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Make More Money in One of Today’s FASTEST-GROWING Industries
- We’'ll train and establish you in

-~ .
\ . «

$750 million yearly

U.S. Dept. of Commerce says—
rug and upholstery ¢

rohn'iul in
45 million homes in U.S. with e

Big Future in Dynamic Industry

Join the thousands of opportunity-minded men like
those pictured below who are sharing in the profits that
this remarkable home-furnishings cleaning field makes
possible. We can help you make more money in a boom-
ing industry which the Dept. of Commerce estimates as
having a $750 million dollar a year potential!

We will train you as a cleaning specialist, show you
the proven methods for building business, and work
with you providing over 27 continuous services that
help assure your growth.

Arlis Wilson of Tulsa says: “As a Duraclean Dealer
I have the ideal setup. I am operating my own business,
yet have at my disposal a staff of experienced men at
Headquarters who will help me on a moment's notice.”

We Help Build Your Business

YOUR personal success is of the utmost importance to
Headquarters, for as you grow so grows the Duraclean
Dealer organization. Thus, your initial training is only
the beginning of a continuous assistance program de-
signed to build your business. When you contact Hdqtrs.
you receive prompt, expert counsel from a staff of spe-

What Dealers Say—

W. Lookiebill (St: Louis): 14

cialists. Some of the over 27 services you receive are My 28th year! Began dur- P
conventions and regional conferences, new product de- ing depression and built e
velopment, trademark protection, sales letters, tested business on good service. ~

ads, local promotional materials, a monthly sales-build-

ing magazine, plus a host of others. D. Chilcott (N. Platte): Dura-

cleansuy gross $9.00 per
hour. | gross up to $12.00.
Many dealers do much better,

C,

Backed by National Advertising

You are backed by a National Advertising program
which is larger than all other similar programs in the
industry combined. Consumer Advertising; Ads drama-
tizing Duraclean services reach millions through lead-
ing magazines as McCalls, Parents’, House & Garden,

M. Lyons (Chgo): 3rd year
should hit $100,000; 2nd
was $60,000; 1st $40,000.
Hdqrs help make it possible.

In your town, just 2 jobs a day
earn $8,750 profit first year . . .

House Beautiful, Canadian Homes & Gardens, Sunset, /

New Yorker and others. Trade Advertising: More and \ E.Roddey (Hampton, Va.):
more retailers are turning over customers to Duraclean N Raed Did $600.00 first 12 days in
Dezlers for servicing. Key trade magazines as Interiors, ~  January. My business keeps
Floor Covering Profits, Furniture Retailer, Cleaning & -/ growing each month,
Laundry Age, are a few of many used in targeting local

retailers to become your agents.
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man with financial ond social success.

Start Part-Time If Employed

Even if you are now employed, you may start enjoying
the financialindependenceof your OWN business. Many
dealers start part-time, and as they expand their oper-
ation beyond what they can service on a sparetime
basis, they switch to full-time. Later they expand fur-
ther by hiring servicemen. This could be your pattern
for success.

You will receive local training with an established
dealer and at our 5-day, 50-hour factory training
school. Thus, under our guidance, you becoine an ex-
pert in the care of rugs and upholstery, a profession
for which there is now great demand.

Alert dealers can gross $9.00 hourly, plus $6.00 on
each serviceman at national price scale. You enjoy big
profits on both materials and labor. Everything fur-
nished to get you started.

Six Ways to Make Money

A Duraclean Dealership qualifies you to offer six differ-
ent services. Thus on many jobs you multiply profits.

1. Duraclean: Unique ABSORPTION process for clean-
ing and reviving rugs, carpets, upholstery. Recom-
mended by leading stores and manufacturers. No
scrubbing, soaking, shrinkage. Aerated foam manu-
factured by portable electric Foamovator safely re-
moves dirt, grease, unsightly spots. Dries so fast
customers use furnishings in a few hours.

2. Durashield: Soil-retarding treatment that KEEPS
furnishings clean MONTHS longer. Applied after clean-
ing, this invisible film protects each fiber from dirt.

3. Duraproof: Protects against damage by moths,
carpet beetles. Only such treatment backed by 6-year
Warranty!

4. Duraguard: A flame-proofing treatment which re-
duces fire damage by retarding charring and tendency
of fires to flame up. Theaters, restaurants, hotels,
homes, offer huge potential.

5. Spotcraft: Special chemical products which enable
you to handle most all spot or staining problems.

6. Carpet Repair: Special tools and know-how equip
you to orovide this specialized service.

Easy Terms
A moderate payment establishes your own business—
pay balance from sales. We furnish electric machines,
folders, store cards and enough materials to return your
TOTAL investment. You can have your business oper-
ating in a few days. Mail coupon today!

NO STAMP OR ENVELOPE NEEDED

Cut out & mail this
postage-paid card

for FREE
16-Page BOOKLETS!

Write your name and address at top of card
and mail. No obligation. No salesman will
call. You get FREE illustrated booklets which
tell how you can enjoy steadily increasing life-
time income in YOUR OWN BUSINESS.

DURACLEAN COMPANY
9-320 Duraclean Bldg., Deerfield, lll.




xﬁ How these |8 Expvrts can help you

\Get into a High Pay /

| ACCOUNTING CAREER

Ifyour heart is set on a larger income
and all that it means...better home
—fine car—larger bank account—more
of the good things of life...

If that's your ambition and you are
really serious about it, then you owe it
to yourself to get the REAL FACTS
about LaSalle Accounting, and the many
good-pay opportunities that can be
YOURS through LaSalle's famous
Problem Method Plan.

It matters not whether you've had a
single day of experience in this field—or
whether you have already started but
want to climb higher. LaSalle's expert
training is designed to take you from
where you are . ..to where you want to be
in higher positions and a lifetime career
of security and good income.

WHY YOU CAN'T FAIL TO GAIN

You see on this page a panel of experts
who know Accounting from A to Z...
all the way from Basic Accounting, on
up through Accounting Systems, Cost
Accounting, - Auditing, Federal Income
Tax, and training for the CPA certificate.
These are only part of LaSalle’s instruc-
tion staff. But what is most important to
you...

... These CPAs and Expert Accountants
know how to impart their knowledge to
others...how to help you prepare quickly
yet thoroughly for success in this very
lucrative field.

The proof? What stronger proof could
there be than that more than 4,500 Certi-
fied Public Accountants (one out of every
13 of the U.S. total) have trained with
LaSalle? Or the hundreds of thousands

MAN’S CONQUEST

of men and women whom LaSalle has

helped qualify rapidly for more money,
a brighter future, ina high-pay-lifetime
career? These thousands came to us
with different backgrounds of experience
and varying degrees of ambition. Many
have reported raises and promotions
after only a few weeks of training. Thou-
sands of them have written to say they
are now earning 509, more—even double
their former incomes —often in less than
a year. These letters dre published in
book form for your inspection. They
were written by real people, with real

"income problems and ambitions—people

who might be your next-door neighbor.
Yes, if you are really sincere in want-
ing to better your position—start your
income climbing—enjoy a lifetime career
of high standing and high reward—this
rriendly staff of experts can help you. Of
course, you have to do your part...but
..with a winning team of authorities
like this backing you up, how could you
possibly fail?
You don’t have to wonder what La-

LaSallg’s Famous staff of Accounting
authorities are helping thousands
prepare for fast promotion and bigger
pay. They can do the same for you!

SAMPLE LESSON
SENT FREE
MAIL COUPON TODAY

Salle's Accounting plan is like. You will
besentafreesample lesson,without obli-
gation. Study it—keep it—see for yourself
howsimple, clear,andeasy it is to master.
This is an actual lesson right out of the
regular training—to show you exactly
how LaSalle's Problem Method has
trained more than 1,400,000 men and
women from all walks of life.

Also...the latest book, “Opportuni-
ties in Accounting,” gives all the latest
facts about this completely new and mod-
ern accounting training and the growing
opportunities in several different fields
of profitable employment.

This can be an important day in your
life. A coupon like the one below has
started hundreds of thousands of men
and women toward a bigger job, a larger
income. It can do the same for you.

Accredited Member, National Home Study Council

THREE
FREE
BOOKS

..and ‘“‘Success Reports”. .

we Mail the Coupon Todaty! oommneennnen-

LA SALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Dearborn St. « Dept.10107H ¢ Chicago 5, lllinois

Send free Sample Lesson in Accounting—also,
latest free book,‘‘Opportunities in Accounting””
. all without cost or obligation.




fortu kangsu wood, a rare tropical cedar, highly
d as coffin wood by thousands of Asiatics whose former
urce, Red China, had cut off their supply. Renshaw and
“g%fhdr precious cargo, all right— and more. For one
their kangsu “logs” turned out to be the murderous
1g-size killer called the Regal Python. Turn to page 18 for
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BIG REWARDS

for Industry’s Most-Wanted Men

Chemical Lab Elec. Engineering . Radio-TV Aeronautical General Electronics Industrial
Technician Technician Technician Technician Technician Electronics
Technician

With the right training, you can qualify show you how! I. C. S. spare-time train-

for big-pay jobs in these vital indus- ing is recognized and used by leading
tries. Start yourself on an exciting, re- companies throughout the U.S. and
warding career and at the same time overseas. Send today for full details
help fill a desperate need. I.C. S. can including three free books:

1 ‘‘How to Succeed”’’ 2 Opportunity 3 Sample lesson

36-page guide Handbook in (Math) to
to advancement. _field of your demonstrate
- choice. I.C. S. method.

For Real Job Security —Get an 1. C. S. Diploma! 1. C.S., Scranton 15, Penna. ::t:::ia'lu:i:n?:;&y Council

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS ICS

Box 49472H, SCRANTON 15, PENNA. (Partial list of 258 courses)

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):
ARCHITECTURE AVIATION CIVIL O Good English O Industrial Electronics
and BUILDING O Aero-Engineering Technology ENGINEERING O High School Mathematics O Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g
CONSTRUCTION O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic (O Civil Engineering O High School Science O Practical Telephony

O Air Conditioning BUSINESS O Construction Engineering O Short Story Writing O Radio-TV Servicing

O Architecture O Accounting O Highway Engineering - LEADERSHIP

O Arch. Drawingand [ Advertising O Professignal Engineer (Civil) [ yndustrial Foremanship RAILROAD
Designing O Business Administration O Reading Struc. Blueprints [ |ndustrial Supervision O Car Inspector and Air Brake

O Building Contractor O Business Management O Sanitary Engineer O Personnel-Labor Relations O Diesel Electrician

O Building Estimator O Cost Accounting O Structural Engineering O Supervision O Diesel Engr. and Fireman

O Carpenter Builder O Creative Salesmanship O Surveying and Mapping O Diesel Locomotive

O Carpentry and Millwork O Managing a Small Business DRAFTING MECHANICAL

O Carpenter Foreman O Professional Secretary O Aircraft Orafting ‘.'"’ISE".OP STEAM and

O Heating Q Public Accounting O Architectural Drafting R DIESEL POWER

O Painting Contractor O Purchasing Agent O Orafting & Machine Design [ Gas-Elec. Welding O Combustion Engineering

B Reatim ints O Salesmanship O Electrical Drafting g |ngusmal Engineering O Power Plant Engineer

O Reading Arch. Blueprints (3 Salesmanship and O Mechanical Drafting 8 "" d“‘;’!"l ws:v“menlahon DO Stationary Diesel Engr-
ART Management O Sheet Metal Drafting a I:d:st:!:l Sef:t urgy O Stationary Fireman

0O Commercial Art O Traffic Management O Structural Drafting. O Machsin'e Sh: Pyraclice

(5] Ssraazing fllus, CHEMICAL ELECTRICAL ' O Mechanical Engineerin gL

o g:':: Lg:{gr;;d o é:aly!icallzcgglr‘v;ies't!"y O Electrical Engineering O Professional E:uineet (Mech) 8 gg{ﬂ;:‘,‘m’,':,‘},,saﬂ',‘:,'}',““

emical Engineering ici i . L ]

O Sketching and Painting 8 Chemchab. Technician g E:: E::tgh't I:;";‘;S::l 8 glelaagit:gcg!'l‘;:)mslueprinls O Cotton Warping and Weaving

o AUTOMOTIVE O Elementsof Nuclear Enersy 3 praciica rctrcin O Relrigeration and e D rciaign
utomobile eneral Chemi ical Li : itioni tle Design .

) Aoy Bebuiine D Nt G Pra ang Tors, D PSRN ) ) RLEBTMR g gy 5 Jtls SR & Oy

inishi etroleum Prod. an . : ‘

[m] i;':no EGn:i'nse '{"Sneup O Professional Engineer (Chem) HIGH SCHOOL RADIO, TELEVISION (O Warping and Weaving

O Auto Technician O Pulp and Paper Making O High School Diploma O General Electronics Tech. O Worsted Manufacturing

Name. Age________Home Address

City Zone. State Working Hours AM.to P.M v

) Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondehce Schools, Canadian, Ltd., Montreal,

Occupation Canada. . . . Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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. MOTOR TALK
If the car you own or intend to buy is one

of THOSE LITTLE FOREIGN JOBS with a right-
hand drive, don't let your hound ride
with you. It scares the hell out of the other
guy when he sees a dog where a human
oughtta' be . . . Army statisticians have
.'been rocked by final figures on vehicular
injuries and deaths during Korean War.

The tally--MORE MEN LOST IN AUTOMOBILE AC-
CIDENTS IN KOREA THAN IN ENEMY ACTION. ALSO,

JOE

crashvictims were generallymore seriously
injured, required longer hospitalization
than battle casualties . . . Sign placed

at the exit from Air National Guard Station
near Lambert-St. Louis Airport! "YOU ARE
NOW ENTERING A DANGER ZONE--THE PUBLIC
HIGHWAY--GOOD LUCK! . . . You GUYS WHO
REMOVE THERMOSTATS FROM COOLING SYSTEMS
DURING SUMMER MONTHS are barking up the
wrong tree. A cooler engine does not neces-
sarily run better. Engines heated to
between 160 degrees and 180 degrees F. will
wear a lot less quickly, have more power
and burn less gas than the same engines
forced to run below 160 degrees . . « Despite
auto owners' gripes to the contrary, LIFE
OF THE AVERAGE CAR HAS DOUBLED SINCE
1925, when most vehicles were scrapped at
age 6.5 years. Today's cars don't end up on
the junk pile 'til they're’'l2 yearsold . . .
VOLKSWAGEN people are so satisfied with
sales around the world that they're not
even thinking of any style changes for at
least a few more years . . . YOUR CAR WILL
LAST LONGER if youtake it out on the high-
way once a week, open her up within the
speed limits, and blow out some of that gum
and carbon that accumulates during short
hauls and low speeds. Sometimes will do

as much for a car as a tune-up . . « DON'T
BLAME THE AUTO OR THE WEATHER IF YOU HAVE
A CRACK-UP. Over 95% of the cars involved
in accidents are in apparently good con-
dition. More than 85% of fatal accidents

6

bONHDENTIALS

occur during clear weather, 79.68% on dry
roads . . . Don't expect too radical a
change in those AMERICAN-MADE ECONOMY
CARS due this fall. Shorter wheel bases,
yes, and also less chrome, more gas mileage,
lower costs, than regular model lines. !
But they still won't approach foreign
makes in all these departments . . .

Gl LOW DOWN :

RANGER OUTFITS BLASTING WEST GERMAN ARMY
for initiating the latest "living off
land" gimmick, which includes a diet of
boiled crow. U, S. counterparts are doing
the Jerries one better--are teaching
commando groups the finer art of preparing
lizards. Most trainees swear they'd
rather starve to death . . . Some dynamiters
specializing in SELLING INSURANCE TO ARMED
FORCES PERSONNEL are using letterheads
which suggest they represent a government
agency. If you get one don't bite until
you've fully investigated. Plenty of
legit companies looking to do business
with you--and the deal they offer is usually
better and cheaper . . . BRASS IS CRACKING
DOWN BUT GOOD ON GI's PEDDLING A PINT OF
THEIR BLOOD when the broke days roll around

o Yo

8
*Yumn®
Just before paycall. Many of the lads are
collapsing during training, and pilots
have been crackingup jets after passing out -
at high altitudes . . . UPPER ECHELON
TALK THAT ARMED FORCES ARE DISCARDING WW II
WEAPONS IS JUST SO MUCH HOOEY. At present
rate of replacement, the war that can come
in the next decade will still see amajority
of ground forces using M-1's and the same

0ld submachine guns . . .

ROD AND RIFLE
BLUEGILLS, ESPECIALLY THE BIG ONES NOT
BITING? Reason may be your time table's
off. They lay low during the day, rise

(Continued on page 39)
MAN’S CONQUEST



Learn at Home i

A HIGHLY
RESPECTED TRADE—
START SOON TO
EARN EXTRA MONEY
IN SPARE TIME

IN YOUR

to Fix

Electrical Appliances

To build a better future, get into a field where there’s
much important work and the security that comes from
knowing a good trade. Servicing electrical appliances
offers that OPPORTUNITY. Every wired home has an
average of 8 electrical appliances. Up to 10 million new
appliances are sold every year and owners pay well to
keep them in repair. That's making a fast-growing need
for trained men.

Add To Your Income Starting Soon
Need For Service Technicians Increasing

Make extra money in your spare time. Start soon to
fix electric toasters, fans, clocks, vacuum cleaners, and
other electric appliances for your neighbors and
friends. Work in your basement, garage or spare room,

It’s easy to increase your earning power—to pay for -

your training many times over—to have extra money
to buy things you need.

Learn and Earn with Multi-Use
Tester Built with Parts We Send

This course includes the parts to build a portable, sturdy
Appliance Tester that helps you locate electrical defects
qluickly and easily. You use it to learn and do actual
electrical appliance repair jobs. If you want better pay
learn this good trade. No need to give up your present

MAN'’S CONQUEST

job. You can train at home in your spare time for only
$3.00 down and $6.00 a tnonth. A small price to pay for
increased earnings, a more secure future. Paste coupon
below ona  postal or mail in envelope for free book and
sample lesson. Address National Radio Institute, Dept.
7749 , Washington 16, D. C.

MAILING THIS
COUPON MAY START
YOU TO SUCCESS

INATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept. T7J9. Washington16, D.

a

I Please send me Electric Appliance Training lesson and book I

free. (No salesman will call.) , '
'Name. e Age....... ]
I AAIeSs .. ...t I
I (0 %Zone. .. State......... ]

l ACCREDITED MEMBER NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL



“Read ‘Captain Parry’s 30-Girl Crash-
out’ in your September issue and have
only one comment: that group of
Rangers was lucky—damn lucky. To
raid a Nazi truck convoy one month
before D-Day, rescue 30 French girls,
get them all safely back to Omaha beach
for evacuation to England, with only
three casualties—that’s not just luck,
that’s a miracle!”

R. F.
Columbia, S. C.

Capt. James R. Parry’s 20-man Ranger
team wasn't that fortunate in their fa-
mous Normandy raid on May 1, 1944.
True, they achieved their objective and
rescued Marie Boudet, French under-
ground agent, but at a cost of five dead,
not three, and four wounded. A 40%

casualty rate can hardly be called
“lucky.”—The Editor
“, . . couldn’t help writing you after

reading about Andre Montaigne, the
French underground leader who guided
Capt. Parry and his Rangers on their
incredible raid. Did you know that
after the war the famed maquis became
a leading spirit in the DeGaullist move-
ment? When war broke out in French
Indochina in 1953, Montaigne aban-
doned his political career to join Gen.
.Iucques Massu’s crack paratroop divi-
sion as a major. He was killed in the
heroic defense of Dienbienphu.”
H. T
New York, N. Y.
“Capt. Parry’s Ranger raid on Nor-
mandy a month before the invasion
sounds like a typ1ca1 ‘special unit’ opera-
tion to me—that is, ‘situation normal—

all fouled up.’ Poor planning, inaccurate -

intelligence, faulty liaison with badly
. 9

~ Wells Fargo’s ‘silent partner’

organized resistance groups . . . these
foul-ups cost lives in every one of those
highly publicized commando operations

. It’s fortunate that Jim Parry and
his men were tough, resourceful sol-
diers who could fight their way out of
a hopeless mess that should never have
been allowed to happen.”

Muskoéee,' Okla.

BLACK BART

“’Congratulations on Joe Chamberlain’s
excellent piece on California’s famed
road agent and poetical stage robber,
Black Bart (September THE INCREDIBLE
WALKING GUN). They used to call him
since he
specialized in holding up their stages
when they came down the mountain
roads from the Sierra Nevada Mother
Lode country loaded with thousands in
gold dust and bullion . . .”
F. W.
Stockton, Calif.

"Charlie Boles, the stage robber who
signed his poetical ‘receipts’ Black Bart
. was killed in the Mexican Revolution
in 1912. My uncle knew him well in the
city of Saltillo, where he’d lived for a
number of years after his release from
prison in 1891.”
: C. G.
Globe, Ariz.

“Black Bart didn’t disappear after his
release . . . as your writer says . . . His
wife came out from Missouri to join
him and he lived in quiet retirement in
Marysville, Calif., until he died . . .
sometime during World War 1.”

.10
Redding, Calif.

As Joseph Henry Jackson points out in
his definitive biography, there has never
been any agreement concerning the last
years and death of Charles Boles, alias
Black Bart.—The Editor

OPERATION CASANOVA

I've been reading MAN’'S CONQUEST
a long time now . . . and | can’t remem-
ber a better story than ‘The Amazing
Mission of Andrew Quade’ (September)
Any guy who can handle two jealous
harems and a detachment of Jap soldiers
is my idea of a real man. But what |
liked was that he wasn’t a special com-
bat-trained Marine or commando or

raider or what have you—but a plain old
merchant seaman!

“P.S. I'm a plain old merchant seaman
tool”’
. D. L
Mobile, Ala.

“Whatever became of that Aussie sea-
man, Andrew Quade. Did he ever get
decorated or recognized in any way for
his ‘peculiar’ contribution to the war? -
After all, a guy who uses his extraordin-
ary talent with women to smash a Jap
artillery outfit deserves something more
than just thanks and a new uniform.”
R. H.
Jackson, Tenn.

Apparently Seaman Quade wanted noth-
ing and was completely indifferent to
his vital role in smashing the Japanese
artillery positions -on Luka Island, in
the Sulu Archipelago off the southern
Philippines. After he was flown to Port
Darwin, Australia by the U.S. Army
early in 1942, Quade again shipped out
on a New Zealand freighter as an or-
dinary seaman. There his trail ends.
Andrew Quade has never been heard
from since that day.—The Editor.

GIRL-0OF-THE-MONTH

“You're right! Not since Anita Ekberg

has anything come along to match your

Girl-of-the-Month, Lillian Madsen. No

wonder they voted her Miss Denmark.

She’s the Greatest Dane since Hamlet.”
A. V.

Beckley, W. Va.

With her looks and figure, she shouldn’t
have any of his problems, either.—The
Editor.

MAN’S CONQUEST



haain for the Feoleds of

MECHANICAL DRAFTING ¢ AERONAUTICAL DRAFTING
ARCHITECTURAL DRAFTING ¢ MACHINE DRAFTING
CONSTRUCTION DRAFTING ¢ ELECTRICAL DRAFTING
MAP MAKING ¢ STATISTICAL CHART DRAWING
HIGHWAY DRAFTING ® . PLUMBING LAYOUTS

CHRISTY TRADEL SCHOOL gives vou the complete basic train-
ing that prepares you for specialization in the ficld of your choice.
Read these letters from students—then do as they did . . . ENROLL
WITH CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL.

“Three years ago I completed your Course in Drafting. I began as a Junior

raf bseq ly to a Senior Draf then I joined a construc-
tion firm as an Architectural Draftsman. Recently I joined the Engineering
Department of the New York Telephone Co, Each move has had a
salary increase.”—Herbert P. Davis, Albany, N. Y.

“Since July 18, 1 have been working as a Draftsman on Electrical, Mechani-
eal and Design Drafting. Rushing thru the r ini gl of your course
so I can graduate.”--James J. McKley. B

“One year ago I enrolled with CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL. I am now

employed with the P——— Engineering Co., and have already had 3 sizeable .

raises. Thank you . . ."—John Hanson, Chicago. .

“Last Monday I inquired about a drafti‘n% position. Starting salary was
$69.00 with no experience. I was told that if I cared to wait until I finished
my course I could expect much more salary. Thanks for the knowledge -
you've placed in my hands and head.”—Mel R. Fisher, Yonkers, N. Y

“I am a builder and have always wanted to learn to do blue print

work. I have received as high as $175.00 for a single set of plans.”
—E. H. Payne, Little Rock. Ark.

WE GIVE YOU. .

* Professional Drafting Set (complete)
* Draftsmen’s Table (Portable & Folding)

¢ Lesson Manuals
* T-Square Tru-Edge

* Transparent Angles 45°, 60°
French Curve, Shield, Compass
Drawing Paper, Ink, Pencils, etc.
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CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. DB-538
3214 W. Lawrence Ave., Chicago 25, il

Mail me at once your big FREE book on Drafting and Blue Printing. Tell
me how I can get your Home Training and Professional Drafting Instru-
ments, Drafting Table, Drafting Equipmefit, etc. on a PAY AS YOU
LEARN PLAN.

NAME

WIDE OPEN OPPORTUNITY

FOR YOUNG MEN!

DRAFTSMEN carn more, enjoy pleasanter working conditions. Get
into DRAFTING and BLUE PR{NTING. the starting point of all
production. If you can read and write CHRISTY TRADES
SCHOOL can give you the training you need to become a full fledged
professional Draftsman. Big Money is always paid those who create
or develop new and better ways of doing things. That is exactly what
a Draftsman does. That is why Draftsmen command and receive big
earnings.

LEARN AT HOME IN SPARE TIME

Revolutionary new method teaches you quickly the hows and whys
of Mechanical, Structural, Machine, Architectural, etc., drafting. You
receive SO Illustrated Lesson Manuals showing you step-by-step pro-
cedures, symbols, etc. You learn by working with actual problems,
designing equipment. Trained by making drawings and mastering
all types of drafting problems. Christy graduates are ready for imme-
diate employment as trained draftsmen.

PAY AS YOU LEARN PLAN

You can receive CHRISTY PROFESSION-
AL DRAFTING TRAINING — Lessons,
Drafting Instruments, Drafting Equipment,
Supplies, Portable Drafting Table, etc.. on a
Pay-As-You-Learn plan. Send today for
Speciat Form and FREE Book. No obliga-
tion. CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept.

DB-8538 3214.W. Lowrence Ave., Chicago 25, Hi.
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French newspapers hail-
ed Edmond Morrell as
AWOL Hero of Legion.’”

by JOE CHAMBERLAIN

B IT was Monday, October 15, 1956. Legionnaire Ed-

. . mond Morrell touched his throat. His head was still on
They saw leglonnulre Morrell wander off his neck, his wallet and change were lying on the pile of

o i i 5 clothes heaped in a corner of the filthy Arab stall in the
into the cruel Sﬂh(ll’(l, still mumblmg love Medina. The stench of the place gagged him and he

 talk to the hot-blooded woman who was slowly, falteringly lifted his head up. Pain boiled behind
] .. his eyeballs from cheap wine and a fifty franc woman.
'~ no longer at his side. Then, back at the When she came in, he studied her and felt worse. Nalaga

8 g was nude. She carried a bowl of water.
{ fort, they found only the dead—and “Hello, Morrell.” the Arab girl smiled.

k this incredible story that told them why. “HO};?i‘:ﬁgylf:‘jesel"i)eef"‘;:rggﬂk 0% L, W ks AT ER]

“Four days. Lie down on the couch before you fall
over, habibi.”
“Don’t you habibi me, you slut!” Morrell growled.
Seeing her thus, it surprised Legionnaire Morrell that
he felt no greater flush of anger. Her deep, mellifluous
MORE
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voice surprised him, for in all his recollections of Nalaga
the voice had never entirely seemed feminine to him.
Nude, she had the body of a mature Arab—full, rising
breasts that seemed far too young for her age.

~“Well, I really went and did it this time, you old
tramp,” Morrell said disgustedly. “They’ll hang me.’

“You’re bitter?”

“P'm bitter as hell!” Morrell grumbled. “Where’s my
uniform?”’ ,

The girl curled her long arms around Morrell’s neck
and slowly, passionately pulled him down to the couch.

“T've got an outfit to get back to!” Morrell said
melodramatically. “Clear off, you slut!”

“You’re back with me now,” she said, softly, washing
his face. Then she shaved him. When she carried away
the bowl. Morrell ijumped up to leave. but the girl was
back /in an instant. pressing him back down: “You’re
outfit will keep, Morrell.”:

' His head was clear when he awoke the next morning
before dawn. They lay on the couch together and Mor-
rell picked his brains trying to find the appropriate
words, ‘but always his thoughts of the Arab girl were
so bitter he kept the talk to a minimum.

“T’ll leave at daybreak. What day is it, Nalaga?”

“Tuesday. Four days since you came here. Two
weeks since your furlough began,” she kissed his face.
He shoved her aside and she lay there, neither reproach-
ful nor really hurt, but just lookmg at him as she did
when he became the French enigma. “As you wish it,
habibi.”

“Wonder what the Rebels did since I left the fort?”

“Wiped the fort out,” she said evenly. “Or will . . .”

“That'll be the day'” Morrell snorted.

“What,” she touched his arm, “will they do to you?”

“What they do to AWOLs? The hole. Dungeon.”

““They have no poetry, those sergeants.”

“In every army,” Morrell shrugged, “it’s the same.’

- “You've got a long way to go. Maybe you should
dress now?”

“Two hundred and fifty kilometers!” he shuddered.

- “And how the hell do I get there—fly?” - e
. 2.0 . “.,"'4v

bt

&

“Let me worry about‘that, habibi. There’s the jeep.”
“Don’t bother,” he said dryly. He sat with his hands

.cupping his head. He moaned, “Oh, those poor bas-

tards! 1 knew the FLN. was going to hit ’em and I
drunked out-"

“They know by now, habibi,”
“Dress, Morrell! I'll get 'the jeep!” :
He looked around the hovel, found a c1garette and '
somehow mustered the strength to slip into his uniform.
Then, later, she came back with a- French jeep. He
asked no questions and the Arab girl offered no in-
formation: Since this was Berber country, she made -
Morrell slip a burnoose over his uniform before driv- '
ing. In the evening when it chilled over the desert, she

the girl said evenly .

-—-accepted his jacket.

They drove up to the fort at Miru-el-Rakin the same
night, much later, and he went in and found Sergeant
Georges Rondeau.

“Put me in the hole, Rondeau. But don’t hurt the

irl.”

“What I do doesn’t matter,” Rondeau snarled. “What
the Lieutenant does is something else again, idiot! Have
you heard what happened since you deserted?”

“I didn’t desert.”

“Call it what you will, fool! Do you know what hap-
pened?”

“Oui.”

. “Well, they attacked! The bastard pigs attacked!” '
Rondeau snarled. “And they’ll come back for more.
What good will you do me sitting in the hole?”

“That’s for you to decide,” Morrell grinned. “Any-
way, I volunteer—
~ “You'd better get in the hole. When the Lleutenant
comes, it’ll soften the blow—" '

He looked around. The girl was no longer there.

“You know Arabs,” Morrell laughed softly .as he
turned away. “Steal away in the night.”

The big Serceant stared after him dlsconsolately
Then he turned on his heel and walked across the dark
quadranele of the courtvard. In the night somewhere a
long shrill whlstle sounded. The Sergeant llstened then

'/‘lu" p h
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cllmbed up on the battlements for a last long look.

There was nothing special about Edmond Morrell.
He was blessed with a normal physical equipment; the
normal grasp of rifles, .machines guns, mqrtars and
grenades; a reasonable comprehension of fundamental
mathematics; basic engineering principles, like remem-
bering to put anti-freeze in his motor the year after he
had a cracked block, and so on. Edmond Morrell
s1gned into the Leglon with no bright-eyed misconcep-
tion of the duty, the honor of being a Legionnaire, or
the life expectancy, which was negligible, considering
any of a dozen outposts. in the rebel Melousa District,
to which he was quite likely to be assigned. , '

Edmond Morrell, the civilian, was a nice enough guy.
Had he stayed in Montreal wearing that single-breasted
suit and making those daily- runs up and down St.
Catherine Street, there was no telling where he might’ve
ended up. However, he didn’t stay in Montreal—nor
any other spot for very long—until he hit Algeria. Mor-
rell did what a lot of guys would’ve done in similar
circumstances, given a fistful of American dollars and

- their freedom in countries where a single American

dollar could hire a man a harem, or could allow him to
roll his own by dealing with some of the nomadic desert
tribes who had price tags for everything.

From contraband muchachas to mass murder, the
great American buck, depressed as it was, still got the
job done.

Edmond Morrell, civilian, had a ball in his random
travels in Asia and subsequently North Africa. But it
was in the Medina at Casablanca that the ball exploded
in Edmond’s face. Doing the rounds in the slop joints
within the walled Arab community, the man who had a
passable knowledge of many odds and ends found, to
his dismay, that he actually had a gapmg ‘blind spot
where it concerned women. There wasn’t much more
to it than that. A belly dancer ground her perfumed
bump skirt in Edmond’s manlvy, handsome face one
sultry night in the spring of '54,-and Edmund boy
suddenly saw Roman candles.

What the Canadian had left in his wallet, he slowly,
surely distributed in the Medina dive where his girl,
Nalaga, danced. For an old Sergeant Major, Canadian
tank corps, to pull his cork over the first three-quarters
naked broad—even if she could dance like Salome, was
startling to Edmond Morrell himself, most of all.

In Algeria there were strip joints going in 54 that
made even the real old Minsky’s look like the Anvil
Chorus. Morrell probably knew he was being had, but
he was firmly and fatally in the clutches of one of the
greatest imponderables since the Neanderthal Man.
Edmond Morrell was in love. And he was damned near
broke. He was also damned near crazy with jealousy
when it developed that Nalaga picked up pin money
bedding down with a random sailor or Legionnaire
who had the price.

“It’s different with them, habibi,” she would say.
“Beloved, I would never sleep with another man than
you, were it not for the terrible need for money for the
Rebel cause. With money our people can be free of
French oppression some day. I contribute mine, habibi,
all that I make and can spare—"

“That’s a hell of a call,” the civilian Morrell shook
his head incredulously. “I love a patriotic hustler!”

Nalaga, Morrell’s béllydancer mistress, used her

erotic bump and grind routine as come-on for

war-weary Legionnaires on furlough in Casablanca.
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“Say what you will if it makes you feel better—"
. “It makes me feel lousy, lousy. Dirty and lousy.”

“I feel clean,” Nalaga’s eyes were sad. “My cousin
fights the French wherever the Tricolor flies. He is a
member of the Hadj Messali, the menharists—mechan-
ists. It takes much money to buy 20 millimeter' guns,
bazookas, half tracks—"

“What the hell do you know about 20’s, bazookas
and half tracks?”

“Only what I hear from my cousin, the menharist
leader,” the girl replied. “In the old days the only
fighters were the fellagh and the gourmier. The gourmier
fight with obsolete weapons and most of them are Kab-
yle Berbers; the fellagh are crazy, extremist fellows.
They’d kill their own brother on suspicion of fraterniz-
ing with the European. They klll T often think, for the
sheer love of it.”

Morrell grinned. “I understand, habibi. I read you,”
he repeated. “Gourmier—old school fighters. Damascus
barrels. Classic charge the bloody fort and ram down
the gate. Menharist—mechanized troops, fighting mod-
ern ways. Fellagh—oddballs, cutthroats, the Stern gang
in burnoose, nationalist fanatics. How’s that?”

“I read you,” the Arab girl laughed and clutched his
hand. “You need money; lover?”

“I won’t starve!”

They were sitting cross-legged in an Arab dingo in
the Medina quarter of Casablanca. A bottle of sweet-
and-pungent rotgut lay between them. They talked
softly. The girl glanced cautiously about.

“You work for Algerian Nationalism?”

Morrell shook his gloomy, good looking head. “No
can do, Nalaga. My (Continued on page 42)




EDITOR’'S NOTE: Forty years before the age of
guided missiles, two young Italian officers built
a "secret weapon”—a manned torpedo—that

~ was to revolutionize naval warfare. Here is the
saga of the world’s first frogmen.

@ WHEN Torpedo boat 167 of the Royal Italian
Navy pulled up alongside the dock at the Venice
navy yard on the morning of October 31, 1918,
two mysterious passengers and a curious cargo
were waiting for it. '

Hardly had the crew gotten lines over the sides
when the two strangers in filthy coveralls and the
fancy caps of Regia Nautica officers tossed their
outsize duffel-bags onto the deck and leaped
aboard. As soon as they hit the deck and saluted
the bridge and the officer of the deck, who joined
them, they turned and looked up apprehensively at
the dockside crane which was beginning to swing a
strange cargo onto the vessel. At the end of the
twin cables hung a monstrous hunk of hardware
that looked something like an exploded cigar.
Three-quarters of its 30-foot length was trim as a
panatela, but the front end was stumpy and dis-
jointed and was hung with red warning flags and
tatters of greasy burlap. A sailor jumped onto the
dock and took a position from which he had a clear
view of both the crane operator and the officers on
the boat. ‘

As the torpedo-like object was lowered quickly
toward the deck on hand-signals relayed by the
sailor, the taller of the two strangers shot his hand
up and bellowed, “Piano! Piano! Slowly!” The
relay-man whirled toward the crane operator, put-
ting both hands down like an umpire giving the
Safe! signal, and screamed: “Take it easy!”

The deck officer shouted an order and sailors
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RIDE OF THE
NAKED WARRIORS

who’d been standing aroaund gawking
swarmed over to the starboard side of
the after-deck. The cables screeched at
the strain of low gear, and as the object
neared the deck the sailors reached up,
grabbed it and babied it down. Then
the two strangers walked over and su-
pervised the lashing of the grim hard-
ware to the pad-eyes, bits, and cleats,
and made sure there was no danger of
it working loose.

Minutes later the torpedo boat
charged off at full speed and headed
out the harbor mouth toward the open
sea.

The deck officer led the two strangers
up onto the bridge to meet the lieu-
tenant commanding the vessel.

“Captain Rossetti, of Test and De-
velopment,” the ensign said, introduc-
ing the taller of the two men. “And .
Lieutenant Paolucci—-MAS.”

MAS was the nickname the Italians
gave: their PT boats, the speedy mosquito fleet they de-
pended on for quick strikes and surprise attacks. The

. initials stood for the patriot D’Annunzio’s motto:
Memento Audare Semper, meaning “Always remember
to dare.” There were plenty of times during World War
I when daring was all the Italians could do as they
buzzed in to try to launch their torpedoes and got shot
out of the water by the superior German and Austrian
fleets. It was the most glamorous branch of the service
—and the most deadly.

“Glad to meet you, gentlemen,” the skipper said,
unable to repress a smile. “Now perhaps you can tell
me just what that—that ‘thing’ is we took aboard.”

Raffaele Rossetti laughed. “I don’t wonder you’re

baffled. It’s our new secret weapon—a manned torpedo.

16 .

His lungs bursting for air, Rossetti broke surface after exploring the hull
of the Viribus Unitis for a likely place to attach the 400 pounds of TNT.

Kind of awkward, but Paolucci and I are convinced
it’ll do the trick.” '
“And what,” the skipper asked, “is the trick?”
Rossetti looked around, out of long habit. The se-

- crets he carried in his brain as a member of Test and

Development were constantly with him, and whenever
he spoke he spoke guardedly, and very slowly. Such
men don’t even trust themselves, fearing they’ll blurt
out some piece of information they’re not supposed to.
Some 20 men knew all the secrets Rossetti knew, but
not one individual was privy to more than a twentieth
share of this knowledge.

“I always expect someone to be eavesdropping,”
Rossetti said with a grin as he looked back at the skip-
per. Now they were at sea, and there was no longer
any need to worry that someone’s careless talk might

_upset his long-nurtured plans.

“We’re going to ride this torpedo into Pola and sink
one of the Austrian capital’ ships—the Viribus Unitis,
maybe, or the Prinz Eugen.”

The skipper gaped' at him. Pola Harbor was the base
of the Austrian fleet, patrolled day and night by fast
destroyers, and protected by floating booms, mined
moles and breakwaters, anti-submarine nets, swarms of

- floating contact mines, and bristling with shore guns of

every description. It was as if Rossetti had announced
he was going into Germany to spike the Big Bertha, or
capture the Kaiser.
“That’s—that’s impossible!” the skipper gasped.
Rosetti just smiled. He’d been hearing the same thing
ever since he broached this plan to the top brass.
“We’ll do it, all right,” said Paolucci confidently.
Under a lowering, leaden sky they raced southeast-
erly across the Adriatic Sea on their desperate mission,
and the secret weapon strained at its ropes as wave-tops
and scud buffeted it. The sleek end of the weapon was a
captured German torpedo, and the loppy, misshaped
head consisted of two separate and detachable metal
barrels loaded with TNT. The torpedo contained a
twin-screw motor driven by a huge tube of air com-
pressed to exert a pressure of almost 4,000 pounds per
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square inch, and capable of a three hour run at slow
speed. It normally ran on the surface of the water, but
" by manipulation of diving planes it could be submerged
to a depth of six feet.

In those days there were no electronic brains or radio
impulses to produce a thinking missile or remotely con-
trol a launched one, and the only way to be absolutely
sure the torpedo reached its target, Rossetti reckoned,
was to deliver it personally. The deadly part, of course,
lay in the two-section warhead. Each of these metal
barrels coptained 400 pounds of explosive, was fitted
with a clockwork mechanism, time-firing gadgets, and
gear to latch the warhead to the warship selected as the
target. .

That would be the last item on the agenda—if Ros-

setti and Paolucci could make it through what every-_

body but themselves considered insurmountable ob-
stacles. For months they had trained for this job,
wrestling a ton-and-a-half facsimile of the torpedo
around in the water and swimming and diving with
great weights. Always they wore rubber suits of Ros-
setti’s invention, cumbersome gear that shipped water
at the neck but were the best outfits available at the
time,

Rossetti and Paolucci were, after all, the first of the
frogmen, years ahead of their time, and they had to
make do with what they could improvise or dream up.

When the torpedo boat drew near the spot off Brioni
Island, Yugoslavia, where they were to rendezvous with
an MAS, the two frogmen went below to get into their
rubber suits. By the time they came topside the MAS
was tying up to No. 167, and the torpedo boat’s sailors
were lifting the torpedo on the boom. All hands worked
cautiously, dry-mouthed with the realization that a slip
would blow them all to kingdom come. At last, with a
concerted sich of relief, they made the transfer suc-
cessfully, and the MAS yawed and listed under the
weight. :

Rossetti went up to the bridee to thank the skipper
of the torpedo boat and found him on the wing, looking
down at the secret weapon. “What was it the poet
Bruno said?” he muttered with a nod toward the tor-
pedo. “ ‘Se non e vero e molto ben trovato.’”’ If it's not
true, at least it’s very well invented. He shook his head
slowly. “I still don’t believe the crazy thing is true, and
after you've gone I'll think I've dreamed it all.” He
shook hands with Rossetti who leaped lightly down the
ladder and then onto the MAS. A moment later they
were lost in a shower of spray as they sped off on a long
reconnaissance of the coastline from a safe distance.
Then they hove to just over the horizon from the enemy
naval base, slid the torpedo into the water and checked
and rechecked the timers, detonators, and the engine as
they waited for darkness.

So intent were the MAS crew and the two frogmen
on their operation that they failed for a long time to see
an enemy destroyer headed their way. She was moving
fast, with sparks of fire flashing in the thick plume of
coal-smoke from her triple stacks, and when they did
become aware of her the men were sure they’d been
spotted.

But the miserable weather and the gathering dusk
were with them, for just as a sighting seemed inevitable
the destroyer changed course, speeding east with the
bit in her teeth. .

“Must have gotten a reading on the asdic,” Paolucci
said, “and started hunting one of our subs. If they
did, I pray to God they don’t find it.”

When night came the MAS moved toward Pola
Harbor slowly, towing the torpedo. In the distance
searchlights on the shore flicked on from time to time
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to scan the waters outside the harbor entrance, and then
blacked out. Hours went by as the heavily burdened
boat fought a rising wind that whipped out of the east.
A stinging rain swept over the men on deck. At last,
having come as close to shore as they dared under the
circumstances, the MAS skipper cut the engines. He’d
raced in closer than this plenty of times, but right now .
there was more to it than just zigzagging and running
if he were detected; now discovery would mean the
death of a desperate operation which was months in
the planning.

To the crew of the MAS death seemed the inevitable
outcome of the adventure anyway. They knew the
hazardous approaches to the naval base, and they knew
they were nothing compared to the dangers of the inner
defenses which the frogmen were going to attempt to
breach. It took all their restraint to say arrivederci in-
stead of good-bye as Rossetti and Paolucci slipped over
the side of the MAS and clung to their torpedo.

In the water the two men found the rough Adriatic

a different proposition from the calm Venice lagobns
where they’d trained with a mock torpedo. Rossetti
triggered the release of the air-tube and the propellors
started churning. He and his mate tried straddling the
torpedo, but this put them at a height where the wind-
driven spray of the choppy sea smacked them full force
and sent water rushing down the necks of their rubber
suits. They tichtened the draw-strings to pinch the suits
tighter, but they quickly loosened them and slipped off
the torpedo as they found getting wet preferable to
straneling.

“Whew!” Paolucci groaned, “I couldn’t have taken
that much loneer.”

Rossetti started to reply but caught a mouthful of
water and spat, and decided that these conditions
weren’t ones for idle chit-chat.

Gradually the black silhouettes of objects began to
take shape against the deep gray of the night as their
eyes became accustomed to the murk. The jagged rocks
of .the breakwater loomed up as a recognizable shape,
and Rossetti altered course to bypass them. For months
they’d studied charts and clay mock-ups of the base,
and they could make out (Continued on page 51)
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The two ex-Gls had it made—

float the priceless kangsu burial

wood downriver and they could
sell it for $100,000. But when
30 feet of coiled death dropped
aboard, the fortune in lumber
almost became their own coffins.
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by RALPH “‘TEX’’ RENSHAW

@ LET’S face it, the hardest thing to do is—nothing at
all. That’s what I was trying to do sitting there beside
Doug, just after sundown. Tomorrow we would reach
Monywa, on the Chindwin River in upper Burma. Doug
cradled the shotgun in his arms and I had the cane
knife. Sitting on our hunkers with only wet logs for
comfort, we were listening for the approach of our
visitor. It was important that we find him as soon as he
found us—if we wanted to live to'see another dawn.

“Hear anything?”” Doug whispered.

I shook my head. On the pile of camp gear beside
Doug, our only light, an open-flame oil lamp, flickered
its yellow rays around the mipa-palm shack in which we
sat at the stern of our raft. Rainbirds croaked in the
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jungle on both sides of the river. Neither of us moved
a muscle as the raft glided along in the oily smooth
water just as it had been doing all week. But we knew
tonight was different—because of the visitor aboard.

He hadn’t been invited—but he was there. Nobody
knew when he arrived. Half an hour ago when daylight
began fading Ahmin discovered him. Now Ahmin was
a couple of miles back up-river, hoping to make a raft
of his own and catch up with us in the next couple of
days. We’'d hated to see him go, but the departure was
not entirely his idea. Our visitor had attacked the dog
first, then he’d smacked Ahmin with his blunt snout.
Ahmin and the dog went overboard in a big splash.
That was after Ahmin had  (Continued on page 44)
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SUNDANGE
KID

by W. D. LANSFORD

® SITTING in Luchow’s, New York’s famous res-
taurant, seemed perfectly natural to the young man.
He thought: We were made for this, bucko—you and
me! He frequently thought about himself as two
persons. It helped him talk over the good things and
the things which worried him. It helped him stay alive.

He grinned impishly and leaned over the table for
a glimpse of his new self in the fancy oval mirror
opposite him. The dude he saw would have floored
the cowboys back in the old Hole-in-the-Wall country,
all right. Beside him, on the coat-rack hung a stiff,
jaunty bowler and a natty Prince Albert overcoat
complete with velvet collar. His thick, flaxen hair was
plastered down and smelled of bay rum, as did his
youthful, perpetually-smiling face. A stiff wing-collar
encircled by a broad cravat lent an air to a conserva-
tive, pin-stripped suit, made even more resplendent
by a heavy gold chain and charm stretched across its
vest. His trousers were creased, in the latest style, to
show they were store-bought, and his hjgh-button
shoes had bulbous toes that would have thrown the
boys out West into a laughing fit, but which only drew
the admiring glances of New York ladies.

One part of his immaculate attire the big city folks
might have considered a mite odd was the perfectly
matched, fully-loaded pair of six-shooters he wore
under his loose-hanging coat. But being winter time,
neither these, nor the derringer in the inside pocket of
his Prince Albert were (Continued on page 54)

~ When the two Wyoming killers landed in Argentina,

they hit the pampas like a bloody whirlwind.
But the gal with them was the fastest of the trio—

wifether it was pitching hot lead or making love.
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HO wouldn’t? Loya

Raki, who hails from
Germany, is one of the most
exotic looking gals we’ve seen
in a long while. Her grand-
mother was Javanese, hence
that sultry look that drives
the boys wild. And not just
American guys either. Loya
has starred in 1S European
movies, posed for more than
200 magazine covers, and is
known as Germany’s Brigitte
Bardot. And no wonder. She
stands §'4” and fills her

MORE
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WE LIKE LOYA
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37-20-37 form to perfection. Crazy about
sunbathing, .oya never misses a chance to
get away for weekends and take it easy at
the beach. “Doesn’t take me long to pack
my bikini and a bottle of sun tan lotion.
The only trouble is—by the time I get a
good, deep tan, the season’s almost over.”
Another thing she likes about the summer-
time is getting out on the road and
traveling. Loya is a sports car fan (owns

a fire-engine red MG) and thinks nothing
MORE




WE LIKE LOYA

of taking off somewhere for a three
or four hour drive “just to get away
from the city.” At home, Loya’s fa-
vorite lounging costume is skin-
tight toreador pants and a skimpy
halter. She likes entertaining in her
own apartment where “I can relax,
have a cocktail or two, listen to
some nice, dreamy music—and be

alone with my man.” °
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Anton Sardot, famed
French resistance leader,
complained directly to
DeGauller when Maria
Kos was assigned to his
special guerrilla team in
Nazi - held Netherlands.
But their first mission to-
gether—blowing up vital

. rail bridge across River

Waal near Nijmegen,
Holland—was most spec-

tacular single under-
ground raid of WW Il

by GENE CHANNING

® MARIA Kos cupped her fingers around the watch,
noted the hour and glared reprovingly at the handsome
magquis lying beside her in the drainage ditch. The soft
purling of the River Waal muffled the sound of her
voice as she tugged, irritably, at his sleeve.

“Isn’t it time yet? We have bangalore torpedoes to
attach——"

‘Anton  Sardot looked over the girl’s smooth
blonde head to the tip of the rise where railroad tracks
veered around in a wide curve between two massive
granite cliffs.

The German' pillbox was sprawled out against the
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“But murder is man’s work!”
Sardot protested when the
first girl guerrillas joined the
FFl. Until a one-woman army
showed him different—in the
big “lovers’ raid” on the
bridge over the River Waal.

low scrub hills to the west, on the other side of 200
yards of trestle that spanned the deep tidal waters of
the Waal. Eight vaguely silhouetted Nazi guards pa-
trolled the bridge along its narrow catwalks, four at
either end, and in the big pillbox, the two maquis
knew, were 88 others. Anton Sardot of the Dutch under-
ground, guerrilla, random assassin of collaborators and
Nazis, and general menace-about-Holland, wiped a
sleeve across his sensitive nose and shrugged. It was,
for Sardot, his first job with one of the new femme de
guerilla, and a beautiful one at that, but Sardot wasn’t
entirely sure yet that he liked the companionship.

As he reached for the burlap sack containing six
bangalore torpedoes, fused and ready for instant use,
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France, 194 1: Lone maquis fires over dead German sentry in FFl
raid on Belfort. Sardot excelled in one-man operations like this.

Holland, 1944: Guerrilla leader blew his stack when enthusiastic

femmes de guerre flocked to growing resistance movement.

the ubiquitous scourge of the German Occupation
Force kissed the young lady full on her mouth.

“I’m nervous,” Sardot grinned. “I’m accustomed to
working alone.”

“So am I,” the girl looked at him, her blue eyes
softening perceptibly. “Do it again.”

Sardot kissed her deep and then started up.

“Be careful,” Maria Kos clutched . his trouser leg.
“There are so many of the vermin up there.”

“I'll do my job,” the Frenchman smiled. *“Just you
remember to shoot that Browning for all you’re worth,
Maria!”

“I’'m really a very good shot, Sardot.”

“That’s what they told me (Continued on page 38)
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' B CONSCIOUSNESS slowly returned and

I knew fear—the deepest, strangest fear a

man can experience: in a matter of minutes

g B a woman was going to beat my head to a
bloody pulp, and there wasn’t a damned

thing I could do about it!
The taupo was filled with women. Drunk

on fermented coconut juice, kava, spittle
: added, they were calmly discussing ways
and means of dispatching me. Calmly, too,
b ; they would stare at me as if the blood
spurting from my mouth was an everyday
sight in Maniliki.
: ‘ My head pounded and my eyes refused

to focus. I lay belly down, right cheek gum-

med to the reed matting by the bloody

coagulation of an earlier torture. The heavy,

T intoxicating scent of perfume was from a

. bower of flame-red tropical flowers encircl-

: i ing my bare shoulders, for mine was to be

‘ f——— 1 a royal sendoff, and as such, I was dressed
. i : for the part. .

5 The ceremonial death of a man on the

island was a major event. The excited ladies
of the atoll, wearing flowers, ceremonial
paint and trinkets decorated with human
1 teeth, laughed as unconcernedly as if they’d
y gathered for an afternoon tea party. Fear?

, Q What I felt was fear and revulsion, for
MORE

by THOMAS LANG

When freelance writer Tom Lang sail-
ed to Maniliki Island on Aug.9,1951, ¥
he was first white man since 1809 @
to enter infamous female prison.

>.
{
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Before him, only one man had lived to fell about the hell-paradise isle
of women. Truth or fiction? Tom Lang dared to find out for himself,
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RETURN TO
DEAD-END ISLAND

there were about two hundred of these- lusty lucretias
convened for my execution. And each, in turn, ironi-
" cally, I'd known as a wife.

Worse yet, my demise was to be of my own making.

Nobody shipwrecked me; nobody twisted my arm to
reach that fateful decision to come to Maniliki and
drunkenly claim that Micronesian islanders were the
only chosen people in the era of the atom.

According to the timetable of events on that emérald
green island, the night of August 12, 1951 commem-
orated the rise of the moon which, in some parts of
the world, still signifies a time of rapture of the soul . . .
something like the Hindu’s eighth stage of transmigra-
tion, when the body finally attains its most peaceful
state in death. The lady who'd chosen that singular
honor was my wide-hipped, big-bosomed mate, Lorasa.

Regicide was her business. As the hereditary queen
of the island, the beautiful dark-skinned collector of
human skulls, trinkets and dead men’s tattoos, sensuous,
satanic Lorasa in whose arms the passions of many
a dreamer had been spent—this same queen Lorasa
who now wore my wristwatch like a fraternity pin about
her lovely neck was unalterably set on doing me in.

And why? Her every gesture, every love sound had
led me to believe that here was one white tourist who’d
live out a fantastic dream to the end. As my head
cleared, I could see her black animated eyes moving
along the line of women, raptly discussing my end.

The beginning? Seven days before, sitting in a joint
called Three Fountains, in Tutuila, capital of the Cook
group, I'd opened my big mouth to chortle derisively
at the weird female paradise-in-reverse called Maniliki
that Cob Toli Kouza, shipping manager of Samoan
Lines and - sometime fishing guide, described again
over a big belt of whiskey. The more he talked, the
more intrigued I became. A whole island of women—
man-hating women? Even the first time I heard the
legends about Maniliki, it sounded insane.

On the other hand, I couldn’t forget the stories. And
my friend knew it. He knew, too, that a guy who makes
his living chasing down stories of the romantic islands,
couldn’t afford not to chase down a yarn like this.

“You’d laugh out of the other side of your mouth,”
Toli grinned, “if those babes got hold of you——"

“What a hell of a way to die!”

“That’s right. And you’d die, Tom—don’t kid your-
self about that!”

“Sounds like a cave man’s dream, Toli. Sounded like
a cave man’s dream the first time I heard it.”

“Well,” he slugged his highball. “There’s plenty of
babes around here. Some of them can tell some hair-
raising stories, Tom.”

“I’m more interested in your paradise lost.”

“Forget it.”

“Why? Try and imagine the commotion it’'d make—
big splash! A whole island of man-crazy gals for the
taking——"

“You said it, boy,” Toli grimaced. “For the taking
and laying down of one’s life!”

“You’re getting to be a goddamned old lady.”
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“Lang, old kid, I like women as much as the next
guy,” my friend studied me. “But believe me, you
couldn’t get me near that passion pit for all the dough
in Tonga!”

“Well,” I said, pulling out my wallet and hoping he
wouldn’t be offended, “I don’t know much about Tonga,
but will this change your mind?” I laid out five crisp
one hundred dollar bills. “And another five hundred
when you get me back!”

“No dice.” .

“Under any condition?”

“Well, just one. You go ashore while I anchor off-
shore,” Toli said thoughtfully. “Give you exactly
seventy-two hours, which is more than reasonable, con-
sidering your stamina will give out long before that——"

“But why the time limit, Cob?”

“Buddy,” Toli smiled grimly. “I live here; I also
know myself. I figure I can hold ’em off with a rifle
if they try swimming out to the boat—" He looked
squarely at me and sighed. “But even a fat old rummy
like me is human, Lang. I'm just as apt to swim ashore
and see if I’'m missing something as the next slob! Lang,
I've got a wife and four kids—"

“Fair enough,” I nodded. “When do we sail?”

“Tomorrow,” Toli blessed himself. “After
Church . . .”

Toli and I were long-standing friends, actually. I'd
met him nine years before when my outfit shipped into
Tonga en route to the war. It was there, while I was
doing the bars, half crocked, half out of my mind seeing
near nude women parading around the streets, that

-a short, affable Samoan called Toli took me in tow.

“Don’t stare! It’s rude!” he’d warned me.

“Im only human for God’s sake——" I protested.
“Back home it’s slightly different!”

“I guess so,” he shrugged compassionately. “I sup-
pose you'd really go crazy if you ever landed at
Maniliki—"

“Where’s that?”

“Offshore, a good run. An island of exiled women.
Pretty bloody savage, though . . .” And Cob Toli ex-
plained. The way that Toli (and a few anthropologists)
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told it, women offenders against the rigid island code
were sentenced to Maniliki for a fantastic variety of
sex sins. That is, by strict Samoan standards. A typical
example would be the girl who, having spent a night
with a lover, refuses to name the subject if he im-
pregnates her; or on the other hand, names him against
his wishes and therefore subjects him to embarrassment
in the community. If a girl is raped (meotetolo) and
refuses to name the boy for any reason, then she too
had offended!

A girl who couldn’t stand the excruciating punish-
ment of the entire male community “taking tokens” on
her weddihg night, is also a sinner. Every able male
regardless of age is invited to deflower the young bride,
but if she whimpers, protests or otherwise “spoils” the
celebration, she may be banished. She’s usually stoned
in addition to banishment.

Offenses ranging from protestatlons of maxdenly vir-
tue to excessive pleasure with one’s husband’s best
friends and relations, are also punishable by sentences
of from a month to six years.

And there’s no such thing as “good behavior time.”

In a nutshell, Toli shrugged, these were the kinds of
sexual violations that constantly kept Maniliki island
well stocked with the beautiful, sensuous, man-hating,
man-killing girls of nearby islands. They ranged from
11 to about 40 years old. A self-governing community
completely isolated from civilization, Maniliki’s annual
population was about 300 well-rounded women.

“And,” he’d concluded that first time, “it’s because
of their lack of men—the root of their gvil—that they will
love a man to death if they ever catch one . . .”

Since 1809 when the first British shipwreck testified

“to the savagery of these voluptuous females, men have
dreamed and lusted for “a visit to paradise . . .” How
the hell the first shipwreck got away, though, remains
a mystery. Others didn’t fare as well, as their bones
attested. All the way over from Tonga, a two-day sail,
my old friend (the money helped the friendship along)
filled me in on the history of Maniliki. And as I saw it,
whether I lived or died, I had a great story. It was then
August 9th, and I had 72 hours of paradise ahead.

We dropped anchor at the southwesterly reef. Cob
Toli helped me into his tiny dinghy. It was hazy dusk
and very quiet. The last I saw of Toli, he was sitting
on the fantail with a rifle in his hands.

I hit the beach and began walking up a path to what
probably was the town. I had no plan, no gun, no real
defense in case of attack. Just a pack of cigarettes, a
handful of silver coins (nickels and dimes) and my
lighter. Then, no more than SO yards inland, a sight
that had stunned hundreds of men for nearly a century
and a half, struck me.

Manilikans by the droves—nude, stark raving nude—
swarmed out from the dusky fronds, their bodies
adorned with brilliant circles of flowers. In an almost
hysterical frenzy they rushed at me and I just stood
there, too -mute to mumble, too incredulous to try to
get away. Like the winner of a college football game,
I was hustled off my feet by hundreds of fingers and
held straight up in the air, and carried that way into
the popui some distance away.

I was no linguist, but I understood.-I felt like a
suckling pig being pinched for tenderness. Hands
swarmed over me, ripping my clothes, the heavy smell
of excitement waftmg over me in that first few seconds
of paradise. Good Lord! I groaned. How long does this
go on! I felt like a virgin turned loose on a battlewagon.
I felt naked, far more naked than these girls.

The goddamndest collectton of thoughts raged in my
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head. Keep calm! Try to be suave, Lang—smile. You're
supposed to be doing them a favor! Then I was ushered
into a large room and on the far mats I first saw Queen
Lorasa.

Lorasa patted the mat. It was invitation and com-
mand at the same time. Giggling, grunting women ran
up and a bowl of lotus water and coconut milk spiked
with an aphrodisiac was set before me. Lorasa, smil-
ing, her large breasts heaving excitedly, indicated the
drink. I drank. Then by a system of signs and gestures,
a younger woman indicated that I was to take off the

- balance of my clothing. I not only did that, but emptied

my pockets and presented everything to the Queen. She
permitted me to smoke, but kept the lighter. The nickels

‘and dimes she threw to the rabble. There must have

been more than 300 women in the village at the time,
all of them gathered around Lorasa’s bamboo and grass
shack to see the man.

I had no choice but to comply, which I did, and I
turned around and walked, as ordered. The door of the
hut was filled with gawking women, pressing for a
glimpse. Queen Lorasa smiled benignly‘and let her

* subjects, as it were, share the wealth. I paraded a good

ten minutes while admiring ladies (some ladies!) play-
fully pinched me, admired me, praised me.

“For Christ’s sake—~take it easy!” I groaned. The
little complaint just excited a new tide of enthusiastic
giggles and testings. Now I was goddamned sorry I'd
come. I could feel the cool liquid of the coconut juice
settling in my limbs. My face felt flushed by something
other than embarrassment. Queen Lorasa laughed husk-

ily and patted the matting.

Aphrodisiac notwithstanding, I communicated my
chagrin to the Queen. “Get ’em the hell out first!” 1
pleaded, waving my hands. Lorasa understood. Instant-
ly her strong bronze hands slapped together and her
arms lifted imperiously. The Queen’s hutch was imme-
diately empty of any female flesh other than her own . . .

Lorasa was broad-shouldered and broad-minded.
Physically, she was quite young despite her “island-old”
30 years. After I did what I could to perpetuate the-
legend of male supremacy, (Continued on page 49)
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They called him “*Sea Wolf,” and half

the navies of the world prowled the

~ ocean, thirsting for his blood. Here

‘ i the thrilling saga of Count Felix
Von Luckner, the master of deception
who bared his fangs only when the

time was right—and struck only to kill.



THE RAIDER

by WILLIAM DOUGLAS

NE foggy morning in early 1916, a naval officer

stood on the fighting bridge of a British blockade

ship and watched the beginning of one of the great sea-

sagas of our time. He did not know it, but history was

moving toward him in the form of the saddest, most
decrepit old tub he had ever set binoculars to.

But this was 1916—a crucial year in the war for sup-
plies—and he was a link in the tight British blockade.
It was his duty to keep a sharp eye out for contraband-
runners, and especially for German surface raiders. He
was taking no chances. “Number One,” he said, calling
his first officer without taking his glasses off the ship.
“When she’s within range, hail her to stand-to for inspec-
tion!”

“That wobbly, old scow, sir?”

“You have your orders, Number One!”

“Aye, sir!”"

The first officer stepped out on the flying wing of the
bridge, waiting to hail. The wary captain kept his post
and watched the stranger approach, wondering, indeed,
if his officer might be right—if he wasn’t being just a trifle
silly about the whole thing.

The ship which came toward him certainly was a pathe-
tic sight. She was of untold age, a large, sprawling,
square-rigger of the variety most often called windjam-
mers. She lumbered on painfully, creaking in every joint
and spar; her unwashed decks rolling and pitching, more
than moving ahead, under the miserable spread of rotten
sail she bore aloft. Her hull had not been painted for
years and the ship looked as if the last rat had aban-
doned it even before the adaptation of steam-propulsion.
Her bow bore the name Pass of Balmaha and she flew the
neutral Norwegian flag. A moment later the British offi-
cer could distinguish a tall man in an old sou’wester, who
stood by the helmsman on the poop-deck apparently
attempting to calm a frightened woman. The captain, the
officer thought to himself, and the poor woman must be
his wife. For a moment he felt a sense of guilt, of having
unintentionally caused the woman a bad fright. But he
reminded himself that his duty demanded such measures.

Before the ship was quite within range, the captain
of the windjammer had apparently succeeded in sending
the woman below decks. Still from time to time, she
could be seen, popping her head out of a hatch, her

MORE

perfect cover for Count Luckner’s See-
adler, the deadliest Q-ship of World War |.




MASK OF THE RAIDER
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To save torpedoes, sub surfaces near Q-ship to blast her out of the water with deck guns.

hands clasped together before her breast, her face turned
skyward, as if in terror and prayer. At such times, the
man in the black oiled-cloth cap, who now sucked peace-
fully at his pipe, would smile calmly, understandingly,
and motion her below.

By the time the officer heard his Number-One’s deep
voice cutting the distance between ships, he felt he knew
the quiet, easy-going people on the windjammer. He
had been studying everything about them and, despite
himself, could not fight down a feeling of profound anx-
iety for them. That their main cargo was lumber, he
already knew—for he was trained to observe such things.
The decks, and probably the entire hull, were stacked
high with piles of it. But he also knew that the first heavy
wind would rip out her rotten rigging, leaving captain,
wife and ship, wallowing about helplessly. He tried not
to think of that. He tried to remain impersonal—it wasn’t
his problem.

Ten minutes later the square-rigger was alongside,
bobbing on the high North Atlantic waves like a cork.
Her masts, almost bare as her crewmen took in sail,
swayed dizzingly overhead, causing the British captain’s
stomach to sway a little with them. He tried not to think
about it as he leaned down from his bridge to call out.
“Ahoy there—let’s have the captain! Do any of you
speak English?”

The man in the sou’wester cap stood below, grinning
and smoking. “Ya! Ya, I am captain, mister! I speak
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English goot!” He wiped a dirty hand over his mouth.

Taking a firm grip on his sense of duty and his stom-
ach, the British officer forced himself to look over the
wildly pitching decks, while his Number-One and several
members of the crew went aboard the Norwegian vessel
to inspect the captain’s papers, crew and cargo.

When his men were all back top-side he called for a
report. :

“Lumber, sir! Ruddy lumber from stem to stern,
‘tween-decks and above!”

“And her papers, Number One?”

“In order, sir! Norwegian and her destination is a
neutral port!”

“Very well, Number One. Come aboard, please!” He
watched his first officer shake hands, wishing the cap-
tain luck. A few moments later his man was aboard again,
and the Pass of Balmaha—bearing the well-meant anxiety
and good-will of the Royal Navy—wallowed away to
begin one of the strangest, most exciting cruises in the
history of war at sea. Before her cruise was over less
than one year later, the passage of that decrepit, old wind-
jammer through the blockade was to prove one of the
most expensive mistakes the British navy ever made . . .

Perhaps the best description ever given of Count Felix
Graf Von Luckner—better known to his enemies as the
Sea Devil—was one which he uttered himself: “Felix,
by Joe! What kind of fellow are you? The fun you like
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Q ship shows its fangs and blasts the submarme smk|

in mmutes.

Wearing their disguiSes and smiling ‘jubilantly, Q-ship
crewmen come ashore after completing successful cruise.

bestisa practical joke!” At least that is where Mr. Lowell
Thomas, the famous newscaster, tells us it came from.

We are in a sense obligated to Mr. Thomas for most of
what is known today of the elusive count. This much is
self-apparent: the Sea Devil was certainly a tricky devil
and a most paradoxical one—and he was destined to be
forever remembered by those whose sea-lanes his devil-
lish trail crossed. . . .

No sooner was the decrepit Pass of Balmaha out of

MAN'’S CONQUEST

sight of the British warships than strange things began
to happen to her. First, the devil waved a hand and her
tattered, miserable canvas fell, while under the expert
orders of a sharp-tongued bo’sun new (but purposely
dirtied) sail went up to catch the full power of the
North Atlantic wind. It could be seen, then, at a closer
look, that her hull—far from being barnacled and rotted
—was cleverly camouflaged to look it. She was old, and
a windjammer, all right, but she was sound as any ship
on the seas. Below her decks, (Please turn to page 69)
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“KILL, MAKE
LOVE AND DIE!”

(Continued from page 29)

back in Amsterdam. I'm counting on it.”

The train hooted twice and Anton Sar-
dot jumped up the rise and vanished
among the black steel girders of the
trestle. The nearest group of Nazis called
out to the sentries on the other side of
the bridge. Maria Kos sucked in her
breath. Her small, firm breasts were
plastered with sweat, and they clung to
the coarse fabric of her fatigues from
which, a moment later, she extracted her
Rosary beads and holding them in her
free hand, whispered a quick prayer.

Twenty-two and startlingly beautiful,
Maria Kos, a young lady who’d never
fired a shot before . . . pressed her cheek
to the stock of the Browning automatic
rifle and quickly swiveled the weapon
toward the blockhouse. The train hooted
once as it approached. Somewhere close
a German coughed. The snout of a case-
mented 280 millimeter gun suddenly
pronged up through the low scudding
clouds like a sinister accusation.

Maria Kos put the beads back in her
fatigues. In two minutes or less, the train
carrying troops, guns, and supplies for
the new Schwerpunkt Division would roll
across the River Waal—if Anton Sardot
failed. The night was March 11, 1944,
shortly before midnight.

At 0535 May 10, 1940 Germany exe-
cuted her war plans by sending ten ar-
mored divisions (comprising the Fourth,
Twelfth, Sixteenth and Panzergruppe
Kleist ‘Armies) across the borders of
Belgium, Luxembourg and Holland. Sur-
prise and concentration of troops were
the Nazis’ weapon. While Hitler’s forces
were actually inferior to the Allied ar-
mies, both in numbers and quality (4000
British Matildas as opposed to 2800 Nazi
Mark III's, the former with superior
2-pounders to the German’s 37-mm gun),
the Panzer juggernaut of von Balck was
too much for the Low Countries and they
were soundly crushed in what amounted
to an overnight victory.

France, shocked from its complacency
too late, tried to stem the tide. Among
those in her front ranks was young
Anton Sardot, a captain in the cavalry
who’d achieved a dubious fame as a
boulevardier, bon vivant and the fiercest,
dirtiest fighter in the ecole militaire. A
graduate of the French West Point, Sar-
dot, 30, son of a cabinet minister, fought
the Boche in the best tradition and failing
to get anywhere, fervently resolved not
to be captured. It was one wish that
Sardot couldn’t control.

The Allied military leaders, especially
the French, geared their defense to the
linear tactics of World War I, splitting
their armor among the military divisions.
By dispersing their armor divisions along
the entire border from the Swiss frontier
to the English Channel, the French High
Command played nicely into the Boche’s
hands and the Germans, literally, walked
in and took over. No resistance was en-
countered in Luxembourg. In the Ar-
dennes the combined opposition of
French cavalry and Belgian chasseurs,
availed nothing.

Unprepared for a massive mechanized
thrust that was long-planned by the excel-
lent German General Staff, a dgployment

of Guderian’s Panzer Corps in echelons
60 miles deep brushed aside the feeble
resistance and by morning, 10 May, oc-
cupied the town of Sedan. Kleist sent a
force of tanks across the Meuse (sup-
ported by the Luftwaffe) on 13 May,
and by nightfall Hitler had his strangle-
hold on squirming France. So precise
was German intelligence that the exact
number of bunkers and guns and men
along the entire French front was known.
With the help of a Stuka attack, the
French artillery was slaughtered and
Chemery was occupied.

Von Brautitsch and von Rundstedt
were somewhat thwarted on the beaches
at Dunquerque, but the end of Allied
struggle was nevertheless inevitable. On
7 June the German armor crossed the
Aisne, annihilated pockets of French re-
sistance and flanked Reims. France was
finished.

“Sire,” Murat told Napoleon in No-
vember 1806, “the fighting is over, be-
cause there are no combatants left.”

So it was with the country of Sardot’s
birth. He was taken prisoner, along with
40,000 other northern sector Frenchmen
and immediately made plans to escape.
That first bit of chicanery on Alston Sar-
dot’s part clearly presaged the amazing
events that were swiftly to follow, when
he took up cudgels as the foremost guer-
rilla in the Netherlands.

On August 11, 1940, a clear, farm
morning at Maubeuge, POW Sardot
arose, kiddingly said goodbye to his pris-
on mates and strode to the massive con-
crete headquarters of Oberscharfuhrer
Rinehard Klauss, a demilitarized German
tank major suffering from arthritis and a
considerable case of megalomania. Klauss
fancied himself a ladies’ man. Several
years before the War he’d visited the
Pigalle and the femme de plaisir still
romped across his brain, but being older
now and without much rank (considering
the plethora of brass fluttering about
Paris since its occupation) the Oberschar-
fuhrer would’ve been delighted if a
Frenchman who knew his way about
might prove useful.

One of the rare deviations from Nazi
military protocol took place that morning
when Sardot, dying to please, and the
German, dying to be pleasured, dis-
cussed the possibility of a POW serving
on the Oberscharfuhrer's personal staff.
How this miracle was achieved isn’t alto-
gether known, but Anton Sardot pulled
it off. Quite likely his pre-war reputation
among career soldiers and the diplomatic
corps helped. For, arriving at the head-
quarters building, he immediately im-
pressed the prison staff with his pleasant
manners and desires to “be of any as-
sistance.”

Overwhelmed by this untoward atti-
tude on the part of a French POW, par-
ticularly an officer who’d fought in the
bloodiest campaign of them all, the un-
derlings of Richard Klauss quickly led
the handsome Frenchman to the com-
mandant’s office. There, shrewdly laving
his offer with more oil, Sardot repeated
it verbatim. Klauss heard him out, but
refused to commit himself.

Twenty-four hours later, the French
POW was recalled to the commandant’s
headquarters. When the outer door was
shut and the two men were alone, the
commandant pointed to a closet and said,
“There is a uniform inside. Put it on.
Much will depend on how well you carry
yourself as a German . . .” 1

Sardot concealed his delight and bowed
obsequiously. Dressed, he was the impec-
cable personification of a young leutnant

of the SS Corps. The commandant rubbed
the palms of his hands together gleefully.
Sardot’s fluent German helped too.

“Sardot!” Klauss exclaimed. “You
look marvelous! Now before we let our
enthusiasm for this project run away
with our logic, let me explain the—ah,
facts of life.”

“Yes, Herr Klauss?”

“First,” the German smiled. “You will
give me your word of honor as an officer,
and gentleman that you will not attempt
to escape. Second, you will never make
mention of our trips, either to your own
fellow prisoners or to my men. Third, to
insure my position I think it wise that
you know certain facts.”

“Yes, Herr Klauss?”

“The facts simply are,” smiled the Nazi
icily, “that your illustrious father and two
sisters will be taken into custody and
executed, should you break your word.”

“You take no chances,” Sardot smiled
b_agk. “Are there any other prohibitions,
sir?”

“One,” Klauss nodded. “You will make
no attempt to communicate with your
family or friends.”

“Je comprends.”

“Allright. Take off the uniform and re-
turn to your barracks. When I can ar-
range for a few days leave, we shall make
our little jaunt to Paris . ..”

The prisoner departed. Klauss was satis-
fied.

But satisfaction didn’t come to Anton
Sardot for a good three weeks. When it
came, it almost floored him. Things
weren’t going quite as he’d anticipated.
The Nazi, for all his 60 years, was a
prodigious drinker and ladies’ man. Sar-
dot began to rue the agreement, but de-
cided to play it out to the end. On Sep-
tember 3rd, at 12 Rue Druet, the apart-
ment of a notorious Parisian madam
whose ardor for the bed was exceeded
only by her patriotism, the break came.
The lady was a succulent, 30-year-old
redhead. She slipped out of her bedroom
long enough to whisper a few discourag-
ing words to Leutnant Sardot, disgustedly
reading a magazine in the living room.

“Dieu! 1l est formidable!” the redhead
groaned. “I am exhaust . . .”

“Do the best you can,” Sardot shrug-
ged. -

Pulling her tight silk wrapper about
her naked abundance the redhead, sighing
tragically, tramped back with a fresh
magnum of champaigne. The Nazi bel-
lowed elatedly and soon the sound of love
making filled the best part of Anton Sar-
dot’s sanity. Reflecting dismally on his
role in the affair Sardot, hating himself
and seriously considering the possibility
of breaking his word, prayed desperately
for a small miracle. The onerous duty
came to an end abruptly at daybreak
when the nude redhead, smiling victori-
ously, emerged. i

“C’est fini, Sardot. Il est mort.”

The Frenchman bolted into the bed-
room to see for himself. Herr Klauss’
pudgy, purple flesh was skimmed with
sweat. His eyes were bugged out sight-
lessly. The Oberscharfuhrer was indeed
very dead. The redhead stood beside him
and let out a big sigh as Sardot pressed
five thousand-franc notes in her hand.

“I don’t want the money, cheri. I just
want a bath . . .”

Of the innumerable Nazis to lose their
lives in dealings with Anton Sardot, the
Klauss episode was the one notable ex-
ception to a general rule of violence. No-
body ever did his dirty work for him

(Continued on page 40)
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oot GONFIDENTIALS

to the surface at night. Therefore, fish
'em deep in the daytime with large bait. "
Switch to surface bugs at sunset . . .
Farmers across the country are slowly
‘but surely WIPING OUT THE BEAVER CROP.
They're stringing high-voltage shocking
machines at beaver dam sites, dynamiting
dams. In some sections, np young 'uns will
be born this year, because mom and pop
can't get together in their little nest
« « o SKINDIVERS, amateurs and pros, now
have available to them an underwater wire-
less communications system called the
Aguavox. Range is one mile underwater

200 feet from surface
vessel to deep diver. Weighs seven pounds,
is almost weightless under water . . . The
SLINGSHOT was probably man's first
weapon against beasts and other men . . .
-Fish are finicky. Hence, WHEN USING LURES

between swimmers,

OR ARTIFICIAL BAITS, vary the speed of
your retrieve and the action of the lure.
Some days fish want a fast-moving lure, on
others a 1lazy one. Sometimes they hanker
for and will bite a smooth mover, and the
next it may be the jerky action that tempts
them . . . At the close of the coming hunt-
ing season, some states will claimmore than
a million cottontail rabbits taken by
hunters throughout the winter. Total will
run to about 30 million . . .

MEDICAL MARCH

That o0ld standby of the rejuvenation
faddists--ROYAL JELLY--is crowding into
a new field as a POSSIBLE CURE FOR CANCER.
Canadian scientists report that it pro-
tects mice from four kinds of the deadly
disease . . . A British doctor has reported
that TV VIEWERS ARE DISPLAYING A SURPRISING
UPSWING IN CORONARY DISEASES, says they
are being triggered by emotional excite-
ment on screen, which causes what he calls
"television angina" . . . ARMY MEDICS
ARE NOW PRESCRIBING PLASTIC EYES INSTEAD
OF THE GLASS ONES FORMERLY USED. New plastic
version is surgically attached to eye
muscles, moves like a normal eye, hence
wearers prefer them. Since they absorb
light,they eliminate that glassy stare « « «
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(Continued from page 6)

DOLLARS AND CENTS

BURNED AND BATTERED MONEY CAN BE REDEEMED
by sending what remains, along with a fea-
sible explanation of what happened to it,
to the Treasury Department's Currency
Redemption Division at 13th and D Streets,
Washington, D. C. Even if bills are just
ashes or a mass of water~soaked pulp, you
can usually get a part of your loss. If ex-
perts reconstruct less than half a bill,
they'll pay for that half . . . IF YOU'VE
GOT A SQUEALER'S STREAK, you can join the
hundreds of people every year who pick
up extra cash informing on their relatives
and friends suspected of evading income
taxes. Last year the government paid out
$600,000 in bonuses to finger artists . . .
UTAH RANKS HIGHZST AS LIKELY AREA FOR
DISCOVERING URANIUM PAYLOADS . . . Unem-
ployment may hit the next guy this coming
winter, but not you if you're a skilled
craftsman and willing to travel. New York,
for example, and other industrial states
are not training enough craftsmen to meet
their needs of the next sixyears. . .

GROG AND GANGLAND

T-Men report a resurgence of BOOTLEG
BOOZE is RESPONSIBLE FOR OVER 1,100 DEATHS
RECORDED THIS YEAR SO FAR. In Chicago,
a lethal brew appropriately named "Flame
Thrower," will paralyze aman from the waist
down if marketed, as it often is, before
it's aged long enough. Another deadly con-
coction, common throughout the southern
tier of states, has an accumulative action
--that is, a couple of swigs may only make
you sick, but poison collects in your
system, until over a long period of time
you've banked enough to kill you . . . In
the Syrian Mountains, BANDIT DOLLS ARE
BEING CAUGHT SMUGGLING NARCOTICS IN THEIR
FALSIES.

Syria has no women cops, so the

local constabulary is having itself a
whale of a time with every broad who passes
through check-out stations . . .
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again. It was for Sardot a matter of pride,
both professional and as a man, that the
havoc he wrecked was of his own doing.
And choosing. Working with the fast-
growing FFI underground, Anton Sardot
spent the next year and a half of the war
driving the Germans to distraction.

As a guerrilla with a thousand faces
Anton Sardot, sometimes a high ranking
Nazi, sometimes a Vichy diplomat, work-
ed the Paris arena to a fare-the-well. Offi-
cially, the Nazi refused to recognize Sar-
dot’s existence but unofficially they were
so hard put for an explanation that a
five million Reichmark reward was posted
for his head. There were no takers.

Sardot’s crowning achievement in the
Paris theater was the theft of six Nazi
lorries, the liberation of 200 British avia-
tors from Kamstadt Prison (he presented
transportation orders signed by Hitler, no
less!) and then driving them through to
Dunquerque where, by prearrangement,
British destroyers removed all to sanc-
tuary. Including the amazing Anton Sar-
dot, who quit his native France just one
jump ahead of a mechanized division of
SS troops. Next he took up cudgels in
the Netherlands.

Operating in Amsterdam, virtually un-
der the Nazis’ noses, the fabulous French-
man reorganized the scattered Dutch re-
sistance movement. With the help of co-
operative magqui agents, some British ra-
dio equipment and a cluster of well-
armed volunteers, the resistance that be-
gan in a cellar at No. 2 Ter Poorten
Strasse soon became the nerve center of
an operation termed by SHAEF “as one
of the important weapons that ultimately
contributed to the success of the Allied
invasion on D-Day.”

But D-Day was a long way off when
the blue-eyed magqui set up his first mis-
sions in Amsterdam. The U-boat pens at
Joulem, miniatures of the huge pens in
France, came up for special attention.
The German High Command, anticipat-
ing the day when every U-boat pen in the
Nazi realm would become a prime target
for Allied bombers, craftily deployed
their shipyards throughout the occupa-
tion realm.

In the Netherlands, the nerve center of
Grosseadmiral Karl Doenitz’ U-boat fleet
was Joulem, and it inevitably became
Anton Sardot’s obsession. On May 22,
1942, meeting in a small farm at Kraag’s
Marsh, five kilometers from the shipyard,
30 men—a handful of Poles, French, Brit-
ish and Dutchmen—worked out the final
details of the outsize raid. Sardot’s in-
structions were brief and explicit.

“Get the pens. We can always kill
Nazis, gentlemen, so concentrate your
efforts on reaching the source,” he said.
“We have dynamite, grenades and auto-
matic weapons. They can be formidable
in our hands.”

The raid was timed for two-thirty in
the morning, an hour when the night
guard would be inclined to bust for the
kaffe klatch. Never before had guerrillas
attempted to attack the Joulem yard, and
the complacency of the arrogant Nazi
was at its fullest. These factors, plus one
other—a moonless night—added up to a
matchless opportunity in Sardot’s estima-
tion. The others, men in a large measure
like himself, were desperate enough not
to give a damn. “It is better to die like
men than live like animals,” Raoul Bet-
tina, an aide of DeGalle, wrote to FFI
headquarters in Paris. “This man Sardot
is a tactical genius, beyond which he ap-
pears absolutely fearless and, I suspect,
just a trifle too contemptuous of death for

his own good. Of such stuff martyrs are
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made, but nevertheless we will follow
Wm . 2

So they did.

The martyr complex didn’t go quite as
deep as Raoul Bettina suspected. Instead
of the conventional frontal attack, Sardot
elected the sentry box farthest removed
from the Nazi command post. Technical-
ly, this was complicating the job. Prac-
tically, it made excellent sense, for if ever
soldiers were prone to nodding off, it was
the soldiers “in Siberia,” at the farthest
quarter of the shipyard. Time and again
Dutch guerrilla girls had lured them
away from the sentry gate. Knowing this,
Sardot, relying on his judgment of the
male animal, chose “Siberia” as the target
for the attack.

At two-thirty, hiding in a narrow
drainage ditch, Sardot’s blackfaced guer-
rillas watched their group leader snake
out along the dirt’ path to the shipyard
wall. Simultaneously, along the south
fork of the dirt road curving down from
Joulem, two young Dutch girls in a seem-
ingly drunken, collaborative mood, stag-
gered toward the sentry post. The result
left no room for improvement. As the
girls hove into sight so did the Nazis,
three of them emerging from the sentry
house and slavering at the buxom blondes.
One of the soldiers, the sergeant of the
watch, doffed his steel helmet and clapped
his hands in accompaniment:

“Goede avand, damen!” the German
bawled in Dutch. “Wij zouden hebben
tentoonstelling?”’

Rough translation: How about a pri-
vate strip-tease? The Dutch girls went
into a huddle. The Germans stood goggle-
eyed in the half light as both femmes
went into a slow, sensuous strip tease,
first peeling their coats and then starting
on their dresses. Ecstatically the Nazis
moved out of the box. They didn’t see
the swift blur that was Anton Sardot com-
ing up behind them. They didn’t see,
period. Nor did they feel anything much—
beyond the first strike.

Sardot’s knife flashed three times, a
single sweeping motion like a scythe in a
field of wheat. The movement of his left
hand, coordinated with the other move-
ment, combined as a loop or circlet into
which the three heads were thrust and
onto which the knife blade fell. Even as
their legs buckled and they sagged in the
death throes, the swarm of guerrillas in-
nundated the gate and three corpses were
dragged into the shadows, stripped of
their uniforms and dropped in the ditch.
Three Sardot guerrillas guarded the gate
as the others, forming in two groups, en-
tered the U-boat pens of Joulem. Sardot
traveled ahead of them, alone.

The rest was academic. In 20 minutes,
the two groups disappeared into the huge
submarine foundry, planted their dyna-
mite and vanished as mysteriously as they
arrived. Their leader took on the fore-
man’s shack where three Nazis were blue-
printing the new 1820 ton milch cow.
He knifed them all at the planning boards,
then fired a strip of magnesium, swiped a
roll of prints, picked up a fresh German
cigar and raced out into the night.

Joulem blew up into a glut of mile-

high flames and the Nazis were out one
submarine base, among other things.
' Such attrition raids struck numbing
terror among the enemy forces in Hol-
land. Needless to say, they took prisoners,
tortured innocents and put a thumping
big price on the Frenchman’s head, but
nothing—not even the deaths of his fam-
ily, which the Nazis carried out, inci-
dentally—could deter Anton Sardot from
his appointed duties.

“Don’t you care what happens to your
family?” somebody asked Sardot in the
underground clearing station in Amster-
dam.

The guerrilla leader sighed, shrugged
and replied, “More than you think. But
my family cares more for humanity than
they do for themselves. The war is bigger
than all the families, unfortunately . . .”

Anton Sardot had no martyr complex,
but he did have a kingsize psychosis
concerning everything Nazi, and gen-
erally speaking, countries which Nazis

.occupied. He had a pride to match his

hatred and quite likely it was this pride
that impelled him to over-extend himself
twice in 1943. The first time Sardot was
found near a blown up German coastal
gun at Abbeville, half a hundred enemy
troops dead in a heap around him. The
secorrd time was in the wake of a British
Commando raid when, single handed, he
executed a delaying fire to cover the re-
treating troops. Britain decorated him
with the George Medal that year.

In 1944 a change came into the life
of the gallant resistance leader. Upped
three grades to colonel by General
Charles DeGaulle, decorated profusely
with everything that was in the FFI
books, Anton Sardot suddenly was given
one decoration that he didn’t wholeheart-
edly enjoy—a female aide de camp. Fur-
thermore, it was ordained that Sardot in-
corporate other girl guerrillas into the
Dutch resistance movement and, like it
or not, take them along on his sundry
raids.

“But it’s man’s work!” Sa,’~t com-
plained bitterly. “They can’t do tu.. *o
me!”

In reply, DeGaulle merely fixed him
with his famous stare and the colonel
pulled his in proverbial horns. The girls
had guns, and there wasn’t any more to
be said about it until the Dutch beauty,
Maria Kos, came into Sardot’s life. Other
things that Sardot never counted on sud-
denly began to shatter his private version
of the shooting war. Sorely responsible
for the latter developments was also the
voluptuous Netherlander, Maria Kos.

Feeling her way cautiously in the be-
ginning, the girl, realizing that Anton
Sardot would allow just so much female
interference and no more, tried patiently -
to win the Frenchman over. She got no-
where, but she persevered despite Sardot’s
growing distemper. The war, he told his
men, was going to hell.

But on March 1, 1944 when Maria
Kos suddenly absented herself from Ams-
terdam, the queer thing that Sardot never
anticipated, happened. He found himself
missing her.

“Going to Nimejen,” Kos wrote in her
note. “Want to check on the installation
at River Waal. With luck will return in
three days . ..”

“Three days! Sardot exploded. “Who
the hell does that girl think she is—a
private army?”

The people of the underground ap-
proved a private army as well as the
Frenchman really did. But when Maria
Kos failed to return in three days, and
three became five and then six, they, too,
began to doubt the wisdom of femme de
guerrilla. Sardot blamed himself.

“I’ll give her till tomorrow morning,”
the Frenchman snapped at his Dutch
aide-de-camp, Einer Brougher. “If she’s
not back I'm going after her.”

“I don’t know how you’ll take this,
Anton,” Brougher winced. “This note
came earlier tonight. I wasn’t going to
show it to you until later——"

The Dutchman fished the note from
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his jacket and the Frenchman, reading it
slowly, turned crimson.

“She wants us to what?”” Sardot roared.

“Get her some bombs so she can blow
up that bridge,” Einer Brougher said
softly. “Some girl, Sardot.”

“Some damn fool, you mean!”

“What're you going to do?”

“I'll tell you what,” Sardot snarled,
writing out a list of explosives. “You
round this equipment up and get me a
cart. Nobody’s going to do my job for
me—and particularly a girl!”

“A pretty girl, Sardot,” the Dutchman
chuckled. “Oh, hell! Relax, Anton—she
knows which end is up!”

“Thank you,” Sardot said icily. “So do
I. And I don’t need any help keeping
mine up, I'll have you know.”

The Dutchman shrugged, looked at the
list and walked out. Anton Sardot check-
ed a wall map, strapped on a shoulder
holster and a knife and walked to the
window. In an hour it would be dark. In
three hours with luck Sardot would find
the crazy Netherlander and put her in
her place, he told himself, somewhat un-
convincingly.

Three hours later, Sardot found the girl
in a barn. He read hér netes. Her eyes
were defiant and her mouth was very
beautiful. Anton Sardot let the war take
care of itself for a while . . .

On the night of March 11th, Maria
Kos and the French guerrilla chief re-
sumed hostilities. The job was something
special. An entire division of Nazis was
due to cross the River Waal en route to
Amsterdam. Beyond this, there was the
bridge and the bunker that the pair had
taken under surveillence. Eight sentries
patrolled the bridge; 88 more Germans
were up in the big box.

At 11:45 Maria Kos cupped her fingers
around her watch, noted the hour and
glared reprovingly at the magqui out-
stretched beside her in a drainage ditch.
The soft purling of the River Waal muf-
fled the sound of her voice as she tugged,
irritably, at Sardot’s sleeve. She whis-
pered, “Isn’t it time yet? We have tor-
pedoes to attach!”

Sardot, grinned inwardly at the ‘we.’
Imperturbably, he looked beyond the girl
toward the low scrub hills to the west
where the German pillbox was framed in
silhouette. The Frenchman rolled over
and kissed her once more. She nudged
him again and he grabbed the burlap
sack with the bangalores. “I'll do my
job,” the Frenchman smiled. “You just
remember to shoot that Browning for all
you’re worth!”

The train hooted twice in the distance
and Anton Sardot jumped up the rise,
vanishing among the black steel girders
of the trestle. The searchlight of the mov-
ing train swept the stygian distance, and
then it hooted again. In two minutes or
less the train, carrying troops, guns and
supplies for the new Schwerpunkt Divi-
sion was due to cross the River Waal for
Nimejen. Stopping it was Anton Sardot’s
responsibility.

The bombs, a combination of sensitive
time-fuse and concussion bangalores, were
held in his left hand as he raced through
the foot girders over the river. Maria
Kos caught sight of Sardot only once
during those last seconds as the train
rumbled down through the cliffs toward
the river. She saw him suddenly emerge
squarely between the two groups of Ger-
man guards. She heard the surprised
shouting and watched the jagged splinters
of flame burst from the muzzles of the
Nazi guns.

Opening fire with' her Browning the
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Duch girl had a brief, terrible moment of
satisfaction as the enemy toppled in gro-
tesque relief, falling between the spanning
girders into the black waters. She called
to him but once and, failing to hear a
reply, concentrated her gunfire on the
pivotal corner of the bridge where other
gunners wcre searching out her position.
Her bullets crashed into the big dome
searchlight mounted on the corner of the
bridge and she heard Germans frantically

screaming for reinforcements. She watch-
ed the looming mountain of a train across
the access trestle and, failing to stop
when signalled, continue its pace across
the Waal.

The blast was a livid red tower of flame
that scorched the breath from her lungs.
Concussion smashed her against the mud
bank and another earth-jarring roar
knocked her over and sent her rolling to
the river. She saw the train—all ten cars
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of train—lifted off the twisted mass of
steel that had been a bridge and then
heaved incongruously into the abyss be-
low. The roar of explosions and sequence
of screaming death became muted in her
shocked brain. Something that is called
the ‘instinct for life’ prevailed in her
shrapnel-pocked body—and probably that
was the only thing that saved her life
after they found her.

In Amsterdam, two weeks later, Maria
Kos made her report. The finding of the

board that heard her was sympathetic.
The mission, after all, was a valuable
one in that it was to further hamper
enemy forces in the Netherlands and,
specifically, to materially deny them 600
men and arms. Anton Sardot was given
a hero’s eulogy posthumously. They never
did find his body. The board, comprised
of other guerrillas, regretfully wrote off
his death as “a man in love . . . perhaps
too preoccupied with a new sensation to
remember the art of killing with im-

punity . . .” Later it was revised. Some-
body remembered that there was only one
bomb with a fuse-timer, and that in order
to make all eight bombs explode properly,
they necessarily had to be exploded at
once. Anton Sardot fused them all with
his life, drawing enemy fire and so con-
fusing the enemy that they forgot to stop
the train as it crossed the River Waal.
Maria Kos died on a makeshift operat-
ing table almost a year later. She was
giving birth to Sardot’s child. END

MORRELL’S

MADNESS

(Continued from page 13)

ancestry is French. My country is much
French. How the hell could I do it and
live with myself?”

“You live with me, love. You not the
only European in our army.”

“Well, don’t tell me any names, Na-
laga. I'm not interested! My only in-
terest in this place is you. You, Nalaga,
my habibi jelly roll!”

Her breasts prodded st1ﬂ1y in the
crimson djellaba and through the trans-
parent, embroidered G-string skirt, he
saw the dark rest of her. And Edmond
Morrell, civilian, of French ancestry in
the predominantly French city of Mon-
treal, just didn’t give a damn about any-
thing but the warm, firm, responsive
animal thing that was this young woman
from the FLN (National Liberation
Movement).

“Andu dochan,” the girl poked his
cigarettes. He lit two. He pulled her to
her feet and they went back into the
small, veiled, smelly room that was
Nalaga’s private corner of hell.

The next day Edmond Morrell, civil-
ian, lined up something that promised to
be a job. Servicing air conditioners and
refrigerators was like selling ice cream on
a hot summer day on Coney Island. If
you had what to sell you made a bundle.
What made the guy who hired him take
a shine to Morrell was another impon-
derable that Morrell couldn’t figure out.

“Yanks and Canadians are few and far
between around here,” the guy finally
told Morrell, when Edmond touched
him for a couple of bucks in advance.
“l may be a damned fool, but I like
your cut, Mister. Don’t make me regret
hiring you.”

“You won'’t.”

“Married, Morrell?”

“No. Could be I will sometime, but
single now.”

“Woman, here?”

“One hell of a woman!” Edmond blew
on his fingertips.
lehe sales and promotion man chuc-

ed.

“They’re artists, some of these babes.
I gotta admit it. Years ago I knew an
oversexed broad in Chicago. I thought
there was only one like her on the earth
then,” the American grinned. “I was
wrong. There’s only one like her in
Norte America—all the rest of ’em are
here in Algeria.”

“Maybe that’s why the frogs don’t
wanna cut these people loose.”

“No,” the American shook his head.
“Much more to it. Independence—funny
damned thing, independence. I hate to
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sound corny, but damned near two hun-
dred years ago America went through
something like this.”

Edmond- Morrell nodded. The man
was Phil Porter, 45—a big built, broad
shouldered guy who looked like he’d
either played football for Notre Dame or
punched steers in the Chicago stockyard.
Morrell mentally measured every guy he
met. It was an old fighting habit from
his boyhood at St. Agathe. If you're
French Canadian you fight. You fight to
keep in shape and you fight because when
you shuffle around King Street, the Anglo-
Canadians would just as soon split your
skull as look at you. Specially, if you're
looking for an Anglo-Canadian woman.
It didn’t make sense, but then what the
hell in life did? Morrell wondered.

At the end of his third day on the
job, Morrell and an Algerian engineer
were stuck down the coast at Malak.
It had started out as a simple parts re-
placement jaunt. It ended with the Al-
gerian and Morrell sweating out what
amounted to a major overhaul. But fin-
ally it was done and they raced the truck
down the ocean highway for Casablanca.
At eleven that night Morrell checked out
of his room and walked down through
Casablanca to the Medina. By now he
knew every crooked little alley in the
Arab catacombs by heart. The dingo
where Nalaga danced was loaded with
Limey marines and French Senegalese
troops, but his girl wasn’t dancing.

Morrell walked up through a thousand
smells, climbing a thousand steps. When
he pulled back the curtain Nalaga was
with a drunken white man.

“Hey, if it ain’t my star salesman!
Hiya, boy! Come in and get yours next—
this girl's the answer to an old man's
prayer,” Phil Porter roared gleefully. He
moved off the girl and fell on to the wet
tile floor, dressed only in socks, grinning
drunkenly at Morrell. Edmond’s fist
closed into mallets. He kept his voice
low. He looked past Phil Porter at the
beautiful Arab girl.

“I can’t take it, Nalaga. I'm a pretty
broadminded guy, but I can’t take it.”
The girl was crying then and Phil Porter
began to sober up fast. “I quit, Porter. I
figure there’s a couple of bucks coming
to me after today. I'll be in and see you
mafiana. If your broad here didn’t savvy
my English, you tell her in Berber. You
tell passionate Nalaga here any damn
thing that comes into your everlovin’
head, Porter, but count me out of it—"

In a way Morrell hoped that Porter
would climb up off the floor, but he knew
there was no earthly reaston to flatten a
man who didn’t know, who couldn’t pos-
sibly know—who was just doing what any
other man might do in Casablanca if he
had the price of a Nalaga.

“Jesus, kid,” Porter’s sweaty face drip-

ped salt water and his lips trembled as
he said it. “Jesus, kid, I didn’t know this
girl was your private stuff. How the hell
was I supposed to know? You think I'd

hurt a buddy like this, you think that,
Morrell?”

“No, I don’t think it,” Edmond shook
his long, sad, handsome head. “Only
thing I know is I've gotta get out of this
sewer—fast!”

After a year in the Foreign Legion—
the year that Edmond Morrell had be-
come,'by Legion rules, an ancien, an old
hand—there were no less than eleven
tours into the burning desert outposts. It
had been altogether different back in the
tank corps. The Legion had tanks, but
Morrell kept his background to himself
and served along the prescribed lines.
Nobody asked a man to do more.

His self-imposed banishment no longer
a pet brooding matter while staring over
the battlements of an oasis, Edmond
Morrell had gone through the early ter-
rorist days of relentless dav and night
attacks, with the imperturbable air of a
man who couldn’t care less. Morrell was
a good soldier, but he didn’t give a damn
what happened in the Legion, its politics,
its barracks fights, as long as people left
him alone. And they did. Edmond the
Legionnaire did not recruit under a
nomme de guerre. He figured he had
nothing to hide in the first place, and
in the second place, just thinking up an-
other name seemed like too goddamned
much trouble. So he didn’t bother. He
was Private Edmond Morrell, St. Agathe,
Canada, which was near enough to the
truth as any. Had he cared to make a
point of it, Morrell might've added to his
dossier the DSO, American Silver Star,
and 11 other medals. But he didn’t care
to have it known. Medals were like
Nalaga—water over the dam, long gone
like a dried up oasis in the scalding white
sand.

The men of Morrell’s company knew
there was more to him than he cared to
discuss, but they respected his feelings
as he did theirs. There was a rapport,
ostensibly strange and hard to under-
stand, but it was something they all had
as soldiers, brothers in animal sweat.

In a year, Edmond Morrell had pulled
only one furlough and that was way
downcoast, ton far from anywhere to
make much difference. It took a week of
his furlough just to make Marrakech.
Morrell could spit the hundred miles to
Casablanca, but it hardly seemed worth-
while. So, like the rest of the lazy ones—
“mes petits cochons!” Sergeant Georges
Rondeau called them—Edmond Morrell,
legionnaire, found an insatiable thirst for
the strongest liquor money could buy
and went on a roundhouse drunk for
three days. He had no idea where he was
when he awoke. And he had even less
of an idea who the furlined dunghill be-
longed to. On a chaise, Morrell saw a
scarlet djelaba, top and bottom, and at
least he knew he wasn’t messing around
with an amateur . . . no amateur could
steal a French jeep and gas. No ama-
teur could be all the things Nalaga was.
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The Legion had its implacable non-
coms, and then it had—one in a thous-
and, literally—a rare species of military
man like Sergeant Georges Rondeau,
whose only desire in life was to run a
good outfit with the least possible trou-
ble in the ranks. Rondeau was the living
proof that a man could win a Medaille
Militaire, command his own outpost and
never—as a matter of personal pride—
resort to disciplinary action. In Rondeau’s
company were many from the old 30th
and 70th, Colonials, but during the
emergency, men were scattered about
as needed. At Miru-el-Rakin when the
full scale attack started that afternoon,
there were, in all, only 14 men, including
the one in the hole. There were fifteen
when the girl sneaked back into the fort-
ress and found him.

It happened fast. The combined fell-
agh-menharistes attack was launched with
half-tracks, rockets, machine guns, mor-
tars and grenades. In the hole, a fetid
blackiroom below the main magazine of
the ancient mud-and-wooden outpost, the
only thing that Edmond Morrell heard
was the heavy, concussive pounding of a
20mm gun seemingly moving in a circle
about the outpost.

“Habibi, 1 told you—I told you to stay
in the Medina!” Nalaga burst into tears.

“You crazy Arab bitch! Just because
I sleep with you don’t change my spots.
It's my war up there too, damnit!” the
Legionnaire screamed. “Tell me, Nalaga
—they got big guns mounted on those
trucks?”

The girl’s head bobbed meekly, her
face screwing up and wincing as the
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heavy duh-duh-duh of the big gun crash-
ed deafeningly above them. There was
still another sound, a light machine gun
and a barrage of rifle and automatic fire
sounding loud enough to be a brigade
attack. The girl sat on the mud steps of
the hole and stared at the Legionnaire.
A dozen times, Edmond Morrell pounded
the door with his fists, screaming and
cursing in French at the officious Georges
Rondeau for keeping him locked up, out
of the fight. Morrell didn’t see the squad
of burnoosed gourmiers run a bloody
suicide line to the wall to throw up a
ladder. He didn’t see Sergeant Rondeau
sit himself calmly at the top of the ob-
servation tower and call out ranges to
the riflemen and the men on the lone
’88, all of whom would likely be dead
in fifteen minutes.

Morrell, pounding the heavy door, felt
his fists swell up and the hot rush of
blood every time he screamed and punch-
ed the lock. Nalaga closed her eyes and
prayed for him, and paradoxically, for
her own people. She fell flat on the hard
dirt floor when the big cannon that had
been shelling her people was wrestled
away and trained on the magazine and
barracks above. g

“Edmond! If we can get upstairs, I
can call my cousin—he commands the
mepharistes. He will take you prisoner
and then you’ll be safe!——"

“In a pig’s prat he will!” Morrell
snarled. “Open up! For God’s sake—open
up this door!”

The Rebels opened it inadvertently. A
succession of bazooka, 20 and '88 shells
falling in concentration set off a roaring

explosion on the magazine level. The
door punched out and off its hinges, and
as Edmond Morrell and Nalaga picked
their way through the rubble, they heard
a last pathetic popping of rifle fire. In
minutes the outpost was gone—three walls
down; the jeep filled with dead men;
eight dead men at the butts, and the mag-
azine blown. Morrell found a revolver
and pulled his woman to him.

It was not Nalaga’s intention to be
cut to pieces by the Berber knives. She
wanted to scream. The only thing Ed-
mond Morrell could possibly do was try
to shut her up.

But even with the revolver that he
pressed against the belly dancer’s right
ear, the ancien Legionnaire was damned
sure that none of the Kabyle Berbers
storming the wall would stop for anything
less than total annihilation of the French
force. Not the girl, who was one of
them, not the fact that Nalaga’s cousin
was top menharist in the joint menharist-
fellagh attack on Miru-el-Rakin, nothing
would stop the shrieking horde of desert
fighters.

Morrell knew this as his left hand
closed tightly-on Nalaga’s olive-skinned
cheeks, then inward pressing the gauze
of her red veil into her sensuous mouth
like a burnoose stuffed tight with deadly
asps. When she bit him, the Legionnaire
could do nothing but curse in her ear
and threaten to blow her head off, but
that did no good either, except to make
her bite harder.

Morrell shoved his knee in her back
and pulled the writhing body hard against
him. Pieces of shale from the overhang
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where Arab bazookas had blitzed a foot-
thick blockhouse chipped down on the
hard-bitten French regular, cutting like
knife thrusts every flaming time the
Rebel-captured '88 got in a few bursts
at its former residence. Because he was
shielding the girl with his own body,
the flying chips of stone and metal did
most of their damage to Morrell. A
long cut opened up under his left eye
and another in the fleshy part of one
shoulder.

What happens now is unimportant,
Morrell muttered to the belly dancer.
Vous etes finis, amie. As the Americans
say, this is the way the big ball bounces.
The courtyard rear wall was a heap of
crushed rubble and the white cloth robes
of the victorious Rebels fluttered in the
dusk. The glint of a rifle, a knife, a
menharist’s Sten suddenly showed in a
profusion of spitting lead.

Morrell felt the inside of his belly
scratching against his backbone. He
pulled his torn left hand from Nalaga’s
mouth. If they catch her, she gets it too—
only worse, because she’s one of them.
From French vermin it’s expected, so
they just kill me regulation like—but her.

“Hey habibi,” Nalaga snapped. “You
want to make a run for the jeep? It’s
better than staying here and waiting for
it.”

The Arab girl spun around and saw
the blood coursing down Morrell’s face.
She picked up his butchered left hand
and kissed it. She was a hot blooded,
fiercely nationalistic Arab belly dancer—
a spy, a hustler, a blood lusting combina-
tion of all three, but Morrell didn’t
rightly know just then, or even care.
He knew only that he was the most
surprised, last surviving Legionnaire in
the tiny outpost of Miru-el-Rakin, a good
50 kilos through open Algerian desert to
Bir Niki, nearest fortification manned
by 30th Colonial. And for all the Legion-
naire really knew, Bir Niki, target of the
Algerian pincer movement, had already
been clobbered into dust too.

Morrell, first because he liked life and
second because he was a soldier of
Frange, kept squinting at the jeep through
the broken wall where the Arabs had
decimated its four occupants. The ma-
chine gunner looked asleep over the
Sten, the driver’s head had been blown
off by a mortar shell. He lay in grotesque
red lumps over the shattered windshield.
Two dead Legionnaires in the back looked
like a couple of drunks supporting each

other in sleep. A passing menharist had
kissed the dead pair with a glancing jet
of flame.

Thirty feet above the rubble and dead,
Sergeant Rondeau slouched in his bright
blue britches, his arms resting on a
cross brace that had supported the Tri-
color shortly before. Every time the
Arabs shot the flagstaff, Rondeau had
calmly replaced it by hand. One time he
stopped. Over the bridge of his nose
was a blue rifle hole; another hole was
right under his Adam’s apple. There were
eight other dead men at the wall, and
when the wind caught them right the
stench was sickening.

“Well, Nalaga, ma cher,” Morrell
watched the girl ripping her wardrobe
to hell for his benefit. “What’ll it be—try
to crawl under a rock so your gourmiers
will have to look for us, or take a long
shot and boot those former friends of
mine off that jeep and make a run for
Bir Niki. What'll it be?”

“Ce ne fait rien,” the Arab girl shrug-
ged. “It don’t matter. Hold me, Morrell!
You make up both our minds, habibi.”

Morrell felt the inside of his belly
scratching his backbone. He pulled his
gashed hand from Nalaga’s quivering
mouth. If they catch her, she dies a
slow death. They must know about the
jeep. They must know she brought me
here. I'm French vermin; if I'm lucky
I die regulation. But the girl .

“Habibi, Nalaga,” Morrell pulled the
girl into his arms. “Let’s make a run for
the jeep. Here it comes out worse,
habibi.”

They were all dead in the outpost—all
of them, even the kindly Sergeant sitting
cross-legged up in the tower, the Tricolor
shot to pieces, fallen now and covering
Rondeau’s death face. Bir Niki was 50
kilometers away and worth a try, Morrell
thought now.

It was over, the last of it, the whole
rotten business of defender-attacker, at-
tacker-defender. Edmond Morrell crept
forward as the first of the bearded, knife
wielding gourmiers screamed and the old-
fashioned fanatical Kabyle Berbers crash-
ed up through one wall and charged the
abandoned bunkhouse. They were shout-
ing, popping off their guns in the air and
pulling each other’s beards ecstatically
as the more mechanized, modern men-
haristes slowly circled the demolished
outpost.

Morrell, crouched behind the girl,
found a bandolier of grenades and drag-

ged them over the smoking rubble to the
one piece of wall shielding them from
the whooping Berbers. What remained of
the outpost was scarcely debris. The
grotesque corpse of Sergeant Rondeau
suddenly was no longer sitting astride
the tower. A fellagh youth put one sandal
against his bloody face and shoved. The
Sergeant and Tricolor crashed simultane-
ously and the sound was drowned by
the victory scream of more than 200 men.
All this and the mutilation of the eight
corpses on the high wall, took place in
the waning light over Miru-el-Rakin.

After dark, the Legionnaire and the
Arab girl crept to the jeep and there
sat, each silently wondering if the cele-
bration inside the outpost would continue
unabated and loud enough to start a
motor. Morrell didn’t think so. After
removing the bodies and putting their
dogtags and wallets in his jacket, the
Canadian hid the girl behind some rubble
and waited for the only two sentries on
the north wall to stroll by. He had no
knife, but the butt of the .45 sufficed if
swung in a looping semi-circle. It was a
neat trick and Morrell was soaked with
sweat when he let the swing go. Two
eggshell sounds disappeared into the des-
ert night.

The Legionnaire and the Arab girl
rolled the jeep down the side of the long
hill, and then the Legionnaire hugged
the girl briefly before turning on the
ignition.

“Stay down! Stay down no matter
what happens till I say otherwise!”

The sound of that jeep motor to Mor-
rell was like the reassuring roar of a B-36.
On the hill where the Arab fires filled the
gutted outpost, the sound was heard
but then disputed, but by that time the
jeep was tearing off without running
lights on a northerly line. Bir Niki had a
grace period, Nalaga told the officer-in-
charge, of no more, no less than another
day. That warning was sufficient to get a
radio message off to Colonial headquar-
ters. By midnight, a mechanized column
was racing for the Melousa district.

By midnight, Nalaga was dead. She
slowly, sadly disentangled herself from
Morrell’'s arms, put his .45 in her mouth
and pulled the trigger. A couple of days
later, Morrell walked out into the desert
talking to his own habibi, Nalaga, and
telling her there wasn’t anything for
either of them to worry about anymore.
There wasn’t. His body they never
found. END

DEVIL SNAKES
DIE HARD

(Continued from page 19)

taken a pot shot at the visitor—a Regal
Python. We had seen him only momen-
tarily. From that fleeting look, we knew
he was a huge snake, the kind you hope
never to see outside a zoo.

“Did you feel that?” Doug’s whisper
jarred me. I hadn’t felt anything more
than the rhythmic rise and fall of our
cargo of logs. Still, there had been a slight
pressure upward on the poles that held
the logs of the raft together.

The screech brought Doug to his feet
ahead of me. Together we peered into
the blackness.
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“Can’t see a blasted thing,” Doug
growled.
“Fire a shot anyway. That was George,

all right.”

The blast of orange flame and the
“roar” that filled our ears were comfort-
ing evidence that we still had protection.
But it was just as dark as ever outside
the shack.”

“Everything’s too wet to burn,”
cursed.

I'd already considered pulling apart
some of our shack to make a blazing fire
so we eould have some real light. But
the monsoon had been blowing up the
valley more than a week now and every-
thing aboard was soaking wet.

There wasn’t a sound from out there
among the logs. “Poor George,” Doug
said, “he was a swell bird.” I nodded.
That white cockatoo had been our mas-
cot. Now there was nothing alive aboard
the raft except Doug and myself—and our

Doug

visitor.

Doug reloaded the shotgun and then
looked at me. “What do we do now,
Tex?”

“Stay in the light and sweat him out
until morning.”

We sat down again on the wet logs,
munching cheese and biscuits and all the
while kept our weapons handy as we
listened for the faintest sound that would
give us, a moment’s warning before at-
tack.

Up in Colorado the Spring before I
met Doug. He was looking for something
more exciting than gold-panning to make
some real money during the summer va-
cation. As a botanist, Doug Bairn had
access to a wonderful library. And I was
fed up with the usual car-buying-and-
selling offers my pals at school in Texas
kept making.

Doug approached me one day. “Lis-
ten, Tex, would you be game to go half
way around the world, if we could make
some serious money before we got back?”
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up swimming as the raft moved slowly
by them. Ahmin made no attempt to
swim back to the raft. He was only 10
feet away.

“Where’s the rifle?” I shouted.

“Rifle knock overboard, Mister Tex.”

“Come back, man. Don’t swim away.”

“That’s the river king. He hit me. We
go ashore here, catch up with you to-
morrow. You kill him, or he kill you,
Mister Tex.”

“Who’s this river king?” I yelled, as
Ahmin drifted away.

“Your visitor on raft, Mister Tex.
River King is squeeze-snake!”

Ahmin wouldn’t swim back to the
raft. He made for shore, less than a 100
yards away, his dog swimming silently
beside him. Doug had seen almost as
much as I had. “Must have been a py-
thon,” he said.

“A foot thick? Couldn’t have been a
snake, Doug. It was batting the dog
straight-on with its head. Looked like
somebody was jabbing a log at him, only
it wasn’t a log . . .”

“It was a python,” Doug repeated.
“They do that, until they can get a
coil around their victim.”

“Think he’s still out there? Can’t see
any sign of him.”

“I can’t either, but I kind of doubt
that he dropped off, not that big boy.”
Doug looked at me then. “What did
Ahmin call him? River King?”

“Yeah. He was plenty scared.”

“So am I. But I'd still rather be here
than wherever he is, now that it’s getting
dark. Hope he makes out all right.”

“He will,” I said. I felt certain of that.
“He’ll either find help or go up a tree.
He’s got a lot of savvy.”

“That’s about all we got right now,”
Doug said, tapping the shotgun in his
hand. “Bird shot,” he said with disgust.

In the gathering dusk, all the logs up
forward looked alike. We wouldn’t know
a log from a python until he had a half-
Nelson on one of us. And slipping around
among those short logs . . .

“If we use our heads, Tex, our visitor
may leave tonight.”

“Right. We better wait—inside the
shack. If he does come nosing in, we
might be able to get a crack at his
head . . .”

That was how it was, except for when
we heard the cockatoo scream its last.
All through the night we waited. Twice
we thought we heard a rustling noise right
outside the shack. Might have been our
raft, or it might have been our visitor.
Anyway, nothing came of it either time.
The single flaring flame of that oil lamp
was about the most valuable thing in
our lives that night. Outside, it would
have been blown out, or drowned out
quickly by the rain. We couldn’t risk
getting caught in total darkness with
the River King aboard.

Neither of us had any desire to doze.
When your life depends on staying wide
awake and alert, you do it. And with real
money right under us and only a short
distance from delivery, we had every-

thing to fight for. We'd already been -

dreaming of the things we could buy
back home, and of the big trip we would
make upriver next year.

Then the first morning light came filter-
ing in. We sat and watched the ghostly
mist rising from the river. When we
could see more clearly, Doug stood up,
stretched, and blew out the flame in the
lamp. “Ready?”

“Ready as I'll ever be.” I clutched the
cane knife, wondering how tough a really
big snake could be, and how close we
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"had to get for that bird shot to take effect.

At a distance it would only sting him.
Up close it could bore a hole six inches
deep. But we’d have to get the hole in
the right place—the head. A snake big
enough to smack a man over backwards
was nothing to joke about. There’d be
hundreds of pounds of him, for he was
bound to have a great length, being a
foot thick.

“Let’s go.” Doug had extra cartridges
in one hand. He cocked/the hammer of
the gun and moved out of the shack onto
the raft, watching where he put his feet
with more than usual care.

Each log before me looked different.
I kept watching for a head or a wiggling
body to come up in the oily liquid seams
between logst It wasn’t until we were
half way to Ahmin’s shack that we sight-
ed him. What seemed to be a five-foot
wide, mottled brown-and-black pile of
rubbish suddenly had parallel lines. They
were coils. In the center was a head
less than six inches wide, a black line
running up from its snout.

“Get in as close as—" I didn’t have a
chance to finish. In a motion so swift it
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LIMITED-TIME FREE GIFT OFFER!

il CLIP & MAIL NOW — TODAY! |
1 Movie Club Guild, Dept. 11-10
1031 Magnolia Pa. Sta Burbank, Calif.

Please rush FREE GIFTS & Membership details,
without obligation.

I [ | have no projector. (] | have 8 mm. projector.
g O | have 16 mm. projector.

WHERE’S YOUR BADGE!
OFFICIAL SPREAD EAGLE SHIELDS

NICKEL AND GOLD
A quick flash of one of these gleam-
ing official-looking metal badges in-
stantly shows who has the power!
Finest quality with reinforced backs
and pins for heavy duty. Available in
standard size.

ONLY $1.98 POSTPAID

Or Miniature $1.25 POSTPAID

FREE!! For limited time only,

@ authentic Badge Carrying Case
FREE with each order.

Your Choice: Special Officer, Private
Watchman, Deputy Sheriff, Constable,

Sheriff, S| | Deputy
Sheriff, Police, Special Police, Private
Special | i

) gator. .
Also Available: 6 shot. 22 cal. Blank
Autoniatic — $7.95, Holster, $3.50.
Police Handcuffs —$9.50, Cuff Case—
$3.50. send 10c¢ for Bargain Catalog.

BIG THREE ENT., INC. new York 35, N. Y-Bep. 5610

JOIN THE

MARCH OF DIMES

BB B B [0WARD GREATER VICTORIES B B N B

ROYAL

N EREE V514,95

These superb revolvers made by Royal crown arsenals
purchased directly from British Air Force Ordnance
As no expense was spared in outfitting R.A.F. pilots, these are
the cream of British service handguns. 6-shot revolvers, deuble
and single action with broad hammer spur for easy single action
shooting. 5“ barrels, lanyard rings, ordnancetested and stamped
with British Crown and Broad Arrow acceptance marks. These
guns were aimost never fired. Condition very good, mechanically
perfect. Civilian equivalent value about $70. Fires standard
UsS. .3 W ammo. AMMO: 50 rds., $3.50. ORDER ON FREE
TRIAL! 10 day money back guar. Send check, cash or M.O.
$5 deposit for C.0.D. Shipped F.0.8. Los Angeles. In Calif. only
order through your gun dealer. Dealers inquire.

WEAPONS, INC.
11029 Washington Bivd. Culver City 76, Calif.
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GIANT INFLATABLE TOYS OF
PRE-HISTORIC MONSTERS

7 GIGANTIC
% DINOSAURS
>

up to 4 feet tall
\ 00
=FOR sl plus 25¢ post.

*~ Command these fun-loving pre-
historic monsters to your every
. prank. Toss them in the air
\ and they always land on their
\ feet. Made of molded one-
*\ piece Qquality latex. com-
y pletely inflatable with
- genuine toss-up feet ac-
¢\ tion. Thrill to their
fascinating names

%, PLATEOSAURUS
SEA SERPENT
PROTOCERATOPS
TRITASNAPATUS
SPHENACONDON

b i TRACHODON

1 different pre-historic monsters CERATOSAUROS
Each set contains all 7 DINOSAURS for only
$1.00 pius 25c postage and handling per set.
The most exciting gift a child can receive.
Money Back Guarantee. In ordering please
PRINT name and address.

GIANT DINOSAURS, Dept.GK-33
11 E. 47 St., New York 17, N. Y.

‘PSYGHIC DOMINANGE

How to RULE OTHERS with your THOUGHTS."
Full course—with stirring exercises. [lustrated. (Adults).
Onty 33. No C.0.D. Satisfaction or refund.

N e et
Self-Defence Street-Fighting Tricks.” Designed to
help peaceful adults. $2. These are vicious days.
CLARION, 846- G5 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago 40, lil.

2w '""HYPNOTIZE

With ONE WORD, ONE FINGERSNAP,”’ on stage..... $2

Sat. or ref’d. Hypnomaster, 846-G5  S’nyside, Chicago 40

took me completely by surprise, the
head darted out at me from a good 10
feet away. I felt a stunning blow on my
leg and my other foot slipped.

“P'll get him,” Doug shouted. Looking
up, I saw him brace himself and fire.

Trying to regain my feet, I saw Doug
back up a couple of steps. He ejected the
spent cartridge and was just closing the
breech on the new load when the python
struck him in the legs with that ramming
head of his. Doug went down and the
gun fired in the air harmlessly.

The cane knife was still in my hand,
and I was glad of that. Keeping my
footing, I rushed in and took a vicious
whack at the great snake’s undulating
body. The knife went through the slime-
coated hide and into the large body,
but the snake didn’t even seem to notice.
The small head was battering at Doug,
who was still down. Then I saw with
horror that there was.a single great
loop around Doug’s legs.

I kept slashing at the huge python,
wounding it maybe two or three times
before I was sent spinning backward. I
don’t even know if the blow was from
the snake’s head or a convulsive smash
from his body. Anyway, the cané knife
sailed out of my hand and splashed into
the river. Through my dazed brain came
Doug’s scream. “Get the s—a—w!” Then
his voice died and became a rasping
choke. His face was white.

I scrambled over the logs toward the
shack. The saw was our last and final
means of defense. Oh, God, that it would
only start. Rain and condensation of
moisture for five days since we used it,
I thought desperately. Grabbing it, I ran
back toward the pile of logs. I didn’t
dare look at Doug. I turned the fuel re-
lease and pulled the starter handle.

The motor caught! I gunned it with the
throttle, and pressed the chain for cut-
ting. It whirled wonderfully and I held
it out, hoping the snake would strike at
that chain. No such luck. That was when
I saw there were two coils, now going
on three, around Doug’s body. And I
walked the whizzing chain saw into the
great snake’s body. It bit in and a pink
mist wafted away. Again I shoved the
saw at the python. The spray of blood
was stronger, and thick chunks of tough,
moist flesh blew away from the spinning
teeth. With horrible contortions, the py-
thon’s body rose far over my head. I
turned and lunged at the nearest coil and
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again felt the whirling blade chewing
through living flesh.

All of a sudden the blade cut clean
through the snake’s body and two wildly
gyrating, blood-spurting ends tore loose,
leaping high into the air and then flop-
ping back to the logs and coiling again.
This time the python’s head struck at
the chain only to rear back in pain, al-
most split in half, the white jaw bone
showing in a horrible grimace. I waded
in again, the saw biting into those thick
coils like they were wet, squirming wood.
The tail half was the longest. The saw
had almost cut completely through a sec-
ond time, before the writhing tail almost
completely let go of Doug.

He was still conscious but in shock.
With the python’s parts still thrashing
horribly over the wet logs, I cut the en-
gine and put the chain saw down. Mirac-
ulously I hadn’t slipped, for I could have
taken off one of my own legs just as
easily as I'd sawed the monster River
King into small pieces. Nothing else
would have done it. The cane knife
couldn’t have hacked through him in five
minutes. The saw did it in less than 15
seconds.

“Doug, old boy, are you going to make
it?”

He raised an arm. The hand gave a
kind of half-wave, sideways. “I'm gonna
make it. But for a minute . . . I thought
this was going to be my coffin wood . . .”
He was grinning when he passed out.
His own joke did him in, because when
he tried to laugh his cracked and broken
ribs hurt too much.

We reached Monywa and a doctor that
day, and made a good, quick deal with
the Chinese merchant. The next day we
caught the boat to Rangoon, and then
had an easy flight back home. Now, like
Doug says, we really have to go back
next year, to look up Ahmin, I'm sure
he made it all right, and that the three
of us will make another Kkilling next
year. And I don’t mean just of Regal
Pythons, either. END

RETURN TO
DEAD-END ISLAND

(Continued from page 33)

I was allowed to sleep. But during the
night, some of the Queen’s subjects climb-
ed into the hutch and by Her Grace’s
leave, I was cast to the lions. My stamina
apparently had something to do with the
coconut juice. There were no complaints.

Awaking the following noon, my head
throbbing, my body aching, my throat
tasting like a mixture of cotton and sand-
paper, the first thing I saw was a quartet
of svelte young ladies-in-waiting. They
were sitting at the foot of my “bed” with
bowls of perfumed water and more coco-
nut juice. Despite my halfhearted pro-
tests, I was scrubbed lightly—every square
inch of me—my hair was combed, my
body anointed with a fragrant oil. Queen
Lorasa appeared shortly after and so did
a bite of food. What it was I had no
notion—except that it was delicious and
it seemed to put a little life back in my
limbs.

Roughly an hour later, the ladies-in-
waiting retreated and the Queen stretched
out beside me on the matting. She smiled,
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JET ENGI

INDUSTRY

OFFERS OPPORTUNITY

We will train you. Tremendous
expansion ahead of aircraft, auto-
motive and other industries using
jet engines,gas turbine engines,fuel
injection systems. Use of these sys-
tems expanding rapidly in privateas
well as National Defense industries.

NATIONWIDE PLACEMENT
service upon completion. You start
at home. Complete training in latest
equipment and techniques.

| EN

17 to 45

NE

IMMEDIATE

TRAINING ror
FACTORY, FIELD or DESK

Many classifications
for a future in

* JET ENGINES

* GAS TURBINE
ENGINES

¢ FUEL INJECTION
SYSTEMS

NO EXPERIENCE NECESSARY
No interference with your present job. If
age 17 to 45, signify interest at once. Mail
coupon today.

RUSH for FULL INFORMATION

| JET ENGINE DIVISION,

Northwest Schools, Inc. Dept. GJ-19
| M East 47th St., New York-17, N.Y.
l Furnish information without obligation to me.
l Name.
| Addr
| City.

L=

RUPTURED

BE FREE FROM TRUSS SLAVERY

Surely you want to THROW AWAY
TRUSSES FOREVER, be rid of Rupture Wor-
ries. Then Why put up with wearing a_griping.
chafing and unsanitary truss. For there is now a
new modern Non-Surgical treatment that is de-
signed to permanently correct rupture. These
Non-Surgical treatments are so certain, that a
Lifetime Certificate of Assurance is given.

Write today for our New FREE Book that
gives facts that may save you painful, expensive
surgery, Tells how non-surgically you may again
work, live, play, love and enjoy life in the man-
ner you desire. Write today—Dept. 47805
£xcelsior Modical Clinic, Excelslor Springs, Mo.

“WITH GOD

All Things Are Possible!”

“Are you_f(acing difficult problems? Peer Heaith? Meney
or Job Troubles? Unhappiness? Drink? Leve or Family
Troubles? Would you like more * Happiness, Suceess
snd ‘‘Good Fertune” In le It you have any of
ihese Problems or others like them. dear (rlend then
here lt 'ondertu N of & remarkasble NEW WAY
OF PRAYER that is helplnf thousands (o (lorluul
new happiness and Jny Just elip this message mew and
mall. wiin your name, address nd 25¢ te oover postage

and handiing. We will rush th FRE E

wenderful NEW_MESSAGE OF
P! alth Y

keep and treasurel

Lifs-Study Fellewship

TOR MEN OMLY ?

. TWE GIRLS LOVE IT Too

EACH DIFFERENT!

MORE THAN 50094655
wly 1BUCK S cx,

LARCH BOOK €O

118 East 28 St., New York 16

80X 5510, NOROTON, CONN. GOLDEN CROSS

ATTENTION! NEW!
DIFFERENT and AMAZING

Solvc the puzzle of the amazing
“‘Turkish’® Puzzle Ring. This ring is
known the world over as the most
unusual puzzle you have ever seen. It
looks like a ring 10 times the $2.00
you have paid for it. Ideal for a party
and betting fun. Men and women of
all ages wear it and startle their friends
with the amazing puzzle of this ring.
Send size or string
$2.00 Ring and instructions
(Includes tax and postage)
Refund in 5 days if not thrilled

G & T Dist., Box 299

Port Tampa, Fla.

JOBS ON SHIPS i

(18-55)
HIGH PAY. Earn while you
lands.

required.
merchants,
liners.
etc. Adventure:

MEN WANTED
Travel to foreign
\Experience not

i Choice jobs:
vachts, luxury
freighters,
Write for FRIIE information.
WORLD-WIDE SEAMEN’S SERVICE
Dept.SM,G.P.0. Box 1445, New York 1, N. Y.

It's Easy to Take Orders 'av
Advertising Book Match el
Every business in town is your pros.
pect. No experience needed; we show
ou how! Millions sold daily! Manu.

ear 'round pres.
t|g¢ opnortunlty with steldy “:

Rusl|
deulls on ‘FREE s-‘ieu Outnt. umplu

MATCH CORPORATION OF AMERICA
Dept.KG 109, 3433-43 W. 48th Place, Chicago 32, IIl.
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NEW INVENTION PROJECTS

100 LIFE-SIZE Pictures

of Hollywood's Loveliost MODELN

in FULL COLOR/

Absolutely lifelike — the loveliest
Hollywood models you ever saw.
Think of it—not 10, not 50, but 100

dazzling full-color LIFE-SIZE PICTURES.
Film-Strip Projector fits any flashlight.
Perfect for parties.
Makes a terrific gift for any man who likes
the better things of life. You must see it to

A quality product.

believe i ORDER SEVERAL!

Film-Strip Projector, complete with exciting témm
film strip of 100 different photos in full color.

CUT OUT COlPON and MAIL TODAY!

THE PRO-JECTOR COMPANY Dept. GK-6
11 E. 47 St., New York 17, N. Y.

Please send me

| enclose §

Film Strip Projectorls), complete
with 16mm film strips of 100 different photos in color.
__in check, cosh, ‘or money-order.

vy IONE_ SVAVE .

Fits in Pocket

Toke it with you onywhere.
No screen required. Use it
indoors or outdoors.

@7 PLAY GUITAR

IN 7 DAYS
DRGET MONEY BACK

Surprise Friends, Relatives. Have
Popularity And FunGalore!
In this introductory offer you get TOP
RADIO GUITARIST ED SALE'S
famous 66 page secret system worth
-$2.75 which positively teaches you
to play a beautiful song the first day
and any song by ear or note in seven
days! Contains 52 photos, 87 finger
placing charts, ete. Shows how to tune, keep time, build
chords, bass runs, dance chords, swing, etc, plus 110
popular and western songs, words and music; a $1.00 Chord
Finder of all the chords used in popular music; a $2.00
Gulhrlsl Book of Knowlodgo—TOTAL VALUE $5.75—
ALL REE for only $2.98. () ONEY Just
name nnd address, pay postman $2 98 plus C. O. 08¢ -
age. (Or send $3.00 with order and I pay nuntue) ame
Guarantea (Sorry, no C. D. PO, FPO or outside
U. 8. A. Canada and Foreign $3. 00 wnh order.)

ED SALE © STUDIO 102-D ¢ BRADLEY BEACH, N. J.

FULL OR PART TIME!

No experience needed to earn Big
Daily Cash Commission plus pre-
miums for both you and your cus-
tomers. Be a direct representative
of the world’'s largest exclusive
manufacturer of advertising Book
Matcheq Every business a prospect

'w Tenorama. Glamour Girls,
Hlllblllles safety serles and dozens
of other styles. All wanted sizes 20,
30, 40stick matches. Quick dally sales,
wsteady repeat business. New FREE

SUPERIOR MATCH CO.
DeptJ | 059,7530 S. 6ri od, Chicage 19

Master Sales Kit makes selling easy.
WRITE TODAY for full detalls,

To Be Set To Music
Send one or more of your best poems
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any
Subject. Immediate Consideration.
Phonograph Records Made

CROWN MUSIC C0.,49 W.32 St.,Studio923, New York 1
50

Your “sexcess” depends on when, where, how,
how much, with whom—and o lot more. It colls
for the right line and the sure touch. And what
you don’t know can hurt you!

EVERY DETAIL PICTURE-CLEAR
Ltay questions, doubts and fears to rest. Get
straightened out ond ‘“‘cued -up’’ with the best-
seling FROM FREUD TO KINSEY, now in its
ninth large printing. All the answers you need
in plain man-and-woman tolk—every detail pic-
ture-cleor! Exciting entertainment from cover to
cover!

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
Order FROM FREUD TO KINSEY in ploin wrapper
now. If not pleased, return it for refund of pur-
chase price. Don't go another night without it

10 DAY TRIAL . mAIl COUPON NOW

| PLAZA IOOI( CO., Dept. K6410

109 Broad 8t., New York 4, Y.

Rush FROM l-‘ltl-‘t D TO KINSEY in plain
wrapper for 10 DAY FREE TRIAL. If not sat-
isfled, 1 get my purvlnw price refunded at once
0O Kend C.0.D. pay postman &1.98 plus

€sta
b | cncfose £1.9%. You pay all postage.

QRY s e Zon Sta
Oanadn t Forelgn—-ﬂo C. o D —lend $2.50

patted the matting and slowly pulled me
down. “I'd like a little fresh air—" I
groaned. She mumbled something and bit
through my ear. Only much later did
she walk with me to the lagoon. The
boat was still there, but ‘my friend Cob
wasn’t. Our entourage commented laugh-
ingly on the short, fat Samoan with ges-
tures, but since Cob wasn’t about, I as-
sumed he’d either come ashore after all
or was sleeping in the cabin. Oddly,
neither Lorasa nor her women swam out.
I sat on the beach beside her, the 300
women around us, while she twined her
strong bronze arms around me again. I
passed out. Two or three times that day,
I awoke to find myself with other women
and my hostess watching the proceedings.

Always, when I awoke, there would be
the coconut juice—followed by about an
hour’s breather. My body was numb, and
my mind terrified. Toward dusk, I was
conducted on a tour of what could be
called Maniliki’'s museum. Skulls, skin
bones, knives, muskets—human skin with
the tattoos still bright stretched to wooden
frames—and a weird assortment of other
grisly objects, comprised Lorasa’s collec-
tion. I tried to keep her absorbed in the
discussion, but it didn’t work. She tired
of walking and pulled me fondly to the
ground. Around us were women, giggling
and moaning in the throes of desire . . .

Pain stabbed my eyes. The drug. Lorasa
wouldn’t let me go. Once, because some
regal business required her presence else-
where, she left me in custody of her royal
guard. Four statuesque six footers. Fan-
tastically gorgeous women they were, with
fantastic appetites, and they all hit me at
once. Had it not been for the merciful
reappearance of Lorasa I'd have surely
died in the attempt. Instead I passed out
for the last time, there being just so much
vitality in the living male even under the
influence of powerful stimulants. I didn’t
last half of my alloted 72 hours.

Regaining consciousness, I was lying
on the floor of the ceremonial hut with
perhaps a third of the island’s population
in attendance for my ceremonial execu-
tion. The nude, lithe, sensual women of
Maniliki were swaying and dancing my
death dance. Lorasa, lovelier than ever,
sat beside me carving at my lighter with
her knife. It was a.short, double-edged
knife, the handle of which was set in real
pearls. As the tempo of the music in-
creased, the beat increased and the writh-
ing became more exciting. Lorasa stop-
ped carving the lighter and slowly drew
the blade across my chest.

Closing my eyes, my hand edged for-
ward along her thighs until I touched the
lighter. 1 felt my own blood spilling down
my ribs as her black hair swished across
my face. The sweat of her body fell on
my face and again I closed my eyes, pray-
ing, trying to grope for the one thing I
wanted. Then I felt it. The racket in the
taupo was so loud that the soft sound of
flint grinding against steel wasn’t heard.
That was all [ needed. I lay there wait-
ing for the screams—and when they came
1 moved—fast. That popui of dried fronds
went up like a bonfire.

Suddenly women shrieked and began
battering themselves to death trying to
squeeze through the narrow door. Lorasa
beside me, jumped up shouting orders. I
could barely see, and my legs felt like
jelly—but when she jerked me up and
lifted me over her shoulders, the gaggle
of frenzied women parted. Outside in the
open air my head seemed to clear. The
popui blazed fiercely, the heat surging
out over the stilted village. Lorasa, more
concerned with- Maniliki now, deposited
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me beside a guard of one, and raced off
to put out the holocaust. I took the guard
out single-handed.

In my condition that was quite an ac-
complishment. I'd never slugged a woman
before, but this one [ hit with all 175
pounds of pretty used-up beef. Then |
crawled, played dead and crawled again
until the smell of the lagoon reached me.
The boat was still there. Sobbing, my
body shrieking with agony, blood spewing
out of an inch deep gash in my chest, 1
lay on the dinghy paddling with both
arms. When I was halfway there 1 began
shouting for Toli. Then 1 passed out
again. Then somehow. [ was in the cabin,
bandaged from side to side, when I felt
something being crammed into my lips.

“No more coconut juice! Please!” |
moaned. “No more——"

“Wake up, Lang! Wake up, boy—this’ll
straighten you out——"

“No more coconut juice!"

“This is Old Grandad, boy,”
soothed. “Come out of it . . .

Didn't I, though! 1 started talking . . .
and 1 kept on talking—through tran-
quilizers and shock injections—ranting my
head off about dead-end island. Nobody
in Samoa doubted my story for a minute.
The only thing they doubted, till I showed
'em the scar, was that I had actually
been there. And even then they called
me a liar just about to my face. Just
about? Hell, they were laughing the rest
of the time! Any man who makes Mani-
liki is as good as dead anyway, they
shrugged me off. Dead men, even in to-
day’s Samoa, don't ‘tell tales—especially
old wives’ tales . . . END

the voice
»

RIDE OF THE
NAKED WARRIORS

(Continued from page 17)

the headland they’d have to pass on the .

right to reach the anchored ships.
Suddenly a searchlight stabbed through
the darkness, bathing them in its bright
glare. Rossetti instantly cut the engine
and the men pressed themselves against
the torpedo, trying to look small. For a
terrifying instant the beam hovered on
their glistening, black-greased faces, and
to them the torpedo seemed as big and
visible as a whale—but then the beam
moved on in its search for intruders.
At last they came to the first of the
chief obstacles—a chain which was strung
on buoys across the harbor mouth. Was
it booby-trapped? Would contact with it
touch off explosives in the buoys or send
warnings to sentries on shore? There was
only one way to find out. With the en-
gine off the two men wrestled the 3,000
pound torpedo across the chain, carefully
guarding the propellors as they shoved
the chain deep enough to slide it across.
The scrape of metal against metal was
like a traitorous shriek to their ears, but
when nothing happened after a five-
minute wait Rossetti started the engine
again and moved to the next chain.
This they successfully hurdled in the
same way, and their next contact came
with the anti-submarine net. This hung
from huge rafts and buoys that jutted
up several feet above the surface, and
the metal meshes were too small to push
the torpedo throueh. Working with wire
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YoUrR Own
USINESS/

»,

ELECTRICAL
«=< APPLIANCE

%% REPAIRING |

SECURITY — INDEPENDENCE
WORK SHORT HOURS

There are millions of- electrical equipment units in
daily use . . . in factories, homes, office buildings and
on ?;rms. Skilled electrical technicians are needed
to keep this equipment in good running condition.
Learn at home in spare time.

You can now BE TRAINED to fill this BIG NEED
... a need that grows day by day because of new
electrical inventions for home and factory.

If you are mechanically inclined, can hold and use
tools, we can give you the training and time-saving
kits that will enable you to . . . Command More
Money at Work . .. A Better Paying Job Elsewhere
... Or A Business Of Your Own!

The ELECTRONIC KIT, a multi-purpose trouble

detector, and other valuable.Shop Met! od Training
ool is sent to you! All instruction material is written
2| in simple, eas -to-understand language, chock full
Dy ' of hundreds o¥demiled photos and drawings. User.
. "':“'.:; .;.m- d‘_% by servicemen the country over.
) worl r B 3
nipysrd and 8% om Y | yre show you how to quickly locate the trouble, how
".'.'lﬁ-' -"‘.":'r“\‘i.c'wm:;g to fix it and what to charge. ALSO, how to solicit
2,‘.?;"3‘1.':—3"“" HenlYs § 1 ociness and keep business coming to you.
it Get Full Facts on how you can get this training at
home in your spare time and pay for it out of your

W‘ ' while le: 1
gﬁ & L

FREE BOOK
On America’s (astest growing Industry

Bentlemen:
Please rush me

Kit an
while learning.

' NAME

NN .

NN

2
7%

IN YOUR OWN
KITCHEN,
BASEMENT,
OR GARAGE

You don't need elab-
orate fixtures or ex-
pensive equipment to
be a successful re-
pairman. Work as
many hours as you
wish. The Electrical

* Appliance Techniclan

1s his own boss!

$5.00 - $6.00
HOUR

often charged for
riaking ordinary re-
pairs. We show you
how to repair refrig-
erators, vacuum
cleaners, washing
machines, motors,
etc., etc.

AGE IS NO
BARRIER
Nor is a minor physi-
cal handicap. Work is
Mght, pleasant and
PROFITABLE.

---------------.
MRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. A.838
3214 W. Lawrence Ave., Chicago 25, iil.

ur FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK about

yo
liance Bervicing, facts on your Electronic
Electrlc; %"’ Icorm for paying later from earnings

Age.

§ ADDRESS
8 cry

e Zone___State___
- I S IS S S I N .= .
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NEW! European Air Rifle

B 1 ok T /PR Iy 2 g
L

; $q o0/ giﬂ -
X K;?\; all for ' 4 4 2y
‘@z’rﬁ’u ]u“' .‘ = 1,
el 100 Dolls made of genumei,_ﬂ 4
K 1" Styrene plastic and hard syn-¢% 0
y “{ thetic rubber only $1 for en-}
1 tire set. You get BABY DOLLS,#
‘ f NURSE DOLLS, DANCING DOLLS,
COWBOY DOLLS, BRIDE DOLLS, ST

s SRIDE DOLL e
N and many more in Lilliputian e
\}' cuteness. And made not_of EMPIRE"

aper or rags but of STYRENE!
X glaps(ic and hard synthetic rub-|
ber. If you don't go wild over,
them your money will be~

AIR RIFLE

]00 Little Dolls ; with RIFLED unnsu

romptly refunded. Send $1.00¢y
0yt Blusnzgc for postage and-'\l;
handling for each set of 100

parts,

« 3
o : 100 Dol {4/
/. (| i ou_order to: o
4 5ol ggl_'sn{p;GK.A,Qll E. 47 st -! /:‘\4 marksmanship. Yet ammunition
3 New York 17, N. Y. & v 74 for hours for only pennies.
o S > g s needed. No pumping. ‘‘Empire’s’’
i "‘ ‘\W 9;» {‘!“B’ ‘% g, ‘ / pensive English double rifies.
=3 X & o s ful air compressor piston.

handling. Pellets $3.95 per thousand. Darts 72 for
Money-back guarantee of quality and performnance.

ONLY$995

® Precision Built
® .177 Rified Barrel
e For Target
Practice
@ Kills Small Game
® Adjustable Rear
Sight
® A Man's Rifle

X Developed in one of KEurope’s great tirearins factories, this
\(f is a8 quality. preclsion-made rifle—perfect for target prac-
1 tice and small game. Shoots tight group that will test your

is so cheap you can shoot

No expensive gas cylinders

action opens like ex-

Opening action cocks power-
You insert pellet, snap closed
and vou are ready for a high-powered, silent shot. All-steel
Hardwood stock. Only $9.95 plus $1 for shippin

and
2.69.
Not

Givefothe

AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY

sold to minors or in N.Y.C. Send order to

EMPIRE MDS@. CO, D0crtOK-2'' & ¢ St

New York 17. N. Y

S



Each CHARGE-OL Tablet contains:
Vitamin A 12,500 USP Units
Vitamin B, 10 mg.
Vitamin B, 5 mg.
Vitamin C 75 mg.
Vitamin D 1,000 USP Units
Niacinamide 20 mg.
Calcium Pantothenate 5 mg.
Vitamin B, 0.5 mg.
Vitamin E 5 Int. Units
Powdered Whole

Dried Liver 10 mg.
Dried Debittered

Brewer’s Yeast 10 mg.
Choline Dihydrogen

Citrate 20 mg.
Inosital 20 mg.
di-Methionine 20 mg.
Folic Acid 0.25 mg.
Vitamin B, 3 meg.
Vitamin K | mg.
iron 100 me.
Calcium 46.58 mg.
Phosphorus 36 mg.
lodine 0.15 mg.
Magnesium 7.2 mg.
Copper 5 mg.
Manganese 3.4 me.
Cobalt 0.2 me.
Potassium 1.3 mg.
2ine 3 mg.
Molybdenum i mg.

% Min,

Daity
Req.
312
1000
418
250
250
200

e
e

-

.
&

*
s
*e

Minimum Daily Requirements not established.

Need in Human Nutrition not established.

100 TIRED
T0 ENJOY LIFE?

To you men who are past 35: Have you forgotten
how it was to have fun? Do you come home
dead on your feet? Do you find your wife and
family full of vitality, ready to receive you, only

time? If this is so, if you don’t have the bounce,
the zest, the verve that a man of your age
should have, then your condition may be caused
by an easily corrected VITAMIN— MINERAL
DEFICIENCY!

You'll never know how much more vitality and
strength you can have until you have tried
powerful HIGH POTENCY CHARGE-OL Tablets —
the little pill that's just what you have been
waiting for — the plll that may give you the
power to ‘“‘stay with it”. You too may soon say
“It's the smartest thing | ever did. It made me
feel strong and peppier than | have felt for a

time.
ERGE OL Tablets are powerful high potency
VITAMIN MINERAL tablets with LIPOTROPIC
;ﬁcTORs Regular Supply $2.98 ppd. Giant Size

Amem:an Vitamins, Dept. GK-1
11 E. 47 St, New York 17, N. Y.

Rush my CHARGE-OL Tablets by return mail.

| enclose $2.98 for Regular supply
| enclose $4.95 for Giant Size

to welcome a husband and father old before his °

Address.

City 2one State

Sorry, no C.0.D. orders accepted.

New hair grew

on my bald head

SEE PAGE

My name is John Winters and “‘nerves’’ made my life
miserable. So compare my ering with yours and be
prepared to hear the hagpie:t news in ynn—{or men
and women of all ages. Yes, 1 suffered with the agony
that so often builds up from simple nervous distress—
tensions. fears. anxiety—jitters., quivers, flutters, head-
aches, loss of sleep and appetite. No ooe seemed (o
sode . 1 was growing older, worried about family.
job, money hnl(h-ulnm trantic at times! I tried so
m.lny ﬁ Then one day I consulted a famous
or in New York. He told me about an amaring
new discovery—new and different, the safest
and matest ol its kind in his long experience. I am so
happy 1 wnm everv one who suffers to know about this
wonderlnl
for M"wel

Please send

l’ll make you a free gift
John Winters, Apt. 3710,

1 help for feeling calm lll day—-
I al night—for feeling free the fear
your name and addreu and

of this mosl welcom:
313 E. 53 St., NY 22. NY

e ks e RRVER G0 Beck. 7074, KARGA S, SHED

SHINE Il'llOl'l' ‘POLISH’

-t 0 h"t.lllllﬂ‘
' L]

PLES FOR 'I’RIAI.

| SONG POEMS Wanted

We specialize in Hill, Folk, Western,
Religious, Popular, and I.ove songs.
Send your poems for prompt FREE
examination and details.

PHONOGRAPH RECORDS MADE

MUSIC CITY SONGCRAFTERS, Studio Y

BOX 6145, ACKLEN STATION, NASHVILLE, TENN.

52

Givefothe

AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY

GOVERNMENT OIL LEASES
LOW AS $1 PER ACRE

You do no drilling, pay no taxes, may realize &
king-size profit, without ever leaving home. Free
map and booklet. Write to

AMERICAN OIL SCOUTS, Dept. SG
7321 Beverly Blvd. Los Angeles 46, Calif.

cutters that threatened at any moment to
slip from his hand, Paolucci cut a gap
in the net about four feet below the sur-
face. Now they had to risk starting the
engine in order to be able to let the
planes submerge the torpedo and carry
her through. The whole harbor seemed
deathly quiet as the props whirred, but
they made it through the net and risked
riding on top of the torpedo until they
came to a barrier of floating timbers
surmounted by three-foot-high spikes.

All around the timbers floated gas
cans tied close to each other to make a
racket if anything distrubed them.

Fortunately for the Italians the cans
were useless as warnings when the sea
was rough, and under the protection of
their clatter they were able to ride the
submerged torpedo right under the bar-
rier and 100 yards beyond—which was as
long as they could hold their breaths.

They were inside the harbor now, and
they could make out the fleeting shapes
of patrol boats whipping around in their
endless search for trouble. The dark
silhouettes of the big warships began to
take identifiable shape, and when he saw
the great shadow of the Viribus Unitis
Rossetti grabbed Paolucci’s arm so hard
he almost ripped the rubber suit.

“There she is!” he said hoarsely.

They cut the engine and rested awhile,
knowing that from now on they would
have only limited use of the engine and
would have to push the torp to the tar-
get for fear of being heard.

“She’s beautiful!” Rossetti whispered
after examining every telltale feature of
the shadowy capital ship to make sure
that it was indeed the Viribus Unitis.

Paolucci couldn’t stifle a chuckle.
“Beautiful? I don’t think you mean that
the way it sounds.”

There was still considerable distance to
go, and they knew their mission was
quickly approaching its most dangerous
point. The patrol boats sped closer now,
and seemed to circle the big warships in
an established pattern. The frogmen could
make out the Prinz Eugen some distance
beyond the Viribus Unitis, and a number
of cruisers.

Pushing, swimming and occasionally

| resting, they brought the torpedo close to

the lanes where the patrol boats raced
by with methodical regularity. There was
no danger now from the shore search-
lights, since they wouldn’t risk lighting
up their own ships, but now the danger
of discovery was increased because of
the night-duty watches aboard the ships
anchored along the route to their target.
Push. Swim a little. Drag the torpedo a
few yards. Stop, look, and listen fear-
fully. Push. Swim. And on and on, pro-
gress agonizingly slow. Rossetti learned
they’d been in the water almost six hours
when he consulted the luminous watch
he kept in a glass case tied to his neck
inside his suit. It was past the time they’d
scheduled for the delivery of the warhead.

But now, if they could slip past the
patrolling speedboats, they’d have it
made. The big target, the Viribus Unitis,
couldn’t be more than half an hour away.

Fate favored them at this point, be-
cause the patrol boat suddenly changed
its routine, and veered off in the direction
of the Prinz Eugen. As he offered up a
silent prayer, Rossetti studied the lay of
the anchored fleet, noting the outlines of
the Franz Ferdinand, Zriny, Radetzky,
and Erzherzog, and planned his course
to the Viribus.

“All right, Raffaele,” he said to Pao-
lucci, patting his friend’s shoulder. “Let’s
go—and God go with us.”

MAN’'S CONQUEST
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“We’re going to make it, comrade,
Paolucci said fervently.

The push-swim-drag ordeal continued,
but now progress seemed tangible as the
shape of the warship loomed larger and
larger. Despite the cold and the wind-
whipped waves, Rossetti could almost feel
beads of perspiration on his forehead as
they drew nearer and nearer. Now, there
could be no such thing as failure—as if
that thought had ever really been enter-
tained as anything but a remote possi-
bility. This, Rossetti felt, would be the
climax of his whole navy career, the
justification, perhaps, of his living.

In war, some men seek to prove them-
selves, others to defend or vindicate an
ideal. Still others are motivated by hatred
and revenge, while a precious few just go
through the motions, feeling nothing.
There were two things uppermost in
Rossetti’s mind as he and Paolucci pushed
through the water silently, dreading every
sound, fearing every splash in the lapping
waves, apprehensive of the sentries who
could be heard treading the steel decks
of the warship. One was that the good
name of Italy, which had been maligned
in the world’s eyes when her armies were
disastrously routed at Caporetto, would
be restored. The other was that his secret
weapon, which had been the object of
scorn, suspicion, and ridicule, would
prove itself.

As they came alongsnde the Viribus
Unitis Rossetti was suddenly aware that
the torpedo had gone logy, and was slow-
ly but steadily sinking. Desperately he
fiddled with valves and levers, trying to
locate the trouble, until at last he found
that an intake valve had been knocked
loose by the constant battering the tor-
pedo had taken while being dragged
through all the obstacles. Quickly he
tightened it, twisted another valve, and
the torpedo came back to an even keel

Now for the staggering job for which
they’d trained with weights in the lagoon
waters off Venice. After setting the timing
devices on the forward barrel of the war-
head, Rossetti undid the clamps that held
it to its companion, and then gave Pao-
lucci the end of a two-fathom cable
which was riveted to the barrel. Paolucci
swung the cable over the torpedo, holding
it tight as Rossetti grasped the 400-pound
charge to his chest and descended.

With Paolucci snubbing on the cable,
Rossetti was free to explore the ship’s
side with one hand, seeking a likely
place to attach the charge. It was past
4:00 a.m. now, and dawn would be
breaking at 4:37, so this was no time for
trial and error.

Signalling by jerks on the cable, he
descended almost to the limit of its
length, when he found a couple of pro-
jecting flanges which were ideal attach-
ments for the warhead. His lungs near
the bursting point, he signalled he was
coming up, and popped through the sur-
face a moment later. Gulping a lungful
of air, he went down again, and this
time found one of the clamps stuck as
he wrestled the mine into position. Again
he had to go up, to get Paolucci’s wire
cutters to use as a lever in the eye of the
clamp.

At last the warhead was clamped
against the ship’s.side, and he set the
timer for 6:30 a.m. He was dizzy from
lack of air but he checked everything to
make sure there were no snags. He rea-
lized, suddenly, that the cable was dan-
gling in the water and he hadn’t signalled
Paolucci to let go of it. What could have
happened to his comrade?

When he got to the surface Paolucci
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was nowhere near the ship’s side, where
he’d left him. As he sighted along the
ship he saw what had happened; the war-
ship had swung with a change of current
and Paolucci had been swept away from
the vessel. Instantly he started swimming
in the direction the current would have
taken his buddy. Every few strokes he
stopped and looked for a dark blob on
the surface, and when he didn’t see any-
thing, he swam some more, veering in
the direction of the after end of the ship.
He was well away from the Viribus
Unitis, out in the main stream, when he
suddenly spotted Paolucci who had al-
most decided to start the engine in spite
of the nearness of many warships.

In a few powerful strokes, Rossetti
made it to the torpedo.

“How did it go?” Paolucci whispered.

“Only so-so,” Rossetti said. “We'll
know better at 6:30. Now let’s get this
one placed—we’ve only got about ten
minutes before dawn.”

But now, not daring to start the en-
gine, they found themselves at the mercy
of powerful currents. They were swept
under the transom of a big troopship,
narrowly missing the rudder-post, and
then swung spinning with the torpedo in
a small whirlpool filled with garbage.
After a couple of seconds they whirled
out of this, the torpedo skippering them

instead of vice-versa, and the two men

were pulled back toward the Prinz Eugen.
Dawn had broken unspectacularly, for it
was another gray and misty day, and
presently they heard bugles blowing rev-
eille throughout the anchored fleet. Ten
minutes later decks rang with pounding
feet and the cries of CPOs and officers
filled the air.

“If we can only get to the Prinz
Eugen——" Paolucci began.

“We can’t go anywhere we’re not
dragged,” Rossetti whispered back. “We
can’t pick a course.” Then an idea came
to him; he suddenly remembered a “last-
resort” maneuver he’d thought out in the
early stages of the manned-torpedo ex-
periment, but which he’d discarded when
his growing confidence told him there
could be no failure. Rossetti fiddled with
some valves and a length of flexible
copper tubing on the torpedo’s side, stick-
ing one end of the tube into the metal
cannister containing the dynamite. He
turned the valve, and compressed air
went into the barrel.

“We don’t want them to know a damn
thing about this torpedo,” Rossetti whis-

pered. “As soon as I free the warhead,
turn the immersion valve on your side.”

Less than a minute later the warhead,
now buoyant, went floating off, and once
Paolucci turned the designated valve the
torpedo sank from view, and went on to
the bottom. The two frogmen then began
swimming for shore.

But by now the gray dawn had become
considerably lighter, and as they swam
along there was a sudden yell from a
look-out on one of the ships. Several
slugs hit the water around them before
they heard the shots. They’d been spotted,
and there was no use doing anything but
treading water .and waiting. ]

Yells came from the decks of ships
all around them now, and suddenly a
four-oared gig pulled away from the ac-
commodation ladder of a nearby evssel.
But the gig didn’t reach them; a patrol
boat dashed around the stern of the
Radetzky, backwatered fiercely as it
pulled up to them, and at gunpoint the
two men were hauled aboard. The boat
raced off at full speed, and a few minutes
later whipped up to the accommodation
ladder of one of the capital ships.

It was the Viribus Unitis, to which
Rossetti had attached a warhead set to
blow up at 6:30!

Once aboard the warship, the two
frogmen, who’d revealed they were
Italian officers, were brought before Cap-
tain Ianko Vukovic de Podkapelski for
questioning. Eyeing their rubber suits, he
knew they’d been up to some destructive
mission, but what, he couldn’t imagine.
It did no good to question the frogmen,
who speculatively eyed the clock as it
moved from 5:40 to 6:00 to 6:10.

At last Rossetti broke his silence. He
was grateful to the captain, who could
have had them taken out and summarily
shot since they were not in any recog-
nizable uniform. “Sir—let me urge you
to get your men, off this ship as quickly
as possible. There’s a mine attached to
her hull-and you’ve only twenty minutes
left.” It was too late, of course, to search
for the warhead, so the captain had to
take the men’s word for it.

He instantly barked commands over
his telephone, ordering all boats and
rafts lowered. It was typical of the man
that he called the engine room first,
which was the most dangerous spot at
the moment, and the bridge where the
officers were, last. The two Italians, the
captain, and his exec were still in the
captain’s quarters at 6:28.

“You’d better take the prisoners out
onto deck,” Vukovic told his exec. By
this time Rossetti had told him all about
their manned-torpedo and how they had
brought it through the multiple defenses.
“They are—though we might not like it—
men of great courage.”

Six twenty-nine. They hurried out onto
deck, but there was such a crowding of
sailors for the boats that they couldn’t
get through. Rossetti pulled out his
watch, the waterproofed one by which
he’d timed the bomb. 6:30.

Nothing happened.

Nor did anything happen at 6:35 as
they finally got to a boat and pulled
away. Failure, Rossetti cursed. After all
they had gone through. But suddenly
there was a dull boom off to the star-
board, and they saw flames leaping from

. a warship half a mile away.

“The Wien!” someone shouted, and
Rossetti knew that the free-floating war-
head he’d made buoyant had found its
mark in one of Austria’s finest cruisers.

It was something, at any rate.

But there was one more surprise to
come, for suddenly there was a concus-
sion, a boom, and a splash of flame as
the Viribus Unitis belched smoke. Ros-
setti sighed. The timer may have been
late—but it had worked. Men around
them cried as the pride of the Austrian
navy heaved, settled on its side, fell on
its beam and sank slowly by the bow.

With her went Captain Vukovic, who
had saved their lives.

Twelve days later came the Armistice,
and after the two prisoners-of-war were
returned to Italy they were paraded
through Rome as national heroes, and
given their country’s highest honors. The
men felt that they had truly restored
Italy’s name to a place of honor among
the nations of the world.

Rossetti was brought before King Vic-
tor Emmanuel III to whom he personally
recounted his exploits'in Pola Harbor.
For his heroic service to his country, the
}(ing awarded Rossetti a gift of 650,000
ira.

Two days later, the gallant frogman -
boarded a train for Austria. Making his
way to Vienna, Captain Rossetti located
the widow of Captain Vukovic, the skip-
per who had gone down with his ship,
the Viribus Unitis. Telling the grieving
woman who he was, Rossetti then paid
tribute to the man who saved his life—
he gave his 650,000 lira to the widow of
Captain Vukovic, the enemy who had
been his friend. 2 END

MISTRESS OF THE

SUNDANCE KID

(Gontinued from page 21)

really noticeable. “Hi, Bub!” he told
the startled waiter. “What’s a fella do
to get some fodder around here?”

A half hour later the smiling young
man glanced up and saw a handsome
couple entering the restaurant. The man
was perhaps an inch taller than he: five
eight or nine, but his slenderness, coupled
with the silk top hat he sported, made
him appear closer to six feet. He too
wore a well-tailored Prince Albert and
his trousers were a pearl and gray stripe,
and below them his shoes were narrow
and pointed. The man had an alert face
with burning eyes and a small, neat mus-
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tache which accentuated a slightly hawk-
like nose. On his arm was a lovely girl
of about 27. “Good God!” said the man
at the table under his breath.

When the newcomers spotted him the
man waved off the maitre d’ and came
toward his table, the tall man smil-
ing and the girl looking beautiful and
demure, but with her brown eyes alive
with interest.

“Why Jim Ryan!” said her companion
shifting his gloves and cane to the left
hand and extending the other.

The blond man stood up smiling even
more broadly. “Mr. Place!”

When they had shaken hands the man
turned to the girl and said: “My dear,
this is Mr. James Rvan. Jim—I'd like you
to meet my wife, Etta!”

For only an instant the blond man’s
smile sagged as he stared at the brunette,
and then he recovered. “Why how nice!
How very nice . . . So this is Mrs. Place!
Why, doggone you, Harry. This sure
comes as a surprise! Sit down!”

It had come as a surprise, all right.
He sat there talking with the two, but
his mind wasn’t on discussions about
New York weather. His mind was on the
girl, and on what it would mean to his
plans: If she wasn’t Harry’s wife, why
in hell had Harry introduced her that
way?

He smiled and got up. “Mrs. Place, I
wonder if you’ll excuse me and Harry
here. We gotta pick out a couple of
good cigars.”

Harry looked up surprised. “We can
order ’em,” he said.

“Nope, Harry. Can’t trust them wait-
ers—not here. C’mon.”

But he didn’t walk to the cigar coun-
ter. He walked in to the men’s room and,
after making sure they were alone, turned
to his friend. “Okay, Sundance. What
the hell’s all this about?”

The Sundance Kid grinned. “I told
you, Butch. She’s my wife.”

“All legal and like?”

“Well . . . not legal. But don’t go
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produced real diamonds from crystals
of carbon.

These di unfortunately were

\\\\\\‘,\.m
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\" ¢ /”X\“,

never made in larger size than small

grains or pebbles for indus..:al use,
and are made today for use by in-
dustry only.

NEW WONDER CORINTHIA GEM

However, even the mighty cartel
itself was not powerful enough to pre-
vent the creation and introduction of
the amazing Corinthia Gem, the most
fabulously brilliant man-made gem on
the market today. ¥.very Corinthia Gem
has the same expertly cut facets, the
same brilllance and the same magni-
ficence that you find in real diamonds
of comparable size. The refractive
light actually is higher than in natural
diamonds costing thousands of dollars
more !

SET IN SOLID 14 CARAT GOLD RING

Every 2 (arat Corinthia Gem de-
mands a striking setting . . . and that
is exactly what you get! A guaranteed
14 CARAT SOLID GOLD RING, in
white or yellow gold! This is no ‘‘gold
plated”’ imitation . . . no silver base
or cheap metal adjustable setting. This
is an exquisite piece of iine jewelry
you'll he proud to own . . . proud to
show! Yes, we guarantee you will be
more than pleased ou will
be LO\[PLLTLLY SATISFILD or
YOUR MONEY BACK!

..A Genuine UCARAT Solid Gold Ring
Wlth a Full ZCARAT Corinthia Gem®

The miracle of Science brings

you the magnificence of
the new CORINTHIA GEM®

$

00

ONLY DOWN

PAY ONLY $1.235 WEEIKLY

DELIVERED ANYWHERE IN U.S.A..
NO SALESMAN WILL CALL

ONLY $1 DOWN — $1.25 WEEKLY!

And this is the sensational feature
of this offering! You can have your
ring IMMEDIATELY for only $1.00
down with order, and then only $5.00
per month until balance is paid.
That's right . . . just send a single
dollar now with your order, and your
ring size, then pay postman your first
monthly payment of $5.00 when he
delivers your ring. ONLY $69.93, plus
$6.99 Federal Tax and small credit
service charge of only $4.06 . . . all
included in your monthly payments.

Compare your Corinthia Gem with
any real diamond of the same size.
Only an expert will tell you the dif-
ference. You get a “$1500.00 look’
for only $69.95! And you buy with
our MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE!

MAIL ND-RISK ORDER NOW!

Take advantage of this wonderful
offer right now! Just fill in order-
coupon on bottom of this page and
mail with only $1.00. Be certain o
give your ring size, We’'ll see to it
that your ring is sent to you immedi-
ately. Remember . . . you must be
thrillingly satistied in every way . . .
or your money refunded within 10
days of delivery . . . no questions
asked! Rush your order NOW!

Qur ARISTOCRAT is a real he-man'’s ring, in uncondi-
tionally guaranteed 14 carat solid gold, and also
set with a full 2 carat size CORINTHIA GEM to
give a truly affluent look. Whatever finger you wear
it on this masculine ring will add so much to your
personal appearance! Yes . .. just $1.00 down with
order, then only $5.00 monthly until paid! Full price
is only $69.95, plus $6.99 Federal Tax.

FREE 10 DAY TRIAL OFFER - YOU RISK NOTHING ON OUR MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE

Yes...

without any risk whatever you tan convince yourself that nothing loveller or richer could adorn your hand than the

wearing of a Deautiful full 2 carat CORINTIIIA GEM. in its own custom mounted 14 carat solid gold ring. Whether it be

RISK! Then decide for yourself!

FOR ANY REASON WHATSOEVER. . .
WILL B¥ REFUNDED IN FULIL!

DELIVERY AND YOUR MONEY
KEVERYTHING TO GAIN!

| a gorgeous woman's LADY SOLITAIRE, or a man's ARISTOCRAT design, you will indeed be proud to own it. 8how it to
your friends. See if they can even guess the value of your, CORINTHIA GEM! Keep your ring for 10 days. ..

YOU MAY RETURN YOUR RING TO US WITHIN 10 DAYS AFTER
YOU

at OUR

HAVE NOTHING TO LOSE AND

EASY WAY TO DETERMINE YOUR RING SIZE

Simply take & piece of siring, or a narrow strip of paper,
and wrap around finger. Cut, or mark off from beginning
o end, and then siretch out beneath the measuring scale
below. Beginning with one end at A, size will be that
which shows at other end, under number. Note this size

WE CHALLENGE ANYO“E TO TELL THE DIFFERENCE

WITHOUT A JEWELER'S LOUPE*

This is genuine 2 Carat
diamond, set in 14 K. solid
gold ring. Cost . . .
plus $150.00 tex.

This is genuine 2 Carat
diamond, set in 14 K. solid
gold ring. Cost . .. $1500.00
plus $150.00 tax.

MAN’S CONQUEST

This is remarkable 2 Carat
CORINTHIA GEM, set in
14 K. solidgoldring . .

only $69.95 plus $6.99 tex.

cosl,

{(* DIAMOND INSPECTION MAGNIFIER}

This is fabulous 2 Carat
CORINTHIA GEM, set in
14 K. solid goldring . . . cost,

$1500.00
only $69.95 plus $6.99 tex.

in your order.
1234567891011121314 g =
A (START| FETTTTTTTTTTTT [ g1500.00 $69.95 $1500.00 su 95
MAIL THIS NO-RISK ORDER NOW FOR IMMEDIATE DELIVERY!

‘CORMTIA GEIM COMPANY Dept GK-4 | ____ __ — — —— T THIS INFORMATION FOR OUR OWN CONFIDENTIAL USE ONLY. jl
11 East 47th St., New York 17, N. Y. | WANT [ LADIES RING  [J MAN'S RING i

I'm convinced. Send me by return mail my ftull 2 Carat WHITE GOLD YELLOW GOLD SIZE . ...
size CORINTHIA GEM expartly se! in & genuine 14 Carat o g EMPLOYED BY..........o e :
solid gold ring ADDRESSESG |30 -5 10y o o e Sl o el L e

It is thoroughly understood thet | may un: b;sk‘my FULL NAME :
ring for @ complete refund of all my money within ays o
ofter receiving it il | 3o desire . . . no questions asked. | ADDRESS HUSBAND OR WIFE'S NAME.. . .. .. . .. ... |
must be completely satislied . . . or it costs me nothing! City, TCONE L STATEL:. O -0 iy EMPLOYED BY |

Encibsed:isi$1001a3 daiwrpayment snd]l 4gre8 toigive- 1" <. = o Fis =& RS TR TG T s o LA L e N R R e e |
the postman my first monthly payment of $5.00 when he P.S. It you prefer to save the usual C.O.D. postage charges ADDRESS e a & B, o vt 1 oy e AR e, e al Rl e g |
delivers- my ring Thereafter | will pay $5.00 per month then enclose your first monthly payment of $5.00 with order.
for the following 15 months. Excise tex and credit service ﬂ::al would be $6.00 - then make next peyment 30 days |
charge of $4.06 is already included in payments. ) SIGNATURE ... ......ccocvmminemnancne J



SAVE 75% on WORK CLOTHES!

Terrific Values You'’ve Got To See To Believe!

-«W. SHIRTS 79¢
\ / ’ 4 for $2.99

What a buy! Made to sell for
2.99. Now, get 4 for the price of
one! Tho used, they're washed,
steriiized, pressed, and ready
for long, tough weer! In blue,
fan or green.

Send neck size, Ts? and 2ad color
choice.

PANTS 99¢

to match 4 for $3.75

Think of i Heavy-duty ceffon
twill pants that sold for 3.85{
Now, fully reconditioned and
yours at this rock-bottom
Send waist measure and inside leg
length.

GAI.CO SALES

CO. Depl'. 10410

7120 HARVARD AVENUE
L L L L L L L L L e L QN

MEN'’S COVERALLS
T 1 $2.29
;:'l'ncnywllu:l ‘I‘I:; 3 for $6.75
best made. Sold for 6.95. Now . ..

wowl . . . what savings|
Send chest measuremeat.

Unlined WORK 99¢
JACKETS 3 for $2.75

Popular Eisenhower type. Four
pockets. Heavy-weight twill. In
good, solid condiion for plenty
of mg‘t:d wearl Blue only.
measurement.

SHOP COATS=Like brand newl
Send ches? measurement.

s1.79

3 for $5.00
LADIES’ COVERALLS=—Though 3' ‘9
used, in perfect conditionl °
Send dress size. 3 for $4.00

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. . . if not safisfied!
That's our way of doing business! You can’t losel
So order TODAY. Send $1.00 deposit on C.0.D.
orders. Add 25¢ for postoge on prepaid orders.

e CLEVELAND 5, OHIO

NEW .22 REVOLVER ...$13.95

Excellent for target, plinking or defense. Thousands sold. This
new 6-shot Roseo Vest Pocket revolver is a tight, accurate, well-
made piece. 2%2" Bbl., 5” overall, Fires popular .22 short ammo.
Features side gate loadmz hair trigger adjustment, screw-in
ejector rod. Has steel rifled barrel with blade front sight. Nor-
mally sold in $28-835 range, NOW ONLY $13.95. Leather holster
$2.25, .22 short ball ammo $1 for 100 rds. Shipped F.0.B. Los
Angeles, express charges collect. Send cash, check or M.O. Sorry,
no C.0.D.’s. For fast service, enclose signed statement: ‘I am
mot an alien, have never been convicted of a crime of vxolcncc am
not under indictment or a fugitive. I am 1.8 years or over.” (Res.
of Mo, Mich., N .C. must enclose police permit with
order.) Calif. res. must purchase gun in our store.

SEAPORT TRADERS, INC., Dept. SM-10
1221 So. Grand Ave. Los Angeles 15, Calif.

DEVELOP A STRONG

HE-MAN VOICE

ﬁ STRENGHTEN your voice
thistestedscientificway.Yes
—you may now beableto im-
prove the POWER of your
epeaking and singing voice—

and in the privacy of your own room!

l%elf training legsons mostly silent.
lomusicrequire

WRITE TODAY FOR FREE BOOK

Eugene Feuchtinger’s great booklet ‘““How to Develop

a Successful Voice.”” It’s absolutely FREE! You must

state vour age. Booklet mailed postpaid in plain wrap-

per. Nosalesman will call. Send your name, age now!

PREFECT VOICE INSTITUTE
210 S. Clinton St., StudioKR-79, Chicazo 6, Hll.

A

EARN B I G SAVE

SPEND ENJOY

Enjoy the prestige & pleasure of being an American
abroad on a fabulous salary. We tell you: whete to work;
the companies to work for; how to get the job. Send $1.

VISION, BOX 551BB, NORTH NEW WYDE PARK, N. Y.

1 suffered agonizing attacks for over 20 years, including
sciatica. 1 used at least five doctors and tried every-
thing. Nothing really helped very much. Then a friend,
acquainted in scientific medical circles, told me about a
wonderful new kind of medicine for the awful pains of
arthritis, rheumatism, lumbago and neuritis.

I am so grateful that I feel duty bound to share my new-
found secret of comfort and happiness with others. Please
write me today. No obligation whatsoever. I just want to
do for others whut I'd want done for me. Please write now.

Paul McCoy, Apt. 1610, 11 W. 42 St,, N.Y. 36, N.Y.

AN

Rus# HEALTH BELT
with money-back guarantee!

also available

CADET MODEL #908
with 10" width, EXTRA STOMACH
SUPPORT, DETACHABLE fly-front

POUCH, and FREE extra pouch
ONLY 4.98
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NAME

CITY & ZONE

[J We pay postage if you pay now. Add 3%

City Sales tax in N. Y. C.
---—-—_—_----

|}

|

1

|

1

1
ADDRESS [ ]
[ |

[ ]

1
- |

GE F YOUR APPEARANCE INSTANT, ry

LOOK YOUNGER AND INCHES SLIMMER!
RELIEVE YOUR ACHING BACK ‘her firm sus;

CONTROLLING
SLIMLINE

adjusts to your own exact dimensions giving you
a smooth, even appearance—you’ll look like a
new man instantly! You should feel years younger!
MIRACULOUS CONTROL of Slimline instantly rem-
edies the
refunded! FEATURES non roll top—adjustable leg
straps. Sizes 26’' thru 50"

Style #909: Order with money-
i back guarantee! Just pay postman
plus C.0.D. charges.

MAGIC-MOLD, Dept. S8H
473 Livonia Av., Bklyn. 7, N. Y.
[] Style #909—$2.98

[J Style #909—2 for §5
O Style #903—$4.98 with free pouch

HEALTH BELT

“bay window’ appearance or money

My waist measure is____ __ _

STATE___

getting Etta wrong. She ain’t none of
Fanny Porter’s meat. This girl’s real class.
She was even a schoolteacher once!”

“A schoolteacher!” said Butch Cassidy
flabbergasted. “What the hell kind of a
hairpin is that to bring around? Are you
forgetting—we're sailing for South Ameri-
ca in three weeks!”

“When we do, Etta’s going with us,”
said the Sundance Kid.

“Like hell she is!” Butch said, his eyes
narrowing. “What are you trying to do—
queer this deal?” He looked at Sundance,
who stared back angrily. “Look bucko—
we’re one step ahead of the law and those
nosey Pinkertons. Back home the Hole-
in-the-Wall gang is just something peo-
ple talk about now. Lonny Logan’s gone,
Flat Nose Curry, Harry Tracy, Sam
Ketchum—all stiff with bullets in them.
But you and me—living high off the hog
in New York City, with twenty thousand
each and tickets for Argentina in our
wallets—and you're willing to dump it
all for a fancy skirt. Like hell you will!”

“Like hell I won’t!” said the Sundance
Kid. “I'm saying this just once more—like
it or lump it: Either she goes, or I stay!”

“Why?” said Butch exasperated.

Harry Longbaugh, the Sundance Kid,

looked at him steadily. “Butch, you never
been much for the gals. You're all busi-
ness—all brains and fight. But I ain’t cut
that way. I don’t like sleeping alone.
But it’s even more this time. I'm just
plain stuck on Etta. Ever since I first
laid eyes on her, I was stuck fast. I just
can’t go without her, Butch.”
"~ Butch Cassidy looked at the man
who’d been his pal through countless
gunfights and robberies and chases by
the law. He knew Harry Longbaugh’s
worth. Without him their plan to hole
up in South America was out the win-
dow. He couldn’t let it happen just be-
cause of some fancy jane, no matter
who she might be. He rubbed his broad
chin, then laughed. “Okay, guess she
goes.”

“Thanks, Butch,” the Sundance Kid
said relaxing. “Lissen, you won’t have no
cause to regret it. She’s a good kid. Etta’s
no chippy.

“She’s not stupid, partner. She’s
loaded upstairs. Smart as you, almost.
And she keeps her mouth shut, too.”

“Just who is she, anyway?” said Butch.
“I mean—really?”

Harry shrugged, “Who
knows?”

“You mean to tell me you don’t know
that?”

“That's what I mean. She won't tell
me anything. Except that she’s twenty-
seven and was a schoolteacher, and that
she’s willing to stick by me. That’s all.
Far as I know she was born just like
I found her: full-grown and pretty as
hell. Just like that!”

“Well, I'll be hanged,” said Butch
Cassidy shaking his head.

During their 20 days in New York Mr.
& Mrs. Harry D. Place and Mr. Jim
Ryan stayed in a respectable boarding-
house run by a Mrs. Taylor on West 12th
Street. The brownstone remained their
comfortable hideout while they enjoyed
the city pleasures.

On one sightseeing trip around the city
the Sundance Kid and his mistress saw
a photographer’s parlor and stopped to
immortalize the occasion with a full-
length, formal pose. (Three months later,
while canvassing photographers, the
Pinkertons would hit De Young’s Studio
at Broadway, near Grace Church. There
they would get their first glimpse of the
mysterious beauty who was to become

laughing.

MAN’'S CONQUEST



the only gun-toting female of the Hole-
in-the-Wall gang.)

On the morning of February 20, 1901,
the fashionable trio boarded the S.S.
Soldier Prince. They made a fine family
group as they stood at the rail watching
the skyline of the city—and the power of
American law—disappear in the distance.

On a nice, sunny day in March, 1901,
Mr. & Mrs. Harry D. Place and their
smiling, jovial companion, Mr. Jim Ryan,
debarked in Buenos Aires and checked
into the swank Hotel Europa. Shortly
after, Mr. Place, acting as treasurer,
banked over 12,000 gold notes at. the
London and Platte River Bank, where the
president personally attended the “dis-
tinguished American gentleman” whose
charming wife and friend stood close by
laughing and joking with the clerks.

“My, my,” said Mr. Ryan. “What a
fancy safe you folks have there. Is that
where our money’s going? I must have
a good leok at it,” and he winked rogu-
ishly. “Who knows . . . I might want to
rob it someday!”

It was just about the funniest thing
the bank president and his clerks had
ever heard, and they said so amid gales
of laughter. “Mr. Ryan sure is a card,
isn’t he, sir?” said the president delighted.

“He sure is,” agreed Mr. Place. “Cagey
businessman, too. If you don’t watch
him, he’ll have all your money one of
these days.”

“Well, we like that kind of go-getter
here,” said the happy, tubby man. “We’re
growing with the city, you know. Lots and
lots of business coming to Buenos Aires
from the United States these days. Lots
of folks like you. And lots of German
and English people who know a good
thing when they see it. Of course,” he
said confidentially, “one can’t keep all
the riffraff out . . .”

Mr. Place nodded understandingly.
“We’d heard a number of bad parties
l}:ad jumped the law up north and hid out

ere.”

“A few dozen, sir. Not much more.
But never fear. There’s a law here, too.
Your money’s safe with this bank!”

“Say, Mr. Place,” said the smiling Mr.
Ryan. “You might ask this gentleman
where we can find the land office. I might
want to rob that, too!”

“Ah, you are a card! Don’t deny it,
sir!” said the convulsed bank president.

Mr. Ryan had no intentions of deny-
ing it, and when the man had finally
stopped laughing sufficiently to point to
a building across the street, the charming
trio left. “So long,” said Mr. Ryan. “And
say — don’t take any wooden nickels,
folks!” That was just about the funniest
thing Buenos Aires had ever heard.

When the trio left the government
land office the Sundance Kid had in his
pocket an approved application for “Four
square leagues in Cholilo, Province of
Chubut, Distrito 16 de Octubre.” From
Buenos Aires the popular, much admired
Americans took a coastal steamer south
to Bahia Blanca, and from there they
took the semi-monthly boat to Rawson.
There they hired mules and Indians and
reached their new land in May. In three
and a half months they put 12,000 miles
between them and the U. S. Law. “Now
let the damn Pinkertons figure out where
we are,” said the Sundance Kid happily.

It was quickly noticed that Mr. Place
and his friend, Mr. Ryan, knew some-
thing about cattle. “Why, sure we do!”
Mr. Ryan admitted to their new neighbor,
the popular dentist for the growing
American-Argentine colony, Dr. New-
berry. “We should—we rustled enough of
them, didn’t we, Harry?”

Not only Dr. Newberry, but the entire
colony, was delighted with the affable
new arrivals. Mr. Ryan was charming,
Mr. Place was obviously quite rich, and
Mrs. Place was cultured and beautiful.
Many of the colony’s prominent members
knew that Place and Ryan had already
started a ranch adjacent to Dr. Newberry’s
ranch, stocking it with 1,300 fat sheep,

“It’s good to see you laugh, Wandal’’

MAN’S CONQUEST

A NATIONAL

EMERGENCY

CREATES A
GREATER
NEED for

EXPERTS in

CRIME DETECTION

We have taught thousands this exciting,
profitable, pleasant profession. We can
teach YOU, too . .. in your spare time,
through inexpensive, step-by-step home
study lessons! Start NOW preparing for
a responsible, steady, well-paid position
in scientific crime detection or investi-
gation.

Over Be A
Ageggn FINGER
Bureaus P R | N T

of Expert
Indentification

Employ I. A. S. students or graduates.
Every one of them learned FINGER
PRINT IDENTIFICATION — FIRE-
ARMS IDENTIFICATION, POLICE
PHOTOGRAPHY, AND CRIMINAL
INVESTIGATION—the economical
I. A. S. home-study way!

The same opportunity is8 open to you.
Just give us a chance—we’ll train you
for a good job in this fascinating work.
It’s neither expensive nor difficult to
learn. Don’t delay! Cash in on the big,
postwar demand for finger print experts
and criminal investigators.

FREE! ‘5550
= OF CRIME”
Packed with thrills! Reveals exciting, “behind
the scenes” facts in many of the most publi-
cized crimes of our day. Tells how top scien-
tific investigators solved them through the
same methods you learn at I. A. S. Explains,
too, how YOU can get started in this thrilling
work at unbelievably low cost! Don't wait—
get your coupon in the mail NOW!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
( A Correspodence School Since 1916)
Dept.346C, 1920 SunnysideAve., Chicago 40,11l

CLIP AND MAIL COUPON NOW

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 346C
Chicago 40, Ill.

Gentlemen: Without obligation, send
me the ‘‘Blue Book of Crime.” and com-
plete list of Identification Bureaus em-
ploying your students or graduates, to-
gether with your low prices and Easy
Terms Offer. (Literature will be sent
ONLY to persons stating their age.)
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Be Your Own
MUSIC Teacher

PLAY ANY INSTRUMENT
LEARN AT HOME THIS QUICK MONEY-SAVING WAY

Simple as A-B-C. Your lessons
consist of real selections, instead +,

~

L.
-

of tiresome exercises. You read
real notes—no ‘‘numbers’’ or trick
music. Some of our 1,000,000 stu-
dents, such as Lawrence Welk, are
band LEADERS. Everything is in
print and pictures. First you are told what to
o. Then a picture shows you how. Then you
play it yourself and hear how it sounds. Soon
you are playing popular music, hymns, classical
and anyv other music.
STOP CHEATING YOURSELF OF THESE JOYS!
Popularity! New friends. Gay parties. Good
times. Career. Extra Money. Understand, ap-
preciate and converse about music. Learn lives
and compositions of modern and great masters
. . . Relax! Banish worries and frustrations.
Satisfy self-expressions, creative urge. Gain
self-confidence.
Mail coupon for Free 36-page
"\ .- » illustrated book. Mention your
5 favorite instrument. (Our 61 st
year )
Si 3 SX;&%L F?FtM!lljvSI% FREE
udio 0, Por ash-
ington, N. Y. BOOKLET

SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Studio A810
Port ‘Washington, N. Y.

Please send me your FREE 36-page illustrated book
I would like to play (Name Instrument).

Have you
Instrument. Instrument?........
| I e S a3l 0007 90 60cfg” - o A o8 - JhooBbo o6 JEER
L BV b Bog - saoaBele ot S0 a0 aa 0066006 36 Booe o 86 0o
CFURTG8 . B o 886 38 o - 56 ob o it Zone..... State.........

AMAZING ELECTRONIC DISCOVERY!

PORTABLE, TRANSISTORIZED TAPE RECORDER
. . . COSTS LESS THAN THE DOWN PAYMENT
1 ON MANY STANDARD RECORDERS

Here’s the new, low-priced, battery-operated
tape recorder you've been waiting forl Pow-
ered by ordinory flashlight botteries and
transistors — a finely engineered instrument
— not a toyl It is multi-staged utilizing
\ transistors for superb tone clarity. Truly
== portable — weighs less than 2 Ibs.

[}

i CAN SAVE YOU MANY

] TIMES ITS COST THE VERY
) FIRST TIME YOU USE IT.

)

You'll find o thousand and one uses for
Y this omozing tope recorder. Use it as a
dictating machine — to cut your office
and home work in haif. Use it to record
sales meetings, interviews, group dis-
cussions, on the spot reactions wherever
you gol Use it for wonderful new fun

$3 750

Complete with Micro
phone-Listening De- [l
vice. Private Listener
Sample Reel of Tape.
Deluxe Fitted Annchel
ype, Simulate

Leather (‘arrylns
Case Setof Batteries. | L A
FREE! Extra 225 ft. | store up memories that will never grow

Reel of Recordingy diml It makes the perfect gift to give
Tape! i or get

WHAT LEADING MAGAZINES SAY

Cosmopolitan — ‘‘The Llast Ward! . . . Copture baby’s
first words or a memorable'family accasion. Dictate letters,
reports, speeches. You can even re-record phano discs and
radio and TV shows!’"

Popular Mechanics — ‘‘Pravides low cost, variable speed
recording and playback.”’

V.F.W. Magazine — ‘‘Imagine a precision-made, battery-
operated tape recorder that weighs only two pounds, yet
sells for this amazing low price.””

Scholastic Teacher — ‘'Recording is quite audible and
easily understandable. Fine for small student group, inter-
viewing cammunity leaders.’’

Mademoiselle — ‘‘Very happy to report that anyane can
offord it — and anyone con operate it!’’

American Legion — “‘While miniofure tope recorders
hove been ovailable for years, their price has kept them
out of the mass market. Most of them sell for close to
S'.;'OD but now a machine is being sold for one-tenth of
thati*

Send Check or Money Order. If COD — send $3.00 deposit

FILNOR PRODUCTS INC., Dept. GK-4
11 E. 47 St., New York 17, N. Y.
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with your children and family — to J

500 head of sleek cattle, and 35 excellent
horses. An impressive start for two “re-
tired businessmen” who only wanted a
small spread to keep them occupied.
Meanwhile the three newcomers met
bankers, miners and all sorts of business-
men, and if they took particular interest
in the bankers, it was never noticed. But
although on the surface Sundance was
still the genial gent, underneath he was
becoming bored and uneasy. “I can’t
take any more of this!” he exploded one
night at home. “I need some action!”

Butch stopped unbuttoning his vest and
looked at his pal. They were alone.
Etta was in her room. “I think I do,
too,” he said. “But what about Etta?”

“She’s as bored as we are.”

“Well, I ain’t risking no girl’s neck
in something that’s strictly men’s work,”
Butch snapped “Neither would you—if
you .

“So thats it!” said Harry starting to
laugh. “By God—you gone sweet on her!”

“You’re a damn liar!” said Butch mad-
der than he’d ever been in his life.

Harry wasn’t laughing anymore. “You
and I have been pals for a long time,
but you better sorry-up fast and loud—
or go for your gun—because I ain’t tak-
ing that from nobody!”

“Then you can reach whenever you’re
ready,” said Butch inching his shoulder
holster forward with his elbow.

For an instant the two measured each
other, then a cool voice said, “The first
one who goes for a gun gets a bullet
right through his bowler!” Butch turned
in amazement, but Harry didn’t bother.
He knew what Butch would see. It was
the beautiful Etta holding a tiny, nickeled
and engraved stingy-gun—its two barrels
aimed directly between them.

She smiled then. “Thank you for your
attention, Butch. But as Harry was ex-
plaining: I'm quite capable of taking
care of myself.”

“I see that,” Butch replied. “You not
only palm a derringer like a card-sharp,
but eavesdrop as well . . .”

“Let’s say I keep posted,” she said.
“And now, will you two wildcats stop
playing western badmen over me?”

Butch began to laugh again. “If 1
don’t beat all for a dumbbell!” he said.
“Me worrying about Etta, and all this
time she’s packing a pistol in her bon-
net!”

“Not in my bonnet,” she said with a
smile as Sundance began to laugh, too.
Then, as the two friends shook hands
the beautiful girl turned discreetly to
hide her tiny gun somewhere in her
petticoat . . .

It was the start of a new and active
part for Etta in the hard, dangerous life
of banditry as practiced by Butch Cassidy
and the Sundance Kid. As Butch watched
with admiration she was cook, lookout
and camp-follower. She rode night and
day, applied her practical mind to plan-
ning future robberies, shared Harry's
blanket and never complained.

At last their plans were set and their
scouting of the land finished. They sold
their ranch and stock, added the money
to their account in the Buenos Aires
bank, and then Butch and Sundance told
everyone they were going “north on busi-
ness for a few months.”

Early one day a week later, a well-
dressed man in a silk top hat strolled
into the bank of an Argentine city and
asked to see' the president. Behind him
had entered another well-attired young
man who wore a bowler hat at a jaunty
angle and whose broad jaw was the dom-
inant feature of a happy, smiling face.

When the president presented himself
with a bow and a polite: “Yes, gentle-
men?” the man in the top hat removed
his gloves, bent forward and whispered:
“Are you certain you're the president?”

“Why-why certainly, sir!”

“This bank is very stable,” the man
continued. “I mean, you have plenty of
money?”

“Yes, of course. If you wish to open an
account . . .”

“No,” said the man. “I came to warn
you-you’re about to be robbed!”

“Good heavens!” said the president.
“How do you know this?”

“Well, you see,” the Sundance Kid told
him. “We’re the ones who are going to
do it.” And as the man gasped the Kid
and Butch drew guns from under their
coats and Sundance opened a straiglit
razor and put it to the banker’s throat.
Butch thought it was all very funny, and
he was still laughing as he and Sundance
walked out with the contents of the
safe. Around the corner Etta sat in a
stolen surrey. Butch saw with pride that
she wasn’t at all scared. She ain’t like
nobody I ever met in my life, he said to
himself. Not like nobody. I don’t even
like to think of her being hurt .

The new, daringly-conceived series of
holdups hit Argentina like lightning.
Banks, mines and gold-carrying mule
caravans were hit by the phantom ban-
dits who then vanished. All anyone could
say was that there were three of them:
two who entered the vaults were big,
husky men. The third, who stayed out-
side as lookout and horse-tender, was
small and delicate. Maybe a kid. Their
clothes depended on the job. Sometimes
they appeared in expensive city clothes,
sometimes in the big hats and boots
of the yanqui western bandits, and then
they carried their big guns slung on belts
and repeating rifles on their saddles.
When they talked, they talked like
americanos. But there were many norte
americanos in Argentina and neighboring
Brazil. Many of them were gamblers,
fortune-hunters and wanted men. It might
be any of these whom the Argentine
police sought.

One noticeable trait of one of the.
bandits was that he seemed to love
children, for everywhere the trio struck
the children in the streets had been
given pieces of candy by a “nice, smiling,
blond gringo . . .” The second bandit was
taller and dark and somewhat vicious.
The third no one ever saw up close . . .

In a way Butch was happy again.
Banditry in the Argentines was every-
thing it had been in the Wild West before
the wireless, telephones, organized law-
enforcement and the damned Pinkertons
had screwed it up. What was more, Etta
could ride and shoot with the best.
You could count on her when the chips
were down. When the ranchers or sol-
dados formed a posse and chased them
her Winchester rifle and little .32 Mer-
win & Hulburt pearl-handled five-shooter
proved as deadly as Butch’s or the Kid’s.
Butch could scarcely look at her without
wishing that he—not Harry—had met her
first. She was all woman—and all Harry’s.

They’d been riding as a gang for two
years now; two years since they’d desert-
ed the comparatively easy, safe job of
ranching for their dangerous first love—
armed robbery. In the coolness of a jun-
gle patch Butch sat on a big gray mule,
a Montana-peaked Stetson and high-
lace boots completing the miner’s outfit
he wore. Beside him, holding a pack mule
and sitting a smaller, white animal, Etta
waited silently. Then they heard a short
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bird-like whistle. The two looked at each
other. “The Kid’s in place,” Butch said.

She smiled wanly. He could see that
she looked a bit tired, although still
beautiful in her outlaw disguise. “It won’t
be long now, will it Butch?” she asked
him in her soft, low voice.

“No. Not long. They should be by any
minute. You ready?”

“Yes,” she said sadly.

He looked at her and cupped her small
chin in his rough hands. For weeks
Butch had been working for one of the
American-operated mines, learning every-
thing he could about their gold-shipping
schedules, and now . . . “You don't like
it,” he said to her. “You don't, I see it.
Look, Etta . . . just say the word and
it’s all off.”

She shook her head silently. “No. It’s
something Harry wants.” Then she looked
into his eyes as she’d never looked at
him before. “You're kind and cheerful,
Butch, and you think about what’s good
for me,” she said to him. “Harry’s not
that way.. He’s selfish, and there’s a
certain measure of vulgarity in him which
you don’t have. Despite your reputation
as a terror you're really quite moral—and
quite good. I noticed that right away
when I met you. I knew that you didn’t
rvfant me along—I mean, in this kind of
ifey. & s

“Youre a nice girl, Etta—educated
and beautiful. Why did you . . . why did
you have to . . .” He bit his lip till he
tasted blood.

“Why did I become Harry’s girl? Why
did you become a bandit? I don’t really
know. I guess when you love someone
you try to overlook his faults. You want
only to be near him.”

“Yeah, I guess you do,” Butch replied
quietly. “Listen . . .” he said suddenly.
Somewhere through ‘the jungle came the
sounds of voices and of the hoofs of many
pack mules. Butch pulled the rifle from
his saddle-boot and jumped to the ground
handing Etta the reins. He looked up
at her. “I can still call it off . . .” But
she only shook her head. Then he
smiled at her and ducked into the bushes,
running low.

Beyond the edge of jungle where Etta
waited with the pack animal and Butch’s
mount there was a clearing of several
hundred yards, and flanking the trail
there a small outcropping of rock jutted
up like a pile of granite, and just below
it a clear, cool pool of fresh water lay
still and mirror-like. In the rocks above
the pool the Sundance Kid waited with
his rifle, knowing the packers would
stop. below to fill their canteens. Two
hundred yards east, along the trail and
at the jungle’s edge, Butch Cassidy lay
on the damp ground, his Winchester
cocked and ready.

They came by slowly, the mules heavily
packed and walking two-by-two, while
their drivers rode forward and behind
with half a dozen Indians walking placid-
ly at intervals beside the column. There
were 18 mules and three white men with
rifles, riding mule-back. When the head
of the mule team reached the pool the
end of the column had just cleared the
point where Butch waited. He looked up
and saw Harry jump up, rifle raised.
Then the mule-drivers began to dismount,
and at that point the Sundance Kid slip-
ped and fell forward, his rifle going off.
“Ambush! Ambush!” cried one of the
packers grabbing his rifle. Butch jumped
up firing at the mule under the man,
and the animal snorted and fell back
pinning the startled packer under it.
Harry was on his feet fast and blazing

away scattering the Indians. The other
white. men promptly threw their rifles
down and raised their hands. “Don’t
shoot!”’ cried one of them. “The boss is
hurt—don’t shoot!” Butch leaped forward
running low, and Harry scrambled down
from the rocks cursing a blue streak.
Butch lqoked at him angrily, but said
nothing. “All right, hombres,” he told
the two packers. “Get ’im out from under
that mule, but don’t get funny with his
rifle.”

Harry began yelling angrily. “I oughta
kill every one of you!” His left arm was
bleeding badly where a sharp rock had
sliced right through his sleeve and gash-
ed him.

The two bandits knew just where the
gold was. Inside the big bags of flour
and rice which the mules carried, along
with parts for machines, beans and cof-
fee, the entire mine payroll was hidden
in smaller leather bags. Part was in gold
coin, part in bills. While the fuming Kid
watched the injured man and his com-
panions, Butch went right to the flour
and rice, ripping the bags open.

The three men watched him closely.
Then one said, “You knowed pretty
good where it was, didn’t you, mister?”

“You want a bullet in your craw?”
Harry asked venomously. When no one
answered he said, “Where’s your medical
stuff?”

“We don’t have none, mister,” their
boss groaned. “Think I'd be a-layin’ here
like this effen we did? My leg’s broke!”

“I'm right sorry about that,” said
Butch. “But I couldn’t let you go shoot-
ing holes in my stupid pardner.”

“You might just as well killed me,”
the man said. “In this climate infection’s
in quicker’n a man can wink.”

“You're pals’ll get you to the mine in
time,” Butch said.

“If I had my way about it,” Sundance
shouted, “I’'d fill your bellies with lead
frijoles. Look at my arm!”

He was still cursing as he rode into
the jungle with Butch riding piggyback
behind him. Etta was waiting anxiously,
having heard the shooting. “Harry,” she
said pleadingly. “You didn’'t—?"

“Naw, I didn’t kill anybody!” he snort-
ed. “But look at me!”

Butch dismounted calmly. “Better get
back to that pool and wash that wound
with plenty of tar soap,” he told the Kid.
“We got maybe two, maybe three hours
before the soldados come looking for us.
Then Injun boys run like rabblts, and
they’ll head right for the law . . .

When the miners had taken the mules
and their companion away, the Kid
mounted and rode back to the pool. There
were three canteens in the group, but
these had to be kept full for travel.

For a long while after the Kid was
gone, Butch sat silently checking the bags
he’d taken from the caravan. Etta sat
beside him on the cool jungle floor.
Finally he looked up, and his eyes seemed
troubled. “Etta,” he said. “I ain’t no
good at talking . . . but . ..”

She wasn’t one to duck an issue. “Are
you going to ask me to leave Harry and
go with you, Butch?” She smiled sym-
pathetically.

“I'm that easy to see through, eh?”

“I can’t do it, Butch. As you’d put it
—I'm stuck on him.”

“I guess that’s what I like about you,”
he told her sadly. “But remember: long
as I’'m alive I'm looking after you. No-
body ain’t gding fo hurt you nor do you
dirt so long as I can lift a finger. Not
even Harry.’And you can tell him that,

(Continued on page 64)
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Thoroughly illustrated step-by-step. one-
volume® murse for self Simple
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REVEALS to you the fundamentals of 8§
Practical Hypnotism. Amazing illas-
page treatise jam-
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packed with hscin-unl information. In §

simple understandable language you will

enjoy. Full price only $3.95. s-tl:hc- -
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Best selling hit songs often are written by those
who know only the special ‘‘techniques’’ or se-
crets. Youdon’t have tospend long dreary years
studying theoretical music in order to do pop-
ular songs the public goes wild over. If you
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and the Art of Mixing Drinks
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REAL ESTATE BUSINESS || (46088~
Train yourself for a profitable career in this
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No woman is safe (or really wants to
be) when a man's mind is in the bed-
room. See the tempting, puffed-up
featherbed to be despoiled! Hear the
irrepressible squeals of pleasure!
Those to whom bedtime has come to
mean “bed and bored” will find “bed
and better” . . . Thousands are now en-
joying Rollicking Bedside Fun, and you
will too, when you possess this ideal bed-
side companion. Here's entertainment
for open minds and ticklish spines.
Here'’s lusty, merry recreation for un-
squeamish men and women. Here’s life
with apologies to none. Collected, select-
ed from the best there is, this zestful
Primer is an eye-opener... YOU ARE
INVITED TO EXAMINE THE
PLEASURE PRIMER 10 DAYS AT
OUR EXPENSE. IT IS GUARAN-
TEED TO PLEASE OR YOUR
PURCHASE PRICE WILL BE RE-
FUNDED AT ONCE!

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER

PLAZA BOOK CO.. Dept. Ps:llo
109 Brosd 8t.. New Vork 4 N V.

Please send THE PLEASURE PRIMER on 10-
day trial. If I'm not pleased, I get my purchase
price refunded at once.

[] Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman 98¢ plus pos
[ 1 enclose $1. You pay all postage.

Address

1

if you want to. I don’t care if he knows!
Long after they had taken the trail
they saw the troop of mounted soldados
far below, crossing the clearing where
they had held up the mule train. Butch
turned in his saddle and smiled at the
girl. “We got chuck for a week on that
mule there. They can hunt till their faces
turn blue,” he told her. “Now, let’s see
what Bolivia looks like this time of year
.” and he began to laugh. Inside he
was worried. She don’t look well, he
thought. She don’t look well at all . . .

In Buenos Aires the big light-com-
plexioned man who was Chief of Police
sat at his desk looking across at a small,
neat man in front of him. The little man,
an American, looked like a cross between
a bank manager and a shoe clerk in his
stiff, glistening celluloid collar. His name
was Frank Daimio, and far from being
the mild little clerk he appeared to be,
he was one of the Pinkerton’s greatest
detectives.

“Well?” said Daimio leaning back pa-
tiently.

The big Argentine .took two photo-
graphs and held them up again, nodding
pensively. “Bueno, sefior. Among these
five gentlemen I recognize Sefior James
Ryan, and this other is a likeness of Mr.
and Mrs. Harry D. Place, Dr. Newberry’s
charming American neighbors.”

The Pinkerton man smiled. “That’s
how Dr. Newberry and the president of
the London and Platte River Bank iden-
tified them, too, The unhappy fact is,
however, that those five ‘gentlemen’ are
not gentlemen at all. That’s a photograph
of the notorious Hole-in-the-Wall gang,
also known as The Wild Bunch, and Mr.
James Ryan was their leader, Butch Cas-
sidy, alias George Leroy Parker . . .”

“I can scarcely believe it!” said the
astonished official.

“You’ll believe it even less when I tell
you that your ‘charming’ Mr. Place is
none other than the notorious Sundance
Kid, Harry Longbough, Cassidy’s lieu-
tenant.”

“Then the lady is not Mrs. Place?”

“Not legally. She’s “Etta Place, his
common-law wife. And that’s all we know
about- her. Except that she must be the
‘boy’ reported in all your robberies.” The
little man sat back again, with a sigh.
“I wish I could stay to see the end of
the story,” he said, “but unfortunately
I'm on another assignment. My advice is
to have posters made and distributed as
widely as possible. Send them into the
interior, to every village and army out-
post, perhaps even to Bolivia. Mean-
while, I've already tied up their funds at
the local bank. The rains are coming.
They’ll have to hole up somewhere, and
when they come out again they’ll be

desperate for money. I know these peo- -

ple. I know how wildly they gamble and
spend. When they find out they can’t
come back here for monev, they’ll get
reckless. They’ll make mistakes. . . . One
of those may prove quite fatal. . . .

Early one morning after the rains had
gone, a trio rode into a squalid little
town in southern Bolivia. To the casual
observer they appeared to be americanos
—probably cattlemen on a buying trip, or
foremen-paymasters from one of the
many nearby mines. One was tall and
handsome, with a fine dark mustache.
The second was stocky and powerful,
with a perpetually-smiling face and a
prominent jaw. The third was just a
peach-skinned boy, slender and delicate
as a girl in his loose-fitting denims and

flannel shirt. The boy led a big, gray
mule which seemed loaded for a long
trip. It wasn’t particularly unusual. Pass-
ing the barracks, before which the sol-
dados stood bargaining with a vendor,
and some children playedat tossing pebbles
into a circle drawn on the dirt street, the
big-jawed americano waved at the sol-
diers, who waved back. From one of his
saddlebags he took a ‘handful of candies
and calling to the children, tossed the
sweets high into the air to the delight
of the nifios who scrambled madly for
them. Some of the soldados nodded.
“Que buen hombre!” said one. “What a
nice man!” The Bolivians liked people
who liked children.

But one soldier, a sergeant, suddenly
froze, then recovering he ducked into
the commandant’s office to check on
something he had seen—or read—some
weeks before. By the time he and the
capitan had run out the americanos were
out of sight. Their horses and the mule
were tied up before the local express
office, a square, thick-walled, one-storied
adobe structure surrounded by an earthen
wall some six feet high. The building and
wall were separated by perhaps 50 feet
of open space. The tiny pueblo was tran-
quil, the office was still preparing a
large payroll for a neighboring mine.
The americanos were two doors away,
eating peacefully at Dofia Carvajal’s mod-
est little restaurant.

“Sargento, are you sure of your facts"“
the captain demanded.

“Absolutamente, mi capitan! One was
big, one stocky, the other very small
Small as a girl. And with my own eyes
I saw the smiling one throwing candy
to the children!”

The officer nodded, glancing at a post-
er he held. “It’s all here. He loves nifios.
And the others . . . But, demonio! It’s no
crime to love children! And if we are
wrong—"

There was a commotion from the dusty
street at that moment, and the two men
turned to see a private running toward
them. “Mi capitan! Mi capitan!” he called
excitedly. “That gray mule over there—I
know it! It was the animal carrying the
bags of gold in that Sierra Brava Mine
robbery!” -

“Are you sure?” said the officer collar-
ing him.

“Si, sefior. I would know it anywhere.
I helped pack it.- Besides, it has the
mine’s brand and a large machete cut on
its left foreleg. I just saw them myself,
this moment, mi capitan!”

The officer and sergeant looked at each
other uncertainly, then the captain licked
his lips. “Well, that does it! Order the
company to arms immediately.”

* Butch finished his coffee and looked at
Harry who was lighting a cigar. There
was no talk. Butch drew his two 45
Colts, kept them under the table, and
gave each cylinder a turn, carefully spot-
ting each round through the small gates.
When Sundance had finished checking
his pistols the two waited for Etta. She
looked over the small, double-action
guns, packing each one into the Mexican-
styled holsters she wore on her shapely
thighs, then she nodded and they all got

up. “Harry,” she said softly. “I don’t
want to do this one.”
“You crazy?” he whispered angrily.

“There’s twenty thousand in gold in that
mud hut.”

“I don’t care! Please, Harry . . .
pleaded.

The Sundance Kid was annoyed, but
Butch said, “If she doesn’t want to do it,
we don’t do it!”

she
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RADIO-ELECTRON;CS
® A Master Technician makes more money!
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EVERY ONE OF THE “BIG 3" INDUSTRIES
—TV-Radio-Electronics, Auto Mechanics & Die-
sel, Air Conditioning-Refrigeration-Electrical
Appliances—all are growing at a tremendous
pace. No wonder you have steady work, at
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dealer or distributor.
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mobiles, diesel engines, air conditioners,
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EARN AS YOU LEARN

We'll show you how you can earn money
right from the start. Many students pay for
their courses—and earn much more —while
studying. So can you!

Your N.T.S. Training is BETTER...
MORE COMPLETE...LOWER COST!
BETTER... proved and tested in Resident School
shops and labs, by the OLDEST and LARGEST

School of its kind in the world. Est. in 1905.

MORE COMPLETE. .. You learn All Phases,
and you receive EVERYTHING YOU NEED—
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Big Kits with parts, tools, instruments for
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NOW READY! GORGEOUS, SMART,
MODERN STYLE DRESSES FOR ALL
OCCASIONSI Y

Now you can look smart and
stylish with sensational low
priced glamorous dresses that
have been cleaned and pressed

— in good condition for all oc-
/- i A tr d: assort-
ment of gorgeous one and two
piece modern styles in all beau-
tiful colors — in a variety of
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“All right,” said the Kid. “I'll take it
alone,” He had calculated right. Etta
would never let him take the risk by
himself. Butch knew there was no use
arguing. Anyway, everything looked fine
in that sleepy, little- town.

They walked out slowly, as they had
done hundreds of times, and Butch’s
keen eyes surveyed the street. He was
calm, unemotional, the perfect leader.
He took in the entire scurvy assortment
of mud, tin and clapboard huts which
made up the town. About the soldiers he
had no worries. He knew it usually took
them and their indecisive officers ages to
get organized.

At the hitching rail Butch took Etta’s
tiny hand. He winked and grinned.

“Butch, I'm frightened,” she whispered
despite the Kid’s angry look. “I have the
most horrible premonition . . .”

Butch winked, reassuringly. “We'll be
right out. You’'ll see.”

She mounted, and while Butch and
Harry walked to the express office across
the yard, she brought the two mounts
and the pack-mule along, then stood wait-
ing as Butch and Harry pulled their
neckerchiefs over their faces, drew their
guns and went in.

“Okay—manos arriba!”’ Butch said in
his best Spanish. “Get ’em up, kiddos!”
The clerks, completely surprised, threw
their hands up, scattering money over
everything. “I ain’t never had to kill a
man yet,” said Butch half-jokingly, “but
don’t nobody get funny, sabe?”

They all understood, except for the
head clerk who went for a rifle on the
wall. Harry, without batting an eye,
dropped him with a slug through the
head.

It was the fatal error. Outside Etta
suddenly screamed, “Butch!” Harry!” and
went for her guns. All along the adobe
wall across the yard a line of armed
soldiers appeared. “Fuego!” cried the
captain lowering his sabre. The volley
rang out like a crash of thunder and
Etta threw her arms over her face. As
her small body was slammed over back-
wards by the smashing bullets, her horse
bolted with a frightened cry.

On the flanks two platoons under the
sargento poured over the walls, quickly
forming like two huge firing squads; half
the men kneeling, half standing in the
dirt yard. Twenty rifles were aimed at
the only door to the express office. the
rest pointed at all the windows. Harry.
nearest the door dashed out crying:
“Etta! Etta!”

“Fuego!” came the sergeant’s com-
mand. The platoons fired as one, the

bullets kicking up dirt, knocking chunks -

of mud off the walls, and smashing
Harry’s body against the doorway.
Butch saw Harry bounce, then crawl
forward before dropping for good. He
ducked, trying to rush out, but the group
in front saw him and opened up a stiff
fire which drove him back, momentarily
blinded by flying door splinters and
chips of mud. Inside the clerks were
shouting for help, crawling around under
the desks. Then Butch saw Etta under
the hoofs of her wounded horse. Even
from here he could see she was already
dead, her once beautiful body. riddled
with bullets, her shirt half off, her thick,
brown hair crusted with muddy blood.
“Fuego! Fuego!” shouted the captain.
The doorway seemed to disintegrate and
the mule and Harry’s horse jumped and
broke loose. Etta’s soft body jumped
sluggishly under the full impact of 20
Mauser bullets as the soldiers poured
another volley into her. Butch’s dead

horse, near which Harry had fallen,
quivered violently, and the white dust
flew. Then he saw Harry move. Harry
was still alive. “Butch . . .” he called
feebly. “Butch . . . help Etta. Help her,
Butch®. 2%

Butch called, “I'm coming out to get
you, Kid!”

“No. No use, pard. I'm done. But help
Efta" 5.0

Butch raised his pistols and opened
up on the soldiers to the front. He knew
they were too far, and the sergeant’s
platoons might be easier, but he didn’t
care. “You swine!” he shouted. “I've
never wanted to kill before. But I'm
going to kill now!” He was blind with
anger, and his shots were scattered as
he emptied his guns at them. There’'s a
Winchester on my saddle, he thought.
Harry had one, too, but his horse had
bolted to die 20 yards away. Etta’s ani-
mal was running around, crazy with
pain and fear, spewing dark blood from
its neck, legs and belly. The mule held
their extra ammunition and food for the
getaway. There'll be no getaway now!
he thought bitterly. “Harry,” he yelled.
“Can you reach my Winchester?”

“l can’t move, pard. Can’t even feel
my legs.”

At that moment the captain again
shouted: “Fuego!” and as the terrible
volley struck, Harry screamed, jerked
himself up a few inches off the ground.
then slowly slipped over to one side,
moved once, and then was still.

Butch didn’t finish reloading. “You
dirty butchers!” he screamed feeling hot
‘tears of rage and frustration pouring
down his face.

“Fuego!’ cried the sergeant, and an-
other volley roared out. Butch got to his
feet, the pistols leveled, his gray eyes
blinded with dust and tears. “Why don't
you leave ’em alone! They're dead! Leavc
‘em alone. you lousy bitchers! What arc
vou trying to do?”’

Screaming hoarsely, scarcely thinking.
he ran out, laying down a furious bar-
rage of bullets, killing nine of the sar-
gento's men. At Harry’s body Butch
stopped and looked down. Harry’s face
was almost completely shot away. Etta
was worse. Four fusillades and a panick-
ed animal trampling on her had turned
the beautiful girl into a pitiful, unrecog-
nizable sight. He screamed with insane
hate.

Throwing his Colts down he began
tugging at the Winchester, but the dead
animal lay on the scabbard. “Fuego!
Pronro, fuego!” yelled the hoarse, ex-
cited captain leaping onto the wall.

The rain of bullets struck everything,
living and dead. Butch folded up in the
middle as his legs gave way under him,
and he fell stiffly to his knees. He felt
sick and stunned. Across the yard near
the wall, he dimly saw the platoons re-
forming. The sargento, pistol in hand.
had kicked his soldiers to their unwilling
feet, and was urging them on for the Kkill.
Butch hopped to one leg, blood stream-
ing from half a dozen wounds. His ears
sang shrilly and he lacked even the
strength with which to yell. With agoniz-
ing deliberation he managed to pump a
shell into the rifle’s chamber. Tottering
weakly he turned as both sergeant and
captain raised their hands to signal their
men. He never heard the last commands.
In the savage roar which followed, the
awful force of the combined volleys
struck him as he tried to squeeze the
trigger. It almost tore him to pieces and
he was dead before he hit the ground.

END
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e were stuck in the busy

mid-Manhattan street. Behind

us the traffic piled bumper to
bumper, horns screeching indig-
nantly. The colonel leaned over to
our cab driver. "What's wrong?"'

he asked.

The cabbie pointed with his cigarette tc the car in
front, "'Look.”

We did. The car ahead of us—a shiny 1959 model
—had stalled and the starter clattered endlessly with
that empty metallic sound that you know in advance
is not going to make the motor catch. Twisting the
ignition key in helpless fury, the unfortunate motorist
at the same time was exchanging uncomplimentary
opinions with the drivers of the vehicles snarled be-
hind him. At length he piled out of the car, wrenched
at the hood, and looked fiercely at the inert engine.
To no one in particular, but as though to vindicate
himself to his tormenters, he shouted: ‘1 just know it's
those damned spark plugs. Only two thousand miles
and already they're shot!’

Startled, | turned to my companion. ‘“‘Colonel,” |
demanded, “is this a plant?’ He stared back at me,
then he got it and he began to laugh. So did |, in a
moment, and there we were in this taxicab, stalled
between skyscrapers and going no place, roaring as
though we'd never stop.

Spark plugs! That was the joke. The colonel and |
were on our way to his downtown office where | was
scheduled to interview him for a magazine story. The
subject—spark plugs.

You see, Col. Fred Dollenberg is the inventor and
manufacturer of a device which is designed to allow
automobiles to run without spark plugs!

Later, sitting in his top floor office, with the drapes
parted to reveal the exciting lower Manhattan skyline,
| got a more leisurely look at the colonel. | wondered
and asked about his smashed nose,—the war maybe?
—and he smiled and said no, just an opposing tackle
with a very hard head. Dollenberg was an All-American
mention at St. Joseph's in Philadelphia before he
joined the Army Air Force as an engineer immediately
after graduation. After war was declared against Japan
and Germany, he saw enough action to later receive
the Inquirer Hero Award as Philadelphia’s most dec-
orated flyer, succeeding a similar award to Marine
hero Al (Pride of the Marines) Schmid. For a time he
was personal pilot for Gen. Douglas MacArthur.
Evidently there was considerable brilliance to this
young fighter; he started the climb up to the brain
brass, and some of the military manuals he was
charged with preparing are still used by the Air Force.
(Only part of this did | drag out of Dollenberg. Indeed
it was a newspaper file which informed me that the
colonel was a triple ace!)’

It was while Dollenberg was in command of a task
force of seasoned P-40 pilo%s that a grim incident took
place which set the then Capt. Dollenberg off on his
restless search for perfection. A young ace, coming
in safe and sound from a mission where he had gone
through murderous enemy fire, never made it to his
safe hut a few hundred yards away. He nosed a bit
too low—no engine power to get the plane up quickly
—and the trees that lay just short of the runway
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As told to Harry Mayer

by Colonel Fred P. Dollenberg

caught the plane and pilot and crashed both. Dollen-
berg was horrified at the accident and at the paralysis
of fatalism that seemed to settle.on the shoulders of
officers and enlisted men alike in the face of a tragedy
so senseless. . . . After all, it seemed to say, it is true,
isn't it, that more planes are lost through engine failure
than are brought down by the Japs? You had to expect
such things—and accept them. . . . But Dollenberg
couldn’t accept it. Not when the cause of this type of
accident could be ripped out of the engine.

“Plug failure?”” | asked. He nodded, shortly. “This
tragedy and others, too. Too many others. Did you
know that spark plugs were invented more-than 40
years ago for engines whose limit was 20 miles an
héur? These very same spark plugs—and that they
haven't been changed an iota since? Can you imagine®
a 2000 horsepower motor depending for ignition on a
skinny little spark that had been intended to help

“The spark plug was invented more than 40
years ago. For the last 20 years it has not
been doing an adequate job. The U. S. Navy
and Air Force knew this only too well. I was
commissioned to replace the spark plug with
a modern efficient ignition system. I suc-
ceeded—with the Lectra Fuel Igniter. The
Navy accepted it and took the spark plugs
out of their aircraft replacing them with the
prototype of our Lectra Fuel Igniter. Today
this' extraordinary invention is replacing
spark plugs in tens of thousands of auto-
mobiles throughout the country. By 1961
every car made will carry fuel igniters not
spark plugs” . . . Col. Fred P. Dollenberg,
U. S. Air Force, from a speech at the Conrad
Hilton Hotel, Chicago, January 8, 1958.

s~

Grandpa toot around the square on a Sun-

day afternoon? Well, that's what these boys

had under their P-40 hoods.” The accident

had started him off on his search, | supposed,

and again he nodded. It hadn't been an easy
journey. Apathy, defeatism—a young enthu-

siasm will always encounter these. I've done many suc-
cess interviews, and it's a rare success that has been a
joy ride. Dollenberg spent long hours off duty working
on the problem of the antiquated spark plug, but when
the war ended he still hadn’t cracked it. Returning to a
young wife and family the colonel organized a non-
scheduled commercial airline and operated it for 3
million miles, even introducing gliders for the first time
in commercial aviation.

If it hadn't been for some weight-throwing on the
part of one of the larger airlines which had begun to
smart under the irritating competition it was getting
from the Dollenberg outfit, the young man would un-
doubtedly have succeeded in commercial aviation and
this particular story wouldn't have been written. But
as it was, Dollenberg was forced out of business on
the sort of technicality that somehow seems always to
crop out against the small business, not the big. He
had to sell.

Well, there he was—with a little money left from
the debacle, a family, and a living to make for them.
He turned his attention once more to the anachronism
of modern engines—the spark plug. Starting again
from scratch, he reviewed the problem.

“It's really quite simple,”” said Col. Dollenberg.
“An engine provides power for a vehicle because
gasoline, sprayed into the cylinder, is ignited by a
spark. When ignited the gasoline burns pushing the
piston down into the cylinder. The more complete the
burning of the gas the more force in the cylinder. The
more force, the more power. Obviously, therefore, the
larger the spark the more gas ignited and burned.
What we were after was a much larger spark, a big, fat
flame!”

“‘And the conventional spark plug can’t provide it?"

“No, it cannot. Every mechanic knows that.”

“And the kid in the plane?"’

“The P-40? What killed him was insufficient fire—a
spark too skinny to ignite sufficient gas to give the
engine instant power to climb up and over those
trees.”

““Why can’t the spark plug give a fat spark?"’ | per-
sisted.

The colonel spoke simply. ‘‘Because of its basic
design. Every spark plug has an air gap—.025 to .035
of an inch—and the spark is no larger than the gap.
No larger did | say? Only when the plugs are brand
new is the spark even as large! Carbon forming im-
mediately as the plug is put into use begins fouling,
then ruining, the tip. The thin wire electrodes begin to
wear away. The danger—and enormous expense—of
this obsolete mechanism lies in these factors."

The answer to the spark plug was an igniter which
had no airgap—which contained no wire electrodes—
whose tip would not foul—which would not blow out
even at the highest compressions . . . which would
never need a replacement for the life of the motor.

Colonel Dollenberg went to Washington.

The Navy didn't accept him with open arms. The
principle—fine! Let's see it work. And Dollenberg
made it work. After the most exhaustive tests, he knew
he was in. . . . Out went the spark plugs. The LS-702
Prototype was approved for (Continued on next page)
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——HOW MOTORISTS ARE SAVING $100 A YEAR
SPARK PLUGS LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS

SAVINGS

g'ae:;iin"gg } several times
Replacing upyear

Gas Consumption 600 gallons
Additional cost $50 a year

of premium gas

.

never $10 per year
465 gallons $40 per year
not a cent $50 per year

TOTAL SAVINGS = $100 per year

U. S. Navy jet engine use; the Air Force
followed suit.

If that had been it, it still would have
made a good story—the revolutionary
change that a former fighter pilot had
effected in military aircraft. But that
wasn't all. Dollenberg turned to the field
of automobiles.

For more than 40 years the old-fash-
ioned spark plug had been the standard
gas igniter for every car made. During
that time engine power had soared from
less than 20 horse to more than 300.
Every year the puny spark plug with its
skinny little flame became less able to
do its job. The new high compression
engines were now burning out spark
plugs in a few thousand miles of driving.
In 1957 Americans paid more than 500
million dollars merely to replace worn-out
spark plugs. To provide what spark
plugs could not do, the big oil companies
began to produce super and then super-
super gas—at super prices! Not only
were car owners spending a huge sum
for plugs each year—they were also
spending a fortune in premium gas for
the privilege of keeping spark plugs in
their engines. And even at that they
were not getting their money's worth, as
the new cars they bought very soon be-
came sluggish ones.

If ever there was a call for a modern,
efficient ignition mechanism to go with
the modern automobile, this was it. Dol-
lenberg heard the call. He marketed the
LECTRA FUEL IGNITER!

There were problems. Little ones like
designing the Igniter in the same size
and shape as the conventional spark plug
they were to replace. And big ones such
as getting a small voice heard in the
towering wilderness of the Detroit auto-
mobile kingdom. Dollenberg was helped
by the shrewdness of fleet operators
whose business depended upon efficiency
and economy. Taxicabs running -triple-
shift around the clock installed the Fuel
Igniter and reported a 10-20% increased
gas mileage per car! Truck owners fol-
lowed suit—and then the motorist. In
less than 12 months, sales of the Lectra
Fuel Igniter zoomed into the million
dollar stratosphere!

| asked Dollenberg about the Lectra
advertising claim that had jolted
motorists all over the country. ‘‘Colonel,
you've made the guarantee that LECTRA
FUEL IGNITER will save a car owner
$100 a year or that you will take back
the igniters and refund their money.
How do you arrive at that one hundred
dollars figure?”’

“It's based on the average of 10,000
miles of driving in one year. First there
will be a saving of from $10 to $12 a
year in eliminating spark-plug cleaning,
gapping, and adjusting at 5,000 miles,
replacement at 10,000 miles.”

“‘Does that mean that the Fuel Igniter
will need no cleaning or replacing for a
whole year?"’

“It means that the Fuel Igniter will
never have to be cleaned or replaced! |

Ordinary plug Fuel Igniters
with air gap with surface
on thin wire conducted
alectrode — spark — the
single short BIG FA

thin spark. LAME.
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mean that we guarantee that it will out-
last the life of any car! Not only that: we
are also guaranteeing that the Fuel Ig-
niter will squeeze up to 6—maybe 8—
more miles out of every gallon of gas
purchased the first year and every year
—or we will replace them free until they
do. That's a saving of $40 per year. And
it will do this using regular gas—
economy gas—not the super gas bought
at such walloping prices. That means a
saving of $50 each year. And the Ig-
niters will do this every year of the car's
life—they improve with age. They never
wear out!” ]

As Dollenberg talked | drew up a
chart. You can see it at the top of
this page.

| said to Dollenberg, ‘‘Colonel, to a
person like myself—a guy who drives
a car well but knows next to nothing
about its mechanism—who's always felt
the car runs better after it's had a wash
—how will | know right away I've really
got something after I've switched from
spark plugs to Fuel Igniters?”’

The colonel twinkled at me in sym-
pathy. “I've always felt it a pity they
don’t teach mechanics to all school chil-
dren. § think | know just how you feel.
Anyway—very seriously—please listen
to this: The first time you press the
starter after you've installed the Igniters
(very simple—by the way), you'll hear
and feel an instant clean throb of the
starter and an immediate even roar of
the engine. | tell you, you'll be
astonished. Even on the coldest morn-
ing you'll get a thrill, listening to your
motor kicking over instantly and then
settling quickly into a smooth purr. As
for stalling in traffic, like that fellow did
this afternoon, that won't happen to you.
Stalling is almost always traceable to a
faulty spark—and the Igniter will not
fault. Climbing and passing? Even a big
325 horsepower car can and does falter
on a hill or when it tries to pass if sud-
denly the spark plugs aren't burning
sufficient gas. That won't happen to
you. Instead you'll climb and pass more
swiftly than you've ever known because
you'll be burning gas, not wasting it.
You've heard about the simple exhaust
test? Try it. First, with the spark plugs in
place, let the engine idle and stuff a ball
of white absorbent cotton into the mouth
of the exhaust. It will come out soaking
with unused gasoline. Then try it with
Igniters replacing the plugs. The cotton
ball will be almost dry. The gas burned
instead of escaping through the exhaust.
Or here’s something else. Again with
spark plugs in the car, go into gear—or
in drive if you have an automatic trans-
mission. Don’t touch the accelerator.
Now note how much the car moves for-
ward—if at all. Then unscrew the plugs
and replace the Igniters. If you stood still
with spark plugs you'll move forward
from 4 to 6 miles an hour with the Ig-
niters while not touching the gas pedal!
The gas that was required with spark
plugs in your car merely to idle your
motor without being able to move it
forward, carries you forward up to six
miles an hour with Igniters in the engine!
One more final thing—with spark plugs
a car must be looked over and adjusted
several times a year. You know that from
your own experience. But can you ap-
preciate the concept of never, never hav-
ing to remove or change spark plugs
because you don't carry any? The con-
cept of Fuel Igniters becoming perma-
nent installations in your engine—for

the life of your engine?
“Yet, with all this—believe it or not—
I still haven't fully answered your ques-

tion. . . . How you'll use more air and
less gas . . . the savings on your battery
. . .increased RPM . . . how carbon—the

enemy of spark plugs—actually in-
creases the efficiency of Fuel Igniters.
But what I've tried to say is that the
spark plug is as inferior to the Fuel Ig-
niter as the wagon is to the modern
automobile. And just as out-dated. Auto
mechanics know this now. The ordinary
motorist is learning about it fast.”

‘‘One last question: What about De-
troit, Col. Dollenberg? Do you feel you're
fighting a crusade?”’

Dollenberg looked out of the window,
out into the dusk of the city. There was
a reflective quietness about him as he
thought of his reply. Then he said: ‘‘No,
we don't believe we're fighting the big
spark plug manufacturers. Oh, there's
bound to be a competitive fight soon be-
cause it's a matter of only a short time
before these giants-will all scrap their
investments in the obsolete spark plug
and turn to the manufacture of fuel ig-
niters. Meanwhile—to put it quite can-
didly—there is, of course, that huge in-
vestment in stocks of spark plugs to
liquidate and while the big fellows are
attempting to unload, LECTRA wili be
booming along.”. The grin came out
again as he said: *| hope they take their
time about it. At the rate we're going
we'll be big enough to take care of our-

selves shortly.”

| got up to go, convinced that Dollen-
berg's quiet confidence was well-
founded. The product and the man were
right for each other. Here's an incident
which impressed me. A short time ago,
LECTRA ran a mail order advertisement
in the sober New York 7imes. One of the
replies they got was from a gentleman in
Pennsylvania who put it to LECTRA right
on the line. Said the Pennsylvania man:

“I've read your ad in the New York
Times. What | want you to do before |
order a set is for you to send me a copy
of that ad through the United States
mails. Then if your Fuel Igniters won't
come through with all those fancy prom-
ises—and if you don't send my money
back if they don't perform as you say—
I'll have Uncle Sam on my side while |
go after you.” The hard-bitten Pennsyl-
vania man was sent the ad through the
mails, all right. And he ordered a set of
Fuel Igniters. LECTRA wasn't fearful that
Uncle Sam would be after them. Be-
cause—and here was the kicker—Uncle
is a LECTRA customer! A large U. S.
Government agency, after field-testing
5,000 Fuel Igniters ordered 25,000 to re-
place every spark plug in a fleet of 3,000
key vehicles!

So that's the story of The Big Fat
Flame. I'm leaving a little space for a
message from Col. Dollenberg. Mean-
while 'm on my way outside to the
garage with my set of Fuel Igniters. |
can't wait to get rid of those spark plugs!

SpaMril; Plug
YEAR  Make of Car Per Gallon
1956 Chevrolet V8 17.7
1955  Nash Rambler 20.0
1954 Plymouth 6 222
1955 Ford Fairlane 14.0
1957 Chrysler Windsor 16.5
1954 Oldsmobile 98 15.5
1957 Dodge D-500 16.0
1951 Buick Super 13.0
1956 Plymouth V-8 16.0
1955 Oidsmobite 98 15.0

(air-conditioned)

ance in your own automobile.

you never thought it woul

a coupon to the bottom of this page. If you

This article has been presented both as an advertisement for the Lectra Fuel Igniter and
as a public service. Especially do | wish to emphasize the words public service. It is flat-
tering to be imitated, it is said, but since the invention of the Lectra Fuel Igniter, there
have appeared so-called “imitations” which have failed to perform as promised.

We state, flatly and sincerely, that we can'back every claim that appears in Mr. Mayer’s
story. Please look very carefully at the table which follows. It has been prepared from the
research of one of the nation's leading Consumer Surveys:

RECORD OF PERFORMANCE—LECTRA FUEL IGNITERS

NOTE—AIl Lectra-equipped cars in these tests used REGULAR GAS
(Compiled from Consumer Reports and Field Tests)

All above figures confirmed by letters and reports available from our files in New York City.

Nothing is as exacting—as compromising—as cold statistics. In the final analysis, noth-
ing will prove to you the extraordinary benefits of the Lectra Fuel Igniter as its perform-

Therefore we guarantee (and stake our reputation and our blisiness on this guarantee):

That Lectra Fuel Igniters must be everything we say they are, every-
thing we have led you to e)g)ect. They must make
and on regular gas.

OWN JUDGMENT get easier starting, faster pick-up, improved economy

(to conform to the table above) or you can return them after a 10-day

trial and get back every cent you paid—without question and without

delay. What's more—they must continue to function properly for the
life of your car or they will be replaced until they do.

We've taken a lot of your time in presenting our story. Now there’s nothing else to say;
the rest is up to our Fuel Igniter. If you want to try them (bear in mind our guarantee) they
our order. For your convenience we are adding
| fill it out and mail it | can promise you the

most exciting automobile experience you've ever known.
Sincerely, j P W
Lo T :

will be rushed to you as soon as we receive b

Lectra Fuel
Igniters (Gain) Extra
iles Miles Miles
Per Gallon Increase Per Gallon
22.2 24% 45
21.6 38% 1.6
26.0 17% 38
21.2 50% 2
21.0 20% 35
18.0 14% 2.5
215 35% 5.5
17.0 22% 4.0
20.0 25% 4,
20.9 40% 6.0

our car perform as
ou must IN YOUR

Lectra Fuel Igniter Co., Dept. GK-47
11 East 47 Street, New York 17, N. Y.

O | enclose $12.60 for 6 Igniters
O | enclose $16.80 for 8 lgniters
ool & S 4 for.

Rush my Lectra Fuel Igniters by return mail on your money-back guarantee.

Igniters at $2.10 each

....\gniters C.0.D. | $1d it and will pay postman balance
s shipping charges.
My car is. yeat. make.... S w1 model
+irseeseennesen.NO. OF Cylinders
Name.
Address
City. Zone State.
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MASK OF
THE RAIDER

(Continued from page 37)

buried under tons of lumber, lay a sturdy
auxiliary engine and an impressive arsenal
of naval armament to help her carry out
her ticklish mission.

Another order by the captain sent the
cumbersome lumber overboard, saw the
engine unlimbered, and ' the cannon
mounted in their assigned places behind
a phoney facade which, even upon close
inspection, would have passed for an in-
nocent cabin. Under equally innocent can-
vas covers, loaded machine guns and
smaller cannon awaited expert hands. The
captain’s poor, suffering wife, rid of her
encumbering skirts and bonnet, had be-
come a youthful gunnery officer. Now the
devil looked about his remade vessel and
chuckled gleefully. Pipe still in mouth, he
then removed his oiled-skin cap, replacing
it with the handsome, snap-brimmed cap
of an officer of the Imperial German
Navy. “By Joe!” he muttered to himself
in English, “Der Seeadler is ready.”

The Sea Eagle was ready, all right.
Under full sail now, she headed south
and cruised along the waters of South
America, looking for trouble and adven-
ture. She might be a thing out of another
age, slow, unarmored and undergunned
compared to the iron ships she would
hunt and fight with, but on her decks stood
a crew of crack volunteers. And at her
helm was Count Von Luckner, the Sea
Devil—actor, trickster, and strategist who
laughed at odds and convention—the last
of the sail-borne buccaneers.

Born Count Felix Graf Von Luckner,
in Dresden, Germany, May 31, 1881, the
skipper of Der Seeadler boasted of a back-
ground which fitted him perfectly for the
job of commanding one of Germany’s
elusive surface raiders. Describing him-
self as “a poor student,” and unable to
stomach the staid routine of German aris-
tocracy and his father’s castle, young Felix,
aged 13, ran off one day to “ship before
the mast” as an ordinary sailor. After
several harrowing experiences (one of
which was falling overboard and luckily
managing to catch a giant albatross by
the legs, thus keeping himself afloat until
rescued by his ship’s lifeboat), Felix de-
serted at Fremantle, Australia, and joined
the Salvation Army. He became an as-
sistant lighthouse-tender and when he was
caught smooching the lighthouse-keeper’s
daughter, thought it wise to take off.

His next job was no less illuminating
and a great deal safer. He traveled the
full length and breadth of Australia with
a troop of Hindu fakirs, assisting them
with their bags of tricks, a job for which
he demonstrated great talent and relish.
Next he became what was then probably
the only dishwashing count in the world,
and after a succession of equally improb-
able jobs he shipped out once more. In
Mexico, copping a trick from his Hindu
friends, he repeated his disappearing act
to reappear, shortly after, in the Mexican
army. But apparently the brewing revolu-
tion there soon grew dull, for not much
later the restless German had a deck under
him again. The ship, however, became
involved in a sea-collision, and Von Luck-
ner—not so lucky this time—emerged from
it gravely injured.

His recovery was soon enhanced by the
balmy Honolulu climate. There, too, this
two-fisted, rough-talking nobleman-sailor
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found himself right at home exchanging
drinks and bloody noses with waterfront
types from all over the world. And there
too something prompted him to return
to his own land—and perhaps find his
proper place in life.

So it was that the year 1911 found the
tough ex-seaman an officer in the German
merchant marine, plying his hard-won
seamanship with the Hamburg-American
line. By now he had mastered all the
necessary requirements for commanding
a ship. Aside from that, his friends came
from higher brackets: the influential, the
rich, the aristocracy—even the old Kaiser,
himself, came to know the big-voiced,
steel-fisted young nobleman who now said
“By Joe!” to cover a multitude of former
and more colorful words, when he was
either very happy or very angry. It was
at this stage in his life that war broke
out between Germany and the Allies.

Little is recorded about Count Von
Luckner during the initial years of the war,
save that his transfer from the merchant
marine to the Imperial German Navy was
greeted with enthusiasm by no less per-
sonage than Kaiser Wilhelm, himself.
Somewhere along the line the young ad-
venturer conceived the idea of the most
perfectly disguised surface raider of all
time. He presented it to someone high
in the Germany Navy, where it received
official approval in 1916, when the an-
cient Pass of Balmaha, renamed the Sea
Eagle, was assigned the mission of sweep-
ing British merchant ships off the seas.
It really was quite a beautiful and original
plan. German surface raiders were, as
a rule, fast, well-equipped steam-driven
vessels, converted for the job by install-
ing batteries of 3 to 5.9 inch guns, plus
whatever armor-plating it was deemed
feasible. Who, then, would ever suspect
a sail-driven, leaky old scow like the
Seeadler? The trick, of course, would be
to break through the tight, efficient Brit-
ish blockade which barred such ships from
the South Atlantic and Pacific waters—
those very lush hunting grounds. The
change of identity, the personal disguises,
the seemingly pitiful conditions aboard
—all were ingenious products of a very
special and tricky brain.

As the Seeadler proceeded along the
eastern coast of South America, in search
of fair game, her master stood to the helm
musing on their recent departure from
the homeland. The old Kaiser, himself,
had been there to wish them a successful
voyage. It had been he who had said:
“May the hand of the Almighty be at
your helm!” Von Luckner would soon
have reason to recall those words again.
From above the alarmed cry of his look-
out. Ahead, just within sight, loomed the
massive shape of a British auxiliary cruiser
making for them. Lightly armed mer-
chantmen they could, and would, fight,
but tangling with this arch-enemy of the
raiders would be like a cobra taking on
a mongoose. The trip, so young, so pains-
takingly prepared, seemed about to end.

Crowding all sail possible, and praying
for a strong wind, Von Luckner manned
his few guns and began a desperate race
for life. For hours they tried to escape,
but always, relentlessly, the more powerful
British warship managed to close a little
more. The German sailors knew that had
it not been for the skipper’s superb sea-
manship, they would have been at the
bottom of the sea hours before; still, they
could not escape forever. The crew stood
to their guns, prepared to die without
ever having tasted a single victory. Then,
quite suddenly—a miracle! Just ahead of
them was a thick, soupy, beautiful rain
squall!
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at last a complete, modern giiide to lasting
mutual sexual bappiness for all couples

Hlustrated
SEX FACTS

BY DR. A. WILLY,
DR. L. VANDER,
DR. O. FISHER

AND OTHER
AUTHORITIES

Available
in this
Country
for the
first time

ﬁ, THIS GIANT
SIZE BOOK CONTAINS
HUNDREDS OF AUTHENTIC,

ENLIGHTENING ILLUSTRATIONS

—many in lz'ﬁz-like color.

Now available to the public in this country, for the first time,
is this big guide to modern married sex practice. Written and
illustrated by the most noted physicians and medical artists on
sexual enlightenment. See and read how you can acquire endur-
ing, harmonious married love by means of hundreds of ex-
clusive, authentic pictures (many in true-to-life color), plus
detailed step-by-step instructions written frankly and simply.
This complete, large book includes important NEW informa-
tion and illustrations never released here before. This book is
a frank, straightforward presentation of facts to satisfy mature
interest in the sex functions of the human male and female.
Gives the most helpful authoritative guidance on sex problems
of every kind — both abnormal as well as normal. Clearly
understand and see the physiology and functions of the sex
organs of both male and female. Many troubled men and
women have found a new, happy married sex life and new con-
fidence in themselves by reading “The Illustrated Encyclo-
pedia of Sex.” Sells for $5.00 — but it is yours for the amazing
low friend-winning price of only $2.98. This offer good for a
limited time only. Mail coupon NOW!

Partial List of 61 Big Chapters. Each a *“Book” in itself.

* Techniques that bring * Natural birth control
complete gratification to the © New discoveries in birth
sex act for male and female control

© What causes climax in * Woman'’s fertile days
women * Causes of sex drive in women

¢ Blunders made by men in sex ® Female frigidity, its causes
act, How to avoid them and cures

® Technique of first sex acton ¢ Causes and cures for sexual
bridal night impotence in men

* Why woman fails to attain * Abnormal sex organs and
climax what can be done

* Husband and wife attaining * How to correct male’s
mutual climax premature climax

* How male organs function ¢ Delaying sex life’s finish
in intercourse ® Male changes of life and its

* How female sex organs effect
function in intercourse ® Causes and treatment of

* How sexual urge in woman male and female sterility
differs from man ¢ Feminine self-satisfaction

* Woman'’s perfect complete ® Causes of sexual urge in men
sexual satisfaction * How sex activity affects

* How to derive perfection in weight of male and female
sexual act * How to use preparatory love

* Reactions of man and woman towards greater satisfaction
during sexual relations
compared

® The truth about sex vitamins
that improve sexual powers

in sex act

Just a few of hundreds
of frank, enlightening
illustrated instructions!

Partial List of lllustrations with Authentic Color Pictures!
* Male Sex Organs * Cross Section of the Hymen
* Showing functions of male in various stages

sex organ ® Cross Section Showing Cause
o Illustrating effects on breasts of Women's sexual ills

after pregnancy

* Showing areas of woman’s - SPll:turlg S!pry oi normal
organs producing highest f’"‘"’ fin mpe
sensations * Picture Story of Woman's

* Watch step-by-step growth Sensation Curve
of child in pregnancy ¢ Picture Story of most

* Complete Color Picture important cause of impotence
Story of Woman's Sex * Two Inserts of Female

Organs Bodies showing how
ok A . iy
l:nsctorm’l, g;;:y of Woman's pregnancy takes place

® Picture Story of Cause of
Stenhty in women

.. plus many more
pictured instructions
———————————————-1

SEND NO MONEY ! FREE 10 DAY TRIAL COUPO
CADILLAC PUBLISHING, Dept. F-436
220 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, New York

Send me "“The Illustrated Encyclopedia of Sex” in plain
wrapper marked “personal.” I will pay postman $2.98,
plus postage on delivery (sells for $5.00). If not com-
pletely delighted within 10 days, I can return book and

NAME

ADDRESS

CIRYgE — = 3= ERZONE T STATE
O Check here if you wish to save postage, by enclosing with

coupon only $2.98. Same Money-Back Guarantee!
{CANADIAN ORDERS $3.50. NO C.0.D.'s.)
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W
I’ll Show You How to Make
BIG MONEY the First Hour!

Get into a high-paying business without spend-
ing a cent! I'll rush you, absolutely FREE, a
powerful Starting Business Outfit. It contains
EVERYTHING you need to start making ex-
citing cash profits the first hour!

As the Mason Shoe Counselor in your town,
you can start taking easy orders the minute
¥0ur Outfit arrives. You need no experience.

’Il show you how to add as much as $168.00
EXTRA income a month for just 2 orders
a day...how to take orders from friends, rela-
tives, neighbors, folks where you work.

EVERYONE wantscomfortableshoes. Mason
Air-Cushioned shoes are backed by the Good
Housekeeping Guarantee Seal, have been ac-
cepted for advertising by the American Med-
ical Association. Some topnotch men have
taken up to 20 orders their first day . . . earn-
ing up to $10 an hour!

NOT SOLD IN STORES!

Mason Shoes are not sold in stores, so folks
must buy from YOU and KEEP buying from
you! You feature 160 dress, sport, work shoe
styles for men, women . . . with such EXTRA
features as Air Cushion innersoles, Steel Shanks,
work soles of Neoprene, Cork, Cushion Neo-
prene Crepe, Safety Shoes.

You'’ll run the best ‘‘shoe store’” business in

town, because you actually ‘‘carry” a greater
selection than a store. You draw on our stock
of over 200,000 pairs in sizes 2; to 15, widths
AAAA to EEEE. No need to substitute . . .
folks get the style, size, width they order. No
wonder you can expect fast profits!
Rush Coupon for Your FREE Outfit!
Start now! We will rush, absolutely FREE,
EVERYTHING you need to start making
money the first hour! Make the extra cash you.
need . . . send the coupon TODAY!

MAso SHOE MFG. CO.. D.gt. $-330

CHIPPEWA FALLS, WISCONSIN

send for F R EE outfit!

Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. 5- .

) D §-330

| Mason Shoe Mfg. Co.. Chippewa Falls, Wis. |

| Please set me up in « MONEY-MAKING BUSINESS I |
can run from home. Rush FREE an rostpaid my Start- l

| ing Business Outfit with EVERYTHING I need to start

| making extra cash from the very first hour!

“It was the hand of God!” Von Luckner
said years later.

Within minutes the Seeadler was com-
pletely enshrouded in the friendly deluge
—lost forever to her pursuer.

One morning, shortly after, a British
merchantman, heavily loaded with goods
from Pacific waters and on her way home
from an easy voyage around the Horn,
came upon a terrifying sight, Just a few
miles off her starboard stood a huge
square-rigged vessel, her dirty sails flap-
ping idly in the fair breeze, and from
the ship’s bowels came a foul, greasy mass
of smoke which clearly showed her hull
to be on fire. The crew on the wind-
jammer ran about her dirty decks in a
panicky, completely uncontrolled fashion,
while an hysterical woman could be seen
waving her arms and screaming for help.
It was a most horrible sight at sea, and
the brave British captain immediately de-
cided to go to the rescue of the Norwegian
ship (that was the flag she flew). Accord-
ingly, he snapped orders to put about, and
within minutes was scant yards away from
the burning ship, his engines all astern.
Then a fantastic thing happened before
his uncomprehending eyes: The old ship’s
crew suddenly disappeared, her flag went
down and the fire went out. The Imperial
German flag materialized at her mast, as
if by sheer magic. The large cabin col-
lapsed on oiled hinges, revealing the
swinging barrels of loaded cannon. Even
as the British captain stood there, open-
mouthed, the guns were brought to bear
on his bow, his waterline, and directly at
his command bridge—at the orders of the
“frightened woman,” who now stood calm-

| ly peeling off “her” skirt to reveal the

smart uniform of an officer in the German
Navy. What the redfaced British sea-dog
said cannot be repeated here.

Ten minutes later his ship and her valu-
able cargo were at the bottom of the
South Atlantic. Much to his surprise—he
and his men were not. Instead he was
placed in what the hospitable and charm-
ing German commander of this amazing

raider called his “Skippers’ Club”—a hand-
somely furnished cabin within the See-
adler which was destined for much dis-
tinguished company in months to come.
The British seamen were entertained, as
much as the precautions of war permitted,
by the German crew.

Over a welcome drink, the British cap-
tain learned some amazing things about
Count Von Luckner, who loved to boast:
“I always get along with rough fellows,
working men, and sailors.” Although this
born gentleman énjoyed telling about his
waterfront and barroom brawls in which
he exchanged bruises and bloody heads
with those same “rough fellows,” he could
not bear to take a human life! Not even
in war!

“But my dear fellow!” said the aston-
ished Englishman. “How can you possibly
avoid it in your business?”

“I shall avoid it,” said the German
smiling, “if I have to resort to every trick
in my bag! And I've a lot of them!”

True to his word, he did. Before his
course had carried him clear to the Horn,
six captains had shared his “Skippers’
Club,” six ships had gone to the bottom
with much-needed British supplies, and
six entire British crews had been safely
landed on some neutral point along the
South American shore-line to find their
ways back safely to their ports.

Evading the constant and aggressive
vigilance of the British Navy, the Sea
Devil and his incredible ship made their
way past Tierra del Fuego, around
Cape Horn, and into the warm waters of
the South Pacific, where hunting proved
to be even better. By now the Sea Eagle’s
crew had grown so proficient and daring
that. there was seldom a miss. Wooden
ships or steamers—whatever came along
—were tricked and bagged, rarely firing
a shot. Von Luckner, willing to risk his
ship, rather than kill, resorted to every
device at his command: stealth and sur-
prise, the neutral flag, open chase, and
the beautifully-acted distress scene—the
last of these being his most effective.

Sentenced to 10 years at hard labor

Coming in the
November Issuve
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on Devil’s Island, Robert Moulin was
doomed to a living hell. Tortured by
sadistic guards, Moulin knew there

were only three ways to escape from’

the infamous concentration camp: the
killing jungle, the sea of man-eating
sharks—or with the help of THE 700
WILLING WIVES OF DEVIL’S ISLAND.

From the secret archives of the Pen-
tagon comes the saga of the U.S. Navy’s
“sampan” fleet and its private war
against the Japs during the dark days
following Pearl Harbor. For the most
fantastic anti-submarine operation of
World War II, in which five sea-going
guerrillas decoyed, boarded and cap- .
tured a Jap sub, read UNSUNG RAMPAGE
OF THE BAMBOO BATTLESHIP.

On June 11, 1930, almost 30 years
before globe-girdling jet flights,

two dare-devil pilots took off from .
Chicago Airport in an old Wright J-6—
and never landed again until 24 days
later. John and Kenneth Hunter’s rec-
ord flight has yet to be surpassed—

and even today Air Force scientists
study their ordeal as a ‘landmark on the

road to space.” BROTHERS TO EAGLES.

more pages, more features, more trve action adventure
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STARTING TO GET BALD?

take

hope

for new hair with the
Brandenfels Home System!

Like you...and you...and you, these people were losing their hair,
or were actually bald, Look at them now! They uscd the Bran-
denfels Home System of Applications and Massage. Their heart-
warming expericnce offers you a wonderful incentive for action.

Even where you now havé no hair, the roots — or follicles —
may still be alive—in many cases lacking only proper stimulation
to bring them back into production.

You see, medical research has shown that hair grows in cycles.
The follicle produces a hair, then "rests” before normal hair
growth starts again. And the crucial time, it is believed, is this

“resting”* period.

If, because of a poor scalp condition this “resting” time is
lengthened, the follicle may deteriorate so far it can never recover.
So the important point is to do something NOW — before it is

too late.

b &

MICROSCOPE SHOWS MIRACLE OF HAIR REGROWTH

3. No)ﬂ. wi'h. hair regrown,

1. Cross section from one
scalp in o test group, made
before the use of the Bran-
denfels System. Doctors said:
The follicle is small (ond
“'resting’’), the opening is
plugged with sebacious gum

2. Typical cross-section made
PR

from scalp of a vl
Brandenfels user,a fewweeks
after following instructions.
Now the doctors’ comments
were: the follicle has in-
creased in size, the opening

this micr enlargement
of a cross-section was made.
The doctors said: the follicle
has increased in size, the
plug in the opening has dis-
appeared and the -hair shaft
in the follicle is proof of new

(dondruff scale) and scaly
skin layers; no hair evident.

PLEASANT TO

If you have (1) excessively falling
hair, (2) ugly dandruff, (3) a rap-
idly receding hair line, or (#4) any
unhealthy scalp condition, DON'T
WAIT! It may be possible for you
to arrest these conditions right at
home, without expensive office calls.

YOU OWE THIS TO YOURSELF

You owe it also to your family and
to your business acquaintances to
give the Brandenfels HOME PLAN
a thorough trial. While results may
vary between individuals because of
systemic differences, general health
and localized scalp conditions, here
is a real and tangible prospect of
succeSs in a substantial proportidn
of cases.

Brandenfels wonderful formulas
are non-sticky, non-odorous, and
they will not rub off on bed linens
or hat bands. The formulas and mas-
sage are pleasant and easy to use.

Letters, testimonials and scalp growth, less excessive hair fall,
relief from dandruff scale, other
nafide. All are reproduced by improved scalp conditions.

pictures (unretouched) are bo-

permission. ol
Competent doctors and clini-

PLAN in varying de-

of cases.

In addition, licensed CPA's Chamber of Com-
have certified over 23,000 lctters merce—all St. Hel-
on

and reports telling of hair re- ens.
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is no longer plugged and a
tiny hair is in evidence.

USE AT HOME... 1 TO 4 BENEFITS

: Testimonials may
cians conducted tests and made* be seen at St. Hel-
observations that showed hair ens, Oregon, when
regrowth with the Brandenfels permission given,

HOME References: St.
grees in a reasonable proportion Helens Bank, U. S.
National Bank,

production.

From more than 20,000 letters
(CPA audit) artesting to the bene-
fits from the Brandenfels System you
can take heart and confidence for
your own case. If you, or anyone in
your family are losing hair rapidly,
or have already become bald, SEND
TODAY for a five-week supply of
Brandenfels Scalp and Hair Appli-
cations with full directions and com-
plete easy-to-follow instructions on
how to use and how to follow the
special massage method.

ORDER BEFORE IT'S TOO LATE

Enclose $18 (includes Federal tax,
postage, mailing). For U. S. or APO
or FPO air shipments add $2 (total
$20). Order from Carl Brandenfels,
St. Helens, Oregon, U.S.A.

Send the coupon RIGHT NOW
before you misplace this important
message. Remember, every day you
wait you may make your problem
more difficult. Act Now!

o Al Leifson, grocer, was one of
the group participating in the
medical research from which come
the microscopic enlargements of
follicles ''before’" ond ‘‘ofter’’,
shown ot the left.

0 “'Only those who hove lost
their hair can know what a thrill
it is to have haii again. Mine has
filled in where it was sparse for
8 years,”' says this Seattle man.

9 Would you believe a man
over 60 years of age and bald for
more than 20 years could ever
regrow hair? Here's proof that he
did—with the Brandenfels Home
Plon. N

0 This young mon was completely
bold but these two pictures show
what he accomplished in 24 weeks
with the Brondenfels System, and
the full head of hair he finally
achieved.

eWhere fellicles (roots) were still
alive this man was able to achieve
a very considerable hair regrowth
with the Brandenfels Home System
—os these pictures show.

Doctors who were skeptical
that this little girl would regain
her hair now shake their heads in
wonderment at dramatic results
following use of the Brandenfels
Plan.

HERE’S MORE EVIDENCE FOR HOPE Toairsmommrs s, Hamc o bon before you misplace it — ——

Please,send me— in plain wrapper—a 5-week supply of Brandenfels Scalp &

Name.

Hair Applications & Massage with directions for use in my own home.
| enclose $18 (includes Federal tax, postage and mailing). Ship prepaid.
| enclose $20 for RUSH air shipment (APO, FPO, or U.S.A.).
C.0.D.—I agree to pay postman the $18.00 plus postal charges.

SMG-109

1MPORTANT
When filling out this
order please check X
the following on which

Addr

you want specific infor-l
mation:

Town.

Zone. State.

[ Excessively
Falling Hoir l

postage prepaid.
C.O.D. orders are

Cash orders are pharmaceutically comp

ded and shipped i

e

.ordeﬂ to APO or FPO add

ded after prepaid

Y. [ Tight, ltchy Scalp l

[ Ugly Dondruff Scale

orders are filled. No.C..O.D. [0 Alopecia

ar to foreign c
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OPPORTUNITIES

FOR

EVERYBODY

PPORTUNITIES

___EDUCATIONAL OF UNITIES _ (MB-Oct.-Nov.'59)
ELECTRONIC AND AERONAUTICAL Engineering Tech-
nology. Two Year Courses, Bachelor of Science Degree in
three years. Northrop Institute in Southern California pre-
pares you for highly paid positions in Aviation and Electronic
Industries. Employment assistance during school and after
graduation. Approved for Veterans. Write for free catalog.
Northrop Institute of Technology, 1125 Arbor Vitae, Ingle-
wood 1, California.
COMPLETE YOUR HIGH School at home in spare time with
62-year-old school. Texts furnished. No classes. Diploma.
Information booklet free. American School, Dept. X718,
Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37, lllinois.
HIGH SCHOOL DIPLOMA at home.. Licensed teachers.
Approved materials. Southern States Academy, Station E-31,
Atlanta, Ga. _ A ]
___BUSINESS & MONEY MAKING O RTUR S
$16.00 THOUSAND PREPARING enveiopes, postcards,
home—lon&hand, typewriter. Particulars free. (o Economy,
Box 2580, Greensboro, North Carolina.
%}.OO HOURLY POSSIBLE assembling pump lamps Spare

ime. Simple, Easy. No canvassing. Write: Ougor, Caldwell 3
Arkansas.
“50 NEW 'HOME-Business Ideas” Booklet, sample Free.
Spray exotic Velvet-Suede on anything. Flokcraft-R11, Los
Angeles 61.
EARN EXTRA CASH! PraRare Advertising Postcards.
Langdons, Box 41107MB, Los Angeles 41, California.
BULOVA WATCHES-$5.95. Illustrated Catalog free. Cosmos,
New York 35 Dept. 380.
$200-$300 MONTHLY. Mailing literature. Peavie, POB 38,
Tiflicum 99, Washington. AR TS

_~ AGENTS & HELP WANTED =~

UN A SPARE-time Greeting Card and Gift Shop at home.
how friends samples of our new 1959 Christmas and All
Occasion Greeting Cards and Gifts. Take their orders and
earn to 100% profit. No experience necessary. Costs nothing
to try. Write today for samples on approval. Regal Greetings,
Dept. 164, Ferndale, Michigan. = .
BEAUTY DEMONSTRATORS—TO $5.00 hour demonstrat-
ing Famous Hollywood Cosmetics, your neighborhood. For
free samples, details, write Studio Girl, Dept. 97910C,
Glendale, California. . o B a1
EARN EXTRA MONEY Selling Advertising Book Matches.
Free Sample kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. GH-109, Chicago

32, IMlinois. PN BT B e

_______LOANS BY MAIL [R5
BORROW $50 TO $600 For Any purpose. Employed men and
women eligible. Confidential. 2 years to repay. Write for free
loan agmcatlon. American Loan Plan, City National Bldg.,
Dept. CMB-109, Omaha 2, Nebraska. =~~~
BORROW BY MAIL $100-$600. Anywhere. Air Mail Service.
Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Building, Dept. 64T, Omaha 2,
Nebraska. D e

~________STAMP COLLECTING = -
GIGANTIC COLLECTION FREE. Includes triangles, early
United States, animals, commemoratives, British Colonies,
high value pictorials, etc. Complete collection plus big illus-
trated magazine all frce. Send 5c for postage. Gray Stamp Co.,
Dept. PL, Toronto, Canada._ .~ )

PERSONAL & MISCELLANEOUS

EXPOSED! BRUTALITY IN Women’s Prisons! Amazing 24
age report taken from overseas correspondence. Fully illus-
?ra!ed. complete, $6. Other info included. Send to: Essko,
Box 56WS, New York 33, New York.
SALESMEN WANTED
CALENDARS, ADVERTISING NOVELTIES, Matches! Good
Side Line or Full Time. Now is the Time to Sell—All types of
Calendars. Hundreds of Advertising Novelties, Book Matches,
etc. Fleming Calendar Co., 6533 Cottage Grove, Chicago 37, IlI.

MUSIC & MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

and
Racording, Free Examination. Rush Poems. Songcrafters,
Acklen Station, Nashville, Tennessee.
FOREIGN & U.S.A. JOB LISTINGS
JOBS ON STEAMSHIPS and Yachts Traveling Foreign
Countries. Davenport’s, 1354-E GPO, New York 1. ks
e BOOKS & PERIODICALS
FREE ILLUSTRATED HYPNOTISM Catalogue. Write:
Hypndtist, 8721 Sunset, Hollywood 46W, California.
___ _MISCELLANEOUS = = =
FREE “DO-IT-Yourself” _Leathercraft Catalog. Tandy
Leather Company, Box 791-C31, Fort Worth, Texas.

SEWS LEATHER
AND TOUGH TEXTILES
LIKE A MACHINE

With SPEEDY STITCHER Automatic
Sewing Awl, anyone can quickly and
skillfully sew or repair anything made
of LEATHER, CANVAS, NYLON, PLAS-
TIC, or other heavy materials. Sews
firm, even lock-stitches like a machine.
Gets into hard-to-reach places. Specially
made for heavy duty sew- ¥
ing on LUGGAGE, FOOT-

WE. G

i1l save you many 98
ts small cost. Comes.

y fer instant use . . .

plete with bobbin of waxed thread and 3 differ-
nt pes of diamond-pointed needles. Easy-to-follow
directions will make you an expert in minutes. Extra
needles and waxed-thread always available. Save money,
C.0.D., $1.98 plus

send $198 for postpaid delivery. If
pustage. MONEY BACK GUARANTEE.

SPORTSMAN'S POSY
366 Madison Ave.,Dept. A662 New York 17
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According to the Official British History
of the War, only one instance can be
found of a death attributed to Von Luck-
ner’s raiding activities. Even then, it seems
to have been almost accidental—if such
can be said of combat at sea. It was dur-
ing the chase of the Horngrath, a British
ship which the crafty count had managed
to lure within range with his ship-afire-
panicky-woman routine.

The act worked, all right, but only
up to a point. Perhaps the Horngrath’s
skipper had heard of the cunning count,
or maybe he was a naturally cautious man,
at any rate he approached just close
enough to surmise that if he got any closer
it would be his ship —not the Seeadler
which would be in need of help.

Now followed an old fashioned sea-
chase, more exciting than any fiction writ-
er’s imagination could ever conceive. With
the canny captain of the Horngrath run-
ning and maneuvering for all he was
worth, the Seeadler set out in hot pursuit,
firing her guns to disable or stop the
fleeing vessel. It was a rich prize and the
old Sea Devil had no intention of letting
it escape. Nor did she. The raider’s ac-
curate fire and her determined skipper’s
expert seamanship soon convinced the
Britisher that capture was inevitable. Thus
the Horngrath gave up her fight—but, un-
fortunately not before blood had been
shed. A crewman had been killed by one
of the German shell bursts. This was the
only mark on an incredibly bloodless war-
time record.

But Von Luckner and his Seeadler had
-become hot. They were too good, too
costly to the furious British. The word
went out: Get the Sea Devil! Stop Von
Luckner! By August, 1917, just a little
more than a year since the start of her
amazing career, the tough, old tub’s sea-
luck was rapidly coming to an end. Every-
where the British were hunting her with
well-equipped steamships and war vessels,
any of which were more than a match
for the square-rigger in armament and
speed. All of the Sea Devil’s crew, includ-
ing her captain, knew that from the very
start they had been running on luck and
borrowed time. In those months of hide-
and-seek, they had managed to send to
the bottom 16 British merchant ships.
Many of them the Seeadler's superi-
ors in tonnage, speed and armament! A
truly amazing record, considering that the
Atlantis (most famous and successful of
all WWII raiders), a heavily armed con-
ventional ship, was to hang up the all-
time record of 22 ships in 21 months of
continuous operations—only six more kills
in twice the time at sea!

But the old Seeadler's death was on
the calendar. Her end came one evening,
when, after having taken refuge in a cove
off the atoll of Mopelia, in the Society
Islands, a sudden, freak tidal wave rushed
the venerable old tub, doing in minutes
what the entire British Navy had failed
to do in a year. Before her crew could
start her motor, Seeadler had been swept
up and smashed upon a jagged coral reef.
The raider was dead. Her crew virtual
prisoners on an island at which the British
might call any day.

But the plucky and unpredictable Von
Lueckner still refused to admit defeat. With
five others he set sail in a lifeboat in a
desperate attempt to reach the nearest
German possession (many of the islands
later held by Japan in WWII were then
German). On September 2, 1917, having
evaded capture, the six adventurers
touched the Cook Islands, picked up what
supplies they could (mostly fruits), then

struck out again.

Now follows one of the most contro-
versial phases of the amazing Von Luck-
ner’s life. According to him, on or about
September 14th, scurvy broke out aboard
his little craft. Said he: “The blood turns
to water, first in the legs, then upward.
When it reaches the heart you die. Where
the blood is water the flesh is white, and
you can see the line of the white creep
slowly up . . .” They were, he recalls, on
the point of death.

Some of his critics, however, give a big
horselaugh to the count’s version of death
by scurvy. Says one: “Scurvy doesn’t at-
tack men who have recently eaten fresh
fruit., Also, in scurvy blood turns dark
and fluid and the flesh red and bruised . . .”

To this author, who claims no great
medical knowledge, it appears more prob-
able that the count and his men were
suffering from what might have been some
form of “trench-foot.” But who knows?

Approaching the Island of Wakaya,
death again reached for the elusive count
and his men. A pounding surf which they
could not escape, threatened to smash
them against a sharp coral reef, sending
them to the same watery grave that had
enveloped their faithful Seeadler. Drawing
their pistols, the men resolved to com-
mit suicide, rather than suffer further
(so recorded the count), but at the last
moment their boat was carried safely over
the reef and into the smooth lagoon.
But still they were not in the clear.

Suddenly a group of armed men was
seen heading for them. The count found
himself torn between a desire to fight to
the end, and a more powerful distaste
for going “against the unwritten laws of
the game.” Later he recalled: “ . . . if we
fought in citizen’s clothes, we were nothing
more than international bandits and as
such almost sure to hang finally from
a yard-arm.” Thus, he asserts, his only
course was to trick his captors by drop-
ping all weapons overboard, which he
managed in plain sight of the advancing
men.

Mr. H. C. Hills, then Superintendent
of the Native Constabulary at Levuka,
Fiji Islands, who was one of the armed
band that ran to capture Von Luckner
disputes this version bitterly. He states:
“Von Luckner says the weapons were
dumped overboard in my presence. This
is a deliberate lie. The weapons are in
the Fiji Defence Club at Suva, and may
be seen there any day.” He further states
that Von Luckner and his crew wore uni-
forms of a khaki naval pattern, and made
no pretense of being civilians. Further-
more, he asserts, the capture of the famous
raider was effected by himself with only
the help of a dozen Fiji policemen and
an unloaded revolver. Neither did he seem
happy about Von Luckner’s statement that
he (Hills) was “bewildered, frightened
and certainly non-plussed . . .” *

Following their capture, Von Luckner
and his men were sent to a Prisoner-of-
War camp in New Zealand, from which
the indomitable Sea Devil managed to
escape. He was recaptured, however, and
there sat out the remainder of the war.

Those left behind near the Seeadler’s
grave, finally escaped their island-prison
and sailed a tiny sloop to Easter Island,
a Chilean possession, where they were
interned until the armistice. Then they,
and their captain, were set free to receive
the praises—not only of their countrymen,
but of their former enemies, as well—
which they had so superbly earned. The
Seeadler’s cruise, like those of the Bounty,
the Golden Hind, the Victory and the
first iron-clad, the Monitor, now belonged
to naval history—and to the world! END
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G-1 DARING TRAPEZE
~ There's ‘danger
lurking in every fold
of sheer black

double nylon. The

way the bewitching
lace bodice molds
your-curves just

asks for trouble! But if
you dare . .. you'll love
this Paris pet in the
new trapeze silhouette!
Sizes 32 to 42. 12.98

) B-3 SWING-

HIGH HALTER

'y

avicce o «@a/we

Says: “let me make vour life (-\ulmtlr

with m) newest ereations!”

NOW— lll ell wea the ‘Ia'lll Mlgiu lin make French women
the most glamerews and desireahle in the world!

0-1 AMOURETTE — Flip
gver top in sheerest
btack nylon chiffon with
a provocative sprinkling
of lace. Beneath, the
briefest of matthing
panties. Sizes small,
medium and large. Only
9.

B-1 PROMESSE

yet frees your
natural beauty.
Black nylon lace
and satin half
bra, 32 to 38
3.98

« P-1 BIKINIETTE
— A mere wisp
of witchery in
black, sizes 22

_to 30. 298

B-2 BONBON
— Your own

—Halter straps L sweet curves N

hold your . tilted high in 4

curves high, . P-4 COCKTAIL our Parisian

while center / FLOUNCE—Brief satin_ half bra,

3 Cleavage 4 and bouncy with Jetblack, sizes
plunges low, in more flounce to 3210 38. 3.98
the French the ounce in
J manner. Sheer pleats and lace!
P-3 CHA-CHA- lace in black } For special S-1 FRENCH FLIRT — Qo-la-la
BOOM — Little or black and l / occasions in red. white or black, hip skirt, flouncing in nylon
black mambo red, sizes 32 sizes s,m,l. 2.98 tricot and lace. Black or red
panties with to 38. 3.98 P-2 SWEET- and black, sizes 22 to 30.
rows of flirty HEART SCANTY 3.98
ruffles. Sheer —So romantic!
nylon, also in A double
red, sizes jeweled heart,
sml. 298 ¢ outlined in
. A HIGH STEPPERS — Tall, tall

MAN'S CONQUEST

/ D-2 MOULIN ROVGE-

heels, designed to make

peiflenanting your ankles look tiny.

in sheer nylon.

Black or red, Black patent, sizes 4
sizes s,m,l. to 10, AA to D, each is
2.98 16.95

E-2 LA cOQuETTE
E-1 LE TRACASSIERE

—This creation is

—Lifts, controls, e -

. silhouette to

Dept 1250
480 I.EXINGTON AVE., NEW YORK 17, N. Y.
Please send me the followmg order, postpaid.
C.0.D.’s require 25% deposll’

Sfllp 70007 (I.S'f THIS EASY ORDER BLANK

# 3trapless satin
plunges as low
8s you dare,
while the
stitched cups
give your curves
an exciting
cleavage, 32 to
38, abc. 3.98

8-4 THE REBEL
—no straps,
no top, just
black satin-
wired
undercups that
lift your

‘%J

daring curves!
Sizes 32 to 38,
abc. 398 - B-7 THE UP-
" BEAT —Strap-
less charmer
in black satin
and net, lifts,
molds and
holds you in
fabulous form,
\ Sizes 32 to 38,
\ “ab.c. 3. 90

satin and lace

abo. 398 7/

COLOR _|_siZE ]

a must for th:;t'
f{,;";‘;‘,},';? f:,k 2 QUAN. | STYLE = ITEM
through Fren:

light with match'

ing: pantus In

black onfy.

| am enclosing $

Name.

in CASH [] CHECK [] M.O. [J

Address

City

Zone

Py snomm gl g g b o s o

State

4
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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:

T hree 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!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

Box 73472H, SCRANTON 15, PENNA,

ARCHITECTURE
and BUILDING
CONSTRUCTION

O Air Conditioning

O Architecture

O Arch. Drawing and
Designing

O Building Contractor

O Building Estimator

O Carpenter Builder

O Carpentry and Millwork

O Carpenter Foreman

AVIATION
O Aero-Engineering Technology
O Aircraft & Engine Mechanic
BUSINESS
O Accounting
O Advertising
O Business Administration
O Business Management
O Cost Accounting
O Creative Salesmanship
O Managing a Small Business
O Professional Secretary

O Heating O Public Accounting
O Painting Contractor O Purchasing Agent
O Plumbing O Salesmanship

O Reading Arch. Blueprints [ Salesmanship and

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

O Elements of Nuclear Energy
O General Chemistry

O Natural Gas Prod. and Trans.
O Petroleum Prod. and Engr.

O Professional Engineer (Chem)
O Pulp and Paper Making

Name. ; : Age

Sl
M/\ \\J g ' ; \

Without cost or obligation, send me “HOW to SUCCEED" and the opportunity booklet about the field BEFORE which | have marked X (plus sample lesson):

CciviL
ENGINEERING

O Civil Engineering

O Construction Engineering

B glgr'lway En'glznaenng F A
rofessional Engineer (Civi ial Fi .

O Reading Struc. Blueprints [Nttty GRremaris sip

O Sanitary Engineer

O Structural Engineering

O Surveying and Mapping
DRAFTING

O Aircraft Drafting

O Architectural Drafting

O Drafting & Machine Design

0O Electrical Drafting

O Mechanical Drafting

ART Management O Sheet Metal Drafting O Industrial Metallurgy O Stationary Fireman
0 ('Idomm_ercia':'Art O Traffic Management O Structural Drafting E mg:;:.:':'s a::)e:,yr . )
D) Show Card and yilenl Chomist ELECTRICAL O Mechanical Engineering O Carding and Spinning
Sier Ldttatin [m] caa ytica i emistry O Electrical Engineering O Professional Engineer (Mech) 5 Cotton Manufacture
O Sketching and Painting [ Chem Lab. Technici 0 Elec. Engr. Technician g Umality Caniroy O Cotton Warping and Weaving
[EIRChemil abAuELimician O Elec. Light and Power O Reading Shop Blueprints O Loom Fixing Technician

O Practical Electrician
O Practical Lineman y
O Professional Engineer (Elec) [ Tool Design [ Tool Making [ Th rowing

HIGH SCHOOL
O High School 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-
ized, 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,

L. C. S., Scranton 15, Penna. yational Home Study Council

(Partial list of 258 courses)

0O Good English

O High School Mathematics
O High School Science

O Short Story Writing

LEADERSHIP

O Industrial Electronics |
O Practical Radio-TV Eng'r'g
O Practical Telephony

0O Radio-TV Servicing

RAILROAD
O Car Inspector and Air Brake
O Diesel Electrician
O Diesel Engr. and Fireman
O Diesel Locomotive

O Industrial Supervision
O Personnel-Labor Relations
O Supervision

MECHANICAL
and SHOP
O Diesel Engines
O Gas-Elec. Welding
CIndustrial Engineering

STEAM and

DIESEL POWER
O Combustion Engineering
[ Power Plant Engineer

O Industrial Instrumentation O Stationary Diesel Engr.

O Refrigeration and

Air Conditioning (1 Textile Designing

O Textile Finishing & Dyeing

RADIO, TELEVISION [ Warping and Weaving
O General Electronics Tech. O Worsted Manufacturing

Home Address

City. Zone. Statan.

Working Hours—____AM. to P.M.

Occupation. Canada. . . .

Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools, Canadian, Ltd., Montreal,
Special low monthly tuition rates to members of the U. S. Armed Forces.
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A DRAMATIZED STORY THAT COULD HAPPEN TO YOU!

'| Do You Wonder What Makes You
| SO DARN TIRED?

I used to fee! weak and run-down from the moment | woke up in
the morning to the time | tumbled into bed at night. Believe me,
doing a full day’s work is hard enough even when you feel good.
But trying to be a good worker, husband and father when you're
“dead on your feet’’ would make any man a nervous wreck!

As if being tired at night wasn’t bad enough, | found myself
getting upset by almost everything. | was ‘‘touchy’” in the office,
cross and irritable with my own children. I’d start arguments with
my wife over the smallest things. | finally realized that something
had to be done — so | went to see our family doctor.

After examining me, the doctor explained that my tiredness and
nervouseness was caused by a lack of important vitamins and minerals
in my diet. This deficiency, he explained, caused otherwise normally
healthy men and women to feel run-down and irritable. To help correct
my condition he recommended | add a good food supplement to my
daily diet.

That’s when | sent away for a trial suppy of Vitasafe High-
Potency Capsules that | had seen advertised. In just a few short weeks
my energy came back. | felt like a new man, and | was glad to
continue with the wonderful Vitasafe Plan. If you feel tired, nervous
and miserable as | did, whv not see how Vitasafe Capsules may help
you, too? Send for your trial supply by mailing the coupon today!

Posed by
professional model.

25¢ just to help cover shipping expenses of this

FREE 30 days supply High-Potency Capsules

LIPOTROPIC FACTORS, VITAMINS and MINERALS

Safe, Nutritional Formula Containing 27 Proven Ingredients: Glutamic Acid, Choline, Inositol, Methio-
nine, Citrus Bioflavonoid, 11 Vitamins (Including Blood-Building Bi2 and Folic Acid) Plus 11 Minerals

To prove to you the remarkable ad-
vantages of the Vitasafe Plan . . . we will
send you, without charge, a 30-day free
supply of high potency vITASAFE c.F. cAP-
SULES so you can discover for yourself
how much stronger, happier and peppier
you may feel after a few days’ trial! Just
one of these capsules each day supplies
your body with over twice the minimum
adult daily requirement of Vitamins A,
C, and D — five times the minimum adult
daily requirement of Vitamin B-1, and the
full concentration recommended by the
Food and Nutrition Board of the National
Research Council for the other four im-
portant vitamins! Each capsule contains
the amazing Vitamin B-12, a remarkable
nutrient that helps nourish your body or-
gans. Vitasafe Capsules also contain Glu-
tamic Acid, an important protein constitu-
ent derived from natural wheat gluten.
And now, to top off this exclusive formula
each capsule also brings you an important
dosage of Citrus Bioflavonoid. This for-
mula is so complete it is available no-
where else at this price!

You can use these Capsules confidently
because U. S. Government regulations
demand that you get exactly what the
label states — pure, safe ingredients. The
beneficial effects of these ingredients have

been proven time and time again.
WHY WE WANT YOU TO TRY
A 30.DAY SUPPLY — FREE!

So many otherwise normally healthy
people have already tried VITASAFE C.F.
capsuLEs withsuch outstanding results . . .
so many have written in telling us how
much better they felt after only a short
trial. . . that we are absolutely convinced
that you, too, may experience the same
feeling of improved well-being after a sim-
ilar trial. In fact, we're so convinced that
we're willing to back up our convictions
with our own money. You don’t spend a
penny for the vitamins! All the cost and
risk are ours.

HOWAMAZING PLAN SLASHES
VITAMIN PRICES

With your free 30-day supply of Vita-
safe High-Potency Capsules you will also
receive complete details regarding the
benefits of an amazing new Plan that pro-
vides you regularly with all the factory-
fresh vitamins and minerals you will need.
By participating in the Vitasafe Plan now
you are never under any obligation! When
you have received your first 30-day trial
supply, simply take one viTasare Capsule
every day to prove that this formula can
help you as it is helping so many others.
But you remain the sole judge. If you are
not completely satisfied, and do not wish

to receive any additional vitamins, simply
let us know by writing us before the next
monthly shipment — or you can use the
handy instruction card we will provide —
and no future shipments will be sent.
Yes, you are under no purchase obliga-

A VITASAFE PLAN FOR WOMEN
Women may also suffer fromlack of pep,
energy, and vitality due to nutritional
deficiency. If there is such a lady in
your house, you will do her a favor by
bringing this announcement to her at-
tention. Just have her check the

“Woman’s Plan” hox in the coupon.

tion ever; you may cancel future ship-
ments at any time!

But if you are delighted — as so many
people already are — you don’t do a thing
and you will continue to receive fresh,
additional shipments regularly every
month — for just as long as you wish,
automatically and on time — at the low
Plan rate of only $2.78 plus a few cents
shipping for eaci,x full month supply. You
take no risk whatsoever — you may drop
out of this Plan any time you wish with-
out spending an extra penny, by simply
notifying us of your decision a few days
before your next monthly shipment. Take
advantage of our generous offer! Mail
coupon NOW.

€ I T T L R O,
JOURS “:\)\.l i ________.I
’ LUABLE TooLY VITASAFE CORP. F-57
MEN RECEIVE IN EACH DAILY VITASAFE CAPSULE: VAN S0° | 33 Wen 61et Strect, New York 23, N. Y.

e aeirate 31441 I3 ae fishforeus) 8 1me Yes, I accept your generous no-risk offer under the |
Inositol 15 mg. 2.5 mg. Cobalt 0.04 mg Vitasafe Plan as advertised in this magazine.
'f;'|"f"'!'°"'\'"’4 10 me. OamE Copper 0.45 mg l
jutamie el - mCg. o .
LCemon Bioflavanoid Niscin 40 mg. D S TS —_— Send me my FREE 30—da[\; supply of high-potency |
s omalex DiBE; R etate dl. lodine 0.073 me. VITASAFE - Vitasafe Capsules as checked below: |
2 1t Vitamin E 1U. otassium mg. HSSSSEEE
Vitamigp | LoF Units Folie Acid 0.5 mg. Zine 0.5mg. O Men’s Plan O Women’s Plan
1,000 USP Units Caleium 75 mg. Magnesium 3me |

| ENCLOSE 25¢ PER PACKAGE for packing and postage.

Compare the richness of this formula with any other vitamin and mineral preparation.
ALSO AVAILABLE, A VITASAFE PLAN FOR WOMEN. CHECK COUPON IF DESIRED.

©1958 VITASAFE CURP

®VITASAFE" REG. T.M

Mail Coupon To VITASAFE CORP., 43 West 61st Street, New York 23, N.Y.

or when in New York visit the VITASAFE PHARMACY, 1860 Broadway at Columbus Circle
IN CANADA: 394 Symington Avenue, Toronto 9, Ontario

(4 /5 5000006600000 @0 00s00060a0 B B800800 Zone. .. .State. ... ... I

This offer is limited to thosé who have never before taken advantage |
of this generous trial. Only one trial supply under each plan per I

family.
IN CANADA: 394 Symington Ave., Toronto 9, Ont. '
(Canadian Formula adjusted to local conditions.)




For a Successful Career

ENGINEER STATION WHPE
“Thanks to NRI, I operated a
successful Radio repair shop. Now
I am an engineer for WHPE.”
VAN W. WORKMAN, HIGH
POINT, NORTH CAROLINA

QUICK SPARE TIME CASH
“Knew nothing about Radio-TV
when I enrolled. After 15 lessons
started repairing sets. My future
looks bright.”” DONALD B.
ACKERMAN, MINNEAPOLIS,
MINNESOTA

HAS OWN TV BUSINESS

“Quit my job to do Television — =
work full time. I love it and do all 2

right financially.” WILLIAM F. -
KLINE, CINCINNATI, OHIO = A=}

S et i

in Radio-Television

Train at Home
inSpare Time
with N.R.l.

JOLDEST o
| LARGEST |

Home Siudy Radio-Television School

Prosperous Fast Growing Industry Oﬂers You

GOOD PAY-BRIGHT FUTURE-SUCCESS

It’s the trained man who gets ahead—gets the
better job, drives a better car, lives in a better

" home, is respected for what he knows and can

do. For a job with a future—find out how you
can train at home for Radio-Television.

TODAY’S OPPORTUNITY FIELD

Training PLUS OPPORTUNITY is the ideal
combination for success. And today’s OPPOR-
TUNITY field is Radio-Television. Over 125
million home Radios plus 30 million sets in
cars, plus 40 million TV sets mean big money
for trained Technicians. More than 4,000 Radio
and TV broadcasting stations offer interesting
and important positions. Color television, port-
able TV sets, Hi-F'i, assure future growth. Find
out about NRI. Since 1914—for more than 40
years—NRI has been training ambitious men

at home in spare time for Radio-TV. With
NRI 50-50 method, you study basic principles
AND learn by practicing with actual equip-
ment NRI furnishes. Youlearn with your hands
and your head. You get dependable training,
backed up by the reputation of the oldest and
largest home study Radio-TV school.

ADD TO YOUR INCOME SOON
$10-$15 A WEEK IN SPARE TIME

Soon after enrolling many start earning extra
money fixing sets. Many open their own full
time Radio-TV shops after getting NRI Di-
ploma. MAIL COUPON. Get FREE Sample
Lesson and 64-page Catalog showing equip-
ment supplied, outlines of courses, opportuni-
ties in Radio-TV. Price is low—terms easy.
Address: NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Dept.
9J17 , Washington 16, D. C.

You Learn Servicing-Broadcasting §
} at Home-By Practicing '

L with Kits N.R.l. Sends

Nothing takes the place of
practical experience. That’s
why NRI training is Learning-
by-Doing. With Servicing
Course you build Radio shown
at top and other equipment.
With Communications Course
you build Transmitters at left
and other equipment. Catalog
shows all equipment you get.

Available To

~Under G.I. Bills

ey S AMPLE LESSON
<3 § AND CATALOG FREE
= 1 (MAILCOUPON TODAY

el ¥ o o o
g Lare ' National Radio Institute
A Depf. 9JT7 , Washington 16, D. C. I

M Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-Page Catalog
&§ FREE. (No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) I

ACCREDITED MEMBER, NATIONAL HOME STUDY COUNCIL





