey
and Mrs. Roger Guion on the floor. In
the bag beside her Capt. Soriano found
valuable pieces of jewelry which he
identified as having been stolen from
hotel suites in Acapulco, several
weeks before.

In the course of time, following co-
operation with the various insurance
companies concerned, the jewels were
returned to their rightful owners.

And in May, 1961, after receiving
a detailed report from Capt. Soriano,
Interpol headquarters in Paris re-
moved the dossier of Guion—Markey
permanently from the active files of
the world’s Top Ten jewel thieves. o

Union General vs. Ladies of New Orleans

Continued from page 21

iron work. The staff officer was point-
ing out a particularly fine example of
the art as he and Farragut stood un-
der one of the balconies. At that mo-

ment a shower descended—straight out -

of a chamber pot! And its aim would
have done justice to the best gunner
in Flag-Officer Farragut’s fleet! Hard-
boiled Farragut, after tidying up,
told Butler in words history has cen-
sored, that if the general couldn’t
control the females of New Orleans,
then the hero knew of some near-
by sailors and marines who could do
the job!

That did it. Not long after this in-
cident, it was Butler’s time to play
a balcony scene. He was riding alone
in the Quarter—and it took nerve to
do this in a city in which he was the
incarnation of Judas Iscariot—when
he was spied by a group of gay
girls on a balcony. As he approached,
they began a weird chorus of cater-
wauling screams and held their noses.
Then just as he passed them, they
whirled around and threw up their
skirts, exposing their frill-outlined

bottoms. With grave seriousness, But-
ler reined in his horse and addressed
the girls. “It appears, he said, “that
you ladies know which end of you
looks the best.”

The female audacity wasn’t con-
fined to the native specie. For in-
stance, there is the story told of the
wife of a French importer. This
fiery lady heard that jewels belong-
ing to one of her Creole friends had
been stolen. The jewels, somehow,
had found their way to the lovely
throat of a high officer’s mistress.
There was a lively scene at a ball,
when the Frenchwoman, taking in the
gems and the mistress at one glance,
yanked the jewels off her neck and
laid a resounding slap to the quad-
roon’s beautiful, flushed cheeks.
Then the Gallic lady walked up to
the courtesan’s protector—a full gen-
eral—and proceeded to dress him down
as an unholy thief and renegade!

Possession of Confederate flags and
emblems, of course, had been forbid-
den. But they kept cropping up, worn
by the women under their clothes,

subtly tucked in their hair-dos, worn
under their garters or between their
bosoms.

Another implement of war used by
the women was the time-tested one of
hysteria. One example out of hun-
dreds of cases will be given. On Es-
planade, the fashionable street of the
French section, two Federal officers
happened to meet an elegantly gowned
lady. As the Yankees drew closer,
the grand dame let out something be-
tween a gasp and a yelp. Rather than
pass the officers, she threw herself
into the gutter and lay there rigid
and screaming The Feds tried to as-
sist her, but their efforts only brought
on more advanced rigor mortis in the
lady. As her screams were attracting
a crowd, the Yanks took off on the
double. After they had gone, the
woman got to her feet, straightened
her soiled dress and went on her way.

When Federal funeral processions
passed in the streets, some women—
in fairness, it must go on record that
not too many went this far—would
laugh wildly. It was after one of these
outbursts on the part of a distraught
woman, that Butler struck for the
first time. He had the lady arrested
and the military court sentenced her
to several weeks confinement on bar-
ren Ship Island.

The question will be asked, was
Ben Butler’s role as overlord of a
proud city during a bitter war, the
only reason for the Petticoat Upris-
ing? It wasn’t if you believe even
part of the many charges brought
against him.

Benjamin F. Butler according to
New Orleans tradition, made the
“mostest the fastest” of any grafter
in the history of America! He cov-
ered his tracks so expertly that what
everyone knew, no one could prove.
But even in a Federal report it was
stated that “Colonel” Andrew Jack-
son Butler made a cool two million
dollars in less than six months dur-
ing brother Benjamin’s rule. Such
brotherly solicitude on the part of the
general didn’t go unrewarded, New
Orleans was sure. Colonel Andy, they
said, was the civilian front for the
super-firm, Butler Brothers, Gravy
Merchants.

With the South in desperate need
of medicines, salt, food and ‘“store
bought” clothing, Confederate agents
would pay fantastic prices for these
items. It became winked-at Federal
policy to allow trading with the
enemy in order to tempt the South
to bankrupt itself in order to get
these things. A violent inflation in
Dixie was encouraged and was
thought to be worth many divisions
of troops in the final outcome. Brother
Andy and general Ben believed in
supplying the Rebels and then divvy-
ing up.

This is the way they worked. Qui-
nine, for instance, was forbidden to
the Southerners. Women, if they could
beg, steal or hoard any, smuggled
it to the Confederate wounded in
New Orleans hospitals. Some were
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Jumping Joe Savoldi

(Continued from page 24)

top U. S. intelligence specialists be-
gan to develop the details and set the
machinery in motion. One was Marine
Colonel William Eddy, the World War
I winner of the Navy Cross who'd left
his job as president of Hobart College
to go into 0.S.S. and mastermind the
spy rings that prepared for the North
African invasion. He knew the situa-
tion in the Mediterranean very well.
Working with him was Captain Ellis
Zacharias, an assistant director of
O.N.I. and senior expert on Japanese
affairs.

The actual mission was to be car-
ried out by a special 0.S.S. unit as-
sembled just for this urgent job. It
included a CBS radio announcer, an
All-American football player from the
University of Pennsylvania, a veteran
of the Spanish Republican (anti-Fran-
co) Army who was a skilled radio
operator, a professional wrestler, and
Lieutenant Henry Ringling North,
USNR, with a lot of useful circus
experience. It was led—and sometimes
pushed, cursed and bemoaned—by
Commander John Shaheen.

Much of the difficulty endured by
Shaheen came from the honest, sin-
cere and impossible character of the
wrestler whose job was to serve as
Mr. Marcello Girosi’s personal body-
guard. He was an incredible one man
gang named Jumping Joe Savoldi,
nationally prominent as a devestating
Notre Dame fullback and internation-
ally known as professional wrestling’s
most proficient drop-kicker. In an
agency heavily populated with Wall
Street lawyers, bright young Vassar
girls, courtly scholars, European born
aristocrats and assorted “white shoe”
collegians, Savoldi was something
awesome, powerful and different. In
reporting how he personally wrecked
the entire University of Wisconsin
line in a bone-shattering display of
brute force in the 1929 game, the
United Press described the beefy bat-
tering ram as a rugged runner who
‘“wore a size eighteen collar and was
built like an ox.” In another gridiron
contest, a Michigan tackle called him
a “bull”—after he regained conscious-
ness.

After Savoldi left Notre Dame in
his senior year, he played commer-
cially for the Chicago Bears. Later
he became a wrestler and won many
matches and numerous fans. He was
one of the roughest in the business,
and was banished from the ring more
than once. He was still known by his
gridiron nick-name of “Jumping Joe”,
but that wasn't what O.S.S. security
officers called him on that awful morn-
ing in June 1943 when the Girosi mis-
sion prepared to fly overseas from
Washington National Airport. They’d
carefully briefed everyone on the ur-
gency of maintaining absolute secrecy.
In an effort to avoid attracting atten-
tion to the group as a unit, they’d ar-

ranged for Savoldi and Girosi to pro-
ceed to the air field in one car while
the rest of the special detachment
traveled in separate vehicles. The se-
curity experts hadn’t fully understood
the pure simple nature of the muscu-
lar bodyguard.

When the rest of the unit reached
the airport, they were astounded to
see their special plane surrounded by
a cheering throng. Jumping Joe Sa-
voldi stood in the center bowing mas-
sively as he’d done at Madison Square
Garden in New York City when he
wrestled champion Jim Londos. The
burly muscle-man whom many sports
writers had called Knute Rockne’s
most brutal fullback was grinning
proudly and clasping his big hands
above his head in the traditional ges-
ture of the arena. Every spectator ob-
viously knew who he was, and they
speculated noisily on where he was
flying and why. The only silent citizen
there was “body”’ Girosi who waited
solemnly and patiently on the edge of
the mob for somebody to “guard” him.

It was a security officer’s night-
mare, and a most promising start for
a plainly hazardous operation. Savoldi

couldn’t quite understand what all the-

excitement and fury were about, but
he recovered his client and helped him
board the aircraft.

Commander Shaheen and Captain
Edward Hayes, the Navy liaison man
for the project, were waiting in Al-
giers with no notion that the secrecy
of the long-shot operation had already
been shredded by the same destructive
force that sundered the Wisconsin for-
ward wall. Fortunately for their
mental health and faith in eventual
Allied victory, they didn’t know that
at every air base from Washington
to Algiers affable Jumping Joe Sa-

.voldi was cheerfully autographing

Short Snorter bills for enthusiastic
soldiers and posing for pictures in
his famous wrestler’s crouch.

The top secret mission left a trail
that should have been child’s play for
either Admiral Canaris’ Abwehr or
Himmler’s AMT VI, the Sicherheits-
dienst Ausland (Foreign Intelligence
Branch of the Main Security Office,
the RSHA later commanded by Wal-
ter Schellenberg). Even if no Axis
operative learned of the team en
route to North Africa, there were still
hundreds of German and Italian stay-
behind agents who’d been left to re-
port just such U.S. and British in-
telligence projects. Fighting in Tuni-
sia was over, and the Sicilian invasion
hadn’t begun. Generals Mark Clark,
George Patton and Bernard Mont-
gomery (British 8th Army) were pre-
paring to strike on July 10th. There
was a great amount of almost con-
stant military activity that indicated
to Axis spies that something large
was imminent, but it was impossible
to determine exactly what this might

be. Back in Berlin, Canaris and Him-
mler were both telling Hitler that Be-
nito Mussolini was a fool to doubt the
veracity of the letters found on the
body of Major William Montagu of
the Royal Marines near the Spanish
port of Huelva on April 30th. “Mon-
tagu” achieved post-war notoriety
when the British Naval Intelligence
officer who’d invented him revealed the
saga of “The Man who Never Was.”
The documents that the corpse carried
were as false as the “major”, both
designed to trick the German High
Command into believing that the next
Allied amphibious assult would be in
the Eastern Mediterranean. It ap-
pears to have succeeded.

Into this confusing maelstrom of
thoroughly professional espionage and
counter-espionage flew Jumping Joe
Savoldi, his uneasy charge and his
earnest but inexperienced associates.
They were lodged in a mountain hide-
out outside of Algiers.

“This inaccessible eyrie,” Lt. Colo-
nel Corey Ford and Major Alastair
MacBain reported in their brisk vol-
ume titled “Cloak and Dagger”, “was
perched on a peak 6,000 feet above
Algiers—surrounded by a high iron
fence and safe from prying eyes. Here
Girosi applied himself diligently to ac-
quiring the technique of a secret
emissary—German intelligence and
counter-intelligence, identification of
Axis units, proper procedure in case
of apprehension by the Gestapo—
while his conscientious bodyguard
shadowed him day and night, tiptoeing
behind him ponderously from room to
room, sleeping in the adjoining bed
and wakening him several times a
night to ask him if he were still
there.”

Girosi was a successful business-
man used to very different treatment,
but he was reluctant to argue with
the man who was (a) chosen by
0.S.S. to protect him (b) famous as
the inventor of the flying drop kick.

While Mr. Girosi was studying dili-
gently how to master the cloak and
dagger techniques under these trying
conditions, O.S.S. was hurrying ahead
with preparations to deliver a letter
from him to his nautical brother, Ad-
miral Girosi. The note declared that
the President of the United States had
promised that the Allies would wel-
come Italy as a co-belligerent if she
switched sides, and assured the naval
officer that the details of this change
could be discussed at a secret meeting
of the brothers. Time and place of the
rendezvous would be chosen by the ad-
miral. To allay any suspicion that the
letter was a Gestapo trick, the N.Y.
executive signed it -with the nick-
name of the family nurse who'd raised
both boys.

It was an excellent message. The
problem was how to deliver it.

Their first effort to smuggle it via
an 0.S.S. agent in France never got
off the ground, for he reported that
the Gestapo had already seized three
of his couriers. Their second plan to
sneak an operative through the Wehr-
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ripe tomatoes. As the O.S.S. group
consumed these items, they compli-
mented the former fullback on his
proficiency as a forager.

Savoldi beamed under this approval,
and he was still glowing as they
finished their K-ration coffee and lit
cigarettes. So was half of Salerno, for
massed German artillery pounded the
waterfront. without respite and ig-
nited scores of fires. The Americans
listened, speculated on the outcome of
the battle and finally fell asleep. Long
before dawn, they were jolted into con-
sciousness by a series of ripping
bursts that could only be Wehrmacht
machine-pistols. An enemy patrol car-
rying the rapid-firing Schmeissers had
crept back into the city to shoot up
the streets in a blitz raid.

Savoldi sat up, glanced over to see
that Girosi hadn’t been hit, grunted
and fell asleep again promptly. When
he got up the next morning, he heard
the crackle of small arms again. Doz-
ens of German snipers had infiltrated
before dawn, they were jolted into con-
ally taking pot-shots at anyone who
ventured out into the streets. Only a
man who was heroic or naive would
step outdoors with these sharpshooters
covering the rooftops. Savoldi, who
had a bit of both qualities, volunteered
to reach British Naval H.Q. three
blocks away to find out whether the
beach-head had expanded sufficiently
for the 0.S.S. unit to try to infiltrate
the enemy lines. Since his main re-
sponsibility was still the safety of the
special envoy, Jumping Joe decided
to take Girosi out into the sniper-in
fested streets with him.

The little New York businessman
showed no fear, so off they went in
the hot September sun. The strange
“Mutt and Jeff” pair worked their
way cautiously up the street, hugging
the sides of buildings and sprinting
across intersections to minimize the
target for German sharpshooters. The
enemy resumed shelling, dumping the
first salvo into a square only half a
block ahead. In the words of the
Jersey machine-gunner in “A Walk
in the Sun”, it was a “stinking situa-
tion”. As Girosi began to realize this,
the wooden shutters on a second floor
window across the Street flew open to
reveal a large middle-aged woman in
a red kimono and a terrible state of
mind.

In a shrill abusive voice, she began
to explain the impossibility of operat-
ing a first-class brothel in a com-
munity where a mob of trigger-happy
soldiers had blasted the water supply,
electric power lines and laundries.
Her staff was talented, dedicated and
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anti-Nazi, but working conditions in
the shell-swept town were certain to
reduce the level of hospitality that
could be offered to the liberating Al-
lied forces. Girosi stared up at the
madam as if she were demented to
be screaming out such odd complaints
while shrapnel rained all around her,
but Savoldi listened carefully and
nodded at regular intervals. When
she ran out of breath, the wrestler
answered her in fluent Italian with a
promise that he’d ‘“personally” com-
mand a halt to the artillery duel and
order immediate repairs to all public
services. :

Girosi was stunned, and a little
awed too. The madam was delighted.
She was so completely convinced by
Savoldi’s assurances that she excused
herself for a moment to get some
small token of appreciation for him.
Jumping Joe smiled at his own mas-
tery with women, remembering how
he’d had three pretty young wives in
a single four year period (1929-1933).
When the brothel queen reappeared, it
was Girosi’s turn to smile and Savol-
di’s place to be surprised. She dropped
to the bodyguard -a small white card
on which she’d inscribed her grattiude
—in the form of a season pass.

Savoldi thanked her politely, dodged
into a doorway to escape an .88’s air-
burst and hustled Girosi on to British
Naval Headquarters. There they
learned that the Allied assault was
stalled and the Germans were about
to explode a major counter-attack. The
prospects of reaching Naples overland
were less than promising. When they
reported all this back at the Hotel
Diana, the 0.S.S. team decided to de-
part from Salerno immediately by
boat to try another landing some-
where further down the shoreline.

Artillery filre was increasing con-
stantly as they made their way to the
beach where they arranged to hitch-
hike out to the fleet on a landing craft
unloading ammunition. The vessel car-
ried them well out towards the en-
trance of the port before the British
skipper had to swerve suddenly to
avoid an entire squadron of Luftwaffe
bombers. As the landing craft raced
back towards the sand, German bat-
teries up on the hills ringing the
beach-head turned their attention to
the slow flat-bottomed boat. The artil-
lerymen on the high ridges had perfect
visibility, plenty of experience and the
excellent .88 millimeter cannon that
caused Allied troops so much trouble
in both Africa and Europe. The
shells splashed closer and closer.

The British LCM swerved in to-
wards the long stone jetty, stopped at
the tip of it just long enough for the
0.S.S. team to jump ashore. They
sprinted for the shelter of a row of
six-feet square cement blocks. Just as
they reached them, they remembered
that they’d left their clothing and
other gear back in the landing craft.
Savoldi turned, opened his mouth to
shout to the British crew. At that in-
stant, a German shell blew the LCM
in half and sank it. Jumping Joe

nodded thoughtfully and closed his
mouth. .

Under continuing enemy bombard-
ment, they ran, crawled, dodged and
panted their way back to British
Naval H.Q. where they eventually ne-
gotiated for a midnight ride on a
launch leaving Salerno. They reached
a Royal Navy cruiser out beyond the
range of the lethal 88s, slept soundly
despite the endless gun duel between
the warship’s turrets and the German
batteries ashore. A radio message was
sent requesting a U.S. PT-boat to
evacuate the O.S.S. team from this
hopeless situation, and the American
torpedo craft picked them up less
than 24 hours later. They weren't a
very cheerful group as they sailed
away from Salerno, for Girosi was
still a long way from his brother.
The mission seemed to be a complete
failure.

This gloom was dispelled when the
PT-boat reached its base, for there
the O.S.S. unit received the most as-
tonishing news. The Italian Fleet was
surrendéring. During the preceding
36 hours, cruisers, destroyers, subma-
rines and other craft had appeared
outside Allied ports with large white
flags atop their masts. Later, the
strangely assorted intelligence group
learned that they had succeeded after
all. Their peculiar courier with the
letter and the Loretta Young complex
had fallen into the hands of the
OVRA as feared, but the secret police
had shrewdly passed on the letter to
Admiral Girosi. Like all secret police
everywhere, they were hard-boiled
realists (who could see that the days
of fascist rule in Italy were num-
bered) and they wanted to protect
their own futures. If the Allies won,
it obviously wouldn’t hurt to have co-
operated with O.S.S. in regard to the
letter. Admiral Girosi had submitted
the U.S. proposal to the High Com-
mand of the Italian Navy, which
accepted the plan and ordered its
many powerful vessels to surrender.

Despite its lack of experience and
its naive planning, the 0.S.S. mission
to steal the Italian Navy had been
a complete success. Commander Sha-
heen’s unit recuperated from its ad-
ventures in a lavish villa on recently
liberated Capri before taking on a
whole series of new assignments to
secure models of various secret, radi-
cal and important weapons developed
by technicians and engineers of the
Italian Navy. These devices included
a radio-controlled aerial torpedo and
a fast midget submarine.

The records of the O.S.S. contain a
number of detailed reports on the ex-
traordinary Girosi mission, documents
treating almost every aspect of the
unlikely operation. One question, how-
ever must forever remain unanswered.
It is apparently still classified as
SECRET. To this day, nobody will
say whether the young Italian pu-
gilist-courier who carried the letter
that eventually reached Admiral Gi-
rosi ever got his date with Loretta
Young. °
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One Man in Three Needs Dangerous Sex

Continued from Page 27

protection.

And here’s another switch:

The man who preys exclusively on
married women. Unlike John T —,
who tried it once, with calamitous re-
sults, the married woman gambler
will play his roulette game over and
over—even if beaten up a dozen times
by outraged husbands.

A psychologist at the New York
Neurological Institute analyzed 'the
married woman chaser this way:

“0Oddly enough, no matter how
many times he ‘loses’ the gamble and
absorbs his thrashing, he feels he
hasn’t lost at all! He takes pride in
the fact that he CAN seduce married
women. Each conquest, therefore is a
win. And isn’t it proof of his deadly
charm and his sizzling virility? And
even if he loses—through discovery
by the husband—he’s still had his ex-
tra thrill of getting another man’s
wife through a calculated risk. He
also proves to himself that he will
never be trapped into marriage, which
he dreads.”

Normal or neurotic, though, the
game of sex roulette ultimately ends
in catastrophe. Sooner or later you
pull that trigger once too often and
reach the lethal bullet that says finis
to it all.

The more a man conditions himself
to dangerous sexual escapades, the
less he is capable of normal sex
response. This is truly the one-bullet-
in-the-chamber waiting for him.

On this point writes Dr. Eustace
Chesser, noted British sexologist:

“There are some who like to try
everything once. They are the deli-
berate experimenters, the people who
fear that they miss some pleasant
situation. They seek to ensure that no
form of sexual activity, normal or
abnormal, escapes them. These are a
danger to themselves and to others.”

Such dangers are no gamble. They
are mantraps—emotionally and phy-
sically.

“Impotence is almost a sure thing.
It may hit in a year, or in a few
years, but it will hit,” the Neurologi-
cal Institute psychologist adds. “Or
latent homsexuality may begin to stir.
Normal sex attitudes cannot too long
withstand this kind of abuse.”

Doctors and psychoanalysts empha-
size that this kind of impotence is
not of physical origin but a loss of
performance which means the vietim
is sexually inhibited. It takes energy
to be sexually aroused. The funda-
mental source of this energy is psy-
chic. Very often it’s the man suffering
with the battle-fatigue of sex roulette
who finds himself unable to call on
that energy for a normal sexual rela-
tionship—with his own wife, for in-
stance.

It’s not that you are that ONE in
every three men who drifts into the
orbit of sexual misconduct, but rather

ask yourself this one:

Which of these three kinds of sex-
powered men fits YOUR sex pattern
behavior?

e You don’t sleep around at all,
if you are married. Of course, like
millions of other healthy males, you
are aroused by the sight or fleeting
touch (like dancing) of another fe-
male. Your wife might be in the same
room. But there’s no keeping the
hungry eye off a bare shoulder, the
forbidden fruit of that blonde’s 36-
incher inside that low-slung evening
dress. Even better if you can swing
this alluring package around the dance
floor and snuggle into those warm
curves.

There it ends, of course, if you are
one of the “don’ts” on sexual promis-
cuity. It’s likely that you’ll sublimate
these desires, if married, by seeking
relief in the arms of your own wife
when the two of you get in bed later
that night.

e Carry this sort of behavior over
to the emotional area where a man
WANTS to bed any dame wlo arouses
him and is afraid. If you belong to
this category it signals trouble ahead.
On the other hand this “fear” of
women (not due to homosexual ten-
dencies) is a price thousands of men
pay for a prudish upbringing—and
the price does not have to be paid if
a trained sexologist is told the truth
by the “girl-fearing” man.

The famed Kinsey report found that
American males aged 65 or less, are
often seized by this fear out of mental
conflict. It has its roots in sex doubts,
shyness, sex guilt instilled in child-
hood and the “fear of humiliation”
because, somewhere in the past, a
woman resisted advances and the ex-
perience is never forgotten.

According to several authorities,
about seven of every 10 American
males have suffered one time or an-
other with “fear of getting caught.”
Or, more important, (six out of 10)
“fear of rejection.”’

What are some of the manifesta-
tions of this fear?

e In the extreme: John R—, a 36-
year-old unmarried salesman, seemed
outwardly normal—except for his
rather odd indifference to women. His
friends, especially women, knew he
was not “queer.”

But when John R— finally got
around to visit an intelligent and
compassionate analyst he finally
blurted out that he had “substitutes”
for the sexual intercourse he wanted
with certain women (and could pos-
sess) but was fearful to do so.

John’s “substitutes” were posses-
sing woman’s clothing, which he
bought in a local department store,
and then sprinkled with exotic per-
fume in the secrecy of his own room.

Blurted the anguished John R—:

“It’s got so bad lately, doctor, that

I went out and bought a sexy-looking
bathing suit. Bright red with white
stripes at the hem just above the top
of a woman’s thighs. This suit was
an exact duplicate worn by a girl in
my office. We had been on a beach
picnic together and even when she
went up into the dunes with me at
nightfall and let me do almost any-
thing to her, I got scared and backed
off. I was afraid of the consequences.
Like getting involved with her—be-
cause I had no money for an affair.
And I didn't want to marry her.

“So I bought the bathing suit. Ri-
diculous as it may sound it was some-
thing of a substitute for her.”

To the analyst, who understood this
behavior as the beginning of fetishism
(obtaining sexual gratification from
an object related to a woman’s body),
it was clear that John had some deep
inner conflict, far deeper than a fear
of “no money” or “don’t want to marry
her.”

Unlike the first type of man who
said “No!” because of principle, John
was saying ‘“No!” because of panic.

In his childhood he had been spanked
and scolded about secretly hoarding
photographs of nude women—a stand-
ard practice of thousands of male
adolescents. But his mother, accord-
ing to John, went one step further:
she told him that all sex urges were
“depraved” outside of marriage.

Instead of being taught “good con-
duct” for the sake of good conduct,
John had been taught to fear the
sexual act.

On this subject Dr. Louis E. Bisch,
New York psychiatrist, writes:

“The guilty and ashamed man is
led to suspect, if not to believe, that
others have noticed his fear, that
others really do know. That is when
the individual becomes a prey to
suspicion, avoids social gatherings,
blushes, observes himself in a mirror,
becomes convinced that his eyes are
telltale, develops self-consciousness,
palpitation of the heart, digestive dis-
turbances and all sorts of similar up-
sets. Guilt and shame (and fear)
have finally joined hands in prepar-
ing the man for inferiority.”

John R was afraid, therefore,
not .because of voluntary scruples but
because of a tremendous load of “sex
guilt” which manifested itself as
fright.

Once his tongue was loosened, John
R poured out the rest of the
story. He had not been bothered by
the moral argument which says that
“gpilling of the seed” is sinful, but
rather by the dire warnings that self-
abuse leads to blindness, brain fever,
impotence, pimples, “hair on the
hand” and other ridiculous sexual
myths. Worse yet, John had acquired
a dread of being exposed to censure
if “somebody finds out” that he slept
with a woman. This dread, according
to many leading psychiatrists, afflicts
many men—married or unmarried—
and it’s the only reason why they
don’t “play around.” Thousands never
fall prey to the fetish-type relief
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sought by John R . They simply
keep away from women out of the
fear of “being caught.”

The answer to John’s “afraid pho-
bia” was 100 percent curative because
the analyst hit him with this startling
rebuttal:

“Just remember this, John: that
every important, highly-respected man
in public life could step into YOUR
shoes!

“Presidents, senators, corporation
tycoons, movie stars, generals and
some of the world’s greatest scien-
tists have taken many women to bed
well-knowing the risk and they’ve
done it (and still do) without the
slightest qualm!”

The analyst hastened to impress
on John R. that he was NOT con-
doning this sort of thing. He wanted,
above all, for John to rid himself of
his fears.

“There’s nothing very special about
you, John,” he went on, relentlessly.
“The important point is for you to
become mormally sex-oriented. If you
don’t want to take a woman, make
your choice out of practical or moral
convictions—free of terror.”

Lastly, are you “one out of three”
kinds of sex behavior fitting the role
of sex gambler? Are you the man
who DOES when, or wherever, he
get it?

In the laymans’ language you are
tagged the ‘“sex athlete” and while
some men relish this accolade, there’s
more here than meets the eye, par-
ticularly that come-hither eye.

Let us face it: the ability of a
man to seduce other women besides
his wife is often applauded by other
men (secretly of course) as the un-
mistakable sign of intense sexual
vigor.

Although thousands of respectable
males publicly denounce the “tom-cat-
ting” fellow, the fact remains that
privately many of these same thou-
sands envy him. He “scores” with
other dames. He’s a “hot-shot with the
babes” and he’s surreptitiously ad-
mired for his daring and self-confi-
dence.

Yet there is invariably some hid-
den motivation, or frustration, behind
the bed-hopping of the sex athlete
who is, of course, a sex gambler if
already married and the father of
children.

Consider the frisky activities of
one Fred W , married four years
and the father of one child. Before
he married Margaret, a warm-blooded
and sexy-looking blonde, Fred had al-
ready made his reputation as a ladies’
man. This was a polite way to ex-
press it. Fred had been a ladies’ man
with no holds barred. Before he was
25 some dozen women (married and
unmarried) had enthusiastically gone
to bed with him. Some of these affairs
were strictly one-night stands. Others
lasted up to six months.

In the fourth year of his marriage,
Fred acquired a mistress—his first
sign of the “old weakness” since his
wedding night. His wife found out

about it. The marriage headed for the
rocks. In a last-minute effort to avoid
the catastrophic divorce (both hus-
band and wife dearly loved their
small daughter), a Chicago marriage
counselor pulled an interesting switch:
he privately interviewed Freds’ mis-
tress! '

Her frank account of love-play with
Fred was revealing: “Outside of lik-
ing him as a human being, I was crazy
about how he made love,” she told
the counsellor, placidly.

“Sure, I knew he was a ‘pro’ at this
sort of thing. But so what? Why, even
his finger tips grazing my face can
arouse me powerfully.

“Fred made me excitad because he
simply could not be crude in his love-
play. With Fred it’s much more than
understanding female anatomy, it’s
just that he understands the needs
of the female psyche.

Obvious question: why hadn’t Fred’s
sexual talents pleased his wife?

In the words of the report of the
marriage counselor:

“First of all, his wife had been a
virgin. In my talks with her I soon
learned that she had been sheltered,
timid and thoroughly inexperienced
concerning men. Even in matters of
petting. Four years didn’t make much
difference in this emotional pattern,
either.

“Fred had been ‘around’ so much
that as a sex athlete he took too much
for granted. No matter his skill in
knowing how to stimulate a female,
he overlooked the fact that there’s a
world of difference between arousing
an experienced woman and a wife who
was not only a virgin but brought up
in an environment which made her
fear variations in love-making.

“In this case, Fred’s trouble was
accepting that old saw ‘women are
all alike!” Surely, this was a grave
error about his wife. No matter how
gentle, or expert, he could be in love-
making he simply overlooked the con-
viction in his wife that sex play was
vulgar.

In a real sense, Fred could not be
condemned for his mistakes with
Margaret. In his private conversation
with the counselor he put it this way:

“Look, on our wedding night I said
to her, ‘I wouldn’t think of doing any-
thing to hurt you, dear.’

“She said it was up to me.”

“Well, that’s where I made my mis-
take. I treated her as I had other
girls who had been around, and it
simply boomeranged.

“In these past four years our sex
life has been like a cat-and-mouse
thing. So that’s when I went out and
got myself another woman!”

After several consultations with
Margaret, who still loved her hus-
band, the counselor succeeded in con-
vincing her that her husband’s sophis-
ticated sex play was not “vulgar” and
should be welcomed—with unbridled
passion—because he loved her and
had been respectful about her pru-
dery. “Margaret, you’re not frigid,”
he told her, “just scared by the things

that come naturally to a good sexual
relationship!”’

But a consensus among doctors and
sexologists indicates a psychological
“block” in many U.S. males who take
pride in their Don Juanism. Their
mistake is believing that continuous
success with women is a sign of mas-
culinity. Actually, in many instances,
it is a lack of it.

Observes a well-known New York
analyst:

“The truly virile male shouldn't
have a need to keep bedding dozens
of women to keep sexually vigorous.
What his behavior adds up to is this:
he has to reassure himself that he'’s
sexy as hell. They sometimes forget
that its’ the near-impotent man who
must turn to many women so that he
can prove that he’s still virile!”

A good number of men over 45,
happily married and normal in every
other respect, find themselves sud-
cenly overcome by the chilling thought
that they MIGHT be turning into
weak-sexed males.

This emotional upheaval breaks
through a man’s self-control without
warning. Although he has been faith-
ful after 10 or 20 years of marriage,
he begins to worry about the de-
creasing number of times he’s been
taking his wife to bed. The sight of
her naked body no longer stirs wild
passion and very often, he now re-
members, she had to be the aggressor
before he became aroused enough to
make love.

Some women, embittered by the dis-
covery that their husbands are having
affairs with long-limbed chicks (many
half the husband’s age) talk contemp-
tuously of their erring spouse as “in
his foolish forties”. One matron told
a divorce lawyer:

“I want to get rid of him because
he’s turned into a wheezing old sex
maniac!”

The “maniac” in question was a
46-year-old manufacturer sexually in-
volved with his 22-year-old secretary.
Before drawing up the preliminary
papers on divorce, the wise lawyer
managed to get the manufacturer,
Herbert M , to a psychiatrist’s
office. It was not too difficult. The
lawyer was a family friend of many
years and he wanted no part of such
a legal hassle.

Herbert’s sudden infidelity, it
turned out, was a seduction-in-reverse.
But he was ripe for the incident that
took place in his private office after
7 pm.

The secretary, Betty S——, ad-
mired her boss for a long time. As
a matter of fact, Betty was one of
thousands of younger women who find
males of their own age “uninterest-
ing” and very often downright bores.
Betty was mature and intelligent.
Furthermore, she was a vibrant and
well-stacked female who longed for a
sexual contact with a man that would
be totally satisfying: physically and
mentally.

Her method with Herbert was dar-
ing and simple. Many times she had
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worked late hours with her gentle
and charming boss and she knew, in-
stinctively, that he liked her. But he
was a gentleman. Betty took care of
that.

On the night in question, Herbert
brewed coffee in the office percolator
as he had done before as a ‘“break”
in their after-hours labor. Everybody
had gone home. Betty and Herbert
were alone in his office. When Herbert
served Betty her cup she managed
to upset it all over her brand-new
dress. Without the slightest hesita-
tion, she slipped out of the dress and
hung it up on a rack. He did not try
to resist his natural impulses. It was
in this “situation” that Mrs. Herbert
M—— found them when she unex-
pectedly dropped by the office after a
dinner-date with a woman neighbor.

After talking with Herbert and
his wife, the psychiatrist had a sec-
ond private session with his wife and
put it right on the line:

“You have overlooked the fact that
Herbert did not deliberately seek out
the opportunity to be unfaithful.
Frankly—and this may shock you—it
is unrealistic to expect a middle-aged
husband to say mo to an aggressive
younger woman who behaves seduc-
tively toward him. Especially with all
the emotional factors built into this
man-and-wife problem.

“Because your long-standing mar-
riage has become commonplace, the
act of love has become commonplace.
For a middle-aged fellow like Her-
bert here was a subconscious torment.
He wondered if he was losing sexual
power to excite himself, quickly.

“And then Betty took off her
clothes and offered herself to him.
What you forget, Mrs. M , is that
few men of your husband’s age and
sexual history have the will power to
turn down such an invitation.

“Most men who say they would tell
Betty to get back into her dress,
knowing they still could get away with
it, are damned liars!

In a recent study at the University
of Michigan, sociologists majoring in
“gex conflicts among urban groups”
ran into a great deal of confusion
among men and women about the re-
lationship of sex and love.

Confidential interviews with women
(married and unmarried), for exam-
ple, revealed that girls between 19
and 26—the age bracket selected for
the study—were bitter and contemp-
tuous toward the male “sex athlete”
—if he shared his sexual prowess
with OTHER women.

A significant conclusion of this
study:

“Many of the young women inter-
viewed put themselves in this contra-
dictory position: they believed in giv-
ing themselves to several males before
‘marrying for love’, either out of
physical attraction or a combination
of sex-and-friendship.

“On the other hand, 82 percent of
these same girls would break off an
affair with a man if he was frank
enough to admit that he also went to
bed with other females! They would

go on with a man, perhaps even
suspecting he slept around, but they
did not want to know it!”

The grim fact of the matter is (if
it i grim) that men don’t have to
love or “like” a woman in order to
fully enjoy sexual intercourse.

Long ago Freud proved that a
man’s sex drive operates independ-
ently of any affection he might have
for a woman. For countless thou-
sands of males satisfying a pent-up
sexual need is no different than sat-
isfying hunger or thirst.

“This is not as brutal as it sounds,”
a New York psychiatrist explained.
“It is entirely possible for a male to
have sex relations with a woman who
bores him—or even a woman he does

not like. And he can take such a
woman to bed again and again while
being deeply in love with another
woman—who might be his own wife!

“And take that 82 percent of the
girls in the Michigan report who have
a ‘social code’ about staying away
from men who sleep around all the
time.

“Ask a few more questions of these
girls — especially the honest ones.
Know something? Why there will be
sex athletes among them, too. And
that doesn’t make them prostitutes
or loose women, either. They're all for
a couple hours of fun with assorted
males—providing each lover whispers
in the ear, “You, dear, are the one!’”
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Murder at the United Nations

Continued from Page 35

was found to the opposite effect

in my handwriting it would be

a fake.”

As if he had a premonition of his
violent end, this was Bang-Jensen’s

answer to the suicide theory. Even -

as he wrote it, the Soviet murder mill
was grinding out preparations for his
“suicide.”

The MVD trap was baited in
August, 1959.

On Friday, August 28, an Iron Cur-
tain diplomat employed at the UN
ran into Bang-Jensen “by chance” in
a restaurant near CARE head-
quarters, 650 First Ave., Manhattan,
a few blocks down the street from
United Nations headquarters. As this
restaurant is a favorite hangout of
UN employees, especially those from
the Soviet Union and its East Europe
satellites, Bang-Jensen saw 'nothing
unusual in the meeting.’

The man sat down at the table
where Bang-Jensen was dining alone.
He expressed sympathy with the
Dane’s stand on the witness list and
said he was sorry Bang-Jensen had
been fired.

“You underestimated the forces you
were up against,” he said.

Bang-Jensen later repeated this
quote to his wife when he told her
of the restaurant conversation. She
remembered the words—and saw
them again on her husband’s ‘“sui-
cide” note.

The Iron Curtain diplomat told
Bang-Jensen he knew of his earlier
conversations with the murdered So-
viet official.

“Everything he told you is true,” he
said. He added that he had proof that
Soviet agents were entrenched in the
UN Secretariat and the CIA. He
said he would like to give this proof
to American authorities, in exchange
for political asylum.

“It would be difficult for me to go
to the Americans with this informa-
tion,” he said. “Because I am an offi-
cial of a communist country, they
might not believe me. Besides, it
would be very dangerous for me.

. “You would be in a much better
position to contact the American
authorities and give them the proof of
Soviet espionage.”

He said he would provide names of
Soviet agents in the Secretariat and
CIA; copies of secret documents
smuggled out of UN files and the
American intelligence agency; copies
of coded messages between the agents
and their headquarters, and tapes of
conversations spies recorded within
the UN Committee on Hungary.

When Bang-Jensen returned home
that night, he was very excited. He
was convinced his new contact had
been telling the truth. And he be-
lieved he soon would have evidence
that Allen Dulles could not ignore.

On Sunday, August 30, he met the
Iron Curtain national again. They
made plans for gathering the evidente
and presenting it to U.S. authorities
without going through the State De-
partment channels where Bang-Jen-
sen’s previous efforts to contact
Dulles had bogged down in-red tape.

Bang-Jensen told his wife and his
psychiatrist about these meetings.
But he did not name his UN inform-
ant, nor did he identify him by na-
tionality. All he said was that the
man was from “a communist-bloc
counrty.”

The second meeting disappointed
Bang-Jensen because his contact
failed to produce any concrete evi-
dence. But the communist official as-
sured him the proof soon would be in
his hands.

Other clandestine meetings were
held in September and October. Bang-
Jensen’s contact kept stringing him
along, stalling for time while he tried
to find out how much the Dane
really knew about Red spies in the
UN and CIA.

Though Bang-Jensen was a veteran
student of international intrigue who
had spent 20 years fighting both
Nazis and Communists, he apparently
did not realize that his Iron Curtain
informant was working for the MVD.
And when he finally found out, it



was too late.

On Monday, Nov. 23, 1959, the
handsome ex-diplomat said goodbye
to his wife and five children and left
for his CARE job. It was 7:20 a.m.
when he stepped out of his comfort-
able split-level home at 18 Old Farm
Rd., Lake Success, Long Island, in a
development not far from the origi-
nal home of the United Nations.

A neighbor saw him walking along
Old Farm Rd. and gave him a lift to
the bus stop at Northern Blvd. in
nearby Little Neck, New York City.
It was his habit each weekday morn-
ing to board a bus at this stop and
ride it to Flushing, Queens, where
he changed to a subway. He would
ride the subway to Grand Central
Station and walk a few short blocks
from there to his office.

On this particular morning, his
usual bus was waiting at the North-
ern Blvd. stop when Bang-Jensen got
out of his neighbor’s car at 7:40 a.m.
He thanked the neighbor and started
walking towards the bus.

At 7:44, the bus left—without
Bang-Jensen. The driver later told po-
lice he knew the diplomat by sight
and was positive he was not a pas-
senger that morning.

Federal investigators suspect So-
viet agents tailed Bang-Jensen from
his home to the bus stop, then inter-
cepted him before he could board the
bus. A car in which his Iron Curtain
‘“contact” was riding with one or two
other men pulled alongside the Dane.
He was offered a lift to town.

Bang-Jensen entered the car and
was driven to a New York apartment
used by the MVD as an interrogation
center and torture chamber. He was
held prisoner there for two days.
Then, when the MVD was through

questioning him, he was shot in the -

head with his own pistol and dumped
in Alley Pond Park.

Perhaps suspecting a Soviet trap,
Bang-Jensen may have been carrying
the gun for protection. OR MVD
agents may have stolen it from his
home or office in preparation for his
“suicide.” His wife had not seen it for
more than a year before his death.

Not satisfied with the police verdict
of suicide, the Senate Internal Secu-
rity Subcommittee conducted its own
investigation. It found ample evidence
pointing to murder.

Dr. Richard Grimes, Queens County
medical examiner, told Senate investi-
gators Bang-Jensen died between 24
and 32 hours before his body arrived
at the morgue at noon on Thanks-
giving Day. This would mean he was
killed some time between 4 a.m. and
noon on Wednesday, Nov. 25.

Investigators interviewed several
residents of the Alley Pond Park
neighborhood who were in the park
—at the spot where Bang-Jensen’s
body was found—on Wednesday.

All these witnesses swore the body
was not there on Wednesday.

George Hageman, 231-17 67th Ave.,
Bayside, Queens, gave the Committee
this statement:

I
DEMAND

A
RECOUNT

OMEONE IS STEALING WIVES. The United States

Census Bureau reports that 98,779 Alaskans are
married. Of these, 52,958 are men and 45,821 are
women, a clear deficit of 7,137 spouses.

What is behind this wholesale rustling? Has any-
one notified the President, the Governor, the Army?
Maybe you better forget the army. Enuff said.

At the rate Alaska is losing wives, it may have to
be declared a disaster area. Imagine, going to the
Red Cross to donate your wife instead of your blood.
Something like that could catch on.

The first thing to do should be an interview with
the 7,137 husbands. Have they tried to find their
7,137 missing wives. Here is a thought for you.
Maybe they don’t want them back. This would of
course make things ever so much more simple. Elim-
inate a lot of paper work, it would. If husband A
does not want wife B back, then paper C would not
have to be made out.

And again, there is always the possibility that the
wives aren’t really missing at all. With the amount
of clothing necessary in the northern regions, wives
could have been counted as husbands. With dresses
becoming a thing of the past, if it wasn’t for Lana
Turner inventing the sweater, the identification of
the female of the species would be very difficult
indeed.

I demand a recount. If wife rustling is this prev-
alent in these United States, I want to know about
it. I want to know why some one hasn’t rustled mine.

—Jack D. Fuller
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Floating Women's Barracks

Continued from page 30

little fun with some tear gas.”

“And . . .” growled Captain
D’Onofrio.

“Nylon, sir, is soluble in tear gas,
or at least the gas used. Their stock-
ings disappeared, and so did their...
panties.”

“They did, eh?” said the Captain.
He looked at the requisition. “How do
you explain the figure ‘329’ panties
if you had a thousand women stand-
ing on that goddam deck — which
shows what this goddam Navy is com-
ing to—did you make a personal sur-
vey?”

“Not exactly, sir,” said Wright. “I
was forced to go on hearsay. 329 of
the girls had their panties evaporate
on them—I mean off them. A couple
of hundred of them were wearing cot-
ton panties, which survived. The rest
were . ..er...nude.”

“Nude?” bellowed the Captain.

“] mean, nude under their skirts,
sir,” said Wright.

The Captain looked at him for a
long, glowing moment.

“Get out of here,” he said to the
young officer. “Get out of here, and,
if possible, get your mind out of the
women’s underwear department, and
let’s get on with this goddam war.”

Wright saluted, and bolted out . . .
thus missing the shadow of the grin
which crossed the Captain’s face for
just the flicker of a second.

Believe it or not, this was the prel-
ude to one of the most fantastic, im-
probable, and fuddle-up snafus ever
to take place in that entire war. (The
names of the officers involved, and the
ship designation, have been changed,
for obvious protection.).

The next thing that happened to
Lt. Commander Wright was even more
uncomfortable. He was called into
Captain D’Onofrio’s headquarters the
next day, and found the Captain
speechless—perhaps for the first time
in a long, voluble, and profane ca-
reer—with rage.

The Captain just beckoned to him
—a follow-me kind of beckon. They
walked up the long hall to Vice-
Admiral Bullard’s office. The Admiral
was the skipper of the whole show,
air, sea, and undersea, at the base.
He was small, peppery, and one of
the greatest men in the Service.

Wright stood at attention in front
of the Admiral’s desk. The Captain
flung himself into a chair without be-
ing asked. They both looked coldly at
the Lt. Commander.

“Son,” said Admiral Bullard, “one
of the pleasantest duties that I had to
perform this morning was ordering
your command to sea immediately.
But I wanted to explain before you
leave—I trust never to appear before
me in any form whatsoever—another
action I have found it necessary to
take, purely for the good of the serv-
ice. You have, I believe, an Insign
Ryder under your command?”

“Yessir.”

The Admiral obviously made an
effort to control his voice before speak-
ing.

“Last night, Commander,” said
Bullard. “Ensign Ryder saw fit to
climb into an upper window of the
barracks where you have billetted
those females of yours. Many of the
girls are quartered, dormitory style,
over there. But a few have separate
rooms. Ensign Ryder apparently was
familiar with these arrangements
since he went through a window of
a room occupied by a single young
woman. I do not mean unmarried, but
solitary. Ensign Ryder denies that he
had in mind attacking the young
woman, or doing anything violent. In
that, I believe him—since he is young,
attractive, and very well set up, and
undoubtedly had convinced himself
that the girl would welcome him. His
good looks have been modified consid-
erably, however, since he went through
the window. She broke a tennis racket
over his head, fractured his arm, and
threw him out of the window, causing
multiple contusions and lacerations,
but not breaking his neck, which he
so richly deserved having done. Now,
Commander, I'm telling you alone—
Captain D’Onofrio is not listening, he
has assured me in advance—what I'm
going to do, and then you’re to forget
it. That’s an order.”

The Admiral’s voice quivered at this
point, but he continued.

“I am giving Ensign Ryder a dis-
charge from the Navy because of his
disabilities, and God help me, the only
way I can hush up this blasted—par-
don me. The only way I can see to pro-
tect the honor of the Navy in this
unfortunate situation is to award him
The Purple Heart for injuries sus-
tained in that submarine action of last
week. You do recall, do you not, Com-
mander, the circumstances of that ac-
tion, and his part in it?”

Wright nodded, numbly.

“Good,” said Admiral
“Dismissed.”

Wright headed straight for the of-
ficer’s club, where he ordered two
double scotches, straight, and drank
them down like water.

“Why? Why?” he kept muttering to
himself. “Why did it have to happen
to me?”

His first job in the Navy had been
writing the exact words of commenda-
tions—a double irritant for a man
who had a sincere desire for combat,
and put in for duty at sea whenever
he got the chance. He had finally
made it, after a year of trying, when
he was assigned to a ship—but she
turned out to be the Ambrose Light-
ship, anchored eternally in New York’s
lower harbor, where the Navigator
(for that was his job) could hardly
be called the busiest officer on board.
He got sea pay, but he was able to go
home on the subway, week-ends, to

Bullard.

vigit his family. It was better than
writing commendations, but not much.

After that he had sailed on a couple
of LST's, took a trick on an AKA, and
finally gained what he wanted—Ex-
ecutive Officer on APA-564.

By now he was a little gun-shy
about reading his orders. There al-
ways seemed to be some kind of a
joker in them. And this was no
exception.

He was ordered to take the APA
from Norfolk, to Marseilles, France,
with proper regard for combat dan-
gers en route. There would be two
destroyers as an escort. His own ship
had a few five-inchers and a battery
of 40-millimeters and could take care
of herself pretty well for a transport.
And, ordinarily, at such a point, a
young Lt. Commander, Exec. at last—
even if under an Annapolis Com-
mander as skipper—and orders to
take to sea, would be jumping for joy.

But Jeff Wright was not jumping—
only jumpy.

He was well aware that he would
be the butt of more jokes in the Navy
than General MacArthur. His position
was somewhat like the sultan in those
famous cartoons, surrounded by his
harem, suspicious of his eunuchs, and
problems, problems, problems.

And now in the middle of a war,
with his dream fulfilled to be aboard a
combat bottom, that particular bottom
was the butt of many a wardroom
jest, and his beautiful APA re-chris-
tened and known from fleet units in
Australia to Alaska as the U.S.S.
Lollipop.

And with good cause, he reflected
bitterly. The high command (higher
even than the Navy brass) in its in-
finite wisdom, had seen fit to assent
to a wild scheme (rumor had it that
the idea originated in #10 Downing
Street) involving the training of
1,000 fighting females for sabotage
work. The deal was to pick a special
contingent of British, French, Aus-
tralian, and American girls who were
athletic and temperamentally inter-
ested in danger and conflict, then train
them intensively in the arts of behind-
the-lines deception and destruction.
Theoretically, they would stand a bet-
ter chance of escaping detection—and
thus surviving—because of their sex.
And theoretically, that same weapon
of sex might be more useful in con-
triving a way out of a tight fix than
anything a man might be able to pro-
duce. So the girls were picked for at-
tractiveness as well as hardihood.

Jeff Wright had to admit that the
boys topside had picked some beauts.
With only a skeleton crew of a few
hundred sailors to get his ship across
the Atlantic, and discipline his area
as “exec,” he knew that the girls were
going to prove a worse hazard than
any enemy he might meet.

And he was right.

To start it all off, it now turned out
that the girl Ensign Ryder had be-
come 30 enamored of that he won the
Purple Heart for it, was not only a
girl, but the second-in-command of the
troupe and her name was Audrey



Bonney of the Marine Corps. He had
met her at a cocktail party on the
base, and he had to confess that this
was some dame. She was the large
economy size, but the package was
perfect. She had liked him, too, and
showed it by a handclasp that nearly
cemented the fingers on his right hand
together permanently.

With a sigh, Jeff ordered another
drink. Tomorrow they would embark.

Word had got around about the
U.S.S. Lollipop and its cargo, and Ad-
miral Bullard, watching from the
window of his office, with its clear
view of the harbor, permitted himself
a low whistle at the sight.

The 1000 girls were in a special,
rather nondescript clothes—something
between the Wave and the Wac regu-
lar uniform, except that they were
wearing slacks. An old dog like Bul-
lard decided he had never seen so
many well-founded bottoms in any
fleet he had ever sailed with. And
they seemed to be in total agreement
with him about 8,000 sailors at the
base, a regiment or two of soldiers
from nearby army bases, and officers
enough to win a war—as well as leave
their posts, unmanned, to watch the
embarkation.

The girls were enjoying themselves
uninhibitedly. Some of them were be-
ing seen off by actual friends, and the
usual unembarrassed embraces of war-
time, so silent and so deeply meaning-
ful, were clinching the scene on all
sides. Enterprising sailors stepped in
to take care of girls they’d never seen
before, who possibly might be feeling
forlorn and overlooked, and certainly
no language barriers stood in the way
of quick rising passions, as the ship’s
officers tried in vain to break up the
mass demonstration of youth’s affec-
tion for youth, heading into the un-
known. It was accomplished, finally,
with the aid of a squad of regular
Marines, the true M.P.’s of the Navy,
who apologetically and shamefacedly
nudged the girls over to the dock-
side, where they embarked in small
boats for the Lollipop, riding at an-
chor in the bay. There wasn't a dry
eye on the base, including Admiral
Bullard’s—his staff hadn’t heard him
laugh so loudly or so long since
Captain D’Onofrio had jumped over-
board to avoid being pulverized by
a young pilot making an unauthor-
ized landing on the carrier-flagship.

On board, Jeff checked in with his
skipper, Commander Barker—a tired
re-tread who had been in World War
I—and they sent word to Major Bon-
ney asking for a conference with her,
and the first-in-command of the wom-
en’s brigade, Lt. Colonel Hortense
Weatherwax.

Commander Barker’s look of hab-
itual apprehension deepened as he
saw Lt. Colone] Weatherwax. Audrey
Bonney sailed in—Diana on the loose
—and brought something fresh and
vibrant with her into the cabin. But
Colonel Weatherwax was, as they say,
another dish of pasta. Colonel Wea-
therwax had square hands, with
square, short fingers attached to

them. Her hands were attached to
short, rectangular-looking arms, and
they were attached to a short, square
body. She had, however, a round head.

It was immediately clear that she
disapproved of both Commander Bar-
ker and Jeff—the latter probably a
bit more. It was really nothing per-
sonal: it was just that they were men.

“Welcome aboard,” said Com-
mander Barker, as they all solemnly
shook hands.

“Thanks,” said the Lt. Colonel.
“The barracks are quite comfortable.
My girls are used to not having rugs
on the floor, or pictures on the wall.
And the light is rather low-key, other-
wise—well, there are compensations
on board.”

“I'm sorry, Mad—" said Barker,
choking back the terrible word
madame, which Weatherwax immedi-
ately inspired, . . .“both you and the
Major may join us at meals in the
wardroom! And, once we're under
way, would you care to join me, say
at 5:30 this afternoon, and watch a
little target practice? The Admiral
approves of having the boys keep
their eyes in at all times.”

“Certainly, Captain,” cut in Audrey.

As the two women left, Commander
Barker let his bloodhound-eyes roam
over Jeff's face.

“It’s your grief, from now on,” he
roared. “You're the Exec. Keep these
crazy dames in line or I'll have that
Weatherwax creature court-martialled
just on her looks.”

They turned out to be no problem
in the wardroom. Commander Wea-
therwax, who was Dean of a women’s
college in civilian life, was capable
of a highly intelligent, if somewhat
austere, flow of conversation. Audrey
had been captain of her field-hockey
team in college, and after that she’'d
won a few State tennis and golf
championships. She had an easy way
with men. And, of course, there was
that terrific body of hers. When you
didn’t want to listen to her easy ban-
ter about sports, you could just stop
listening and look at her. She told
a couple of off color stories to the
young officers and immediately put
them at their ease.

That afternoon, at 6528, Jeff went
topside to the bridge and found Au-
drey already waiting for him. She
was looking down at the quarterdeck
and waving. Jeff followed her wave
with his eyes and could feel them
almost pop out.

There, waving and yoo-hooing at
the Major, were most of her 1,000
charges. Those who weren’t in bathing
suits were in the briefest of bikinis.
A few had removed their halters and
were lying, face down, on the deck.
It was a pretty scene, but all in all,
it was not the war-like vista Jeff had
anticipated when he volunteered for
sea duty.

Audrey seemed to think that every-
thing was just about right. And so
did most of the crew. American sail-
ors, in wartime, inevitably turn out
to be Midwesterners who have rarely
been near the ocean, and as soon

as they put to sea, they develop a
habit of staring at the waves. It
wears off after a while, but for a day
or so, this kind of fixation makes for
a Mack Sennett atmosphere, in which
everyone goes around bumping into
things.

The cargo on the U.S.S. Lollipop
wasn’t helping the boys much, either.
The normal dreaminess was increased
by the sight of all these mermaids
on board, sometimes in dress verging
on the non-existent, and the gunnery
exercises showed a distinct lack of
concentration.

“In fact,” said Commander Barker,
later, to Jeff, “I had to request that
cruiser over there to recall its god-
dam drone plane, pulling the sleeve
target, before we shot the plane down.
God knows we never came near the
target.”

Jeff also issued an Exec. order for
the women to be allowed on deck to
sunbathe at certain hours only.

But his worries were just begin-
ning.

The cruise-like atmosphere aboard
the ship was impossible to escape. Jeff
was obliged to patrol the decks at
night with Audrey Bonney. She was
charming to talk to and sensational
in her uniform. On the second night
they found two girls fighting (it
turned out they were both in love—
with the same girl) it was Audrey
who convinced him that the brig
would solve nothing and these girls
were, after all, going out on a danger-
ous job—and they’d be consorting with
the enemy to get information—and
this “strange” lovemaking was not un-
common in Europe.

By the third night he and Audrey
were friendly though no pass had
been made by him. They had a dozen
cases of ‘“consorting with members
of the opposite sex—in lifeboats”.
These the Captain would see.

On the fourth night the sea was
rough and the ship rolled. Audrey
accidentally fell against him. He
could feel every line of her as she
pressed against him—and these were
not the lines of duty, of that he was
fully aware. They were leaning
against the mounting of one of the
five-inchers, and Jeff was just begin-
ning to wonder if the gun wasn’t
about to go off just out -of sheer
proximity to this kind of pressure.
She playfully kissed him and bit him
on the ear. He held on to her and
she kissed him again. Then they heard
a loud thump.

He and Audrey parted, then he
strolled over to check the noise. It
came from the interior of a lifeboat.
Feeling very much like a counselor in
a summer camp, investigating forbid-
den territory after ‘“taps”, he lifted
the tarp covering the boat. Huddled
figures within. Four of them, visible
as just two jumbled masses, bodies
indistinguishable.

Jeff wasn’t surprised. But he was
unhappy to have to go through the
whole thing again. This time he could
not ignore the fact that this was be-
yond his jurisdiction, it was the cap-
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other day and the APA ploughed
through fairly rough seas at 12 knots,
zig-zagging a course through the sub-
sighted areas in order to avoid trouble.

On the following night trouble
broke loose with a capital T. He
found two girls in an embrace. He
walked over to them and told them
to break it up. They refused. He
grabbed one and pulled her away. The
other one hit him in the face. He
slapped her back. She came at him
with a Karate chop, but he was hep
to it and kicked her in the shins be-
fore the blow landed on him harm-
lessly. Then he grabbed each one by
the arm and marched them to the
Exec. office.

The commotion was not without its
witnesses. By the time he arrived Au-
drey was following them into the
room. “You may as well be present
while I read the charges.”

“There won’t be any charges,” said
Audrey.

“But there must. You can’t run a
ship without discipline.”

“Bring them up on charges and I'll
sign a complaint against you.”

Suddenly it dawned on him. She
had trapped him into a situation and
was now using him.

“Blackmail!” he said.

“Common sense,” replied Audrey.

There was a long silence, except for
the hard breathing of one man and
the anxious look of three women try-
ing to figure out which way he would
turn. It was Audrey who spoke first.
“Don’t be a fool, Jeff. These women
are just—well, women. They come
from different backgrounds than we
do. They are strange—by our way of
thinking—but it’s normal for them.
Anyway, for the kind of work they
volunteered for, it takes a certain
kind of masculine woman—a little
daring, not afraid of the conventional
code. These are the kind of women
we recruited and the kind we need for
this Bitch brigade of ours. You’re
creating a monster if you make issue
of this.”

“I’m on the rack if I don’t report it
and on the rack if I do,” he said
quietly.

“These girls have been trained phys-
ically and emotionally and know how
to use their wits. You're not equipped
to fight all of them.”

Jeff breathed hard and said,
‘“charge dismissed. But remember one
thing. I can be discharged from the
Navy, but the book (he held up the
manual for them and then lied)—
the book allows the Captain or the

Exec. officer to flog personnel caught _

performing unnatural sex acts.”

The frightened girls ran off. The
first one, a French girl, Adele le Clerc
almost tripped. Her friend, Barbara
Woolley caught her.

For the next two hours Jeff smoked
three packs of cigarettes and wore a
rut in his quarters. He had been
neatly whipsawed into an unbearable
situation which could only get worse
not better. His best bet was to con-
fess all to the Captain and let him

decide.

“This ship’s a floating brothel,” he
roared. Half the ship’s personnel
making time in the engine room and
the stores room. Two of the girls were
caught accepting money. The chief
engineer caught them when he fol-
lowed a line of fifteen seamen into
the pantry where the girls had set up
shop.”

There was a long pause and the old
man looked at Jeff. “You, Mister, con-
sider yourself under open .arrest. You
will continue your duties until fur-
ther notice, but I’ll hold off bringing
charges against you until we reach
port.”

Jeff’s heart sank. He saluted and
walked out. On the way down he
found two other girls making love.
“Oh, no,” he groaned. He took their
names and sent for Audrey.

Swiftly he told her of his talk with
the Captain and that all other inci-
dents would be dealt with severely.
The first to be court martialed would
be the girls whose name he took.

Audrey cursed him and walked out.

Jeff called a court of inquiry, to be
attended by the Captain, Major Au-
drey Bonney, and Lt. Colonel Wea-

‘therwax. The two girls were to be

made an example of. They looked
young and scared. He felt terribly
sorry for them, but he got through
the inquiry well enough. They admit-
ted to have been caught in flagrante
delicto. “Yes,” said the girls “we
knew the consequences.”

Jeff concluded the inquiry without
passing sentence. He confined the
girls to their quarters, and left the
matter of guilt to be discussed fur-
ther with the other officers.

Colonel Weatherwax proved to be
surprisingly calm about the whole
matter. She asked to speak to Jeff
alone. .

“These kids are not bad,” she told
Jeff. ‘“Homosexuality, fiddle-faddle.
These kids of mine are heading into
combat just as surely as you are. A
lot of them are going to be killed.
They know that. They want to get all
they can out of life with a fling—one
that might literally be their last.
Don’t hit them with the homosexual
charge.”

“Barker wants me to throw the
book at them,” Jeff said miserably.
“He’s afraid we’ll lose control of the
ship entirely if I don’t.”

“Barker is an old fool,” said the
Colonel. “He’s made out of papier
maché and stuffed with confetti.”

The square woman was turning out
to be no square, after all, thought
Jeff. But he set about preparing the
papers. .

Colonel Weatherwax asked him
point blank, “Will you bring in a
verdict of guilty and ‘break’ the girls
publicly?”

“I have no other choice,” said Jeff.

“In that case,” said Colonel Wea-
therwax, coldly, “I must make an
additional report in the matter. Here
are the names of six other girls
caught last night indulging in Les-

bian practices.
charges.”

Jeff stared at her.

He wasn’t sure whether Colonel
Weatherwax made a slight motion
with her head, or not, but at any rate
a girl who had been lingering at
some distance came up to them and
saluted.

“Sir,” said the girl to Jeff, “I ask
your leave to turn myself in.”

“What in the world for?” asked
Jeff.

‘“Homosexuality, sir,” said the girl,
with a bright smile. “Indulging in
immoral conduct. Lesbian practices.”

“Well—"” began Jeff, “I—"

Five other girls now stepped up
and saluted.

“Sir,” said a little blonde package,
speaking for them all. “We’ve decided
to confess.”

“I know,” said Jeff, wearily. “You’re
all Lesbians.”

“Yes, sir.”

Within the next five hours, he had
the names of nearly seven hundred
girls who freely, if falsely, professed
to Lesbian practices while on board
the ship, and asked for court-martial
proceedings to be put through against
them.

There was only one way to stop
it. Make a truce with Audrey. Under
no conceivable conditions could he
press charges against all these women.
But it was Audrey who gave him the
biggest shock of his life.

“I’m confessing to the same charge,”
she said. “Most of the girls, of course,
are trying to break down this in-
quiry. But I—I actually am one. I
went through that whole bit with you
to get something on you and help out
the girls. I'm sorry—but all's fair in
love and war.”

Jeff felt the blow in the pit of his
stomach. He was in love with her—
yes, deep down inside he knew it, but
stoically he said nothing and walked
out. He didn’t see her uncross her fin-
gers and notice the tear that dropped
from her eye.

For a fleeting moment he thought
of jumping into the freezing Atlantic.
The ‘uminescent waves rolled over
and over in an endless chain and he
held the rail and watched hypnotically
as the wake streamed out, arcing as
the ship continued to go through
evagsive action, changing course con-
tinually in an effort to outwit any
possible undersea craft.

Suddenly the whole situation be-
came crystal clear. He turned and
headed for the Captain’s cabin.

“Captain we are in for five more
days of this female terror. I think
I know a way out.”

About one a.m. a bell changed
throughout the ship. The loudspeaker
roared. “This the Captain talking.
One of the destroyers ahead has
sighted a periscope. Everybody must
wear their life preservers at all times.
We’ll have a drill now. Go quietly to
your lifeboats.”

They remained on deck for two
hours, then were dismissed. At four

Add them to your
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a.m. depth charges boomed off the
stern of the ship. Everyone was
awake. Again the loudspeaker ordered
them to their lifeboats.

Ahead of them the destroyers were
smoking and setting a course pattern
that would sweep anything out of
their path. Accidentally over the
speaker came the announcement of
the Exec. officer telling the captain
there was a sighting, 1000 yards dead
astern.

Signal lamps blinked as one de-
stroyer ploughed through at top speed
toward the sighting.

And for five days the girls and
sailors wore their life jackets and
were unable to bathe, change clothes
or do anything—but talk about their
present danger.

They arrived at Marseille without
further incident.

A Brigadier General was on hand
to greet them. He came aboard ship
to speak to the Captain. Jeff was
with the skipper.

“I have orders here,” said the gen-
eral,” transferring your special com-
bat troops to my command for spe-
cial duty. I take it, they’re marines.”

“Some of them.”

“Good,” said the general. “We need
a tough body of men. Tough job to
be done, Commander. We’ve got 10,000
prisoners of war in that port right
now. They're getting hard to handle,
and we’re short of regular troops.

“Come along to the ‘barracks,” Gen-
eral,” said Jeff. “I want to show you
the ‘boys.’”

When they got to the troop quar-
ters, the general stared, reddened and
nearly fell through the deck. He took
out the orders from his pocket and re-
read them. There was no indication at
all that the troops would be women.

Lt. Col. Weatherwax and Audrey
saluted smartly as the General re-
covered his composure. They all
marched down to the ward room where
the General read them their orders.
They were to take over the guard
duty of the POW'’s thus relieving the
combat trained troops, now doing that
duty, to return to the front where the
break-through at the Battle of the
Bulge required all trained and able-
bodied men to move into the breach.

Jeff and the Captain watched them
all depart. After they took on sup-
plies, Jeff supervised the wounded
GI's who were to be brought back to
the States.

When they lifted anchor, moving
toward the convoy that waited for
them, the Captain told Jeff he was off
his arrest. “Any man smart enough
to figure out how to stop those out-
rageous women deserves a command
of his own.”

Jeff saluted smartly returned to his
quarters, his mind on Audrey and the
recent situation. He shrugged and put
himself to the task at hand.

Months later he learned what hap-
pened to Audrey, Weatherwax and the
girls. The girls, led by Audrey, took
over the POW'’s in terrific style. The
POW'’s raised a little hell at first, but

three hundred broken heads later,
plus two corpses of a couple of Nazi’s
who didn’t believe a woman could stop
them, peace was restored all around
and the revolt never came off.

Jeff and Barker eventually re-
turned to Norfolk, and made peace
with D’Onofrio and the Admiral. Jeff
later learned that some of the girls
went on to their special mission, led
by Audrey, dropping behind the Nazi
lines, 'where first reports indicated
that operation Lollipop was going to
be a whopping success.

Three weeks later, the APA went
out again, this time to the Pacific.
There were Army troops aboard this
time, a quiet lot.

“Not like our girls,”
heaving a sigh.

“There’ll never be another batch
quite like them, Jeff,” said the
Captain.

“I think I'll have another go at that

said Jeff,

drink,” said the Admiral to Jeff. “But
I'm glad to hear the story at last.
This old salt couldn’t go into retire-
ment without hearing the true story
of that Lollipop cruise. I read your re-
port very carefully, Jeff. I never yet
knew a tour of duty of that duration
without even one misdemeanor. I
knew you were covering up some-
thing, but I didn't know what.”

“Well,” said Jeff. “I couldn’t court-
martial a thousand girls for immor-
ality. Besides, I had proof to the con-
trary.”

“Proof?” asked the Admiral.

“Yes,” said Jeff, laughing. “From
the men. The crew signed a petition
asking for the release of the girls.
They had proof, so they claimed, that
virtually none of them were Lesbians.
There was a lot of personal research
going on, on that ship.”

Admiral Bullard just shook his
head. o

Legless Human Fish
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inevitable cigar stuck in his mouth.

He was off to a slow start, getting
the feel of the enemy — the current.
After 12 hours in the water he had
covered only six miles of the long
long journey. The next day a dense
fog enveloped the river and the lead
rowboat lost him. For two hours
Charles Zimmy churned the murky
water like a ship without a rudder
wondering if he were moving in the
right direction. When the blanket of
fog lifted he was on course and im-
mediately called for a cigar.

“I feel lost without one,” he men-
tioned to those aboard the supply
boat.

The handicapped swimmer, mov-
ing steadily toward his goal, man-

aged his sleeping by floating on his
back during the day. The water tem-
perature, he felt, was conducive to
better swimming at night. At one
point, feeling conversational, he talk-
ed of trying the Key West to Havana
swim, if he were successful in this
venture.

Saturday dawned and Zimmy was
far from his objective, running well
behind his watery schedule. If his
faithful followers expected him to be
hauled from the river, they were sur-
prised when he dismissed his tardi-
ness by saying, “Even trains are
late, you know.”

On Sunday he made it, pulling him-
self to dry land in New York harbor.
Throwing away his wet cigar he
called for a fresh one. Asked what
his plans were, the panting Zimmy
said, “I may grab a little sleep and
then I want to see Broadway.”

—Sam Balter and Cy Rice

The Day It Rained Blood
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and I'll never forget the way he
looked after they finished, so I figure
they were about half way through the
beating when I got back. My first re-

~ action was to get my shaky old bones

out of there fast. .

For years I've watched punks come
and go in this racket and managed to
keep my fat belly and grey hair in-
tact, and I had no urge to break my
streak of luck at the toes of Freddie
Cotton’s boots. His idea of indoor
sport was completely out of line as
far as I’'m concerned.

These two hard customers weren’t
really interested in me, though. Harry
Scaffi was their meat, and they han-
dled him like a side of beef. The little
one, Joey Kay, stopped pounding on
Harry when I walked in and shoved

me into a chair.

The other one, Freddie Cotton, said
only two words, “Stay there!” and I
was glued down. I couldn’t have got-
ten off that chair if the office was on
fire. I knew from watching him in
operation for years that everything
he said had an ‘Or else!” riding on
its tail, daring you not to listen. I
listened. Ever since it began I've been
working for the Drivers and Helpers,
not only for Harry Scaffi but for the
hood before him and the gorilla before
that one. I can recognize menace when
it shows up. Freddie Cotton was men-
ace with a capital ‘M’.

So I sat and watched poor old Harry
lose his job.

Don’t get me wrong when I talk
about gorillas and thugs running our



union. It’s a hard racket, trucking
and shipping, and the men who make
their living at it are hard men. They
understand an operator like Harry,
and as long as he delivered the goods
they didn’t care how he did it. If
Harry rode around in a big fat Cadi-
llac while they owned five-year-old
junkboxes, at least they could afford
the junkboxes. Before the union they
walked when they had someplace to
go. Harry had his, they had theirs,
everybody was happy.

But Harry was losing all he had
while I watched. I don’t know for
sure that Harry wasn’t breathing
when they carried him out, but if he
was, he stopped soon after. The next
day’s paper had a small article on the
fifth page about a small-time union
leader who fell from the roof while
tending his pigeons. Ten stories is a
pretty long drop, and I suppose a
man gets a little mashed from a dive
like that. Nobody came to question the
new paint job at union headquarters,
anyhow.

As they lugged Harry out the door,
Freddie Cotton took another couple of
years off what was left of my life by
asking, “Coming along for the ride,
pop?’l

I managed a feeble, “Not if I got a
choice!”

“Then stay there!” he said. And I
did. For two solid hours I sat and
waited, afraid to get up to go to the
john, that’s how scared I was. That
'Or else!” had climbed off the tailgate
of Freddie’s words and plunked itself
down in my lap like an over-the-road
trailer truck.

When they came back, smiling and
joking, I had made my peace with
God and was ready for the end of a
long, exciting life. What the hell! You
can’t live forever.

Freddie sat down behind poor old
Harry’s desk and looked over the
business he had inherited. He opened
all the drawers and fingered the
papers and junk inside until he got to
the bottom where Harry kept a bottle.
“Just what we need for a celebra-
tion,” he said to Kay, then noticed
me shaking in the chair he’d nailed
me to.

“I'll be damned!” he laughed. “We
forgot all about old split-skull here!”

Twenty years since the accident
and I still shrivel when somebody
makes a big thing of my scar! That’s
why I wear a hat all the time and
look like I'm hunting for something in
the gutter when I walk. From the
middle of my skull, down over my
forehead, through my right eyebrow
and ending at the base of my jaw;
like a grapefruit broken open and
held together with a zipper.

Before Marty Rosen started to or-
ganize a bunch of cutthroat drivers
into a solid union, back in the old
days, I had been his helper on a truck
carrying fruit for Consolidated Ship-
pers. We overloaded as usual, and
flipped across a potato field in Jersey
when the truck couldn’t make a turn.
Marty broke a leg but managed to get

me out before the fire worked its way
up to the cab, and he crawled two
miles to get help. If it wasn’t for
Marty I wouldn’t be alive today.

As it was, I spent the next ten
months in the hospital, and nobody
knew whether I'd live for the first
half of that time. But I did; and in
the meantime Marty got the Drivers
and Helpers Union rolling. He used
me as an example to the holdouts,
ranted about the evils of overloading
and banged away at the other abuses
we lived with, finally getting most of
the roughnecks in town signed up.
When I got out of the hospital, with
all the bills paid by Marty, there was
a job waiting for me at headquarters.
And nobody ever mentioned my scar
in front of me from then on.

Until this ugly bastard sat behind
the desk that once belonged to Marty
Rosen and called me ‘split-skull’!

But I'm an old man now. The closer
I get to it, the less I want to die, and
especially for something I can’t
change. The scar’s there; I see it
every morning when I shave and I
see it in the faces of people who stare
at me when I forget to turn away.
Does calling it ugly make it any
uglier? And does anybody really ex-
pect me to stand up to a couple of
killers who had just kicked Harry
Scaffi to death in front of my eyes? 1
sat and waited for them to begin
working me over, too.

“You been here forever, ain’t you,
pop?” he said, and I nodded my head
‘yes’. My tongue was stuck to the roof
of my mouth and barely enough air
was moving through my throat to
breathe, much less talk! Then he
floored me with: “Come here and have
a drink.”

A smashed skull I expected; but a
drink?

Saying ‘no’ to Freddie Cotton was
out of the question, so I had a drink.
Usually I can’t stand the stuff, but I
needed that one. When I was sure I
could use my legs again, I staggered
to the desk and took the shot he
poured, felt it start to burn its way
down my throat, and heard him say:
“You like the life you’re living, pop?
You want to go on living it, I mean?”

What was left in my mouth sprayed
out again and I braced myself for the
pain I expected from behind where
Joey Kay stood. The only thing I
could think of was whether they’d kill
me quick, or like Harry Scaffi, slow
and painful. But nothing happened, so
I looked at Freddie for another word.
“Did you see anything happen here
today, pop?” he asked. “Where did
you spend your time up to now?”

I grabbed the straw floating by and
gulped, “I ain’t been near this office
since yesterday, Mister Cotton. So
help me, I spent the whole day at the
Turkish Baths! I got two people saw
me there, my brother-in-law who'’s the
attendant, and my cousin Louis who's
the cashier. I even got a receipt to
prove it!” And the way I was sweat-
ing no proof was necessary.

“You know all about the inside of

this racket,” he said, and the capital-
M menace rolled across the desk be-
tween us thick enough to see. “Maybe
I need someone for odds and ends now
that old Harry’s gone. He didn’t want
a flunky’s job. How do you feel about
it?”

Two answers I had. One meant I'd
join Harry wherever he was. So I
said: “Mister Cotton, I been here
since Marty Rosen left a yard-wide
trail of blood through the streets get-
ting this local rolling, a long way
back. I seen Business Agents come
and go and I ain’t seen a thing. I
know a little about the inside of the
operation, but not enough to ever want
to run it. The only thing I run is
errands. If you got any use for me,
I'm yours!”

And I meant it the way it sounded.
Life is tough enough without figuring
the rights and wrongs. If Freddie
Cotton wanted me for what I knew
about the operation of the union, he
wanted me alive. That’s the way I like
to be: alive. So I kept my job again,
and just changed bosses. What the
hell; a buck’s a buck nowadays. Where
else could I get a job with this beauty
mark on my face?

Freddie looked at me so hard he
must have seen my liver, and said,
“Okay, pop, you got a job. Same
salary, same work. But shoot your
mouth off once and you got nothing.
No salary, no job, no life, no anything
at all. Remember good because there
won’t be no warning. I'll just open
that zipper in your skull all the way
down to your belly button and watch
your guts fall out!”

He didn’t smile or relax. I think he
was a little disappointed at being
cheated out of giving me a going over.
We understood each other all the
way; he was boss and I was scared
to death.

So from then on I worked for
Freddie Cotton and Joey Kay. The job
wasn’'t any different from when the
other mugs owned the union, only
management changed. More really
hard-looking guys showed up at head-
quarters. More drivers and hélpers
signed up with us for one reason or
another. More money rolled into the
treasury. More skulls were cracked
after union meetings when some ig-
norant loudmouth forgot to keep
quiet.

And there were less laughs. Harry
Scaffi had been a rough character, but
he enjoyed himself a little. Cotton was
interested in controlling New York's
shipping and nothing else. I got the
impression watching him operate that
there was nothing left in the world to
laugh about, until I remembered the
smile on his face when he and Joey
Kay had given Harry the short end
of the stick. He enjoyed violence,
mostly for business reasons, but a
little for its own sake, too.

I never crossed Freddie in the time
I worked for him. I never liked him,
not for a minute, but I knew my job
and didn’t bother worrying about
whether anyone except me was getting
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hurt. After all, the members got more
money in the contracts he handled for
them. Maybe not as much as they
might have with Harry negotiating,
and maybe a little extra found its
way into the roll Freddie carried with
him all the time. And they got a wel-
fare fund they never had before to
take care of hospital expenses and
life insurance.

Of course, some of the premiums
got lost on the way to the insurance
company, and some of the commis-
sions went to agents who were always
being nice to Freddie. But who got
hurt, I ask. The drivers and helpers
got more dough to bring home and a
little protection against sickness.

They got theirs. Who cared if
Freddie- got his? Me, I still got my
eighty-five fifty a week and a tenner
once in a while for kicks. Where else
could an errand boy do so well? I
didn’t ask any questions. Unions are
necessary for the workers, they tell
me.

It wasn’t as easy as picking apples
off trees, either. When a case of sugar
falls off a truck and smashes open in
the streets the rats come from miles
around to get in on the party, and
this racket had its ups and downs,
too. Freddie really let loose one time
when another union tried to take over
with a high-class organizing and
name-calling drive. He picked a day
when shipping was heaviest and the
truckmen would be missed most at
their jobs and called a mass member-
ship meeting at the Garden.

Everybody knew what was going on,
and some of our members had even
signed up with the new outfit, so they
showed up almost a hundred percent
to find out what Freddie intended do-
ing about the threat to his racket. He
didn’t disappoint them, either.

“Men,” he yelled, standing up on
the platform in his expensive black
suit and silk tie, “since you elected
me Business Agent of the Independ-
ent Drivers and Helpers Union you
been moving ahead. You never had it

so good!”

Somewhere in the audience a wise
character groaned and slobs sitting
around him laughed, but the rest of
the men listened carefully. They had
elected Freddie, sort of, and he was
their leader. When Harry walked off
the roof and Freddie’s name showed
up as the only candidate on the bal-
lot in the election that was held soon
after, whether they put an X on it,
or not didn’t count. He was the official
Business Agent and had the last word
on who worked the city’s trucks.

“You got a bigger raise than any-
body else ever got for you!” he con-
tinued. “You got a welfare fund to
take care of expenses if you get sick,
and your family gets a bundle if you
die. We got the best contract this
local ever had!

“Now I hear the bosses and truck-
ing companies have asked a new un-
ion to come in and try to take away
the protection you all enjoy. We
fought for what we got—are we going

to lay down now and let them walk
all over us!”

Nobody laughed any more at what
Freddie was saying. He could be as
menacing to a crowded hall as he was
to a private enemy. Nobody doubted
that Freddie meant business.

“One of the papers in this city has
been shooting off its mouth about how
I'm supposed to be stealing the treas-
ury blind and walking off with all the
welfare funds. About how nobody ever
sees the books and dues records ex-
cept Freddie Cotton. About how I
got the truck drivers in this city
under my thumb!

“Do any of you out there believe
that garbage? You all know that any
time one of our members has a legiti-
mate reason to see our books all he
has to do is come up to headquarters
and ask. We never refused an honest
request yet!” (I almost laughed out
loud. Freddie Cotton wouldn’t have
recognized an honest request if it hit
him in the nose!)

“Men, I called this meeting because
a real threat is facing us. We got to
ask ourselves whether we want to
throw away the progress you all enjoy
under the present union administra-
tion, without interference from a
bunch of phony union leaders sitting
far away with no idea of the prob-
lems we have here in New York. We
got to decide whether we’re ahead of
the game the way we stand today!

“If the answer is that things aren’t
on the up and up, and you don’t think
you're getting yours, then hook up
with the new bunch of stooges and
finks. But if you feel that this union
is out for your benefit, then you've
got to say so, out loud, and beat these
Johnny-come-latelies to the punch.
Now, once and for all, do we stand

. together?”

I was sitting in the back while
Freddie was talking, waiting for the
signal to his hand-picked crew. When
he made that ‘Do we stand together’
pitch, they stood up and started yel-
ling: “We’re with you, Freddie!” and
“You can count on us, Freddie!”

Some of the troublemakers inside
the union who wanted to sell us out to
the new organization tried to get the
floor, but it was hopeless. One of the
boys was near each of them, and every
time an attempt was made to turn the
temper of the crowd against Freddie,
he was out-yelled and almost trampled.
There was more than one quick case
of cramps in that hall, making some-
one who was about to speak head
suddenly for the toilet.

Of course the men voted unani-
mously to stick with Freddie. They
were all familiar with his brand of
corruption; why take a chance on a
new bunch of crooks? They also knew
what would happen if they raised
their hands on the wrong side of an
open vote at the meeting.

Maybe I didn’t mention it, but Fred-
die Cotton was no newcomer to their
lives. Before he took complete control
he had been one of Harry Scaffi’s
lieutenants, an ‘organizer’ sort of, and

together with Joey Kay and a few
other strong-arms had made things
jump in the garages and terminals
where most of the members worked.
More than one truck driver saw the
light through the preaching of Cotton
and Kay, and more than one freight
handler found himself a job in an-
other line when he lost the use of his
arms or legs.

Harry Scaffi had kept control of his
racket through agents like Cotton, and
ran he risk of his crack salesmen
opening up in competition. I guess he
wasn’t too surprised when Freddie
turned on him in the end. After all,
hadn’t he done the same to old ‘Boom-
Boom’ Fitz when Fitz grew careless?
Harry Scaffi had been one of Fitz’s
hired hands while he was learning the
union trade, doing the same sort of
work Cotton and Kay did. Unil he felt
he was big enough and ‘Boom-Boom’
was tired enough. I had worked for
Fitz too, and Harry kept me on when
I came in one day and found him in
Fitz’s chair, as though Fitz had never
existed. The poor old guy had just
disappeared. Abscounded with fifty
thousand dollars from the union treas-
ury, the story went.

So Harry Scaffi owned a new busi-
ness and bought a fifty thousand dol-
lar home besides.

Now Freddie Cotton was the boss.
Let me explain the kind of operation
he controlled. The business was called
a union and dealt in goods and serv-
ices. He sold people like other men sell
apples and bananas, and the guys he
dealt in had as much to say about it
as if they were packed in crates. He
shopped around, finding the right mar-
ket, peddling his stock to the high-
est bidder like any other legitimate
businessman.

Sometimes, when a customer—a
boss shipper—wouldn’t pay the price
he asked, Freddie refused to deal with
him. This made the shipper very un-
happy because the only substitutes he
could find weren’t too durable. They
broke arms and legs and things in
mysterious accidents and were pretty
undependable. Let’s say that Freddie
had sort of a monopoly of this partic-
ular merchandise. Some people might
ask how the men felt; the drivers
who's lives he was buying and selling.
Well, they could always take them-
selves off the market and go to work
as ditch-diggers. Unless they sounded
off too loud about their troubles; then
they didn’t have a thing to worry
about—Workmen’s Compensation took
care of the accidents they had on the
job.

It was a rough life only if you
wanted it rough. And the pay wasn’t
too bad.

Don’t think Freddie spent all his
time leaning on the drivers. He also
dealt with the bosses. Freddie looked
on the Shippers and Truckers as sort
of a private game preserve. Some of
the animals he stocked for hunting
and others for the fun of raising. He
had a couple of favorites who could
always depend on his cooperation



when the chips were down. He drank
with them and sat in their boxes at
the stadium, and they felt free to con-
tribute to his private charities when-
ever they wanted. Friends of the
family, you could say.

The difficult bosses were treated
other ways. Their refrigerated trucks
had the nasty habit of breaking down
when they were loaded with really
delicate perishables. Their drivers de-
veloped measles and other dangerous
diseases when important shipments
were overdue. And accidents were al-
ways happening to scab drivers and
bosses alike.

It’s a rough life, but only if you
make it that way. The Shippers did
all right when they weren’t too greedy,
the drivers and helpers got a decent
salary, and Freddie and his boys got
theirs, too. Why should I knock the
system?

But Freddie wasn’t happy in the
old ways, like Harry Scaffi before him
and old Fitz before Harry. He wanted
to run the whole industry. “Joey,” 1
once heard him say to his partner,
“take a bunch of stupid truckmen who
don’t know which way is up and you
can do what you want to them with-
out a kick. They'll cut each other’s
hearts out for two bits, and who
makes the profit? The Truckers and
Shippers, that’s who! But take those
same truckmen and tie them up in a
bundle; hold them together one way
or another, and you got a weapon. A
club big enough to beat anybody over
the head with. And I got that club in
my hand. :

“Sometimes I see one of the slobs
feels he’s tied up too tight. All of a
sudden he don’t like getting a hundred
bucks a week and a vacation; all of a
sudden he feels it’s more important to
stand on a street corner and holler
copper than to leave his welfare to
someone who can handle it. A man
like that not only hurts himself, he
hurts all the rest of the drivers. If
these punks don’t stick together
they’re dirt. So I hold them together
whatever way I can. If a couple of
busted skulls means the club gets
tighter and harder then that’s the
way it’s got to be. This is a business,
tougher than any other kind, and only
people like me can run it right!”

He probably meant what he was
saying, too, except I still saw Harry
Scaffi’s blood on the walls. But I kept
my mouth shut. Keep your nose out
and your eyes down, that’s the way I
feel about things. I didn’t get to be
a fat old man by looking under
people’s halos. What the hell! These
vegetables he was selling were big
enough to take care of themselves.
It’s no skin off my nose.

So Freddie got bigger and bigger.
His car got longer, his suits cost
more, he moved uptown and stopped
carrying a gun. What did he need it
for, anyhow? Joey Kay and his hoods
were there when somebody got too
noisy. The bosses he dealt with were
happy to cut troublemakers off the
payroll when Freddie gave the word.

The way I see it, Freddie had the
whole world knocked up, and things
were getting better all the time.

I had no complaints. My own cut
had climbed up to a hundred a week,
I didn’t use the subways any more to
carry Freddie’s messages around
town, and the coffee I brought up
from the diner didn’t get any hotter.
Where could I get a better job?

The drivers and helpers were sat-
isfied, too. They brought home more
money than ever before and didn’t
care whose pocket it came out of. So
what if the price of goods in the city
went way up because everybody’s slice
was getting bigger and bigger? Tough
on the yokels, they figured, and who
could blame them. Enough was find-
ing its way into their pockets to keep
them quiet. We were one big happy
family and Poppa was taking care
of everything.

Except once in a while when a new
troublemaker hit town and tried to
reform things. One of these charac-
ters, Duffy his name was, made a
pitch in that direction. Poor Duffy!

The boob got up at one of the meet-
ings Freddie called every six months
or so, and made a crack about, “Let’s
have an accountant go over the books
so the membership can feel it’s get-
ting the protection it deserves from
its leaders!”

It wouldn’t have been so bad if he
shut up after his little speech and
came down to headquarters for an in-
side job. Freddie always took care of
the boys who showed talent. He knew
there wasn’t much chance to bottle
up brains when I showed up, so why
not use it for the benefit of the organ-
ization. But this cookie Duffy was too
smart. When he finished and sat down
another troublemaker got up and said:
“That’s right! How’s about giving the
membership a square shake on the
dues and welfare funds? I second
Duffy’s motion!”

I don’t know where these dopes got
their ideas about how Freddie Cotton
ran his union, but motions and sec-
onds by the general membership
weren’t encouraged. When Freddie
wanted a motion made, he had one of
the boys make it. Not just any loud-
mouth who had a mind to could get
up at a meeting and starting spouting
official. Besides, the one who seconded
Duffy’s speech hadn’t been on the good
side of Freddie for a long time. He
was a grumbler and moaner, and to
top it off, Duffy’s assistant on a truck.
It smelled like a fix, and when fixes
were made in the Drivers and Helpers
Union, Freddie Cotton made them.
Not some small-time reformer who
didn’t give a hoot for the welfare of
the members.

So Freddie rapped his gavel and
sent everybody home. Everybody ex-
cept Duffy and his friend, that is.
When these two bright boys started
out, they found Joey Kay and a cou-
ple of his hoods waiting for them.

Freddie was sitting at his desk with
the books spread out in front of him
when they got there. “Duffy,” he

said, “there’s ways to do things and
ways not to. You want to look at the
books, you say so. To me; not to a
bunch of slobs that don’t know how to
control themselves at a union meet-
ing. My job is to keep the boys happy;
you ain’t making it any easier.”

Duffy had to be a hero. “What
about the books, Cotton?” he asked.
“Don’t you think the members got a
right to have them kept honest?”

Freddie smiled and I almost ran
out of the office. I knew what made
him happy.

“Take a look at these accounts,
Duffy,” he said. “Look real close.
These are the books you want to see.
Not the phony ones to give the in-
come tax people, but the originals.
Every penny that comes into this
office, clean or dirty, and every penny
that goes out is listed here. Look it
over!”

Duffy almost flipped. The last thing
he expected to see was Freddie’s pri-
vate books, so he ran around the desk
to get an eyeful. That’s not all he
got, either. He got a headfull and
a bellyfull, too. And his friend took
his lumps where he stood.

The next day the union sent a con-
dolence note and Duffy’s insurance to
his widow. Somehow he got into an
accident with his truck and rolled off
a cliff in the Bronx, and he and his
assistant were smashed up pretty bad.
Freddie went to the funeral with Joey
Kay and a delegation from the Exec-
utive Committee and made a nice
speech about how good a member
Duffy was, always thinking about the
welfare of his fellow union members.
And how it was too bad that just._at
the point when a career as an active
union man was opening for him, he’d
been killed in such a terrible accident.
Nobody could see the body. They
sealed the casket to spare Duffy’s
family.

Duffy’s assistant had no fami_ly, 30
his funeral was fast and simple.
They put him in a box and shoveled
dirt over it. So much for trouble-
makers and motion-seconders.

Now remember that I'm not tell-
ing you all this to make myself out an
angel. I got my salary for work I
did, not for strong-arm st.uﬂ’.‘These
were hard men and I knew it, bqt
what could I do? It wasn’t my busi-
ness if some smart-aleck didn’t know
enough to keep his mouth. shut. I
didn’t kill anybody. I didn’t lenp on
anybody. I didn’t have a Cadlllpc.
You can’t blame me for something
that isn’t my fault. I was just making
a buck the only way I could, and stay
alive. Do I have to take the rap be-
cause things are the way they - are?

Everything went smooth for a
while after Duffy and his pal left us.
Another contract came up and after
a month of threats and yelling the
drivers and helpers got a two dollar
raise and fifty cents in the welfare
fund. Everybody was satisfied. The
Truckers saved a half dollar of the
three fifty they were willing to give
when negotiations began; Freddie
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bought a little place in Florida with
the other half dollar; the Executive
Committee got its piece, and even I
bought a new suit.

Nobody really got hurt on that one
unless you count the wise young char-
acter who operated the elevator in
the building where negotiations were
being held. He walked in one day
while Freddie and the Trucker repre-
sentative were bargaining and heard
them discussing how the mellon
would be split. Freddie was, willing to
let the thing drop with a warning for
him to keep his mouth shut, and the
Trucker knew enough of Freddie’s
methods to go along. But this punk
kid made the mistake of telling Fred-
die that if he wasn’t included in the
arrangements, he'd spill to the whole
world what kind of deals were being
made between labor and management
in the trucking industry.

Freddie let him talk, enjoying the
show. “I got friends in the newspaper
business who’ll pay plenty for what
I know,” he said. “And if you don’t
want me blowing the whistle all over
town, you'd better cough up!”

I shivered listening to this corpse
make his proposition to a smiling
Freddie Cotton, and almost passed
out when Freddie agreed with him
and promised to pay hush money. But
when Freddie said he’d be back that
night with the cash, I knew what
would happen. There was enough in
the roll he carried to pay off three
such chiselers on the spot.

They dragged me along for laughs
and met the sucker in his elevator
at one in the morning, in this big
office building after all the cleaning
women were finished and had gone
home.

“Let me run it,” Freddie asked,
and the operator said, “Sure. Have
some fun.”

So Freddie Cotton ran the elevator
up to the twenty-second floor and
opened the door. “Out, small-time!”
he barked and rammed his fist into
the kid’s ear. Joey Kay, grabbing him
as he fell, dragged the poor slob out
by his hair and dropped him on the
marble floor; the ‘clunk’ his head
made when it hit bounced back and
forth off the hard walls of the empty
hallway and I almost threw up.

He didn’t die then from a busted
skull. He didn't even pass out. But
he started to scream and didn’t stop
until it was all over. Nobody had to
hold him down; he just lay there and
screamed, the sound of it driving me
almost bugs. Freddie bent over him,
made sure the kid was listening, and
said loud enough for me to hear, “Did
you live a little, punk? Was it fun
having Freddie Cotton by the short
hairs? Too bad you can’t learn from
your own mistake!” And he began to
laugh! God, I'll never forget that
sound!

He reached into the elevator and
pushed the button for the ground
floor, and we all watched it disap-
pear. After a while we heard the car
come to an automatic stop when it

hit bottom. “Watch close and learn
a lesson pop!” he said to me, and I
backed up to the wall away from the
open hole of the elevator shaft.

“Alley-oop, Joey!” he yelled, and
together they picked the wide-eyed
kid off the floor and flung his twisting
body down into the shaft. I heard his
screams all the way down, and the
crash his body made when it hit the
top of the elevator almost twenty
stories away is still shaking my bones!

I got home somehow that night and
didn’t sleep too well for a month.

It wore off, though. It’s not too hard
to manage to stay alive when there’s
no way out except to keep auiet and
forget what you've seen. What else
could I do?

So things slowed down in the office
and Freddie started to relax a little.
He spent some time at the beach in
his new house, letting Joey Kay han-
dle what little had to be done while
he was gone. His voice lost some of
its hard edge. He even considered re-
tiring after his current five-year term
of office expired. “What the hell,” he
said, “I got it made. Why shouldn’t
I enjoy life a little!” But if you knew
Freddie Cotton you also knew he'd
never get out so easy.

My job didn’t change so that you'd
notice, but who’s complaining? I
never overworked anyhow. I still got
coffee and delivered messages and
handled odds and ends that weren’t
too important. I think Freddie kept
me around so he could look at my
frightened face whenever he wanted
to feel like a big man.

So when I left the office this morn-
ing to check with the shop steward
over at Master Shipper’s garage
about dues coming in late, I was still
as happy as could be expected under
the circumstances. I got the informa-
tion Freddie wanted and started back
to headquarters when it began to rain.
Real buckets. I grabbed a cab and
shot over to Twenty-third Street, get-
ting back at least an hour before
they figured I would, and went up in
the elevator.

When I got to the door I could see
people inside through the frosted
glass, moving a little too fast to suit
me. I opened the door slow and care-
ful to see what was going on and
peeked in. Joey Kay looked up from
what he was doing and fixed me with
a stare that turned me into jelly. “Get
inside fast.and sit down!” he said;
and there it was again. Like I said
before, I can recognize menace when
it shows up, and Joey Kay was men-
ace with a capital ‘M".

So I sat down and watched Freddie
Cotton lose his job. .

He was even bloodier than the last
owner of the business had been, and
the feeling that I was living through
an old bad dream finally became too
much for me. I stood up while they
were finishing their work on poor old
Freddie and got the hell out of there.

I ran all the way here and I don’t
know how if Joey Kay and his hoods
chased me or not. I mean, a buck’s a

buck, but how long can my luck hold
out? It’s a hard racket and all that,
and nobody really gets hurt, but I
think I'm too old to take any more
changes in management. One of the
new owners might decide he doesn’t
need me any more, and getting fired
from the Drivers and Helpers Union
is a pretty rugged experience I've dis-
covered. Especially when you've seen
as much as I have.

Yes, I'll sign the statement when
you get it typed up. And if you hurry
you might even find Freddie before
he falls down the stairs or has an
automobile accident or one of those
other things that break a man up so.
He couldn’t possibly get any more
broken than he is already, but I don’t
think they’'ve had time to fix an
excuse.

And if you don’t mind, I'd rather
not have any bail set. It’s raining
blood again and I don’t have an
umbrella. o

Death of a Hangman

Continued from Page 82

After that Ellis became well and
truly launched into his chosen pro-
fession. He hanged murderers by the
score, and thought nothing of sail-
ing across to Canada twice a year to
dispose of the killers the Dominion
had collected in the interval.

“Trained hangmen are hard to
find,” he told reporters. “Like a doc-
tor, I am duty-bound to dispense my
services wherever they are most ur-
gently needed.”

For over 23 years John continued
to minister to the urgent needs of his
fellow-humans in his own drastic
manner, and never once did he show
any evidence that he was losing his
iron-willed calmness and self-control.

Until that terrible morning of
January 9, 1923 when it was his duty
to hang Mrs. Edith Thompson, given
the death penalty along with her
lover, Frederick Bywaters, for the
murder of her husband, Percy Thomp-
son.

Ellis had attended Mrs. Thompson’s
trial. He had heard her plaintive cry:
“I am innocent! Oh, God, I am inno-
cent!” as she collapsed in the dock
when the death sentence was passed
upon her. .

She continued to protest her inno-
cence in Holloway Gaol while await-
ing her appointment with hangman
Ellis, and on the morning set for the
execution she was distraught with
terror.

They had to carry her from the:
death cell to the gallows, and when
Ellis tried to place the noose around
her neck she fainted and collapsed
at his feet. It took ten minutes to
revive her, and by that time iron-man
John’s hands were shaking as he



tightened the noose round her neck
the second time.

He had to support her with one
hand and operate the lever which
opened the trap with the other.

After it was all over Ellis was
so white-faced he looked as though
he had seen his own ghost. Instead of
partaking of his usual hearty post-
hanging breakfast, he walked straight
out of the prison without even collect-
ing his fee.

Soon afterwards, on March 6, 1924,
he sent a letter of resignation to the
Prison Commissioners at the Home
Office, and added: “If at any time in
the future you should find any need
for my services in an advisory capac-
ity, I shall be glad to render any aid
that lies in my power.”

The unnerving experience of hang-
ing Mrs. Thompson had shaken John
Ellis seriously. It had also caused his
mental balance to wobble.

At 1 o’clock in the morning of
August 14, he took a loaded revolver
from a drawer in his living-room and
pointed the muzzle at his own throat.
He pulled the trigger, but his aim
was so shaky the bullet merely plowed
through his neck.

He recovered, and was charged at
Rochdale Police Court with attempted
suicide. Magistrate Henry Osgood
gave him a lecture.

“I am sorry to see you here, Ellis,”
he said. “I have known you for a
long time. If your aim had been as
true as some of the hanging drops
you have given, it would have been
a bad job for you. Your life has
been given back to you, and I hope
you will make good use of it, and lead
a good life in atonement.”

Ellis tried, but he missed the
money he had been able to earn while
executing his 649 victims. He decided
that he might be able to earn a fast
buck by going on the stage and
hamming up his grisly experiences
as an executioner.

For two months he played the role
of a hangman in a melodrama called
“the life and adventures of Charles
Peace.” It was John’s job to “hang”
Mr. Peace twice nightly, and because
he performed this duty with his old
speed, efficiency and realism, the
show was well patronized.

In fact Ellis’s stage hangings were
too realistic. Soon women’s organiz-
ations and anti-hanging groups were
denouncing him, and John had to re-
tire from the stage. He sold all his
props with the exception of the scaf-
fold, and gave the proceeds to a poor
children’s fund.

Later he toured fairgrounds up and
down the country with his scaffold,
and gave hanging exhibitions.

But the memory of Edith Thomp-
son, and perhaps that of a few more
of his reluctant real-life victims, con-
tinued to haunt him.

On the evening of September 20,
1932, he walked into the kitchen of his
house, where his wife was sewing.
He removed his collar and tie, picked
up a cut-throat razor, then rushed

at Mrs. Ellis, shouting, “I will cut
your head off, first!”

Mrs. Ellis screamed and ran out
of the house. Ellis bounded up the
stairs to his daughter’s room, still
flourishing the razor. “If I can’t cut
your mother’s head off,” he yelled at
her, “I'll have to cut yours off!”

She dodged the razor as he lunged
at her, then pushed past him down
the stairs. She escaped into the street.

Minutes later police entered Ellis’s
home. They found the King of 20th
century hangmen lying dead on his
hearthrug in a pool of blood. He
had cut his own throat.

Over a thousand people attended
the funeral of John Ellis, maestro of
the gallows. He was buried beneath
a mountain of fragrant flowers. o

In 1 or 2 Minutes

Continued from page 38

only one way I could ram a lot of
dirty snickers down a lot of equally
dirty mouths. So here I was, ready
to test a theory. I stepped to the
door, rang.

Mark swung open the door, greet-
ed me just the way I'd expected.

“Hi, Herb. You’re just in time for
dinner.”

1 purposely timed my visit for
three, when I knew they usually ate.
I waved to Connie, busy setting the
dining alcove table.

“No thanks,” I said, and held up
the persian lamb coat folded across
my left arm. “A neighbor brought
it over, wants to wear it tonight—
after I fix a few worn spots. Okay
to use the basement?” :

“Sure,” Mark said. “Need help?”
His hobby—at least he called it a
hobby—was restyling old fur coats
into new, for which reason he fixed
up a miniature shop.

“I’ll manage, thanks. Just a few
damages.”

“Have a drink first,” Tom invited.
“What'll it be?”

“Maybe later.”

The kid shrugged. “As you say.”
He was nineteen, tall and hand-
some, the way most boys are today;
cocky and too arrogant, the way too
many also turn out. I figured any
two of his friends could have agreed
to pull what seemed like a pretty
safe bit of hi-jacking.

My gaze roved to the well-fixed
living room. Nice home, all right.
Long bar. Brocaded carpeting. Stein-
way. Everything was so rich, they
were willing to do more than out-
smart the next guy; they were ready
to rob to keep living at a high-income
rate. I had to sell my home and car,
trim other expenses to stay abreast of
a sharply-sliced income. But I didn’t
envy them.

Marx pushed a hall switch lever
and the finished basement lit up. I
walked down a flight of steps, left

the fur coat on the nailing board.
Just one large cutters’ table, two
sewing machines, neither of which
had been used recently.

I hung up my hat and coat, be-
gan to make the repairs I sup-
posedly came to make.

When I thought that they were all
seated at the dinner table, I drew a
gun, a searchlight and a hand gren-
ade I had tied to the legs of my
pants.

If 1 was outwitted, socked first,
I might not leave the house alive,
but I'd learned something sixteen
years ago. In a sense, this might be
a brief encore of Anzio.

Cautiously, I began to cover every
inch of the cement floor before I
found a skillfully-hidden trap door.
When I pried it loose, I looked into
a dark, cavern-like chamber. There
they were—fur coats.

1 descended a make-shift ladder.
Naturally, I couldn’t be sure the
coats, hanging on three iron bars
wedged between two walls, were
part of the loot, but I was ready to
give odds.

Dizzy with excitement, I began to
hurry up when the trap door moved
back into place.

I stepped down quickly, wonder-
ing if they’d come down after me,

or wait till I tried coming up again?.

Then the light went out, leaving
the tomb just that, a tomb. I was
like someone under water, blacking
out, going down, down . . . but not
quite for the third time.

My heart drum-hammered so heav-
ily, I could hear the thumping. Sweat
made a permanent coating on my
face. But I could think.

Just the other day I said to Milly,
my wife, “Mark was a sandhog, so
it strikes me as somewhat natural
that he should think of burying the
loot underground.”

“Could well be.”

“Being a furrier, it would arouse
no suspicion for him to be seen hold-
ing coats.”

“Tell the police.” .

“I want the satisfaction of first
look.”

What Milly didn’t know was that
I planned to go into this prepared.
More ways than one. If I had to
blast, I would. For extra protection
1 also said, “If I'm not out in three-
quarters of an hour, Milly, come
after me . . . with a cop or two.”

It was death-still and dark, but I
could see the radium-treated stems
of my wrist watch. Soon I no longer
had to study the dials. The outer
bell rang, loudly enough for me to
catch it underground. In two or
three minutes I'd blast. °
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