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Up to 9 Miles More Per Gallon! 
Up to 20 More Horsepower! 

All From One Simple Change in Your Car! I 
YES! In the next two minutes I’m going to show you how 
you can get up to 20 MORE HORSEPOWER from your 
car... how you can save enough gas in a single year to 

drive up to A FULL THOU- 
SAND MILES... . how you can 
eliminate most of the ig 
knocks and pings that are driv- 
ing you crazy now . . . how you 
can get battery-saving, sure-fire 
starting even in below-freezing 
weather—and do it without buy- 
ing one single complicated gadget 
—without paying a mechanic a 
penny! How? SIMPLY BY 
CHANGING THE COLOR OF 
YOUR SPARK PLUGS! 

By ED MITCHELL 
Let me say this at the start. 

What I'm offering you on this 
page is a very simple investment. 
I want you to try the most fan- 
tastic spark plug in the world, 
entirely at my risk! A spark plug 
that costs only a few pennies 
more than the old-fashioned 
model that's on your car today. 
A spark plug that lasts up to 10 
times as long as that old-fashion- 

model . . . that gives you the 
full blazing horsepower that that 
‘old plug is robbing you of today 
ow and that actually saves you 
cian gas to drive half way 
across America, every single year 
that you use it! 

Does this sound impossible? 
It's been proven a_ thousand 
times this year! Here is a small 
sample of that proof. 

This Is Why Your Car 
WastesGas,LosesPower 

Some day, if you ever have a 
spare moment, lift one of the 
spark plugs out of your car! Look 
at the bottom of that plug. In 10 
seconds, you'll learn more about 
gas waste than any book could 
teach you in a year. 

If that plug has been in your 
car a thousand miles or more, 
then what you'll see on the bot- 
tom of that plug is FILTH! The 
Firing Point of that plug — the 
most important single point in 
your car—will be choked to death 
with BLACK, FILTHY CAR- 
BON! Carbon that robs your car 
of as much as 20 vital horsepower 
every time your engine fires! 

Now, wipe that filth away. And 
look at the Firing Point itself. 
This is the POWER POINT of 
your car... the pin-head of 
electricity that turns raw 
into 200 horsepower of ear 
energy! And what is the condi- 

HERE’S 
Users Report Fantastic New Mileage — 

Breathtaking New Power! 
“Your Power Plugs are well on the 

way to paying for themselves. So fur 
have saved about $8.00 a month on my 
kusoline bill. Ax far ak I can figure, T 
km xetting 9 miles more per gullon of 
ux than T used to get. 

“Although I did have a new set_ of 
Fk plugs in my car before Teplacing 

em with your Power Plugs, the old 
ples Jade ‘my engine spit ‘anid gallop. 
ow it really uns smooth and starts a 

Tol better, too. O., Duluth, Btinn. 
“1 bought your bee for my "54 Ford 

some time ago... as far aw E can tell 
Tam getting at least 8 miles per gallon 
hetter mileage. Alvo my Ford haw far 
hetter pickup and horsepower. I have 
deiven ‘about 12,000 miles since pur- 
chasing the plugs and they are in as 
ood condition as ever. 

c.M., Avilla, Indiana 
“IT replaced the equipment-type spark 

plugs in my. Lincoin Continental “sith yours. With the old. style plugs, T was 
gelling approximately 15, miles to, the 
gallon. During the first thousand mites Of operation with Power Plugs, my mile- 

jes per gallon. This 
increase of 7 miles per gallon. In addition to the increased mileage, I was 

happy to rotice much better idling and 
25 ae ‘fo stalling. Hills which { for- 
merl “ar now present no Second ge: 
problem’ imbing with High wear’ My yeavy. Continental used to 
from’ signals; now it dashes 

nC. W.. President Exporting Co. 

tion of that Point? CORRODED 
TED ...SCARRED . 

‘AND WORN Hardly able to de: 
liver half the spark it should! 
Wasting gas . . . wasting money, 
every time you put your foot 
down on the pedal! 

Yes! You pay $2000. . . $3000 
.. . $4000 for your car. And a 
single 98c part robs you of the 
real power and enjoyment of that 
car. 
At Last A Plug So Smart 

That It “Thinks” 
Now look at the new plug: 

the jet-finish “POW ER-F LASH 
plug that I send you—for only a 
few pennies more than you're 
paying today! 

Here is a plug that has not only 
ONE firing point—but hundreds 
of firing points! That fires so 
fast, so effectively, so often that 
it actually ELIMINATES 
THAT DEADLY CARBON .... 
BURNS IT UP... THROWS IT 
AWAY ...KEEPS ITSELF 
SPARKLING CLEAN, ON 
EVERY SINGLE STROKE! 
The full, blazing horsepower that 
was there when your car was 
brand-new, is still there 30,000 
miles later 

But that's just the beginning! 
This plug actually gives you the 
different firing power you need 
for every driving condition — 
smooth, dependable power for 
city stop-and-go driving . . . ef- 
fortless horsepower for the park- 
way ... blazing reserve power 
for super speeds! No more miss- 
ing, sputtering, knocking when 
you want to pull ahead of other 
cars at high speeds! No more 
groaning take-offs at the lights! 
FULL POWER 24 HOURS A 
DAY ... or we send you a new 
set Free. 

And that’s still just the begin- 
ning! Best of all — this is the 
toughest, strongest, longest-last- 
ing plug ever made! YOU 
COULD ACTUALLY POUND 
IT AGAINST A CONCRETE 
WAEL WITH A HAMMER, 
WITHOUT EVEN DENTING 
IT — AND THIS AMAZING 
PLUG WOULD STILL FIRE 
CLEAN AND HOT FOR 30,000 
MILES! Yes! These fantastic 
plugs give you such terrific, con- 
sistent, long-lasting service that 

PROOF 

A BOSS MECHANIC SAYS: 
“E earn my living repairin biles. ‘Asa master mechanic f 

all_ kinds of spark plug: years, You boys rea 

automo- 
have in- 

Something’ before that fires so true and hot 
our test equipmer ry installatic 
shown’ a. big inc horsepower: 

In some cases. For the bors who want more power and better pickup. 
you have the answer, 

aie 

5 nd on 

Magnolia, Arkansus 
“Your plugs have been in my car now 

for three or fourm 

'd say your plugs are well worth the Ou ask, especially as I do not 
eto buy an 

33,000 MILES WITHOUT 
A SINGLE ADJUSTMENT 

1 have just disposed of the which ‘your “spark plugs were Inst: 
The following {acts may be of interest to you 

edometer reading, mileage at in- 
6—mileage at this date 
Teplacement, nor adjust 4. 

menis since in: 
pettect’ service.” ook. 

allation and plugs giving 
ii., Indianapolis, Indiana 

| out of this page. It authorizes 

| new 

{ back 

new. ““Power-Flas! 
plseatherue|imevecee pr estatl is 

lash 

Only “Power- 
for lisett. Gives you, fast 
faster pick-up even in fr 

wh” gives you exclusive self-<c 
Seif. lags fan eleaner, cooler, lence 

* gives you toughest 

Plus this startling guarantee: Satis(ac 
30,000 miles... of a mem set free! Act tod. 

we can afford to make one of the 
most amazing guarantees you 
ever heard! 
Try It at My Risk, Today! 
What have you got to lose? 

‘These amazing jet finish “POW- 
ER-FLASH” plugs cost only 
$1.45 each — or $8.70 for a com- 
plete set for six-cylinder cars, and 
$11.60 for a complete set for 

AMAZING 
MONEY-BACK 
GUARANTEE! 

Clip this guarantee se: 

you to try _ these 
POWERFLASH S| 
entirely at our 
test them for one ful 
for surging power, thrilling 

driving performance, 
breathtaking gas savings 
alone! During that very first 
month alone: 

(1) These Plugs must give 
you up to 9 miles MORE per 
gallon — INSTANTLY — or 
every cent of your money 

ata zat 

(2) These plugs must give 
you up to 20 E_horse- 
power — INSTANTLY — or 
every cent of your money back! 
And (3) as an extra added 
: 

continue to give you 
power, performance and gas { 
savings — FOR TWO FULL 
YEARS—or we will send vou 
a_brand new set, ABSO- 
LUTELY FREE! , 
You have nothing to lose! 

This is probably the most 
amazing guarantee in car his- 
tory! No strings! No questions 
asked! ACT TODAY! ; 

Tava 

gives you an unlimited 

: 

pression Power Plug (on the left) ts guar- 
jest lasting Spark Plug ever made! Here's why: 

points 
Higher compe 

ives you automatic heat and gap control! Actually thinks 
for smoother performance, Insta Starting, 

Actually forces 
ping” oF 

ning action! 
No more fouling 

rx made! Lifetime guaranteed — 
imes faster than ordinary 

guaranteed for up to two full years or 

eight-cylinder cars. They cost 
only a few pennies more than or- 
dinary old-fashioned plugs—and 
they can save you up to $100 this 
year! 

Here is my guarantee to you. 
Put these plugs in your car your- 
self. No mechanic needed. Noth- 
ing to adjust. From the very first 
moment that you get back in that 
car and drive, you must notice 
amazing new power and pick-up 
—or I'll send you a new set free! 

You must notice new gas sav- 
ings ... you must eliminate most 
ignition knocks and pings... 
you must get instant carbon-free, 
cold weather starting ... and 

© Entire Contents Copyrighted by Eugene Stevens, Inc., 

EUGENE STEVENS, 
31 West 47th Street 
New York 31, N. Y. 

below plus.low C.O.D. charges: 
O $8.70, for a matched set of six 

SH" Spark Plugs, 
ae Po that these “POWE 

ower, tremendous new performance. 
jo everything you say for a period o 
Tmay simply return them for a NE 

send meas your Extr Al 
car-book 

MAKE OF CAR 

====-= Mail No Risk Coupon Today! 

INC., Dept. R-1 

Gentlemen: Yes, I want to try youe amazing “POWER- 
park Plugs entirely at your risk! I will pay postman only amount checked 

O SUL.0 for a matched set of ight 
OW ASH” ug 

mazing gas saving 

Premature ie Eres nationally advertised 
Fiow To Louble The Performance Of Your Car 

to keep as a Free Gift even if [ return the plugs. 

FREE BONUS! 
Sensational, Nationally 
Advertised, Car Book 

Saves You Up To $250 
On Repairs This Year Alonet 
Over a quarter-of-a-million rwers have 

paid up to $3.00 for the sume exact 
“handbook! But now IT'S 

Ri 
The legendary Car 

Book that made his- 
tory by showing 
millions of economy- 
minded car-owners 
how they could save 
up to $2500 year in 
costly gas and repair 
bills. The sensational 
book that ripped the 
lid off all the pro- 
fessional tips and 
tricks known by. the 
nation’s trouble- 
shooters and ace me- 
chanics! Here, are all the eye-opening, 
money-saving secrets that save you dollar 
after dollar in costly car upkeep and 
repairs 

‘Here are simple tips that show you how 
to add amazing mileage to your car — 
Without touching a tool — without even 
Iifting the hood of your car! Here's 4 fan- 
tastic J0-second trick that gives you up 
to 2-3-4 miles more per gallon! Anuil 
secret shows you how to switch one 
wire and save up to 50 gallons of gas im 
your winter driving in add 
up to 10,000 mare miles to your tires . . « 
how to get your “"dead™ battery started in 
just one minute — without a push or a 
tow! 

Yes, professional tips that can save you 
hundreds of dollars a year! And it's all 
yours — How would you li 
ec comer to scorn cree Comite ent st 
the Inghts ... to drive up to 5.000 miles— 
without changing your oil! Other ingen 
ious tips show you how to remove rust 
from your chrome . . . make dents and 
scratches disappear for good . . . to stop 
Steering wheel “play”. . . how to adjust 
your own brakes and save $5... to repair 
Your clutch yourself and save $14... to 
fix leaky radiator and save S20! 

more is vours—abso- 
july FREE our BONUS CIE to you 
with your purchase of the amazing new 
POWER-FLASH” PLUGS which are 

absolutely guaranteed for two years or 
30,000 miles of the most fabulo 
plug service you've e 
you want this special 
the sensational book 
The Performance Of 
must order your 
PLUGS today! Our aunply of, this free, 
Final Edition of the Car-Book is limited! 
So act NOW! 

PO: 

you must get this thrilling, new- 
car performance year-in and 
year-out — FOR TWO. FULL 
YEARS, OR 30,000 MILES — 
or T'll send you a new set — 
FREE! 

You have nothing to lose! BUT. 
THE SUPPLY OF THESE 
PLUGS IS STRICTLY LIM- 
ITED. THE NICKEL ALLOY 
WHICH MAKES UP THEIR 
ELECTRODES IS HELD IN 
SHORT SUPPLY BY THE 
UNITED STATES GOVERN- 
MENT. THIS WILL BE AB- 
SOLUTELY THE LAST TIME 
WE CAN MAKE THIS OF- 
FER! ACT TODAY! 

1956 

LASH"” jet-finish 

Spark P' 
LFLASH"’ Plugs must give me more 

s ‘mus 
FULL YEARS or 20. io Mt ES. or 

* This book is mine 

YEAR. 
MODE NO. OF CYLINDERS. 
NAME. 
ADDRESS. 
CITY. ZONE, STATE, 

ee eee ene cee e nen sees een eenneen eed 



THIS FREE BOOK 
will prove that you can become an expert 

ACCOUNTANT...AUDITOR 
or C.P.A. 

GET THIS BOOK FREE! 
We offer you this free book 
so that you can prove to 
yourself that you CAN mas- 
ter Accounting—quickly, 
thoroughly—in spare time 
at home. 
You will see exactly how 

LaSalle’s famous ‘‘Problem 
Method” works...how you 
are led step-by-step through 
actual accounting work— 
learning by doing and not 
by study of theory alone. 
First you tackle easy prob- 
lems, then more difficult 
ones—until soon you master 
them all. And at every step 
you have the close personal 
guidance of LaSalle’s large 
staff of €C.P.A. instructors. 

Covi Y-Melt) me) i 

every 13 of all 

C.P.A.’s in the U.S. 

has been trained 

by the LaSalle 

Problem 

Method 

PREPARE FOR A 

HIGH-PAY POSITION 
If you were an expert accountant right 
now, chances are you would find your- 
self among the highest-paid of all pro- 
fessional men and women. Accountants 
earn more than many men in other ma- 
jor professions. 

There are several big fields of oppor- 
tunity open to men and women trained 
in Accounting...opportunilies that are 
wide open and highly inviting, offering 
maximum income and job security in 
good times or bad. And under LaSalle’s 
“Problem Method” you can start earn- 
ing while still learning—either in spare- 
time or full-time employment...or in 
business for yourself with no capital 
required. 2 

Get the latest information by sending 
for our illustrated booklet, ‘““Account- 
ancy, The Profession That Pays”. The 
coupon at right will bring it to you 
without cost or obligation. LaSalle Ex- 
tension University, 417S. Dearborn St., 
Chicago 5, Illinois. 

This well-paid 
LaSalle-trained zs ad 
Accountant’s 
success could 

THIS BOOK HAS STARTED-HUNDREDS OF THOUSANDS 
toward well-paid accounting careers—in business, gov- 

vious knowledge, progress 
fast. 

E you have been envying the high 
incomes and good jobs enjoyed by 

thousands of men and women Accountants 
today...incomes ranging from $4,000 to 
$10,000 and more per year...why not launch 
such a career for yourself? 
Do you doubt that you can? 
Then let us send you—without cost or 

obligation—the same book with which LaSalle 
has started several hundred thousand men and 
women toward successful accounting careers. 

We want you to see for yourself how this remark- 
able method, originated by LaSalle, makes 

Accounting simple, interesting, practical, and cer- 
tain... how it leads you step-by-step to a complete mastery of Accounting— 
and on up to the Certified Public Accountant Certificate if you so aspire. 

It doesn’t matter. whether you’ve had previous bookkeeping experience, or 
whether you don’t know a debit from a credit. Whether you wish to qualify 
as an expert accountant, advanced accountant, cost accountant, auditor, 
government accountant, income tax specialist, or public accountant... you'll 
find in LaSalle’s Problem Method the exact plan to prepare you rapidly and 
inexpensively—in spare hours at home—without losing a day from your 
present job. 

So right now, today...if you are an adult, employed, and earnestly ambi- 
tious for rapid advancement in one of the highest paying professions...send 
your name and address on the coupon below. We'll send you free our latest 
hook outlining today’s career opportunities and how you can qualify for 
them. A coupon like this has started many thousands toward greater success. 
It can do the same for you. Mail it today! 

Member, National Home Study Council 

sesssesensee:Clip Coupon... Mail TODAY!:s0= 

LaSalle Extension University . . . A Correspondence Institution 
Dept.H584, 417 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, Illinois 
YES, I want to see how LaSalle’s “Problem Method” works... how I can qualify for high-pay 
Accounting positions, Send your book, “Accountancy, The 
Profession That Pays”... without cost or obligation. 

Name.... 

Street Address. 

City, Zone & State. ... 

. Age. 

Present Position 



In the next issue 

of RAGE 

. .. you'll read about one of the 
most exciting adventures in the 
sagas of heroism, the story of a man 
who risked his life, lived through 
torturing hours as a live underwater 
captive of a giant crocodile, For 
chills and thrills, be sure to read 
"| Was Croc Bait!" 

Not long ago, mention of the word 
"burlesque" brought to mind the 
one really big name in that field: 
the name of the blonde and sensu- 
ous Lili St, Cyr. Then, from Las 
Vegas, came word of her wedding, 
and since then, she has all but dis- 
appeared from the theatre stages 
and the night-club scene. For a 
rovocative glimpse of the world 
ehind the G-strings, don't miss 

RAGE's photo feature next issue, 
"Whatever Happened to Lili St. 
Cyr?" 
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WORK SHORT HOURS 
There are millions of electrical equipment units in 
daily use .. . in factories, homes, office buildings and 
on farms. Skilled electrical technicians are needed 
to keep this equipment in good running condition. 
Learn at home in spare time. 

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

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

Or A Business Of Your Own! 

The ELECTRONIC KIT, a multi-purpose trouble 
detector, and other valuable Shop Method Training 
is sent to you! All instruction material is written 
in simple, easy-to-understand language, chock full 
of hundreds of detailed photos and drawings. Used 
by servicemen the country over. 

10.00. made mans paying S 
quit my Je aiary to 

sty own business." 
St. Louis, Mo- 

1 work day TTafter 4: - 
eninge *perate from age | We show you how to quickly locate the trouble, how 
cellar and gar 2t'5.00 clear to fix it and what to charge. ALSO, how to solicit 

10.00 waiter # business and keep business coming to you. day- 

eeeoekton, Mass: 
Get Full Facts on how you can get this training at 
home in your spare time and pay for it out of your 
earnings while learning! 

FREE BOOK 

Gentlemen: 
Please rush me your FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOK about 
Electrical Appliance Servicing. facts on your Electronic 

Y 

TAMA SOOr 

iN YOUR OWN 
KITCHEN, 

BASEMENT, 
OR GARAGE 

You don’t need elab- 
orate fixtures or ex- 
pensive equipment to 
be a successful re- 
pairman. Work as 
many hours as you 
wish. The Electrical 
Appliance Technician 
is his own boss! 

$5.00 - $6.00 
HOUR 

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

AGE IS NO 
BARRIER 

Nor is a minor physi- 
cal handicap, Work is 
light, pleasant and 

Qn America’s fastest growing industry PROFITABLE. 
CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. D- 156 

4804 N. Kedzie, Chicago 25, Il. 
we ee ee ee ee es es | 

CHRISTY TRADES SCHOOL, Dept. D156 
4804 N. Kedzie Ave., Chicago 25, Ill. 

Eig and Special form for paying later from earnings 

NAME_ RS Re 

ADDRESS. 

CITY_— a Zone. State. 



The kditors 

Shoot the Breeze 

HE MAIL is still rolling in on 
our two recent stories on rock 

’n roll. The first was an outraged 
rap at the teen-agers’ delight by 
jazz critic Lincoln James, who 
labelled rock ’n roll a spur to ju- 
venile delinquency. The second 
article was a spirited defense of 
“the new sound” by Elvis Presley 
himself. As of this counting, our 
readers are solidly behind Presley. 

Writes V. Bolender of Cincin- 
nati: “It’s a funny thing but teen- 
agers committed acts of juvenile 
delinquency way before rock ’n 
toll ever existed. The moral fiber 
of this country will not be wreck- 
ed by rock ’n roll. If it should, Pll 
eat these words (paper and all).” 

Those are strong words, Virgil, 
but you'll be able to stick to meat 
’n potatoes in the opinion of Mrs. 
Anita Salisbury (her husband 
reads RAGE) of Peoria, Ill. Writes 
she: “I say three cheers for Elvis 
Presley for showing some of these 
high-hat people who are always 
berating hillbillies that he could 
be successful, the same as anyone 
else.” 

If you too want to get into the 
debate, just write! 

Wedged in the mail from the rock 
’n rollers was one from a reader 
in San Francisco, California. He 
points out that Rage’s pictures of 
gorgeous females are by far the 
best he’s ever seen in any man’s 
magazine—and he wants more. As 
a way of thanking him for his kind 
words, we’ve run on this page a 
picture of one of the world’s most 
beautiful girls. Meanwhile, if you 
have some suggestions for pictures 
for RAGE, why rot let us know 
about them? 

The ’57 baseball season is still a 
way off yet, but as the hot-stove 
season comes to a close, here’s 
the way our sports-writing friends 
see the way the teams will finish: 

6 

NATIONAL AMERICAN 

Cincinnati New York 

Milwaukee Boston 

Brooklyn Detroit 

St. Louis Cleveland 

Philadelphia Chicago 

New York Baltimore 

Pittsburgh Washington 

Chicago Kansas City 

Inside this issue of RAGE, we think, 
you'll find some of the most amaz- 
ing stuff you’ve seen in a long 
while. Items: a picture story about 
Tangier and its houses of sin that 
will show you why Tangier is call- 
ed the world’s most evil city; an 
amazing story from Africa about 
a hunter who went on a search 
for gorillas with one of the stran- 
gest females that Africa or any 
other continent has ever seen; and 
a breathtaking report on an ad- 
venture right here in the USA— 
“Last Ride Through The Gorge 
of Death.” 

Each and every issue, we prom- 
ise to keep up this same high 
standard of exciting articles and 
pictures that have already made 
RAGE the most talked-about man’s 
magazine on the newsstands today. 

So get in step and become a 
regular RAGE reader. 

Nothing is said more often among 
men shooting the breeze than “I 
wonder whatever happened to...” 
We are no exception and so inside 
you'll find an interesting text-and- 
picture report on what has hap- 
pened to Samia Gamal, the fa- 
mous Egyptian belly dancer who 
married a Texas heir. This will be 
a regular series in RAGE—so look 
for it. 

See you next month. 



IMPOSSIBLE? 
Of course... but do you know why? 
Do you know why hair cannot be grown 
on a billiard ball, but it may often be 
regrown on a bald head? THE DIFFER- 
ENCE is out of sight, beneath the sur- 
face where you can't possibly see. 

Hair grows from hair roots, medically 
referred to as follicles. If the billiard 
ball had follicles (live follicles, that is) 
it, too, would grow hair. But it doesn’t, 
and in that respect it is quite comparable 
to some bald scalps. 

Roots May Be Revitalized 
Hair can often be regrown if the folli- 
cles are still alive, even on totally bald 
scalps, Follicles can be healthy, or they 
can be sick. If they are sick, they don’t 
have much vigor and “ambition” to 
them, and as a result they do not produce 
the hair they normally do. But if they 
are revitalized, then they spring to life 
and the hair-growing process is restored. 

It all depends upon the condition of 
the follicles. If they are dying, almost 
extinct, then nothing can be done. But 
some scalps are right on the threshold 
of regrowth. So-o-o close that a little 
energy will start them growing hair 
again. 

RIGHT NOW! ——>; 
Let’s Really Get Straight About Scalp Remedies! g 

Nor overnight, of course. All good 
things take time. It takes time for a scalp 
to get in such a poor condition that the 
hair follicles can't produce hair. So it is 
logical that it will take time to renew 
those follicles. 

Not by themselves, either. This is no 
magic formula that you sprinkle on your 
head whenever you think about it. You 
apply the Brandenfels formulas twice 
daily and in addition perform the pres- 
sure massage necessary for maximum 
results. 

Microscope Shows Hair Growth 

Look at the drawings traced 
directly from photographs 
I've taken from my files. 
There they are to compare, 
pictures of actual sections 
of scalp (many times en- 
larged, of course). One is 
from a healthy scalp, actu- 
ally growing hair. Thé 
other is from a bald section 
not growing hair, but which 
did grow hair with the 
Brandenfels Home System. 

HEALTHY 

oP 

BALD 

CARL BRANDENFELS, St. Helens, Oregon: 

with directions for use in my own home. 
per—a 5-week supply of Brandenfels Scalp & Hair Applications & Massage 

Statements in this ad are more 
than mere words—they are the 
verbatim and interpreted testi- 
monials of users with practically 
every type of scalp trouble! 

Most scalp applications are 
bactericidal —they kill bacteria 
outright. By this very fact 
they're so strong they may be 
hurtful to tissues. Brandenfels 
formulas, on the other hand, 
are bacteriostatic—they slow up 
bacterial growth until finally 
the micro-organisms starve — 
without injury to tender skin. 

Moré than 20,000 reports (CPA au- 
dit), from every state in the Union and 
all over the free world, have come to 
Carl Brandenfels telling of these much 
appreciated benefits: 

RENEWED HAIR GROWTH 
RELIEF FROM DANDRUFF SCALE 
LESS EXCESSIVE HAIR FALL 
IMPROVED SCALP CONDITIONS 

[f you, or some one you know, have ex- 
cessively falling hair, a rapidly receding 
hair line, or any other unhealthy scalp 
condition, DON’T WAIT! It may be 
possible to arrest these conditions at 
home. While results may vary with indi- 
viduals because of systemic differences, 
general health and localized scalp condi- 
tions, the Brandenfels Home Plan does 
offer real and tangible prospects of suc- 
cess in a substantial portion of cases. 

You owe it to yourself, to your family 
and to your business associates to give 
the Brandenfels Home System a thor- 
ough trial. The important thing is to get 
started right now. The formulas and 
massage are pleasant and easy to use. 
Your scalp always F-E-E-L-S so good 
afterwards! 

Order Before It’s Too Late 
Send today for a five-week supply of 
Brandenfels Scalp and Hair Applica- 
tions, with complete and easy to follow 
Instructions. 

Enclose $18.00 (includes Federal tax, 
postage mailing). For United States or 
APO or FPO air shipments add $2 (total 
$20.00), Order from Carl Brandenfels, 
St. Helens, Oregon. 

Every day you wait may make your 
problem more difficult. Act Now! 

BEFORE 

AFTER AFTER 

“Doctors were unable to 
help my baldness so I 
was overjoyed at the 

“Fine hair filled in where 
it had been sparse. Just 
to have sopped losing 

results following use hair and to have even a 
of the Brandenfels little more is wonder- 
Plan."” O.W. ful.” D.N. 

MAIL THIS COUPON BEFORE YOU MISPLACE IT! + 
Please send me—in plain wrap- Dept. RAE 47 §j 

IMPORTANT 

For 10 years the Brandenfels ff [) I enclose $18 (includes Federal tax, postage and mailing). Ship ppd. {When filling out » 
acme AZ has Se bringing § G Lenclose $20 for RUSH air shipment (APO, FPO, or U.S.A.). check X the follow: 
Sean Borne TLcabewanorel © C.O.D, — I agree to pay postman the $18.00 plus postal charges. ing on which you 

No one else shows unre- i Want specie intor- § 
touched before and after pic- {J Name. S 1 
tures. Carl Brandenfels does! DExcessively 
No one else cites bona fide B Adaress. Falling Hair r 

medical proof of » it OTight, Itchy | 
i ae Sos U. = Town. Zone. State. Scalp 

S. National Bank, =e Cash orders are pharmaceutically compounded and shipped immediately, OVely Dandruff 
Bank of St. Hel- —* E postage prepaid. C.O.D. orders are compounded after Prepaid orders are Sito i 
ens, Chamber of — filled. No C.O.D. orders to APO or FPO addresses or to foreign countries [J Alopecia 
Commerce—all of B (postage regulations). r 
St. Helens, Ore. _— 

Copyright 1956, Carl Brandenfels 



THE TYPEWRITER CAN BE MADE TO PAY FOR 
ITSELF AND SHOW YOU A WEEKLY PROFIT! 

THE Remington Rand 
PORTABLE TYPEWRITER CAN BE 
YOURS FOR ONLY $1.00 PER WEEK. 
You can now own this amazing port- 
able Remington Rand Typewriter for 

9 just $1.00 per week. This world re- 
and 1 nown beautiful quiet typewriter will 

be sent to you factory sealed and 100% 
A WEEK fully guaranteed in an attractive carry- 

ing case. You will also receive a sim- 
plified typing instruction book so that you can easily learn 
how to type in your own home. No expensive lessons are 
necessary. Thousands upon thousands have increased their 
earning power this way. And if you act right now, we will 
also send you a booklet “How TO EARN MONEY AT HOME 
WITH YOUR TYPEWRITER.” Let the typewriter pay for itself 
and still show you a good profit. This offer is for persons 
over 21 who are employed or any housewife. Just think 
what this means to any high school boy or girl or for those 
going to college. It will help them considerable in their 
schooling and to earn higher grades. But you must act fast 
as the quicker you order the quicker you will get your type- 
writer. Send $1.00 with your order. The dollar will be 
credited to your account or will be refunded if you are not 
satisfied. This may prove the best buy you ever made... 
Rush $1.00 Now! 

JUST 

$00 
DOWN 

SLOAN and PETERS CO., Dept. 165 
318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 

q The unde: jigned hereby purchases from the deale: 
4 and agrees to all of the following terms and con 

Title to the above described 
by this agreement is paid in full. = 

ions of this Agreement. 

equipment which will be deliverd by the und 
he unpaid balance, or the return of the equip: 
to pay all collection or repossession expenses and charges in connection #! 

If the above describ cl nt is repossessed, all amounts theretofor 
account hereof shall be cons’ 

repossession expenses, if a 
charged as to any unpaid balance and other liability hereunder. 

loss by theft, damage or destruction. 

The undersigned purchaser agrees to accept delivery of t! 

of this agreement. 

FILL OUT IN FULL! 
ALL INFORMATION KEPT IN 
STRICTEST CONFIDENCE 

SIGN HERE —~> 
APPLICATION FOR CREDIT 

INDIVIDUALS 

Please PRINT answers to ALL questions 
below: 

Signature of 
Purch 

If applicant is a minor, information below Name of 

| enclose $1.00. Send me the Remington Rand Quietwriter Portable Typewriter 

ON THE Remington Rand DEFERRED PAYMENT AGREEMENT 
dicated below the machines or equipment described herein, 

juipment shall not pass to the purchaser until the entire indebtedness evidenced 

Purchaser agrees to pay the balance due hereunder in 35 equal monthly installments of $4.33, and a final payment 
ef $415 which shall be payable on the 10th day of each month hereafter until paid in full, and agrees that if any 
payment 1s not made within 10 days after the date when due, Remington Rand may declare the t 
due and payable forthwith. As on alternative Remingon Rand may elect to demand the im 

igned forthwith upon such demand. In thi 
t is referred to an attorney or a 

y 

id rental for the period While in the undersigned’s posse: 
y, his agreement shall be deemed liquidated and the un 

Purchaser agrees to keep the equipment in good condition and assumes full responsil 

above mentioned equipment upon acceptance of 
this agreement by Remington Rand Division of Sperry Rand Corporation and acknowledges receipt of a copy 

ONLY $1.00 PER WEEK—GET YOUR FACTORY SEALED 
GUARANTEED TYPEWRITER DELIVERED NOW! 

Remington Rand Portable Typewriter 
Brighten up the face of your 
son or daughter! You can do 
this and more. You can also 
learn how to earn money in : 
your spare time. And to get 4 
this gift you don’t have to pay 24 
a cent for 30 days. You get a 
brand new factory sealed, 
guaranteed Remington Rand Portable Typewriter in the 
next few days for just a dollar a week. For ordering now, 
you get a book of complete simple typing instructions so 
that if you or someone around you wishes to learn they 
can do so quickly and easily. You also receive the booklet 
“GOW TO EARN MONEY AT HOME WITH YOUR TYPEWRITER.” 
This booklet has shown thousands how to make up to 
$40.00 a week typing at home in their spare time. You’ve 
got to hurry . . . the quicker you order the quicker you 
will get your typewriter. To start a brand INCLUDED 
new Remington Rand Portable Type- smartly styled 
writer on its way to you just enclose a peau ale puree. 
single dollar bill along with your name n ly locked ‘dey eae 

* pering hands is 
and address and fill out and mail coupon! —Reiided at no extra 

charge with the 
Quietwriter Rem- 
ington Rand Type- 
w MAIL COUPON NOW! 

(Check here if you want Elite typ: 

(Check here if you want Pica typ: 

Do not write in this space 

Account Number Due Date 

EQUIPMENT DESCRIPTION 

Delivery Address if Other Than Address tal unpaid balance 
Below jate return of the 

that collection of 
y, purchaser agrees collection a 

th. 
igned purchaser on 
and upon payment 

igned purchaser dis- 

'y for same, including its 

Purchaser shall make all payments dl- 
rectly to: Remington Rand Division of 
Sperry Rand Corporation. 

Date of 
Contract 

Dealer....SLOAN and PETERS CO. 

Address....318 MARKET S8T.............+--- 

NEWARK 2 NEW JERSEY 
City or Town Zon State 

must be in the name of parent or guardian Guarantor. 
signing the contract as Guarantor. pignatare: 
i. Age] Marital Status [Number of 2 

Dependents Name of ban! --Address. - | Total Price $132.57 
aime Zelentiec TRADE REFERENCES: (IF INDIVIDUAL, SHOW WITH WHOM YOU HAVE HAD TIME 

3. How Long at BS or Rent? ) 
Present Address? Trade-in 

It renting, Name and pole Ste PB - 
Address of Landlord: 

5. Previous [How Lone 
jome Address 

6. Name and How Long Account number, R Balances $131.57 
‘Employed? PERSONAL REFERENC 

Name 

% City or Town Zone State Service 
Names of Charge + $24.13 

, Name and How Long nearest relative 
Address ot Employed? living with you -Relationship. 

y Address... eae - | Contract Bal- 
Previous ‘Towi ance Payabl 
Employer SI-1163 Rev. 5 356-AO Copyright © 1956 by Sperry Rand Corporation installments” S155, 704 
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RUPTURE- 
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A strong form-fitting washable 
support designed to give you 
relief and comfort. Snaps up in 
front. Adjustable back-lacing and 
adjustable leg straps. Soft flat 
groin pad —no steel or leather 
bands. Unexcelled for comfort, 
invisible under light clothing. 
Washable and sanitary. Can be 
worn under girdles and corsets. 
Also used as after-operation sup- 
port. Sizes for men, women and 
children. 

NO STEEL OR LEATHER BANDS! 
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MAIL THIS HANDY 
COUPON TODAY! | 
Be Sure to State Size and Side 
When Ordering! Order two for 
change-off when laundering. I 

I 

Delay May 
Be Serious 

ORDER NOW! 

PATENTED RUPTURE-EASER! 
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PIPER BRACE CO., Dept. RG- 47 
811 Wyandotte, Kansas City 5, Mo. 

Please send._...RUPTURE-EASERS by return mail. 

Right Side [J $4.95 Measure around lowest 
left Side [] $4.95 part of my abdomen is 
Double 0 $5.95 

(Note: Be Sure to give Size & Side when ordering) 

Enclosed is: [] Money Order [1] Check for $....-. 
OD Send C.O.D. 

We Prepay Postage 
Except on C.O.D.'s 
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One of them had a 

a f 2 } We HE’s DOWN, kick for the head and groin. Never make it 
4 " on the scene unless you’re shanked and the blade’s got six long stiletto and she } 2 Y : =" 5 inches on a quick switch. 

é Avoid cops. Play it cool. 
was slicing up Bieest girl ; : : . ; . Sy - There aren’t many rules in the primer for gang kids, but they 

all count. They’re all easily understood because they use a simple 
Philosophy: it’s a stinking life, so get your kicks while you can; with rT | | the aplomb of ; : ; . : . 4 ie the gang is home, take what you want, tell them nothing—and 
don’t get caught. 

I wanted to find out how the kid gangs applied that philosophy. 

a butcher... 

By HARLAN ELLISON 



But books on juvenile delinquen- 
cy didn’t have the answers. 
To get the facts that social 

workers could not obtain, I ran 
with a kid gang, and did what 
they did, saw what they did, be- 
came sick at what they did. Let’s 
call the gang I joined The Barons. 

I had been in the club for two 
weeks, My introduction to the 
Barons had been in a “malt shop” 
called Nicky’s on the one main 
street of the Baron’s territory. 
From people in the neighborhood 
I had gathered this was the place 
to go if you wanted trouble. 
My first meeting was as auspi- 

cious as I'd hoped. In making a 
path to the telephone, one of the 
girls, sprawled at a table, gave me 
a 14 carat come-on. 

“I stopped picking green apples 
like you when I was 13, sister,” I 
said, smiled, and went on to the 
telephone. 

I didn’t know it, but I had just 
taken my head in my hands. You 
just don’t sass a gang girl. I had, 
and it struck a funny bone some- 
where in the crowd. The joint 
rocked and when I came out of the 
booth one of the boys was remark- 
ing, “That’s the first one in weeks 
to shut you up, Floss.” 

This, I figured, was a good time 
to make my pitch. 

I kept smiling and told them I’d 
buy Cokes for the crowd. The “set- 
’em-up-for-the-crowd” routine is so 
old its got crutches, but it works. 

It worked. 
After two weeks, I was a full- 

fledged Baron. I had the right to 
attend all Baron functions and 
blasts. I had the right to wear a 
Baron jacket at official affairs. I 
had the right to call myself a 
Baron and pull jobs in Baron turf. 

I had the right to get myself 
slashed or blown open in a rumble. 

Rumble noises were spreading 
all through lower Brooklyn as the 
result of a fight over a girl at a 
dance some weeks before. 

A Flyer had found out about 
the dance in Baron territory and 
assembled his forces. One of the 
Flyers took over a Baron girl while 
her date was off tanking up on 
sneaky pete wine. 
The other Baron girls, some- 

times called the Auxiliaries, the 
Rockettes, the chicks, the Debs, 
or usually, just the broads, made 
a short line to the Baron, and gave 
him the word. 
When he got back, the Flyer 

was dancing with his woman, and 
a stand was called. 

A stand is when single combat 
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becomes necessary. 
All the Barons and Flyers filed 

out quietly to the parking lot to 
watch as their two men went at 
it. The YMCA directors may have 
wondered why their dance was 
suddenly quiet and without par- 
ticipants. 
Now they know. They didn’t 

then. 
The stand wasn’t pretty to 

watch, but everything at least 
looked fine till the Baron pulled 
a zip-gun and put a .22 bullet 
through the Flyer’s chest. 

In a matter of seconds, the en- 
tire parking lot was crowded with 
fighting, swearing, bloodthirsty 
kids. 

In case you’ve been lucky 
enough never to be near one, let 
me brief you: gang rumbles aren’t 
pretty. 

The common weapons are 
switch-blade knives, clubs, broken 
bottles, blackjacks, brass knucks 
and lead pipes. 

But American know-how covers 
the gang kid, too. He has his own 
weapons—like. the raw potato 
studded with half-a-dozen double- 
edged razor blades. Or the snap- 
ped-off radio antenna of a car, 
mounted on a block of wood, with 
a tubber band driving a lethal .22 
bullet—the “zip’-gun. Or the 
sheath-knife, carried behind the 
neck in an oiled case, honed to 
razor-sharpness. Or the lit cigaret 
in the eye. 

But more than that, gang war- 
fare is typified by a callous disre- 
gard for rules of simple decency. 
A cat down is a cat that can’t 

bother you, man! Stomp him! Wear 
Army boots, kick him in the throat, 
in the face, kick him where he 
lives! Smash him from behind with 
a brick! Flat edge of the hand in 
the Adam’s apple! Drive your 
hand down hard on the bridge of 
his nose—smash the nose and send 
bone splinters into his brain! 

And after it’s over, slip your 
switch or zip to your Deb, to be 
shoved in her bra or garter belt 
or pants-top; cops don’t frisk the 
chicks, they get away clean. Or, 
if you play it alone, use the po- 
tato-and-blades routine and then 
heave the weapon down the near- 
ést sewer. 

The police broke up that rum- 
ble before it really got going. A 
few went to the hospital, in bad 
shape, but it was a dull play—no 
one was killed. 

The Barons sent out the word. 
The word was retaliation. 
Next night, a lone Flyer, walk- 

ing to the corner, was jumped from 
a slow-moving car by a gang of 
Barons, and thrown through the 
front window of a nearby bar. 

So the War Councilors got to- 
gether. 

The rules were set, the lines 
were out, the studs were sharpen- 
ing their knives. This was to be 
the big rumble. 

Prospect Park at the appointed 
hour was teeming with gang kids. 
We had come on foot, in a devi- 
ous path, and the three strokes of 
the church bell marked our pas- 
sage. 

I was scared. I had gotten into 
this thing to write about it, not 
to get killed in the middle of it. 
We kept together, and I real- 

ized the soundness of the gang 
psychology: might is right, superi- 
ority in numbers. How could a 
kid hope to grow up in the streets 
without learning the truth of that 
credo? 
We came out from behind a line 

of parked cars and began crossing 
the street. 

The first shots exploded off to 
my right and I heard some high, 
adolescent voice scream in agony. 

The pitch-black of the park was 
suddenly fire-fly alive with gun- 
bursts and sparklers of flame. Most 
of the shots were going wild, but 
occasionally I could hear a thrash- 
ing and a cough. 

Apartment windows flew up at 
the first few shots. Cries and 
screams of rage floated through 
the trees. Someone was howling 
for the cops. 

Someone else was lying under 
a tree, clutching his chest and re- 
citing “Hail Marys” with a swollen 
tongue. 

I was sick to my stomach. I 
was sorry I'd ever wanted to find 
out how street gangs operated. I 
was finding out, and I might not 
live to write about it. 

It was no holds barred, and they 
liked that. I hung back a little 
and watched the kids go scream- 
ing past me, right into the face of 
that horror, 

First boy through the trees was 
caught in the eye by a long pole 
with a piece of glass on the end. 
His screams brought the rest run- 
ning. 

Then I heard the zips come into 
play. Many a Baron and Flyer 
thanked a seldom-addressed God 
that zips had no accuracy. Even 
so the casualty rate was high. 

Before I knew what I was doing, 
I was running among them. A 
black shape heaved up out of a 



These teen-age delinquents light up reefers to put them in mood for the desperate acts that may lie ahead. 

bush as I passed and I felt a blast 
of pain that numbed my right arm 
completely. I swung, and smashed 
my brass-knucked fist into the face 
of the boy who held a heavy club. 
I felt his head snap around under 
the blow and he crumpled at my 
feet. 

I grabbed the club from him. It 
was a sawed-off chair-leg of iron- 
wood with a hunk of lead in one 
end. It was heavy as a brick—and 
a lot deadlier. 

One of the Debs was squawking 
in a broken wail, and I saw two 

Flyer Debs working her over. One 
of them had a long stiletto, and 
she was slicing up that girl with 
all the aplomb of a butcher. 

I jumped them, not thinking, 
and smashed the hand that held 
the knife. The girl bellowed. I hit 
the other one in the stomach, a 
long, driving smash with the club, 
and then half the Flyer club was 
down my shirt. 

The last thing I saw for a long 
while was the face of that Baron 
Deb, her skin stripped away, the 
blood running in streams over her 

cheeks, 
She had got her kicks. 
So did I. I didn’t wake up for 

quite a while. 
I was a ball of pain, lying un- 

der a bush, with the howling and 
screaming and swearing still float- 
ing over my head, and the blood 
running down my face, and my 
arm useless, but I was still alive. 

I could see, though I was cry- 
ing and my eyes burned, and I 
watched that rumble from the 
safety of the ground. 

(Continued on page 50) 
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ONE WAY OR THE OTHER, THEY WOULD KILL ME—BY SLOWLY 
SUCKING ME LIFELESS OR SMASHING ME TO BITS OF FLESH 

HIS, THEN, was the way death 

came to some men. I stood 
looking down at the bloody form 
and I shuddered. Then I turned to 
the excited native and said, “Have 
someone come for this man’s body. 
We'll go on and hunt down the 
bull.” 

Like that. Just as if it were go- 
ing to be all simple and quick and 
easy. 
We left the dead man and 

plunged into the jungle. Some- 
thing was biting my calf. I lifted 
the pants leg. An ugly, lead-colored 
form several inches long was ex- 
panding and contracting, working 
its blood-sucking mechanism deep 
into my skin. I cursed and drew 
my knife blade across it. Another 
was already measuring its way up 
my boot. Land leeches. The place 
swarmed with them. 

I turned and looked back 
through the screen of vegetation 
at the dead man we had left. For 
a moment I seemed to be seeing 
myself lying there in the mud and 
tangle of this Dutch East Indies 
Island. I could picture the pigmy 
buffalo bull charging me, its 
straight, 15-inch stiletto horns 
aimed at my belly. I could imagine 
myself going down, as that man 
had, bloody and dying, and with 
the damnable swarming land 
leeches hurrying to help drain me. 
Much of this was to come true. 
I had hunted over much of 

Asia. When I first heard of the 
anoa, I made a mental note that 
someday I would try to collect 
one. I had never given any thought 
to the creature as dangerous. 

And so, offered a chance by the 
resident boss of a British export 
firm to go with him on a tour of 
the company’s Dutch affiliates on 
Celebes, I jumped at it. We looked 
over the nutmeg plantations, the 
copra warehouses. Finally we went 
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By HORTON McQUADE 

into the interior to see the firm’s 
lumbering operations. 

At our base camp there, we were 
served anoa meat. We learned 
that the natives hunt the animals 
extensively for food. We also 
learned that an anoa bull, with 
exceptionally long horns, had re- 
cently badly gored a Macassar 
workman not far from our camp. 
My ears went up immediately. 

I suggested that perhaps I should 
hunt down the bull. But the bull 
struck again before I could get 
under way. 
My Toala guide circled the 

bush silently, coming back to me 
from time to time to report. Pres- 
ently he came padding up to me, 
slipping half-hunched through the 
tangle of vegetation. He motioned 
for me to come with him. 

Near a spring, surrounded by 
rattan palms, the Toala paused 
and pointed to the ground. Tracks 
quite similar to those of domestic 
cattle, but smaller, were plain in 
the soft earth by the spring. From 
my knowledge of big game in gen- 
eral, I would have guessed the 
tracks had been made by an ani- 
mal standirig no more than three 
and a half feet at the shoulder. 
The Toala beckoned me to a bush 
beside the bubbling spring. 

He broke off a branch and 
handed it to me. The branch had 
been rubbed by a horn. Blood was 
spread the entire length of the 
rub. I stared, fascinated, then im- 
pulsively I dropped the branch. I 
found myself nauseated, trem- 
bling. The murderer bull had stop- 
ped here to drink, then clean his 
murder weapons. 

I started to speak to the guide. 
He held up his hand for silence. 
He knelt and sniffed at the bull’s 
track, as if he were a trail hound. 

Then he made a clever drawing 
in the earth with a twig. First he 
drew lines that indicated a man— 
the dead man. Then he drew a cir- 
cle at a short distance and pointed 
to the spring. Farther out, he drew 
the anoa bull. In other words, here 
was the distance from dead man 
to spring—and there was how 
much farther on he suspected the 
bull had traveled since drinking. 

He arose and motioned. We 
crept like cats on into the dark, 
dank jungle. He picked out a single 
track here, a broken branch there, 
a,bush bent aside. He moved slow- 
ly, patiently. 

Suddenly he froze. He turned 
his head slightly, looked at me, 
touched his nose. He tilted his 
head back, inhaled in exaggerated 
fashion, touched his nose again. 
He was telling me he could smell 

the anoa. 
I was not certain I should be- 

lieve him. But even as he squat- 
ted, going through his ridiculous 
routine, off to our left a branch 
snapped. Presently there came the 
unmistakable sound of an animal 
browsing, then blowing through its 
nose, as cattle often do when they 
feed, 
We squirmed toward the sound. 

One careful step. Another. Anoth- 
er. Now, through a screen of leaves 
I saw an animal move. But this 
was not the beast we sought. This 
one was moving in from the op- 
posite direction. A second form 
moved up behind this one. I raised 
a hand and eased the leaves aside. 
I was confronted by my first anoa. 
A young bull, followed by a cow, 
was staring toward the spot where 
the murderer must be lurking. 

They were unspectacular look- 
ing creatures. My previous guess 
as to size had been correct. They 
stood only a little over three feet 
at the shoulder. Light brown wool- 

ly hair covered much of their bod- 
ies, but it was worn off in spots 
so that the tough hide showed bare 
and ugly. 

Their tails were only about half 
the normal length for cattle. Their 
shoulders seemed more narrow, 
their necks and heads less bulky. 
The horns on the young bull slant- 
ed back, without curve. They were 
short, small in circumference, but 
sharp. 

I could not believe there was 
anything especially dangerous 
about such creatures. But sudden- 
ly the jungle exploded. 
From our right the hidden bull 

let out a curious bawl of rage and 
hurled himself through the vege- 
tation. The ears of the young bult 
pricked upward, his shoulders 
hunched, his head went low. The 
murderer hove into sight, vines 
and ripped branches trailing. 
My eyes popped. The murderer 

was a wholly different sort of 
beast. Not a hair graced his thick 
and filthy hide. Age, wear and tear 
had stripped his hide clean, as it 
often does to these animals. 

The Toala was hissing in my 
ear, tugging at my elbow. Meat, 
good meat was about to get away. 

I raised the rifle, curled my arm 
into the sling. I rammed the bar- 
tel through the leaves, laid the 
sights on the big old murderer, 
and squeezed, He went down with 
a crash. 

Before the hunched young bull 
could react, I swung and snapped 
a shot into him, The cow wheeled 
with a snort. I dropped her in her 
tracks. It was not trick shooting. 
They were so close they couldn’t 
be missed. 

The Toala let out a whoop and 
went bounding forward. I follow- 
ed. 

And then horror hit me like a 
sledge. 

I saw the old renegade shudder 
and then somehow he was on his 
feet. One second he was flat and 
apparently dead, the next he was 
hulking there with head lowering 
and legs pumping, charging 

(Continued on page 56) 



INSIDE 

HOUSE OF SIN 



THE SHUTTERED WINDOWS OF A HOUSE ON THE TANGIER'S WATERFRONT 

HIDE GUILT, SHAME, PASSION. NOW RAGE'S CAMERA OPENS THE BLINDS... 

'HE PICTURES on these and the 
next four pages show a side of 

life rarely before photographed. 
Taken in Tangier, capital of Mor- 
occo, the pictures tear open the 
“curtain of sin” that has long hid 
the most evil houses of sin in the 
world today. 

These girls are as cosmopolitan 
as Tangier itself. They are French, 

Spanish, Portugese, and English. 
They range in age from 14 to 
over 50. They will sell their souls 
for a few dollars. 

In Tangier, prostitution is legal 
provided the houses obey police 
regulations. A police officer regu- 
larly checks up to see that the 
laws are being obeyed. But even 
the most urbane citizen of Tan- 

gier admits that something should 
be done to save these girls from 
their lives of degradation. 

But with the houses an attrac- 
tion that brings tourists from all 
over Europe, and with a reputa- 
tion for its evilness, Tangier is not 
very likely in the near future to 
put the lid finally on its world- 
famed “houses of sin.” 
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A visitor trods the well-worn steps to a famous Tangier house. 
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He meets one of the girls, 
about to leave for the week 
end (each girl is required 
by law and custom to work 
only six days each week). 

The visitor arrives at the 
gate to the house, This is 
always kept locked, is only 
opened by giving a password 
to girls in charge of gate. 



Visitor is entertained in 
an anteroom of the house 
by several of the girls. 
Rates for girls vary from 
75 cents up to 5 dollars. 

Girl gets her pay. She can 
keep 40 per cent of what 
she collects, with the rest 
going to the house, Girls 
make over $100 a week, 



Police inspector interviews 
girls to check on their li- 
censes and make sure that 
all the health regulations 
of Tangier are enforced. 

Employe of the house goes 
through her meager belong- 
ings. Most of the girls, 
though well paid, own cheap 
cosmetics and poor clothing. 



i WAS 

FLOGGED 

BY RED 

SADISTS 

INCE MY JOB was taking care 

of records for the Communist 
Party in my native city of Pisa, 
Italy, I had access to many Red 
secrets—even though I myself was 
not a member of the party. They 
watched me very closely and their 
watchfulness was to cause me the 
most ignominious moment of my 
life—a dreadful whipping from the 
terrifying cat-of-nine tails. 

I was hired by the Communists 
because my university studies had 
made me somewhat of an expert 
on the handling of membership 
lists for organizations such as po- 
litical parties. I didn’t care too 

much about the job but this was 
the summer of 1948—when liter- 
ally millions of young Italians like 
myself were unemployed. 

The event leading to my flagel- 
lation was an unfortunate one. I 
had been befriended by one Mauro 
Albini, a blond lad who had served 
in the Bersaglieri. Albini gained 
my full confidence and thus ac- 
cess one night to the files in the 
office. He disappeared, and it de- 
veloped he was working for a news- 
paper in Genoa. 

The Reds surmised my guilt. 
My office manager, Pietro Ragusa, 
asked me to call my father one 

By ANGELO DiSTRAENGA 

as told to Prof. Pietro Parmanga 

TWISTED HER BODY TO ESCAPE THE SWIFT LASH... 
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"Swoosh—and the ‘cat’ chewed and clawed at my bleeding flesh." 

afternoon to tell him that I would 
be home late from work. He led 
me to an old hotel building several 
kilometers away from my office, 
about a stone’s throw from the 
Arno River near the Via Roma. 

“Signore,” he said once we were 
inside, “you have committed a 
grave offense against me and the 
Party. Although no great harm has 
been done by your indiscretion, we 
feel that you are nevertheless to 
be punished for your offense. 
Word of this incident to either the 
police or your friends will result 
in serious mishap for beloved 
members of your family. Telo gi- 
uro, ragazzo!” 

Daring not to resist or flee and 
suspecting a bluff, I waited with 
Ragusa and several other appar- 
ently disinterested individuals till 
dusk. When it was nearly eight 
o'clock four more people, one of 
them a plump woman in her thir- 
ties, came into the building, From 
their talk it became evident that 
she too had committed an offense 
of some nature and that she too 
had been brought for chastisement. 
In time we were led downstairs 
to a cellar which had once been 
used for the storage of wines and 
liqueurs. 
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It was a small chamber with 
cobblestones, dark corners and sev- 
eral empty barrels and shelves. A 
table and three chairs were at one 
side and a yellowed lamp hung at 
one end of a dusty wire from the 
ceiling. The smell of fresh wine 
was still strong and pleasing. Ra- 
gusa then asked me point-blank if 
I had allowed a non-party mem- 
ber to see the office files, I offered 
a denial but he cut me short and 
told me he knew all. Turning to 
the others he exchanged several 
words in a dialect I did not recog- 
nize. The men conversed with the 
woman in dialect and finally nod- 
ded their heads in assent. 

The woman appeared terrified. 
One of them tied her wrists and 
she listened with terror as a pro- 
nouncement of her sentence was 
made. Fifty lashes were to be her 
reward for the offense which was 
left unnamed. One of the Reds 
removed his jacket and shirt, ex- 
tracted a whip from a valise and 
made ready to perform as execu- 
tioner. 

A sick feeling came to the pit 
of my stomach. 
The woman began to sob. The 

Red laid down his instrument, 
grabbed her arms and raised them 

over her head where he affixed 
the cord to a post and beam. Her 
garments were ripped off and she 
stood there, nude from the waist 
up. She was a lovely woman of 
matured qualities. 

“She is to be well whipped,” 
Ragusa said. The burly execution- 
er nodded and picked up his whip. 
It was a long, black, snake-looking 
instrument with hard little knots 
running from the handle to the 
tip. With her arms tethered, the 

victim looked behind her at the 
executioner; she still did not be- 
lieve that she was to be subjected 
to the punishment. 

Nor did I. 
The Red retreated a few steps 

and measured the distance with a 
practiced eye. Now raising the 
whip overhead full length, he 
brought his arm down with all the 
force he could. The whip whistled 
in mid-air, snapped like a light- 
ning bolt and wrapped itself 
across the shoulders of the trem- 
bling woman. The leather clapped 
on her and curled around several 
times. She let out a shriek and 
strained at her bonds. 

I gaped incredulously at the red 
streak which appeared on the 

(Continued on page 54) 



"SLOWLY I MOVED ONE 

HAND ALONG THE SAND- 

STONE, MY HEART POUND- 

ING INSIDE ME LIKE A 

JACKHAMMER. . ." 

By WILLARD LUCE 

NCE AGAIN I read the sign. 

“Warning: Do not enter when 
raining.” Well what the hell, it 
wasn’t raining. Only a few drops 
now and then. 

I sat there in the Ford for a 
long moment looking up ahead. 
Black, heavy clouds rolled down 
over the rugged outline of Capitol 
Reef. Lightning jerked across the 
face of the clouds. Thunder beat 
down on the land like the violent, 
savage pounding of a drum. 

I stepped from the car and held 
my hand out, palm upward. Two 
drops of rain splattered in it. 

I shook my head, trying to 
make my thoughts come clear. 
Below the clouds, the dirt road- 
way snaked its way into the twist- 
ing earth-scar that was Capitol 
Gorge. I had been through the 
gorge maybe a dozen times and I 
knew it was no place to be during 
a flood. The gorge knifes its way 
down through a thousand feet of 
sandstone. At the narrows, it is 20 
feet wide at the bottom and a 
thousand feet deep. The road and 
the usually dry stream bed run 
as one strip right through the bot- 
tom. 

Lightning flashed again. The 
thunder cracked almost instantly, 
making me cringe and duck a lit- 
tle. Then I held out my hand once 
more. When no drops of rain fell 
in it, I crawled back into the Ford 

and kicked it into gear. It was 
only three or four miles through 
the reef. It was a slow, rough three 
or four miles, but once through it 
there would be no more danger 
from floods, At Torrey I would hit 
the hard top and be home hours 
sooner than if I turned around 
and went out by the Hanksville- 
Greenriver road. After almost a 
month of prospecting for uranium 
along the lower reaches of the 
Dirty Devil river, I was ready to 
get home. 

I kept the car in second. For 
tough driving there’s no gear bet- 
ter than second. It gives you pow- 
er when you need it, and all the 

Arrow points to stake that author hoped might save him. 

speed a road like that will take. 
Rain started coming down and 

I turned on the wipers. 
In no time at all the canyon 

walls shot up, high and broken, 
on either side. From high above I 
could hear the strange, eerie sound 
of the wind. Occasionally gusts hit 
the car and shook it like giant 
hands. 

If I could have turned around 
then, I would have. But here the 
walls of the gorge pushed in on 
either side, shoving the road and 
the stream bed into a narrow, 
broken channel. At other places 
the road was edged on either side 

(Continued on page 58) 
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FRANCE’S NEWES 

SEXY STAR LETS 
PARIS CHOOSES FRESH FACES AND FEMININE FIGURES FOR ITS MOST 

POPULAR NEW SHOWS—GAELIC GIRLS WHO ARE GOING PLACES! 

ITH NEVER enough pretty faces to satisfy 
the world’s motion picture audiences, pro- 

ducers and talent scouts are constantly on the 
search for new, beautiful talent. On these and the 
next few pages, RAGE brings you a handful of the 
girls whom Parisian experts predict may be among 
the celluloid sirens of the near future. 

bet 
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Costumes of starlets range from simulated doves to old-fashioned hobble 
skirts, Wearing feathers at left is Edith George. Above: Marie Reine. 
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From the Mayol Theatre in Montmartre, Mlle, Pat. Anne Mersen, all dry, in a show-stopping costume. 

Richest source for new screen talent in Europe lies in the chorus and showgirls 

who scintillate in famed continental cabarets and intimate theaters 
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Without prudish censorship laws restricting cabaret performances, Continental clubs present starlets like Mlle. Christine 
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Out of feathers, into black slip is Edith George. 

Jacqueline Pierreux gets ready for dip in pool. 
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In sultry Apache costume is red-haired Monique Jerome. 

Ermine wrap cloaks Simone Claris, toast of Paris, 

——_> 



Between-the-acts break 
finds Mlle, Manon 
reading magazine, 
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Mata Hari is shown in her days of glory (I.); 

é 

3 
‘= 
3 § 
z 
iad 

death at hands of the firing squad. 

| SHOT MATA HARI! 
For the first time, one of the killers of the beautiful spy 

tells how it feels to watch hot lead rip a woman apart 

By TAHAR BEN KHARDIN as told to SENECA N. GATES 

N A DRAB, bleak Monday morn- 
ing, I shot to death the cen- 

tury’s most glamorous female spy. 
She died with more courage than 
most men—but there have been 
too many mythical stories about 
how she died in front of my firing 
squad. So let me give you the 
true facts. 

One thing I can tell you right 
off. A lot of people have claimed 
she suddenly tore open her chin- 
chilla coat, bared her breasts to 
make a better target, then blew a 

kiss at the soldiers as we fired. 
This far-fetched story just is not 

true. The real truth about how 
Marguerite Gertrude Zelle was 
executed is far more interesting. 

That morning of October 15, 
1917, is etched in my mind, for I 
was one of the twelve Zouaves de- 
tailed by the French Army to 
share in the execution of an en- 
emy espionage agent known all 
over the world by her stage name 
—Mata Hari. 

I was at Fort Vincennes when 

the order came through for the 
woman to be slain at about sun- 
rise, We had to undergo an early 
reveille and roll call. It was chilly, 
and dawn was just lighting up a 
gray sky while a nearby factory 
whistle called the early laborers 
to work. During assembly, my 
C.O. read off the detail of 12 men, 
all Negroes from Algeria as it 
turned out, to serve on the firing 
squad. My name was on the list. 

I wasn’t sure whether I liked 
(Continued on page 48) 
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THINK YOU'D LIKE TO JOIN A NUDIST 

COLONY? IF SO, THERE'S SOMETHING 

WRONG WITH YOUR SEX LIFE, SAYS 

AN EXPERT, WHO TELLS... 

ALL ABOUT 
NAKEDNESS 

—THE 
GREATEST 

~ SEX FEAR 
By ROBERT MINES 

Chief Psychologist, North Carolina State Hospital 

OT LONG AGO, a young insur- 

ance salesman reported for 
an Army physical examination. He 
was told to undress. The young 
man looked desperately around 
the room for a moment, then faint- 

ed. 
Later Army doctors asked him 

if it were because of shame over 
some body abnormality. The 
young man said this wasn’t the 
case—he simply couldn’t tolerate 
being nude. 

Deciding this was a sign of real 
maladjustment, the Army doctors 
rejected him for military service. 

Obviously he was an extreme 
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case. But even in this age of brief 
bathing suits, there are still many 
people who object to removing 
the last garment that stands be- 
tween them and nudity, even 
when conditions make it necessary. 

Moreover, there are others who 
will strip if they have to, but who 

wouldn’t think of doing it “just 
for fun.” One doctor told me, for 
instance, of a young married couple 
who consulted him with the com- 
plaint that their relationship was 
becoming too routine. He suggest- 
ed nudity as a means of making 
it more exciting. But, they said, 
such an idea was “unthinkable.” 

Their attitude is unfortunate for 
doctors have found that excessive 
prudery can ruin a marriage. 

“Naturally,” one specialist in in- 
ternal medicine remarked, “no 
one should take to the streets 
wearing only his best smile; but 
it’s equally obvious that for a 
grown man to be afraid to be seen 
nude by other men is, at the least, 
pretty abnormal.” 

In connection with this tenden- 
cy, doctors have discovered some 
interesting things: 

*There are certain men who 
can be quite comfortable while 
naked in a group but who get ex- 
tremely nervous being in the nude 
with just one other person—of ei- 
ther sex. 

*There are some men who, sur- 
prisingly, can be naked with a 
woman, but who will refuse to un- 
dress in front of another man. 

®There are men who'll undress 
in front of others in winter, but, 
amazingly enough, will hang onto 
their clothes for dear life all sum- 
mer. 

‘Since Adam and Eve were the 
first people to experience shame 
about their nakedness, this prob- 
ably stacks up as the oldest sex 
problem. Let’s see what brings it 
on most acutely in this modern 
age. 

In the matter of personal nak- 
edness, the male sex is usually 
thought of as having less “shame” 
than women. 

But, amazingly, surveys show 
that when couples are newly mar- 
ried, a wife will often begin to 
undress in front of her husband a 
considerable time before he has 
nerve enough to do it in front of 
her, Along this same line, a man 
who visits prostitutes will fre- 
quently insist that she be without 
clothes, although he may still be 
partly dressed. 

Psychologists partly explain 
this by pointing out that, by tra- 
dition, a married woman “holds 
nothing back.” A man, on the oth- 
er hand, is less inclined to see 
himself as being entirely the pos- 
session of his wife. Similarly, the 

man purchasing satisfaction is apt 
to feel that he’s entitled to view 
the woman’s nude body, but that 
she possesses no similar right in 
connection with his. 

Research has also shown that a 
man’s sensitivity will usually have 
very little to do with his own body 
build. Along this line, Dr. Donald 
Powell Wilson, professor of psy- 
chology at Los Angeles State Col- 
lege and author of the best-selling 

(Continued on page 52) 



While onlookers clap and whistle, Samia struts her stuff in a film. 

WHATEVER HAPPENED TO 

IHURNING HER HEFTY HIPS, belly 
dancer Samia Gamal (left), 

made a big splash in American 
newspapers just two years ago, but 
now, she is as forgotten by the 
U.S. male as the “Little Egypt,” 
of the Gay Nineties. 

Samia’s last big fling at being 
famous was her short-lived hitch 
as a woman soldier in Nasser’s 
army. She dropped her G-string 
for a fatigue uniform and posed 
holding a rifle for photographers. 
But, as you may recall, things got 
a little warm for soldiers in Egypt 
and little old Samia dropped her 
rifle and took off like a big bird. 
She wasn’t missed. 

The best thing that ever hap- 
pened to her was on that day in 
1951, when an American million- 
aire caught her act in Paris. Three 
days after he first spied her whirl- 
ing navel, Sheppard King III ask- 
ed the cooch dancer for her hand. 

Samia played it coy. “Why,” she 
said, “I am a Moslem, and cannot 
wed an infidel.” So, chomping at 
the bit, Sheppard King III, be- 
came Sheppard Abdullah King III. 

What could a girl do? What 
else? They were married. It was 
a bang-up affair, with the cere- 
mony strictly Moslem. Shep, or 
rather, Abdullah, answered the tra- 
ditional “I do,” in Arabic. 

As a wedding present, in addi- 
tion to a huge diamond ring, King 
provided Samia with a $30,000 
dowry. 

The rest followed the usual pat- 
tern: a few gentle spats, then a 
kiss-and-makeup session. Then 
more excited fights and prolonged 
attempts at getting together again. 
Finally, came the big blow-off and 
Abdullah turned from belly dan- 
cer Samia Gamal. 

He turned, of course, to belly 
dancer Nejla Ates. She did her 
wriggling Turkish style and King 
could hardly wait until she, too, 
accepted a diamond ring from him 
as, “A token of his esteem.” They 
announced their engagement short- 
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Samia and Abdullah King slice their huge wedding cake. 

ly thereafter. But engagement was 
as far as it would go this time. 
Sheppard King said that he was 
no longer engaged to Nejla, but 
had met Helen Fiske Smith, “Miss 
Washington of 1953,” and that she 
would be his wife. So much for 
Abdullah! 

Samia put the publicity she got 
out of her marriage to King to 
good use. It landed her contracts 
to “Shake that thing,” in some of 

the biggest and hottest niteclubs 
in America, including the biggest 
and hottest of them all: New 
York’s fabulous Latin Quarter. 

What’s more, the publicity got 
her a fat movie contract from an 
Egyptian movie company and a 
slightly slimmer contract for a bit 
part in an American film. 
When she felt that jobs were 

not coming fast enough and that 
the power of fame was gone from 

Soldier Samia got dressed to join Nasser's army, 

her marriage to King, Samia, with 
a neat assist from her buzz-saw 
press-agent, arranged the Army 
enlistment fiasco. Why Nasser let 
it happen, can best be left to the 
imagination. 

But the trick worked and work- 
ed well, because that be-twitching 
Egyptian beauty, Samia Gamal, is 
again bumping and grinding her 
way through the American nite 
club circuit. 
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By GEORGE NUGENT 

FRICA DOES things to white 
women. I’ve seen girls on their 

way out to marry men waiting for 
them. Aboard the ship they’re all 
starry-eyed. Then, between the 
Islands and Sierra Leone, they get 
languorous and quiet, and next 
thing you know they’ve hopped 
off half way along the coast to 
marry some bum they met for the 
first time aboard ship. 

There was a nice Scot girl who 
married a friend of mine. She stay- 
ed out three weeks and beat it 
back home as fast as she could. 
Made her husband quit his job and 
go home, too. She told him she 
knew what happened to white 
women in that filthy climate; and 
she didn’t want to have her hus- 
band exposed to it. 
Maybe Freud could have ex- 

plained it. 
There was a lady in Cameroun, 

a quiet, reserved girl with a shy, 
touch-me-not manner. She didn’t 
drink nor smoke and when you 
danced with her it was like step- 
ping around with a store dummy. 
Yet on moonlit nights her hus- 
band had to lock her up or she’d 
go wandering in the bush with no 
clothes on. 

Just as strange was Madame 
Puranelli. 

It happened outside Ebolowa, 
trading center for Southern Cam- 
eroun in French Equatorial Africa. 
There were two white women 
there, Madame Robinet, the M.O.’s 
wife and—after Monsieur Puran- 
elli arrived to relieve me as head 
of the trading post—his petite, 
dreamy-eyed spouse, Pauline. 

She was a lovely little thing 
from Nice; dark hair, pale, heart- 
shaped face, and curved like a 
carefully carved ivory miniature. 
He was an affected type with 
pointed mustache, curly hair and 

liquid eyes. He wore gleaming 
white, belt-in-the-back suits and 
pointed shoes. He just devastated 
the ladies in the American Mis- 
sion some distance outside Ebo- 
lowa. 

He must have had some idea 
that all Americans are millionaires 
by the way he neglected his wife 
and the post for the ladies at the 
the Mission. It was okay with me, 
for I got to entertain the exquisite 
Pauline. 

At least it would have been okay 
if she hadn’t had such queer ideas 
of entertainment. 

Right away she wanted to be 
taken to where she could watch 
gorillas. There were plenty of the 
brutes around Ebolowa. Above the 
township was a hill lousy with 
them. At night we could hear them 
slamming their chests and hoo- 
hooing. Sometimes they’d get into 
their horrible screaming battles 
and it was like the sound effects 
from Hell, 

Nothing would do but I must 
take her up Gorilla Hill. It meant 
a long walk around the foot of 
the hill to a trail used by the Bulus 
to collect some herbs they liked. 
She was carried that far in a ham- 
mock. But the boys just plain sat 
down and refused to carry her up 
the hill. 

“So we walk,” she said gaily. 
“Allez-y!” 
We walked, up the narrow zig- 

zag trail, through tall mahogany 
trees, then smaller secondary bush. 
At the ridge was a sort of hut 
used for shelter. I hoped to reach 
that before we went back. 

It was hot and the bush hem- 
med us in with a million shades of 
green. Twice we smelled the hot 
stench of a lair. Her eyes went 
big. 

Once we heard a coughing grunt 
and something flitted off between 
the trees. 

“Cest un gorille?” she breathed. 
I told her yes and she wanted 

to follow it. I explained it was best 
to get to the hut where we could 
see for some distance. 
_ So we went on and then, round- 
ing a bend in the trail, we walked 

into one of the biggest gorillas I’ve 
ever seen. 
He was one of the red-headed 

kind, with an almost human face. 
His mask was black and the eyes 
not too deeply set, his snout more 
shaped than the usual two holes 
of the big mountain gorilla. He 
was squatting, staring straight at 
us, his big knuckled hands between 
his hind feet. 

I froze tight. My rifle hung by 
its sling from my right shoulder. 
I had as much chance of bringing 
it into action as I had of killing 
that beast without it. So we stood 
motionless, the animal watching 
us and idly scratching his belly. 
Then I became aware of Pauline. 
Her eyes were bugged out, her 
face like marble, her lips parted. 

She moved. The animal started, 
head up. I snatched for my rifle 
and he gave a sideways bound, 
graceful as a seal,-and was gone. 

“Alors!” she gasped, “Un vrai 
Borille.” 

“Sure,” I told her. “Now wed 
better be getting back to the bun- 
galow.” 

“Oh non!” She was emphatic. 
We had to follow that beast and 
see where he went. She wanted 
to see how the gorillas lived. 

“Look,” I said. “Gorillas don’t 
like people. We're liable to be rip- 
ped to bits.” 

She eyed me, cold as a snake. 
“Go back then,” she said and 

turned to follow the trail. 
She just didn’t have enough 

sense to be afraid. And yet there 
seemed to be something else, 
something strange in this small, 
frail little female, a sort of iron 
confidence. I had to go along. 
We reached the rest hut, and 

sat down in what was left of the 
verandah to get our bearings. 

Below us the hill fell away un- 
til the tree tops looked like green 
puff balls. At the bottom, maybe 
two miles distant, were the red 
roofs of the Ebolowa hospital, jail 
and bungalows. I had sandwiches 
and a bottle of wine wrapped in a 
wet cloth to keep it cool. I sug- 
gested a drink. 
No sir. She wanted to see gor- 

illas. She was restless as a cat. 
“Wait here, you'll see plenty,” I 

told her. “But don’t move or you'll 
frighten them away.” 
We sat and after a while she 

ate something and drank her share 
of the wine. We heard them mov- 
ing about as the afternoon wore 
on, and saw the trees shake as the 
big animals pulled the branches 
about. 

It was about three that we heard 
a bleating and saw a harness an- 
telope come rushing up the trail. 
A great, shapeless creature bound- 
ed behind it. Then we saw a go- 
tilla swing down from a tree and 
hit the antelope with a mighty 
arm. 

The little creature bleated again 
and flipped off the path like a de- 
flated wineskin. The two gorillas 
capered about the dead antelope, 
pulling at it, flogging it with great, 
flapping paws. I wanted to be sick. 
I’d never seen anything like that 
before. And, without thinking, I 
threw up my rifle and fired. The 
two gorillas disappeared. 

That woman turned on me like 
a fishwife. What did I mean by 
firing at those animals? How dared 
I shoot without orders? Her face 
was sharp as a ferret’s and her 
voice strident and jarring. I ran 
to look at the antelope. Almost 
every bone in its body was brok- 
en. I went back. 

“Look,” I said to her. “I’ve never 
seen anything like that before. I’ve 
heard of it, though; gorillas beat- 
ing other animals to death just 
for fun. But I think we’d better 
get back. That thing over there 
will give you some idea of what 
happens when a gorilla gets mad 
at you.” 

She sulked all the way back. 
And her husband raised hell with 
me for not bringing her back 
earlier. That suited me. I hoped I 
wouldn’t have to take her gorilla 
peeping any more. 

But I was wrong. The follow- 
ing day she flounced into the post 
and said I was to take her up 
gorilla hill that afternoon. She had 
a little camera and wanted to 
take pictures. 

I took her and we saw no go- 
tillas. She blamed me, said my 
rifle scared them. I informed her 
that I’d take her looking for go- 
rillas—but with rifle. 

The next day we saw some in 
the distance. She kept wanting to 
see their nests and spent over an 
hour watching a pair of them 
maneuver about the underbrush. 
Then, seeing the look in her face, 

(Continued on page 46) 
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WAITING 

Turn 



MM in her "chantootsie" costume. 

‘HE PICTURE you've just 
looked at was a prophetic one. 

The model posing for a bit of 
calendar art that just happened to 
include the “bus stop” sign was 
Marilyn Monroe, then unknown, 
Today, her starring role in the 
movie, “Bus Stop,” won for the 

bosomy blonde the greatest critical In "Bus Stop," impetuous cowboy rushes in to 
plaudits of her acting career. MM's bed, where angels might fear to tread. 
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Her newest film will be with Sir Laurence Olivier, Called 
"The Sleeping Prince," it updates the classic fairy-tale. 

In "Bus stop 
out with a 

night-club scene, Marilyn gives Here's the famous body in all its decollete charm. 
onky-tonk song-and-dance routine. 



So 

TOO MANY 

LOVES 
- HAD ROBBIE 

By Captain Glenn Shirley 

Body of Roberta Whitacre just before it was removed by ambulance. 

The killer, Jess Dodds, in handcuffs. 

VEN in death the strange beau- 
ty of the dark-haired woman 

could not be missed. She lay on 
the kitchen floor of her home at 
210 S. Richmond, a bullet in her 
heart and the front of her dress 
sodden with blood—the once gay, 
vibrant, though 41-year-old di- 
vorcee, Roberta Sybil Whitacre. Her 
face, pressed against a table leg 
where she had fallen, bore a look 
of surprise and horror. In one out- 
flung hand she gripped a box-like 
blue purse. 
Tom Carner, a neighbor, had dis- 

covered the body at 5:45 p.m., and 
summoned police immediately. Har- 
old Haus, Tulsa’s chief of detectives, 
had led his crack homicide squad 
to the scene, and County Investi- 
gator W. A. “Ace” Lang had come 
out from the office of County At- 
torney Robert Wheeler. 

Circling the body, the officers 
stood ’a few seconds, grimly silent. 
Then Police Physician Lee Gentry 
knelt beside the body. As he started 
his examination, Haus bent down 
to peer at the purse. 

“It’s been opened,” he told the 
others. “The snap’s broken.” 

“The killer must have been in- 
terested in its contents,” Ace Lang 
observed, moving closer. 

“But it isn’t robbery,” Haus said, 



Glenn Babb (le 

pointing to the screen door open- 
ing into the driveway. 

Four shots had torn through the 
screen from outside and powder 
burns around the holes indicated the 
murderer had fired point blank 
from less than two feet away. 

“One bullet pierced her heart. She 
died instantly, about six hours ago,” 
Doctor Gentry announced. 

Sergeant James Lang and Detec- 
tive Murray Smith, searching the 
toom, located the other three bul- 
lets—one imbedded in the ceiling, 
another in a cabinet, and one in 
the opposite wall. 

The way the woman had fallen, 
she had been standing in the door- 
way. Obviously she had opened the 
kitchen door and was talking to her 
slayer when shot. 

Detective Jack Purdie had can- 
vassed the ground outside. There 
was no sign of footprints. The killer 
had stood on the driveway. Appar- 
ently he had come and gone that 
way. 

“Okay,” Haus said. “Here is what 
we have: The killer came to the 
back door and called to Mrs, Whit- 
acre or knocked. She got her purse 
for some reason, maybe thinking 
it was a paper boy or a bill collect- 
or. Right after she opened the door, 
the killer started shooting. He fired 

Sw : 
ft) and Jack Swanson tell Investigator W. A, Lang they heard shots. 

Se. 

four shots before she fell. He must 
have opened the purse, either found 
what he wanted or didn’t, then fled.” 

“A cheap coward!” Ace Lang 
commented. 

“That’s all we know about him 
to now,” Haus said grimly. “Let’s 
check the neighborhood.” 

As he started out the back door 
he collided with a little middle- 
aged woman in a house coat who 
was about to enter. Drawing back, 
the chief jerked his head toward 
the kitchen. 

“Get in there,” he ordered. 
The woman entered obediently, 

eyes roving in amazement from one 
officer to another. Suddenly she 
caught sight of the body. 

“Good Heavens!” she said hoarse- 
ly. “It's Robbie Whitacre. What 
happened?” 

“Shot,” Haus replied curtly. “Who 
are you?” 

“Adelaide Page. I live up the 
street. I heard some popping noises 
about noon, I didn’t see Robbie 
around the place after that,- and 
when I tried to phone, she didn’t 
answer. I called Mr. Carner when 
he came in and he went to see if 
she was all right.” 

Carner said he had knocked at 
the front door. Unable to get an 
answer, he had gone down the walk 

past the hedge and up the drive- 
way to the back of the house. He 
had seen the bullet holes in the 
screen and Mrs. Whitacre’s body on 
the kitchen floor. 

Elsie Schram, who lived across 
the street, had heard what might 
have been pistol shots about noon, 
but she had thought it was a car 
back-firing. She had seen no suspi- 
cious persons in the neighborhood. 
They knew little of the victim’s 

reputation and activities. Her near- 
est relatives were two sisters in 
Kansas and a brother in eastern 
Oklahoma. She was divorced from 
John Whitacre, operator of the Ad- 
vance Glass Works of Tulsa, and 
had moved to the Richmond street 
address in September, 1952. A 
laughing, carefree person, she was 
well-liked by the neighbors. 

But Mrs. Page hinted that at 
least one matter ought to be in- 
vestigated. “Robbie and her boy 
friend had a quarrel yesterday eve- 
ning.” 

“What boy friend?” Haus asked. 
“Her regular boy friend, Earlie 

Jones, who works at the aircraft 
plant.” 

“What was it about?” 
The woman didn’t know. She had 

heard loud arguing as she walked 
past on the way home from the 
movies. Then things had got quiet. 

“I guess they settled their dif- 
ficulties,” she said. “Mr. Jones spent 
the night. I saw him leave at day- 
break. I thought you ought to 
know.” 

“Sure,” Haus said. “Thanks!” 
Earlie Jones, a well groomed, 

friendly man of 50, answered Haus’ 
knock at the door of his bachelor 
apartment on Tulsa’s east side. Haus 
flashed his credentials. When he 
told Jones why he was there, the 
suspect’s face lost color, 

“She was all right when I left 
her—” 

“Early this morning?” Haus in- 
terrupted. 

“I had a date with her and she 
asked me to stay all night... . 
This is terrible. I can’t believe it!” 

Haus explained that it would be 
necessary for Jones to go with him. 
Detective Smith and Sergeant Lang 
were still at the house. The body 
of Roberta Whitacre had been re- 
moved to the morgue for an autopsy 
and to recover the death bullet. The 
detectives had recovered the other 
three bullets from the ceiling, cabi- 
net and wall. Jones stared at the 
bullets dazedly. Smith showed him 

(Continued on page 63) 
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PELLET FIRING “45” CAL. 
AUTOMATIC Magazine Loading Ammuni- 

tion Clip —Has Automatic 
Slide Action — Over 15 

Moving Parts 

An automatic full size model of a high G 
ered ‘'45"' caliber automatic pistol that fooks 
and feels just like the real thing and con- 
tains over i moving parts. Loads 8 complete 
rounds in the magazine clip which snaps into 
the hard butt just like an army "45". Then 
fires 8 bullet-like pellets as fast as you can 
pull the trigger. You've got to see the auto- 
matic slide action and feel the power to 
believe it! Great for shooting fun. This is the 
most authentic model gun we've ever seen. 

Learn the Working Mechanism of a “45” 

This accurate, model of a high ered "45" 
comes to you disassembled with all the ore 
ing parts of a *45". It assembles in a jiffy 
and full instructions are included so that in 
no time at all you'll learn working parts of an 
automatic. Comes with instructions, full sup- 
ply of pellets and man-sized silhouette target. 

10 Day Free Trial 
Try it for 10 days free. If you are no 
delighted simply return alter 10 peas 
Prompt refund of full purchase price. Don't 
delay! Order now! Simpl shipping charge to: ply send $1 plus 25¢ 

HONOR HOUSE PRODUCTS i] A4! 
Lynbrook, N. Y. seas: 

Multi- Million Dollar Business 
Now Being Split Up Among Home 
Operators in Small Communities 

Inexpensive Table Top < 
Machine Pays Profits “@ 
UP TO $9.20 AN HOUR \w ae 
The multi-million dollar Rub- 
ber Stamp Business is now 
being taken over by small = 
home operators throughout the U.S. = 
Men and Women who operate this inex- 
pensive machine can turn out large numbers of Rub- 
berStamps with special wording of all kinds. Only 27c¢ 
worth of material makes a stamp that sells for $1.80. 
The machine is easy foranyone to operate. It molds as 
many as six Rubber Stamps at a time, each with dif- 
ferent wording such as names, addresses, noti: 
stock numbers, prices and other ‘copy’ needed by 
fices, factories and individuals. Atfulleapacity, itcan 
earn as much as $9.20 an hour for the operator! You don't 
need experience to get into this big profit business 
at home. We supply everything, including complete 
instructions and eight ways to get orders for stamps 
coming in fast. Start making up to $9.20 in one hour 
right away. We'll mail full particulars FREE; nosales- 
man will call. Be first in your locality. Rush coupon. 

| Please mail all facts showing how I can get startedin the | 
rofitable Rubber Stamp business at home in spare time. 

| Everything youmail meis FREE andno salesman will eall. 

THE LADY AND THE GORILLA 
{Continued from page 39) 

I realized what she was after. 
We went out every day for a 

week and I saw so many gorillas 
they might have been relatives. 

It was at the end of the week, 
a Sunday morning. I’d had enough 
and I wanted to get the hell out 
of there. But she asked me to take 
her, just once more, up the hill. 
Puranelli was going to the Mission. 
We took off, walked the last mile 

or so and arrived at the resthouse 
at nearly noon. This is the sleep 
time in the bush; animals sleep 
and humans do the same if they 
have any sense. I suggested as 
much to Pauline. 

But we had to prowl and see 
what we could see. 

It was around two that we heard 
a screeching and thrashing down 
the slope from the resthouse. Some- 
thing was chasing something else 
because the racket was moving 
around. That meant it wasn’t a bat- 
tle because gorillas generally stay 
in the same spot when they fight 
things out. That spelled one thing 
to little Pauline. 
We moved to a spot where the 

roots of a tree offered a fair view 
up and down a ledge and saw a 
pair of shaggy brutes tumbling 
and striking at each other like a 
pair of monkeys on sticks, One 
would screech, slap the other and 
claw up a tree. Number two would 
shinny after, yank the other down 
and they’d tumble in a horrible 
tangle of arms, legs and teeth, hit 
with a thump and do it all over 
again. 

But Pauline wasn’t using her lit- 
tle camera, She just watched, ab- 
sorbed as a kid at her first key- 
hole. We saw one of the animals 
halt and the other sidle alongside. 
Pauline leaned too far over to see 
and fell flat on her pretty little face 
on the ledge below. 

She lay like a dead thing. I let 
myself down, turned her over and 
started working her arms to get 
some wind back into her. Pauline 
opened her eyes, looked past me 
and ‘screamed. I turned to see one 
of those gorillas coming at us like 
an enormous crab. He was knuck- 
ling along sideways, roaring, his 
eyes blazing with fury. 

I looked wildly for my rifle. It 
was 10 feet above me in that tree 
root. Yanking Pauline to her feet 
I boosted her up the bank. 

“Get my rifle,” I yelled. “Quick!” 
She had hold of the root and I 

let her go, then turned. The gorilla 
was upright now, his great chest 
tapering to a tight belly between 
massive legs that gripped the 

earth with great inturned feet. 
“Rifle!” I shouted, not daring to 

take my eyes off him. 
Then he charged, tearing vines 

and brush out of his way, screech- 
ing and slamming. I yelled and 
made a sort of a feint at him. He 
halted, arms wide. 

I had a chance to look up. 
That woman was crouched there 

on the bank, my rifle in her hands. 
“Give me that rifle,’ I snapped. 
She didn’t even answer. 
I looked wildly for escape. The 

gorilla was getting up his nerve 
for another rush, I knew damned 
well that if I tried to climb that 
bank he’d yank me down and pull 
my legs off. 
“Throw that rifle down to me.” 
She was squatting there, staring 

at that bloody gorilla like he was 
Clark Gable! 

“Rifle!” I screamed. 
The gorilla let out another 

screech. I snatched up a dead 
branch and heaved it at him. He 
ducked and started for me. 

I had to risk it. I jumped for the 
root, snatched it, drew myself up 
beside her and dragged the rifle 
from her hands. Having no time 
to hold on I just fell right back 
down on to the ledge, nearly drag- 
ging her down with me. 
And that gorilla was on me. 

_I had time to flip off the safety 
and slap a bullet into ‘him. It was 
enough to turn him and while he 
was coming around I kevered an- 
other 44-40 home and let him have 
that in the neck. He went down, 
squalling, got up, clinging to his 
neck like a bee-stung farmer and 
rushed at me. This time he got one 
in the face and that set him stag- 
gering back until he fell down. I 
had time to put two more bullets 
into his head and he collapsed. 
Up in the hill I could hear his 

mate hoo-hooing. 
And Pauline came down out of 

that tree clawing me like a wild 
cat. 

“Espece d’assassin!” She was 
foaming at the mouth with rage. 

But I’d had enough. I stood back, 
shoved her arms down and slapped 
her pale little face hard. She stag- 
gered back, stared at me and tears 
rolled down her face. 

It was some time before I took 
her back to Ebolowa. Her husband 
put her to bed and I sent some 
boys up the hill to skin the gorilla. 

I left Ebolowa the following day. 
You think that Pauline would come 
out and say goodbye? 

To an assassin of gorillas? 
Never. END 



World-wide 
Services 

if you 

DURACLEAN ® (left) cleans by absorption. It 
eliminates scrubbing... soaking... 

Well train & establish you in 

Your Own Business 
... even if now employed! 

If you have longed for the prestige and financial independence of 
YOUR OWN business, you can now realize this desire .. . 
can qualify for a Duraclean dealership. We are now enlarging 
this 27-year-old chain of independently-owned service dealerships 
which has rapidly grown to a world-wide service, 

You must however be honest, diligent, and able to make a small 
investment in a business which we will locally assist you in estab- 
lishing . . . a profession for which we will personally and quickly 
train you. If needed, we will help finance you. 

Plan NOW for Future Years! 
You Become an Expert in Cleaning and 
protecting Rugs, Carpets and Upholstery! 

DURAPROOF ® is another year ‘round service 
rendered 

We want to assure your success. A Duraclean dealer will 
train and assist you. He’ll reveal the Duraclean System and 
his successful plan of building customers. He will work with 
you. This business is easy to learn. . 

This is a sound, lifetime business that grows from REPEAT 
ORDERS and customer RECOMMENDATIONS, Alert dealers can 
gross an hourly profit of $5.00 on own service plus $3.00 on EACH 
serviceman at National Price Guide charges. 

shrink- 

. quickly established. 

in the home, office or institution— 

27 years of 
proven success 

age. Aerated foam, created by electric Foam- 
ovator, restores the natural lubrication of 
wool and other animal fibers in rugs and up- 
holstery. Dirts, grease and many unsightly 
spots vanish. Fabrics and floor coverings are 
cleaned with a new consideration for their life 
and beatty, 

This modern process avoids strong soaps 
and machine scrubbing! This eliminates un- 
necessary wear and the breaking of fibers, 
Fabric life is increased. 

DURACLEANING is done in the home. Cus- 
tomers like this convenience. Fabrics dry in 
a few hours. Rug pile again stands erect and 
even. Brilliant colors revive. Furnishings 
become clean, fresh and enlivened. 

without removing furnishings. It pro- 
tects upholstery, rugs, furs, cloth- 
ing and auto interiors against 
damage by moths and carpet bee- 
tles. U. S. Government says, 
“Moths are present in 
practically every house- 
old . , . No section of 

country seems free from 
such infestations.” DURA- 
PROOF kills moths and 
carpet beetles... it 
makes materials non-eat- 
able to both. DURA- 
PROOF is the ONLY 
mothproof service backed 
by an International 
Money Back, 6-Year War- 
ranty. 

Easy To Learn * No Overhead Expense 
Start Full or Part Time 

No experience necessary! Some dealers establish 

shops or an office . . . others operate from 
their own homes. Service may be rendered in 
homes, offices, hotels, theaters or institutions. 
Auto dealers buy your DURACLEAN Service 
to revive upholstery in used cars. Almost 
every building in your territory houses a 
potential customer needing one or both serv- 
ices. You enjoy big profits on both materials 
and labor. 

FIRST PROCESS IN THE FIELD 
TO WIN THIS IMPORTANT HONOR! 

As a Duraclean dealer, your 
services are backed by this fa- 
mous seal of quality 
proot that Duraclean has passed 
the most rigorous tests. No 
competitor in your town can 
boast this seal. Customers will 
also see that your service has 
been tested and certified by the 
American Research & Testing 
Laboratories. No wonder it’s 80 
easy to get business! 
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Demonstrations win new customers. Men with 
DURACLEAN Dealerships find REPEAT and 
VOLUNTARY orders become a major source of 
income. Customers tell their friends and neigh- 
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terior decorators turn over cleaning and moth- 
proofing to DURACLEAN Dealers. We show 27 
ways to get customers. 

Easy Terms! 
A moderate payment establishes your own busi- 
ness—pay balance from sales. We furnish elec- 
tric machines, folders, store cards, introduction 
pike sales books, demonstrators and enough ma- 
terial to return your TOTAL investment. You can 
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We Help You Grow 
Our MUTUAL COOPERATION DURACLEAN SYSTEM 
gives you many unique continuous advantages: 
National Advertising in Life, McC: ‘all’s, House & 
Garden and a dozen others. Copyright and trade- 
mark protection. Certificate Bpproves eguibraene 

xe and materials. Products Insurance, S| 
Sales Book. Advertis- 

Tested Ads. Ad Cuts & Mats. 
ranty, Pocket Demonstrators, 
ing Folders & Card: 

‘ear War- 

Store Display Cards. Radio & TV Musical Commer- 
cials. Home Show Booth Display. rey Pro- 
Bas gets FREE local newspaper stories. Prizes, 
iboratory research and development. Monthly 

Magazis ‘Sale-of-Dealership'' Service. Annual 
Conventions. Behind all this is a headquarters 
interested in YOUR petecne! success. You will 
be amazed at the assistance you will receive as 
your business grows. Just ask an established dealer. 

World-Wide 
Duraclean dealers’ businesses have developed 
into a world wide organization with dealerships 
throughout North America, Central America and 

FREE 
Booklet Tells How! 
Our first letter and 16 page 
illustrated booklet will ex- 
plain everything—these 
modern urgently needed 
services, waiting market, 
how business grows, your 
large ape easy terms 
an OTECTED _ terri- 
tory. Send Coupon TODAY 
while territory is open. 

South America, as 
well as in Alaska, 
Africa, China, Is- 
rael, Bermuda, Ha- 
waii, Switzerland, 
Japan,Norway,etc. 
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‘What Dealers Say 
G. F. Munroe: After | year, | sold my 
epee sealership for 8 times its cost 

‘a larger one. 
seldom go under $200.00 per 

: We've had 20 years of 
m 65 but am setting my 

sights for 20 more years. 
. Jones: I would rather get a Dura- 

bulletin than a letter from a friend. 
. Freidinger: 70% of our business is re- 

peat . . . also get business from reference of 
satisfied customers. 

A. Ullman: Every demonstration has been 

3y Ellsworth: Your advertising program 
rtainly paid dividends for me. 

. Lassanske: My original investment was 
returned in about two month: 

C. L. Smith: Again | 's work. 8 hrs. 2! 
totaling over $100.00 for my helper and 1 isn’t 
bad boy like io not have 
any unusi ti nly this, I’m equipped 
with the jee in the field and 

customers I had on 
y. 

S Schenck: The 
House & Garden ads were very pleased. Their 
furnishings came out beautiful. 

R. Kimbrough: Finished First White House 

R. E, 

of Confederacy and am to Duraelean the 
Governor's Mansion. 

Margarette Turner: Took in $106 and 
worked 15 or 18 hours. 

T. Komorl (Japan): We have 1,000,000 yen 
contract Duracleaning for U. S. Army. 

More dealer comments 
given in our literature. 

Without obligation, tell me how I may enjoy a steadily | 
| increasing life 

booklet and full details. 
income in my OWN business. enclose FREE 
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LOOK SLIM — FEEL TRIM 
Wonder Slim is a new kind of men’s supporter 
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I SHOT MATA HARI! 
{Continued from page 33} 

the idea or not. But orders are 
orders. As far as I was concerned, 
Mata Hari was a celebrity. Known 
in every one of Europe’s capitals, 
she was a byword along the boule- 
vards of France and Germany as 
an interpreter of Javanese dances 
—the movements of which often 
smacked the eye as being somewhat 
suggestive. = 

For this publicly heralded execu- 
tion our dated tube-magazine Lebel 
rifles were taken from us. Shortly 
before the convicted woman ar- 
rived from Saint Lazare Prison a 
few miles away, we were issued 
the newer-type Mannlicher-Ber- 
thier rifle, a .315-caliber gun. One 
of the guns was loaded with a blank 
cartridge so that all of us could 
say that we were not really sure 
whether our shot had killed her. 

When the official motorcade ar- 
rived, our troops were ready and 
in ranks at the rifle range. We were 
arranged in a colorful formation of 
three sides, the infantry in sky 
blue, the artillery in complete ser- 
vice regalia and the cavalry with 
elongated, black plumes extending 
from brass helmets. On the open 
side of this formation stood the ex- 
ecution tree. It had no leaves or 
branches. 

When the automobiles stopped, 
Mata Hari was among the first 
people to step out. She wore a 
black cloak trimmed with some fur. 
She had a large three-corner felt 
hat and purple gloves. You would 
think she was going to some kind 
of ball. The rain the night before 
had left several small puddles, and 
she gingerly avoided these. 

Then she turned to the car and 
offered an assisting arm to the 
priest and the two nuns who ac- 
companied her. As I gazed at Mata 
Hari—tall and slender, dark of 
hair, her face oval and her lips 
full and provocative—I couldn’t de- 
tect any signs of emotion. I began 
to wonder whether she knew she 
was going to be shot in just a few 
minutes. 

The C.O. gave us the command 
to “present arms.” Mata Hari ac- 
cepted the salute with a bow. She 
had lived for a public to look at 
her; now, at Vincennes, she was to 
die in the same manner. 

Considered by some the most 
dangerous and elusive of Ger- 
many’s spies, Mata Hari began her 
astounding career as a dancer and 
courtesan in Paris. She was des- 
cribed as the daughter of a high- 
caste Brahmin and a temple dan- 
cer from Java. Actually she had 

been born in Holland of Dutch 
parents in 1876. While in her teens, 
she married Capt. Campbell Mac- 
Leod, who was sent to Java during 
his enlistment in the Dutch Army. 
After a few hectic years there, the 
two were divorced, and the girl 
went to Paris where she put her- 
self on naked display in the name 
of art. 

One vaudeville engagement took 
her to Berlin. Her intrigues with 
high police officers got her enrolled 
in the German Secret Service. 
Back in Paris, she became a high- 
paid call-girl. The French called 
her demimondaine, a polite word 
for a woman of prominence who 
accepts lovers for money. It was 
generally known that Mata Hari 
could be bought for 30,000 francs 
for an indefinite understanding 
but with no guarantee that her ac- 
tivities would be strictly monoga- 
mous. 

Most of her “husbands” or 
“clients” were men of high political 
or military station. As Agent H-21 
in France, the girl managed to 
lure indiscreet bigshots into dis- 
closing how the Allies had been 
dropping spies from airplanes be- 
hind the German lines. She was 
also successful in worming out of 
French officers the secret plans of 
@ great Allied offensive. When the 
drive was launched, the Germans 
were thoroughly prepared to meet 
it and thousands of Frenchmen 
were killed. 

The French Secret Service got 
on to her. After they intercepted 
a message for her from her home 
Office, they began to follow her. 
When Mata returned from one trip 
to Spain, the French nabbed her, 
tried her in secret court-martial, 
found her guilty and in July, 1917, 
sentenced her to pay the supreme 
penalty. 

They say that Pierre de Morrisac, 
an influential gay blade about 
Paris, who had fallen in love with 
Mile. Hari, assured her that he 
would arrange a mock execution; 
the rifles were to be loaded with 
blank cartridges. This expectation 
of a sham ceremony at Vincennes 
may have accounted for her com- 
posure the morning we killed her. 

First she bade adieu to the nuns 
who had accompanied her. She 
smiled at all the’ men near her and 
walked to the execution tree. A 
government courier read the court- 
martial sentence aloud, and then 
the priest recited his prayer. When 
he said, “Amen,” Mata Hari was 
pressed against the tree and her 



riecro PLATE AUTO CHROME 
with 

PERMANENT PLATES AS YOU BRUSH! 
PLATING [———— . = 
A REMARKABLE NEW INVENTION 

Here at last is the car-owners’ answer to all chrome problems plates 
... a dramatic new invention called APPL-I-COTER plates new 
metal as you brush. The plating you apply becomes an IN- your cor > 

DESTRUCTIBLE part of the chrome itself . . . and how your 
chrome will shine! You'll be mighty proud of your car when you in ] hour ~ 
remove ugly rust spots and replate metal to a new sparkle— 
and when you bring new gleaming beauty to worn, dull, even 
blistered chrome in less time than it takes to polish! This 
FACTORY-NEW BRILLIANCE bonds itself onto the chrome, form- 
ing a hard, sparkling surface that defies all elements! 

BUMPERS-—GRILLWORK—ALL CAR TRIM 

RESTORED TO NEW BRILLIANCE! 
Here is how easily you replate your car. . . You simply attach 
Appli-Coter’s clamps to your car’s battery, then dip Appli-Coter’s 
brush into the miracle solution and start plating on any chrome 
—anywhere around your car. This safe, mild current WORKS 
FAST—yet uses less battery juice than the tiniest light in your car. 

LoL. <-M ti: al Aa Ll: eae eiete §=6=©Quickly Builds up a 

Now you can add to your income during spare-time hours . . . 8 out of 10 Thick, New Plating 
cars on the road today need replating. You can charge from $5.00 for With Each 
touching-up, to $50.00 for replating an entire <ar. it’s easy and there's 
good money in it for you—because when your neighbors see the brilliant A lication 
chrome on your car they’ll want you to do the job for them! Replate other PP! 
things too—faucets, home appliances, table-ware, cutlery, doctors’ and 
dentists’ instruments. eS 

SAME TECHNIQUE 
USED ON GUIDED 

MISSILES! ~ —~ OD 
We wish space permitted us to show you all the 

letters PRAISING the Brush Plating Kit. HERE ARE JUST 
A FEW: “... The outfit arrived O.K. and | must say 
that it does everything you say it does and more... 
Thanks very much for sending me something that is 
really worth many times the price you charge”. 
Rev. M. D. Awtry, Naples, Fla. 

.To soy | am pleased is putting it Very Mild, 
have got _more werk than twe of us can do... we 

iad to start Booking Jobs ahead like the family Doctor 
=. . thanks to The Higher Voltage and more sure MAIL COUPON NOW—YOU RISK NOTHING 
Current”... Frank Sumner, Kokomo, Ind. 

If you want to put a new, permanent gleam on YOUR CAR’S 
CHROME, do it right id isk « dit if 

CAR DEALERS & SERVICE STATIONS 3 Gael ecain CaRpUsOTy Sesh Nh wrest ravi Jue Teall 
PT Nyt coupon with only $1 deposit—then pay postman $18.95 

Make Big Profits with Special plus postage when your kit arrives. If you send $19.95 we 

HEAVY-DUTY CHROME PLATE OUTFIT! if) . Bea ee 
yf 

pay all postage charges. Either way you must be COMPLETELY 

GET! Speed Appl-i-Coter with wires and clamps, 1 lifetime 
holder, Chrome Solution, Copper Solution, 1 Buff, and special 
Buffing Compound, Emery Paper, Full, Simple Instructions. FACTORY RESULTS and BIG VOLUME BUSINESS can make a TERRIFIC 

PROFIT FOR YOU with this Super Plating Outfit. Do your own replating 
in minutes without removing bumpers or grillwork! Increase the value H 

of your used cars! Heavy-Duty Outfit includes Super-Speed Appli-Coter ' 1 
with extra-large brush and anode, wires and clamps. Special Wheel for : i 
removing Rust, Buffing Wheel, Buffing Compound. Special Brushes for 1 - ' 
plating Copper, All Plating Solutions. Electroplates on current from 1 C Reguler Kit, $19.95 (if C.0.D. send $1 deposit). ; ' 
12 volt storage, battery. ENTIRE KIT COMPLETE—Only $39.95 with 1D Heavy-Duty Service Station Outfit, $39.95 (if C.0.D. send $5 deposit) - 
enough material to plate DOZENS OF CARS! You quickly make back 0) t enclose full price, send postpaid. 1 

1 

| 1 
1 i 
f 1 
t 1 

' 

1 

i ew rn ne ee 5 
EMPIRE MERCHANDISING CO. Dept. MP-13 
35 Wilbur ST. Lynbrook N.Y. 

Please rush the electroplating kit | have checked. 

cost of the outfit on your very first job! Additional solutions etc. always Len ee ier romtadicte CASH REFUND Ieee ce ee 
available from us at rock-bottom cost to you, Heavy-Duty Service 
Outfit sold on same MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE! Mail Coupon Now. 
If C.0.D. send $5 deposit. 

Address. 

CASH REFUND IF NOT COMPLETELY SATISFIED Baran State 
wee ee ee ee | 

Nome. = 



hands were bound behind her to 
the trunk. 

When a bandage was produced 
to cover her eyes, the condemned 
girl refused the courtesy in a the- 
atrical gesture. Her manner still 
appeared bold. She was intrepid. 
She didn’t cry out, faint away or 
betray any signs of feminine weak- 
ness. Silent, almost indifferent, she 
stood unmettled before the uni- 
formed witnesses in formation. An 
enigmatic smile played about her 
sensuous lips. 

“Pour Vamour de Dieu!” one sol- 
dier near me declared in a heavy 
whisper. “She knows how to die, 
that one!” 

Major Massard called us to at- 
tention. At the command I stepped 
forward with the 11 other men in 
the detail and marched several 
steps until he halted us. We were 
about 10 paces away from Mata. 
The major ordered us to lift our 
Tifles. As he raised his sword, I 

HOW 

GIRL GANGS 

FIGHT 

AND LOVE... 

(Continued from page 13) 

Even the girls, tight jeans some- 
how concealing vicious knives and 
straight-edge razors, fought like 
wildcats. I saw one girl smash an- 
other in the breasts with a lead 
pipe, and keep beating her with it, 
even after the other had fallen, 
moaning, among the leaves. 

Then I heard the siren wail. 
Joined in one common bond—ha- 
tred of authority—they broke and 
ran, scattering back the way they 
had come, leaving their friends 
and brothers lying on the dew- 
fresh ground. 

I dragged myself erect and limp- 
ed through the trees till I was a 
block away from where the patrol 
cars had drawn up to the curb and 
were shining their spots. 

I never went back. 

Look in the daily paper to see 
how many died and how many were 
arrested, man. Or don’t bother. 
Grab your kid when he comes in 
late tonight and ask him how 
many got theirs, 

He'll know. 
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END 

overheard what were probably Mlle. 
Hari’s last words. She spoke to the 
major, calmly said, “Thank you, 
Monsieur.” 

In a flash the order to fire was 
barked, and I pressed the trigger. 
The guns roared with a thunder 
clap. My rifle boomed with a white 
popping puff. Almost at the same 
time the 11 balls of hot lead rip- 
ped into the helpless woman—hard, 
one right after another. 

The blow jogged her backward, 
and she slumped to the ground like 
an empty sack of potatoes as the 
cord holding her wrists loosened 
under the jolt. The exact time, I 
learned later, was 5:47 A.M. 

There was the illustrious adven- 
turess. She had sunk to her knees 
and her head dangled back. Her 
body toppled backward and she lay 
with her legs doubled beneath her 
torso. Massard calmly stepped up 
to her and gave her the coup-de- 
grace, a final shot into the brain. 

All was stone silent as a doctor 
tested her heart to certify the 
death. When he nodded yes, my de- 
tail was ordered back to the ranks 
and the entire detachment was 
then commanded to parade. We 
marched past the riddled form of 
Mata Hari which lay sprawled in 
a heap of feminine frills. 

She wasn’t a pretty sight any- 
more. Staring stupidly at the heav- 
ens overhead, through which un- 
decided streams of light tried to 
punctuate the masses of gray, she 
still bore the mysterious smile on 
her face. 

Such, then, was the end of Mata 
Hari. 

I felt no remorse. But in the 
years that have followed, I have 
never been able to forget that 
bleak morning when this harlot- 
spy and phony Javanese—but still 
a courageous woman—faced 12 
well-aimed rifles and paid the pen- 
alty of death to my Mannlicher- 
Berthier. END 

"Why I've never had such luck Miss Raskin 
++ my two kings beat your four aces!" 
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NAKEDNESS: THE GREATEST SEX FEAR 

{Continued from page 34] 

book. “My Six Convicts,” once noted 
this: While attached to a Califor- 
nia army induction center during 
World War II, he viewed some 500 
recruits daily. Some of the most 
“hale and hearty” boys, he ob- 
served, were shyest. 

“Almost always,” says the soci- 
ologist, Dr. Stancil Evans, “the man 
who is seriously disturbed about 
being naked among others—despite 
how appropriate it might be—feels 
this way because of some deep in- 
security within himself.” 

There is, for instance, the case 
of a young man, who was always 
overly-suspicious of others. In col- 
lege he became upset over show- 

ering with the whole class after 
“sym.” Psychiatrists have found 
this usually is true of very suspi- 
cious people; when naked around 
others, they feel too “exposed,” too 
helpless, too vulnerable. 
The people who aren’t ordinarily 

very suspicious but who still ex- 
perience this deep disturbance 
about their own nakedness are, ex- 
perts say, usually victims of some 
kind of anxiety. One Chicago doc- 
tor told me of such a man who 
was, of all things, a practicing 
nudist. 
When naked with a group of 

starkly nude men and women, this 
man was quite comfortable. But 
when alone with one other naked 
person, he would literally go into 
a panic. 
“The reason,” this doctor told 

me, “was that in a group, no mat- 
ter how naked they might be, he 
felt the situation to be relatively 
impersonal. But when just he and 
another person were naked togeth- 
er, he felt the whole matter had 
become highly sexualized, and this 
he couldn't stand.” 

This doctor added, as a matter 
of fact, that despite any ‘orgies’ 
in which rumor may have them 
engaging, most nudists he’s ex- 
amined are much less interested 
in sex than is the average person. 
As for this particular man, the idea 
was so disturbing to him that he’d 
never had relations of any kind. 

“He feared approaches,” the doc- 
tor told me, “from both men and 
women. He feared them from wom- 
en because of his doubts about his 
own ability to make any adjust- 
ment to them. He feared them from 
men because, deep down, he sus- 
pected himself to harbor real ho- 
mosexual leanings.” 

It was only after the doctor had 
spent many hours conducting psy- 
chotherapy of the man that he be- 
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came capable of making a more 
adult adjustment—and freed him- 
self of the fears that had been dis- 
turbing him. 
Another doctor told me of a pa- 

tient—a 35-year-old man, self-as- 
sured, successful, a frequent visit- 
or to houses of prostitution—who 
would literally tremble with anxiety 
if he had to undress in front of 
members of his own sex. The man 
himself was completely baffled by 
it, since he had often been naked 
in front of more than one woman 
and hadn’t minded this at all. 
Here again an underlying homo- 

sexual trend was responsible. The 
man was by no means a sexual de- 
viate, but there were faint homo- 
sexual stirrings within him, of 
which he was uncomfortably aware. 
(As a matter of fact, his extreme 
promiscuity was probably brought 
on by his need to continually re- 
assure himself about his interest 
in women.) 

After only a short course of psy- 
chotherapy, this man was able to 
strip in a locker room without any 
of his old fears disturbing him at 
all. 

Most of the men who are beset 
by this same fear—who, for in- 
stance, won’t join a golf club, be- 
cause the dressing quarters make 
little provision for individual pri- 
vacy—are at least subconsciously, 
afraid of homosexual advances. 
Secretly, doctors say, they are not 
so much afraid of the advance, as 
they are of what their own response 
might be. 

One man who completely baf- 
fles his friends is a lawyer who 
joins a nudist colony every winter. 
The members of this club have ex- 
tensive grounds and, on sunny days, 
they’ll ice skate and ski while com- 
pletely naked. Although he’s been 
on the verge of pneumonia several 
times as a result of this, the lawyer 
is convinced it’s wonderful. 

But in summer, he never goes 
near the place. Moreover, he over- 
dresses to a marked degree as soon 
as the weather turns warm. If he 
weren’t such a good lawyer, his 
friends would probably think him 
completely crazy. 

Psychiatrists know that such peo- 
ple aren’t insane, but are actually 
only possessed of strong “guilt feel- 
ings.” As a result, they subcon- 
sciously wish to punish themselves 
by being as uncomfortable as pos- 
sible. 

His doctor, for instance, told me 
that the lawyer had been raised 
by parents so strict that they 

punished him for even wishing he 
might go to a movies. It was no 
wonder that at the age of 16 he 
left home, so that he could lead 
a more normal life. But deep down, 
his parents’ standards still stuck 
with him. 

As a result, whenever he did any- 
thing which would have horrified 
them—even though the world at 
large wouldn’t even frown on him 
for it—he felt that the only logic- 
al outcome was punishment. Sub- 
consciously, he knew he wouldn’t 
be at peace with himself until this 
was accomplished. Thus he felt 
better when he was physically un- 
comfortable. 

He was an extreme case, of 
course—so much so that it took 
considerable psychiatric help to 
straighten him out—but his basic 
motivation was much the same as 
that of numerous others who will 
tend to dress in almost exactly the 
opposite way the season will re- 
quire. 

One of the most outstanding dis- 
coveries which psychiatrists have 
made about this whole matter is 
that numerous men who are un- 
usually sensitive about their own 
nakedness will have an above- 
average interest in staring at the 
nude bodies of others. 

Most “Peeping Toms,” as a mat- 
ter of fact, have an unusual aver- 
sion to undressing before others. 
The warden of one large eastern 
prison told me that he’d first no- 
ticed this in connection with the 
case of a young tourist-court jan- 
itor; he had drilled innumerable 
“peep holes” into the cabins at the 
place where he worked, then spent 
most of his idle hours watching the 
guests in the privacy of their 
rooms. Yet when told to strip for 
an examination as he was admit- 
ted to prison, he replied that they’d 
have to “slug” him to make him 
take off a single garment while 
others were in the same room. 

Largely, psychiatrists say, this is 
caused by the fact that the Peep- 
ing Tom’s thoughts as he watches 
another naked person are totally 
obscene. Probably he assumes that 
other people’s reactions to the sight 
of a naked form will be the same; 
he naturally objects to anyone 
thinking those things about him. 

What these Peeping Toms over- 
look, of course, is that to people 
who work continually around naked 
bodies, the sight of them becomes 
about as exciting as the vision of 
a row of tired old cabbages. 

Authorities agree that to have 
normal modesty about nakedness 
is a fine thing. To be too sensitive 
about it, however, is usually a sure- 
fire indication of feelings of sex- 
ual inadequacy, or homesexual 
fears, or perhaps both. In this case, 
psychiatric help can often be of 
tremendous assistance. END 
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white skin. The second lash was 
laid on a little more deftly than 
the first, and it cut into her back 
and large bosom. Now she was 
bleeding. The fair skin on her 
shoulders had reddened consider- 
ably, and when the third blow was 
delivered, the flesh grew a deeper 
crimson. The whipper scientifically 
played the thong on the upper por- 
tion of her body until it appeared 
no more stripes could be laid on 
without serious results. At 15 strokes 
he paused. 

Her bonds had loosened because 
of her straining and pulling. They 
were made fast again as she 
choked and sobbed. Only 15 strokes 
had been delivered on her upper 
anatomy and 35 more remained. 
The men in the chamber, two of 
them seated at the table, showed 
no emotion. 

Catching his breath, the whipper 
resumed the flagellation with un- 
diminished vigor. As each stripe 
was brutally placed, the bound one 
cried out and twisted her body 
around, surging from side to side, 
pouring out a torrent of involun- 
tary blasphemies. Her efforts to es- 
cane the whip were in vain; she 
tried to kick her assailant but he 
dodged her and rushed in with 
more swift lashes. Rhythmically 
and forcefully, the man wielded the 
whip. By this time the woman’s 
body was now a bloody red. Galled, 
bruised and agonized, she still 
strained at her bonds, still fought 
the leather as it cut into her tor- 
tured person. 

Before some blows she braced 
herself and put her muscles on 
guard. She planted her feet firmly, 
gritted her teeth and contracted 
her whole muscular system. But as 
the scourge kept falling and the 
number of lashes increased, her 
muscles began involuntarily to con- 
tract in spasms with the agony of 
writhing. 
The whipping continued during 

which time the woman often yelled 
with the very anticipation of pain 
before she was struck. But at 33 the 
victim ceased her efforts and hung 
limply as the lashes stung her. 

The executioner kept sweeping 
the whip around his neck and 
bringing the full force of his 
strength upon a gridiron of welts. 
The silence was broken only by the 
scourge as it hissed through the air 
and fell with a cutting, wiry sound 
upon the mark 
When 50 had been administered, 

she was cut down. She slumped in 
her tracks and lay there as if 
dead. Two of the men raised her 

to her feet, wrapped a wet sheet 
over her and carried her upstairs. 
No one had spoken a word. 
Now it was my turn. 
I had watched the entire proceed- 

ings aghast. What was once a 
handsome woman had before my 
very eyes been beaten to a pulp. 
She had been sentenced to 50 
stripes; my offense apparently being 
more severe, I was ordered the 
total of 50 lashes with the cat-o’- 
ninetails—a sum of 450 stripes on 
my unprotected body. My flesh 
quivered and my jaw trembled. 
The whipper approached and 

bared the upper half of my body. 
He methodically tied a thick cord 
around my right wrist and raised 
my arm overhead while the loose 
end of the rope was made fast 
above. I offered no resistance. My 
other wrist was similarly tied and 
I stood there, both arms stretched 
upward and outward. 

I was ready for the whip. 
“Let us see the mark of good 

Italian muscle on his back,” said 
Ragusa. I turned my head and of- 
fered some weeping entreaties and 
vows of contrition but to no avail. 
I saw him comb out the nine tails 
with his hand and take a running 
step toward me, raise his arm and 
whips at full length to the proper 
elevation and swing them down and 
around my body. 

I was struck with a blow that 
sent electrical charges throughout 
my body; my shoulders tightened 
at the touch of the first stroke and 
I jumped as the nine long thongs 
of leather cut into me. Nine stripes 
of healthy appearance had been 
administered, and this was still the 
first blow. The next stroke came 
too soon. Several of the curled 
thongs had sliced into my chest 
and as I looked down I saw the 
blood oozing forth. 

Two strokes—and already I had 
felt I was thoroughly whipped. 

My body palpitated involuntarily 
and now I noticed that I had been 
crying aloud. I tugged at my bonds. 
“My God! Oh my God!” I cried and 
leaped so as to displace or scatter 
the tails of the scourge. Now the 
third lash crashed up on mre and 
I shrieked out in protest. I could 
not take any more. Would it please 
stop? I would do anything. My 
words went unheeded as the 4th, 
5th, 6th and 7th blows rained upon 
me. 

I turned to fight my executioner 
with my feet. He ran around, un- 
concerned, passively taking aim at 
a vulnerable spot. Swoosh—another 
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blow. This one caught me squarely 
across the shoulders and neck. I 
had not sought this frontal pun- 
ishment, but it was of my own 
doing. Had I stayed firm, the whip 
would have played upon my back. 
But I could not stand still. With 
each stroke I danced about, shriek- 
ing, spitting, jumping and warding 
off my punisher with my legs. 

Still he placed his blows on me 
as I hung there helplessly. At 25 
the upper half of my body was 
burning. Long welts and deep cuts 
had been inflicted on my neck, 
shoulders, chest, diaphragm and 
belly. I could not see my back, but 
I could well imagine what it look- 
ed like, having seen what happened 
to my predecessor. I felt as if I had 
lived my entire life in pain. 
My lungs were bursting for 

breath. 
By now the blows did not seem 

so sharp as they had at first, 

though the whipper had by no 
means diminished the force. Each 
stroke now seemed as if I had been 
whacked with a thick piece of 
wood. Pain was registered with each 
blow but it was a dull pain. I no 
longer felt the knots. Nor did I 
struggle. I remember vaguely some- 
one declaring that number 40 had 
been dealt. Each blow of the cat 
drew more blood, each blow worked 
into old sores, and I bled freely. 

I do not remember the whip as 
it whistled and sprayed on me. I 
was now insensitive to its punish- 
ment. My bonds overhead had held 
securely and I stood there calmly 
taking the lash as it was applied. 
When half a hundred of these 
brutal blows had been administer- 
ed, I was freed and escorted to 
the rooms above. Someone com- 
pleted my punishment by rubbing 
a saline solution into the wounds. 
I cried out at the sharpened pain 

but I knew the salt would help 
heal my flesh. 

I had been flogged—whipped 
severely—and now I was to suffer 
the wounds of this flogging in the 
many months to come. Ragusa re- 
minded me again that I was to 
speak to no one of my treatment— 
this under pain of death to me. 
Though I lost my job with the 

Communist Party, I was in mortal 
terror to make any report about the 
affair, lest the Communists bring 
retributions on my sick brother or 
my poor family. I was under treat- 
ment for three months before I 
fully recovered. 

Today, living in the U.S. under 
an assumed name, I still bear the 
scars of my beating. These scars 
will be with me forever, for they 
are the symbols of Communist 
brutality which is marking a trail 
of blood across the pages of human 
civilization. END 

FOUGHT THE BLOOD MONSTERS 

(Continued from page 15} 

straight at the guide from a bare 
10 feet away. 

I saw the Toala’s arms fly wide 
as if he begged the bull not to kill 
him. My gun was coming up, but 
I had no clear target. The guide 
was in the way. The bull plunged 
ahead. The man screamed, leaped 
aside. I saw the bull’s head hit 
him on the edge of the hip with 
an awful crunch and send him 
slamming to earth. 

I leaped to escape, crashing into 
the jungle. The anoa bull bored 
headlong into the bush. It swal- 
lowed him, I stood there trembling 
with excitement, my rifle ready. 
There was only the splintering of 
branches as the murderer went 
bounding a short distance away. 
And there he stopped, lurking, 

waiting. 
The Toala arose, unsteady, groan- 

ing, holding his left hip with both 
hands. That leg crumpled and he 
fell. There was no time to assist 
him now. 
Motioning the agonized guide to 

lie low, I slithered into the brush. 
Before me a dense thicket loomed. 

It was not hard to guess the 
renegade’s plan: He was lying in 
wait there. 

Carefully I circled the thicket. 
No trail emerged. I began to pick 
my way in from what I judged 
would be the least-expected angle. 
There was little light, it was like 
heavy dusk in the thick foliage. 
Thorns stabbed me. The damnable 
land leeches crawled, measured, bit 
their way over my legs. 
With my knife I slit each one 
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I could reach. But the stream of 
them never ended. They were 
everywhere. Step by careful step I 
eased along, peering, listening, 
breath held, heart pounding loudly, 
The thicket erupted. Behind me. 

Seemingly from where I had just 
come. The horn-pronged appari- 
tion, trailing blood, heaved up from 
three steps to my rear, and as I 
whirled he hit me. 

I heard the explosion of my rifle, 
saw the fire lance out into the 
thicket’s dusk. I heard the grunt 
knocked out of him as the bullet 
slammed home. And in almost the 
same instant, I was lifted and spun 
and ripped through the brush. 
My left arm, which had been 

crooked into the rifle sling, felt as 
if it were being torn from my body. 
The anoa bull’s right horn, barely 
missing my body, had caught the 
sling. 
He dragged me, tossed me. My 

face was torn and ripped by brush; 
my head slammed a tree. A vine 
was jerked across my back with 
such force my vertebrae seemed to 
crack. Lights popped in my brain. 
The horn slipped loose. I sprawled. 
Numb. 

I grasped for my rifle. 
I couldn’t find it. 
In front of me, somewhere, I 

heard the bull go down in a heap. 
Not dead. I heard him snorting, 
pawing. He was trying to get up, 
to get back toward me. 
The leeches were swarming over 

me. They pierced through the 
numbness enveloping me. They 
would suck me dry of blood. But 

no, the bull was up. I heard him 
staggering and crashing—toward 
me. I could hear the blood bubbling 
in his nostrils. 
My right hand kept clawing, out- 

ward, grasping for the rifle. My 
left arm wouldn’t move. The whirl- 
ing in my head settled and stead- 
ied. Sight began to return. Sharp- 
er focus. The rifle. I could see the 
stock not six feet in front of me. 
The bull came lurching on. He 

fell. His head raised, Blood and 
saliva drooled from his nose. He 
got his forefeet under him. I 
crawled painfully, dragging my in- 
ert left arm. I crawled to meet 
him, determined now to get my 
hand on the gun. 
My right palm fell upon the 

smooth stock. With all my strength, 
I gripped and pulled and jammed 
the stock back against my shoulder 
and the ground. One-handed, I 
raised it. The barrel wavered. And 
now he was on his feet. 

His head came low. Those devil- 
ish little spikes of horns were aim- 
ed to spit me. He gathered his 
strength for the last great smash 
at me, and I knew almost for a 
certainty that I was too late. Then 
the gun bucked violently. 
The slug caught him 

throat. 
He settled back on his haunches. 

But still he refused to die. I got 
my legs under me now. I came up 
to a kneeling position. I swayed. 
I gripped the gun stock between 
my knees and tried to work the 
mechanism, to get a fresh load into 
the breech. The bull lurched drunk- 

in the 
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enly toward me—and fell dead. 
For a long time I stayed there 

on my knees, leaning on the gun 
to prop myself up. Slowly my head 
cleared and the numbness in my 
left arm was replaced by pain. 
Blood was trickling down my face 

now from where my head had hit 
the tree. My back still felt broken. 

With my knife I sliced the leech- 
es off me, taking infinite pleasure 
in seeing each one curl and drop. 
Finally I made my way back to 
where the Toala guide waited. He 

was fighting the leeches and in 
agony with what later turned out 
to be a cracked hip. 

It was only much later that we 
both realized we were the luckiest 
two men on the face of this earth. 

END 

LAST RIDE THROUGH THE GORGE OF DEATH 

{Continued from page 25) 

with soft sand. Car wheels keep 
digging down until they bury them- 
selves to the axle. After that it’s 
a man-sized job getting out. 

The palms of my hands were 
wet and sticky on the steering 
wheel. I rubbed them dry on my 
pants legs one at a time. I was 
approaching the narrows and the 
sound kept growing all the time. 
It was raining harder now, too. 
The wipers zipped back and forth. 
Water had started running down 
the stream bed. 
Wherever the canyon is wide 

enough, the road keeps to the high- 
er ground, dipping down and cross- 
ing the stream bed only when ne- 
cessary. As the road swung down, 
I pressed a little harder on the 
gas. Water beat up against the 
floorboards and shot out on either 
side like huge fans. I made the 
opposite side and traveled on for 
another 50 feet to where the can- 
yon walls pressed in again. Here 
the road went right up the stream. 
Again water pounded the floor- 

boards and sprayed out on both 
sides. 

I shook my head a little, know- 
ing the car couldn’t take much of 
that without the ignition system 
getting wet. 

I rounded a sharp bend and the 
roaring sound suddenly swelled, 
striking me like something alive. 

I stared at the wall of water— 
black, ugly, rolling water. Less 
than a hundred yards away, it 
spread out from one wall of the 
gorge to the other. It seemed as 
high as a house and came surging 
towards me like an express train. 

Tearing the door open, I leap- 
ed out. My feet hit on a pile of 
rocks and I stumbled to my hands 
and knees. There was no chance 
to look around, no chance to plan. 

Desperately I scrambled to my 
feet and raced toward the sand- 
stone wall. Wind hit me, cold, 
moist wind being pushed out ahead 
of the flood waters. 

I hit the wall of the gorge and 
tore at it with my hands and feet. 
Fortunately my shoes were rubber 
soled and the first 10 feet of the 
ledge sloped slightly. The rocks 
were cracked and crumbling, giv- 
ing me enough hand and foot holds 
to reach a small niche about 10 
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feet up. This was as far as I could 
go, for from here the sandstone 
rose solid, too steep to climb. 

I flattened myself against the 
-ledge, clinging desperately to the 
wet sandstone while my lungs suck- 
ed for air. The rain was pouring 
down and the wind kept tearing 
at me, trying to rip me off my 
perch. 

I heard the flood hit below me 
and felt the water sucking at my 
legs. 

I twisted about in time to see 
the wall of water smash into the 
Ford. Like some small toy, the 
flood flung it backwards. Then the 
front end of the car lifted and it 
tumbled end over end. After the 
first roll it was completely covered 
with the black, boiling water. 

The water was lapping at my 
legs. It was up to my knees now, 
trying to tear my feet from the 
tiny ledge. 

Frantic, I looked around for 
some way to escape. But there was 
no way to go, except up: and it 
was impossible to go up. Impossible 
except... 
A foot and a half above my up- 

stretched hands a peg stuck out 
from the solid sandstone. When 
the telephone line had been run 
through the reef to Hanksville, the 
linemen hadn’t used telephone 
poles. They couldn’t. Instead they 
had driven iron pegs into the sand- 
stone, cemented them in, then se- 
cured the insulators onto the pegs 
and strung their wires. 
The wires were gone now, the 

telephone line no longer in use; 
but the pegs were still there. 

But the one above my head 
might just as well have been a 
thousand miles away for all the 
good it seemed to do. A foot and 
a half! Just 18 inches! Given a 
good footing, I could have jumped 
it with half a try. But with my poor 
footing, and standing knee-deep in 
water, I didn’t have a chance. 
What’s more, one try is all that I 
would ever have. Once my feet left 
the tiny niche, they would never 
find it again beneath those roiling 
waters. 

I forced myself to look away 
from the peg. There was no sense 
making my danger worse by try- 
ing the impossible, 

Already my legs and back were 
aching from the strain and the 
cold. How long the flood waters 
would come pouring down the 
gorge, I didn’t know. It might even 
be for days. All I knew for sure 
was that they were certainly get- 
ting one hell of a rain up on the 
Boulder Mountain. And at that 
moment we were getting a pretty 
good rain right there in Capitol 
Gorge. 

The gorge itself is one of the 
more spectacular features of Capi- 
tol Reef National Monument in 
south-central Utah. Flash floods 
have torn out the gash known as 
Capitol Gorge. Much of the area 
is barren rock. It doesn’t take much 
rain to make a flood since there is 
so little soil to soak up the water. 
It just runs off. Down through the 
washes and gullies it tears, ripping 
away the little soil and hurling 
itself into the Dirty Devil and 
finally the Colorado River. 

Suddenly there was a movement 
under my foot. At first the rock 
seemed almost to drop ever so 
slightly, then it slowly twisted 
away from the ledge. 
Almost sobbing I clung to the 

west sandstone and remembered 
the crumbling, broken sandstone 
that had enabled me to climb the 
ledge in the first place. Water was 
still racing around my legs, knee 
high. The movement of the rocks 
beneath my feet could mean only 
one thing—slowly they were being 
washed away, crumbling under me. 

As the rock settled back, I twisted 
about wondering what chance I 
would have if the rock gave away 
entirely. A few shrubs grew in the 
cracks along the canyon wall. I 
might be able to grasp some of 
them and hang on. 

Just then a movement in back 
of me caught my eye and I twist- 
ed about. A medium-sized cotton- 
wood tree raced past, riding high 
on the flood. 
A sickening fear twisted my stom- 

ach into knots as I suddenly real- 
ized what little chance I would 
have against flood waters like 
that. 
‘The rocks under my feet moved 

again. 
Almost frantically I twisted 

about, searching for some escape. 
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I looked up the canyon, praying 
for another cottonwood, one that 
would swing close to my side of the 
canyon. If one did come close, I 
made up my mind to try for it. 
Once on top I might ride it out 
through the gorge. There the flood 
would spread itself out over the 
level land and I might have a 
chance. 

I let out a yell when a huge cot- 
tonwood swung around the bend 
far up the gorge. 

Slowly I tried to twist myself 
around so that I might make a 
leap for the tree. But even as I 
moved I felt the sickening lurch 
of the rock beneath me. I was 
sure I was gone. But once more 
the rock settled back, as though 
reluctant to leave. 

I sucked in my breath. Every 
muscle in my body seemed to be 
aching now, my arms, my shoul- 
ders, my back, my legs. I wanted 
to scream and beat my fists against 
the sandstone. But I didn’t. I just 
stood there, straining my muscles 
to keep from tumbling into the 
churning waters. From upstream 
the cottonwood moved down to- 
wards me. Actually it came at a 
terrific speed, but to me it seemed 
to be hardly moving at all. 

It came nearer, but it was swing- 
ing out, far out towards the oppo- 
site side of the gorge. I cursed it 
all the way past. 

I looked again up the gorge. 
The flood waters were free of 

trees. 

My footing lurched again, more 
violently this time. I knew then 
that time was desperately short. 
And still I could find no possible 
means of escape. 

The flood water was actually a 
few inches lower on my legs now, 
but that meant nothing. It was 
still raining hard. As long as it 
continued, the flood waters would 
stay up. Even after the rain stop- 
ped, it might take hours to drain 
off in the surrounding country. 

I looked again at the peg stick- 
ing out from the stone wall above 
my head. Rain splattered in my 
face. I couldn’t help cursing a lit- 
tle at the irony of it. There was 
safety—just 18 inches away. 

Tf only=- 

Suddenly I looked down, but my 
body was pressed hard against the 
ledge. Slowly I moved my one 
hand down along the sandstone, 
my heart pounding inside me like 
a jackhammer. 

My hand reached the heavy 
brass buckle of my wide leather 
belt. My fingers fumbled from the 
cold and the muscle strain as they 
slowly unbuckled the belt. Careful- 
ly I pulled it from around me and 
raised it up to my other hand. 
Carefully I buckled it into the first 
hole and worked the end of the 
belt back through the metal guard. 
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Do you wish you could use arithmetic, alge- 
bra, geometry and trigonometry to save time 
and money ... to win job promotions and good 
grades? Do you wish you could handle a slide 
rule or solve problems in business math quickly 
and easily? Do you and your family want to 
KNOW more about MATHEMATICS because 
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zation? 
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subject. 
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Knowledge of the Subject Required 
Let’s look at one of the books and see how the 

MADE SIMPLE method makes every point abso- 
lutely clear by using simple, everyday illustrations 
and examples. 

In PHYSICS MADE SIMPLE, in the section 
on air pressure, you see this experiment which you 
can do right now in your own home. “Hold one 
edge of a piece of letter paper against your chin 
just below your lower lip, with the paper hanging 
over and down. If you now blow above the paper, 
it will rise to a horizontal position as if pulled 
upward in the air stream.” By using only a piece 
of paper, you have performed an experiment that 
demonstrates the important principles involved in 
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flight and streamlining. 
It's as easy as that! In other 

books, you would first “plough 
through” Bernoulli's Law, Boyle's 
Law and other technical terms. Here, 
however, you read a simple explana- 
tion, do an interesting experiment 
and then -learn the required tech- 
nical terms. As a result they will 

nm something to you. That’s 
sali the MADE SIMPLE method has worked for 
thousands of people who needed more help than 
you may think you do, You would expect to pay 
three to four dollars apiece for these 81% x 1134- 
inch beautifully bound, richly stamped library vol- 
umes. But if you take advantage of this amazing 
FREE offer, you pay only $1.98 per volume. You 
can stop whenever you want. Meanwhile you are 
building a permanent reference set for your home 
—a handsome educational ‘‘tool’’ the whole fai 
will use again and again. 

See- for yourself without risk. Send for your 
EREE Leek MATHEMATICS MADE SIMPLE 

. . today qi 

NOW READY! ENGLISH MADE SIMPLE 
With your FREE book. you will also 
receive another handsome. matched li- 
brary volume. ENGLISH MADE 
SIMPLE for FREE examination. This 
is a valuable. practical “course,” shows 
you how to write and speak clear. ex- 
pressive English. You learn how to 
punctuate sentences correctly: how to 
build a better vocabulary; how to write 
effective personal and business letters. 
Here's a rich treasury of useful and 
profitable guides to good English usage! 
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LIFT THE HOOD TO 
A BRIGHT FUTURE 

Do You Want a Better Job or a Shop of Your Own? 

uw AUTO MECHANICS 
Easy to Train at Home in Spare Time 

Earn Spare Time Cash 
Soon After You Start 
Like many other CTI students, you 
can earn up to $15 a week and more 
in spare time as you train. CTI les- 
sons are so practical you'll soon start 
repair work for friends and neighbors, 
perhaps in the local garage, or in 
your back yard. It’s entirely possible 
you will earn yourself a reputation 
for doing good work and build up a 
list of customers who'll put you in 
business. Many CTI graduates got 
their start that way. Remember, with 
spare time earnings, you can pay for 
your tuition. 

ss 
Training Pays Off 

“Have bettered myself nearly 
100%. Am in partnership with 

@« another fellow and we have 
\ 24 cars of our_own.”"—A. H. 

= CATES, MAINE. 

“After my completion of 
training in auto mechanics, I 
Started as a full-fiedged me- 
chanic in a Buick garage.” — 
W. CARTWRIGHT, IND. 

“I'm a student. Walked into a Cadillac- 
Oldsmobile garage and showed the 
owner my student identification card. 
He offered me a job as an apprentice 
mechanic. Said he would pay for my 
training." CORLISS DARNSTAEDT, 

“On completion of my course, I went 
to work in a gatage repairing genera- 
tors, starters and other electrical equip- 
ment. Training is Soopiete and thor- 
ough.""—J. EDWARDS, 

“I have made good progress and have 
had 3 pay raises in 8 months. Before 
I took course, I knew very little about 
a car engine. But now I can step up 
and do most any job.""—W. LONG, PA, 
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That better job you’ve always wanted is waiting for 
you. It’s waiting in the automotive industry, where 
more than 50,000 mechanics are needed. They’re 
needed because there are over 60 million cars and 
trucks on the road, and about two-thirds of them 
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and lifetime security. Yes, you can earn up to $125 
a week and more—even go into business for yourself 
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is to let CTI bring its original Shop-Method training 
to you at home. Based on resident-school experience, 
this method trains you in every phase of mechanics, 
including: tune-up; overhaul; automatic transmission; 
power systems; electric and cooling systems; every- 
thing you need to know. You can have additional 
training, without extra cost, in Diesel Mechanics or 
Body & Fender Rebuilding, if desired. But get the 
full story: Mail coupon below for two new books— 
BOTH FREE. Act today. 

Learn by Practicing with Kits 
MECHANIC'S TOOLS— : 
In addition to easy-to-under- 
stand picture lessons, you get ¢ 
this valuable set of fine quali- 
ty mechanic’s tools. It’s yours 
to use and keep. Tools in- 
crease your interest, help you 
get practical experience. 

TUNE-UP KIT— 
Only CTI sends you this kit of 
essential tune-up instruments. 
You get a Compression Tester, a 
Vacuum Gauge and Fuel Pump 
Tester, an Ignition Timing Light, 
and a portable steel case. Each 
instrument is the product of a 
famous manufacturer—helps you 
do professional work. 
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1400 Greenleaf Ave. 
Chicago 26, tll. 

Mail me Sample Lesson and new 28-page book, "'Big Money 
in Auto Mechanics."' Both free. No salesman will coll. 
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Once again I looked up at the 
peg. Carefully I braced myself. 
With one hand I flung the belt out- 
ward, then upward. 

Almost at the same instant the 
rock beneath me turned ever so 
slightly. The belt missed. It would 
have missed anyway for it went up 
all rounded out, and it would have 
to be almost flattened out to reach 
the peg. 
Once again I braced myself. I 

took the belt and tried to crease it 
on opposite sides by pushing it 
against the rocks. It helped, but 
the belt still wouldn’t lay out 
straight. 

I tried another shot at the peg 
and missed. I tried another. And 
another. And another. 
Then I tried creasing it again 

by laying against it with my whole 
body. The stone beneath my feet 
was moving almost continuously 
now. I knew it was only a matter 
of minutes before it would go. 

I tried another dozen times and 
wanted to cry each time I failed. 
Then I suddenly seemed to know 

that my time had run out. Maybe 
it was the way the rock was mov- 
ing. Maybe it was something else. 
I don’t know what it was, but I 
was sure I wouldn’t have more 
than one more try. 

I was missing the peg by only a 
couple inches. I bent my knees 
what little I could against the 
ledge, turning my legs sideways. I 
braced myself, tensed every mus- 
cle, Slowly I brought my arm back. 

As I swung the belt, I leaped. It 
wasn’t much of a leap—only a few 
inches, but they were enough. 

The belt swung up and over the 
peg. 

Even as it did the rock beneath 
me tumbled over and went down 
into the churning waters with a 
soft gurgling sound. 

It was a good belt and a solid 
peg. Somehow I managed to get my 
leg up and through the belt and 
my hands on the peg. And there 
I waited for hours for the flood 
waters to recede. It was almost 
dark when I finally let go of the 
peg, then dropped back to the bot- 
tom of Capitol Gorge. 

For hours I stumbled through the 
darkness, slithered and fell in the 
mud, crashed into boulders and 
downed trees before I reached the 
other end of Capitol Gorge. A half 
a mile beyond I found a road camp. 
Here were a cook shack and a 
couple of tents where a half a doz- 
en men were camped while repair- 
ing the road. ; 

Two days later I was back in 
central Utah. No more short cuts 
for me! Next time I'll take the long 
way and get there quicker. END 

BUY U.S. BONDS 



the blue purse. He recoiled instant- 
ly and turned away. 
“Know anything about it?” Haus 

asked. 
“Never saw it before.” 
“Didn’t she have it last night? 

Or this morning?” 
Jones finally nodded. “It was a 

present from: another fellow.” 
“And you didn’t like that,” Haus 

said. 
‘I'm telling you all I know,” 

Jones said, firmly. “We talked for 
a while and I said I guess I would 
be going, and she said she was 
scared and asked me to stay all 
night.” 

“Scared of- what ... whom?” 
“The fellow who gave her the 

purse. He wanted her to marry him 
and leave Tulsa. She turned him 
down and he threatened her. She 
was afraid to stay alone.” 

“What's his name?” asked Haus. 
“Where does he live?” 

“She never told me,” Jones said. 
He hesitated a bit and reddened. 

Haus asked carefully, “Was some- 
thing else said?” 

“T asked her if she loved him,” 
said Jones. “She said she’d never 
love anybody except John Whit- 
acre, and she would stay in Tulsa 
and face the fact. That’s all. I 
left at daylight.” 
A few more questions convinced 

the chief that Jones had nothing 
to gain and nothing to lose by 
Mrs. Whitacre’s death. Advising 
him to keep himself available for 
further questioning, Haus dismiss- 
ed him, and the detectives drove 
to the North Delaware residence of 
John Whitacre. 

Whitacre was stunned by the 
news that his ex-wife had been 
found shot. He sat tensely silent 
a long moment, then raised his 
grim face. He told the officers 
Roberta lived alone at the Rich- 
mond street address and that he 
had seen little of her since their 
divorce. 
Haus didn’t feel that he was 

making any progress here, and re- 
turned to headquarters. Men at the 
coroner’s office and a mortician 
were just concluding their exami- 
nation of the body. The police 
physician had removed the bullet. 

“It’s a .38,” he informed Haus. 
“Bring me the gun and I'll tell 

you if it’s the murder weapon,” he 
said. 
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“We'll start checking pawn shops, 
hardware stores and gun repair 
businesses, come morning,” order- 
ed Haus, and the death bullet was 
added to the only other clue in 
the case—the blue purse at head- 
quarters. 
They beat the shrubbery which 

surrounded the cottage and search- - 
ed the house. No revolver turned 
up, which they thought the killer 
might have discarded. They were 
about to return to their car when 
they spotted two boys who had 
come up on bicycles and stopped 
on the sidewalk, watching them. 
Lang called the boys over. 
The youths identified themselves 

as Jack Swanson and Glenn Babb. 
Babb lived two doors south of the 
Whitacre home. Swanson had been 
visiting him and they had been 
working on their bicycle when they 
had heard something like pistol 
shots and saw a car go down the 
street “kinda slow.” 5 

Lang’s face lighted. “What kind 
of car?” 

Babb said it was a black four 
door sedan. Swanson thought it 
was a Buick. 

“Did you see who was driving?” 
Haus asked, 

Both youths had caught a 
glimpse of the driver. He was 
middle-aged, with dark hair and 
balding. 

At the same moment Detective 
Smith and Purdie were picking up 
the same description of a man who 
had purchased a dozen cartridges 
for a 38 revolver the morning of 
the murder in a hardware store at 
the corner of Admiral and Lewis. 

“T never saw him before,” the 
clerk said. “He wasn’t tall, 5-6 may- 
be, and slim. He had black hair, 
thin on the forehead, and drove off 
in a black 1947 Buick.” 

He was asked to come to head- 
quarters, where he joined Swan- 
son and Babb in observing rogues 
gallery photos for possible suspects. 
But all further developments of 
this lead were discouraging. 

“I’m convinced we can turn up 
this bird if we keep digging,” Haus 
told his men. 

But after twelve hours more of 
searching, they hadn’t. 

But another development was 
taking place in the communica- 
tions section of the police depart- 
ment. 

The afternoon of the day of the 
slaying, a resident named John 
Hair had called to report that he 
had loaned his car to a friend. The 
friend had kept it over nine hours 
now, had mentioned that he might 
leave Tulsa, and Hair was afraid 
he did not intend to return it. He 
asked that the car be placed on 
a pickup list, but had been told 
it would have to be missing for 
36 hours before it could be picked 
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up since it had been borrowed with 
his knowledge. 

The complaint desk had made 
. a report of the matter, however, 
and filed it for future reference in 
event the car was not returned and 
Hair called back when the proper 
time had expired. 

Hair had not called back, and 
a clerk clearing the file of pend- 
ing matters noted the description 
of the automobile. It was a 1947 
Buick. It was a four door sedan. It 
was black color. He pulled the re- 
port and turned it immediately to 
the detective bureau. 
Haus called John Hair on the 

phone. Hair assured him there was 
no need for further worry. His 
friend had returned the machine. 

The chief explained it was neces- 
sary to have the man’s name and 
description to complete the disposi- 
tion of the complaint, and Hair 
readily told him he was an employe 
of a bottling company on East Ad- 
miral boulevard named Jess Dodds. 
Haus then wrote down the descrip- 
tion of Dodds while the other of- 
ficers in the room looked on in 
astonishment — 41, 5-6, slender 
build, 130 pounds, black hair, bald- 
ing in front. 

Within a few minutes, Haus, 
Smith, Lang and Purdie were talk- 
ing to Hair at his residence. Hair 
told them he had let Dodds have 
the car about 7:30 a.m., that he 
had come back about 10 o’clock, and 
left again, returning a second time 
shortly after noon. 

“He was going out where he 
worked to pick up his check. He 
planned to leave Tulsa, and when 
he didn’t show up by 3 o’clock, I 
thought he had taken my car and 
I called the police. He brought it 
back a few minutes later. I haven’t 
seen him since.” 

The detectives checked at the 
bottling plant. Dodds had quit his 
job and picked up his pay the 
morning before. They checked at 
his apartment, but the landlady 
said he had paid his rent and 
checked out early that afternoon. 

Haus ordered a general pickup 
order for Jess Dodds, and within 
the next few minutes the Tulsa 
police radio crackled steadily. Hair’s 
address was covered in event he 
might return there, and officers 
throughout the city were alerted 
to watch for the suspect. 

On belief that he had already 
left Tulsa, the state highway pa- 
trol carried the pick up in a state- 
wide broadcast, and even sent the 
alarm into adjoining states. 

An hour later, state troopers got 
a tip on a man fitting Dodd’s 
description on Highway 66 near 
Sapulpa, but by 9 p.m., he had been 
checked out by a unit at Bristow 
and released. 

The payoff came shortly after 

midnight. Detectives Smith and 
Purdie were patroling the area near 
the scene of the slaying, and were 
just approaching the Whitacre 
home when they saw a man on the 
sidewalk. 

Smith, at the wheel, had been 
relating an earlier experience where 
the killer in the case got so curi- 
ous he had returned to the scene 
and was trapped by officers. 

“Look at that fellow!” interrupt- 
ed Purdie. “What’s he walking so 
fast for? I’d swore he came out 
of the Whitacre driveway!” 

Smith speeded up. 
As they neared the man, he start- 

ed to run down the alley. Smith 
stopped the car and the officers 
leaped out. Purdie circled to block 
his path. Smith came up from be- 
hind and grabbed him, but the 
man shook loose with a scowl, and 
handed the detective a .38 Colt’s 
revolver. 

“T’m not trying to make a break,” 
he growled. “I just wanted to be 
sure I’d killed her... .” 

At headquarters, he readily ad- 
mitted he was Jess Dodds. “I want- 
‘ed to be sure she was dead,” he re- 
peated. “I saw her fall... .” He 
clasped his hands over his eyes as 
though to close out the sight. 

He said she had opened the door 
about half way and opened the 
screen. “She told me good morning 
and invited me in. I asked her if 
she was going to kill me, and she 
said, ‘I don’t know.’ I told her I 
wanted her purse and she got it 
and gave it to me.” 

He identified the blue purse at 
headquarters as the one he had 
given her several weeks before. 

“She usually kept a gun in the 
purse, but there was none in it, and 
I gave it back to her.” 

She had grabbed the purse and 
tried to close the door, and he had 
shot four times, three bullets going 
wild and one entering her body. 

After the slaying he had check- 
ed into a downtown hotel under a 
fictitious name, slept part of the 
afternoon, made a round of several 
beer taverns, returned the borrow- 
ed car and went back to the hotel 
to sleep. 

He had not left the hotel until 
shortly after midnight the next 
day, had not heard a radio or seen 
a newspaper, and had returned to 
the Whitacre home to see if he had 
actually killed her. 

Dodds signed his confession. 
County Attorney Wheeler charged 
him with murder.-On October 14, 
1953, he pleaded guilty before Dis- 
trict Judge W. Lee Johnson and 
was sentenced to life imprisonment 
at hard labor in the Oklahoma 
state penitentiary at McAlester. 

Note: The names “Adelaide Page” 
and “Earlie Jones” are fictitious, 
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a frank statement of fact about 

VITAMINS 
Just as our world today is profoundly 

influenced by factors which we cannot 
see—atoms, electrons, ions and such— 
so, in the same way, our bodies are influ- 
enced every moment of the day by in- 
visible substances, hidden to the eye and 
even in some cases to the microscope. 
These are known as vitamins and are 
labeled, for convenience, with various 
letters of the alphabet. These letters are 
not, however, designations of unknown 
quantities; because, thanks to the cease- 
less efforts of the physician and the 
nutritional scientist, our knowledge of 
vitamins and their benefits grows greater 
with each passing day. 

VITAMINS—VITAL TO LIFE 

Without vitamins, human life perishes. 
With a serious deficiency of one or more 
vitamins, human health is bound to 
suffer. That’s why nutrition is such an 
important subject in the current scheme 
of things. 

When your physician discovers a 
vitamin deficiency that is robbing you of 
normal health, buoyancy and well-being, 
he frequently recommends a vitamin sup- 
plement to augment your diet. For ex- 
ample, let’s say he suggests that you 
take two vitamin A capsules each day. 
You stroll down to the neighborhood 
Store, ask for vitamin A capsules in the 
recommended potency and are astounded 
to find that a bottle of 100 capsules may 
cost more than $4.00. You've become 
rather price-conscious recently, so you're 
liable to think twice before shelling out 
$4.00, or more, for a tiny bottle of cap- 
sules. You're liable to ask “Why?” 
“What in the world makes them so ex- 
pensive?” Now, getting back to us for a 
moment ... we think your question de- 
serves an honest answer—and to give 
you that answer is the purpose of this 
message. 

THE HIGH COST OF VITAMINS 

First of all, let’s make one thing clear. 
In vitamin products, price is definitely 
not an indication of quality. In fact, 
there is no correlation between the two. 
High vitamin prices are merely a result 
of the manufacturer’s production and 
marketing procedure, profit margin, etc., 
and have little to do with the basic 
product itself. 

The Food and Drug Administration of 
the United States Goverriment has set 
forth rigid standards for all vitamin man- 
ufacturers to follow. The only essential 
difference between one vitamin product 
and another can be the potency which 
must, by Federal law, be clearly shown 
on the label. When two vitamin prod- 
ucts have the same potency, they have 
exactly the same nutritional value. For 
example, 25,000 U. S. P. units of vitamin 
A, in capsule form, have exactly the 
same therapeutic value as any other 
vitamin A capsule labeled 25,000 U.S. P. 
units. This is true, regardless of manu- 
facturer, regardless of soprce of pur- 
chase. Likewise, the same reasoning 
applies to vitamin products measured 
by weight (in milligrams or micrograms) 
and to multiple vitamin products (a com- 
bination of two or more vitamins). 

HOW FOODS PLUS CAN HELP YOU 

Now, since governmént standards 
assure the quality and strength of all 
vitamin products as indicated on their 
labels, the only actual difference remain- 
ing to be considered is price. This brings 
us to our main story, the Foods Plus 
story. Thanks to special manufacturing 
arrangements, a unique direct-to-you mail 
distribution system and a high sales 
volume, Foods Plus today can actually 
Save you as much as 50% and more on the 
cost of your vitamin and mineral needs. 
It’s true! For proof, let’s go back to our 

foods plus, inc. 
America’s Leading Vitamin Specialists 

vitamin A example. 100 vitamin A cap- 
sules—25,000 U. S. P, units—of national 
brand “X” sell at your neighborhood 
store for $4.09. Foods Plus vitamin A 
capsules — same number, same potency, 
made to the same rigid Federal Food and 
Drug Administration standards — cost 
only $1.00. Quite a saving, isn’t it! 
What’s more, you can take advantage of 
similar savings on scores of vitamin and 
mineral needs when you buy direct—the 
sensible, money-saving Foods Plus way. 
The potency clearly stated on.the label 
is your guarantee that the product con- 
forms to rigid government standards, 
Foods Plus meticulously adheres to 
these standards on all its products—and 
has done so every year of its existence! 

FREE VITAMIN BOOKLET 

Have you been paying excessively 
high prices for your vitamins and min- 
erals? Then why not investigate the 
facts .. . check Foods Plus prices—and 
compare! You'll find all the revealing 
details in the new Foods Plus vitamin 
booklet. This informative guide not 
only shows you how to save important 
dollars on your vitamin and mineral 
needs—it also gives you, in writing, the 
Foods Plus 30-day money-back guaran- 
tee that protects your every purchase. 
In addition, the booklet contains many 
helpful health tips plus valuable recom- 
mendations by Carlton Fredericks, 
famous adviser on nutrition. Send for 
your copy of the Foods Plus booklet now 

. it’s absolutely free—no obligation. 
Just print your name and address on the 
handy coupon below and mail it today. 

ie J oc ccenaeneneasesennsnnesanccwenncnny 

foods plus, inc. Dept. 125 
62 West 45 St., New York 36, N. Y. 

Kindly send my free copy of the Foods 

Plus vitamin booklet. 
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address... 
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y |[Velvety Copper 

_|Fully Automatic Signal Control 
{11 WAY COOKER-FRYER-STEAMER 

{No more guesswork. Proper heat, automatically adjusted. Gives you 
PERFECT MEALS every time. Table Top service eliminates kitchen trips, 

aves time and energy. BIG, BIG 6 qt. capacity permits meals 
or the entire family. Does everything any cook could desire. © 

*® Cooks * Boils ° Fries 
Bakes Roasts * Blanches 
Broils Warms * Casseroles 

j° Steams * Stews * Defrosts 
An exceptional value that includes: Fry © 
Basket with detachable handle. Recipe Book. 
Pyrex Glass Cover. Cord and Plug. Choice 

4 of colors. 115 V., 
A.C. Full Factory 
guarantee. $8.95 

Nationally Advertised at $39.95 “3B ELECTRIC FOOD MIXER 
; Fully Automatic 

| Compare this white kitchen beauty with any 
food mixer at any price! Any man, woman or 

1 child can perform cooking miracles with this 
powerful mixer that leads a double life. Can 
be used with either of the two mixing bowls 

| that come with it, or can be separated and 
used in any pot, pan, bowl, etc. This wonder- 
ul kitchen aid will make any cake mix or 
batter smooth and velvety and does it all 
quick as a wink. 
Double rotary blades are easily detached for 
cleaning. A wonderful gift at a most conserva- 
tive price. 110 Volts .. denials 12.95 

jROTO-BROILETTE 

S Here is the top of the stove or table top ROAST-TOASTER — 
that handles a multitude of jobs. Broiling chops and 

steaks, and toasted delicacies including sandwiches. 
Outside made of lifetime hammered aluminum. 

Burn_ proof handles permit easy movement. 
Slide out tray fits on several levels. Fully 

guaranteed coil elements gives even 
distribution of heat. Will make any 
toasted food taste better. Will impart 
a delightful charcoal flavor. Beautiful 
enough to grace any woman's table. 
120 volts, A.C., D.C. Complete with 
UL approved cord set..........only $9.95 

Sale Price 
Nationally Advertised at $24.95 | 995 

Nationally Advertised at $19.95 

Sale Price 
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DOUBLE SLICE TOASTER 
| Fully Automatic 

Nationally Advertised at $19.95 

Sale Price A beautiful Chrome Beauty, you will be prouc to own or give for any 
S Ch occasion. A daily reminder of your thoughtfuiness. Will give years of 
10 wonderful automatic service and deliver taste-teasing toast just as 

you like it, fresh and warm — light to dark. Pops right up when it is 
dione. SW fake any Bae alice: of bread, Mutfins, Cake and Rolls. 

A ; j j complete with heavy duty Cord and Plug. Full year’s guarantee too. Nationally Advertised List Price $39.95 N15. VolgscArGs ce tose ae 58.95 

—_———S SS —_—_— 

S i NOVEL DISTRIBUTING CO. 

/ 1 Dept. 104-A, 33 Second Ave., New York 3, N. Ya 
Please send me the items | have checked: 

Electric Skillet - 

Westinghouse Equipped fe Ren gO ae a ee 
ELECTRIC SKILLET with Temperature Selector Control 
Fully Automatic 

The Modern Roto-Broil way to Cook, right at the Dining table. Bakes, Fries, I f i Cooker Fryer 8.95 
Chafes, Stews where you are. Beautifully constructed of triple gauge aluminum Broilette 9.95 
with HEATING ELEMENT. Provides even distribution of heat to all parts of th 8.95 

12.95 

s State. = 
Please send prepaid. | enclose su. full: payment. 

$10.95 Please send C.O.D. | enclose $1.00 deposit. | will pay balance plus 
: postal charges to postman. 

Please include 50 cents handling charne for each item. 
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America’s Fast Growing Industry Offers 

| WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME 
FOR GOOD PAY JOBS IN 

RADIO-TELE 
J. £. SMITH hos trained more men for. Radio-Television 

than-cry other man. OUR 40th YEAR. 

You Good Pay—Bright Future — Security 
| TRAINED 
THESE MEN 

“Started to repair sets six 
months after enrolling. 
Earned $12 to $15 a week 
in spare time.’’—Adam 

oy Rtn, Jt, Sunneytown, 
—te Pennsylvania. 

Television work. Four other 
NRI men work here. Am & ng - 
happy with my work! |. a) 
Glen Peterson, Bradford, Sipe 

4: 

“Up to our necks in Radio- 

Ont., Canada, 
“am doing Radio and 

am) Television Servicing full 
- time. Now have my own 
jj ‘shop. 1 owe my success to 

|N.R1— Curtis Stath, Ft. 
4 Madison, Towa. 
“Am with WCOC. NRI 
ecurse can’t be beat. No 
trouble passing Ist class 
Radio-phone license exam.” 
“Jesse W. Parker, Meri- 
dian, Mississippi. 

“By the time I graduaied I 
had paid for my course, a 
car and testing equipment. 
Can service toughest jobs.” 
—E. J. Streitenberger, New 
Boston, Ohio. 

AVAILABLE TO 

VETERANS 
UNDER G.I. BILLS 

You 

Training plus opportunity is the 
PERFECT COMBINATION for 
job security, good pay, advance- 
ment. In good times, the trained 
man makes the BETTER PAY, 
GETS PROMOTED. When jobs 
are searee, the trained man enjoys 
GREATER SECURITY. NRI 
training can help assure you more 
of the better things of life. 

Start Soon to Make 10, $15 

a Week Extra Fixing Sets 
Keep your job while training. I 
start sending you special booklets 
the day you enroll, that show you 
how to fix sets. Multitester built 
with parts I send helps you make 
$10, $15 a week extra fixing sets 
while training. Many start their 
own Radio-Television business with 
spare time earnings. 

My Training Is Up-To-Date 
You benefit by my 40 years’ experi- 
ence training men at home. Well 
illustrated lessons give you basic 
principles you need. Skillfully de- 
veloped kits of parts I send (see 
below) “bring to life” things you 
learn from lessons. 

Learn by Practicin 
»with Parts | Sen 

Nothing takes the place of PRACTICAL EXPERIENCE. 
That’s why NRI training is based on LEARNING BY 
DOING. You use parts I furnish to build many circuits 
common to Radio and Television. As part of my Communi- 
cations Course, you build many things, including low power 

\ transmitter shown at left. You put it “‘on the air,” perform 
procedures required broadcasting operators. With my 

Servicing Course you build 
modern Radio, etc. Use Mul- 
titester you build to make 
money fixing sets. Many stu- 

dents make $10, $15 week 
extra fixing neighbors’ sets 
in spare time while train- 
ing. Coupon below will 
bring book showing other 
quipment you build. It’s 
ui 

ee 

Television Making Good Jobs, Prosperity—Even without Tele- 
vision, Radio is bigger than ever. 115 million home and auto Radios 
to be serviced. Over 3000 Radio broadcasting stations use operators, 
technicians, engineers. Government, Aviation, Police, Ship, Micro-wave 
Relay, Two-Way Radio Communications for buses, taxis, trucks, ete., 
are important and growing fields. Television is moving ahead fast. 

aa r 

: a : sie i 
25 million homes now have Television 
sets. Thousands more are being sold 

About 200 Television stations are now 
on the air. Hundreds of others being 
built. Good TV jobs-opening up for every week. Get a job or have your own 
Technicians, Operators, etc. business selling, installing, servicing. 

Radio-T¥ Needs Men of Action—Mail Coupon 
Act now to get more of the good things of life. Actual 
lesson proves my training is practical, thorough. 64-page 
book shows good job opportunities for you in many fields. 
Take NRI training for as little as $5 a month. Many 
graduates make more than total cost of training in two 
weeks. Mail coupon now. J. E. SMITH, President, 
National Radio Institute, Dept: 7D08, Washington 9, D. C. 
OUR 40TH YEAR. 

National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C. 

Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book, FREE. 
(No salesman will call. Please write plainly.) 




