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Picture yourself

9

You've done it often. Call it day-dreaming
if you like, but you've seen yourself in a
bigger job— giving orders and making de-
cisions —driving off in a smart new car —
buying your family a fine home.

There's nothing wrong with dreams. But
bow about making them come true? You
can do it, if you're willing to try!

Look around you. The men who are going

oing places

special skills that bring them better Nobs
and higher pay. It’s the men without training
whose dreams never come true.

What are you going to do about it? Just
wait and wish? If you really want to succeed,
you can get the training you need by study-
ing at home in your spare time. Iriternational
Correspondence Schools offer you a course
in just about any field you choose, giving

you the practical plus the bedrock facts and
theory. No skimming or skimping! And
you'll be earning while you learn. Student*
report better jobs and more pay within a
few months.

Look over the list of subjects in the cou-
pon below. Pick out the one that interests
you most — the one that holds the greatest
future for you. Then mark the coupon, and
mail it today. Find out what 1. C. S. can do
for you. It costs only a stamp or postcard,
but it's the first step if you want to go places!

places are the trained men. They've learned

1 SMARTEST THING HE EVER DID

m "| noticed that the trained men held the
* better jobs. That's when | decided to take
m an I. C. S. course. Enrolling with I. C. S.

was one of the smartest things | ever did.
| The position as Plant Engineer | hold "Hew

oday is largely due to the 'know-how'
ERLERISE FREE BOOK

derived from my I. C. S. texts. I. C. S
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

m can help any man who will study/'
BOX 3278-J. SCRANTON 9. PENNA.

L. P. S., Elkhart, Ind.
Without coster obligation, send me "HOW to SUCCEED” and the booklet about the course BEFORE which | have marked X:
O Stationary Steam Engineering

(o Succeed." 36 pagtt packed with weifi*
while iucceo tips. Step-by-step plan of action. Pocket
ice edition. Absolutely free. Send coupon below.
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| WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN

RADIO-TELEVISULN

. E. SMITH has trained more men for
Radlo Television than any other man.

America’s Fast Crowing Industry Offers You

| TRAINED !
THESE MEN

LOST JOI. HOW HAS OWN SHOP
T "Got laid off my machine shop
Job which | believe was best
s thing ever happened as | opened
4 afull time Radio Shop. Buslness
i is picking up every week.”
| T. Slate, Corsicana, Texas.
GOOD JOB WITH STATION
"1 am Broadcast Engineer at!
WLPM. Another technician and
t have opened a Radio-TV serv-
ice shop in our sparetime. Big
TV sales here mare work
than we can handle” —J. H
Bangley, Suffolk, Va.
$10 TO SIS WICK SPARE TIME
"Pour months after enrolling for
NRI course, was able to serv-
ice Radios averaged $10
to $16 a week spare time. Now
have full time Radio and
Television business.” — William
1 Weyde. Brooklyn, New York.
ITCHIO TO TV SERVICING m
leenty switched over from gf
.q "work and am now holding
_.eition as service technician.
am still with RCA, enjoyfeag
1y work more and more évetm
ay.”—N. Ward, Ridgefield, N. f

nt YOUR OWN BUSINESS?

business with capital earned in spare
Robert Doh*
men, New Prague,
Minn., whose store
is shown at left, says,
“Am now_ tied 'in
with two Television
| outfits and do war-
i ranty work for deal-
| ers. “Often fall back
| to NRI textbooks for
information.”

Television Is
Today’s Good
Job Maker

TV now reaches from eoast-to-
toast. Qualify for a good job
e~ a service technician or Op-
trator. My course includes
Itosone on TV. You get
enl Experience work
rcttit* common to both
and Television with my
jfow is the time to get
twtif for «ucceMin Television!

|. EXTRA MONEY #
| IN SPARE TIME #

Bauens mare aurcav» wiw f
fixing neighbors’ Radios in spare time while Iearmng
The day you enroll | start sending you SPECIAL
BRRKLELS that show yau how. Tester you build with
kits | send helps you make extra money servicmg”sets,
gives practicaf experience on circuits common to Radio
and Television. All equipment is yours to keep.

2. GOOD PAY JOB

NRI Courses lead to these and many other jobs.: Radio J
and TV service, P.A., Auto Radio, Lab, Factory, and »
Electronic Controls Technicians, Radio and TV Broad-
casting, Police, Ship and Airways Operators and
Technicians. Opportunities are increasing. The United
States has over 105 million Radios—over 2,900 Broad
casting Stations—more expansion Is on the way.

3. BRIGHT FUTURE 4

Think of the opportunitiesin Television. Over 15,000,000
TV sets are now in use; 108 TV stations are operating
and 1800 new TV stations have been authorized ..

many of them expected to be in operation in 1953. This
means more jobs—good pay jobs with bright futures.
More operators, installation service technicians will be
needed. Now is the time to get ready for a successful
future in TV! Find out what Radio and TV offer you.

You learn Servicing or Communications
by Practicing With Kits | Send

o

Keep your job while training at
home. Hundred* I've trained are
EUccessful RADIO-TELEVISION
Technician*. Most had no previou*
experience; many no more than
grammar school education. Learn
Radio-Television principles from
Illustrated lessons. You also get
PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE. Pie-
tured at.left, are just a few of the
pieces of equipment you build
with kite of parts | send. You ex.
periment with, learn circuits com-
mon to Radio and Television.

Good/hrBoth

Mr. J. I. Smith. President.

Man Coupon— find out who! RADIO*
TELEVISION Can Da far You

Act Now! Send for my FREE
DOUBLE OFFER. Coupon entitle*
you to actual Servicing Lesson;
shows how you learn at home. You'll
also receive my 64-page book, "How _
to Be a Success in Radio-Television.” J
Send coupon in envelope or paste on |
postal. J. E. SMITH, ~
Pres., Dept. 3BRI,
National Radio Insti- 1
tute, Washington 9, |
D. C. Our 39th Year.!

1**vichZ

-¥REE

Dept.3BRI

National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book, “How to \

Be a Success in Radio-Television.”

Both FREE. (No

salesman will calL Please write plainly.)

Name....

Approved under G.I. 1
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ASK ADVENTURE

HUNTING -
PROSPECTING

F AR North calling.

Please send me information on the Yukon
such as, coal mining, gold mining, fur trad-
ing, hunting, cost of living, etc.

John Krivan
Alberta, Canada.

Reply by Philip H. Godsell: All the
large-scale gold mining in the Yukon is
being done by the big companies, the prin-
cipal one being the Yukon Consolidated.
Most of the work is done with powered
dredges and by hydraulics, and the old-
time pick-and-shovel is a thing of the past.
Of course there are still the old rock-rats
and placer miners but you don’t see many
of these gentry around nowadays.

The Hudson’s Ray Company has a num-
ber of posts in Yukon Territory, and there
are also a considerable number of small in-
depedent fur-traders scattered through the
country engaged in trading furs from In-
dians and buying the white trappers’
catches. But at the present moment the fur
trade is very much in the doldrums and has
been for three or four years. In fact, prices
for staple furs are and have been so low,
while the cost of living has been increasing
so rapidly, that many professional trappers
have simply thrown up their hands for the
time being and are working at whatever
they can to eke out a living. This condition
is not confined only to the Yukon but
has affected the fur trade throughout the

neighboring Mackenzie River region and the
test of the north. Eventually fur prices will
Improve, but right now furs are worth only
what you can get from them, Recently silver
fox pelts that were worth from $75,00 up
could be purchased from as low as $10,00 to
$15.00 with no takers, and white foxes which
not so long ago ran into high figures were
being sold by the Eskimos of the Delta for
as low as $3,00 apiece.

The cost of living in Alaska, the Yukon,
and the North West Territories was always
high, and now it's proportionally higher
than in civilization. The hunting in certain
parts of the Yukon is excellent, but you
have to confine yourself to the open seasons
and game regulations and, as an Ameri-
can, you would need a special hunting
license.

JNJINE detectors—and mining.

Would an Army mine detector be all
right for locating minerals such as mag-
nesium?

A. Todd
Ft. Fairfield, Me.

(Continued on page 8)

In This Month's ASK ADVENTURE

Hunting - Prospecting.......... p. 6
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HIKING o, p. 106
Vocational ... p. 108



DEAD OF NiCHT by Stewart Sterling

(Published at $2.50)

Gil Vine, the house detective with the fanciest title in
the business, is really earning his salary these days.
The unknown beauty, Teresa Marino, is enough "to
cause an epidemic of loss of sleep in her own right;
when her true identity becomes known, it is evident
that big things are at stake. Radio and Advertising
V.1.P.s who must be handled with the utmost delicac
becomes involved in an unsavory murder which chal-
lenges the talents both mental” and physical of Gil
Vine who, while a great respecter of persons wasn't
made security chief for his good looks alone.

Gil Vine's investigation ranges over the length and
breadth of Manhattan, with side trips to Lexington,
Kentucky and Long Island, to gather evidence, and to
round up suspects.

DEAD OF NIGHT is sophisticated, exciting and mur-
derous. And you get Gil Vine, tool

ALIEN LAND by Willard Savoy

(Published at $3.00)

Surging power, a tensely dramatic story that rises to
a searing climax, a theme which boldly “attacks one of
the gDreatest problems of today—these mark ALIEN
LAND as a novel in every way out of the ordinary. It
will make the name of Willard Savoy one to remember.
Under Willard Savoy's sure hands, the story of Kern
Roberts and his quest for wholeness moves forward
with inexorable drive. Strong passions and scenes of
violence mark its progress ; it illuminates great wrongs
and ancient hatreds. It is a book of anger and con-
demnation, as any work must be that deals honestly
with the injustices of our world. It is also a book of
compassion and hope; for Willard Savoy knows that
for every man there can be some measure of fulfillment
and happiness. You may regard ALIEN LAND as a
fierce outcry against wrong; you may read it merely
as a headlong story of shocking impact. Either way,
you will find it a tremendous reading experience.

You can have either one of these books for only $1.00— over 60% less than the regular
published price— by joining the MEN’S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD.

DOLLAR BOOK GOILD

Only one dollar will bring you either

one of these truly great stories for men.
Note: You are not obligated, as in the case of many
book clubs, to buy three, four, or six additional books 1
This is a special introductory, one-time offer, good
only while our limited supplies last. At no cost or
obligation to you, also, your name will be added to the
list of the MEN'S DOLLAR BOOK GUILD and you
will receive special notifications sent out on forthcom-
ing book bargains. This service is entirely free and
will not obligate you in any way. Send $1.00 for one
book or $2.00 for both. NOW, before our supply is
exhausted. FILL IN THE COUPON TODAY 1

[men's dollar"book guild ~

| Suite 2005, Dept. D

|

|
j 205 E 42nd St., New York 17, N. Y. j
j Enclosed please find ($1.00 O0) ($2.00 O). Please!
[send me: i
1O DEAD OF NIGHT (Published at $2.50) 1
*O ALIEN LAND (Published at $3.00) |
| This does not obligate me in any way to buy further books, j

| City ot Zone State
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(Continued from page 6)

Reply by Victor Shaw: The Army mine
detector uses the same principle as the
Fisher and Heddon instruments, that can
detect most any metallic deposit under-
ground, and are used -a lot by many city
gas-and-electric companies in the U.S.A. to
pick up buried iron pipes for repair, etc.

It's based on the principle of magnetic in-
duction, and is also employed by prospec-
tors to discover veins of metallic ores which
don’t outcrop on surface. But, its use for
this is rather limited, since it also will
operate where there are two types of rock
which are of different conductivity, but
have no specific ore value.

Manganese is a metal often found with
iron ores, and its chief ore is pyrolusite
used to alloy with iron. As such, its pres-
ence may be found by the above detectors
properly used. Get instruction circular
free of Fisher Research Laboratory, Palo
Alto, Calif. Their instrument costs about
$100, but the Army one does the same work
for the same reason.

Q"EM

My hobby is collecting gem stones. Sev-
eral years ago my husband made me a
cutting table. Up to this time | have been
buying my material from Oregon and
Washington. We have recently moved to
the above-address from Northern Pennsyl-
vania, and | find that | have quite a bit of
free time and | would like to prospect
for my own material.

Are there any deposits near the Camden,
New Jersey or Philadelphia, Pa. area? Are
there any books regarding gems found in
these areas?

Mrs. Merle A. Sherman,
Riverton, N. J.

Reply by Victor Shaw: New Jersey has a
wealth of semi-precious stones with many
of gemmy quality, also much cutting ma-
terial including agate, jasper, chalcedony,
serpentine, and even some corundum. But
due to the rapid spread of gem collecting
in recent years, there’s been a lot of pros-
pecting in this state as well as in all New
England and eastern states to the south,
especially where pegmatite abounds, since
this is one of the best sources of gem-
stones.

A study of local geology will help you to
select areas for search. In N.J. you'll find
pegmatite (a fojrn of diorite and grano-
diorite) confined to the north counties;
southwest to Camden there’'s only Triassic
red sandstone in spots, but mostly sands,
clays, and cretaceous marls, most of it
sterile for agriculture and covered with
pines. Can't give you any hope from Mon-
mouth County down to Delaware Bay.

I could list all minerals in northern coun-
ties, but'it'll take much space, so you’'ll be
better equipped by getting the only book on

stones are a girl's best friend?

this I know of—Gem Hunter’'s Guide, by
Russell P. MacFall, sold by Science & Me-
chanics Pub. Co., 450 East Ohio St., Chicago.

Near Bound Brook, Somerset County,
there’s lots of agate, chalcedony, and jas-
per—corundum (Sapphire) and radite gar-
net spinel. There is some fire opal at So.
Amboy.

Here’s wishing you luck.

BOAT
BUILDING

jgUILDING your own pleasure launch.

As a subscriber to Adventure I am ask-
ing my first question of one of that publica-
tion’s experts. Can you tell me where or
from whom | might secure plans for a wood
motor launch of some thirty feet length
and nine or ten feet beam? Not interested
in cabin space or anything fancy.

I live on a nice lake about fifteen miles
long and would like to have a boat hold-
ing some tan or twelve passengers.

R. H. Alexander
Scott, Arkansas

Reply by Colonel Roland Bimn: This is
in reference to your request for plans for
a 80x 9 or 10 foot open motorboat.

First about plans. For a general purpose
or utility boat such as you wish it's the
height of extravagance to have a naval
architect make plans to your individual
order. Better to find some naval architect
—that’s a kind of high falutin’ term for a
pleasure boat designer—who has already
drawn such plans and buy a duplicate or
one of the many copies he has already
made from those originals. Unfortunately
for you, a boat such as you desire is not
a common type.

The Douglas Fir Plywood Ass’n.,, 848
Daily News Bldg., Chicago 6, 111, will send
you free, on request, a catalog of 240 boat
plans for boats that may be built of ply-
wood. Plywood boats are okay if well made
and handled with reasonable care and are
certainly economical and easy to build.

The Cleveland Boat Blueprint Co., Cleve-
land 13, Ohio, will send you a Build A Boat
catalog for 25 cents showing many different
plans. They sell full size paper patterns
cut to shape for their boats.

Here are several boats somewhat like the
one you want that have been designed.

A 34 foot x 6'8" shallow draft utility boat,
built by Charles Fuss of Massapequa, L.I.
N.Y. and designed by Carter and Wittholz,
5 Balfour St., Valley Stream, LX, N.Y.

A shallow draft (tunnel stem) sport
fisherman, 29' x 8'6", by Wm. Atkin, Box 7,
Noroton Heights, Conn., described in Motor
Boating, Jan., 1949.

(Continued on page 103)



for SUCCESS in Today’s Top Industries!

Z SEND COUPON

BOOK and
COMPLETE
SAMPLE LESSON!

Like a business of your own ... or a good job with a big
firm ... and get paid for what you know? Shop-Method
Home Training in Radio, Television, Electronics will bring
you the job...money...you've always wanted. 105 million
Radios, 3100 stations... 16 million TV sets, over 100 TV
stations...many more, now Govt, restrictions

are off. Defense industries want trained

men for interesting, good pay jobs. Get

Want to he your own boss. et into booming indus-
nttlion older cars need liig, profitable services

and repairs. Farm machinery is going Diesel. Defense in-
dustry begs for more and more trained mechanics for
nigh-pay jobs. National Schools Shop-Method

Home Training preparesyou for all Automo-

tive, Diesel, Allied Mechanics opportunities.

Helps you get the security, good pay you've

into this opportunity-making in-
dustry... advance fast. Find out
how... mail coupon... TODAY!

I GIVE YOU STANDARD PARTS!
INCLUDING TUBES!

—they are

yours to

keep. You

actually

learn by

doing, build

generators,

receivers, a big Super-Het radio.

THIS PROFESSIONAL FACTORY-

MADE MULTI-TESTER IS YOURS!
Valuable
equipment
every
Radio-TV
man needs.
Yours to
keep!

INVESTIGATE NOW!

LET NATIONAL SCHOOLS of Los Angeles,
California/ a Resident Trade School for
almost 50 years, train you at home for
today’'s unlimited opportunities. Pick
your industry—mail coupon below nowl

EARN EXTRA MONEY
WHILE YOU LEASH!

I show you how to earn extra money
while learning! Many men have paid for
their entire course in this way. You can,
too. Remember: Shop - Method Home
Training covers every phase of the in-
dustry —in an interesting step-by-step
way. Why wait-take the first step to suc-
cess-mail the coupon today!

DRAFT AGE? Training helps you get the
service branch you want, advance fast.
That means higher pay and
i grade, more prestige — right
|away! Don't take a chance —

mail coupon now!

APPROVED FOR
G.l. TRAINING

always wanted. Send coupon for
your Free Book and Sample Les-
son now!

I GIVE YOU THE TOOLS OF YOUR

TRADE! Big professional-quality
kit of tools of your trade —and
all-metal

tool box. All

yours to keep™

—part of

your course;

they help

make your

training more

practical —start you off right!

HATlo NAL
SCHOOLS

LOS ANGELES 37, CALIFORNIA
Established 1905

In Canada; 193 East Hastings Street
Vancouver 4, B.C.,

MAIL TODAY-YOU’RE "ON YOUR WAY"!

NATIONAL SCHOOLS, Dept. UU-23

Matt inenvelope

DON'T 4000 S. Figueroa Street or paste on
Los Angeles 37, California Postal card
PUT IT OFF I want to"get going” ! Send me Free Book I checked and
GET THE Free Sample Lesson. | understand no salesman will call.
O My Future in Radio-Television & Electronics
BIG SALARY O My Future in Automotive-Diesel & Allied Mechanics
YOU’VE
NAME- _AGE_
ALWAYS
WANTED!

I 1VETSI Checli hare if released from service less than 4 years ago.



By
ALEXANDER WALLACE

The two must die together,

or not at all—HaSliday in the

jungle, and the jungle in
Halliday.

T WAS at Chimao that | made John
Halliday’s acquaintance. He came to
me in one of my darkest moments, like
an angel from heaven—and | shall begin by
telling you about that.
| came to Portuguese Manicaland to in-
stall new machinery in an abandoned
Stamping mill up on the Inyasamya River.
An American syndicate, after outbidding
several rivals, had acquired the concession
from the Companhia de Moeambique, and
the job was wished onto me because, | sup-
pose, I'd worked for them in Brazil and
had a fair knowledge of Portuguese.
10
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It was a tough project that they handed
to me—the case of Miles Downly left me
with no illusions about that. Downly, a
young construction engineer, with the ink
scarcely dry on his diploma, had undertaken
the job before me and it had broken him.
According to record, young Downly had
got himself into serious trouble with the
Manicas, a tribe of proud, Zulu stock that
ranged the Inyasamya valley. There had
been some shooting for which the Co-
mandante of the praso Inyasamya had held
Downly responsible. It had all happened
before the outbreak of World War 11 ; and,
consequently, at the time, | was not con-
versant with all the details of the incident.
But the fact that young Downly was still
serving a long term of imprisonment when
| first set foot on the Dark Continent—-
nearly seven years after the event—was suf-
ficient to plant serious doubts in my mind
as to whether my undertaking was as sim-
ple as my employers seemed to think it
was.

Sometimes | wonder about financiers.
They do such queer things, and how it is
that they get rich and manage to stay that
way is quite beyond my understanding.
For instance. . . .

Prior to my arrival the machinery had
been sent up from Beria on flatcars and
then shunted onto a siding a couple of miles
from town. And there it all was, just as it
had left the ship’s hold, in crates, a hundred
of them, ranging in weight from ten pounds
to ten tons. Of course, it all had to be
broken down into loads that could be man-
handled and then transported through sev-
eral hundred miles of trackless jungle. |
saw at once that it would take a small army
of porters to keep it moving at a snail's
pace.

It would have saved my employers a
good deal of money, and me much grief, if
they had given a little more thought to the
labor problem involved in the unpacking
and re-packing of that machinery.

For it was the situation that developed
when | began to look around for labor that
nearly broke my heart at the onset. The lo-
cal population, apart from a few white farm-
ers, was made up of civilizados, mission-ed-
ucated natives, all very conscious of their
Portuguese citizenship, and all equally en-
dowed with a fine conception of “squeeze.”
They knew | was green, and they were
quick to take advantage of the fact and of

the sudden demand for labor. When at long
last 1 got a gang started on the unpacking
job—at twice the customary rate of pay—
it was only to discover that they were
wrecking my precious machinery for' its
brass and copper parts.

| FOUND out about that one

evening when | met a couple of

dusky belles on the trail which

led from town to the siding
where 1'd pitched my camp. One of them
had a length of quarter-inch, copper pipe
wound around her leg, from the ankle half-
way up to the knee; the other had a small
pressure gauge suspended from her neck
by a string of beads. | could get nothing out
of them, so | promptly escorted them into
town and hauled them up before the Inten-
dente. A few questions backed up by threats
brought to light the fact that quite a brisk
traffic had developed between my camp and
the town, an exchange of brass for beauty.
And a check of my spare parts, on the fol-
lowing morning, made it self evident that
it was the odd man among my gang that
had failed to attain his heart’s desire.

The Intendente gave them all a tongue-
lashing, threatening them with everlasting
chains if they did not produce the missing
parts forthwith. But it was futile. No one
knew anything about those parts, and every
man questioned was reduced to tearful in-
dignation by the mere suggestion of theft.
It was a hard thing—oh yes, it was a bad
thing to work so hard for a bivana who
could think such evil of poor, honest black
fellows!

The crisis came when | refused to pay
wages and to issue rations until the parts
were returned..Outraged, they sat down on
the job, and left me to fret and fume in
my tent for three days. | was ready to
throw in the sponge when Halliday stepped
into the picture.

He ducked into my tent and came to
stand before me, a tall, black-bearded fel-
low7 squeezed almost to gauntness by the
sun. | judged him to be about ten years my
senior, a hard-looking forty, with the blue
of his eyes accentuated by his swart color-
ing. He wore a wide-brimmed felt hat, and
a shapeless, corduroy shooting jacket with
bulging flap pockets.

He said, “ Palahares, the Intendente, tells
me that you've got some trouble here, Mr.
Bryce.” His voice was low-toned and res-
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onant with a nasal twang that echoed famil-
iarly, and very pleasantly in my ears just
then.

“Why, you're an American!” | gushed,
and jumped up from my cot to offer him
my hand. “My home town’s Dover, New
Hampshire!”

His grip was firm and friendly, but his
expression remained extremely non-com-
mittal.

“It's a small world," he said. Then, after
a pause: “ My name's John Halliday, and
if you're looking for a man to boss your
gang, | might take you on."

He said it as if he thought he were doing
me a big favor, and that and his unrespon-
siveness nettled me a title. It was oh the
tip of my tongue to say something asinine,
like: My good man haven't you got the
cart bejore the horse? But my good angel
was at my elbow.

Aloud 1 said: "I need an experienced
man to organize a safari. You may be that
man, and it could be that you don’t know
what you're up against.”

“ Palahares told me all
jerked his thumb over his shoulder.

about it." He
“You

want to move all that stuff up to Chim-.

polo."

“ And you .think you're the man to do it,
eh?”

* Sure.
money"."

Not very long ago I'd heard the same
thing said in a beautifully furnished New
York office. Smiling inwardly | got out my
map and unrolled it on the camp table. “ It's
not quite as simple as that,” | told him.
“ For one tiling I've got a sit-down strike on
my hands. And for another, you see—"”
my finger traced out the course of the Inya-
samya— “ You see, that's all jungle country,

It's just a matter of time and

which means that well have to slash a
road— "

“That won't he necessary,” he inter-
posed.

My eyebrows lifted. “No? But the map
shows no road beyond Humbe, Mr. Halli-
day.”

“There's a hell of a lot more it doesn't
show, Mr. Bryce.”

“Indeed. You know the country better
than the cartographer, eh?”

The twinkle in his blue eyes told me that
he was smiling behind his beard. “In this
case, yes,” he told me. “That map is based
on a survey | made for an old friend of

mine, Senhor Botellho. He used to be Co-
mandante at Fort Luis Filippe—there, just
about where your finger is now.”

That settled it so far as | was concerned.
A man who knew the country sufficiently
well to make maps and who counted co-
mandantes among his old friends was worth
his weight in gold to me just then. | made
my decision upon the instant.

“All right, Mr. Halliday, get those fel-
lows out there to work and it's your baby.
Just do that, and then name your own
price.”

He merely nodded his head and ducked
out of the tent. The next moment | heard
him shouting orders, mouthing the inco-
herent vowels of the Manica dialect like a
native.

That evening he presided over a big pa-
laver, and our campfires burned late into
the night, Everyone had something to get
off his chest, and none of it made sense for
me; but from that time on our camp began
to hum with activity. All | had to do was
to stand around and look wise. And one
morning when | stepped out of my tent into
sunlight and clamor, | nearly fell over a
considerable pile of copper and brass which
had been heaped up in front of my tent
some time during the night.

IN LESS than two weeks we
W/Wy S were ready to start. The last
j day was spent in organizing the

safari. Special men had to be
selected. Special men to go ahead to make
camp, special men to stay behind to break
camp. There were tribal taboos to be avoid-
ed, questions of precedence to be settled ; for
your African porter is as class-conscious
as a”Driental despot. That last day was
a day of tumult, with the camp full of ex-

.cited, sweating blacks.

But M’'wembi, a grizzled old gunbearer
who had been with Halliday for a long
time, could outtalk and outswear the whole
pack of them together, and he was right
handy with his little bamboo cane. The
hoys would take S cut from him and grin,
whereas if 1'd done it they’d have sat down
and sulked for a week.

At four a.m., when the guinea fowl calls
in the African bush and when the carded
mists hang in shreds from the trees, we
started to trek, with drums beating and
horns blowing to scare off the evil spirits
left behind by the night. As a dawn wind
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blew out the stars one by one, Halliday fell
into step beside me.

“On this trek we’ll shoot no elephants,” *
he announced.

“Oh—why?”

“Well, our boys have consulted the local
wizard, and he says elephants are taboo for
us. They've got a long, hard trek ahead of
'em, and the idea is that, if we promise not
to wound or kill an elephant, the elephants
will get to know about it and make things
easy for us. See?”

I shook my head, grinning. “No, not
quite. | can’t see how the damned beasts
can get to know about it. You tell 'em to
put the hex oh something else, Halliday. |
want to bag ” couple of prime tusks— tro-
phies to show my grandchildren.”

“If you take a potshot at an elephant,
you might not live long enough to have
grandchildren, Bryce.”

“Oh, come off that! You can’'t tell me
that you believe in that stuff!"

“What you and | believe isn’'t important
here, Bryce. What they believe is. Try
to get their slant on things. Learn to walk
softly in the presence of their gods, and
you'll get to where you want to go a lot
faster.”

It was not the first little lecture he’'d given
me, and | can’t say that | deeply appreciated
his efforts to enlighten me at the time.
Somehow it all made me feel that 1I'd got
into long pants too soon. But he knew his
job, and | was content to let him do it his

own way.

“All right,” 1 conceded. “ No trophies
this trip.”

“Good! You'll understand a lot better,

Bryce, when we get into real jungle coun-
try.”

We lapsed into silence and trudged on.

It was a long, weary trip up the valley
of' the Inyasamya. The whole country was
jungle, honeycombed with streams that ran
through the green bush like veins in a
great leaf. Day after day it was the same
thing, with a monotonous rhythm to it all.
Make camp, break camp, heave and haul,
sometimes up to the waist in green slime
under which God only knew what lurked.
Toil and sweat in the hot-house heat of the
jungle, with a handful of mopani ants down
your neck, and the bite like a spot of fire.
And snakes! Always I've been afraid of
snakes, even of the harmless kind that in-
habit the woods back home, and the thought
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of sharing my cot with a black mamba or
a cobra made a palpable horror of My
nights.

And the worst of it was, our boys soon
got wise to my horror of reptiles in general.
Often, when we were on the march, some-
one behind me would suddenly shout:
“Mamba, Bivana! Mambal" just to see
how close | could come to jumping out of
my white skin. By the end of the first week
they nearly had me in a state of nervous
collapse.

And then we struck an elephant trail as
broad and solid as a paved street. Great en-
gineers those elephants! I'll swear that
they studied the gradients and contours,
and never led us up too steep a slope. We
made steady progress in their wake. The
hazards which had once beset our path van-
ished as if by magic and, after what I'd
been through, it would not have taken a
great deal of argument to convince me that
our Manica wizard actually was en rapport
with the intelligent beasts.

The easy going gave me the opportunity
to get better acquainted with Halliday, and
the more | got to know’of him the more
I wondered about him. He had the tran-
quillity of a very patient man; and vyet,
when provoked, his blue eyes would come
alight and burn with an inborn fire that
made you feel that, under his calm exterior,
he was as explosive as a keg of gunpowder.
And mine was not the only mind upon
which his dual personality had impressed
itself, for his native name was Zinga In-
tombi—That is to say, Sleeping Thunder.

He never spoke of his pre-African back-
ground, and his reticence upon that subject
gave me the impression that he was a resur-
rected man, a man with memories he did
not choose to share. Even when he spoke
of his African adventures it was as if he
spoke of a stranger, and a stranger to him-
self 1 thought he was. He didr|t seem to
have any interest in the things men usually
strive for, or to have any clear idea as to
why he had spent half his life wandering
among the tribes of Mozambique. And yet
he could have made a fortune as a trader,
because he had penetrated into country
where no white man had set foot before,
even into those secret forest seminaries
where the witch doctor learns his craft.
There was no doubting the truth of what
he said. He knew the jealously guarded
drum-codes of a half-dozen tribes and, cer-
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tainly, there was something of wizardry in
the power he held over our Manicas, They
respected him and and they feared him, and
just how much he did know about the witch-
doctor’s craft was brought home to me in
a way I'm not likely to forget.

FOR the most part our porters

were Manicas, good fellows

with a lot of hard work in

them, if treated with a reason-
able degree of firmness and consideration.
But they were not black angels and, if
judged by European standards, they were
all born sneak-thieves. However, there was
only one really vicious character among
them, and he was a Zanzibari, with just
enough white blood in his veins to mottle
his black skin with pinkish blotches.

He was a squat, powerfully-built fellow
and he answered to the name of Ahmed.
Fie had seen some service in one of the Por-
tuguese native regiments, and he thought
he was entitled to special privileges on that
account. He never had much to say when
Halliday was around, but whenever Halli-
day was out shooting for the pot he came
to me full of trouble, the self-appointed
spokesman of his fellows. He could be as
persistent and as irritating as a crowd of
beggars, and sometimes his importunities
bordered on downright insolence. He was
a thorn in my side, and the festering trou-
ble of him came to a head one day when we
were camped on the Inyasatnya near a
small native village. m

Halliday had left camp early to shoot for
the pot, leaving me to sleep off a mild at-
tack of fever. Shortly after noon | awoke,
feeling much better, and hungry. The camp
was silent ; our porters were sprawled out
in the shade of the trees and tents, peace-
fully sleeping through the heat of the day.
| decided to disturb no one, to rustle a cold
meal for myself.

We kept the food for our own table in
the big, square mess tent, and for that rea-
son it was taboo for all but M’'wembi and
our mess boys. Its contents must have been
a sore temptation to our porters, but for all
that 1'd never seen one of them snooping
around it.

So, when | walked in on Ahmed, to see
him standing with his head thrown back,
his ugly mouth pursed around the neck of
a bottle of my whisky, | think I was more
surprised than he was. He gulped down a

mouthful of the whisky, and then stood
glowering at me. He was feeling the liquor
he'd drunk—the way he swayed on his feet
told me that.

“Put that bottle down and get out—
quick!” I told him.

Fie continued to glare at me. His brash
eyes rolled in their sockets, and his mouth
worked, though no audible sound came from
him. He was scared, but obviously working
up his nerve to defy me.

“Get out!” | roared at him.

“You make no trouble, white man,” he
said thickly, in broken Portuguese. “You
not fit for to drive me. Me b’long Por-
tuguesa.”

My gorge rose at his insolence. | took
a step toward him, my fists clenched to
strike. He went for his knife and, in the
next instant, the blade was flashing upward
in a ripping stroke. | jumped back with
a sharp intake of breath that sucked my
belly flat against my spine. Steel clinked on
the buckle of my belt and flashed before
my eyes as it swept upward in a vicious arc.
And then | hit him.

It was a good, hard blow. It caught him
off balance and, before he could recover
from it, 1 nailed him with a left and a right
that dropped him on all fours. He had
dropped his knife. 1 kicked it out of reach
and, as he lurched to his feet, braced myself
to meet his attack. But the fight was out
of him. He backed away as | advanced.

“No-trouble!” he mumbled with a pla-
cating gesture. “No more trouble!” He
edged around me toward the opening of the

tent. | let him go. | didn't think 1I'd have
any more trouble with him before Halliday
got back.

But | was wrong about that. By the

time 1'd finished my cold lunch the whole
camp was full of black commotion. |
stepped out to see that Ahmed was at the
core of the excitement, all our porters gath-
ered around him in a close-packed circle.
Ahmed was making a speech. He was a
good talker, and soon had his audience
spellbound. What he was saying was all
Greek to me, but he kept pointing in my
direction and, as often as he did so, heads
turned to look at me. As he warmed up
to his subject the porters became more agi-
tated and a few of them turned to spit in
my direction. From that and the sobbing
note that had come into Ahmed’s voice |
gathered that they were hearing a heart-
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breaking tale of the white man’s injustice
and brutality.

An ugly situation was fast developing
and | was trying to decide just what | ought
to do about it, when Halliday sauntered into
camp, M’'wembi close at his heels. At first
sight of him Ahmed choked off his impas-
sioned denunciations and effaced himself
among the crowd. Halliday stood looking
around for a moment and absolute quiet
came to the camp. Then he said something
to M’'wembi and came over to me, a frown
between his eyes.

“What brought this on?” he asked,

I told him, and he said, “Well, we'll have
to get rid of him.”

“That suits me. Call him over and I'll
pay him off right now.”

“We’'ll wait and see what M 'wetftbi has
to say first. How about a sundowner? You
look as if you could use one.”

It struck me that he was taking it all
very casually.

| said, “He came within a hair’s breadth
of disemboweling me, you know?”

“Yes. Quick with a knife, those fellows.
It's the Arab blood in 'em.”

Cursing him under my breath | fol-
lowed him into the tent. | kicked the bottle
Ahmed had dropped from under my feet
and got another bottle from the case. We
drank in silence until M’'wembi came to
make his report. They jabbered together
for quite some time, their faces gravel Then
M’'wembi’s expression changed and broad-
ened into a grin as Halliday gave him care-
ful instructions of some kind. Finally the
gunbearer went out, chuckling to himself.

“What was all that about?” | asked.

“Oh, Ahmed has talked the others into
believing that you gave him a raw deal.
Now they all want to be paid off.”

“No, they can’'t do that to me—or can
they?”

“Sure. They can sit down just as they
did at Chimao, Bryce. You see, they've got
into their heads—or | should say, Ahmed
has put it into their heads—that you're a
bad man to work for. They haven't forgot-
ten the trouble you had with them at Chi-
mao, and—"

“ But, damn it man, you're not going to
let them get away with that, are you?”

“It's been a hard trek so far, Bryce, and
Ahmed has got the idea across to them that
you are najahe—bad luck. We’'ve got to get
rid of that idea— or they won’t move.”

It seemed to me that | was holding the
dirty end of the stick. | said with some bit-
terness, “Well, that's gratitude for you!
What am | supposed to do? Increase their
pay and rations?”

“No. We'll beat Ahmed at his own game.
There will be a palaver right after supper.
M’wembi will look after the details.” He
paused, then asked suddenly, “ Are you still
afraid of snakes, Bryce?”

“You know damn well I am! But what's
that got to do with it?”

“ Well.-there'll be a sort of trial by ordeal.
Ahmed’ll be the plaintiff, and you’'ll be the
defendant. There’ll be a snake involved.
You'll have to handle it and— "

“What kind of a snake?” | asked with a
mental shudder.

“Oh, a black mamba, if M'wembi has any
luck.”

“A black mamba!” | gulped. Then:
“Why, that's the most deadly—no! |
wouldn’t touch one with a ten foot pole!”

“There's no danger,” he told me calmly.
“It won't bite you. But of course, if you
don’t feel that you can't trust me, well—"
He broke off with a shrug that told me
only too plainly that the alternative was to
pay off my porters, and'then concoct some
story that would explain the loss of time
and money to my employers. | had no
choice. The snake was the lesser evil.

AN HOUR before sundown
the subdued beat of a drum
called us to the palaver. Our.
porters were gathered in the
center of the clearing in which our camp-
stood. Everybody looked up as we stepped
into the ring, and | felt their eyes land on
me with an impact that was almost physical.

Ahmed stood a little off center. He
seemed uneasy, shifting from one foot to
the other. Then my attention came to focus
on M’'wembi, or rather upon the writhing
snake he had pinned to the ground with a
forked stick.

It was a black mamba all right~not an
uncommonly large one, but it looked as big
as a boa constrictor to me.

The drum stopped throbbing as Halliday
lifted his hand and started to talk. He kept
talking for some time, and a murmur of

approval rippled from tongue to tongue
when he fell silent. But Ahmed did not
like it. He started to protest, and there

was real histrionic talent in his gestures
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and facial expression. He was heard with
increasing signs of restlessness. They
wanted the show to go on and, presently,
they gave tongue to their impatience and
howled him down.

The drum started to pulse, softly, rhyth-
mically. Halliday moved over to M'wembi,
stooped quickly, seized the snake by the
neck and held the hissing, writhing horror
up for all to see. Then he came walking
slowly over to me. | thought | saw him spit
into its gaping jaws. But | was only
vaguely aware of this, for I was in a cold
sweat, fighting down the panic that was in
me. And then he was standing in front of
me, with the snake held in both hands, of-
fering it to me.

“Take hold of it,” he said quietly, “then
hold it up above your head.”

| lifted my hands to take it from him,
only to jerk them back and to shake my
head. His blue eyes bored into mine.

“Don't lose your nerve, Bryce!” he said
sharply. “They're all watching you. Come
on, take it—quickly!”

Over his shoulder | saw Ahmed shifting
his position to get a better look at me, and
the smug grin on his ugly face put the nec-
essary starch into me. | took a deep breath,
shut my eyes, and held up my hands. Hal-
liday put the snake across my palm. To the
touch it felt cold, slimy— loathsome. Some-
how | managed not to yell and drop it
Then | opened my eyes and stared. The
thing lay across my palms like a knotted
stick, motionless, rigid!

“Hold it up above your head!” Halliday
prompted. Like an automaton | obeyed,
and a great shout went up.

“Good boy!” Halliday slapped me on
the shoulder, took the snake from me, and
advanced slowly upon Ahmed. And when
he came to a stand in front of the Zanzibari
that snake was a writhing fury, and hissing
like a leaky steam valve.

Ahmed backed away- from it, his eyes
bulging. A moment of tense silence came
to the clearing. Then Halliday said some-
thing, snapping the words out like the crack
of a whip. Ahmed looked about him fran-
tically, jerking his head this way and that.

Then, of a sudden, he let out a shriek of
terror and bolted. No one tried to stop him.
A gap in the circle opened and he went
through it in headlong, panic-stricken
flight.

Halliday turned to grin at me.

“There goes your bad luck. Bryce.”

Carelessly he dropped the snake. It
coiled and struck savagely at his booted
leg. | didn’t have anything to say. Speech
was quite beyond me until I got a couple of
stiff drinks under my belt.

Then | asked, “Just what happened out

there?”
. “1 told you. A trial by ordeal. The
snake trial is their way of settling an argu-
ment of that kind. The snake won't bite the
innocent man and— "

“1 got that part of it all right. But you
can't tell me that the damned thing turned
into a stick at the touch of my innocent
hands! What about that?”

He told me that it was an old witchdoc-
tor’s trick. It was performed by spitting a
drop of nicotine into the snake’s mouth. A
drop of oil from a foul $>ipe was enough,
and the effect was almost instantaneous.
The creature’s muscles became knotted into
lumps, but a little rubbing between the
hands soon restored it to its usual state of
animation. Of course, he- said, the same
effect could be produced by opium, or some
other narcotic.

“Well, I'll be damned!” 1 murmured.
Then: “But suppose Ahmed had taken hold
of it?”

“That seldom happens,” he said with a
chuckle. “1I'll give you odds that Ahmed
hasn't stopped running yet.”

“Maybe,” | said dubiously. “But it
couldn’t wtirk out that way all the time.”

His face sobered. “That's true,” he ad-
mitted. “But as a rule the witchdoctor
knows who's guilty before the test. He fer-
rets out the truth in much the same way as
we would, by shrewd cross-examination of
witnesses. Yet everything depends on his
sagacity. Sometimes he’s honestly mistaken,
and sometimes he”s susceptible to bribery.
But then, it's my opinion, that a man stand-
ing trial by jury is confronted by precisely
the same risks. Your predecessor, young
Downly, would agree wfith me, | think.”

HE SAID it with a peculiar
*2* emphasis that caused me to
give him a sharp look.
- “You knew Downly?” I
asked.
“Yes. Before the war | knew him.”

“And you don’t think he was responsible
for that fracas with the Manicas?”
He communed with himself for a time,
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frowning and blowing smoke rings up at the
ceiling of the tent. “ Downly’s mother was a
misionary-doctor,” he told me at last. “He
was born and raised in a native kraal, and
he knew the Manicas as well, if not better
than | do, Bryce.”

| uttered a short laugh and said, “That
doesn’t prove anything. I've heard of mis-
sionaries who were cooked and eaten by
their converts. Understanding does not al-
ways beget understanding, and—"~

“You don't know what you're talking
about!” He came back at me, with a flash
in his blue eyes. “ Downly was an engineer,
like you, full of ambition to build bridges
and dams. But he’ll have wasted fifteen
years, the best fifteen years of his life be-
fore hegets out of jail. There’s nothing fun-
ny about that, Bryce.”

The sharpness of his rebuke startled me
into silence, and in silence we smoked for a
long time before | ventured to ask, “What
do you think happened?”

“1 don't know. | was in Egypt with the
King's African Rifles at the time. And, if
you don’t mind, we’'ll let it rest at that,
Bryce.” And with that he got to his feet and
walked out on me.

Two days later we came out of the bush
and up onto the high-veldt, and the worst
was far behind us. In this weird upland
country the ant-hills looked like gigantic
mushrooms, and the zebra and the spring-
bok flashed across our path in flashing stam-
pedes, leaving behind them, in the tall
grass, a swath like a ship’s wake. Families
of lions lurked in the black pools of shade
cast by flat-topped trees, and baboons glided
among the rocks.

Soon the veldt began to heave and roll it-
self up into the first folds of the Inydmya
Range. Hills swart and naked bared their
scars to the sun. Between them and into
them we went, followed by our long, strag-
gling line of porters.

“We should make Chimpolo before sun-
down tomorrow,” Halliday announced on
the night of the third day. A gauze of
moonlight lay over the clearing in which we
had pitched our tents, and fire-shadows
moved mysteriously through the camp. The
noise of the river was loud in our ears, shut-
ting out all other sounds.

“The old diggings are a dozen miles
above the native town,” he went on. “That
means that we'll have to stop there and
talk things over with old Sekgoma.”

“ Oh, what's he got to do with it?”

“ Quite a bit. He happens to be the para-
mount chief of the Manicas. You'll have
to pay off your porters at Chimpolo and hire
what labor you need there. Sekgoma's the
man to say whether you get it or not. You'll
have to grease his palm, of course.”

I frowned. “But what about the Co-
mandahte of the praso, Senhor Joao de Aze-
veda? I've got a letter addressed to him
from the Minister of Colonies at Lisbon,
and | was told that he was the man 1'd have
to deal with.”

“That's good. But, | dare say, you'll
have to grease his palm too.”

“S0? What kind-of a man is he?”

He threw more wood on our fire, and
took his time about answering, while the

flames danced and emphasized the lean
hardness of his profile.
Finally he said, “ | can't tell you. Never

met the man. But if | were you, I'd keep
young Downly’s experience in mind.”

| gave him a sharp look. Downly again,
with the same dark hinting at a miscarriage
of justice.

Knowing that he would clam up if | came
at him with a direct question, | kept him
talking about the Manicas for a while and
then asked suddenly, “ It was de Azevedo's
report that convicted Downly, wasn't it?”

“It was.”

“And you've got nothing more to add
to that?"

“Not at the moment.
what it's worth, Bryce.”

Late afternoon on the following day saw
us within sight of Chimpolo. The town
crouched in the shadow of a grassy hill. Its
huts, shaggy with palm thatch, covered a
considerable area, and the whole was en-
compassed by an oval boma of thorn bush,
pierced by gates at opposite ends. Moving
patches of color indicated herds of cattle
grazing along the river, which curved
around the base of the hill, flashing like a
drawm saber in the sun. We left M'wembi
to pitch camp about a half-mile belowl the
towm, and advanced along the river trail,
followed by a half-dozen porters, bearing
our gifts of cloth, copper wire and beads.

Just take it for

HALF the town’s population
came forth to meet us, amid a
great ostentation of drums and
horns. Old Sekgoma was car-
ried shoulder high in a chair lashed to bam-
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boo poles. The symbol of African royalty,
an unmbrella with a yellow fringe, protect-
ed his venerable, white head from the sun
and, in his voluminous robes, he looked like
a nut that had dried and shriveled in its
shell. His escort of young warriors came
prancing to encircle us, their white plumes
like wind-swept foam on a crest of a black
wave. Red dust rose under their splay feet
as they swirled around us ; the sun flashed
on their spear heads as they tossed them
up and shouted : “ Sekgoma! Hou hou, Sek-
gomal”

Silence came as the chief's bearers low-
ered his chair to the ground; then, at a
signal from Halliday, our porters ran for-
ward to place their loads at the old man’s
feet. He signified his acceptance, and then
Halliday made a long speech, to which Sek-
goma replied at equal length. He fell silent,
and all eyes came to focus on me.

“Say something—anything,” I/Malliday
prompted me.

| uttered what | thought were a few dig-
nified words, very suitable to the occasion,
but Halliday expanded them into another
long speech. Laughter came as he finished
—a great burst of it that subsided gradual-
ly into little, chuckling eddies. | gathered
that Halliday had made a very witty fellow
of me, and | smiled and bowed around like
a politician at a party rally.

The formalities over, Sekgoma was lift-
ed to the shoulders of his bearers, and we
all moved off slowly in the direction of the
town.

Within the boma all was sunlight and
clamor. To the cacaphony of drums and
horns there was now added the bleating of
goats, the shrill cries of pot-bellied children
and the chatter of women, naked but for a
wisp of cloth before and behind. The sun
hammered down on offal and the excrement
of animals, and everything simmered like
an unsavory stew in a pot. But in the pa-
laver house, into which we filed on the heels
of Sekgoma and his headmen, there was
permanent dusk and comparative quiet.

For an hour | sat cross-legged beside
Halliday while each headman had his say.
They were long-winded fellows, and their
eyes shone in the semidark with inborn pas-
sion. When Halliday got into the debate it
became more heated, and so did the bodies
of the participants. Strong body odors min-
gled with rancid palm-oil to create a
stench that would have'turned a hyena's

stomach. It forced me to make an undigni-
fied and precipitate exit.

Outside | gulped air and looked around.
In the center of the kraal, facing the door of
the palaver house, a big drum stood in the
shade of the village ju-ju tree, a monstrous,
spreading baobab. Strips of colored rag
and other charms to keep off the evil spirits
hung from its branches. Blue smoke un-
coiled from the roofs of the huts before
which men and children squatted while their
womenfolk prepared the evening meal with-
in. 1 moved into the shadow of the ju-ju
tree and sat down with my back to its trunk.

The drum caught my interest. It was a
hollow log, turned to an oval shape, its ends
plugged with softer wood. A slot, meas-
uring about the span of a hand at the wider
end, which was the male voice, and tapering
to a mere slit at the narrow end, which
was the female voice, ran the full length of
it. A solid trestle supported it, and the
crude carvings covered its surface. But
time and weather had smoothed their con-
tours so that, from where | sat, | could not
tell whether they represented men or beasts.
Halliday had told me that no two drums
spoke with the same voice, and | wondered
what sort of a tone this one had. With the
idea in mind of giving it a couple of sharp
raps | got to my feet, walked over to it
and thrust my hand into the slot to take out
the drum sticks.

And just as | did so shouts rang out.
People came running from all directions to
crowd around me. | froze where | stood,
my hand still in the drum’s slot. A grim-
visaged, young warrior stepped forward
and came to a stand facing me across the
drum. He snapped something at me; then,
as | stared at him stupidly, he reached
across the drum, placed a big, black hand
on my chest, and sent me sprawling back-
wards with a powerful thrust of his arm.

As | picked myself up Halliday came run-
ning from the palaver house. “What's hap-
pened? What have you done?” he asked.

Dumbly | pointed to the drum, and his
eyes widened in sudden alarm. Presently
a gap opened in the crowd and Sekgoma
came through it. At his sharp spoken com-
mand the crowd about me broke up and
melted away. He looked me up and down,
shook his head, and then said something to
Halliday.

“What did he say?” | asked.

Halliday pushed his hat to the back of
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his head, and looked at me with a twinkle
in his eyes. “1 should have had better sense
than to let you out of my sight,” he said.
“What in heaven’'s name put it into your
head to beat that drum?”

I'd had a bad scare and my nerves were
still on edge. Blood rushed to my head and
I flared at him: “You blasted ape, why
didn’'t you tell me it was taboo?”

“Sure, | should have done that,” he said.
“1'll explain now. It's quite a story—"

“ Skip it,” | snapped. “Right now I'm
getting out of here.” And without another
word | started for camp at a fast walk, leav-
ing him to take formal leave of Sekgoma
and his headmen.

THAT night over our camp-
fire Halliday told me about the
palaver. We were alone. | had
given our porters an advance
on their wages, and they had
gone to town possessed of enough copper
wire and beads to seduce half the girls and
wives of Chimpolo.
“We've got trouble,
said.
“What's wrong?”
“The Manicas don't like their Comman-
dante. Some trouble over taxation. It
may take a couple of days to talk them into
working for you. You’'d better move on to

Bryce,” Halliday

the diggings in the morning. [I'll stay here
and do what | can.”
“Whatever you say," | agreed. | stirred

up the fire, coaxing a flame from the logs
that oozed smoke from their charred ends.
Then: “I'm curious about that drum. Let
me have the dope on it,” | invited.

Originally, he told me, the drum had be-
longed to Gungunhuna, a famous Manica
war chief who had given the Portuguese a
bad time back in 1898. He had sworn to
drive all white men out of Manicaland, and
he had been well on his way to doing just
that when he died, to the long grief of his
people. He had been a man of force and
character, and it was only natural that leg-
end and folklore should make of him some-
thing more than human.

| said, “ | take it that your Manicas have
made a sort of god of him. Apotheosis, |
believe, is the technical word for the proc-
ess.”

“You've got it!” he approved. “Well
then, Gungunhuna’'s drum has become a
symbol of his power, and when it speaks

the Manicas believe that his spirit speaks
to them. Only his legitimate heirs may
beat that drum, and only once during their
lifetime. When the old chief dies his succes-
sor beats out the phrase: “Ba, ba, mote—
Fold his hands across his breast.” There-
after the drum is silent until the next man
dies. Now you can understand what all
the excitement was about, eh?”

“Sure. But for Pete’s sake, why don't
they put a fence around the damn thing?”

“1'd say that there was a fence around
it—the fence of ju-ju. As I've said, only the
heir to the chieftainship may beat that drum.
And, you see, it's firmly believed by the
Manicas that if anyone else were to do so
he'd fall clown dead on the instant. That
may sound like superstition to you, but
there’'s more to it than that. In Africa, as
elsewhere, the succession to power is too
often settled by conspiracy and assassina-
tion. But since Gungunhuna’s time nothing
like that has happened among the Manicas.
That's the real significance of the drum. It
has made peaceful succession to the chief-
tainship the rule in Manicaland.”

It occurred to me, as | stretched out on
my cot, that the only thing that had prompt-
ed Halliday to take me under his wing was
the conviction that I, like Downly, would
surely blunder into trouble with his be-
loved Manicas and, subsequently, bring the
wrath of government down upon their in-
nocent heads. Nor, in the face of recent
events, could | feel that he was far wrong
in thinking that.

| awoke before dawn, with the dance
drums of Chimpolo still throbbing in my
ears. Throughout the day our porters came
drifting into camp, bleary-eyed and walk-
ing with the unsteady steps of men still
half asleep. Halliday advised me to let
them rest until they had recovered from the
night's debauch. Consequently, | did not
get started until the following morning.

A three-hour march brought me to the
old diggings. We wiggled over the shoul-
der of a hill and came down into the broad
valley of-the river. The company’s stamp-
ing mill, a dilapidated building of corru-
gated iron and veldt-stone, occupied what
had once been a fair-sized clearing but
which was now overgrown with vines and
bush. And there was a roofless bungalow,
standing aloof on a knoll that overlooked
the remains of the huts that had housed the
company’s laborers.
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I had our mess tent pitched on the knoll
fronting on the west end of the valley which
framed a magnificent view of Wyatsue Peak,
with a cushion of clouds around it, a high
seat for a lazy god.

As soon as the noon meal was over, my
porters clamored to be paid off. The flesh-
pots of Chimpolo were still strong in their
nostrils, and only M’'wembi and our per-
sonal boys elected to stay on the job. It had
been a long, hard trek, and they had sweated
manfully for me. | gave them a bonus and
we parted good friends. After that there
was nothing | could do but wait for Halli-
day to come in with a new gang.

TWO days later he arrived,

with fifty Manicas singing at

his back. My heart lifted at the

sight of them. They were all
big fellows, young, with a fine, healthy
sheen to their black skins. Immediately
Halliday put them to work, repairing the
huts.

“Looks like a good gang,” | said as we '

sat down to lunch.

“Hand-picked. But | don't know how
long we’'ll be able to keep 'em.” He paused.
Then: “Our friend, Senhor Joao de Aze-
veda, has increased the hut-tax, and they
don’t like the idea of working for you to pay
him. | promised that you would talk to the
Comandante about the tax, and they've
agreed to work, pending the outcome.”

“Hm-mm—do you think de Azevedo will
co-operate?”

A frown changed his eyes. “ From what
I've just heard of him—no. But the Mani-
cas may be prejudiced, and you’ll soon see
for yourself.”

“He's coming here?”

“That's right. He’'s got a steam launch.
He should make it by sundown.”

He was right. We had just settled down
to enjoy our sundowners when the hooting
of a steam whistle shattered the evening.
By the time we got down to the river the
little steamer had nosed into a sand spit.
He stood on the bank, atall figure in a tight-
fitting white tunic, white topee and knee-
breeches. He waited for us to come up
to him, slapping his high, shiny boots with
the brass-tipped cane he carried. With a
click of his heels and a stiff military bow,
he introduced himself as Major Joao de
Azevedo, Commandante at Fort Luis Fil-
lipe. And we got off to a bad start.

“Who is in charge here?” he demanded
without further ceremony.

“1 guess that's me,” said I.
ard Bryce.”

He had a pair of black, snapping eyes,
and his thin lips made a straight line under
his hooked nose. He didn't like my casual
mode of address any more than | liked his
coldly arrogant air of owning the world.
He looked me up and down with obvious
distaste, then his cane darted out to tap
Halliday lightly on the arm.

“Your name, senhor?”

“John Halliday-.”

“Halliday?” His cane tapped his right
boot as he frowned over the name. He
subjected Halliday to careful scrutiny.
Then: “1 cannot recall your name, senhor,

“1I'm Rich-

but we have met somewhere before, |
think.”

“You are mistaken, Senhor Coman-
dante.”

“S0?” He shrugged and brought his at-

tention to focus on me. “Were you not in-
formed, sen horhe asked, “that it is re-
quired that you present your credentials
to the Comandante upon entering his
prazo?”

“1 was so informed, senhor,” | told him.
“1 have a letter from Dom Andrade, Min-
ister of Colonies, and it is addressed to
you.”

It gave him a jolt, but he made a quick
recovery. “With your permission,” he said,
with his stiff, little bow, “1 will read the
letter, and look over your papers, senhor.”

In silence we filed up the steep path to
the mess tent. | poured out drinks while
de Azeveda looked over my papers.

He read them through twice before he
said, “ Everything is in order, senhor.”

We settled down, and our talk became
less formal as the contents of the bottle di-
minished. De Azevedo’s attitude toward me
had become conciliatory. Instinct should
have warned me against it, but now that I
had him softened up, | thought it was a good
time to broach the subject of taxation, or
rather the bonus | hoped he would allow
me to pay my Manicas to cover it. | ex-
plained the situation to him, and made my
offer.

He was silent for some time, turning it
all over in his mind.

Finally he said, “ Senhor, you misunder-
stand my motive. My object is not to in-
crease the revenue of my prazo, but to bring
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these savages into a proper state of obedi-
ence. These Manicas are more difficult to
manage than ever they were. It is, in part,
the aftermath of your predecessor’'s short-
comings. Senhor Downly, you must under-
stand, was incompetent, intolerant and— "

“That's a damned lie!” Halliday snapped
the words out in a way that made my spine
tingle. De Azevedo came up out of his
chair as if someone had jabbed a needle up
through its canvas seat. Halliday was on his
feet in the same instant. De Azevedo still
held the cane and, whirling around, he
slashed savagely at Halliday’'s face. Halli-
day ducked, and then launched a blow that
had all the power of his straightening leg
muscles behind it. De Azevedo fell flat on
his face at my feet, out cold.

Speechless, | stared at Halliday. He was
looking down at de Azevedo, and the twin
pin-points of distilled hate in his narrowed
eyes were unnerving to watch. Then he
looked up at me, his mouth aw'ry, and, with-
out uttering a word, went out.

De Azevedo got to his feet in time to
see Halliday's tall figure vanish into the
dusk. A nerve jerked at the corner of his
thin mouth, and gave to it a malevolent
twist.

“ That man— Dens me!” he breathed.

“Senhor Comandante,” | said soothing-
ly, “1 cannot say how much | regret this
unfortunate incident. | have a job to do,
and my only concern is— "

“1 understand, senhor,” he interposed
coldly. “1 think it is bad policy to pay this
bonus. Give these savages an inch and they
will take a yard. However, | do not forbid
it. Adeus!” He picked up his cane and
topee, clicked his heels, bowed, and left me.

HALLIDAY came to stand be-
side me as | watched his team
launch back out into midstream.
Her lights winked at me like
yellow, baleful eyes, and in my ears her
whistle sounded like a shrill malediction.

“Why did you do it?” | asked, gloomily.
“He'll make trouble for us now.”

“He was born to make trouble, Bryce.
And he'll get a bellyful of it this time be-
fore the Manicas are through with him.”

His prediction was soon confirmed by
events. De Azevedo did not interfere with
us directly, but his uncompromising policy
toward the Manicas swiftly produced a situ-
ation full of menace for us and everyone

else in his prazo. And of the moves and
counter-moves in the developing struggle
between them we had a day-to-day account
through the medium of the Manicas’ drums,
or more accurately, through Halliday’s in-
terpretation of the daily broadcast.

De Azevedo was adamant in his deter-
mination to collect his increased tax; the
Manicas were equally determined not to
pay it, and soon proved themselves to be
not a bit less ingenious than their more
civilized brethren when it came to evading
payment.

De Azevedo went hooting and tooting up
and down the river in his steam launch, but
the Manica villages were always fore-
warned by lookouts. Somewhere in the
jungle a drum would start to throb and,
when de Azevedo arrived with his black
troopers it was to find the village deserted.
The Manicas simply dissolved into the
green mists of their jungles, and there they
stayed until their lookouts’ drums beat out
the “all clear,” joyously, mockingly.

For the Manicas it was an amusing game
of hide-and-seek, but it drove de Azevedo
mad. He initiated a minor reign of terror,
burned a couple of villages and captured
and hanged one headman. And when that
did not break the Manicas’ will to resist he
tried to force old Sekgoma into open hos-
tilities by a surprise attack on Chimpolo.
As always the Manicas were forewarned,
and Sekgoma was too wise to lead his young
Woarriors into battle against rifles and ma-
chin guns. He abandoned his capitol and
fled into the hills with all his people and
livestock, a jump ahead of the Coman-
dante’s punitive column.

De Azevedo went after him, and for a
couple of weeks he marched hither and yon.
But out in the hills, where their hunters
had ranged since childhood, the Manicas
were as elusive as shadow's. They ran the
column down to its knees. De Azevedo was
forced to give up the pursuit, and he led his
weary and tattered troopers back into Chim-
polo toward the close of the dry season.

“You know', Bryce,” Halliday said, “if
this goes on much longer, you'll have to
pack up and go home. | won't be able to
keep our gang together much longer. A
half-dozen have already slipped away to
join their families in the hills.”

We were sitting in the mess tent. It was

an hour after sundown and, with the eve-
ning breeze, from far out in the hills, came
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«the tack-tack of a Manica drum, sounding
so like the clicking of a giant telegraph. |
had just brought my diary up to date. It
was a discouraging record. Everything was
behind schedule, and the delay was costing
my employers a mint of money. | slammed
my book shut and swore.

“Damn him! What's he trying to do
anyway— ruin me?"

Halliday gave me an odd look. *“I've
been wondering when the idea would strike
you.”

“What's that mean?"

“1 mean that de Azevedo could be play-
ing the same game with you as he did with
Downly,” he told me quietly.

No such idea had occurred to me, and |
stared at him with my mouth open, and he
went on: “Trouble with the Manicas forced
young Downly's outfit to abandon this con-
cession, and you're up to your neck in the
same kind of trouble right now, Bryce.
Now, remember that your syndicate was
not the only one to make a bid for this
property. The Companhia de Nyasa has
always been interested in it, but they've
never had the capital to outbid their rivals.
If they had the right man working for them,
they might end up by getting it dirt cheap.
Put all that together, and it adds up to
something."

It did, but my mind was slow to accept
the answer. | balanced it in my mind, then
asked: “You're saying that de Azevedo
deliberately stirred up trouble with the
Manicas in order to force Downly’s outfit
to abandon this concession, and that he's
working for the Companhia de Nyasa.”

“That's right.”.

“All right,” 1 challenged him. “ Then tell
me why the Companhia de Nyasa didn’t
grab the concession when Downly’s outfit
pulled out ?”

He gave me a patient smile. Then: “The
war, Bryce. Naturally they'd wait until
they knew which way the cat was going to
jump.”

“But good Lord, | can't believe that de
Azevedo would—"

Just then the hoot of a steam whistle
brought me to my feet with my lips rounded
to an oath.

“Talk of the devil!” said Halliday. “I
am going to tell him—"

“Oh, no you're not! 1 told him sharply.
“You haven’'t convinced me of anything.
You're going for a walk—a long one.”

He hesitated, frowning at me. Then:
“All right,” he said and went out.

De Azevedo greeted me with sober cor-

diality. 1 took him up to the mess tent
and got him settled over a drink. We
chatted amicably for a few minutes.

Then he asked suddenly, “Where is

Halliday, senhorf”
I lied glibly, “He went down to the
native quarters some time ago."

“Ah, then perhaps you will send for
him? | must talk with him. It is urgent,
senhor.”

I couldn’t see any way to get around
that; so, for appearances’ sake, | called
M 'wembi and dispatched him on the errand.
Just about two minutes later Halliday came
in, wearing pajamas and slippers, and I
was mad enough to hit him. De Azevedo
gave me a queer, little smile, but made no
comment. Instead he got to his feet and
offered Halliday his hand.

“Senhor,” he said with a smile that
showed a fine set of white teeth, “1 am not
a man to nurse a grudge. | have come to
make amends and, incidentally, to ask for
your help."

My jaw fell open. Halliday blinked his
eyes, took the other’s hand, and murmured:
“ Advice is cheap, Senhor Comamdante.”

“ Perhaps, but expert knowledge is not.
You have the confidence of the Manicas,
and that is something I am in sore need
of just now. Frankly, I am at my wits’ end.
This game the Manicas play with me—
Dens me, it could go on forever! It is
chaos, and | must bring order out of it. You
understand ?"

Crinkles of humor showed about Halli-
day’s eyes. He said, “ 1 see what you mean,
but I don’t see how | can help you.”

“You do not think that it is possible for
me to come to an understanding with Sek-
goma, senhor?”

“Well—no. But he's no man’s fool. It
would depend on what you* have to offer
him."

“Just so!” De Azevedo put down his
glass and fastened his eyes upon Halliday’s
face. “1 am prepared,” he went on care-
fully, “to make concessions. It is my hope
that you will act as conciliator. If you agree,
I shall be willing to reduce the hut-tax
to a nominal payment. Also, | undertake
to consult with Sekgoma and his headmen
upon all questions relating to the welfare
of his people.”
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“Well, I'll be damned!” muttered Halli-
day in English and sat down.

De Azevedo lifted his eyebrows enquir-
ingly. “You do not approve?” he asked.

Halliday shrugged. “It's not for me
to say, Senhor Comandante. It's up to
Sekgoma and his headmen.”

“ Precisely so! However, my difficulty is
to make contact with the Manicas, to ar-
range a meeting with Sekgoma and his
headmen. | am convinced that you can
induce hint to consult with me. | must add
that, if you undertake to do so, you will
act as my official emissary and, of course,
you will be compensated accordingly.”

Halliday considered him, keen concen-
tration in his blue eyes. Not a word was
spoken for some time.

Then Halliday asked,.“ Where would you
want Sekgoma to meet you, senhor?”

“1 suggest Chimpdlo. But | leave both
the time and the place an open question.
Upon that point, | will approve any agree-
ment you come to with Sekgoma.”

Again there was a long silence while
Halliday communed with himself, the lids
of his eyes closed down, concealing his

thoughts. “1 can promise nothing, Senhor
Comandante.”

“ But you will try?”

“Yes.”

“Ah, then it is as good as done!” He
raised his glass. “To the success of your
mission, Senhor Halliday! Se Deus quiser,
amigo. Saiide!”

“Saiide, Senhor Comandante!”’ we said
in chorus, and downed our drinks.

When we were alone | said, “That
knocks the props from under that fantastic
theory of yours, eh?”

“That's the way you've got it figured?”

“Sure. Your Manicas have smartened
him up. He’'s in a tough spot. He knows
it, and you are his only out.”

He looked dubious, but he said, “You
may be right at that. Anyway, we'll soon
find out.”

j sS HE LEFT camp with M’'wembi
@ that night, and me to my own
fl.* devices for a week. Under Hal-
'S*'*  liday's direction the work had
gone forward as smoothly as could be ex-
pected, but | ran into serious trouble as
soon as his back was turned. My gang was
willing enough and, considering that most

of them had never seen a bolt or a spanner
in their lives, they were amazingly quick
to catch on to what | wanted done. But
when it came to teaching them how to heat
and drive a rivet— well, the fellow that un-
dertook to build the Tower of Babel could
not have been more thoroughly baffled than
I was. Work on the boiler, which we'd
brought up in sections, came to a standstill.
Delay was running expenses up to a figure
far in excess of anything my employers had
anticipated, and | was in a savage mood
when Halliday came back.

He came into the mess tent just as | was
finishing my lunch, and: "What the devil
kept you so long?” | greeted him.

“It could have taken longer,”
complacently.

I glowered at him, waited until he got
settled in his chair over a cup of coffee.

Then | asked, “Well, what happened?”

“There'll be a big palaver at Chimpolo
in a couple of days. I'll be going along to
keep an eye on things."

All the worry and fret of the past week
came out of me in a bellow : “Like hell you
will1 Who d’'you think you're working
for—me or the Manicas?”

“Something wrong?” he asked mildly;
then, before | could catch my breath: “You
seem to have done all right. | saw that
you've got the boiler set up, and—"

“That damned thing will hold water like
a sieve!” 1 told him. “Now look, Halli-
day, you're not being fair to me. There's
been nothing but delay, and it's costing a
mint of money. If I don’'t make a better
showing, this’ll be my last construction job.
They’ll blackball me. You don’t understand.
You're just a jungle tramp, with no—"

“ Keep your shirt on, Bryce!” he cut in;
then softly: "I understand, and I'll stick
around.”

What | saw in his eyes made me regret
my outburst, made me feel ashamed.

The day of the palaver came, and that
evening we sat under the fly of the mess
tent, waiting for the drums to broadcast
what progress had been made. The moon,
which had been a pallid crescent all after-
noon, faintly illuminated the summits of the
hills as darkness rose like a tide in the val-~
ley. The stars were set in the face of the
night, so low that the Southern Cross
seemed- to hang like a string of brilliants
from the branches of a nearby tree. Our
boys sat on their heels about their cooking,

he said
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each with a skin kroos about his shoulders
against the sudden drop in temperature
which always comes with darkness on the
high veldt. They were chanting an in-
terminable song, beating out the rhythm on
a couple of discarded biscuit tins. Of a
sudden they fell silent as, somewhere out
in the hills, a manica drummer forced time
and space to speak his mind.

The message was completed and, as its
echoes faded into the unlimited silence,
Halliday began to swear, softly, but with
such concentrated' fury that something, in-
side me winced away. He was cursing de
Azevedo as | had never heard a man cursed
before.

His words were drowned out by the sud-
den commotion that broke out among our
boys. They had bunched together, their
voices shrill with excitement. Then there
was a general movement in our direction,
and in the next moment they were all
around us, gesticulating and jabbering like
a cage full of monkeys. Halliday quieted
them down, and then M'wembi stepped for-
ward to speak for them. He had a good
deal to say, and from Halliday’s deepening
frown | gathered that I was about to hear
some more bad news.

“They want you to pay them off, Bryce,”
he told me presently.

“No!” 1 said firmly, and shook my head
and scowled around me. | got scowl for
scowl.

“ Get out your cash box, Bryce,” Halli-
day told me curtly. “There’'s nothing else
we can do now.”

| looked at him, hot words on the tip of
my tongue. But his blue eyes were as hard
as steel. 1 changed my mind and asked,
“What's happened?”

“De Azevedo has arrested Sekgoma and
all his headmen,” he told me in a curiously
toneless voice.

It took me a moment to grasp the full im-
port of those words. When | did grasp it
| knew that he had foreseen just such an
act of treachery. That was why he had
wanted to go to Chimpolo to “keep an
eye on things.” But | had talked him out
of it. | Couldn't think of anything to say
to him just then and, with a sickening sense
of defeat, I went to get my cash box.

Our gang left us at dawn, and then we
were alone, except for faithful M’wembi
who squatted over a fire, cooking our break-
fast. | sat under the fly of the mess tent,

looking around the deserted camp, fathoms
deep in a fit of depression compounded of
a profound sense of defeat and a sudden
awareness of our complete isolation.

| LOOKED at Halliday, and

saw his face through a veil of

pipe, smoke. We had not ex-

changed a word for half an
hour, though | wondered what was going
on behind his half-closed eyes. | sensed that
inside he was wound up like a clock, yet
there was no outward sign of agitation. No
sleeping beast could have been more still,
but I felt the tension in him—felt it as when
the thunder rumbles behind the hills and
the thirsty veldt awaits in breathless still-
ness for the first flash of lightning, for the
storm that will bring the rain.

The impression was so strong that, when
a drum began to throb back in the hills, |
jumped to my feet with a stifled cry on my
lips. Halliday opened his eyes wide, blinked
at me, but did not speak until the drum was
silent. Then he grunted and got to his feet.

“What now?” | asked.

“They're calling for a big palaver back
there. A sort of gathering of the clans.”

“Does that mean they're going on the
warpath?”

His smile was grim. “That's how it will
end,” he said, “if de Azevedo has his way.
He’'s hell-bent on it.”

We fell silent for a time, then | blurted
out the thing uppermost in my mind: “If
I'd kept my mouth shut, this might not
have happened!”

“So that's what's bothering you!” He
paused to slap my shoulder. *“Forget it,
Bryce. You didn't talk me out of anything.”

“But you were suspicious— "

“As you know I've been suspicious of
more than that for a long time, Bryce.”

I was still unwilling to believe that de
Azevedo was an undercover agent for the
Companhia de Nyasa. That sort of thing
belonged to the days of the cloak-and-dag-
ger, and my prosaic mind refused to ac-
cept it even in face of what had just hap-
pened. | shook my head, and a gleam came
into Halliday's eyes.

He said, “Well, we’'ll soon know for sure.
This is the payoff, Bryce.”

“What are you going to do?”

“1'm going to Chimpolo, and | want you
to come with me.”

It took no further argument to persuade
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me to go along. Halliday’s suggestion that
the Manicas might be about to go on the
war path had brought vividly to mind cer-
tain accounts of native uprisings and massa-
cres 1'd read, and | felt uneasy in my white
skin. If there was a better place to go to
than Chimpolo, | couldn’t think of it. There
at least, if the worst came to the worst, 1'd
have de Azevedo’'s troopers and machine-
guns between me and Sekgoma's blood-
lusting spearmen.

We got started shortly after noon, leav-
ing M’'wembi behind to guard the camp.
The sun was balanced on the western hills
when we came in sight of the town, and our
shadows followed us palely down the river
trail. A little farther on a trooper chal-
lenged us and, after a brief discussion with
the corporal of the guard, we were escorted
into the kraal by a natty little trooper, sans
boots, but with his black, bowed legs en-
cased in puttees.

De Azevedo's tent was pitched in the
shade of the ju-ju tree, facing the palaver
house, before which armed guards paced
to and fro with measured step.

“He's got Sekgoma and his headmen in
there,” observed Halliday.

“Don’t let that give you any ideas,” |
warned him with a sharp look.

Before he could answer de Azevedo
stepped out of his tent. The trooper saluted
and was dismissed. De Azevedo’'s white
tunic was spotless—not a fleck of dust on
his high, polished boots.

“Boas tardes, senhors!” His heels
clicked, and his stiff back bent a little at the
middle. He pushed aside the mosquito-net-
ting which hung before the opening of the
tent, and stood aside for us to enter. With-
in, he seated himself behind a camp table,
with a gesture that invited us to be seated
on his cot.

He gave Halliday a cold, blank stare, then
addressed himself to me in his stiff, formal
way: “How can | serve you, Senhor
Bryce? Be brief, if you please.”

On the trail 1I'd rehearsed what | was
going to say to him, and it wasn't brief.
It was quite some speech; and | left him
with no reason to doubt what was likely to
happen if | was forced to return to Chimao,
leaving behind me a small fortune in ma-
chinery to rust in the jungle.

He heard me out patiently, then said, with
exasperating calm, “Compose yourself,
senhor. Your threats do not disturb me. |

understand your need tor labor, but a seri-
ous situation has developed here, and it is
one for which you, yourself, are partially
responsible.”

“What?” | gasped. “Say that again!” .

He smiled thinly. Then: “You Ameri-
cans, you have had so little experience in
colonizing. You do not understand native
psychology, and you will not learn from
others. For instance: | warned you against
paying your Manicas a bonus. But you ig-
nored that warning. And now, consequent-
ly, these savages think.that they can have
anything they want for the mere asking.”

There was just enough truth in that to
make it a dangerous lie. Instantly it flashed
into my mind that something very like it
must have happened to young Downly, and
that really made me burn. My Portuguese
fell far short of expressing my opinion of
him, and | concluded by flourishing my let-
ter under his nose, and pointing that any
complaint | had to make would be ad-
dressed to the minister at Lisbon.

My tirade did not produce the desired
effect. He said with unruffled calm: “The
Manicas are in a state of open rebellion.
If it is not dealt with promptly, it will
spread to other prazos. | am confident that
my superiors will approve of any action |
have taken so far, or may take in the future.
However, | assure you that | will do what-
ever is necessary to protect the Chimpolo
concession.”

“Protect it for whom?” | flared at him.

“The Companhia de Nyasa?”
- His eyes jumped, but in the next moment
he was smiling and saying:. “You are very
angry and cqnfused, senhor. | am an of-
ficer of the Portuguese army, and | repre-
sent the government of Portugal.”

gp* | THINK | knew then that

-gj Halliday was right, but I was

too burned up inside to do any

glp™ clear thinking about it. | spread

my hands in a helpless gesture, and looked

to Halliday for support. He nodded his
head, then turned to face de Azevedo.

“Senhor Comandante,” he said, “what
you have done will not prevent a rebellion,
but provoke one. Treachery rankles in the
heart.”

De Azevedo's eyebrows arched. “ 1 made
use of stratagem, senhor, and a very old one.
Moreover, I am dealing with savages who
know no law but their own primitive im-
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pulses. It is impossible to observe the moral
standards of the civilized when dealing with
a people who live according to the standards
of the Stone Age,”

“l am not a Manica,” Halliday said
quietly. “But you dealt in the same—"

“You are worse than a Manica!” de
Azevedo snapped. “You are a renegade.
Over the cable | have been making some
inquiries about you, Senhor Sleeping Thun-
der. You have served a term of imprison-
ment for smuggling.”

I was not surprised when Halliday did
not deny it, nor did | think less of him. In
a country where a custom’s officer can live
like a prince on the salary of a pauper,
smuggling is no crime.

“That is beside the point, Senhor Co-
mandante,” Halliday said. “1 want to say
that, in arresting Sekgoma and his head-
men, you are asking for trouble.”

“So0?” De Azevedo leaned back in his
chair, smiling over something that was
honey in his mind. “Then | must correct
you, senhor,” he went on. “As an African
expert it should interest you to know what
| propose to do. It is my intention to de-

"This proves Wildroot Cream-Qil keeps hair
well groomed even if you have cowlicks!”

""Since using Wildroot Cream-Qil
I look twice as good!”

ILAMEft KilteK

pose Sekgoma, and to set up a chnlisado in
his place.”

“That is easier said than done.”

“Do you think so? But surely you have
forgotten the legend of Gungtmhuna’s
drum ?”

| saw Halliday start as if something had
bitten him. De Azevedo’s smile broadened
into agrin. He was like a cat over a mouse,
and thoroughly enjoying it.

He said, “Ah, | see that you.have not!
Yes, senhor, superstition is a two-edged
sword. | shall beat that drum out there
and, when | do not perish on the spot, |
shall have destroyed Sekgoma'’s power and
that of his headmen with one stroke, as
it were. Yes, | shall sever the root from
the branch, and so destroy him. Then the
Manicas will come to heel, my friend.”

Halliday’s gaze had become fixed on some
distant object beyond the mosquito netting.
He was silent for a long time, absorbed in
some inner vision.

Then he got to his feet, tucked his rifle up
under his armpit and said evenly, “Well, a
fool must pursue his own folly, even to his
own destruction.”
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De Azevedo threw back his head and
laughed.

He said, “ | think you really believe that!
Yes, you have lived among savages too
long, senhor. You have come to think like
them, to believe in their black magic. Well,
the little expose | have arranged may do
you some good also. An hour after sunrise,
tomorrow, | shall beat Gungunhuna's drum.
| invite you to witness the ceremony."

"Aliens, Senhor Comandante,” said Hal-
liday, and turned away.

“One moment.” De Azevedo drew an
envelope from his pocket and offered it to

Halliday, saying, “1 take this opportunity
to pay for your services, senhor— " he
chuckled—*“in case 1| should not survive

tomorrow’s experiment.”

Air came out of Halliday’s lungs, hiss-
ing between his clenched teeth. The muzzle
of his rifle swung up, and steadied level
with de Azevedo’s forehead. And if ever |
saw hate and sudden death in a man’s eyes,
| saw it then. It was a palpable, paralyzing
thing to see, and | knew then that no mere
insult had put it there. It was too funda-
mental for that.

| wanted to step forward to strike up the
barrel of the rifle, but my limbs seemed
suddenly to have lost all power of move-
ment. De Azevedo sat like a stone image,
staring into the black eye of the rifle’s
muzzle. Then Halliday caught his breath
again in a kind of shuddering sigh and,
without a word, turned on his heel and left
us.

“Dots me!” De Azevedo started to
breathe again. “ For a moment | thought—
phew !” He pulled out a handkerchief from
his forehead with a hand that shook.

“You asked for it, and you'll get it yet,”
| told him bluntly.

He gave me a startled look; then, with
a muttered oath, jumped to his feet and
dived out of the tent. A blast of his whistle
brought a trooper running over to him.
When | got up to see what was going on,
the trooper and | confronted each other, the
veil of mosquito netting between us. He
held his rifle at the ready, and shook his
head to indicate that | was to remain in-
side.

Over his shoulder | got a blurred picture
of Halliday striding toward the far gate of
the kraal, de Azevedo following him on the
run. As they neared the gate de Azevedo
shouted an order, and guards stepped into

Halliday’'s path. | saw him hand his rifle
to de Azevedo and then, with a trooper on

each side, he was marched back to the
palaver house.
When, about fifteen minutes later, de

Azevedo came into the tent, with Halli-
day’s rifle in the crook of his arm, | asked:
“Am | to understand that | am under ar-
rest, also, Senhor Comandante??

“No, you are not under arrest, senhor,”
he said. “But | must ask you to be my guest
for an indefinite time.”

“And if | refuse?”

He put the rifle down on his cot and con-
sidered me, frowning. “You are an Ameri-
can citizen, senhor, and, if anything should
happen to you | would have to answer for
it. Therefore, I must insist.”

I though this over in silence.

“What about Halliday?”

He frowned. “That man is dangerous.
You are witness to the fact that he threat-
ened my life.”

“Not without provocation, Senhor Co-
mandante. You have treated him and the
Manicas badly, and | shall be a hostile wit-
ness.”

“But of course! You are his country-
man and his friend, and due allowance will
be made for that.” He flashed me a smile.
“Meanwhile, let us agree to disagree like
gentlemen.”

I was willing to let it rest at that. He
produced a bottle, and we settled down for
the evening. He could tell a good story,
and he might have been a good fellow, if
only he could have forgotten the impres-
sion he was making. Later, with a twinge
of self-reproach, | thought of Halliday and
manfully asked if I might spend the night
with him in the palaver house.

“You would not be able to sleep there,
senhor,” he told me suavely. “The place
stinks, and it is infested with rats and
snakes.”

At the mention of shakes my heroic im-
pulse dissolved, and | did not press for an
affirmative answer.

Darkness had come while we talked. A
trooper came in with a lantern, a ground
sheet and blankets for me. De Azevedo
went out to make his rounds, and ,1 rolled
up in the blankets, and fell asleep wonder-
ing what the Manicas would think, and
what they would do, when Gungunhuna's
drum set their jungles to echoing at the
touch of a white man’s hand.
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| AWOKE to the thin, dear

notes of a bugle. A slanting ray

of sunlight struck through a gap

in the flap of the tent and lay
on the floor like a bright dagger. As |
dressed | heard de Azevedo’s whistle trill;
then a sharp-spoken command, followed by
a loud slapping sound and the thud of many
rifles butted to the ground. 1 shrugged
into my jacket and went out.

My first look around was all inclusive.
De Azevedo’s troopers were formed into a
square, enclosing the ju-ju tree and Gun-
gunhuna’'s drum. OIld Sekgoma and his
six headmen stood facing the drum, wood-
en-faced, motionless. Halliday stood with
one shoulder against the tree. He had a
native kroos draped about his shoulders,
and was quietly smoking his pipe. De Aze-
vedo was pacing slowly to and fro, a white
paper fluttering in the hands he held clasped
behind his back. There was a rustle of
movement as | walked diagonally across the
square to join Halliday. In response to my
greeting he merely grunted.

The sun stood on the rim of the hills,
like a huge copper coin balanced on edge,
but as yet there was no warmth in its rays.
The morning breeze had the chill of the
high-veldt in it, and the leaves of the ju-ju
tree whispered in sly communion above my
head'as de Azevedo came to a stand, con-
fronting Sekgoma and his headmen across
the drum. The tap-tapping of his cane on
his boots was almost an intolerable irrita-
tion to my taunt nerves.

All eyes were fastened upon him, watch-
ing, waiting. The silence became intense,
like a steel wire stretched to the breaking
point. Looking around at the troopers, |
got the impression that they were not hap-
py in the performance of the duty their
commandant had imposed upon them. As
for de Azevedo, he was obviously pleased
with himself, savoring the honey of triumph.
He glanced at his wrist watch, flipped his
cane up under his armpit, and snapped out
an order. The troopers came smartly to
attention, and a sergeant stepped forward.
De Azevedo gave him the paper he held.
Again the sergeant saluted, and spun around
to face Sekgoma and his headmen. Then,
in a monotonous, high-pitched voice, he
gave tongue to the contents of the document
in the Manica dialect.

“What's he saying?” | asked Halliday in
a whisper.

“It's a recitation of Sekgoma's crimes,
the reasons for his removal from the chief-
tainship— the usual legal nonsense,” he told
me.

| looked at Sekgoma. The old fellow
seemed to be taking it all very calmly. Only
once his eyes flashed, and he drew his robe
of bleached calico about his skinny frame
in a gesture that was full of pride. His
headmen stood behind him, their black faces
set in lines of studied immobility. And
when the sergeant had finished, not a word
of protest was uttered.

Yet there was no suggestion of submis-
sion in their quiescence. The silence had
the quality of a challenge in it, and in its
unexpectedness it was more effective than
shouted defiance, than the blaring of horns
and the rumble of war drums. | sensed
that it was part of a preconceived plan, and
it struck me that de Azevedo had made a
serious mistake when he had put Halliday
under guard with Sekgoma.

The same idea must have occurred to de
Azevedo, for he was looking in our direc-
tion, his scowl black. Something had gone
wrong with his show, and he was raging
inwardly. | saw his lips round to an oath
as he moved toward the drum.

Quickly Halliday stepped into his path.
“Senhor Comandante,” he said, in a loud,
clear voice, “a few words on behalf of
Sekgoma.”

“ 1am listening,” snapped de Azevedo.

"Senhor Comandante, in Sekgoma’'s own
words: “ ‘l beg the Sakali not to beat
Gungunhuna’s drum. It is sacred to my
people. | am old. Soon | must die, and
it does not matter what happens 'to me.
Therefore, let my son, N'koti, beat the
drum, so that he may sit in myr place, ac-
cording to the law of the Manicas. Let this
be done, and there will be peace between
us. | have spoken.” ”

De Azevedo looked at the old man stern-
ly and shook his head. “Tell him,” he said
to Halliday, “that he has heard -my procla-

mation. | am the law here, and as | have
written so | will do. The palaver is fin-
ished.”

Halliday faced about to translate, and
still no word of protest was uttered. Halli-
day turned to face de Azevedo again, a
question in his eyes.

“That is all. Stand aside,” de Azevedo
rapped out.

Halliday stepped back to collide with the



30 ADVENTURE MAGAZINE

drum. His kroos fell from his shoulders
across it

“Do not attempt to leave this kraal,
senhor,” de Azevedo told him crisply. “ You
are under arrest.” Then, as Halliday picked
up his kroos and moved away, he stepped
up to the drum and thrust his hand into the
slot, feeling for the drum sticks.

And in the next instant he jumped back
with a sharp cry. His cane dropped from
under his arm, clasped one hand in the
other and stared at it, his eyes bulging.
Then suddenly, he ran for his tent.

Sekgotna started shouted something in a
piping, sing-song voice. His words threw
the black troopers into a state of near-
panic. They broke ranks and started to
mill about, tossing their arms this way and
that in grotesque gestures. | looked around
for Halliday, but could not see him. | knew
what had happened. | shouldered my way
through the crowd of excited troopers, and
then ran to the tent.

I FOUND de Azevedo on
H his cot where he had fallen.
His limbs were quivering. He
couldn’t speak. He had man-
aged to drag out a first aid kit from under
his cot before he had collapsed.

The effect of the venom of some vipers
upon the system, | knew, was exceedingly
swift, giving rise to paralysis of the nerve
centers. De Azevedo's right arm was al-
ready swelling, and he was on the verge
of convulsions. | got the hypodermic
needle from the kit and filled it with anti-
snakebite serum. | was bending over him,
about to jab the needle into his arm when
my wrist was seized from behind and held
in a grip of steel.

“Let me have it, Bryce,” said Halliday.

Something in the way that he said it
made me tighten my grip on the needle,
then a quick twist of my wrist forced me to
let go and sent me sprawling on my face.
| scrambled to my feet cursing him.

Keep out of this, Bryce,” he warned.

He wasn’'t going to give de Azevedo the
needle, | saw it in his face. De Azevedo was
groaning in agony.

Struggling to keep my voice steady, |
said, “That was a hell of a thing to do,

Halliday, and if he dies, I'll see you hang
for it!”

“ Keep your shirt on, Bryce.”

"like hell 1 will! 1 blazed at him. His

rifle lay against the foot of the cot. |
snatched it up, and pumped a shell into
breech. 1 think | would have used it, but
his next words stopped me cold.

“It's a hell of a thing to send an innocent
man to jail for fifteen years, Bryce. And
that man happens to he my son.”

He spoke the last sentence in Portuguese,
with his eyes fixed on de Azevedo’'s dis-
torted face. The shock of what he just
heard seemed to pull him around, and he
sat up and stared at Halliday with his
mouth agape. He gasped and another con-
vulsion seized him.

Halliday stood looking down at him,
implacable, merciless. The spasm passed.
Halliday held up the needle and said,
“Senhor Comandante, without this you are
a dead man, and you will soon be beyond
speech. Are you ready to talk?”

De Azevedo groaned, then: “Yes—yes!
The needle, senhor— ah, for the love of
God— quickly!”

“ Give him a good shot of whisky, Bryce,”
said Halliday calmly. “Then get your note-
book out and take down what he says.”

De Azevedo gulped down the whisky,
the glass rattling against his teeth. And
then the whole rotten story came out of
him, in jerky sentences. Sweat ran into
my eyes as | wrote it down, and my hand
shook. It was as Halliday had suspected.
De Azevedo was an undercover agent for
the Companhia de Nyasa, and he, not
Downly, had been responsible for the shoot-
ing that had sent the youngster to prison.
Halliday was deaf to. his pleading until he
had affixed his signature to the confession.

When that was done Halliday put my
notebook into his pocket. “He won't die,
Bryce. | know my snakes.” Then his blue
eyes came alight with a flame of anger.
“But he's lucky. 1'd have used anything
that came to my hand, a black mamba or
acobra!” He went out, leaving me to think
what | would of it.

| did what | could for de Azevedo, and
then went out to look for Halliday. There
was not a soul in sight, and not a sound.
And then my narrowing eyes came to focus
on the vacant space where Gungunhuna’'s
drum had been less than an hour ago. Be-
fore | could grasp the significance of what
| saw Halliday camq into view from behind
one of the huts.

“How are you feeling now, Bryce?” he
asked with a grin.



THE CHIMPOLO INCIDENT 31

“So they walked off with that damned
drum, and de Azevedo’'s troopers didn't
make a move to stop them?” | asked incred-
ulously.

“Of course not!
once a Manica always a Manica.
helped Sekgoma, in fact.”

| asked, “How do you happen to have a
son by the name of Downly ?”

He squatted on his heels like a native,
filled his pipe, and when he had it going to
his satisfaction he said, “The boy’s mother
died when he was eight years old. | sent
him back home to her folks. Then, as de
Azevedo told you, | got into serious trouble
with the Portuguese customs—smuggling
diamonds across the border from Rhodesia.
They put me out of circulation for some
time. When | got out | thought it would
be best for the boy to use his mother’'s name
and forget about me. Then the war came,
and—well, you know the rest.”

“You haven’t seen your son since then?”

“ Not since he was eight years old. When
I got into trouble it was better that we
should not meet. Give him a better chance,
if you see what | mean.”

They're Manicas, and
They
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| saw it all right, and a good deal more.
I understood why Halliday had attached
himself to me, and nursed me along. He
was part of the jungle and, as de Azevedo
had said, the natives knew no law other
than instinct. That we were still friends was
a matter of chance. He had trekked through
my problem much in the same manner he
stalked his game— for survival. A man’s
son, I've heard, is his passport to eternity.

And yet | was keenly aware of the fact
that, but for Halliday, I'd still be sitting
on my backside in Chimao. And it seemed
best to Jet it rest at that. And | still had
a job to finish.

“What happens now?” | asked.

He jerked his thumb in the direction of
the tent. “We'll get him down to Fort Luis
Filippe. From there I'll get in touch with
the governor at Lourenco Marques, via the
cable. He’'ll send up a commission to inves-
tigate. With you as a witness to de Aze-
vedo’s confession we’'ll have that boy out of
jail in a couple of months. Meanwhile, sup-
pose we get on with your job?”

“It's about time we got around to that,”
said 1. “Let’s go.”

“SAM'S nice, but he’d be a lot nicer if he did some-
thing about that Dry Scalp! His hair is dull and
unruly—and he has loose dandruff, tool I've got
just the ticket for him—'Vaseline’ Hair TonicI’

la kr Zooks6Gefter,,
scafp feeds hefter.,

whayoacheckDryScop

IT'S EASIER than you thinkl ‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic
checks Dry Scalp . . . makes a world of difference
in the good looks of your hair. It’s ideal with mas-
sage before shampooing, too. Contains no alcohol
or other drying ingredients. It's double care . . i
for both scalp and hair ... and it’s economical.

Vaseline HAIRTONIC

TRADE MARK <

Listen to DR. CHRISTIAN®
~tarring JEAN HERSHOLT,
on CBS Wednesday nights.



HELLWATER RUN

By HAYDEN HOWARD

Deeper than the sea was the hate between Balk and

Frenchy-stranger than death their last gift to a friend!
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iplomatically arbitrating ail
decisions, even such important ones

as whether the bacon grease should

be poured off twice or once during the fry-
ing of the bacon, Joe Stranghetti postponed
Balk's and Frenchy’s murdering each other.
With white-toothed grin and restraining
hand, brown as his cigar. Joe was as vital
to the three-man jig boat, Chubasco, as the
quick brass swivel is to an albacore rig.
Balk was like a giant sea bass snagged on

the feather jig, determined, heavy and
twisting. Frenchy was shrill and tense as a
wire leader. Joe Stranghetti swiveled be-
tween them shrewdly, easing the strain.

But eight days south of San Diego when
the ammonia compressor broke down, while
failing to fix it, he slashed open the heel of
his hand to the tendons.

Another dawn and another, with Baja
California edging endless blue teeth along
the starboard horizon, the sun rising brassy
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and hot, thickening the odor of fish no
longer refrigerated. When Balk and
Frenchy opened the fishhold the stench rose
like smoke. Cursing, they drew on their
hip boots. Each blamed the other for neg-
lecting to refill the oil cups of the ammonia
compressor.

The pelicans wheeled and flopped upon
the Chubasco’s wake. The men were dump-
ing tons of bad fish—overboard went two
weeks' work, a thousand wasted miles of
gas and oil.

Joe Stranghetti worked cautiously. He
complained his hand felt hot. The next
day he stayed in his bunk and watched a
slim blue line crawl from his wrist to his
elbow. When he announced his armpit was
beginning to swell, Balk wrinkled his fore-
head at Frenchy and Frenchy got out the
navy binoculars and anxiously scanned the
seaward horizon for a tanker or fast tuna
clipper. They muttered at each other for
being too cheap to install a ship-to-shore
radio that would work. And down below,
Joe Stranghetti moaned and tossed.

During the night Balk crouched beside
him, cooling his forehead with a damp rag.
By the time dawn silvered the porthole,
Joe was emphatically gasping: “Lissen,
lissen, don't want to be dumped overboard
for the crabs to eat. Lissen, | want to die
on shore. Take me ashore in the skiff.”

“We're only a day out from San Diego,”
Balk lied gruffly. “Hang in there, Joe.
You'll get to a hospital.”- He dipped the rag
in the bucket again and squeezed it out.

Roaring, the slipper-bowed jig boat slith-
ered down into the great troughs and up
the greenly translucent crests of the Pacific,
eight knots per hour, an eternity of water-
less desert to the starboard, no penicillin
in the cactus spines.

By noon Joe’s lips had shrunk to a skull-
like smile. Now he hardly tossed at all.
“Lissen, lissen, bury me on shore, any-
where—the desert’'s okay. | don't want to
stink up the boat all the way to Dago. |
don't want my wife to look at me.”

When Balk called Frenchy down from
the wheel, Frenchy stared and crossed him-
self. “I'll get a piece of canvas.”

“Hold it,” Frenchy intruded fifteen min-
,utes later as Balk sewed up Joe’s body.
“We got to put a weight at his feet.”

“The hell we do.”

“You mean we should put him in the fish
hold and bring him home so nobody will

think there has been foul play or some-
thing?”

“No, we're going to take the skiff through
the surf and bury him ashore.”

“Here?” Frenchy shrilled. “Listen, if
we hammer down the fish hatch real tight,
he’'ll be okay. We could even salt him.
There’'s no reason to try to land here.” He
made a horrified gesture at the ragged blue
coast with its white mustache of surf.
“What if we knock a hole in the skiff?
There's no fresh water ashore. No noth-
ing!”

“You swim good enough,” Balk stated,
and climbed heavily into the whel house.

THE Chubasco made a foam-

ing arc toward the cliffs of

Lower California while Frenchy

muttered to himself and vigor-
ously shook his head. The groundswells,
though lifting the keel no higher than usual,
seemed swifter and farther apart. The light
breeze, surprisingly, was in Frenchy’s face,
dimpling the landward sides of the swells.
It was warm with a dusty smell, and he
judged there must be a whirling storm on
the Gulf of California side of the peninsula
to explain the wind's blowing from land
during the afternoon.

Normally, the land breeze came only just
before dawn when the cold, heavy night air
flowed down through the mountain passes.
During the day, when the sun heated the
rocks as hot as frying pans, the air above
the peninsula ballooned upward, and cooler
sea air blew in off the Pacific. So this
dusty wind from shore made Frenchy shake
his head with wonder.

There were no offshore kelp beds here to
guard an anchorage. Once the bottom
shelved off it did not rise again. Balk
steered the fishboat toward the center of a
long incurve between two promontories.
Here the white band of surf was narrowest
because the beach was very steep.

While the more gradually sloping under-
water extensions of the promontories had
three white ranks sweeping their backs, the
steep beach exploded its waves one at a
time and was done with them.

The Chubasco came about and Balk
growled her into reverse geat. “ Get that
claw down, Frenchy.”

The Chubasco backed away from her
anchor until the hawser straightened at a
thirty-degree angle to the water. Frenchy
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made it fast to the bitt, and the propeller
flurried for a moment. Then the motor
died.

While the boat tugged and creaked,
clipper-bow dividing the swells, Balk
nodded to himself. The bottom here de-
scended like steps, so the boat would never
drag in her anchor and go ashore.

He ran aft past the live bait tank. “Hey,
shake it up, give me a hand with the skiff.”

Silently Frenchy helped him right it and
shove it overboard. When Balk came top-
side again with the ax and the crowbar,
and a big spoon and a skillet, Frenchy
shrilled suddenly: “Hell, Balk, we better
take.him home. We haven’t even a pick or
a shovel. You can’'t dig a grave with a
spoon.”

“Keep your bait on,” Balk snapped.
“ Get below and give me a hand.”

When they had lowered the canvas-mum-
mied body into the skiff, Balk fitted the
oars and sat down on the thwart, looking
up. “Well, what are you waiting for,
Frenchy ?”

“The hell you say. When we're ready
to come back, who's going to shove us off
the beach? Those waves aren’'t small. The
skiff is going to need a running start. Tak-
ing a boat through big surf is a two-man
deal. | row. You push.” Balk raised his
bushy eyebrows. “ And by myself, how you
expect me to get Joe’s body up the cliff?”

“Up the cliff?” Frenchy shrilled.

“1'm not going to bury him at the bottom
where the tides will dig him out.”

“1 better stay,"” Frenchy repeated. “ See
the hawser slacking off?”

This was true. A quickening of the land
breeze had given the stern a push seaward
and for an instant the boat walked toward
her anchor. But the drag of the next flow-
ing swell drove her stern shoreward. She
pivoted on the end of the taut hawser so
the bow swung out to sea again.

“Come on, come on, it's nothing,” Balk
shouted. “The wind will change anyway.
We got to get started. Look how the swells
are packing taller. There’'s a storm out
there.” He jerked his chin toward the gray-
blue horizon band where sea and sky
merged imperceptibly. “Out there, storm
wind is starting these swells and pretty
soon it will catch up with them. This land
breeze won't last.”

“1 don't want to get marooned on this
coast,” Frenchy announced.

“You scare easier than a news com-
mentator,” Balk retorted. He clambered
laboriously up into the Chubasco and dis-
appeared without a word into the wheel
house.

He reappeared with Joe’s revolver. “ Now
do | have to tell you to get in?”

“You wouldn't shoot me,” Frenchy re-
plied. “Look, you're making a mistake if
you think when we smash our skiff we’ll be
able to swim back.” He pointed out to sea.

Balk started to look but didn't. His
mouth twisted in the direction of a humor-
less smile.

“Oh, well,” said Frenchy irritably. “ 1'm
not going to jump you.” He climbed down
into the skiff. "There’'s one hell of a big
shark out there. You just look and tell me
if I'm wrong.”

Balk looked. Three, then four triangular
fins milled fifty yards out from the Chubas-
co’s bow. He judged they were above
where the anchor securely. gripped it's
underwater ledge.

"They don't come in close to shore,” he
stated, and thumped weightily into the skiff,
freed the painter and grinned at Frenchy
in the stern, who gave the skiff a hard
shove away from the Chubasco.

WITH short but powerful

strokes, Balk drove the skiff to-

ward the inner curve of the

beach. Looking forward from
the stern seat where he sat yvith Joe's can-
vas-wrapped body between his knees,
Frenchy noticed with relief there was a
landing strip of steep, wet sand before the
cliffs leapt straight up.

He twisted, looking seaward.
comes a big one.”

“We're still a long way out,” Balk puffed
reassuringly.

The swell heaved under the skiff, grow-
ing taller, piling up on itself as it dragged
the inclined sea bottom. A few strokes
closer each swell began to look so steep
that surely it would break, but Balk was
not bluffed by this illusion. Over his shoul-
der he could see the waves were not break-
ing until they were within ten yards of the
steep beach. Its steepness was emphasized
by the counter-swells that rushed back as
though the waves were rebounding from
a vertical cliff. Sometimes this backwash
swept diagonally and mysteriously through

“Here
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the oncoming, but as yet unbroken, waves
and continued seaward, where it added a
ejerky bounce to the skiff's roller-coaster
progress. At other times it rammed the
waves head-on in geyser-like explosions.

“Here comes a monster,” Frenchy yelled.

“1t won't break,” Balk shouted as it
towered above the stern, translucent green
with a silhouetted school of sardines fran-
tically swimming higher than the men’s
heads.

The swell shoved the skiff's transom,
lifted the boat with the stomach-clutching
acceleration of a high-speed elevator. As
they teetered on the watery pinnacle, Balk
backwatered, slowing their forward rush
and the giant wave swept from beneath
them, lowering the skiff into the trough.
Frenchy, looking shoreward, watched it
rise, until for him it blotted out the lower
half of the cliff. It arched its back, brown
with sucked up sand, and collapsed down-
ward with a thunderous boom that tossed
white skeletons to the wind. Flattening, it
rushed up the beach like a great, brown,
foam-wreathed stingaree.

Balk was still backwatering as the skiff’s
stern ascended the next giant. When this
wave lifted them, left them behind and
broke, it struck the returning backwash of
the first. The high-tossed sea rained down
upon the skiff. Balk kept hackwatering,
grinning with excitement.

“ Cut those groundswells a little fine,” he
shouted.

“Try stern first,” Frenchy yelled. “If
one of your so-called swells climbs the
transom we’ll swamp before we reach your
breaker line.”

“No! When | see the wave | want, I'm
going in like a sucker on a shark. No time
for second-guessing these babies. Crawl
past me to the bow where you can do some
good.”

He waited the skiff out there, holding its
position, studying the advancing swells
while they were still three rows back. When
a slightly smaller series appeared over his
low horizon, he began to row in on the
back of the large preceding one. But he let
it leave him behind. The next wave bulked
under the skiff, dragging them forward
again.

“Back, back!” Frenchy screamed.

Balk took a tentative forward stroke.
The third wave loomed above them, wedged
under the stern until it tilted higher than

Balk’s head. As the crest hissed under the
bow, the skiff leveled and Balk pulled a
tremendous, long driving stroke that drove
them on the back of the wave. Rowing
desperately he held the seaward sldpe of it
while the next wave mounted and curled
behind and Frenchy yelled: “ Slow down!
don’t dive!”

The skiff's forvard momentum was over-
taking the crest of the wave. The bow
poked over the brink of the abyss. Frenchy,
crouching there, stared straight down to
the brown backwash rushing into the foot
of the toppling wave.

Balk backwatered so hard he half rose,
forehead veins bulging, and the skiff raised
its nose, so instead of diving down the col-
lapsing face of the wave, it let the wave
lunge forward from beneath it. On even
keel, the skiff dropped like a paratrooper.

Bounding and swerving, with Balk pull-
ing one oar then the other to straighten it,
the skiff rode where a moment before beach
had inclined. The bow slammed the steep
angle of sand, pitching Balk against
Frenchy’s legs. Frenchy vaulted overboard
and heaved the boat forward perhaps a foot
as the crest of the following wave plunged
downward.

On that steep beach the bow was high
above the stern of the stranded skiff. As
Balk stepped over the side, the next roller
boomed in, overflowing the transom.

The two men worked the water-filled
boat in broadside, letting each successive
breaker help them. Frenchy carried the
oars and ax up the beach. He came back
for the crowbar and skillet. The spoon had
disappeared.

He threw the metal up the beach and
together they lifted Joe’s body. The sea
rumbled in, slamming the skiff against their
shins. They dropped the long canvas
bundle. Cursing, Frenchy dragged it up
the beach.

After turning the skiff on its side to
dump it, they hauled it to the base of the
cliff.

“Now we got to find a way up,” Balk
gasped.

WRAPPING the painter about
a massive boulder, Frenchy
looked up mournfully. The
overhanging cliff sliced the bowl
of sky in half. The land wind was sweeping
brown dust off the edge. He peered out to
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sea where the Chubasco was performing
strange acrobatics, yawing violently as the
strengthening land wind shoved it broad-
side to the line of swells, only to have each
sw.ell shove it straight again.

“Whatever you do, let's hurry it up,”
he shrilled.

It took them half an hour to find a goat
trail up the cliff, another half hour to carry
Joe Stranghetti’'s body. As their faces rose
above the edge, the strange hot wind from
the mountain passes sprayed them with
dust. Heads bent, they carried the body to
a narrow arroyo, lowered it and piled rocks
on top until the canvas was invisble.

On that windswept shelf there was not
even a stick large enough to make a cross.
Balk pounded the head off the ax with the
crowbar, planted the crowbar among the
rocks and with his belt lashed the-ax handle
horizontally across it, one-third of the way
from the top.

“So long Joe!” he shouted earnestly.

Frenchy crossed himself and muttered
something. Then they ran to the edge of
the cliff. They saw the land wind had
finally overcome the push of the swells.
The stern of the Chubasco had come around
facing the Pacific.

Straining at the hawser, the bow pointed
landward into the wind.

“1s she dragging?" Frenchy screeched.

Balk gave an open-mouthed, wide-eyed
shrug and scrambled and skidded and
clutched his way down the goat trail.

That the Chubasco seemed farther out
could be explained; now she was wrench-
ing at her anchor from the opposite direc-
tion.

As they dragged the skiff to the edge of
the surf, Frenchy yelled: “ She’'s creeping
all right! She’s going to drag her anchor
off the ledge!”

Balk ignored him, staring at the incoming
waves. From the top of the cliff they had
looked smaller, not at all impossible to
cross. But at-sea level they towered ma-
jestically into the blue sky, leaning and
crashing at nine second intervals. Straight
down they seemed to plunge on the steep
beach and bounce, brown with churned-up
sand.

The men walked the skiff knee-deep
along the backrush of a wave. Balk vaulted
to the rower’s seat while Frenchy held the
stern, his eyes stunner wildlv over Balk’s
shoulder.

“Farther out,” Balk shouted, and
Frenchy ran the skiff forward. The back-
wash escaped to join the in-breaking wave,
clumping the bottom of the skiff on the
steep sand, bow two feet lower than the
stern. The rolling water swept over it,
lashing Balk's back and swishing aft be-
tween his legs. He cursed and struggled
overboard. The forward half of the skiff
was filled. They had to drag it back and
dump it

They took a breather.

Next time, they did not walk the boat
out so far. Though momentarily stranded,
the bow successfully split the inrush of
water. Balk yelled and Frenchy pushed,
running hard behind the boat, shoving,
while Balk rowed blindly toward the in-
curling giant. As Frenchy hoisted himself
to the stern seat, the bow started up the
mountain of water.

They almost made it.

Halfway up, the mountain became a cliff,
and then an overhanging cliff. Frenchy
dove sideways off the stern as the skiff
began its end-for-end flip. Upside down it
dropped with the plunge of the wave and
disappeared in the white and brown ex-
plosion. The stern rose like a cubist’'s sea
monster, fell toward the beach, and the skiff
yawed wildly in, right-side up, filled to the
gunwhales.

The sea covered them.

Balk's head appeared in the greener
water, ducking as the next wave fell on
him. By the time he staggered up the beach,
Frenchy, who had swum blindly in on the
welter of the first wave, had rescued both
oars.

“We got to wait for more of a lull,” Balk
coughed.

Frenchy pointed to the Chubasco. The
sea around her flurried with wind. Each
swell lifted her stern, then heaved up her
bow and hauled her anchor. The pressure
of land wind was stronger against her top-
side than was the opposing friction of swells
against her keel. So she was dragging her
anchor out to sea.

Balk knew as she dragged her anchor
off each stair-step ledge into deeper water
the angle of pull became steeper. The drag
became a lifting motion. The farther out
she drifted, the faster she would go until
finally the anchor trailed with only water
beneath it, and the Chubasco sailed stern
first and lonely into the Pacific.
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FRENCHY pointed behind

them on the beach, at the lines

of stranded seaweed. “The tide

has turned. It's running out.
That's part of it.”

He pointed at the skiff, but Balk shook
his head and waited. Frenchy argued,
hands jumping and jerking at shoulder
level.

“We can't afford to gamble that they
will get smaller instead of bigger,” he
screamed. “There’s no fresh water here, no
nothing. We're gambling with our lives.”
' Balk glared at the incoming wrinkles on
the Pacific. They were not getting any
smaller. “Now'’s the time,” he announced.
“We hold up the bow.”

Standing well forward on either side of
the skiff, after they had run it farther out
on the backwash than the time before, they
lifted the stranded bow above the sand so
it mounted the broken wave. Balk vaulted
in; Frenchy ran the boat out, working his
hands aft along the gunwhale until he was
pushing from the stern. Balk shouted for
him to straighten up. He began thrashing
the water with his oars, while looking over
his shoulder at the wave. He could see that
they were not going to make it, but his
arms kept rowing.

This second start was slower than their
first. They did not get out far enough to
be flipped. The wave fell on the bow. The
skiff vanished, emerged tumbling sideways
on the broken face of the sea.

“1'll pick the next one,” Frenchy shrilled
as they dumped the water and sand. “ One
wave in nine is bigger than the rest, an-
other wave in nine will be smallest.”

Balk scowled at him as they walked the
skiff out part way. "Go ahead, pick one,”
he bawled.

While the Chubasco drifted farther and
faster, Frenchy counted waves, and found
no rule of nine, nor any rule of waves at
all.

True, the size of waves runs in cycles.
But there may be half a dozen cycles laid
upon each other, mixed together. Where
the crests of two or more cycles of waves
coincide, there will be a short succession of
very large waves. Where the crests of one
cycle overlap the troughs of another, the
waves will be partially canceled.

Waves, radiating from a moving and ir-
regular storm at sea, can be analyzed by a
pressure recorder with revolving record

wheel and photo-electric cell aided by tuning
forks and attendant mathematician. Frenchy
picked his wave by eye-estimate when it
was one row back, and seemed smaller
than the preceding one. But he could npt
know and did not see that the fifth and
seventh waves back turned out to be smaller
yet, because by that time he was stumbling
up the beach, coughing sand and water,
chasing the oars.

After they had dumped the skiff again,
he gasped, “We got to try a different place.
By the point maybe. On this steep beach,
even though the waves come one at a time,
they come too fast.”

Balk glared at the promontory where
three white ranks of sea swept in, chasing
each other. On that shallower sand, two
waves were tumbling, while the third and
farthest out arched to break.

“They start busting a hundred yards
from shore,” Balk yelled. “The busted
rollers would swamp us before we ever got
where the swell start to break.”

Frenchy shouted a meaningless obscenity
in his face, walked up the beach and sat
down. Balk sat down on the stern of the
skiff facing him. When he glanced over
his shoulder he saw the Chubasco had
doubled her distance from shore. She was
bouncing in a jumble of whitecaps. She
was going as fast as a man could swim.

Belatedly he thought of swimming. In
his anger with himself, he slammed his fist
against the stern seat. Sharks or no sharks,
he should have started swimming the first
time the skiff was flipped. Now it was
too late.

Drawing the sand-clogged revolver from
his pocket, he stalked toward Frenchy.

“Get up, you lazy stone-sucker."

When Frenchy shouted angrily at him
and did not rise, he ran forward and kicked
him with his bare foot. Frenchy jerked his
legs from under him. He let go of the
revolver and, falling, turning on his side,
clubbed Frenchy’s black, sand-matted head
with his fist. They both sat up and glared
at each other.

“To hell with you,” Balk grated.

Ignoring the revolver on the sand, he got
up and tried to drag the skiff alone. Ex-
pressionless, Frenchy hooked his fingers
under the opposite gunwhale and they
walked the skiff into the backwash. Again
Balk took the rower’s seat, the skiff bottom
clumped on the sand as th* hacWocU n».



HELL-WATER RUN 39

aerted it, the broken wave rolled in, piling
an inch of water over the bow as Frenchy
started pushing.

They went out on the run, with Balk
straining frantically at the oars. He caught
a crab, the skiff swerved. The wave came
down on the helpless boat and rolled it

Balk found bottom, stood up and the
following wave knocked him down. In de-
fiance of the inevitable, he had remained
seated in the skiff while the wave devoured
it He had not jumped, but miraculously
the skiff had failed to club him. He wal-
lowed and waded toward shore.

As he looked for the oars,
opened. No sign of Frenchy.

his mouth

THEN Balk saw his bare back

drifting across the shallows.

Splashing to the limp man, he

dragged him out of reach of the
waves. Arranging him head downward on
the steep beach, he pressed on his back in
artificial respiration.

“Hey, vyou're breaking my ribs,”
Frenchy's voice wheezed unexpectedly.

Balk got off him and watched him sit up
and massage his head. Then Balk stared
out over the surf to where the Chubasco
blew lonesomely small.

The whitecaps from the land wind were
larger, if anything. If the hot wind did not
change in a few hours, the jig boat would
be over the beach’s low horizon.

“We'll try the point,” Balk announced,
as though it had been his idea.

He began pushing the boat along the
beach on each inrush of water. When
Frenchy came down to help him, he waved
him away.

“Walk the wobbles out of your legs.”

The closer the skiff approached the pro-
montory, the shallower the beach became
and the longer the slack water lay on the
sand, so that Balk could push the skiff
almost continuously now. He stopped short
of the extreme point because there the
waves swept in from two directions, clash-
ing like white stags.

When Frenchy arrived and sat down be-
side him they talked it over. The swells
were breaking a hundred yards from shore,
where there was a good many feet of water
under them. They curled and sloped down
gradually in surfboard waves. Their broken
water swept in wedge-faced, instead of ab-
ruptly as a wall.

But while one swell was breaking, two
broken waves were rolling in. Here the
barriers to escape from shore were multi-
plied.

Balk shook his head. “There's no way
to judge when to start.”

Frenchy moved his gaze from the tiny
Chubasco to the outermost line of white
where the big swells lurched up, broke and
began their inward rush. “We've got to
ram through each growler as it comes, and
keep rowing out until we're almost to where

(Continued on page 111)
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Faster than sound-faster than any man had

ever flown. . . . When Pete walked out on his

Kathie he joined the flying saucers and such
unnatural phenomena. . ..
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N A theoretically heatproofed shack

in the middle of a certain desert six
men perspired gently. The yellow,

rockstrewn plain outside could have been

the surface of some dying planet, baking
slowly to oblivion under a merciless sun.
Inside, the temperature hovered around
a turgid ninety-five degrees, but this alone
did not account for the way shirts were
sticking to backs and temples were gath-
ering moisture-

One man crouched forward in the re-
plica of a pilot's seat, his hands grasping
what could have been the control column
of an aircraft. Before him was the green-
glowing pane of a radar screen, flanked by
rows of dials. He had been there too long,
and his eyes resembled those of a bomber
pilot nearing the end of a long and disas-
trous mission.

By CEDRIC R. MENTIPLAY

“ Search again, Crowther!” barked a
short, heavy man whose shoulder-tabs were
stiff with rank insignia.

The operator craned further forward, his
eyes on the radar beam as he moved the
column. He began to intone softly, the
throat-microphone bobbing on his Adam’s
apple.

“Bobo to Oscar.
port position.
Over.”

Static crashed and wailed in the shack.
Then a voice came through the amplifier—
a duplicate, voice, hiding weariness:

Report position. Re-
Have you seen Hornet?



12 ADVENTURE MAGAZINE

“Oscar to Bobo. Position one-three-
five-eight-seven-two-six-four. Hornet un-
sighted eleven minutes. Last seen headed
northeast, but‘erratic. Speed constant at
eighteen hundred. Over.”

In the silence the operator’s voice was
unnaturally loud. “That was the monitor
plane on the perimeter. I'm afraid we've
lost her, sir!”

“ Afraid, are you?” the stocky officer ex-
ploded. “Look at that map reference!
She’'s way off the range already, running
wild at nearly three times the speed of
sound—and you're afraid!”

He controlled himself with a visible
effort. “All right, man. Wrap it up. Take
what precautions you can.”

The operator's hands were flickering
over the controls. “I1've cut the motors,
sir. The flaps are down, and she's trimmed
for landing. There is no guarantee, of
course, that she's receiving my signals— "

“ Stay on the controls, then. I'll send,a
relief.”

The officer turned towards the other
occupants of the shack—two elderly civil-
ians, a full general, and a fleet admiral.
His face reflected elaborate unconcern.

“We had hoped, gentlemen, that this
experiment would be more conclusive.
But— imponderables, you know— impon-
derables. Er— 1 think the refreshments
will be ready now in B Mess- If you will
kindly come along—"

Imponderables? You can't quite say
that about the ionosphere, that vast enve-
lope of ionised particles enclosing the
Earth, through'which no radio wave can
penetrate. Thanks to men like Peter Un-
derwood, the ionosphere is becoming more
ponderable every day. IUe know, for in-
stance, that by its action in reflecting radio
waves back to earth it makes radio trans-
mission possible, though we can't quite
account for its behavior most of the time.

And then, of course, there are theories.
Every astro-physicist has one. Peter Un-
derwood’s used to be that the fluctuations
of the ionosphere have more effect on
human fortunes and conduct than do the
much-publicized phases of the moon. He
doesn’t .talk about this one any more, for
he regards it as proven. You see, the
moon had a lot to do with his meeting the
red-haired planet Kathie, and falling un-
der her influence in the conjunction known
as marriage; but the ionosphere.

It was really acting up that day. It pul-
sated around the skull of Earth like the
father of all hangovers. Press messages,
stock exchange reports and musical of-
ferings dissolved info cacophonous bed-
lam. Those fortunate enough to possess
television exercised their second privilege
and szvitched off their crasily-perfprming
screens-

NOT so Peter Underwood.
nVmULfl Plis worry needed no television
sBa*jgf assistance. It was Kathie. It

was always Kathie. There

didn't seem to be room for anything or
anyone else these days. Stretching him-
self in the armchair on the veranda of the
old homestead, he passed a long hand
through his shock of sandy hair and began
arguing with himself—a very recent habit.

Supposing he were back with the old
squadron over <Germany, with the sleek
Messer jets coming up, and the fat tails of
the bombers to protect— was that so good,
except in memory? Was it so bad that he
was overage for Korea? Would it have
been fair to Kathie, after all, to take that
job with the Long-Range Weapons Es-
tablishment ?

“What are you screaming about?” he
asked himself. “You got what you wanted
—a place of your own, well away from
engine-noises and laboratories—and Ka-
thie. Kathie!"

He mellowed as he expanded that
thought. He loved Kathie, loved her even
more than the day he'd married her. After
all, you can't completely love a stranger,
even though that stranger has shining
copper hair, and green eyes, and a nose just
so, and more curves than Einstein’s latest
theory. And it's not quite a bad thing if,
on closer acquaintance, she gets just a little
bit possessive. He sighed reflectively, and
turned back the manuscript on the desk
before him.

Then Kathie arrived—the eternal Ka-
thie, slim and dynamic and faintly hostile,
breaking the mood as effectively as a lone
Focke-Wulf power-diving into a group
of homing bombers. She slapped a sheaf
of letters on the desk.

“Here. More excuses for you to sit and
dream rather than get out on the farm.
Must be very important work you're do-
ing—darling!”
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He grinned up at her. “ Could be, Kathie.
Just an exercise, you know, but somebody
has to—*

“And it must be you?” There was no
mistaking the edge of her voice. “1 sup-
pose it's some highly evolved project like
bouncing radio waves off the moon—and
incidentally, it may be news to you that our
kitchen set is on the blink!”

“ Nothing like that,” he told her. “I'm
correlating all the known facts about—er,
what they call 'Flying Saucers'—and seeing
what | can make out of them. Really, there
are some tantalizing conclusions—"

Her little fists were planted firmly on
her hips. “And who will be buying this
masterpiece ?”

“Why, Kathie— | hadn’t thought of that
angle. Maybe the Monthly Digest of
Science will run it, but of course they
don’'t pay anything. It's just something to
pass the time.”

“ Pass the time!” Her voice went up a
few decibels. “Cables, airmail letters all
over the world! Long-distance telephone

calls! And saucers, he says—saucers! To
pass the time! Why does the time need
passing ?”

He looked at her and felt rebellion stir-
ring. “1 find it a bit lonely here, Kathie.
This is your father’'s farm, and Jim Lomas
has managed it all his life—and well, too.
I can't be any help to him. It's not my
line."

“What is your line?" she flared. “ You'd
be getting yourself killed over Korea if |
hadn’t let the Air Force people know your
right age. You'd be stuck out in the des-
ert with your ghastly figures if I hadn’t
put my foot down—"

“You—what?”

He towered over her, his big hand reach-
ing for her shoulder as the manuscript
pages sprayed across the veranda deck.
She was frightened now, wide-eyed, her
fingers knuckled too late against her lips.

"l had to do it, Peter. It was for you.
You've done enough for them. Isn't it
time you lived for yourself—for a change?
Isn't it, Peter?”

There was nothing mild about those
eyes now. They peered at her as if she had
suddenly developed horns and a tail. An-
ger was there, and disgust, and contempt,
but they were all under tight control.
Here wus a man she had never known, and
vet here was the Peter who had become

lost to her somewhere, in the last few
months. She found herself hoping des-
perately that he would ball up one of those
big fists and let her have it, right between
the eyes. Anything but this. ...

“You* call this living for myself?” he
asked her, his voice only a little raised.
“1 was a pilot, and I'm flying an arm-
chair. 1 was a scientist, and I'm writing
papers for a hobby. At thirty-five years
and three months—not a day more—I've
had itl If you loved me, Kathie Miles,
why the rebuilding job? And why work
so hard to protect your investment?”

“But Peter! 1 was only thinking of
.you—"

But he was gone. When she reached
the steps he was already striding down
the path into the dusty road. She waited,
hoping desperately that just once he would
look back. He went on, a tall, spare man in
shirtsleeves and faded suntans, his gaze
fixed on distance.

Kathie ran inside, threw herself face
downwards on the bed, and had a good
cry. It helped a lot. She was ready to ad-
mit, although only to herself, that perhaps
she had taken too much into her own
hands. And was it wholly bad to have
made him angry, just this once? At lunch-
time he would be back, and there would be
some retractions, with reservations, and
things would be much, much better. She
would not be too hard on him.

But at lunchtime Peter was unsighted.
At teatime she was crying again, and mak-
ing desperate bargains with herself and
Providence. If Peter had walked in about
then, giving no advance notice of his com-
ing he might have been able to dictate his
own terms. But by that time Peter was
very far away indeed, and the ionosphere
was reaching the peak of its frenzy.

ITS turbulence matched
Peter’'s thoughts as he walked
through the late morning into
the afternoon. Without half
realizing it, he had been missing all those
things— the whine of warming jets, the
comradeship of the service, the quietness
of laboratory work, and the breathless
pursuit of theories in the field. Planes and
science—they were his two lives. He
could have lived one without missing the
other. But now this third existence, the
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sweet aimless one with Kathie, was proven
a fraud and a sham.

Inevitably he began to make allowances.
Maybe it was true that Kathie was trying
to protect him. Maybe the poor kid was
frightened her husband would smash him-
self. Not a complete excuse, of course, but
not so bad—not bad at all. Besides, time
was getting on, and he was rather hungry.

He was a long way out, and the road
had dwindled to nothing more than a
jeep-track, skirting the edge of the old
dustbowl area. He had come in a half-
circle, so the shortest way home would be
across the diameter, which was a flat,
slightly undulating plain of sand and
eroded earth. He struck out boldly, glad to
be heading home again.

Now that was settled, his mind was
free for other things. Those everlasting
flying saucers, now—what was the score
on them? All those people could not have
been mistaken. What could they be, then?
Some unexplained natural phenomenon?
Visitors from outer space? Something
new in aviation?

And then, topping a rise, he saw it. Be-
low him was a long sandy depression. In
the middle of it, so motionless that his
imagination might have painted it there,
was the strangest craft he had ever beheld.
It was like a great silver marlin, or a
giant dart, one of those the boys used to
play with back in the pubs of Old England.
From the fishlike body a long spear thrust
out forwards. The fins, or dart-feathers,
or whatever they were, curved through
deep arcs.

He started down towards the apparition,
half expecting to see oddly-clad figures
armed with ray guns deploying in defence.
But the scientist in him was working double-
time. This comic-strip aircraft was built
for high-speed flight. From certain angles
it would look like a disc or half-disc, from
others like a cigar—two popular forms of
flying saucers. It could be. . . .

Nothing stirred as he reached it. The
machine sat securely enough on two tandem
wheels half-buried in the fuselage, and
leaned gently on one wingtip skid. He
breathed more easily as he noted the long
tracks of its landing run and the fact that
sections of the trailing edges of the wings
hung down as obvious air-brakes. Twin
jet-pipes flanked the tail.

Just forward of the wing he found the

outline of a squarish hatch. He dug at a
recessed handle, and sprang back in alarm
as the hatch dropped open with a clang. In
the dusk of the interior nothing moved.
The scientist in Peter Underwood grabbed
him firmly by the slack of his shirt and
hustled him forward. A foot on the low-
ered hatch, a hand on a gleaming metal
brace, and he was inside.

No little green men, alive or dead, were
in evidence. In fact, there was scarcely
room for Peter himself to turn around. Sun-
light, which filtered in through a single
small panel of heavy glass set in the nose,
revealed a tiny cockpit packed with masses
of instruments and indicators. Some of
these seemed familiar, but he passed over
this fact for the moment as he dropped into
the single bucket seat.

Before him was a control column flanked
by a dozen levers. At eye-level a suspended
screen gave him a disturbingly clear pic-
ture of the valley ahead. He blinked, then
guessed that this was the viewing end of
some sort of periscope. Flying this thing
would be like navigating an aerial sub-
marine—but the idea was logical. He felt
down the side of the column, closed a switch,
and through the open hatch saw the star-
board air brake rise into the wing.

“The controls are man-size, anyway,”
he murmured. “A trained pilot should be
able to get this crate off. But—it would be
polite to ask permission. Wonder where
he went ?”

He climbed outside again and walked
twice around the machine, peering thought-
fully downwards. Then he swung back into
the cockpit and sat there whistling softly.
The hair at the base of his spine showed a
tendency to rise, and his skin prickled with
cold sweat. The ground about the plane
was sandy, and should have showed foot-
prints—but there were none except his
own.

He clamped the hatch shut. Obviously
there was nobody in the plane—there just
wasn’'t room for anyone else. Obviously, too,
the pilot couldn’'t have fallen out during
the early stages of the landing, for the
hatch had been firmly closed. More mystery
meant more need for a solution, if a man
valued his sanity.

He stooped to his task. The lower part
of the control column was encased in a
metal box, in which it moved stiffly. Some
kind of mechanical control, he guessed. He
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began to test the levers one by one. A pull
on the third one brought a sudden vibra-
tion, coupled with the whine of a highly
geared starter motor. A whistling roar,
and the quivering evened itself out into an
impatient trembling. Two needles began to
jump around their dials. The jets were
warming!

A kind of intoxication was on him now.
Grinning, be checked the periscope screen
to see that the machine was still anchored.
A pressure on the double throttle, and the
song of the jets climbed up the scale. In-
stinctively he sought and found the web
harness hanging from the seat and cinched,
it into place about him. Then he went on
exploring the levers.

He knew well enough when he hit the
brake. The fierce acceleration as the ma-
chine lunged forward drove him hack into
the seat. His clawing hand smacked the
throttle through its quadrant. He was
pinned there like a moth on a board, a mad
flickering picture racing before him on the
screen. The starboard wingtip hit twice
and bounced upward. The tandem wheels
felt as if they were coming straight through
the steel floorboards.

With infinite effort he lifted arms that
weighed a ton and locked clumsy fingers
about the column. Better now. The picture
steadied. A line of low hills was racing
towards him. He eased back on the column,
and felt himself crushed down into the seat
with all the power of a hydraulic press.

IT SEEMED a long time later

that he came back to something

approaching consciousness. The

periscope screen showed milky
nothingness, and so did the panel ahead—
just a long glittering beak reaching into
space. He tried putting the column for-
ward. The earth swam back into view—a
grayish-purplish mass on which no feature
was distinct.

The jet noise was a pale whisper, over-
shadowed by the rushing sound of air
against smooth, welded plates. He was
alone, utterly and completely alone, and
beyond the help of anyone. Even the mem-
ory of Kathie was shadowy now and, try
as he might, he could not remember the
words of their argument. It had been so
long ago. The silence began to lean in upon
him.

“So!” he murmured. “You can fly the

thing. And what does that get you? A nice
deep hole in the ground when she goes in.
What's wrong with flying an armchair?”

And then it seemed as if he were no
longer alone. Somebody, something, was
peering over his shoulder into the peri-
scope screen. He glanced behind him.
There was no room for anything between
the back of his neck and the metal bulk-
head, hut he could still feel that hot breath.
And there were other strange phenomena.
The metallic paint about the base of the
beak, just visible through the panel, seemed
to be flaking away, the beak itself to be
changing color.

He placed a hand against the quartz-
glass, snatched it away hurriedly. That
glass was hot—hot! So was the skin of
the hull around him. It was already un-
bearably close inside the cramped cockpit,
though the outside air temperature at this
altitude must be near zero. Of course!
Skin-friction, generated by the passage of
air past the hull at high speed, would cause
heat. How fast was he going? He had no
idea, except that it was well over the best
he had done in his jet-fighter days. Some-
thing had to be done.

"Pete, old boy,” he told himself. “You've
got a choice—dig in, or frizzle. Maybe
you'd better cut the jets and take some of
the Neat off.”

He reached for the throttle. It no longer
moved freely, but appeared to be anchored
at its maximum. He tugged at it until
the sweat poured into his eyes, but in vain.
And then, as he sat hack, gasping, the stub-
born lever eased a notch, another. He
seized it again. It was immobile. The hair
at the nape of his neck was crawling.

That was when he felt the control col-
umn stir in his hands. As the jets slowed
their thrust the plane began to turn as
though in perfect control. He fought to
straighten it up. As though in exaspera-
tion, the column banged across and back,
and the machine lay over in a steep verage.
The pressure pinned him to the seat, help-
less and nearly blind as the blood drained
from his head and upper body.

In a moment the column moved again,
very surely, carrying him with it as the
plane leveled out on a new course. But
now Peter Underwood no longer cared.
Somebody or something else was flying
the machine. Some intangible, invisible
power had come out of space and taken
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the controls from him. It was sitting in
the same seat with him, sharing his body.

The scientist in him kept telling him that
this could not be so, but the voice was
growing weaker as the combined effects of
heat, high altitude and that last deadly
turn began to make themselves felt. He
wanted only to rest, to sleep, to forget. . . .

JUST before Peter reached this

state, the man Crowther, still

on duty in the desert shack far

to the south, began reacting
strangely. First he stared blankly at the
radar screen, in the top left-hand corner of
which an unmistakable white pip was show-
ing. Then, with extreme concentration, he
moved the throttle that was set before him
on the panel. He waited, then edged the
control column across. The next swing of
the scanner showed the pip turning through
a wide arc.

Crowther threw a switch, spoke excitedly
into his throat-microphone. His voice
boomed in the mess-shack, startling the
officers and dignitaries, and rattling the
glasses and coffee-cups.

“Sir! Sir! Hornet is back on the screen!
She’s fully under control! I'm bringing

her in!”
Inside thirty seconds the stocky officer
was peering over his shoulder. “1 don't be-

lieve it!"” he stormed- “Quite impossible!
Why, her fuel must have given out hours
ago!”

Crowther's face was blank. “All | know
is, something’s coming down the beam in
full control at 1350 miles an hour. I'm go-
ing to drop it on the tarmac right outside
here in twenty minutes flat. Let's hope'it's
the Hornet—sir !”

And twenty minutes later Crowther did
just that. For the final approach he switched
to another screen, and the view he saw be-
fore him was the same as that reflected
on the periscope screen which floated be-
fore the eyes of a weary, unemployed scien-
tist called Peter Underwood. The Hornet
came in at a stalling-speed which was near
the maximum of a wartime fighter, slapped
her tandem tires on the strip, and ran off
her speed. A swarm of mechanics and of-
ficials started towards her.

The hatch dropped open. Men froze in
their tracks, gaping. A lean, sandy-haired
fellow with a startlingly ruddy complexion
swung out and dropped limply to the

ground. He was evidently glad to see that
ground, for he patted it affectionately be-
fore reeling to his feet again. Then he
focused with difficulty on the crowd, and
particularly on the stocky, gold-tipped of-
ficer.

“Tubby Brace!” he murmured. “Good
old Tubby, of California, Biggin Hill, and
the Berlin marshaling yards! Old Wun
Wing Low, the Chinese ace! Who'd ever
have thought they'd give you two stars?”

“Peter Underwood!” The general's face
was turning purplish. “This is crazy!
Where— where'd you come from?”

“Well, you see,” prattled Peter, feeling
absurdly light-headed. “1 was-doing some
field-work in the ionosphere when this thing
flashed by. Jumping into my saucer, I—
hey, Tubby! You should have known bet-
ter than to pick a day like this for it
Haven't you any good top-weather men ?”

Pie sat down very 'suddenly, and con-
tinued in a whisper- ""Got to get back to
Kathie. Got to tell her—all right. Poor kid,
she’s been protecting me from—this sort

of thing. How right' she was! Want a
phone—a car.”
At that point the doctors, ambulance

men, and several unidentified characters in
blue suits with significant bulges, moved
in. They carried him firmly away, gave him
improving draughts and sedative needles,
and laid him on a white cot in an isolated
building which could have been a hospital.
It could also have been a gaol, for it had
guards, barred windows, and barbed wire.
But by then Peter had given the whole
project away again.

It is a matter of record that at that exact
time the ionosphere was back on its best
behavior, except in one particular sector.
Things were still turbulent over a certain
homestead far to the north, where a tearful
Kathie was desperately trying to get news
of her departed husband. Finally she called
a city daily- newspaper.

“Peter Underwood? Isn't he some sort
of scientist?” asked the voice on the wire.

"He’'s a very good- one,” Kathie said
proudly. “He does things about flying sau-
cers, and ions, and—"

“lons? You mean he's an atomic scien-
tist?”

“Yes. He does atoms too. You see—"

“And he's been on this flying saucer
business? He leave any papers— maybe
some notes?”
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“Why, yes. Only just today he was fin-
ishing—"

"Hold it, girlie—we’ll be right over. Joe!
Joe!”

PETER was still under guard

when he was marched to the

headquarters building in the

morning. He was fighting fit,
bruised and belligerent after > restful night
followed by some hours of frustration. He
ignored the others in the group which
awaited him.

Tubby Brace was his meat.

“Tubby!” he roared. “When do | get
out of here? What is this—a slave state?
I bring your crate home for you, and. what
do you do—throw me in the can! | want
out—now!”

Tubby grinned uncomfortably, and
glanced at the civilians to left and right.
“1'd like to do it, Peter,” he said, “but
you're a marked man. You know our most
valuable defense secret. And incidentally,
you've traveled faster than any other man
in human history, and lived to tell about
it.”

Peter was slightly dazed. “That thing?
Faster ?”

“You know what it is—the latest in
long-range, remote-controlled guided mis-
siles. That model had been flight-tested by
a pilot, at half-throttle, hence the controls
and gear. With an atomic warhead— Peter,
we can’'t let you go!”

Peter gulped. “But that's absurd. You
can vouch for me. I'll swear not to say
anything, and you can drop me back home
today. Nobody outside here knows your
bird got loose, and nobody knows I've been
away.”

Tubby shook his head sadly and held
out a newspaper. The headlines leaned out
of it and screamed:
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ATOMIC SCIENTIST VANISHES— BRIL-
LIANT WARTIME ACE SNATCHED
INTO THIN AIR

Beside a blurred likeness of himself was
some typescript which he recognized as the
beginning of his flying saucer article, and
under it was the caption:

This was his last work before the Cloak of
Darkness fell.
Revenge ?

Did the Flying Saucers take

“Um, | see.” Peter said dully. “A celeb-
rity. Wrong people get to know. You're
afraid I'll really disappear if | go back,
eh? You think the Other Side might want
to know the score? Okay, where's the iron
mask ?” 1

“There is an alternative Mr. Under-
wood,” interposed one of the civilians. “I
understand that yesterday’'s experiment
went astray largely because the staff here
has insufficient knowledge of upper air con-
ditions, a fact upon which you commented
when you—ah—arrived. We have also in-
vestigated your record and attainments quite
thoroughly. My department would be glad
to make use of your talents, at a fee which
I believe you would find interesting.”

Peter whooped. “Would 1? Do they
have married quarters here? Just a shack
in the desert would do, with a picket fence,
and a barbed wire twined around the
door—"

A little later he got through to the home-
stead with a long-distance call. His voice
was crisp with a new authority.

“Kathie? Peter here. Of course I'm all
right. Quiet, now. Quiet! Pack your bags.
Two suitcases for you, one for me. A car
will pick you up. We're moving out to a
new job. Where? The ionosphere, of
course. No, it won't be crowded, and |
don’t think you’'ll need your fur coat. Sau-
cers? Oh, | understand they’ll be provided.”
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While Lieutenant Matteo was laughing,
I threw him over the parapet. ,

O HIS Lordship, my Especial Good

Lord Pietro 1V ; of Rometia Duke,

Count of Costecaldo, etcetera~ et-
cetera; from Luigi Caradosso, sometime
Captain of the Guard, these:

Sire:

It is most condescending in Your Grace
to ask my advice (albeit with no intention
©f taking it) in the matter of the new guns.
At the age of eighty, an old soldier needs

something to warm the cockles of his heart;
and since my pension doth not suffice to
buy drinkable wine, 1 am the more grateful
for proof that my sixty years of service are
not forgotten.

So it grieves me to confess that | never
was much of a cannoneer. Your Highness
hath been misled, perhaps by memories of
playing peep-bo with me around the mounts
of the battlement guns (Your Grace being
then aged three and very wet about the
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nose) but indeed, as a cavalryman, | have
always condemned and detested those foul
tubes. It is true that in the early days of
the Duchy— when it was in the making by
Your Lordship’s grandfather— we made
use of two guns to shower rebels with
stones, old spurs, jug-handles and pewter
mugs with holes in them; howbeit the
cavalry had always to finish the work, with
the rebels more rebellious than ever and
our horses slipping in the blood. 1 was
myself thus thrown at Costecaldo in 1534
and came to with a yokel hammering my
helmet in such wise as to give me a head-
ache which lasted three w'eeks and a loath-
ing of artillery endur”ig to his day.

Prejudice aside, however—is it not ob-
vious that, to be acquired, land must be
occupied ? And that it can be occupied only
by troops, first cavalry and then foot, with
civilians crawling in later? And that all
the guns can do is clear a lane for the
cavalry— w'hereas self-respecting cavalry in
sufficient force can clear a broad highway
for itself?

But oons! Rereading Your Eminence’s
letter, | see by the postscriptum that these
guns are for the defense of a new fort!
And | redouble my protests. For the price
of a fort’'s guns (especially now they have
taken to casting the barrels with serpents
on them and naked women in high relief
as if on purpose to distract the gunners’
minds) Your Highness can raise and equip
two squadrons of cavalry, and | implore
that this be done. If some noble hath the
presumption to offend Your Serenity, let
not Your Lordship think of defences, but
clatter forth like your ancestors and leave
it to the miscreant to skulk behind walls
amid stinkpots and their sulphur. For
mark you, this gunpowder is treacherous
stuff, my Lord—a soldier swears loyalty
and Kills your enemies, but this black muck
owns no allegiance and at the dropping of
a spark or the flawing of a gun-barrel will
destroy friend as willingly as foe.

I could advance legions of argument, for
this quirck of Your Excellency’'s makes
my blood run cold. But since at Your Lord-
ship’s age man learns not by reason but by
catastrophe, | will instead tell of a catas-
trophe long past; in the hope that it may
save Your Grace from experiencing the
like in time to come.

A Duke of Rometia arming for defence!

God have mercy on us! Well—

IT WAS on a bright morning
in 1523, or perhaps 1524, that
| obeyed a summons to the cab-
inet of Your Lordship’s grand-
father, to find him in his gown and biting
of the feather of a pen. These were two ill
omens; the gown denoting that he had slept
badly, and the pen-biting that this wakeful-
ness had not been of the kind proper to
young noblemen, but rather of a political
sort, probably periling my skin.
It will be hard for Your Grace, born to
a Duchy established and prosperous, to be-
lieve how poor we were at that time. By
divers devices, including matrimony and
what some called murder, your grandsire
had indeed added six fiefs to his original
Rometia, but they were not sufficiently paci-
fied to be taxable. Our only sizable rev-
enue was from the wool-trade with Casa-
tico; and to defend it and all our new lands
we had no more than a hundred and fifty-
horse and perhaps three hundred foot levies,
all raw. We had had two guns, as | men-
tioned, but one of them had 'lately burst,
killing twelve men as against two wounded
by the mob in that particular riot. We had
been unable to enlist fellows to work the
other gun; we had made offers to certain
condemned criminals, but they had said they
would rather hang. Ahal
“Look you, Luigi,” says the Duke.
This was another bad sign— his calling
me by name meant there was something
singularly damnable to be done.
“Ye know that old castle at Sorli?” says
he, spitting feathers.
| did indeed. It lay astraddle our trade
route to Casatico, just where the road goes
through the pass. We had talked of seizing
it and should have done so ere that (it being
empty) save for two considerations; first,
that the Council of Nobles was looking
green,ishly at Pietro’'s activities just then;
and secondly, that the bursting of that ac-
cursed gun had lodged a pound of brass in
my belly, bedding me for ten days and
quenching my interest in anything beyond
the door of my quarters. The Duke and
the devil therefore alone knew what was to-
ward at Sorli; and from both of them |
feared the worst.
Not without reason.
“Ye know also Matteo Bordoni, the free-
lance?”
“By repute, Sire,” says |, swallowing
spittle, because this was my first time out
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of bed and Bordoni’s reputation was of the
most savage.

“And his lieutenant, Paolo di

“Also by repute.”

Now | sweated, because Rosso0’s repute
was worse than Bordoni’s; he had red hair
and a cross eye and laid claim to noble
blood. Can Your Grace imagine a worse
combination ?

“We-e-11,” says my lord, spitting out the
last of the feather and smiling at me. “ It
seems this Rosso hath murdered Bordoni,
sold the band’s horse and foot to some ruf-
fian whose name escapes me, and himself
decamped with the artillery. Eighteen
guns.”

With the stripped quill of the pen he
traced designs on his desk top, smiling all
the while. The sweat now began to run
down my back.

“Which would be no business of ours,”
says the Duke lightly, “were it not that
Messer Rosso, presuming on his nobility—
at which | spit—and threats he holds over
certain of the Council of Nobles, which is
more serious—this Rosso, | say, hath in-
stalled himself and his band of rogues and
his eighteen guns in that old castle; and
hath written me saying that all our wool
going to Casatico must henceforth pay
tribute to him. What think'st thou of that,
Luigi, hey?”

Striving to digest these horrid tidings, |
saluted. At once, His Grace seemed to go
(with due respect) mad.

“ Death and mutilation !” he shouts. “Am
| to ask how | may avoid ruin and be an-

Rosso0?”

swered with a slap and a jingle? Speak,
thou lump, thou mute ass, thou—"
“Under favor,” says |, as his rage

choked him, “1 am but five minutes risen
from a sick-bed, Your Grace—"

Now he smiled again.

“—and wilt therefore be unfit to lead my
forces against Sorli and its eighteen guns,
eh?”

Had anyone byt the Duke made that im-
putation, he would have eaten it, with my
dagger for a fork. As it was, | felt my
breastplate grow tighter, seeming to drive
all my blood to my face.

“ Glower not at me, fellow,” says His
Grace, leaning back and ceasing to smile
even as he had been. “I'm not demanding
that thou earn thy pay. Nay, otherwise!
I'm to promote thee, Captain. Thou'rt to
be an ambassador.”

I once hanged a poisoner whose whim
was to administer arsenic in honey. |
thought of hint at that moment.

“Lookee, Caradosso,” says His Grace,
leaning forward across the desk. “ Look and
mark. We cannot march against this rascal;
imprimis, he hath the Council of Nobles by
the short hairs, and secundo we cannot
afford a siege. On the other hand, 1 will
not pay him the toll he demands, the beg-
garly, upstart, insolent cur. What remains?
We must practise against him diplomat-
ically. Since my rank forbids me to meet
him myself, 1 will send a plenipotentiary to
reason with him—and who more worthy of
the honor ihan mv trusty good captain of
the guard?”

| saluted again. Twice, simply to make
sure.

“Well?” says His Grace.

“Under favor,” says I. “1 am but a
plain soldier— "~
“Very plain,” says Pietro. “Well?”

“ Meseems,” says |, stammering despite
myself before those glittering black eyes,
“that for a dip—diplo—a delicate matter
—perhaps Your Grace's secretary—one of
the Councillors—”

“ Luigi, Luigi,” says my lord indulgent-
ly, “these be all old men! Canst imagine
Valdifiore with a sword in his claw? Or
any of the council alone in that castle with
two hundred cutthroats?”

“Under favor,” says | again, “ambassa-
dors do not bear arms.”

“Nor wilt thou,” says His Grace heart-
ily. “Nor wear armor. Thou’ll have a sur-
coat with my arms thereon, and credentials
with my seal and superscription, so that
anyone who hangs thee will be blame-
worthy. and—"

“Sire,’-says I, “if | am not to be armed,
what am | to do?”

“Thou'rt to carry my soft reply to this
filthy brute,” says His Grace, rising to show
the audience was ended, “which will gain
thee admission to his presence. Once inside
the castle, thou'rt to assure that this rogue
and his eighteen guns interfere no further
with my commerce. Thou hast authority to
use any persuasions that may seem suit-
able ; provided they cost me no money and
embroil me not with the Council of Nobles.
Thou hast full powers.”

He picked up a bit of string from his
desk, and noosed it round his forefinger; all
the time regarding me with those black eyes.
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“And mark you,” says His Grace, draw-
ing the noose tight. “ Fail not!”

SINCE as an envoy—or am-

bassador, God save the mark—

I could not myself go armed, |

set hopefully forth with an es-
cort of four sergeants— desperate dogs shorn
of their rank-badges and told to sit their
horses like recruits— it profited me nothing
at all. The sentry at the castle gate turned
out the guard—as murderous a lot as ever
| saw—and the sergeant sent for the lieu-
tenant (one of those girl-faced youths who
sometimes boil their grandmothers) and the
lieutenant, having consulted someone with-
in-doors, came back with glad welcomes for
myself, but regrets that there was no accom-
modation for my escort.

“We are but a poor bare fighting castle,”
says this lieutenant—he had a charming
smile but a weak chin, which | noted for
the future, “and we are heavily manned.
Even Your Honor will lie rough compared
with Rometia.”

There was no use in arguing. | saved my
breath, dismissed my men and dismounted;
one obvious assassin holding my stirrup
and another receiving me in his arms. As
for the escort which led me to Paolo di
Rosso— it seemed woundy strange to be
walking behind such faces. As officer in
charge of executions, | was so accustomed
to march ahead.

It seemed strange again when Rosso in-
vited me to sit; | had never sat in the pre-
sence of even a doubtful noble before; nor
can | remember, in sixty years' service,
having done so since. It was my surcoat,
of course; and His Lordship’s seal. Rosso
scanned the one and broke the other and
read Pietro’s letter twice through and then
again, frowning. | may say that though
receiving an unarmed envoy, this Rosso was
not himself unarmed. A pistolet lay on the
table to his right; he was wearing a dagger
big enough to gut kine withal: the top links
of a mail shirt were visible at his neck and
throughout the audience two guards stood
inside the door, a pike's length from the
back of my chair.

“His Grace seems to say no more than
that he will not pay toll,” says Rosso,
“whereas | say that he shall. Thou, it
seems, art to reconcile these points of view,
signore. Well?”

There seemed no hope at all save only
that lieutenant’s weak chin.

“If it please Your Excellency,” | there-
fore said, quavering to the best of my abil-
ity, “1 had my instructions but this morn-
ing. | am new risen from a bed of pain,
and it would greatly oblige me if | could
be permitted to arrange my thoughts over-
night. As the proverb hath it— sleep brings
counsel, and after today's long ride I am
in need of rest.”

“Of facts to consider, also, perhaps,”
says Rosso. “By the way, Signore Cara-
dosso— hast thou by any chance a brother?”

“No, sir,” says |, quite truthfully; and
curse me if | would call him “my lord.”

“1 knew—or knew of—a man of thy
name,” says Rosso. “A soldier, he was, a
desperate fellow. Best swordsman in Tus-
cany.”

It was a struggle not to correct that Tus-
cany to Italy, but | restrained myself.

“However,” says Rosso, looking at his
nails (he bit them), “all you really need to
know, signore, is that | am lawfully seized
of this castle, in right of the second cousin
of my aunt under the law of tertiogeniture,
now deceased, or some such rubbish; that
the road to Casatico runs through my lands;
that none may pass without my permission
and upon such terms as | may decide; and
that | propose to maintain this state of af-
fairs by force of this castle, two hundred
and sixteen men, all hard soldiers; and
eighteen guns. For which— " he picked up
a paper— “ 1 have at this moment five hun-
dred ahd three stone and iron cannon balls,
not to mention great heaps of iron scraps;
and fifty-six—and ten—and three— sixty-
nine barrels of gunpowder. | perceive that
you are not fond of artillery, signore?”

Por.co di porco! From Pietro to this-
devil, who could read minds! 1 felt like a
grain of wheat between millstones.

I mumbled something about military mat-
ters—not saying they were beyond me, in
case the rogue knew more than | prayed he
did—and let fall my head on my hand.

“Ah—we’ll talk tomorrow,” says Rosso.
“ For the present, signore, favor me by rest-
ing and refreshing yourself.”

He struck a bell and the lieutenant ap-
peared.

“The signore to his quarters, Matteo. He
is not well. Be careful of him.”

The lieutenant saluted and helped me out
of my chair. Also he gave me his arm down
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the corridor, which was filthy like the gate-
way and the courtyard; in the midst of it
I halted and said | thought a cup of wine
might do me good. That was no lie either;
a skin would have been the whole truth, but
a cup was one seventy-seventh of it, pro-
vided their wineskins were the same size as
ours.

“ If your quarters are nearer than mine,”
says |, well knowing that they were, “per-
haps | might be allowed— "

“1 shall be honored,” says the girl-faced
youth; and thus it came about that we
drank together—he had a full skin hang-
ing in a window— and, of course, we talked.
At this distance of time | forget just what
I said; it was cautiously put, of course, with
no word that could be taken amiss or in
less senses than three; but the upshot was
that of all things desirable for a pretty
young man with a weak chin, the most de-
sirable was betrayal of that castle. | was
much encouraged when my young friend,
having pondered my last few words (which
| forget) proposed that we should take a
walk on the battlements.

“1 think the cool evening air will benefit
Your Honor,” says the youth; to which I
was tempted to reply, And walls have ears,
ehf and slap him on the back. But | did
not and we went forth together.

HE, | recall, was whistling The

Baker’'s Daughter a tune no

longer in favor with the ordi-
. nary people, because of the
great cruelties done to them by Bordoni's
band, who had used it for a marching song.
I had heard details, and this whistling re-
conciled me somewhat to my mission; Duke
Pietro might have his foibles, but he was
preferable to these flayers and ravishers
and their cross-eyed chief.

And so we came to a dirty great culverin
at one of the four angles of the wall. The
guns we had so far passed were breeched
and secured; this brute was naked and its
crew was sitting in the emplacement with
a little brazier burning to light their port-
fires withal!

“You apprehend
amazed.

“Nay, nay,” says the lieutenant.
Honor
tine.”

He looked at me damned odd.

“There are always sentries,” says he as

attack?” says |,

“Your
is not familiar with soldier rou-

if to a child, “but since we are cannoneers,
ours are armed with culverins instead of
arquebuses or pikes; one loaded and ready
at each angle.” Here he licked his lips and
smiled. “Let us suppose that some noble,
having tried to suborn treachery and failed,
should decide to try force. Would it not
appear to you that we are ready for him.
Cap—signorf”

And the young devil looked me straight
in the face and laughed.

“ Anything moving, Michele?” says he to
one of the gunners, still looking at me with
that wicked grin.

The gunner laughed. He saluted also,
but he laughed; for which any proper offi-
cer would have broken-his nose. But among
fellow-felons, how can there be discipline?

“Old woman and her cow in a field, Lieu-
tenant,” says the gunner. “ Nothing more.”

Young Matteo’s eyes were still fixed on
mine; still full of that menacing mockery.
He had been leading me on, the nursed
brat; listening to me so that he could re-
port my attempt to Rosso—who may even
have been expecting some such, so evil is
the. mind of man.

“Michele!”

“Sirt”

“1 think we might give Cap— Signor
Caradosso a sample of our shooting.”

The gunner stared at him.

Matteo turned from me now, and | fol-
lowed his gaze. Sure enough, in a field at
extreme cannon range there was a white
cow; and behind it, half a dozen ells,
walked a crone bent with age, a shawl on
her head. The sun was setting.

“ Couldst pick off the cow without killing
the old hag?” says girl-face.

“The cow, sir?”

“Yes, blast you. Art deaf?”
lieutenant. “ Prime the gun!”

I could not believe he meant it— though
oons! that change in his voice! The gun-
ners knew it; one hastened to spill powder
on the breech; two others busied them-
selves with training of the piece and a
fourth plunged a portfire in the brazier.

“Look you, lieutenant— " says I.

“ Hast not yet said enough tonight?” he
asked me; not smiling now, but laying hand
to his sword. In the pause, one of the men
training the gun dared speak.

“If the lieutenant permits,” says he.

“Well?”

“The—the old woman is closer to the

snarls the



54

cow. Very close now, Your Honor.”

“Then aim the more carefully. Unless
you want her on your soul. Not that she
looks like any great weight.”

“Now, by God— " says I, starting for-
ward; and found the boy’s sword-point at
my throat.

“1 command here, Captain Caradosso,”
says he. “Wilt get thy gullet spitted for a
cow?”

I need not tell Your Grace that to a
peasant a cow is riches; the loss of one,
starvation— nothing in between for an old
woman such as yon. If she slew her cow,
they had better shoot ill and put her out of
her misery, and | was about to say as much
to those-gunners when the gun went off
with a roar and they shot well—1 saw
the ball strike the cow in the ribs and burst
it into a shower of blood and flesh,
which fell on the old woman.

WHILE Lieutenant M alleo

was laughing at which, | took

him by the hair and one knee

and threw him off the battle-
ments into the courtyard and jumped down
after him, landing with my feet in his belly
and dragged him upright and hit him in the
face. And when he drew his dagger | twist-
ed his wrist till his arm broke and then
threw him down and hammered his head
against a rock until he died.

I do not think | did this because he
would betray me to Rosso, but because he
had killed the old woman’'s cow; that is
what | think, Your Grace, but God will
judge.

| was consequently surprised to find my-
self—at once, meseemed, though | now
judge it must have been after a quarter of
an hour— held by two men at each arm and
two more on each of my legs, menaced
from in front by a dozen rogues with pet-
ronels and pricked in the back by other louts
with pikes. Around the group thus formed,
there appeared to my astonished eyes fifteen
or twenty other men of the garrison, some
recumbent and motionless as if dead ; others
on all fours or their knees, striving to rise
and moaning as if in pain. While at some
distance beyond the fringe of these | per-
ceived Paolo di Rosso, brandishing a sword
and shouting imprecations from which |
gleaned that | was held responsible for this
sad scene!

Now. as Your Grace well knows. I am

ADVENTURE MAGAZINE

a man of mild manners—1 had, it is true,
been somewhat annoyed by Matteo, his
cruelty to the old woman, but | had ex-
pressed this feeling to him frankly and hon-
estly and was,. | am sure, turning away
from him without malice to anyone in the
world. I can only imagine that some fellow
who loved violence for its own sake (seeing
that a lieutenant has no friends) must have
thrown himself on my back or suchlike ; that
while | was reasoning with him, some com-
rade must have come to his aid and an-
other to the rescue of these twain—and so
on. | did not thus sort the matter out at
the moment; nor did Rosso, albeit he must
have seen most of the proceedings, have the
courtesy to explain them to me. Instead,
dancing up and down until his red hair fell
over his cross eye, he accused me of mur-
dering the lieutenant and proposed that |
should forthwith hang!

“No, sir,” says I. “Not so0.”
“No?” says he.
“No, sir.”

“And why not, Captain Caradosso, may
| ask?”

Ah, how it reassured me, that bandying
of words! This was no proper noble.

“ Because, sir,” says I, “in the first place
it would be ill proving that an unarmed mart
murdered a trained soldier in half armor
with his sword drawn.”

“1 am lord here.” says Rosso, meaning
that he could hang me without trial—which
was true.

"Yes, sir. But | am an envoy of His
Grace the Duke of Rometia— "

"Y 'are captain of his guard!”

“—which places me under the protection
of the Council of Nobles. Your Honor hath
heard of Gianni de’ Castello Nero, who
stabbed the herald?”

He was visibly slavering for my neck,
but that made him swallow his froth. Little
was sacred to the Council of Nobles, but
without envoys they could neither make
war on each other nor divide the spoils;
wherefore they were urgent for the safety
of such persons. This Gianni had been a
fine drunken fellow, well liked; but they
had had his head off.

“1 have already been assaulted and my
surcoat torn,” says |, improving the advan-
tage, “and | complain formally to Your
Honor that at this moment | am being held
by eight of Your Honor's servants and
menaced bv as many more; avainst the
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Duke of Rometia, his peace and dignity.”

“Let him go,” says Rosso as though the
words were being wrung out of him, and
as | stood free~-the pike points now six
full 'inches from my back and the muzzles
of the pistolets lowered a fingerbreadth
from the level—he stood there in the dusk,
staring at me and chewing his thumbnail.

“Ha!” says he at last, then smiled and
wiped his wet thumb on his hose.

“Your point is well taken, Captain,”
says he. “Or | should say signor—your
martial prowess made me forget for a mo-
ment your standing as envoy— | crave par-
don for my hastiness. Certes no one hath
the right to hang you but your own duke,
whom report makes quite a hand with a
halter—but let us hope that when we re-
sume our parley tomorrow the result may
be such as to please him.”

O wicked man! Much chance had I now
of persuading him, by words or steel, out
of those duties on our wool; much chance
likewise of placating Pietro if |1 returned
unsuccessful; and much chance of earning
a living—or continuing to live—if | ab-
sconded under the duke’s displeasure. My
heart, lightened by the recent exercise, de-
scended into my boots.

“And now," says Rosso, “Your Excel-
lency’s health being what it is, you will
doubtless wish to retire.”

Back went the thumbnail.

“Here again | am in a difficulty,” says
he, leering, “for that, with the utmost
shame, | have no worthy accommodation to
offer Your Excellency. | have searched
high, I have searched low, and | find the
only chamber not occupied six deep is a
vault. Even of that, cramped quarters com-
pel us to use a considerable part as a pow-
der magazine.

The vault would be the old dungeons.
He was going to lock me up for the night
—and still he was not done.

“1 regret this the more because | know
Your Excellency is afraid of gunpowder,”
says he, “and the more still since the great
danger to Your Excellency should a spark
be struck by accident in the night, compels
me to make sure that Your Excellency hath
not on his person—by inadvertence—any
means of making fire—any morsel of steel,
for instance. Thus if | cause Your Excel-
lency to be searched, it is in all benevolence
and solicitude, as the Council of Nobles
must agree.”

HE SAID no more, but waved

forward a couple of pistoleers,

whose comrades meantime re-

garded me most evilly. Sire, as
| write this, near sixty years later, | sweat
at the thought of that humiliation. There
was naught | could say to the point, so I
stood mute as those low fellows ran their
hands over me; finding the mail shir* | had
worn (from force of habit) under my sur-
coat, and taking it from me; and the small,
knife 1 had chanced to have up my left
sleeve—and so on and so on until finally I
was led to my dungeon quarters in hose and
boots only; and they'd have had the boots
save that they were of the soft cavalry kind,
all sewn.

I will not inflict on Your Grace's tender
feelings the mockeries of Rosso as he
wished me good night, pleasant dreams and
a happy reception from my duke when |
should return to Rometia on the morrow—
| knew, without being a prophet, that by
morning my surcoat and sleeves and SO
forth would have been mislaid and that I
should be sent home not only empty-handed
but half naked and a disgrace to my mas-
ter, such as he could not brook. And so'
did it turn out, after a night of horror with
the dusty stink of powder in my nostrils
and in my mouth the dusty, lingering taste
of death.

Late in the morning, when plenty of folk
would be about on the roads, a guard
headed by the new lieutenant came and
with great ceremony escorted me to Ros-
so’'s cabinet, where he sat eating. Sure
enough, he grieved that my clothes had by
mistake been burned that morning and that
my knife and shirt could not be found; he
was astonished that none had thought to
give me breakfast, though he was sure I
should not wish to wait for it in his poor
castle now that our business was concluded
—for, woe was him, he had come to a deci-
sion and there was no more to be said. The
wool-duties would remain and my duke
might take what measures he chose.

“You might aid his choice by telling him
at what range we shot the cow,” says Ros-
so, rising to dismiss me, “if he gives you
time.”

| had thought they would have stolen my
horse and have sent me home on some nag
or perhaps a donkey. But no— Rosso was
cleverer than that. A scarecrow on a don-
key would have attracted no attention;
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whereas a half-naked man on a fine
charger. . . .

My escort marched me, with utmost for-
mality, down the stairs from the cabinet to
that dirty corridor which led on the one
hand to my dungeon and on the other to
the courtyard. They led me through the
courtyard shouting, “Way for His Excel-
lency the Ambassador of Rometia!” while
the rest of the garrison sniggered.- They
helped me to my saddle, on its cloth embroi-
dered with the Rometian arms, and the lieu-
tenant himself took the bridle and led us
forth of the gate; whereafter, as my horse
pranced the first few steps across the cob-
bles away from the' gate, the guard pre-
sented arms— upside down,

They were laughing as they did this, and
I hope they were really happy, because at
that moment the castle blew up and that
was the end of them. | was just round the
corner of the wall and sheltered—1 was
flung to the ground and deafened, but that
was all. They, on the other hand, were in
the gateway and the blast from those sixty-
nine barrels of powder rushed through the
arch and swept them away like leaves. It
was cOrious to see the tower in which Ros-
so had so lately received me going straight
up” in the air with him in it; and most odd
to see those eighteen famous guns flying
through the air like birds. The -curtain
walls stood as (they being sixteen feet
thick) | had thought they might—that is
why | had moved away from the gate— but
within them nothing at all was left of the
castle or its garrison or its guns.

So see, Your Grace, what treacherous
stuff is this gunpowder! Nothing—as |
have shown—could have exceeded the pre-

AND NOT EVEN TAXES.

Government manufacture of coins

cautions taken by Rosso and his rogues to
prevent my blowing them up at the cost of
my own life—as if it were of no more value
than theirs. Yet it had not occurred to
them that | might (as | did) fill my cavalry
boots with powder and bite a hole in the
heel of one boot so that wherever | walked
on their foul floors | left a trail of powder
leading to the magazine. They had taken
every tiny bit of steel from me and had
given none back, the damned thieves; and
yet the prancing of my horse on those cob-
blestones had struck sparks enough to fire
the train and blow them all into the Ever-
lasting Mercy.

Sure that Your Highness will refrain
from trafficking in such perilous stuff and
raise at least one troop of cavalry instead,
I herewith present to Your Highness as a
willing recruit the bearer of this letter; a
strong youth, Beniamino by name, twenty
years of age and with some notions of sol-
diering; the son of a poor widow of this
village and a sort of nephew of

Your Lordship’s Humble and Most
Devoted Servant to Command,

L. Caradosso

Captain.

ENDORSEMENT BY THE DUKE

Enrol him. How many of this old devil's
children have | now in my guard ?

REPORT.
Kissing Your Grace's hands: Seventeen.

mM. Caradosso
Lieutenant.

is so ancient an institution

that any private coinage is now automatically regarded as counter-

feit.

Yet so recently as 1860, when Colorado was producing a

flood of wealth in gold, the private firm of Clark and Gruber,
finding no law to stop them, set themselves up in the minting
business in Denver and turned out great quantities of pure gold
coin which was accepted as legal tender by everyone. The Govern-
ment was forced to call on Congress to pass a bill to forbid the
practice, which bill became law in 1862. Clark and Gruber coins
are still in existence, and will bring from eager collectors up to

30 times their face value.



Rough Square Sail

Loop of (wine to hold
boom so that it can swing.

Lateen Rig

Q N LONG canoe trips, where portages make the

bringing along of an outboard motor a hard-
ship, Adventure’s Northwoodsman, H. S. M. Kemp,
suggests a squaresail fashioned out of a blanket,
which you would have along in any case. The
accompanying diagrams are Mr. Kemp’, who
spent many business years canoe-sailing through
the northern wilds.

“My canoeing in the North was strictly utilitar-
ian,” Mr. Kemp writes, “but we sailed every chance
we got. And though sailing was only a means of
getting from one place to another, | always got a
tremendous kick out of it.”

The mast is stepped well forward—about 3’
from the bow—the boom tied to the mast so it
can swing. Both mast and boom are discarded at
each portage.

A more elaborate—but no more effective—sail
is the lateen rig, also illustrated. The sail should
measure Yz the length of your canoe along the
boom, and the same in height. The sideboards
are optional, if you must carry .stuff. They stop
drift in close-to-wind sailing. The two wings are
hinged to the cross-piece, for independent move-
ment, and the cross-piece is clamped across the
canoe, amidships.

Mast clip
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MORE THAN THE



FLESH

By
William Ashley Anderson

Bunji did not move
as he watched his
master’s figure slid-
ing and bouncing
down the slope....

A TALE OF THE DESERT

EN you come ashore at the Ab-
kari landing in Aden," if you are
well informed you’ll turn right and

drift into the Union Club which is today
as nearly a cross-roads of the Empire as
any place can well be. Sooner or later every
arm of the service of empire rests an elbow
on the bar to steady a Johnny Collins or a
burra peg of Scotch with its rapidly dis-
solving ice. Within three minutes any war
correspondent who is fortunate enough to
come up from the Indian Ocean with the
salty dankness of the monsoon still on his
collar, or down from Egypt and the holy
lands blistered by sand of the khamsin, feels
the hackles rise upon his neck—for here he
is behind the scenes, and all the actors are
talking freely. Here are the stories that
don’t get into dispatches. Here are the men
whose names you never hear but whose un-
recorded deeds have turned the trick or
saved the day when all seemed lost.
You've all read of the Italian conquest of
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Ethiopia which started the last bloody mess.
Though details may be vague in your mind
today, at the time you were probably dis-
mayed at the way the Italians chased the
British out of Somaliland. And let's hope
you were proportionately delighted when
the British came back again and not only
recaptured British Somaliland, Eritrea and
the whole empire of Ethiopia, but also Ita-
lian Somaliland. You may have read about
— and forgotten — the part Ravenscroft
played, and Bunji, the gibbering little Kavi-
rondo who helped see him through when
the going was bad. If you're ever in Aden
you may meet Ravenscroft at the bar, bland-
ly downing his tenth with shaking hand—
but not shaking from drink. He has a legi-
timate right to drown an endless thirst.
Here's how he acquired that thirst—and
contributed to the deathless lore of what
may be a dying empire.

RAVENSCROFT was one of the veterans
of the King’s African Rifles, crocked by too
much old-fashioned campaigning in Ger-
man East when an army moved on boots
and all transport went forward on the san-
daled feet of porters. But he was a first-
class Intelligence man, and Ethiopia was his
meat. That's why Italy’s entrance into the
war found him out on a limb on the east-
ward escarpment of Ethiopia, trying to
imagine in a wilderness what bombers
might some day do to hypothetical airplane
bases in the highlands. The day came when
Ravenscroft had all the information but he
was stymied, literally, between the devil and
the deep Red Sea. So there he sat looking
eastward, brooding.

He made no attempt to rationalize the
impulse that had induced him to take Bunji
with him that day; but he knew his hunch
had been right when at high noon the with-
ered old witch-doctor stirred from his heat-
trance and sighed.

“ Strangers in camps!”

The big Englishman rubbed both hands
over his red, sweating face and through the
long, graying hair still streaked with the
golden glint of youth. The blue eyes he
turned on the witch-doctor never failed to
agitate the old fraud. Bunji's lusterless
eyes in his incredibly wrinkled face blinked
rapidly. He folded his skinny arms like an
old dog baboon and nervously scratched
gray lines in his leathery skin. His long

lip grew longer and he grinned placatingly,
disclosing yellow snaggled-teeth.

“ Always seeing trouble!” growled Rav-
enscroft, but he no more doubted the in-
formation that had come to Bunji out of
the heavy static than if he had read the
message on ticker-tape. The sensitiveness
of Bunji's perceptions was simply keener
than his. It was no more remarkable than
Ravenscroft’'s own ability to prognosticate
phases of the moon on the dial of his grand-
father’'s Swiss watch, looped by a lanyard
to his belt. Nor at this moment did it seem
incongruous to the Intelligence officer that
the only man upon whom he could depend
was this old black, soaked in sorcery.

The rumor of Italy’s declaration of war
against France and Britain had already
reached them, even at this remote edge of
the Ethiopian Plateau. That meant only a
matter of time before an Italian patrol
would jump his camp and learn he had been
plotting the locations of every possible air-
field along the eastern fringe of Ethiopia
from which Italian bombers could fly across
the arid Danakil Desert, and across the Red
Sea, to drop bombs on the British port and
fortress of Aden in Arabia, which guards
the southern approaches of the Suez Canal
and the sea route to India and the Far
East. How vital this information might- be
Ravenscroft knew well, with the picture of
Dunkirk fresh in mind.

Lighting a cigarette with hands that had
a chronic tremor, he leaned back in the
shadow of the rock and stared moodily
down into the heat haze that simmered over
the land of the Kanakils. He knew he had
no choice. He would have to.get his in-
formation to Jibuti, the port of French
Somilaland, on the African side, across the
way from Aden.

The route across the Ethiopian highlands
was impossible. Every mile of his safari
had been under covert surveillance. Though
the suspicious Italians had dared no overt
act until they knew whether Britain was to
be an ally or a foe, now that Mussolini had
moved there would be no risky attempt at
capture. Not of Ravenscroft! They would
shoot him from ambush or in the open on
the run. Ravenscroft thought of this only
incidentally, as a Manchester merchant
might weigh the risks of a shipment of
Kanzas to Zanzibar. It was all part of the
bloody business. No risk, no gain—

He flipped his cigarette into the pebbles.



MORE THAN THE FLESH 61

Bunji pounced on it, held it with distended
fingers to his puckered lips, sucked the
smoke deep into his lungs with eyes closed
in ecstasy.

“Ruddy ape!” snorted Ravenscroft.
“And I've got to count on you!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Bunji coughed and sput-
tered.

RAVENSCROFT considered
the leathery old bag of bones
wrapped in rags of leopard
skins. These and the loose san-
dais that protected his splay-toed feet from
gravel and scorpions were the only things
that distinguished him from a wild animal,
except, of course, the grimy little bouda bag
that hung by a cord of woven hyena hair
from his tortoise neck. The bouda bag con-
tained the tools of his witchcraft— nonsen-
sical scraps that gave him power over the
little devils in all the things that plague
mankind. No, Bunji was hot a wild ani-
mal. He was a spiritual complexity en-
cased in withered flesh, a spidery organism
whose nervous feelers reached out like a
protective aura, incredibly sensitive to liv-
ing impulses. His kinship to the things of
the bush had been useful to Ravenscroft
who accepted it naturally as an understand-
able and useful fact. Could he not himself
smell birds and snakes and distant habit-
ations, reacting sometimes unconsciously to
their presence? Did he not instinctively
awake in the dark to unseen menaces?
These were things the atrophied or jan-
gled nerves of civilized man cannot feel.

He knew that Bunji could certainly cross
the plateau without discovery, but Bunji
could not cross the Danakil. That required
physical and moral strength beyond the
African’s capacity. Ravenscroft frowned at
his own trembling hand, annoyed at his
own limitations. Lifting his chin he drew
a long uneven breath as he pressed his hand
in an unconscious gesture across his bared
chest.

In order to understand the hell Ravens-
croft faced, place your clenched fist a few
inches from the outer edge of the table.
Your fingers and knuckles are the but-
tresses of the. Ethiopian Plateau that rises
five thousand feet above the Danakil De-
pression, lying like a hot, seared wound be-
tween the plateau and the ragged western
shore of the Red Sea. The plateau is the
pleasant, well-watered and productive

mountainous territory of Ethiopia; but the
Danakil Depression, much of it below sea
level, is the most forbidding gash upon the
earth’s surface, spotted with the dry pus-
tules of dead and dormant volcanoes, crust-
ed with honeycomb lava; black, knife-edged
basalt splashed with iridescent manganese
and red and yellow ochre, and scaled with
vast flat stretches of sun-baked white clay
and powdery sodium.

Much of this is dead as the moon. In-
credible heat rolls over it, pressing down
like a cauterizing iron. Where subterranean
waterholes ooze through the broken cliffs,
mesozoic life appears in the form of white
scorpions, giant tortoises and serpents that
feed on sun-blinded desert quail. There are
human beings who live in that desert, live
in temperatures of sixty degrees above
blood heat. They are the demons of the hell
—thin, bronze-colored, with black mops of
hair. They have one dominating purpose in
their precarious lives; namely, to hunt their
fellow man and adorn their spears and
bodies and bleak tombs with the trophies of
their victims.

Across this glaring region, like a wavy
black line upon a piece of paper, flows the
muddy Awash River from a gorge in the
plateau to the Oasis of Aussa.

Ravenscroft looked out in the direction
of Aussa, thinking of the desert as a map,
plotting a course across it.

“Look here, Bunji,” he said. “There is
no escape for me across the Danakil.”
Bunji opened his mouth wide, pursed his
lips and let out a low incredulous whistle.
“But,” continued Ravenscroft, “you go
southward to where the railroad to Jibuti
crosses the gorge of the Awash River.
Then you must follow the railroad to
Jibuti.”

He took a sheet from his field book and
wrote names and information on the air
bases he had scouted from Sakota to the
Dessie. He stared at Bunji. How the devil
would the old man carry it? Normally, he
would carry a message in the split end of
a long walking staff, waving it like a flag
for all to see! He might cram the despatch
in the bouda bag but it would soon become
an undecipherable mess among Bunji's
treasured bugs and beetles. With a look of
mingled resignation and disgust at the
grimacing witch-doctor, Ravenscroft reluc-
tantly loosened his Swiss watch and folded
the message inside the gold case. That
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would both authenticate and protect the
report.

“Hand this,” he said, “to the English-
man in the house where the English flag
flies in Jibuti.”

Bunji's claw-like hand darted out and
seized the watch.

“Mane . . . mane . .. manel”

“ Oh, it's good!” snorted Ravenscroft re-
sentfully. “Well, you're making a farce of
this bloody show, that’'s what you're doing!
Look here,” he added in Swahili, “only
Englishmen must see this! If Ethiopians
see,, if Italians see, if Arabs see—surely
you will die!”

Bunji contorted his face and spit out the
thought. “No die. Death—he gone!”

This was the tie that held the two to-
gether.

ggh* RAVENSCROFT had first

J& yfex? discovered Bunji abandoned by

jr a SrouP Italian and Ethio-

pian road-makers. An old slave

from the Equatorial Provinces, he had rec-

ognized an Englishman and beseeched his

help in Swahili. His left shoulder and back

were swollen taut as a mango and he was

in agony. Punctures and all his witchcraft
had failed to release any pus.

Diagnosing the ailment as gas gangrene,
Ravenscroft had taken the moaning crea-
ture to his tent and slashed him with a
razor from shoulder to waist. Eventually
the pus oozed out and Bunji survived, the
physical and spiritual slave of the English-
man whose master magic had opened him
like a bag to let the spirit of death escape!
Still, Bunji was Kavirondo born, Ravens-
croft reflected, and no Kavirondo would
overlook a chance like this.

“You old devil-dodger,” he said, “you’ll
not dodge me! | have given you my bouda.
Now you give me your bouda as a token!”

Bunji recoiled on his haunches as if
struck, chattering with horror, grasping the
bouda bag at his neck with his free hand.
That bag of tricks was infinitely more to
him than a mere symbol. It was his means
of communion with the little devils in
things. It was his power over darkness.
That dirty little bag held the souls of his
wild friends and he clung to it with be-
seeching desperation.

Incongruous racial indignation and fam-
ily pride exploded in the Englishman. His
husky voice rose to a smothered roar:

“Come on! Come on, you Little Thing!
You Little - Thing - Without - Teeth - To -
Gnaw-A-Tail! You dare match your bouda
against my bouda? Why, my ancestors
brought my bouda down from the snow-
topped mountains! For generations it has
shown the moon the way across the dark-
ness! And what virtue is there in your
bouda? Bugs! Little bugs and feathers
that couldn’t keep death from crawling into
your own armpit!”

Bunji whimpered, squirming, looking at
Ravenscroft’'s red-white-and-blue face with
fascination. With a spasmodic gesture he
jerked the dirty little bag from his neck and
handed it over with violently tremblingly
hand. Ravenscroft felt only momentary
compunction as he slipped the cord around
his neck; but when the coarse hair rubbed
against his sweating skin he shivered as if
a snake had touched him. Every disease in
Africa must have come in contact with that
bouda bag. With what unholy benedictions
it must have touched the bellies of women
and the war-bonnets of warriors! Ah, well!
Ravenscroft stood up reluctantly with hand
pressing upon his chest. Damn that shak-
ing hand! Damn that swollen heart!

Ravenscroft looked down-into the soupy
atmosphere with humid spirals floating up
like steam above a pot and he had no illu-
sions. The sun was declining and pursuers
would soon be on his spoor. There was no
thought of courage in his going. It was
simply the thing to do, and his nature knew
no choice but to run the game to the end.

Well accoutered with safari tunic and
slacks tucked into heavy ammunition boots,
he carried water bottle, matches, odds and
ends, and a sporting rifle with five extra
clips in his pockets. He took a cigarette
from a pack and tossed the remainder to
Bunji, as he stood up reluctantly.

“Kwa heri!” said Bunji in plaintive fare-
well.

“So long,” said Ravenscroft,
grimly: “You'll be getting your
when, as and if we meet in Jibuti!”

"Ai-yee!” squealed Bunji. He did not
move as his eyes followed the master's
dusty brown figure sliding and bouncing
down the long slope until it vanished in
waves of heat and dust. Only then, as if
the enormity of his loss had just burst upon
him, Bunji went into violent tantrums. He
jumped up and down, stamping with head
tilted back and arms wrapped tight about

adding
bouda
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his body. He fell down and beat the ground
with hands and feet. He rolled over and
over, kicking and squealing. Finally he lay
quiet, staring out from under his crooked
arm, out with unseeing eyes across the
desert where Ravenscroft was starting his
oblique march to the steaming sea.

All at once a faint electric vibration
passed through Bunji. He had become
aware of the faint ticking of the watch
against his body. A living impulse was
there! The Englishman’s bouda was talk-
ing to him! In sudden exaltation Bunji
wondered if his bouda would speak as clear-
ly to the white man. Bunji’'s entrancement
was interrupted by a noise from above.
With the sharp coughing bark of a sentinel
baboon he faded slowly and reluctantly
among the rocks.

RAVENSCROFT knew it was

most unlikely that he himself

would ever arrive in Jibuti but

he didn’'t stop to think of that.

His method was to fix an objective and
keep going until stopped. What he felt was
that if any white man in Africa could make
that trek, it was he. He continued the
downward scramble with outstretched arms.
No lone man had ever crossed the Dana-
kil; yet strangely enough he felt no lone-
liness— rather a sort of stimulating excite-
ment—and a feeling of companionship with
Bunji whose bouda bounced upon his chest.
What you have learned of the Danakil
presents the worst side of the story. Rav-
enscroft, who knew all the facts and could
read the desert as if it were a man, saw a
more hopeful prospect. He had reports of
the Italians pushing a roadway southward
from old Eritrea to carry supplies for the
attack he foresaw on French and British
Somaliland, and to strengthen their control
over the Antari of the Oasis of Aussa. This
road might save him suffering but it would
get him shot in the end. Instinctively re-
coiling from the desert, he felt his best bet
was to keep close to the base of the high-
land escarpment, striking out into the desert
so that he could reach the Oasis of Aussa
without being cut down, he might'lie doggo
in the river jungle of the Awash and there
refresh himself before undertaking the final
leg through the rock and thornbush of the
Balalu Plain that stretches away in wild
confusion to the narrow gauge railroad from
Addis Ababa to the sea. Once in the French

right-of-way, he might have a chance.

Twenty years ago he would have faced
the march defiantly, matching his strength
and wits against anyone or anything in
Africa. Now his body was only a vehicle
with a crocked engine. One thing he could
count on. His legs would carry him with
the automatic tirelessness of a migrating
animal, if only he were not called upon for
sudden violent action.

The sharp downward slope made his
accouterments seem light. Though he was
soaked in sweat, his breath came easily.

By nightfall, with the escarpment tower-
ing like a city above him, he had got some-
thing of the feel of the country. The sun
slipped behind the mountains as if a giant
door had slowly closed, plunging the white-
hot plains into sudden darkness—a hot
dank darkness that made a man struggle
for breath. The first darkness was intense
but a monster moon of mother-of-pearl soon
rose out of Arabia and the silent, grotesque
world was flooded with a brilliance that
made light and shadow as sharp as the strip-
ing of a Grevy’s zebra. Bathed in moon-
light, the escarpment now seemed like a
high bank of luminous clouds. It was not
difficult for Ravenscroft to keep direction
among the dried-up, boulder-strewn water-
courses and faint ancient trails that paral-
leled the base of the mountain wall.

There was life about him in the scurry-
ings of marmots and ground squirrels un-
derfoot; in the occasional appearance of
flat-topped mimosas and the uplifted hands
of giant euphorbias ; the thin wisps of odors
that told of the passing of unseen forms;
and once a wave of overpowering sweetness
that was the fragrance of a desert plant
appealing to the bees. This was easy; but
he knew it was only a breather, for even
here, not once through the night, did he
smell water.

AS THE red fury of dawn slashed out
across the desert, soon the blast of heat
drove Ravenscroft to shelter among some
rocks where he rested, drinking his precious
water in miserly sips. Utterly relaxed but
with mind and senses alert, he had learned
by three of the afternoon that no one was
following his trail, though there were dom-
estic goats and a human habitation not far
away. Before sunset he discovered an Ethi-
opian tokhul up a narrow chasm where a
fugitive from the plateau led a precarious
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life. When the native's terror abated and
he recognized a friend, he overwhelmed the
Englishman with the hospitality of his lone-
liness, begging him to remain in hiding with
him. He pointed out that not even the salt
caravans from Assah that passed through
the Oasis of Aussa, passed in safety.

“They come out of the desert like mad-
men,” said the hillman, “those that come
out at all.”

“There’s a trail then?”

The Ethiopian sighed and described the
bearings of the salt trail that led from the
plateau to the big bend of the Awash River,
beyond which was the Oasis of Aussa.

“ Italians are there,” he said.

“Holy Jo,” said Ravenscroft.

“Well, if you must leave the trail, bear
to the right. In time you will reach the
Awash. If it's in spate from rain on the
plateau, | don't see how you can cross it.”

“1 shan’'t complain of water.”

“You are mad—for even when it falls
from the sky, it falls as mud.” The dust of
the khamsin soaks it up as it falls.”

Provisioned with a lump of goat cheese,
some tough sheets of peppery bread, a
gourd of curdled milk and fresh water,
Ravenscroft made tracks that night, holding
up again in the heat to conserve his strength
and body moisture.

He was not yet lonely and he found sar-
donic amusement in thinking of Bunji on
the plateau above, skipping along like a
limping raven, fretting for the precious
bouda bag that hung on Ravenscroft’s chest.
There was a sensory impression of aliveness
in that touch of soft pliable skin, as Bunji’s
hand were actually on the halter of hyena
hair. But that night it appeared that the
guiding hand was none too dependable.

It had been tough going for Ravenscroft
—feeling his way out obliquely into the
desert— feeling his way through a debris of
black, knife-edged rocks that clinked metal-
lically underfoot, walking down timeless
corridors walled with black basalt and
floored with colored marbles, eventually
emerging upon a flat floor of white clay
with a light covering of sand that hissed
under his boots like snakes in the oppres-
sive silence. This led in turn to a group of
low hills touched with opalescence in the
moon light. At length he found himself on
a recognizable trail. It waS just before
dawn. Energy was at its lowest ebb but
darkness was precious and he continued on.

Half asleep as he slogged along with weary
head drooping on his chest, he walked
straight into an Ethiopian patrol which was
planted across the trail to intercept him.

His first dash was a wild spasmodic rush
to escape. He ran with bullets about his
ears. There was no place to make a get-
away. They were too quick for him. He
bolted with a tremendous burst of speed
but by the time he got into the clear his
lungs were bursting, his heart pounding
painfully, his legs crumpling under him.
With the Ethiopians and a shouting Italian
at his heels and the light of dawn now
brightening about them, Ravenscroft had
neither chance to hide nor time to unsling
his rifle. He stumbled towards the black
of a wadi that lay like a gash on the white
plain.

Here he turned, cursing, wrestling fran-
tically to free his rifle while the shouting
Italian and his askaris leaped to seize him
before he could defend himself. In that
instant’ Ravenscroft had the curious im-
pression that a dark wall rose up before
them flinging them back on their heels.
This was only an impression, for all the
rest was confusion.

The ground dissolved beneath him. He
fell into soft, black-cushioned darkness. An
acrid sweetness was in his nostrils and
there was a vibrant hum like the singing
roar of sand before a hot wind—but this
vibration was a living thing like the sweep-
ing chords of an impassioned symphony.
With earth falling down on him in an ava-
lanche of cork-like fragments, he rolled
frantically. Hunched in a ball, he rolled
until he brought up against a rock. With
face buried in the crook of his arm and his
topi protecting his head, he prayed God
the earth would bury him—but not too
deep—for the living clouds of bees that
sucked the sweetness of desert acacia and
mimosa meant death to all who walked
into their ancient lair.

ALL day long Ravenscroft lay
there, immovable as a dead man
except for the pounding of his
heart that slowly, painfully
settled to a normal rhythm as time passed.
The depth of the wadi and the blanket of
earth saved him from the worst of the heat.
A hundred red-hot needles were in his hide
but the coating of friable earth protected
him from the death that roared and hummed



MORE THAN THE FLESH 65

in explosive clouds above him. He lay
there, tortured beyond belief by heat and
thirst and the agony of inaction, until dark.
Then he thrust forth his hand and nothing
assailed it. So he rose to his feet and passed
quickly across the wadi and out again upon
the plain.

Once in the clear, he did a characteristic
thing. Instead of hurrying along the trail,
he scouted back upon the encampment of
the patrol. The bivouac was still complete,
as if life had suddenly been suspended—
but life was no longer there.

“They ran straight into that barrage!”
he muttered.

By the aid of a lantern he found what he
wanted—a gourd full of tedj, the flat sour
honeymead of the Ethiopians, and several
packs of cigarettes. He drank the beer in
long gasping draughts, feeling his belly
swell with it, feeling it spill down his chin
and run in rivulets over neck and chest.
He wrapped a piece of cotton sheeting
round his head and body. Then, lighting
a cigarette, he walked steadily on his way,
curiously elated, certain now that no patrol
would intercept him or overtake him with-
out a delaying brush with that rear-guard
of bees lying in ambush in the wadi.

This day he walked in daylight and soon
dread of the desert rose like nausea within
him. The boulder-strewn ravines and basalt
cliffs here were calcined into dust by the
merciless heat. The blistered white soil was
delicately crusted, and crumbled into pow-
der underfoot. He could see no limit to the
dead plain, he could hear no sound but the
hiss of his own feet and the slow thump
of blood in his ears. The heat seemed to
have him by the throat. Only constant
sucking of a moistened rag kept the gluey
mucus from sticking when he gulped. When
the moon rose that night he continued on,
the heat like a hairy cloak upon him, for
in the Danakil night brings no coolness;
the porous surface pours out imprisoned
heat. When daylight came, he still went on.
The silence of death was on him and there
was no hope for life until he reached the
Awash River somewhere ahead in the blind-
ing whiteness. He had difficulty now keep-
ing direction. The light of the sun was
diffused in a terrible glare. He seemed to
be walking endlessly on one spot. His
strained vision became clouded with strings
and moving rods and circles as if he were
looking through a microscope.

Still he moved on.

Ravenscroft was nearing death from
thirst as another dawn ran like crimson
bush fire under the sulphurous pall of
night. The sudden light of day struck vibra-
tions on the flat land. Ravenscroft’'s heart
now felt the flutter of terror, for his rheumy
eyes gazed on nothing but boundless aridity.
Then, far out on the plain, he saw an ant-
like line of wild asses. This was life. Lift-
ing his gaze with a flicker of hope he saw
in low silhouette the two dead mountain
cones that stand bleakly in the middle of
the desert north of Aussa. If these truly
were Kulsu Kuma, then somewhere to the
southward, off to his right—and there it
was! A faint grey-green line like vertical
chalk marks on a drawing board, a fringe
of dusty tamarisk along the Awash!

Instinctively Ravenscroft dropped. With
water come the violent dangers of steel
and fang. He stuck it out until the heat of
high noon when all Africa sleeps; then he
walked in a coma until he reached the
tangled bush by the river's edge. Here he
found a way through a matted meadow and
slid down the long clay bank to the water.
Unmindful of crocodile or lurking Danakil
he floundered in and soaked up the life-
giving waters. Afterwards, aware of the
imminence of danger, he found shelter in
the crotch of a large tree where he dozed
through the day, intending to come out
after nightfall; but with the going down of
the sun he was shocked into alertness by
the most terrific jungle uproar he had ever
heard. It was as if all the creatures of a
vast area had followed the receding waters-
of a flood and were fighting for survival at
the last water hole. The jungle shook with
the rush of shrieking monkeys, escaping
snake and leopard. Crocodiles splashed and
bellowed in the water beneath him. He
could feel the vibration of the hyeifa’s gib-
berish bark; the shrill bedlam of toads and'
insects, of startled birds and darting ani-
mals.

When the quartering moon rose in the
first hush of the Hour of the Dog, he slipped
from his perch, aching in every joint, and
made his way out into the peace of the
desert, where, spread upon a boulder, he
was reasonably safe until dawn.

RAVENSCROFT continued in this place
for two days until strength was re-
stored, not daring to fire a shot or light a
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fire. At any hour a savage might discover
his spoor and track him down. He knew
that the settled part of the oasis, lower
down, was pastoral country and partially
cultivated. He could forage there more
safely than he could stalk game, without
shooting in that murderous belt of jungle.
That evening, while speculating on how far
he must go to reach a village, he heard the
Antari’s trumpets, sweet, high-pitched—a
poignant reminder that where there were
men there were mounted warriors armed
with lance and rifle to ride him down. Rav-
enscroft’'s first thought was that he might
steal a horse!

Taking his position from the stars, he
left the river course and made a wide sweep
that brought him, well past midnight as
the waning moon was rising, to scattered
huts and high thorn-fenced zarebas protect-
ing horses and cattle. Luck was with him,
and he found a gourd of mealies by a hut.
Emboldened by this he drifted like a shadow
among the huts, feeling a curious, calm
detachment, as if a clear simple plan had
been laid before him. Emptying the grain
into his pockets, he approached a zareba
and without too much difficulty tore a gap
through which he reached the cattle. He
found no horses; but he calmed the doubts
of a sleek-humped cow that would have
graced a temple in Benares and managed to
fill the gourd with milk. This was too easy!
The smell of the wild was on him—the
smell of bees, the jungle, his own strange

odor and that of the unclean bouda bag"

with its string of hyena hair—yet the cow
stood docilely as he milked her!

Now there was a change. Prickles of
fear ran up his spine. Like a thing of the
wild he turned in unthinking panic and
dived through the hole he had made. He
was rattled, frightened. A fire stirred into
life as a herdsman awoke. Ravenscroft
pressed his hand to his straining heart.
The bouda bag was gone!

Every taut nerve urged him to bolt for
the bush. Yet he stood there. After all,
that bouda bag was precious to Bunji—
and he had staked his British honor on re-
turning it if possible. With the village
awakening about him, Ravenscroft turned
back to the zareba, searching frantically in
the dim light until, hanging there like a
fig on a thorn, he found it

Then he bolted, the gourd of milk in one
hand, the bouda bag in the other, his rifle

thumping between his shoulderblades, the
cotton sheeting streaming behind him like a
comet’s tail.

He got away without discovery but he
had left spoor. With daylight they would
be tracking him. It came to him now that
they would run him down on camels or
horses, and he was of a mind to turn back
and fight for a horse and make a dash south-
ward into the Galalue Plain which he still
had to cross in order to reach the railway.
But this was gambling too much on one
throw. There was a possibility of eluding
pursuit by heading upstream, following the
left bank, since this would be the route
they would be least likely to expect him to
take. Even a breath of air obscured tracks
in the dust and he might get away through
the glare of the day.

The line of the river, marked by violet
and gray strokes of trees against the desert
whiteness, was spotted with wider patches
of dusty green that were the tangled jungle.
Between these isolated patches were open
stretches where nothing but a few tama-
risks grew. Once in the tangled jungles he
might just as well be suffocated in a hair-
cloth sack. The smaller patches afforded
temporary shelter but there he could easily
be surrounded and starved out. Still his
only hope was to keep near water until the
last possible moment when he must make
his break southward.

So he moved like a sluggish dust-devil,
with the dirty cotton sheeting streaming
from head and shoulder, from shelter to
shelter. Physical and spiritual depression
crushed him. His senses became dull. He
grew careless. In order to make better
time he took a straight line across a bend
of the river as sunset closed down like the
lid of a box. When well out in the open
he was discovered by a band of horsemen.

THE sight of palpable life, of
human enemies, revived Rav-
enscroft. He took his time un-
slinging his rifle, opening the
breech to blow out dust, shooting the bolt
back with a reassuring snap. Pie had time
to observe the horsemen with the same
detachment with which he had watched the
file of wild asses on the plain. These men
of Aussa, mounted on light, nervous horses,
were not the Danakil devils of the waste-
lands, though just as deadly in intent. The
bells and strips of leather and red cloth
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that caparisoned the crude Arabic saddles
and bridles were trophies of the slain. They
rode like American Indians, shouting and
making fantasia with their horses, then
turning suddenly to swoop down on Rav-
enscroft where he stood like an anthill on
the flat plain now rapidly sinking into the
dusk of evening. There was a flicker of
orange light and a sharp ringing crash from
Ravenscroft’'s rifle. The leading horse
somersaulted in a cloud of white dust. That
stopped the first charge.

Ravenscroft turned and loped for the
river, not extending himself, running with
face over his shoulder, feeling the hackles
rise on his neck at the crackling of the
Aussan guns, at the yells and shouts that
brought-a hush to the jungle life.

He halted twice more to fire, the bright
dt)ts of his rifle flashes bringing the horses
plunging back on their haunches as another
ploughed its neck in the dust.

Darkness was now rising in a mist about
them. The waning moon would not show
until late but even so Ravenscroft knew
that with the horsemen converging in on
him he was pinned against the river like a
fox before rushing hounds. Once in the
water they could ride him under, drowning
him or stabbing him with their spears. If
he could hold them at the river's bank he
might have a chance to escape another day.

In the dusk, he pumped a clip at them,
adding to the din of the fusillade about
him. Frenziedly he rammed home a fresh
clip and plunged into the stream up to his
armpits.

Floundering across, he had gained the
edge of the opposite shore when a horseman
splashed down on him, yelling and lunging
with a spear. Ravenscroft thrust his rifle
against the man’s body and blasted him
from the saddle. In the same instant he
flung himself at the horse, seizing the brutal
snaffle with his left hand and flinging his
right arm over the saddle without relaxing
his grip'on the rifle. The water, the slippery
clay of the sloping bank checked the frantic
beast. Ravenscroft was dragged to a firmer
footing, his face buried in the horse’s neck,
curiously aware with a sense almost of
gratitude of\ the friendly smell of horse
sweat an his nostrils.

As he mastered the trembling horse his
first impulse was to scramble on its back
and make a blind dash for it through the
bush. Oh, God, he thought, if 7 could only

hold them hack for three minutes! Then,
almost as if an order had been shouted to
him, he knew he must try to halt them. He.
must halt them at the bank! If he could
shake hjmself loose on horseback, atdeast
the men of Aussa would never catch him in
the night. Drawing the horse’s head against
his shoulder he got in another burst of
shots at the dark fringe of the opposite
shore. Even as he fired he was aware,
from the flashes of the Aussan guns, that
no more of them had yet entered the water.
The loud fusillade continued but they were
not actually pushing home the attack. They
were checking.

A coolness came over his steaming body.
Instead of plunging and fighting, the horse
was standing quietly. In that instant it
seemed to Ravenscroft there was an unseen
Presence in the bush around him. He had
known the feeling in a line of skirmishers
at night-—the awareness of unseen comrades
fighting beside him. Awed and -puzzled, he
looked about—and saw the darkness of the
bush, right and left, punctured with flashes.
Amid the uproar of rifle fire from the op-
posite bank, he could not distinguish the
sound of firing near him; but then, he
thought with an incredulous gasp, neither
can the men of Aussa! Plow could they
tell in the darkness that Bunji and other
refugees escaping to the coast were not
with him?

Flinging a leg over the horse, Ravens-
croft worked his way through the fringe of
bush until he reached the open.' Taking
his direction from a star, he cantered south-
ward, hoofbeats muffled in the sodium
underfoot® When at length he drew down
to a walk, he was gasping and laughing
hysterically:

“ Like a bunch of ruga-rugas!” he choked.
“ Shooting at fireflies! 1'd never have be-
lieved it! Shooting at fireflies! That's one
for the book .... Along about the sunset.
... Won'tyou listen to my storyf Bloom-
in' fireflies!”

HE PUSHED, southward all
night, cantering in the open In-
dian style without stirrups, for
he couldn’t put his ragged boots
in Arab toe-rings. He drew the horse down
to a walk only when it was necessary to
thread his way along ground littered with
basalt and lava rocks. His wet garments
and the horse’s plunge in the river kept
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them reasonably fresh and Ravenscroft rode
under the stars with rising spirits. For the
first time he dared hope he might actually
Nmake it, though the dreadful Galalu Plain
still lay between him and the railroad to
Jibuti. Dawn came with opalescent light
touching the Sibabi Hills tp the southwest.
Then he saw grim Mt. Ayelu where ex-
plorers frorh the south had been massacred
before him; but; then, he reasoned, if they
fiad got that far, approaching from the
southward, he might back-track along their
trail.

#Dark clouds hung in the sky through
which solid shafts of sunlight revealed
black canyons and fantastic cliffs like old
wood-cuts in the Bible. He saw zebras and
ostriches drifting toward the river depres-
sion and recalled the gratitude that he had
crossed the Awash before it had swollen
with rains from the plateau. He wondered
how Bunji would fare in the rains. He
wondered if he might beat him to Jibuti
after all!

There was no water on the plain. Ravens-
croft was terribly tempted to risk turning
toward the river. But certainly there were
Danakil villages there. Despite all suffering,
it was safer on the plain. Once he found
some kart bushes on which the horse fed
ravenously. He, too, chewed the pulpy
leaves until almost stupefied from the nar-
cotic weed.

When his horse fell on the third day,
Ravenscroft shot him with his last bullet.
The rifle was now too heavy to carry. He
staggered on, the soles of his boots flapping,
his scorched mouth hanging open, his blue
eyes glaring bleakly from the smudged
blackness of his face. But he moved for-
ward steadily; for Mt. Assabot was now
before him—and Mt. Assabot looked down
upon the Jibuti railroad.

It was daylight when he stumbled upon
the iron rails.

Under normal conditions there were only
three trains a week. War and the develop-
ment of the Italian port of Massawa far to
the northward had diverted traffic. Then,
too, the Danakils were constantly raiding
the line for iron and the precious copper
wire of the telegraph. Ravenscroft saw now
that the wires were down. What had hap-
pened to the railroad while he was in the
wilderness ?

There was nothing he could do but turn
eastward in the hope he might find some

*
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isolated station by a water-tank. He told
himself that with the wires down a main-
tenance crew, must be on its way by train.

The heat came on like the roll of a drum.

By ten o’clock the world looked like the
face of a brazen planet. There was no sign
of vegetation here. Volcanic rock, flaming
red and yellow, boiled up in a dead sea of
lava dust. Again the heat was a physical
force pressing down on him, sucking at his
withered body, gripping his heart. The
crushed and ragged helmet drooped upon
his head; his rusty beard spread down upon
his chest; and chest and stomach were bare
to the waist, wet and pallid. His garments
hung in tatters. Out of the dirty shadow
of his face, his eyes looked like white lights.

The bonda bag, hanging like an amulet
upon his sunken ribs, gave the final touch
of authenticity to this wild mullah who had
come out of the desert.

As minutes passed into hours and nothing
appeared, Ravenscroft walked on in a daze.
All at once he came to a halt. There was
an emptiness before him. The rails had
ended. After a moment he raised his eyes
and saw that the trestle that had spanned
a deep dry wadi had disappeared. Along
the bottom of the ravine, crushed and scat-
tered like the dessicated segments of a snake
in the sun, were the remains of the up-
country goods train— stark, silent, stripped
clean as bones where vultures and hyenas
have feasted.

Ravenscroft looked down with strange
detachment. . The utter absence of life or
movement of any kind made the picture
unreal. There was no informing sound.
There was no smell, either of life or death.
The box cars were so many empty paste-
board cartons; the locomotive an empty oil
drum. The boxes that once held merchan-
dise and the broken crates that had been
alive and clamorous with livestock and
barnyard fowl were but a dusty litter. It
was hopeless to look here for life, and no
one could have escaped into the hills. In
the moving waves of heat there was not
even a perch where a bird might light.

But within the iron of the locomotive
there was water!

jja  WITH life restored by the hot
jt |/ and rusty liquid, Ravenscroft's
> thoughts began again to run

clearly. Turning away from the
wreck to escape the silent horror, he climbed
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a low hill from which he might look for
signs of a relief train or signal an airplane.
From this point he moved uneasily to a
higher hill standing like a monument above
the others. With aching eyes he stood there,
immovable, staring eastward where the
beat lay like a sea of heaving glue.

He could hear his own breath wheezing.
He could hear his heart, pumping in his

ears. He could hear the roaring of the
silence. He could hear the movement of a
pebble. A feeling of peace was upon him;

but he could hear the movement of a pebble.
He could hear the rattle of an unseen
pebble!

Ravenscroft’'s sagging body slowly stif-
fened, fearing the shock and consequence
of a sudden move; for as he turned his
head he saw shadows in motion among the
rocks, shadows glossy with sweat and
grease. Sunlight flashed on reddened steel.
He stood stupefied and apathetic, as a man
does when face to face with a swaying
hamadryad, the instant before death strikes.

With senseless, photographic clarity he
saw seven Danakil spearmen rising from
the rocks below him, noting how true to
race they were, Hamito-Semitic, fuzzy-
headed demons with an almost effeminate
delicacy of feature. With curious detach-
ment he saw the stains upon their skinny
bodies; the sunlight making reddish auras
about the lime-bleached shocks of hair; the
slimy trophies hanging at their waists; the
big lumps of amber hanging on cords about
their necks even as the bouda bag still hung
on his own. He saw the spears and curved
knives; the big mouths and the wild eyes
fixed hungrily upon him. He saw this all
with an aloof and dumb fearlessness—as if
it were a thing unreal—as if ... .

If only he remained quite Still, some bar-
rier might rise to interpose itself again and
this agony, too, would'pass. Then, as he
stood unnibving, it appeared to him that
the Danakils were making no further move
forward but were staring at him with
widened eyes rolling their sockets.
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Instead of rushing forward to flesh their
spears, .they stooped warily with blades
drooping at their sides, staring not at him
but into the sky directly above his head.
It is an airplane, he thought, but there was
no sound of an airplane. There was no
sound at all except the blood pounding in
his ears and the rattle of a pebble. Yes,
there was a sound'! There was a soft whir-
ling sound of something above him—a soft
fluttering sound. He lifted his face; and a
pigeon, fluttering out of the glaring sky,
settled on his shoulder. Instinctively, Rav-
enscroft’'s hands went up, pressed against
the dazed bird, capturing it.

He remained standing there until the
Danakils melted away among the rocks with
long murmuring sighs, and a great peace-
fulness descended upon him.

The whistle of a train shattered the si-
lence. Shouts rose from the valley. Hel-
meted heads bobbed among the rocks where
the Danakils had disappeared'. Ravenscroft
hoped the newcomers were not Italians.

They were French railwaymen from
Jibuti. As they examined the wreckage,
the train conductor took Ravenscroft by the
elbow and pointed to the empty crates.

“There's where your bird came from!
Pigeons from-Italy consigned to the Gov-
ernor General! That pigeon must have been
half blinded by the sun—Ilike desert quail
fluttering down to a water-hole. It simply
thought you were a tree stump or an ant-
hill and flew to rest upon you!”

“That's one on Badoglio!” said Ravens-
croft in a rasping whisper.

The Frenchmen were dejected by news
from Europe and harassed by native raids
inspired by Italians. They were fearful
these raids might be extended Into cam-
paigns against Jibuti itself and British
Somaliland—as indeed they soon were.
Ravenscroft, therefore, was but one of the
few fortunate ones who had escaped, and
so he reached Jibuti without attracting ex-
traordinary attention.

At the house of the Englishman in Jibuti
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he 'found an admiring A.P.O. who had
come over from Aden to help with his
despatches and to see he got aboard safely.

After handing over his field book, Rav-
enscroft sank into a tub bath where he lay
blissfully in soak while an Arab barber
worked on his head and a Hindu boy poured
pegs of Scotch and cold water within reach
of either hand. When *he appeared again
in soft white drill he was a different man,
except for his whispering hoarseness and
the tremor of his hands. His shaven neck
and chin had a piebald effect and his eyes
were badly bloodshot and puckered. Other-
wise he was all right. At that time he didn’t
think much of his own information.

“What!” protested the A.P.O. “After
what happened at Dunkirk, it's priceless!
We can let them have all Somaliland if they
want it, but we must keep command of the
sea and air. Now that we know exactly
where their nests are we can keep them
off Aden. And some day, by heaven, we’ll
bomb them to hell with our own planes.”

“Some day,” Ravenscroft yawned. He
was distressed that no word had been heard
of Bunji. Apparently the old man had
never reached Jibuti.

“No use waiting here for him,” the A.
P.O. suggested. “You never can tell, the
way things are going. They may intern us.
We'll start inquiries for Bunji—and let's
you and me hop over to Aden.”

“Well—” Ravenscroft demurred,
bing his chin.

“Well, why not?”

“He’s got my gold watch !".

The AJTO. laughed loud and long.

rub-

TW O weeks later, in Aden, the

A.P.O. dropped in on Ravens-

croft in his quarters. Bunji h'ad

been picked up in Zeyla in Brit-
ish Somaliland, trying to sell Ravenscroft's
watch to a Banian trader.

“The bloody thief!”

“Oh, no! He claims it's all your fault,
You cheated him. He says your bouda
showed the moon the way until he got to
Dire-Dawa—and thers it died on him—
just died! And the moon didn't fall from
the sky—and the sun rose.just the same
as it always does.”

“It was an eight-day watch,” Ravens-
croft said, abashed. “ 1 forgot to tell him
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about winding it.” He put his hand to his
mouth to keep from laughing, because he
felt rather shocked. In a way he had indeed
cheated the old man, gambling his life on
a childish story.

No, it wasn’'t so funny.

He slowly poured soda in his whiskey.
“ Sorry about that. We swapped boudas,
you know. | expect he really had faith in
his bouda—and he took my junk on faith
too. Didn't he ask about his bouda bag?”

“Oh. didn't he! He says you're a master
magician—and a master cheat. So far as
he's concerned to hell with his bouda, says
hp. It appears you squeezed the last pippet
of usefulness out of his bouda—and now
it's as empty of power as an old sock.”

Ravenscroft let the long drink pour down
his delighted throat as he opened the drawer
of his desk with his free hand. He tossed
the bouda bag before the A.P.O.

“I've got a lot of drinking to do,” he
said. “Here, take a dekko at this.”

The A.P.O. shook the contents of the
bag upon a blotter and adjusted his monocle
to examine the scraps under the lamplight.
Not satisfied, he picked up a reading glass.

“Hum,” he observed. “1 wouldn't give
a penny for it myself. They sometimes have
nuggets and crystals in 'em, you know.
This has only bugs. Let's see. Well, here's
a piece of beeswax—wild bees, | judge.
Some insects— look like fireflies to me. And
a few feathers—just ordinary ' pigeon’s
feathers.”

Ravenscroft choked over his drink, try-
ing to croak out some words.

“What?” asked the A.P.O. sharply.

“ Cursed palsy,” Ravenscroft sputtered.
“ Name those things over again, will you?”

Turning the scraps over thoughtfully
with a pencil, the A.P.O. repeated: “Mess
of wild bees . . . some fireflies . . . five or
six pigeon’s feathers. Absolutely all. What's
the matter? Does it make sense?”

Wiping his wet lips with the back of his
hand, Ravenscroft dared not look at the
A.P.'O. His gaze became fixed and distant,
clouding with a sudden vision. He saw
wild bees. He saw fireflies. He saw a
pigeon coming out of an empty sky. Reach-
ing for the whiskey, he cast an indignant
look at the A.P.O.

“Not at alll.Not at all!” he growled. “I
was only thinking what amazing allies the
bloody empire has— and they’re never going
‘to be mentioned even in despatches!”
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COCKSPARROW
CAVALIER

IS Royal Majesty’'s face was red
H from good cheer and good wine
as his queen cast arch eyes at their
host. The host, thinking discreetly of how
a sovereign's favor might be used for fur-
ther advantage, clapped hands in imperious-
command.
Two serving wenches appeared, carrying
between them an enormous pastry in a
gaudily-ornamented, solid gold pan. Behind

them walked a huge man, bearing a razor-
sharp slaughter knife in his bulging right
paw.

His Majesty frowned, having the petu-
lance of a Stuart about social form and the
impatience of one borii to the purple with
parvenus. “ Methinks,” he growled to his
equerry,” the butcher does his work in. the
abattoir and not in the dining room before
niv lord’s guests.” Then the King was

The Story of History’s Mightiest Mite
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silent, remembering with the satisfaction
of a smart trader the handsome price paid
by this George Villiers to be-endowed as
first Duke of Buckingham.

The wenches placed the vessel on table,
trembled appropriately before royalty, and
withdrew. But the butcher looked rakishly
at the distinguished company of princes and
peers, his eyes measuring a little too frank-
ly the appetizing plumpness of the queen.
The crust of the cold pastry quivered for a
minute as if disturbed by the tread of the
officiating giant. When the knife cut it in
criss-cross lines, it began churning like a
creek resisting the rape of a whirlwind.

The Lord Archbishop of York let out an
oath, hardly clerical, when a flying spatter
of dough descended on his black silk stole.
The pan spun violently, and women
shrieked as something shot up like a jack-
'in-the-box from its-'inside.

Then a great roar of laughter shook the-
board and the king led in the applause.
Standing in the center of the table was a
tiny dwarf child, no bigger than the import-
ed Flemish dolls sold in London’s better
shops, but perfectly proportioned in trunk
and face like them.

The mannikin pulled a snowy lace hand-
kerchief from the pocket of its velvet jack-
et, the size of a doll's coat. Fastidiously, it
wiped away particles of crumb from the
garment. Afterwards it bowed saucily to
the king and queen, the duke and duchess,
and the assembled company before break-
ing into a pirouetting little dance that
caused the board to jiggle daintily. Follow-
ing the performance, it seated itself on an
overturned sugar bowl and gazed about.

When the ovation died down, the butcher
came forward again and bowed low before
his master. “Accept this my gift, Your
Grace,” he purred. “Accept my son Jeffrey,
who will afford you much diversion from
the cares of rank.”

Whereupon the small one sprang grace-
fully from his resting place jnto the lap of
the duke. His Grace's thick frame shook
with laughter as his hand stroked the
dwarf’s blond curls.

“My mountain yclept Hudson,” he
cackled, pointing to the butcher, “ some nine
years since sired this mouse. Observe, Your
Majesties, my lords and ladies. The moun-
tain lacks but little to stand full seven feet.
The mouseling, without the help of shoes,
spans but one foot and six.”

In the excited comment that followed,
the duke saw the queen staring enviously at
his prize. The seventeenth century was an
age when royalty collected freaks as busi-
ness magnates today collect match covers.
Britain's newest peer had carefully noted
that dwarfs swarmed under his.feet like
tame conies the last time he'd visited court.

Whoever presented the queen with a pix-
ie likely got in return a generous slice of
some business controlled by her as a state
monopoly. The duke's eye was out for
business when it looked into the smoldering,
inviting eyes of his liege lady.

“Your Majesty,” he murmured, “is a
connoisseur of such elfin ones. Permit me,
Madame, to add this gem.” He pushed

Jeffrey in the direction of the woman Echo'd
been the bored French princess, Henrietta
Maria, before marriage to Charles Stuart
the First had made her the grasping Eng-
lish queen.

His Grace guessed that his reward would
not be long in forthcoming when Jeffrejj was
lifted into the royal coach bound for Lon-
don, next morning. Most urchins in the
dwarf boy's native county of Rutland were
content with their hoops and their cate-
chisms, that eventless year of 1628. But
what the butcher’s son would learn at the
cynical, lascivious court of the Stuarts was
hardly to be gained from toys or books.

“I'M GOING to London to

make my fortune,” he hummed

as he sat perched with the driver

in the coach box during the
long jaunt. “Going to London to make
my— " He was still breathing snatches of
the ditty when the roach rolled across the
cobblestones of the city, and stopped at the
marble gates of the palace.

A great sleepy-eyed hulk of a man, tow-
ering higher than Jeffrey’'s father, shuffled
forward and began unloading baggage,
Tom Evans, the palace porter, stood eight
feet high and had once been England’s main
circus attraction. Then Her Majesty had
bankrupted the show by commandeering
him for her menage of human curios.

Now the largest and smallest of her sub-
jects were measuring each other for the first
time. The giant let a trunk drop heavily to
the ground when he caught sight of Jeffrey
nestling beside the coachman. Her Majesty,
lighting from the carriage, tittered behind
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her fan as she watched the mutual inspec-
tion of pygmy and titan. The dwarf child
showed no fear as he gazed at the broad
dull face of the monster. The big fellow
inched forward, staring in stupid amaze-
ment at this creature, smaller by a foot than
any dwarf currently in .the queen’s collec-
tion.

Jeffrey broke the silence.
fum,” he piped.
Englishman.”

The giant let out a rumbling chuckle. He
grinned like an amiable big dog as he held
out his great arms. Jeffrey sailed from the
box with the sureness of a sparrow in
flight. Tom Evans barely felt the weight
of the boy as he carried him, like a fragile
babe, upstairs to the dwarf quarters with
its tiny beds and furniture scaled to the
size of the users by the queen’s own crafts-
men.

Pee-wee Jeffrey had made his first con-
quest at court. Wherever the dwarf went,
the giant trudged lovingly and obediently
behind. It w's Jeffrey’'s voluntary slave
who rescued him from drowning in a wash-
tub after he’'d gone down the third time. It
was Big Tom of the dim brain and power-
ful biceps who disentangled him from a
shrub as a high wind threatened to blow the
mannikin into the flooding Thames. And
the poor dolt’s devotion never wavered, not
even when his “master” tortured him with
the outrageous pranks played by those
cheated in stature on those whom nature
has overblessed.

Power counted most in this world—and
Big Tom made him realize that size had
little to do with who held the whip hand.
Power had to be backed by hard coin of
the realm, and this was rapidly accumulat-
ing to the account of Master Jeffrey Flud-
son in the royal treasury.

Two years after he hit London, the dwarf
had more money than his father had ever
seen from baiting bulls for the duke's
tournaments or butchering them for the
duke’s belly. He was the outstanding fa-
vorite of the court, and jaded, guzzling no-
blemen tossed him bags of golden sover-
eigns for reviving them with the bawdy
songs of the city streets.

Other money came his way for passing
on tips about profitable undertakings for
gentlemen adventurers in the Americas and
the Indies. His “investment counsel” came
directly from hints dropped in his ear by

“Fee, fi, fo
“ Spare the blood of an

the queen. And, in time, he became the
confidential adviser for her love affairs,,
whose range extended from pantry boys
with soot on their faces to foreign ambassa-
dors with braid on their shoulders.

He was just fifteen and grown not a whit.
when the queen entrusted him with the
first of many delicate missions of state. Her
Majesty, weary of the tepid English balls,
commanded him to repair to France and
locate her old dancing master. “So that
I can show this barbarous island what feet
were made for,” she said in a growling purr.
Of secondary importance was the task of
finding a suitable midwife for her approach-
ing confinement.

Jeffrey welcomed the assignment be-
cause it might mean money in his small,
itching palm. He had twenty-five hundred
pounds—roughly twelve and a half thous-
and dollars—to invest in expensive Parisian
perfumes and cosmetics that could be re-
tailed at a sky high markup to the ladies of
Britain's nobility.

After he'd anchored his chartered ship
at Dunkirk, Jeffrey tracked the dancing
master to a tough waterfront dram dive.
There,” a surly barmaid grabbed the
queen’s emissary by the seat of his velvet
pantaloons and tossed him nonchalantly in
a wine.vat. The dwarf boy was bobbing up
and down like a drowning fly when Big
Tom, never far behind, entered the place.

The giant lifted his master, dripping with
burgundy, from the vat and sat him on a
shelf to dry. After which, he calmly reached
out one hand and tore half the bar from its
moorings. Six brawny specimens who ob-
jected sailed through the window in as
many seconds, while an interfering gen-
darme landed with the howling barmaid
astride the rafters.

Then the mighty one tenderly hoisted the
tiny one from his perch and placed him
pick-a-back on his shoulders. He stooped
down and dragged the dancing master from
under a table where the rum-soaked artiste
had slept blissfully through the bout. He
placed the Frenchman sideways, like a log,
under his right arm. Bearing his double
burden, the big man strode in quick, pow-
erful steps toward the ship.

With the maestro safely deposited under
guard in a stateroom, Jeffrey attended to
the matter of a midwife. Fie hired an es-
timable lady who boasted of delivering six
princes and seventeen viscounts. Now
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while the ship waited, he was free to go to
Paris for his business <leal.

The Parisian merchants scowled when
,the dwarf, flanked by the giant, swaggered
into their shops. *No alms for circus vag-
abonds,” more than one said gruffly. “Be-
gone, or the magistrates will refresh you
with crusts in the Bastillel”

But insults turned to bows and scrapes

when Jeffrey, with appropriate flourishes,
produced his credentials from Britain's
queen.

France’s biggest shipment of boudoir gee-
gaws was stowed in the hold of Jeffrey’'s
ship when he set sail for England. He was
sitting in his specially-built cabin, twice
the breadth and height of a doll's house,
busily figuring his future take, when he
heard a cannon ball explode across the
stem.

FLEMISH pirates were

swarming on deck as he rushed

up in short, hopping bounds.

His crew of nondescripts, far
from presenting cutlasses, were cheerfully
helping the buccaneers move his precious
cargo to the robber vessel anchored along-
side. The redoubtable T™ypm lay stretched
unconscious on the 'deck, having been hit
with too many belaying pins at one time.
The dancing master was blearily trying
to understand what was happening as a
dense fog of brandy trickled from his mouth
to the chaste blouse of the shrieking mid-
wife.

Jeffrey drew his sword, the size of a
table knife, and advanced toward the burly
pirate skipper. “Ho, my bantam!” the
freebooter snorted in contempt. “A brave
cockerel you are. But should you not con-
fine yourself to crowing?”

The skipper signaled to his mate. “Put
our chick in the coop,” he laughed. “ At my
leisure, | shall fry him for my dinner.”

' The six-foot mate bent down to- seize the
dwarf. Jeffrey’'s little sword flashed, then
traveled the length of his would be captor’s
arm. The pirate jumped back, staring in
horror at the blood gushing from the ripped
artery.

The buccaneer subaltern had groaningly
bled to death when Jeffrey, Big Tom, the
dancing master, and the midwife were set
adrift in a rowboat on the open sea. Only
the queen’s papers found on Jeffrey and
the consequent fear of full-force retaliation

by the Britsih Navy had kept the pirate
chief from condemning them all to the
plank. A French fishing schooner picked
them up and carried them back to Dun-
kirk. From there, a Scottish merchant ship
gave the ill-mhtched quartette passage to
Britain. ».

The pygmy's name and deeds were otf
every tongue after he got back to Britain.
Street hawkers peddled broadside ballads
about his heroism after he'd boastfully re-
counted his slaying of the pirate. At a royal
revel that-topped Nebuchanezzar's in Baby-
lon, the king climaxed the feast by having
the midget kneel on an embroidered silk
cushion.

His Majesty’s unsteady hand missed two
or. three intended strokes when he drew his
jeweled sword. Finally, it descended light-
ly on the tiny one’s waiting back.

“Rise,” hiccuped' the august ruler of
Britain. “ Rise, Sir Jeffrey Hudson, knight
of the realm.”

England’s smallest and youngest noble-
man posed and preened like a stunted tur-
key gobbler during the years that followed.
Flis wealth grew with his influence at court.
His fastidious little suits were fashioned by
the finest tailor in London, and Big Tom
shone in’reflected glory as his handsomely-
liveried valet. Determined to maintain the
tradition that a knight was a man of arms,
Sir Jeffrey learned to handle expertly rifles
and pistols whose weight nearly ruptured
him.

“ Strenuous Jeffrey” was eighteen, that
year of 1637, when he won his soldier’'s
spurs as a campaigner in Holland. He was
in that English company of volunteers, led
by the Earls of Warwick and Northampton,
which assisted the Prince of Orange in the
historic Siege of Breda. Tradition has it
that Jeffrey scrambled up a tree outside the
city’'s walls and sniped three Spanish gen-
erals strutting on the inside.

The Prince pinned a medal of honor on
his chest when he sailed home. Dutchmen
asked the shrewd dwarf to handle their
English dealings at fat commissions as
their agent. One of Britain’'s greatest ar-
tists humbly accepted the honor of painting
the gallant knight's picture for a best-selling
book about Sir Jeffrey’s life and adventures.

Then the midget cavalier found himself
one of the main props of the tottering Stu-
art throne. The King’s ministers grumbled
jealously because His Majesty always con-
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suited the dwarf before checking on matters-
of state with the cabinet. Dour Puritan di-
vines, led by an increasingly troublesome
squire called Oliver Cromwell, thundered
from their pulpits about ‘‘the pernicious in-
fluence of the cursed one on our country’s
affairs.”

When the king planted his standard
against the rebels at Nottingham in 1642,
Jeffrey was present, newly-commissioned
and newly-unformed as a captain of light
horse guards. For two years, he led his
company in fierce battles, himself personally
dispatching half-a-dozen high-ranking Puri-
tan officers at the battle of Edgehill. Crom-
well offered a reward of eighteen pounds—
a pound an inch—for him dead or alive.
The knight's dignity was affronted and he
sent a challenge, never answered, to the
Protector demanding that they meet per-
sonally on the field of battle.

It was Captain Jeffrey and his cavalry-
men who guarded the queen and the young
crown prince, later Charles the Second, on
their flight to Paidennis Castle in June,
1644. It was'he, as Her Majesty’s closest'
friend, who escorted them to Paris before
the Puritans triumphed and severed the
king's head from his shoulders on January
30, 1649.

Sir Jeffrey, now thirty, became a leading
figure in the ever-growing colony of Eng-
lish royalist emigres. His property at home
had been confiscated by the victors. But
the queen’s mother, Catherine de Medici,
took a special fancy to him and put him in
the way of several lucrative propositions.

HIS spectacular success as a

Parisian business man rankled

Lord Crofts, a member of the

Queen’s exiled retinue. His

lordship took counsel with his moody, ill-

tempered brother to eliminate the dwarf.

Presently the brother met Jeffrey on a

boulevard, smirked at him, then saluted
him:

“(3ood morning, Monsieur Mouse?

Scouring the pavements for bits of cheese ?”

The little knight's face turned as red as

the blood that dripped from the chopping

block when Charles Stuart had bowed his

head before the axe. “You will live to re-

There is still time—

gret that, sirrah,” he said quietly. “ My sec-
onds will wait on you.”

Two days later, every man in the English
colony turned out for the duel scheduled
to be fought in a secluded wood outside
Paris. The seconds on each side performed
the futile gesture, required by the code
duello, of trying to reconcile the principals.
Jeffrey and his tall opponent advanced with
pistols to ten paces of each other.

“Fire!” the referee shouted. Jeffrey’s
pistol blazed at the same instant that a
spurt of water flew into his eyes, followed
by another which drenched his face. He
heard a huge roar of laughter from the
crowd. Stamping with rage, he wiped away
the water with his hand. Then he let out
a shrill little bellow when he saw the- weap-
on flourished by Crofts.

It was a child’s squirt gun.

Jeffrey turned coolly to his main second.
“ See that the gentleman’s friends provide
him with a proper pistol,” he directed.
“And let the duel continue to the death.”

Crofts, sent word that he refused to bat-

tle further with a man of unequal size.
“Very well,” answered the dwarf. "We
shall remedy that.” *

He climbed into the stirrups of a friend's
horse. The pony was small, and Jeffrey
was on a fair level with Crofts as he eased
himself into the saddle.

Crofts advanced on foot to meet the
mounted midget. At the second fire, his
bullet missed the dwarf by a wide margin.
Then he stumbled and fell dead to the
ground as the bullet of his tiny antagonist
entered his chest.

A few hours later, Lord Crofts, stung
with shame, went to the Paris police and
accused Sir Jeffrey of murdering his broth-
er.

To escape prison, and to save the exiled
court a sensational scandal, Jeffrey fled
Paris and took passage on a Mediterranean
ship bound for Spain. The hour was a sad
one when he said farewell to his queen.
PScing the deck of the ship, the dwarf re-
alized, with the fatalism of the world’s odd
people, that his great days were over.

This time he was unaccompanied by
Big Tom who had died fighting for the

(Continued on page 110)
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IN THE
STREET

By
WILLIAM HEUMAN

UINN sat in the barber’s chair with
the white apron pinned up around
his neck, his head tilted back, and

a pearl-har.dled Colt .45 laying loosely in

his lap under the apron. The chair faced
the door thf~way he always insisted that
it did when he had a shave or a haircut.

He could watch the front door this way,
and the street. There were two chairs in
this particular shop, and he'd taken the
chair farthest from the door. Once he had
not been so particular about the chair, but
in ElI Paso a bullet had been fired at him
from the second floor of a building directly
across the road from the barber shop. If
he’'d been in the rear chair on that occasion
the gunman in that window would have
been unable to get him in range. As it was,
the bullet had grazed his left arm, and he
still bore the small scar, a constant remind-
er that in his profesion he could not afford
to take the minutest chances.

The barber, a short, fattish man with a
semi-bald head, a little nervous because
this was the first time Quinn had come
into his shop, said, “Enjoying your stay
in Rimrock, Mr. Quinn?”

78



Quinn strode up just as Billy Hand turned
around, the glass still in. 'his fist.
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"Some,” Quinn said. He watched a
buckboard pulling up in front of the barber
shop, a lane man in a faded gray flannel
shirt and levis up on the seat. He noticed
everything about the man in one quick
glance— his height, his age, the way he
moved his body, the gun on his hip, the
malce, caliber, the way the-holster was'
worn. He noticed other things about the
man, the buckboard, the two dapple grays
pulling it, but particularly he noticed the
gun and the way the man wore it, whether
it was new or old, and whether there was
any quickness in.the cfwner of the gun.

He sometimes forgot a face, but he nev-
er forgot a man’s gun and his holster, his
gunbelt. Even some of the men he'd shot,
if their ghosts came back to haunt him, he
would be able to identify only by their
guns— Remingtons, Colt ,45's, Colt .44's.
Smith & Wesson, the big, blue-barreled
Navy Colts, and even some of the older
weapons you didn’t see so much any more—
the Wells-Fargo models.

The man on the buckboard got down,
tugged at the rim of his black Stetson, and
stepped into the dry goods store next to the
barber shop. Quinn’s long, slender fingers
relaxed-on the pearl handle of the Colt gun
in his lap. His heart had started to pound
a little because the man on the buckboard
was young and lithe, and his jaw was lean.
He was a total stranger, too, but that did
not mean anything. Many total strangers
had tried their luck against him—like the
fancy Russian Count in the saloon in Pres-
cott, who had started to imagine that he
was a gunfighter. He had been big and
blond, and a fine looking man, rigged in
the best that the clothing stores could pro-
vide. He was dead now, but he’d made a
very presentable corpse, the undertaker
having taken great pains with the hole in
hjs forehead.

The barber said, “ Pretty quiet town. Mr.
Quinn. Ain't been much doin’ since that
bunch from Central City broke into the Cat-
tleman’s National Bank. That was two
years ago, Mr. Quinn. Could o’ used a man
like you here in them days. Yes sir—”

He went on, but Quinn wasn't listening
to him. Two boys had stopped outside the
barber shop door and were looking in.
They were about nine or ten years-old,
scrawny, tow-headed kids in worn levis
and patched shirts. One of them undoubt-
edly was wearing his father's cast-off boots.

They were several sizes too 'large for him,
worn down at the' heels.,

They knew him, too. He could tell that
from the expressions on their faces. Some-
body had told them that he was in the bar-
ber shop, getting shaved. They stared in
at him, that queer look on their faces—
the thing he always saw on the faces of
grown-ups, too. They looked at him the
way they would look at a crazed animal,
wondering how he’d gotten that way.

Then there was something else, too. That
was always present, in the grown-ups as
well as the children, a kind of awe and fear,
and admir&tion. It was this Last which
made life tolerable, gave it some small-
flavor.

Quinn stared back at them, his lean
hawk’s face expressionless—a thin-lipped
man with a black mustache, and hooded
eyes which had no color. *As the two boys
looked at him he discovered that he was
basking in this atmosphere of juvenile ado-
ration, and for a moment he was ashamed
of himself. ' y

Another little boy joined the two outside
the doorway, and then a fourth, a red-

haired boy of about twelve or thirteen. He
stood behind the others, hair mussed,
freckle-faced, in baggy overalls, mouth

open.

Quinn said tersely, “ Get them the hell
out of there.”

The barber stepped to the door and the
boys moved away. Quinn saw them a few
minutes later on the opposite side of the
street, still looking toward the barber shop.
The smallest boy was practicing drawing
an imaginary gun from an imaginary hol-
ster. His mouth shaped explosive sounds.

The barber said jocularly, “ Staying in
town long, Mr. Quinn?”

“Depends,” Quinn said. He said no
more. He didn't have to say any more; he
didn’'t have to give this man an answer.
He was Quinn. He'd shot and killed six-
teen men; he was reputed the fastest man
in the southwest with a six-gun.

Sitting in the barber chair, his face lath-
ered, listening to the barber strop his razor,
he wondered, himself, how long he would
stay in Rimrock. He had no town, and he
had no home; he had no friends. He had
no profession either, unless shooting other
men with a gun could be called a profession.-

Once he'd been a town marshal, and
they’d hired him because of his proficien™
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with' a six shooter, but that job hadn't
lasted long. The town had quieted down
because none of the hardcases wanted to
test him out.

He was fairly good with cards, and re-
cently he'd been making a decent living on
his income at the poker table. He played
poker the way he lived, unsmiling, taciturn,
an aura of danger always hanging over him,
and he knew that this helped. Poker was
a game of bluff, and he could bluff and get
away with it because men were afraid of
him. He could see it in their eyes as they
sat opposite him across the tables; he could
tell from their talk—the forced gayety.

They played with him because they
wanted to tell their friends, maybe their
grandchildren, that they'd played poker
with Quinn, the gunman. With him they
did not particularly play to win.

HE WAS watching the street

again now, watching the few

people who passed the window

to look in at him, watching the
occasional buckboards, and the riders mov-
ing along the dusty road.

The barber, who was a talkative man,
had no more to say, so he whistled. Other
men had found it "difficult trying to talk to
him because there was no basis for conver-
sation. He was different, and they recog-
nized this tact.

Quinn looked out through the open door-
way of the barber shop, with the flies buzz-
ing in and out, and the heat devils dancing
above the dust of the road. A beer wagon
had pulled up in the alley next to a saloon
across the way, and two men were unload-
ing beer barrels, rolling them in under the
batwing doors.

Then a rider on a buckskin horse came
into view, a tall rider, young, with a new
black hat, and a new checked shirt. His
gun wasn't new, though, and the holster
showed signs of wear.

The rider was sandy-haired, of light com-
plexion, twenty or twenty-one years of age,
a cigarette dangling from his lips, and his
hat pushed back slightly on his head. The
holster was of black leather, and he wore it
low on his hip. It was bound to his thigh
with a leather thong, an affectation of some
gunmen.

Quinn said suddenly, “Whp is that?”

The barber licked his lips. “ Billy Hand,”
he said. “Rides for DoubleBell.”

Quinn knew then that this was the one.
He'd suspected it from the first glimpse
he'd had of young Hand. Every town had
one—at least one youngster who fancied
death as his sidekick. He’d either killed a
man already, or he would like to kill a
man with his gun. His holster was worn
because he'd practiced for hours on end,
drawing his gun, firing a bullet into a tar-
get, doing it all in one motion, legs spread
a little, body hunched, but that right arm
loose, flexible, completely relaxed.

The short man with the barrel chest
who'd stood outside the Empire Saloon in
Bisbee had not been relaxed. He'd been
tense, his muscles as tight as a bowstring,
and when he’'d gone for his gun he'd, fum-
bled on the draw. The weapon had been.
cocked at a crazy angle, and he'd been try-
ing desperately, feverishly, to bring it un-
der control when Quinn’s first bullet went
through his middle, breaking his spine.

“Billy Hand,” Quinn murmured. He
watched young Hand dismount in front of
the saloon where the beer wagon had
stopped. The sandy-haired young man
stared insolently across at the barber shop,
and Quinn’s fingers tightened around the
butt of the gun in his lap. He heard the
barber breathing heavily, and this was the
confirmation that young Hand was the one.
That had been the talk in this barber shop
during the few days Quinn had been in
town. Billy Hand may have done some
talking, himself, and the boy had come into
town now to brace him.

Quinn watched young Hand duck under
the tie rack in front of the saloon, and then
push in through the doors. He was tall
and loosely-built, and it was conceivable
that he would be fast with his gun, but he
was young, and the very young were always
a little too fast for their own good— like the
young man in Brownville who'd shot twice
before Quinn got off his first bullet. The
young man was dead.

It was five o'clock in the afternoon, and
other men started to drift into the saloon
across the way as the barber finished shav-
ing Quinn. Before they pushed in through
the doors many of them glanced across the
street toward the barber shop.

When the barber took the apron away,
Quinn got up from the chair. He slid the
gun Back into the holster which he'd hung
from a hook on the wall. His black coat
and his black, flat-crowned hat hung on
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other pegs. He put on the gunbelt first,
adjusting it properly, and then he slipped
into the coat.

When he paid the barber, the man said,
“Thank you, Mr. Quinn.* Hope you enjoy
your stay in Rimrock.”

Quinn nodded. He went out to the street,
and he knew that the barber was watching
every step he took from the door, and that
other eyes were watching him in this town.
A group stood on the porch in front of the
saloon into which young Billy Hand had
gone. They pretended to 'be talking, but
they watched him. Others watched him
from inside the saloon.

Storekeepers watched him from inside
their shops, and the little boys the barber
had chased,away sat on the edge of the
boardwalk across the road—sat in a row,
three of them now, staring.

THERE was a lunch room a

' few doors down from the bar-

ber shop, and-Quinn had eaten

there before. He turned in at

the lunch room, picked out a corner table,

and sat down. Automatically, he'd picked

out a table whieh commanded the door from

the street, and the door leading from the

kitchen, tie had his back to the wall so that

no one could get behind him, and he sat

with his gun hanging from his-hip, in such

a position that he could swing it up out of
the holster without loss of time.

The owner of the lunch room, a stove-
in cowpuncher, shuffled up to him and he
said, “Ham and eggs.”

He was sitting near a window here, too,
and he could look out. He could see the
saloon—the Mustang Saloon—into which
Billy Hand had gone. The group of men
still stood on the porch, talking, gesticulat-
ing.

Young Hand came out, the cigarette still
in his mouth. He’'d .had a drink or two and
he was feeling brash. Quinn watched him
chatting with the men on the porch, laugh-
ing, waving his hands as he spoke. He sat
there with no joy in his heart, and he
started to -wonder how this had all hap-
pened.

He had to go way back—back to his
boyhood, to the slim, timid boy who'd been-
kicked around by a brutal hostler in a sta-
ble; who'd been jeered and insulted by
Stronger comrades. He'd never had a fight
is a boy, although there had been plenty

of invitations. He'd run away from them,
and they'd jeered him the more in that hot,
dusty Kansas town, end of trail for %e
Texas drovers.

When he was fifteen he'd picked up a
broken six-gun and a discarded holster,
and in the gloom of the livery stable where
he’d worked he'd practiced hours on end,
whipping the gun from the holster the way
some of the Texas gunmen did. He’'d prac-
ticed till his arm became so heavy he could
scarcely lift it above his shoulder. But
something else had risen in him instead—
a strange new exultation which men call
courage.

He'd seen some of the great gunmen of
the day, and he’'d aped their actions. And
after a while he'd been able to buy a real
gun and a box of cartridges. He'd gone
back into the hills and used up the entire
box, and many other boxes after that, prac-
ticing that smooth, flawless draw, getting
the bullet off the exact moment the muzzle
of the gun came up on a line with the tar-
get.

The first killing had been the hardest
because he’'d still been afraid even though
he knew that he drew a gun faster and
shot straighter than most men he’'d seen in
the-town. He'd still been the coward right
up until the time he squeezed down on the
trigger against the red-headed Texan who'd
become drink-nasty and quarrelsome, and
who. the previous night had picked on
Quinn. Drunk or sober the Texan had been
no match for the pearl-handled Colt which
Quinn snaked out of his holster with incred-
ible swiftness.

Men had seen that draw and had mar-
veled, and so the legend had grown. They'd
blown it up to vast proportions, claiming
that he'd killed two dozen men before he
was twenty-one. It had been less than a
dozen, and in the past nine years only four
more.

There had been other fights—other at-
tempts to knock him off his pedestal. He'd
wounded some men, putting them out of
the fight. One man he knew of still sat in
a wheelchair eight years after he'd pulled a
gun in a gambling house in, Albuquerque.

Quinn sat heavily on his chair in a cor-
ner of the lunch room, the corners of his
mouth down because the room was empty
and the owner had gone back into the kitch-
en. He was going to kill young Billy Hand
across the road—probably some time to-
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night. For the first time the thought of
killing another man nauseated him. Dur-
ing the past few years he'd discovered that
he no longer looked forward to an encoun-
ter with a gunman who fancied he was
faster on the draw than himself. He didn't
avoid them because that would brand him
and give the other man the big advantage
of confidence. They would think he'd lost
his nerve with a gun, and that small doubt
in their minds, which gave him the advan-
tage, would be gone.

The lunch room man came back into the
room with his ham and eggs. He wiped the
table ceremoniously with a wet rag and
said, “Hot afternoon, Mr. Quinn.”

Quinn just nodded. He looked at the
food and then he picked up his knife and
fork and started to eat, and there was no
taste to the food. His mind was already
being keyed up to the other thing which
made the tastes and the appetites of normal
men flat and insipid to him. He'd discov-
ered that about women, too. He'd had very
little to do with women in his life.

He sat there, eating slowly, chewing his
food, and occasionally looking out through
the window. Several people came in—a
rancher with his young daughter, a pretty
girl with auburn-colored hair, the color of
a big gelding animal Quinn had owned years
ago.

If he'd ever loved any living thing he'd
loved the big gelding, and he'd found it
dead in its stall one morning. Someone out
of meanness, out of spite and hatred for
him, had shot the horse through the head.
He’'d never found that man.

The girl wore Eastern clothes, and the

chances were that she'd just returned from
the East, coming in on the train which had
pulled into Rimrock ten or fifteen minutes
ago.
e They sat down at a table on the other
side of the room. The rancher had spotted
Quinn when he came in, recognizing him
as everyone else did in Rimrock. The
rancher said something to the girl, and aft-
er a while Quinn noticed that she turned
her chair slightly so that she could glance
in his direction.

He pretended to be eating, looking down
at his plate, but he saw her stare at him, her
eyes wide, and he wondered how many
killings her father had attributed to him.
Undoubtedly, the list had been long, be-
cause her eyes had mirrored fear.

Finishing his meal, Quinn took out a
cigar, bit off the end, and lighted it. He sat
back in the chair and wondered what he
would do this evening. Young Fland would
not brace him for some time to come—not
until the town had filled up more. Billy
Hand was still young enough to want a
good audience—young enough, too, to have
friends, and the feeling of well-wishers
around him.

In another hour or so the poker games
would start in the Yankee Saloon, and he'd
been in the habit the past few nights of
sitting in on one of the bigger games. There
was little else that a man could do at night,
unless he wanted to sit in his Toonwat the
hotel and think about the guns of the men
he'd shot.

With the cigar half-smoked, Quinn got
up and walked toward the door. The lunch
room was about half-filled now, and heads
turned to look after him as he walked. The
girl with the rancher father was staring
at him openly now. She would have some-
thing to tell her friends when she returned
to the East.

It was cooler outside than it had been
an hour ago. The sun was still quite high
in the sky, but much of the heat had gone
from it. The windows in the buildings fac-
ing west were reddened by the sun. A
slight breeze moved in from the high-ridged
Bannister Mountains to the north. The
breeze cooled Quinn’s face, and he was
grateful for it

He had a glass of cold beer at the bar of
the Yankee Saloon, and then he sat down
at a corner table to play solitaire until the
poker games started.

The bartender who served him the drink
said, “A nice evening, Mr. Quinn.”

To everyone he was Mister Quinn— not
Quinn, or Jack Quinn, always that term
of respect which once had pleased him, but
which he now found annoying. It was not
used out of sincere admiration for his qual-
ities, but a respect born of fear.

No one came over to talk to him as he
dealt out his cards on the table, his long
fingers manipulating the deck, never drop-
ping a card, never hesitating, even his
eyes were constantly shifting toward the
door, toward the bar, noting every one who
came in, labeling them immediately.

A battered derelict of the trails, an old
man with gray hair, dirty, smelling of liquor
and the stable in which he slept, came
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through the doors, glassy-eyed, spotted
Quinn at his usual table, and weaved that
way, his lips working, slavering his mouth.
Quinn knew what he had come for even be-
fore he mumbled it.

The old man said thickly, “That young
Billy Hand is talkin’ like he figures on
bracin’ you tonight, Mr. Quinn. Thought
I'd tell you. He’'s in the Mustang now.”

Quinn looked at him, slippd a hand into
his vest pocket, came out with a half dollar,
and placed it on the table without a word.
The drunk snatched it up greedily, wheeled
and headed toward the bar as if drawn
there by a powerful magnet.

Quinn looked down at his cards, no ex-
pression on his long face. He took a gold
watch out of his pocket and looked at it.
It was after seven o’clock now—still very
early.

He heard riders coming in, tying up at
the hitch-rack outside. Buckboards went
by, wheels crunching the dry dust. A baby
was crying in a house up the street, and
a piano in a saloon across the way started
to tinkle— softly at first.

The smell of frying food came to him, of
hot coffee and bread, of home and of chil-
dren—the things he would never have in
this world because he had on him the mark
of Cain, sixteen times over.

IN A HALF hour a poker
game started at a nearby.table,
and one of the men called cor-
dially, “Join us, Mr. Quinn?”

“Glad to,” Quinn nodded. He got up
and sat down at the table, and it was still
the chair which faced the door, and there
was no one able to sit behind him.

There were three other men in the game
—solid, respectable Rimrock business men.
He drew several fairly good hands, and
won the first two'pots. One of the play-
ers—a man by the name of Hanson, a law-
yer in town, said laughingly, “Your luck
is good tonight, Mr. Quinn.”

Quinn shrugged. He murmured.
night’'s not over.”

He wondered about that after he'd said
itt. Some day, sooner or later, his luck
would run out. He would run up against a
younger man with faster reflexes, one
who’d practiced drawing his gun and firing
it at a target as many hundred hours as he
had. In one of these towns he would meet
someone who was not afraid of him in-

“The

wardly, as many of the others had been;
and whose aim would be true. He won-
dered about these things, and discovered
to his surprise that he did not care greatly
any more.

Because life held so few attractions for
him, he was not afraid to die, and it was
this fact which gave him the great advan-
tage over the others who held life more
dearly. Having nothing of great value to
lose, he was able to risk more.

The Yankee Saloon started to crowd up,
and he knew the reason. The word was
spreading through Rimrock that young
Billy Hand intended to brace him tonight,
and the audience was gathering. When
they came through the doors they looked
at him first—they bought their drinks at
the bar, and they talked with each other,
but they kept turning constantly to look
at him.

He could feel the pressure beginning to
build up in this place. The air was heavy
with tobacco smoke and the thick beer
smell, but heavy with something else, also.
The blood smell was here, thick and heavy,
and evil, and it drew men the way real
blood drew- flies around the butcher’s shop.

Mr. Hanson said, “How many cards,
Mr. Quinn?”

“Pass,” Quinn said. He rested his shoul-
ders in the rounded back of the chair. His
black coat was open as usual, and the Colt
gun hung clear.

On the next hand he drew a pair of aces,
and he wondered idly if he would draw a
pair of eights with it—the dead man’s hand
—the hand Wild Bill Hickock had held
when he’d been shot in the back in just such
a friendly poker game as this. But Hickock
had made his mistake letting a man get be-
hind him in a room. In ten years Quinn had
not done that.

He did not draw the eights, but he won
the next pot with a third ace, which put
him about a hundred dollars ahead for the.
evening.

He looked at the chips as he pulled them
toward him, at the discarded pasteboards
on the table, the next dealer picking them
up, at the stains on the battered wood,
stains from beer and liquor glasses, at the
piles of colored chips in front of each player,
and then the desire for gambling left him,
and he wanted to go away.

A kind of panic swept over him as he
thought of this, knowing that there was no
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place for him to go, nothing for him to do.
He sat there, sick at the thought, the com-
plete uselessness of his life plain before him.

Weatherly, the dry goods store owner,
sitting at his left, looked at him curiously.

“Not feeling well tonight, Mr. Quinn?”

“I'm all right,” Quinn said a little gruff-
ly. He picked up his chips and cashed them
in at the bar and said, “Whiskey.”

He did not want to kill young Hand, and
he was going to if the boy tried to brace
him. He could kill any man he chose to
kill because he had the confidence. He
knew that his bullet would go straight to
the mark.

Nor was there a way to avoid young
Billy Hand. Running away would be a
victory for Hand, almost equivalent to an
actual killing. He would be pointed out as
the man who’d braced and made Quinn back
down. Quinn cursed inwardly the order
of existence which made such things pos-
sible, and he cursed himself because men
like he were responsible for it

Someone touched his arm at the bar, and
he turned and looked into the whiskery face
of the old man to whom he’d given the half
dollar.

The old man mumbled, “ Reckon he'll be
cornin’ soon, Mr. Quinn.”

Anticipation was in those veined, lead-
colored eyes, and Quinn tore away from
him, cursing, walking swiftly toward the
door, nearly upsetting a waiter carrying a
tray full of drinks.

HE PUSHED out into the

night, giving the doors a hard

shove, and went down the steps

and out into the road. A horse-
man coming down the middle of the road
at a fairly hard gallop nearly ran him down.
He walked without seeing, and the horse-
man, not recognizing hint in the night,
cursed.

Quinn went up on the walk on the other
side and to the Mustang Saloon. He spot-
ted Billy Hand immediately, standing with
his back to the door, a glass of liquor in his
hand. The hoy was talking to another man
at the bar, and the place was quite crowd-
ed.

No one had had the opportunity to chase
across the road to warn Billy Hand. Quinn’s
exit from the Yankee Saloon had been
abrupt, unexpected. Some of them had
watched him stupidly from the doorway of

the Yankee, and now a man started calling
from there.

“Hand— Billy Hand!”

Quinn strode up just as Billy Hand
turned around, the glass still in his fist. He
looked into Quinn’s face, mute astonishment
in his eyes. He had pale blue eyes— nice
eyes, and Quinn wanted them to stay that
way.

Quinn’s long arms shot out. He grasped
Billy Hand by the shirt front and spun
him, jamming him back against the bar,
spilling the liquor from the glass.

He hissed, “You damn fool kid. Do you
want to be like me? Look at me.”

His face was only a few inches from
Billy Hand’s, mottled with his own anger,
the bitterness, the frustration in his eyes. It
was an ugly face, a hideous face, a death’s
head.

“They call me Mister Quinn,” the gun
man rasped. “ Mister Quinn! But they
hate me. You hear that? They want to see
me killed just as they’ll want' to see you
killed after a while.”

Billy Hand gulped. He didn’'t try to
break away because Quinn held him in an
iron grip now, and the boy sensed the fact
that nothing was going to happen to him.

“You want to shoot Mr. Quinn?" Quinn
snarled. “ Go ahead and shoot him, but you
can’'t hurt him, boy. He's dead already.”
He said it more slowly the second time,
“Dead already.” Then he let his hands fall
at his sides and turned slowly and walked
toward the door, for the first time in ten
years putting his back to another man.

There was no noise-in the Mustang Sa-
loon. When he came out into the night he
saw the crowd outside the Yankee across
the way. They'd been waiting for the
sound of shooting, but they hadn't heard
any and they were disappointed. They
stood there along the wooden boardwalk
and on the steps of the porch, looking across
the road.

Quinn walked back toward his hotel, this
one great truth hammering through his
mind. When you Kkill another man you also
kill yourself. This fact was an inescapable
as death itself—the mad dog death which
sooner or later would come to Jack Quinn.

He had this consolation, though. He'd
done a right thing tonight, and that
would bring, him no little satisfaction until
the day the Killer's bullet snuffed the light
from his body.
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OIL and WATER

SOURDOUGH
BREAD

MINERAL
IDENTIFICATION

rPO GET the most out of your Christmas outboard

kicker during the coming season, a few helpful
hints on the oil-gas ratios which may vary according
to the purpose for which the motor is used. Each
manufacturer, of course, has his specifications for his
motors. This dope should be followed rigidly, except:

1. If you race your engine, running it at top speed
for long distances, better use slightly more oil than
the specifications call for.

2. If you troll slowly for long periods, use a little
less oil than for normal use (but with this mix do
not run home, after a day’s trolling, at full throttle).

3. On a mountain stream, at altitudes above 4,000
feet use more oil than at sea level.

4. If you have souped up your engine and made

TF YOU'RE an old-time reader of ADVENTURE,
4 just skip this one. However, people keep asking
us and we want to do something about it. So we’ll
tell you how to make sourdough bread.

To get the sourings started, mix four cups flour,
two teaspoons salt and three tablespoons sugar with
enough warm water to make a thick batter. Put in
warm place—behind the stove, in the sun, etc.—and
leave to ferment. In around 48 hours it will be
“working” and will smell to high heaven. The neigh-
bors may even think you are starting a batch of
home brew.

When ripe, add a tablespoon of melted fat, a tea-
spoon of baking soda and enough more flour to make
a smooth dough. Form into small loaves and set in

1V-TOST minerals can be identified by their character-

istics of hardness, luster, transparency or opacity,
by their cleavage, their manner of fracturing, by
coloration, and especially by a knowledge of their
crystal forms. Other characteristics are play of
colors as in fore opals, chatoyancy as in tiger-eye
and cat's eye, and asterism in star sapphire, and
some others.

Hardness is determined by the use of the Mohs
scale, which starts at talc, as #1, calcite as #2, going
up to feldspar, #6, common quartz, #7, corundum,
#9, and diamond, #10, at the top of the scale.

Luster is the surface appearance in reflected light,
such as vitreous (glassy) as in quartz, or greasy as
with jade. Cleavage varies a great deal so is quite an
aid to identification. Some minerals, like ealeite,
split easily in 3-4 directions, but topaz splits parallel
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a racing engine out of it, you might well use almost
twice the normal amount of oil in the gas.

5. In breaking in an engine, for about the first ten
hours’ running after it comes from the factory, use
about twice the normal amount of oil in the gas.

Motors with roller, ball, or needle bearings need
less oil than others, as a general rule. Never use
leaded gas in an ordinary outboard motor. The
tetra-ethyl lead in the gas will form a lead oxide
bridge across the spark plug points. White (marine)
gas is the best to use.

Above all, do not use detergent oils. If you cannot
get outboard motor oils, use the ordinary oils sold
by any of the first class filling stations. Most motors
take SAE 30 or 30 grades.— Col. Roland Birnn,

a warm place to rise. In an hour or so it should
have doubled in size and be ready to bake. Baking
takes from 45 minutes to an hour in a medium oven.

If you want to keep it going, keep out a cupful of
the sourings, and add ingredients as originally. This
new batch should be ready for use overnight. This
process can be kept going indefinitely, but if you
want to keep it a while between usings, it might be
better not to keep it in too warm a place, but add
a trace of water and a little flour from time to time.

One way of baking and avoiding unnecessary lug-
gage is to use the mess-kit as a baker. An aluminum
one is preferred to steel. Put the bread dough in one
side, clamp down the lid, and bury the whole thing in
the coals.—Paul M. Fink.

to the base of its crystal. Fracture refers to how a
mineral breaks, as a conehoidel fracture of agate, or
splintery like jade, etc.

In the crystal types, also, the angle of cleavage
counts— ealcite, for instance, splits three ways, but
never at a 90° angle. Many minerals, like iron py-
rite, show no cleavage. The cleavage in quartz is in
six directions, with a diamond chiefly in one.

There are two types of jade: jadeite and nephrite.
Both are similar in coloration, and have a similar
compact texture and cleavage, but they differ in
toughness and coloration. On this continent there
is very little true jadeite, but there is much nephrite
in various areas, especially around Lander, Wyom-
ing, and Jade ML, in northern Alaska. Jadeite has
been found in the Clear Creek branch of San Benito
River, San Benito, Co., California.— Victor Shaw.
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> THAT DAMNED

R. QUIMBY was frightened. In
fact, Mr. Quimby was so fright-
ened he was almost paralyzed. You

M

for work again. In the bedroom Uriah mut-
tered and tossed and whimpered in his sleep
and, almost idly, Mr. Quimby wondered

see, Mr. Quimby had walked open-eytest his four-year-old stepson could be

into a situation which might mean his life.

The hour was four and the time, morn-
ing. Mr. Quimby had just come home from
his number two job and was flopped back
in his easy chair, wondering if he had
enough strength to sleep the four hours
left him before he had to dress and leave

88

dreaming about. Probably about pulling
wings off flies, if he were any judge of the
little devil. And thinking of little devils
made him think of big devils, and being re-
minded of big devils caused him to turn his
head and regard a worn, tattered book in
his small library.



MR. QUIMBY

Inkantashuns, Rites, Philterr Receipts,
ran the title of the book, with the subtitle,
Majick by Maldini.

Mr. Quimby reached out a tired hand and
took the book from the shelf. He opened it
at random and stared blindly at the words.

. taking one part of frog heart and two
parts of powdered unicorn horn, blend into
the paste of virgin tallow and . ...

Mr. Quimby grinned faintly and flipped

JUTTIN > o Y/ §

By WILBUR S.
PEACOCK

pages. A crude illustration met his gaze.
“ Faustus!” he muttered blankly, seeing the
dievil rising amidst weird cabalistic figures.
Then he shrugged ruefully, recalling this
book predated Marlowe by quite a few
centuries.

He looked at the text below, reading the
Latin easily. There was a lot of double talk,
but the thing seemed simple enough. There
was the business of the pentagram and the
use of a few exotic herbs and roots and six

W B W 'W A****x
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candles. There was the incantation, starting
with the Lord’s Prayer said backward, and
ending with a choice group of Latin phrases.

There was also Maldini's (whoever he
was) grim warning that:

. .. this inkantashun is danjeros, for once the
Demon is conjered, a packt must be made. . . .

Mr. Quimby chuckled harshly and threw
the book across the room. He lit a cigarette
and considered going to bed without hot tea.
Then his gaze wandered to the book again.
Slowly he arose and retrieved it and spread
it in the light again. “Hmmmmmm!” he
said several times. And then he laughed
aloud at his own stupidity, made a short
list of items on a scrap of paper and left
the apartment.

He felt half-foolish and half-bold. His
twentieth century mind completely rejected
the thing he was about to do ; and then some
atavistic memory stirred lethargically and
told him all things were possible. He hurried
down the outside steps to the street and
went directly to the old-fashioned phar-
macy two blocks away.

Great green and red bottles were in the
window. The sign said: Nichotas
pharmacist, and inside, a white-haired
old man dozed jerkily beside the warmth
of an old-fashioned coal stove. He awoke
at Mr. Quimby's entrance and tottered to a
place behind the counter.

“Yessir,” he said in inquiry, “what can
| do for you?”

“Have you these things in stock?” Mr.
Quimby asked.

The old man looked at the scribbled
items, snowy brows lifting in polite aston-
ishment.

“Funny list!” he said, almost to himself.

“1I'm a chemist,” Mr. Quimby lied bleak-
ly. “Have you got those things?”

“Somewhere, young man,” the druggist
said, and after a great deal of hunting and
tugging and blowing dust, he laid the items
desired on the counter.

“ Chemist,” he said absently, totaling up
the cost.

“Yeah!” Mr. Quimby said and, paying
hastily for the items, he almost ran from
the store.

And behind him, the snowy-haired drug-
gist beamed at nothing, idly scratching his
forehead where the horn-points kept trying
to break through the skin. One, tonight, he
thought, and absently shooed his pet sala-

beal,

mander back into the flames of the old-
fashioned stove.

IN HIS dismal flat, Mr,

Quimby sat wearily on his chair

and surveyed the things he had

purchased. A shiver walked up
his back, clammily. Uriah whimpered in his
sleep. The kitchen faucet dripped in dull
monotony.

“It's crazy!” Mr. Quimby muttered.

And then he thought of his debts and the
coming bills, and his resolve grew. He had
nothing to lose but his soul, and lately he
had been wondering if he even owned that.
He thought of his wife in the sanatarium
and of the bleak future for her unless he
raised money. He thought of a thousand
things in a dozen seconds; and then he took
the three pieces of colored chalk and laid
out the pentagram and its cabalistic figures
on the worn floor.

His hands moved of their own volition,
or so it seemed, and the design grew swiftly.
He followed the direction’s in Maldini's
booklet; and it seemed to him suddenly
that there was no heat in the room. And
when at last he was finished, he placed the
candles imposition and lit them, using three
matches, his hands shook so.

Then he turned out the lamp, standing
in the flickering light, fear beginning to
bubble within him.

Now was the time to quit, he knew, now
was the time to admit this was a lot of
damned foolishness. A man doesn’t just
conjure up the devil, despite the fiction to
the contrary. The world’'s a big place and
the devil has a lot of business to attend to.
To ask him to waste his time and talents
on a single man— well—

Almost did Mr. Quimby quit then. Al-
most did he turn on the lamp and admit he
was losing his marbles. Then he saw the
mail upon the table, mail which consisted
mostly of bills. Grimness came to his mouth
and he picked up Maldini’s book.

He began to read. Cold came; he could
see the frostiness of his breath in the air.
Candlelight flickered and wavered; but as
he spoke, the flames steadied. He watched
the center of the pentagram, then uncon-
sciously tried to reassure himself by look-
ing about the familiar apartment. Giddiness
struck, for he could not see the walls—he
was alone in ebon nothingness, facing a
candle-lighted pentagram, the last sonorous
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words of the dead rites rolling from his lips.

He finished. Mr. Quimby finished, screw-
ing up his courage to face the monster he
had conjured from the depths of Hades.
His words died away and he waited for
whatever was to come.

He waited, fear thick in his throat.

And nothing happened.

The candles burned steadily, not smoking.
The red and the green and the yellow chalk
made a weird pattern upon the floor. The
experiment was ended, and it was a failure;
and a slow sigh of relief welled up in Mr.
Quimby'’s chest.

He tried to chuckle, but his throat was
dry. He hadn’t really believed anything
would happen ; he had just reached the state
of desperation wherein he would try any-
thing. And so he essayed a wry chuckle and,
reaching behind him, felt for the lamp
switch, an incredible weariness creeping
through his body.

And the man seated in the worn easy
chair laughed scornfully.

“Heaven!” he swore. “You mortals are
so blessed stupid, | don't know why | both-
er with you.”

“Ghuuh!” Mr. Quimby said, sheer terror
keeping him conscious.

“You're supposed to be in the penta-
gram,” the devil said. “ It's supposed to keep
you away from my power until we've made
a deal.”

“Who're you?" Mr. Quimby said, hop-
ing this was DT’s or something as innocu-
ous.

"Oh, call me Nick,” the devil said in
friendly tones. “ Nicholas Beal is the name
| use most of the time these days.”

“Well, go away!”

“Go away!” His Black Majesty smiled.
“Are you crazy! You read Maldini's warn-
ing. 1 don't leave until an agreement is
reached.”

Mr. Quimby swallowed. “Look,” he said
desperately, "lI've changed my mind.”

“To heaven with that!” the devil said
nastily.

Mr. Quimby s knees gave way. He sat
on the floor. Weakly he said, “ It was just
a joke.”

Satan scratched his ankle. “1 don't joke,”
he said impatiently. “Now, what do you
want? Millions of dollars? Women? Mus-
cles? A career? To rule the world?” He
leaned forward chummiiy and tapped Mr.
Quimby’s shoulder. “Not that | advise that

last. 1've already got a deal set with a guy
named Joe, even though | warned him my
power really didn't extend that far. He's
headed for more trouble than he can handle.
Still, maybe | can redicker with him. He'll
take half and you'll take half.”

“1 don’'t want the world,” Mr. Quimby
said. “Look, Mr. Devil—if you are the
devil— 1—"

"What do you mean, 'if'?” the devil said.

Mr. Quimby regained a smidgeon of
courage. “Well, look,” he said, “no offense
meant, of course, but you're hardly like the
pictures I've seen. Except for that little
Van Dyke and the mustache, you'd pass
for any ordinary man, like hundreds | see
every day.”

“Thanks.” The devil grinned complacent-
ly and rubbed his hands together. “Mighty
nice little compliment there, you know.
After all, I want it that way.” He shrugged.
“Of course | can offer proof.”

He kicked off his right shoe and extended
his split hoof for inspection. Horns sprout-
ed on his forehead, and a spiked tail ran
snakelike up his back and out from under
his collar and draped loosely over his right
shoulder. Fangs filleck his mouth, and
sparks flickered from his eyes. The smell
of brimstone and burning ‘flesh was sud-
denly rank and stifling in the air.

“Is that enough?” the devil asked. “After
all—”

That's enough !” Mr. Quimby said.

“Good!” The devil reverted to his hu-
man form, then extended his hand. There
was a brisk crackle of blue flame and a
sheet of paper floated onto Mr. Quimby’s
lap. Writing was there, twisting and curling
as though alive, all in a ribbon of yellow
flame on black paper.

“What's this?” Mr. Quimby asked.

“The contract, the contract!” the devil
said. “Class B, standard formula. Now,
what do you want?”

Mr. Quimby hesitated and then plunged
recklessly in. “1 want whatever is neces-
sary to make my wife well and happy
again, to clean up all my debts and leave
her enough for the future.”

“lIs that all?” the devil said in quick
disgust. “You brought me here just to
ask—oh, very well, now sign.”

“But—" Mr. Quimby began, and the
devil cut him short.

“Five years!” he said. “Then | come
and collect. Fair enough?”
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“Only five years? But | thought—"~

The devil shrugged. “Look, Quimby,”
he said, “I've other humans to fry. Take
it or leave it.”

“I'll take it,” Mr. Quimby said—and
there was a pain in his arm where a fresh
cut appeared, and the blood from it was
on a pen that had come out of nowhere
into his hand. He signed.

The paper leaped from his hand to that
of the devil. The devil waved it airily for
a moment. “I figure,” he said, “that about
eighteen thousand will see you through,
remembering, of course, to buy a good
insurance policy.” The paper flicked out
of existence. “ See you in five years, Quim-
by,” the devil finished. “Twelve noon
exactly, five years from now.”

The candles guttered out; there was a
rush of freezing wind.

Mr. Quimby was alone.

“Gahh!” he said deep in his throat,
hoping everything had been a bad dream.

He switched on the light. The penta-
gram looked worn and forlorn and ama-
teurishly drawn on the floor. The candles
drooped wearily. Uriah moaned faintly
in his sleep, and the faucet dripped now

in a new rhythm—pockety-pock-pock-
pockety. . . .
And like a heap of windblown leaves

about Mr. Quimby’s feet, were bills, bright
green, a sort of worn gray, but all good.
Mr. Quimby stirred them with a toe, and
a fifty dollar bill rubbed cheeks with a
hundred and a ten.

“I'll be damned!” Mr, Quimby whis-
pered, and curiously enough, he was.

BUT that was five years ago.
Now Mr. Quimby hurried along
the street, terror biting at him.
He sought the center of the pass-
ing throng, hurrying Uriah along with im-
patient tuggings of his hand. He was
searching for sanctuary, for a reprieve, for
anything which would get him out of his
pact with Beelzebub.

All to no avail, he knew.

Not, you understand, that Mr. Quimby
was a welcher. He paid his debts, if.not
cheerfully, at least like a man. But some-
how, he felt that this debt was not legal,
even from the devil’'s viewpoint.

Five years before, when the devil had
given him eighteen thousand dollars on a
five year loan, Mr. Quimby had not known

k*'J

that one brother had died that day and left
him a sizable inheritance, enough in fact to
more than meet his material needs for the
coming years. The devil had pulled a dirty
trick, making an unnecessary pact with
him, and knowing all the time Mr. Quimby
did'not need his help.

Mr. Quimby had been sore. Three times
had he marked out the pentagram and in-
toned the incantations, conjuring up the
devil for a quick confab.

The first time, a three-headed demon
had popped out of nowhere, gnawing idly
on a steaming bone with one hand, sleep-
ing with the second and talking to Mr.
Quimby with the third.

“Sorry, old man,” the demon had said
politely, “but His Devilishness is occupied
at the moment. Sends his regards and all
that and asks what is your pleasure.”

“He knows damned well what | want,”
Mr. Quimby stated angrily. “He tricked
me into a bargain.”

“Of course,” the third head said amiably.
“ Naturally the Chief pulled a trick. Heav-
enly clever, what?”

“Aw, let's eat him,” the. hungry head
said.

“Shut up,” the sleeping head woke up
long enough to say, “or I'll bite the both of
you.”

Mr. Quimby stood his ground, which,
incidentally, was now inside the safety of
the pentagram.

“1 want to see the devil,” he said. “I
want the contract brdken.”

“Look, human,” the demon said reason-
ably. “His Blackness is up to his knees in
trouble. Some jerk named Jonnel, or some-
thing or other is organizing down there,
trying to get the demons and everybody
on a ten-thousand-year day, with portal to
portal pay and time off for fire baths, and
a lot of other clap-trap. Naturally, the
Chief's gotta boil and fry some sense into
a few—er—uh—people. He’'s got no time
for you.”

The demon vanished in a puff of smoke
which set Mr. Quimby coughing madly.

That was the first time.

The second time was different. Well, in
a way, it was.

The devil came. He was very human
again, dressed in cutaway and striped pants.
He flicked a spot of hellfire from his lapel
and looked boredly at Mr. Quimby,

“Look, Quimby,” he said, “ be reasonable.
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I can't just jump whenever you whistle.
I'm setting up another war for the near
future, and don’t think those double-talking
diplomats don’t give me a bit of trouble
now and then.”

He stretched out "his hand, and the con-
tract appeared in a flicker of blue flame.
The devil waved it almost under Mr. Ouim-
by’s nose.

“1've had my lawyers look at this,” he
said. “It's airtight. T gave you eighteen
thousand dollars and you pledged your soul.
We both signed, you with blood and me
with a hoofprint. "Genghis Khan and At-
tila signed as witnesses. Now let's have no
more nonsense. See you around.”

He vanished in a sigh of cold wind.

The third time was the last. Horrors
filled the room, almost paralyzing Mr.
Quimby with terror. The devil stayed away.
After that, Mr. Quimby knew he was licked.

But in the passing years he tried to think
of some way out.

He kept the devil's money, locWnt* it
away, thinking that, perhaps, if he didn’t
touch it, he might be able to return it on
the day the note came due. He read books
on sorcery, haunting bookshops and private
collections and museums and the Library of
Congress, searching for a way out.

Fiction, he found, plenty of it, in which
a clever mortal outtricked His Satanic
Majesty. But it was fiction, nothing more.
He thought of clever schemes and found
the fault in each. He tried conjuring up
friendly demons, but none of the incanta-
tions worked. He thought of the church—
but in some ways he was weak, and so he
could not admit to the clergy that he had
fallen so far from grace.

But now he was headed for a church.
Not that he intended confessing what he
had done; it was only that he had read the
devil could not enter a Holy place and,
further, that a contract with the devil must
be collected at exactly the moment it was
due or the whole deal fell through.

Mr. Quimby had hurried from the house
at nine, thinking to remain in hiding in the
largest crowd he could find, hoping that
there might he safety in numbers. Surely,
the devil could not single him out of thou-
sands, not with billions to worry about.

And then LTriah had intruded upon his
day.

“Take him along, darling,” Mrs. Quimby
had said. “ His throat is better, and it will

do him good to be out with you.” She
patted her red-headed demon on his head,
“1've fixed plenty of sandwiches and yot]
can buy milk and coffee in the park,
Good-by!”

“ 1 want an ice cream pie,” Uriah said,

“Shut up,” Mr. Ouimby answered ab»
sentlv, and hurried down the street.

He went to the zoo. Uriah came along, o!
course. There was a nice crowd, and Mr.
Quimby hunted the thickest portion, ignor-
ing Uriah's pleas for— Item: Ice cream—
candy— popcorn— balloons—a ride on the
elephant—plus everything else his active
little mind managed to think of at the mo-
ment.

Mr. Quimby felt safe for fully half an
hour. Then a passing stranger grew' horns
and fangs momentarily, leering at him.

“The Chief said twelve o’clock, Mac,’*
he said, and hurried on, a nice-looking, in*
offensive sport nowl

“Ghah I" Mr. Quimby said.

He went down town, huddled in a subway
seat, searching the faces of fellow pas»
sengers with desperate eyes. All he dis*
covered was that he was not unattractive,
for a blonde winked at him deliberately,
just before the stop where he and Uriah
made their exit.

“1I'm gonna tell mom .you flirted with a
dishwater blonde,"” Uriah said thoughtfully.
“You dirty hum!”

A passing cop saved Uriah's receiving
his comeuppance. Mr. Quimby quivered in
wrath and fear and dragged his son by
marriage toward the steps leading to the
street. His mouth was cotton dry, and he
stopped for gum at a mirrored wall machine.
His reflection watched him, then silently
mouthed : "Twelve o'clock F’

Mr. Quimby was almost running when
he hit the street.

“Hey,” LTiah said, “take it easy.” They

passed a sporting goods store. “1 want ft
bicycle. You promised a bicycle. | want
a bicycle.”

“Shut up, Uriah!” Mr. Quimby said.

“You hit me !” Uriah said, tears filling his
eyes, while he calculated the audience that
was gathering. “You smashed me in the
mush!”

“What's that, kid?” a man said, stopping.

Mr. Quimby fled, jerking Uriah along
behind, the valise containing eighteen thou-
sand dollars tight in the hand which did not
clutch the child. Breathlessly, two blocks
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along, he leaned against a wall and surveyed
the indifferent Uriah.

“You almost caused trouble,”
breathing hard.

“Yeah!” Uriah agreed, absently tucking
a wax paper bag into his pocket and then
munching the ham and limburger sandwich
it had contained.

he said,

MR. QUIMBY surveyed this
boy. Small lie was, but sturdy,
almost handsome, even,- with
the red hair. He wished, some-
how, that things had been different, that
they might have been buddies. Now it was

o late, for in about ten minutes, Mr.
Buimbly would be no more.

Ten minutes. The thought jerked him
erect. “Come on,” he said to Uriah, and
darted into traffic.

Two blocks to the church. It was curious
how many things impeded his progress.
There was the stalled'car, and then the man
who bumped him and tried to start a fight.
An old woman dropped her purse, and
when he darted on, a cop thought he was a
purse-snatcher who was trying to escape.
And the final fall on the church steps, skin-
ning one knee and tearing his .trouser leg.

Devil's work! He knew it, and he almost
sobbed when he entered the dim sanctity
of the church. He leaned against the wall
for a moment, collecting his senses and his
strength, and then he tottered to a rear
pew and sank to its hardness.

Uriah had disappeared, not that Mr.
Quimby cared at the minute. Uriah could
go to the—well, to the—-let him go where
he pleased. Mr. Quimby stared at his watch,
seeing the minute hand creep ever slower
as it approached the figure twelve.

He didn't know what to expect. A clap
of thunder, a burst of flame, the swift ,de-
materialization of himself here and rema-
terialization somewhere else. He expected
nothing and everything.

And then it was twelve o'clock.

Mr. Quimby waited. He shrank into the
pew, head swiveling fearfully. Nothing
happened. A minute passed, and a second,
and now he was free. He said a tiny prayer,
much too late, it is admitted, and came from
the pew into the aisle.

Free! he thought. Freeyand now the fear
is gone and | can go hack to my family and
live like a normal man.

He walked toward the entrance; and it
was then he heard the terrible scream of
fright and saw the body of Uriah hurtle
downward from some window above, to
land with a sickening thud on the steps out-
side.

“Oh, dear Lord!” Mr. Quimby whis-
pered, and dashed outside.

“Hello, Mr. Quimby,” the devil said,
and was at Mr. Quimby’s side, even as he
bent over what he had mistaken for Uriah’s
body.

“You!” Mr. Quimby said weakly.

“Me!” His Satanic Majesty said cheer-
fully and toed the bundle of discarded work-
man’s clothing which had fallen from the
scaffolding where men worked on the church
steeple.

“ But you said twelve o’clock, and— " ,Mr.
Quimby protested, and the devil cut him
short.

He clucked sympathetically. “ Naturally
| sa\v to it that your watch is a bit fast.”

“1'll scream for help,” Mr. Quimby said.

The devil straightened his coat. It was a
plaid, a bit loud, but suitable. The tiny
Van Dyke looked well on his chin, and the
wisp of a dafk mustache gave mockery to
his smile.

“It would do no good,” he said evenly.
“1've put a wall of invisibility between us
and the street.” He cleared his throat softly.
“Now Repayment, Mr. Quimby.”

Mr. Quimby almost stuttered in his plead-
ing. “Look, Mr. Devil,” he said, “ this isn't
fair, and you know it isn't fair. You knewr I
was going to inherit money, and yet you
deliberately led me into a pact with you.”

“Me!” Indignation squirted a bit of
smoke from Beelzebub’s nostrils. “Who
conjured who up? Who wanted money?
Who asked for a pact?” He straightened.
“Now relax, this won’'t hurt a bit.”

“1I'm an American taxpayer!” Mr. Quim-
by shouted. “ I've got a right to a hearing.”

The devil glanced at his wrist watch.
“Look,” he said, “stop being difficult. I've
dealt with billions of people, and you're be-
ing ridiculous. In one minute it will be
twelve o’clock, Very well, you have a min-
ute to speak.”

“Hey, you bum, who you talking to?”
Uriah’s voice sounded from above. “1I'll
bet you're playing the nags.”

“Go away, Uriah,” Mr.
faintly.

Quimby sajd
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“ Phhffffffl”
authority.

“ Nice lad,” the devil said, glancing up-
ward. “1I'll be glad to have him around.”

“ Please, Mr. Devil— Mr. Quirnby be-
gan, and the devil cut him short again.

“All right, you sniveling welcher, I'll
make a deal. You wouldn’t be worth a bless-
ing in my Kingdom, anyway. You're too
soft. But I'll tell you what I'll do; I'll tear
up the contract if you'll sign Uriah over to
me.”

“Sign Uriah—"

“Of course, of course! You're his legal
guardian, yoif have the right.”

Mr. Quirnby straightened then. He al-
most towered over Beelzebub. His face was
white and stony and his eyes burned with
contempt.

“You may go to—to Heaven!” he said
plainly. “Now do your damnedest.”

“Oh, well,” the devil shrugged, “it was
worth the try.” His hand reached out, and
the fire-worded contract appeared at his
fingertips. “ Mr. Quirnby,” he began, “I
hereby collect— "

The church bell began to toll the hour of
twelve.

Mr. Quirnby looked around, not hearing
the devil's words. It was a good life, he
thought, even though | botched it up a lot.
Good-by, Mrs. Quirnby and Uriah and-

The church bell slowly tolled its eleventh
stroke.

“—as so designated in the contract,” the
devil finished, and reached for Mr. Quirnby.

“ Bombs away !” Uriah's voiced bellowed.

The paper bomb hit Mr. Quirnby. It
broke, and water gushed. The water flooded
over him and splashed on the contract.
The contract writhed as though it were
alive; and then it was only a scrap of sag-
ging paper, the fiery writing gone, the blue
flames no longer about its edge.

“Blessing!” the devil swore, beating at
the few flicks of water which had touched
his natty suit. Steam swirled where they
touched.

The church clock boomed its last note of
twelve, and now the moment was ended.

“You're too late!” Mr. Quirnby said
then.

Good humor returned to His Satanic
Majesty’s face. He shrugged and twisted
his mustache.

“Should have thought of that contin-

The Bronx cheer carried

gency,” he said. “Oh, well, no matter.
Maybe we’ll meet again, Mr. Quirnby.
Ta-ta.”

Then he was gone, stepping into the street
throng, merging, blending, fading away.
Mr. Quimby’s valise went suddenly light,
and he knew the money had vanished as
eerily as it had come.

For a long frozen moment he stood on
the church steps; and then he was turning
to run inside, only to meet Uriah being led
forth by a priest, his ear firmly locked in
the priest’s finger, utter indignation on the
father’s face.

“Sir,” the priest said, “ does this boy be-
long to you?”

“He does, and thank you,” Mr. Quirnby
said stoutly. “And from this moment on,
| shall be only too glad to take charge.”

“ . .. AND the bicycle!” Mr. Quirnby
told the salesman, and smiled at his step-
son.

He was a bit bedraggled, for bis suit and
shirt were still damp; but there had come a
change over him, an inward change which
would never leave. He had faced the devil
and not retreated a step. He was afraid of
nothing and nobody.

Even Uriah sensed that some change had
come. There was a growing respect in his
eyes for Mr. Quirnby, which was not neces-
sarily founded in the sound spanking he had
endured a few moments before. There
would be a change in Uriah and his ways—
as Mr. Quirnby had put it succinctly—or
Uriah would find himself on the short end
of a bad predicament.

Uriah was convinced. There would be
a great change in his actions from now on,
he sensed it. Pie knew it.

Particularly in the matter of bombing
people with wax-paper sacks of water.

Never again would he do that. He had
learned his lesson thoroughly.

Water did not belong in sacks. Especially
Holy Water, Blessed Water, the cool liquid
which lay in the font at the front entrance
of a church.

“—and maybe a set of ice skates, eh,
Uriah?” Mr. Quirnby asked. ’

“ Swell, you— " Uriah gulped, seeing Mr.
Quimby’s eyes. “ Swell, er—uh—dad!” he
finished.

Side by side, they stood against the world.
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THE CAMP-FIRE

W /E 'VE chosen four representative re-
" plies from the pleasantly prolific reader
response to the questions posed in Novem-
ber Adventure by Reader E. W. Atties re-
garding the Chesapeake-Leopard affray,
which, though it took place in 1807, seems
curiously-in tune with these restless times.
The last stages of 1952 appear to have
struck a number of readers as a particularly
poignant moment for examining the past.

While all four of our correspondents
agree in the main, each adds a little to the
composite picture. The first, from Mr. D.
M. Conlan, Mansfield, Ohio :

The Chesapeake outfitted in the Wash-
ington Navy Yard for a cruise to the
Mediterranean. On June 21st Captain
James Barron took command and sailed
next day with her gun decks filled with
baggage stores, etc.

Forty miles at sea the H.M.S. Leopard
was waiting and sent over a small boat
with a copy of Vice Admiral Berkeley’s
general order to stop the Chesapeake and
search her for deserters.

Upon receiving Barron’s curt note re-
fusing to permit a search, the Leopard
opened fire. The Chesapeake was helpless
to resist because of her cumbered gun
decks. W. H. Allen, a junior lieutenant,
carried a hot coal in his bare hands to fire
the only shot returned before her sur-
render. The Chesapeake was a wreck,
with three men dead and eighteen
wounded.

Four men were impressed and after one
was hanged as a deserter, two of the
others were flogged through the fleet with
five dozen lashes apiece on their bare
backs.
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Barron was suspended from the serv-
ice and America protested and made de-
mands for a treaty. Finally His Britannic
Majesty “as an act of spontaneous gener-
osity” consented to express regret for the
lives of the seamen killed by the Leopard’s
guns.

Decatur was president of the court-
martial that condemned J. Barron for
unreadiness in the Chesapeake-Leopard
affair. Barron felt this condemnation was
unjust and blamed Decatur for his woes.
After he resumed rank in the service
he did not carry the matter further.

Years later in the feud between Perry
and Elliott over the latter's dilatory tac-
tics in the battle on Lake Erie, Decatur
took Perry’s side. In a letter to Elliott,
Decatur pointed out that British officers
at Lake Erie had remarked that a captain
in their service who had acted as Elliott
had would be hanged.

Later, when Decatur as commissioner
recommended against Barron’s request for
command of the new line-of-battle ship
Columbus, Elliott persuaded Barron to
treat it as a persona] matter. Barron
sneered that a man who knew seamanship
would never have lost The President, to
which Decatur retorted that a man of reso-
lution would have never lost Chesapeake.

Barron challenged—Decatur accepted,
was shot through the chest and Kkilled.

As Decatur was the best known and best
beloved of all Navy Officers, there was
a violent outburst of public feeling against
the already discredited captain who Kkilled
him.

The above information is from The
Navy, by Fletcher Pratt, printed by the
Garden City Publishing Co.

IEUTENANT Commander Preston S
Lincoln, TISNR (Ret), writes:
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The action between H.M.S. Leopard and
TJ.S.S. Chesapeake took place in or off the
mouth of Chesapeake Bay on June 22, 1807,
as the Chesapeake, a new 40-gun frigate,
built at Washington, D.C. and hastily out-
fitted at Norfolk,"Va., was starting for the
Mediterranean with Commodore Barron
aboard. She left Norfolk a week behind her
scheduled sailing date and was utterly un-
prepared for action because of the haste
of her fitting out.

H.M.S. Leopard, one of a British squad-
ron blockading some French warships at
Norfolk, stopped the Chesapeake with a
shot across her bow and demanded the
right to search her for deserters from this
British squadron who had escaped to
Norfolk. An hour was given in which to
accede peaceably to this demand. Commo-
dore Barron spent the hour of erace in
making such preparations for action as
were possible under the conditions aboard
the Chesapeake.

At the end of the hour the Leopard
fired three broadsides into the Chesapeake,
killing three men and wounding Commo-
dore Barron and 17 others. The Chesa-
peake was able to fire only one gun in
return. Abbott’s Naval History of the U.S.
says this was done with a live coal carried
from the galley in the fingers of the first
lieutenant. To avoid further and useless
slaughter. Commodore Barron ordered the
Chesapeake’s flag struck to the Leopard.

A boarding party from the latter identi-
fied a deserter from the Leopard aboard
the Chesapeake under an alias, and several
pressed American seamen from H.M.S.
Melpem.one, who had escaped to Norfolk
and shipped aboard the Chesapeake just
before she left there. These men were
taken to the Leopard, where the British
deserter was court-martialed and hung.
The men from the Melpemone were re-
turned to her, and their release was re-
fused when the U.S. government asked
for it

Commodore Barron was tried by a gen-
eral court, of which Commodore Rodgers
was president and Stephen Decatur a
member. Commodore Barron was acquitted
on all charges except failing to prepare
his ship for action, though his main fault
was in sailing before his ship was ready
for it, and he did the best he could under
the circumstances. After the court, how-
ever, Decatur criticized Commodore Bar-
ron severly and publicly several times, and
this led to the duel in which Decatur was
killed and Commodore Barron's Naval
career was ruined.

Strangely enough, the Chesapeake was
captured off Boston by H.M.S. Shannon
in the War of 1812 under curiously similar
circumstances. Again she was not fully
ready for action, while the Shannon was
the crack gunnery frigate of the British
forces off the U.S. coast.

I would like to see the nominal issue
date of Adventure more in conformity with

the calender. One of your predecessors in
the late tv/enties or early thirties did effect
this reform. Your files should show how
he did it.

The best story in your November issue is
the one about Baron de Fregault, who
spruced up a Napoleonic frigate at the cost
of permanent disability. | served at Brest
and on that coast in 1918.

M R, ALFRED L. JAROS, Jr., of Pel-

ham, New York, cites competent
authority, but adds equally competent com-
ment of his own, in the interests of show-
ing both sides of the controversy. To our
mind, any man who honestly sees two sides
to a question is bound to raise some devil—
and hence is by definition an Adventurer.
Here's to Mr. Jaros !

I have no knowledge or information as
to the duel between Commodore Barron
and Commodore Decatur, but the follow-
ing (quoted in part from James Schouler’s
History of the United States will 1 believe
answer all of Mr. Atties’s other questions
concerning the Chesapeake Affair:

“Three seamen, having deserted from the
Melampus, one of the British squadron
whose rendezvous was fust within the capes
of Virginia, enlisted on board the United
States frigate Chesapeake, then fitting out
at the Washington navy-yard for the Med-
iterranean. Their surrender was requested
by Minister Erskine. but our administra-
tion declined, on ample grounds, to com-
ply. . . . Without a treaty no obligation
rested upon the United States to surrender
deserters from the British navy. Inquiries
showed that all these men were colored,
and Americans by birth, two of whom had
been pressed into the British service from
an American vessel in the Bay of Biscay.
So far from countenancing British deser-
tions, our executive had forbidden the en-
listment of persons in the navy known to
be British subjects, a prohibition which did
not here apply.

“Sailing from Washington in June, and
reporting at Norfolk to Commodore Bar-
ron for duty, the Chesapeake dropped down
to Hampton Roads, and on the morning of
the 22nd (June, 1807) set sail, having the
three colored sailors on board. From the
British squadron, the Leopard, a two-
decker, mounting about fifty guns, stood
out to sea at the same time, preceding the
Chesapeake, but keeping her in sight.

“The British officers had muttered
threats, though giving no clear notice of
their intention. Barron, less suspicious
than he should have been, proceeded on
his course. The Chesapeake mounted only
thirty-eight guns, some of which had just
been put on board. His crew was not yet
drilled to the use of ordnance, his deck
was littered, and the vessel was alto-
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gether unfit for immediate action. At three
o’clock in the afternoon the Leopard bore
down and hailed her; and while the Chesa-
peake lay to, a boat from Captain Hum-
phreys of the Leopard brought his demand
for the three alleged deserters from the
Melampus. The British lieutenant, who
stepped on board, produced likewise, in
token of Humphreys’ authority, a copy of
what purported to be a circular from the
admiral at Halifax. That circular, dated
June 1, which was now produced for the
first time, recited, in an exaggerated strain,
that British subjects and deserters had en-
listed on board the Chesapeake, and or-
dered all captains of his command, who
should fall in with that frigate at sea, to
show these instructions and proceed to
search for such deserters—the pretence
being added that the search of a national
vessel was according to civilized usage,
which permitted the Chesapeake also to
make a corresponding search in return.

“Commodore Barron, though taken by
surprise, made a suitable reply, denying
knowledge of any such deserters, and
claiming that the crew of a United States
war-vessel could only be mustered by
their own officers. But in his excitement
he seemed to forget the sure consequence
of such a response, and made his prepara-
tions for action quite tardily. The Leo-
pard’s ports were triced up when she ap-
peared in sight, and while the lieutenant
waited half an hour for his reply, the
vessel had worked into an advantageous
position.

“Humphreys, upon the return of his boat
with Barron’s reply, called through a
trumpet, ‘Commodore Barron must be
aware that the orders of the admiral must
be obeyed.” Barron did not understand,
and this was repeated. A cannon-shot
across the bows of the Chesapeake followed
these ominous words, soon another, and
then a whole broadside. While our un-
fortunate frigate was exposed for twelve
minutes to a raking fire, a vain effort was
made to discharge its own guns; but nei-
ther priming nor match could be found,
and appliances for reloading were wanting.
At last, after the Chesapeake had received
twenty-one round-shot in the hull, three of
the crew being Kkilled and eighteen
wounded, and Barron himself receiving a
slight hurt, the American flag descended,
and at the same moment the first and only
gun on the American side was touched off
by one of the officers by means of a live
coal brought from the galley. The crew of
the Chesapeake was mustered submissively
before two British lieutenants, who, after
a protracted search, arrested the three col-
ored men from the Melampus, and one
Wilson or Ratford, besides, a deserter from
another British vessel, who had hidden in
a coal-hole. Having secured these prison-
ers, Humphreys, with much show of po-
liteness, refused to accept the Chesapeake
as his prize, and sailed for Halifax, Here
the four deserters were tried by British

courtmartial and sentenced to be hanged.
Wilson, who was an English subject, was
executed, but a reprieve was granted to
the three colored Americans on condition
of their re-entering the British service.

“When the drooping, dismantled Chesa-
peake came back into Norfolk harbor,
bearing its dead and dying, no wonder that
the smouldering wrath of our sensitive
people leaped into flame. Men wore crepe
upon their arms to mourn for the slain. In
all the chief commercial towns were held
public meetings, where citizens, without
distinction of party, united in execrating
the British outrage. Reparation for the past
and security for the future was the univer-
sal cry of Am.erican freemen—reparation
or war. 'This country,’ wrote Jefferson,
‘has never been in such a state of excite-
ment since the battle of Lexington.’

“A Cabinet meeting was promptly called
at Washington, and measures resolved upon
in tone with the public expression—not,
however, to the extent of declaring war,
though from the temper of the new British
ministry this was expected to follow.
American vessels in distant ports were
warned of their danger. Recent appropria-
tions for defense were used in strengthen-
ing our exposed ports, New York,
New Orleans, and Charleston. Of the gun-
boats available for service, most were as-
signed to New York, New Orleans, and the
Chesapeake. Military stores were pro-
cured, and States were called upon for
their quotas of one hundred thousand mi-
litia to be organized and ready to march.

“A proclamation ordered British cruisers
to depart from American waters, and for-
bade all aid and intercourse with them
except in case of extremity. On the return
of the Chesapeake to Norfolk, the inhabit-
ants of that town had resolved in public
meeting to hold no intercourse with the
British squadron in the vicinity until the
President’s pleasure was known. This de-
cision was received with contemptuous
defiance by the British Commander Doug-
las, whose squadron remained within our
waters, chasing American merchantmen,
until Governor Cabell, of Virginia, ordered
militia detachments to the scene. There
was no naval force on the coast adequate
for compelling obedience to the President’s
proclamation, a circumstance of which
British cruisers took advantage; but so
long as they lay quietly outside there was
no disposition to molest them.

“Orders were at once sent to Minister
Monroe, in London, to suspend all negotia-
tions with England, except for a disavowal
of and redress for this outrage. The minis-
try at once disavowed the act, and a con-
ditional reparation was promised. This,
however, was never made.”

Although perhaps the outstanding one,
the Chesapeake affair was only one of
many such incidents leading up to the War
of 1812. AIll of them grew out of a single
cause—the life and death struggle between
England and Napoleon, and the urgent need
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of the British to prevent commerce with
the French and to maintain their own
superiority at sea by obtaining crews for
their warships in any manner possible. Life
on a British warship in those days was
definitely unattractive, desertions were
very frequent (and deserters when caught
were given frightful punishment)—the
British squadrons off the American coast
were there to prevent American trade with
France, and to their captains the impressing
of seamen from whatever source seemed a
vital necessity—however indefensible it
may seem to us.

ND lastly a note from Mr. Lionel A,
Duffield, Kansas City, Mo.

The Chesapeake was on her way to the
Mediterranean when the affair took place,
some forty miles off Cape Henry. She was
far from shipshape, with the rammers of
her guns buried under a heap of baggage
on the gun deck, and without gun locks,
powder horns for priming, or firing match-
es. This was the evening of June 22.

The Leopard followed her out to sea,
hove to, and sent over a lieutenant to de-
mand the surrender of three of her crew,
who had left the British ship Melampus.
Barron curtly refused. Barron noticed that
the Leopard's guns were run out, and gave
orders to prepare for action, but the British
ship opened fire and pounded the American
for a quarter of an hour until she sur-
rendered.

Only one shot was fired from Chesa-
peake. A young officer touched off a gun
with a coal of fire he had carried from the
galley in his fingers. Three of our ship’s
crew were Killed, sixteen or eighteen
wounded, among them the captain.

The Chesapeake was allowed to limp back
home. The three men were taken to Hali-
fax, where one was hanged and the other
two flogged through the fleet.

Fletcher Pratt says the Chesapeake sailed
from Washington Navy Yard, all others
from Norfolk. Jefferson does not say what
port she sailed from, but gives the date as
the 22nd.

Decatur was mortally wounded in a duel
with Barron, March 22, 1820. The duel was
brought on by a later quarrel.

E WERE delighted to receive the fol-

lowing communication from Mr. Harry
F. Beck, of Whittier, Alaska. Mr. Beck’s
letter would seem to suggest that we are at
last approaching that youthful millenium
that seemed so desirable many years ago—
a world where fathers follow in their sons'
footsteps. A while back we ran a letter from
Reader Harry Beck of Cornwallis, Oregon,
in which the first Mr. Beck expressed a
desire to go logging in Alaska.
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The other Mr. Beck writes:

I don't remember how long it was that
my dad’s habit of always having the latest
copy of Adventure lying around led me
into the fold.

But for many years now,
steady reader.

I've been a
Came to Alaska 14 or 15
years ago. Came .up steerage on the old
Yukon. She’s laying out here on the bot-
tom only a few dozen miles from where I'm
writing this right now. I've fished, hunted,
and prowled around a good-sized slice of
the Territory. Hope to cover a lot more of
it in the next 14 or 15 years. Then go back
and take a closer look at some of the
choicer spots.

What inspired this letter though, was the
letter you printed in the September Camp-
fire from Harry Beck of Corvallis, Oregon.
He says he’s been thinking of coming to
Alaska to go logging. | might be able to
show him around a little. Right now I'm
Yard Foreman at the Whittier sawmill of
the Columbia Lumber Company of Alaska
and am fairly well acquainted with many
of the opportunities that are available up
here.

Also, I am Mr. Beck’s son.

E ASKED Ask Adventure Expert

Victor Shaw’s permission to publish
the following letter from Reader Paul W.
Cress, of Perry, Oklahoma, for no other
reason than that it seems to us to epitomize
the valuable service all our experts have
been performing for so many years. For
this, the Board of Experts deserves all the
bows— Adventure’s editors, none. We hope
many more readers will avail themselves of
it during the coming year.

Mr. Cress writes:

On April 29, 1952, you sent me a very
nice letter outlining a trip to Colorado,
pointing out possible places where we
might find semi-precious minerals. As
originally pointed out, neither my wife nor
I knew anything about rocks or gems (and
we know very little now, but we know a
hell of a lot more than we did when we
started).

As you suggested, we went down to
Manessa and to the King Turquois mine
(we reversed the route suggested by you),
and we found turquois. To Salida and
Sedalia Copper mines, where we found
12-sided almandite; to Ruby Mountain and
found the garnets; to Floressant & Smokey,
for quartz and petrified wood; to Creede
for amethysts.

Anyway, we did have a wonderful time.
We didn't make Mt. Antero but the rest of
the places we tried to cover, and we
brought back a car full of rocks. Since
then, we have been working diligently in
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an unused basement room, have secured
a second-hand cutting and polishing outfit,
and think we are going to have a lot of fun.
It is still my wife’s hobby, but my daugh-
ter got an immense kick out of the whole
affair (and so have 1.)

Just thought | would drop you a line and
let you know what you have started, and
probably before next summer, will fire an-
other letter to you asking for directions.
Your letter certainly contained accurate
and to-the-point information.

OME time ago we published a short

filler by Carl D. Lane, adversely com-
paring the strength of structural steel today
to that of some of the plating of the Lake
Champlain paddle-wheeler, Chatagay, built
about a half-century ago, and some years
ago dismantled. It seems we dropped some-
thing— with a resounding clang.

Reader response has been generous. Of
course, we might pusillanimously point out
that neither Mr. Lane nor we pretended to
maintain that all steel made around the
turn of the century was stronger than to-
day’'s—but no! Upon rechecking his au-
thority Mr. Lane, like the conscientious
reporter he is, feels that Reader W. C. D.
Gordon is undoubtedly so right.

- We present Mr. Gordon's letter, after
cooling it off some, verbatim:

My God! Who in the world passed this
error on steel? Carl Lane is not a steel
man, metallurgist, or a careful reporter, or
he would not have written it. (Mr. Lane is
a careful reporter.—Ed).

He says, “showed it to ‘test’ 86,000
pounds.” The quote marks are mine. Does
he mean “elastic limit” or “ultimate
strength”? There is as much difference as
day and night!

Does Lane mean that present day steel
has an ultimate strength of about 45,000
pounds per sqg. in.? I'm sure his 66,000
pounds is “ultimate strength.” If he or
anyone thinks 45,000 pounds is today’s
steel, he'd better ask Bureau of Standards.

Of course in any discussion on strength
the first thing to determine is (1) carbon
content, (2) manganese content (less im-
portant than carbon). Also, alloy content,
if any. If carbon, say above 0.20% is pres-
ent, or 0.30 or 0.40% chromium and 0,75%
—3.00% nickel are present, any metallur-
gist would ask, “What heat treatment did it
get?”

Until chemical analysis is made and heat
treatment known it's just plain silly to even
talk of comparing strengths.

But in any case, no one in his right mind
would state that steel of 1900 is better than
that of 1952. I've been in steel from 1917—
from ore mines to and through rolling and
machining. Had charge of melting (10 fur-

nace shop) 1922-1930, and was manager of
: plants including melting, rolling, forging,
etc.

I thought I had helped in my own small
way to contribute to better steel-making
practice. Of course there are a thousand
or more steel men who have contributed
many times more effectively—and thou-
sands of research metallurgists who have
devoted their lives to improving steel.

Does Lane think these men in fifty years
have not improved steel?

One point | forgot—ultimate strength or
elastic limit must always be considered
along with reduction of area and elonga-
tion. Steel can be heat-treate’'d to several
hundred thousand pounds per sq. in., but
it may have little elongation (stretch). It
would take 10-20 pages to explain.

E ARE pleased to print the follow-
Wing correction to Vic Shaw's letter on
page 8 of the November issue of Adven-
ture. The correction was sent in by Mr.
Conrad L. Wirth, Director, National Park
Service. United States Department of the
Interior.

The November, 1952, issue of Adventure
Magazine, contains erroneous information
concerning the collection of mineral speci-
mens in Yellowstone National Park on
Page 8 of the “Ask Adventure” section, in
answer to an inquiry from Mr. M. O. Pe-
witt of Oakland, California. The statement
reads, in part: “you can have a swell time
in the Park and get all the petrified wood
you can carry in the Fossil Forests, along
slopes of Specimen Ridge.”

When one realizes that there are approx-
imately 1,250,000 visitors per year to Yel-
lowstone National Park, it is easy to under-
stand that if collecting were permitted it
would take only a few years to make a
shambles of the natural exposures of
stratified petrified forests referred to in the
statement in your magazine.

The legislation under which the National
Parks are administered contains a clear
mandate to preserve in their natural state
the scenic, historical, archaeological, bio-
logical, and geological features of these
areas. It is, therefore, necessary to pro-
hibit the collecting of rock and mineral
specimens other than taking of such sci-
entific specimens as are necessary in con-
nection with scientific research basic to the
management and interpretation of the
Parks in the public interest.

I know that Adventure would be one of
the last journals to intentionally encour-
age despoilment of the unique features of
our National Parks, which afford such fine
opportunities for outdoor adventure for our
people. 1 am sure that the statement in
question was published without realization
of its implications to the cause of park
conservation.

E. G. J.
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(Continued from page 8)

For a boat that is easy to build, holds a
lot of people, and is run by one or two out-
board motors you can’t beat the houseboat
Best Bet. For a booklet of plans and a
description of the boat, send a dollar to
Rube Allyn, Fishing Editor, St. Petersburg
Times, St. Petersburg, Fla. Tell him Col.
Birnn, the Seer of Indian Rocks Beach ad-
vised you to do so. This little, chunky boat
has a cabin or house, but is just the thing
for a picnic afloat on a lake such as you
described in your letter.

gCALE-BUILT sailboat.

I wish to make outline drawings of a
modern sailing ship, approximately eight-
een by twenty-four inches, to be technical-
ly correct as regards rigging, sails, reef
points, and cordage on same, etc. | also
propose to construct scale models of the
ship. Could you suggest any book or com-
pany having blueprints or sketches that I
could rely on, as | will not attempt the
work unless it could be above technical
criticism.

Harry W. Lilienthal
New York, N. Y.

Reply by Colonel Roland Bimn: Model
building is somewhat out of my line but I
imagine you use tables of offsets the same
as any ship or boat builder.

Now, what sort of ship would you like to
build? The American coasting schooner or
tern schooner of the U. S. and Nova Scotia
is almost extinct. (The lumber “schooner”
of the West Coast is a steam or motor vessel
and not a sailer). However, the Chesapeake
Bay bugeye or its smaller one-masted
working mate, the skipjack, is still very
much in evidence and as | write this
they’re just about calling it a season, after
their oyster dredging during most of the R
months, and going back to the Bay home
ports for a summer’s hibernation. The
bugeye is a beautiful ship to model and
you'll find your models will sail nicely and
hold their course.

Write to my friend, and fellow yacht-
scribe, Bob Burgess, Mariner’'s Museum,
Newport News, Va. and ask him for infor-
mation as to where plans may be had. |
believe Brewington’s book, Chesapeake Bay
Bugeyes has them, but do not know if
they’re in suficient detail for your purpose.

Perhaps you’d like to model one of the
modern sailing yachts. Here’s the type of
boat where plans may be plentiful. As you
are located in New York you have easy
access in the public libraries and/or offices
of the various boating magazines to such
plans.

Rudder magazine, published at 9 Mur-
ray St., New York 7, N. Y., has a how-to-
build article in its January 1952 issue on
Matilda, a 302" motor sailer. In the April

To the man who wants to
enjoy an

AC(IlNTANTS

CARPFR

somethlng that TR kR TMOTM kK
will interest you. Not a magic formula— but
something more substantial, more practical.

O fcourse, you've got to pay the price, study
earnestly. Still, wouldn’t it be worth while for
a brief period— provided the rewards were’
good—a salary of $4,000 to $10,000? An ac-
countant's duties are interesting, varied, of
real worth to his employer. He has standing.

Why not, like so many before you, let
LaSalle’s Problem Method start you climbing?

Suppose you could work in a large ac-!
counting firm under the personal supervision
of an expert accountant—solving easy prob-
lems at first, then more difficult ones. With
his advice, soon you’d master them all.

That’'s what LaSalle's Problem Method gives
you. You cover Principles, Systems, Income
Tax, Auditing, Cost Accounting, Law, Or-
ganization, Finance—on up through C.P.A.
preparation. You progress as rapidly as you
care to— start cashing in while still learning.

Will recognition come? You know success
does come to the man really trained. Yes—
trained accountants are the executives of to-
morrow.

For your own good, write for free 48-page
book," Accountancy, the Profession that Pays”
—plus "Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” a
book which has helped many men. Mail the
coupon NOW.

Over 3500 C.P.A.’s among LaSalle alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 2334-HR Chicago 5, Il

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION
417 S. Dearborn St., Dept. 2334-HR, Chicago 5, IIl.

| want to be an accountant. Send
me, without cost or obligation, the
48-page book, "Accountancy, the
Profession that Pays,” and full in-
formation about your accountancy
training program—also "Ten Years*
Promotion in One.’*

O Higher Accountancy

O Other LaSalle Opportunities

O C.P.A. Coaching OT raffic Management

] Bookkeepln% O Foremansh 'Ui)

O Law: LL.B. Degree Olndustrial Management
O Business Management O Stenotypy

O Salesmanship (MadhiIne Shorthand)
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LEARN

MEAT CUTTING

TRAIN QUICKLY In 8 short weeks

for a bright future with security in

the vital meat business. Trained

meat men needed. Good pay. full-

time jobs, year-round income, no
lay-offs—HAVE A ROFITABLE MARKET OF
YOUR OWN!

LEARN BY DOING AT NATIONAL

Get your training under actual meat market con-
ditions in our big modern cutting and processing
rooms and retail department.
PAY AFTER GRADUATION
Come to National for complete 8 weeks course and
pay your tuition in easy installments after you
%raduate. Diploma awarded. Free employment help.
housands of successful graduates. "OUR 28th
YEAR1
FREE CATALOG— SEND TODAY

Send now for big new illustrated National School
catalog. See students in trainir;\?. Read what grad-
uates are doing and earning. No obligation. rite
TODAY. G. I. Approved.

NATIONAL SCHOOL OF MEAT CUTTING, INC.
Dept. P-11 Toledo 4, Ohio

Splendid opportunities, prepare In spare time. Practical basic
training. Long-established school. Send for free book, "Opportu-
nities ~in Photography.” No obligation, American School of
Photography, 83S Dlverwy Pkwy., Dept. 1412, Chicago 14, III.

Learn BAKING At Home
Baking la one of America’'s high industries in wages.
Nearly depression-proof. Thorough basic home course » -
Ia&s sound foundation. If you have aptitude, write for (7/2*0
FREE BOOKLET. “Opportunities in Commercial Baking.”
Natlona IBaking School .835DiverseyPkwy,Dpt. 1932,Cbicagol4 \

Learn Profitable Profession
in QO days at Home

MEN AND WOMEN, 18 to 60. Swedish Massage
« gradua@tes make big money working full or spare time
- with doctors or In hospitals, health resorts, sanato-
riume, clubs, private practice. A dignified in-
teresting career! (ﬂuallly for your graduation
ertiiicate. Thorough instruction at home as in
Sfr-M rooms. Write for Illustrated Book—FREE!
The College of Swedish Massage

Dept. S95B, 41 E. Pearson, Chicago 11

ETUDY AT HTIMB 19558ty tyained. men win higper posi:

and publiclife. Greater opportunities now than ever before.

More Ability: Mora Prestige: More Mersey £ , & citlsp.

can train at home during Bfare time. Degree of LL.B. We furnish all
text material, includin 4-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy
terms. Get our valuable 48-page "Law Training for Leadership

and “ Evidence” books FREE. Send NOW.
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY,417 South DearCorn Street
A correspondence institution, Dept. 2334-L. Chicago 5, III.

Famous Hub Checks, ]
Duplicate,Square Edge,Heavi-\
est Game Check, Cut and Stack
Accurately. Supplied in any color.

FREE CATALOG Expose: The Open Book,
Sealed Book, Scientific Betting, Master Key System,
How to Control Fair Dice, Runup System, Plastic

«<The ©ld Reliable'l »& t* - **
K. C. CARD Co., 806 8 Wabash, Chicago

1952 issue of Rudder are buttock and plane
lines of a 40 foot ketch, on page 39.

Yachting magazine (same office build-
ing on 42nd St. as Adventure) has plans of
a number of good ones. You could browse
through old issues in the library or visit
their office.

Bill Crosby of Motor Boat (63 Beekman
St., New York 38, N. Y.) has designed a
small tabloid sailing cruiser Pinafore and
her plans are contained in the magazine.
(Your letter caught me while cruising the
Gulf of Mexico, so | haven't my complete
“library” and reference data with me at this
time). But if you visit Motor’s Boat's office
they can give you the dope on which issues
contain Pinafore’s lines.

And finally, write or visit Model Ship-
ways, 476 Main St.. Fort Lee, N. J. They
have, or had, a large number of plans of
sailing vessels, adapted for model building.
The magazine Ships and Sailing may be
had at larger newsstands around New York.
They usually have a lot of good dope on
model building and plans for modeling.

RADIO—
METALCASTING

(e} about a car-home radio trans
tter ?

I am interested in radio short wave
transmitters for home and car use, what
I want to know is this. How much red
tape would | have to go through to get an
Amstend broadcasting license? If I'm not
mistaken on the dope I've been able to
read on radio, I've got to know Morse code.
Is that right?

What | want to do is install a transmitter
in my home and one in my car and have
a range of 15 or 20 miles. Could you tell
me the price of such a set? | want to keep
expenses down as much as possible. Would
army surplus radios be available?

Elbert H. Wright.
Kimberly, Idaho

Reply by Donald McNicol: Evidently
you are not interested in operating a radio
telegraph short wave station. For that you
would need to learn code and be able to
send and receive at least 13 words a min-
ute. Walkie-talkie sets, or transceivers are
used for radiophone operation. 1 have
seen army surplus sets that look good. To
use these you would need a radiophone
permit. You might write the Federal Com-
munications Commission, Washington,
D.C., asking where the nearest inspector’s
office is to your town. Likely it is Spokane.
Transceivers are sold by various companies.
One is Concord Radio, Corp., 901 W. Jack-
son Blvd., Chicago 7, 111
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HISTOR IC phonograph.

I'm hoping that you are also an expert
on phonographs.

I have an Edison “Amberola 30”. There
is a metal plate on the phonograph with
these numbers: 30—SM-228500. It was
made by the Thomas Edison Co., Orange,
New Jersey.

This machine belonged to a friend who
bought it new about 30 years ago.

Here is my problem. | have 75 of the
cylinder type records which it uses. How-
ever, every record sounds as though two
people are singing—one slightly ahead of
the other. Could it be possible that all of
the records are worn to the same degree?
The needle is the original—supposedly a
lifetime needle.

I feel sure that my trouble lies in one of
these two things—because that is about all
there is to the whole machine.

Could you possibly give me any informa-
tion on where I might find a needle (I be-
lieve the sound reproducer is attached to
the needle itself) assembly?

Bill Stoner
Ironton, Missouri

Reply by Donald McNicol: The phono-
graph model you have is probably 40 or
50 years old rather than 30. The effect you
get from the reproducer may be due to the
needle or its mounting not being rigid
enough, or to slippage of the record on the
metal cylinder when playing. If you have
a music shop selling records in your town
it might be that the person in charge knows
of other early Edison machines in the
neighborhood, or he may have had similar
experiences to yours.

As a first step test the record for slippage
and make sure the needle mounting is rigid,
and also that the diaphragm of the repro-
ducer connected with the needle mounting
is not loose.

jy/JJETAL-CASTING apparatus at home.

Maybe this is a bit out of your line, but I
wonder if you could tell me where I can
get information on how to build a small
induction furnace? | want to build an in-
duction apparatus to melt small quantities
of metal for casting. If you can tell me
where | can get this information, I'd be
greatly obliged.

Richard B. Stangiand
San Francisco, Cal.

Reply by Donald McNicol: Induction
furnaces are quite expensive, and to make
one would probably cost more than buying
one from a manufacturer. They operate on
the principle of the old Tesla coil. The
General Electric Co., Schenectady, N.Y.
makes and sells them.

Be*
Uailinct!

Men and women "are bed animals,” say
the authors, and proceed to prove it with
the friskiest discussion of nightlme inti*,
macies you hove ever readl Fult of roguish*
devilish wit that will keep you laughing
from cover to cover. For the strongest ad-
venture of all is to find yourself locked in
a bedroom with someone of the opposite
sex with whom you are required to go to
bed and get up for thousands of nights.
This is called marriage. It may have just
happened to you or it may happen just
when you least expectit and are least pre-
pared. But whatever your marital state,
you’'ll want to send for this hilarious book
of Bediquette for married people todavl
Now selling in its 12th Edition —
Millions of readers can't be wrong!
CIEVER GIFT FOR BRIDES AND GROOMS
«Only $1.90 postpaid! Money-back
guarantee if you are net delightedl
= 247 riotous pages!
= Haw to be well-bed in 37 sparkling,
wise, cracking chapters.
« Full of esquirish illustrations.
BED MANNERS and
Lo BETTER BED MANNERS
by Dr. Ralph Y. Hoptsn and Anne Balliet
with illustrations by John Grofk
Rip ofl the coupon and mail it now! It's worth
ten times the amount os a gag for friend
wife or husband—for.their secret little foibles
are all here! 37 hilarious chapters include
dissertations on "How to Get Undressed,
"A Short History of Bed Manners” (the early
French had some peculiar ones!). "Berth Con-
trol in the Sleeping Car,” and "The Seven
Great Problems of Marriage.” '
Act Quickly and Get This Rare,
Witty, Two- Saolrs-in-One
Volume by Return Mall |

Now in

ARDEN BOOK CO., Publishers, Dept. PSD
3S6 Fourth Ave., New York 16, N. Y.

Rush me my ¢ of BED MANNERS. II*t! delight
or my money In five days.

O | enclose $1.98. Send It postpaid.
D Send C.O.D. I'll pay $1.08 plus postage.

Addren.

City and State.

C.0.D. In U.S. only. Foreign
Funds or payable In U. S.

tos
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RAILROAD HOBBYISTS!

Exciting, Authentic
FULL COLOR PRINTS OF

Early American
LOCOMOTIVES

COMPLETE
COMPLETE SET OF 8

SET Ippd. 1. Double Tank Locomotive,
1868

"Mogul” Locomotive, 1870

. Double-Truck Tank Loco-

motive, 1872

. Eight-Whee led “Ameri-

can” Locomotive, 1874

. Double-end Tank Locomo-

tive, 1875

. Ten-Wheeled Freight Lo-

comotive, 1876

. Hudson Doubie-Ender Lo-

comotive, 1877

. Eight-Wheeled “Ameri-

can” Locomotive, 1880

Ready for framing, to
hang in your hallway,
den, or any room, these
gorgeous prints will be
your pride and joy.
Beautifully detailed and
richly colored, they're
sure to attract plenty of
attention and compli-
ments too. Order one or
several sets now at our
special low, low price.

FNENAIN

o N o O

Send check or money order. Sorry, no C.0.D.’s

QUALITY AGENCY

214 1. 49th St., New York 17, N.Y.

©u  WATCHMAKING

PLE CHICAGO SCHOOL O C G
- HICA HOOL OF WATCHMAKIN
IESSOjL  250N. Milwatkee, Dept, 823, Chicagod?, Hi.

Show me without obligation how | can learn
watch repairing at home. Rush free sample.

State.

' How to Make Money with

~NSim ple Cartoons”™

A book everyone who likes to draw |
should have. It Is free; no
obligation. Simply address [ ;(?SE Ilj

ARTOONISTS' EXCHANGE
Dept. 482 Pleasant Hill, Ohio

Want To'Make Real Money?

You can positively make $504)0 a da¥ and up selling a
brand pew item %:)ng to every t)@ie of food and beveage
store, factories, laboratories, . Hospitals, etc. First time ad-
vertised. Write for free details today to

UTILITY DURAWEAR CO.
S3 West Jackson Blvd., Dept. PFG-2, Chicago 4, 11l

HIKING

AL O N G a historic trail.

I would like to get your advice on
making a hiking trip from Mt. Katadin in
Maine to Mt. Ogelthorpe in Georgia on the
Appalachian Trail.

What would be the cost of food per
day for each man? | intend to make it in
one continuous trip, as I'll have plenty of
time. What period of time would be needed
to complete this hike? What articles should
be part of each man’s pack? Where can |
get maps and other information pertaining
to this trail?

I understand there is a similar trail
running down the West Coast. If so where
can | get information needed for a trip
over it? Approximately how long would it
take to hike its entire length? Would the
outfit used on the Appalachian trail be
satisfactory in the West? What should be
added?

I saw your name in the March copy of
Adventure Magazine. Thank you very
much for your help.

Don Wiltse
New York.

Reply by Dr. Claude P. Fordyce: Appa-
lachian Trail runs from Maine to Georgia.
Cost of food can be kept to $2.00 per day if
you cook en route. 1 would count on
making about 10 miles a day but take it
easy the first two days.

The trail is 2046 miles long.

Write to the Appalachian Trail Confer-
ence 1624 H St NW, Washington, D.C. for
maps and get a copy of the Appalachian
Guide.

The Pacific Crest Trailway is 2,153 miles
long and no one but a seasoned and experi-
enced hiker should attempt it, as it is over
rough wild country in places. Get sug-
gestions on equipment and maps and other
data from The Pacific Crest Trail System
Conference, 125 S. Grand Ave,, Pasadena,
Calif. Get list of booklets with routes and
mileages.

Anyone contemplating a hike should get
at a library or from the publishers (Harper
& Bros.,, N.Y.) or through a book store a
copy of Hiking, Camping and Mountaineer-
ing, by Roland C. Geist.

rpHE marching Infantry.

Please correct me if 1 am wrong, but is it
possible for men on a forced march to travel
a distance close to 150 miles in approxi-
mately 48 hours? Your reply will settle an
argument that I have with a friend who,
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like me, served In the Infantry in combat.
In particular, 1 vaguely recall hearing of an
Infantry outfit during the Battle of the
Bulge break-through, most of their motor-
ized equipment having been captured or
damaged, doing this on foot. Believe the
men walked and double-timed except for
short rest breaks the 150 miles to close a
gap and take up positions to slow down or
stop the Nazis.

Reply by Colonel R. G. Emery: 1 gather
from the context of your query that you
are on the pro side of the marching argu-
ment. | regret that because I'm afraid I'm
contra.

You ask if it would be “possible” for In-
fantry to march 150 miles in 48 hours. Well
—since that is obviously but a fraction over
3 miles an hour, which is within the capa-
bilities of any quality of foot troops—for at
least one hour, that is—1 suppose it is pos-
sible. However, to me it is like saying, “If
any runner worthy of the name can run a
mile in less than six minutes, he should be
able to run a hundred in ten hours."

Let’'s consider for a moment. Stonewall
Jackson’s march to Second Manassas is gen-
erally considered one of the great marches
of history. From their bivouac near the
Rappahannock to the Vear of Pope’s army
was 54 miles. They took two full marching
days to make it

In WW Il, we required a little more of
our ground fighters. Table 7 of Field Man-
ual 100-5, Operations, had this to offer:

“The maximum, distances that can be
covered by well-trained troops making a
forced march will be assumed to be as fol-
lows:

In one 24-hrperiod.... .
In one 48-hrperiod. .60 miles
In one 72-hrperiod.... ...80 miles.”

The very best marching Infantry 1 ever
saw was a battalion it was my privilege to
command early in the war. They were reg-
ulars, had been stationed for years in the
West, and were 99 per cent hunters and
fishermen by avocation. We once marched
32 miles in one day, rested a day, then re-
turned over the same route. Marching con-
ditions of road, traffic, weather etc. were
ideal. We had trained for the test carefully
over a period of weeks. We still lost a few
men.

I served a short hitch before the war in
the German army, as an observer. There |
was told that a Mannheim regiment had
once, around 1912 or ’'13, done 50 miles in
24 hours. That was pure hearsay. Even so,
my informants admitted that three men had
died as a result of the stunt.

Men whom | believe have told me that
the Chinese Nationalist troops with whom
they served could—if decently fed—do 30
miles a day, day in and day out. That, if
true, makes the ‘bing’ the best marching
doughboy of whom I've heard. He still falls
far behind the supermen who could do 75
two days in succession.

...35miles

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN

(A Rosicrucian)

W hy was this man great? How does anyone
—man or woman— achieve greatness ? Is it not
by mastery of the powers within ourselves?

Know the mysterious world within you! At-
tune yourself to the wisdom of the ages! Grasp
the inner power of your mind! Learn the sec-
rets of a full and peaceful life!

Benjamin Franklin— like many other learned
and great men and women—was a Rosicru-
cian. The Rosicrucians (NOT a religious or-
ganization) first came to America in 1694.
Tod_a\y; _headquarters of the THIS BOOK
Rosicrucians send over seven
L . . FREE!

million pieces of mail an-
nually to all parts of the
world. Write for YOUR
FREE COPY of "The Mas-
tery of Life"—TODAY. No
obligation. No salesmen. A
non-profit organization. Ad-
dress: Scribe O.Y.Y.

76e ROSICRUCIANS

SAN JOSE < (AMORC) < CALIFORNIA

I Scribe O0.Y.Y.

j The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)

m  San Jose, California

J Please send me the free book, The Mastery of Life,

I which explains how | may learn to use my faculties j
| and powers of mind.

1 Nam



E MAGAZINE
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MAKES YOU FEEL

LONG FACED and DULL

try Miles Nervine— Take it also
for a sleepless night or nervous head-
ache. Contains no Barbiturates. Fol-
low the label. Avoid excessive use. At
all drugstores.

S

That's what L. H. Mix did in a yearl
You can make up to $3 or $4 an hour
sharpening saws with the Foley Saw
Filer. Steady cash business, no can-
vassing. Start spare time—Free Book
shows how. Write Foley Mfg. Co., 247-8
Foley Bldg., Minneapolis 18, Minn,

SroiP TCBACO

".*** Banish the craving for tobacco as-thou-
sands have with Tobacco Redeemrer. Write
Today for free booklet telling of |nJur|0us
I effect of tobacco and of a treatment which
has relieved over 300.000 people.
In Business Since 1909
1 5 THE NEWELL COMPANY

324 Clayton Sto, = St. Louis 5, Mo.

SEND
FOR THIS

Make money. Know how to break and
train horses. Write today for this boot
FREE, together with special offer of
a course in Animal Breeding. If
are interested In Gaiting and Riding the sa dIe
horse, check here () Do it today— now.

BEERY SCHOOL OF HORSEMANSHIP
Dept. 842 Pleasant Hill, Ohla

Piles May Lead to

ChronicAilments

FREE BOOK— Explains the
Causes and effects

No obligation. Write to Thornton & Minor Hospital,
luite 206, 911 E. Linwood, Kansas City Mo.

VOCATIONAL

jyY JE x ico —for business and pleasure.

I'm interested in moving to Mexico. The
present advantageous exchange rates seem
to offer new horizons for investment and
living.

I have $5,000 which 1 could put into
either a business there, or into exporting.
What opportunities are there for museums
of earth science? 1| have one of the largest
earth science exhibits in America.

How would it do, for instance, in Aca-
pulco, in Santa Cruze, or Mexico City?
Here we have a 20% excise tax. Would the
museum be considered an educational at-
traction there?

Can you give me any idea of the living
costs, and the cost of help—would an
American be better off renting or buying a
place there? Would the Mexicans honor a
long, say ten-year lease?

Do you know of anyone there interested
in selling minerals. We are also interested
in silver jewelry.

H. Brown
Shell Beach, Cal.

Reply by Wallace Montgomery: In spite
of the very favorable rate of exchange of
8.65 pesos for 1 dollar, business risks, that
is small business, are greater in Mexico
than in the U. S.

The educational program of the govern-
ment has not reached a point where ex-
hibitions, museums, etc. are popular ex-
cept in a few of the larger cities, and these
usually are free to the public.

I do not believe you could enter your
exhibits here without a great deal of trou-
ble. 1 suggest you make a trip down here,
look over the city and visit Acapulco and
then decide if you think you should go
ahead with your idea.

fJVHE lure of the legion.

I am curious about the requirements and
methods of enlistment of the French For-
eign Legion. | have the greatest admiration
for the Legion as a fighting unit and the
type of soldier they produce is, in my
opinion, one of the best in the world—a
fact which a professional soldier, and I am
proud to be one, appreciates. Information
concerning the status of the legionnaire, as
compared to the French regular army sol-'
dier, would also he helpful. The main
question is, however, how can | join the
Foreign Legion?

Howard F. Derrickson
San Francisco, Calif.
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Reply by George C. Appell: You can
join the French Foreign Legion by present-
ing yourself on French soil at a bureau of
recruitment. You must be in excellent
physical shape and have no permanent dis-
figurements. The first hitch is for five
years; the service is, in the main, tropical.

The status of the legionnaire as com-
pared to a French regular, or poilu, is that
the legion takes anybody who can fill its
requirements, all enlistments being on a
voluntary basis; even the officers serve
voluntarily. The poilu is a draftee—most
of him—and serves eighteen months. The
legion is actually a component part 'of the
army of Africa, whereas the regular estab-
lishment serves mainly in France and some
of its possessions. The two are now fighting
together in Indo-China, for instance, but
the commingling is a rarity created by the
world circumstance.

CAREER with Uncle Sam’s finest.

I would appreciate any information you
have on the activities and educational and
other requirements of the U. S. Secret
Service and the Treasury Department. Do
you believe there is much chance for ad-
vancement and security in either of these
occupations? What are the chances of be-
ing appointed to these jobs?

Robert Sidwell
New York, N. Y.

Reply by Francis H. Bent: U. S. Secret
Service Agent and Treasury Department
Agent are one and the same. Merely two
different names for the same position.

An applicant for the position of Agent,
Secret Service Division, U. S. Treasury De-
partment, must be a citizen of the U. S,
between 21 and 36 years old; have at least
1 year of full-time experience in high
grade, responsible investigational work,
such as investigator in important criminal
cases for reputable lawyers, or be a gradu-
ate from a recognized school of law with
the degree of Bachelor of Laws; have no
conspicuous physical oddities; he in the
best of health and physical condition.

The following experience is not consid-
ered as qualifying: policeman, patrolman,
probation or parole officer, guard, raiding
or arresting officer, private detective as-
signed principally to “roping” or “shadow-
ing”, or whose major duties are the protec-
tion of life or property; investigator of the
financial standing of individuals or firms
or casualty or accident insurance claims,
and other positions the principal duties of
which are in connection with the preven-
tion of crime rather than the investigation
of violations of criminal laws.
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NEW GEM DISCOVERY

MORE BRILLIANT
THAN FINEST

DIAMONDS

After centuriee of man'i at-
tempts to duplicate diamonds,
Science has achieved the seem-
ingly impossible. Readers’ Di-
gest, Time, Sat. Eve. Post ac-
claimed them only thing on
earth more brilliant than a dia-
mond.

More Fire - More Beauty

Now you can have them for
just 1/30th cost of a Diamond
. yet with more fire, more
brilliance and greater density.
Gems available set or unset,
from vz to 10 carats. Selec-
tions of Ladies or Gentleman’s

Write for FREE
ti . E T il-
Booklet ambCID:ln Ings. asy erms aval

WESTERN GEM CO.

Box 546, Hayward, Calif.

Western Gem Co., Box 546, Hayward, Calif,
Please sand FREE illustrated booklet.

| Name.

f

Address.

City. .State.

MAKE EXTRA MONEY

EVERY BUSINESS EVERYWHERE
USES UNION LABEL BOOK MATCHES

No experience needed to earn big daily commission*.
Beadi rectfactoryre’gresentatlve of theworld's largest
exclusive UNION LABEL Book Match manufacturer.
Prospects everywhere. Feature

Glamour Girls, Hillbillies,

~cenios and dozens of other

styles—Double Books—Jumbo

Books—nearly 10color combi-

nations. New; bigger portfolio

makes this fastest se ling line

a real profit maker for'you. m HHI'HIl
Write TODAY for full details. ™ -
MUJd-.iMirjreiigg

wDpt. S-253, 7B28 9. Greenwood Ave. Chicago 19, III.

West Coast Salesmen, write Box 1087, San Jose, Calif.

FREE BOOKLET SHOWS HOWTO
BE AN ARTIST

outflts ?rcvlded advantages of home
igure drawing from life; ex-
itmole of successful  cartoonists,
Illustramrs layout, lettering, fash-
ion art; deslgn color, composition;
reproducllon processes; outline of
SA home, study course; how to sell
work. Use coupon to receive |Ilustraled hel ful  ~
book which also shows famous Step-by- Step method
perfected during 39 years' teaching experience. No
salesman will call. GI approved for ‘eligible veterans. 1
Draw For Fun & Money, Details FREE
Wa Shlngtcn School of Art
Studlo 99 K, Washington 5, D. C.
Rush Arl for Pleasure & Profit’ to
Name - - Age
Street
CHtY e
=} TeII me about Trial Plan

State
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Dangers of
Colon Troubles

FREE BOOK— Explains Related
Chronic Ailments

. GEIGER COUNTERS for Uranium
Detection (see at left). TREASURE
DETECTORS for told, niber, etc.
Lightweight, ultra  sensitive.
finer at ANY PRICE.
INFORMATION FREE.

£>IEc% 5Z.co.
75631 Cohwwgoi

FREE FOR ASTHMA

If vou suffer with attacks of Asthma and choke and gasp
for breath, if restful sleep is difficult because of the struggle
to breathe, don't fail to send at once to the Frontier
Asthma Company for a FREE trial of the FRONTIER
ASTHMA MEDICINE, a preparation for temporary symp-
tomatic relief of paroxysms of Bronchial Asthma. No mat-
ter where you live or whether you have faith in any
medicine under the sun, send today for this free trial. |
will cost you nothing.
Frontier Asthma Co.
462 Niagara St.

None

gk K

420-T Frontier Bldg.
Buffalo 1, N. Y.

(Continued from page 77)

King at the battle of Marston Moor that
had turned the tide of war in favor of the
hated Puritans. This time, too, he had no
heart to resist when a Turkish sea rover
captured the ship and carried him, a slave
in shackles, to the Moslem state of Bar-
bary.

His knightly pride would not permit him
to ingratiate himself with heathen captors
by tricks and pranks. An English noble-
man was to spend long hours of drudgery
as a scullion and chamber-boy for a master
with scant mercy for Christian slaves.

But, suddenly, he began growing for the
first time since he was seven. 'Whether it
was the torrid climate that makes all living
things taller, whether it was his misery as
he himself swore, he sprouted up till he
reached a height of three and a half feet.
The astonished Moslems had another ex-
planation for it. They swore that Allah
had increased the infidel's stature so that
he might serve his devout master better.

In some manner that history does not
record, he escaped and arrived in England
in 1658, his hair as white as that of a man of
seventy, his back livid with scars.

His title unrecognized by a triumphant
Cromwell, Sir Jeffrey begged pennies for
food on the streets of London like any other
mendicant. The second Duke of Bucking-
ham, hearing of his plight, passed the hat
and the result was a small monthly pension
subscribed by certain Royalist gentlemen.
This was supplemented during the Restora-
tion by small handouts from Charles the
Second. When Jeffrey was nearing sixty,
he put on three inches more, till he stood
three feet nine.

He was hopeful that he would grow to
be four feet till he died, feeble and poor, at
the age of sixty-three in the year 1682.
He had not only established a record for
longevity among dwarfs who generally died
at an early age in those days. He had also
left a reputation for gallantry and downright
good sense that any of his countrymen
might envy.

As late as 1891, his microscopic waist-
coat, breeches, and stockings, could still be
seen in the famous Ashmolean Museum at
Oxford. Somebody wrote afterwards what
should have been carved on his tomb.

That old chronicler vowed that Jeffrey
“. .. though a dwarf, was no dastard.”
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(Continued from page 39)
the swells break, then hold back, let one
break in front of us as close as we dare.
Then if we can ride through that broken
wave we should be close enough to climb
the next big swell before it flips us.”

“ Easy,” Balk laughed in harsh disbelief.
“You want to row this time?”

Frenchy nodded and they walked the
skiff through the white water, bracing
themselves against each surge.

The farther out they worked the higher
and harder the white rollers hit. Water
boomed over the stem and Balk bailed in-
effectually with his hands, his gaze darting
to the huge swells standing out to sea.

As the next broken wave thundered
against the bow, the skiff bucked and drove
through in an explosion of spray, and
over Frenchy’s shoulder Balk could see a
big swell standing up to break, green and
dark, crest whipped back by the wind.

He yelled soundlessly. But Frenchy was
already backing on his oars. At the last
moment, as the white-faced wave collapsed
and churned down on them, he rowed the
skiff forward, recapturing its momentum.
It hit the broken wave, boomed through a
rush of sea that rose above Balk's ankles,
and sluggishly pulled toward the darkly
mounting swell beyond—the wave that
would flip them or let them through.

“Pullt”

Balk lunged forward, wrapping his hands
aboutrFrenchy’s on the oars, pushing his
weight into the hurried strokes. The half-
swamped skiff waddled up the mounting
face of the swell, climbed the mountain,
teetering on the rising crest and flopped on
the seaward side.

The men kept rowing, racing the next
swell to the breaking point. Over it with
another resounding flop, the skiff labored
out into the choppy Pacific. Balk began to
thrash the water out with his hands.

When they had chased down the derelict
Chubasco and wearily climbed aboard,
Frenchy and Balk grinned at each other.

Their swivel, Joe Stranghetti was no
longer between them.. He had shrunk to a
memory, a cross bound from crowbar, ax
and leather belt. The pistol lay rusting on
a deserted beach.

Until the next silvery dawn, the two
fishermen remained on good terms. Then
Frenchy fried the bacon too greasy.

EAR NOISES?

If you suffer from those
miserable ear noises and are
Hard-of-Hearing due to catarrh
of the head, write us NOW for
proof of the wonderful, pallia-
tive relief many people have
reported after using our simple
home treatment. NOTHING
TO WEAR. Many past 70 re-
ported such relief in hearing
and ear noises. SEND NOW
FOR PROOF AND 30 DAYS
TRIAL OFFER.

THE ELMO COMPANY
DEPT. 3 PF 2 DAVENPORT” IOWA

CASW

1 may BORROW $50 to $500, regardless ofM IN A
m whereyou live... ENTIRELY BY MAIL ... FAST,

+ If you need cash FOR ANY PURPOSE you

2 CONFIDENTIAL service. NO cO-SIGNERSt NO |11 M pk
= ONE WILL KNOW OF YOUR INQUIRYI SOLVE

| YOUR MONEY PROBLEMS, NOW! Consoli-, '\/NL
m date old bills. Buy what you need and repay

-ln convenient monthly payments to fit your TODAY

income. ACT NOW! Mail coupon for a
| money-request application.
« AMERICAN LOAN PLAN Dept, pm
SUPERVISED BY THE STATE OF NEBRASKA
| 2T9 City National Bank Bldg., Omaha 2, Nebr.

DO YOU HAVE
PROSTATE TROUBLE?

General Weakness, Backache, Fre-
quency, Burning Urination, Kidney
and Bladder Distress.

The Kansas City Medical Pres3 has
just published a revealing booklet
which discusses the PROSTATE
GLAND in language anyone can
understand. Information contained
in this book may save you years of
suffering. Give name and address.
e MAIL COUPON TODAY .--mmmmmmmnn- -
m K. C. Medical Press -
| Dept. T~1, 1440 E. 21st, 1
| North Kansas City, Mo. J
m Please send me by return mail booklets m
| | have checked below. J
| The Prostate Gland O |
j Kidney and Bladder O
m Please enclose 10c for each
ordered.
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RUPTURED?

Get Relief This Proven Way

Why try to worry along with trusses that gouge your
flesh—press heavily on hips and spine—enlarge opening—
fail to hold rupture ? You need the Cluthe. No leg-straps
or cutting belts. Automatic adjustable pad holds at real
opening—follows every body movement with Instant In-
creased support in case of strain. Cannot slip whether at
work or play. Light. Waterproof. Can be worn in bath.
Send for amassing FREE book, *Advice To Ruptured” and
details of liberal truthful 60-day trial offer. Also endorse-
ments from grateful users in your neighborhood. Write i

CLUTHE SONS, Dept. 15, Bloomfield, New Jersey.

EAR WAX DROPS for
fait temporary relief of
accumulated wax condition

TOOTHACHE?

osk your druggist for DENT’E
fOOTH GUM.TOOTH DROPS«rPOUIHOt

INVENTORS

If you believe that you have an invention, you should find out how
to protect it. We are registered Patent Attorneys. Send for copy of
our Patent Booklet “How to Protect Your Invention.” and an "In-
vention Record” form. No obligation. They are yours for the asking.

McMORROW, BERMAN & DAVIDSON

i . R«let«red Pat.nt Attorney. .
160-L Victor Building Waihmgton I. D. 0.

LUCK?

Love, wealth, happiness may be yours.

Carry the alleged Lucky Talisman of

the Orient. Try this amazing charm for

one week. Satisfaction guaranteed or

money refunded. Send only $1.00 today.
DEL MONTE

11*72 21st St., Suite 39-C, Long Island City 5, N.Y.

POEMS WANTED

For Musical Setting

Mother, Home, Love, Sacred, Patriotic, Comic |
or any subject. Don't Delay—Send us your |
Original Poem at once—for immediate consid-

| eratlon and FREE Rhyming Dictionary. ,
RICHARD BROTHERS

,3 WOODS BUILDING ® — CHICAGO 1, '''-

FLORIDA—S5 acre tracts high dry land near btaches, rail*
fruit, and vegetables. Only $495.00, $10.00 down, $10.00
month. Information Write G. B. Potterfleld, Owner, De-
partment P, Union Building, Charleston, W. Va.

SLIPS INIS ANT m

. ' J» FBMMi
r Amazin uick, intense
fcheat. By finger-tip con-

_ o, troL Cheaper than coal. No

more shoveling coal or ashea. SENT

ON TRIAL. Prove it pays for itself quickwW

by what It saves.. $i bonus for testing. We U

let you try one in your own home for one month. Write for de-
tails today. NORTHWEST MFG. CO., 402-B, Main...Mitchell, 8.D.

ADVENTURE MAGAZINE

LOST
TRAI LS

NOTE: We offer this department to readers who
wish to get In touch again with friends or ac-
quaintances separated by years or chance. Give
your own name and full address. Please notify
Adventure immediately should you establish con-
tact with the person you are seeking. Space per-
mitting, each inquiry addressed to Lost Trails will
be run in three consecutive issues. Requests by
and concerning women are declined as not con-
sidered effective in a ma?azine published for men.
Adventure also will decline any notice that ma
not seem a sincere effort to recover an old friend-
ship, or that may not seem suitable to the editors
for any other reason. No charge is made for pub-
lication of notices.

Would like to hear from any one knowing
the present address of an old friend, Al
Andrews, age 52-58, last known address Pen-
dleton, Oregon. A. H. Williams, Route 1, Pork-
dale, Oregon.

I would like to contact my old pal, Otis C.
Black who was in the 19th Bomb Group. We
were separated in Japan, and if he or anyone
knowing him sees this, please contact Mr.
James R. Johnson, 5412 Lynch Ave., Chicago
30, 11

I would greatly appreciate any information
concerning my friend and brother-in-law,
Ernest M.” (Shorty) Caldwell. Last heard from
in Richmond, Cal, when he was working in
the shipyards in 1943. W. N. Williams, Box
357, Victoria, Texas.

I would like to hear from anyone knowing
present whereabouts of Robert Holland, for-
merly of McKeesport, Pa. Known to have been
in Hollywood in 48 or '49. Alec Hoyer, 203
States St., San Francisco 14, Col.

Would like to contact Lee C. Hardebeck, my
brother. Born 73 years ago, left Morwood, Ohio,
in November, 1928. Spent a lot of time out
in the western wheat fields. H. C. Hardebeck,
738 Dalton St., Covington, Ky.

LOST TRAILS—I would like to locate some
relatives of mine—any of the descendants of
Sylvanus or Thompson Crow who left Ohio
in 1846 in the company of their brother Mil-
ton. They separated near Joliet, 111 and have
never been heard from since. Any one know-
ing any pf these people write to Mr. Louis F.
Crow, 319 N. Stanislaus, Stockton, Calif.



LOST

It is of great importance to me to find an
Alexander “Tiny” Ruffuner, formerly of Chi-
cago, ex-physical instructor, believed to be in
business in Southern Illinois. Write to Monroe
Nathan Work, 750 S. State Street, Elgin, 111

I wish to locate Frederick J. Schmidt. When
last heard of, in 1921, he was a piano salesman
for Griffith Piano Co. in Newark, N. J. His age
would be 73. His crippled sister Anna is hoping
to locate him. Write to Joseph Fred Garrity,
28 Prospect PI., East Orange, N. J.

Sweek, Joseph E., U.S. soldier, U.S. sailor.
Austrian-German. Bom in Brooklyn, about
1888-1890. Ht. 5' 11", wt. 180 Ibs. Dark brown
hair. Eyes, gray. Prominent nose. Amateur
violinist. Experienced carpenter and plumber.
Discharged by U.S.N.—Records Pacific Coast
1917 U.S.S. Benver. Gave New Haven, Conn,
as forwarding address but never arrived. May
be amnesia victim. The writer offers reward.
Write to Tom E. Long, Box 203, Key West, Fla.

I would like to hear from anyone knowing
the whereabouts of my brother Jay D. Albert.
When last heard of he was in Philadelphia,
Penn. Notify B. E. Albert, 13025—25th Ave.,
N.E., Seattle 55, Washington.

READERS DIGEST ' LOBEX ACTS QUICKLY 2 WATS!

Yes, with ¥our first appllcatlokln

LOBEX acts_to hide ugl

REPORTS AMAZING RESULTS!
LOBEX is the same type  tion helps:
formula used In clinical
tests made by a leading
medical college. Effective
results were reported in
100% of all cases tested, as
reported in READER'S
DIGEST, Jan. 1952.

YOU'LL BE GLAD TOMORROW
YOU ORDERED LOBEX TODAY!

If you suffer the mental angmsh
and embarrassment brought
about by these unsightly blem-
ishes . © . LOBEX will" be the
best  investment you ever made.

ples, acne and blackheads.

blemishes while Its antiseptic ac-

1 Prevent spreading of infection.
2, Combat externally-caused pim-

TRAILS 113
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*> AT HOME.

There art RICH OPPORTUNITIES lor MEN and WOMEN
with "know-how" in Plastics. Interstate’s new Plastics course
tells and shows how to make hundreds of fast selling items out
of Plastics. Gives complete training ia fabrication, casting,
lamination, molding, internal carving, etc., in -simple, easy,
step-by-step language and picture*. Plastics and Fabricating
Kits for 23 valuable Plastic items come with training at no
extra cost. START A PLASTICS BUSINESS OF YOUR
OWN. No other industry holds such promise for the
future. You can make big money manufacturing nov-

elties. toys, signs, etc., in your own home in spare or full

time. Don’t wait! Learn NOW how Interstate’s Plastic*
Training qualifies you for success in the Plastics field.

PLASTICS AND SUPPLIES FURNISHED
FOR 23 VALUABLE PROJECTS

INTERSTATE TRAINING SERVICE

Portland 13, Oregon

Free Book on Arthritis

And Rheumatism

HOW TO AVOID CRIPPLING DEFORMITIES

An amazmg newly enlarged 44-page book entitled
Rheumatism” will be sent free to anyone who will
write for it.

It reveals why drugs and medicines give only tem-
porary relief and fail to remove the causes of the
trouble; “explains a proven specialized non-aurgical.
non-medical treatment which has proven successful
for the past 33 years.

You incur no obligation in sending for this instructive
book. It may be the means of saving you years of untold
misery. Write today to The Ball Clinic, Dept. 16,
Excelsior Springs, Missouri.

ACNE

BLACKHEADS,
ITEHEADS?

[T * o« * % &

you?t* *

LOBEX PRODUCTS. Dept. PF-2
317 West Van Buren St.
Chicago 7, IlI.

MONEY-BACK
GUARANTEE

Please RUSH In a plain wrapper my order for LOBEX
@ $2.98 per jar. | can return the jar for a full refund

of $2.98 if ! am not thrilled with the results.

O | am enclosing $2.98 with order. You pay postage.
O Send C.O.D. $2.98 plus C.O.D. charges and postage.

Print Name

Print Address

City . Zone. State.
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When yo*J* t#¥er values!

auto

Including

Newest Seat

Cover Sensation!

BIG MONEY, FULL
OR SPARE TIME!

FIESTA

BULLFIGHTER

BUCK EBONY

Want extra money—plenty of it day after
day? Then rush your name and address at
once for Free Sample Outfit that will start
you taking orders from car owners everywhere
for Key expertly tailored Auto Seat Covers.
EXCLUSIVE NEW PATTERNS to fitevery
make and model car. No one can compete
with you in wide choice, in quality— and in
expert tailoring that makes covers fit like a
pair of gloves. And when you quote prices
that are only a fraction of what the customer
expects to pay, brother! You make money
hand over fist writing up the fast orders! Line
includes nationally advertised sensations like
BLACK EBONY Saran, in the new Black
and Silver Watermelon Stripe, beautiful be-
yond descriptionB AM BOO, luxurious, brilliant
FIESTA, colorfulBULL FIGHTER PLAIDS,

plua many other exclusive patterns to choose
from, all at unbelievably low prices. It's no
trick at all to make big money whether you
sell full time or just in spare time. OPPOR-
TUNITY TO SELL AT WHOLESALE TO
GARAGES, SERVICE STATIONS, ETC.

RUSH NAME FOR FREE OUTFIT

GIVE MAKE, YEAR AND MODEL OF YOUR CAR. No
experience needed. Make all the extra money
you need easily just by showing! Every car
owner a "hot” prospect. YEAR AROUND
STEADY PROFITS. Noinvestment to make.
Actual seat covers given to producers for
OWN use! Write for Free Selling Kit and ac-
tual samples TODAY!

KEY PRODUCTS CORP.# Dept. 46-B

800 NORTH CLARK STREET

KEY PR3CUCTS CORP..

800 H AsKSt.,, cetso 10. il
Rush Free Sample Outfit at
once. (If you own a car Inolude
the following information):

Ifify

CHICAGO 10, ILLINOIS

Stlltf



Not Just sno<
ot SPECIAL K
OF SHOES

Big Full or Spare Time Profits!

Satisfy Customers Most Stores

Are Not Able to Take Care Of! STEEL SAFETY

OUTSTANDING

1 LEATHERS!

HERE'S THE BUSINESS YOU'VE ALWAYS TOE SHOES! - Imported Australian
WANTED! YEAR ROUND — REPEAT Thfe I|a§[ \I\;Ord s fG(I) Kangaroo leather. Calf-
ORDERS FROM _FRIENDS, NEIGHBORS. safety! Vou featurs stee Skin o ustrous - she 11
EVERYBODY — STEADY PROFITS — UN: N s Hieking Cordovan — WRu9sed
LIMITED PROSPECTS—A QUALITY PROD- styles. Workers want J samples of these fine
UCT THAT'S NATIONALLY KNOWN! Start to save feet ijfl quality leathers  fur-
full or spare time with a “ shoe', More business” Injury. he?’fe‘y ;"h": - f(\lsged FREE to quali
in your pocket. No expense of overhead, lights, b o ek EXTRA . iTH ted ment

f-tc your big profit is ALL YOURS! tollars into your

We set you up_in this fine busihess FREE, See bank account!

how easy it is to make BIG MONEY with
Mason’'s ‘new “Wonder Line” of shoes for men
and women. Wonderful style, extra-comfort fea-
tures; amazmg range of sizes and widths. You
feature over 150 styles of dress, sport and work
shoes. Sizes from 5 to 16, widths AAAA to
EEEE. No wonder no shoe store in your town
can compete with you!

Make hundreds of extra dollars every month by selling
specially designed Mason air-cushioned service “shoes to
filling station attendants, garage men. postmen, truck
drivers, grocers, other people who work in stores, offices,
industries. Watch your customer list ggow— see how eas
it is to earn exciting cash profits when customers RE-
ORDER from you

EXCLUSIVE FEATURES SELL
MASON SHOES QUICKLY FOR YOU!

Mason Shoes are nationally known for extra comfort features. Just
hand prospects your Cut-away 10-second Air Cushion Demonstrator.
When they feel the foamy-soft, hell-to-toe Velvet-eez Air Cushion
they realize how wonderfully comfortable it is to “Walk on air!”
Then point out the sturdy steel shank for extra strength, plus
special Air Cushion Arch Support. Mason Velvet-eez shoes are the
only footwear sold direct that bears the famed Good Housekeeping
Guarantee Seal. Because these fine shoes are NOT sold, in stores,
people must buy from YOU!

WE START YOU ON THE WAY TO
EXCITING PROFITS FREE!

No need to invest a cent, ever., We send you our Powerful Selling
Outfit that has proved to be a real money-maker for so many
thousands of men— absolutely FREE! We hack Eou up with Na-
tional Advertising, proved Sales Aids, even MORE, as soon as you
show u? you are really interested in making BIG MONEY.

"TERRIFIC INCOME!"

NEOPRENE and

GRO-CORK

SOLES and

HEELS!
Work shoes have special fea
tures for different occupa-
tions. Oil-Resistant Du Pont
Neoprene soles, heels, Gro-
Cork Slip-Resistant soles,
heels wanted by service
s*a‘ion men, garage men.
factory workers, thousands

AIR-CUSHION COMFORT! in other occupations—help
’ make shoes so fast-selling!

Foamy-coft Air-Cushion
innersole cushions »eet
on thousands of air bub-
bles. Customers rave
about comfort of “walk
ing on air’! You get
actual Air-Cushion de-
monstrator. Just say
“Feel that Cushion.”
When customers do—
they buy!

SEND TODAY ... Start Your Own
Profitable Business RIGHT AWAY!

DO YOU want to make steady EXTRA moixey? Do you
want real security? Do you want to be able to afford tho
things you've always only dreamed about?—then send this
coupon TODAY! We will rush your powerful Free Selling
Outfit that features over 150 fast-selling Mason Sho<’
styles for men and women—Air-Cushion Demonstrate.
How-To-Make-Money Booklet, everything you need
make money from the first hour!

SEND COUPON FOR FREE OUTFIT!

Mr. Ned Mason, Dept. MA-114
Mason Shoe Mfg. Co.
Chippewa Falls, Wisconsin

I want to make really BIG MONEY with Mason shoes!
Rush my FREE Selling  Oiiitit so 1 can start running the
e>st “ Shoe Store Business” in my town.



Night after night

Baddafar!'.

Every night detective Richie Then—gun in hand— Richie
McAllister trained his binocu- crept along the window ledge.
lars on the brunette in apart- Had he GUESSED RIGHT
ment 8-A. He watched her get about the “bachelor girl” across
up in the morning, and go to the way? In a few nerve-
bed at flight* He waited ¢ . . shattering seconds he would
until the missing Killer returned! know . . . You'll enjoy

THE NIGHT WATCH

YOU GET ALL THESE
Ttooi

EACH INDIVIDUALLY BOUND
FULL SIZED
HARD COVERED NEW BOOKS

THE KING IS DEAD
by ELLERY QUEEN
Exactly on schedule, some-
body ‘killed sadistic Mr.
Beridigo. But the murder
weapon was an EMPTY
gun! And it was “fired”
through a solid steel door!

TRIPLE JEOPARDY PATaKM
_bi/ REX STOUT Qoetrrt*
“1 killed that cog!" said
the scandal-hungry brunette.
Was she I%/ing]_. .. crazy. ..
or telling the TRUTH? Nero
Wolfe has to find out fast!
BLACK WIDOW
by PATRICE QUENTIN
A girl dead in your apart-
ment! Her suicide note
blames you. Her angry
friends say she was YOUR
mistress. "But YOU have
seen her ONLY ONCE in
your whole life!

NEVER BET YOUR

by GEORGE H. COXE
Every cent the murdered
gambler owned was willed
to Dave Barnum. But Dave
had to BET HIS LIFE to
prove HE wasn't the killer!
ALIAS UNCLE HUGO
by MANNING COLES |
Here's a top-notch espio-
nage yarn about a young

heir to a throne a
$u55|an c'gmmélssgr .. .and WITH
ommy Hambledon, secret MEMBERSHIP
ageni\ﬂeég?joggna\;\%TH AN AMAZING DEMONSTRATION OFFER BY AMER-
MIRRORS ICA’S NUMBER ONE ENTERTAINMENT BOOK CLUB
by AGATHA CHRISTIE WILL YOU ACCEPT this gigantic bargain pack- Number One entertainment book club.
New? best seller by one of age! You get ALL SEVEI\? ?ull sized novels for Here's the simple, popular plan of the Dollar
the greatest mystery writers! only ONE DOLLAR—to read, to enjoy, to put Mystery Guild; Each month the elub selects two
Tells of a thrice-married roudly on your book shelf. (The price of these top-nofch new books. These are described ‘to
woman . . . and a house Books in publishers’ editions adds up to $17.75!) members well 1A ADVANCE u take only
swept by MURDER . . . At the same time you are enrolled Free of those ){ou like; no more than four a year if you
Charge in the Dollar Mystery Guild, America's wish. 1f you don’t want a book, simply tell the
club. It will not be sent. Members
m mffl save money by Faylng only ONE
L] DOLLAR each” (plus few cents Shlﬁ-
. . pin for Iagge, hard-bound _books
Mail This Coupon to: m:ju_r» up éo $ .?Olieat_:P in publisher.*
_ H editions! Best of all, if you join Now,
THE DOLLAR MYSTERY GUILD, DEPT PF-2, Garden City, N. Y. you get SEVEN new books for ONE
Please enroll me in the Dollar Mystery Guild and rush me these new books. Later I'll OLLAR as an enrollment premium!
send only $1.00 for the entire package. Send coupon to DOL-
ENROLLMENT BONUS—7 FULL SIZED BOOKS for $1.00 (LBSIIT_D DI\E(P%_TFI’EFR\Z(
TRIPLE JEOPARDY. THE KING IS DEAD. BLACK WIDOW. NEVER BET YOUR : R
LIFEr ALIAS UNCLE HUGO, THE NIGHT WATCH, MURDER WITH MIRRORS. GARDEN CITY. N. Y.
Forthcoming bock bargains will be described to me in advance in the Club s monthly
bulletin! "Mystery Guild Clues” . It is my privilege to notify you whenever 1 do

not

wi*ih to accept any forthcoming selection at the special membership juice ot only $1.00

each plus a'few cents shipping charge. The purchase of books is entirely*voluntary on

niy part | do not have to accept a book every month—only four during ‘each yﬁ%rR‘g?g
uo -

| renrain_a member. | may resign at any time after accepting ta.ud' ns. N
GUARANTEE. If not delighted, I can return books in 7 days and FgomRgrship will be
cancelled.

Name (PLEASE PRINT)

Street and No

Zone State.
105 Bond Street, Toronto 2, Ont»
S. A. and Canada)



