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REWARD $9,985.50 
$500,000.00 SEARCH FOR RARE COINS! 

OLD anp NEW! 
Stop spending valuable coins worth hundreds of dollars. 
New 1963 catalogue lists hundreds of coins we want to buy 
and gives the price range we will pay for these United States 
Coins. Certain half cent coins are worth up to $3,500.00 for 

Canadian Coins. Our valuable Coin Book may reward you 

many thousands of dollars. Coins do not have to be old to 

be valuable. Thousands of dollars have been paid for coins 
Illustrated: 1804 silver 
dollar — 19,000 minted, 
only 12 accounted for— the rare dates and how to identify rare coins in your pos- 
where are the rest? 

dated as recently as 1940 to 1956. Now you teo can learn 

session with our new 1963 catalogue. A fortune may be 
waiting for you. Millions of Dollars have been paid for rare 

coins. SEND YOUR ORDER FOR THIS VALUABLE COIN CATALOGUE NOW ! Hold on to your 

coins until you obtain our catalogue. Send $1.00 for newest Coin Catalogue to: 

BEST VALUES CO., COIN DEPT. 949 285 MARKET ST. Newark, New Jersey. 

NO-RISK FREE TRIAL COUPON NOW! FOR CERTAIN COINS WE PAY UP 10: 
cER 

Gold Coins 

a ee $10,000.00 ff BEST VALUES CO., COIN DEPT. 949 
Before 1919 ..,.. Beige 9,000.00 1 285 Market St. 

Silver Dollars Newark, New Jersey 
Before 1936 + 8,000.00 Nickles ting the actual price range you will pay + 
‘Before 1945. ....... ++++ 6,000.00  } for United States Coins listed in the cata: 

Dimes 1 logue. | enclose $1. Send Postage Prepai 
Before 1946 ....... sees 5,000.00 1 

Half Dollars hee 
Before 1947 ..........04 4,500.00 

Quarters 
Before tS) <0. ooo Sree 3,500.00 

Half Cents 
Before 1910 ......,...... 3,500.00 

Lincoln Pennies 
Before 1940 



America’s 12 Most Famous Artists 

“We're looking 

for people who a, 
like to draw” aes eee 

By ALBERT DORNE 
Famous Magazine Illustrator 

Drei pataworpsing 1F helps design new car models 
you do—America’s 12 Most. “Your course has been the differ- 

Famous Artists are looking for you. ence between failure and success for 
We'd like to help you find out if me,” writes Robert Meecham of 
you have talent worth developing. Ontario, Canada. “I've come from 

Here’s why we make this offer. an $18,00 a week apprentice to 
‘More than a decade ago, my col- where T now own my own house, 
leagues and I realized that too two cars, and hold stock in two 
many people were missing wonder- companies. 
ful careers in art. ..cither because John Whitaker of Memphis was 
they hesitated to think they had an airline clerk when he began 
talent... or because they couldn’t studying with us. Recently, a huge 
get topnotch professional art train-, syndicate signed him to do a daily 
ing without leaving home or giving comic strip. 
ap-thets Jobs. Earns Seven Times as Much 

A Flan to Help Others Eric Ericson of Minneapolis was a 
We decided to do something about clerk when he enrolled with us. 
this. First, we pooled the rich, Now, he heads an advertising-aet- 
practical experience, the profer: studio ‘business and earns seen 
onal know-how, and the precious times is former salary 
trade secrets that helped us teach Elizabeth Lincoln mother ofsix 
feet ge Uiee int atng ties Par deachied ant dome iskee 
knowledge with over 5,000 special Massachusetts home. She's buld- drawings and paintings—we cre- inga tidy nest egg forthe education 
ated a complete course ofart train: of er children 
ing that folks all over the countr Could akerightin theirown homes Cowboy Starts Art Business 
and in their spare time. This course Donald Kern—a Montana cowboy 
is accredited by the Accrediting  —studied with us, Now he paints 
Commission, National Home Study portraits, sells them for $250 each. 
Council, Washington, D. G., a And he gets all the business he can 
nationally recognized accrediting handle. 
agency Gertrude Vander Poel had never 

Our waining has helped thou drawn a thing until she started 
sands of men and women win the studying with us. Now a swank 
creative satisfactions and the cash New York gallery exhibits her earn eae 
rewards of part-time or full-time paintings for sale. - Beate 3 
fet careers, Here ae just afew na Ee Weeiaey ena = os, i 

Herb Smith was a payroll clerk. ee ral | Studio 5654, Westport, Conn. 1 
‘Soon after he started studying with How about you? Wouldn't you like | want to-find outit I have art talent worth developing. 
us, he landed an art job with a tofind outifyou have talent worth | Please send ine, withour obigation, your Fastous Ares Iaige ping in This was fost rainingforafaleimeor pacume — | "ee Fo H Yeats ago; today hes head ant art ener? Simply end for our | yy 1 
for the same frm. revealing 2-page talent test'Thou- | ef gs 

sands paid §1 for this test, but we'll ~ | | 
‘Helps Design New Cars send it to you free. If you show | “*#- | 

Halfway through our training, Don promise, you'll be eligible for a= 1 gy, a2 1 
Golemba of Detroit landed job home taining under the program © | =~} 
in the styling department of ama- we direct. No obligation. Mail the | 1 
jor automobile company. Now he coupon today. L ! 
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PAYS UP TO 
$8 AN HOUR ° 

PICK YOUR OWN 
LOCALITY 

° 
NO SELLING 

OF ANY KIND 
. 

CAR AND BUSINESS 
EXPENSES PAID 

ONLY AVERAGE 
EDUCATION 
REQUIRED 

Compare this Job with a Future 

to the One You Have Now 
—then if you'd like to switch—I'll show you how fo do it! 

Td like to show you how easy it is for 
‘you to get into one of the fastest. growing 
professions in America. This year, 
‘unfortunately, more than 25 million peo” 
ple will have automobile accidents. This, 
means that insurance companies are 
faced with the tremendous problem of 
settling over 69,000 auto accident claims 
every day! And a qualified Claim Adjus- 
lor has to investigate every accident and 
report on it before the Claim can be settled! 

Work That MUST Be Don 
‘These investigations cannot be put off. 
‘The courts demand action! Insurance 
companies cannot afford to let claims 
drag on—and mount up! They must be 
settled, because huge reserves of com- 
pany money are tied up by law when 
auto accident claims remain unsettled. 
‘And That Is Where YOU Come In! 

Insurance companies everywhere are 
looking for people who know how to han- 
dle this specialized work—full 
‘or part time—and they are pre- 

red to pay top money Lo any 
Than who can fil the bill, Not 
‘only do they pay top salaries; 
jin addition, they offer every 
opportunity for rapid advance. 
Snent to executive positions and 
the high bracket incomes that 
fo with them, And in addition—and Because experienced help is so scarce 
they offer many fringe benefits practi- ‘ally unheard of in many other kinds of 
businesses. 

But Money Isn't ALL You Get! 
‘The foregoing are facts—facts you can 
easily verify if you care to check with 
‘any insurance company or any law office. 
‘And it explains why even beginners in the 
field of Claim Investigation can count on 
‘2 good starting income as high as $450 
jnonth! But your salary is only the 
beginning! Insurance companies, for ex- 

ample, usually furnish their Claim In- 
‘Vestigators with a company car and the 
company pays for the upkeep. (Or, if you. 
drive your own car, the company pays ‘you a mileage allowance to cover operat- 
ing costs.) Nor is that all. The company 
often segregates ite investigators from de- 
tails of the main office by providing a pri- 
vate office with a secretary. 

‘You Meet Interesting Peopl 
In this kind of work you moet 
sntoreting peopl, imgortant 
Bs Lawyers, police officers, judges. Each Case is a new ad- Yenture, ‘These are the Kind of people 
who can be worth knowing! These ac- ‘Quaintances often develop into lifelong fHendships valued far more than finane 
ial gain. And remember that the Claim Investigator’ life is filled with exciting 
new experiences. No two cases are alike! 
Bach day presenta stimulating mew prob- ems, and back of i all is the 

deep, inner satisfaction of ren- dering a real service v0 your community! 
If You Prefer to Operate a 

Business of Your Own 
Even with all the company 
benefits some men prefer to 

operate their own business. No matter 
how ideal the job, they want to be “on 
their own.” ‘There are few greater oppor- 
tunities to do this today than those open 
to you in the field of Claim Investigat- 
ing. You can even start with your own 
homes your headquarters. You have no 
office rent to pay—almost no overhead. 
Your chief expense is the investment of a 
few dollars for stationery, business cards 
and office record sheets. You can even 
start in your spare time—keeping your 
regular job until the day arrives when 
‘your spare time income is more than the 
‘amount of your present pay. 

Free Employment Help Given 
Even if you have only an average educa- 
tion, you can go far in this new profes- 
sion. All we ask is a driving ambition to 
{get ahead! And when you have success- 
fully completed the course, we provide a 
FREE employment service. 

Mail the Coupon Today 
‘The coupon below provides the complete story, and describes 
the many ficial and wcll advantages to be gained. {lis ust Bat to dott got ints this fascinating, fast-growing profession. ‘There is no charge 

for this information—now or at any other time. Here's your big chance to 
eventually make as much as $10,000 a 
Year as a District Manager, of in your ‘Own business. Mail the coupon below to 
Liberty School of Claim Investigating, 
Dept.8212. Liberty- 
ville, Illinois. (The 
Liberty School of 
Gaim Investigating is 
Approved as a Private 
Business School by the 
State of Hilinois) 
r 7 Mr. Ere P. MeN, President, Dept: 8212 
LUberty Schoo! of Claim Investigating 
1139 W. Pork, Libertyville, 
Pease rush me Complete Information explain. fing how I eam quickly qualify as an Auto- {nebile Insurance Claim Investigntor a ‘Rajustor. Te ie understood that po maura tile on me, snd tha everything You send {Be now is alwolutely FREE, and places mo {dee o obligation whatsoever. 

MY Nant as P 



Stop wasting time in a dead-end job! 

Enjoy the big rewards offered the 

Law-trained man in business 

ann aL AW 
| aeent OEGREE 

in your spare time at home 

' 3 

esent position — whatever your 
previous schooling —you can multiply your op- 

portunities for rapid promotion, big income and 
Prestige through LaSalle Law Training at home. 

‘A knowledge of Law is regarded today as 
indispensable equipment in every activity of business. 
The greatly increased role of government in business, 
the many new problems of Law involving taxes, in- 
surance, contracts, liability, employment, and much 
more-all require the legally-trained executive who 
can make day-to-day decisions effectively. That is 
why leading corporations seek out such men for key 
positions and reward them with top salaries. 

‘You can master Law easily and enjoyably in your 
‘own home under the supervision of LaSalle’s distin- 
guished faculty of lawyer-instructors. You work with 
Actual legal cases, acquiring real experience. Upon 
completion of your training, you are awarded a 
Bachelor of Laws degree if qualified. The famed 

LaSalle Law Library of 14 volumes is 
given to you as part of your course. 

For 53 years LaSalle has been an 
acknowledged leader in business train- 
ing, with more than 1,500,000 students. 
Send for the free book “Law Training 
for Leadership” and see how LaSalle 
can help you move up rapidly in your 
‘career. Address: 417 So. Dearborn St, 
Chicago 5, IIL 

eee 

LASALLE 
EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 

‘An Accredited Correspondence Institution 
12002, 417 South Dearborn St, Chiesa 

watever your 

Training 
Leadership 

Pleas filustrated book “Law ‘Training for Leadership. 

Name 
Address. 

1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 

SS eae eee 
1 
i 
i 
1 

City & 1 
1 



Wow! Here’ s everything you. need 

\\and * “write your own cad 

+ to a higher-paying job 

‘NDUSTRY today is ‘crying’ for men [who now mathematiess to take 
advantage of the wonderful job op- 
portunities in our fast-moving age of 
lectronies, automation, and nuclear 
‘Demand far exceeds supply for top- 

salaried superintendents, foremen, 
technicians, lab workers, ‘designers, draftsmen, mathematicians, and en= 
kineers, 

For example, the NASA recently 
announced 136 key jobs paying up to 
$21,000 per year. Hundreds of com- 
parable positions go begging every 
day, Here is your chance to learn 
‘mathematies and get the baste train- 
ing for this type of job . . . to help 
your country maintain its world lead- 
‘ership, and to earn the kind of money 
you deserve. 
You can learn in 10 minutes a day 
‘That's all it takes, with the aid of 

this simplified five-volume home-study 
course, to gain a complete knowledge 

of ‘mathematics 
which can lead to se- 
curity, higher pay, self-confidence, and a 
better, more important 

Te agepmimaime J Job. serie A “coum eriy Revise 
‘AND UPDATED 

This completely revised and up- 
dated course, based on easy-to-follow 
methods developed by Professor 
‘Thompson at Pratt Institute, shows 
you how to master every type of 

mathematical problem, quickly. and 
easily, right from the 
beginning. You start 
with a review of arith- 
metic. (including doz- 
ens of new, time-sav- 
ing short-cuts...anda 

0-DAY EXAMINATION ‘Completely Realed 
‘and Updated 

‘Gharts and erapha, 298 pages 

vhow Used in ewitening ‘ireuts 

ele Gea 

Sclations oetecen tpsnometrie functions 

Heme, are 

BRAND NEW 

FREE , Van Nos 
te youseNo couPON NOW 

a tepagt book des 

books’ curs balan, seiulimeniee protit 
Feta Ault aca, 

sad oartin aiferensiis. Com= 

Learn at Home — in Only 10 Minutes a Day — With 
This Complete 5-Volume Sel! 

==————] FREE EXAMINATION COUPON =====— 

Tio ‘Alexander Street, Princaton, New Jersey 

Tou are ug to send me the Deak Simplites Acounting 

ek Sceanet 

Instruction Course 
special brand new section on Boolean 

jebra — the algebra of logie and of’switehing). ‘Then you proceed 
step-by-step, lesson-by-lesson, into ev- 
ery practical phase of higher mathe- 
matics, 

Every minute pays big dividends 
Without a working knowledge of 

algebra, trigonometry, and geometry, 
even the most capable man ean be 
left behind . . . while men who know 
mathematies are quiekly recognized, 
and forge ahead to bigger, higher: 
paying. jobs. 

‘The few minutes a day you spend 
learning this vital tool for most mod- 
gm business and manufacturing and 
development processes can pay off in 
hard cash — bigger paychecks than 
you ever dreamed of. So don't delay. ‘These five volumes that gan change your entire life would coat you 
$2.98 each it purchased individually, Total of $14.15, But if'you order them now ‘28a get, You will receive the entire course Mall ve volumes for only $2.85 down and $a month for three months — a sxbstan- 
ial saving! And then you will have all Volumes on hand, should you need to Took head for advance work that comes up ‘on your job. 

Send NO Money — Try 
Complete Course FREE 

You don’t have to send sny money to ‘and out how valuable this course can be! ‘ust mail the coupon and we will rush you 
lll five of these home-atudy books to ex mine free, in your own home, for 10 days. Unlesa you are absolutely eonvinced that this course in book form is exactly what you need. to muster mathematies, rou may return the books and owe noth. Ing. Otherwise’ Keep ‘them ‘and send t easy payments Indicated in the eoupen. ‘Take ‘advantage of this opportunity. to: day. Mail coupon now to Bc Van Nostrand ‘Company, Incr Dept. /972X,120 Alexander 
St, Princeton, N. 3. (Est. 1855.) 

1d Company, Ine, Dept I9/24 



ATTENTION! YOUNG MEN 
WE OFFER YOU IMMEDIATE TRAINING 

™ HEAVY 
EQUIPMENT 

OPERATION 
We have men who are now 
‘equipment operators. earning $1.91 

hour, who took this 

‘The sheavy construction industry, is 
expanding throughout the world, 
‘Great opportunities for MEN 
Lear to operate the giant Bull Dozers 
jp crndes Londen aed he 
ieavy equipment needed for building 

factories, skyscrapers, schools, hospl- 
tals, dams, bridges, highways. 
BILLIONS OF DOLLARS will be 
paid to MEN in this industry. Would 
you like to get training for HEAVY 
EQUIPMENT OPERATION? Our 

HEAVY EQUI 

home study—resident training can be the fist step. 
‘Then Bnsh training on the big, modern machines. 
‘Thousands of men are answering our announce- 
ent. Our representatives do not; have time to 
Visit the merely curious. If you are sincerely 
Interested, the Northwest representative is ready 
to. help you, Get information about age and 
tier regireinnts which must by met, aually 
for employment in this giant industry. You are 
pot committed in any way. No interruption of 
Your present. job or schooling. Mail coupon 
Without delay 

Nowe 
Address. SS 
iy = 

I Neoret! Phone 
Working Hours 

4 COMPLETE 
LEARN KETSU, Self-Defense 

COMBINED UNBEATABLE FIGHTING ARTS OF 
“AIKIDO, YAWARA, ATE-WAZA, KARATE, SAVATE, JUDO 

ow YOU cen non 1 fm the 6 retest cathe 
Sha aesbuae soins ANS EWE cUurtRs OF TaWARA AND IME-Waa thee lc Nae eeng ns ct AHIDO, ‘swag ond isting wath o) KARATE ood SAVATE, 
anes with sraaing, Rom MBS ck 2 peta, YOU OMAR, 9 

BeoARDUESS OF size OK sinENGTH, COMPLETELY HELPizss WITHIN Tie unt antes Sour slvly beconet'o|FEARSOME WEAFON, 

{eine dele oss end ft ws reessune POINTS ond ‘NERVOUS SY 
Aeros tory ‘oes soa tras otis, YOU WILL SEE KETSUGO (PERTS-IN ACTION IN OVER 

Warn Afinrs ab ven oeranae Agni? roles rev MEN enon, fe 
Sooment I ving RETSUGO™ a arneineicl, wenand Shr ip tntog elon eer 

DAVIS & seNNerT per, MAG'IZ 
Si Weat atth Street, New York 85, N.Y. poess 

, Mathod of Sel elms in a pain wiooser immediately, | enlovs tall oven! 

Swe aDRDeLusteAtiONs TeAchiN YOU HOW 70 HANDLE STREET FloHTERS, MUGGERS, DEADLY | 

POST ARK 
U.S.A, 

Dear Editor: 
‘Okay, okay, you've convinced 

me, After reading your article: 
“Weather and Climate Can Affect 
‘Your Love Life”, I've made up my 
mind to move to Florida. The last 
frozen-faced Northern chick who 
turned me down was the straw 
that broke the camel’s back. From 
now on, it’s the hot-blooded Ii 
you-alls for me. 

RD. 
Norwalk, Ohio 

Ed.: Don't blame it altogether on 
the weather, R.D. Maybe it’s your 
approach that brings on the deep 
freeze. Stick it out another sum- 
mer and then let us hear from 
you. 
Dear Editor: 

‘After seeing your new French 
cutie, Collette Berne, I've decided 
to take French lessons. Vive la 
France. Vive la difference. Vive 
Collette. 

PB. 
‘Tucson, Arizona 

Ed.; Crest la vie. 

Dear Edit 
Congrats to Jerry Raines on his 

story, “Prof. Samson and His Gal- 
lery of Nudes.” That's what I call 
crime reporting with real zing to 
it, 

Th. 
Bronx, New York 

Ed.; Also zoom and vava voom. 
Thanks for the kind words. 

Dear Editor: 
‘The guys and I down at the 

shop got a big boot out of your 
cartoons last month. Let's have 
some more of them. We guarantee 
‘a spot for them on the bulletin 
board. 

BY. 
Mobile, Alabama 

Ed.: Keep that spot open, B.V. 
‘More and funnier cartoons are in 
store for you in future issues. 

Dear Editor: 
Your story, “The Naked Cuties 

of Red China” was a real shocker. 
How can people sink so low as to 
make such shameful use of inno- 
cent young girls? 

ESR. 
Falls Church, Va. 

Ed; Exactly the point we were 
trying to illustrate, ES.R. 



YOU can get PAID FOR 

NOW get the b HUNTING AND FISHING! 

FREE FACTS ye? ‘3 meee een 
about EXCITING ~& dlasieans wis Hea Pedea ool ae Cone 

See ahi name you wy aca hae the ba weal enon il otal sot no tte Hn to he te otdcor hfe you foe 
ENJOY a Lifetime of 

Thrills and Adventure! 
Every day isa new adventure for the men in 

Forestry and Wildlife Service. Some hunt and 
trap mountain lions, coyotes, and wildeats. 

ained to parachute from planes oF 
helicapters-to help animals marooned 

Prepare at Home injured camper or mountain climber. 
R= Adventure, public service, and good pay. to become a 4 unbeatable Sway combination! 

= GAME WARDEN. =P Many start at $3000 a year or more 
‘GOVERNMENT HUNTER with regular civil service advances 

- Starting salaries in Conservation vary with 
PARK RANGER. R edivcational requirements, but many begin at < $3000 or more. Hunters also get a Bounty on 

FISH HATCHERYIMAN of (ee 
or Aid & Assistant ; classifications for aoe to $10,000. 

Positions That Require ts nd $12.00 a year after sufficient experience 

Education A N\ regular taises, and many other advantages, 

Co ped begin | 
SS esra bs se a mote 

te ase Eger ie You 
bins Seen RESIDENT TRAINING AT OUR 
Fefp you mith pemonal conan SUMMER CAMP renjov a full woek inlet ovanecoon [LAGty AMERICA armen ago ae 
eras ean, oes net sf Gan, 
fn the field. Our STARA. frst hand trom exports the meets of Sie Se heed ono mes 
‘Seanbes hae 

Edt rl svean es Cre 
a tos Gaoceedes Coates 

i ee 
aan epee 

a et Ee 

ALL FREE! RUSH COUPON TODAY! 

Red ojo t rere, but 

I want to fin out how Ian prepare fr an exciting career of avons inthe peat outsone am nerestea Inthe norma len you fer and understand tat 1 wl be uncer he obligation. edad a fe free fae? 

NORTH AMERICAN SCHOOL OF CONSERVAT 
Dept HI17B, 810 Dodsworth, Covina, 



DARING’S 
DARLINGS 

+ has been a well established fact that 
women come in assorted sizes and shapes 

‘and, an equally well-observed conclusion, 
that men like ‘em that way. So be it—and so 
see it. And the best place to see it is inside 
the pages of MAN'S DARING. You'll find a 
bevy of beauty from home and aboard— 
@ little something for everyone, 



Can you profit by their mistakes? 
"Not 

You needn’t make that mistake. 
You can get that better job, those 
big promotions, the regular raises 
that so many I.C.S. students re- 
port. And you'can do it without 

is not only 

getting enough education" 

"Wrong choice of career" 

When you study with LC. S. you 
have 249 courses to choose from. 

And part of our job here at I.C.S. 

“going to school,” without inter- 
fering with your present job or 
your social life. 
YOU can study with 1.C.S. at hom 
in your spare time! 

but making sure you pick the 
course that’s right for you! 
YOU get expert guidance FREE from 
cs. giving you instruction 

"Failed to seize opportunities” 

Your opportunity is right here on 
this page. Don’t pass it by. Don’t 
put it off, Mail the coupon now 
and let us send you our free three- 
booklet career kit. 

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

YOU get 3 FREE booklets if you 
mail the coupon today 
1. 36-page gold mine of information, 

“How to Succeed. 
2. Career Catalog outl 

in your field, 
3. Sample 1. C. Ss 

ing opportunities 

son (Math. 

Accredited Member, 
1.C.S., Seranton 15, Penna. —jational Home Stuly Coun 

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 

Without cost raion, send me “OW to SUCCEED" 
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B fect aa cost O fesounting 2 Busines Auminiteation {Busines Management B eler typst  erestve Salesmanship £ Noneing a Sal Business £5 Protesstna Serlary ART EZ Fibe conte Commerc art Pareto ( Nasezine thas, [Rea state Saosmanship 1 Ser Patng sa esi’ (0 Shetehing and Panting 
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1D Sstemanship DS faeanah and 
1D Trt Managment 
CHEMICAL (D Anaiteal Chemisty 

BOX G3373d , SCRANTON 15, PENNA. 
4 the opperturity bookie 

hero EnieringTeholey ee 

(Un Hawai ely P-, Box 418, Holla) 
out the 

(Dil Fin Tehnolony 5 Puig an Paper taking 
crvie ENGINEERING Get Enineerna Construction Eneineoing 1D Mighway Eniectng [ Pretesstona Eginest (Civ) (Reading Sire: Buopints (D Sanitary Enaioer {B Sewage Pant Operator {D Strucura! Enenoring ‘Surveying and Mapping |B Water Warks Operator 
DRAFTING 

Aires brating B Architects Oatiog {rating & Machine Besien i Etetai oratting B Electrica engines Drang BB industria Piping Orting B teckanes! gratia 1B Shoot eta Drang 

(arta itt courses) 
14 BEFORE which | have marked X (lus sample lesson): 
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GENERAL iSECRE 
YAGISHI’S 

He used sin-savvy Oriental beauties as bait to lure officials with important 
information into his love traps. A simple set-up? Well, it almost lost a war for 

this country. 

Editor's Note: The author, an American, was born in Hong 
tended school in Shanghai and Tokyo and then 

joined his father's export business in Singapore. He had 
n working with British intelligence for several years 

joined the O.SS. as one of its first agents 
months before the Japs attacked Pearl Harbor. 

YV8es Youve Bee azoun the Far East as long 
.s I have, you've got few surprises coming as far 

‘as women are concerned. You've known them all— 
the bashful little Jap girls who hide their quick pas- 
sion behind shy glances, the matter-offact China 
dolls who,are coldly out for sex kicks like sailors in 
fa joy joint, the slinky Eurasion half-breeds whose 

ires are the best in the (Continued on next page) 





pan 
‘world and who love so hard they 
can kill a man with their hunger. 

‘But there were some surprises 
left for me when, one foggy Au- 
gust_evening of 1941, I visited 
the Palace of the 1000 Pleasures 
in San Francisco. Frisco was still 
a wide-open town then; its ten- 
derloin district was lined with no- 
limit strip joints. B-girl bars and 
plush call houses, and you could 
not walk along the streets with- 
out being propositioned a couple 
of times in every block. 

‘The Palace of the 1000 Pleas- 
tures was probably the most ex- 
clusive establishment in the city 
at that time, The number of cli- 
ents was limited, the rates were 
exorbitant, and you could only 
get in by special invitation. I got 
one of those invitations and I 
went. 

\HEY'D BEEN expecting me, for 
the arrangement was by ap- 

pointment only, and the little old 
man who managed the place had 
met me bowing at the door in 
his Samurai robes, and had ush- 
ered me into one of the pleasure 
rooms. And that's where my sur- 
prises started. 

‘A half dozen kimono girls, each 
a perfection of face and figure, 
swarmed giggling into the suite. 
Still giggling, they swarmed all 
‘over me and started taking off 
‘my western outer clothes, as. is 
the custom in geisha houses. 
Where my surprise came in was 
that the girls’ kimonos were not 
made of the usual brocade but of 
transparent silk that clung softly 
to their firm figures. They wore 
nothing under these kimonos, 
proud of their perky upthrust 
breasts, their gently rounded hips 
‘and slender limbs. They swarmed 
all over me, caressing me with 

their soft, silky bodies; they gig- 
gled and’ laughed, and they put 
me down on a’ low Japanese 
couch and brought me tea, and 
they sang and they danced sym- 
bolic unashamed dances that told 
everything. 

It would have been great if Id 
been at the Palace of the 1000 
Pleasures strictly for kicks and a 
good time. But I wasn’t, I was 
there, on serious business, damn 
serious business, and if nothing 
else reminded me of it, there was 
the pressure on my thighs of the 
thin leather straps that held the 
sheath of a tiny but sharp knife 
and the suede holster of a short- 
barreled pistol, chambered for .22 
caliber magnum explosive dum- 
dum bullets. Because, if our sus- 
picions were correct, this wasn’t 
a palace of pleasure but of i 
trigue and death, and from the 
moment I'd stepped through the 
door I'd been in mortal danger. 

BOUT THREE WEEKS EARLIER, 
on a hot and sweaty summer 

day in Washington, D.C, my 
chief had called me’ into his of- 
fice. 

“Frank.” the colonel said, “we 
have got a real problem on our 
hands. We've been losing some 
of our best_men—Army, Navy, 
Air Corps, OSS—-before they even 
get on a boat to go out to the 
Far East. The men go out to San 
Francisco to the Port of Embark- 
ation. They go to town for a last 
night of stateside fun, And then 
they don’t come back.” 

“Deserters?” 
The colonel shook his head, 

“No question of that. Everyone of 
them was reliable, top-notch. All 
Far Eastern specialists like your- 
self. They just disappear without 
a trace. And there’s another thing 

The place was called the Palace of 1,000 Pleasures—and 
was beginning to find out why. 

too. We've broken some Japanese 
code messages that indicate that 
some of our most important se- 
crets are leaking out. Like what 
ships we're sending to Pearl; what 
units are stationed at Corregidor; 
what we plan to do when the day 
comes that the Japs attack.” 

“Got any leads?” 
“Not really, Frank. Nothing 

very substantial. The thing to do 
is to go to Frisco and nose 
around, There’s no doubt that the 
source of trouble is somewhere 
in the Bay Area. There is some 
powerful nucleus of Japanese 
agents at work.” 

“Why not just round up all 
the Japs?” 

“We can’t do that, We aren't at 
war yet, Let me tell you what we 
do know. We know that General 
Lork—yes, he’s one of the men 
who disappeared—told someone 
that he was going to a geisha 
house.” 

“That figures,” I said. “He was 
an old Far East hand, and we all 
like geishas. Best girls in the 
world.” 

‘The colonel grunted. “Myself, 
I like American girls best,” he 
said. “But be that as it may, the 
general went to a geisha house, 
and the other men who disappear- 
ed probably went too. I think we 
have a wholesale kidnap and es- 
pionage operation on our hands.” 

“Shouldn’t be too hard to raid 
the Frisco geisha houses,” I said. 

“No dice,’ the colonel said. “I 
checked. So long as their opera- 
tions are legitimate, there's noth- 
ing we can do. This is still a free 
country and I hope it stays that 
way. Only thing to do is to get 
into the lion's den and snoop 
around. I suggest you start at the 
Palace of 1000 Pleasures.” 

> HEARD ABOUT the place. It 
was highly “respectable” 

which means expensive. My doubt 
showed on my face. 

“I know,” the colonel said. “It’s 
been operating for years and has 
the best people for clients. But 
Tet me tell you this: about ten 
months ago, just before the trou- 
ble started, the Palace changed 
ownership. A madam who calls 
herself Lishi Takamoto now runs 
the place. And now here comes 
the kicker.” 

“What's that?” 
“We had a report from our 

embassy in Tokyo about a year 
ago that General Yagishi, director 
of Japanese special operations in- 

continued on page 44 



icki Gray is the latest graduate of the New 
School of British lovelies who have come to 

grace our shores. Sultry and tempestuous, they 
burying for ail time the icy image of the trax 
ally frigid English beauty. typical of 

the lithesome new generation who have traded 
in their tweeds for black chiffon. 



‘As a child during the days of Hitler's blitz, Vicki was 
jeveloping a few secret weapons of her own. 

No cribbage-fanatic, she digs jazz records and fast 
cars. However; she still clings to certain native pref. 
erences, like walking on a foggy night with a good 
conversationalist. 



she calls you 
means the same as when a 

peach calls you 



E GYPSY 
AND HER LIVING DEAD! | 

i he 



She was love-hungry for men, and those who could appease her wild, wanton 
appetite became slaves to this Mistress of Hell. 

By PIERRE BOULANGER 

Editor's Note: Monsieur Boulanger is one of France's out 
standing newspapermen and magazine writers. His specialty 
is the reportage of international crime cases. 
TT] cvrsy wacow Hap drawn up in an empty 

corner of the field, not far from the traveling 
carnival. It was late at night now; the organ music 
of the merry-go-round had stopped, and in its place 
broken sound of the brash, brassy jazz from the belly 
dance sideshow wafted through the darkness. The 
ferris wheel still turned, and the freak tent was 

doing a land office business. 
Away from the carnivals multi-colored puddle 

of light, an occasional drunk stumbled across the 
field, past the gypsy wagon, back toward the French. 
town of Epinal. One of them was Jacques Darney, 
a 20-year-old pipe fitter. Jacques was a good-looking, 
husky young man; he had gone to the carnival to 
laugh and to drink and to forget that he had just 
been jilted by his girl 

When Jacques neared the (continued on page 47) 

“Look at my lover,” the gypsy laughed,.“We drink 
wine, and he drinks blood.” 
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ABOMINABLE 
- SNOW-WOMAN 

o) Ve 



They said she didn't exist, that she was a myth, but the woman he held in his 
arms was real—or was he going mad? 

By ERNEST YETI 

Editor's Note: Mr. Yeti is an American mountaineer with 
‘reat climbing experience in the Himalayas. He was a mem- 
ber of the famous expedition which was the first to reach 
the summit of Annapurna. The story he tells here is about 
another climb. 

JAMISON ALDRIDGE WAS STRETCHED out flat in the 
freezing snow, his skull cracked in two places 

where it:had collided against the jagged edges of the 
cliff during his fall. He had been climbing ahead of 
the rest of our party and somehow he must have lost 

his footing on the ledge above, for he had tumbled 
down the two hundred foot cliff and landed with a 
sickening thud on the slope where we were now 
standing, The three of us, myself, Dr. Severfield, and 
Lisa Hindemith our photographer, were stooping over 
his dying, broken body. He seemed to be trying to 
tell us something. “What is it? What is it, Jamie?” 
Lisa cried. Finally, between the blood gushing from 
his open mouth, he managed to say, “I—I—saw—her 
—white—like—snow— "(Continued on next page) 
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Lisa had littl 
the icy mountain, it was men 
she thought dangerous. 
sh-she—kissed me...” Then, the 
death-rattle choking in his throat, 
he died. 

‘The three of us, mastering our 
gtief, looked at one another in 
amazement. “Who did he sec?” 
Dr. Severfield asked. He was a 
heavyset_man with a full, black 
beard and it was strange to see 
tears in his eyes. “Could it have 
been the snowman—or was he 
having a hallucination?” 

“But he said it was a she,” Lisa 
said. “And that she kissed’ him.” 
Lisa was a gorgeous woman with 
full breasts and red full lips, and 
though she acted as if she was 
‘colder than ice caps on the moun- 
tain, I knew she had her eye on 
me. “Well, whatever it was,” I 
said, “there's nothing more we can 
do now but bury Jamie, It's a 
cinch he’s not going to be able 
to tell us anything more.” I took 
another look at Lisa, and the 
thought crossed my mind that this 
might be a good time. for me to 
console her. We'd done a lot of 
climbing that day and all of us 
could use a little relaxation. 

At this point, Orano, our head 
2 

fear of climbing 

porter, and one of his men came 
up the slope, Orano was a slant- 
eyed Nepalese, and for some rea- 
son, I didn’t trust him worth a 
damn. I didn’t like the mean knife 
that he always carried in his belt, 
and I didn’t like the way he look- 
ed at Lisa. Dr. Severfield told him 
what had happened, and when he 
mentioned the strange woman in 
white to whom the dying man 
had referred, the other porter be- 
gan trembling. “The evil one,” he 
cried. “We are lost!” Screaming 
wildly, he raced down the slopes 
toward our base camp before any- 
one even thought of stopping him. 
Dr. Severfield was puzzled. “Now 
what could have possessed that 
fool?” Coldly, Orano replied, “It 
bad now. When he get to camp, 
he tell all porters about evil one, 
they all desert, You'll see.” 

“Yd better tty to stop them,” 
Dr. Severfield said, He motioned 
Orano to follow him and started 
down the mountain. “Wait for us 
here!” he cried over, his shoulder. 

I didn’t mind at all being left 
alone with Lisa. She was still pret- 
ty upset about Jamie’s death and 
her cheeks were red with trails of 
tears. I put my arm. around her 
and led her to a mound of frozen 
snow, We sat down and I pulled 
her to me, kissing her again and 
again, reaching into her parka 
with my free hand, “Don't, Ernie!” 
she protested, “Not now.” She was 
right. It was not the right time. 
“Tonight then,” I said. “Let me 
come to you when the others are 
asleep.” She looked at me for a 
long while, then she shook her 
head, indicating her willingness. 
‘My long wait was finally going to 
pay off. 

E HAD STARTED OUT on our 
expedition early in August 

and now it was the first week in 
September and we were only 
slightly more than halfway to the 
top of Mt. Badrinath, which rises 
to a height of over 22,000 feet 
in the Gangetic System of the 
mighty Himalayas. Unlike most 
assaults on these lofty mountains, 
ours was not undertaken simply 
because Badrinath was there. We 
were a scientific party formed to 
investigate reports of a two-legged 
creature who had been seen at 
different times by several other 
climbers during their attempts to 
scale the slopes of Badrinath. I 
didn’t believe a word of it my- 
self, but Dr. Severfield was par- 
ticularly excited about these ru- 
mors, for he was an anthropolo- 
ist doing special research on the 

so-called “missing link” theory. 
He had his suspicions that the 
creature seen on the mountain 
might be the solution to that long- 
unsolved mystery. I had signed 
up with the expedition as a guide 
and, to be honest, I was much 
more interested in Lisa than in 
snowmen. 

When Dr. Severfield returned 
with Orano it was obvious from 
the look on his face that he was 
bringing bad news, His black 
beard bristled with anger. “That 
fool porter did just what Orano 
said he would,” he declared. “He 
panicked all the other porters and 
they ran the hell out of camp be- 
fore we could get to them. Now 
we'll have to leave most of our 
equipment behind, and damned if 
we can go on with the climb with- 
out them.” He seeined determined 
to give the whole thing up until 
Lisa reminded him’ of Jamie's dy- 
ing words. “What ‘about the 
strange thing he saw? Shouldn't 
we at least go up and have a 
took?” Lisa's words reawoke Sev- 
erfield’s curiosity and after some 
hurried preparations we started 
out to climb the cliff. 

UR FIRST OBJECTIVE waS the 
sheer wall rising two hundred 

feet vertically to the ledge from 
which Jamie had fallen. He had 
gone up ahead of us to punch 
hholes in the face of the rock in 
order to make it easier for the 
rest of us to follow. And now, 
with ropes tied to our waists, we 
made the slow, precarious ascent, 
which was complicated all the 
more by a swift wind and a wet 
snow that stung our faces as it 
landed. “The monsoon, he is in 
the air,” Orano said behind me. 
A chill ran through my body at 
hhis words. The monsoon is death 
to climbers if it catches them 
high up in the mountains, but it 
seemed to me too early in the 
month for the storms to begin. 
"Keep that kind of talk to your- 
selfl” I said sternly to Orano, for 
T had the feeling he was trying 
to worry us. We moved steadily, 
silently up the steep wall, then 
suddenly death once again joined 
our group. 

‘Trailing last on the rope, Dr. 
Severfield lost his footing and 
went hurtling out over the preci- 
pice. For a moment, it seemed 
certain that the doctor’s enormous 
weight would drag all of us down 
with him, He would, too, if I 
couldn't swing him back into the 
wall so that he could grab a foot- 

continued on page 50 



FE MANY 
~ SIDES OF 
"MARIE 
STINGER 



Marie is a girl of many talents. 
New friends are always surprised 
when they learn that she is as 
adept in an apron as she is in a 
bikini—and very few gals can top 
Marie when it comes to baking a 
chocolate layer-cake. 

men who like chocolate layer 
cake, 

Indoors or out, Marie's fun to be 
with—and when you're with her, 
you're in for a good time—if you 
can keep up with h 



A popular girl, with many friends and admin 
she attributes it all to her outg 
She hopes to be a great succes: 
from here it looks like she's a cinch, But Marie 
isn't actually losing any sleep over it. She shrugs 
her shoulders and leaves things up to fate. Che 
sera, sara, as the Itali 

9 life to the hilt is Marie's goal. She has Li 
fun whatever she does. No prude, she en- 
joys a few sociable drinks with an interesting 
companion. Her preference in beverages? 
Stingers, naturally! 



‘Editor's Note. Jim Miller is a free-lance crime reporter who 
foams the country in search of exciting and off-beat stories. 
His by-line has appeared in many of the major newspapers 
dnd magazines across the United States. Miller obtained 
fhis exclusive, first-person account from Ralph Whorle. while 
interviewing @ number of young, male prisoners in Florida 
prisons and detention homes. 

"Ty seouatir us mown to the morgue and forced 
us to look at Betty's body. 
I didn’t want to. I tried to lower my head, but 

‘one of the cops noticed and. twisted my wrist until 
T raised it again. “Keep your eyes straight ahead,” 
he said, contempt cutting through his voice like the 
edge of a sazor blade. “You're supposed to be a 
tough guy. Take a good look at your work.” 

T felt sick. A retching wave of nausea rose from 
the pit of my stomach and I had to fight like hell 
to keep from throwing up. I was tough, all right, 
but I couldn't take anything like this. 

‘Betty Tomkins’ loveliness was a thing of the 
past. Her hair looked like a matted mass of coarse 
fea-weed. Her flesh was bloated and her skin had 
turned fish-white from the ocean. But this wasn’t 
the worst of it. 

‘They yanked back the sheet. Great hanks of her 
skin and flesh had been ripped away by sharks or 
barracuda, exposing her bones and raw organs. There 
were two gaping holes where her eyes once were. 
Her neck had been almost bitten through. 

“Phe linoleum floor seemed to heave and sway 
beneath my feet. I felt faint. The cop jerked me 
around and led me away from the cold slab where 
Betty was lying. 

{| glanced over to see how Dot Renner was taking 
it. The blonde had grown slightly pale under her 
bronzed skin. But other than that, there was no 
teaction, She stared at the corpse as hard-eyed and 
tough as if she were looking at ,a slightly. spoiled 
pizza pie. 
Sg 

L 
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By RALPH WHORLE as told to JIM MILLER 

She turned her head and for a few seconds our 
eyes met and locked. We didn't speak. We had noth: 
ing to say to each other, mow. Anything that hed 
been between us was over and done with—killed 
by the dead girl in the morgue. 

‘Later, back in my cell, I had lots of time to think 
things over and remember how I'd come to meet 
Dot in the first place. 

rr ALL BEGAN, I suppose, when we decided to come 
down to this little Florida resort town. There 

were four of us. We were all going to the same col- 
lege, and we figured this would be a great place to 
have a ball during spring vacation. 

"There were a lot of guys and girls there from 
different colleges. Mostly, they came to listen to jazz 
get themselves a suntan and maybe have themselves 
f romance, But I wanted something more than that. 
I wanted kicks; I wanted action, 

T don't know what my three buddies really want- 
‘ed, and I didn't question them to find out. I was the 
jeader of the crowd and they followed me. 

T was older than the others and had been around 
‘a hell of a lot more. Before I went off to college; 
Td had several years in the merchant marine and 
had also worked on the waterfront of both New 
York and San Francisco, I wanted company on my 
trip south, and I told the others that if they stuck 
with me Td show them the kind of time they'd 
never had before. 

We wien mms pa before Mike, Dave 
‘and Freddie had found themselves three girls 

from a neat-by girls’ college. I was still holding off 
though. I wanted something more, this trip, than @ 
clean-cut all-American dame. I found what I was 
ooking for on my third day there. 

‘She was wearing a small blue bikini which left 
everything but the barest continued on page 54 



As the drumbeats grew louder, he took the full- 
bosomed girl in his arms and pulled her close to him. 

This was to be a party to end all parties—and, for one of them, it was going 
to turn out just that way. a 







‘She felt the hot sting of the bullet entering her flesh, 
‘and heard the wild laugh of the man who fired the 
shot—then she lacked out. 

By AL BRISCOE 

Editor's Note: For reasons which become apparent as you 
Food this weird confession, the name of Al Briscoe is fic- 
{ftious. However, a check of the San Francisco newspapers 
by this office revealed the theft of a $34,000 payroll, and the 
cdbsequent death of Adele Burcholz, proving the authenticity 
‘of Mr. Briscoe's account. 

Me ete was sy mitt—34 Gs in all denom- 

inations, which would make all my dreams 
‘come true. A place in the sun down Mexico-way, with 
fil the cares and cobwebs wiped clean forever from 

30 

my mind. Yeah, in that little black bag was my one- 
way ticket from Mulcahy Street to Easy Street. The 
oan office on the 12th floor had been easy pickings 
after my careful casing. But that was all behind me. 
‘And so were the cops. 

‘Earlier in the day, posing as a maintenance man 
to gain access, 1d cut the burglar alarm in the win- 
dow. I'd just finished my heist when the night watch- 
man whipped in to spot my gaping puss in the beam 
of his flashlight. I hurdled (Continued on next page) 
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To be the only man in a harem of beautiful and willing women is something 
most men dream about, and, i is case, the dream came true—but the de- 
mands of the passionate playthings turned the dream into a nightmare. — 31 
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girl sneered, 
This is just 9 

the sill out onto the fire escape, 
scurried down the steps. By the 
time I dropped into the court: 
yard, squad cars were waking up 
the ‘neighborhood. I scaled the 
‘back fence, came out on Eldorado 
Street when a flashing beacon pin- 
pointed me. I wasn't going to play 
hare and hounds on these San 
Francisco hills. I ducked back in- 
to the alley, zigzagged through a 
crazy-quilt of courtyards, A shrill 
cop's whistle calling the rest of 
the pack to converge on the vic- 
tim sent me clambering up a fire 
escape ladder. A second story 
Window was open. Warily, noise- 
Iessly, I slipped 

The room was dark, 
the mottling of the "moon, and 
empty. The bed looked inviting 
enough to rest in until the cops 
jammed. I threw off my jacket, 
Kicked off my shoes and lowered 
my-sweaty body to the crisp, cool 
Sheets. The chase had tired me. 
I closed my eyes and fell asleep. 
I was dreaming of a soft, per- 
fumed girl with lustrous eyes and 
luminous lips lying there beside 
me. She kissed me, and her long 
black hair brushed’ my face, tick- 
fing me. I smiled and playfully 
pushed her away, and then I 
heard her voice, pitched with pas- 
sion and teasing: 

“What's the matter, honey? 
Don't you like it?” 

Tt was so clear, it was almost 
real, I hated to open my eyes, 
‘afraid that the dream would dis- 
appear, but I did. And it wasn't 
a dream—it was real! Stark, gor- 
geous reality lying there in a 
transparent nightgown with rib- 
bons that were made to be un- 
tied. 
I WOKE up TO the bright sun 

scorching me like a hot poker. 
‘And then suddenly I remember- 
32 

ing to be a sample of what 
ti¢ you try talking to the cops. 

ed what had happened during the 
tight Had it been a dream ot 
vey did't have to wonder any 

more, ‘The nudge concaved into 
the pillow alongside mine was 
proof enough! But who was this 

Fiysterious love-mate of mine? 
‘And where was she now? 

"As ifn answer, the door swung 
open, She stood framed in ity a 
Spetigee carelessly tossed over her 
agent shoulders, pointing a crim- 
Sotipped finger at__me. “That's 
fam that’s the one!” she cried. 

I bolted to a sitting position, 
ready to make a break for it 
She'd blown the whistle on me. 
Tt was the cops! But it wasn't. A 
woman pushed herself past the 
girl and strode into the room, 
She had a strong, angular face, 
crowned with coils of platinum 
hair and a heavy bosom that tap- 
ered down into a body knotted 
with muscles, She looked like a 
female wrestler, with a voice to 
match. 

“What are you doing here? 
How did you get in? Who are 
you?” she snapped, each word 
cracking like a bone. She didn’t 
wait for an answer. “Get your 
clothes on, and beat it! If that's 
your black bag, don’t forget it. 
You're not welcome here!” 

“[ thought you'd sent him up 
here to my room,” the gitl said. 

I swung’my legs off the bed 
and said to the big-beamed broad, 
“T've been thrown out of better 
joints than this, but . . .” I wink- 
ed at the girl and threw her a 
five-buck smile, “Thanks for the 
bugey ride, sweetheart!” 

‘The doll sniffed and was prod- 
ded out of the room by her giant 
girl friend. I doused my face with 
cold water from the tap, rolled 
the wrinkles out of my clothes, 
scooped up my satchel of loot, 

then casually went out—down a 
flight of steps to the foyer on the 
first floor, I felt confident now; 
morning had cleared the air of 
the risk of arrest. And then my 
cheerless hostess barged out be- 
tween the double doors. She was 
all smiles, like a suburban house- 
wife at a flower show. 

“Do forgive me, please,” shé 
said. “I know I was rude, but T 
was upset. Can't I make it up to 
you by asking you to stay to 
breakfast? I'm sure you'll enjoy 
the company inside.” 

Fee E22 iow i was ike 
the spider asking the fly to 

come into her parlor? I followed 
her through the double doors and 
suddenly my feet rooted to the 
Spot. There was my passion play- 
mate of last night seated at a 
jong table with a dozen other de- 
Jectable dishes — blondes, red- 
heads, brunettes in pajamas, 
nightgowns, bikinis, bathing suits, 
tating, smoking, talking, laughing. 
‘They eyed me curiously as I sat 
down, and Madam, hovering like 
fa mother hen over her chicks, 
moved among them pouring cof 
fee 

“on't it nice, girls?” she said. 
“We never see a man so early in 
the day.” 

What was this —a__ sorority 
house, a girls’ club, a boarding 
house? Whatever it was, it had a 
ot of possibilities, and I_meant 
to explore every one of them. Tt 
turned out to be the most excit 
ing day of my life. I had my pick 
of the. crop, and then the one 
ffter that, and the one after in 
& ceaseless round-robin of love 
rendezvous, Madam made sure T 
hhad all the comforts of home, and 
what a house it was! She ran a 
hot tub for me, had two of the 
girls massage my aching muscles, 
had my clothes whisked away to 
be pressed. I was head-man of 
this harem, at least so I thought, 
until circumstances pulled me up 
sharply and the rosecolored glass- 
es through which I was enjoying 
this world of passion, shattered. 

HADN'T PAID ANY attention to 
the frequent ringing of the 

front doorbell that night or the 
male voices that floated up to my 
room. I was busy with my own 
‘affairs, Somewhere in the early 
hours of morning, I fell into a 
deep, exhausted sleep. When I 
woke up around noon, I decided 
that the sun-baked plazas of Mex- 
ico couldn't wait any longer. In 

continued on poge 60 



Like the naked Aphrodite rising, dewy-skinn 

up from the waves comes Peggy Ray, a gal 

with a knack for fun in the sun, Peg is a real beach 

fan, likes to romp on the golden sands. She's the 

girl who's been missing from your beach blanket, 

the one you need to rub suntan oil on your back. 

She's a good swimmer, and one of the few girls 

who gets her bathing-suit wet, 



Peggy's passion for sun-worship- 

ping doesn't mean that she'd ob- 

ject to a little moonlight expos- 

ure—but not with just any guy. 

It has to be Mr. Right, or no one. 



Rollicking in the surf keeps 

Peg cool and relaxed after a 

hot day's posing before the 

camera. Easy-going and viva- 

cious, she is wild about all 

sports—outdoors and in. Her 

big ambition in life, besides 

modelling, is to cultivate an 

all-over tan. A sunny disposi- 

tion and her willingness to go 

along with almost anything 

makes her the perfect candi- 

date for the desertisland- 

with-you bit! 



HOW DO YOU RATE AS A LOVER? 

AKE THE 
OVE TEST 

Find out if you're really the Don Juan you think you are. 

By DR. ORVILLE STRATTON 

‘OT SO LONG AGO, a young man came to my office. 
He was tall, handsome and had the muscular 

build of an athlete—in short, he looked like a movie 

star, the sort of man most healthy girls would love to 
get their hands on, But the story he told me proved 
just the opposite. 

"True enough, he had no trouble meeting girls, dat- 
ing them, and usually, to put it bluntly, persuading 
them to engage in love affairs. Nor was he physically 
incapable of giving a woman the pleasure and satis 

faction she requires in her relations with a lover. His 
troubles invariably started a few days after they had 
become intimate with him. Every one of the gitls he 
had known became quarrelsome after a few days, 
started bickering, began flirting with other, often 
‘older men, and soon left him. He didn’t know what 
fo do. “I don’t understand it, doctor,” he said, “there 
isn't anything these guys could do that I couldn't do 
fas well or better. And older men! I just don't get it.” 

‘The young man’s dilemma was far from unusual 
‘Most men, particularly young men, are convinced 
they are nature's gift to women, but statistics prove 
otherwise. Six out of ten married women are dis- 
satisfied with their husbands as lovers. Bight out of 
ten unmarried girls who have had affairs report that 
the arrangement was highly ungratifying. Half of 
them say that they got no satisfaction whatsoever 
out of their sexual liaisons, and complain that the 
men just didn't understand them and their needs, not 
as individuals so much, but as females of the human 
species. 

“Although readers of this magazine probably know 
more about women than the average American male, 
these statistics would indicate that, even so, more 
than half of them—perhaps you yourself—don't 
know as much about women as they should and are 
not the expert lovers that they think they are. 

‘The girl in your arms may be willing, but are ‘So, before reading any farther, why don't you take 

you able? - the love test. Answer the questions honestly and then 
’ 

| 



count up your score, Later we'll see where you might 
have gone wrong. 

LOVE TEST 
Part I 

Count 3 points when the answer is “always,” 2 when 
it is “usually,” 1 when it is “only rarely” and give 
yourself no points when the answer is “never.” 
1) Do you bring her flowers and other little gifts? 
2) Do you remember her birthday and your private, 

sentimental anniversaries? 
3) Are you a gentleman—do you light her cigaret, 

help her with her coat, open doors for her, ete.? 
4) Do you listen to her with interest when she has 

something to tell you? 
5) Do you compliment her on her clothes, notice 

her new hairdo? 
6) Do you make sure that you are always clean, 

neat and well-groomed in her company? 
7) Are you always well-shaven when you kiss her? 
8) Are you completely free and uninhibited when 

you make love (or are you ashamed of your 
body)? 

9) Do you recognize and respect the fact that most 
women need more time and emotional and 
physical preparation to become passionate than 
the average man? Do you give her that time (or 
are you greedily impatient in your love play)? 

10) When she is still aroused, but you are tired, do 
you make an effort to comply with her desires? 

11) Are you willing to go along when she feels like 
engaging in love experimentation? 

12) Do you tell her your deep, inner-most secrets? 
13) Do you respect her wishes when she does not 

want to—or is unable—to make love? 
14) Can she be sure that you will love up to your 

responsibilities if your relationship results in 
complications? 

15) If she is not your wife, do you make sure that 
no possible gossip (Continued on next page) 

know what they are doing, Do you fall into that category? 

Does she cling to you, tell you that you're the 
only man in the world for her? If she doesn't, 
do you know why? 

7 
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Do you treat your woman as if she's the only one in the world? Are you sure enough of yourself not 
to get jealous if your gal goes out with another man? If the answers are yes, you are a lover. 
is willing or seems to be. Then, if 
you are like most men, you'll start 
making your biggest mistakes. 

After a few dates of kissing and 
mild-to-medium necking when the 
situation seems to be ripe—or for 
that matter on the night of the 
honeymoon—most men (actually 
76 per cent, according to statistics) 
engage in the preliminaries only 
until there is no further resistance. 

This is a big error. When love 
play has reached that point, the 
girl may be willing to take you as 
her lover but she is not yet ready 

truly enjoy it. Most women, 
ticularly young women with 

relatively little sexual experience, 
need Iove-making of increasing in- 
tensity for up to one hour before 
they are as excited as you were 
just seeing her in that clinging, 
transparent negligee. This takes 
patience, self-control and a tho- 
Tough understanding of the female 
nervous system, (There are any 
number of popular medical works 
that can enlighten you on the sub- 
ject of erogenous zones, the areas 
of sexual desire, women have a lot 
more of these than most men 
think, and not always in the most 
obvious places either.) 

UT EVEN THAT 1s not enough. 
Women are just as concerned 

about what happens after making 
love as about what happened be- 
fore or during. It takes her a lot 

longer to simmer down. So, again, 
great lovers have always been ex: 
perts also at what is known as 
*after-play” which, essentially, is 
pretty much the same as the build- 
up except that it is even more 
gentle and should lessen in intens- 
ity, and the more affectionate and 
sentimental it is the better women. 
like it. After-play accomplishes two 
important goals: not only does it 
gratify the woman physically but 
it also assures her emotionally that 
her lover still loves her, and loves 
her even more, now that he has 
“had his way” and enjoyed her 
intimacy. 

History’s great lovers, like Don 
Juan who had some 300 adoring 
mistresses and more than twice as 
many brief affairs, have devoted 
Pages in their memoirs to the 
pleasure they gave their women 
by handling them properly before 
and after and of the joys these 
happy women gave them.in return. 

‘But no matter how ‘successfully 
you may have handled the girl of 
your love affair, you still do not 
Tate as a lover if you can't keep 
her happy and eating out of your 
hand, 

'T GOES WITHOUT SAYING that 
each succeeding sexual contact 

should be approached with the 
same care, consideration and con- 
centration as the first; this gets 
easier too as time goes on because 

men learn quickly enough that 
their own joy is greater when they 
work at satisfying the girl instead 
of themselves, But that isn’t 
enough either. There is more to 
life than bed and sex. 

For one thing, high-rating lovers 
share other experiences with their 
wives and sweethearts: they go to 
shows together and to ballgames, 
to parties, dances, restaurants, And 
at all these occasions, great lovers 
treat their women as if there were 
no other women in the world. But 
at the same time they don’t mind 
if their women talk to other men 
or dance with them, They are so 
sure of themselves they don't have 
to be jealous. They know that they 
are “number one.” 

And lastly, great lovers may 
write memoirs but they never talk 
about their loves. They know what 
happens between loversris nobody 
else’s business, and that women 
particularly are convinced that this 
joy is best when it is not shared 
in idle conversation. 

Witt v0 Have taKeN the 
love test. Take it again after 

putting into the action these simple 
rules, and you'll find that your 
scoregwill soar. There may be just 
one little problem: better be sure 
you really love the girl because 
she'll never let you go. That's one 
difficulty the great lovers have had 
since the dawn of history. ° 
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HEADCHOPPER 
OF EL MAKDECK 

By TONY BOROGON 

Ezitor’s Note: Anthony Borogon, an American citizen by 
birth, has lived and worked a good part of his life in North 
‘Africa, Being able to speak a good many of the native 
dialects as well as being dark-completed, he has often been 
mistaken for an Arab. During World War Il he worked behind 
Rommel’s lines for the British and American forces. 

‘oU COULD BARELY HEAR the water lapping against 
the rubber hull of our boat and the oars as they 

dipped into the water. Behind us the sub was moving 
out, It had brought us here, and now it was going 
back to the safety of the darkness of the night and 
the water below. Ahead of us lay the sandy beach, 
just a couple of miles north of El Makdech. We were 
coming in from the Mediterranean and landing on 
the coast of North Africa behind the lines of Rom- 
mel’s Afrika Korps 

T looked ahead, into the hills that rose gently be- 
hind.the sandy shore, There was no sign of the wink- 
ing signal yet that we were supposed to get from our 
‘Arab friend. For a moment I had a sinking feeling 
in the pit of my stomach. What if the sub had navi- 
gated wrong—and dropped us off at the wrong point 
land there was no friend waiting on shore to meet us? 

For a brief moment I speculated on the fates of 
my friends in the rubber boat with me. None of them 
could pass for an Arab as I could, On the other pad- 
dle was sandy-haired, blue-eyed Bill Hammock, in a 
commando uniform as I was. Lean, with the deadly 
grace of a whip, he was capable of inflictiNg swift 

and awful death. The other two occupants of the 
boat were both women. They were both in their early 
twenties, nicely shaped, with neat featured faces. We 
knew them as Maria and Alicia. They were tri- 
Jingual, speaking French, English, and German 
fiuently. They were tight-lipped females, had kept 
much to themselves aboard the sub, and we knew 
little of their backgrounds. Only that they were as 
hard as nails and quite capable of performing the 
dangerous mission on which we were taking them. 
40 

‘And that dangerous mission was simply this: to 
make our way into El Makdech where the Afrika 
Korps had one of its lower echelon headquarters and 
a military hospital. In that hospital was a British 
staff officer who had been wounded and taken pris: 
oner in battle. That was General Craig Osten—in 
whose brain was locked some of Montgomery's most 
secret plans for his attack on the Afrika Korps in the 
final drive to link up with Eisenhower. Both Alicia 
and Maria had German nurse uniforms with them, 
‘Their job was to gain entry to the hospital to which 
we were to take them. They were to find General 
Osten and either arrange to rescue him or to kill him 
and seal his lips from the Germans who as yet did 
not know what kind of a prize they had captured. 

oR THE MOMENT I forget my friends in the boat 
with me, I concentrated on the dark shore ahead, 

peering intently for the winking light that would let 
me know my Arab friend was waiting for me. And 
then, suddenly, came the blow that revealed we had 
been betrayed by the Arab who was supposed to 
meet us and guide us into the town. 

‘A hail of Schmejsser automatic fire ripped out 
across the yards that separated us from the shore. It 
chopped into the water all around us, seeking out 
our bodies and the thin rubber skin of the boat. A 
dozen slugs cut into the rubber boat and she started 
to deflate almost immediately. v 

We foundered in the surf, The boat went under, 
weighed down by our automatic arms, grenades, and 
plastic explosives. We found ourselves stumbling in 
waist-deep water, struggling to maintain our footing: 
There was nothing we could do but continue on into 
shore, soaked to the skin, without arms, defenseless 
like lambs led to the slaughter. 

"We stumbled into shore. The Germans and the 
Arab were waiting for us. The Germans took us with 
big grins on their faces. (Continued on next paée) 



Deprived of food and water, tortured almost to the point of madness, the 
women still withheld the information the enemy wanted—even the fearsome 
threat of the headsman's axe couldn't make them talk. 

a 
he girt screamed. “Get it over with, only | = 

, 4 



“You will talk, or | will kill you, 
ter how much I desire you, I'll kill you if 

They pawed at the girls, taking 
their bundles from them and open 
ing them up. Their German Army 
furse uniforms spilled out on the 
sand. 

“What are these for?” a feld- 
webel asked. 

‘The girls shook their heads. 
‘They said nothing. This seemed to 
irritate the German non-com. A 
wicked light gleamed in his eye. 
He handed his Schmeisser pistol 
to one of his squad. He bowed 
mockingly to Maria and Alicia, 
“Permit me to show you the way,” 
he said sarcastically. 

12 GERMAN WAS A big, heavy, 
clumsy man. He started the 

girls forward, then slipped behind 
‘Maria and stuck out his foot, trip- 
ping her. and sending her sprawl: 
ing on the sand. The German leap- 
ed on her, crying out, “You were 
trying to escape!” The other Nazis 
Iaughed as his hands pawed at the 
soft curves of her body, clumsily 
seeking her out, tearing at her 
blouse, his big fat German lips 
sucking noisily in wet kisses at her 
mouth, Maria fought hinr desper- 
ately and silently, scratching and 
clawing at him. 

Bill Hammock, my English 
friend, could take the unequal 
struggle no longer. He suddenly 
lunged at the German. He got two 
steps when he was suddenly club- 
bed over, the back of the head by 
‘one of \the Germans. He was 
knocked sprawling, the blood from 
hhis head wound seeping into the 
a : 

sand. 
T kept a tight grip on myself. 

‘The time was not yet ready for a 
fight. Maria, her clothes torn, her 
breasts half-exposed, her skirt up 
around her thighs, lay sobbing bit- 
terly in the sand. 

‘Maria and Alicia were taken 
away by the German squad. “You 
will be taught manners by Gen- 
eral Wolff himself,” the feldwebel 
warned them. “He will make you 
talk about your mission.” 
We were kicked up a hill by 

‘two Germans and the Arab. We' 
were ordered into the back of an 
open truck and knocked down on 
the rough wooden planks that 
made its floor. Our hands and feet 
were tied with rope. One German 
remained in the back with us 
armed with a Schmeisser, to guard 
us, while the other German got 
into the cab to drive the truck and 
the Arab sat beside him. 

‘The truck picked up speed as 
it went down the road. The Ger- 
man with us stood near the tail 
gate and brooded. Finally he came 
over to us, stuck cigarettes in our 
mouths, and lit them. The mo- 
mentary flash of light had almost 
blinded me. I watched the German 
closely as he straightened up to 
strike a fresh match for his own 
cigarette. When it was lit and he 
was bringing it close to his face 
T knew that he could see nothing 
past the end of the cone of light. 
His Schmeisser was resting on the 
floor on its stock, leaning against 
his knee. I doubled up my legs 

and lashed out. I caught the Ger- 
man in the groin, He grunted and 
pitched backward, his knees strike 
ing against the tailgate. His mo 
mentum kept him going, and his 
arms waved frantically, He pitch- 
ed out over the tailgate, somer- 
‘saulted in the air, and came down 
with a thud on his head. He was 
soon Jost to sight to us. 

Now ve coup Dp something 
about our plight. We started 

working the ropes against the jag- 
ged metal that held the sideboards 
of the truck. In a few minutes we 
had the rope frayed enough to 
break it by putting pressure 
against it, We got our hands free 
and then untied the rope around 
our ankles. 

T picked up the Schmeisser au- 
tomatic and poked it through the 
cab window against the back of 
the head of the German who was 
driving the truck, The truck 
ground to a halt, We got down 
‘and pulled the German and the 
‘Arab out of the cab. We tied the 
German hand and foot and then 
jammed him down on the floor of 
the cab. 

‘We took the Arab out into the 
desert. Hammock took a razor 
sharp knife out of the folds of the 
‘Arabs garment and put the blade 
of the knife against the Arab’s 
throat. 

“Where were the girls taken?” 
“To the white building.” The 

Arab spoke rapidly. “At the edge 
of town, Next door to the hospi- 
tal. The hospital is the biggest 
building in the town of El Mak- 
dech” 

Hammock gently sawed through 
the Arab’s neck and his jugular 
vein and then jumped back out 
of the way as the blood spurted 
forth. The Arab sank down on his 
knees and begged us to make the 
flow stop. We watched him die 
and pitch over on his side. “Thus 
to traitors,” Hammock said. We 
turned our backs and dogtrotted 
back to the truck. 

© WERE EQUIPPED with a 
‘Schmeisser now. We turned 

the truck around and drove back 
to the beach. We waded out to our 
sunken rubber boat and salvaged 
our plastic explosives and gren- 
fades. We decided to leave our 
‘automatic weapons in the water, 
‘since the water might have gotten 
into the ammo or the sand fouled 
the mechanisms. We would rely 
on the Schmeissers. And the plas- 
tic explosive would -go off even 



nder water. 
We stripped the German down his underwear, tied him up, and him in a cave. Hammock put the Nazi’s uniform and we got ick into the truck and headed town. The Englishman was iving. 
As we approached the town I down on the floor, ducking 

ler the dashboard, and we roll- ‘ed through the road block there ‘With no trouble. We spotted the 

taken for interrogation, 
I slipped out my side of the “tab as the German sentry came up to question the driver, Bill “Hammock. “Show me your pa- ers,” he growled. Hammock sat there stonily, looking straight ahead as if he had not heard. The 
itry got angry. “Can you not 

lear?” he bellowed in ‘guttural German in a voice loud enough to wake the dead, 
I came up behind the sentry. He was wearing the soft cap of the Afrika Korps. I turned my Schmeisser end to, and brought it crashing down, Its wire butt drove into the German's skull. The force of the blow dropped the sentry fight down to his knees and he swayed there on the ground. Tears began to roll silently from his eyes, I had trouble wrenching the Schmeisser handgrip out of his head. But it came finally, and the sentry went over on his back. He was dead by the time he stretch- ed out. 

We temp tHe truck around 
to face the entrance, We de- 

bated whether to leave it with the motor running or not, and finally decided against it. We didn't know if we might run short of gasoline or not. The best we could do was keep ourselves from getting block- ed off in the driveway by leaving the truck there, almost out of the yard, 
We dragged the dead German sentry into the bushes at the side of the house. Then we started around the house. Finally we spot- ted a light coming through a blanket covering a cellar window, We crept up close and heard a gitl’s cry of agonized pain. We broke out into a cold sweat. We had recognized Maria's voice. 

We: stxt20 70 co around the ack of the house in search of the entrance there. And then we 

froze. We heard somebody whist- ling an off-tune version of Lili Marlene. Then we spotted him— the sentry—a few yards away from the tear door, buttoning up 
his trousers. He had left his gun leaning up against the wall of the house. 

I moved in towards the door. We wanted to take the German quietly. He came walking back towards me and spotted me. “Vos 
ist?” he asked. Then he saw my Schmeisser pointed square at his belly, and his hands started to 
move upwards. By this time, my English friend was in position be- 
hind him. His hand kept stiff as @ board, Bill Hammock brought its edge down against the back of the: German’s neck in a slashing stroke. The German's neck broke. He was dead before he hit the 
ground. 

We pulled the Nazi into the 
bushes and dumped him there, 
Then we sneaked across the yard 
and into the house. We felt our 
way along the wall in the dark- 
ness until we came to the cellar 
stairs opening. We started work- 
ing our way down one step at a time. We found the cellar parti- tioned off into small cell-like rooms 
We moved quietly down a hall- way towards the source of the sound we could hear, and then saw the light coming through the doorway. We moved in close, stay- ing in the shadows, and then peer- ed into the room, 

© COULD SEE A brown-skinned 
Arab, evidently a half-breed, the product of a mating between one of the Arabs and a Sudan black, who had gone over to the German side. He was some kind of witch doctor. His exact posi tion locally we never learned. He had one of his hands buried in Maria’s hair, twisting her head down sideways on a wooden meat- cutting block. In his other hand, he held a cleaver, and he was about to chop through her neck, beheading her. 

Across the cell-like room was the Nazi General, Wolff, whom I Tecognized from his pictures, He had Alicia's drm twisted behind het back and was putting on pres- sure, Her clothes were torn and dishevelied, with her shoulders, neck and breasts covered with whip marks, black and blue from the pressure of torture instru: 
continued on page 64 
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telligence, had left his post. No- 
body saw him again after that in 
Tokyo.” The colonel paused. 
“Frank,” he said then, “we have 
reason to suspect that when Mad- 
am Lishi Takamoto takes off her 
kimono, she looks like a man, and 
that this man is General Yagishi.” 

I whistled. 
“Lm letting word get out on 

the grapevine,” the colonel 
“that Major Bancroft, an old con- 
noisseur_ of geishas, is coming 
through San Francisco enroute to 
an intelligence command in Ma- 
nila. I'm also leaking out that, in 
your head, you have all the de- 
Tense plans for Corregidor. Let’s 
see what happens. Have a good 
time” 

T gave him a sour grin, 

URE ENOUGH, WHEN I got to 
Camp Stoneman, the San 

Francisco embarkation port, there 
was @ letter waiting for me, and 
in the letter was an engraved i 
vitation, extending me guest pri 
ileges at the Palace of the 1000 
Pleasures, and a note saying that 
Madam Lishi Takamoto would 
welcome the chance to make me 
feel at home. I called up, and my 
date was arranged for the next 
evening. The girl on the phone 
even said that Madam Takamoto 
would be so honored by my pres- 
ence that everything would be on 
the house, 

‘And now I was in the Palace, 
surrounded by the lovely geishas 
who fussed over me, trying to 
make me comfortable in the best 
Oriental fashion, and I was keep- 
ing my eyes and ears open, find- 
ing comfort only in the pressure 
of the knife and pistol against my 
legs. So far I had not seen “Mad- 
am Takamoto” but I supposed 
she'd show up sooner or later, 
‘Meanwhile, the little Jap who had 
opened the door for me had told 
me that all the six geishas were 
mine to do with as I pleased, 
singly, in series or in tandem, It 
was going to be a real circus of 
the senses, in the best Samurai 
tradition, and when my strength 
and interest lagged, 1 would be 
refreshed with stimulating baths 

and aphrodisiac food and drink, 
I couldn't help but hope that the 
colonel was wrong, that the pal- 
ace was a legitimate house of 
Joy, because when you're in a lush 
spot like that you like to con- 
centrate on what comes naturally. 
J 24% oN tHe soft Japanese pil- 

lows, my head in the soft lap 
of one of the geishas while two 
others lounged at my sides, fed 
me fruit and caressed me, and the 
three others danced seductively 
until it was’ easy to forget what 
I was there for. They kept press- 
ing me to shed the Samurai gown 
that they had substituted for my 
suit and to remove the rest of my 
clothing and take comfort with 
them, but I had to refuse this of- 
fer because then they would see 
my hidden weapons, 

‘One of the dancing geishas, a 
tiny, perfectly proportioned bru- 
nette, suddenly clapped her hands, 
threw off her kimono, wiggled her 
little hips at me, and said that 
time was awasting, that I'd better. 
take a “bath of the senses” to get 
in the spirit of things, The girls 
jumped up and pulled me. up 
and“ pushed me, giggling, into the 
bathing room next door. Already 
the deep, sunken pool was filling 
with gentle soft water, and two of 
the geishas were dusting powder 
into the water, the traditional 
sense-stimulating powder of the 
“bath of the senses” which is re- 
puted in Japanese ritual to give 
‘90-year-old men the desires and 
powers of youth, 

‘There was nothing for me to 
do but get it, I turned away, pre- 
tending bashfulness, and the girls 
laughed and clapped their hands, 
and I quickly untied the straps 
around my legs, and hid the pis- 
tol under the pile of my clothing, 
and faking a coughing spell, I 
slipped my tiny knife—its blade 
safely, sheathed in a metal frame 
from which it jumped at the pres- 
sure of a release pin—into. the 
pouch of my right cheek, along 
my lower jaw. Only then did I 
turn, and still faking shyness, 
jumped quickly into the scented, 
warm water. 



NE GEISHA WAS ALREADY in 
the deep pool, waiting to 

massage me, and as she approach- 
ed me I seemed to detect the 
look of terror behind her smiling 
mask, There was no doubt about 
it. This girl was scared. An alarm 
bell rang deep in my brain. My 
senses perked up. 

The girl scrubbed me with a 
soft sponge while the other 
geishas stood around the pool, 
laughing and giggling and clap- 
ping their hands in the old geisha 
way. 

The water was hot and mak- 
ing me drowsy. Its smell from the 
salts was sweet and lulling. I had 
difficulty keeping my senses at 
top pitch, remaining on guard for 

anything that might happen, I no- 
ticed vaguely that the water was 
getting hotter and hotter, and that 
the scented steam was rising more 
thickly. The water began to scald 
my skin. I shot a glance over to 
the spout which was beneath the 
surface in the slick tile wall of 
the pool and saw the steam ris- 
ing and realized that only boiling 
water was being added. My brain 
was already numb from the sweet 
narcotic scents, and it slowly 
came to me that the geisha in 
the water with me was in terror 

because she knew—she knew that 
she would be boiled alive with 
me. 

J had to get out of this, a voice 
screamed inside me, Get out be- 
fore it's too late. 

TORE AWAY from the geisha 
who was sponging my shoul- 

ders and. trying to hold me by 
wrapping her arms around me, 
and as if in slow motion I waded 
through the hot water and the 
steam toward the side so that I 
could chin myself out of this 
deadly broth. 

‘My hands grabbed for the slip- 
pery tiles. A foot stepped on them 
and I lost my hold and slipped 
back into the water. I looked up. 
It was the man who had wel- 
comed me and he was now stand- 
ing over me, still smiling his mys- 
terious Oriental smile, and every 
time I tried to reach for the tiles, 
his heavy sandals crushed _my 
hands. They had spikes in their 
soles and my hands were bleed- 
ing. The water around my arms 
was turning pink. And from be- 
hind me, the geisha kept pulling, 
but she was weakening and I had 
no trouble shaking her off. 

Just then, a man’s voice spoke 
to'me through the steam. 

“Mr. Bancroft,” the voice said. 
“We know all about you, but we 
do not know what is in your head, 
You will tell us the defense plans 
for Corregidor, or else you will 
be cooked.” 

“What's going on?” I yelled, 
still pretending ignorance, as I 
looked up and saw a fat, round 
man, dressed in a female kimono 
standing in the steam behind the 
geishas. 

“You better talk quickly,” the 
man said. There was no doubt 
that this was Madam Takamoto 
alias General Yagishi. The colonel 
had been right in his suspicions. 
But what the hell could I do 
about it? I was trapped. I didn't 
have a prayer. I was being melt- 
ed down like the proverbial snow- 
ball in hell. “You better talk 
quickly,” General Yagishi said, 
“for soon you will lose conscious- 
ness and you will be no good for 
anything.” 

“And if I do talk?” I yelled. 
“Then my little love girls will 

pull you out and make you de- 
lirious with comfort until we take 
you to Japan.” 

“Japan?” 
“Yes, Mr. Bancroft. I am afraid 

you will have to be prisoner until 
we have defeated your country. 

440,000 auto collisions, fires, storms each day 
create a great opportunity for men 18 to 60 
Step into this fast-moving Accident Investigation field. Train 
quickly in your own home i time. Already hundreds of men we have trained are making big money. Joe Miller earned 
$14,768 in one year. A. J. Allen earned over $2,000 in ten 
‘weeks, William Roane says “I'm now earning $300 month 
extra investigating accidents in my spare time... Univers 
course is wonderful.” 
BE YOUR OWN BOSS — ENJOY EXTRA BENEFITS 
Right now there is an acute shortage of men who Imow how 
to investigate accidents. Our proven and approved training 
makes it easy for you to step into this huge, expanding field. 

=== Exciting New Way To Earn $6.44 An Hour --= 

INVESTIGATE ACCIDENTS 
You can be your own boss; Independent gecident investigators 
average $6.44 an hour. Let us show you how to start your own 
Profitable business, Begin part time——with your home as 
a3 + if you prefer to 

be a Company Claims Investigator —our Placement Bureau 
will assist you. Leading firms call upon us for trained men. 
Enjoy big pay, your own secretary, a car for personal use, 
and all business expenses paid. 
EASY TO START—NO SPECIAL EDUCATION OR 

PREVIOUS EXPERIENCE NEEDED 
We know the Accident Investigation Business from A to Z. 
We can and will show you how to get into this exciting new 
career in just a matter of weeks. You can more than pay for 
the entire course with your very first check. Send today for 
FREE BOOK. No salesman will eall, You are not committed 
in any way. Just mail the coupon or send a post card to me, 

‘0. Wilson, Universal Schools, Dept.PX'l , Dallas 6, Texas, 

Universal Schools, 
4801 Hillcrest, Dllos 5, Texcs 

et 



Pst Vets 
Pi 

iS ° 

ra Silo 3000 
fayen sat. open tip bia Suen cup for ume fron slag bad 
Pants Style $2000 

nh mith ace nite Rss 

The Tetyeot own ra Ste “208 
Satin and lace French pen ‘bra Sail, Medium: Hack with Satin handy, ‘. 
Pantie style #307 
Satin and oval ‘a acs eth ag Bis hands 33580 

But I guarantee on my honor that 
‘you will be well looked after.” 

‘Your honor, my three-day pass, 
I thought. But I was thinking 
slowly and sluggishly. The nar- 
cotic scents were getting into my 
brain; the hot and ever-hotter 
water was scalding my skin. T 
could only breath with great dif- 
ficulty. I was a bundle of pain. 
T almost felt like talking, saying 
anything he wanted me to say, 
and I could well understand how 
some men might talk in this 
brain-wash spot. But even if T 
had wanted to talk, I had noth- 
ing to say. I didn’t know anything 
about Corregidor. I was on an 
anti-spy mission, Mission, That 
word hit me. I had to do some- 
thing. I just couldn't die like a 
cooked vegetable. Already the 
geisha was floating beside me in 
the hot water, semi-conscious, gur- 
gling water, going under, her 
naked limbs lolling in the deadly 
soup. 

I reached to my mouth, eject- 
ed the little knife into my hand 
and held it hidden in my fist. 
‘Then I reached up again for the 
tiles in what looked like a last 
desperate effort—and was. I 
reached with my left hand. Just 
‘as expected, the Jap servant step- 
ped on it with his spiked sandal. 
But I pulled my hand out at the 
Jast moment, grabbed his ankle 
and pulled hard, As hard as T 
could. And at the same instant, 
T pressed the release pin on my 
knife. 

"The Jap splashed into the 
water beside me, arms flailing, T 
raised my right hand and let it 
fall, pushing the knife blade into 
his neck, feeling it go in through 
the tendons and windpipe, and 
seeing his blood splash out in a 
bright red stream. He gurgled 
once, then sank, and hung limp 
in the water, curled up, his head 
hanging by a thread of flesh. 

Step on the bastard, I thought, 
step on him the way he stepped 
fon you. Of course, that was the 
answer. Almost in a trance, I 
raised my left leg and put it 
down on his back, and with a 
swing I pushed myself up on the 
tiles while the corpse went under 
beneath my weight. I scrambled 
on the tiles and, almost slipped 
back as General Yagishi rushed 
at_me. 

I grabbed his leg and he slip 
ped. He let out a yell as he fell 
into the water. 

“Turn off the hot water.” he 
yelled in Japanese at the geishas, 
3nd one was already running to 
{the pipes whose valves controlled 
the inflow. I skidded after her on 
the wet tiles and knocked her out 
of the way. Feeling the searing 
pain on my burned skin, I slith- 
éred over to where my clothes 
fay, reached under the pile of 
garments and pulled out the pis: 
tol. 

‘<p with your hands,” I yelled 
at the geishas, and I watched 
their naked breasts lift with their 
farms, but it meant nothing. I 
hated them now, these sex traps 
the Japs used on our fighting men. 
{kept them covered as I moved 
toward the door. 

‘1 THAT MOMENT, BEEFY HANDS 
grabbed my legs from be- 

hind and I fell. The Jap general 
had climbed from the pool the 
same way I had, and he now had 
me in a judo hold that would 
break my leg in another second. 
T could feel my knee go. I lay on 
my belly, my gun arm under me. 
Slowly, as I felt my leg begin- 
ning to break, I squeezed my arm 
out from between the tiles and 
my chest, pointed it around my 
body in the Jap’s direction. There 
‘was no time to aim. I pulled the 
trigger. The gun went off with a 
soft pop. There was another muf- 
fled "explosion as the bullet 
whacked into the Jap's belly. 
My legs were free. I twisted. I 

saw the Jap general standing over 
me, a huge hole torn in his big 
belly. Blood gushed from it, and 
his intestines hung out, He stum- 
bled backward and fell back into 
the pool, beside the naked body 
of the dead geisha. 
We found two men alive in the 

basement prison of the geisha 
house. They had talked and T 
won't give their names here, After 
what Td been through I couldn't 
blame them, We also found the 
corpses of eight others buried in 
the soft loam under the house, 
‘Twenty-three Americans, altogeth- 
er, had disappeared. We never 
found out what had happened to 
the others. General Yagishi was 
dead—and so were the geishas. 

‘They had jumped after him 
into the deadly pool, and there 
was nothing I'd been able to do 
about it, You can’t shoot people 
to. stop them from killing them- 
selves. ° 



THE NUDE GYPSY 

AND HER 

LIVING DEAD 
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gypsy wagon, he heard a soft girl's 
Voice crooning a sweet, strange 
sony. He found the tune irresistible 
and groped his way toward the 
sound, Suddenly, as he leaned 
against the wagon to steady him- 
self against the spinning world of 
his alcohol fuddled brain, the rear 
door of the caravan flew open. 

In the dim candle light inside, 
Jacques saw the most beautiful 
woman he had ever seen. What's 
more, she wasn’t wearing any 
clothes. 

‘The young woman sat on a 
chair in the center of the wagon, 
which was fixed up to resemble an 
old-fashioned living room. Her 
shapely legs were crossed, her 
arms were raised as she braided 
her thick, black hair, her pear- 
shaped breasts stood out sharply, 
and she smiled at Jacques as he 
stared at her, dumbjounded. 

“Good evening,” she said. She 
spoke with a melodious Roman- 
esque gypsy accent. “What a love- 
ly evening. Much too lovely to be 
alone.” 

Jacques did not answer. He was 
looking at her, drinking in her 
dark, unashamed loveliness. 

“You are alone too, aren’t you?” 
she asked. 

Jacques nodded. 
*Then why don’t you come in?” 

she said, continuing to braid her 
hair and to smile. “Don't be bash- 
ful. Come in and close the door.” 

He stumbled up the caravan's 
rickety steps and banged the door 
shut behind him, Her dark eyes, 
framed by her lovely face, drew 
him on like magnets. When he 
stood over her, her round arms 
reached out to him, and her clever 
fingers loosened his neck tie and 
began to unbutton his shirt. 

“I haven't any money to give 
you,” Jacques mumbled as his 
French provincial’s cautious na- 
ture sounded a last alarm. 

Her hair tumbled over her soft, 
white shoulders as she shook her 
head, “It’s not your money I am 
after” she said, and pulled him 
towards her. A few minutes later, 
on the}/soft Oriental cloth that 
covered the wagon’s narrow bed, 
Jacques forggt all about the girl 
that had jilted him for a richer 

‘man. 
IARLY THE NEXT MORNING, as 

the carnival people were be- 
ginning to dismantle the tents by 
the first light of dawn, a wrinkled, 
old gypsy woman, climbed into the 
trailer of the freak show owner. 
She was not alone. She was leading 
a creature that seemed to be more 
animal than man. ‘The creature's 
hair was white, its watery eyes 
stared unseeing at the world, its 
hands shook and its body twitched. 
Spit dribbled from its parted lips 
as it gasped meaningless, wet 
sounds, Periodically, the creature 
bent over like a jackknife closing, 
and banged its head hard against 
its knees. 

“Tve brought you a geek,” the 
gypsy woman screeched. “A’ most 
unusual, amusing geek, guaranteed 
to make all the drunks laugh when 
they visit your tent.” 

“How much do you want for 
him?” the managed asked. 

“He's cheap,” she said. “I'l let 
‘you have him for 50,000 francs. He 
is no use to me now,” she giggled. 

“That's too expensive for a geek. 
Til_give you 10,000.” 

‘They finally settled on 20,000, 
at the time the equivalent of about 
$150. The gypsy woman greedily 
counted the greasy, old bills. The 
creature stood beside her, grunting 
pitifully. She cackled and blew 
him a kiss. The creature whined, 
doubled over and banged his head 
against his knees. 

“Maybe he’s hungry,” the man- 
ager said. He pointed out the trail- 
er door to a trough filled with 
mush to feed the donkeys that 
pulled his trailer. The geek crea- 
ture tottered down the steps and 
over to the trough, falling like a 
sack twice along the way. When it 
reached the trough, it dunked its 
face into the mush and sucked 
with slobbering sounds, Suddenly 
the geek lost his balance and tum- 
bled forward into the mush. It 
Tooked very comic. 

The gypsy cackled and the 
freak show owner laughed heartily. 
He was very happy. He had made 
‘a good purchase. Geeks were al- 
ways popular—humans who had 
no control over their nervous sys- 
tem, who could not talk, who made 
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seas Z sudden, funny movements, who, 
without good reason, often rolled 
grunting on the ground. Geeks us- 
ually were men whose nervous 
systems had been destroyed by 
alcohol, but this one was too young 
for that, despite his white hair. 
Well, that was interesting for a 
change, and the freak show owner 
‘was not concerned where the gyp- 
sy had obtained the creature. If 
he had known that, but a few 
hours earlier, the geek had been a 
healthy, if slightly drunk young 
man by the name of Jacques Dar- 
ney, he could not have cared less. 

\HE DISAPPEARANCE OF Jacques 
Darney caused little  excite- 

ment in Epinal. Young men often 
disappeared when they are jilted 
by their fiancees. Perhaps, his 
friends thought, he had gone off to 
fight in Algeria. Within a week, 
Jacques was forgotten by every- 
tne except his parents. 

‘The carnival had gone on to 
Nancy where the new geek was 
‘a big success. Nobody who watch- 
ed his antics knew that Jacques 
was completely conscious of what 
he was doing but that he could not 
help it. The geek also remembered 
what had happened that night in 
the gypsy wagon, and when he 
thought of it, great tears rolled 
from his eyes and he slobbered; 
and the people who watched him 
thought he was very funny and 
they laughed. 

What had happened was that, 
after sharing sweet love and a 
bottle of thick, strange gypsy wine, 
he had fallen asleep beside that 
lovely, generous girl, cuddling coz- 
ily against the warmth of her pale 
skin, and then he had half-awak- 
The gypsy sit! looked at 
said. “You are welcome.” 

knowingly. "Come 

Pg eee ie: 

something unspeakably terrible 
ened, alone on the bed, in that 
alarming state of suspension be- 
‘tween reality and dream. 

‘He had thought his eyes were 
open, but he was not sure. He tried 
to move, but could not budge his 
heavy limbs. The gypsy, still nude 
but not so pretty now, was leaning 
over him, an expression of intense 
concentration on her face. In her 
Fight hand, she held a long, vicious 
needle. 

‘She rolled him over on his stom- 
ach. He tried to resist, but could 
not. And then he felt painful pin 
pricks in his spine, sharp jabs ad- 
ministered after a careful probing 
of her fingers for the proper places. 
Jacques did not know enough, 
either about medical science or 
about old Hindu-Gypsy lore, to 
understand that the gypsy was 
methodically disrupting his central 
nervous system by breaking nerve 
contacts at important control cen- 
ters. Following old tribal knowl- 
edge, passed on from generation 
to generation, she was reducing 
him from man to beast, rendering 
him forever and incurably incapa- 
ble of controlling his actions be- 
yond the bare minimum of ani- 
malistic survival. Furthermore, she 
was hurting him in such a way his 
hair turned white and that he 
would forever make those spastic 
movements that freak show audi- 
ences find funny in geeks. Jacques 
did not know any of this; he only 
knew that the gypsy was doing 
something unspeakably terrible to 
him. 

‘When she was finished, she 
sponged off his blood, dressed him 
in rags and propped him, helpless, 
into the chair. He watched her as, 
with deft application of make-up 

she 

him, 
‘and powder, she changed from a 
young woman into an ugly, old 
hag. 

“You don't think it was worth 
it” she smiled, as she led him from 
the wagon, “Well, one has to pay 
for everything in life in one way 
or another, and you said yourself 
you didn’t have any money.” 

‘Jacques grunted, rolled his eyes, 
sicbbered, and knocked his head 
against his knees. 

‘And the gypsy giggled. 
Jacques DARNEY, WHO disap- 
peared from Epinal on Sept. 20, 

1958, was not the gypsy’s first vic- 
tim. Ever since 1949, young men 
had been disappearing from small 
towns all over Europe—in France, 
Germany, Belgium, Spain, Italy 
and Austria—and their disappear- 
ances were duly recorded in local 
police files and forgotten. The 
freak shows of Europe's many 
traveling carnivals, meanwhile, 
were well’ supplied with geeks of 
all varieties. There was a steady 
demand too, for geeks do not live 
very long: four, five years at the 
most. 

‘But the fact that geeks were on 
the increase—especially that 30 
many of them were young men, 
prematurely turned white—came 
to the attention of Serge Mersante, 
a handsome, hard-faced young of- 
ficer in the Interpol (International 
Police Agency) smuggling divi- 
sion, who kept his eyes on carni- 
vals because they often crossed in- 
ternational borders. 

He became interested in this 
phenomenon, and since he could 
not convince any of his superiors 
that the subject was of importance, 
he pursued it in his spare time. 
Over the years he dug up all the 
facts he could on geeks; by apply- 
ing.a little pressure, he learned 
from freak show owners that many 
of the geeks had been purchased 
from gypsies; and he began to 
study gypsy movements and to 
chart them against geek sales and 
disappearances. He came up with 
some 37 interesting correlation’ 
there was always a lone gypsy 
caravan, there was always a travel- 
ing carnival nearby, there was 
nearly always a new, white-haired 
geek. 

Serge Mersante narrowed his 
search, keeping careful notes in his 
diary all the while, and on June 
18, 1960, after obtaining a’ few 
days’ leave from his office in Gen- 
eva, Switzerland, he went home, 
packed his bag and wrote: “I am 
going to Pavia in Italy where gyp- 
sies from all over the world are 
now holding a big tribal meeting 



happens, Monasco’s Travel- 
ing Shows is in Pavia at this mo- 
ment for a week’s engagement. If 
my conjectures are correct, the re- 
sults of my trip should be extreme- 
ly interesting.” 

It turned out that they were far 
more interesting than Serge Mer- 
sante had expected. 

ry WaS LATE AT night, and Serge 
was snooping around the area 

where the gypsies had parked their 
caravans, There were dozens of 
these old-fashioned, ornately dec- 
orated wagons in the field, and 
since gypsies lead much more 
normal lives than most people 
would suspect, most of them had 
retired for the night and the field 
lay silent under the stars. The only 
sounds were those that came 
across from the traveling carnival 
nearby, and as Serge snooped 
among the caravans, looking for 
he knew not what, he suddenly 
heard a lovely, lonely voice singing 
a sad gypsy song. He was intrigu- 
ed, and stepped closer to the wag- 
on from where the sounds came. 
‘A weak light came through the 
wagon’s open shutters, and he 
could not resist climbing on a 
rickety foot stool that had been 
left conveniently nearby and peep- 
ing in the wagon’s window. The 
stool collapsed under his weight. 
He crashed to the ground. 

‘As he dusted himself off, the 
window opened, and a beautiful 
gypsy girl looked out and smiled 
at him, She wore a robe of almost 
transparent silk which she had not 
bothered to draw together over her 
breasts. 

“Tsk, tsk,” she said, smiling. 
“Aren't you a little ashamed of 
yourself to be peeping like a little 
boy? Why didn’t you knock on the 
door like a man?” 

“You sing beautifully,” Serge 
said, blushing in the dark. 

“Do you want me to sing for 
you,” the lovely gypsy asked him, 
‘and’ didn’t wait for the answer 
which was written on his face. 
“Come in,” she said. “The door is 
open.” 

She sang softly to him as he 
entered, standing before him tall, 
rounded and beautiful, and as he 
stepped closer, trapped by the 
yielding look in her dark, mysteri- 
‘ous eyes, she dropped the robe 
from her shoulders and flung her- 
self in his arms. To hell with the 
detective work, he thought, there's 
time for that tomorrow; but a 
woman like that doesn't come your 
way every day. And he devoted 
himself to the subject at hand, a 
subject at which the beautiful 

nude gypsy was an enthusiastic ex- 
ert. 

ME NEXT DAY, THE freak tent of 
Monasco’s Traveling Shows 

had a new geek who was a big 
success because he kept on biting 
his own arms and chewing at his 
own shoulders with a voracious 
hunger, a most peculiar geek who 
growled with pleasure when he 
sucked his own blood. And four 
days after that, Serge "Mersante’s 
superiors in Geneva decided that 
Serge was definitely missing and 
that something must have happen- 
ed to him. They went to his apart- 
ment to search for clues, and found 
his diary. 

‘There was no doubt in the 
minds of the officers that the gyp- 
sies were responsible for his dis- 
appearance: local witnesses also 
said that a man of his description 
had been last seen among the gyp- 
sy wagons. And word went out to 
Police everywhere: Crack down on 
the gypsies. Arrest them, Make 
them talk, Put on the pressure. 

The local cops were quick and 
eager to respond. Gypsies were 
jailed for theft, prostitution and 
vagrancy—sometimes rightly, oft- 
en without cause. Several gypsies 
were Killed “while trying to es- 
cape.” Their life, altogether, was 
being made miserable. But none of 
the gypsies would talk. None 
would admit that they knew any- 
thing about Serge Mersante’s or 
anybody else's disappearance. 
‘They stuck together as a closed 
corporation, but that didn’t mean 
they didn't know what had hap- 
pened. 

ND SO, ONE NIGHT, a meeting 
was held by a council of tribal 

elders; weighty, serious _ words 
were spoken, and a few hours 
later there was a sharp knock on 
the door of the caravan where 
gypsy princess Handra Palimo 
lived alone. As usual, when she was 
not otherwise occupied, Handra 
was greedily counting her money. 
She was rich! Rich! 

Hastily, she thrust the bills un- 
der the mattress and opened the 
door. 

Four of her 
looking at her. 

“What do you want?” she said. 
“Leave me alone. I am tired and 
want to go to sleep.” 

‘The men said nothing. Their 
leader gave a signal. The men step- 
ped forward. The girl, beginning to 
sense that this was not a friendly 
visit, shrank back. 

“What do you want?” she said 
‘once more, Her voice rising hys- 

tribesmen were 
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terically. 
‘Two men stepped around her 

and held her arms. 
“You know what we want,” the 

Ieader, an old man said. “We gyp- 
sies don’t mind a little stealing, We 
cannot make a living the way nor- 
mal people do. We are not per- 
mitted to. But we are simple peo- 
ple, We steal no more than we 
must to survive. But you, because 
of your greed, have been respon- 
sibie for much misery, and even 
death, among our people.” 

“I won't do it again,” she 
screeched. “I promise...” 

‘The old man shook his head. 
“No,” he said. “We have decided 
you must be punished. We gypsies 
do not believe in killing, but you 
are not fit to live as a human be- 
ing’ 

“What are you going to do to 
me?” she asked, sobbing. 

“You do not need to ask,” the 
old_man said. “You know.” 

One of the men ripped off her 
clothes as the others held her. 

“Look at my body, all of you,” 
she cried. “It is nice. It is soft, Use 
it as it should be used. But 
please...” 

‘The men saw and touched her, 
‘but they paid no attention to the 
temptations she offered, and they 
touched her as men touch an evil, 
disgusting thing. They threw the 
girl on her bed, face down, and 
the old man, who was her father, 
had tears in his eyes as he bent 
over her, a long, vicious needle in 
his hand, 

WHE NEXT DAY, up at the little 
town of Bescia, Monasco’s 

‘Traveling Shows bought another 
geek. An old, sad-looking gypsy 
delivered the creature. Ordinarily, 
a freak sideshow has use for no 
more than one geek at a time, but 
this one was most unusual; it was 
a girl with a lovely figure, and fe- 
male geeks, especially sexy ones, 
are almost unheard of. The freak 
show man paid an extra high price, 
which, when added to the money 
Hendra had under her mattress, 
‘was enough to help out the fam- 
ilies who had lost their breadwin- 
ners in the recent police crack- 
down. 

‘The female geek shrieked pit 
fully when she was thrown into a 
cage together with the other geek. 
When he saw her, he became ter- 
ribly excited and ‘started gnawing 
on his arms, biting deep and 
drawing much blood. Then they 
sank to the sawdust on the floor 
of the cage and stared stupidly at 
each other, slobbering and mew- 
ing. ° 

THE ABOMINABLE 
SNOW-WOMAN 

continued from page 22 

hold. I was at the top of the rope, 
with Lisa and then Orano and 
Severfield beneath me. Only if I 
could maintain my balance could 
I prevent the doctor's heavy 
weight from dragging us down 
with him. I pushed my feet into 
one of the holes which Jamie had 
cut into the rock and braced my- 
self. I never felt so helpless in 
my life, “Try to swing back, doc- 
tor, or we're all lost!” I cried to 
him, But his body swung like a 
pendulum in the midst of space. 
And far below was sudden death 
—death such as Jamison had met 
with earlier, “Do something!” Lisa 
cried. She was becoming hysteric- 
al watching poor Severfield twist- 
ing helplessly, like a weathervane 
on a church steeple in a sharp 
wind, Suddenly, Orano moved in- 
to action, With his free hand, he 
pulled out the sharp Nepalese 
knife he always carried on him 
and, before either Lisa or I could 
cry out for him to stop, he slash- 
ed the rope which bound Sever- 
field to the three of us. The doc- 
tor’s cry, when he saw what Or- 
ano was doing, was lost in the 
wind. Then, with a sickening howl 
as he saw the rope part, he plum- 
meted down, ricocheting from one 
jutting rock to another as he fell. 
Within moments, we saw him 
land with a stomach-turning thud 
in the snow a hundred feet be- 
low. From where we were cling- 
ing, we could see the grey matter 
ooze out of his skull and form a 
pool of crimson blood in the white 
snow. Lisa screamed, and she 
seemed so shaken by the sight, 
that I feared she would lose her 
footing, too, and carry us all to 
our death. I had to do some- 
thing. She was close enough be- 
neath me for me to take my free 
foot and step down hard on her 
shoulder with the heel of my 
boot. The sharp pain brought her 
to her senses. “Oh, Ernie,” she 
cried. “Doc is dead” But we were 
still alive. 

Wit we rinauiy eacuen 
the ledge at the top of the 

cliff, I wanted to throw Orano 
off it. Logically, he had done the 

Severfield loose. By doing so, he 
sdved our lives; and yet somehow 
it didn’t seem ‘right to me, And 
then, when I looked closely into 
his face, I saw a sneering smile 
which made me want to kill him 
on the spot. He did not return 
my angry look, but began staring 
with wild, smiling eyes at Lisa, 
It wasn't hard to guess what was 
running through his mind. 

“You pig!” I cried, and I would 
have broken his neck then and 
there had not Lisa suddenly 
shouted, “Stop it! Look over here! 
These footprints in the snow. 
Over to the right of the wide 
ledge, I saw the strange footprints 
to which she was pointing. Clear- 
ly visible was the imprint of five 
bare toes, and the foot which had 
made them could not have been 
any larger in size than Lisa’s, so 
dainty and small was its mark, 
Following the prints with my 
eyes, I saw that they went toward 
the other end of the ledge, some 
ten yards away, and that they 
were matched in their direction 
by another set of prints made by 
the heavy spiked boot of a climb- 
er. “Those must be Jamison’s 
prints!” I cried. “Look “how the 
two sets of prints come together 
near the edge—and yet only 
Jamison fell over. What could 
have made those other footprints? 
They look like the prints of a 
woman going barefoot,” I said. 
But I was sure they were made 
by some kind of animal. It had 
to be, a human foot would freeze 
in a minute in this cold! 

But then my thoughts were 
brought to an abrupt halt, for 
suddenly, Orano cried out, “It is 
the mark of the evil one! We are 
lost! But the white woman will 
be mine before I die!” Wild with 
fright, Orano drew his knife again 
and began to advance toward me. 
Even in his terror, he knew he 
would have to get tid of me be- 
fore he could come near Lisa. But 
his sudden attack had caught me 
unawares. I had nothing to de- 
fend myself with, for any weap- 



ons I had were in my pack stand- 
ing near the ledge, where I had 
put it down before. I backed 
against the wall of rocks behind 
me and steeled myself to dodge 
his thrust, hoping that I could 
push him backwards over the pre- 
cipice if he missed me, But Orano 
was too clever a knife-fighter for 
that, He didn’t rush me, He jab- 
bed at me, but I ducked. The 
next swipe of his blade severed 
the earlobe of my right ear and 
I winced in pain. Lisa screamed 
when she saw the blood gush 
down my neck, 

"I cut you. to pieces—slow,” 
Orano hissed viciously, and he 
meant it, He slashed at me again, 
but I managed to keep out of 
range. “Ernie—catch!” Lisa cried, 
and suddenly the sharp spike of 
my piton was tossed into my 
hands. The fight was now evened. 

Dodging his next swipe, I lung- 
ed into him with the point of 
the spike, It caught him full in 
the ribs, smashing them in like 
chicken bones, He howled in pain 
and fell to his knees, but I wasn’t 
through with him yet. Using the 
sharp edge of the piton I slit open 
his right cheek, tearing away the 
skin. I watched with pleasure as 
the blood dripped down his agon- 
ized jowls. There was nothing he 
could do to fight back now, the 
pain had paralyzed him and I 
meant to make it even worse for 
hit 

“I’m going to kill you!” I cried. 
T placed the point of the piton 

on the top of his skull, and just 
as I was about to jam it full into 
his brain, he cried out—*The evil 
‘one! It is all the evil one’s doing!” 
‘Terror gave him strength. Some- 
how, he pulled himself off the 
ground and ran, I started to fol- 
low, but before I could move, T 
saw him trip on the ledge. He 
did not even scream as he fell 
over the edge. 

I heard the thud of his body 
as it collided with the ground far 
below, but I did not even feel a 
twinge of pity. In the excitement 
of the fight, I had forgotten about 
my severed earlobe, but now that 
it was over I felt it. burning as 
though someone had poured acid 
on it. Lisa rushed over to me and 
began ministering to the bleed- 
ing. She was skillful and despite 
the pain, the soft touch of her 
fingers reminded me of something 
else I Wanted. I clutched her to 
me and this time, she didn't re- 
sist. I undid the zipper of her 
parka and ran my hands inside 
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it, along all the warmth of her 
body. Then the cold, swirling 
snow brought me back to reality. 
I got up. “Let me put up the 
tent.” I said, “welll be warmer in- 
side.’ I didn’t really need any 
tent to keep me warm, but I put 
it up anyway. The wind was how- 
ling violently as we went inside. 

ATER THAT NIGHT a slapping 
sound woke me from a rest- 

ful sleep. I looked around and 
realized that the wind had blown 
open the flap of the tent. Lisa was 
cuddled snugly in my arms and 
for a moment I hadn't the will 
to get up to fix it. But the snow 
was falling in through the open- 
ing, and it would fill the tent if 
I didn't take care of it, I got up 
reluctantly, but just as I reached 
the opening, I’ thought I saw 
something move outside. I peered 
hard into the darkness. Something 
was moving out there. “Who's 
there?” I cried. There was no an- 
swer, but I was positive some- 
thing or somebody was there. 
‘Through the heavy falling snow, 
whatever it was, seemed to be all 
in white and with what looked 
like a shock of white hair blow- 
ing like ivory about its head. 
“Who's there?” I repeated. Lisa 
‘woke and came to my side. “What 
is it, Ernie?” she asked. 

“There's something out there,” 
I said. “I'm going to have a look.” 
Suddenly the most plaintive, most 
frightening cry arose in the night, 
a cry, the sound of which I never 
heard before. ‘Why, there’s a 
woman out, there weeping!” Lisa 
exclaimed. “She sounds like she 
needs help.” Before I could stop 
hher, she ran past me out of the 
tent, unmindful of the icy terrain, 
of all the talk about the “evil 
one” and the footprints we had 
seen in the snow. 

“Come back!” I cried, ‘Then 
there was another plaintive moan, 
and then the snow came down so 
heavily, I could neither see nor 
hear anything. “Lisa!” I called. 
“Lisal” But there was no answer. 
Tran out after her, but she was 
nowhere in sight. I continued the 
search until the howling wind and 
blinding snow made it impossible 
for me to search any longer. I 
went back to the tent then, fear 
gnawing at my heart, fear that 
T had lost Lisa forever. 
J S228 THE usr of the night 

in despair, sitting resolutely 
watching the opening in the tent 
and holding my bloodied piton in 
my hand. I prayed that Lisa 

might find her way back, but I 
was prepared for anything else 
that might show itself. But noth- 
ing happened. At daybreak I ven- 
tured outside and there was still 
no sign of Lisa—nor a sign of 
anything else. The heavy blizzard 
that had fallen during the night 
had wiped out any hope I had. 
Yet, still I hoped against hope 
that Lisa had not been blown over 
the precipice by the violent wind 
‘or captured by the moaning thing 
in white. 

In the clear light of day, it was 
hard to believe in the nonsense 
about an “evil one” or a snow- 
women. But I had seen some- 
thing. And I was ashamed of the 
fear that had overcome me dur- 
ing the night—a fear that might 
have cost Lisa her life. There was 
nothing I could do here anymore. 
Slowly I made the descent from 
the ledge down to the slope be- 
low. My heart was heavy at the 
prospect of what T might find 
there. And as much as I prayed 
that I wouldn't find anything, I 
did. 

Lisa's broken body lay at the 
foot of the cliff, not far from 
where the bodies of Orano and 
Dr. Severfield were lying. The na- 
tives had indeed named that 
mountain wisely—for in their 
tongue, Badrinath means the 
Mountain of Evil. I looked at the 
twisted bodies and wondered” why 
I wasn’t dead, too. Maybe there 
was a reason why I was the only 
one who survived; I don't know. 

‘Anyway, there was nothing 
more I could do here, But before 
I prepared to leave, I stopped be- 
side Lisa’s beautiful body to have 
one last look at her. I don’t know 
what prompted me to do it, but 
I took her cold, lifeless hand in 
mine in a gesture of farewell. As 
I bent to kiss that pale hand, I 
saw something in the palm, I 
looked—and my bones chilled to 
the marrow. Torn out as from the 
roots of an unimaginable head 
was a lock of hair more than ten 
inches long. White hair, whiter 
than ivory, whiter than the fresh- 
ly fallen snow. I cast one more 
Took at the jagged peak of Mt 
Badrinath. Now I knew, now I 
knew for sure. There was an evil 
one up there, a woman—an abom- 
inable snow-woman—and she was 
alive, Tt was sho who killed my 

‘And that was when I vowed 
that I'd be back—that I would 
be the one to capture her. I had 
to do it—for the sake of those 
who died, 
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HELL IN A 

BLUE BIKINI 

continued from page 27 

minimum exposed to the hot gaze 
of the Florida sun. When she 
walked, her swaying hips were an 
invitation and her pointed breasts 
thrust out under the blue cloth 
of her bikini top. 

It didn't bother me that she 
was not alone. 

‘The guy she was with was a 
big ox of a man. I recognized his 
face as that of a college football 
player—a tackle on one of the 
larger university teams. It didn't 
take a genius to tell that she 
was bored as hell with the man. 
She sat down a few feet away 

from me, We smiled at each oth- 
er, getting acquainted with our 
eyes while her escort stewed. 

I moved over, nearer the two 
of them, and held out a pack of 
cigarettes. The girl took one while 
the athlete shook his head sullen- 
ly. We started talking—Dot Ren- 
ner and I began talking, that is 
‘The guy was out of it. He didn’t 
know it, yet, but he'd already lost. 

COULD SEE HE WAS getting 
mad and working himself up 

to do something about it. The girl 
could see it, too, but she didn’t 
care, This was the sort of broad 
who liked to have two guys fight 
over her. 

I decided to bring things to a 
head. I wanted this dame and I 
wanted her in a hurry, I figured 
Td wasted enough time getting 
‘together on small talk. 

T suggested that we have din- 
ner together that night and the 
girl_agreed. 

“Hey, wait a minute,” the big 
man said. “I thought we had a 
date, tonight.” 

‘The girl shrugged and turned 
her back to him. I have never 
seen the brush-off delivered more 
eloquently in my life. 

‘The big man's anger burned 
through him. He called me a 
name, then another. 

I got to my feet and he came 
after me, He was bigger and 
stronger than I, but I had one 
great advantage: I'd known we 
were going to mix it for some 
time, whereas the decision had 
just dawned in his thick skull. Td 

Si] 
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already decided how I was going 
to fight him, while he was simply 
relying on’ his fury and his 
strength. 

‘The fight was short and sweet. 
He led with a round-house right 
‘that would have ripped my head 
from my shoulders had it landed. 
I ducked and countered with a 
judo chop between his short ribs. 
He grunted and stepped back, but 
it would have taken more. than 
that to stop him. The muscles of 
his body stood out like iron bands 
‘as he came at me once more, his 
arms up to catch me in a bear 
hug. 

T let him practically touch me 
before I brought my knee up 
hard, getting him in a spot where 
his muscles did not protect him. 
His face turned green and cur- 
dled with pain as he doubled over 
to clutch at his groin, I-brought 
my fist up in a punch to his 
‘Adam’s apple and he collapsed 
to the ground. 

I looked down at him, laugh- 
ing like hell. He looked like a 
damn clown, twisting and_writh- 
ing in the sand, Big man! I could 
have pulled off his trunks in front 
of his exgirl friend and there 
wouldn't have been a thing he 
could have done about it. 

Dot's eyes were sh 
big man's agony ex: 
caught my arms, her body pressed 
itself against mine, our lips closed 
together. 

‘She stepped away, her chest 
heaving. “I like a man who can 
take care of himself,” she said. 

‘There was no need for anymore 
conversation. Each of us knew 
what the other was thinking. Dot 
suggested that we go to her place, 
and I followed her off the beach. 

Dot lived in a little cottage 
about a half mile away. We stop- 
ped inside the door and stared 
hungrily at each other, She held 
her arms up to me and I went 
to her. My lips closed hotly on 
her mouth—her arms tightened 
around me and our bodies locked 
together... . 
Li Dor asx me what 1 

‘was doing in town. I told her 
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about the four of us deciding to 
go south for the spring vacation, 
and somehow, before I was aware 

of it, she arranged for all of us 
to have a party the following 
night. She could get hold of some 
special cigarettes and we could 
all get high. “It's @ better drunk 
than liquor,” she said. 

I grinned. I was hip. I'd been 
at reefer parties before. Crazy 
things go on at these parties; peo- 
ple get out of themselves and be- 
come ten feet tall. Girls feel extra 
Joving and every man becomes a 
Don Juan, 

“Why not tonight?” I suggested, 
“Tonight, we make it alone.” 
I didn't ‘get back to the hotel 

room that the four of us shared 
until the following morning. The 
guys asked me where Td been. 
Td found a girl, I told them, a 
really way-out girl. The one T'd 
come down here to find. 

They asked when they could 
meet her and I said that night. 
“Get your babes and we'll have 
a beach party,” I said. “Dot knows 
a deserted section of beach where 
no one will bother us. Get your 
gals and we'll have the wildest 
Party you ever saw!” 

‘The guys seemed to go for it. 
I asked them if their girls were 
swingers, They all looked a little 
nervous, but then they said they 
were. Even if they weren't, 
though, I knew they'd never ad- 
mit that to me, No guy will ad- 
mit his broad is tamer than the 
next man’s. 

T grinned to myself. Td really 
had the jerks trained. 
AT NIGHT WE met on the 
beach—Dot and I and the six 

of them. Dave and Freddie had 
brought along their. surf-boards 
and Mike was carrying a bottle 
of blended whiskey. “Just to help 
the night along,” he said, 

I winked at Dot. I knew that 
the little packet of cigarettes she 
had in her beach bag were not 
any of the advertised brands. I 
said, “Fine,” to Mike and told him 
that’ when we ran out of that, 
Dot and I would come up with 
something even better. 

I looked over the three chicks. 
They were cute enough. Mike's 
girl, Betty Tomkins, was wear- 
ing a flashy red swim suit, while 
the other two had on two-piece 
outfits, They all seemed a little 
taken aback with Dot's fantastic 
figure and the brevity of her 
bikini, 

We let’ the raw liquor slide 
down our gullets until we got a 
56 

happy feeling. We went in for a 
swim in the ocean and came back 
and drank some more, 

Somehow, Betty and I were 
left alone for a few minutes, We 
each took a sip of liquor and I 
put my arm around her waist 
and drew her to me. She didn’t 
seem to mind, 

As we separated I saw that the 
others had all come back. 

Mike took a menacing step to- 
wards me, but I pulled away and 
raised my right hand in a gesture 
of peace and he stopped. Dot 
said something short and nasty 
to the girl who glared back at 
her. 

I was feeling good about it. 
Dot was my woman, all right, but 
it didn't hurt to keep her’ off- 
balance, a little. 

‘We had another drink and the 
booze was gone. That was when 
Dot reached for the reefers. She 
lit one and started passing it 
around. I inhaled deeply, the 
marijuana seemed to switl inside 
my blood-stream and up inside 
my brain, It made me feel tre- 
mendous with strength and pow- 
‘er—as though I could do anything 
in the world I ever thought of 
doing and nothing would or could 
happen to me. 

T passed it on to Dave, He 
shuddered and forced himself to 
smoke it; so did Mike and Fred. 
‘They weren't going to seem chick- 
en in front, of me. 

EN IT was the girls’ turn, and 
Betty tried it first. She looked 

at the reefer for a long time be- 
fore placing it to her lips. Then 
she inhaled, sputtered, coughed 
and gagged ‘before giving a little 
cry and stubbing the cigarette out 
viciously in the sand. 

All of us stared at her blank 
eyed. She stood up, her chest 
heaving and her eyes blazing as 
though she'd just realized what 
she'd gotten herself into. She look- 
ed at Dot and me with disgust 
and told us off, We were animals, 
she said, decadent animals who 
were trying to ruin the lives of 
six decent people. 

T shrugged at her. To me she 
was just a little broad who had 
started out for a little necking, 
booze and jazz and suddenly dis. 
covered that the world had more 
in it than she thought. 

She was going home, she said, 
and if the other girls didn't come 
with her, she would report what 
we were doing to the police! 

That did it. No dame was go- 
ing to threaten  ‘alph Whorle and 

get away with it! 
I started to my feet, but Dot 

was quicker still. “You're not tell- 
ing anybody anything.” she said 
in a dangerous voice. 

“Oh, no2” Betty started to 
leave, but Dot caught her by the 
hair and threw her to the ground. 

Mike and the others started in 
to break it up, but I held them 
back. Let the dames fight for a 
while, maybe we'd get to see a 
show. 

The world was suddenly funny 
again. I was roaring with laugh- 
ter and encouraged Dot, giving 
her more and more explicit ad- 
vice. 

But the two girls were going 
at it in dead earnest. They were 
rolling on the beach, clawing and 
punching at each other, trying to 
rub sand in each other’s eyes. Dot 
got a knee in Betty’s stomach. 
Betty managed to yank down the 
top of Dot's bikini and went aft- 
‘er her where she was exposed. 

Dot yowled in pain and rolled 
away. She got to her feet. Betty 
came after her, but Dot met her 
with a knee to the groin, Betty 
doubled up helplessly and sank 
to the ground. 

But Dot was still furious. She 
leaned over the other girl, un 
zipped the red bathing suit and 
yanked it off her. 

Betty was completely beaten. 
She lay huddled up, trying to hide 
herself and begging Dot to give 
her back the suit. 

After a while I figured we'd 
seen enough and I made her do 
it, Betty pulled the suit back on 
and Dot rearranged her bra. 

jut Dor StiLt wAsn’r satisfied. 
“I don't think that dame has 

Iearned her lesson yet!” she said. 
I stared hard at Betty. She 

was sitting on the sand, holding 
on to her swim suit as though 
she was afraid that it would be 
snatched from her again. I hated 
to admit it, but Dot did have a 
point. I wouldn't put it past this 
broad to call copper even now. 

Dot suggested that perhaps we 
should show her what would hap- 
pen if she ever did speak, We 
could tie her to one of the surf- 
boards and take her out in the 
ocean, 

Betty started crying and look- 
ed beseechingly at Mike, 

“Leave her alone,” he said. 
“You've done what you wanted 
to, now leave her alone.” 

T just laughed at him. He was 
not ‘telling me what to do and 
he knew it 
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Mike raised his fists threaten- 
ingly and came in at me. I lean- 
ed over, caught him in the mid- 
dle with my shoulder and grab- 
bed his wrist, As he went sailing 
‘over my shoulder, I held on to 
the arm I had until I heard the 
snap of broken bone. 

Mike lay whimpering on the 
sand, nursing his broken arm. 

T sneered at him. Big boy! Pro- 
tector of women! 

Betty got up suddenly and 
started to run away. I went after 
her and brought her down with 
fa boot to the rear. 

Dave and Fred started to pro- 
test. I asked them if they want- 
ed what Mike got and they be- 
came very quiet all of a sudden. 
Their girls grabbed hold of them 
as though they all wanted to hud- 
dle together for safety. 

T picked Betty up and tied her 
to the surf board. I told her that 
I wouldn't really hurt her, now. 
I just wanted to make sure that 
she'd never talk about tonight. 

‘She screamed and tried to get 
away, but I back-handed her 
across the face and her struggles 
ceased, 

Dot was egging me on. She 
told me to take the girl out deep, 
where the high breakers were. 
T laughed and promised that I 
‘would. 

I carried the sutf-board down 
to the edge of the water and 
shoved it in, Betty was. pleading 
for me to stop, but I didn't listen 
to her. I took her out into deep- 
er and deeper waters. A roller 
headed for us and I rode the 
surf-board in! 

Betty was half drowned. She 
coughed and gagged out sea 
water. Her eyes were filled with 
panic 

‘One more time, I decided, feel- 
ing the power within me and ex- 
ulting in it, One more time and 
she'd have learned her lesson— 
a lesson that she'd never forget. 

T took her out again. She could 
not protest any more, she had 
no more strength to cry or even 
talk. Only her eyes showed fear 
and hatred. 

‘The next wave was even big- 
ger. I felt the surge of water un- 
Ger me as I rode it. It was break 
ing hard against me in a wild 
burst of white, swirling foam. I 
half-slipped off the board just as 
another pounded me in the stom- 
ach, knocking the breath from me. 
T was sucked down to the sandy 
bottom, and lost my grip on the 
board. 

I caught sight of a flash of red 
bathing suit being pulled back 
out to sea by the powerful under- 
tow. It was Betty. I swam after 
her. But then she was pulled 
down and I couldn't see her any 
more, I searched desperately, try- 
ing to find her. But I couldn't. 

‘With the force of a hard crack 
across the face I realized I had 
just killed a girl! 

{Prt tat omen, nothing 
had seemed real. The liquor 

and the marijuana had combined 
to make everything that happen- 
ed a kind of dream. But the 
dream was over now. 

I don’t know how long I stay- 
ed out in the ocean, hoping 
against hope that I'd find the girl 
But when I finally did get back 
to shore, everyone was gone ex- 
cept Dot. 

T stared at her. She seemed as 
calm and cool as ever. 
We had to get away, I said. 

‘The cops would be looking for 
us and we had to go somewhere 
to hide. 

She only laughed at me. Why 
did 1 include her in my plans? I 
was the one who had taken the 
girl out. And if they asked her, 
she would certainly tell them that 
it was my idea, As far as she was 
concerned, nothing had happened 
that was worth running away 
about. 

‘All the frustration and horror 
Td felt welled up as rage against 
Dot. I pulled back my fist and 
sent it crashing against her jaw. 
She dropped like a shot deer. 

For a few moments I toyed 
with the idea of killing her, too. 
She had gotten me into this mess, 
supplied the reefers, egged me on 
to do what I'd done with Betty. 
‘And she was going to get away 
with it. 

‘Then I realized it was really 
my own fault. I was the tough 
guy working my way through col- 
Tege. I had my future ahead of 
me, but I wanted kicks. 

Well, I'd found them! 
Suddenly, bright lights beamed 

in my eyes. The others had gone 
to the cops, and now the whole 
damned police department seem- 
ed to be after me. 

‘There was nothing I could do, 
but go with them, quietly. T figur- 
ed I could get away with a man. 
slaughter plea and wondered, si 
ently, how many years in jei 
that would be. One thing I was 
sure of: Nothing would ever be 
the same again. oe 
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‘There is always a chance that in the 
current issue you may find the one 
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Son who has been looking for someone 
just like you. It is within the realm of 
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tion shouldn't overtax your imagination, 
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MY NINE NIGHTS 
OF NAKED TERROR 

nntinued from page 32 

fact, any further delay might en- 
danger my safety by bringing 
snooping cops who knew I'd dis- 
appeared in the vicinity. When 
Madam Muscles—her name was 
‘Adele Burcholz—came in, I told 
her: “You've been such a great 
hostess, I hate to pull out, but I 
got business that can't wait any 
longer. If you'll get me my 

“Are you sure you can't stay? 
We tried to give you a wonder- 
ful time” 

“You gave me the greatest, but 
when you gotta go... That lit- 
tle black bag I had when I show- 
ed up. I don't see it around. I 
want it” 

She was bending over me now, 
the hard muscles working in her 
powerful face, her eyes slits of 
menace, her voice a leering chal- 
Jenge. “Your suit was burned in 
the furnace. That little black bag 
filled with $34,000 is mine, and 
you, Mr. Al Briscoe, are my pris- 
‘oner!” 

ME 200" stioox, 1 felt sweat 
stud my face, my back 

swept with currents of chills, 
“How ... how did you know?” 
I managed to stammer in a voice 
that was unfamiliar to me. 

“There was a story in the news- 
paper, The night watchman gave 
a fairly accurate description of 
you, and the information in your 
wallet provided the rest.” 

“You gonna turn me over to 
the cops?” She shook her head 
slowly. “You wanna make a deal, 
is that i€2” Again a shake of her 
head. 

“T don't have to make a deal, 
mister. I hold all the aces.” 

“Then what do you want?” 
“You weren't listening very well 

when I said, you're my prisoner. 
Yes, mine—my very own!” 

She walked out of the room 
with the springy step of an ath- 
ete. My heart skipped a beat 
when I seard the key tum in the 
lock, I swiveled to the window. 
Td never noticed that since my 
entry, it had been barred! In my 
frantic escape from the police, Pd 
Teaped from the frying pan into 

the fire, Td been rolled—my 
dough had been snatched —I 
couldn't escape in my birthday 
suit, and even if I managed to 
slip through the front door, she'd 
have the law on my tail. I was 
cornered, trapped, but where? 
What kind of a place was this 
with a dozen, long - stemmed 
‘American beauties, who lounged 
around all day prettifying them- 
selves, answering the phone to 
make appointments, never getting 
out of their working clothes? 

Working clothes? ‘That was it! 
Why hadn't I thought of it be- 
fore? It was so obviously a joy 
house, smack in the center of 
Toledo Street, and I was. its 
prisoner! Any other time, it might 
have been a dream come true, 
but this—this was a nightmare! 

ITHIN A WEEK, I was reduced 
to nothing more than an ai 

mal used for studding, And Mad- 
am made it very clear that first 
night she visited me. All the girls 
were desirable; they had proud 
bodies that were traded for cash, 
and as much as her prosperous 
business gratified her, she bitter- 
ly resented the fact that she her- 
self couldn't have a man. All the 
pent-up anger, the passions that 
had been smoldering for so long, 
she unleashed on me in tidal 
waves of love. She was tireless 
and demanding in her obsession. 
‘When I grew faint with fatigue, 
she used cunning methods to 
stimulate me into action, Her 
muscles enabled her to perform 
all sorts of surprising gymnastics. 

‘And she made sure I was al- 
ways well oiled and in good run- 
ning order. She brought me the 
best food, the choicest wines and 
liquors. Once in a while, she pep- 
ped me up with a hypo. She in- 
stalled a TV set, a radio and a 
sun lamp. I was the most pam- 
pered pet in the world. 

‘And yet when I heard male 
voices passing outside my room, 
I wanted to scream: “For God's 
sake, help me, somebody! Get me 
out of here! Please!” But instead, 
I lay there, shriveled, pale, 
shrunken-shouldered, panting in 
hollow desperation, 

‘At first I thought the other 
girls might come to my rescue, 
‘but I figured all wrong. As if they 
didn’t have all the loving they 
wanted, they came to me for en- 
cores. Through me, they could get 
back at Madam ‘Adele, To her 
face, they were in a joint busi 
ness, sharing a, boss-employee re- 
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lationship, but behind her back, 
they despised her. She flaunted 
her superiority, telling them what 
to do, with whom and when, rak- 
ing in her profit from the top, 
jand doling’ out the dough at the 
end of the week in a begrudging 
way as if she had earned it and 
they were entitled only to a small 
share. 

So they. took their vengeance 
on her out on me, her prized pos- 
session, fully aware that as they 
robbed me of my strength, I had 
less to offer Adele. They sneaked 
into my room at all hours of the 
day and night when Adele was 
out shopping, or lining up new 
customers, or making her usual 
payoff to the politicians’ club- 
house. They were like vultures, 
sometimes swarming down at me 
one at_a time, sometimes in a 
flock. They drained me, picked 
away at me until I was half-dead. 
And yet I couldn't hate them be- 
leause of my own loathing for 
JAdele for having robbed me and 
lsubjecting me to her own per- 
jsonal white slavery. 

REALIZED ONLY HER DEATH 
would free me. The thought 

shocked me at first, but the idea 
Kept beating a tattoo in my head 
until I determined it had to be 
done. She had to die . . . had to 
die! Somehow, some way, I made 
up my mind, I had to kill her to 
call my soul and body mine again. 
Nine nights of stark, naked terror- 
filled hours had passed. How long 
could I continue under her in- 
satiable assaults and the venge- 
ful demands of the girls? There 
had to be a way to destroy that 
indestructible Amazon! After a 
cautious search, I learned there 
wasn't a weapon in the house, but 
maybe one of the customers was 
armed. I knew of a jewel mer- 
chant who carried a gun for self- 
protection, and during the week 
some of the headquarters brass 
dropped in for their cut and some 
pleasures on the cuff. 

‘The night I decided Adele had 
to die, I had it made, The sctaw- 
ny little gem dealer, who looked 
like a henpecked husband “and 
harried father of a brood of kids, 
made his usual weekly visit. Luck- 
ily, he used the room next to 
mine. Through the wall, I listen- 
ed to him and Lila until I had 
to turn away in embarrassment. 
He had come to spend the night, 
so I waited until I heard their 
rhythmic breathing, assuring me 
they were both asleep, before I 

slipped into their room. I caught 
fa glimpse of his small, bald head 
resting on her firm, round breasts. 
Thad to smile—it reminded me 
of the three globes hanging out- 
side a hockshop window. But un- 
der that smile, I was grim. My 
brain sizzled with one thought: 
get that gun! It was tucked inside 
a special pocket inside his jacket. 
When he noticed it was missing, I 
knew he wouldn't report because 
he'd have to explain where he'd 
lost it. It was a small 32, but 
it had a bullet as deadly as a 
larger caliber. 

ME NEXT NIGHT wAS Sunday, 
usually quiet after a hectic 

Saturday. The girls took advan- 
tage of the lack of business by 
going out. Adele brought me my 
dinner on a tray. “You're looking 
very tired,” she said with genu- 
ine concern, “Maybe you need 
some fresh air. One of these days, 
if you're especially nice to me, 
Til take you out for a drive.” 

“You mean, I'll get some time 
off for good behavior?” 

“Not if it’s too good!” she crack- 
ed. 

She walked to the door, un- 
locked it, turned to say goodbye, 
It was to be her last goodbye. I 
swung up the .32, triggered four 
blasts into her belly. My mind 
raced with the slugs, through her 
sequined dress, tearing into her 
tissue, smashing through her back- 
bone. She tottered back from the 
doorway, clattered and crashed, 
spinning’ like a pinwheel down 
the fight of stairs until she thud- 
ded to a stop against the wall at 
the bottom of the landing, 

She was dead, dead! And I was 
free, and I had to get my clothes, 
any clothes. I had to get out of 
this damned place! I ran down 
the hall to search for them while 
from below on the first floor, I 
heard two girls, attracted by the 
shots, run out of their rooms and 
scream at the sight of the bloody 
mess. 

HE COPS PILED IN 10 minutes 
later. They took photos, asked 

questions, had the body’ taken 
away in the meat wagon. When 
the detective got to me, I was 
still wearing a robe over my pa- 
jamas. They thought I was a cus- 
tomer! 

“The victim was shot at the 
top of the stairs by an unknown 
assailant standing at the bottom,” 



h - 
iy girl of last night not only came to see me agaii 

brought some friends along with her. 
one of them explained. “The im- 
pact of the bullets sent her reel- 
Ing backwards, where she fell and 
was discovered.” 

Something in my brain explod- 
ed like a giant firecracker. Was 
I going off my rocker? “But she 
fell down the stairs! I saw her 
myself,” I insisted. 

“Yeah? How come we found 
the body up there, at the top of 
the landing?” asked the detective 
impatiently. 

“Listen, I know what I'm talk- 
ing about. And I'll tell you wise 
guys something else, Remember 
the 34 grand heist a short while 
ago? I’m the feller who pulled 
iv” 

Both of them laughed. “Listen, 
buster, too much loving’s gone to 
your head. You better get dressed 
and beat it before you get into 
trouble,” one of them said. 

I should’ve realized I'd changed 
since pulling that caper. Adele 
and her stable of sex ponies had 
ridden me until I was a shadow 
of my former self, How could 
they have recognized me when 
I differed so vastly from the night 
watchman’s description? But I 
‘knew I wasn’t cracking enough to 
imagine I'd blasted that love- 

starved witch and seen her body 
barreling down the stairs. Some- 
body had moved it upstairs? But 
who, and for what reason? 
J sewer 15 ris juicy thought 

until the next night when Lila 
‘and Marcy came into my room. 
They were wearing their working 
clothes—Oriental pajamas, which 
could be unzippered in a flash. 
‘The queen was dead, but business 
was going on as usual. Marcy held 
up a tuxedo on a hanger. “We 
found your old suit in the cellar 
and had a tailor cut this to your 
measurements,” she said. “Put it 

“Why? Where am I going in 
that rig?” I asked. 

“Downstairs, sweetie. Come on 
—Lila and Till help you.” 

I let them dress me, I've had 
lots of thrills, but having a girl, 
two of them, dress me, sort of re- 
vitalized me. But I was too upset 
to think of making love. They be- 
gan to steer me out of the room, 
one at each of my elbows. “Look, 
stop being so cute, both of you,” 
T said. “What's this all about?” 

“Murder,” said Lila, stopping. 
“You killed Adele, and we're your 
alibi, We told those detectives you 
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jwere downstairs at the time of 
‘the shooting in my bedroom, with 
Marcy and me.” 

“Suppose I don’t buy?” I bluff- 
ed. 

Lila glared at me, then switch- 
ed to a sinister smile. “In that 
case, we tell the dicks we three 
were the only ones in the house; 

‘c |that you, buddy-boy, were the 
only one who had a motive. Sure, 
Marcy and I snatched the gun 
and hid it, and we moved the 
body up the stairs. We'd be in- 
volved as’ perjurors and acces- 
sories, but you'd wind up in the 
gas chamber!” 

We had reached the foyer, and 
the doorbell was ringing inces- 
santly. “Open the door!” said 
Marcy. 
“Why should 1?” 
“All of us girls got together and 

agreed just because Adele was 
dead was no reason to go out of 
business. We've got a good thing 
going for us here, and we don’t 
intend to give it up. You're the 
new boss-man, lover! You're tak- 
ing Madam Adele’s place, or we 
talk to the law!” 

HE DOORBELL WAS JANGLING 
through my head. I moved to 

the door like I was hypnotized. 
All my numb mind could muster 
up was the horrible truth: I'm 
trapped, boxed in for good. I 
opened the door to face a couple 
of well-dressed drunks. 

“Good evening, gentlemen,” 1 
heard myself saying, with a slight 
bow at the waist. “Won't you step 
in, please? Til have all the girls 
present themselves so you can 
have your choice. Come in. 
|make yourselves comfortable . 
maybe you'd like something to 
drink?” 

T’ve been repeating that invita- 
‘tion for almost two years. Some- 
times, I think it isn’t too bad be- 
ing what I am, but then it begins 
[to hurt when I remember that I 
can see but I can’t touch. None of 
the girls will have anything to do 
Jwith me, It can drive a guy 
crazy, seeing all that merchandise 
around, hearing the girls giggle 
and the men grunt with pleasure, 
and imagine all the passions flar- 
ing behind those locked doors, It’s 
ike that saying, “Water, water, 
everywhere, but not a drop to 
drink.” One of these days, I swear, 
Tm going to bust wide open at 
the seams. oe 

THE HEADCHOPPER 

OF EL MAKDESH 

continued from p 

ments. “Your mission here in El 
Makdech,” Wolff was saying in 
German. “Either you tell us ot 
your companion’s head rolls on 
the floor. And if that doesn’t make 

1 talk, then I will play with you 
for a while some more before put- 
ting your head on the block and 
letting my friend here play his 
little game? 

At that moment Bill Hammock 
and I exploded into the little 
room. I went for the head chopper. 
I caught him as he was bringing 
the cleaver down in a death blow. 
I took the brunt of the blow, let- 
ting the cutting edge smash into 
the wire stock butt of my Schmeis- 
ser which I had swung in like a 
baseball bat. The blow was de- 
flected past the side of Maria's 
neck. The cleaver almost cut 
through the Schmeisser. With my 
free hand rigid, I clipped the Arab 
in the bony point of his neck, 
right in the cradle of the adam’s 
apple. There was a snapping 
sound as the bone shattered and 
the Arab’s eyes turned glassy. 

I. spun around. My English 
friend was stalled. The Nazi gen- 
eral had Alicia in front of him 
and was using her as a shield. He 
held a Luger in his free hand. “If 
you do not drop your weapons,” 
the Nazi said, “I will put a bullet 
‘through the girl’s head.” 

‘1 THAT PRECISE MOMENT, two 
things happened. One, my 

hand closed around the handle of 
the meat cleaver. And two, Alicia 
twisted back against her own arm 
held in the Nazi’s grip. We could 
hear her arm break as she spun 
on the Nazi and then sank her 
teeth in his fleshy neck. The Nazi 
was taken by surprise, He choked 
and screamed in pain like a wom- 
an, and smashed at Alicia's jaw 
with his Luger. 

It was the break we had been 
waiting for. I dove for him swing- 
ing the meat cleaver, trying to be- 
head him. I came in a little high 
and the blade of the cleaver slash- 
ed into the Nazi's skull, lifting the 



his brain. He died almost instant- 
ly. 
We hustled the half-dead girls 

‘out of the cellar room and across 
the yard to the truck. My English 
friend stayed with them while I 
scaled the wall that separated us 
from the hospital. There was still 
our mission to accomplish and 
time was running out. 

[ite was No sentry on duty 
at the side entrance of the hos- 

pital. The hallways were dark. I 
dodged several nurses by ducking 
into hall closets and then entered 
one of the wards that was cram- 
med with men in beds. I carried 
the one good Schmeisser. 

One of the men watched me 
from his bed, 

“General Craig Osten?” I whis- 
pered. 

He nodded his head and I 
moved to the side of his bed, He 
studied “my commando uniform 
carefully, and then smiled weakly. 
“T've managed to conceal my iden- 
tity so fary” he said. But they are 
bound to find out sooner or later.” 

“T've come to take you out,” I 
said, 

“No. I will bleed to death on 
the way,” he said, “I have a nasty 
abdominal wound. I would only 
slow you up.” He pulled back the 
blankets and showed me the big 
bandage over the middle and low- 
er portion of his torso. I saw at 
once that it would be impossible 
to move him. 

“Just give me a grenade,” the 
general said. “I, will make sure 
the Germans don't get any infor- 
mation from me, and I will die 

A 

+ MAN'S DARING 

in bed.” 

HANDED HIM THE grenade, This 
was his own decision to make. 

He placed the grenade against his 
chest over his heart, and then 
crooked one finger through the pin 
ring. “I will give you five minutes 
to get out,” he said, “before I pull 
the pin and blow myself into 
oblivion.” 

I pulled out of the hospital, 
made it over the wall, and got into 
the truck with Hammock and the 
girls. The motor coughed a few 
times and then turned over. We 
were off and moving at top speed 
down the road with a minute to 
spare. We got about a hundred 
yards outside the edge of town 
when we heard the grenade ex- 
plosion and knew the general had 
blown his heart out and sealed 
his lips forever, 

‘We rode out to the beach and 
ditched the truck. Then we waited 
and sweated out the hour or so 
before dawn for the sub to come 
in and pick us up. Finally we saw 
its winking light and started to 
swim out. Hammock and I sup- 
ported Alicia whose arm was bro- 
ken and could barely float. 
Halfway to the sub we were 

met by a rubber boat they had put 
out, We heaved the girls aboard and held on to the ropes along the sides while the boat was rowed 
back to the sub, And then we 
boarded and went down the con- 
ning tower into the sub itself. It 
was the end for us of one of the 
war's bloodiest _behind-the-lines 
actions—one that was never told 
until now. 
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READ WHAT SUCCESSFUL 
BEGINNERS FOLLOWING THIS 
PLAN REPORT. 
Before I sent for your 
plan, I was stumbling 
long on a time eard job 
without much future, 
NowTean enjoy the free 
dom and security of & 
business of my own 
Which has no limit. To 
every person, my advice 
is to try Meltinger. You 
Will never regret tf 
WILLIAM J. JONES, Georgia 

Jn 12 months T grossed 
$25,000 and a net profit 
of $4,000— just working 
this importing business 
from home in. spare 
‘time, work days at my 
rezuiar job, Our house 
is practically furnished 
with samples from 
around the world, 
WILLIAM LOHMUS, 

California 
HOME BUSINESS DOES 
$78,200.00 
‘Asa spare time venture, 
working from home in 
evenings and through 
correspondence, my net 
earnings as an export 
manager's representa 
live amounted to great 
er than my occupation 
Income for the year, My 
Wife and T are now en- 
tering on 2 full tim 
basis. Pp, R. CROWE- 

SWORDS, Canada 
GROSSES $5800 IN ‘ONE MONTH 

wh treat 
AJ the import 

Ing business 
professio! ally. My big 

gest venture yet was 500 
S-transistor radios from 
‘Japan that arrived at my 
office November 10. T 
Sold 820 of these radios 
by December 20 to the 
tune of $5800 worth of 
business in one month’ 
Tgive my appreciation to 
‘The Mellinger Company 
for teaching me the con plete nucleus of the In 
porting business. 
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‘TV ship lamps to stores from twelve different and after definite inter BEGINNER STARTS QUICK 
in my town, Your pro- counties. T can still est was shown we con- 
gram is easy to follow, hardly believe that an- tacted clients by cable 
My wife and T started swering one small ad- and international tele- 
this business together. vertisement could bring phone. Our net profit 

DON M. CLYMER, 50 much intorestandex- was $12,251.00, The Mel- (000 autome- 
‘Alaska oitement (and extra linger Co. ig to be com. bile. roller 

money) into my life as_mended on the personal hearings. 
READ WHAT THIS LADY SAYS {maporting is doing. interest shown In my made $8,422.31 on this. 

T now have BLLON S. progress. You were the order. T did not invest, 
my own ADDICOTT, prime source of getting one cent of my money in 
shop where ‘Indiand me well started in the the merchandise. My- 
Thavemost- fascinating business of first order took only $0 
ly home OVER S12000 PROFIT international trade, minutes to close 
ascessories IN 90 DAYS 'H, J. OLINGER, CHARLES N. 
imported We solicited by airmail ‘Oklahoma TURNER, Texas 
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