“Send them away!” he rasped. "I will wait on the bal-
cony. Send them away or I'll shoot and take my chances!”

Midnight Visit

By Robert Arthur
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of a secret agent Fowler had ever

read. Following him down the
musty corridor of the gloomy French
hotel where Ausable had a room, Fowler
felt let down. It was a small room, on
the sixth and top floor, and scarcely a
setting for a figure of romantic adven-
ture. But Ausable, in his wrinkled
business suit badly in need of cleaning,
could hardly be called a romantic figure.

He was, for one thing, fat. Very fat.
And then there was his accent. Though
he spoke French and German passably,
he had never altogether lost the New
England twang he had brought to Paris
from Boston twenty years before.

“You are disappointed,” Ausable said
wheezily over his shoulder. “You were
told that I was a secret agent, a spy,
dealing in espionage and danger. You
wished to meet me because you are a
writer, young and romantic. You vis-
ioned mysterious figures in the night,
the crack of pistols, drugs in the wine.

“Instead, you have spent a dull eve-
ning in a French music hall with a
sloppy fat man who, instead of having
messages slipped into his hand by dark-
eyed beauties, gets only a prosaic tele-
phone call making an appointment in
his room. You have been bored!”

The fat man chuckled to himself as he
unlocked the door of his room and stood
aside to let his discomfited guest enter.

“You are disillusioned,” Ausable told
him. “But take cheer, my young friend.
Presently you will see a paper, a quite
important paper for which several men
have risked their lives, come to me in
the next-to-the-last step of its journey
into official hands. Someday soon that
paper may well affect the course of his-
tory. In that thought there is drama,
is there not?”

As he spoke, Ausable closed the door
behind him. Then he switched on the
light.

And as the light came on, Fowler had
his first authentic thrill of the day. For
halfway across the room, a small auto-
matic in his hand, stood a man.

Ausable blinked a few times.

“Max,” he wheezed, ‘“you gave me a
start. 1 thought you were in Berlin.
What are you doing here in my room?”

AJSABLE did not fit any description

“ AX” was slender, a little less than

tall, with features that suggested
slightly the crafty pointed countenance
of a fox. There was about him—aside
from the gun—nothing especially men-
acing.

“The report,” he murmured. “The
report that is being brought you tonight
on Germany’s air strength. I thought it
would be safer in my hands than in
yours.”

Ausable moved to an armchair and
sat down heavily.

“I'm going to raise hell with the man-
agement this time, and you can bet on
it,” he said grimly. “The second time in
a month somebody has gotten into my
room off that confounded balcony!”

Fowler’s eyes went to the single win-
dow of the room. It was an ordinary
window, against which now the night
was pressing blackly.

“Balcony?” Max said, with a rising
inflection. “No, a passkey. I did not
know about the balcony. It might have
saved me some trouble.”

“It’s not my damned balcony,” Ausa-
ble said with extreme irritation. “It be-
longs to the next apartment.”

He glanced explanatorily at Fowler.

“You see,” he said, “this room used
to be part of a large unit, and the next
room—through that door there—used to
be the living room. It had the balcony,
which extends under my window now.

“You can get onto it from the empty
room two doors down—and somebody
did, last month. The management prom-
ised me to block it off. But they
haven’t.”

Max glanced at Fowler, who was
standing stiffly a few feet from Ausable,
and waved the gun with a little peremp-
tory gesture.

“Please sit down,” he suggested. “We
have a wait of half an hour at least, I
think.”

“Thirty-one minutes,” Ausable said
moodily. “The appointment was for
twelve-thirty. I wish I knew how you
learned about that report, Max.”

The other smiled without mirth.

“And we wish we knew how it was
gotten out of Germany,” he replied.
“However, no harm has been done. I
will have it back— What is that?”

UNCONSCIOUSLY Fowler, who was
still standing, had jumped at the
sudden rapping on the door. Ausable
yawned.

“The gendarmes,” he said. “I thought
that so important a paper as the one wad#
are waiting for might well be given a
little extra protection tonight.”

Max bit his lip in uncertainty. The
rapping was repeated.

“What will you do now, Max?” Ausa-
ble asked. “If I do not answer, they will
enter anyway. The door is unlocked.
And they will not hesitate to shoot.”

The man’s face was black as he
backed swiftly toward the window; with
his hand behind him he flung it up to its
full height, and swung a leg over the sill.

“Send them away!” he rasped. “I will
wait on the balcony. Send them away or
I'll shoot and take my chances!”

The rapping on the door came louder.
And a voice was raised.

“M’sieu! M’sieu Ausable!”

Keeping his body twisted so that his
gun still covered the fat man and his
guest, the man at the window grasped
the frame with his free hand to support
himself as he rested his weight on one
thigh, then swung his other leg up and
over the sill.

The doorknob turned. Swiftly Max
pushed with his left hand to free himself
from the sill and drop to the balcony
outside. And then, as he dropped, he
screamed once, shrilly.

The door opened and a waiter stood
there with a tray, a bottle and two
glasses.

“M’sieu, the cognac ou ordered for
when you returned,” t  said, and set the
tray upon the table, d itly uncorked the
bottle, and retired.

White-faced, Fowler stared after him.

“But—" he stammered, “the police—"

“There were no police.” Ausable
sighed. “Only Henri, whom I was ex-
pecting.”

“But won’t that man—" Fowler be-
gan.

“No,” Ausable said, “he won’t return.
There is no balcony.”
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EATLY, like a blueprint, you and your bride-

to-be have it planned — you two who are at
that happy crossroads when life is all future. That
little home you'll buy when you can afford it. . . .
The boy who looks like his dad and the girl with
her mother’s eyes. . . . How you will grow old to-
gether and have a second honeymoon . . . with all
the work and the struggle behind you!

Dreams are right and wise, because for most
of us they come true. But if they should not. . . if
that last part of the picture should fail to develop
.. .it need not mean that all the rest of your plans
will go to pieces, too.

Happily there’s a modern way to make certain
that many of your plans will be carried out. Life
insurance can carry a family every step of the way
toward financial independence — but, for most of

JOHN HANCOCK MUTUAL LIFE

us, only one of those steps toward security can be
taken at a time.

The first need is enough money to carry your
bride through the period of readjustment if she
should ever have to face the world without you.
You can provide this essential protection, at a cost
even a young bridegroom’s budget can afford,
through a special plan designed for this specific
purpose. It is called the John Hancock readjust-
ment plan...and it has the somewhat happier fac-

LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

OF BoSTON, MASSACHUSETTS

GUY W. COX, President

ulty of helping to finance that second honeymoon
— if things do work out according to your hopes.

Ask a John Honcock repre-
sentative to tell you about
the readjustment plan. Or
write Department C-6 for
our descriptive booklet.

INSURANCE COMPANY
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“SHOULD I Buy MYy NEW CAR ON
THE MONTHLY PAYMENT PLAN?”

ES—provided you have an absolute guarantee of your

finance company against any hidden charges in rate,
and a guarantee that you will receive exactly the insurance
for which you pay. Commercial Credit Company openly
publishes its rate and makes these guarantees. The dealers
who give you Commercial Credit service co-operate in
extending these guarantees to you. If you buy on the
Commercial Credit plan, you get every protection to which
you are entitled. Accept nothing less.

Why spend the money you have saved? Buy your new car
out of your monthly income just as you pay your rent. Pay
for your new car while you use it. You will be surprised at
the little difference between the cash price plus cost of
insurance, and the time payment price.

Our Rate is Guaranteed —
We Hide No Charges

When we handle the financing of your time payment transaction on
your new car of any make, we guarantee that the finance charge yon
will pay does not exceed $6.00 per year per $100 (50c per month) on
your original unpaid balance plus charge for the insurance you receive,
payable in 12 to 18 or more equal monthly instalments. Some states
require a small charge for filing, recording or tax, which is added. No
hidden charge for ““investigation’” or anything else.

Complete Insurance Protection

You receive a policy or certificate issued by one of the largest insurance
companies protecting you against loss by fire—actual value; theft—
broad form; collision—deductible type; and other accidental physical
damage to your new car. We guarantee that you will get exactly the
insurance you pay for and will not pay any more for such insurance
than the regular published rates charged by the same insurance com-
pany for the territory in which you live.

Ask Any Dealer For This Guaranteed Plan

Your local dealer can handle the entire transaction for you with the
least trouble, at one place, one time. This guaranteed monthly payment
plan is available through acceptable dealers apywhere in the United
States through 192 local offices that extend Commercial Credit service.
You will find the employes at these local offices efficient, courteous and
helpful. They are just as much a part of your community as your local
druggist or grocet.

Buy your new car from the local dealer who gives you Commercial
Credit service. You will then benefit by our guarantee.

Chairman of the Board

NEW CAR FINANCING UR GUARANTEE

Not more than 0] cor i financed anywhere
new h any office

o
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our
$ = i[l':’ [:Zne ’[']nited St“t‘;f Credit service,
offering o me ¢than you should
n

A YEAR PER HUNDRED DOLLARS
BASED ON ORIGINAL UNPAID
BALANCE PLUS
INSURANCE

0;‘7 that you pay for.

COMMERCIAL CREDIT COMPANY

BALTIMORE

One of @ series of open letters to the American Public appearing in 427 Newspapers and in National Magazines
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Bombs Don’t Scare Us Now

Continued from page 11

the people wanted to surrender, how
would they make their will felt? Only
a small proportion of the nation would
be affected at any given time. These
would be particularly dependent upon
the administration for aid and help.
One must assume that the executive
government and those in charge of na-
tional defense would have a secure
headquarters somewhere or other, and
one must also hope they would not be
affected by panic and that they would
not betray their country’s honor and
title deeds of freedom because of the
painful events taking place in various
parts of the country. The whole conduct
of the war would go forward with inter-
ruptions that would hardly be appar-
ent in so vast a process.

A Simplified Problem

Therefore, neither upon moral nor
practical grounds do I see any way by
which air bombing of the noncom-
batant population for the purposes of
slaughter would be effective in making
us submit to the will of those who had
committed these crimes. Most people
would feel it would be better to die than
to be conquered by a state capable of
such deeds, because what other deeds
would follow when it was all-powerful?

For these reasons it seems unlikely
that the attempt to use aircraft for the
specific purpose of mass terror will be
adopted in the early stages of a war.

Now, if we exclude this idea, the
whole problem becomes clarified and
simplified. It becomes a problem of
selection. The country can be divided
into target areas and their immediate
surroundings on the one hand, and all
the rest of the broad expanse of Britain
on the other.

How are target areas to be defined?
Clearly they are the areas upon which
our war-making capacity depends. No
doubt the government has already made
up its mind which these areas are. No
one would suggest that the government
should publish this schedule or that it
should not be extended as time and re-
sources permit. But anyhow there would
be quite a lot to defend—enough to tax
our strength, enough to make a serious
inroad upon all forms of active defense.
Still no one can suppose that the task is
impossible or insuperable.

Sometimes people, misusing language,
speak of these target areas as “vulner-
able” points. What is meant are points
worth attacking. They must be made in-
vulnerable points. By a concentration
of batteries and lights, the air raiders
must be kept at a great altitude, where
they cannot aim with much accuracy.
Effective bombproof shelters must be
provided for all persons who have to
stay in them. In the environs of these
areas, blastproof shelters should suf-
fice. It is no use supposing that in a
target area protection against blast will
be sufficient. People will not be able to
live there and do their war work with-
out numerous absolutely secure bomb-
proof shelters.

But the first and main air-raid pre-
caution is the Royal Air Force. This
force protects us in two ways. First, it
attacks munitions and war supply cen-
ters in the enemy country, thus obliging
them to defend themselves and hamper-
ing their attack. The enemy will think
of this too, and one may expect that on
both sides the prime attack will be upon
the nests from which the airplanes
come. We must expect a very strong
resistance from our possible antagonist,
one that will occupy a large part of his
strength.

The second way in which the British
Air Force will protect us is by our fight-
ing airplanes, rising lightly laden from
their own ground and grappling in the
high air with the invader, both when he
comes and when he goes. Unless we
have been deceived, the British Air
Force has already reached a strength,
and our technical methods have attained
a sufficient quality to make daylight
attack on this island a very dangerous
and costly operation.

It is a fair assumption that if one
fifth of the raiders are destroyed on each
raid, continuous raiding will not go on
for very long. We might hope that this
condition is already established. There-
fore, I cannot think that daylight raids
—and in daylight I include moonlight—
will be the main danger we should have
to face, supposing war should come.

If this assumption—it is only an as-
sumption—should prove to be true, im-
portant conclusions follow from it. It
is only in daylight, or possibly moon-
light, which is rare, that any accurate
aiming is possible. If daylight raids go
out of fashion, then no precise targets
can be hit except by a fluke. If the
attacker is confined to night raiding, he
can only drop bombs indiscriminately
upon built-up areas, protesting, of
course, that there are military objectives
somewhere thereabouts.

If this form of attack is adopted, it
must lead to considerable slaughter
of civilian noncombatants, including
women and children. This, then, is the
problem with which the British air de-
fense is confronted.

Much Too Expensive

It is most unlikely that the country-
side will be attacked except by accident.
People talk in a silly way of thousands
of tons of bombs, etc., being dropped
night after night. Of course, a lot may
be saved up for the first phase of a war,
but no country could afford to go on
very long casting explosives at random
in the night on such a scale. One must
remember that such a country would
also have to feed with explosives great
armies in full battle along all their fight-
ing fronts. When we consider the fairly
well-known resources of the German
chemical industry, we cannot readily
believe that they are unlimited. I am
not suggesting there will not be plenty
of explosives; but there will certainly
not be such an abundance as to encour-
age any sane general staff to throw
away this precious, decisive substance
on the very remote chance of hitting
cottages or villages, or ordinary towns in
England.

Therefore, 1 think that we may dis-
miss altogether the countryside of
Britain from our troubles. The “Little
Pedlingtons” need not be worried about
themselves. Their duty will be provid-
ing able and helpful people to go to the
aid of the areas that will be subjected
to the actual ordeal.

Now let us see how to deal with the
problem of what I call “Blind Hookey”
at the built-up areas. Let us next state
a few basic facts and conclusions that
govern the intelligent discussion of this
unpleasant subject.

In the late war, one ton of bombs
dropped in London killed on the aver-
age ten people and wounded thirty.
These figures are apparently borne out
by experience in Spain. If a bomb was
dropped at random in London, there
would be on the average one person
within ten yards, and three others within
twenty yards of the point of impact.

This seems to lead to the conclusion,



taking it by and large and making al-
lowance for the fact that some people
will be behind walls and protected in
various ways, that anyone within ten
yards of the place where a 200-pound
bomb drops will be killed, and anyone
within twenty yards will be injured.
Whether these figures are exact or not,
it is certain that the effect of bombing
will be directly proportional to the den-
sity of population.

Poor Shooting

As the density of population in Lon-
don is about thirty-five times as great as
it is averaged over the countryside, ex-
cluding the fifty-one towns with over
100,000 inhabitants, bombing of the
countryside would be thirty-five times
less effective per ton of bombs dropped
than the bombing of the large cities.
As an instance of the security of the
countryside, one may mention that a
hundred 200-pound bombs dropped at
random in Oxfordshire would probably
kill only three persons and wound nine
out of a population of 210,000. The
normal death rate in the county is seven
per day.

The simplest and probably the cheap-
est form of protection against high ex-
plosives is to spread out the population
over a large area. If the eight million
people living within about fifteen miles
of Charing Cross could be spread over
a circle of, say, fifty miles round Charing
Cross, the casualties would be reduced
to one tenth the number that would be
suffered under present conditions.
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If the British people choose to dis-
perse themselves and their businesses
and affairs widely throughout the island,
there is not enough explosive in the
world, nor can enough be made, to de-
stroy their fighting capacity. The true
division of the country is between the
target areas and the rest.

One of the oldest rules of war is that
to try to be strong everywhere is to be
strong nowhere. To try to make every-
one safe is to make nobody safe, and
moreover, to endanger the state. Noth-
ing matters so much as being beaten,
and a firm, resolute stand must be made
against dissipating the vital resources
upon which we should rely. We must
not let Air Raids Precautions business
make an undue inroad upon offensive
action by which alone victory will be
obtained and national survival secured.

If this view is sound, one can see how
very wide of the mark is much of the
guidance that has been given to the
vast majority of the population.

The distribution of fifty million gas
masks to the whole population, which
was so vaunted in the late crisis, was
an unreasonable and even ludicrous
measure. Also we have seen energetic
schoolmasters in remote districts piling
up sand outside their schools, or build-
ing shelters and dugouts for their pupils
in the neighboring woods; and persons
in remote villages or in the open coun-
tryside digging holes and trenches in
which they would be far more likely to
die of pneumonia than bombing.

It is therefore all-important to lay
down sound principles, proclaim them

“I'm afraid, Mr. Tremaine, the company wouldn't consider you a good risk”

CHAS. ADDAMS
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THERE IS A
PISTON RING SPECIALIST
IN YOUR COMMUNITY

.

McQUAY-NORRIS

ALTINIZED

Sngineeied Sels

The piston ring specialist in your community has
McQuay-Norris Engineered Set Piston Rings that are
specifically engineered for youwr particular model of
car. And he has blueprint instructions for the pre-
cision installation of these rings. Engineered Set Piston
Rings stop oil waste and prevent
blow-by in worn and tapered cylin-
ders because each ring is specifically
engineered for each piston ring
groove of each model. And remem-
ber, every Engineered Set Piston
Ring is Altinized to give longer
life and prevent excessive break-
in wear. Get the rings that do the
job best—McQuay-Norris Altin-
ized Engineered Set Piston Rings.

McQUAY-NORRIS MANUFACTURING CO
St. Louis, Mo.

PISTON RINGS - PISTONS - PINS - VALVES - BEARINGS - SLEEVES - PUMP PARTS
BOLTS - BUSHINGS - SILENT-U SHACKLES - WHEEL SUSPENSION PARTS
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o Never again, perhaps, will such
a history-making travel bargain
be offered. For less than a penny
a mile, you can travel from your home town to
one Fair ... then across America to the other
Fair . .. and finally back home again, in Cream
and Crimson, smooth-riding, Trailways Stream-
liners (many of them air-conditioned)! An op-
portunity of a lifetime at unbelievably low cost!

Then, too, be sure of your hotel accommoda-
tions in San Francisco or New York by taking
advantage of a Trailways All-Expense Exposi-
tion Tour. Here are typical All-Expense Tours:

3 All-Expense Days in San Francisco . $ 8.75
3 Ali-Expense Days in New York . . $11.25

Everything arranged far you (except meals)—
hotel accommodations assured, admissions to
Fairs, sight-seeing trips, etc. Other tours 2 to 7
days at either Fair. (P.S. If you can’t go to
both, be sure to see One Fair ... Trailways
offers you a wide choice of routes, go one way
return another; very low fares.)

Every One a Glorious,
Carefree Vacation!
o You can go places and do things this summer...
visit favorite vacation landsin this country, Canada,
and Mexico . . . and do it at amazingly low cost, by
taking a Trailways All-Expense Vacation Tour.

Assured Accommodations — Everything arranged
for an ideal, comfortable vacation—fine hotel ac-
commodations, sight-seeing trips, boat trips, etc. No
guessing about where to go, what to do. One low
cost covers almost all necessary expense from the
time you leave 'til you get back. For a glorious,
carefree vacation, HIGH in comfort and fun, and
LOW in cost, take a Trailways All-Expense Vaca-
tion Tour . . . the Friendly way to travel.

Send for FREE Travel Guides NOW

(or consult your local Trailways ogent)

NATIONAL TRAILWAYS SYSTEM,
20 E. Randolph St., Chicago

Please send me at once complete information on
0O Both Fairs for $69.95. (1 San Francisco Fair
1 New York Fair (0 All-Expense Vacation Tour

“C-6

(1 Independent trip to. from

. I expect to leave about.

and will be gone. days.

Nam

(please print)

Address.
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sedulously by all the means of broad-
cast and publicity at your disposal, and
stand the bump of any unpopularity
that may arise at the present time, or
the indignant reproaches that will fall
upon you if, on a thousand-to-one
chance, some one particular village or
township receives a packet from baffled
raiders on their way home.

It seems to me that while ninety-nine
per cent of the island will not be trou-
bled in any serious way, the target areas
will become a battlefield, and, therefore,
under sustained attack, uninhabitable,
except by persons who in one way or
another are actually fighting.

These people will be like soldiers,
having to take the rough with the
smooth, and I expect they will manage
to do their jobs all right in most cases.
One must expect that these target areas
will be attacked continually, and that
the air struggle will exhaust itself in this
process.

Apart from dispersion, there are two
main devices: first, the corrugated steel
shelters, and, second, properly pre-
pared basements. The steel shelter op-
erates in all the enormous two-storied
districts that lie around the great cities
or the various munitions factories. I
think it is a very fine protection. Prop-
erly covered with sandbags, and some-
times perhaps brought inside the house
for comfort’s sake, it gives an enormous
measure of protection to a family. If
they get hit directly by some terrific
bomb, their luck is evidently out.

Take to the Cellar

Let us now look at the high buildings.
Of course, many people will not be liv-
ing in them after we have settled down
to the job, but at the beginning many
people may be there, and all through
quite a lot will have to stay. Therefore,
we must look to the basements.

It is discreditable that these base-
ments were not prepared after the rape
of Austria, or especially after Munich.
Nothing can protect any one of us from
a direct hit of a large aerial torpedo
with a delayed action fuse. But how
many of these are going to be carried
across the long dangerous miles of sea?
Enough, no doubt, to upset drainage
and water supply and electric power.
That is another story about which there
is much to be said. But the good base-
ment, properly shored up and provided
with exits, will give very nearly as good
a chance to people who are in the high
houses of the target areas as the steel
shelter will give in the outlying districts.

The question of evacuation presents
a vast and complex problem of organ-
ization, and it was not seriously con-
sidered until the authorities came to
realize that the difficulties and the ex-
pense of providing shelters for the urban
population were even more formidable.
The evacuation problem can only be
considered in relation to the shelter
problem, and vice versa.

The more people who can be evacu-
ated, the fewer there remain for whom
shelters have to be provided. The aim
of the government should be, and is, to
evacuate from the densely populated
areas all who can he spared from the
industrial life of the community.

There is nothing virtuous or coura-
geous in persons not wanted for duty re-
maining in one of these congested areas.
On the contrary, they are performing a
futile act in compelling the provision of
shelter accommodation for them, and
by possibly filling unnecessarily the
hospital beds available for air-raid cas-
ualties. Evacuation should be regarded
by those concerned as a scheme in-
tended not so much for the protection of
those who are to be evacuated as for
the easing and simplification of the task
of the authorities in providing protec-
tion for those who are obliged to remain.

As far back as 1936, the government
declared large-scale evacuation to be
impracticable. In fact, it was not until
the French government produced plans
for the evacuation of some two million
out of the five million inhabitants of
Paris that the British government re-
considered its attitude.

The French authorities have made
arrangements to evacuate, in the first
place, all those residents of the capital
who themselves have no need to remain
and who have no close family attach-
ments. These will be evacuated to dis-
tant parts of France. The other main
category of those to be evacuated con-
sists mainly of wives and families of
men whose work necessitates their re-
maining in Paris. These are to be
transported to country districts, within
a radius of 100 kilometers of Paris, so
that it will be possible for the men to
visit their families from time to time.
The details of the French plan are
worked out in the minutest particular.

In November, 1937, when the Air
Raids Precautions Bill was introduced,
it contained no mention whatsoever of
evacuation. But as a result of speeches
made in the debate the government ac-
cepted the plan. No effective action was,
however, taken until nearly a year later,
when the Czechoslovak crisis arose.

Certain schemes existed on paper, but
little or no attempt had been made
either to classify those it was proposed
to evacuate or to survey the billeting
accommodations available for them in
the country districts.

Will America Get Mad?

A makeshift scheme was devised in
the middle of September, which was an-
nounced to the public over the wireless
when the crisis reached its height. If it
had been necessary to put it into opera-
tion there can be no doubt that it would
have resulted in complete chaos. As it
was, the Munich agreement was signed
on the day on which the evacuation was
planned to begin, and consequently, ex-
cept for the case of a few nursery
schools evacuated the day before, the
scheme was never put to the test.

Evacuation and dispersal have now
become the main measure in passive air
defense. They have been elaborated in
full detail, and it is believed that in a
very few hours an enormous reduction
in the population, and particularly the
children, of London and other great
cities can be effected. It must be re-
membered that on August Bank Holi-
day over three million people leave
London in the morning and return in the
evening.

For this purpose the country is di-
vided into three zones: areas to be
evacuated; reception areas; and areas
that stay put. Survey has been made
of the accommodations in the reception
areas, and every house, large or small,
must receive its proved quota, accord-
ing to the room space available after its
occupants have been accommodated.

It is a melancholy reflection that in
the twentieth century of the Christian
era, with all the wisdom and science
that man has gathered, with all his
sad experiences to teach him, we should
be forced to consider these problems.
But it is no exaggeration that the free-
dom and future of mankind depend
upon the nations now menaced raising
themselves above the blackmailing hor-
rors of air warfare.

Of these grievous events, the people
of the United States may soon, perhaps,
be the spectators. But it sometimes
happens that the audience becomes in-
furiated by a revolting exhibition.

In that case we might see the specta-
tors leaving their comfortable seats and
hastening to the work of rescue and of
retribution. Then indeed it would be
proved that indiscriminate air bomb-
ing is no road to world domination.

“I'm looking for 727 Poplar Street. Did this used to be it?"

NED HILTON
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“SCREWDRIVER'" DOUBLE-
PARKING —Sure he could find a place
at the curb—but not right where he
wants when he wants it! His abandoned
buggy causes plenty of Stop-and-Go,
and other drivers pay and pay and
PAY. Just remember, your engine uses
3 times as much gasoline in low and
second as in high—when a “Screw-
driver” brings you to a needless stop,
it shows on your gas gauge!

“A substantial part of all ‘stop-and-go’—25% is a
fair estimate—is the direct result of inconsiderate
driving manners. Improper parking, for example,
greatly impedes the flow of traffic.”,

"stare THE RoAD"
AND SUPER-SHELL
BOTH SAVE OV
SroP-Ano-Go

Traffic Engineer, American Transit Association

From Shell’s traffic and engineer- the-Road Club for common sense
ing studies came the gasoline refined behind the wheel!

to cut the cost of Stop-and-Go See your Shell dealer today ! He’ll

driving—Super-Shell! put the Share-the-Road emblem on
Now comes a nation-wide crusade  your car FREE—give you a book-
to cut the amount—by 25%! let showing how traffic boners
Crack down on “Screwdrivers”! increase your time-wasting, fuel-

" To do your part, join Shell’s Share- wasting Stop-and-Go needlessly.

SHOW YOUR COLORS-
“SHARE THE ROAD"~
CUT STOP-AND-GO
DRIVING 25%

Your Shell Dealer is
Headquarters for Saving
on STOP-and-GO

He’s a good neighbor—friendly and willing—
ready to give your car complete care!




Crowds keep coming to Studebaker show-~
rooms week after week, to see this remarkable
new success among the lowest price cars. Its dis-
tinctive Raymond- Loewy st Iip;xtg ranks it first
with motorists of good taste. Its low price and
low operating cost make it a true thrift Champion,

Treat yourself to the thrills and prestige of
Studebaker performance in a trial drive in this
Champion. Brilliant acceleration—matchless han-
‘dling ease—and, without extra charge, the rest-
ful riding comfort and steadiness assured by Stu-
debaker’s independent planar wheel suspension.

o o ““"'

)

in cash went into this new Champion. Fam
f)hysicists, technicians and engineers critically ana-
yzed every part. Test cars were run over 300,000
road miles. And Studebaker’s 7,300 master crafts-
men build every sound solid 'mcK of thisChampion,

You get remarkable operating safety and
structural safety in this Champion. You shift
gears at its steering wheel. You get Studebaker’s
safer dual-ratio steering and non-slam Hancock
rotary door latches. Yet there’s no extra charge

for any of these pr and c iences.

Four years of pre-testing and $4,500,000 .
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Here's the big new success among

%Y

the lowest price cars!

litetatter

ocerrgpton

It's beautiful! Its money saving! Its super-safe!

SEE for yourself why leading auto-
motive experts, newspaper edi-
tors, magazine writers and business
leaders are so enthusiastic about
Studebaker’s progress!

Stop in at a Studebaker showroom
and watch how motorists are buying
this new Studebaker Champion Six—
pace-setter among lowest price cars—
the car that, in just a few months, has
sent Studebaker sales up to new highs!

New beauty and solid safety!
Examine this Studebaker Champion.
Note how it excels in beauty and lux-
ury, in safety and advancements, as
well as in sound construction!

Take out this distinctive Champion
for a thrilling, convincing trial drive
—and make the delightful discovery
that it’s a true-blood team mate in
performance of Studebaker’s world-
famed Commander and President.

It saves you money every mile!
See how Studebaker has improved
upon the basic design of lowest price
cars in creating this sound, sturdy
new Champion. It doesn’t carry an
ounce of useless, gas-consuming bulk.

PRICED ON A LEVEL WITH
THE THREE LARGEST SELLING
LOWEST PRICE CARS

for a Studebaker Champion Coupe completely
equipped ond delivered at factory, South Bend

That means,accordingtotests, thatyou
get 10% to 25% greater gas economy
in this Champion than in other lead-
ing lowest price cars. Yet this Cham-
pion is remarkably solid and strong
—with unmatched safety features.
Put your good judgment as well as
your goodtastetowork—andyoucan’t
passupthisluxurious,distinctivemon-
ey-saving new Studebaker Champion.
Your present car covers at least part
of this Champion’s down payment.
Low-cost Studebaker service is na-
tion-wide — wherever you drive. See
your local Studebaker dealer now.

Save from 10% to 25%
on gasoline!
Tests show that this Champion’s 6-cyl-
inder Studebaker engine runs on 10% to
25% less gasoline than other leading low-
est price cars! Think of the dollar saving
that amounts to in a year! What a lot of
things you can do with the gas money
you save by owning this Champion!
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Ty Cobb’s Dream Team

the bag with big Alex and with the Babe
and with the Big Train and with Wagner,
the Flying Dutchman, and with Tris
from Texas and Eddie Collins, and with
dapper George Sisler and Cy Young and
Larry Lajoie, the graceful one. Some-
where or other Christy Mathewson and
Wee Willie Keeler will be listening in,
hearing the boys talk about the time
when Big Six was winning thirty games
a season and about the year (1910) when
Cobb beat the Frenchman for the bat-
ting title by .00086.

Look back over the hundred years of
baseball. Let’s pick a dream team of
the ages, the greatest team that ever
could be assembled. Let’s make believe
that we’re managing the team and we
can have our pick of all players, living
or dead. But better yet, let's get the
master of them all to pick this team.

We'll find Ty Cobb out in Menlo Park
in California in a beautiful home se-
cluded and guarded by tall trees. Ty is
middle-aged now, but he doesn’t look it.
He's well off, too, and he’s a substan-
tial citizen of his community. He plays
golf every day—literally every day—
and he’s a good golf player.

A Great Manager for a Great Team

Around Menlo they say that Ty
doesn’t care about baseball any more.

He doesn’t like baseball? Get him
started and he’ll talk baseball all day.
I know. I got him started. Let him pick
our dream team for us. Not just nine
men, we want a complete team that
could play through a season.

Ty says, “Let’s start with the man-
ager. I'll pick the greatest manager who
ever lived and I won’t hear any dispute

_2bout it. Who?” Cobb exploded, “Con-
=i1ie Mack, of course. There was never
anyone like him. He's smart and kind
and he knows how to handle men and he
can do wonders with poor material.

“Now let’s pick a pitching staff. We'll
pick the greatest pitching staff that was
ever assembled. We want four right-
handers and two left-handers. We start
with Matty of course. Matty and Alex-
ander and Walter Johnson and Ed
Walsh. They're our right-handers. All
great pitchers.

“That big Walter Johnson, I'll never
forget the day we first faced him. It was
his first major-league start. He was a
rookie and we gave him a ride. We al-
ways waited out rookies. We knew
they'd crack sooner or later and get wild.
So we waited for this big kid to get wild.
So we waited four or five innings and he
hadn’t thrown a dozen balls. We tried
to hit him and we couldn’t. Then we
decided to bunt. He hadn’t learned all
there was to be learned about handling
bunts as yet so we finally beat him 2 to 1
by bunting.”

Cobbleaned back and chuckled: “With
Eddie Plank and Carl Hubbell as our
two left-handers, how could any team
ever hit us? We want two catchers and
I'll take Mickey Cochrane and Roger
Bresnahan. Usually catchers are slow
and cumbersome, but not these two. Did
you ever know that Bresnahan used to
lead off? Both he and Mike were fast
and smart and great handlers of pitchers
and real hitters.

“Now,” Cobb enthused, “let’s talk
about first base. I'll take George Sisler
for my team. He was only slightly below
Hal Chase as a fielder and Chase was the
greatest in that department. He did ev-
erything else better. Back in 1922 he
broke a record of mine, when he made
257 safe hits in one season. That year
he batted .420 and was voted the most
valuable player in the league. George

Continued from page 19

was a fine alert ballplayer all the time.

“At second base,” Cobb laughed, “I
suppose you think I'll pick Napoleon
Lajoie? He was a fine player, but I'll
take Eddie Collins. Eddie was a great
mechanical ballplayer who never made
a mistake, but that isn’t measuring the
worth of his true greatness. In addition
to being a superb hitter, fielder and base
runner, Eddie Collins was the greatest
team player who ever lived. With him
in there a team was always two runs bet-
ter on the offense and thirty per cent
stronger on the defense. Eddie made his
whole infield look good.

“We won'’t even discuss shortstop,” Ty
said. “When you mention shortstop you
immediately think of the Dutchman.
There was only one Honus Wagner. I
don’t think anyone will quarrel with that
selection.

“Now at third base I'm putting Buck

“Kennesaw built the cabin
here so we'd be close to

in case of fire”

REAMER KELLER

water

Weaver. Weaver was close to the fast-
est man I ever saw on a ball field. He
could hit to all fields and he could run
bases with anybody. His throw was like
a rifle bullet. Yes, he finished baseball
under unfortunate circumstances but
that is neither here nor there. We're
talking about ballplayers. I'm talking
about what I think are the best ball-
players who ever lived. Buck Weaver
was one of them. And he had just
reached his peak when disaster came.

“The outfield,” Cobb said, “is easy.
How can we pick anyone but Joe Jack-
son, Tris Speaker and Babe Ruth? In
many ways [ think that Jackson was the
best batter I ever saw. He didn't play
by rules, he played instinctively. He al-
ways knew what to do even though he
didn’t know why it was the right thing
to do. Hit? How he could hit! No out-
field knew how to play him. I honestly
think he’d bat .450 today.

“Speaker, of course, belongs without
question. In 1916 he beat me out for
the batting championship by hitting a
murderous .386. That year he hit better
than .400 against Walter Johnson.

Cobb drew a deep breath. “Babe
Ruth? Who else? The fact that the
Babe was always apt to break up a ball

game with a home run is only half the
story. Think of the psychological effect
of having the Babe on your team. The
pitcher is afraid to walk the man who
bats ahead of him for fear the Babe will
drive him home. That means that
pitcher has to work hard and worry
about that man. Then by the time he’s
through pitching to the Babe he's gone
through a tough few minutes and he's
apt to relax when the next man comes
up. When Babe batted he helped the
man in front and the man behind.

Baseball Could Be Better

“Well,” Cobb finished, “there’s our
team. Why, we'd win 150 games a
season, even with the ridiculous ball
they use today. Ridiculous? Sure it's
ridiculous. Baseball has become a dif-
ferent game today than it was twenty
years ago. I don’t get much of a kick
watching a 10 to 7 ball game. Base steal-
ing? It’s obsolete now. We never fig-
ured that we were in a scoring position
until we reached second base. Once we
got there a single would drive us home.
But today, if a man is on first he's in
scoring position. The next man up is apt
to hit a home run.

“Outfielders? Today outfielders are
only caddies out there to retrieve long
drives. Almost all balls hit to the out-
field go so far they must be relayed in.

“Oh, baseball is still the best game
there is but it could be better. The play-
ers are just as good and they're smarter,
too. If they put the old ball back the
players could adjust themselves easily
enough. They could learn to steal bases
and to work for one run. They could
learn what we used to call inside base-
ball. But they don’t have to.

“If I were managing a team now I'd
say to the batter, ‘Go up and belt one.’
What good is a one- or two-run lead?
Some ordinarily weak hitter is apt to
catch a corner of that jack rabbit and
bounce it over the wall.

“Baseball has been good to me,” he
said thoughtfully. “Funny thing, you
know I never intended to be a ballplayer.
I wanted to be a surgeon. [ went up that
first year hoping to make enough money
to put me through medical school. I
held out my second year and in those
days owners were pretty strict about
holdouts. I said to myself: ‘I'll let this
decide it. If the owner gives in, it means
that I'm cut out to be a ballplayer from
now on. If he doesn’t it means that I'm
cut out to be a surgeon and I'll quit
baseball and go to medical school.” Well,
he gave in and I was a ballplayer.

“Funny thing about baseball, though.
1 played until I was forty-two and then I
was glad to be through with it all. For
twenty-four years I'd led a restricted
life. I hadn’t seen much of my family.
I had to take good care of myself. I had
to be fighting every minute. For twenty-
four years I couldn’t relax. And then I
found that although I'd been a success
in my job I hadn’t built anything for
the future that I could pass on to my
boy.

“I had saved my money, and friends
of mine in Detroit had advised me how
to invest it well, but that was all I had.
So I discovered golf. Sure, I still love
baseball, but after all I was never born
to be a spectator.”

“Let’s go into town,” I suggested, “and
take a look at the Seals. I hear that
young Dominick Di Maggio is almost
as good as Joe.”

He hesitated and then picked up the
golf clubs. Cobb smiled. “Let’s play a
round of golf instead. I told you I wasn’t
born to be a spectator.”
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HERE'S HOW
fo enjoy
grapefruit juice
all summer long!

Toddy, almost all kinds of good
things to eat and drink come in
cans—ready to be zipped open
and enjoyed. And now that in-
cludes grapefruit juice!

For, last winter, when grape-
fruit was at its best, the folks
down in Florida put up some of
that tangy juice so you could
enjoy it right straight through
the summer,

It's a grand appetizer for any
meal—and o wonderful “alka-
lizer” at bedtime, particularly
after late parties!

Real Florida orange juice now
also comes in cans—as well as
a new blend of orange-and-
grapefruit juice. Keep all three
always on hand.

FLORIDA CITRUS GOMMISSION, LAKELAND, FLORIDA

®
FLORIDA

yeapefeuil
/) (%

Look for the word "FLORIDA" on the can
if you wan} the best




THE JANTZEN “AQUABAT”

® So amazingly elastic is
the Jantzen Aquabat that only three
sizes are required to fit all men! Here
is truly a new sensation in fit and
comfort—the most practical trunks
you’ve ever worn in the water! Lastex
yarn plus fast-drying Jantzen-spun
wool performs a miracle in snug
perfect fit and support. The lines of
these remarkable new trunks are
trim and athletic. See them today at
your favorite shop or store. Test
their amazing two-way elasticity.
The “"Aquabat™ $2.95. Other trunks
$2.95-%4.95. Janizen Knitting Mills,
Portland, Ore.; Vancouver, Canada.

MOLDED FIT SWIM SUITS
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Triumph of the Law

Continued from page 16

While Counselor Grace conferred
with her client I courteously looked out
the window. Looking thus, I perceived
a very promising lawsuit lying out in a
field. It had lain there for years, waiting
to be picked up.

“Pretty view, Counselor,” I said,
when Mrs. Hoburn had gone away gen-
tled. “What’s the road called that crosses
that field to the railroad station?”

“Road?” she said, looking. “No, that’s
not a road, Mr. Boghey. That’s just a
short cut that we take.”

“How long have people been cutting
across there?”

“Oh, longer than I remember, Mr.
Boghey.”

“It is kind of you to let me intrude on
your busy office, Counselor,” I said,
leaving. “I’'m opening an office in town
and we'll co-operate, one hand washing
the other.”

1 must say she looked at me very
kindly. I am not as young as I was, but
when I lift my chest—it has slipped down
a bit—I can pass for thirty or thirty-five,
and that’s the flower of manhood.

Refreshed by my pleasant encounters,
1 walked across the field to the station
plaza, where were the principal stores,
and entered a drugstore.

1 called Lowell Hoburn.

“Mr. Hoburn,” I said, “this is J. El-
mira Boghey. The thought came to me,
sir, that perhaps you would wish to drop
into my office and discuss your pending

“Discuss my divorce? I'm not being
divorced! Who the hell are you? Are
you a lawyer?”

“I am a lawyer, barrister, solicitor,
advocate and proctor in admiralty, Mr.
Hoburn,” I said. “I happen to know that
Mrs. Hoburn consulted a local attorney
this morning with a view to proceedings
in divorce. Should you take it up with
Mrs. Hoburn, keep the source of your
information and grounds of your belief
under the hat, kindly, won't you, sir?
Drop in and talk it over.”

Knowing human nature, I believed he
would talk to his wife and probably
come to see me. And in fact he did both
in due course.

LEAVING the drugstore, I proceeded
to the town hall and consulted the
village land map and tax roll.

The vacant property across which peo-
ple had been short-cutting to the station
belonged to one Henry Windkoop.

1 called Mr. Windkoop.

“Mr. Windkoop,” 1 said graciously,
having introduced myself, “I am newly
come to Graceport and do not wish to
trespass on anyone. Now, this morning
I chanced to drive over that road that
runs northwesterly from the station and
it was in poor condition. May I ask if
that road is a public highway for vehicu-
lar traffic or only for foot passengers? I
thought you might know, Mr. Wind-

oop.”

“What road?” he snapped crustily.
“You mean that short cut that people
take over my property? That’s no road.
And it's not a public highway of any
kind!”

“No, Mr. Windkoop? Then may I
tender you a bit of legal advice free and
gratis? Put a barrier across that short
cut at once! By using that short cut long
enough the public can acquire a right of
way. Better not sleep on your rights, sir.
... The name is Boghey, J. Elmira Bo-
ghey, and my office will be in the Lodge
Building, if you care to call.”

After lunch I went for a walk out into
the country.

Striding along a pleasant shady road,

I came upon quite a good farmhouse or
suburban cottage. Beside it ran a little
brook, and on the bank sat a gentleman
fishing for bullheads.

“Any luck?” I asked.

“No,” he muttered, ashamed of his
occupation, as fishermen usually are.
“Not a bite. And I could catch a string
here years ago.”

“More fish then, eh?”

“More water!”

“Oh, more water. Country drying up?”

“Not at all. But this brook flows out
of the water company’s reservoir, un-
derstand? Well, the water company
dammed up the outlet.”

“But the water company paid you
heavy damages, no doubt.”

“Damages? Well, the water was cut
off in my father’s time, so I couldn’t be
sure about—damages for what?”

“For taking your brook,” I said, scent-
ing a bill worth while. “In my legal
opinion, no damages ever were paid. My
name is Boghey, sir. J. Elmira Boghey,
and I'm an attorney specially versed in
the law of water rights. ... My card! ...
Suppose we stop fishing for bullheads
and get in your car and run out and look
at that reservoir. There ought to be
nice money in your little brook.”

“Anyway, there are no bullheads,” he
accepted.

HE LED me to his garage and we drove
in his car two miles deeper into the
vacant lots that lay about Graceport. We
followed the brook to the reservoir, and
there, surely enough, we saw where the
overflow to the brook had been dammed
by a rapacious public utility.

“You'd see sense, Mr. Hone,” I said,
having his name now, “in putting up,
say ten dollars, to get a thousand or so?”

“It sounds like business, Counselor!”

“There are several miles of this
brook,” I observed, “and all the abutting
owners should get theirs. Mr. Hone, in
my legal opinion, we should put the
bite on the water company for twenty-
five or thirty thousand dollars. Speak to
such owners as you know, kindly, and
tell them to come in to my office.”

Mr. Hone rode me back into the vil-
lage, to the Prospect House, where I was
putting up. As we passed Henry Wind-
koop’s lots I was gratified to see laborers
digging postholes for a fence.

1 spent an interesting evening in the
Prospect House lounge and bar, inquir-
ing into social, business and political
conditions in Graceport, with a view to
applying legal remedies.

I uncovered lots of good stuff, when I
could get around to matching the parties
in interest. The place was actually an
unopened gold mine, and the more I dug
into it the bigger the nuggets.

While I was standing at the bar, a
gentleman in corduroys and blue flannel
shirt stood beside me having beer.

“This is a very lovely little village, is
it not?” I said, tapping him like the
others.

“You mean Grease Spot?” he in-
quired.

“Graceport!”

“We call it Grease Spot. So what
about it?”

“It is a very lovely little village, is it
not?”

“It is a very lousy little village,” he
replied, not caring who cared. “I'm on
that big drainage project up the road,
and our bunkhouses are within the vil-
lage limits, and do you know what this
very lousy little village did to us? They
taxed the whole four hundred of us two
dollars each!”

“A head tax?” I said. “I'll look into
this, my friend, and see what the legal

IN JANTZEN GLAMOUR FABRICS

® New Glamour Swim Suit
Fabrics—Velva-Lure, Satin-Knit,
Knit-in Prints—ithey are Jantzen’s
newest contribution to joyous swim-
ming. ..soaking-up-the-sun. They've
a special genius for figure-control
and Positive Uplift. Lastex yarn adds
figure-molding magic, with just the
correct amount of two-way stretch.
Glamour Fabrics are tailored exclus-
ivelyby Jantzen. Some havethesheen
of velvet, others are radiantly lust-
rous. Some are gay knit-in prints.
Tilustrated: The "Moonflower” in a glam-
orous new Knit-in Print $4.95. Other
Jantzen creations $4.95 to $7.95. Jantzen
Knitting Mills, Portland, Oregon and

Vancouver, Canada.
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rights and remedies are. My card, sir.”

The next morning I rented three front
offices in the Lodge Building, furnishing
the layout from a secondhand store on
time. I was going to need a lot of room
to handle all the business.

Later, I viewed Mr. Windkoop's prop-
erty. The fence across the short cut was
finished, beginning and ending in jungles
of bull briers and beggar’s-lice.

1 sat on top of the fence and waited for
trespassers. A test case was needed, but,
if nobody took charge, these Grace-
porters would lie supinely on their backs
and let Mr. Windkoop get away with his
fence, perhaps to the irreparable dam-
age of the public right, if any,

I was there for nearly an hour before
the right man came along.

Several pedestrians viewed the fence
from the highway and decided to go
the long way around; but at last there
trudged down the short cut on his way
to the station a heavy-set old gentleman
in a high-crowned felt hat. He almost
crashed the fence before seeing it.

He stood back and viewed it with pub-
lic indignation. I jumped down.

“Now, my man,”’ I said gruffly, “don’t
stop, look or listen!”

“How's that?” he said, frowning.

“This fence,” I explained, “was built
by Mr. Henry Windkoop to stop you in
particular from trespassing. It’s here
and it's going to stay here.”

I don’t like to be short with a nice old
gentleman, or even with an ugly old gen-
tleman, but business is business.

“I'll see about that, Mr. Man!” he
cried, trudging away. “I know Henry
Windkoop and he knows me, and I'll
law him in every court in the state be-
fore he’ll slap me in the face with his
fence!”

“If you please, sir,” I called, hurrying
after him. “My card. I don’t solicit
business, but I am an attorney, and you
will need one.”

“You,” he snarled, “go hang!”

I tucked the card into his pocket as he

-.ushed by. On inquiry he proved to be
Eli Vredenburg, the wealthy grouch of
the section.

I HAD the whole Graceport bar to
lunch in the Prospect House, and my
good opinion of the other half increased.
She was as good as she was beautiful; a
bit of a rogue, though. When I put my
hand tenderly on hers across the cloth
and called her Molly, she laughed mer-
rily.

“May I call on you at home, Molly?”
I asked. “I'm so lonely.”

“Oh, surely, J. Elmira,” she said, and
laughed again. She gave me directions.
“Drop in any time, and if I'm not
home you can talk to Reifschneider. . ..
Who’s Reifschneider? He works on the
place.”

I had occasion to be out her way
shortly after lunch. I wanted to talk to
my acquaintance from the big drainage
project.

Molly had a delightful home. I was
much impressed.

It was the old Grace place, though
gone to seed because of the laziness of
that abominable loafer Reifschneider.
He was a graduate engineer of some
sort and had flopped at it and now
he pretended to do gardening on the
place.

The big house was sorely in need of
paint and some stuff to flatten the shin-
gles, and the five acres of orchards,
gardens, lily pools and lawns were over-
grown and wild. It struck me a blow,
though. With the money that I saw now
I could make in Graceport as easy as
rolling off a roof, this was the place I
rated, the old ancestral house of the
section—and Molly.

Gunning around taking inventory, I
spotted this Reifschneider lying off un-
der a red cedar tree, snoozing. I woke
him up.
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“Hi, my man! This the old Grace
place?”

“It is, my man,” he answered impu-
dently.

I regarded him.

“You're Reifschneider, are you? . ..
Ah, yes. . .. Comfortable?”

“Quite,” he said. “How are you?”

“Reifschneider,” 1 said, getting short
with him, for he was as good as wasting
my money, “are you paid to lie around
like a bum?”

“What’s that?”” he said sharply.

“Gather ye bedsores while ye may,
Reifschneider,” I advised, “because the
rollers are under you right now. I'm
moving in here shortly and my first offi-
cial act will be to evict, disseize and dis-
possess you and land you out on that
road on your ear.”

He got up quickly and I remembered
that I had to get along to the drainage
project. In a word, I ran. I could have
battled him and pasted him prettily, as
these big rough customers were always
my dish, years ago, but if I took a past-
ing it would be all red, as he couldn’t
answer in damages when I took him to
court. So I made for the drainage proj-
ect. A big old dog tried to beat me to the
stone gates, but I won. I used to be a
great runner in my day, oh, yes.

IWENT up the road to the drainage
project and searched out my acquaint-
ance of the Prospect House bar.

“My friend,” I said, “can you in your
opinion rally among these drainage gen-
tlemen a band of two hundred bold fel-
lows to march into Graceport tomorrow
and drink two barrels of beer?”
- “Two barrels?” he demurred.
about fifty fellows?”

“Two barrels for two hundred men,”
1 insisted. “A barrel of beer is two hun-
dred and fifty-six pints or more than a
quart a man. My thought,” I said, “is
to stage a protest against this iniquitous
tax they slapped on you. The rally will
be at one o'clock tomorrow afternoon,
the same being Saturday, before the
town hall.”

I returned to my offices in the Lodge
Building. That afternoon I had satisfac-
tory conferences with Mr. Lowell Ho-
burn, Mr. Henry Windkoop and Mr.
Hone and two of his neighbors owning
land abutting on the brook that had been
converted to its own use by the water
company.

Molly dropped across the hall to see
me late Saturday morning.

“What has come over Graceport,
J. Elmira?” she asked. “Everybody’s in
a temper! Mrs. Hoburn wants a com-
plaint in divorce at once, on account of
the inhuman cruelty of the language
Lowell used to her last night; and Mr.
Vredenburg and the water company
have retained me as associate counsel in
some actions they are planning to bring.
What is it all about, J. Elmira?”

“No right without a remedy, my dear,”
I said, nudging her playfully. “By the
way, dear, would you mind putting a
flea in Vredenburg's ear about that
drainage project? If it’s not a job on the
township I miss my guess and some-
body ought to start a taxpayer’s action.
... And let me see. . .. Oh, yes, there's
a broken step on the stairs outside! Now
shall you or I fall down there? Which-
ever you say, but let’s not sleep on it,
as it is like money in the bank.”

I went to the town hall toward one
o'clock. .

There was an election that afternoon
for mayor and three trustees, but there
was no excitement at the polls as there
was but the one ticket in the field. The
gentlemen then in office had been re-
nominated, having been thrifty and
provident and grabbed a dollar for the
village anywhere they could.

But any voter might write in other
names if he so desired.

I went into the trustees’ room. The
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mayor and his three coadjutors were
there. They drew together and looked
at me; I was already a man of mark in
Graceport.

“How many votes do you think will
be cast, Mr. Mayor?” I asked.

“Less than a hundred, I dare say,
Counselor.”

“What! Why,” 1 said, “there will be
at least two hundred votes from the
drainage project alone.”

It was a thought. They looked at one
another,

“From where did you say, Coun-
selor?”

“From the drainage project, gentle-
men. You levied a head tax on four
hundred men there, didn’t you? You
must be aware that any taxpayer may
vote in this election and in the taxpay-
ers’ meeting to follow. What’s the mat-
ter with your village counsel that he let
you pull such a boner as levying that
head tax? ... Ah, here we come!”

THERE were many more than two hun-
dred in the dense column that swung
into the plaza from Grace Street, chant-
ing: “We—want—beer!” That merce-
nary scoundrel of a foreman had sold
tickets, it seemed, for a quarter apiece;
1 was mortified when I heard of it.

The column filled the plaza and its
chant shook the air.

“What the devil,” said the mayor,
staring from the window. “What do they
want? Who brought them here?”

“They have come,” I said, unfolding a
paper, “to do their civic duty and vote
for village officers and on propositions.
I brought them here, any wrong in that?
And if you think you can swing the elec-
tion against that vote, try it on, and be-
fore the sun sets we’ll have a new mayor
and trustees and a new code of ordi-
nances.”

They caved, after a little flurry. They
could do nothing. The law is the law,
and it said taxpayers might vote.

“Proposition One,” I said, reading
from my paper, ‘‘is to change the name
of our village from Graceport to Grease
Spot. Does that convey adequately the
nature of the propositions that will be
voted on today, and the sort of code of
ordinances we will have by sunset?

“Now, gentlemen,” I said, folding my
paper, “I am ready to talk business. Are
you, or shall we proceed with the elec-
tion and meeting? What this village
needs, gentlemen, and is going to need
worse, if you don’t include me in, is
sound legal advice and plenty of it. Hold
a meeting of the board at once and
appoint me village counsel. And appro-

| priate four barrels of beer for the elec-

tors outside. I meant to ask for only
two, but such was the civic spirit evi-
dently—"

“What else, Boghey?” broke in the
mayor.

“Nothing, sir,” I said. “Give us the
village counsel and the beer and no
votes will be cast today by the drainage
project. Gentlemen, my card—the name
is J. Elmira Boghey.”

“Accepted!” said the mayor sourly.
“Meeting, come to order.”

The drainage gentlemen knew nothing
of the proposed program that I had out-
lined to the board; they had not come to
vote and did not know they were en-
titled to. I stepped out, welcomed them
in a few good words and informed them
that the brew was on its way.

I returned to my offices, meaning to
propose marriage to Molly at once, after
whatever tender advances; but when I
tried her office door I found her gone
for the day.

1 sat down and wrote her a letter, pro-
posing to the same effect, and sent it to
her home by a bellboy from the Pros-
pect House. You know, the time to win
is when you are winning.

After a good dinner that evening I sat
by an open window in my room, smok-

ing a cigar and looking down Grace
Street.

The jail was a pretty sight, brightly
lighted; several gentlemen from the
drainage project were there. And two
pretty good fights were being had in the
plaza. These battles were on the verge
of a monster mass meeting that was
being conducted with great applause.
Speaker after speaker got upon the beer
barrel, orated, waved, and pointed to-
ward the Prospect House.

If they were discussing me they had a
topic.

When a rank outsider gets off the train
and has the community by the ears and
by the tail in forty-eight hours he’s meat
for discussion. Good as engaged to the
prettiest girl in town; going to live in
the big house; a distinguished lawyer
with a growing practice, village coun-
sel—such a man ought to be sent to
Congress.

Well, they were discussing me, and
not planning to send me to Congress,
but they were planning something for

as you visited her home yesterday.

“What! Do you mean Molly—"

“What do you mean ‘Molly’?” growled
Reifschneider.

“Counselor,” resumed the mayor, “we
find that you are a public nuisance. A
few at the meeting were in favor of
lynching you, but the consensus was that
vou should be merely ridden out of
town on a rail, soundly whopped, and
sent on your way.

“If you would avoid that, Counselor,
take our suggestion. A car is waiting at
the back door and it will rush you to a
station down the line. And don’t ever
show yourself in Graceport again or we
will not be responsible for your life and
limb. Will you go?”

“Do I hear you aright?” I said, unable
to believe in such a piece of good luck.
“You the mayor of this village, and you
Vredenburg, a man of money and means,
threaten to have me pilloried in public
and beaten with danger to life and limb
unless I lam out the back door? Why,
gentlemen, this is utterly lawless!”
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me that I really preferred. Quite a de-
lightful surprise.

The plaza meeting dissolved, and the
crowd was coming up Grace Street to-
ward the Prospect House.

They chanted as they came, “We—
want—DBoghey!” It was a thrill.

The crowd halted before the hotel,
and, seeing me above at the window,
many raised their hands and gave me
the Communist salute. Ididn’t quite get
that, but I stood up and waved and
laughed and shook hands with myself.
Thereupon some loafers gave me a loud
Bronx cheer.

My door opened, and in walked the
mayor, and Reifschneider, and Eli Vre-
denburg and three other gentlemen who
seemed to know me better than I knew
them. I imagine the Graceport Water
Company had a piece of that committee.

“NOUNSELOR,” said the mayor to

me, “we are come to make a sug-
gestion that will be very advantageous
to you.”

“] dare say I don’t deserve it, sir,” I
said.

“No,” he said, “you don'’t. . . . Coun-
selor, we have considered your activi-
ties since you first came among us, down
to that very strange letter that you wrote
this afternoon to Mrs. Molly Reif-
schneider, wife of our good friend here
and mother of his four charming chil-
dren. And don’t say you didn’t know
that Miss Grace was Mrs. Reifschneider

“You bet you,” said old Vredenburg.
“We’ve had our fill of law, dang your
buttons, and we won’t put up with any
more of it!”

“Reifschneider,” I invited, “would you
like to slug me?”

I put my chin out and he swung but
someone caught his arm and I was
merely grazed. It was a battery, though.
Meanwhile the silent committeemen
had picked up my bags; I stepped before
them and turned my back and they
shoved me out into the hall. Nothing
constructive about it; they used physi-
cal force.

You follow the trend of my legal mind,
1 am sure.

They were giving me a blue-white and
flawless case for damages.

I'd sue the village and every one of -
them individually for one hundred
thousand dollars damages. I did, inci-
dentally, later on, and got judgment
against every last one of them too, but
it proved to be damnum absque injuria
and all I got was six cents. At the time,
however, it was delightful business.

“I leave, gentlemen, struggling and
protesting,” I'said. “I have been evicted
and ousted from my domicile and busi-
ness with force and violence and am
suffering great physical pain and mental
anguish!”

And I tucked my legal directory un-
der my arm and hurried toward the car,
so that I would not have to laugh in
their faces.
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0ld Ironface

Continuned from page 23

assorted cadets, quartermasters and of-
ficers standing about and staring at him,
sort of strained. He said never a word
but everyone instantly became occu-
pied with something close at hand. Old
Ironface walked over to look at the
compass and get a log reading, and 1
ducked into the chartroom out of the
way. It looked as if it was going to be a
pleasant run.

WELL, things drifted along into rou-
tine, as they always do, except that we
had the usual tension that always hangs
over a maiden voyage, more intense this
time because of the record we were go-
ing to lift. Mr. Norman, the president
of the Line, gave a dinner for Old Iron-
face where a lot of speeches were made.
There was a special luncheon given by
the directors, a special tea by the first-
class ladies, another special luncheon,
another special tea. Everything was
special and Old Ironface was the pet.
We all knew that a set of massive sil-
ver plate and a gold watch were to be
presented the night before we docked,
and we all knew Maloney already had
plans drawn up for redecorating the
skipper’s suite to his own tastes later.
Probably Old Ironface knew it too. He
was, in some uncanny manner, always
aware of what was going on aboard any
ship he commanded, but he never let
on that he knew. One thing he couldn’t
miss, anyway. Everyone was being so
obviously kind, so obviously sympa-
thetic and considerate. Even if he hadn’t
caught Maloney’s careless words on the
bridge he must have felt the sense of
them in everyone’s actions. He was an
old man and all washed up, and they
were giving him the best send-off they
knew. It got under some of our skins,

even if it didn’t get under Old Ironface’s.

“It doesn’t make sense somehow,”
said the navigating officer. “Him eas-
ing out so peaceful with a set of silver
plate tucked under his arm. Not after
what he’s done and been.”

And we all felt a little that way about
it, even if we didn’t like him much.
There was something curiously wrong to
think of a man like him just stepping
ashore, putting away his uniform and
settling down in an armchair. Some-
thing ought to happen. We ought to get
an urgent SOS, or have something
spectacular occur to make the windup
complete. There was something pa-
thetically futile about a finish with
only the Blue Ribbon to speak of. Win-
ning that called for no heroic effort, no
feat of seamanship or daring. It was
simply a matter of engine power and
reasonable luck. It was something, of
course; something to give a little lift
to the finish. But it wasn’t Old Ironface.
With all the sea had done to him, and
for him, it seemed only common justice
it might make just one last effort, a part-
ing salute to a sailor. And incredibly
it did. We found a derelict.

I’I‘ HAPPENED early in the afternoon
about a day and a half from port, and

in my watch. The Prince Harry was |,

smashing along through a greasy swell
and under a cloud-shredded sky, with
the wind rising a little and the smell of
rain in the air; and we had the Blue Rib-
bon as good as snapping at the mast-
bead. The ship was asleep, as ships
usually are about that time, the pas-
sengers lolling around or taking a nap
before tea, and the watch on deck barely
going through the motions of working.
And then the crow’s-nest phoned down a
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report, and scon after I picked up the
derelict through the glasses and sent a
quartermaster down to get Old Ironface
on the bridge.

She wasn’t much of a ship, this dere-
lict, when we came up to her. Just
a battered-looking old windjammer, a
barkentine from what was left of her
spars. She was rolling low in the water,
gear trailing alongside, and the falls of
her two boats were overhauled and drag-
ging empty. She’d apparently had some
tough going, for part of her bulwarks
were missing and her midship house
was badly smashed and listing a little.
A few rags of canvas still whipped here
and there, and there was no sign of life.
Her name, in white letters round her
stern, was Pride of Haarlem.

“Abandoned, eh?” said Maloney,
coming up with Old Ironface. I tried the
siren once more but the derelict’s decks
remained blank. The skipper took the
glasses from me without comment and
stared through them. We were already
under slow engine, and easing abeam,
and the passengers were noisily milling
about on the promenades and excitedly
lining the rails. It was a little queer,
when you came to think of it, the giant
Prince Harry and that battered, sad
wreck from another day. You might
make a hundred crossings and never
sight a windjammer, and it was a curi-
ous thing that we should do so.

“Well, she’s in the main steamer
lane,” said Maloney. “We better just
report her and let the Coast Guard take
over.”

Old Ironface said nothing for a long
time, the glasses still at his eyes, and
then he rasped, “Stop her! Mr. Wil-
liams, take a boat and investigate.”

I STOPPED the Prince Harry auto-

matically and we drifted about two
cable lengths abeam of the derelict,but I
didn’t quite believe what I'd heard about
investigating. The wreck was obviously
abandoned, and we were in a hurry, and
anyway the coast guard would look after
her.

“You want me to look her over, sir?”
I said, surprised, and when he nodded,
the glasses still at his eyes, I looked
at Maloney, who shrugged and then
nodded too. So I dug up the bosun and
a few men and we dropped one of our
power launches. It wasn’t any trouble
to get aboard the wreck with all that
gear trailing overside, and I got on deck
and together with the bosun made a

quick inspection. She hadn’t been aban-
doned long, for there was food in the
galley still unspoiled.

Apparently she’d had a bad battering
in some gale, then caught on fire. There
was considerable water in her, but her
hull seemed sound. 1 guessed they
hadn'’t been able to put the fire out, and
got scared and left her in a hurry; and
then probably the fire just died of its
own accord or the rain squalls blotted
it. She was carrying cased goods and
lumber; her lazaret was dry and was
well-stocked, and when I tried her fresh-
water pump the stuff came up sweet, so
evidently her tank wasn’t damaged. I
couldn’t find her log or papers, and her
chronometers were gone. I semaphored
the gist of this back and wanted to know
if 1 should open her sea cocks. And to
my surprise the answer was no. When I
got back on the Prince Harry everyone
seemed petrified. Maloney looked at
me and his face was quite pale.

“Captain Guthrie wants you to report
in his room, Mr. Williams,” he said.
And he added in a whisper, “He’s gone
mad. He’s going to take her in.” He
stared across the greasy swells to where
the Pride of Haarlem lay.

Old Ironface was throwing some
things into a bag when I found him. He
wasn’'t moving fast, just as calmly and
as methodically as ever, but Mr. Nor-
man, the president of the Line, was hop-
ping from one foot to another and all
but screaming:

“You can’t do this to us, Captain! The
record! You've always wanted the rec-
ord. And we’ve got all the publicity
planned. A big reception for you. The
Line will be ruined!”

Old Ironface did not answer him but
looked at me, and 1 was wide-eyed.

“She’s in good condition?” he rasped.
I answered him mechanically and he
nodded.

“I'll need about ten men. You might
see who you can find that will volun-
teer,” he said.

“But you're not serious, sir,” I man-
aged. “You can’t leave the Prince
Harry. It...it....” I had to stop.
What was there to be said? Master
mariners don’t quit their ships on the
high seas, save in the most extraordi-
nary circumstances. If Old Ironface
wanted the wreck taken in for some
reason then why didn’t he order some-
one else away?

“I'll need a good officer,” said Old
Ironface. He looked at me hard and I

heard myself saying, “Yes, sir. I'll be
glad to go,” without quite knowing just
what was happening. Maloney came in,
a very worried man.

“Look here, sir, this is a lot of non-
sense,” he started heatedly. “You're
making a spectacle of yourself.”

“I've served the Line fifty-odd years,”
said Old Ironface, going on with his
packing, “I’'ve never made a spectacle
of myself before. Perhaps it’s time I
did.” He straightened and looked at
Maloney. “I'm an old man and all
washed up. Does it matter so much?”

“You're holding up the ship, sir,” was
all Maloney could say.

“You'd better take over!” Mr. Nor-
man shouted squeakily. “Maloney, I
order you to take over and stop this non-
sense. Captain Guthrie is discharged.”
I had to laugh at that. You don’t dis-
charge a master on the high seas. Ma-
loney bit his lip. He was in a spot and
I felt sorry for him.

“There’s nothing I can do, sir,” he told
the president. “Unless the surgeon de-
clares Captain Guthrie is insane. And
I doubt . . .” He did not finish. Old
Ironface saw me still standing around
and gaping and he snapped, “Ten men, I
said! What are you waiting for!” I left
very quietly. And as I did I heard him
add, “You’ll get your command the
sooner, Maloney. What do you care?”
I RAN into the navigating officer on my

way to the main deck. And he was as
shaken as the rest of us.

“What do you suppose has gotten into
him?” he said. “Or is he really mad?”

“I don’t know,” I told him. “How
should I? From what I gather, that crack
of Maloney’s about him being an cld
man got under his skin, and he’s going
to show us. I never knew he gave a
damn about things before.”

“But he was so set on the Blue Rib-
bon,” protested the navigating officer.
“Everyone knows that. The one last
thing he wanted. Now he’s chucking it
all away to work home a lousy wreck. ;
There’ll be an inquiry over this.”

“What the hell does he care?” 1 said
wearily. “He’s retiring anyway. Maybe
it’s just that he wants to go out in a
blaze. Anyway, I'm crazy too. I've got
to find ten men.”

I won’t detail the rest of it. There was
a lot of bad language, a lot of excite-~
ment, and it was all like a dream. Old
Ironface stared them all down and went
ahead. He very obviously just didn't
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give a damn! And he said so. We took
him over to the Pride of Haarlem with
his volunteers in the power launch.
One of our lifeboats, which we were to
hoist aboard the barkentine since her own
boats were all gone, followed. Then Old
Ironface kept the Prince Harry waiting,
the mails and record and all; kept that
giant white hull swinging to the greasy
sea obedient upon him while he checked
the Pride of Haarlem, made a list of
the things he needed and sent the power
launch back to bring them. That done
he signaled he was finished. The Prince
Harry sounded her siren three times, be-
gan to move, picked up speed, and then
raced off and into the horizon. She
would still have the record if her luck
held. And I looked at the bosun, who
had come with us, and I sat down on a
bitt.

“This dida’t happen,” I croaked. “It
couldn’t. You don’t do things like this.”

E bosun shook his head, dazed him-
self. It had all occurred so fast there
hadn’t been time to think much. I looked
at Old Ironface, standing straight and
square by the for'ard taffrail, his great
veined hands resting on the teak and
his hard face turned as he looked first
aloft at the shattered spars, and then
along the worn decks. I don’t know
what he was thinking. What could he
be thinking? He’d thrown away the Blue
Ribbon he’d been set on; shattered
every precedent; left his own ship on the
high seas; deliberately stepped down
from command of the newest and big-
gest to be master of a sea-swept, fire-
gutted wreck in the middle of a desolate
sea.

He turned and looked at us after a
while. We were all grouped on the
poop, talking in low voices. And then
he walked to the main cabin skylight
and unbuttoned his uniform jacket. He
took it off, folded it carefully and laid it
down by the skylight—that jacket with
the four gold bands on the sleeves and
the twin rows of medal ribbons across the
left breast. He laid it down, and he laid
his uniform cap on top of it, so the
golden oak leaves of rank gleamed dully
in the afternoon sun. And then he rolled
up his sleeves while the wind tossed his
silvery hair, and the knotty muscles of
his old arms twisted and writhed be-
neath the heavy blue of his tattooing.
He looked at me.

“I'm glad you came, Williams,” he
said quietly, very quietly for him. “You
seem a good man even if you're not, as
the port captain insisted, liner material.”
A ghost of a smile twitched his shark’s
mouth. “Mayhe I'm not either.”

Then he looked over the men and his
face hardened. And when he spoke
again his voice was lifted. It occurred to
me with a shock that I'd never heard his
voice lifted before. He'd never had to
lift it on an immaculate, glass-enclosed
bridge, where a clutter of officers and
quartermasters hastened to relay his
slightest whisper. But it was different
now, on the tossing poop of the Pride of
Haarlem, with the wind whining in the
rigging, the sea slapping alongside, and

% | the little stormy petrels skimming about.

“We’ll get to work,” he said. And
then, as the men just stood staring
stupidly at him for a moment, his voice
rose and blasted, shook with a timbre
none of us had heard. “I said we’ll get
to work! Now, jump, damn you!” And
they jumped.

IF EVERYTHING that had already

happened had been insane, then what
followed was completely and doubly
mad. We got out a sea anchor of sorts so
she lifted to the swells instead of wallow-
ing in the trough. We cut her trailing gear
adrift, shifted the midship house back
into alignment, patched up the bulwarks
for the time being. There was a donkey
boiler midships, and we cleaned it out

and got steam up, and set a portable
pump to work. We got the hatches on,
or spiked planks over the openings, once
we were certain the hull was sound. And
we did a good deal more before it be-
came too dark.

“It looks like we're going to have a
little weather,” I observed to Old Iron-
face, as we sat in the main cabin eating
biscuits and canned beef by the light of
a hurricane lamp. “But I guess we can
ride it all right. They'll have reported
us to the Coast Guard and there should
be a cutter out to pick us up. We've
only to stick around.”

He looked at me for a long moment,
his pale, blue eyes very frosty and nar-
rowed a little.

“We’re not going to stick around,” he
said.
this condition.”

“This condition?” I managed.
surely. ...”

“We'll get some canvas on her and
run south a little,” he said. “Out of the
way. We don't want to be found just
yet. The ship . . .” He didn’t finish.
I started to say something, to argue, but
he looked at me again and I shut up. It
didn’t make sense though. What did we
want to go lose ourselves for? The Coast
Guard would certainly locate us and
pick us up if we stuck where we were or
kept to the steamer lane. But he wanted
to go south.

“Don’t ask me what's got into him
now,” I told the bosun irritably when he
inquired. We were rigging jury masts
by moonlight and lamplight, and we
were overhauling the spare suit of sails
we’d dug out of the sail locker. “Only
one thing I know. Everyone figured he
was an iceberg. Never had any feelings.
Well, everyone was wrong.”

“There ain’t no question there,” bosun
agreed. ‘“He’s crazy.”

“I didn’t mean that,” I said. “I meant
something finally got under his skin.
They talked about him being an old man
and through. Well, he’s going to show
'em. He’s got his pride. Who'd ever
thought of Old Ironface doing anything
just for pride?”

“But

O WE both marveled even as we
worked, and before morning the
Pride of Haarlem was running south,
taking sprays all along her lee side and
thrilling to the sea lift along her keel.
Running away from the help that was
certainly already on its way. No, it
didn’t make sense.
We were hove to for thirty-six hours
in the teeth of a full gale soon after we

got under way, and then later we boxed X

the compass for a week or more with
light airs and baffling calms.
you know what we did then? We cleaned
up the ship. I don’t mean we washed
her down and straightened out little
matters. We gave her the works.

We replaced the temporary patching
of the bulwarks with permanent work.
We cut and trimmed topmasts and a
couple of yards from spare spars we
found, and from the lumber below
decks. We all but rebuilt the midship
house, repaired the after skylights, made
proper hatches for the holds. We
calked, pitched, scraped and holy-
stoned the decks. We scraped, sanded
and revarnished the bright work. We
scraped and oiled the masts and spars.
We rerigged her almost from stem to
stern with the stores she had on board
and some we had had sent over from
the Prince Harry. And lastly, when it
was calm enough, we slung stages over-
side and painted her.

Don't tell me it was all mad. Of course
it was. Instead of heading for the near-
est port, as we should have with a sal-
vage job, we just hung off and on
sometimes not to more than two hun-
dred miles from the coast, and made the
Pride of Haarlem into a beauty and a
joy. You could almost feel her take on

“I don’t care to be picked up in| g
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new life as we groomed her. She seemed
to sit more lightly on the water, she de-
veloped a pert flip to her bow lift, and
she answered her helm like a race horse.
Probably it was imagination on my part,
but that’s how it seemed to me. And Old
Ironface was in the middle of things,
working with us, his shirt sleeves up and
his shirt spotted with tar and paint and
the clean dirt of seamanship.

He did not seem to change, himself.
He was still grim, impassive, cold and
methodical. Only in the snap of his
voice, in the swift, assured orders he
gave did he seem different. The thing
that made me wonder was how he re-
gained so quickly all his windship lore.
He couldn’t have trod a sailing ship’s
decks for nearly forty years, but he took
over as if it had only been yesterday.
There were times, it was true, when he’d
consult with me over some small matter
on which he’d grown vague, but by and
large he was sufficient unto himself. I
don’t know how he did it. How do you
manage to ride a bicycle or to swim after
a lifetime? It’s just one of those matters
that are ingrained in youth and are
never really lost.

I'll never forget one wild, moonlight
night, when we were all shipshape and
shining, running before a stiff wind and
under a bright yellow moon, with the
glints along the sea crests and the hol-
lows filled with shadows, while the cold
spray rainbowed over the bow. We were
carrying far too much canvas, in my
judgment, and I said so, but Old Iron-
face only gripped the teak of the for’ard
taffrail and let the wind lift his silvery
hair.

“I never shortened,” he
“Never, until the royals went!”

“We're not a clipper with special driv-
ing gear,” I pointed out. “And I'm not
sure . . ."”

“I'll take care of that,” he snapped.
“Get below!”

I didn’t go below. No one went be-
low that night. Every man jack of us
was scared stiff. We logged a cool
fourteen knots until dawn, and every
backstay and brace was shivering like a
tortured thing. More than once I
thought he’d drive her under, but he
seemed to know. He seemed to know
just what she'd do. And after dawn,
when we raced by a plodding, smoke-
hung tramp, and left her far astern, for
the first and last time in my life I heard
Old Ironface laugh.

“By gad,” he said, “we’re still good!”

The pride of the man. The pride in
the man. He hadn’t any sentiment.
That was probably true. But he had
something. That iron pride. It was
like the last thundering battle shout of
a dying Viking; the last salute of an era.
And so, in the end, we came to port.

rasped.

EVEN that we did spectacularly. I
don’t suppose there’d been seen a
ship such as ours for a generation. Wind-
jammers, yes. Tired, worn, grimy things
hesitantly fluttering in. But we came in
like a queen, in glamor and in glory!
We came in with our bright work shin-
ing and our canvas white as snow (we’d
scrubbed it for hours and hours before
bending). We came in with the hull
trim with new paint and our rigging
tarred down, even our anchors polished
and varnished (not painted) so they
shone like silver. We didn’t take a tug,
the wind was right and we came to the
harbor buoys smart as a man-o’-war
(he traired us well), and we snugged
canvas down and stowed it, eased to the
buoy ring and made fast; the way on her
judged to a fraction. And it was Old
Ironface’s moment. To stand there on
his poop deck, near the wheel, dressed
again in his full uniform with the golden
oak leaves of rank gleaming in the sun
while all the shipping stared wide-eyed.
He'd thrown away the Prince Harry and
the Blue Ribbon, but he had gained

that; to bring his ship home in the
ancient way. And the water fronts were
the best judges as to which was the
better job.’

WELL, there isn’t very much more.
Save perhaps a little revelation that
came, I think, to me alone. There were
perfunctory wires of congratulation from
the Line and from Maloney; perfunc-
tory until the press began to use its
imagination and the story began to
widen. Then Mr. Norman, president
of the Line, showed up, bald head and
squeaky voice and all, and he was very
effusive.

“A remarkable achievement, Cap-
tain,” he said. “We are all proud of

you.

“So I gather,” said Old Ironface dryly.
We were in the main cabin of the Pride
of Haarlem at the time, and Old Iron-
face was once again packing. He'd
arranged with some society to have the
ship bought and preserved as a marine
museum, a permanent relic of the brave
old times. For himself he had mentioned
settling on a farm near the coast, and
even, possibly, buying a small schooner,
and trading up and down. He wasn’t
sure. And quite obviously he didn't
care. For him the game had run out
and the finish had been good.

“We...er...the Line has been con-
sidering making an exception as to the
retirement age, Captain,” said Mr. Nor-
man. He was still a little uneasy and
afraid of Old Ironface. “And we thought
you might like to continue for a while
as master of the Prince Harry. You
know she took the Blue Ribbon and you
can ... er...always look forward to
bettering the time. We all understand
your motives in bringing in the Pride
of Haarlem. Yes, Captain. Pride. A
man hates to think he’s too old to do
anything any more.”

Old Ironface looked at him and he
wilted. '

“Pride,” he said grimly. “Do they
think I was disturbed with their talk of
my being old and finished. Pride!” He
swore and bit the end from a cigar. “I
think you’d better get out!” He said
that to Mr. Norman, who could make or
break any officer afloat. And Mr. Nor-
man swallowed and groped for his hat.
The younger and the ambitious men
might defer to him but Captain Andrew

Guthrie, Old Ironface, strong still with
his last triumph, didn’t give a damn.

“All right,” squeaked Mr. Norman.
“If that’s the way you feel about it. All
right, Captain.” And he left.

Old Ironface sat down and looked
at me.

“Does everyone think I took this ship
in from pride?” he asked quietly. “Be-
cause I couldn’t have them think I was
an old man and finished?”

There was no escape. His cold, pale
blue eyes held me as a pin holds a cap-
tured beetle.

“What else, sir?” [ managed. “You're
a hard man. We all know that. But we
figure the thing got you. If you under-
stand.”

“So I took this ship home,” he said,
half to himself. He stretched his great
veined hands on the main cabin table
and clenched them. And his face grew
tight. “Not for pride, Williams,” he said
gently. “Not for pride. Tohell withthem
all. But there was something else.”

STARED at him and felt a little

queer. It is not good to see an iron
man crack. And I was seeing it then.
The man who had no feeling, who had
never known sentiment.

“She looked so lonely, Williams,” he
said through his tight mouth, half whis-
pering. “So lonely, you see. Just as I
felt. They’d butchered her lines and
her rigging, but I knew her. I'd have
known her anywhere, and however she
looked. There was the Blue Ribbon, but
that didn’'t matter then. She looked so
lonely. All the way across the years.”

He stared at me for a long time and
his hard face softened.

“All the way across the years, Wil-
liams. So lonely. And I couldn't let
men see her a wreck like that. So [ had
to stiffen her up. All that work on her
spars and deck and rigging. Don't you
see? I wanted to bring her in as was
proper.”

He paused again and looked at his
veined hands, and the sweat was stand-
ing high on his weathered face. And re-
member, there was no sentiment in him.

“Not for pride, Williams,” he whis-
pered. ‘“But she was my old ship. Look
her up in the record. She used to be
called the Euripides . . . my first com-
mand. . . . She was my youth, Williams.
I had to bring her home!”

“Sure, he does tricks. Like to see him play dead?”

LOUIS JAMME
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quick and moon-luminous across the
hills, Nachee pulled up the folded leg-
gings of his moccasins and faded out of
the camp.

“That,” said Al Hazel, “is what an In-
jun loves. To crawl and prowl, soft as a
snake. Nachee’s been peaceful so
damned long he’s gettin’ restless. So
he’s just havin’ some fun. Note that
look in his eyes when he left? Shiny,
like the eyes of a cat switchin’ its tail
and thinkin’ about trouble.”

DEEP inthe rough Pinals the following
morning they came upon a fresher
trail. Antone’s scattered people had col-
lected and were traveling ahead of him.
A canyon struck into the northeast,
deepening and darkening and growing
narrower as the surrounding terrain
lifted toward a prominent peak. At the
canyon he stopped and sent out small
scout parties; around noon, with these
parties returned, he still had no com-
plete story, and so took the detail along
the southern edge of the canyon for a
matter of seven or eight miles. Occa-
sionally the print of an unshod hoof
came out of the south and dipped into
the canyon, this happening often enough
to indicate some gathering of Apaches
on the north side, in the direction of the
peak. Deciding this much, he found a
trail into the canyon. Nachee scouted
its gravelly bottom and shook his head,
speaking to Al Hazel, who interpreted:

“Not this way. Up beyond, on the
high land.”

They spent an hour finding a narrow
ledge leading them out of the canyon to
the north side, and within the next hour
cut a definitely fresh series of tracks.
The way still was northeast toward the
high peak. All the surrounding country
was badly broken, rock shelter upon
rock shelter, and parallel ridges sepa-
rated by difficult ravines. Pines studded
the land, and cactus and catclaw and
thin-scattered forage grass. In the mid-
dle of the afternoon Benteen, searching
for just such a location, halted the detail
on a butte top that had a rocky outcrop
around it, affording considerable shelter
from all directions. In here he was high
enough in the hills and deep enough be-
hind the rocks to be concealed from the
scouting eyes of the Apaches. The de-
tail threw off for a rest while Benteen
studied his pocket map. Nachee began
to draw pictures on the ground with a
sage stem, speaking to Al Hazel.

Al Hazel said: “He thinks Antone will
be on that peak all right. There’s a nat-
ural park up there and a lot of mesquite
beans. Also a spring. But the country
leading to it is pretty tough for an at-
| tack. Nachee says he lived there as a
boy—sometimes hiding out from the
Tontos when they came down on their
raids.”

Benteen showed Hazel the map. “If
Antone keeps on traveling it is not apt
to be east. That brings him too close to
Fort Apache. As soon as this detail pulls
back to Grant I'd guess Antone will do
one of three things. He’ll stay on that
peak to rest, or go on north across the
Salt and into the Mazatzal Range, or do
as he has been doing before—come back
this way. I think it is a decent guess.
Ask Nachee.”

Nachee listened to Hazel, studied on
it, and answered. Hazel said: “He thinks
Antone will drift back this way, to show
his warriors he is not afraid. And also
to dig up mescal; they've probably got
baking pits around here.”

“This is what we do,” decided Ben-
teen. “McSween takes the detail back
to Grant. Antone’s scouts will see him
go. But you and Nachee and I stay
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here. When dark comes we’ll move on
and do a little scouting. The idea is to
keep track of Antone’s movements un-
til Major Warren comes up with the
complete command.”

He took a sheet of paper from his
pocket and a pencil, and wrote this note
to Warren:

“Sir: By the enclosed map I indicate
where we are, and where Antone prob-
ably is. If Antone comes back this way,
we shall meet you when your column
comes up. If Antone shifts ground we
shall follow, but I shall detail Nachee
as a connecting link to bring you on to
our new location. Should Antone retreat
farther it will quite probably be toward
the Mazatzals. In this case, according to
our tentative plan, I think it would be
wise to send part of a troop straight
north, by night march, cross the Salt and
sweep around the northern base of the
Mescals to intercept any such shift, the
main command meanwhile marching di-
rectly to this point. O’b’tly, T. Ben-
teen, Lt.”

He folded the note and handed it to
McSween. McSween waggled a finger
at the troopers, who rose from the earth
and were ready to travel. But McSween
nursed his black mustache with' the
back of his hand, reluctant to go. “Lieu-
tenant,” he said, * ’tis a hell of a country
for three men to shtay in. Should ye
not keep a few more here?”

“Good luck, McSween,” said Benteen.

“Ah, that,” responded McSween. *“I
think I'll leave all my luck here—for ’tis
you that will be needin’ it.”

The detail swung up and passed back
through the rocky fissures of the butte,
soon dropping downgrade. From his po-
sition, Benteen watched them sink
deeper and deeper toward the canyon
until the double file was at last lost to
his restricted sight. Just before fading
into the rough country McSween turned
to look back, not waving—for that would
have been a betraying gesture—but
holding himself around in the saddle
until he disappeared.

Nachee squatted in the center of the
area, staring at Benteen; and suddenly
he spoke to Hazel, asking an obvious
question. Hazel answered, whereupon
Nachee grunted an answer. Hazel
grinned at Benteen. “He wanted to
know what we were doing. I told him.”

Nachee shook his head and spoke
through Al Hazel: ‘“‘Antone is a fox,
nantan.”

HIS was midafternoon with a violent

sun blasting the butte top and its few
scattered pines. Benteen pulled the
three horses to the center of the bowl,
which was its deepest part, in order to
keep them well out of sight; and the
three men posted themselves about the

rocky outcrop, thus commanding a view |

of the surrounding land. There was no
higher ridge within three or four miles
of this spot and the rising basaltic rim
that surrounded the butte concealed
horses and men from the lower land.

Somewhere near five o'clock Ben-
teen, looking northward through a crack
in the rocks, thought he saw a blur of
motion on the adjoining ridge, some-
thing that slipped from one cactus clump
to another. He called Nachee over. Na-
chee laid his eyes on that far spot for a
full five minutes, never turning a mus-
cle; then he said, through Hazel: “A
small deer, nantan.”

Al Hazel said: “A deer now, but it
will be Injun later. Antone knows the
detail is on the way home. He'll be
scoutin’ this country.” He repeated it in
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the Apache tongue; and Nachee said:

“They are close by now.”

Nachee had turned away from the
rocks and now crouched on the earth,
staring at the sky with his eyes half
closed, as though keening the dead, hot
air. ...

Twilight trickled down the canyon
slopes. The far ridge lines, which Ben-
teen watched quite closely, grew vague
before his eyes. Hot silence had cov-
ered this summit all day but now, in
twilight, the stillness seemed greater—
so great that the staccato beat of a
woodpecker came in rocketing waves
out of the distance. Nachee came off his
haunches and walked to the far end of
the bowl, crouching beside a break in
the rocks.

Beyond this break the land fell
sharply to the west. Al Hazel, watching
Nachee with a particular interest, came
from his station to the horses. He stood
with his hand on the nose of his own
horse. Benteen dropped back to Hazel.

*He sees somethin’,” said Hazel.

ENTEEN ducked over the rocks,

lying against them with his head
pushed against a crack. He discovered
nothing, though he swept the cactus-
scattered slope carefully. He looked
across to Nachee, noting how taut Na-
chee’s body was; Nachee was on one
knee, the other foot pushed behind him
and ready to shove. He had one hand
dropped to the handle of his knife. Scan-
ning the slope again, Benteen saw an
Indian rise from a mescal clump and
come up.

He walked at a low crouch, his head
bent toward the earth. Once he whipped
straight, staring at the summit. Then he
dropped his head again, and advanced,
now near enough for Benteen to hear the
small abrasion of his moccasins on the
gravelly soil. Twenty feet from the edge
of the rocks where Nachee lay, the In-
dian again halted and this time seemed
to smell trouble. He went to his knees,
*3s hands propped against the earth like

vunner about to rush forward; and this
position he held for a long half minute
without stirring. The slope was steep
enough to cut the sight of the bowl; nor
could he see the horses in its bottom. On
all fours he crawled another two yards
and flattened completely on the ground.
At this moment Nachee moved.

Nachee sprang forward between the
rocks with his arm whipping up over his
head. The Indian on the earth came
straight up and lunged at him; Nachee’s
knife hit him in the chest—the sound of
it dull and distinct in the silence—and
drove through the Indian’s lungs. The
Indian made one wild shout that raced
cleanly clear across the hills, dropped
his hands and fell at Nachee’s feet. His
body rolled a little way back down the
hill, lodging against a boulder.

Collier's for June 17, 1939

Nachee reached down and wiped the
blade against a grass clump and trotted
back to the bowl. Al Hazel came up,
speaking to Benteen: “That’s bad.
They could hear that Injun four miles
away.” He talked to Nachee a minute
and waited for Nachee’s reply. Then he
translated the answer for Benteen:

“Nachee says that Injun knew we
were here. He knew it when he fell on
his stomach. We got to pull out of
here.”

Nachee pointed to the dead Indian.
“‘Chiricahua—not Arivaipa. Plenty
Chiricahuas with Antone, maybe, nan-
tan.”

The three walked to their horses. Ben-
teen took a short drink from his canteen
while Nachee spoke to Hazel.

Hazel said: “He thinks we ought to
go on without the horses. They make
too much track. If Antone’s scouts come
across the tracks they’ll find us before
tomorrow is far along.”

“How far is it to that peak where An-
tone is?”

“’Bout twelve-fifteen miles.”

Benteen thought about it. “Taoo long
a walk. We'd be dragging around the
country all night, no telling where An-
tone goes meanwhile. We've got to get
near him. We'll keep the horses and
take the chance. Tell Nachee to aim for
the peak.”

Hazel gave the order to Nachee who
grunted, “Enju,” and climbed on his
horse. They left the bowl, traveled
down the slope and fell into a black
trough between ridges, pointing due
east at the high-coned shape of that
peak where Antone seemed to be. The
footing was gravelly and they made a
distinct racket as they traveled; yet
Nachee apparently preferred this to the
softer earth, for somewhere farther on
he turned into another creek bed, fol-
lowed this until it dwindled out, climbed
over a low ridge and took to still another
gravel course, so advancing eastward
by a kind of right-angled indirection
that ate up considerable time. At mid-
night, from a high point, they sighted the
tall peak again. It lay now in the south.
Nachee had cut a wide circle.

He had also brought them upon a
shallow trickle of water in the rocks.
Stopped to drink and rest, Benteen esti-
mated the time to elapse before the
troops from Grant could come up.

“McSween will get back tomorrow
noon. Major Warren will probably start
out that night. By a straight march he
ought to reach the meeting place day
after tomorrow morning. Thirty hours.
Not long.”

“Long enough,” said Al Hazel, “if
those devils get to smellin’ us.”

“That’s why we can’t try it afoot.
Should Antone start back through the
hills we've got to keep to his trail.”

“Ain’t as bad as tryin’ to fill to a pair

—

“This is Kelsey's first trip with us”

WADE MONROT
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of deuces,” said Hazel dryly, “but still
it is considerable of a try. You got a
level head, Lieutenant, or I sure
wouldn’t be out here now.” He was
lying on the ground. Suddenly he
heaved himself erect with a quick outlet

| of violent profanity and began slapping
| his clothes.

“Damnation. I been sittin’
on an anthill.”

He kicked around in the darkness,
making considerable noise, and came
back to Benteen, his tone somewhat
shamed: “I’ll spit in the eye of adiamond
back any time, and I have shook a lot of
centipedes outa my blankets. But them
damned ants give me the creepin’ twit-
ters, ever since Long Jack Bell’s time.”

“Never heard of him.”

‘“My partner, back in ’65. This was a
pretty empty country then. He used to
prospect clear up toward the Mokyones.
Wasn’t any troops around here and the
Injuns had chased all the Mexicans into
Tucson. It was a bad time, for fair. We
was over in the Basin, Jack and me,
knowin’ better than to be there but
havin’ a hell of a good time, just trap-
pin’ and prospectin’, when up comes a
band of Tontos and jumps our camp.
That’s pretty rough country. I got away
and hid in a hole in the rocks. But they
caught Long Jack and had some fun
of their own. I guess I was half a mile
away but I sure heard him holler till he
couldn’t holler no more. You under-
stand, Lieutenant? Jack was no hol-
lerin’ man, but he did then. They beat
the country for me and didn’t find me—
and pulled out. I crawled back to where
the camp had been and saw whut was
left of Jack. They’d cut off his eyelids
and staked him over an anthill, facin’
the sun. The ants sure took care of Jack.
Never had much use for an ant since
then. Never had much use for a Tonto,
either. Which they know. I been huntin’
them for seven years and they been
huntin’ me. So far the best 0’ the bar-
gain’s been mine, but I sure can figure
better places for old Al Hazel to be right
now than here.”

“How'd you get out of that fight?”

“Crawled back to a minin’ camp,
which was about eighty miles away.”

“Crawled?”

“The walkin’ wasn’t good,” said Hazel.
“One of those Tonto bullets busted my
laig.”

HEY went on in the first hours after

midnight, falling into the canyons
and arroyos crisscrossing these hills, and
climbing back to ridge tops from which
they took their bearings on the tall peak.
Presently they came to the black crack
of a canyon whose walls dropped sheer
to an unknown depth, whereupon Na-
chee followed the rim until he found a
thin crevice for a trail and led them to
the bottom. A creek boiled against the
rocks, apparently shutting off passage
but Nachee, who had been aiming for
this spot all night, took at once to the
water and kept to it for a tedious mile or
more, winding with the rocks and lead-
ing the horses breast deep through occa-
Later they ascended a
risky trail, reached the canyon’s other
rim and came at last to a pine flat, be-
yond which the land rose again.

Nachee spoke to Al Hazel, who re-
layed the talk to Benteen. “Not far
now. We leave the horses here.”

Benteen followed Al Hazel afoot
across the soft underfooting of the pine
flat. Now and then Al Hazel stopped,
putting back a hand to warn Benteen.
In these intervals Nachee slipped away,
was gone, and came back without the
least sound, to lead them forward again.
They crossed the flats and reached the
foot of a short slope, once more halting.
Al Hazel’s tobacco-scented breath
fanned Benteen’s face. “Up there. Be
a little careful whar you step.”

They faded against the earth, climb-

ing on all fours and halting to listen and

climbing again across the cacti and stony
soil. Benteen eased his weight against
his arms, placing each boot toe gently;
he laid his palm against the scratchy
body of a horned toad, and in jerking
back almost lost his balance. One pine
tree stood on the summit above him,
vaguely traced against the star-glitter-
ing sky. At intervals he saw Al Hazel’s
rump rise and go on and fall. This was
the way they traveled, foot by foot,
along the last piece of that grade, and
finally reached the crown of the hill and
stopped and lay side by side, flat to the
earth with their heads hooked over a
roll of land.

The Indian camp lay slightly below
them in a natural clearing, a hundred
feet on. The remnant of a fire glowed
round and red in the clearing’s center.
Around it were the scattered shape of
sleeping figures and the outline of In-
dian camp utensils and horse packs. The
horses were in a bunch beyond the fire,
identified by the occasional sneeze and
stir of their browsing. One figure slipped
in from the dark, crouched over the fire
a moment, and cupped his hands, as
though eating something. And as he did
s0 a voice came from all those rolled-up
shapes, a white man’s loud, half-desper-
ate and half-defiant voice:

JAY IRVING

“If 1 had one arm free, you blasted
red wolf, I'd sure take my chances on
runnin’ fer it.”

Benteen’s head jerked upward; he
heard Al Hazel's sweep of surprised
breathing. The Indian at the fire didn’t
turn, didn’t pay attention. But at the
same time another Indian crossed the
clearing and came by the fire. He
stopped and kicked one of those shapes
—the white man’s shape—with a full
swing of his leg and walked out of the
firelight again, coming straight toward
this rise of ground where Benteen lay.

S SOON as McSween returned to
Grant with the detail, Major War-
ren sent for Captain Harrison.

“Both troops will prepare to leave to-
night with rations for a week and a pack
train to carry extra ammunition. After
the column pulls out Mr. Lankerwell
will split off with twenty men from K
and go straight north, circling the Mes-
cals. I want all equipment and horses
carefully inspected. Leave behind noth-
ing but a skeleton guard. We will take
all the officers. Sergeant Oldbuck will
remain here in charge of the post until
Mr. Ford returns from Apache. We
march at dark.”

Captain Harrison left and presently

the long sultry quiet of the post gave
way to a brisk activity. Men overhauled
their boots and belts, replenishing their
canteens, drew rations for the march
and, in many instances, wrote long-de-
ferred letters home. Some of them, ac-
cording to common custom, made oral
wills, disposing of their belongings to
this bunkmate or that friend—and ar-
ranging for certain other trinkets and
valuables to be shipped home in event
of death. It was all part of the routine
preceding a march into Indian country;
for every man knew Major Warren in-
tended to bring on a fight if it were pos-
sible and they also knew, through the
returned McSween, that Benteen had
sighted Antone. The troopers had tre-
mendous faith in Benteen. If he had
sighted Antone and planned to keep him
under observation until Warren arrived,
it was pretty good proof that a fight was
at hand.

OMING back from the stables in the

middle of the afternoon, Harry Jack-
son found Van Rhyn cross-legged on the
adjoining bunk, sorting out his personal
effects—a few old letters, a picture cut
from a magazine, some clippings from a
newspaper, a tintype of a small girl, and
a gold wedding ring. These he had folded
into a handkerchief, and now twisted the
ends of the handkerchief together. He
called Harry Jackson’s attention to the
packet as he pushed it under the head
of his straw mattress. “Harry,” he said,
“if I don’t come back, you take that
bundle and mail it away for me.”

“Where’s the address?”

Van Rhyn tapped the pocket of his
shirt. “You will find it in here.”

“You'll come back,” said Harry Jack-
son.

“There’s an end for all of us,” Van
Rhyn answered gently. “By one cause
or another, mine is not far away.”

Harry Jackson sat on the edge of his
bed. He made a gesture with his hands.
“Hell, Van, there’s nothing to fear.”

Van Rhyn smiled quietly. “I had not
mentioned fear, Harry. Fear is for tk
young ones who love life too much.
When I was younger 1 was afraid to die.
I used to lie awake, thinking about it. I
used to reach forward with my mind
trying to overtake the moment death
came, trying to discover how I would
act and how I would feel—and it was
pretty bad. But there is nothing to fear,
Harry. Little by little as a man grows
older he gets callous, his senses grow
dull and his mistakes and his hurts slow
him down and the fun of living fades
away. After a while he ceases to care
very much, or to fight very much, or to
feel very much. After that it is a mat-
ter of waiting. I shall be glad to go.”

“That’s no way to talk,” said Harry
Jackson.

“You are young and you have every-
thing to hope for. That makes all the
difference. Never be philosophical,
Harry. Never play the game safe when
your heart tells you to gamble. Life is
mostly a matter of damned, contempti-
ble conventions, and hypocrisies and
cheating devices and pleasant fictions
hiding a brutal system. One or two, or
maybe three, things ever matter to a
man. Those you should live by and live
for. Everything else is just so much
claptrap. This world is governed by the
pack. The pack sets up the rules and it
punishes the man who will not live by
those rules—just as the wolf pack Kkills
or drives off the lone ones who will not
bend to the rules. Never let the pack
govern your life. Do what your con-
science tells you is right, follow your
own star and he your own master.”

Harry Jackson stared at the older
man, wholly understanding. Van Rhyn,
ordinarily so quiet and so removed from
the rough talk and horseplay of the bar-
racks, showed him a pair of bright, bitter
eyes. There was in this man, then, the
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last flare of an old vitality, the final
glow of a fire once very strong. Harry
Jackson said:

“What two or three things matter,
Van?”

“You will have to find out those things
for yourself, Harry. When you do find
out. you’ll be an old man, as I am now.
If you have played the game right the
knowledge will be a comfort to you. If
you have not, your last days will be in
that purgatory Dante created out of
whole cloth.”

“How’s a man to know?” murmured
Harry Jackson.

Van Rhyn’s smile was soft and under-
standing; his resentment died. “Ah. I
wish I could tell you. I have read all
the philosophers but they could not tell
me. Make your own answers, Harry.
i Depend on others for nothing. For noth-
ing at all.” He tapped his breast pocket
again. “There’s three hundred dollars
in here. When you take out the address,
also take the money. It is yours.”

“What for?” asked Harry Jackson,
completely astonished.

Van Rhyn pressed the sweat across
his forehead. His face was tight-pulled
| and weary; he was old. “For a drink,
{ for a poker hand, for a woman, for the
! start of a career. For anything, Harry,
that will squeeze one more drop of flavor
from the rind of the orange, which is
tasteless enough at best. Someday you
| will understand.”

,‘ TROCPERS crossed and recrossed the
! 4 parade. Men walked their horses
! zround the corral, watching for bruised
fect and bad tendons; the sound of
the blacksmith’s hammer rang metally
through the heated day; a detail crossed
the Arivaipa to bring fresh mounts from
the near-by corral and Indians from Na-
chee’s camp began to collect under the
shade of the ramadas. Ray Lankerwell
came to post headquarters, reporting to
Major Warren.

Warren said: “As soon as we leave to-
night you will break off and take your
detail directly north, past the Mescals.
Turn east into the Pinals, about at this
point on the map. You are not to bring
on a fight but rather to make a show of
forces that will push Antone back should
he have intentions of traveling north.
If you see nothing in front of you, and
no fresh sign, close in southward to-
ward this spot.” He indicated it with
his thumb. *I shall be somewhere near
there. Pete George will go as your
guide. If you see evidence of a strong
force, send a messenger through to me.
If you are not held up I expect you to
join me at the earliest possible mo-
ment.”

The supper call was running all
around Fort Grant’s parade and the sun
lay half down the western horizon when
Lily Marr came from the Warren house
and crossed to the jail. The guard was
just then bringing up a tin of food from
the mess hall. Lily Marr stood back
while he unlocked the cell door, slid the
tin plate into the cell and closed the door
| again. She waited until the guard had
| replaced the key on the high corner of
the adobe wall and turned away.

Jack Bean stood with his face at the
bars. He put his hands around the bars,
his fingers slowly closing, tightly clos-
ing. Blond hair fell down across his
forehead, almost against his eyes. He
had been in this cell a week, tramping
its narrow space, enduring its breathless
heat. The effect of it showed on him,
pulling in the centers of his cheeks and
painting a dismal color in his eyes. He
hadn’t shaved and he hadn't slept much,
and all this wore him thin and nervous,
and left him like a caged wolf slowly
dying for want of appetite and air. He
stared at Lily Marr, too bitter to speak,
{ while she showed him that old, unre-

lenting calm.
“A messenger,” she said, “went up to

Summerton’s and told them about the
money. They have probably gone to
Tucson to get it by now. The marshal
won't come for another week. But when
he does come he’ll take you back with a
party of soldiers. Bill Hanley won’t help
you out of this. You're at the end of the
rope.”

“Lily,” he said, “I'll get loose. Before
God, I will. And I'll pay you back--and
I'll pay the captain back. I'll pay every-
body back.”

“No,” she said, in the same rubbing,
insistent calm, “you never will. This
time the wheel stopped on your number
and you pay off for what’s been done.”

His question jumped at her: “What’ve
I done?”

“Maybe you better start thinking
about that. You never had time to think
about it before, but you've got a lot of
time now. Better think of those burnt
wagons and the Mexican yelling when
the bullet hit him. You remember how
he yelled, Jack? Ido.”

“A Mexican,” said Jack Bean, “is
nothin’ but a Mexican.”

“Maybe you better think of Bill Goff.”

He answered that swiftly: “Bill knew
I was after him. I never catch a man
without a gun. He saw me comin’ and
he had his draw.”

“Maybe you better think of Charley
Brewerton.”

“F.e made his remarks about me, Lily.
When a man makes his remarks he’s got
to stand the consequences. I walked
down the middle of the street at him,
and I waited till he reached for his gun.”

“Maybe you better think of Charley
Brewerton's wife who takes in washin’
to live. Or of Bill Goff’s little girl, who's
got no parents left now.”

He pulled up his chin. “That’s some-
thin’ those fellows should have figured
out before they got proud. I'll stand my
mistakes: they should stand theirs.”

“Then stand yours now,” said Lily
Marr. “You are going to die for them.”

“Lily.” said Jack Bean, “when a m:"
calls me into question I'll see him an-

swered, till hell freezes over. [ take
nothing from nobody.”
“Yes,” said Lily Marr. “You'll take

anything they’ve got, cattle or money or
horses. Charley Brewerton said you
were a thief. That's why you shot him.
But you're still a thief, Jack.”

“Listen, girl,” begged Jack Bean in a
furious voice, “there’s ways of lookin’
at that—"

“Just two ways: The honest way and
the thief's way.”

BEAN cursed Lily Marr and swung
away from the door. She heard his
heels kick into the floor. She heard his
fists slap against the dobe wall; she
heard the in-and-out sawing of his breath.
The sun dropped and twilight suddenly
came and men were moving out of the
mess shack. The trumpeters came
across the parade to take stand by the
number-one post, from which point all
calls were sounded. Lily Marr’s voice.
as even and colorless as fate, followed
Jack Bean into the jail:

‘“You always talked about your rights.
Maybe you better think of other peo-
ple’s rights. You never liked the idea of
any man being as quick as you were
with a gun. You had to shoot him to find
out if he was. You couldn’t stand the
thought of anybody being better. If
they were better you wanted to kill
them. But there are better men in Ari-
zona than you’ll ever be. You never
thought there was anything strong
enough to hold you in one place. Well,
here you are, Jack.”

He said, from the depths of the jail:
“Wait till I get loose!”

“Nobody will remember you when
you're dead. Nobody will remember
where you're buried because in all this
country you haven’t got one friend who
cares enough to put a board up to mark
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your grave. Someday, a few years from
now, somebody will say: ‘Who was Jack
Bean?’ And somebody else will say:
‘He was a small-time tinhorn who went
around waving a gun making believe
he was big.’ I guess that’s about it. Just
a tinhorn who never had sense enough to
stop and think. What've you got to be
proud about?”

She waited for him to answer, but he
didn’t answer and he didn’t come back
to the door. Twilight rolled around the
post and suddenly the trumpeters were
blowing the quick, peremptory call to
horse, and troopers began to form on the
parade. Lily Marr went back to the
Warren quarters and stood there.

A few minutes earlier Phil Castleton
had come over to say goodby to Eleanor.
Now they stood in the shadows of the
post bakery, turned silent by the trump-
ets. Eleanor watched Castleton’s face
come alive with its old rash eagerness;
even in the shadows she observed his
ald temper flare up and she knew that if
the chance came to him he would throw
his whole future, career and friendships
and life itself, into a last gamble. The
thought worried her, it depressed her
and made this moment unpleasant. She
said, “Phil,” very softly, but he had
turned and was looking across the pa-
rade at the forming troops and his
thoughts had gone away from her; and
then she had one more cold shocking
suspicion: There was so great a desire in
him that nothing else could find a place,
perhaps not even love, as she understood
love to be.

She said: “Phil, [ wish you luck.”

THAT turned him. He was smiling and
his whole face changed under excite-
ment. He said in a rapid voice: “This
time I think we’ll catch up with An-
tone.”

“Whether you do or don’t, Phil, I'll
still be here when you return.”

“I’ll bring you back his scalp. I'll do
better. I'll count a coup on him. I'll
touch him and say as Indians say, ‘Now
your spirit is mine and I am a great
warrior.” ”

“I’ll still be here, Phil,” she prompted
him patiently.

He laughed outright and brought her
against him and kissed her; there was at
the moment no gentleness to him, no
thoughtfulness, none of that small and
faintly sad uncertainty of a man going
away from something desirable, possi-
bly forever. He kissed her and let her
go and, still smiling, he walked at a fast
long stride over to his troop. There was
an echoing roll call in the dusk and the
slap and strike of gear and stepping
horses and moving feet; all this rose to
a certain key that stirred the camp.
George Mixler ran forward and shook
her hand and looked at her quite closely.

“Some time in the future I wish you’d
write Harriet a note. Say that you think
she did the right thing. It will please her
and make everything else a little easier
for her mind.”

“George, why say that?”

“I've got a feeling about this trip. It
doesn’t matter at all, of course. I'm
glad we’re going. My love to you, Elea-
nor, and goodby.”

He ran into the shadows. The men
were counting numbers and afterward
the sergeants of K and I swung exactly
around on their heels, reporting troops.
Eleanor saw her father shift in the sad-
dle and listened to his steady voice sing
out the commands. There was a blur of
| all these men, rising to saddle and the
slap of legs and the grunt of the mounts;
and this, to her, was part of a memory
that went away back into her childhood.
the same routine, the same sound and
the same quick rush of excitement and
| eagerness—and the shock of pride run-
! ning through her from seeing her father
_turn his horse, from hearing his voice
, sing out the marching order. The long
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HIGHWAYS BEHIND

... ENDLESS FUN AHEAD

=~ and this year
you can own a
GENUINE EVINRUDE

for as little as

Speed joyfully away
from the crowds . . .
there’s a grand new world of
pleasure waiting at every sparkling lake
and stream! Go boating . . . with an
Evinrude! Go fishing . . . with an Evin-
rude! Or picnicking . . . swimming . . .
exploring — an Evinrude multiplies the
pleasure of every hour on the water!

And Evinruding costs so little now! For only
$34.50 you can own a genuine Evinrude — the
real thing — complete with all of Evinrude’s
famed features. The endless satisfaction of Evin-
rude’s easy, instant starting. The hushed quiet of
Evinrude’s underwater silencing. The all-weather
protection of Hooded Power. The convenience of
Co-Pilot steering, and utmost ease of control.

CHOOSE FROM 9 GREAT EVINRUDES
For every boat there is an Evinrude just right
in weight and speed . . . 3 light and handy
“singles” . . . 3 brilliant “twins” . . . 3 power-
ful, super-smooth “fours”. Any Evinrude may be
purchased on convenient time payments. See
your Evinrude dealer — his name is listed in
your local classified telephone directory under
“Outboard Motors”. Catalogs free . . . address,
EVINRUDE MO- puoe =3
TORS, 4233 North
27th Street, Milwau-
® kee, Wisconsin.

Evinrude Motors of Canada,
Peterboro, Canada

SEND FOR THIS FREE

Evinrude and Elto cat-
alogs —~ Boat -

Guide of Lead-
ing Builders —
handy Boat-and-
Motor-Selector
— FREE. Write
for them today.

THE MATE « $34.50
Sensational in lightness, capa-
bility and economical opera-
tion. Weighs only 10 pounds —
actually less than the average
pair of oars . . . easier to
carry than oars, and can be
slipped on a boat as quickly
as oars can be dropped into
oarlocks. Costs only 2 cents
an hour to operate. The Mate
offers starting ease that is close
to sheer effortlessness 5

THE RANGER o $47.50
A world-around favorite —
weighs only 16 Ibs., runs 3
hours on a single fill. Also
available with the handy Sim-.
plex Starter as illustrated —~
““No cord to wind’” — at only
$7.00 additional cost.

7

SPORTWIN « $82.50
A wonderfully smooth, power-
ful and responsive light twin

. . delivers up to 9 miles
an hour with weight of only
33 Ibs. With Simplex Starter
as shown, $7.00 additional.

All prices F.O.B. Factory
and subject to change.

EVINRUDE

WORLD FAMED FOR STARTING EASE
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IT BUBBLES WITH
LIFE BECAUSE OF
BONDED

CARBONATION
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cLICQuoT CLUB SODA

N FULL, 32-OUNCE QUARTS
AND SMALLER SIZES

1 GUESS YOU NEVER

HAD FLEAS

Imagine an ﬂch that's everywhere at once. Your
skin gets sore and you wake vp scruichm? Maybe
you get a skin disease and your hair falls out!

1 had ‘em hll ihe masier brough'r home some
Sergeant's Improved SKIP-FLEA~ POWDER. He
dusis it into my coat, an oy! does it kill
‘em dead! And it soothes fhe old itches too!

There’s nothing like it — except SKIP-FLEA SOAP
that does the same job and cleans too. Take it
from me, SKIP-FLEA'S a treat for an dog Get it
at drug and pet stores. Ask them our free
copy o? the new Sergeant’s DOG BOOK or write
Sergeant’s, Dept. GK-6, Richmond, Va.}

Se\'qem\s

DOG MEDICINES

Collier's for June 17, 1939

line broke and wheeled into column of
twos, swung eastward through the guard
gate, passed it and rattled on the stones
of Arivaipa Creek; and then, a long
time after, sank into the deep silence of
the hills.

Presently the post was a lifeless row
of buildings under the glittering Arizona
sky. Eleanor stood with her shoulders
to the bakery-shop wall, hearing the
shuffle of the sentries, and slowly closed
fear out of her mind. Waiting was al-
ways the hardest part, but this was the
army and this was the whole meaning of
army life—this moment when the troops
swung away, outward bound on cam-
paign.

Somewhere deep in her mind was
a recurring image of Castleton; it lay
back below other thoughts just now,
vaguely stirring, vaguely troublesome.
She let it be so, afraid to bring it for-
ward and see it for what it was.

There had been, at that last moment,
one more scene. Standing by his horse,
waiting the command to mount, Harry
Jackson saw Rose Smith come out from
the barrack wall and stop by Canreen.
She had something in her hand. She
pushed it into Canreen’s pocket and
then said: “Be good, Ben.”

Ben laughed out his assurance.
“Never you mind, Rose, I'll bring you
back a pair o’ moccasins—"

The order to mount stilled him. Up
in the saddle, Harry Jackson turned to
watch Rose Smith’s face. It pointed to-
ward him, white and still in the shad-
ows. Major Warren’s order swung the
troops into line and they moved out to
the guard gate. Rose Smith walked
quickly forward, abreast Harry Jack-
son’s horse. She said, small-voiced: “Be
good, Harry.” After that Harry Jackson
passed through the gate and he saw no
more of her.

AT CAMP APACHE, that same night,
Harriet Mixler stood by the open
window of her room, staring into the
southeast where Grant lay. She had ar-
rived at the post this same morning and
Major McClure’s wife, looking at her
pallid face and alarmed by the com-
pletely exhausted sound of her voice,
had immediately taken the baby from
her. So she stood now alone in this
room, dressed for bed and deeply
breathing the cool air of the high hills—
the first refreshing breath she could re-
member in many months. This place
was heaven compared to Fort Grant, the
dreary trip was behind her, and the baby
was in good care. It was beyond taps,
with the post asleep.

Adjoining her room was the room of
young Lieutenant Kessler and his wife;
she heard them talking, she heard Kess-
ler’s laugh and the suppressed reply of
the woman; and then the closing silence
left her thoroughly alone and friendless
and let down. She put her hand to the
window sill, watching the black crooked
outline of the southwestern sky line,
and went down into her own empty
thoughts.

ENTEEN watched the restless

Apache cross the camp site and
slowly climb the grade. Al Hazel was
beside Benteen, so near that Benteen
could hear the ticking of the guide’s
huge stem-wind watch.

In this silence the sound seemed loud
enough to warn the Indian, now about
forty feet away and closing up the dis-
tance with a catlike pacing. As he ad-

| vanced his stringy shape was silhouetted

by the ruby glow of the fire embers be-
hind him. He had his head down and he
swung it from side to side as though
scooping information out of the air, for
his ears and his nose. At a distance of
about twenty feet the slope lifted him
until his shoulders were on a line with
Benteen’s eyes and his course was dead
against Benteen.

Al Hazel was still motionless; Nachee
had lost himself somewhere in the dark.
Benteen, knowing this next moment
was nothing but a gamble, laid a strong
muscular strain on his arms, holding
them still. There was a chance yet; and
the chance presently came. The white
man in the Apache camp suddenly be-
gan to howl. He didn’t say anything, he
didn’t speak any intelligible words; he
only yelled. the pure sound pouring out
of his lungs and carrying all over the
hills.

The Indian crouched by the fire didn't
bother to move, but the one now within
three paces of Benteen stopped and
turned and called back to the man by
the fire. That one said something, still
not moving, whereupon the Indian
near Benteen went rapidly down the
slope.

Figures began to stir on the ground,
wakened by the white man’s contin-
uous screaming. Two shapes trotted
in from the far edge of the flat. The
white man, Benteen realized, had gone
crazy from thinking of what lay be-
fore him. The Indian who had walked
down the slope now reached the white
man and stood a moment over him,
grunting in Apache, but the white man,
apparently tied hand and foot, rolled
along the ground, his crying growing
thinner and higher and wilder, and
abruptly the Indian turned aside, seized
a gun from the ground and brought its
butt twice down on the white man’s
head, killing him instantly.

The crushing sound of that gun butt
against bone skull traveled up the slope
and made Benteen dig his fingers into
the dirt; it went slowly through him as
a wave of sick soft feeling. The Indian
stood over the white man and smashed
his head once more.

He walked near the fire glow, slowly
turning as if to retrace his path up the
slope again, and at this moment Al
Hazel's elbow dug into Benteen, and
they gently backed down from the top
of the ridge. They waited under the
pines, missing Nachee. Al Hazel mur-
mured: “That was Ben Stevens, Lieu-
tenant. And he was smart.”

“Crazy,” suggested Benteen.

“Not him,” countered Hazel. “He
knew whut was in front of him, so he
made ’em mad and got it over with
quick.”

When Nachee arrived it was so softly
that they didn’t see him until he whis-

pered at Hazel. Al Hazel murmured:
“He says this is Antone’s main camp.
Antone is in that bunch. Nachee thinks
there is another camp farther along the
ridge. Whut's your idea now?”

Benteen whispered: “How many up
there?”

“Maybe twenty-five or thirty. Which
is why Nachee figures there’s another
camp. Antone’s got a strong party in
these hills.”

Benteen crouched against the base of
a pine tree, calculating his time. It was
near three o’clack now, with a faint pale-
ness to the starshine, and a faint change
in the sky, from metal black to lesser
black. In another hour or more day-
light would be along.

He said, in a toneless murmur: “We’ll
back out of here. Tell Nachee to pick a
high spot across the canyon, where we
can watch the country and keep an eye
on Antone if he moves.”

Al Hazel’s arm hit Benteen in quick
warning; and Hazel faded against the
pine trunk, blending with its black up-
and-down shadow. Nachee was out of
sight. In the nearing distance was the
faint scrape of a moccasined foot. One
of Antone’s warriors had come to the
rim surrounding the camp, and now kept
advancing.

THE trees made a thin scatter along
the land and rock hummocks here and
there built up deeper spots of shadow;
and so it was difficult to catch the out-
line of a moving shape. Benteen saw
him first as a faint streak of motion,
forty feet away. He came on, disap-
peared behind a rock mound, and reap-
peared within four paces of where
Benteen stood. This was as near as he
got, for he made a quarter turn and slid
by the trees at a quick, almost soundless
shuffle and headed westward toward the
canyon. And, Benteen suddenly real-
ized, toward the horses.

He was still a gray shape against the
night when Nachee rose from the rocks
and closed in. Those two shapes at onc

violently blended and there was a sharp. .~

scuffle, the “tunk” of a knife driving
home, and the little disconnected rustle
of a body loosely falling on the flinty
soil. One shadow trotted back, which
was Nachee. He murmured something
to Hazel and thereafter all three of them
walked to the horses and retraced the
way into the canyon.
(To be continued next week)

“How many points do they have to win
before they're invited to the Rose Bowl?"

LLONARD DOVE
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Deeper —more comfortable —
guaranteed for twice as long!

? Why the new, deeper Beautyrest is
more comfortable! The depth is in-
creased throughout the entire mattress—not just extra padding.
Each coil spring in its soft cloth pocket is deeper. Each spring
is separated from all others, and yields independently to the dif-
ferent pressures of your teet, your hips, your body, your arms. So
the new Beautyrest gives exactly the PROPER support to every
part of your body.
Most mattresses have springs that are all TIED TOGETHER by
wire. Therefore, the heaviest part of your body not only forces

down the springs beneath you, but it forces down all the others,

oo . .. they are pulled out of shape, forming slopes and hollows.

No need to turn your Beautyrest as often! You don't have to turn
your Beautyrest nearly as often...because its independent spring
action keeps it from getting out of shape, and because it stays
clean inside. Turn it according to your usual custom the first
several months until the felt padding has “leveled.” After that,
you need turn it only four or five times a vear. Think of the
tiring labor that saves!

Collier's, The National Weekly

What a blissful sensation it is to crawl into
bed and settle down on your NEW, deeper Beauty-
rest mattress-—-a mattress that's even more com-
fortable than any former Beautyrest.

How thrilling it is just to lie there, letting your
tired body surrender to the “feel” of this great
mattress. So softly does its gentle support yield to
your body that you forget you have shoulders,

& o

Here's proof the new Beautyrest lasts longer! We guarantee the
new, deeper Beautyrest for 10 years. .. but we believe it will
last far longer under normal use! At the United States Testing
Co.. Inc. laboratories at Hoboken, N. J..a Beautyrest was rolled,
crushed, pounded 489.000 times before it showed any signs of
wear. No other mattress tested stood up one-third as long!

elbows, hips, knees! You quickly relax...quickly
drop off to sleep...to awake next morning rested
and refreshed!

Your mattress can be your most important in-
vestment in comfort. So compare this new, deeper
Beautyrest with any other on the market. Beauty-
rest has imitators. But remember, no other mat-
tress has ALL its advantages.

i i ! biliod
Extra comfort for a trifle a day! The
difference in price between the new
Beautyrest and an ordinary mattress
is no more than the cost of using two
drops of perfume a day...just a trifle
for years of luxurious comfort.

Consider these points, too, when you buy a mattress!

You can't break down the edges! Sit on them all you
want. you won't break down Beautyrest’s patented,
sag-proof edges! They keep the side walls erect and
neat...bringing “mid-mattress” comfort to the very
edges of the bed!

The new Beautyrest stays clean inside! Eight real ven-
tilators in your new Bcautyrest expel stale air from
inside the mattress—and inhale clean, fresh air. So the
new Beautyrest stays dry and sanitary inside!

Where comfort counts, it's Beautyrest! Beautyrest is the
symbol of comfort at leading hotels. The Biltmore
in Los Angeles has them.

Get the new, deeper Beautyrest! Sce it, today, at any
leading furniture or department store. Test it...com-
pare it with other mattresses. Notice the rich fabrics
«..see how beautifully Beautyrest “makes up.”

N, Dhcp.

SIMMONSA &

This new, deeper Beautyrest costs only $39.50...and
easy-payment terms may be arranged.

Don’t be surprised when you are shown other mat-
tresses supposed to be “just as good.” But remember
...there is only ONE Beautyrest!

Look for this label when you buy
your new Beautyrest. Why buy
something cheaper...when long
vears of luxurious comfort on a
Beautyrest will cost you only a
fraction of a penny more a might! See the Simmons
Beautyrest Box Spring—designed for use with Beauty-
rest mattress and tailored to match. Price $39.50. Or
get the Simmons Ace Coil Spring at $19.75. Simmons
Company, world’s largest makers of quality mat-
tresses, springs, studio couches, Merchandise Mart,
Chicago, Iilinois. New York-San Francisco—Atlanta.

72637, MATTRESS
>

“LUXURY COMFORT FOR / A PENNY A NIGHT!*



Amazing New Principle Saves Food’s Vital
Freshness from Drying Out!...Preserves
Flavor, Color, Nourishment for Days!

® Imagine keeping even highly perishable foods
vitally fresh for days on end! Now, for the first
time . . . thanks to Frigidaire’s astonishing new
“Cold-Wall” Principle. . .it is possible to prolong
foods’ original freshness for days longer than ever
before! Retain their rich nutritional values! Save
their peak fresh flavor!

America is just beginning to realize what star-
tling news this really is! For now you save not
only the food, but the VITAL VALUES you pay for
in food! Natural nourishment stays in . . . because it
doesn’t dry out! Think what this means to health
and appetite . . . particularly that of growing
children!

Fresh fruits and vegetables do not lose their
attractiveness through wilting, shrinking, chang-
ing color! Leftovers
of all kinds. .. meats,
peas, beans, even

New "Cold-Wall”

Collier's, The National Weekly
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*Reproduced from certified, unretouched photographs
of identical foods, refrigerated, uncovered, at
comparable temperatures,

mashed potatoes . . . stay as delicious as when
first prepared. And they needn’t even be covered!
For with the new “Cold-Wall” Principle, food is
not dried out by moisture-robbing air currents.
Odor-and-flavor transfer is also checked.
CONVINCE YOURSELF . . . IN 5 MINUTES. SEE
PROOF. Only the new “Cold-Wall” Frigidaire can
give you such vital advancement. Only Frigidaire
gives you the famous METER-MISER for record low
operating cost. . .the new MEAT-TENDER for sav-
ing fresh meats . . . SUPER-MOIST HYDRATORS for
keeping fruits and vegetables crisp. Only Frigidaire
gives you General Motors dependability and long
life. Yet. . . the new “Cold-Wall” Frigidaire costs
no more than ordinary “first-line” refrigerators!
See proof of every thrilling advantage at your
Frigidaire dealer’s. See Frigidaire’s other models,
too—for every need and budget. Also the new
Frigidaire Electric Ranges and Water Heaters,
Every one a great General Motors Value!
FRIGIDAIRE DIVISION
General Motors Sales Corporation,
Dayton, Ohio . . . Toronto, Canada

ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS QUICKUBE TRAYS ... Imitated but never equalled—-because they’re
1. Easier to wse~just lift one lever and cubes are free, two or a trayful. 2. Built
Sturdier—to stand bard, constant service. 3. Faster Freezing—made of heavy gauge
metal in every part. 4. Better Looking—styled trim and modern. Compare—and you’ll
want only genuine FRIGIDAIRE QUICKUBE TRAYS.

RIGIDAIRE

WITH
THE

FRIGIDAIRE

uilt on Entirely New Principle !
Yoy Dovr HavE 70 CoVeER FooDs /

f The

| Super-Freezer
freezes ice
and makes

| cold here..

“{ as usval.

CUTS CURRENT COST TO THE BONE. .

. Simplest Refrig-
erating Mechanism Ever Built—and when parts
aren’t there, they just can’t use current or
wear. Completely sealed. 5-Year Protec-.-
tion Plan, backed by General Motors.

METER-MISER

NOW, FOR THE FIRST TIME

(D) THE NEW “DEW-FRESH SEAL-
A SOLID GLASS PARTITION-
DIVIDES THE CABINET INTO
2 COMPARTMENTS

and
THE LOWER COMPART-
MENT IS REFRIGERATED
DIRECTLY THRQUGH THE
WALLS BY CONCEALED
REFRIGERATING COILS.

‘This provides all 3 essentials for

keeping foods vitally fresh oz er

than ever before !

1. Uniform LowTemperatures

2. 85 to 100% Humidity.

3.No Moisture-Robbing Air
Circulation.

All withour adding a single mov-

ing part! AND ONLY FRIGIDAIRE

HAS IT!
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Eight-Oared Crew

Continued from page 18

“I understand,” she said quietly. “I
suppose it would have been more hon-
est for you to have resigned from the
squad or stroked your—own people on
the junior varsity.”

“My own people,” Kip said. There
was an edge to his tone. “They rode me
tonight. And they’re apt to go haywire
and fire Al Leyden after the race.”

“I think not,” she said. “Coming down
in the train, they agreed they’d just let
him know that they wanted him not to
do anything like it again.”

“Even if they win,” Kip said.

“None of them expect you to win to-
morrow,” she said.

AN OLD car squeaked to a stop near

them. It had Pennsylvania license
plates. A head with a battered hat on it
poked out one window and spoke unin-
telligibly to them. Kip went closer to
the car and Mary stood on the curb.

“You know where this faller, Pete
Kowalik, he stay at? Faller what row in
front in bast crew on here?”

From the curb, Mary saw Kip
straighten. “I imagine it’s a bit late to
see him. All the crew men are in bed.”

“All day long, most last night, we
drive this flivver,” the voice went on in
a sing-song. “Stop every garage on road,
by damn. Pete Kowalik, he be worried
about us. Couldn’t phone him, eider, I
bet.”

“They wouldn’t call him to the phone
at this time of night,” Kip said. He
moved back to the curb. Mary touched
his arm. “These people—" she hesi-
tated. “They’ve come a long way. You
could take a message to Kowalik. He’s
your stroke, isn't he?”

“I suppose,” he said, “I'll be a snob
“until I die.” He walked back to the old

“ ar, which was refusing to start. “I’ll see

Kowalik—if not tonight, first thing in
the morning. I can take a message to
him.”

“You just tell him that his brother
Joe got here all hokay and that Malie
Stefansik, he come too, and we both be
there tomorrow, yalling like hell! Say,
who are you, mister? Your face, it—"

“I’'m one of the managers,” Kip said.
He turned away.

“l feel better at your having done
that,” Mary Adams said.

“I feel better myself.” They walked
a while in silence.

“Something still bothers you,” Mary
said.

“I know. I don’t think we’ll win to-
morrow. I had to say it in front of the
others, but the men are still green for
all their power and natural ability.”

“No,” she said. “It’s just the night
that makes you think so.” She turned to
him in the shadow and he kissed her,
feeling some old tension in him become
lost in another one, renewed. He broke
from her. “I have to get back,” he said.
At the hotel she pressed his hand. “Un-
til after the race,” she said.

The boathouse was in darkness when
Kip got there. Going up the wooden
stairs to the dormitory where the crews
slept, the only light he could see was
from the crack under the door of Al
Leyden’s room. Kip was a long time
getting to sleep.

FTER breakfast, Kip said to Kowa-

lik: “I'd like to speak to you on the
float.” The tall boy looked his surprise
but followed Kip outside.

“I ran into your brother last night in
town,” Kip said. “He had trouble get-
ting here, but he wanted to let you know
that he had arrived.”

Kowalik looked at once grateful and

"“Once you join, you'll like it. You'll have to"”

GHG

GEORGE HAMILTON GREEN

79

June 17, 1939

spLL SAVE THIS ROMANCE frmp
ruin! Gimme that sooty briar! This
is one time when a gal can t}.\ank her
lucky stars for Junior! Fl"s[’l’l,l;
run a pipe cleaner thru the stem.

“WHO'D A THUNK IT!” saifl Jun-
ior. “My sister, Gwendolyn, is nuts
about this guy Farley. But just !»e-
cause his pipe smells like burning
rubber, she moves out of reach.

o

JUNIOR GOT HIs DIME—and it
looks like Farley got his fiame!And
they pledged theirlove \.vnh aring—
aring of Sir Walter Raleigh smoke—
that mild burley with the A+ aroma.

“NOW HOLD EVERYTHING while
I swipe some of Dad’s pet brand. !t’s
a 2-ounce tin of Sir Walter Raleigh
— the mildest,most fragrant tobacco
a2 woman ever sat beside. Try it!”

IT SMOKES
AS SWEET
AS IT SMELLS

NEW RADIO PROGRAM—
Sir Walter Raleigh “‘Dog
House,”’10:30EDST Tues.
nights, NBC Red Network.

FREE BOOKLET tells how to make your olc{ pipe taste
better, sweeter; how to break in a new pipe. Write
for your copy today. Brown & Williamson Tobacco
Corporation, Louisville, Kentucky. Dept, C-96.
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TOES
Try This NEW Amazingly Quick Relief!

No need now to suffer from corns or ever have
them! New SUPER-SOFT Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads
relieve pain quickly; stop shoe friction and pres-
sure; prevent corns, sore
toes. 630% softer than
before! Separate Medications
included forremoving corns.
Cost but a trifle. At Drug,
Shoeand Department Stores.
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QUICK CASH WHEN YOU NEED IT
Every minute, day and night, 68 people
are disabled! Accident or sickness may
stop your income when you need it
most! Protect your loved ones, as
thousands are doing, with insurance
at cost in this 34 year old Association.

YOUR INSURANCE AT COST
The Minnesota Commercial Men’s As-
sociation is a mutual association owned
by its members, Hence, there are no
dividends to pay. You are insured at cost.

KO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
No medical examination is required.
No agent will call. This old, reliable
association has paid over $4,000,000 to
members and b
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amused. “Thanks a lot, Grant. I'm glad
to hear about my brother getting here
all right. But when you called me over
here I thought you had something im-
portant to say about the race.”

“No,” Kip said. He turned away,
flushing a little. Was he at fault or they?
he thought. Was he a snob or were
they crude? He had not wanted the
others to know that he had spoken even
that intimately to Kowalik. Strangely,
though, he felt once more his new kin-
ship with the crew, a relation delayed
and now hastened by the attitude of his
brothers and friends, by the chance
meeting with Kowalik's brother, by
Mary Adams’ quiet words.

A MANAGER came and told Kip that

Leyden would like to see him. He
found the coach in his room with the
crossed oars on the wall. One of them,
Kip knew, had been used by Ad Grant
six years ago. ‘“Close the door,” Leyden
said. “Sit down.”

“Guess you didn’t sleep much,” Kip
said. “Saw your light on when I came
in.”

“I never do the night before a race.
The crew did, though.”

“They all look good,” Kip said. His
words fell hollowly into a silence cre-
ated by Leyden’s looking away. When
he turned to Kip again, Leyden's face
showed his weariness.

“They might win,” Leyden said,
probably they won’t.”

Kip nodded once.

“They have stuff,” Leyden said, “a
lot of it. And guts. They just haven’t
rowed long enough. They'll try too hard
and go to pieces.”

“It's a touch late to substitute the
jayvee for them,” Kip said. “I don't
mean to be a wise guy,” he added
quickly.

“l know,” Leyden said. “I made my
decision and I'm going to stand by it.
About the job I don’t have to worry.
Your brothers and old man Calder of
the crew committee phoned me last
night while you were away and said that
no matter what happened my job was
safe. Soit’s not me. It’s those kids. You
don’t like them. I can see your point
even though I come from the same kind
of people they do. But I let them win
their place, didn’t 1?”

“You don’t have to talk me into any-
thing,” Kip said. “I've changed some.
It would be hard to tell you why. But
I'll do all I can for them. And I want to
win myself. It's my last chance. I'm the
only one in the family that never sat in
a winning boat at least once at Pough-
keepsie.”

Leyden nodded. “It’s not their last
chance,” he said. “That’s why I called
you in here. They have two more big
years. What I ask you is this. If they
win, all right. If they lose, that's all
right, too, in a way, although none of us
like to lose. But bring them in a crew—
an eight-oared varsity crew.” He paused
and the two men looked at each other.
“You know what I mean,” Leyden said.
“If they go to pieces today they may
never get together again, this year or
any other. I don’t know what you may
have to do . . . but bring them in right—
for their sake and the schools . . . if

()

not for anyone else’s.

“but

THE river was like glass, the stake
boats hardly moving in it. Kip’s crew
had the outside lane, the fastest but also
the roughest if the river kicked up. Also
the nearest to the line of yachts at the
finish.

The referee called: “Ready all?”’ and
the California cox raised his hand.
Kowalik and Guttman cursed at the de-
lay. “Steady,” Kip said. It was the first
word he had spoken outside of com-
mands since leaving the boathouse. He
 looked down the line of them and pride
| in them and what was left of his vanity

of class fought in him. They stared at
him and formed a curious foreshort-
ened design of white on bronze: the
sweatbands sharp against their dark
faces, the adhesive tape strapped to
their bellies, the heavy wool socks.

“Ready all?” the referee said again
and no hand was raised. The little can-
non boomed and Kip’s “Row!” was lost
in its echoes, in the sudden rush of wa-
ters as the oars bent in the swift, tre-
mendous beat of the racing start.
Something had begun to flow in Kip like
his blood, but swifter and more subtle,
so that he let them come out of the rac-
ing start only gradually, his hands beat-
ing out the stroke with the tiller grips at
40 before he consciously knew how high
the beat was.

Already they had a quarter length on
the others and the lead grew rapidly,
was over a length before the mile mark.

“Bring it down! Down, you mad-
men!” Kip yelled. Something in their
eyes dismayed him. They were trying
too hard, almost as though they were
trying to escape something. . . . He felt
older than they ... but kept shouting at
them until they dropped their beat. Still
open water showed between them and
Navy and California, leading the others.

“Leary—you’re shooting your slide!"
Kip yelled. Under the excitement, he
could marvel at the power they were
getting in spite of their form, worse than
usual. He saw that Navy was coming
up and, with the edge of his eyes, caught
the flash of orange-tipped oars, Syra-
cuse making an early bid. “We're not
getting much run,” he thought. “That’s
where the bad form counts.”

“Get together!” he barked. There was
blood on the lips of Lisbon and Gutt-

man. ‘‘They’re trying too hard,” he
thought. “If I yell too much they’ll
blow up.”

The beat was up again, he realized,
and wondered vaguely whether he was
taking the stroke from Kowalik or Kow-
alik from him. This annoyed him as did
their passing the two-mile mark with-
out his knowing it.

“Down, down, you lugs!” he yelled.
His voice had risen higher than usual.
They eyed him fearfully. They still led,
but in dropping the beat they lost
ground and Navy's bow was almost
even with them, and Syracuse and Cali-
fornia less than a length behind.

IP knew that this crew was inno mood

for subtleties, whether of thought
or action. He saw the bridge ahead and
that decided him. “All right,” he called.
“Bring it up.” He felt the thrill of their
tremendous power move through the
frail boat and he saw, with pride, the
lead begin to grow again. They liked
that, he saw, letting them go all out.

“Give it to them!” he called. “Give it
to them! Break their damned hearts!”

They liked to hear him talk that way.
They had never heard him do it before.
Some of them were even grinning. They
led by open water again. Something
like a coldness dropped on Kip and was
gone, and the noise of many voices.
They had passed the bridge and the
third mile.

Kip turned a little. They had over a
length on Syracuse. The others were
strung out, Navy and California at
Syracuse’s bow.

Leary was shooting his slide again,
Guttman getting his oar out of the water
too fast. “Steady,” Kip called, afraid to
say more. Still the cedar shell fled like
a thing alive, still the long oars bit
deeply into the river, shoveling the wa-
ter back.

Seven bombs had gone off on the
bridge when they went under it to tell
those at the finish that the crew in the
seventh lane was leading. So they would
be ready for him, Kip knew, on the
yacht. And he would be ready for them.
He would bring his crew aboard with
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him and see how his brothers liked that!

Exultation beat up in him. Half a
mile now. The crew’s bodies, sheeted in
sweat, gleamed strangely in the twilight.
The line of yachts was opening on either
side. They were in, Kip thought. “Pick
it up,” he called “Pick it up!”

They drove the blades deep, the great
bodies bent. “We’re in!” he kept think-
ing in time with the beat of his tiller
grips. “We’re in! We'’re in!” The shell
trembled as it tore through the water.

Then they blew Guttman had taken
his oar out of the water too soon, had
bothered the No. 6 in front of him and
made him catch a crab. Leary, shooting
his slide, losing power, almost caught
one. What he screamed at them, Kip
never knew. But when he saw that the
bow oar was catching when Kowalik,
the stroke, was taking his blade from
the water, he knew that it was all over.
What boat first slid by them, he did not
know. He saw only the strained faces,
the terrible confusion in the waist of the
shell, and Kowalik’s efforts to keep row-
ing, to pass the rhythm back to the
others. The other shells slipped by like
ghosts in the deepening twilight.

“Get together,” he said, mechanically.
Pathetically, they were trying to. The
shell had almost lost headway.

PEOPLE were yelling on the yachts
but one voice, out of a megaphone,
pierced to Kip's ears. “Leave those
punks by themselves,” Ad Grant was
yelling from the bow of the yacht. Kip
turned. They were abreast his brother’s
yacht, Cormorant. He could see them
in the bow, yelling and gesturing to him.
“Jump in and swim over here,” Ad said.
The full meaning of it all came to
Kip in a rush. He should abandon these
men before him as a last, contemptuous
gesture and sign that they did not be-
long or deserve to belong to that long
tradition of which he and his brothers
were a part. In doing so, he would ap-
pease his brothers and take some of the
“adge off their sarcasm tonight. His an-
“ger at and scorn of the crew returned to
him, strong, and Kip half rose to ease
himself over the side of the shell. He
remembered what Leyden had asked,

Collier's for

with curious foresight, of himself—to
bring them in an eight-ocared crew, so
that they would be fully such in the
coming years. To hell with them, he
thought, and to hell with Leyden. All
of them had humiliated him.

Pathetically, they were still rowing,
their oars clashing under the sound of
the whistles which were already blowing
for the winning crew. From his half-
crouch, Kip turned to go over the side.
He saw them in the bow of the Cormor-
ant again . . . this time saw Mary
Adams, a little apart from the others as
he always liked to think of her. She was
shaking her head, almost sadly. When
he turned she waved her hand—for him
to go on.

He had sat in the shell again before he
knew he had done so. Why? he thought
and felt stupid. This is silly, he tried
to tell himself, but he saw the years that
were to come, for them, and some
strong, nameless excitement passed over
him and left him weak and clear-
headed. Sarcasm could never hurt him
as much as he had the power to hurt
these men before him.

“Way enough!” he called. They
looked at him, startled. “Way enough!”
His voice bit. The oars came out of
the water, hung poised for his com-
mand. He made his voice as casual, as
even as he could. “Now get together,”
he said, as though they were just out for
a practice paddle. “You've been going
like a bunch of washwomen.”

“Ready—" he said. Their faces had
grown almost composed. He felt pleas-
antly the sense of his own power, heard
Ad Grant's voice through the mega-
phone, but did not hear Ad’s words. . . .
“Row!” Kip said. The eight oars took
the water like a machine.

Ahead the whistles were screaming
for a Navy crew that had come up in
the dusk to beat Syracuse and Califor-
nia. And that dusk filled the river, turn-
ing the shells into shadows. But those
who happened to be looking saw a curi-
ous sight—Ilast by almost an eighth of a
mile, but moving with a rhythm precise
and sure, with unbelievable power; last
now, but rich with great promise, an
eight-oared varsity shell come home.

“We find the defendant ‘not guilty' of course"”

WILLIAM VON RIEGEN
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Is Hitler Crazy?

the bat in the hope of making a lot of
people angry enough to read on, we’ll
say, No, we don’t think Hitler is crazy.

Judging from the recently published unex-
purgated and annotated translation of his book,
Mein Kampf, we think Hitler has as brilliant
and astute a mind as any politician since Prince
Metternich, post-Napoleonic Central European
lid-sitter whom Hitler much resembles, and
that Hitler is crazy only on the subject of
Jews.

We share the general abhorrence of Hitler’s
anti-Jewish policies. But we wish there were
some way to persuade Americans in million lots
to read Mein Kampf (My Battle). Hitler is
the most powerful challenger of democracy in
the world today. Believers in democracy ought
to know the case against democracy, in detail,
so as to know how to defend it. Here is the
most slashing and damaging statement of that
case that we know of—incomparably keener
and more specific, we think, than the windy
generalities of those other enemies of democ-
racy, the Marxists.

For example, Hitler rings the changes on a
democracy’s tendency to split up into economic
classes, all hating or envying one another. He
urges forcible mixing of the classes when young.
He is doing it in Germany by compelling all the
young men to serve terms in labor battalions
and the young women to do time on farms.

We can’t see Americans going in for such
things . . . but Hitler has said a mouthful on

AI:ISWERING the above question right off

democracy in this aspect just the same, and
Americans ought to know he has, and they
ought to do some thinking about it.

The German dictator’s remarks on freedom
of the press, while old stuff in substance, are

put with a fierceness that ought to step up
several notches the determination of every
believer in a free press to fight for that principle
to the death, if need be.

Then there is the familiar complaint that a
democracy can’t act fast enough; that there has
to be too much talk before anything can be
done. There is also the kick about how democ-
racy frequently keeps the superior man from
leadership and throws mediocre politicians to
the top.

Our feeling is that both of these things are
true, but there is more good than bad in both.
The dictatorships are moving so fast that they
may wreck themselves. And we’d hate to be
governed by some of the unquestionably top-
flight geniuses we've seen or heard of.

Nevertheless, Hitler’s way of yelling these
antidemocratic ideas at you is at once invigor-
ating, illuminating and infuriating. If you
have the stuff of democracy in your bones,
you’re a better and more informed democrat
after reading Mein Kampf than before.

These are only the sketchiest high lights from
what has been called the most important as
well as the most ominous political and socio-
logical book of our times.

Of all the enemies lying in wait for democ-
racy these days, Hitler is the craftiest and the
boldest. He was good enough to write down
his plans for assassinating democracy, back in
1924 when the German democrats had slapped
him into the fortress prison of Landsberg on the
Lech and thought they had heard the last of
the funny little toothbrush-mustached agitator.

We Americans are dumb and asking for trou-
ble if we don’t read, learn and digest, practically
word for word, Mr. Hitler’s detailed project for
the blowing up of democracy at its roots.

City Board of Education, has dug up and

published some rather alarming figures on
illegitimate births, abortions and venereal dis-
eases among high school and junior high school
students all over the country.

For example, of the 1,347 recorded illegiti-
mate babies born in New York City in 1938,
7% were born to girls of sixteen or less.

Mr. Buck thinks instruction in sex ought
to be introduced—casually, matter-of-factly—
into high and junior high school courses in
biology, physical education, sociology.

The proposal has shocked a lot of people—
those who fear to take the wonder and inno-
cence out of childhood too soon; those who
want this kind of teaching left to parents or
family doctors or clergymen; people who think
instinct is the best teacher or that maybe the
curbstone isn’t such a bad place to pick up this
information after all.

Our feeling is that Mr. Buck is on the right
track. The figures he has obtained don’t indi-
cate any national decadence so far as we can
see, but they do call to mind some pretty griev-
ous pictures of young lives dynamited through
ignorance and neglect.

Americans in the last three years have begun
to talk plainly about syphilis and gonorrhea
and how to cut them to the irreducible mini-
mum. Once the plunge was taken, it turned
out to be not so difficult.

We'd like to see the next great reform accom-
plished along some such lines as those proposed
by Mr. Buck—and soon.

ELLSWORTH B. BUCK, of the New York
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