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a TURN YOUR HANDS, FINGERS, x 

ELBOWS & FEET INTO SUPER WEAPONS! 

WITH EASY R AT - QUICKER, BETTER 
TO LEARN Aq: E THAN JUDO! 
FEAR NO ONE! WITH KARATE A 98 POUND WEAKLING CAN EASILY 
OVERPOWER A 220 LB. HE-MAN IN SECONDS WITH HIS BARE HANDS! 

Karate will teach you all around self defense in weeks. It can be learned at home—alone. It is 
the traditional Oriental method for dealing with malicious and armed attack. Its objective and 
function is to disarm, subdue or cripple an enemy who may come unexpectedly out of the 
dark. It makes you the equal of any man of any weight or experience. It teaches you instan 
taneous, automatic defense against the most unexpected attacks. Karate is a weapon no man 
can take away from you. Once you know Karate, you will fear no muggers, you'll not be shamed 
by some street corner gang insulting your girl as you pass. You need nothing but your hands 
and feet, and a reasonably limber constitution. The more violent and brutal the attack upon you, 
the more effective your defense. Profusely illustrated with actual combat photos, and anatomical 
charts of man’s nerve centers, pressure points, and weak spots. Defense against injurious holds 
and blows explained by some of America’s leading experts, including masters of judo recognized 
among the topmost masters of Japan. The Japanese police and Army combat troops use 
KARATE, to subdue criminals and in the battlefield. For first hand knowledge ask some friend 
who fought in the Pacific! Now adapted to American athletic standards and techniques, you can 
learn the fundamentals of this master defense by yourself, at home, in weeks. 
Devised by the ancient Japanese Professionals, Karate is the self-defense Hand to Hand com: 
bat system that is faster, more effective than judo. Karate has been used in Japan for hun: 
dreds of years! Karate was published with action packed photos teaching you how to handle 
gun and knife attacks, street fighters and muggers! 
You will learn just where the Karate striking points and positions are. You will learn the best 
defense against annoying attacks and serious attacks. Karate was used by the hand picked 
guards of the Japanese Emperor. Yet men and women find it is easier to learn than judo. Until 
recently Karate technique was kept secret and originally used only for the Emperor's guards. In 
this very well illustrated book you are taught by one of the outstanding authors on Karate tech: 
nique and everything is simplified, explained and shown so that you can more easily master the 
art. The anatomical charts show the pressure points for fatal, serious and mild blows, that's why 
it’s only for those who are over 18 years of age. You'll see how easy it is to render your op- 
ponent completely helpless. You'll never know how confident you will feel even among men much 
bigger than you are until you learn Karate. With this book you will fear no man. You will turn 
your feet, your elbows, and your fingers and hands into such super weapons that it will amaze 
you and your friends. Learn Karate self defense now! You never know when you need it! It's for 
men and women. 

KARATE Teaches you the 
Pressure Paints ef Your 
Opponent Se that you can 
Render him Absolutely 
Helpless in Seconds. 

SOLD ON MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
After receiving this Karate Technique Book look it over, it must do everything this advertisement promises, it must raise your 
‘confidence in your ability. Physically, it must teach you more about self defense than you ever knew before or you get your 
money back! Don't delay, order now on this money back guarantee. Mail coupon now! Karate teaches you the pressure points, 
ftc., of your opponent so that you can render him absolutely helpless in seconds. 

‘Send $2.98 cash, check or M.O. for regular edition or send $5.00 for Deluxe hard cover edition too. 
Best Values Co., Dept. W-96, 403 Market St., Newark, New Jersey 

403 MARKET ST., NEWARK, NEW JERSEY 
[i Rush my copy of Karate Technique. | Enclose $2.98, Send Postage Pre-Paid. 

My money will be refunded. if not satisfied. 
[Send Deluxe hard cover edition. | Enclose $5.00, Send Postage Pre-Paid. 

‘My money will be refunded if not satisfied. 
NAME 
ADDRESS CITY. STATE 
NOTE: Purchasers should be 18 years of age or over or get parent's permission. 



Au of us can’t be geniuses. But 
any ordinarily talented mortal can 
beasuccess—and that’s more than 
some geniuses are. 

Now, as in Asop’s time, the 
race doesn’t always go to the one 
who potentially is the swiftest. 
The trained man has no trouble 
in passing the genius who hasn’t 
improved his talents. 

In good times and bad times, in 
every technical and business field, 
the ¢rained man is worth a dozen 
untrained ones, no matter how 
gifted. 

The International Correspond- 
ence Schools can’t make you into 
a genius. For more than 67 years, 
however, I, C. S. has been help- 
ing its students to become 
trained, successful leaders— 
and it can do the same for you, 
Mark your special interest on 

the coupon. Don’t be like the un- 
successful genius who wastes his 
life in dreaming of what he intends 

—_ = —_ to do. Act now! 

‘Accrodiid Member, 
C.S., Scranton 15, Penma. atonal Home Study Council 
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TRUE BOOKLENGTH 

BLONDE DOLLY: GIVEAWAY HARLOT OF AMSTERDAM . . . . James Collier 12 
Her thirsty body destroyed VIP's over half the continent of Europe. 

REAL ADVENTURE 

THE TURNCOAT COMMANDO WHO SUCKERED THE JAP ARMY . . . Whit Gordon 16 
Wingate called it the most amazing “traitor raid” of WWH. 

(MAMA GENNA’S SIX LITTLE MONSTERS... . Wm. Kofoed & Frank Mullady 20 
They headed America’s richest criminal empire—until they bucked + 
the one man who hated their brother-for-brother ties. 

WILD YANK McCUMLEY'S WONDERFUL URUBU HAREM . . . . Max Roberts 24 
After five months in a girl paradise, he found himself leading a tribal war eels. seremon mira oninie esd oe 

SAVINKOFF: THE RED WHO ASSASSINATED EVERYBODY . . Charles V. Nemo 28 
He aimed for the Czar, Lenin, Stalin—and wound up purging his own 
Terror Brigade. 

‘AROUND THE WORLD IN 60 DAYS 
WITH “MILLION BUCK” TRAIN... . . . . . ~ . = Dan Easton 32 
Joilbait chaser, pornographer, presidential candidate, the country’s No. 1 
‘Oddball made Jules Verne blush with shame. 

‘THE BLIMP THAT BOMBED CHICAGO... . . . - . - Myron Gubitr 40 
The blunt-nosed mistile wiped out two streets in the Windy City's worst 
disaster since the big fire. 
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PRIVATE WIRE 
THE LATEST LOWDOWN FOR MEN ON EVERYTHING FROM DOLLS TO DOLLARS... 

EASY MONEY Promoters of a Miami Beach hotel offering a 
$500 one week's vacation to guys who can sneeze with their 
eyes open, but you've got to prove it. . . You get a fast 
$75, 000 for figuring out how to make the Great Salt Lake's billion 
shrimp grow big enough to eat. . . Easiest thing in the 
world is to sell the new 50-star flag—it's bad taste to talk 
about earnings, but some guys whisper $200/wk . . . Private 
eyes get 10G's a year from a New York City do-gooder for 
cracking teen-age gangs . . . New rate scale for Hollywood's 
Professional lover-boys: $50 per night plus expenses for young 
4011s ; $100 for babes over 40; $200 for the sweet 60's (where 
the big action is . . . $1500 buys you an African coffee 
plantation where, no matter what you've heard about the Congo, 
native labor is still pennies per week . . . Shrewdies scouring 
attics, second-hand stores, buying up WWII relics, doubling 
their investment by selling loot to aging ox-GIs now on a 
terrible nostalgia kick . . . You save the price of a new 
suit every year by picking up motor oil in bulk, putting it 
in the bomb yourself . . . $150/wk or more goes to non-de- 
pressible gents who set up flower stands across the street 
from the nation's cemeteries . . . Silliest fear a would-be 
inventor can yield to is that he's not an electronics, 
nuclear or other kind of specialist—these folks are so bogged 
down by details they rarely come up with the fresh ideas 
amateurs come up with . . » 

GIRL GAMBITS One Manhattan madam swears girl midgets make 
best lovers-for-pay, but run out of gas too fast. . . Dames 
who pick hammers to kill husbands are sure-fire to win insanity 
pleas . . . Mississippians claim mud packs from the big 
river are why their dolls copped two Miss America titles ina 
row. . . Mulled cider (hot, with rum) is top stage-setter for 
love scenes in bachelor pads—leaves the ladies gasping 
Nobody can figure out why Las Vegas nude shows drive otherwise 
flesh-loving customers into the streets... . Jerry Giesler, 
famed mouthpiece, stopped one piece of Jailbait from robbing 
Errol Flyna blind by proving she frolicked with corpses . . . 
Some psychologists urge frigid women to buy motorcycles, take 
rides before bedtime . . . Observers in Cuba olaim real dictator 
is Castro's secret sweetie, a part-time lesbian. . . 
Recent survey showed 4 out of 7 men get most mad at wives for 
making them handle monthly bills . . . Reason lots of wonen go 
fishing with husbands is to make up for not being good at 
Sex (they think) . . . Crazy story still persists that a damo 
in disguise is playing in the National Professional Football 
League (not a thing to it). . . Beatnik girls, bored with the 
bit, are dropping black stockings and tatters, going around 
all day and night in formal evening gowns . . . A half-dozen 
payola girls thrown out of work by DJ scandals pooled their 
mad money and bought a record mart . . . (continued on page 42) 



MAKE A FRESH START! 
Get ahead faster in Air Conditioning and Refrigeration 

IF YOU HAVE A low-pay job with little 
security and no future, it’s time you gave 
yourself a fresh start. It’s never too late to 
launch a new career in a huge, booming 
industry such as Air Conditioning and 
Refrigeration. The government reports that 
during the past 12 years, production of air 
conditioners increased 400%. No other indus- 
try did better! Thanks to this fabulous 
growth, over 20,000 newly-trained techni- 
cians and mechanics are needed each year to 
fill a wealth of steady, good-pay jobs. Get set 
for success: Train at home in spare time. It's 
easy and it’s practical. For full information, 
All out and mail handy coupon. 

How CTI Home Training starts you in 
a business of your own or a good job 
CTI offers you a short-cut to success. You 
learn by practicing with real operating equip- 
ment! CTI sends you 25 big kits of parts and 
tools to build a % h.p. commercial-type, 
heavy-duty condensing unit (illustrated at 
right.) You perform experiments, complete 
many projects, and get experience much like 
in the field. This is the practical way to learn 
and only CTI has it. Only CTI combines 
practice with easy-to-understand theory. 

Many students earn spare time 
cash during their training 

‘Because CTI training is so practical, many 
students carn extra money by installing and 
servicing air conditioning and refrigerating 
‘equipment. Some work evenings and Satur- 
days for local dealers; others set up service 
routes which include restaurants, motels, 
supermarkets, taverns, ete, You can earn 
money in spare time as you learn! 

9 good—You can, too 
“I'm in the refrigeration business for 
double what I used to. During my tr 
pay my tuition.”-—Alfred Helm, Ky....T've started a business 
{nd its a success."—Otto Degner, Canada... "Tam in business 
for myself. T am building a nice trade doing service work.”— 
Paulia Waters, Tex..." applied for a job to install air con- 
ditioners in autos and got it”—Richard Vinet, La. ..""Your 
refrigeration training helped me get repair jobs alter only twelve of your lessons.”—Frank Green, W. Va. 

elf now. I earn neatly 
T made enough to 

TRAINING WITH A BIG DIFFERENCE 
CTT teains you to be a master 
in aie conditioning and retriger 
@ jack-of-all-trades in minor. fold. Only 
CTT sends 25 big kits of valuable parts and 
fools so you caa learn by practicing. 

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE - CHICAGO 26, ILLINOIS 
A Non-Profit —Aceredited by National Home Stody Counel 

YOU BUILD THIS 
Ye H.P. HEAVY DUTY 
CONDENSING UNIT! 

YOU PRACTICE WITH 

25 BIG KITS 

When you finish assembling 
condenser (above), you may 
then build an air conditioner, 
freezer, refrigerator o: milk 
cooler. CTI also sends mechan: 
ie’s toole (lett.) You keep al 
tools and equipment. 

Be a specialist in well-paid 
Auto Air Conditioning field 
Hottest new opportunity field is auto sir 
conditionitig! Over 500, 
yearly~and growing 

FIRST GET THE FACTS—THEN DECIDE Prrrernyyy 
Tavest a postage stamp in your future. Fill out 
‘and mail coupon. Get complete information on 
job opportunities and how to train. No coat. 
‘No obligation. Be sure to act today! 

COMMERCIAL TRADES INSTITUTE 
texco 36, NOLS ert. net 
| tte) Snt ton Same bom eee. one 8 



ch 7, 1987 
WHERE: Route 90, Lovisane: 

1 cet off a trckdriver's I 

ALL ABOUT IT; 1 was 17, driving © co-ed home fo Lake Charles from the Merdi Gros 
Mott of the three-hour trip was wnaveniful, but ot obout 2 AM—é 

ww flames shooting vp from on overturned half-ton treck, maybe 
bafore t hopped out, beard the deiver's moans. 

oinned beneath hia cab, to about five Tuches chove the knee. He'd swerved into 
rely of naphtha—had spilled ever on him. 

He was screaming when t reached hie. "My legl Get my log outt # he 
ering out of the von. He w stomach. The leg wat 

Gand burned him t0 @ crisp. 
1 yelled to my date, whe wos standing next to my car white-oce 

Formhowse « halomile of across a cornfield. She shiny 

There was nothing 1 could 

1d. 1 got there, slammed on the br 

bor keep palling at the drive's shoulders while the flames ote at the van's wooden 

Caught fre. | turned ond started to run eway. The dri 
denly knew what I had t0 de. 

Tran to my car trenk, get out a Sth-gutting knife ond ran hack, picking w 
Mere bite on thi,” end put the wood in his mouth. Then I got om 

‘unk into the Rash; Blood gushed from the tiatve, The drive 
J, The knife-edge wen erated and 1 frantically began te sow through bene. 

he dives gouped nd posted cut, wan hardly ware of the fmes tonguing ot my neck, # sliced down 
Te mcke a Rep for cloture, and cut through the lost wall of skin. Vd jest haved the driver free when the 
fre reached the spot where his body bod 

"My date come Back, clone, just ofter Fd closed up the flap and hound the thigh with fishing line. 1 hod to 
slap’hor face to get bor out of shock vo thot we could lft the uncontciovs man into my ear. | drove to 

we gd to © decir, who sutured the incision Vd amade, The doctor was omezed. “You did wonderful 
nan” be told me. "Where did you learn to perform an amputation?” 

don't think 1 could de 

tion, Gl 
WHER: September, 1946 
WHERE: sizerta, Tunisia 

a stretch of wnlt black-top ketween Erath ond Koplan—t wade os and, oven 

ditch nd the truck—leaded with 

1d ond frozen, “For God's sake, run for helpt” There wat a tenant 
ved ond vee, stumbled in some stalks, got op—end | knew she'd never moke 

ot tat 
gente ae ci neta he kapt meaning. "You've got to cat of” let him go ond beet ot the fomes with my jacket: The jcket 

Scroamed ofter me, “Cot the goddam thing off, kid, cut it efft” And 1 wd 

WHAT: 1 shot 200 dogs and ended « plague. 

“diving pickets into the ground around my post 
‘9S-degres heot, when all of «sudden, Sem slum 

2 metter?™ No joe! groaned. 
‘on? “The ileee that’s sprecding arovnd Bizerto,” 

armpits wore welling tim up ond havled him te sick boy. By the time we got there, Sam we 
rmowsly by buboes of the glands. The doctor put a curtain around his bed ond 15, 

Company wae called out. The plagual A type of bubenle plegue wos hiting Bizet 
‘They hed vied DOT to dettroy the dissctecarrying fea; and streptomycin wos bis 

the dlsose kept spreading 
ural partis” The mongrale for the job. 

Tor the next twe days, | prowled through Bizero, shooting avery dog on sight 
leoking for dogs when I noticed o sight sing in a rubble 

locked-in the dripping lows of a dity 
between the ayer. White powder exploded on ie face, It kealed ov 

poking 

fand battered ite head 

tlothes because they come ite. 
ing long the canal. He clawed 

‘every nook and crevice, until U had destroyed folowing m= 
‘eoned. op their entrails. And sure enough, after the dogs were eliminated, the plogve came to on sn: 

“did mont of the eflicted people, And miracalsony, I, who hod come into closest contact 
with the plogve-carrers, never came down with the buboes. 

Well poy $25 for your “peak moment” if viable after et 

over end looked at Sem lying on the ground. “He's got it” Jim said. “Got what?” 1 
fim answered. “Look at him” And sure enough, 1 noticed thot Sam's 

1 Kicked at the rubbish when suddenly my ankle co 
iy Woking mongrel. The dog growled and glated ot me, | cimed my rite ond shot him 

bot its domn teeth wouldn'? unlock my ankle, 

round 

howted. “What the 

‘oround te city were communicating the red-heped boceria called “Post 

5 19. Send a 250-vord occovat of it, with snapshot, to It Hoppened To Me, 
TEAL ADVENTURE, 535 Fith’ Ave. LY. 17, NY. Each adventure should be verified by one witness. Mis. and photos canno! be returned. 
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A. man carrying a grandfather 
lock ‘down the soot £0 «repel 
shop bumped into a little old lady 
‘whom he couldn't see since the cloc 
obstructed his view. The little old 
Indy fell down, a she collected her 
packages and began struggling to 
Per foot she muttered to the man: 
“Why the hell can’t you wear a 
wrist-watch like everyone else!” 

‘A wealthy woman equipped from 
head to foot with sparkling jewels 
and dragging an ermine wrap 
hind her stepped out of her chauf- 
feur-driven Cadillac in front of the 
plush hotel. She proceeded to in- 
struct the bellhops: 
“You-take that suitcase. And you 

pleas cary that one, and wil you 
please carry my jewel caso in? And 
you, young man, will find my son in 
the back seat—will you please carry 
him into the hotel 
The looked into the back 

seat of the car and to his amazement 
saw a strapping young man of about 
30 years of age. 

“But Madam, your son looks like 
he is perfectly capable of walking 
into the hotel by himself!” 

“Of "course," | responded the 
wealthy woman, “but thank heavens 
he doesn’t have to.” 

When Tommy returned home after 
the birthday party his mother asked 
him if he had thanked Mrs. Brown. 

“No,” said Tommy. 
“Why not?” his mother ssked 

“I told you to say thank you 
when you left.” 

“But,” said Tommy, “Mary Ellen 
said Yhank you to Mrs, Brown and 
Mrs. Brown said ‘don’t mention it 
so I didn't” 

‘The CPO at the radio shack re- 
ceived a message that a crew mem- 
ber’s mother had passed away. So 
he picked up the P.A. mike and 
bellowed, “Jones. Your old lady just 

‘dead’ 
onthe the skipper heard how cal- 
lously Jones had been treated, he 
called the chief to task. “In’ the 
future,” he ordered, “you will be 
‘more tactful in your manner of re- 
lating unfortunate news. Dismissed!” 

‘A week later; the same CPO was 
notified that Frank O'Leary's mother 
had also passed away. So-tactfully— 
he summoned the entire crew top- 
side As they stood at tention, be 
said, “All who have mothers 
take one step forward. Not so fast, 
O'Leary!” 

“I have Indian blood in me,” said 
the gin. 
“What tribe?” asked her friend. 
“No tribe. Just a wandering 

Indian.” 

‘Then there was the Indian who 
walked into a New York restaurant 
replete with full regalia—feathers, 
war paint, tomahawk, ete. The maitre 
d’ started to say, “Sir, do you have 
a reserva... oh, never mind, I'll 
get you a table.” 

‘A businessman lost evefy cent he 
had in the world. Since he was too 
‘old to look for a job, he said to his 
wife, “Betty, you're going to have to 
support us. 

But Betty had no training and 
didn’t know what to do. 

“Do whatever you can,” her hus- 
band shrugged. 

So Betty went out the next day 
and for eight hours did the only 
thing she felt capable of doing. 
When she retuned, she emptied her 
purse and showed her husband how 
much she had eamed: $100.25. 

“Twenty-five cents!” her husband 
exclaimed. "Who gave you twenty- 
five conts?” 

“Oh, they all did,” replied Betty. 

The mild little shoe clerk came 
home earlier than usual one day and 
found his wife in bed with a sales- 
man. So he picked up the salesman’s 
umbrella, brought it down sharply 
on the edge of a table and kept 
whacking away until it broke into 
several smalll pieces. 

“There!” he shouted triumphantly. 
“Now I hope to hell it rains.” 

talk you out of shooting me, how sbout coming back in ten 
‘not have died for nothing.” 
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SHE BROUGHT A CITY TO ITS KNEES 

BLONDE DOLLY: 
GIVEAWAY 
HARLOT OF 
AMSTERDAM 

by JAMES COLLIER 

eT 

Seay + 

, To Holland’s wayward girls AS 
she was staid Sebila Niemans, who reseued them 
from sin. Only after her bizarre 1958 murder 

| was she revealed as the $200-an-hour 
| call girl whose own thirsty body had destroyed loye- 

H mad VIP’s over half the continent of Europe. 



es 4 
F fol wre lit 
W HAT piaued the curiosity of the Dutch 

press was the method by which death 
had been brought about. The gist 
been strangled, but this in 
niot unusual, Strangled prostitutes, while 
not a regular occurrence in Amst 
sre still not featured on the front p 
day after day. But the device which 

strangling was of more than com- 
‘mon interest. Sex, death, and money were 
combined in the neatest imaginable way 

nde Dolly, the prostitute of Amsterdam 
been choked to death by ten-guilder 

notes, 
Thirt of them 

at « time 
id been balled to- 

gether . er 
is crumpled for light d 
down her throat. A stick, broken 
from a broom, was found beside her body 

and it was clear that the murderer had 
used it to ram the notes far back into the 

of the mouth 
and throat were abrased, the small blood 

ls ruptured, and the tongue torn back 
almost completely from its roots 

aa 
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During her stay at Deauville on the Riviera, Dolly divided 
aie ween Laniel and men who picked her up on the beach. 

BLONDE DOLLY 

‘The girl had apparently been alive during part of the 
process, Bruises on her stomach and chest indicated that 
the murderer—a man of some strength—had kneeled on her 
body while “feeding” her the banknotes, holding her head 
to the floor by the same mass of shimmering hair which 
so many men had found on their pillows on so many 
‘mornings. 

“Pwo other facts amused readers of the June 3, 1958 
editions of Amsterdam's morning newspapers. First, Blonde 
Dolly's body was naked when found. Second, she'd willed 
assets of 724,000 guilders ($200,000) in bonds, debentures 
land cash toa school for wayward women. The irony was 
that Blonde Dolly Hepple, the most wayward of them all, 
had proven herself able to get along quite nicely without 
handouts. Presumably if the other girls were successful 
in her path, paverty would be virtually eliminated in The 
Netherlands. 

Tn any case, without the odd details surrounding her 
death, Blonde Dolly would have rated a mention on page 
three, and then would have disappeared altogether. It 
would have been a pity. Her story is worth the telling, 

‘Blonde Dolly Niemans was born in 1928, to a Dutch 
sugar beet farmer in the Friesland district in the northeast 
‘of The Netherlands. Witnesses to her childhood attest that 
she was born beautiful, bright and harassed by 2 mental 
quik which gave her sexual life the peculiar bent it was 
to take. 

She grew up on the farm, in theory tending to the sugar 
beets, but in actual practice enlarging upon her sensuality 
Reminiscences of old neighbors are ordinarily untrust- 
worthy. But it is plain that Sebila Niemans (her name at 
birth) neither cared about work nor indulged in it to any 
great extent. 

“What she did care about and indulge was her body. This 
evidence comes from Theo ten Hoar, a young man who 
boarded with the Niemans family, helped in the fields and 
trudged three miles to the local school between times. 
“Fen Foor is older and wiser now. He was 17 at the time. 
Blonde Dolly was 14. He slept in the room next to hers, 
and through a crack in the wooden wall peered at her at 
any available hour. She spent hours, it seems, moving naked 
around her room. She would sit on the bed undressed, or 

‘Though Dolly wan not the only Dutch girl 10 fraternize 
the German Army, she alone earned fortune being “friendly.” 

lie full length on her bed, staring into a hand mirror at 
her lovely, fresh face. Sometimes she would lean the little 
mirror on’ the back of a shelf and twisting and tuming, 
attempt to view her whole body, which, due to the size 
of the mirror, was an impossible task. Sebila Niemans was 
in love with herself, in love with her handsome, smooth 
skin and her beautifully sculpted figure, which even at 14 
showed the full voluptuous curves of a mature woman. 

‘The prancing in front of the mirror went on for # month, 
‘And then suddenly one day Dolly tured her face toward 
the crack in the wall and began to laugh. “You think T 
am lovely?” she asked. 

"Astonished and blushing red, young ten Hoor did not 
answer, “Never mind,” she said. “I know you are there 
Why do you think I have been doing this?” 

The young man left the Niemans household at the end 
of the week. He knew a witch when he saw one; he knew 
She would sop him dry to feed her naked vanity, and 
so he fled. 

ex, in 1939, came the Nazi invasion of the low 
Teountries. The Germans swept into Freisland unopposed. 
xcept for the presence of the arrogant Nazi troops in the 
Tree of the towns and the gradually growing shortages 
Sf food, life went on much the same. Dolly Niemans was 
Gow I7-a fall bodded, rich-eched young woman, with 
Toog blonde hair (sometimes dyed black) that flashed in 
Re canlight halfway down her back She apparently bad 
Ts doubts about what was in store for her, and she seemed 
Titling to meet her fate halfway. She said once to a shop- 
Wecpers wife, as a Cerman soldier clanked by on the 
Meee“ Wonder how soon they will come for me?” There 
Srey selpity in her voice, only a kind of acceptance, 
Witch made’ the shopkeeper’s wife suspect that she was 
Enzious to get on with it 

She may have been, She soon outlined a litle plan for 
henell, She would go_see the local commandant, Ober- 
NGuabannfubrer Wessel There was no point in involving 
Hewalf with a common soldier when something better was 
to be had 

‘Obersturmbannfubrer Wessel was a small, mild-mannered 
family man whom, the chances of war had cast up in the 



backwashes of The Netherlands. He was not used to glamor 
and glory, It surprised him then, when the girl appeared in 
his office one gloomy winter's morning. A soldier escorted 
her in, muttering something in German. He glanced from 
the desk. “Yes?” 

Without invitation she sat down and leaned back in 
the chair. She was wearing a raincoat and-a small red beret. 
“Have you got a cigarette?” she asked. 

Wessel was a little nonplussed at her boldness. He 
pushed the cigarettes across the desk at her. She took one 
tnd lit it, “Your business, please?” 

She puffed lazily at her cigarette. Then she said sud- 
denly, “I came to be your mistress.” 
He leaned back, startled. “My. mistress?” 
She stood, the cigarette at the comer of her lips. With 

slow, voluptuous movements she unbuttoned the raincoat, 
It fell back to reveal no clothes, only her naked flesh 
slowing from the chill sting of the weather. Wessel sat 
unspeaking for a long minute. Dolly watched; and then 
she said, “OF course, I will want things for myself. Not 
money. 1 do not care about money. But perfumes. And 
cigarettes, And champagne. And a pretty room with fluffy 
things and a long mirror.” Her expression grew vague with 
a kind of dreamy intensity. “And chocolate and oranges 
for me to eat. And soft things to sit on. And I must do 
no work; T must have a maid to take cate of me.” 

‘The bargain was struck. A more aggressive man in the 
Obersturmbannfubrer’s position might have simply laughed 
at Dolly and taken her on his own terms. But Wessel was 
not accustomed to ordering women around, and he con- 
sidered her presence a stroke of luck. So Dolly packed her 
clothes into a cheap pasteboard suitcase, climbed in the 
middle of the night out of the farmhouse window, and 
walked a half mile down the road to a lonely spot where 
Wessel was sitting in a black Mercedes waiting for her, 
She climbed in the car. “Where are you going to take n 

He licked his lips nervously, and put his arm around 
her shoulders in an awkward, self-conscious manner. “Here 
he said 

She shoved his arm away. 
“Some place nice, T told. you.” 

He bowed his head. “I couldn't find a place. There is 
no place in town. Everybody would know.” 

She eyed him curiously. “I thought you were the Ober- 
sturmbannfubrer. I thought you were boss. That is why T 
tame to you, so you could command for me the pretty 
things.” 

“All right,” he said grufily, his mettle up at the accusa- 
tion of lack of courage. “I take you to Leeuwarden.” 
Leeuwarden was the largest of Holland's north country 

towns—some 60,000 people there traded heavily in food 
stuffs for the country. Driving quickly through the night, 
Wessel made it in two hours. Then his troubles began. The 
town was filled with occupation forces; housing accom- 
modations were nearly nonexistent. To complicate matters, 
it was two o'clock in the moming. Given time, Wessel 
might have inade some arrangement; as it was he was hard 
put to explain his sudden need for a room. As he drove 
from hotel to hotel, from boarding house to boarding house, 
Blonde Dolly sat petulantly in the big Mercedes, smoking 
and yawning and chiding Wessel as if he were a school 
boy. Humbly and with growing anxiety, he continued his 
search, Tt would soon be moming. He was required to be 
back in his office at eight o'clock. 

At last he determined on the bold stroke. Swinging up 
to the Copplemeister, the largest and most sumptuous of 
Leeuwarden’s hotels, he marched into the lobby. “A room,” 
he said, bringing as much official curtness to his voice as 
he could. “I must have a place to sleep immediately.” 

The clerk hesitated. (Continued on page 73) 

“Not here,” she said crossly. 

“Let the papers scream!” Dolly al- 
ways said. “It's my body and I'll 
use it any damn way I see fit . ’ 

Sebila, shown here as a dyed brunette, had a hab- 
it of using men like the many canines she owned. 



Ye 
by WHIT GORDON 

E
s
s
e
 

e
o
 

z
@
 

&
 

e
&
 

o
f
t
t
=
_
 
e
2
=
S
a
 

=
>
 

=
>
 

L
u
d
 

@
S
 

w
l
 

=
 

=
 

=
 





eee le 

Jups’ treatment of Burmese. mayor was mild compared 
jo target use they made of some of i js countrymen, 

THE TURNCOAT COMMANDO 

“Go ahead,” he whispered. 
The men flickered through the trees towards the bridge 

‘and vanished into the dark green tangle, Denny put down 
the sub-machinegun and raised his binoculars to peer at 
the two bandy-legged Nipponese sentries plodding back 
and forth at the near end of the span. 

It happened very fast. The two Japs heard the strange 
sound and walked over to investigate. Two of the Chindits 
jumped each, ramming bayonets deep into one guard's 
stomach, neatly breaking the wind-pipe of the other with 
judo chops rehearsed a thousand times. In five seconds, 
both sentries were dead. 

‘Two of the Englishmen, picked because they were short 
and slim, quickly stripped their victims and changed into 
the bloody clothes. There was almost no moonlight, and 
the ugly red stains wouldn’t be noticed until it was too late. 
Carrying grenades concealed in their fists, the commandos 
then nonchalantly hiked out across the bridge to dispose of 
the unsuspecting Japanese on the far side of the river. 

Denny looked at his watch, It was 3:04. He stood up, 
raised his Sten tensely. For one second he considered light" 
ing a cigarette to burn off the leeches sucking so thirstily 
at both ankles, but he knew that he didn’t dare. 

‘The grenades went off an instant later, splattering the 
girders at the far end of the span with a fine spray of 
crimson. The shattered bodies of the five bombed Nipponese 
‘were al sprawled together in a heap, with the exception of one 
severed leg that still bled out in the middle of the bridge. 

‘Denny grabbed his slabs of gun cotton and started run- 
ning. A score of Chindits with machineguns, English PIAT 
bazookas and ammo boxes piled out of the jungle after 
him. One squad raced across the span at top speed, began 
planting land mines and booby-traps up and down the trail 
that led to the enemy camp three miles away. Other Chindits 
began unreeling Denny's electric cables, preparing to con- 
neet the wires to the detonator on the bank. 

‘They all moved swiftly, surely. With the exception of 
Denny, who'd just joined 'Wingate’s free-wheeling Special 
Force, they were all pros with at least two years of Asiatic 
soldiering under their belts. They placed the charges where 
Denny ordered, and were starting back off the span when 
they heard the menacing rumble. 

“Tanks!” the young lieutenant shouted. “Take cover! 
Tm going to blast” 

"The Chindits sprinted for the shelter of the thick jungle. 
[As the last one disappeared into the green underbrush, 
Denny braced himself and rammed the plunger down. 
‘The earth shuddered under the tremendous impact. He 
waited a few seconds until the shower of rubble halted, 
then stood up to add the firepower of his Sten to the small 
ans battle raging downstream. 

He never squeezed off a shot. Something smashed him a 
blinding blow across the back of the head, and he erumpled 
‘unconscious. He came to groggily at dawn. He had no idea 
that he was about to start one of the most fantastic adven- 
tures in World War II, that he was about to join an enemy 
army, that he was going to lead an entire battalion of 
hostile troops on a raid that might have caused tens of 
thousands of U.S. and British casualties. 

H]_ Sishulhut snd thiobbed and echoed. The glare of the 
sun made him biink with pain. There was blood 

clotted in the hair at the back of his aching head. He sat 
up slowly and saw he was alone. Both his pack and his 
Sten lay at his feet. Left behind for dead, he was 100 miles 
behind the Nipponese lines. in a jungle he'd never learned. 

He opened the pack, took a pull from his water bottle, 
counted his three cans of American K rations, 80 bullets 
and two “36” grenades. Then he fumbled dazedly at a 
small bronze statue of Buddha he'd been lugging in his 
pack. He'd almost forgotten about the statue. He'd been 
stretching his legs one night two weeks before at the Dima~ 
pur Station when the troop train paused for water, and he 
had seen a shifty Indian civilian whispering to a trooper of 
the Burma Rifles whom Wingate was using as guides. Both 
civilian and trooper fled when Denny approached, leaving 
behind this odd four-inch statuette. He'd picked it up as a 
souvenir. 

His thoughts about the Buddha were interrupted by 
Japanese voices. He knew what the enemy did to prisoners. 
He grabbed his pack and Sten and slithered off deeper into 
the tangled ferns. Chunks of timber and steel bolts from 
the bridge lay all around him, clearly indicating that he'd 
bbeen stunned by flying rubble from his own expert explosion. 

He kept crawling back from the Nipponese officers he 
saw inspecting the severed span only 40 yards away. When 
he was another 100 yards into the jungle, he started walking 
northward. He'd done his job. He'd wrecked the bridge, and 
now all he had to do was hike through 30,000 Japanese in- 
fantry and 100 miles of the Burma jungle’s snakes, swamps 
and tarantulas. 

He slogged on till dusk, ate one of the K rations and fell 



Heading Jap force on Denny's raid was Major Tagachaki (in citcle), seen here with notorious General Yamashita. 

asleep. When the sun flashed in his eyes at six a.nt., he 
started walking again, He realized what the odds were 
against him, but he just kept hiking, climbing over roots, 
pushing through thom thickets, swimming. streams, and 
fighting the hordes of insects and leeches who fed so well 
on his blood. He bypassed a deadly green serpent, panting 
wearily as he tramped on down the narrow trai. 

On the third day, the ragged, aching, much bitten saboteur 
tossed a grenade into a small river to blast up some fish 
He cooked and ate three before he resumed his lonely 
march, It wasn't until that afternoon that the sudden waves 
of nausea staggered him; the fish had obviously been 
either tainted or poisoned by the Japs. He fell to his 
knees and heaved up his guts, then stood up and tottered 
forward stubbornly. 

He collapsed half an hour later, started crawling and 
was on all fours when he tumed a bend in the path and 
saw a native village directly ahead. His uniform was in 
tatters and he was covered with mnd, but he forced himself 
to his feet to walk the last 30 yards. Greasy-haired Burmese 
in ankle-length lungyi ran from the bamboo huts to eatch 
him as he toppled over unconscious. 
He felt much better when he woke up the next morning, 

His filthy uniform had been washed and pressed neatly, and 
a barber waited to shave him. A young Karen girl smilingly 
fed the 24-year-old commando in a cottage that had been 
set aside for him. 

“Are you trulyya British officer?” she asked in perfect 
English when he finished the last of the fried rice. 

“OF course, why not?” 
‘Then why do you come (Continued on page 52) Chindits who | escaped from bridge blow-up earried 

wounded buddies to rear, leaving Denny for dead. 
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Weaned on bombs and sawed- 

off shotguns, this Sicilian sex- 

tet rose from the gutter to 

head America’s richest crim- 

inal empire—until they tried 

to buck the one man who hated 

their brother-for-brother ties. 

SIX LITTLE MONSTERS 
By William Kofoed & Frank Mullady 

= wasn't tall-not over five foot, eight inches—but 
there was 200 pounds of meat on him. His lips were 

thick and sensual and brutal; his nostrils wide, and 
sometimes he wheezed like a prize fighter who has had 
hhis nose broken. A crescent-shaped scar on his left cheek 
stood out with the whiteness of a fish's belly against an 
otherwise yellowish skin. 
He was standing, wide-legged, in front of Jake Guzik’s 

desk, eying the rackets boss arrogantly. Beside him was 
Johnny Torrio, one of the first of Chicago's top mobsters 
to sense the fortune inherent in the new prohibition law. 

“Meet Al Capone, Jake,” Torrio said quietly. 
Guzik nodded. He wasn't impressed, though it had 

been his suggestion that Torrio get an “enforcer” to keep 
the boys in line. 

“This is going to be a big thing-this prohibition,” 
Guzik said to Capone. “Johnny will need somebody to 
see that orders are carried out, but we don’t want any 
rough stuff unless it's necessary. You'll have to leam the 
ropes.” 

“So?” Capone said 
“So for the time being we'll put you with Big Jim 

Colisimo—he has political connections. Hang around there 
and keep your mouth shut and your ears open, You'l 
get a C note'a week.” 

“I didn't come from Brooklyn to Chicago for no C 
” Capone growled. He tured to Torrio. “Johnny, 

Tm tired of workin” in joints. I want something big—" 
Guzik interrupted. “Stop it. You're breaking my heart. 

Al right, you'll get a C and a half, But if you don't 
want to do what you're told, you'd better start back to 
Brooklyn right away.” 

“Til take the C and a half,” Capone said grudgingly, 
“but you can’t blame me for wantin’ something big.” 
“Go down to Colisimo's. You'll get something big if the 

Gennas happen along—a big lump on your skull,” Guzik 
snapped. 

“Yeah?” Capone said. “Who are the Gennas?” 
“Six brothers—six Sicilian brothers,” Torrio fled in 

“And tough! 
“Six brothers? That's too many in one family. Let's 

knock off a couple.” 
Guzik and Torrio couldn't help laughing. They didn’t 

realize that Scarface was being more prophetic than 
amusing; and it is understandable how, from the very 
beginning, he didn’t like the Gennas—any of them, 

‘Those six Sicilians—“the terrible Gennas’—never had 
been easy to get along with. Even when they were lowly 
muscle men for Big Jim Colisimo, they were a pain in the 
neck. Yet, strangely enough, it was the effort to shake 
them that started them on’a fabulous criminal career 
of their own. 

All the brothers were in Colisimo’s saloon one day, 
several years before the advent (Continued on page 44) 
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NEWS| 
ABORTING THE LAW She was 19, lived with her 
parents on New York's tenderloin lower east side, and. 
Fas coming home late from her secretarial job on 
Madison Avenue. 

‘A neighborhood lout she knew only os Big Busz0 
sat on the steps of « brownstone house with two 
others. Her father had told her to avoid him. They 
were guzzling beer, looking for trouble. Big Buzo 
stood, blocking her way. She tried to step around. 
One of the others shouldered her back. She tumed 
fo run ond ron into the third boy's chest. 

“This one’s had it coming for a long time,” she 
later quoted Big Buzzo as saying, “ond now she 
gots it. Now she really gets it.” They then shoved her 
into a déérway and took leisurely tums raping her. 

Tater, the three were easily collared becouse they 
were os stupid about running.as they were about 
raping in their own neighborhood to begin with, and 
each was jailed for five years. But this did nothing 
fo ease the pain when, three months later, the girl 
tumed out to be pregnant. 

‘Her father comfortingly soid it wasn't her fault. 
Her fomily doctor first tried to induce miscarriage 
by drugs, then tried to amamge a legal abortion; 
which can be done in New York, but only under rigid, 
rarely-met requirements. Negative. It was suggested 
thot he himself perform it, illegally. Also negative. 

By the time she had the child. she was the talk 
of the block. Some said she hadn't really been raped 
at all, but had teased first. The constant embarrass: 
ment soured the formerly understanding attitude of 
her family, and one night her father bellowed, 
"whore." ond slapped her. The next thing she had 
aiter the child was a nervous breakdown. 

Tt was all unnecessary. Many doctors and lawyers 
feel the shame and hardship of auch cases can be 
avoided by an abortion of another sort—scraping 
the cruel puritanical concepts out of our abortion laws 
themselves, The nation’s MDs disapprove of abortion 
simply to meet the caprice of women who wish to 
faved motherhood, but feel it is something that should 
be performed more freely than it is in other cases. 

°At an American Medical Association conclave in 
Miami this year, Zad Leavy. a DA from Los Angeles. 
and Dr. Jerome Kummer, a UCLA psychiatrist, pro- 
sented strong medicine to purge the old laws. They 
‘urged abortions be made easier to get: (1) For mothers 
who are mentally retarded or totally invalided; (2) 
Jn cased where congenital diseases will be inherited: 
@ In cases of rape, incest, or moral irresponsibility 
of the girl. 

‘The extensions of these first steps are obvious: 
firat the hardship cases, then liberclization that will 

get American women—who now have to go into back 
%ooms for this service—into the operating rooms 
where they belong. 
(Name withheld) 

YANK TOURIST KILL-TRAPS ¢ The four British sol- 
diers, all un-armed, for it was not a punitive mission, 
Swere walking through the Red Hills near Kingston, 
Jamaica. They were a patrol out from a 250-man 
force sent to soothe a group of natives making other 
natives restless with talk of seizing the government, 

"Who the devil are these 
“Who knows? It's still better than pack drill.” 
‘The four found out "who" later in the day. Accord: 

ing to one of the survivors, this is what happened. 
While in the bushes, a distinctly American voice 
said stop. They stopped. Several armed men showed 
themselves, American Voice said kneel and forced 
the four fo their knees. Then American Voice said: 
fire. When the shooting was done, two were dead, 
‘two wounded. 

The deed infuricted Jamaicans. Retaliation was 
swift. Premier Norman Manley hurled a 1,000-man 
force into the hills, captured six men and charged 
them with murder. A disturbing thing was thot all 
were Americans on tourist visas, 

‘The plot then revealed infuriated and disturbed 

BLOODY INSULT 
Jamaicans even more. What they diagnosed as 

simple restlessness, involving a few individuals, 
{usted out to be full-scale rebellion in the making, 
with a fanatic religious cult which included many 
Americans at the head of « 20,000-man organization. 

The inside: Ras Tafaria, a name supposedly de- all lal 
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BREAK 
rived from one of Ethiopian Emperor Haile Selassie’s 
own, was guided by a self-styled holy man, Reverend 
Claudius Henry, R. B. (Repairer of the Breech). Guns 
and powderfilled conch shells were found in his 
church, and he was jailed for treason. Ras Tafarian- 
ism had two purposes: One, to lead a backto-Africa 
exodus of the Negro population. Two, to take over 
Jamaica and convert it to a Negro republic, Reverend 
Henry was somehow able to equate these two con 
tradictory goals. 

The shocking thing to most Jamaicans, however, 
was still the Americans. At least 20 who entered on 
tourist cards in recent months were really rabble- 
rousers and violence preachers who went immediately 
into the Red Hills on landing to join the RTs. 
Besides being dangerous, their conduct was felt 

to be grossly insulting to boot. “They came here as 
bloody tourists and accepted our hospitality,” com- 
plained one police oificial. "Then they repay us by 
setting bloody traps for us in our own back yard." 

THICK CHICKS « Blasting off another space-age ex- 
periment recently, scientists placed ordinary chicks 
in some unscientific-looking apparatus that resembled 
@ Coney Island guttwister and sent them spinning 
ot a speed which created a gravity four times nomnal. 

The down-to-earth purpose: to determine what the 
effect of greater gravities than earth's will have on 
man when he conquers our own 1G vertical. And, 
two months later, the orbiting chicks gave Dr. Arthur 
Smith and his cohorts at the University of California's 
research center more ideas than they expected to 
hatch. 

First, to overcome the quadrupled, or 4G gravity, 
the growing birds developed smaller bodies, livers 
and hearts, but legs twice as large and muscular as 
1G chicks, Second, it took them twice as long to ma- 
ture to laying age, and when they did eject their first 
eggs, they were flat. 

But this was only the beginning. 
They were taken from the 4G centrifuge and allowed 

to run around at normal 1G, for the first time. Some 
did acrobatic somersaults, the same forward flips 
over and over again. Others tucked their heads be- 
tween their feet and ran backwards. And still others 
just seemed to get their down up and angrily pecked 
at their own backsides. 
A day later things were back to normal for them. 

Eggs were grade A oval and there was no more ber- 
serk behavior. What then, was the value of it all? 

‘Similar things will undoubtedly happen to men 
who colonize a dense planet such as Jupiter,” Dr. 
Smith reported. This means that they'll adjust to 

foreign gravities, then perhaps show wacko symptoms 
when they return, but perhaps more violently and for 
longer periods. 
Coming up: Using the fowl that survived the "space 

flight" as parents. Dr. Smith is trying to breed a 
strain that easily adapts to G-changes. He is on the 
fourth generation, and his findings may be the first 
scratchings in the embryo science of determining 

HARD-BOILED GRAVITY 

which humans are best fitted for space travel. 
Blank spot to go: What happens to the cellular 

makeup of a man’s blood? At 6 Gs, for instance, it 
becomes as heavy as molten iron and works the devil 
out of the heart 
Summing up: A lab associate said, “Whatever the 

answers are, I think we're off to a start worth cack- 
ling about, and at this point, I think it's impossible for 
us to lay an egg.” 

IT HAPPENED THIS MONTH in 1995 » Disgusted and 
disappointed because he could "no longer feel sate 
in America,” Colonel Charles Lindbergh kissed 
America goodbye and sailed to England to live. 
Reason: Increasing numbers of threats to kidnap his 
three-year-old son, Jon, just as Bruno Hauptmann had 
kidnapped and murdered another son, Charles Jr 
in 1932. His bitter comments on the inefficiency of 
the NJ. police for not finding the threatmakers 
brought equally bitter reactions from public and press 
which said he was ungrateful and un-American. 
And some hinted that the whole thing was only an 
excuse for him to be nearer Nazi Germany, for 
which he had expressed admiration. 

Coincidentally, just two weeks before, the Supreme 
Court turned down Hauptmann’s plea for review of 
his death sentence. He was to die in April, 1936. 



WILD YANK McCUMLEY 
AND HIS 

NDERFUL URUBU HARE 
‘The jungle-trapped ex-GI saw no reason to resist his bevy of Indian 

beauties. But five desperate months later, he found himself leading 

a savage tribal war—with the Brazilian government hard on his heels. 

jen were eight in the boat traveling upriver from 
Jararaca when the surucucu struck, It was a big one— 

around five inches thick—and struck from a swamp tree as 
the boat swung close to shore avoiding a rapids on the 
River Gurupi, 

“The boat was half-canoe, half-raft, fitted with a haphazard 
‘canopy on poles against the sun, and powered by a heavy 
but sluggish motor. The boatman was a caboclo, as Indian- 
Negro half-castes are called in Brazil: five of the others were 
Indian—four Tupi boys and one Urubu. Then the two white 
men, a Brazilian named Caclago and an American named 

by MAX ROBERTS 

Unaware of the two jealous, males, Me- 
Cumley grabbed at Trinjin’s ankle as 
Peretik reached up to nibble his ear. 

MeCumley, whose superior size and contrasting blondness 
probably made him stand out for the snake, which ‘wneoiled 
rom the tree to sink fangs in his shoulder: 

“"Ai-eet” The scream was Caelago’s: the others were too 
busy battling the surucucu. While the Tupi boys grappled 
to hold the beast and Nanjek, the Urubu, bashed its head 

grappling hook, the Brazilian ranted, “Saints, man! 
They sing, they sing, these surucucu! Why didn't you listen, 
why didn't you hear it sing? Infernal bad luck! Rot! Rot!” 

Caclago was the leader of the expedition—gaunt, garru- 
Tous, given to quick, tempestuous detisions. For two weeks 

PLEASE TURN PAGE 





gy 

“mm. tie 
26 

WILD YANK McCUMLEY 

his jabbering had plagued the river joumey—complaints 
about loud howler monkeys in the mangroves and the sud- 
den rapids they kept running into, maunderings about the 
andiroba tree he’hoped to find in profusion. 

Now, he kept jabbering, cursing his bad luck. “We' 
‘two days off schedule as it is,” he piped in rapid Portuguese. 
Hiis trembling bony hands fumbled around in the medicine 
crate while the Tupi boys worked to keep the boat upright 
with their long poles. Nanjek the Urubu was already clean- 
ing the wound with a knife and some alcohol when Caelago 
finally came up with the bottle of anti-venom and a 
hypodermic syringe. 

FHiold still, hold still,” he babbled over McCumley’s bared 
buttock. “Curse this boat, curse these rapids!” 

He bungled the injection, piercing McCumley three times 
before pushing the serum through, his voice full of reproof 
all the while. ‘Then the boat was tossed—and Caelago lost 
syringe and anti-venom overboard simultaneously. 

“Look what you've made me do now!” he shrieked at the 
‘American while the men used their poles for balance. “Now 
no serum! Four miles of infested jungle to march and no 
fanti-venom, no anti-venom to preserve ust Oh why didn't 
you hear that damned surucucu sing?” 

‘McCumley laughed, but not for long. The following 
morning he was feverish, his legs swollen—the injection had 
been a miserably inadequate one. 

“At river's end there's an Urubu village,” Caelago 
snapped, still full of advice and decision. “A big one, yes. 
The Indians have a remedy, an effective one, yes, that's 
‘well known. One more day and we'll have you—” 

"No. You stop here,” Nanjek told Francisco. He was along 
as interpreter to the Urubu, in whose jungle region the 
party must work, and spoke a fuent Portuguese, “One day 
is too long for the surucucu bite. You stop here.” 

With a burst of indignation Caclago protested this display 
of insubordination, and that was when the big American, 

he fever ‘Supporting alert the natives. But the women fled and no men appeared. 

in a fat menacing voice, said, “Shut up, Caelago. Shut up, 
now. 

Caclago fell quiet at last under the cold eyes of the Tupi 
boys. Francisco veered over to the larboard shore. Then, as 
men helped McCumley over the side, the Brazilian began 
to mutter, scratching at his mustache, wiping oily sweat. 

“No sense turning back to Jararaca, it would take too long 
todo you any good. I would stay, yes, to personally guide 
you to a village, but we. . . behind schedule, you know. 
You won't have trouble, I'm sure,” he stammered, and then 
magnanimously said, “Take Nanjek to guide you. He knows 
enough Urubu to get by with pacified natives. The Tupi 
oys can help out, yes. Rest easy.” 

Ma: Nanick was ditecting the Tupi to unlosd 
provisions for himself and MeCumleysome food and 

clothes, a rife with ammunition, and a good-sized crate of 
trade goods like beads and knives and machetes as ingratiat- 
ing gifts to the jungle dwellers. Up past the narrow beach 
he led McCumley with the Tupi carrying their gear to green 
shadows under mangroves alive with red and white birds. 

‘From the boat, as the four Indian boys got in, Caelago 
called, “Til be back this way in a fortnight, 11 find you in 
the nearest village. You'll be all right, boy!” 

“If [ am,” McCumley muttered, “I'm going to lump that 
old woman up so nobody'll recognize him back in Belém.” 

‘With a laugh the young Urubu went off to the river. He 
retumed to cover McCumley's wound with a wetted naja 
palm. Then he took up a machete and said, “You keep 
that rifle ready. Keep the insects off you. If I don’t find a 
village close by we'll have to move farther 
He went off, and Al McCumley was alone inthe din of 

birds and a heat that made even the brief shorts he wore 
almost unbearable. He lay back smoking a cigarette. It was 
high noon, June 18, 1950. 

“Three years before, at 24, McCumley had landed in Rio 
de Janiero with an army discharge and an urge to travel 
that resulted from the breakup of a hasty war-time mar- 
riage. He worked at the steel mills in Volta Redonda, then 
traveled farther south to Sio Paulo for jobs in variety of 
industries—paper-pulp, textiles, chemicals, even planting. 

By the time he retumed to Rio at the end of 1949 he 
spoke Portuguese fluently and had a root understanding of 
the Indian dialects used by some factory and plantation 
hands he had been employed to oversee. He was @ yellow- 
Ihaired Brazilian by then and found it easy to make good 
connections, the first of which, with a linen firm, soon be- 
‘came a bore. The second, promising adventure he had come 
to crave, sent him north around the coast to the beautiful 
metropolis of Belém, gateway to the Amazon. 

The Amazon Exploratory Service (S.E.A.) was in the 
business of searching given areas of the wildemess for 
natural resources that other firms would then exploit. With 
his varied experience MeCumley came well recommended 
as a field agent. But since the jungle was new to him he 
started out from Belém as an assistant agent—to César 
Caelago, a vice-director of the firm—in search of oils, resins, 
and lumber. Nanjek accompanied them to Viseu at the 
Gnrupf delta, and there they picked up the Tupi boys as 
well as the boat that took them south, past the Indian post 
of Canindé and smaller towns than Jararaca, all eropping 
right out of the jungle on the river bank. 

“There followed two weeks of insects that drew-blood, the 
snake-and Caelago, to whom he owed his predicament. 

“[ have found an Indian village.” With these words 
Nanjek woke him into the stinking heat. “I saw women 
digging in a manioc patch. It's strange. They wear no skirts. 
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Nothing, nothing they wear but feather collars and genipapo 
jnice painted on them. Naked they work.” 

Feverish and bleary, MeCumley clawed at the sweat on 
his chest. “They must be Urubu. What's so strange about 
naked. Urubu?” 

AA fleeting look of affront passed over Nanjek’s face. He 
lit a cigarette, “We no longer go naked. No, not for some 
twenty years, since the pacification. No, not even those 
Urubu who never left the jungle. Not the women, anyway— 
they wear skirts, skirts everywhere, even at work. 

“You sound scared. They're Urubu, aren't they?” 
“T can't be sure. The feather collars, I'm familiar with 

the design, but naked... naked . . . perhaps they come 
from Venezuela . . . there are some there . ..” He dragged 
on the cigarette, gazing at McCumley. “You're in bad pain?” 

“Yes, pain. Pain, fever too.’ 
Nanjek began covering their stores with palm fronds and 

grasses, “Even before the pacification,” he mumbled un- 
happily, “the women often wore kicé-yoo, little palm fronds 
down here, back here. And these—naked, no skirts, no 
uoé-yoo, just a few feathers at the neck.’ Maybe they're 
Guajaja, who live nowhere but always move, always journey 
in the jungle. 

“But you saw a manioc plantation,” MeCumley_ said 
impatiently. His, swollen legs were smarting, the fever was 
devouring him, “If they grow manioe they can't be nomads. 
We have to try these Indians, whoever they are.” 

“Yes,” Nanjck said resignedly, putting porcelain beads 
and steel knives into a canvas bag, “or you will soon die of 
the surucucu,” 

‘They went east along a narrow Indian hunting path, 
tripping over roots and vines, slapped by rubbery leaves, 
seratched by thorns. McCumley ran a severe sweat more 
from his pain than the heat. But in less than a_half-how 
Nanjek eased him to the ground and parted the foliage 
to let him look down on the small roga, or plantation, where 
at work on manioc tubers were women ranging in age from 
sir to hag. 

Every one of them was naked up to her neck feathers 
and bobbed black hair: 

Despite his agony McCumley had to grin, for every 
stooping, twisting body was absolutely clean of hair. “Do 
they shave, or what?” he whispered. 

Now Nanjek grinned too, whispering, “No. Indian women, 
only the head grows hair.” Where they sat close together he 
gazed shyly at his knees. “When I first heard that about 
Brazilian women, that they were different, like men, I went 
mad with dreams of them, Mad, mad. To Canindé I went 
from my village. To Nazaré, Viseu, seeking such women, 
bbut they scomed a little Indian like me. Then in Braganga, 
even more in Belém, an Indian boy could find... no 
longer had to dream. 
McCumley sank back with an abrupt welling up of fire 

in his legs; cold with sweat he said, “Let them know we're 
here.” 
“must make noise. To show we're not enemies.” Full of 

fear, Nanjek grimly fired the rifle, a resounding shot through 
the jungle roof that stirred up a racket of screeching birds. 
Below, amid manioc stalks down the slope, the women froze 
in their various postures of labor. Suddenly, naked men 
appeared with bows and arrows and Iong black hair. The 
‘women fled, jabbering with fright, into the enclosing jungle. 
“We are come!” Nanjek bellowed in Urubu. “Sae katoo,” 

McCunmley heard him call, good men. More than that he 
could not understand. The warriors crouched below. ‘Then 
six of them slowly approached. 

One Indian yelled something in a kind of ceremonious 
chant 

“Yes, they're Urubu,” Nanjek gasped with some relief 
“They want us to show ourselves. You stay here.” 

The rest was vague for MeCumley. He remembered the 
small man handing over the rifle with a meaningful glance 
and going forth armed only with the canvas sack of gifts, 
shouting in the hantan manner, the “hard” manner of Urubu 
formal talk, Then lying there, supposedly covering Nanjek 
with the rifle, he passed out in red waves of fever. 

He woke retching over a mouthful of foul liquid. Time 
had passed, he could tell instinctively; he was in a shady 
place and terrified, but Nanjek’s grinning face reassured 
him. A dozen Indians were in (Continued on page 48) 
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The Czar and his 50 

Grand Dukes were only 

initial targets. Before 

he was through, this one- 

man Russia-wrecker had 

crippled Lenin, shot down 

scores of Stalin’s com- 

missars and wound up an 

incredible kill-erazy 

career by purging his 

own Terror Brigade. 

Boris Savinkoff: 

THE RED WHO 
ASSASSINATED 
EVERYBODY 



by CHARLES V. NEMO 

§ the Red boss of all the Russias crossed the 
sidewalk to his car, a short thin woman with 

Hashing black eyes and tangled hair stepped out 
of the waiting crowd. Under one arm she carried 
fn open brief case. Her hand darted to it A 
revolver gleamed in the sun. Three shots rang out. 

Blood spouting from his neck and chest, Vladimir 
Tyich Lenin fell to the pavement. The chauffeur 
Heaped from behind the wheel, gun in hand. But 
he couldn't spot the assassin in the fleeing mob, 
“Home, home,” whispered the stricken man. 
The chauffeur helped him into the back seat 

f the car and they sped away to the Kremlin 
Hastily summoned doctors found that two of the 
ballets had struck their mark. One was lodged in 
the victim's collar bone, the other in his neck. 
Both narrowly had missed vital organs. Though 
‘ot instantly fatal, the wounds were serious. Only 
@ man with a tremendous will to live could have 
survived. 

Lenin had the will, and he lived 
Thus by a mere fraction of an inch did Dora 

Kaplan miss her chance to change the history of 
Russia, and of the world. Historians believe that 
without Lenin the infant Communist regime—tom 
by dissension, assailed by foes from within, invaded 
by armies from without-would have collapsed. The 
flimsy fabric of Red rule was held together by the 
slender thread of Lenin's forceful personality 
A policeman caught up with the would-be as- 

fassin a few blocks from the scene of the shooting. 
She was leaning against a tree, gasping for breath, 
still clutching the brief case in one hand and the 
revolver in the other. She offered no resistance. 

‘At the Lubianka prison Dzerzhinsky, chief of 
the dread CHEKA (secret police), subjected her 
toa brutal going-over. By every means at his disposal 
he attempted to extort from her the identity of 
her accomplices. But Dora refused to talk 
{ alone am responsible,” was all she would say. 

{ resolved to kill Lenin a long time ago because 
he is a traitor to the Revolution.” 

Her words were proven false the following day 
when Uritsky, chief of the Petrograd CHEKA, was 
shot dead as he was about to enter his office. It 
became obvious that an organized plot to exter- 
minate top Soviet officials was under way. 

Dzerzhinsky called in key police officials. “Strike 
quickly and secretly, but strike hard!” he ordered. 
That night thousands of men and women were 
seizel and thrown into prison. At least 500 of 
them-left-wing dissenters from the Bolshevik Revol- 
ution as well as supporters of the Czar—were shot 
‘or beaten to death in Moscow alone, Reprisals in 
Petrogad took similar toll. 

But the brains and leading spirit of the conspiracy 
chided the CHEKA. He was Boris Savinkoff, poet 
and novelist, arch-conspirator and arch-terrorist, 
fanatic revolutionary and fabulous adventurer. 

Cold-blooded, calculated murder was Savinkoffs 
profession. In the decade preceding World War I 
hhe planned and carried out the assassination of 
scores of prominent govemment officials—including 
the Czar’s uncle, the Grand Duke Sergius. On his 
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RED WHO ASSASSINATED EVERYBODY 

travels about Europe he handed out calling cards that bore 
the legend: "BORIS SAVINKOFF, ASSASSIN OF GRAND 
DUKES”. 

‘One of the most prominent personalities produced by 
the Russian Revolution, Savinkoff became—with the over- 
throw of the Czar—a cabinet minister in the Kerensky 

ime. Then, when the Bolsheviks seized power, he em- 
parked on another orgy of assassination in an attempt to 
spark a popular uprising against them. The Kremlin ul- 
tunately proclaimed him “the most bitter, irreconcilable 
ind persistent enemy of the Soviet regime” and offered 
a huge reward for his capture dead or alive. 

It took them six years to catch up with him, 
Boris Viktorovich Savinkoff began his career as a ter 

rorist and assassin at an early age. Born in Warsaw in 
1879, son of a well-to-do magistrate, he became involved 
in revolutionary activities as a student at the Imperial 
University. in St. Petersburg. When authorities threatened 
Hoting students with conseription into the army, he 
proclaimed: 
“We willl meet terror with terror, repression with as- 

sassination!” 
He organized a terrorist gang o° young fanatics who 

willingly and eagerly sacrificed their own lives in attempts 
against the lives of bated beaurocrats. Early in 1901, for 
wemple, the student Kargovich walked into the office of 
the Minister of Education, Bogolepov, and shot him dead. 
Two weeks later the student Balmoshov, disguised as ar 
gide de camp to the Govemor-General, fired five shots 
soint-blank at Minister of the Interior Sipyagin and killed 
him. 

"The OCHRANA (Czarist secret police) promptly rounded 
up\all students suspected of radical activities. Savinkoft 
wae caught in the dragnet. After nine months of prison 
Without even the pretense of a trial he was shipped off to 

A 1917 revolutionary (below), Al 
Reds, moved to U.S. 



the penal colony at Vologda, just below the Arctic Circe. 
His skill as an organizer, however, had attracted the at- 

tention of revolutionary leaders. Fearing his talents would 
be wasted in captivity, they arranged his escape. He was 
smuggled aboard a ship to Norway and thence to Switzer 
Jand, haven for exiles of all shades of Marxist red. 

‘At Geneva he met Lenin, but considered him “too con- 
servative a revolutionary.” Savinkoff wasn’t interested in 
long-term plans for a dictatorship of the proletariat; he 
craved immediate action. So he joined the more extreme 
Social-Revolutionary. party. 

Yevni Azelf, head of the party’s “Terrorist Brigade,” 
welcomed the new recruit with open arms. He was planning 
a series of spectacular political assassinations and needed 
an able lieutenant to organize and direct them 

Savinkol’s first assignment was to. murder von Plehve, 
new Minister of the Interior and head of the OCHRANA. 
As the Czar's principal advisor, von Plehve was held 
responsible for the disastrous war with Japan and the 
savage pogroms against the Jews. His murder would 
provide dramatic evidence of popular resentment of 
autocratic rule 

At the head of an execution squad of five former students 
including Dora Brilliant, daughter of a prosperous Jewish 
merchant-Savinkoff slipped across the Russian border. 
Posing as a wealthy Englishman, he took a flat in the 
center of St. Petersburg. Dora, his mistress, was expert in 
preparing dynamite bombs, 

For several weeks members of the squad posing as cab 
drivers, tobacco hawkers and newspaper vendors studied 
the daily movements of their (Continued on page 56) 

Savinkoff himself tied noose around neck 
of police spy Father Gapon (above, cer 
ter), but let traitor Azelf’ (below) frolic 
away 10 Germany and die in a soft bed. 
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In 70. years, ang No.l oddball rat rarely left the clink fie‘lo 

Around the World in 60 Days With 

“MILLION BUCK” TRAIN 
By DAN EASTON 



Tite ance, Ave, among other erackpots in’ New York 
Gity, an obnoxious blue-nose by the name of Anthony 

professional busybody who thought himself 
God-ordained to sniff out the so-called indecencies of his 
day, Let some hapless citizen so much as whisper the word 
“sex” for example, and this man Comstock would hail him 
into court 

On the morning of that chilly December 21st, the self- 
styled censor sat down to scour the moming papers for 
something to get indignant about. One of the first he picked 

Comstas 

up was a curious little sheet entitled The Train Ligue. 
‘One glance and his neckhair bristled. Glaring out at 

him was the front-page headline: CAUGHT IN BED WITH 
ANOTHER MAN'S WIFE! Another shricked: FATHER 
SEDUCES OWN DAUGHTER IN DRUNKEN ORGY! 

Comstock read no further. He gulped, shot out of his 
chair, yowled like a frustrated tomeat and lit out for the 
field ‘of battle. As he galloped down Broadway his fury 
‘was intensified by the sigh of drooling crowds. storming 
newshoys hawking The Train Ligue. PLEASE TURN PACE 
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“MILLION BUCK” TRAIN 

He burst into the office of the United States Attomey 
for the District of New York. From long and harrowing 
experience, the D.A. winced and groaned, “Oh, no! Not 

1” howled Comstock, wild-eyed and almost incoher- 
ent. “Obscenity! Pomography! I demand the immediate 
Grrest of the editor of this. . . this smut sheet—George 
Francis Train.” 

The D. A. winced again. “The nut who campaigned for 
president this fall, then got mixed up with those Free- 
Tove women and forgot to put his name on the ballot? Is 
this another of his pranks?” 

“A purveyor of filth!” Comstock bleated. “Destroyer of 
morals! Write your warrant. Ill prefer the charges.” 

“Let's see that.” The D.A. glanced at the headlines and 
his eyes brightened, “Hina! Well, welll This is very 
interest...” He caught himself hastily. “Mr. Comstock, 
runlese you can show that this... er... obscene matter is 
being distributed through the U.S. mails, it is not a federal 
matter. I'd suggest you take it up with the local authorities.” 

“Til do that,” Comstock yelped and reached for the 
paper. 

FYou'd better leave this one with me and get youself 
another copy,” the attorney said, snatching the paper out 
of immediate reach. “I'd... er . - like to study it more 
thoroughly to make sure no federal law is being trans- 
gressed.” 

“The moment the door closed on the reformer the D.A. 
ent avidly over the offending journal. As he read his 
eyes widened. He began to smile, then chuckled. Finally 
he threw himself back in his chair and roared. 

‘Several hours later the culprit, George Francis Train, sat 
in his parlor at 313 West 22nd Street, complacently read- 
ing the New York Times. Train was 43 at this time, dark- 
aired and handsome, several times a millionaire and by 
all odds the wackiest individual of his generation. He was, 
among other things, to become the original of Jules Verne’s 
Phileas Fogg, whose 80-day trip around the world would 
thrill readers and movie-goers to the present day. But at 
this moment, Train was in considerably less than a voyag- 
ing mood. He was merely sitting quietly, waiting for a 
Jnock on the door. 

Tt came soon enough. Heavy feet tramped into his parlor. 
‘The feet, he noted, were encased in sturdy square-toed 
shoes and belonged to pugnacious, stocky men in blue 
Serge suits and- derby hats—in short, to New York City 
plainclothes cops, Train smiled and inquired politely, 
FSomething I can do for you gentlemen?” 

The leader flashed a paper. “If you're George Francis 
‘Train, you can get your coat and come with us, This here 
is a warrant for your arrest on charges of printing obscene 
matter in your newspaper, and it won't do no good to deny 
it tous.” 

“Deny it, you stupid ass?” Train said indignantly. “I 
‘worked extremely hard to find the most obscene stories 
available, Why in hell should I deny it 

He shrugged into a $500 sealskin overcoat, taking care 
riot to disarrange his camation, and strolled out between 
the baffled detectives with the air of a man enjoying him- 
self hugely. 

"An army of gleeful reporters waited at the station house 
to sce Tian booked. Also present was a dour agent of An- 
thony Comstock. Cheerfully, even boastfully, Train was 
admitting his guilt when 2 young man ran in, out of breath. 

“Mr. Train,” he panted, “Don't worry about a thing. 
your friends will soon be here with your bail.” 

“That's kind of you, son,” Train said, “but please tell 
them not to bother. I have ho intention of accepting bail.” 
He beamed at the reporters. “Gentlemen, I am being sent 
to the Tombs on sensational charges. I intend to remain 
right there until my case is brought to public trial.” 

“Train next twmed his benign smile on the glowering 
representative of Comstock-style morality. “As for you, my 
ood man, if either you or your ambitious employer ever 
et around to read the stories under thase headlines you will 
Giscover that those stories report the shenanigans of such 
Senerable patriarchs as Abraham, Moses and David. They 
tre reprinted word for word from the Old Testament. Now 
T shall stay right in the Tombs until Mr. Comstock brings 
me to trial for printing obscenity. And when he does, I shall 
Gemand that he also bring similar charges against’ the 
Bible Publishing Company, who distributed this obscene 
‘material earlier and much more widely.” 

‘At the entrance to the massive, gloomy prison, he turned 
and winked at the reporters. “Keep in touch, boys, I in- 
tend to raise some hell in this Egyptian sepulchre.” 

Tt was @ promise Train richly kept. He was front page 
news virtually every day of the five months during which 
he defed the Army, Navy and Supreme Court to evict him 
from the dungeon by any means short of ‘bringing Com- 
stock’s ridiculous charges to public trial. But then, raising 
hell was a trade mark and tradition: with George Francis 
Train. 

‘Genius or Kunatic, there has never been another like 
him, At 19, Train built a dozen trans-oceanic Clipper 
ships. At 70 he had tumed his back on $30 million to 
five on $3 a week and was boxing exhibition matches with 
a heavyweight champ. 

He charged around the globe building monuments to 
his greatmess-the Union Pacific Railroad, cities like Omaha, 
Denver, Tacoma and Melbourne, Australia. During one of 
fis 15 prison terms he almost caused a war with England. 
He was seriously considered as Presidential timber by both 
Republicans and Democrats. A few years later he ran for 
Distator of the United States and made a profit on the 
campaign, But these are only a few of the high-lights. . . - 

‘natn’s hell-raising began at the age of four. He was bom 
in Boston on March 24, 1829, but immediately after- 

ward the family moved to New Orleans. In 1833, a dread 
Yellow fever epidemic swept that city, taking bis mother 
Wid sisters. Just before the. elder Train died, he put his 
boy on board the schooner Henry with a hand-printed tag 
strung around his neck. 

“This is my Hitle son George Francis Train, four years 
‘old, consigned to John Clark, Jr., Dock Square, Boston; to 
$e sent to his grandmother Pickering, in Waltham, ten 
miles from Boston. Take good care of the little fellow as 
fe is the only one left of eleven of us in the house incl

ud 
ing the servants. T will come as soon as T con. arrange my 
business . . . Oliver Train.” 

‘Young George was the pet and ward of the sailors, from 
whom fhe absorbed a tremendous amount of unacademic 
Jhformation during the weeks at sea. When they pulled 
jnto Boston harbor, he toddled down the gangplank into 
the arms of Grandmother Pickering, who hugged him, cry: 
{ng tearfully, “Oh, my poor dear lamb! What a frightful 
‘ordeal the journey must have been to a sensitive child” 

“Frightful, hell!” shrilled George Francis. “It was the 
goddamndest most fun I ever had in my whole bitchin’ 
life.” 

‘The formal education of (Continued on page 62) 
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All over L.A., you can 

hear the moans of men who 

tried to stake claims on 
22-year-old screen star- 
let Debs Jones. It’s no 
wonder they all failed .. . 





Fact is that a year’s worth of barbell 
figure-trimming and nimble dancing at 
Nevada’s El Rancho Vegas has inadvertent- 
ly given Debs two talents for dealing 
with too-ardent pursuers, She can 
both outrun ‘em and outslug ’em. . « 







Here, finally, straight from 
Debs herself, is what you 
have to be to win her heart: 
A long, dark eyedashed 
truckdriver who'll rave 
about her acting and her 
fluffy omelettes. So help 
us, that’s the type that 
makes her muscles quiver. 













by MYRON GUBITZ 

AA bright Monday moming, July 2st. Just south of Chicago, the White Ci 
Amusemént Park basked quietly in the summer heat, recovering from a week- 

end of carousels, wonder-wheels, popcom and cotton candy. 
Only one comer of the park was in use. On a concrete strip in front of a long, 

flat-roofed building two men were busily inspecting a dirigible. The dirigible 
generated considerable excitement among a few vacationing school kids. It was 
a long, cigar-shaped gas bag that suspended two 80-1 La Rhone rotary engines 
and a passenger ear capable of carrying 12 people. On the side of the car was 
painted the name: Wingfoot Express. And on the balloon itself was the name of 
its owner, then just starting its years of promotion in the sky: The Goodyear Tire 
and Rubber Company. 

John A. Boettner, 27-year-old pilot, was looking over the mooring lines, valves, 
checking the silk bag for signs of minute holes. As he walked around its 158-foot 
Tength, he nearly collided with Henry Wacker, mechanic. 

“Looks pretty good to me, Hank.” 
“Just fine, Jack,” Wacker agreed. “Shouldn't be any problem on the trials 

today. Going to give them their money's worth?” 
“Dunno,” Boettner shrugged. “Guess we'll just cruise around awhile, let ‘em 

look it over, No fancy stuff. We've got some high mucka-muck guests coming 
aboard later on, Wouldn't want to scare ’em.” 

‘Wacker grinned. “Okay. I suppose you're right. We'll just take it nice and easy.” 
The 40-year-old mechanic strode off, little knowing how inappropriate his 

phrase “nice and easy” was to sound in retrospect, nor how he himself—in the 
course of Chicago's worst calamity since the big fire-was to be literally catapulted 
into everlasting prominence. 

Wacker made a last check of the blimp’s belly. He'd worked on the Wingfoot 
Express for months at Goodyear’s plant in Akron, and she was his baby. Today, 
hhe was to see her soar-for the first time—in a three-stage trip over Chicago's 
cheering, thousands. 

Tn a way, the flight was to be Wacker’s redemption. He'd begun his working 
life as a chauffeur for a prominent New York family (Continued on page 68) 

THE BLIMP THAT 
BOMBED CHICAGO 

“It’s the Germans!” the bank teller screamed. Then 

the blunt-nosed missile hit, wiping out two streets 
in the Windy City’s worst tragedy since the big fire. 



PRIVATE 

PAYROLL POOP If you show gumption work- 
ing for Bechiney, Europe's #1 aluminum 
mfr., they yank you right off the assembly 
line and push you through engineering 
school at full pay. And they're hot for 
American bodies . . . Team of management 
brains figured out that ginks just 5'8" with 
bald noggins stand the best chance of pull- 
‘ing over $50,000 yearly . . . The sales 
boys who work for PXs overseas in Alaska, 
Guam and Italy really have it made—they 
make 10G and all the nylons they can eat 
. . « A few of these jobs are still open 
at presstime . . . You'll have to fight not 
to get rich selling new U.S. compact cars to 

WIRE conimey 

you live like a king for pennies. Unless 
You spend like a drunken sailor, you should 
take $3500 home after a year's work. « - 
Guys who lined up buddies for work in 
labor-short West Germany gloating over 
$50-per-man bonus . . . New worker poll shows 
that stiffs on a timeclock log fewer actual 
working hours than men without clock . ++ 

CASING CRIME Legal eagles nervously 
watching Sudden spurt in "boiler rooms," 
high-pressure con operations selling stock 
and bonds to suckers by phone. . . One such 

Hawaiians—they're nuts about them, and 
cars just fit narrower reads . . . Gen'1 
Electric pushing the panic button for radar- 
men to make the Caribbean scene at 9¢ 
per annum. . . Study of 1000 guys who got 
canned for insulting the boss shows that 570 
got to be bosses themselve: Giant 
hotel boom means you can get rich running 
a truck back and forth, feeding ‘em clean 
Towels. . . Dutch shipbuilders so hungry for 
workers they're importing them from Hong 

Kong—when they see a Yank, they hand him the 

outfit in Long Island has a monthly 
phone tab of $4000. . . Weird crimes run 
in cyeles—up ahead, cops point at a trend 

toward murder by eyeball stabbing » - - 
Brooklyn, N.Y., lawmen just busted up 
“junior Apalachin" erime school where old, 
experienced mobsters taught promising 
youngsters the three T's—Thuggery, Theft 

keys to the shipyard. . . Switzerland needs 
100,000 workers of all kinds right away, 
will give free lunches, plus gold. . - 
Other man-hungry European countries offer 

e dancing, foreign-language lessons . . « 
Ghana, new African republic, needs skilled 

and Tnlaughter . . . Croatian hick town 
police keep the peace by slugging trouble- 
makers with paper sacks filled with cabbage 
~ . « Biggest Chicago hood never misses 
‘the Untouchables," roots wildly for the 
good guys, has an autographed photo 0 

workers in all trades, including needle- 
work, to teach green natives the pitch. Pay 
Ts modest—from $75 to $150 a week—but 

Robert Stack, who plays gangbuster Eliot 
Hess (who onde nearly put the boots to same 
hood). . - In one obscure Siamese sect, 



guys who violently rape teen-age virgins 
are labeled holy . . . Sheriff of one south 
vest town handcuffs surly drunks to the 
bar rail, leaves ‘em there all night to think 
itover.. . Pittsburg gun salesman acci- 
dentally pointed weapon at customer, who 
instantly admitted he was wanted for rubber 

wed their mistresses—inside scoop is the 
Army brass twisted their arms. . . U.S. 
Navy air arm looking for guy with small 
shoulders: they’re the only ones who fit 
inside the single-jet A4D Skyhawks . . . 
Watch for explosive headlines on Army 
tanks 50 poor they'll crumble in battle». . . 

check passing . . . In recent N. Y. State 
Survey of the hitchhiker menace, five out of 
39 thumb-wavers picked up in a 7-day 

GADGETS WILD Every grown boy should 
have a pet cormorant (that's a bird) to catch 

period were downright dangerous—one haa 
a revolver and one was a fugitive from 
the giggle house . . . Private eyes, who 
often snoop for divorce evidence, have the 

marriage record of all professional 
men. . . Game wardens warn: you go to 
the clink if you shoot a bear with a painted 
backside in some places—these animals 
are subjects of a special study... 

ASSIGNMENT: MEN-AT-ARMS A GI from 
Pascagoula, Miss., arrived in Germany and 
promptly drew a foot: 
his brother . . . Ins 
is working on an "automatic suicide device* 
to prevent repetition of the "embarras: 
Ing" survival of the U-2 pilot. . . Kennedy's 
brain-trusters figure lots of GIs will 
vote against him because he was too heroic 
... Inshort, his "feats too big™. . . 
Military experts say that, pound for pound 
and bullet for bullet, Congolese soldiers 
are best fighters in the world. . . 
English Guards officers carried umbrellas 
at the Battle of Waterloo. . . During 
Civil War Centennial year of '61, lots of 
noncombatants are going to get. themselves 
killed waving horse pistols . . . Navy 
medics studying a new atom-sub psycho 
ailment called the "icecap willies". . . 
Korean vets who still want a VA mortgage 
have to hustle their muscle before Feb. 1. 

‘shut... . Biggest 
story happened this 
when 600 Mexican GIs August in Mexico | 

with, as the Japs do. . . For clear-it 
t types, there's a neat new 

machete-saw for just $35. . . Salty geezers 
will go for a new rigging knife with self- 
locking marlin-spike at $5... . Coming 
soon: watches without wheels, each with a 
tiny radio receiver getting signal from 
central time station. . . A special car for 
rough ground that walks on four feet... A 
target rifle with 
that tells you when you've hit or missed 
. . « Ametal boat that folds up to fit in the 
trunk of a small sports car. . . Dehydrated 

whiskey in pill fora that are b 
heating plant . . . An expandable station 
wagon that's built on the telescope principle 
+ +» Awrist-size tape recorder . . . For 
real stereo maniacs: a three-speaker setup 
that fits in your suit... An exercising 
gizmo that gives your miscles a workout 

e you Sleep. . . Adress that can change 
to any one of 5 colors at the press of a 
button bed that rocks and sings 
you to sleep, then turns itself off, then 
sits you up in the morning and hands you 
@ cup of steaming java. . . Coming: spray- 
on, do-it-yourself drycleaning gunk; it 
saves you over a buck every til 
gets dirty . . . Hot new thing with the Cool 
Mob: Italian Brandy (Sinatra and his Pack 
pack it away by the jug) . . . Contact lens 
makers fooling around with new design that 
makes people with tiny pig eyes loo 
eyed and trustworthy . . . Somebody © 
trying to perfect an invisible girdle for 
girls in bikinis . . . And there's a new 
spray coming that park-and-petters can use 
‘to fog up windows so peepers can't peep... 
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‘of prohibition, bellyaching to their boss 
about a pinch. They had beaten up a used 
‘ear dealer who had sold them a rattletrap, 
and when the cops came they beat them 
up, too. 
‘Colisimo had status in the mobs. When 

he talked, you lstened. 
“Look,” he remarked, “I don't want you 

‘clobbering the cops. Clobber the guys I 
‘to, clobber, and no one elae. 

‘Angelo glowered. He was surly and hard 
‘as nails and the leader. He didn’t believe 
in arguments. He believed in letting you 
“have it.” 

“T said take it easy,” Collsimo barked. 
Pete, as sinister a character as. you will 

find in any tale of the Black Hand, vaulted 

ian iron gaip. “I don't ike the way talk to my broth” he sud, “Talk ce 
for we dump you some place” 

‘Colisimo looked into Pete's eyes and saw 
rmarder in them. He looked at the otbers 
nd realized that they would back Pete 
Op, acting always as a family, loyal, in 
the long run, only to each other. His own 

ibalded. 
“Okay, boys. Let's forget it” 
Fete released his hold as Big Jim poured 

wine for all of them, 
‘But Big Jim didn't forget. Policy racke- 

‘extortionist, whorehouse operator 
hhad given these bums jobs when they’ had 
arrived freth from Sicily. Big Jim did need 
‘bouncers and collectors and what not, but 
what the hell, you could take just so moch, 

“These God damned Genoas gotta go,” 
hhe ranted to Torrio. “I've taken all Tim 

‘Torrio called on his partner, Jake Guzik. 
Cozik agreed with Johnny. “No mass 
murders,” be said. “Tell Jim to give “em 
the gate if he wants to. Maybe, if they 
have to work for a living, they'll wise up 
‘to who their friends are.” 

Torrio, who was a member of an in- 
famous secret society known as the Unione 
Siciliana, of which the six Gennas also 
were members, conferred with its presi- 
dent, Mike Merlo, and Merlo, a bon 
compromiser, seat for the Gennas. 

“You fellows sre doing all right in 
Chicago, but, you could do better. Why 
don't you open up a litle business for 
‘yourselves?” he suggested. 

‘Angelo shrugged. "No dough,” he’ said. 
So the Society advanced the money and 

MAMA GENNA’S 

SIX LITTLE 

MONSTERS 

Continued from page 21 

tho Gennas opened s pool room at 900 
Taylor Street, which remained open 24 
hhours a day dispensing beer and whiskey 

“You ‘wanna. woman? Upetaire—balf a 
buck-stay half an hour,” was Angelo's 
pitch to their pool room habitus. 

‘And another proftable deline de- 
veloped—buying stalen goods. Smalltime 
Durglar neediag a quick buck came there, 
accepting about ten per ceat of the valve 
OF the pilfered merchandise 

‘Angelo transacted these deals. Only 2 
few tempestuous, menacing minutes were 
roqalted to cotvince the average crook 
that this was no bargaining session, thong 
you had a choice of sortyou could take ‘Angelo's offer or take the consequences, 
Sometimes the consequences were. final 
and. fatal, as Ignacio Phumented dis- 
covered. 

Plumenteri was a house burglar and an 
‘this he had about $300 worth of jewelry 
to sell, A small, sight fellow, he walked 
into the Genna drop shortly after mid- 
night and paused, looking around. ‘As Plumenter! peered through the cigar- 
tte smoke, he falt something hard press- 
ing tato his back. “\Lookin’ for somebody?” a voice asked. 

“Yeah. Mr. Genoa.” 
*T'm Mike Gena. What diya, want?” 
“Twas told to ask for Angelo.” 
“Who told you?” 
“A guy down st Paulina and West 

Madison—you know, the Comer. I got 
something I want to xell.” 

“You're okay, I guess. I Uke you're not 
givin’ the guy's name. Angel's on the 
fact table.” 
(P2022 2s tory on the last table 

stretched out on it, sound asleep. Mike 
shook him. He granted, rubbed bis eyes, 
swung his feet over the edge. Mike spoke 
in Italian, Now wide awake, Angelo mo- 
tioned his customer into the toilet at the 
rear. There, in certainly what must be 
conceded to be the acme of privacy, he 
inspected, the stolen jewelry. 

“How much y' want?” be asked. 
“Seventy-five dollars.” 
"You're muts. Il give ya fifteen.” 

“No good. } gotta get to New Jersey. 
Mother's sick. 
“Did J make your mother sick? All you 

guys got sick mothers or dyin’ kids. But 
Tl give ya a break. Twenny-five. Okay?” 

“No.” Plumentert took the jewehy and 
walked ont of the wash room and through 
the front door to the street. 

ran for his hat and coat. Pete 
and Mike followed. “Watch the joint. W 
‘won't be long,” Angelo sald to the pool 

to walk tomorrow,” he remarked, 
This proved to be the understatement 

of the week At 6 2s. the battered and 

of the police and in uo time flat, Angelo, 
Pete and Mike Gena were 
‘and charged with murder. But, of course, 
charging the trio with morder and finding 
‘witnesses who could or would pin it on. = = 

‘Sem and Fete. Spawned on the island 
of Silly, which also was the birthplace of 
the Black Hand, coming of age in an 
atmosphere of extortion and’ violence, 
rugged, bull-ocked, son-Bsted, quick with 
{gun or pineapple (Hor bombs, too, were © 
{edition}, these merciless goons found Jost 
the right’ ind of brave new world for 
their talents io the larcenous, sprawling, 
brawling Chicago of the twenties 

Tn, 00 sense were they “organization 
men.” ‘They coold function as a family 
without fiction, but all trust ended there 
‘hey never cpu seg the eso for ake 
ting anyone else in. Yet, if Uhr particular 
brand of rogged individualism had its 
sSrength, it also had its weakness, 

For example, baving observed the proBt- 
able whorehouse operations of other mob- 
SG Ghd four prostates above tho pool swith their four prostitutes above 
oor. So they rented a. three-story ‘red 
‘brick bouse in suburban Forest View and 
staffed it with the dregs af Chicago's 
Sroetwalkers 

"The place hadn't been in operation more 
than's couple of days when ie was raided 
by sherlifs men, Pete Gen, on duty, was 
hauled in acd ined $100. 
"They were open for business again that 

night. ‘This time it was Mike ‘who was 
arrested, They Aned him $200, 
If the law was persistent, so were the 

Gennes. They went right on doing bust- 
ness in that litle old’ three-story house, 
fad one day it was Angelo’ turn t0 get 
intuled into. court 
Tam getting tired of this” the magis- 

trate said, glazing at Angelo, though he 
erty wasn't any more tized of it than 
‘Rogelo was. "You are fined. $900 or six ‘months in the county jail.” He then turned 
fo the shenlf. “T want you to station. a 
deputy, at that—that place, Allow nobody 
inade.” 

Frustrated, Angelo tured to the only 
place be felt he could turn—the secret 
Society, the Unione Siciliana, and its canny 
president, Mike Merlo. 
“Why is it Colisimo can run houses and 

we can't?” he bellyached. 



Merlo knew the voleanic nature of the 
Gennas. “You boys are going about it the 
wrong way,” he soothed. “You have to 
arrange these things, Set up a payroll 
You need protection.” 

“Need protection? What the helll Any- 
body bothers us, we dump “em in the 
Lake.” 

“No, Angelo, you misunderstand, First, 
you arrange the payroll—" 
“We let the girls Keep half the money,” 

Angelo explained. “We got a’porter cleans 
up every day. He gets paid 

Merlo came right out with 
1 payroll for the police and 

“The cops? What’s a matter? The city 
don't pay ‘em enough? Well, we ain't 
gonna make up the difference.” Angelo's 
voice rose toa roar. “Serew that!” 

And the Genna joint in Forest View 
remained closed, but it didn’t matter too 
much because a few months later came 
the dawn of National Prohibition, 
“What kind whiskey you sell?” Angelo 

would ask the new speakeasy proprictors 
then springing up in Chicago. Whatever 
the reply, he made it plain that they would 
have to “use our stuff.” Refusal brought 
lok eyes, fractured jaws and wrecked 

‘The Gennas got a quick start on the 
West Side, which included Little Italy. 
‘The O'Donnells, following a similar pat- 
tem, were spreading out on the South 
Side, Dion O'Bannion had expropriated 
the 42nd and 43rd wards on the North 
Side, and when he hit his peak he was 
serving 1,456 joints with beer and alky. 
‘The remaining territory automatically fell 
into the hands of the Torrio-Guzik-Capone 
‘triumvirate, Then, finally, the lagging Coli- 
‘imo got into the act and latched on to 
the Tortio combine. 

But with so many trigger-happy little 
Gaesars having discovered an El Dorado, 
there was bound to be conflict. Lines were 
crossed, Assaults occurred. Beer trucks 
were shot up. Some people just wouldn't 
join any combine—and heading the list 
were Mama Genna’s six little monsters, 

This was what Guzik and Torri had 
feared. They were essentially organization 
men. if there was an enemy, it was the 
Law, and there was no sense in. thieves 
falling out. There was enough loot for 
everybody in suckering the public. 

So Gutik called on Mike Merlo to see 
if, in his capacity as head of the Unione 
Siciliana, he couldn't persuade the Gennas 
to fall into line. 

“You know the Gennas,” Merlo. said. 
“Very headstrong. Very tough. And very 
suspicious of anyone except their own 
fiesh and blood.” Then he added shrewdly, 
“I do not think you have a chance so 
Jong as Dion O'Bannion successfully defies 
you. 

This made sense to. Guzik. To keep 
independents like the Gennas in line, he 
had to knock O'Bannion off his peg. For 
more than a week he met with ‘Dion ia 
dliscusions that got nowhere, Not only 
did OBamnion say “no,” but he continued 
knocking off Guztk-Torrio-Capone trucks 
while the talks were in progress. 

Following good corporate -procedure, 
Guzik now called a meeting at Johnny 
Torrio’s headquarters in his saloon-cabaret- 
sambling-joint 

Johnny's luxurious office was on the 
second floor, and here he and Gurik, 
bodyguarded by Al Capone and Frank 
Nitti, presided before a quonim of the 
‘mob. The issue: thumbs up or down for 
Dion O'Bannion? 

All thumbs were down, 
By 11 o'clock on the following morning 

Dion O'Bannion was dead, shot down in 
his own flower shop. And'24 hours after 
that the Gennas had joined up in. what 
proved to be an uneasy but extremely 
profitable truce. 

Sponsored by Guzik, they took title to 
a four-story structure at 1022. Taylor Street, which served as a. combination 
warchoose-offie. Jim supervised the olfee force of 30 people, while Mike, Sam, Peto 
and Tony dected the alky cocker 

‘Angelo recruited. the cookers-and did st in his own inimitable. way. Working 
through the Unione Siclians, he brought 400" Sicilians into the United States 
legally. They camo in groups of 15 or 20 through Caba. to. Miam,, Florida. "The price was $500 u head, delivered by rail in. Chicago. 

Businessman brother Jim bought tene- 
mont buildings along Taylor, Halstead and 
Maxwell Streets, ae ally” manufacturing centers. Most landlords “cooperated, but 
Albert Klein, the owner of one property Jn the 800 Block on Taylor Street, which Shey had expected to fall into ther laps 
for’ $4500, supped the price to $10,000 and woulda't bodge. 

“The Gennas bribed « building inspector to slap 40" phony violations on his 
property. 

Klein was 80, but he hired a lawyer and fought back. 
Sil working on the fx, Angelo called 

on his frend Paul Labriola, for 16 years 
{clerk of the Municipal Court where the fase would be heard, offering him $250. 
Lizeet refused she bride, and when 

Klein won a dismissal in court, Angelo 
began to bur. 

He blamed the court clerk. 
In the midst of a March snow storm 

several evenings later, Labriola was plod- 
ding his way through the streets toward 
home. Head lowered to the biting wind, 
he didn’t see Angelo and Mike Genna in 
a doorway at West Congress and Halstead 
Streets and hadn't so much as thought of 
them until he heard Mike's voice at his 
elbow. 

“What's new, Paul?” 
Labriola looked around. “Oh, hello, 

Mike,” he said. 
‘Then the voice of Angelo at his other 

elbow: “What's a matter, you couldn't do 
us @ little favor in court?” 

Labriola stopped and looked at them. 
‘The expression on’ their faces frightened 
him. He explained: “Look, whenever you 
want a fayor there, you don’t come to me. 
You sce Tony D’Andrea—you know, the 
ward leader, He takes care of such things.” 
“We don't know him. We know you,” 

Mike said with simple, inflexible logic. 
“Well, you know his man, Harry Rai- 

mondi, ‘Take it up with him.” Labriola 
started. to move on. 

‘Angelo’s sullen anger exploded. “Let the 
son of a bitch have it!” he shouted, 

Labriola’s panic-stricken gaze darted 
from one to the other and saw no pity 

there Each had a gun in his hand. The 
‘guns roared simultaneously. Labriola’ spun 
first one way, then the other, then folded 
up like a rag doll, falling face down in 
the snow. 

‘As the Gennas ran toward their car, 
parked nearby with Nicola Maggio at the 
wheel, they all but crashed into another 
acquaintance, Paul Notte. Notte had been 
about to hail them when the murder oc- 
‘curred, and realizing the implications and 
‘wanting no part of it, he had taken to 
his heels 

Within 48 hours Angelo and Mike had 
been arrested for Labriola’s murder and 
this time suffered the inconvenience of 
spending two whole weeks behind bars 
before winning their freedom. 

‘Outside again, Angelo asked, “Who 
talked?” 

‘The brothers were united in the opinion 
that it was either Maggio, the wheelman, 
cof Notte. 

“Honest to God, fellows,” Maggio pro- 
festa," didn't open my yap. But 1 

“Yeah, what did you hear?” Mike said, 
“Better make it quick,” Angelo added, 

reaching for his gun. “Was it Notte?” 
“No. But Notte told his cousin, John 

Gizinnino, about it, and Cizinnino is sup- 
posed to have gone to the police.” 

“Where is this Cizinnino now?” 
‘As soon as Maggio had supplied the 

address, which was in White Plains, New 
York, Angelo and Mike shot him’ down 
as casually as they would have butchered 
2 lamb, leaving his body on the sidewalk 
with six bullets in. it. 

‘Too busy with their alky cooking to go 
to White Plains themselves, they now dis- 
Patched one of thelr Sicilian imports, 
Nicholl Augustino, to do the job for them, 

Cizinnino was shot dead on a. White 
Plains street and nobody would have 
known who the fleeing stranger was if, 
‘upon returning to Chicago, Augustino had 
not become alarmed by ‘the looks and 
actions of the Gennas. He began to feel 
that he was next, and, fearing the Gennas 
more than justice, finally went to the 
police with his story. 

He was extradited to New York and 
there convicted of manslaughter, but as 
his unsupported testimony against the 
Gennas would have been worthless in 
court, the six Sicilians went on. their 
bloody way unscathed, 

For Paul Notte was next, and though 
he screened his movements, sneaking out 
at odd hours and dodging through alleys 
and byways, Mike, Angelo and Tony 
Genna finally caught up with him, and 
Angelo’s terrifying whoop, “Let ‘im have 
it” rang out again. Eleven bullets made 
it conclusive and closed the book on what 
informers could expect from the Gennas 

Meanwhile, the illicit whiskey business 
‘was booming and money was pouting in, 
But the Gennas, all of whom had iar. 
Tied nice Ttalian girls, still lived in the 
tenement flats they had inhabited in the 
days of their apprenticeship. On Sundays, 
the wives and children went to church, 
and at fit communion the litle girs 
would be decked out in frilly, starched 
white dresses, and the little boys in their 
somber short pants and carefully pressed 
packets. At these affairs, in rospect to the 
church, the six Genna brothers always 



remained at the rear part of the edifice. 
‘But during the week, they made alky. 

"To get the cooking still going, it was 
necessary to have a mash base, and the 
Gennas began by using sugar, but that 
proved too costly and soon they were 
buying up carloads of spoiled potatoes. 

“Just as good as sugar, but God what 
a smell!” Sam Genna commented. 

Tf the product called for was scotch, 
tho mixing man added creosote, a wood 
preservative never recommended for hu- 
‘man consumption. If a really strong, whis- 
Key wat demanded, iodine was added. A 
few drops of iodine ean poison you, yet 
Genna products seized and analyzed by. 
the government contained as much as one 
and @ half ounces to the quart 

‘As time went on, the smoke from the 
cooking mash brought many complaints 
Something had to be done, so the Gennas 
tumed to buying denatured alcohol such 
as was used in cleaning plants. This was 
Supposed to have been rendered unfit for 
drinking purposes by the addition of offs, 
‘of peppermint and wintergreen, tobacco 
solutions, sulphuric acid and other chemi- 
cals, But one run through the still removed 
most of these agents and the Gennas didn't 
worry if a little remained. 
Tecceg sores pipnn isthe only recom. 

‘mended metal for stills, the Gennas 
‘used Tend, and of course the lead mixed 
with the strong spirits, So what if there 
were cases of lead poisoning every day? 
You had to go sometime. And what the 
hel, 2 case of scotch that cost $8.00 sold, 
to speakeasies for $55.00. 

By 1924 the Gennas were the biggest 
alcohol manufacturers in Chicago. Their 
teal estate alone was worth 4,000,000. 
Gross sales of thelr horrible booze ex- 
ceeded $375,000 a month, yielding a profi 
‘of $175,000. 

OF course, there were payoffs. The 
Genpas alone took care of 475 cops in 
their West Side area, while Jake Guzik 
passed along protection money to ward 
Teaders, aldennen and other local politi- 
cians from his plush suite at the Hotel 
Lexington on 22nd Street. 

‘Yes, the Gennas were riding high, They 
‘owned armored Cadillacs, complete with 
‘chauffeurs. After dining in swank restan- 
tants, they often would pick up checks 
for as many as two hundred patrons, most 
‘of whom they never had met. Angelo 
‘went to New York on a brief vacation and. 
Gropped $89,000 in a three-day race track 
spree at Jamaica, Jim went to Florida 
where he spent $45,000 in eleven days. 

Yet their wives and children never were 
seen with them in public. The, brothers 
‘continued to live in their frugal “railroad” 
flats on Blue Island Avenue. And though 
they sported $200 suits on the street, at 
home they sat in their kitchens in bare 
feet and the red fannel undersbiets they 
wore winter-and summer, eating spaghetti 
fof pizza pies or hero sandwiches and 
talking to each other in Italian. 

Occasionally remnants of the O'Bamnion 
‘mob oF other minor hoodlums would give 
the organization some trouble, but, the 
mighty Al Capone, now drawing down 
$1,500 a week, soon eliminated them or 
seared them off. Though this aided the 
Gennas indirectly, Capone still didn't like 
them and made no effort to fraternize with 

them. But there were no big, upsets. 
Then came the w doath—of 

natural causes—of Mike Merlo, president 
of the Unione Siciliana, and it set off a 
powder keg. For it was Merlo, not Capone, 
Who had Kept the Gennas in line, and 
there was bound to be a bitter wrangle 
about’ his successor. 

‘Capone promptly announced that be 
favored Anthony D'Andrea, an ex-counter- 
feiter, for the post. D’Andrea’s closest 
associate was Harry Raimondi, and one 
day this Raimondi found himself sur 
rounded on the street by all six of the 
Gennas. 

“You tell D'Andrea we don't want him 
to nun for president of the society,” Pete 
Gonna said. 

“Tell him yourself,” Reimondi replied. 
He did a double take when he saw Angelo 
reach toward his pocket and sprinted into, 
the nearest public building. Then he went 
directly to Capone and reported. 

T knew I would, tangle with them 
‘bums sooner or Tater,” Al said, but post- 
pponed action until he could confer with 
Guzik and Torrio, 

“Al, don’t start any shooting over om 
the West Side,” Torio warned him. 
“We're inmaking money. Let those crazy 
Gennas play with their society.” 

‘Capone grudgingly gave in, but, satis- 
fed his blood lust by going out and knock- 
ing off what was left of the old O’Bannion 
‘gang, several of whom had unwisely taken 
Some pot shots at him in a restaurant in 
Gicero. 

‘Suddenly the most important thing in the 
world to the Gennas was the Unione 
Siciliana. A. continual stream of messages 
were sent to D'Andrea insisting that he 
‘confer with them. He ignored them. 

‘The Gennas waylaid Harry Raimondi, 
demanding the whereabouts of their. 
usive quany. He refused to tell. He was 
shot. He writhed and twisted and 
seteamed for minutes before the end. 

‘The home of another D'Andrea ad- 
herent, Joseph Spica, was bombed, injuring, 
five of the family. And when the Gennas 
heard. that D'Andrea was addressing sev- 
eral hundred of his followers in a hall 
‘on Blue Island Avenue, they dropped a 
bomb through the skylight, injuring more 
than 20 spectators. 

Escorted by ten Capone gun and 
muscle. men, D’Andrea retuned to_ his 
home to find a black hand note telling 
‘him that within 72 hours his house and 
hhis family would be blown to bits 

‘D'Andrea was convinced. First thing in 
the momning he issued a public statement 
that he had withdrawn as a candidate for 
the presidency of the Unione Siciliana, 
that he was quitting as ward leader and 
leaving Chicago for good. 

‘But it was too late. The Gennas had 
marked him for extinction, Ambushed late 
‘at night, his body, with 35 shotgun pellets, 
imbedded in it from head to groin, was 
found in a gutter, 

‘AL Capone gave him a wonderful fu- 
neral. The procession was more than two 
miles long and there were nine cars 
laden with the most beautiful flowers 
this side of heaven. The elite of gangdom 
fumed ont. Among the honorary pall 
bearers were judges, aldermen and politi 
cians of rank, This was Capone's man, 
‘who was being buried and everybody on 

the payroll wanted to be counted in 
attendance. 

For a month, Guzik tried to arrange 
‘2 compromise that would satisfy both 
‘Capone and the Gennas, but what Capone 
wanted the Gennas would not give. His 
new cholce for president of the soci 
was Sem “Samoots” Amatuna. They said, 
“Over our dead bodies—and yourt.” 

Yet, while all this snarling and threaten- 
{ing was going on, the Gennas cooked their 
alky, Capone sold it, and everybody in, 
the ‘combine counted their blessings in 
‘greenbacks. 

‘OF course, neither faction trusted the 
other as far as it could spit. Each Genna, 
heavily armed, traveled with four body- 
guards, Capone went around in the com- 
Dany of regular machine-gun squads. And 
the bickering over the vacant post of 
president of the Unione Siciliana mounted. 

‘The election could not be delayed any 
longer. The Gennas began giving away 
$500 diamond stickpins to every member 
Promising to support the candidate of 
thelr choico—as yet unnamed. 504 mem- 
bers tured out and 504 votes were cast 
for the Genna candidate—none other than, 
redoubtable Angelo Genna himself. 

‘Sam “Samoots” Amatuna, Capone's 
choice, dida’t get a single vote. 

“The victory had cost the Genmas a for- 
‘tune, however, so they raised the price 
fof cooked alcobol $2.50 a barrel, and de- 
‘lded, also, to crash the beer end of the 
‘bootlegging business. This was tantamount 
to declaring war on the Capone-Guzik- 
‘Torrio combine, but they felt very big. 
now and equal to anything. 

‘Their frst move was to buy up every 
case of legal “near beer,” containing only 
‘one-half of one per cent alcohol, they 
‘could lay their hands on. Jim Genna now 
introduced what was to become known as 
“needle beer”—the bar tender was in- 
structed to squirt alcohol from an eye- 
Gropper into the lass before turning on 
the tap. With this set-up, they barged in 
‘on Capone's customers, forcing them to 
buy “or else.” 

“Theit next move was to take title to a 
closed brewery in suburban Burbam. 

Torrio, Guzik and Capone became in- 
creasingly alarmed and angry, but Guzik, 
the paunchy paymaster and great concili- 
ator, decided to give reason one more 
chance. Alone, he called at the Taylor 
Street headquarters of the Gennas to 
practice his diplomatic magic. 

Tt was no use. The terrible Gennas were 
beyond reasoning, 

‘After hours of discussion, Cuzik left, 
discouraged but still hoping for a solution. 

“The Gennas didn’t wait for any more 
talk, They struck immediately. That nfght 
three Capone breweries were bombed and 
seven of his trucks drenched with gasolene 
and set afire. The war was on. 
Gre Capone: “Okay, AL Youve 

jwaited a long time to get at the 
bastards. This is it, Start with Angelo 

‘Al may not have had too much imagin« 
ation in the normal pathways of life, but 
in the ways of the underworld he excelled. 
Brutality he not only ‘understood but en- 
joyed. Still, he was too smart to begin 
with a frontal assault, 

His first move, was to kidnap two 
of the Geanas muscle’ men-the Aiello 



brothers. They were brought to the Hotel 
Hawthorne where they were repeatedly 
beaten and otherwise tortured watil every 
possible bit of information bout the 
Gennas had been extracted. Then they 
were compelod to sgn a ete. stating 
simply, We are going over to Al's side. 
‘That, of course, reduced them to rats in 
the Gennas’ eyes. 

‘Twenty-four hours later—at nine o'clock 
in the evening-the Aiello brothers were 
placed in the middle car of a cavaleade 
of three and driven to within a few 
doors of the Genna stronghold on Taylor 
Street. 

The automobiles slowed down, The rear 
door of the second car was thrown open. 
“Get out, you sons of bitches,” somebody 
said, and the Aiello brothers stumbled to 
the sidewalk. As they broke into « run, a 
volley of pistol shots from the slowly 
moving cars brought & dozen Genna sip- 
Porters charging from the building, guns 
drwn, Among them was Angelo himself 
He saw the Aiellos still ninning, recog 
nized them, and his eyes filled with hate 
There, they are!” he shouted. “Let “em 
have it!” 
‘Those were his last words. Somewhere 

from among the confused mediey of guns 
blasting came the searing, burning bullets 
that cut him down, He died on the same 
sidewalk, at almost the same instant as 
the riddied Aiello brothers. 
Good-bye, Angelo! 
Again the Unione Siciliana was without 

4 president, This time Al Capone had no 
trouble electing his man, and Sam “Sam- 
ots” Aunatuna moved into office. But not 
for long. There were still ive determined 
Gennas ‘to reckon with, end Amatuna’ 
tenure lasted only 28 days. Gunshot fusi- 
lades put a period to his ambitions, such 
as they may have been, 

From the Genna headquarters came the 
announcement, in not too elegant English: 
“Wee gonna kill every last one of them 
rats, Capone and all.” 

Capone himself had 200 gun-men riding 
the North Side, which became the princi 
pal battleground. Genna alky trucks were 
captured, their contents stolen and. the 
‘trucks bumed. Bombings, pistol shots, 
lasts from sawed-off shotguns became 
commonplace. 

‘The Cennas had 150 mobsters armed 
to the teeth, They invaded North Side 
phuh spots that were being served with 
Capone beer and whiskey. They bombed 
scores of places after closing hours, They 
raided the Hawthome Hotel, Capone's 
headquarters, killing two Capone men and 
making off with a safe full of ‘records, 
They oltre $50,000 in cash to anyone 
‘who would put Capone in a spot where 
they could Kill him, 

Tonio himself was gunned down by 
Genna mobsters as he approached i 
hhome on Clyde Avenue. 

Upon recovering, he spent two days in 
conference with Guzik and Capone in a 
Secret suite of the Congress Hotel. There 
a deal was worked out, for Torrio, too, 
had had enough. Guzik and. Capone 
ought his share for $1,000,000 in cash 
and another $500,000 in. notes. 

There was 2 measure of prestige in 
driving the great Torrio out of the rackets, 
but the Gennas couldn't have cared les. 
They were after Capone, thelr mortal 

enemy. By this time they had slain 17 
Capone gun men, destroyed 40 beer trucks 
and totally wrecked 13 speakeasies, 

Up, up went the tempo. Up, up went 
the murders. But it wasn't all ‘one-sided, 
In June, 1925, Jim Genna was trapped 
by four of the enemy and riddled with 
shotgun pellets. Miraculously, he recovered, 
though one arm was permanently lamed. 

In July they got. to Tony Genna, 
dragged him from a West Madison Street 
joint and stitched 20 machine-gun bullets 
through his body. He was dead long be- 
fore the ambulance arrived, 

During that hot and murderous summer 
of 1925, a police car, cruising the Max 
well Avenue area, turned Into South 
Loomis Avenue where it barely missed 
colliding with a car barrelling gong. at top 
speed. In it were Mike Genna and three 
‘of his hoods. Heavily armed, they were 
‘out hunting for Capone sitting, ducks. 
Ti Police ave chase and a. running 

un battle ensued. Officers Olson and 
Walsh were Lilled and officer Michael 
Conway wounded, but in the exchange a 
Police bullet tore through Mike Genna’s 
skull, bringing with it the permanent ob- 
livion he had. so gratuitously bestowed 
‘upon others. 

With Angelo, Tony and Mike in thelr 
graves and Jim crippled, the Genna mob 
began coming apart at the seams. Real 
ing that leadership was gone and the will 
to fight lacking, Capone administered the 
coup de grace—in this case, the “scorched 
earth” treatment. 

Personally leading 300 thugs, Al do- 
seended on the Gena properties in Little 
Italy, removed stills, tanks, barrels and 
‘other supplies and carted them over to 
Cicero. ‘Then the buildings themselves 
were given a working over,  xtures 
battered, plumbing tom out, windows 
smashed. Over an area of eight city blocks 
every Genna structure was a shambles, 
‘Thetr business liquidated, their means of 
‘manufacture destroyed, their hirelings de- 
setting in droves, the surviving Gennas 
raised a flag of truce. 

In retum for title to all their properties 
with a book value of $700,000, each 
brother was granted $12,500 in cash and 
guaranteed safe conduct to New York, 
where they must sail on the fist steamer 

to Italy, And everybody understood that 
the price of refusal was death, 

‘The brothers accepted. They could not 
hhave done otherwise. 

‘Alter several years hack in Sicily, Jim 
Genna died and was buried there, Pete 
and Sam waited out a strange existence, 
harried from time to time by the Sicilian 
government because of their reputations. 

The years dragged. Back in the States 
prohibition was repealed. Capone went to 
Alcatraz for ten years on an income tax 
rap. Racketeering took on a new aspect. 
‘Then came World War I, and even 
while American forces were landing in 
Sicily, the two lone Gennas walted it out. 

In 1948 the Italian government, claim- 
ing that Sam and Pete were naturalized 
American citizens and had no right to 
Permanent residence, shipped them back 
to the United States. 

All the old fire gone, they retumed to 
Chicago. Jake Cuzik was one of the few 
Important figures of the 20's who was 
still around, still arranging, fixing, cleaning 
up in devious illegalities. 

‘There no longer was any animosity, on 
either side. Jake gave them jobs at $75 a 
week in Calumet City bookmaking joints. 

Shortly thereafter, Pete was stricken 
with a heart attack and taken to Columbus 
Hospital. Until he died, a few weeks later, 
Jake paid all the bills, 

‘Only Sam was left now. In his spare 
time he sat on the front steps of the 
ue Island Avenue tenement in which he 

lived, reminiscing. 
He often was asked: “How much money 

do you think you made and spent in 
those days?” 

“Oh, we fool away maybe eight, nine 
million dollars.” 

‘Sam went out like a light one day in 
December, 1951, falling dead on the 
Kitchen floor. His funeral was well at- 
tended by the descendants, and of course 
Gant was there and even “Crying Joe” 
Batters, one-time Capone bodyguard, 
showed up with his wresth and his tears. 

‘And the world moved oa. And even 
the crimes were forgotten, except as re- 
corded history. If there is’ to be forgive 
ress, it must come now from above and. 
beyond, 

But how—how in God's name-do you 
sing a requiem for six bums? eo 

i hale “This was @ protty dull job until I met you.” 



the hut. They were savagelooking, with 
feathers stuck through their earlobes and 
bottom lips, but they seemed as frightened 
as McCumley. 

‘Small hands brought a gourd to his 
mouth and again he was drinking the 
acrid medicine, this time with eyes on 
the pleasant, awed features of a git. 
Beyond stood @ somewhat taller Indian in 
a grass cap dyed red. 

‘This was Timapookoo, the village chief, 
who bowed humbly to’ MeCumley when 
the grinning Nanjek introduced them. 
“Drink out this medicine of geniparana 
ark,” Nanjek said in Portuguese, “and 
TT be-able to send them all away.” 

Tt was difficult stuff to keep down, bat 
the ripe young woman’s presence helped 
somewhat, She was not naked, but the 
kwé-yoo sho wore revealed more than it 
hid and, fascinated with her, McCumley 
soon downed the stuff. Nanjek then eip- 
tied the hut with a few words to the 
chief 

“What luck!” the Indian laughed, flop- 
ping to the earth floor. “They think you 
a son of the opossum, the chiefs spirit’ 
son. Listen, This is an unpacified tribe 
of Urubu. They wandered from Venezuela 
to Brazil, as T thought. They lived west 
‘of the Gurupi since escaping there dur- 
ing the pacification, afraid of the white 
man’s diseases that Iilled off so many 
pacified villages. Only recently they came 
back to this side of the river-1 don't 
know why, but this is the Urubu side. 
‘Anyway, as soon as they heard T was 
with a white man they drew their bows 
to kill me on the spot, yelling about dis- 
eases, epidemic, So I yelled, ‘No, not a 
Braziian—McCumley is different, with hair 
like the sun!" And they said, “Mikoom? 
Mikoomi?” And soon, ‘Mikoor-mimi with 
the sun on his head!” No ‘I” sound in 
Unubu, as you know, and that was the 
closest’ sense they could make of your 
name. And we're alive because of it 
Mikoor-mimi, som of the opossum, that’s 
yo 

Every two hours someone came with 
gourd of unpalatable geniparana bark 

potion for McCumley to. drink. Women 
‘old and young, warriors, grandfathers, 
each came one at a time bringing the 
medicine, or food, ot a shibé, a manioe 
porridge. 

‘They all chattered a great deal while 
ogling the big American in his hammock, 
but none talked so much as the chief, 
Timapookoo. 

‘Soon,” he Yaid to Nanjek, who trans- 
lated for McCumley, “we will go west 
across the river again for vengeance, We 
are strong now, our young boys are men, 
and we will pay back the Guajaja’ 

Sadly he told of a massacre 

WILD YANK 
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village wiped out by predatory Guajaja in 
a surprise attack. He named the men, 
the women killed, the children, without 
faltering once, as if it had happened re- 
cently instead of 15 years back 

“Guajaja on one hand with their ar- 
rows,” he lamented, “Brazilians on the 
other with their diseases. We escaped 
the measles, the syphilis, but not the ar- 

The women's talk was plain gossip. Al- 
most every othef word from them was 
soorook, a brazen Urubu term for love 
making. For a week it went on. “Oh, old 
Rookjir by the stream so long for’ her 
Water=it was Tajé who caught her there,” 
and “Nembik plucks manioe while her 
husband soorooks Peretik.” The older ones 
openly flirted with McCumley, lowering 
their lashes and wiggling their hips. All 
of them laughed provocatively. If not for 
his fever and the medicine he was swal- 
lowing McCumley might have taken ad: 
vantage of the obvious offer of their 
sleek bodies. But the liquid sickened his 
gut. Also, the men were conducting Patook 
demonstrations outside, a strange ritual 
that preceded a mock war they were to 
have in the woods. They were going to 
demonstrate what they would do to thei 
real enemies when they got the chance. 
The noise was deafening. 

Then, after that first ‘week, when Mc- 
Curmley’ was on his feet again, Nanjek, 
with a huge grin, let him know that. the 
medicinal base for the geniparana bark 
was human urine, 

But he was well, and with none of the 
fear that Nanjek continued to suffer des- 
pite the apparent gentleness and childish 
curiosity of these people. 

‘Something may anger them one day, 
Nanjek wamed, “and you'll see how child 
ish they are 

He kept the rifle nearby at all times, 
even while translating for. the Urubu 
McCumley’s answers to questions about 
the outside world. 

‘One day in the second week, while 
Timapookoo was incensing the warriors 
for another mock battle, the young wife 
Peretik had Nanjek translate a question 
for her. With childlike innocence she 
asked if a son of the opossum was like 
‘other men under his clothes. Too embar- 
assed to give McCumley’s answer, Nan- 
jek went outside the hut, into the ritual- 
istic shouts denoting anger: “Hoo-hoo! 
Hoo-hoo!” 

From the doorway McCumley looked 
ut at men painted in red streaks of urucu 
jnice across their faces and chests 
Women hung back beyond the circle 

of warriors who were shaking fistfuls of ar- 
+ rows and stamping the ground, The wom- 

en had round bellies and breasts and 

buttocks of every shape. It was evident 
that love-making was a. casual. pastime 
among. these jungle dwellers, Arguments 
had occurred over jealousy, but the pet- 
tit sort of jealousy, soon forgotten, Me- 
Cumley turned back inside to face th 
slender, ‘brighteyed young Beret In 
the shadows he stepped out of his shorts, 
and saw her grin tum to wonder. 

‘The trith was that the single ‘conces- 
sion to modesty in the Urubu male was 
a string that tied up the unlikeliest point 
of his anatomy and over his maturing 
years caused 2 degree of atrophy. Now 
Peretik gasped in wonder at the opposite 
phenomenon in McCumley. She darted 
past him toward the doorway, but whirled 
with a visible tremor as a veneer of sweat 
slistened on her face. Then she went in- 
side and sank down in a corner, mutter- 
ing, watching him approach, exclaiming 
‘new at each step he took 

eretik was simpering on the ground 
when, ‘in his shorts again, MeCuruley 
crossed through the village.” Women sat 
roasting manioe on huge oval. stones, or 
gossiping before huts. He saw one come 
dragging « young boy and girl out of the 
jungle, yelling words not to obscure for 
him by now. Soorook was one of them, 
and her lament was that now Nbola would 
grow up thin for not waiting until after her puberty rite 

He reached the jungle stream wonder- 
ing if he had broken any particular taboo . 
entertaining Peretik during a village mock 
war, and then burst out laughing. at the 
sight of Nanjek being thrown to the 
ground by a woman twice his age amid 
the squealing giggles of them both 

jowsssrnEaM he bathed and swam, diy- 
ing deep. He was floating, almost doz 

ing off that way when a splashing sound 
reached him and a cool body thumped 
into him. It was Peretik age 
‘was not alone. Trinjin, her younger 
was there, giggling and sounding every 
the 16-year-old she was. Instinctively he 
reached out for the girl and caught a leg, 
bbut she splashed away, eluding him like 
an eel while Peretik leaped up on his 
back, snuggling him, jabbering, “Come, 
Sac-hoo, come, big-man, enough water. 
The patook will end soon. Come. 

‘The girl was ravenous, it seemed—but 
why had she brought the sister? He went 
racing with long strokes after Trinjin, and 
caught her too because she put up a fight 
about as real as the one her father and 
brothers and lovers were having above in 
the jungle, Peretik landed on him again 
and he made for the shore carrying both 
sisters. At that point, someone shrieked 
high over the war cries of the distant 

It was Nanjek’s woman, standing. there 
naked with the city Indian and scolding 
now, in the plain tones of mother, shak- 
ing a fst at two painted warriors with 
drawn bows and arrows pointing down 
at MeCumley. 

“You bad Keropo, you bad Foncekl 
she harangued, at a distance of about 20 
yards from them. McCumley let both 
tgirls plunge back into the stream. Keropo 
was Peretik’s husband, and Foncek was 
his brother. And, of ail women, that was 
their mother scolding 

“Do you want sores in. all our mouths? 



Would you kill our grandfather and give 
sores?” 
Ramooing, grandfather-it was a term 

of honor, but plainly McCumley’s exalted 
position was not enough against sudden rages. As the young men abashedly low- 
ered their weapons McCumley strode to- 
ward them, Nanjek muttering a warming 
in Portuguese that he stop before making 
a mistake. But he went right on, calling 
cut, “I will show you weapons, weapons 
of the sun, my father’s god.” 

‘The pair began to shrink back in panic. 
McCumley loped after them over gnarled 
old “mangrove trunks. Ina leap he 
brought them both down, and. there 
an the bed of tangled foliage they became 
fierce again, sinewy hands darting at his 
throat. But'he lashed out, one fist and 
then the other, until both lay unconscious. 

‘MeCumley rose to face warriors gathered 
by the dozen. For a moment they looked 
him up and down soberly. ‘Then men 
came close and took hold of his hands, 
tumed them over and marveled at them, 
“Weapons,” one said. "Ya #6, a word ine 
deel” 

Nanjek was nowhere in the gathering 
crowd, but McCumley. was doing fairly 
well for himself with the language. “Go, 
he commanded, “Iet me have my peace. 
Obedience was prompt. 
Below he found the sisters. Peretik had 

not a trace of the fear he expected due 
to her husband coming upon the litle 
idyll It was Trinjin who was full of ap- 
prehension. 

Peretik kept saying, “Come, I will show 
you, Trinjin.” And so in the jungle after- 
toon Al MeCumley was introduced. by 
Peretik to six more of her sisters in a most 
uniquely active, way. Their unions lasted 
until dusk. Finally, Trinjin was convinced, 
by weight of numbers, that nothing would 
happen to her, 

From that day on it seemed every vil- 
lage woman was. more than ever eager to 
vist the son of the opossum. 

‘When Rookuir told how she often had 
to snatch at her husband when she 
yearned, she snatched at McCumley to 
show exactly what she meant, causing 
him to sit bolt upright in his hammock. 
When Nbeita said, “Tookatek tied to 

soorook me under the bacuri tree and 
five us alll stomach-ache,” she climbed 
Tight into the himmock and got under 
him to show how she fought her brother 
inlaw off. 

Sometimes these visits took place while 
Nanjek was off to the river in hopes of 
finding the boat and Caclago, and fre 
quently at those times, as the weeks rolled 
avay, MeCumley let the story-telling and 
the charades tum into reality and sent 
women home with all their curiosity sat- 
‘afd. 

In that time both visitors'to the Uruba 
took to hunting with the men to break 
the monotony, and joined in the festivities 
when anew baby was christened Urubu, 
fashion or when a couple was married 
by Timapookoo (whose name meant long- 
legs, actually). ‘These were always beer- 
fests. The beer, was made of fermented 
banana’ or cashew-apple or manioe and 
called kau-, literally crazy -water—and 
there was much drunken singing through 
the night, much ne‘eng hanten story-tell- 
ing, and even displays of bellicosity 

Yet McCumley’s presence altered the 
ature of kau-i belligerence one night 
‘That day McCumley had been: capering 
in the stream with Rookuir, a caper that 
ended in the cupuwira, the jungle-lemon 
grove. Rookuir’s mother-in-law  Minevin 
‘came upon them at a bad time and scolded 
her for such activity on the day of her 
infant's name-giving ritual. As the young 
mother fled Minevin kept MeCumley from 
following. “Stay, father, no need for you 
to chase after her. Stay, I wish to teach 
you the making of a jungle hammock, 
‘What do you know of a jungle hammock?” 

“{ know nothing of such a thing.” 
“Aba! I knew, I knew. Take this hang- 

ing vine, take that one. Now, I take these, 
fone in each hand. And now...” 

HE was a portly woman well into her 
forties, but firm. He had sunk under 

trees with young girs full of curiosity and. 
climbed slopes with women who still had 
secrets to learn, and now this agile and. 
untiring grandmother had much to teach 
him of jungle love, chattering meanwhile 
and glistening, giggling with the robust- 
ness of a gitl 

But that night at the name-giving feast 
her son Bueltek, full of kaw-i, rose ‘with 
‘a machete to demonstrate how he would 
treat the Guajaja once the tribe crossed 
west again over the Gurupi. 

“So I will strike,” he roared, and 
swung the machete in a savage arc over 
the heads of seated cousins. 

"So, and sol” he roared, chopping at 
the air, coming ever closer to. where 
McCumiey stood against a hammock-post. 
His intent was becoming all too clear, 
and the one doubt was whether his rage 
related to his wife Rookuir or to his 
mother Minevin—each had probably. car- 
ried a tale to him about the other. “So to 
the robber Guajajal” he shrieked, and 
took a murderous swipe unmistakably at 
MeCumley who ducked fast as women, 
shouted warnings of all sorts of disasters 
that might occur should a warrior Kill 
Mikoor-mimi, 

‘Timapookoo yelled, “There, that one~ 
do you want to kill’ my spirits son be- 
fore we~” 

But a roar from Bueltek cut through 
the chief's words and again he slashed 
at McCumley, who danced back. Other 
‘men began to vise. 

“Men!” Timapookoo shouted. “He must 
Toad us west actoss the river to our en- 

Rising voices drowned him out. A chief 
is by tradition little more than the vil- 
lage counselor among the Uruby, whose 
society is actually the closest thing to true 
democracy. As advisor Timapookoo could 
incense his tribesmen, but placating them 
‘was another matter’ entirely. His. voice 
was a garble amid louder voices, and 
several machetes flashed in light from the 
Hloor-pan fre. All the stored-up jealousy 
seemed uncovered now as men closed in 
on MeCumley. 

“The kau spirit attacks me,” he called 
out. “Guajaja gods speak from my chile 
‘dren's, mouths!” 

With that he lurched forth and caught 
Bueltek a blow in the gut, ducking low 
to avoid machetes that swung to meet his 
rush. He ducked and he danced, using 
this fists in deft strikes that shot men flat 

‘on their backs, and shouting, “Hoo-hoo! 
Hoo-hoo! I cleanse my children of Gua- 
jaja spirits!” 

“Cleanse them! Cleanse them!” women 
shricked as he tapped one man out after 
another. “Oh, papat, oh ramoving, cleanse 
them! 

They called him father and they called 
him grandfather, titles of esteem, and. 
soon the men were chanting too’ with 
Deery grins, doing their wives and sisters 
‘one better by calling him yandé ramoo- 
ing, or forefather, and as the belligerents 
came awake once more peace retumed— 
swiftly, Urubu fashion, 

‘Then day came, and more days, and 
life itself was porang. ‘The people were 
clean, bathing frequently, and honest ex- 
cept in only the most’ inconsequential 
matters~such as lovemaking itself, in 
which the only taboos were ritualistic 
rather than moralistic and the penalty for 
infractions was rarely severe: _ mass 
stomach-ache for love under the bacuri 
‘tee, for instance, or skinniness in mattr- 
ity for a girl who soorooked beforé her 
official puberty rite 7 

‘At the end of the second mopth, Nan- 
jek returned one morning from the river 
shouting in such excitement that the lazy 
village ‘curs began to yodel and snarl, 
“The boat!” he bellowed. “The boat! 
McCumley, it comes downriver at last! 
Caclago didn’t forget us!” 

‘The whole village was electrified. Wom- 
cen as well a5 men went racing from hut 
to hut with the news, then ran with 
McCumley and Nanjek’ into the jungle 
paths toward the river, barking a fierce 
ne‘eng hantan that MeCumley knew as 
nothing more than a ritual. mannerism 
though it would have scared a. stranger 
speechless. 

Through the swamp trees they yelled, 
“Hoo:hoo! The karai come, the whites to 
make us. sick-hoo-hoo—to’ take from us 
our timakanang, our jungle spirit whose 
hair is the sun—hoo-hoo! 

From beyond the swamp trees, in the 
break beyond the mangroves, came César 
Caclago up from the river in a gingerly 
gait, eyes narrowed, rifle at the ready. 
“McCumley, have you gone mad? Hold 
those savages back! Back, T say!” 

‘The Tupi boys came behind him but 
ever so slowly, while mustachioed Fran- 
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isco stayed” with is boat. Nanjek was 
yelling as loud as the Unubu. alll along 
the slope, and McCumley cried ont, 
“Caclago, put down that rifle, you damn 
fool!” 

But he went unheeded, either because 
of the noise or because of Caelago’s na- 
tural hysteria. The Brazilian fred a shot, 
aiming it high merely to frighten the 
Urubu into submission, but the next in- 
stant dozens. of arrows whirred-taboca, 
bamboo-head arrows used for agouti and 
other small game and not a takwara, or 
iron-head war arrow, among them. 

A sweep of arrows: struck  Caclago 
down. One of the Tupi boys had a shaft 
in the leg as they tumbled into the boat 

fanjek, running with rifle high, faltered 
before the inert Caelago but as’ the boat 
sputtered and. started off he maced on, 
toward it roaring, “Wait! Wait for us! 
Wait for us!” 

Sensing one of the Tupi to the motor, 
Francisco raised a rifle. McCumley_ bel- 
lowed a command that sent all the Urubu 
flat on their bellies, The rifle eracked, again 
and again through the resounding jungle 
din, Running, McCumley fell flat along 
side the body of Caclago, At least ten 
shafts protruded from Caelago’s body, one 
of them stuck deep in the gory puddle 
that had been his left eye. 

ts boat vanished beyond overhanging 
trees. On the beach up ahead lay Nan- 

jek, his body twisted awkwardly, staring 
sightlesdy atthe broiling sun. He was 
dead when McCumley reached hin, 

He used his mourning over Nanjck as 
an excise not to eat Caclayo. There was 
no question of eating Nanjek even 
though, as ‘Timapookoo put it, “he is 
fatter than the karaf.” No, they would not 
eat Nanjek. “One does not eat his brother,” 
the chief said when he had joined Mc- 
Cumley at the village edge, far from 
the stench of roasted flesh 

“The karaf eat their brothers,” McCum- 
ley, sai. 

Can that be true? Did you not say 
the whites eat no human flesh? 

“In other ways they eat their brothers 
His Urubu was finent now, he no longer 
needed Nanjek to assist him. “In ways 
of the spirit the karat eat their brothers.” 

He knew the story Francisco would. 
ary to Canindé and Viseu. The Yanqui 
AI McCumley had become chief ‘of a 
savage Urubu village. All but naked him- 
self, he led a bloodthirsty pack against 
the’ boat, he commanded his savages to 
kill César Caelago out of bitterness and 
revenge, for Caclago's bungling had al- 
most cost the American his life when 
bitten by a surucucu snake. How else 
could it have looked from the boat? What 
else could have caused Francisco to fre 
at Nanjek? It was well known that the 
Brazilian government's policy was never 
to pursue retribution against tribal In- 
dians who lulled a white man. But it 
would be different with a white man who 
led savages to murder, 
McCumley now knew he had to leave 

the Urubu before he was found among 
them. But how? They worshipped him 
and wouldn't let him go. 

‘That night he went “uphill to the 
cupuwiea to “ponder his predicament.” 
First he told Timapookoo he must sit a 

week among the yellow fruit to. replenish 
the sun in his hair and its wisdom in hi 
brain, 

He requested a handmaiden to. tend 
his needs, a tenetehar membek, or weak 
relation, That membek also meant soft 
made the matter that much more conven- 
ent, and he chose young Trinjin for the 
fint day. She cooked the game he shot, 
and picked fruits, made the shibé, and 
the leansto beneath which they. slept 
When her day's tour ended he named. 
Nbeita her successor. Each twilight for a 
week he sent one female down to send 
up. another-Tana to loll with lazily, 
Peretik to splash with in the stream, 
Sorooka for her endless bawdy appetites, 
Rookuir for her endless curiosity, and 
even her mother-in-law to make that 
wild jungle-hammock, 

‘At the end of the week he left his 
Khaki shorts on the hill and marched into 
the village as if out of the rising sun, 
wearing no more than nbambu feathers 
in a neck collar Trinjin had made him. 
In each hand he carried a nhamba bird, 
hhaving found them nesting in the cupu- 
teira at dawn. Awed, the village women 
began following him, the men, with quiet 
murmurings: See, the sun has freed Mi 
koor-miné of Karai clothes, See, the 
nhambu have flown into his hand. Ya té, 
ya té gui, a word indeed. See him, is he 
fot a great takwara? Mai té, twhat @ won- 
der! 

At the hut of Timapookoo he handed 
the birds to Trinjin, saying, “Roast these 
nhambu.” And McCumley convinced the 
chief that it was time to cross the river 
west 

Meats were laid up from the hunt and 
packed in river clay. Manioo flour was 
stored in gourd bowls. Then all the pro- 
visions were loaded in. pera, carrying 
sacks made of woven palm, 

‘At tho Gurupi great trees were felled 
with machetes to bridge the wide water- 
course, and within four weeks the journey 
ended’ deep in the westward  jungle— 
far from the Urubu ground where the 
authorities were likely to search for Me- 
Cumley 

‘There were good jungle orchards, and 
fresh running streams, so machetes hacked 
‘out a clearing and fire completed the task 
of making ground for village and planta- 
tion, Each day men and women alike 
left the camprsite to work up the new 
village, leaving behind only the aged to 
Keep the cook-fires going and to care for 
the children. One day the returning 
workers, inchiding MeCumley, learned of 
a theft, a serious one. Four large pora of 
provisions were gone. Timapookoo sent 
his best trackers out to search for foot- 
prints, and it was his nephew Poiru who 
found them. They were human footprints. 
The Urubu were beside themselves with 
joy, 

“Guajaja!” they barked, going into the 
patook dance of anger. “Guajaja! Guajaja” 

So long without war, the Urabu. hi 
never replaced their tribal war-chief anc 
ritual executioner, who ad died. three 
years back. The maracaja cap must xo to 
McCumley, Timapookoo insisted, for had 
hhe not led them to their enemies after 
so many years without a decent war? 

Hunters killed the maracaja, a sma 
jaguar, and when the cap was made Mo- 

Cumley wore it without a serious thought 
to war, 

The village was built and running, 
manioe was sprouting in the adjacent 
ropa, and still no word of Guajaja camps 
‘camo from the scouts. Men-made jokes 
about McCumley’s lonely walks to. the 
jungle streams—~"He carries his rifle in ease 
of jaguar or Guajaja, but it is our woman, 
he is after. 
‘McCumley was the prince in a love- 

crazy jungle. 
‘Then all at once came the most dan- 

serous hunt, the big one, Men with bam- 
‘boo spears followed Timapookoo to Me- 
Cumley’s hut just after the noon meal 
me day. “Come, tushow,” the chief said, 
‘put on your maracaja’ cap. We have 

found the Guajaja camp.” 
He could make no plea against war 

and murder. The Unubs had their own, 
standards of right and wrong, and now 
he was face to face with the fact that he 
was one of them. He wore cigana feathers 
now in a collar of jaguar teeth. Feathers 
were tied to the calf of each leg, and 
women he knew so well painted his face 
and chest with stripes of black genipapo 
and red urucu. At Timapookoo's.insis- 
tence he carried a spear instead of his 
rifle, and off he went behind the scouts 
with the chief and the warriors following, 
him and all the women chanting an op- 
limistie farewell, even erying after them, 
“Bring back wives, oh many” wives!” 

‘The battle was not essentially different 
from Guadaleanal and other WW. IL 
jungle. skirmishes McCumley had. lived. 
through. Near the Guajaja camp he de- 
ployed the Urubu in small squads of six tach and. set up an encirclement 

VATAA women. screamed as_warriors 
rushed the wall-less huts where men 

dozed in their hammocks, men who then 
Inrched sidewise for bows and arrows 
they never reached. Urubu arrows sang in 
deadly flight and long spears whirred 
and some Guajaja wielded spears of their 
‘own as their women fled wailing into the 
jungle 

The Urubu threw women down in 
splashes of sun and greenery. Others kept 
thrusting spears at those Guajaja that re- 
mained. McCumley caught a Guajaja_ girl, 
in mid-air as she leaped screeching, to 
escape other hands. Bleeding Guaiaja 
yelled words unintelligible to him and the 
man who tried to rescue MeCumley’s 
prize caught the tushow's spear in his 
chest. 

Thirteen women of the Guajaja were 
rationed out as second wives—servants, 
really—to the bravest Urubu warriors, The 
Guajaja were somewhat lighter-skinned, 
with noses less fleshy than the Unubu, 
land it was no surprise to MeCumley that 
the captive women were led a constant 
chase by the village youth, 

MeCumley’s own prize, a girl around 20 
named Fupa, wept and Kicked at him the 
first night, and thereafter acted rebellious 
only through the day, quieting down and 
watching. his every move with eager eyes 
the moment he took her inside for the 
night. 

Fupa’s rebellious nature, after a couple 
‘of weeks, flared up only when he returned 
From a meeting with Trinjin or Sorooka 
or some other Urubu belle, “T will kill | 
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you as you sleep!” she screamed one day, 
hee cheeks wet, her hair in disarray. An- 
other time a bey came running to babble 
word that Fupa was drowning herself in 
the stream, and when McCumley hauled 
her out she wailed, “Oh I must diel I 
ust die to escape yout! 

‘So he comforted her tenderly in green 
jungle shadows, and promised never to 
leave her side for another women. There 
in the Brazilian jungle McCumley found 
himself burdened with a jealous wife. 
But he did not mind it. He liked it. He 
thereafter made cach Urubu woman he 
‘met in the jungle promise on a ritual 
‘oath to keep the meeting secret. 

Months tumbled over each other into 
the rainy season that began in December. 

Tt was after the rains, when the jungle 
noises changed from the whir of down- 
pours into the screech of birds and 
hhgwlers, that he beganto have dreams 
of city life, Nights were filled with visions 
of bustling metropolitan streets, clectric 
ights blinking, and women with lipstick 
nstead of genipapo-traced breasts 
But time ia the jungle was a lazy 

crawler that made MeCumloy lazy too, 
The months paraded by. There were hunts, 
a raid in September by Cuajaja that was 
easly driven off, a Urubu counterattack 
and bloodshed two weeks later, and the 
sternal passages of love, the eternal stories 
in this hut and that one, the crazy-water 
ritual feasts, births, marriages, burials, 
And never the sign’ of an approach by 
agents seeking a. murderer. 

‘One day McCumley took Fupa to the 
cunuira. There he shot four agouti. 
‘When the agouti skins were dried out 

hie set her to work sowing his rabbit-skin 
clout. When it was ready, he put it on. 

Ta this clout he desceaded from the 
orchard with Fupa weeping uncontroll- 
ably. Man, woman, and child, the Urubu 
set up a mournful wail at Fupa's news 
that the earthly life of Mikoor-mimi had 
Tbeen called to an end by Mair. 

“Now your weeping will stop,” he as- 
sured Fupa, “Now you are wile to the 
Urubu chief, Now I take Timapookoo in- 
side, and there my spirit will pass into 
him, When we come out I will be the 
walking dead.” 

‘A hush fell over the Urubu. McCumley 
Kissed Fupa, then took Timapookoo into 
his hut. 
Ome eesompanied him tothe 

iver. They built him a stout bark 
‘canoe out of bark and vine, and silently 
‘departed from this silent ghost of Mékoor- 
mimi, He paddled downriver slone~Al 
MeCumley, a white man once again, 
armed with a rifle and dressed in a rabbit: 
skia clout, headed back to civilization— 
to jail, no doubt, and months of legal 
arguments in his own defense. 

For two days he skirted rapids, living 
‘on tapir pork and a store of fruits, and 
then Jararaca showed itself in a nest of 
erabbing boats on the river bank, Dark 
caboclo peasants welcomed him with huge 
grins from the boats, pacifed Indian 
women in knee-length skirts smiled from 
the pier where loading for a downriver 
journey was progressing in a flurry of 
shouts and lazy movement. The boat—half- 
raft, half-canoe. By instinct McCumley 
Started to paddle past with haste, but 

then he swung around and hove to the 
pier. 

‘Thea, turning away from the prattling 
loaders, be saw the killer of Nanjek, and 
at the same time Francisco saw him, and 
broke into a mad run. 

“Stop! Francisco, stop!” 
The boatman stopped, stiffening as 

though he expected 2 bullet in the back. 
“Tdida’t meant to kill Nanjekl” Those 

were his first words when McCumley 
reached him. “You believe that, don't you? 
T thought he was one of those savages; I 
thought all of them were chasing you. 
Only when the Tupi boys explained what 
happened-listen, how was I to figure 
cout that Caelago caused it all, that the 
Urubu meant no harm with that infernal 
screaming of their? Don't you under- 
stand?” 

“Sure,” McCumley said with a long 
sigh, half of relief, half of 2 frustrated 
sort of agony over Nanjek. 

“Man, will the company be surprised 
to see youl I. . . I had to tell them the 
Unubu did you in as they did Caclago 
and... and Nanjek. I had to say that. 
You understand, don't you?” 

“Sure. [ understand, Francisco.” 
Whether he understood or not, however, 

is open to. speculation, McCumley re- 
tumed to the States in August, 1955, 
after five more years of exploratory work, 
during which time he made no more 
mention of the Urubu. When he granted 
the interview on which this account is 
based, he refused either to condemn or 
condone Francisco's act. 

“A man does strange things in the 
jungle,” was all he would say. #0 © 31 



as the messenger?” She sounded amazed. 
Denny stared at her uncertainly, saw 

her eyes flicker to the bronze Buddha. He 
had no idea of what she was talking about, 

"A Japanese captain and 11 cold-eyed 
riflemen of the Imperial Army, brought 
his answer. They tramped into the jungle 
community at ten o'clock the morning. of 
February 26th and marched directly to the 
headman's hut. John Denny saw the ter- 
fled Burmese “mayor” cringe under the 
‘Nipponese officer's abrupt slap in the face, 
fa stinging blow that ‘sent a tiny trickle 
Of blood oozing from the headman's mouth. 
‘The captain pulled his gloved fst back 
for a second smash, stopped. He peered 
gi the bronze Budiha in the Burmese’ 

srone Denny could protest that it had 
‘been stolen from him, the Japanese 

barked a staccato command and a ring of 
bayonets closed instantly around the lone 
commando. There was no further conversa- 
tion. Denny was herded down the trail four 
mniles, hustled into a truck and driven of 
to a large Imperial Army post three houts 
avy. : 

“Here comes the’ torture squad,” the 
young rider thought as the guards led 
him into a big building 

“We sure are surprised to see you, 
fiend,” the bullenecked Japanese captain 
mnoutoed in’ dgoents that reflected years 
in Los Angeles, “because we never Bigured 
fon a Limey. But you brought the Buddha, 
0 you're our man. 

Denny thought fast, realized that the 
statue must be either an identity card or 2 
communications tool for’ the enemy in- 
telligence. He decided to play a long 
shot hunch, He'd pretend that he was one 
oftheir spies. 

“Ton not English. Y'm Eurasian,” he 
bluffed boldly. “My name's Maurice Dero- 
ae, My father was French, my mothe 
Kashmisi, I'hate those stinking Limeys. 

“"Why?" the eaptain probed suspiciously. 
“They treat us Eurasians Uke dist. 1 

only joined their lousy medical corps 50 T 
ould reach the front lines to deliver the 
Buddha.” 

"The captain turned to the heavy colonel 
‘who sat impassively, and translated the ex- 
change into Japanese, The senior officer 
shed « question; shrogged at the answer. 
Johnny Denny prayed. He was dark- 
skinned for an Englishman, spoke good 
School French and had no insignia of rank 
tn his uniform, General Wingate had in- 
Sted. on that for all his raiders 

“The “American-talking captain bom 
barded Denny with more questions for 
an hour before guards took him out to a 
small cottage and fed him. 

With the Buddha, he was flown the 
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nest day down the Irawaddy Valley to 
fan enormous villa outside Rangoon. 

‘The villa was apparently HO for Jap 
intelligence. The sentries were Indian but 
carried Brith Lee-Enfeld rifles that 
Yooked odd next to their Japanese uniforms. 
When he was shown to his room and 
served a. good meal, Denny decided that 
the enemy still believed his tall story. 
Now he had to continue the bluf. 
He was questioned again for an_ hour 

the next moming by two Indians and twa 
Japanese intelligence majors. They, went 
over his fantastic tale three times before 
the larger of the Indians, @ heavy Sikh 
yet horned hse, ded i st 
faction 
“T didn't believe you at fist,” he told 

Denny, “but now its clear that you are 
‘what you claim to be. Good, let's examine 
the information,” 

He unscrewed the head of the Buddha 
and shook out a tightly rolled thin tissue, 

“This {s the headquarters of the espion- 
age service of the Indian National Amny, 
‘and the Free Indian Government is grate: 
fal to you, Derogue,” the Sikh continued. 

Now it'made sense. The statuette con- 
tained military information that this gang 
Of pro-Japanese collaborationists would im- 
mediately tum over to the Imperial Anny. 
Denny had brought it to them, probably 
endangering the lives of his comrades in 
‘Wingate's Long Range Penetration Force. 
Hed been a prize sucker while he thought 
he'd been outsmarting them, and he felt 
ike cutting his throat. 

“Since you say that you were given the 
Buddha at Dinaipur and because you've 
proved 29 reliable, we're making you 
Captain in the Indian National Army and 
offering you a chance to strike a major 
Blow against the arrogant British whom 
we all despise,” the other Indian rene- 
gade announced generously. 

‘Denny stared st him, tying to con- 
ceal his amazement, 

“1 see you wonder why. A task force 
of Japanese soldiers and men of the In- 
dian National Army soon marches through 
the British lines to cut the railroad near 
there. ‘That will sever the supply line to 
General Chennault’s U. S. L4th Air Force 
and chop the route to. Stillwell’s am- 
Fitious Yankees,” one of the Nipponese 
majors explained. “A. magnificent plan, but how can I 
help?” 

“Captain Derogue, you will guide us to 
Dinajpar!” 
Free minutes lates Lieutenant Jobo Dene 

nny of the Royal Engineers sat on his 
‘bed and wondered whether it was all some 
crazy nightmare, Tnstead of fighting, io 
the jungle with Wingate’s speedy Chindits, 

he was in ah enemy spy nest in a lavish 
hhouse in Rangoon. He had the rank of 
captain in an army of renegades, and he 
was under orders to leed an attack on 
US. and British forces. If he stalled or 
failed, the suspicious Japanese would show 
‘no merey. TE he succeeded, thousands of 
‘Allied soldiers would be either cut off or 
‘massacred. 

‘Te was an impossible situation. 
Denny decided fo play it by ear, hoping 

something might tum up on the march to, 
Dinajpar. He was given « Japanese 
form, and introduced to Major Tto Te 
‘chaki of the Imperial Army and Lieutenant 
Colonel Singh, C.0. of the 350 LN.A. 
troops who were to go on the raid. Taga- 
chaki's Nipponese force, would number 
150, Denny was to head the entire expedi- 
tion. 
Ar ies, dopibe tumost, Jobo Denny was on a t00p tain with 
500 ‘enemy soldiers chugging north along the banks of the Irawaddy. He was listen 
ing to a fat LNA. captain boast how the 
Unbentable Japanese fiers had driven the RAF. from the sky when he beard an- 
ster sound that he recognized immediate- 
fp. Iwas the drone of Britsh Benulighters, Some ten miles up ahead and about to dive 
in forthe Kil. ‘Tho train jerked to a halt. A squad of Nipponese anti-aircraft gunners raced to ther 20 inm-capnon mounts on top of & 
fat-ar, and, to maintain appeerances, Dew 
ny wad forced to race with them, There, 
Behind the triggers of « machinogun, he 
gazed helplessly at his own Air Force 
reeping down on him. Whether the Beas- ghters gunners. recognized him as 
Bridsher or whether he was just, lucky he never found ont. As he pumped slugs 
5 far oftarget ax he could without creat ing suspicion, the Beaufighters raethod- 
tally, strafed’ the train—cuting down « falldocen Japs within reeching distance 
of Deny—then, Blasted the engine and 
Zoomed across the river to work over ther tain on the other side. Japs. who 
fled from their flat cars for what they thought was the safety of the iver were 
hulleted in ther backs before they could 
duck their bodies below the surface. ‘Now there. was no more troop train to 
cany the survivors on. They had t9 plod thead on foot. Denny felt frighteningly 
Slome until they reached Monywa, where they camped near the Chindwin River 
‘Thee he found he ad an ally. It was & 
veteran Sikh. jemader named Gurbaksh Singh, a. gray-empled_ex Sergeant Malor nthe Beak Army. Captured. when the 
Punjab Regiment was overrun at Singa- ore, he'd joined the LNA. to avold starva- 
Eogin a prison. camp. "Erhese Nippon men treat my comrades 
Like curs, Sahib,” the N.C.O. complained openly to Denny that night when they 
‘fee lone by the Be, and need 3 
help” Te might be a trap. Denny couldn't 
take any chances. He said nothing. AT saw your faco when the plane 2 tacked the Gains back at the Fiver, and T 
Kmow you are a British officer,” the feme- 
dar semounced softy. “that’s ridie—” Denny bustered, “I have said. nothing to” the, Nippos, 
and Twill keep my silence,” the old 



soldier promised, in tones of sincerity. 
Denny looked’ at him, hesitated, de- 

ded, 
"You're right, Jemadar,” he confessed. 

“Til ty to help you when the time comes. 
Are your men with us?” 

"Not all, but T can count on 60 loyal 
rifles who ‘served the King,” the bearded 
N.GO. answered firmly. 

Then he saluted crisply and marched 
back to his unit with a broad grin, Denny 
still had no plan, but now he had a little 

ate amy to back him when he was | 
mdy to. make his move. The task force | 

embarked on river boats the next morn- | 
Ing, headed up the Chindwin to Kalewa, 
where the young demolition expert heard 
that the Nippanese had trapped 200,000, 
British and Indian troops in the plains of 
Imphal to the north, 

The task force bivouacked that night in 
a village set off by the Japs as a supply 
station. As he walked around the enemy 
amp restlessly, the undercover commando 
Gecided that it was about time to burt 
the Japanese himself. He strolled casuall 
using the protection of his Nipponese uni= 
form to find a juicy target for bis trained 
demolition talents. He noted carefully 
‘where the sentries patroled and searched 
for the supply depot 

Hee saw six large rice bashas fenced off 
from the remaining village huts. The food, 
fn those huts was as important as ammu- 
nition to the task force, and the bamboo 
shelters were dry as tinder. The answer 
was fire, He had a lighter and a bottle 
of inflammable fuid, but no idea how to 
set the bashas ablaze without being gun- 
raed down by the guards 

‘Then he tripped over something. Tt was 
f small wire mesh trap. Inside glared a | 
big jungle rat. Denny had seen a dozen 
of these traps near the six food huts, and 
they hadn’t surprised him a bit. Tt was 
Togieal that the tats should go’ for the 

He got a wild idea—a Rube Goldberg 
scheme that might work. Tt was just fan- 
tastic enough to be worth a try. He col- 
lected some pieces of string, tied them to- 
ether into a single length 20 feet long. 
He attached a short bit of wire to one 
end, and hooked. the 
up handkerchief, Straining hard to see in 
the night, he poured all the lighter fuid | 
over the ball of cloth, 

netal into a rolled 

HEE arti the eaze over toa small hale | 
in the fence, where he framed the 

opening with a’ slip noose. Thr 
chink in the barrier, he watched the sen 
tramp closer and closer. He crouched lo 
listening to the rilleman only a few feot 
away, After a few minutes, he heard the 
footsteps receding. The guard was head- 
ing for the other end of his beat. 

Denny opened the trap. 
The tat flew out, dived through the | 

hole with the noose around his neck. The 
sabotenr ignited the inflammable hand- 
Kerchief. He waited until the string tight- 
ened and the ball of fire vanished under 
the fence, Then he walked back swiftly to 
the tent where he knew some LN.A. of- 
cers were drinking, hoping that he'd 
there before thevalarm was sounded so 
hoy'd be. his alibi 
He entered and joined the perty. He 

looked at his watch. The minutes ticked 
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away until he decided that the rat had 
failed him. Suddenly the night echoed to 
shouts and clanging of the fire gong. Den- 
ny and the others rushed out to face a 
Tange beautiful blaze, Two of the bashes 
were already half-destroyed. Sparks were 
Taining on the other rice huts, and Denny. 
barely fought down a triumpbant grin as 
he watched the roofs erupt into flames. 
‘Thousands of pounds of Japanese Amy 
food were nuined 

"The official investigation the next mor 
ing failed to produce the culprit responsi 
ble, so the Japanese went ahead with more 
realistic tasks, such as issuing additional 
‘veapons. Johnny Denny, who'd been with= 
ut a gun and a little worried about this 
nakedness, drew a long-barrelled nine 
inillemeter automatic with 50 rounds. 

“We march in the morning, Deroque,” 
‘one of the beefy LN.A. officers announced 
after lunch, “so tonight welll be having 
visitors. 

“Who's coming?” the saboteur asked 
warily 

“Two comfort platoons!” 
Denny had heard that the Japanese 

Army hada well organized system for 
Supplying the soldiers’ sexual needs, but 
hed never seen the “comfort platoons” 
in action. At half past seven that eve- 
ning, he got his frst Took as two truck- 
Toads of laughing whores rolled into camp. 

Tt was quite an_eyeful 
‘The prostitutes jumped out and im 

mediately began calling out obscene in- 
vitations to the pop-eyed soldiers, fondling, 
themselves erotically and even raising their 
skirts to their navels to show the eager 
‘eastomers that they wore nothing under- 
neath. 
Tie om side have to Be sold, Dee 

nny saw that they were almost wild with 
ust, and he wondered whether the of- 
fees could keep them under, control 
itil the prostitutes were ready for busi 
ness. The whores poured into three huts, 
that had been divided into cubicles by 
straw mats, In each was a bed and a 
chair, In full view of the soldiers who 
Stared hungrily through the open doors, 
the giggling strumpets stripped and hung 
their clothes over the chairs, Then they 
Strutted provocatively, wrigdled in sen- 
sual dances and yelled bawdy boasts of 
their skills. 

‘A captain in the Medical Corps finished 
setting up his familiar prophylaxis station 
‘behind the huts and blew his whistle. Th 
fint troops entered. Each man was al- 
Towed 20 minutes, but Denny noticed that 
these trollops were so expert that few of 
their clients stayed as long as half that, 
Each whore was supposed to serve 10 
men, and they wanted. to work fast so 
the soldiers at the end of the line wouldn't 
ot out of impatience. 

“The next morning, Denny ran into, 
Major Tagachaki as the column was pre- 
paring to depart 

“An interesting evening, eh?” the Nip- 
ponete C.0. asked slyly 

“Very much so, sit.” 
“Even for an Englishman?” 
Denay tried to remain eastal. 
“TL wouldn't know, Major,” he shrugged. 
“Colonel Singh, your own commander, 

says you would. He believes you are an 
Englishman! 

mn Eurasian, and 1 hate those Limeys!” 
Denny’ blurted fiercely. 

“Tagachali. chuckled 
“T Know that, Derogue. 1 can smell an 

Englishinan, Don't let it wory you. Do 
a good job of guiding us, and 11) take 
Care of old Singh,” the Japanese laughed 
ood-humoredly “Jobuny Denny was sill sweating as he 
climbed into the truck a few minutes later. 
‘As they rolled north through the Myittha 
Gorge, the commando ignored the terrific 
tropical rainstorm that. suddenly struck 
the convoy. He'd been shaken by the di 
Closure that Colonel Singh suspected him, 
Sand he was even more troubled by the fact 
that they: were getting closer to the vital 
nil line every, hour. 

He had to do. something soon. 
With some 400 enemy. troops behind 

hin, be got out of the track at Palel and 
stared walking, They were at the edge of 
the British lines, s0 they'd have to hike 
the rest of the way on foot. Tt was a 
tmurderous march, ‘The back trails ran over 
Steep hills nd through muddy. swamps 
‘They were reduced to half-rations because 
of Benny's succes fr, an thas water 

ters began to wear out all together, Dys- 
Se er ae “Three men fel so sick that they couldn't 
yo. om Major Tagachaki whispered a 
Command to one of his doctors. Three shots 
trang out swiftly. The corpses were kicked 
‘ff the trail, and the task force continued 
the advance. “Twice Denny tried to slow down the 
column by leading it off the main path 
rth promises of short cuts. He had no 

idea of where he was, but he counted on 
‘wandering over jungle routes that: would 
Wear out more of the invaders. He knew 
Uhat he was taking a terrible risk, but he 
twas getting desperate. Fach time, his plot 
Failed. Each time his stab-in-the-dark route 
proved to be an effective short-cut after 
El, and even the suspicions Colonel Singh 
congratulated. him 

x March 22nd, the task force walked 
down out of the hills and dug in on 

rise only four miles from Naojan. An 
LN, agent named Suleiman was waiting 

fe with six busses and four trucks in 
his garage. These vehicles were to carry 
the raiders, all disguised in British Anny 
uniforms, the last few miles to the rail 
Tine at Dinajpur. 

‘Denny had to make his move—now. 
‘When darkness fell, his. luck changed 

suddenly. Colonel Singh called him for a 
special, mission. 

“We're completely out of rice,” the 
LN.A. commander admitted bluntly, “and 
we can't take starving troops into action. 
We're deep in enemy territory. T want you 
to guide me into Naojan tonight so we 
ccan get a truckload of rice from our con- 
tact, Suleiman. 

“Take a section of Indian troops. No- 
body will notice anything because we're 
all in British uniforms. 

This was what the commando had been 
waiting for since Rangoon. He picked a 
Squad of Indians, the men under Jemadar 
Gurbalsh, 

"They marched into the darkened streets 
‘of Naojan, with Denny at the head. They 
Tooked like any other Indian unit with a 
British Hieutenant in command, After 20 

rrimites of enutious searching, they found 
the garage. Colonel Singh gave Suleiman, 
the pass-word, and they all slipped inside. 

“There was’ a young civilian standing 
beside Suleiman, and he began talking to 
the colonel who nodded towards Denny. 
The commando knew that he'd seen him 
somewhere before, Then he remembered. 
Tt was on the station at Dinaipur. This was 
the agent with the Boddba, 

‘At that moment, Colonel Singh spoke. 
“[ was right. He tells you are not the 

messenger who was to bring the Buddha, 
You are a British spy!” 

Singh pulled out his gun and pointed 
it directly at Denny, The saboteur braced 
himself for the slog 

‘The garage echoed to the blast. 
Golonel Mohindar Singh of the renegade 

Indian National Army folded up like a 
venetian blind, fell to the floor. 

Jemadar Garbaksh, a loyal N.C.0, who 
still served the King and his beloved 
Punjab Regiment, stood beside Denny 
with the automatic that had eut him down. 
“it is nothing, Sahib,” he said before 
Denny could speak. 

Denny thanked him quickly and told 
him to keep the two Indian civilians 
covered while he sought help. He piled 
into an old Ford, waved four of the 
jemadar’s men into the back seat and 
shed out Tooking for help. Tt was a matter 
‘Of hours before the Nipponese attacked 
the ‘rail line. They had to be stopped 
efore dawn. 

‘He found the local garrison, one platoon, 
of tough litte Gurkhas under a pink- 
cheeked Weutenant fresh out of officer's 
training. 

“There are 400 Japs and Indians not 
four miles from here, ready to cut the 
Ledo-Assam line in two. Get your men!” 
Denay ordered swiftly. 

‘Gout Lord! We're only 30 men, but 
we'll try to stop them until reinforcements 
come up.” 

"The Gurkha shavetail snapped out com- 
mands, eranked his field telephone and 
Spread the alarm. His men worked furi- 
ously, filling sacks with sawdust and toss- 
ing them into the back of a truck, Denny 
hhad a plan, and if it worked as well as, 
his fire plot, it would be a perfect ambush. 
‘The Gurkhas jumped up into the truck, 
where they were completely concealed by 
walls of the. sawdust-packed bags. 

"They headed back for the Nipponese 
camp. When they were a quarter of a mile 
away, Denny told the Gurkhas to get out 
quietly and set up their lines of fire. He 
Walked ahead himself until challenged 
by one of Major Tagachaki’s alert sentries, 

‘Captain Deroque here. I have rice. 
Tabemono!” he lied boldly. 

‘Within a few minutes, the Nipponese 
G0. and 80 of his men were following 
Denny back to the truck. They started 
‘unloading the sacks eagerly. At that mo- 
ment, the commando gradually backed 
away unnoticed and slipped into the trees. 

“Fire!” John Denny of the Royal Enei- 
neers and the Indian National Army roared. 

‘The Gurkhas began to spray with their 
Stens. Their medium-machineguns on tri: 
pods, neatly dug in the ditch, chopped. 
Through the dazed Japanese force with 
deadly precision. A score of Nipponese 



fell under the first blast, Grenades rained 
from the jungle, killing 19. others. The 
‘machine-gunners” fired until the barrels 
srew hot. Then they changed barrels and 
fentimel the slaughter. 

One Japanese was still standing. It was 
Major“ Tagachaki. His uniform was 
drenched with blood where four bullets 
tad blown holes in his abdomen, and 
his shattered left arm hung useless, He 

Slowly, painfully, he 
Jong semurei sword and 
He was dying, but he 

meant to have, his vengeance. 
“Look out” the Gurkha lieutenant 

shouted 
Denny drew his Japanese automatic. 
Tagachaki staggered forward five steps, 

leaving red footprints in the dust. He 
raised the huge blade. It fell from his 
fingers, and he was a corpse before he 
it the earth, 

Denny stared at the body at his feet 
and slowly holstered his gun. 

“You may need that soon,” the Lieutenant 
wamed, “because those bastards are sure 
to counter-attack.” 
HE: 28. The Nipponese changed 

ain and again for the “food” they 
needed so desperately, but the rugged litle 
Gurkhas murdered them with professional 
calm. At dawn, tanks came up to smash the 
last remnants’ of the enemy task force. 
Nearly 310 bodies were strewn near the 
truck filed with sawdust. All were LN.A. 
or Japanese. 
A few days later, Lieutenant John H. 

Denny stood before a leutenant-colonel 
at the HQ of the British 33rd Corps. 

“Tve been reading your report, Denny,” 
his superior snapped. “It's disiracefull 
Your acceptance of a commission in the 
enemy forces wasat the very least— 
indisereet.” 
Denny was stunned, Arguments in his 

wn defense rushed to his mind—he had, 
after al, been successful. But what if he 
had failed? He'd had no definite plan 
at the start; luck had been with him, 
And /it was tmie—for alinost a month he 
‘wasa’ fully accredited officer in the 
Japanese Army. 

"Yes, i" he said, saluted and marched 
ot 

‘Today John Denny lives in London. He 
has no medals for his bravery; in fact, 
he narrowly escaped court martial. Though, 
Onde Wingate, the most respected British 
general in Burma, once called his mission 
"the most amazing ‘traitor raid’ of WWII" 
and fully condoned his actions, he has yet 
to convince the Army—or himself—that 
hoe did the right thing, eee 
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{intended vietim. They found that he left 
hhis house about 10 a.s¢. and drove along. 
the river front on his way to the Czar's, 
palace. Tho entire route was 
guarded by police and detectives. 

‘On a clear morning in July the student 
Sazanoff took his place at the bridge 
across the Neva River. In his hands, 
wrapped in newspapers, was a 12-pound 
bomb, A few minutes after 10 o'clock the 
elegant carriage of von Plehve, drawn by 
tbwo coal-black horses, started across, the 
bridge. A detective on a bicycle Kept 
pace alongside, 

Sazanoff walked casually toward the ap- 
proaching vehicle. AS it drove past, he 
hurled his bomb. Tt struck the window of 
the coach, shattered the glass. There was 
a thud, followed by a deafening explosion. 
A. column of yellow-sray smoke obscured 
the scene, Out of it dashed two blood- 
stained horses dragging 2 pair of broken, 
carriage wheels. 

closely 

en the smoke cleared the assassin 
lay in a pool of blood, his face ghast- 

ly, a gaping hole in his side. The blast had 
Blown off his left shoe and tora away. 
‘two toes of his left foot. A few paces 
away lay the mangled corpse of his vietim, 
entangled in the debris of the carriage. 

‘Other members of the squad had been 
posted at strategic points along the road, 
Feady to make ther try if the fist attempt 
failed. After the explosion, one of them, 
ikorski, was caught by police in the act 

‘of dumping his bomb into the Neva. He 
was attested as an accomplice in. the 
assassination. 

Sazanoff recovered from his wounds 
He refused to divulge any information 
about the crime. Resigned to death, in a 
letter smuggled out of jail he wrote: 
“Farewell, dear comrades, I salute the 
rising sun of freedom!” 

‘Both prisoners were tried in St. Peters- 
burg High Court, and convicted. Anxious 
not to arouse public opinion further, the 
court sentenced Sazanoff to life impriso 
tent, Sikorski to 20 years at hard labor. 
‘A year later, in protest against the 
‘treatment. of political prisoners, Sazanoff 
committed suicide by soaking his clothes 
with kerosene and setting himself afire, 

Savinkoff returned to a hero's welcome 
in Geneva, The assassination of von Plehve 
created a sensation and boosted the stock 
Of the terrorists throughout Europe. Cash 
‘contributions flowed in from sympathizers, 
all over the world—inchuding the United 
States. 

Events within Russia soon 
‘Terror Brigade with an even 1 
ent victim. 

‘On January 9, 1905 (“Bloody Sunday”) 
the priest Georgii Capon led thousands of 

rovided the 
re promine 
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‘men, women and children—carrying ikons 
‘and singing religious hymns—on a march, 
to the Winter Palace to present a petition 
to the Czar, Troops fred on the unarmed 
and defenseless mob, killing more than a 
thousand people. The entire nation seethed 
with horror and anger, 

Tn retaliation, Savinkolf was ordered to 
arrange the assassination of the Czar's 
unele, the Grand Duke Sergius. A second 
squad was sent to St. Petersburg to kill 
another of the Crar’s relatives, the Grand 
Duke Viadimir. 

Upon reaching Moscow, — Savinkoft 
learned that on the evening of February 
Bnd there would be a Red Cross benefit at 
the Bolshoi Theatre under the patronage 
of the Grand Duchess Elizabeth, wife of 
the intended victim, Presumably her hos- 
band would also attend. The Grand Duke's 
carriage could be easily distinguished by 
its bright green sidelamps. No other cat 
riage in Moscow sported such lights. 

‘At 8 vat. that evening two of Savinkoff’s 
men—his clase friend Kaliayev and former 
university mate Kullikovsky—were posted. 
on the two main roads leading to the 
theatre, They were dressed as peasants in 
caps, long cloaks and high boots. Under 
his cloak each carried a bomb. 

Presently Kaliayey spotted the gre 
lights of the Grand Duke's carriage com- 
ing toward him. He stepped into the 
road, raised his arm to toss the bomb. 
‘At that instant he saw two children seated 
beside their parents in the carriage. He 
Teaped aside barely in time to avoid being 
trampled by the horses. 

“How can one kill children?” he mut- 
tered, when taken to task for muffing his 
big chance. 

wo days later he got another chane 
Savinkoff accompanied him to. th 

Kremlin, In a square about 60 feet insid 
the Nikolsky gate stood the Grand Duke's 
carriage, The two friends embraced, then 
Savinkoff walked off. Opposite the gate 
‘was a chapel, displaying a religious picture 
framed in glass. Kuliayev stood with his 
back to the Kremlin, studying the reflection 
im the glass, When he saw the coachman 
mount to his seat he turned and walked 
through the gate. 

VAS Sergius stepped into his carriage 
the assassin, only four paces away, threw 
his bomb. ‘The explosion shattered _win- 
dows facing the square, tumbled officials 
fand cletks off thelr stools. All that was left 
of the carriage was « heap of rubble, The 
rrutilated body of the Grand Duke was a 
frightful sight, ‘The head was gone, so 
was part of the torso, At the autopsy, 
only one hand and part of a leg could 
he positively identified, 

Kaliayey, blood streaming from his face, 

stumbled toward the gate. Behind him 
came crys of “Hold him! Hold him!” He 
‘was overtaken by police, seized and flung 

to a sleigh. As they drove through the 
Kremlin he kept shouting: “Down with 
the accursed Czar! Long. live Ibert! 

‘A. special session of the Senate con- 
demned him to death. He was hanged at 
Schluesselburg. Prison. 

wont later Kullikovsky appeared at 
1 reception for Count Schuvalov, May- 

‘or of Moscow, and shot him dead. The 
Count was not related by blood to the 
Czar, so his assassin got off with life 
imprisonment. 

‘The attempt to Kill the Grand Duke 
Vladimir in St, Petersburg was a disaster. 
Its leader was blown to bits by premature 
explosion of a bomb he was preparing. 
Later the seven remaining members of 
the squad, including Dora Brilliant, were 
picked up’ by police. Four were executed; 
the others sentenced to prison. As the re- 
sult of the brutal treatment she received, 
a year later Dora became insane and was 
transferred to a mental hospital, where she 
died, 

‘Thus in one venture after another, 
Savinkof’s closest friends perished or were 
jailed. He alone survived, and continued 
to lead others to their deaths. 

Soon after his successful mission to 
Moscow, Savinkoff set up a base of oper- 
ations in Finland, near St. Petersburg. 
From here he launched a new wave of 
political assassinations. In just one month 
three prominent Czarist officials were 
kkilled. 

The first was von Launitz, Governor 
‘of Tamboff. He died on January 3, 1906 
at the opening of the Institute of Experi- 
mental Medicine. Police wamed him not 
to attend, but he did not heed the wam- 
ing. As he was ascending the stairease 
a member of the Terror Brigade killed 
hhim with three shots from a. Browning 
automatic. The assassin then killed himself 

‘On January 8, General Pavlov, Chief 
Military Prosecutor, met his death. Awaro 
that he was a prime target, he seldom left 
the mulitary tribunal building, where he 
maintained a private apartment, Neverthe- 
Tess a terrorist disguised as a courier got 
in and shot the General in the right eye 
fs he was taking a walk in the enclosed 
garden. ‘On January 30, Gudima, Governor of 
St, Petersburg Political Prison, was shot 
‘and killed. 

‘A number of other officials were slated 
for execution, but_an unexpected diver- 
sion saved them, Savinkoft was informed 
that Father Gapon, the priest responsible 
for “Bloody Sunday,” was a police spy. 
Moreover this spy was about to betray 
him to the OCHRANA, His informant 
was Rutenberg, a Socialist closely as- 
sociated with Gapon in the ill-fated march 
fon the Winter Palace. 

‘According to Rutenberg’s story, the 
priest approached him with a proposition. 
‘The OCHRANA would pay 25,000 rubles 
for delivery of the terrorist chief, dead 
co alive. Rutenberg could have half the 
reward if he helped them trap Savinkofl. 

Instead a trap was prepared for Gapon 
On the pretext of further discussion he 

(Continued on page 58) 
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(Continued from page 56) 

was lured to a deserted villa at Terioki, 
ust aver the Finnish border. Savinkoff and 

two of his men, concealed in the newt 
room, ovetheard the conversation through, 
the thin partition, When Rutenberg said 
hhe had qualms about sending his com- 
rades to the gallows, the priest shrugged: 

“You can't chop a tree down without 
splinters flying.” 

‘Upon this the men he proposed to be- 
tray burst out of hiding. Capon fell to 
his knees and begged for mercy. “For- 
sive me, brothers, forgive me for the sake 
fof the past,” he implored. 

“You are willing to sell our blood to 
the police, There is no forgiveness. for 
that,” Savinkoff declared 
HE iced noe about the trator 

neck, pulled the rope through an iron 
hook in’ the wall and strangled him to 
death. The decomposing body lay in the 
deserted villa for a week before it was 
discovered. 

The base in Finland was abandoned. 
But the secret police were on Savinkofs 
trail and kept him under observation all, 
the way to Sebastopol. There he was 
‘caught red-handed in a plot to assassinate 
General Nepliuelf, commandant of the 
port, and Admiral Tchuknin, who had 
brutally suppressed the Black Sea revolt. 

‘They threw him into the military prison 
under heavy guard, convened a court= 
‘martial to try him and condemn him 
to death, When word of his capture 
reached Geneva, a commando force was, 
organized to rescue him. 

Disguised in army uniforms, the ter- 
rorist task force staged a daring raid on 
the prison, disarmed Savinkof’s guards 
and set him free. Getting him out of the 
city proved more difficult. The garrison 
hhad been alerted. Troops surrounded Seb- 
astopol and guarded every exit. 

‘There was only one way out: by sea. 

Enlisting the aid of a former lieutenant 
in the Navy, the terrorists chartered @ 
small salboat, smuggled him out to sea 
and deposited him in a Rumanian port. 

Returning in triumph to Geneva, Savi 
kkoff found himself the most famous revol- 
tutionary of his time. He was appointed 
to the Central Committee of the pa 
given joint authority with Azeff over a 
tivities of the Terror Brigade, 

"Now he planned the most spectacular 
coup of his career: the assassination of 
the Czar. 

"To replace units of the old Russian fleet 
sunk by the Japanese in the Yellow Sea, 
‘a number of war vessels were being con- 
structed ina Glasgow shipyard. One of 
them, the cruiser Rurik, was about to be 
commissioned. A crew was standing by 
to take it to a Russian port, where it 
would be inspected by the Czar. 

‘Savinkoff went to Glasgow and con- 
tacted two sympathizers in the crew. They 
agreed to kal the Czar during the ceremo- 
nial review. They were provided with 
revolvers and wrote farewell letters. ex- 
plaining the reasons for the assassination. 
Tix Bir niet St Potent, The 

Imperial review took place without 
incident. At the last moment the two 
appointed assassins lost’ thelr_nerve. 

Concluding. it was a mistake to. trust 
amateurs to do a professional job, Savin- 
off sent a. strong unit of the’ Terror 
Brigade to St. Peterburg to carry out the 
Gans asasination, ‘They found. a Cos- 
sack inthe Imperial bodyguard who 
agreed to help them. 

‘Suddenly. the secret police swooped 
dlown, arrested 18 conspirators and turned 
them ‘over to a colrt-martal. Three were 
condemned to. death and executed; the 
fest were sentenced to penal servitude and 
banished to Siberia. 

‘Ever since his capture in Sebastopol, 
Savinkoff had suspected that a police spy 
had wormed his way into the top ranks 

Ge! 
“Nice form, but,his timing is off.” 

‘of the Social-Revolutionary party and was 
betraying them to the police. The clean 
sweep in St. Petersburg confirmed this 
suspicion 

‘Who was the traitor? 
(On the train to Paris a few months later 

the editor of a Russian journal encountered 
fan old friend: the recently retired chief 
fof Russian secret police. In the purse of 
conversation about police work, the 
identity of the traitor was revealed. 

He was Yevni Azoff, member of the 
Central Committee of the Social Revolu- 
tionary party and director of the Terror 
Brigade. 

Fond of good living and chronically 
short of cash, Azelf had contacted the 
police and offered to sell them inside 
information about terrorist activities. His 
information tumed out to be so accurate 
that they put him on the payroll. How- 
ever, he wanted to keep on collecting the 
salary he was getting from the party too, 
so he didn’t tell the police everything, 

Thus he betrayed the plot to kill the 
Grand Duke Vladimir, but withheld in- 
formation about the plan to kill Sergius 
‘Only when he found it too difficult to 
serve two masters was he eventually forced 
to put the finger on Savinkoff's mission 
to Sebastopol. 

‘The editor immediately communicated 
this information to friends on the Central 
Committee of the party. Confronted with 
the accusation, Azeff indignantly denied 
it. But in attempting to explain away 
the suspicious circumstances, he was 
‘caught ina number of lies. There could 
be no doubt that he had betrayed scores 
of comrades to the police. 

Savinkoff urged his death. Tt finally 
was agreed that Azelf would be lured to 
a lonely villa—like Father Gapon—and 
kkilled. When they tied to get in touch 
with him they discovered that he'd fled, 
to Germany and gone into hiding. 

‘The Terror Brigade was completely 
overhauled and reduced to a hard core of 
12 veterans of prisons, exile or penal 
servitude. But then so comupt were the 
times that three of the 12 tured out to 
be traitors, and the Brigade was Snally 
disbanded. 

Completely disillusioned with his com- 
rades, Savinkoff broke off his contact with 
the party. During the nest few years he 
wrote several novels under the pseudonym 
“Ropshin.” One of them, The Pale Horse, 
is a classic study of the mentality of a 
terrorist 

vow the outbreak of the Russian Revol- 
tution in March, 1917, Savinkoff 

‘tumed to Russia. His prestige was stil high, 
despite years of inactivity. When Kerensky. 
took over as Prime Minister, he appointed 
Savinkolf as Assistant Minister of War. 

However in November, when the Bol- 
sheviks seized power, Savinkoll was on the 
run again, Collecting a handful of men, 
hhe captured the town of Yaroslay (150 
miles north of Moscow) and tried to 
organize it as a base against the Com- 
mmunists, There was no response to_ his 
‘appeals for support, and two weeks later 
Red troops recaptured the town. 

Savinkoff escaped, returned to Moscow 
under a false name. Denouncing the peace 
treaty with Germany as a betrayal of 
the Revolution, he organized an under- 



round movement to carry on a systema- 
tic campaign of terror against the Com- 
munists, A umber of old-time terrorists 
joined him, 

Tn July 1918 he directed the assassina- 
tion of Count von Mirbach, the German 
ambassador to Moscow. He hoped this 
would provoke Germany to renew the 
war. But Germany refused to be provoked. 

It was then that he set afoot his 
scheme to liquidate the | Commonist 
leaders. Dora Kaplan, a 30-year-old former 
medical student and veteran of the pre~ 
war Terror Brigade, volunteered to kill 
Lenin. Other members of the group were 
assigned to assassinate such key Agures 
as Trotsky and Usitsky. For three weeks, 
they shadowed their prey. * 

‘Their first opportunity came on August 
30, when Lenin set out to address a labor 
rally ata handkerchief factory on the 
other side of the Moscow River. He set 
out in his car, without the usual body- 
guard. Savinkolf gave Dora his own pistol 
for the job. 

“Take your time. Fire point-blank at 
no more” than arm's length,” he in- 
structed. “Make sure he doesn't escape 
alive: 

‘She didn’t follow instructions. On leav- 
ing the rally, Lenin paused to speak to 
someone inthe crowd outside. Dora 
Kaplan was so clase then that she could, 
have reached out and touched him. Now 
was the time to Bre the lethal shot. But 
for some curious reason she hesitated. He 
moved away, put his foot on the running. 
board of his car. Only then, from a dis- 
tance of several fect, did her’ revolver, 
speak. 

‘The wounded Red leader issued strict 
orders that the Life of his assailant be 
spared. She was sentenced to prison, and 
there she remained for 40 years. Two years 
ago a brief notice in the Soviet press re- 
vealed that she had recently died in 
Burtyki Prison, Moscow. 

‘Seeking refuge from the bloody reprisals, 
Savinkoff had two choices: go into exile 
‘again, or join the White generals—the 
very people he had fought bitterly: most 
of his adult life, He chose the latter, 
and thereby alienated all his 
They denounced him as an 
and unscrupulous opportunist” 
him read out of the Social-Revolutionary 
party. 
[h.220 be showed up at the Peace Con: 

ference in Paris, pleading the cause of 
‘Admiral Kolehak, ‘whom he called “the 
real savior of Russia.” When Kolchak was 
captured and executed, Savinkolf wandered 
Uurough Europe seeking support so_he 
‘could continue the underground battle 
‘against the Communists. 

For a time he lived in Warsaw, then 
made his headquarters in Paris. For four 
years, the Soviet Goverament charged, 
hhe continued to send agents into Russia 
fon missions of espionage, sabotage, and 
assassination. It was said that he was 
responsible for the assassination of more 
than a dozen Red officials. 

Shortly after Lenin's death, early in 
1924, the GPU (successor to the CHEKA) 
captured one of Savinkofl’s chief agents 
fm the Soviet Union, a man named Pavlov- 
sly. He confessed that he had received 
‘orders to inaugurate a new campaign of 
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assassination. High on the priority. list 
Were such prominent Communists 0s 
Stalin, Trotsky, Zinoviev and Kamenev. 

‘The Central Committee ordered the 
GPU to take immediate steps to exter 
inate the Savinkof organization, and 
‘especially to get rid of Savinkoft himself. 
Deershinsky then concocted a plan to 
Ture the old terrorist to Russia, 
Ht bss Pavlov write eter des 

the struggle for power within the 
| Communist party, assuring Savinkoff that 

this offered a great opportunity to revive 
his campaign within Russia to overthrow 
the Red regime. However, in order to 
succeed, he himself must come to Russia 
to direct the campaign. 

Did the veteran conspirator accept this 
letter at face value? Or did he smell a 
rat but decide to po anyway because he 
‘was weary of the long struggle, and hoped. 
that he could reach an accomodation with, 
Lenin's successor? 

| “Nobody knows. The fact is he did leave 
Paris in the middle of August, 1924 and 
proceeded to Poland, where he crossed the 
Border into the Soviet Union. He carried 
‘false passport made out in the name of 
V. I. Steanov. 

‘On Soviet soil he was met by, “friends” 
and escorted to a secluded house in 
Minsk, A few minutes after he arrived 

| there a. rather young man entered the 
room and announeed: “Tam Pilar, head 
of the GPU of White Russia. The house 
fs surrounded by my men. You are wader 
arrest.” 

Savinkoff remained perfectly calm. 
“Congratulations,” he said drily. “A brit. 
ant stroke. As a matter of fact, I suspected 
that Pavlovsky’s letter was written under 
dictation, T decided to come anyway. 1 
hhave decided to quit struggling against 
you. ‘Hie was taken to Moscow on a special 
train and lodged in the GPU prison. Th 
following day he was brought to Dzer~ 
zhinsky for questioning. 

THis plea, in brief, was that he had 
not been trapped but had given himself 
tup. He said he had withdrawn from the 
Muggle against the Communists the pre 
Yous year. All he wanted now was a 

to work for the Soviet government 
lefend it against its enemi 

Deershinsky replied that he couldn't 
guarantee Savinkolf’s life—that_would be 
Ueeided by the Politbureau. To a very 

| Tange extent it would depend on the type 
of “confession” he wrote. If he revealed 
fll, detailed the help he got from foreign 
| governments in his fight against the Com- 
| munists, his Hfe might be spared. 

With this delicate hint, Savinkoff set 
to work on his “confession.” He not only 
recanted his views and acknowledged his, 
errors in fighting the Communists, but 
Tisted practically every foreign power om 
the globe as a co-conspirator. 

| Qyyx August 27, 1924, Boris Viktorovich 
‘Savinkof, arch-foe of the Soviet re- 

ime, was brought before the Supreme 
Military Tribunal for trial, Not a Kine 
about his arrest had appeared in the press; 
hno reporters were admitted to the court 
room. However. the following evening a 

|} Few select journalists were invited to wit- 
rness the climax of Savinkof’s two-day 

purgation, The proceedings were dramatic. 
‘There were less than 200 spectators in 

the small courtroom, but they included the 
lite af Red offeialdom. Among them were 
Kamenev, Acting Premier; Kurski, Minister 
of Justice; Krusiloff, President of the Su- 
preme Court; and of course Dzerzhinsky, 
hhead of the GPU. 5 

‘The three judges, in military uniform, 
took their place on the dais. Then, es- 
corted by a guard of soldiers and sailors 
farmed to the teeth and with bayonets 
fixed to their rifles, the defendant en- 
tered, 

“Those who had known him in the old 
days were shocked by his appearance. 
‘Though only 45, this little man attired 
in a. seedy, double-breasted, gray suit 
looked tired and old. 

But noone could deny his personal 
courage. He glanced unafraid around the 
Courtroom like a man taking a last look: 
st his fellow human beings and their 
funny litle lives. 

He described his life as a conspirator 
against the Czar, reviewed his terrorist 
feareer and the many assassinations he had 
pplanned and executed. He told how he al- 
Ways worked cut off from human life, cut 
off from workers and peasants, always in 
the shadow of shameful death. 

eeaxixc slowly, he used simple words 
‘that everybody in the audience could 

understand. For with utter sincerity—or 
‘was it consummate art?—he seemed to be 
addressing himself to his audience, rather 
than to the judges. No matter when he 
paused (as he did frequently) the whole 
oom quivered with pent-up emotion. 

‘He related his part in the Revolution 
and his rise to power until the Bolsheviks 
Seized the reins. He said his hatred of 
the Reds was motivated not only by per 
sonal reasons-his sister and her husband 
Were executed the day after the Bolsheviks, 
took power—but by other considerations 

“First, my life's dream had been the 
Constituent Assembly. You smashed it, 
and iron entered my soul. 

“'Second, the Brest-Litovsk peace (with 
Germany), which I regarded as a shameful 
betrayal of my country. 

“Third, 1 thought’ that Bolshevism 
couldn't stand, it was too extreme, that 
if would be replaced by the other extreme 
fof monarchism, that the best altemative 
was a middle course. 

“Fourth and most important, T believed 
that you didn't represent the Russian 
masses, workers and peasants. T lived al- 
‘ways inthe water-tight compartment of 
the conspirator, knew nothing about the 
feeling of the Russian masses. I thought 
they were against you. So T who have 
ssiven my life to their service set myself 
‘against you, too. 

He said that history had proven him 
wrong; he recanted his former views and 
acknowledged the right of the Communists 
to govern Russia 

‘Taming to his reasons for returning to 
Russia, he said that in Paris he had heard 
conflicting reports about the Soviet Union, 
felt that he must know the truth even if 
it cost him his life, 

Now he knew, he said. Even if it cost 
hhim his life, the price was reasonable for 
such knowledge. And he concluded: “I 
ask not for mercy. I ask you only to let 



your revolutionary conscience judge a man who has never sought anything for hin Fel, who has devoted his whole if tothe Cauie of the Russian people He sat down, opened a bor of cheap cigarties, ated a guard fora light, deat, Iy"inhaled the smoke, ‘The judges retned to consider thelr verdiot Te was long’ past midnight when they 
Tetumned to the courtroom and announced their decision. He was found fly om al four counts: espionage, incitemens to are ssination, inttement to brigandage and Partisan warfare, and counter teveltonay ‘tivity. However, n view ef his long and Iettorous "service to” the -revaletion, Imerey was recommended “The judges thade i¢ clear that an appeal for clemensy would be ranted “Throughout the reading of the verdict, Sevinkat sat unmoved, But tn the nd his davk eyes gleaned ith satisfaction as he lena that he had won the bitoest and most daring stake of his hfe 
Tit next day his death sentence offically ‘was commuted to 10 years imprison ‘ment. 

His dramatic: recantation was widely 
publicized. Though confined in the State 
Political Prison in Moscow, he was treated 
with great consideration. He occupied a 
spacious, comfortably furnished, well 
lighted ‘and well ventilated room with, 
steam heat, parquet floors and papered 
walls. During certain hours there was a 
car and chauffeur at his disposal if he 
wished to drive about the  city—under 
close guard, of course. 

But as the months passed, and there | 
was no sign of a pardon, he grew i 
patient. He began to suspect that hed 
been used, that his life was spared only: for propaganda purposes, that he never 
would be set free or permitted to regain 
any degree of infkuence, 

‘On May 7, 1924, after nine months 
im prison, he wrote a bitter letter to 
Deershinsky: 

“I thought when I gave myself up 
that two courses would be open to me. 
Either 1 would be shot immediately, or 
T would be forgiven and permitted to 
work for the government,” he said. He 
declared he'd been promised his freedom 
in November. Tt was put off witil Feb- 
ruary, then until April. Yet he was still 
in jail. He demanded that he be given 
definite assurance when he would be set free. 

Five days later a brief dispatch from 
Moscow announced that Boris Savinkoff 
ad committed suicide by throwing him- 

self out of the window of his ‘prison cell, shattering his skull on the pavement of 
the courtyard five stories below. 

‘A Berlin newspaper reported that he did 
not commit suicide; he was poisoned and 
thrown out of a window. 

His wife, Vera Glebovna, who resided 
in a suburb of Paris, told newsmen she 
was convinced that her husband was assas- 
sinated. She requested the League for the 
Rights of Man to investigate the alleged 
suicide. The League directed an appeal 
to the Soviet Union, but recelved no ine 
formation, 
Whatever his real fate, the one-time 

“Assassin of Grand Dukes” died as he had. 
lived=violently, and spectacularly, © @ @ 
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George Francis Train began right after 
Grandmother Pickering had been revived 
with, smelling salts. 

‘Aided by Grandpa, a Methodist 
preacher, and two old-maid aunts, 
George's. sea Tanguage was cleaned up 
nd he was sent to school. He had a keen 
mind and a phenomenal memory that 
rapidly outstripped both classmates and 
teachers, leaving him with nothing to do 
but invent mischief to relieve his bore- 
dom, 

‘One day he came home to face a sol- 
enn family conclave, “We've discussed 
your future, Georgie, and it's all decided. 
You're going to study for the Methodist 
ministry.” 

‘Like hell 1 am,” George said flatly. 
He found a job peddling produce, then 

Thecame a grocery’ clerk. But his “mind 
was on a relative he had never met. Uncle 
Enoch Train was sole owner of the Bos- 
ton shipping firm of Train & Co., whose 
White Diamond Line packets and 
freighters plowed all seven seas. 

‘One day George quit his job, hiked 
to Boston and introduced himself as a 
new employee and future partner. Uncle 
Enoch was a gentleman of the old school 
where even brash nephews listened de- 
Ferentially to their elders. He snapped, “I 
‘will notify you when there is an open- 

once seratchell his head. “That puts 
me on a spot. Before coming up here, I 

hhung around the docks to. get the feel 
of shipping, and I heard about a cargo. 
Well, T told them I was with Train & 
Go,, and persuaded them to ship through 

Within two years Georgie had doubled 
the finn’s business and was a junior part- 
ner at a salary of $10,000 a year. 

Like Unele Enoch, the Train ships were 
ld, stodgy and encrusted with the bama- 
‘les of tradition. They fell behind more 
‘modem competitors. George marched in 
fone day. “Tve been talking to Donald 
McKay, the shipbuilder. He has plans 
for the fastest clipper ship afloat, He 
wants to all it the Flying Cloud. Now 
here's why he's got to build it for us.” 

‘The greatest clippers of history were 
built for the Trains. How were they to 
pay? Georgie had the answer to that one. 
‘The potato famine was ravaging Ireland. 
Georgie sold non-negotiable certificates 
which enabled Americans to bring their 
Marving relatives over, without fear that 
they'd drink up their passage money on 
Trish whiskey. ‘The scheme brought the 
‘company a fortune and Iaunched the flood, 
‘of Irish immigration to America. 

By 21, Georgie was managing Train & 
Go's Liverpool office for $95,000 a year. 

“MILLION: 

BUCK” 

Continned from page 34 

“Express” Train, they were calling him, 
but he, himself felt he was getting 
“stodgy.” So he quit his plush job, hopped 
a clipper to join the Australian gold mus 
‘and opened hig own commission house 
in Melbourne. 

‘The first year the business eamed $195,- 
000. Irritated by his “failure,” Georgie 
founded the Mercantile Exchange, built 
Austria's first. skyseraper and imported 
a six-story prefabricated warehouse from 
Boston, Offered the presidency of the 
stillborn Five Star Republic, he tumed 
it down, He was married by this time 
‘and his wife was pregnant 

“If my son isnt born in the United 
States,” Georgie said, “he can never be 
President.” 

‘The son turned out to be a daughter. 
Georgie sighed and took the next ship 

to Japan. 
‘Commodore Perry's treaty had opened 

Japan to foreign trade, so Train made 
this trip ostensibly to look over commer- 
cial possibilities, Bot even before he 
reached Japan. he'd picked up enough 
Shipboard seuttlebutt to conclude the Japs 
were not to be trusted, and he tumed 
his trip into what deep-down he really 
wanted it to be—a leisurely. sightseeing 
voyage around the world. 

Ever since Liverpool, ‘Train had been 
waiting Tong letters to American papers, 
analyzing business, polities and society 
abroad. ‘Their lively style caught on, with 
‘two important results. 

First, when Georgie reached New York 
in July, 1856, he'd become a celebrity, 
‘as a foreign correspondent—all his letters, 
vere in fact published in a book. 

‘Second, this same notoriety was ob- 
served in England by a young, imaginative 
novelist named Jules Verne who-idly 
reading Train's leiters one day and notic- 
jing. that the London air was “foggy”— 
made up the name Phileas Fogg and sent 
him, like Train, around the worl. 

at when Verne published his world- 
famous novel, he neglected to mention 
that his hero had been based on George 
Francis Train, No law compelled him to 
mention it, but nevertheless the neglect, 
twas to anger Train. In fact, it was to ir- 
Hitate the pants off him, with dire con- 
sequences for Verne. 
IME eres, cihen,Gooreie_arived 

back in Boston from Japan a shock 
of another kind awaited him, As he stepped 
‘off the train, a heavy hand fell on his, 
shoulder, “You're under arrest for embez- 
zlement, young feller.” 

Tn a bookkeeping mixup just after his 
sudden departure for Japan, one of the 
firms he represented had jumped to. the 
conclusion that Train was absconding. 

| 



‘The mutter was immediately cleared vp, Tht not before he had made the Best of 
rary sequaintances with the inside. of 
ine “Two months later he took his wife and new daughter to Europe where his dase 
dling pots made him known to every- mot of importance, “Train, 28. always watched fora chance to. prt. He soon found fone talored to his ‘alens. ‘Queen Marin Cristina of ‘Spain was 
fabnlouly wealthy, but her throne was 
fo shaky that she’ war pradently invest fag huge sums ontside the counny. One | Of er holdings was some 40,000 acres | Gf rich land in Pennsylvania, Train Knew that promoters were tying vainly to ase | tnongy for the Atlantic & Greet Wester | Talload which would touch her Iand and | 
cahance is valve, 

rain turned on his supersalesmanship 
tnd persuaded the Queen to finance 

the railroad. He then sold British firms on 
accepting railroad bonds in payment for 
fails and equipment. His ‘commissions 
om the deals were so huge that he es: 
tablished 2° $100,000 trust’ fund for his 
wife out of surplus, By the time the mis- 
managed road went bankrupt, wiping. out 
both bonds and. investment, Train was 
fm the clear—or s0 he thought. 

‘Then he launched ‘on anew scheme— 
the. introduction of horse-drawn strect 
railroads ia the British Isles, The frst, at 
Birkenhead, was an immediate’ success, 
but his attempt to invade London en: | 
countered’ violent opposition. Omnibus | 
companies saw their doom in this cheaper, | 
snore comfortable transportation and fought 
Nim tooth and nall. Their weak argument 
was that the rally, protruding. from the 
rect, woul be a traffe hazard 

"at a hearing on his charter, one of the 
lords wound up his objections by asking 
musty, "Mr. Train, if my horse were to 
fumble over one of you al and break 
2 leg, would you pay for, the horse?” 

*Getainly, my Tord,” Train sapped, 
“ag soon as you had proven your damned 
ld nag wonldn't have. stumbled if my 
fail hadnt been there” "The Board laughed and gave him his 
charter, Te ine wa, id the al 
romptiy began, breaking ‘bus and car 
Tage wheels as predicted. When a boy was 
fun over and kelled, the charter was with- 
Srawn, ‘Train dropped. the whole enter- 
drise in disgust, taking 4 $100,000 loss. He 
Pad amore exciting. battle coming” up, 
anyhow. "he American Civil War had broken 
‘out. England was pro-Confederacy. Train 
tolled up his sleeves and. plunged into a 
fight for the Union, He founded a news: 
piper and took to the lecture platform 
{oblast the British attitude with his acid 
tongues He haunted. the docks and. pub- 
Iihed the names and cargoes of ships 
being fited out as blockade runner. 

New York papers published his Teters 
and England Yoared with wrath, London 
‘papers called him a spy and a snake in 
the grass, Detectives shadowed him; he 
twas Jecred and stoned’ on the street, rot- 
Ten-egged on the platform All this suc- 
cocdad only in sharpening ‘Train's tongue 
So his enemies. dragged out one of his 

Nine out of 

Don’t look at your wrist watch—and answer this question: Is she number sie on Your watch dial the Arabic 6 or is i the Roman numeral Vi? Think carefully for 2 moment. Now look st your watch and toe if you were right. 
Were you? Or were you wrong in either case because your watch doesn’t have six at all 

‘The small second hand usualy occupies that space on. most modern watches. Can you tell ie the EXACT tme? Probably not, yet I it 
Only a second since you looked af your watcht Now ook at the panel at the bottom of this column. Does it say Parlt in the Spring? Now Took again: there i one ‘the’ too many, in the 
Dhrase: The star under the word ‘Spring’ is just misdirection. Write i out on a card=and ty it Gn yout fiends! Nine out of fem people Jai 

4 you've heard that some, people are born with good memory’ and others with a poor 
‘ne—don't beliove ii! There is no such thing a poor memory—only trained. and ut fined onel A realy fstclass memory can Bermade t0 order and I'can prove lt to you absolutely without cost on your part. Let me Send you-completely without visk-one of the ‘most fascinating books ever published. HOW TO DEVELOP A. SUPERPOWER MEM- 
ORY by Harty Lorayne~the man with the most phenomenal memory in the world! When the postman delivers i (o you, sit down where you ‘won't be interrupted, and give it your complete 8nd undivided attention for one short evening, ‘As you tum the pages you wil 

PARIS | sc wt 
‘BeRING | Histceling heme You wil Mn acetty here Tou es pare | neon See ee ars 

FAIL THIS TEST! 

| Ipprovement 2° your memory in 

Ten people 

them indefinitely. You will be able to show your children a uick, easy way to recall im- Portant facts for Examinations. You. will, be ‘ible to memorize quickly and expertly sec: tes, telephone numbers and ‘sppointments ‘You "will discover a. fascinating method for remembering every card played in'a game of bridge or pinochie, You wil be ber permanently articles you 1 magizines, ‘A fst-class memory is @ most precious asset in the quest for a better job, a higher sala This ‘offer enables you sex for youre completely without ost-how Harry Lorayne’s book can help YOU: Mail coupon below for 2 copy of HOW TO DEVELOP A SUPER- | BOWEN MEMORY. Read it, study it, prove 
| te yourself that its simple techniques. really Work. Then if you do not see‘an uabeliorsble jt a few ip fturn the ook fo, compleey ‘ut obigaion. You have everything to tat marking fo lore! Mai the’ coupon deday. 7] ? 
Y Frederick Fell, In, Dept, HM: J a1 West 47th St, New York 36, Y. Gentlemen: ‘Send me_at your 7k HOW ‘TO DEVELOF A SUPERPOWER MEM. 

2 

Quy, TH pay postman’ only $298. plus | CO chart. Fae et compte de lighted, T wal return book in 10 days for fl refund, 3 
Name 
‘Address. 
City State 
ClCheck here. and save! Remit, $2.98 we ship prepaid. You save postage & handling charges. Same money-back. guarantee. 

‘UNCENSORED 
Never gal 
Hike her in 
a film like 
this torrid 
production, 
Her body is 
sensational 
She'll make 
you shudder 
with pleas. 
ure, She'll 
delight you. 

tunpaid bills for railroad tracks and had 
hhim tossed into debtor's prison, 
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‘Train promptly dipped his pen in gall 
and poured out a flood of letters to news- 
papers in England and America. When he 
began to muckrake British bankers, the 
charges. azainst him were hastily. withe 
drawn and he was booted out of Eng- 
land. 

'En route home, he stopped to dash off 
a history of Newfoundland, then rushed 
home to be welcomed as a hero. 

“The most popular American in public 
| life.” he called himself 
| Then the “most popular American” 
| touched off a siot by heckling speech 
by Senator Sumner and was again thrown 
finto the clink, After his release, ‘Train 
took to the lecture platform himself, 

ging admission, 
| sTtake in $500 to $1500 for an hour’ 
ie The crowed jubilantly, “Tam too 

young, to take Summer's place in the Sen- 
ate; else T would be elected by acclama- 
tion.” 

lis speeches were something to behold. 
He roared, ranted, leaped, broke furniture 
‘and. lampooned his enemies with sharp, 
mimicry. He was vastly entertaining, 
whether he made sense or not. With 
happy impartiality, he attacked Lincoln, 
McClellan, the South, abolitionists and 
anything else he thought of. He began 
touting himself as candidate for President 
in the 1864 elections. 

Meanwhile, he plunged into promoting 
the Union Pacific Railroad, raising vast 
amounts of money and organizing the 

| Credit Mobilier, patterned after the 
French institution, to finance the road. 
He sold this at a fat profit long before 

| scandals exposed him, 
| *When ground-breaking ceremonies were 
held in the tiny village of Omaha, Train's 
foresight led him to invest in hundreds 

| of acres of prairie land in what is now 
the heart of the city. Within two years 
hhe had sold off 6,000 lots at $500 each. 

rae nomination for President was lost, 
so Train whirled back into Union Pas 

cific promotion, By this time, citizens were 
furious about the line which bypassed 

| Denver by 100 miles, Train was rushed 
fut to pacify them. 

‘He strolled onto the platform, grinning 
at the sullen audience. "Whats the prob- 
Tem?” he asked genially. “All you have 

| to do is build your own branch line to 
connect with the UP.” Within an hour 
his fervid oratory had sold the idea and 
raised every cent of the cash needed to 
build the Denver & Cheyenne. The citi- 
zens presented him 'with a set of jewelry 
to show their gratitude. 

Back in Omaha, ‘Train, entertaining 
1e bankers at a dinner in the Herndon 

House, was interrupted when a blast of 
rain poured through a broken window. 
His furious complaint brought only an 
indifferent shrug from the manager, who 
Knew his was the only first-class hotel in 
town, 

“Train stormed out and paid $5,000 cash 
for a vacant lot directly across the street 
Then, bunting up a contractor, he threw 
dowa a rough plan for an elegant 70-room 

| hotel. “What you charge to build this 
| in 60 days?” 

“X thousand dollars a day.” 
| Train scribbled a check for the full 
| amount and went off on a trip. Exactly 

two months later the plush Cozzens House 
was open, sneering across at its shabby 
val. 

‘Then, after a frenzied campaign for 
Women's Suffrage in Kansas, Train sailed 
for Europe, deliberately going via I 
land. He landed at Cove on the heels of 
a bloody Republican uprising and was 
Promptly arrested as a dangerous agitator 
and. spy. When the police tied to haul Train 
to Cork Gaol in a eattlecar, he indignant- 
Ty chartered a. special train at his own 
expense. In_ prison, his ravings almost 
Grove the jailers mad so they were not 
unhappy when the U.S, State Department 
nally won Train’s release. 

Train was so furious that instead of 
leaving Treland, he brazenly started a 
speaking tour, villifying England, This 
time his enemies were smarter. ‘They 
ragged up another of the old railway 
bills and used it to slap him into debtor's 
prison in Dublin, out of reach of diplo- 
matic aid, Instead of paying the bill, he 
those to sit in prison and become an 
international cause. 

For ten months he had a Roman holiday 
needling his jailers. American papers raged 
fand hinted at war with England over this 
treatment of a U.S. citizen. Both the Re- 
publicans and the Democrats talked of 
running him for President 

Finally in. December, 1868, his harried 
enemies withdrew all charges to get rid, 
of him, But before sailing home in. tri 
mph, Train filed a damage sult for false 
arrest against the British Government for 
$500,000. 

Back home he took to the lecture plat= 
form again to cash in on his fame. He 
leaned up a fortune, despite complaints 
that his speeches were more incoherent 
than ever. ‘The show he put on was still 
worth the price of admission, 

“Then he conceived a new ides, one 
that stemmed both from a desire to’ pub, 
licize the Union Pacific and his anger at 
Jules Verne. Around the world in 80 days? 
Bah! He would do it in 60! And in the 
couse of it, show the world how the 
Union Pacifie had shrunk the globe. 

Tt was not a very rational scheme. The 
UP was @ railroad and his around-the- 
globe voyage would have to be made part- 
ly by sea, But Train never claimed to 
bbe rational—his whole career was founded, 
con doing so many things at once that his 
hand would always be quicker than the 
public's eye. Indeed, the night before 
he was to sail from San Francisco, he 
made a violent speech on a totally dif- 
ferent. matter—Chinese cqquality—that got 
hhim shot at from the gallery by a pistol. 
User ceil sanspotation, arene 

ships or trains when necessary to make 
connections, he made sensational time 
tint he reached France and leamed of 
Napoleon's defeat and the fall of -the 
Second Empire. Remembering his own 
recention atthe royal court, ‘Train was 
Shocked, He abandoned his world trip 
nd raced ashore at Marseilles to take 
‘a hand in tangled French affairs. 

‘Two factions struggled for control. One 
wanted a Third Republic. Their enemies, 
the Communards, sought a socialist Com- 
mune. For no valid reason, ‘Train sided 
with the Communards and began mak- 



ing flery speeches in fluent French, He 
took to wearing two pistols and brought 
in General Closeret, «soldier of fortune, 
to head a revolutionary army. 

One morning Train heard tramping 
fect outside his hotel suite and thinking 
ita crowd of admirers wanting a speech, 
he galloped to the baloony, bawling, 
Vive la Commune!” 

A column of Republican troops. grimly 
leveled rifles at him. Train gulped, 
snatched French and American flags to 
his breast and roared, “Fire, fire you mise 
ezable cowards! Fire upon the flags of 
France and America, wrapped round the 
body of an American citizen, if you dare! 
Tie soldiers reluctantly lowered their 

guns and marched on. A few days later 
‘Train was arrested and spent two. weeks 
in a dungeon until intercession by. the 
elder Dumas got him out and on his way 
home. He had dilly-dallied an extra 
month in France, but he promptly erased 
that from his calendar and -announ« 
that he had gone around the world in 60 
days. His lectures and writing on that 
theme were believed, and the novel 
‘Around ‘The World In 80 Days” tem- 

porarily sagged in popularity, despite 
Veme's attempts to prove Train was a 
liar 

Back home, Train built a magnificent 
$100,000 mansion at Newport and spent 
summer entertaining society at a cost 
of $2,000 a week. In the fall, he changed 
back into anew presidential campaign, 
charging, admission. to his speeches and 
clearing @ reported $90,000. profit. Th 
newspapers called him 

When he failed to get a nomination, 
he roared into his own independent cam= 
paign. One of his rivals was Vietoria 
Woodhull, manning for president on a 
platform ‘of, among, other things, rec 
love, easy divorce and. spiritualism, She 
and her sister, Tennessee Claflin, had op~ 
erated a brokerage office, published "a 

we" 

spiey newspaper and seandalized the na- 
tion with their Hagrant love lives 
When the Reverend Henry Ward 

Beecher lashed at them from the pulpit, 
all hell broke Ioose. Victoria struck back 
by publishing «detailed exposé of 
Beecher’s sexual misdeeds with Elizabeth 
Tilton, wife of his best friend. Within 
hours that issue sold out and copies were 
being bootlegued for as muchas $25, 
The blue-nosed Anthony Comstock 
pounced like a hawk and had the sisters 
arrested for slander and “obscenity 

Train heard tho news and forgot his 
presidential campaign in his zeal to de- 
fend womanhood and the freedom. of 
the press. He galloped to the Ludlow 
Street jail and raised hell until permit- 
ted to visit the prisoners, “Don't you worry 
about a thing,” he thundered. “Ill have 
you out of here in no time and IT] de- 
end you with the last drop of my blood.” 
Not only did he get Victoria and Tennes- 
see out, but he dragged a mob of other 
women’ prisoners with him; prostitutes, 
Dar-flies, junkies—he stormed "out with 
them all. And he coolly clubbed the guard 
when he tried to grab Train by the collar 
of his tuxedo. Train was defending wom- 
anhood, and that meant alll women, 

But when he jumped to the defense of 
the sister-suffragette, the powerful Com= 
stock barred the doors of all lecture halls 
to Train. That was the last straw. With 
glint in his eye, Train published his 
Train Ligue, containing some of the 
earthier Old “Testament mnamatives copied | 
verbatim under yellow journal headlines 

rain in the Tombs before realizing 
how ridiculous he would look trying to 
make a court-case out of the Bible 

Train had the time of his life. He was 
in Cell 56 of Murderer’s Row, a gloomy 
three-tiered wing containing 22 other 
prominent prisoners, including some 
famous politicians. The lax prison officals 
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“0 Little Hols 

allowed the inmates full freedom of the 
‘wing, with no limitation on visitors, mail 
fr the purchase of outside comforts. Train, 
promptly organized 2 Murderer’s Row 
Club. 

‘He gave endless interviews, entertained 
fa steady stream of visitors ‘and poured, 
fut reams of needling letters and_ poems. 
‘Asa crowning touch, he launched 
noisy campaign for Dictatorship of the 
United. States 
Briers sc dof isin came I: 

‘dicrous. When he continued to refuse 
Dail there were offers to drop the charges, 
and even offers to pay him to forget the 
Whole matter, Train laughed at them all. 
Finally, in desperation, the warden had the 
outer door to the street left ajar and the 
guards withdrawn, 

‘For several days, Train ignored the bait. 
‘Then one afteroon the tumkey burst into 
the warden’s office. “It worked! He's gon 
T hunted through the whole wing and h 
wasn't there or anywhere in sight on the 
street, T locked the door quick.” 

‘The warden was jubilantly writing the 
news to Comstock when the outer door 
fopened and. Train stamped in, his ams 
loaded with bundles, "Pardon the intrusion, 
warden, but some idiot locked my priva 
entrance. Would you mind letting me in 
this. way?” 

"The warden gaped at him, his eyes 
glazed. “B-But, you... you ran away.” 

“Don't be ‘an ass,” Train said. “I 
merely strolied down ‘to Delmonico’s for 
‘a decent dinner, Hurry, please. I brought 
Some delicacies for my friends and they're 
getting cold.” He crowed wih glee over a plaintive 
wail in the Times about “this dreadful 
person who for months has obstmicted, 
business, distracted judges, and made a 
travesty of justice, uttering vaporings and 
tumpetings.” Eventually, ‘Train provoked 
fa shrewd counter attack 

Tn March, he was brought to trial for 
his sanity. The jury listened to a recital 
of his eccentricities, balanced them against 
hhis solid accomplishments and took only 
minates to adjudge him completely sane 
and responsible. He trotted back to Cell 
56, still demanding an obscenity trial 

His enemies had failed once but the 
theme still offered the only out for them. 

They pulled strings and at a second lunacy 
trial in May, the judge flatly ordered the 
jury bring in a verdict of insanity. It was 
done and Train was booted out of the 
Tombs, loudly demanding the Judge's 
impeachment. Having been legally de 
clared not responsible for his acts, the 
obscenity charge was automatically, 
dropped. ‘After his fist indignation, Train began 
to chuckle, “If I'm legally a lunatic, 1 
may ‘as well make the most of it. It might 
be fun.” He had cards printed The Great 
‘American Crank and settled down to be- 
come # professional screwball on a grand 
scale. 
HA nd shezys spent money os fst a it 

rolled in. Now ereditors and mortgage 
holders foreclosed on his Omaha property, 
valued in the millions. When friends went 
to him in a frantic effort to, make him 
Aight the steal, he winked. “I may be 
crazy but Fm not that crazy. By law, the 

Court is required to appoint a guardian 
to protect the interest of an adjudged 
Tunatic. The judge was so anxious to get 
Hid of me that he forgot to do that. Any 
time 1 feel like becoming “sane” again T 
tean have the whole crooked deal thrown, 
fut and get all my property back with 
fnterest. ‘Right now I'm content with 
matters” as they are.” . 

His family was in Europe, comfortably 
fixed with the trust fund. Whenever 
‘Train needed money, he went back to the 
lecture platform where he was still a 
top-drawing card. He cultivated more 
cceceniticties, followed off-beat fads and, 
Continued to bombard the press. He took 
room at the Mills Hotel and lived on 
$3.2 week, but occasionally he threw huge 
Danguets for scores of prominent people 
who never lost their admiration for 
him, ‘in Boston on a lecture tour, he suddenly 
landed back in jail for the 15th time. 
Many_years before, he had carelessly co- 
Saned a note to help a poor printer buy 
fa press. Now the holder of the unpaid. 
note had Train slapped into prison. for 
the debt. Train and the judge hit it off 
famously. 

“T rather like this court,” Train said. 
“It’s Kind of genial. Wherever I go, 1 
demoralize the prisoners, The, only place 
ever met honest men was in jail.” 

He settled down to enjoy himself while 
the plaintiff was belatedly disco. 
that by law, he had to pay the prisoner's 
board and room. He hastily withdrew 
charges and Train was released. 

‘Shortly before his 70th birthday he be- 
fran taking boxing lessons from the famous 
Mike Donovan, who had boxed Teddy 
Roosevelt in the White House. Train 
tured out to be good, fast and remark- 
ably tough for his age. He and Donovan 
Staged some exhibition bouts and even, 
planned a national tour that never 
‘materialized 

He published a lively magazine and 
became the noisy champion of Coxey’s 
‘Army when it descended upon Washing- 
ton to demand jobs for the unemployed. 
‘At the age of 73 he dictated an atito- 
Biography of over 100,000 words in 35 
hours. 

‘oon after this he had his last lively 
fram.in with authority. On a visit to his 

married daughter in Stamford he came 
down with a rash and a mild fever 
Doctors diagnosed it as. smallpox. Train 
was shoved into the local Pest House and. 
MIUhis clothing and the manuscript of 
new book were bumed. He was released in 
afew days and stormed off, threatening @ 
$50,000 damage suit: 

‘The illness turned out to be a mani- 
festation of chronic nephritis, or Bright's 
Disease, which grew rapidly worse. On 
the night of January 18, 1903, George 
Francis ‘Train’ died in his Mills Hotel 
room, two months short of his 74th birth- 
day. Across the country, cities, went into 
mourning. Thousands braved bitter cold 
to visit his bier and marched in the 
magnificent funeral procession. 

His brain tumed out to be one of the 
heaviest on record—which was no surprise 
fo those who had known the century's 
most tempestuous individualist in his 
prime, eee 



MAIL POUCH 
LOON PLATOON 

I thoroughly enjoyed Harold L. Ever- 
ett’s unusual Get Women For Sergeant 
Lovejoy’s Psycho Platoon in REAL AD- 
VENTURE’s November issue. 

Only the “loon platoon” didn’t sound 
so crazy to me. I’ve seen mentally dis- 
turbed guys who suffered from shell shock 
and they did a lot worse things than the 
guy in the story who just collected 
matches. One guy who was stationed in 
Guam with me, for instance, chopped his 
finger off with a meat cleaver to get dis- 
charged. 

Bill Potter 
Elmira, New York 

e And what's so crazy about that? He 
got discharged, didn’t he? 

LION NO LIE 

I read your November article, A Damn 
Fool Rope-Walker’s Carrying A Girl Over 

Niagara Falls, and I find it very hard to 
believe The Great Blondin wheeled a lion 
across a tightrope in a wheelbarrow. 

In the first place, how did he manage to 
steal a big animal like that from the 
Liverpool Zoo? Didn’t a keeper see him 
and call the cops? 

Kenneth Hall 
Wheeling, West_Va. 

© According to the June 3, 1874 issue of 
the Liverpool Guardian, Blondin knocked 
the zoo-keeper unconscious, stole his keys, 
then broke into the lion’s cage where he 
chloroformed the lion. The zoo-keeper ap- 
parently believed it, even if you don't. 

TRUJILLO TROUBLE 

Your article about Trujillo (25,000 
Haitian Corpses For The Fighting Black 
Cock, REAL ADVENTURE, November) 
made me boiling mad! What right do you 
have to criticize the U.S. Marines! The 
fine things the Marines did in the Do- 
minican Republic—instituting — sanitation, 
enforcing law, paying off debts, building 
roads and generally making improvements: 
these things are glided over. 

A big case is made about all the harm 
the Marines did. The Marines are great 

and should not be shown up in a bad 
light. 

Arthur Monahan 
Portland, Maine 

Hurrah for your story on Trujillo. I 

have been down to Haiti and spoken with 
some of the natives who remember the 
horrible massacre of their people. Hats 
off to REAL ADVENTURE for exposing 
all the facts about the dictator—and also 
about the U.S. Marines who botched things 
up in the Republic. 

Let’s see more fearless reports like this 
one. 

Fred Kurtis 
Newark, New Jersey 

MOON STRUCK 

I sure enjoyed Dave’s Moon Girl—Susan 
Framme. I mean I'd like to enjoy her, if 
she’d come up here to Rutland. Miami's all 
right, of course, but if she likes moonlight, 
she ought to fly up to the hills of Ver- 
mont, where they write all the songs about 
the stuff. 

Joe Crary 
Rutland, Vermont 

SUSAN: MOONLIGHT IN VERMONT? 

America’s Most Informative 

FREE! Publication on VITAMINS! 
After 20 minutes’ reading of this Guide Book, 
you will understand vitamins as never be- 
fore. How good is Vitamin C for colds? Is 
there a difference between natural organic 
products and synthetic vitamins? What can 
vitamins really do for the average person? 
You will learn the answers to these and hun- 
dreds of other petpledng vitamin questions. 
You will not be fooled again by confusing, 
mysterious labels. You will be able to pick 
up any vitamin product and know if you 
are getting your money’s worth. You will 
learn how to cut costs up to 50% on freshly- 
packed, guaranteed-potency vitamin prod- 
ucts. For example, 100 capsules of Vit. A 
(25,000 units) need not cost you $1.75, but 
only 59¢. 100 tablets Vit. C (250 mg.) not 
$2.00, but only 80¢. 100 capsules of Vit. E 
(100 Int'l Units), that retail for $4.65, need 
cost you only $2.15. This all-inclusive Vita- 
min Guide Book is sent, without an obliga- 
tion, as a FREE Service by Vitamin-Quota, 
one of America’s largest distributors of vita- 
mins to doctors, nurses and over 2,500,000 
families, coast-to-coast. So stop buying blind- 
ly. Learn the truth and be informed! Send for 
FREE Catalog and Vitamin Guide Book to- 
day. VITAMIN-QUOTA, Dept. A-126, 880 
Broadway, New York 3, N.Y.,-or Dept. A-126, 
1125 S$. Crenshaw Blvd., Los Angeles 19, Cal. 
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‘and had thus fallen in love with engines 
early, After outgrowing Pierce-Arrow and, 
Delawney-Belleville power-packs, he'd 
moved on to the Curtiss Company, where 
hed helped develop the indestructible 
OX5 airplane engine, which was quickly 

| converted to dlirigible’ use. On the eve of 
World War I, the Post Office Department 
had recruited him to maintain the reyohi- 
tionary new sir mail planes on Long 
Island—and there his career had tem- 
porarily come a cropper. A dispute with 
Dureaierat had cost him his job. Landing 
with Goodyear, working on their blimps, 
gave him a new chance to make his mark 
in the infant and exciting world of avia- 
ton, 

Boettner had graduated from Goodyear’s 
first class of dirigible pilots, shortly after 
hed left Washington and Jefferson College 

| in 1916, He was one of the company’s 
ost trusted instructor-pilts. Like Wacker, 
hie was in Chicago now because Goodyear’s 
hangar in Akron had been appropriated 
by the government during the War, and 
the only available hangar from which to 

| operate the new blimp was at White City 
‘Amusement Park. 
IN ot Bests stooped back and took in 

the entire machine at a glance. He had 
a couple of thousand hours of flying time 
funder his belt, but each new ship was a 
strange and different experience, and this 
fone gave him some cause for concern. The 
La Rhones, mounted on outriggers, pro- 
vided enough power to cruise the blimp 
comfortably at 55 or 60 scpx, but this was 
the first time they were being used to 
power a dirigible, In a ground test, they'd 

| Spurted hot ofl onto the silk gasbag. Metal 
hhoods had subsequently been placed over 
them, Still, # such a thing should happen. 
during a flight... And the passenger car 

| was open to. the wind, just below the 
| hydrogen-filled gasbag . . . 
| “Tt was nearly 12:30 before the ship bad 
been checked out. Boettner, Wacker and 

| » young mechanic—Carl “Buck” Weaver— 
took their places in the cab. 

“All clear?” shouted Boettner 
“Clear,” replied a mechanic on the 

ground, standing by to cast off the moot- 
ing ropes. 

‘With a sputtering roar, the two engines 
came to life. The three men in the cab 
‘were shaken to their bones by the vibra 

| tion, One by one, the mooring lines were 
| Noosened. The seat machine shuddered, 
| taged at the remaining lines like a living 
| beast, and finally, with a slow majesty, 
cleared the ground and sailed upward. 

‘These relevant things were happening all 
over Chicago. 

Enterpreneur Roger J. Adams was in a 

THE BLIMP 

THAT BOMBED 

CHICAGO 

Continued from page 4 

sweat. He leaned forward in his cab and 
shouted to the driver to go faster 

‘Adams had arrived from New York the 
day before, with more than a casual in- 
terest ina demonstration ride in the 
Wingfoot Express. He was president of 
the Adams Aerial Transportation  Com- 
pany, and planned to begin trans-Atlantic 
passenger fights with ditigibles. Many 
European concerns were trying to sell him 
blimps, but Adams hoped to buy an 
Ametican-made machine. He had talked to 
the Goodyear people and arranged to ride 
the Wingfoot Express this day 

But when he arrived at White City at 
about 12:45 past, the blimp was already 
Tloating overhead. Hed missed the frst 
flight. ‘Then learning that the ship would 
come down in Grant Park, right on the 
lakefront, he was burrying to intercept it 
there, hoping to get his demonstration ride 
after all 

“Dammit, I wish it wasn’t such a long 
haul,” he smuttered to himself. “If 1 miss 
it today, il foul up my whole schedule.” 

Mabel Rawson was worried. Her desk 
in a comer of the Illinois Trust and Sav- 
ings Bank on LaSalle St. was littered with 
work, but her mind was on hee employer, 
who was granting someone a $10,000 loan 
just across the bank floor from her. 

‘Mabel’s problem was cliched but compli- 
cated. She was engaged to a young man 
who was just as poor as she was. For two 
months, she'd been having an affaic with 
hher married boss. The pleasures she'd dis- 
covered in his bed. greatly exceeded those 
she derived from her chaste relationship, 
with her Baneé, but last night, after an 
unusually ardent spell of lovemaking, her 
lover had made her a pride-shattering offer 
=she couldn't be his wife, only his mis- 
tress. 

‘There were so many things to consider, 
And she had to tvpe letters all day. with- 
outta chance to talk to him—though he was 
‘only 20 feet away—until 5 p.st. punk 
time, She felt trapped in this bank, and 
thought she might explode at any minute. 
SBE ee oe Jake Camenter head 

fd for the door of the bank and his 
half-hour Tunch break in the sunshine, a 
newspaper tucked under his arm. 

‘The sports page brought good news. The 
Chicago” White Sox were leading the 
American League; the day before, they 
had taken a doubleheader from the 
Yankees. The Chicago Cubs were only in 
third place in the National League—good, 
Jake hated the Cubs 

‘The front pages confused him. Race 
riots in Washington, D.C.; President Wil- 
son sick with dysentery; the Senate debat- 
ing the League of Nations treaty. And 



those batty Temperance people had 
Drought things to the point where the 
House of Representatives was aboct to vote 
‘on the peacetime Prohibition bill, 

Suddenly, he was aware of voices raised 
in the street. People were pointing up at 
the sky: “Hey, look at that, wall ya?” 

Jake looked up and felt a thrill coursing 
through him. Sailing serenely overhead 
was a big, silvery blimp, heading toward 
the waterfront. It seemed impossible that 
anything so huge could fly; but there it 
was. He could make out the silhouette of 
heads of passengers in the cab, and the 
two engines, the sound of which was 
imuffled by the distance. 

‘A sinall boy tugged at Jake's jacket. 
“What it is, mister? What's that thing up 
there?” 

It's one of those airships, kid. You 
know, they call ‘em blimps. Pretty, ain't 
it? 

Overhead, the airship tuned slowly, 
describing an are over the gaping city. It 
flew around for nearly an hous, delighting 
the thousands of watchers below, and 
then headed north. 

ur not everyching wa’ going smoothly 
aboard the big blimp. For one thing, 

the La Rhones were spurting hot oil and 
sparks, not enough even to be noticed by 
Boetiner or Wacker-but hot oil and 
sparks, nevertheless. 

‘Then, too, the gasbag’s “balloonettes”— 
silk partitions which separated the hydro- 
zzen lond into compartments—were rubbing 
against each other. The balloonettes had 
hheen incorporated to minimize leakage 
problems. No one aboard could hear them 
rustling—but they created friction, never 
theless 

‘At about L pas. the Wingfoot Express 
passed high over a Naval radio tower, 

“Why dowt you pick on somebody your onen si 

which was emitting a steady continuous 
wave signal. Again, Boettner and Wacker 
hnad no reason to suspect the tiny electrical 
charge inthe air would endanger the 
blimp's Right. They soared 100 feet above 
the tower and headed toward Grant Park. | 
They were to pass that tower again. 

‘At 1:20 asc, the Wingfoot Express 
settled to the ground in a large, clear area 
of Grant Park. The flight’s Rist leg had 
been smooth, unmarred by anything un- 
nasal; the machine had handled well, per- 
forming to everyone's complete satisfae- 
tion, 

Boetmer, Wacker and Weaver climbed 
fut of the cab. They were greeted by a 
Few round crew men and some Army. 
officers. Among the latter were Colonel 
Joseph C. Morrow. a man with long ex 
perience in the Lighter-than-air field, and 
Major Clarence H. Maranville, in charge 
of Army airship training at Wingfoot Field, 
near Akron, Ohio, 

Morrow stepped forward and addressed 
Boettner, “Well, Jack, how did it xo?” 

“Just great, Colonel, Smooth sailing all 
the way.” 

Greetings were exchanged all around 
and while the airship was being securely 
moored and carefully checked by the 
round crew, the pilot and the officers 
went off to have hinch. The Army men 
{intended to board in the blimp now, to 
evaluate it for possible purchase by ‘the 
military 

nny Wacker tured to his young as- 
sistant, Carl Weaver, and said: “Buck, 

Til stay down for the next leg. You take 
cover the throttle.” 

Weaver smiled his pleasure. “You bet, 
Hank.” 

TBy this time, still miles from Grant 
Park, Roger J. Adams was convinced that 
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he'd never manage to catch the dlusive 
dirigible in time for a flight. His taxicab 
hhad had one diffeulty after another—a 
fiat tire, carburetor trouble, and then a 
ridiculous jam-up of traffic caused by some 
other car's mechanical failure. 

7 2:30 vat, the Wingfoot Express 
took off again, sailing up north as far 

| as Diversey and then back down to circle 
and wheel over downtown Chicago. 
Aboard were Boetter, Buck Weaver and, 
in the gondola’s passenger seats, Morrow, 
Maranville and a couple of Amy lieu- 
tenants 

‘The blimp’s proud pennants waved in 
the mild wind, Down below, thousands of 
Chicagoans yaped skyward in wonder. And 
the city’s newspapers hustled to get out 

| information for their late evening editions: 
Value—$100,000; Length—158 feet; Diam- 
ter of gasbag—34 feet; Capacity of aso- 
line tank200 gallons; Length of gondola— 
50 feet; Capacity of gondola~eight pas- 
sengers and two crewmen, 

‘The stecl-girdered, glass skylight roof of 
the Mlinois Trust and Savings Bank filtered, 
down the afternoon sun. Mabel Rawson 
looked up, sighed and shook her head. She 
just coulda’t seem to get her mind off her 
troubles and onto her work today. 

Mabel looked up at the big. clock on 
the opposite wall. A little after four, 
customers all gone now. Soon she'd be 
facing a showdown: would she become his, 
mistress? She didn't know herself “how 
she'd react when her time came 

‘The second flight's second leg went per- 
fectly. The blimp landed once more at 

| Grant Park. Major Maranville walked 
| around the blimp, giving it a thorough 
inspection before it was flown back to the 

| White City hangar. 
During each of the previous flights, 

Boettner had valved a little gas out of the 
Dlimp’s gasbag. ‘The gas level was now 

down to the point where he could carry a 
total of only five people. 

He tured to. Henry Wacker. “Hank, 
you coming back with us on the return 
trip?” "Doesn't matter to me, Jack, Buck can 
handle the thing well enough. If you need. 
the space, Tl stay on the ground. 

‘Young ‘Buck Weaver, standing nearby, 
interrupted. “Td just as soon you came 
along, Hank, There are a few things I'd 
like to check with you as we fy.” 

“ail ight,” Wacker said. “I'll come, 
then.” ‘Major Maranville strode over to the men. 
‘Everything seems in excellent shape to 

ie,” he said heartily, “T'm really impressed 
by today’s showing.” 

“Glad to hear it,” said Boettner. “By 
the way, did you say you want to pilot the 
ship back to. White City? We've let out 
Some gas and we'll only be able to carry 
‘about five on this trp. 

“Well, don't worry about it, Jack,” 
Maranville said amiably, “I can fly it som 
other time. I see you've got a couple of 
‘ew passengers.” 

So Maranville and Morrow and their 
three lieutenants stepped out of the Wing- 
foot-Express and back into long_ lives 

The newcomers were Earl Davenport, 
publicity man for the White City Amuse” 
nent Park, and Milton Norton, photog- 
rupher for the Chicago Herald & Examiner, 
who planned to take series of aerial 
photographs for his newspaper. 

4:00 vat, the five men—Boettner, 
Wacker, Weaver, Davenport and Nor- 

ton—clambered into the gondola and took 
their places. Boettner was in the prow 
‘again, the two mechanics in the rear, and. 
the passengers comfortably seated in the 
enter. ‘The men were in high spirits, 
Joking about the heavy safety belts the 
wore and the awkward parachutes, packed 
in containers affixed to the floor of the 
cab and attached to the men by means 
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‘of special ropes. They were all at ease 
Davenport laughingly asked: “Tell me, 

gentlemen, has anyone ever heard of an 
airship like this one crashing?” 

Buck Weaver, pointing at the para- 
chutes, called back, “Hell these things 
are just ornaments we take along for the 
ide.” 

It was precisely 4:05 when the Wing- 
foot Express took off for the third. time 
that day, bound for its hangar at White 
Gy. 
BA 227 29 seconds after the dirigibe left 

the ground, Roger Adams’ taxicab pill- 
ed up at the mooring station in Grant Park 
Red-faced with frustration, Adams leaped 
from the cab and stared up helplessly at 
the rising airship, 

After a moment, he recovered some of 
his composure and decided to make the 
best of a bad bargain. He took out his 
camera and began snapping pictures: of 
the blimp as it headed out over Lake 
Michigan and dwindled into the distance 

“Beautiful view from up here,” com- 
mented Earl Davenport. He spoke to Mil- 
ton Norton, who was snapping scenic shots 
of the lakefront below and the distant 
Chicago skyline. 

In a few minutes, at a shouted request 
from Norton, Boettner turned the Wingfoot 
Express and headed back toward the city, 
maintaining an altitude of 1200 fect over 
the busy Loop. 

‘An oceasional backfire inthe engine 
prompted Wacker to make a slight adjust 
ment in the carburetors. But this was a 
minor annoyance. Otherwise, everything 
‘was going perfectly 

‘Down at Grant Park, Roger Adams was 
getting a very satisfactory series of photog- 
raphs of the dirigible in fight, 

‘As he snapped the last picture on his 
roll of film, a strange thing happened. He 
saw the Wingfoot Express seeiningly halt 
in mid-air and lurch violently. Immediate- 
ly, @ bright splotch of light appeared at 
‘one end of the gasbag. 

“Oh my God,” he gasped 
Henry Wacker was just about to in- 

se the power when he felt the airship 
shiver oddly. He looked up and saw a 
yellow shaft of flame appear near the rear 
end of the gasbag. He reacted almost with- 
‘out thought. He shouted an incempre- 
hensible warning to the others and leaped 
head-first over the side of the gondola, 
praying even in that moment that his 
flimsy cotton parachute would save him, 
YA Boctiner fel the ship shudder and 

saw flames shooting from both sides of 
the bag. For a split second, he couldn't 
believe what was before him. Then, realiz- 
ing that there was no saving the machine 
‘or its occupants, he stood up and scream= 
ed: “Over the top, everybody! It’s your 
only chance! 

As he sprang to the side of the open 
gondola, Bocttner felt the entire frame of 
the ship buelle. He leaped over and, hold 
ing on for just a moment, hung looking 
down toward the city. In’ the air below 
him he saw three opened parachutes, one 
of which was burning. He felt the searing 
hheat from the flames beginning to scorch 
his hands. Taking a deep breath, he let go. 
Ina crazy whirl of motion, he felt rather 
an saw the burning dirigible falling, 

passing only a few fect from him. Then | He felt the shock ofthe parachute opening. | 
Buck Weaver jumped just a moment | after Wacker But & flaming piece of | 

dlebris struck. is parachute and set it 
ailame. ‘Weaver began to whit) crazily, then fell Ike i rock to the buildings be: 
neath, 

Milton Norton jumped over the side sill 
sipping the plates of the pictures he had 
taken “tring the ride. His parachute | 
opened and he floated down, bewildered | 
and tered, caught by” the wind. and lumable to control the ‘diection of ‘his escent 

Hearing Boettner's warming shout, Ear Davenport sprang ‘up from his west. He | 
saw the men around hin go hurtling out into space. He tried to-follow suit, but 
somehow he had. become tangled. in the lines leading to the parachute. containers 
He strugeled in growing panic, but he was 
hopelesly saared, He could only struggle 
harder and watch with unbelieving horror 
4s the flames enveloped the jasbag over 
his head and then reached out hungely for 
the gondala in which he rode. He’ could not escape, 

Tt was just aboot closing. time in the inois Trust and Savings Bank—-4:50 Pat 
Jake Carpenter tapped Mabel Rawson play- fully as he headed for the ext. | 
Mabel was making neat stacks of the | 

papers on her desk. She waved absently 
to Jake as he passed. The late aftemoon sum slanted down through the xe: shy 
light, promising a pleasant evening ahead. 

Suddenly, a huge shadow seemed. to 
blanket the skylight. As Mabel looked up, she heard someone scream and the air way 
split by the sound of tending steel and | 
shattering glas. An mente shape came | crashing through the collin, belching 
flame in every. direction. From all sides came shouts and shrieks of pain and fear 

“God help vs! The Germnans are homb: 
ing us!" teller Barton Romel screamed. A chandelier crashed on his head, oblitrat- 
fg forever ‘his chances of knowing. for 
sure that World ‘War had not started aot 
Presets by mindless panic, Mabel 

ran toward the nearest door. Ina which 
‘of noise and motion, she saw her lover 
come sprinting toward her. Then, just as 
she reached outt to him, a blinding curtain 
cof flame descended between them and 
spread out to engulf everything. 

Jake Carpenter, being only 16 years old, 
didn't know much about death, other than | 
what he read in the papers or saw in the 
silent films. But somehow, as he heard the 
sudden grinding noise and looked around 
to see the bank foor coated with flaming 
debris, he knew he was about to die. 

‘A stout man, his face a tortured mask 
of horror, came crashing into him, crying: 
“O-mny-god, it's raining hell in here... | 

¢'s raining hell” As he fell to the Door 
‘under the impact of the man, Jake heard 
the distant wail of a fire engine. He caught 
fa fleeting glimpse of a young clerk he 
knew, face smeared with blood, stumbling, 
toward the exit with the body of a woman 
in his arms. He heard as much as saw 
people jumping out of windows, people 
pinned under falling masonry, caught in, 
gushing sheets of flame that’ seemed to. 
‘come from all sides and blanket the bank 
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floor. And in his last instant of conseious- 
ness, he saw the big, flery mass of wreck- 
age come ying, his way 

“There were only two exits throuzh which 
the panicked bank employees—150 of them 
cold leave the building. Through these 
two doors, and many second-floor windows, 
they came pouring out . . . some injured, 
others with clothing smoldering, dazed and 
shattered 

‘Within a few moments after the burning 
hulk of the Wingfoot Express had erashed 
through the skylight of the bank, 11 
people were dead, nearly 30 injured. Some 
20,000 spectators. thronged Jackson and 
La Salle to watch, as fire tucks, ambu- 
lances and then hearses arrived on the 

F the men who had bailed out of the 
Girigible, only two survived. 

Davenport was caught in the gondola 
and crashed into the roof with the buming, 
airship. 

Buck Weaver's parachute burned in mid~ 
air and the young mechanic died om im- 
pact with the skylight 

Milton Norton, the _ photographer, 
couldn't control his parachute. He was 
dashed against. the side of a building, 
broke both his leys and suffered extensive 
internal injuries, When rescuers reached 
hhim, he was still alive and, incredibly, 
still’ clutching his precious photographic 
plates in his hand. According to. news- 
Daper accounts, his last words were: “Cet 
these to the oifice . . . still time for the 
first edition,” He died the following day. 

Henry. Wacker, chief mechanie of the 
Girigible, had better luck. His parachute 
was scorched by falling debris and he 
began to spin uncontrollably. He passed 
out, was buffeted against the side of a 
building, and landed finally on a fre 

“Fake it easy, 

escape. His back was broken, but he re 
covered after lengthy hospitalization 

He had been the frst to jump from the 
Wingjoot Express. He was, in fact, the 
first-man to parachute safely from. any 
powered aircraft and as such, gained the 
Gubious honor of being the first- member 
of the now world famous Caterpillar Club. 

Jack Boettner told his own story later 
that day in these words: 
“My parachute opened perfectly. 1 had 

fallen about 75 feet when it spread out. 1 
began to drift a bit when the flaming ship 
fell past n 

“Phe worst sensation I experienced was 
after my parachute opened. 1 began slid 
ing down rapidly and, looking up, T saw 
it was beginning to bum. In an instant it 
Fegan to whirl and T went around so fast 
Teouldn’t see where I was falling. 1 kept 
whirling around inthe air until 1 hit 

“T didn't know where 1 was until T 
rolled over and discovered I was looking 
down into a street. Realizing Id fallen on 
top of a building, I beyan to look around. 
Finding a fire escape, I started down 
Te seemed a long way down the ladders 

“[ saw the erowd around the building 
where the ship had fallen. T was trying to 
Find some of the others when the detectives 
picked me up. Tt was hell about the other 
fellows.” 

When the final tally was in, 13 people 
had died and more than 30 had been 
{injured $50,000 in U.S. Government 
bonds had gone up in smoke, and prop- 
erty damage ran into the hundreds of 
thousands. Goodyear assumed full fin 
ancial responsibility for damages. 

‘ost of the men connected with the 
Aight, including Boettner and some 

officials of the Goodyear Tire & Rubber 
Company, were taken into custody by 

boy—rou still have seo hours 
before your oxygen gives out.” 

State's Atomey Hoyne and held for ques: 
tioning and possible criminal. proceedinus. 

The entire city was aroused, angry at 
the senseless tragedy. A coroner's jury be- 
gan an investigation; witnesses were called 
fand conflicting reports filled column after 
column in the local press. It soon became 
fevident that many people were at least 
pautially to blam 

Boettner was accused of recklessly per- 
forming acrobatics over the city. But wit- 
nesses’ accounts proved this an unfair 
‘necusation 

odyear was charged with failing to 
have sufficiently tested. the experimental 
La Rhones and balloonettes 

Some observers felt that the Government 
‘was at fault for forcing the company to 
test the airship under unfavorable con= 
ditions. Wrote one expert: “It was ine 
ability to get other types of engines that 
Ted the designers to use the La Rhones on 
the Wingfoot. It was direct antagonism 
fon the part of military officials that led 
the Goodyear people to build (and test) 
the Wingfoot at the White City hangar 
instead of at Akron (company headquar~ 
ters)." ‘Authorities offered many possible ex: 
planations for the disaster: ‘The rotary 
engines gave off sparks and hot oil, either 
fof which could have set the silk balloon 
allan ic electricity in the air kindled 
ity “radio currents” from the tower fur 
ished the fatal spark, The Army's Major 
Maranville, more qualified than most to 
offer an opinion, was sure that, friction 
between the silk’ balloonettes had caused, 
the disaste 

‘None of the theories was ever proven 
conclusive 

"As for the surviving members of thi 
favorable testimony by many 
Jack Boettner was formally witnesses, Charged with performing Aights that en- 

angered the lives of his passengers. But 
the case against him was @ very poor one 
‘The trial was postponed, and in the inte 
val, the bloody South Side race riots broke 
‘out in Chicago. The courts were flooded 
‘and Boettner’s trial was never re-convened. 

“The pilot remained with Goodyear as 
the company rose to a position of emi- 
hence in the field of “Tighter-than-air” craft 
in the US. Ten years after the disaster, 
when the famous Graf Zeppelin passed 
ver Cleveland on a round-the-world tonr, 
a flotilla of small US. Navy dirigibles 
accompanied it. The flagship of this escort 
fleet was piloted by John A. Boettner. 
Today, Boettner lives in retirement in 
Florida, 

‘enny Wacker, the mechanic, remained 
in the hospital for months. Once re- 

covered, he went back to work for Good. 
year. A varied and colorful career in the 
fviation industry followed, including a 
number of years as plant manager for Bell 
Aiccraft during World War TL 

Each year, on July 2st, the anniversary 
of the crash, the whitehaired Wad 
now 81, retired and living with his wife 
in Akron, Obio, hauls out the cotton para- 
Ghhite that once saved his life. He opens 
it up, looks at the bur-holes in it, lets 
it air out for a while, then folds it and 
puts it away again—memento of an en- 
counter with disaster. eee 





TRUE BOOKLENGTH 

BLONDE DOLLY: GIVEAWAY HARLOT OF AMSTERDAM 

“We are full, mein Herr.” Then a pause. 
‘Wessel braced himself. “A. room.” Then 

he fell silent and waited, What he would 
hhave done if the clerk had again re- 
fused him is hard to guess at He may 
very well have simply swallowed his 
chagrin and marched out of the place. 
But the clerk was cowed by the uniform. 
Five minutes Inter he returned, having 
ut a party of Amsterdam businessmen 
out into the street. As the rumpled 
Dutchmen came into the lobby, their eyes 
red-rimmed and theie clothes Sung hastily 
cover their bodies, they eyed Wessel sul- 
lenly. They said ‘nothing, however. 

His gaze fixed stifly before him, Wes- 
sel marched through the lobby with Dolly. 
Niemans by his side. Wessel’s face flushed. 
red. But Dolly paid no_ attention. Her 
slance was falling around her, and her red 
mouth was wet with Kp-licking, She had 
never seen anything like it: ‘such rich, 
brocade on the furniture; such a shine 
‘on the dark wood; such elegance in the 
rags; such handsome crinkling glass in 
the chandeliers above. Her rapture was 
‘evident; and when they reached the room 
Wessel had gotten for her, it increased. 
Here was, the fluffy, softasdown bed, 
the tiled bathrooms with the chromium 
Fixtures, the heavy curtains, the gilt wall- 
paper. It was much more than she had 
expected, and in a sudden burst of emo- 
tion she clasped the excited Wessel around 
the walat and cried, “Oly if you buy tis 
for me 1 will be yours 

IN time she was to leam not to make 
‘such foolish remarks, but af the moment 

she was too busy testing the delights of 
the place to care what she said. As Wes- 
sel watched, nervous and excited, she 
Gropped onto her bed, letting her’ skirt 
rise up as it would, revealing the supple, 
heart-breakingly smooth flesh of her legs 
and the rough white cloth of her under- 
clothes. “Ob,” she sighed, as if grievously 
‘wounded by her joy. “I love this $0 
much." And shortly thereafter ‘Obersturm- 
bannfuhrer Wessel got his reward. 

Tt was the only joy he was to have 
from Dolly, Four hours was all he was 
to have of her, though he did not know 
this, Still Wessel had a profound effect 
‘on Dolly Niemans and her meteoric career. 
For through him she learned the most 
important lesson of her life: she could 
get what she wanted through men. 

Dolly did not really care for money. 
Later she was to give it away by the 
‘thousands of guilders, adding to her finan- 
cial gifts an amazing devotion to old. 
people, to poetry societies, to wayward. 
sirls, to scores of other unfortunates who 
were not respected by'the main stream of 
soeiety. There was no hoarding instinet 
to her, no necessity to pile up the bank 
account, although in the end she acoom- 

Continued from page 15 

plished this, too. It was the things of 
the senses that mattered: chocolates in 
the mouth, sun on ,her handsome flesh, 
the sweet’ crush of expensive lingerie. 
under her body. It was, in the end, only 
her body that she worshipped. 

After Wessel had left her for his day's 
‘work in Amsterdam, promising to return 
that night, Dolly wandered around her 
room in the Copplemeister Hotel, feeling, 
the luxurious stuff around her. Four times 
she took showers, just for the warm, happy 
feel of water and slick soap on her skin 
So she was very clean when Colonel 
General Furst knocked at the door. 

‘She was also naked. She opened the 
door crack, ‘The General was broad- 
shouldered and beefy, running somewhat 
‘mare to fat than he liked, His head was 
ald as a bullet, but the force of com- 
mand was full in his face, He produced 
the imitation of a charming smile, “Fran- 
Jein Hepple?” His eyes ran up and down, 
her body. 

“Yes?” she asked, 
He pushed the door open and stepped 

into the room. “They did not lie about 
you, that is plain. So much the better 
for them.” Coolly he continued his 
speetion, his thumbs hooked into 
broad, shining black belt, 

She stepped back, not so much fright 
ened as curious. “I don't think we've met, 
she said. 

He laughed, sat down on the bed, and 

his 

‘The boy peered through the crack in the 
wall and saw Dolly admiring her body. 

began to untic his shoes. “That doesn't 
matter. You belong to me now. I just 
ought you from the shrimp Wessel for 
a thousand marks.” 

“And he was glad to sell me?” 
Purst grunted, kicked off his shoes and 

lay back on the bed. “OF course 1% 
But what could he do? In my amy 
hhave respect for rank” He paused, and 
put bis arms under his head. “He was 

an idiot, that Wessel. Half the people 
in the hotel saw you, OF course I heard.” 
He patted the bed. "Now come here.” 

But this was not Sebila Niemans” game 
She was either a brave woman or a fool. 
Colonel General Furst was « formidable 
rman and he was backed by an even more 
formidable force: the might of the G 
man amy. That did not help his case. 
“No,” she said, “Not yet. You must give 
me something.” 

Furst sat up, snarling 
he shouted. “Now. 

She stood still in the middle of the 
oom, her hands on her lovely hips. “No,” 
she pouted. “L must be treated with re- 
spect. My ‘body must he honored.” 

His teeth clenched, his lips twisted in 
anger, he lunged from the bed and 
grabbed her arm to pull her toward him, 
Calmly she spoke: “All right, rape me.” 

“Here, bite 

She laughed coursely. “I don't. mind. 
Only Wessel got better than that.” 

‘Chagrined, he let her go. “I didn't 
bring anything,” he granted in a surly 
way. “Tl bring something tomorrow.” 

She tipped her head in amusement, 
That is all right. Merely honor my body. 

Come.” She tumed and went into the 
bathroom. Here she stepped into the 
shower, turned on the water, and stood 
in the’ fine spray, posturing, her hands 
nnining softly over her fall-lleshed body. 
Behind her came Colonel General Furst, 
puzzled and still somewhat angry, like 
mast eyeing the porcupine which stung 
his nose. “All right,” he snapped. “What 
is this?” 

She gazed at him. “Down,” she said. 
“Down. Honor my body.” 

He stared at her uneasily. The sight of 
that handsome body made his mouth go 
dry and his limbs weak as wet noodles. 
He hesitated, and then he knelt at the 
shower, and’ stared up. “Enough?” he 
srunted, ashamed of ims 

Her eyes grew dreamy. “Closer,” 
said. “Closer.” 

“But Til get my uniform wet.” 
‘Closer,” she 

she 

‘sowenr later Colonel General Hein 
rich Furst was kneeling in the shower 

fat the foot of a. teen-ager. water 
splashed off his bullet head, cascading 
in torrents down his immaculate uniform. 
He sputtered and his half-opened mouth 
dripped water. Still he stared up, and 
still Dolly Hepple stared down, her eyes 
dreamy, the ecstasy upon her. ‘And then, 
suddenly she knelt in the shower, over- 
come by the immensity of the honor her 
body had been paid. And shortly there- 
after Colonel General Furst got his reward. 

‘The information on both Obersturm- 
bannfuhrer Wessel and Colonel General 
Furst was obtained from a Dutchman, 
Hans Heiring, who was, during the oc. 
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“1 don't want money,” Dolly told the Dutch Underground worker who tried 
cupation years, a member of the Dutch 
‘Underground, Heiring made it his business 
to leam a great deal about Blonde Dolly: 
it is possible that be knows more about 
her than anyone outside of the Amster- 
dase police. 

Hetring was a cobbler’s son, who io 
1942 was working at the trade. He was 
21 then; he had considerable courage and 
2 violent hatred of the German occupation, 
[reece 2 Bio seventy ip Ameterdan 

where he now operates a bicycle repair 
shop-a big, rawboned man with thinning. 
red. hair. He told me he'd gone to see 
Dolly a couple weeks after she had started. 
her affair with Colonel General Furst. 
Furst had moved her from Leeuwenhoven, 
to Amsterdam, where he was head- 
quartered, setting her up in a suite of 
three rooms in a large hotel and sur- 
rounding her with the goodies she so 
heartily desired. When he walked in, Hans. 
Heiring saw the incredible profusion of , 
sills and other fine cloth scattered -hap- 
hazardly around the room; the half-wasted 
bones of chocolate andthe partially 
chewed bits of scarce wartime fruit; the 
Title treasure troves of old and silver 
trinkets heaped up around on the tables; 
and of course the body of Dolly herself, 
Supine on the huge four-poster bed with 
the mattress so soft that she appeared 
half sunk into it. She was wearing only a 
negligée and was nibbling at a peach with 
her dainty white teeth, as if she did not 
s0 much want to cat it but play with it 
with her soft lips and tongue. 

Heiring was carrying a large box. under 
his arm, She gazed at him. “What do you 
want?” she asked 

“Messenger,” be cried, in a loud voice. 
“A present?” she said. She looked at 

him idly and then tamed back to the 
peach. “Put it on the floor some place,” 
She sald. 

Hee crossed the room and knelt by het 
bed. She was, surprised. “Don't disturb 
sme," she said. “Pm being happy.” 
He. set the ox on the floor. “The 

bor. is empty, Frau Hepple.” 
‘She turned to gaze at him. “A tick?” 
“Listen,” he sid. His voice, was low 

and intense. “You, I need you.” He cor- 
fected himeelf, “We need you. You must 
do something for us. Understand? Do you 
understand?” 

She tumed to gaze at him. “A, trick?” 
peach unattended ia. her hand. “Under- 
ground?” she asked politely. 

He nodded. 
“But T am not interested. Besides, what 

ean I do for you?” 
“Much,” he said. “You know General 

Furst. Will you cooperate? Answer quick- 
Ty, T dont have, much time.” 

‘She shrugged. “T-can't help.” She went 
back to the peach. “I am just a little gil, 
Thave my own interests.” 

He was growing angry. “Whore,” he 
hissed. 

“Perhaps” she said calmly. “Neverthe- 
less, Tam happy’ 

Fic tumed cold. “After the war you 
will bo shot. I will see to it personally. 
You can count on it.” His eyes were cold 
with fury. He moved to rise 

“That is long time of,” she said laz- 

fy. “Besides, if you want favors of me you 
‘must offer something in return. Isn't that 
the way things are in life?” 

His eyes narrowed and peered down 
at her as she lay on the bed. “We havo 
‘no money.” 

‘She shrugged, “I don’t want money.” 
“What then?” 
She tured to stare at him, a little of the 

dreamy excitement coming into her eyes. 
“Have you young men? Lots of them?” 

He considered. “Yes,” he sai 
“All right then, perhaps we can do 

something after all.” 
‘A payment of “young men” constituted 

pethaps the most curious offer made to a 
double-agent in World War TI, But it 
sulted Dolly, and that was all that mat- 
tered. She met them five miles outside the 
town toward Zaandam on the Noord Zoe 
Kanaal. She came on her bicycle, riding 
into the dusk of the oncoming  night— 
there was still enough of the farm git] in 
her at this time to make  five-mile bike 
ride @ matter of innocent joy. 

Hans Helring met her at the edge of a 
woods. With him, hidden in among the 
trees, were eight young men of the Un- 
derground, carrying a collection of ‘ill. 
assorted hunting weapons—ancient shot- 
guns, scrappy Leo-Enfelds left over from 
fan earlier war, even a couple of percus- 
sion cap revolvers which had hung as 
souvenirs of sailing days in Dutch houses. 

‘The eight men and the girl went into 
the thick woods and stopped under 2 
huge oak tree. The setting sun came redly 
through the spring-budding branches. 

‘Suddenly Dolly tumed. “Here,” she 
said. 

Hastily she undressed, handing her ex- 
pensive clothing piece by piece to the 
young men, who folded it carefully and 
Iaid it on the ground around. Then she 

“God!” the Nazi general moaned at the 
Dutchman, “You're trying to kill me!” 

flung herself onto the ground, resting on 
cone elbow, her head raised, staring about 
her. 

“The young men, silent and cautious, en- 
circled her. They'd been informed of what 
they had to do. Slowly they knelt in a 
circle around her. Then, bowing deep 
from the waist, they salaamed toward the 
naked woman before them, as if in deep 
Jjumility and respect. In the cold air she 

shivered. The red sun lay lightly on her 
body, making it glow with false heat. Her 
blonde hair tured golden. Her lips half- 
Dated, Her eyelids wavered in sonal 
pleasure. She murmured, “Again, again.” 
‘The young men salaamed again, and then 
a third time, and a fourth. And then.Dolly 
Niemans rose, suffused with a happy 
low, and accepted from the bemused 
men her clothing. bit by bit, after which 
she got back om her bicycle and rode back 
to_ Amsterdam. 

If the incident was an odd one, it was 
no odder than the general line of Blonde 
Dolly's career with the Dutch Under- 
ground. Sitting in his bicycle shop, his, 
Feet up on his workbench, eating a fat 
cheese and Ssh sandwich, Hans Heiring. 
told me, “I don’t think at any time she 
was really interested in her country, or 
in the war, or in anything else but that 
wonderful body of hers. She was, in a 
sway, above all the business of the war and 
the ‘rest of it. That was male business. 
Thad nothing to do with her. 

Heiring’s interpretation Is a reasonable 
fone. But a suspicion still Turks that she 
did have some feeling for her country and 
its people, for she took some chances 
for the Underground which she might 
have avoided. One concerned Colonel 
General Furst. 

‘At the beginning Heiring thought he 
could use Dolly to pump Furst for in- 
formation. But then he decided that 
Dolly might give away too much. Her 
simple, straightforward. attitudes hada 
‘eertain charm; but they were no good for 
the deviousness ways of spying. He 
conclided that, under the circumstances, 
the most satistactory event for Holland 
would be the death of Furst, who had 
had several Dutchiaen shot for minor mat- 
ters. It might teach the occupying forces 
that they should tread warily if Furst 
tumed up dead one sunny morning. The 
plan was for Dolly to lure Furst into the 
‘woods, where Heiring and others of the 
Underground would jump him. So Dolly 
approached General Furst, “Take me out,” 

e ‘am sick of being cooped up 
“What do you want to go out for?" he 

asked. “There s nothing to do that you 
cean't do better here.” 

“T just want to go out,” she insisted. 
< curtly. Whether he sus- 

pected something or whether he simply did 
hot want to be seen on the street with her 
{san open question. Probably it was the 
latter, General Furst was a man of enorm- 
‘us pride, he may have suspected. that 
people knew the humbling process he had 
to go through to keep Dolly happy, and he 
didnot want to make himself a cause for 
common gossip. 
Tie pi, fang, Helsing decided be 

‘would have to kil Furst in Dolly's hotel 
suite, Dolly protested against the idea; 
it was too risky, and besides there might 
be a struggle. “T don’t want my nice thi 
spoiled. I'don't want blood on my lovely. 
rg “TM keep the blood to a minimum,” 
Heiring promised. And so it was settled, 

He came again as a messenger boy. She 
hid him in a closet in the bedroom. All 



to buy her help. She looked at him dreamily. “4 
day he sweated in the close, hot place, 
the sweet smell of Blonde Doliy’s clothing. 
all around him, adding to his woes, Furst 
amtived at tea in the evening. “I haven't 
time for your foolishness tonight, Dolly,” 
he announced abruptly. “Take ‘off your 
clothes and let's get the business done.” 

“No,” she pouted. “Never, unless you 
hhonor me. T don't get the right feeling un- 
less you kneel to me fist.” 

“Never mind that nonsense,” he sai 
Apparently his anger was up, and he was 
Aetermined this time to get. what he 
wanted without having to pay for it. “Get 
the clothes off or I will tear them from 
your body.” He reached for her dress. 

Sullenly she pulled back. “Don't tear 
‘my, pretty dress,” she said crossly. 

“In bed then,” he snapped. 
“It will be rape,” she persisted. 
“Let it be rape.” He glanced at his 

watch. “I have already wasted too much 
time. T have an important meeting in 
half an hour. I must shower before 1 go.” 
So Dolly. acquiesced. 

In the closet Heiring was. worried, 
Uneasily he listened to the rough, grunt 

ing movements of Furst in the bed, finger 
ing the sharp-edged blade in his pocket. 
‘Then he heard Furst rite and slam into 
the bathroom, In a moment the shower 
sounded noisily 

IN&® Heise sipped from the closet, 
the sound of the water covering his 

movements. Dolly lay on the bed staring 
at him, Ske looked angry and bruised. He 
Paid her no. attention, but tiptoed across 
the room and peered through the crack in 
the bathroom door. The shower curtain 
was pulled closed. Under the bottom he 
could seo the bare feet of General Furst 
He eased the door open. The General was 
splashing around nolsily, Heiring slipped 
inside, lifted his Imife and pressed him- 
self against the wall beside the shower. 
‘Then he reached across it with his foot 
and jammed down on the toilet handle. 
‘The cold water flushed, and in the shower 
Furst let out a sudden scream as the water 
pouring across his skin tumed suddenly 
steaming hot. 

“You bitch,” he shouted,. sticking his 
head out of the curtain, 

Heiring moved. The knife blade flashed 
downward, slashing an inch deep into the 
back of Furst’s neck at a point just below 
the skull. It bumped up against Furst’ 
neckbone, turning suddenly in Heiring’s 
hand, Furst screamed and’ tumed.. Heir- 
ing slashed again, this time aiming for the 
chest. Again his accuracy was poor. The 
biade struck solidly against Furst’s breast- 
bone and snapped off short. With the force 
‘of the blow, Furst staggered back, his 
eyes wide, his mouth open. “My God, 
you're trying to kill mo,” he cried. Then 
he plunged forward, 

Heiring’s broken knife nox came to a 
short quick end three. inches from the 
handle. He slashed sidewise. Th» ragged 
steel sliced across Furst’s stomach, shred- 
ding the flesh and forcing the wind from 
his lungs. He slipped on the wet floor and 
sat down stupidly, clutching the wound 
and staring upwards at Heitiag, Hsiring 
Simply lifted his foot, driving it against the 
Generals chin, The’ man’s head snapped 

back, slammed with » thick, hammering 
sound on the edge of the shower, and then 
fell Togily onto his chest, Blood began to 
Dour out of his nose. Now Heiring began 
fo kick his head methodically as if it 
were a soccor ball, banging it so that it 
bounced each time against the tile base 
of the shower, Altera few minutes of this 
the side of the General's head was soft 
sod shape ike a desiyedindon and 
Helsing stopped. General Furst was quite 
“ee hin f Dall He wrapped him in some of Dollys 
clothing, making a fat heavy bundle. 
Dolly was cross, and she fnttered about 
Heiring as he did the job, 

‘My nice new gown,” she cried. 
But Heiring had a job to do, and he 

‘ignored her. When ‘he was finished he 
roped the body around heavily. Then he 
dragged the body to the window, set tt up 
fon a table to that it lay at window level, 
and coiled the rope around the fect. 

“TTI go now,” be stid, "Whee. you hear 
a. truck hom honk throw out the rope. And 
lean up the blood in the bathroora when 
Yyou get a chance” 

‘A half-hour later Heiring drove under 
the window with a heavy truck, borrowed 
from «Tamer ote the ct: The back 
‘was heaped up with manure, in which a 
it had been dug. He backed ‘up under 
Dolly's window to stories above. Dolly 
tossed down the loose end of rope and 
Heiring jerked the body down into the 
mandre pile and covered it over. 

Dolly watched from the window, “Ashes 
to ashes.” she murmured, and “dust to 
dust” 

‘One wonders which Dolly savored more: 
the death of « hated Nazi general of her 
chance to indulge in a Biblical quotation 
bout it. She probably enjoyed both, Gen. 
ral Furst had had habit of pinching 
heer. She didnot inind the pain, but she 
did’ not lke her body braised. And her 
love for the “poctic” was possibly another 
aspect of this same sensuality 

For the ext several months Dolly 
scavenged, Suocess came carly. She sat in 
the hotel bar drinking a Vermouth Cassis 
for a half-hour every evening around six 
Somebody always showed upr sometimes 
Duteh collaborator who had money, some. 
times a. visting. businessman from Ger 
‘many, bot most often one. of Hil (woop 

“This was one of Dolly’s happiest periods, 
but sill it went a litle against her grain, 
She did not like to have to go out after 
her men; she preferred to remain in het 
room and let the men come to her, bear 
ing. gifts 

122 bet taste for ancient tents at this 
time encompassed a certain Greek 

myth as well the Bible, she might have 
been forwamed against Paul Laniel, who 
did bear her giftsbut they were of the 
Trojan variety and almost destroyed her. 

Paul Laniel was a French callaborateur, 
later to be executed by his own country 
men for the murder of Resistance fighters 
His crimes were made public in 1945, 
and it is now known that Blonde Dolly 
figured only briefly in what was a sordid, 
half-insane life, 

In November, 1942, when he met Dolly, 

want your young men.” 
Laniel was just 22a pale, Sne-boned 
aristocrat who looked like a poet or a 
painter, but was actually the sort of con- 
fused personality whom psychologists call 
sado-masochist. He loved to wound small, 
helpless things. And he loved to be hurt 
in return 5 

He met Dolly in an Amsterdam cafe 
‘The Nazis allowed him his offical laissez 
passer in return. for informing on his 
countrymen, which Laniel was willing to 
do provided he was permitted to observe 
through a secret window the torturings 
which inevitably followed. 
Wi be offered to take Dally home 

she allowed him. He spoke easily of 
Beethoven and Rembrandt and was, she 
thought, the first “nice boy” she'd met. 
They went to her roam. A fine dew of 
sweat on his pale brow, Laniel paced nery- 
ously, smoked cigarettes and watched Dolly 
tundress. Suddenly he turned to her. “May 
beat you with my belt?” he said politely. 
“TIL pay well.” 

She stared at him. “No, I don't think 
aohig ibook his ead. “Ie is no good if 1 

She shrugged. “I don’t lke my body 
bruised,” she said. “It makes me angry 
to have marks on it” He. nodded and went on smoking, the cigarette dangling from his full lips. “But you can watch 
‘me shower if you like,” she said. 

He nodded vaguely. Naked bodies 
‘meant nothing to Paul Laniel. He wanted 
something more. Confused, he stood by 
the shower, watching her lave her soft, 
warm flesh: When she was finished, she 
scrutinized him, and the dreamy look came 
into her eyes. “Lie down,” she said, “on 
the floor.” 

He hesitated, then he lay on the water- 
soaked tiles where not long before General 
Furt had had his brains kicked out. 
Imperiously Dolly stepped forth from the 
shower. Standing on his supine body she 
towelled herself carefully. He neither 
‘wiggled nor cried out. Quiet and humbled, 
hhe lay. still, enjoying the humility of his 
Position. When she had finished towelling 
she simply walked down along his body 
and into the bedroom. She said nothing; 
nor did he speak. Rising on hands and 
knees he crawled after her and thea lay 
at her feet as she sat on the bed. She put 
hher feet on his back, and thus standing, 
dressed herself in her frosted-white night- 
gown. Then she lay on the bed, “Kneel 
beside me,” she murmured sleepily. “With 
Your arms outstretched over me.” Then 
she closed her eyes and went to sleep. 

For two hours he knelt beside her, his 
arms held out before him, The effort was 
‘exenuciating. His muscles were agonized, 
and his lips raw from his teeth where he 
hhad bitten through them. All. the while 
Dolly lay asleep and oblivious of the tor- 
ture the young man was enduring for her. 

Then suddenly he collapsed beside her. 
When she awoke he was lying still awa 
staring at her, a happy smile on his face. 
“I want to stay with you always,” he 
whispered intensely 

She nodded. “You're a nice boy,” she 
sald, 

‘They were, in their curious way, suited 
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to each other. He brought her things; any- 
thiog she asked for she could have. He 
moved her ont of the Amsterdam hotel, 
took her to Deauville on the French ivi: 
cra and installed her in a small estate be- 
longing to his family. Through his Ger- 
man connections he got her a car and a 
chauffeur, He brought her beautifal linens 
and jewelry. Once he had_an enormous 
cake baked in the shape of a small hed, 
It was covered thick with rich white feing 
‘and clustered with roses from which the 
thorns had been carefully picked. He pnt 
it under the shade of the grape arbor 
and had her lie down in the sticky mess 
tfter which he poured several quarts of 
champagne over her. Afterwards Dolly 
hhad the ruined cake eut into small pieces 
and handed around to. the children of 
Deauville, 

‘She spent a year in Deauville, and then 
the war began to draw to a close, By 1943 
Paul Laniel found his German connections 
failing him. Things were tight; a strange, 
useless, emotionally wounded young man 
like Laniel might have been amusi 
when times were flush, "but when his 
money ran ont, he became increasingly 
more irritating. He came to Dolly in des- 
peration, “T need money. You have to 
get me money.” 
S = shyeved 

money?" 
“Sell yourself. ‘That is not new to you.” 
T have never sold myself for money,” 

she said, “I give myself to men who will 
offer me things for my body.” 

Laniel was not unintelligent. He began 
to move throngh the German command 
circles, making his pitch. He would sup- 
ply a marvelous girl. Money was not in: 
volved, only gifts, He did not make his 
method exactly clear to Dolly. He simply. 
told her that since he could no longer 
treat her with the high honor she de- 
manded, he was sending her men who 
could, A steady stream of German of- 
ficers came to her. 

But as the months of 1944 rolled away, 
the Germans rolled away with it, One day 
they were simply gone from Deauville and 
British tanks were clanking heavily in the 
strects, White-faced and trembling, Paul 
Laniel stood at the window fearstricken, 
whimpering over and over, “But, they 
inustn't find me, Dolly, they’ mustn't find 

‘Dolly lay on a blue chaise lounge in a 
bathing suit, before the open French door, 
letting the ‘summer sun warm her body. 
"You should go to Paris and hide, Paul” 

she sd nonamitally, “You are ton ob 
vious here, Everyone knows you've heen 
Playing with the Germans.” 

He stared at her in a state of shock. 
So have you. We must both go to Paris.” 
‘She shook her head. “I don't want to 

x0. 
“They'll shoot you, just as they are 

going to shoot me,” he said gloomily. 
‘She smiled. “I don’t think s0,” she said 

uietly 
‘The British officer camé only seven 

hhouts after his battallion had taken over 
the fown, ‘The outfit was the 7th Scotch 
Guards. Te had ought south through, 

“Where would I get 

France, sweeping down through Toulouse: 
‘and Montpelier to cut the “Germans off 
from the sea. The men had fought hard. 
They were dirty and they were tired, and 
they were in no mood to take back tall 
from anybody. 

‘The British officer made this plain. He 
‘was Major John. Culleott-Kinney. cousin, 
by marriage of the Duke of Herfortshire, 
cousin of the Duke of Ayre. A tall, thin 
young man with a sandy mustache, he 
managed, even in the worst of the fighting, 
to have a press in his trousers and a 
clean shirt overy dav. 

He stood in the French doors, gazing. 
at Dolly as she lay in the sun, her blue 
ihathing suit unzipped and folded back 
so that she could tan all over. “Where's 
the man?” he said curty. 

She’ shrugged. “I don't know.” She 
gazed at him curiously but did not rise 
from the sofa 

Major Cullcott-Kinney gestured to the 
corporal behind him, “Take some men 
tnd search the place.” He turned back to 
Dolly. “You're not French,” he said 

“Dutch,” she said. 
‘And you traded with the Germans 

without compunetion.”” 
“[ have only one commodity to. sell. T 

hhave to take it into the marketplace. 1 
cannot help it if only the Germans could, 
afford to buy. 

“The Major eyed her narrowly. “Many 
‘others went hungry instead. Get on your 
feet, you slut, You're my prisoner.” 

But instead of standing she rolled up 
and knelt on the chaise lounge. Her blonde 
hhair cascaded down across her bare shoul- 
ders, and her bathing suit fell away to 
her waist, allowing her firm, full. breasts 
to rise through the mass of shimmering 
hair. Her belly, sofly curving, hugged 
the line of her bathing suit where it 
stopped abruptly at her hip-line, She 
grinned. “Come, Major, arrest me.” She 
held out her h 

“I say there,” CulleottKinney began, 
“Put on some clothes. You look disgusting.” 

She sprawled forward on the bed, her 
rump upraised, her chin in her hands. "Dis 
gusting? What a strange idea,” she said. 
Her eyes flashed, Thea suddenly she rose 
from the bed and kicked of the bathing 
suit, For a moment, her hands clasped 
‘over her head, her ince bent to let her 
hips swing in a slow gentle arc, she faced 
him, smiling lightly. Then she turned and 
walked away. “Il be up in the master 
edroom when you want me,” she said. 
Helplessly, Culleott-Kinney could only. 
watch her walk away. 

She was finally arrested. But not before 
she committed one more extraordinary act 
that cost Major Culleott-Kinney his major- 
ity. Odd as they seein, the facts of the 
matter vare indisputable. Testimony on 
record at the station house at Dea 
for the date of August 7th, 1944 is full 
and complete. Tt went something like 
this 

The British found Paul Laniel immedi- 
ately, hiding in the steam laundry in the 
basement of his Deauville estate. He 
clawed with his fingernails at the troops 
who dragged him up the stairs and 
through his own parlor. He stopped shriek- 

ing only when he caught sight of Culleott- 
ney standing bemused by a vacant 

chaise lounge. 
His pale face grew ferretlike under a 

fim of sweat. "Major, you mustn't forget 
to arrest the woman, too. I'll let them 
know.” His voioe rose in pitch to a scream, 
“Till tell on you, Major, Yl tell on you.” 
‘Thea the soldiers dragged him away, and 
Maior Culleott-Kinney went upstairs, 

He found Dolly lying on her bed,” en- 
tirely naked, her chin cupped in her 
hands, watching the disappearance of Paul 
Laniel through a window. “Poor, Paul,” 
she murmnred sympathetically, “he 
sways chooses the losers.” 

Culleott-Kinney stared down at her 
round, curving form, “T suggest that you 
too chose the losers 

‘She turned over on her back and stared 
up at him. "Oh no,” she said, “The win- 
ners chose ine.” She smiled. “To the vic- 
tors helong the spoils.” She raised one lex 
and stroked it affectionately. “Tam the 
spoils.” 

‘Angry with himself, Major Culleott- 
Kinney crossed the room and slammed the 
‘window shut. Then, tight-lipped he began, 
scooping up all of Dolly's clothing that 
lay scattered about the room. He strode 
to the door and dumped it in the hall 
‘Then he turned on her. “Til attend to you 
this evening.” He pulled the door closed 
and locked it. Behind him he could hear 
to his shame Dolly's tnkding laughter. 

It is not precisely clear how the Amer 
ean Captain James Spoke got involved. 
Spoke was attached to the 7th Scotch 
Guards as liaison. All that is known is 
that he and Culloott-Kinney were friend- 
ly. From a close reading of the Deauville 
testimony it appears that Kinney was at- 
tempting to protect Spoke, 

Tn any case, Cullcott-Kinney and Spoke 
went back to the chatean at evening. 
Dolly Tay on the bed as they had left 
her, the soft warm sun falling through 
the’ net-spread she bad covered herself 
with, lighting her skin to a golden brown. 
She looked up when they came in. “I'm 
Inungry,” she said. 

Spoke stared at her and whistled. 
going. to arrest her, Major 

Chilleott-Kinney stroked his little mus- 
tache, “Not at the moment,” he said 

‘a heap of expensive canned goods, 
sant, ham, cavisr and other things 

Which neither of the officers had seen for 
some months. ‘They got gloriously drunk. 
‘Twilight thickened. They took Dolly oat 
on the back lawn, where she lolled nude on 
the grass. The officers amused. themselves 
by spitting mouthfuls of champagne on 
Ther naked flesh and making drunken sug- 
gestions, As the sun began to go down, the 
inevitable moment of truth arose, Dolly 
stood 1p. “But, gentlemen,” she smiled in- 
nocently, “which of you has precedence?” 

"The Major, of course,” Captain Spoke 
quickly. 

“Don't be absurd, Captain,” Cullcott 
Kinney murmured. “I defer to England's 
coldest friend and noblest ally.” 

Dolly shrugged. Then she began to 
saunter slowly across the broad expanse 

Terre 2 gamma in the cellar, and 
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Money began to interest Dolly greatly in 1950. So she invited several 



of twilight lawa. “On your marks, gentle- 
‘men,” she cast over her shoulder. 

Laughing, the two officers crouched 
down on the turf in the imitation of a 
runner's posture. “Get set,” Dolly shouted. 
‘The two men raised up’ to charge from 
the mark, 

“Gol” she cried triomphantly, spreading 
hor arms wide to bare her body to them. 
‘The men rose up to run, And then from 
the brush st the ond of the yard there 
came up a tremendous shout, and out on- 
to the grass staggered a half-dozen 
drunken tommies, cheering wildly for the 
Major. 

‘That was when the British M.P’s, the 
headlights of thelr motorcycles cutting 
across the nude woman, the running 
laughing officers and the’ giggling tom- 
ties, roared onto the lawn. 

The war ended there and then for 
Dolly Niemans. The trial that followed, in 
which Paul Laniel alternately screamed 
vilifontion on Dolly and sobbed out his 
penitencetaking the blame for every- 
thing—was half-farce, half-tragedy. What 
saved Dolly was a telegram sent by Ma- 
jor Gullcott-Kinney, who had a stake in 
hher innocence of ° collaborationism, _ to 
British intelligence in Amsterdam. ‘The 
wire he received in return read: UNDER- 
GROUND FORCES HERE STATE 
DOLLY NIEMANS INSTRUMENTAL 
IN KILLING OF GEN. HEINRICH 
FURST. RECOMMEND CLEMENCY. 
‘That did the trick. Nobody wanted to 
hang Dolly very much, anyway. 

‘The devious thread of Dolly Niemans’ 
course toward the Amsterdam morgue 
fades at this point. There is some evi- 
dence that she carried her trade to Paris, 
and again to Belgium, 

By the summer of 1945 Dolly was 
definitely back at her old stand in Ams- 
terdam. Despite the incidents in France, 
hher reputation was solid. She was whis- 
ppered to have been the “war's greatest 
female spy.” an Underground leader, 
courier for the British, and a lot of other 
things which were simply not true. Truth) 
didn’t matter. Men loved her as an_exclt- 
ing woman, and built up her reputation on 
very little, whenever necessary. 

Through the next four years Dolly 
amassed a good deal of money. The full 
listing of her assets, as revealed on her 
doath, show that in August of 1950 she 
purchased some $18,000 worth of Swiss 
government bonds, along with a balf-share 
in-a chain of supermarkets, This marked 
1 change in her attitude. She had not no- 
ticeably cared for money before. Now she 
apparently grew enough concerned about 
it to invest in relatively stable securities, 
as if she felt old age would soon be 
‘upon her. Yet in 1950, she was still only. 
22 years old. 

‘ower began to interest her even more 
the next year. She bought a house on 

Stadhouderskade on. the Singel Gracht 
Canal, renting out the ground level and 
Keeping for herself a sis-room sulte on 
the second Moor. This she filed with 
Gulf. The furniture ran to long sofas and 
large beds, for Dolly never stood when 
she. could ‘sit, and never sat when she 
could lie down. Rich-finited carpets, thick 

Perched on « board carried hy four masked men, Dolly handed out boxes 
to her 

fas a grass lawn, ran wall to wall in all 

All of this cost_money. Nonetheless, 
Dolly was loathe to make a true profes 
slonal of herself, She insisted on calling 
herself a “kept woman,” even though 
some of her keepers could only manage 
‘two days at a time. She was not—s0 she 
Ibelleved herself—a prostitute, 

‘And so she arranged the first of a 
series of what an American might call 
“box luncheons.” Tendering engraved in- 
vitations to a select group of local business- 
men, int ‘with visitors from as 
for away as Canada and Australia, she 
collected together a dozen men at a time. 
The table was set lavishly with pressed 
duck a orange, and the champagne was, 
Asst class. ‘The men were ushered into 
the dining room by maids dressed solely, 
in abort red dresses which came well 
above the knee, dainty shoes with bells 
‘on the toes, and nothing above the waist. 
Vastly to the suprise of the guests—a 
distinguished company, and dressed to the 
nines—the hostess did ‘not at fist appear. 
At the invitation of the maids, the men 
‘overcame their mystification and began to 
eat_and drink. ‘The champagne went 
round, followed by the marvelous dinner, 
‘Amnangnac brandy and clear Havana, 
cigars, Life took on a. rosy glow—rosy 
enough, as the astate Dolly knew, to pre- 
‘vent her guests from worrying much about 
the morrow. 

‘Then, when the glow was at its height, 
she suddenly appeared. She was wrapped 
in a sigele plece of sheer pink silk ten feet 
long. It was pulled tight around her 
body, marking cach sweet curve ond 
thrust of flesh. She was lying on a long, 
light bed, carried by four masked men, 
and around her, heaped up on her flesh, 
was a vast variety of the fruit she loved 
so much: Riviera pears, succulent peaches, 
clusters of red and white grapes. Like 
tray of goodies she was passed around 

cleats, The man who filled one with’ money would win her. 

‘the room, so that the men could each se- 
lect a bit of dessert fruit, and_not-so- 
incidentally get a good close look at. the 
stunning woman it surrounded. ‘Then, 
‘when the men had each had his turn, she 
clapped her hands. The malds moved 
rapidly among the guests, distributing 
small wooden bores, each carefully worked 
with mother-of-peatl inlay, 

“Gentlemen,” Dolly announced, “we 
will play a little game. Each of you will 
place something of value in the boxes— 
if you choose, of course. How much you 
care to offer in homage to my body is 
your decision. Remember, generosity will 
‘be rewarded. The most generous among, 
you is iavited to spend « week with me. 
The next in order shall have three days. 
The third shall have @ night. The rest— 
ah well, there will always be another 
time. And now I leave you to your brandy 
and clgars. Good evening, “gentlemen.” 
‘And her bearers swept her from the room, 

‘As a money-gathering device, nothing 
could have been more suocessful, To the 
lure of sex Dolly had added the after- 
glow of a fine meal and the -gambler's 
excitement of the bet. Oddly, the losers 
never seemed to mind what it had cost 
Ti bo lunches supplied Blonde Dolly 

with funds to indulge not only her body 
‘but her soul. Beginning in 1950-1951, 
she made periodic visits to Amsterdam's, 
homes for the aged, bringing with ber 
baskets of food left over from the previous 
nights’ orgies and a minor talent for 
singing hymns. Though her means of 
livelihood were well known to the Dutch. 
press, reporters simply ignored recording 
it. She was, to them and thousands of 
teary readers, Amsterdam's “fairy god- 
mother"—a young mystery-girl who brought 
succor to the indigent. 

‘Her: patronage of local poetry societies 
ako date from this period. Six slender 
volumes of verse~all composed by young 

wealthy men to her home for a series of what she called “box lunches.” 
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After a riotous week with Van Hooven, she finally told him what payment 

men between the ages of 19 and 24— 
bear the imprint of Dolly Publishers, Inc., 
and can still be found in the city’s public 
libraries. Dutch printers, suddenly brought 
{into the limelight after Dolly's murder, 
told reporters she had footed the entire 
Bill for the publication of these books, 
at an estimated cost of $15,000 each. To 
‘8 man, all critics have labeled the poetry 
as “worthless.” A sample of their tiles: 
Homage To Sebila, Garland For A God- 
dess, Queen Of Ai And Darkness, etc. 

“Meanwhile, the grosser part of Dolly 
continued to feed on the “lunches” brought 
to her by the less artistically endowed 
Dusinessmen at the house on Stadhouder- 
skade. But there were problems. Occasion 
‘lly, there was a poor sport among. the 
losers. One of these was Piet Van Hooven, 
‘a not overly bright small-time Belgian 
shipping magnate. Thin, long-nosed, red- 

ced from a diet of alcohol, he was usu- 
ly nervous and unhappy. He never 

missed one of Dolly’s dinners when he 
could avoid it, and he never won. Ap- 
parently a weak strain in him prevented 
‘him ever from being quite lavish enough 

Dolly was hardly ever aware of him. 
She had seen him, of course; but only for 
those brief moments when she was carried 
‘about on the fruit tray. She was surprised, 
then, when he walked into her apartment 
fone day in the fall of 1952, brushing. past 
the maid who was attempting to keep him. 
‘out, His eyes were red-rimmed, and he 
hhad been drinking considerably. 

x greeted him from the sofa where 
she had been drowsing in the sun in a 

ight neglizee. “Captain Van Hooven,” she 
said sleepily. “I'm resting now.’ 

He trembled when he spoke. “I insist 
fon, seeing. you.” 

“Not now, not now,” she murmured, 
brushing at’a fly buzzing around her. 

“No.” He was adamant, but plainly 
seared of his own boldness. 

‘She sat up. “All right, what is it?” she 
said crossly, She was angry at having her 
doze disturbed. 

“I<you owe me something,” he said. 
“on?” 
“Ym going broke. I” He looked wild- 

ly around the room. "My company is do- 
ing badly. T've spent more than 20,000 
guilders on you, and T have nothing for 
it, Here.” He shoved toward her a serap 
‘of paper_on which were written some 
illegible Agures totalling 22,400 guilders— 
some $4,000 in American money. 

‘She brushed the paper away. “So. You 
played the game, you lost. You must 
fither bet higher or stop gambling.” 

He shook his head wildly. “There is to 
be no more next time. My company is 
sinking. In a month T will be ruined. And 
$0 you must give me something for my 
‘money. One night,” he cried desperately, 
“One night is all { ask. I beg it of you.” 
He fell on his knees before her, his hands 
clutched together, his eyes pleading. ‘Then 
his voice dropped to. a whisper. “Tl Kill 
myelff you dont. And TT il you, to, 
T swear I will.” 

“Stand up and take it like a man,” she 
said. querulously. 

He bowed his head. “Iam no longer a 
man.” And then he added irrationally, “I 
think I will Ioll myself anyway. 

‘She had to get him out of the house, 
that was plain. And a queer, curious 
thought was clutching at her, a thought 
that made anything else that had happened 
to her seem pretty. Her voice got throaty, 
and she fingered the edge of her neglige 
"You say you will kill yourself anyway?” 

His head was still bowed. “I think so. 
I think perhaps I will.” 

“Would you sacrifice yourself, really, 
for my body?” There was an odd, strained 
curiosity in her voice. 

'He noted it, and looked up. “Yes,” he 
whispered harshly. “Yes.” 

‘She reached out her hand. “For that 
I will give you a week. And then— But 
you must promise. 

Tt was an extraordinary week for both 
‘of them. According to the testimony of 
fone of the maids, both appeared to be 
in a state of high ecstasy. Neither she 

All that night, Laniel had to kneel with his arms extended over Dolly's 
Sleeping body. His agony was excruciati (¢ but the radistic harlot was pleased. 

nor Van Hooven slept more than a few 
hhours at a time. They drank champagne 
and brandy continuously, and they ate at 
curious hours. Dolly paid for everything. 
‘The maid thought at the time that this, 
was unlike her mistress, but she said noth- 
ing. Sometimes, when she came into,clean 
‘a room she would find Van Hooveh, his 
eyes deep-circled, sitting in a_ stupor, 
staring at Dolly's naked body, while Dolly 
lay on the bed, occasionally’ turning her 
head to look at him in an odd way. 

vuninc this time Van Hooven’s family 
in Brussels was frantically begging po- 

lice to find him, They knew of the failing 
business. They suspected that he had al- 
ready killed himself, or had perhaps had 
a nervous breakdown and run off. And 
even as police tracked him down, time 
was drawing to a close. 

"At the end of the week Dolly called 
her L0.U. In a black Mercedes which 
Dolly rented, they drove out into the 
‘countryside around Muiden, to the east 
ff the city. In a fever of excitement they 
went together into a woods. There, while 
Dolly lay on the ground. beneath the 
tee, her hands trembling, her eyes half 
closed in intense pleasure, Van Hooven, 
hung himself from a high branch. For 
fifteen minutes Dolly watched his body 
dangle in the breeze above her; then the 
‘wind chilled her, and she went home. 

‘The death of Van Hooven was ticked 
off as an ordinary business suicide. It 
was not unfll much later that the real 
story came out. But there was one man 
who guessed at it 

His name was Walthau Boorkman. He 
was German by descent, Dutch by prefer- 
fence. A short, stubby man, with coarse 
black hair and a thick bull-like body, he 
spoke very little. He worked es janitor 
in Dolly’s building, carrying out the ashes, 
‘and scrubbing down the hails. He was, as 
it tuned out Tater, almost totally iliterate 
beyond writing "his name in a thick, 
childish serawl and reading a few simple 
ireetions, At Dolly’s inguest, when the 
‘coroner offered him a newspaper, he 
‘could manage to make out only a few of 
the headlines. The papers spoke of him 
as “The Beast Boerkman.” But that had. 
‘mostly to do with his looks, There ap- 
peared to be in him a strain of gentle- 
ness that can only be called perverse. 

From time to time he and Dolly saw 
each other in the halls or on the side- 
walk, Dolly began tipping him something, 
extra to come in during his spare time 
‘and do odd jobs for her: carrying out 
the trash (a vast amount of which always 
seemed to accumulate in her apartment), 
and doing heavy lifting when she wanted 
to rearrange the furniture, something she 
hhad the usual feminine penchant for. In 
time they became friendly. He called her 
Miss Dolly, and she called him Walthau, 
‘and sometimes she would let him come 
into the living room and drink a cup of 
coffee laced with brandy with her. Curi- 
ously, Dolly appears never to have de- 
manded anything of him, nor he of her. 

‘On the evening of January 6th, 1953 or 
thereabouts, the following conversation 
took place. The date cannot be ascertained 
exactly, because Boerkman, unable to 



was due her. She wanted to watch the ban 
Yea never wit ext sbont bis dates, was lying in bed, eating aspirin for lord St bored with things, i,” she. said. “Tell rie something: interesting to do.” 

‘He shrugged. “Maybe you better get «. opened good man, Miss Dolly. Never mind these bad fellows.” 
She laughed. “It isn't a good man 1 ‘need, its & bad one—a really bad one.” He shook his head solemnly. “That's not good, Miss Dolly. You have bed ones be- fore. They get_you in. trouble” He paused. “Like Van Hoven.” Her eyes opened suddenly wide. The Van Hooven business had been months before. “What do you Inow about Van Hooven, Walthau?” she demanded. He shrotged. “He was not good for you, Miss Dolly.” ‘She sat up in bed. “What do you know shout him?” she demanded. 

he would say nothing more except that Van Hooven had “not bees caceit for her, The incident was closed, at least in theory. Dolly, however, should have een more conscious of Walthau Boerke man’s concem for her. It was to matter 4 great deal. 
Nonetheless, business continued. It be- ‘came 1954, and then 1955. Several things Were happening to Dolly. For one thing, she was beginning to show the frst sige of physical decay. There was nothing, of course, that was a drastic problem, She ‘was only in her mid-twenties. But she had done no physical work for years. She had drunk a lot of champagne, she had eaten alot of rich food, and she had known a lot of men, Pictures of her of this period show jnst the faint beginnings of creases at the neck and around the eyes. 

BB mee than physical decay was her ‘emotional decay. No longer, itis obvi- ‘ous, was she interested in money solely as ‘an object of honor for her body. The pow. erful clutch of greed had begun to grasp, at her entrails. She was beginning to watch pennies, to grow quenilous ‘with ruaids if they wasted a few cent worth of liquor. She was socking her money away, via Swiss brokers who did not care to ask where she got it. In a sense she was growing jaded. She needed more ex. itement, she needed more thrills In a ‘way it was too bad that the Van Hooven incident had come so early in her career, It left her dissatisfied with other men, Nonetheless, she tried. There was’ the money-plling incident, for one, This ine volved 2 patr of business partners, broth ers, who had best be called here the Mears. Schmidt. ‘They were bachelors, men in their forties, and they had made 4 nice thing of « tulip bulb export house, ‘They were introduced to Dolly, and they began visting her, always at a. team. were prosperous, balding, slightly fat, always ‘mmaculately dressed, and hailfellows-well-met in the beer halls. Undemeath, however, they were timid about women. They appeared afraid to see Dolly alone. 
To Dolly's chagtin, they were also tighte fisted. Tt ammoyed her that they should sit around her apartment, eating her food, and offering only small, earefully calculated. 

gums for her favors, which she dispensed Jn a brief and hurvied. manner. Ske do- termined to. get something, from thon, Therefore, when nett. they vised. she carefully ancinted her body with perfumes, 
some choice champagne, and 
‘bottle of brandy onto the table 

beside the glasses. When they entered she Poured the champagne. With her body hiding her actions, she splashed a little of the brandy in the bottom of the lasses, Then she, weat to work to. bring’ they to a fever pitch. Plying the brandy splocd champagne, she danced around the room Jn slow langorous movements, gredually shedding her clothes, From time’ to tine she whisked her lovely body close against them, and then polled away. “A special treat, fellows,” she cried gaily. “We will have a special tent, and only for conte” “That's all?” the delighted brothers sasped, in astonished joy, 
“That's all,” she said, “A simple thing. You have merely to bury me in cons. The J shall be yours to share for the night.” ‘he brothers Semi rushed out totum a few guilder into cents, Avd Dally pro. 

Pared herself. The Dutch cent is worth about & quarter of the American owe it takes thousands of them to mun to" any ind of "money: 40,000, “for example, amounts only to a hundred dollars. ‘This the Brothers Schmidt. Inew. 
Tilo? sap ater tae ee aking sharp kitchen knife, sho Tipp a small hole in it, which passed through {oto the springs aod then on ont belee ‘Under the hole she laid a blanket, to dlesden the sound. The fringe aroued! the 
peat edge would safely cover the blanket 

The she lay down. Shortly the brothers returned, caning « basket of cents, per 
haps $20 worth. “Pour it over me,” she shouted. Haprily they did so. ‘The. coins showered down over her, "More" ahe shouted. “But have = drink fist" 
‘They did; and then they went for more coins. Tt was only the second ‘of many, many trips. Exhausted aad sweating, thoy logged the blanket of coins up to the apartment and dumped it over hee naked 

body. When they went for another tip Dolly simply swept what they had brought through the hole in the sofa, Befuddied, they lavished 500 guilder on her before. she took pity on them; and then, so tired they fall imo s drunken slesp 
svea before they could enjoy their re- 

‘Up until this poiet Dolly had always ld for what the eecied Bat she was now beginning to ‘only the tease scted her, only bringing some pein and deep humility to er men could satefy het shuttonous need for sensation, “She. ine 
games: gambling games, with the dice loaded. against her’ men; drinking games, in which the winner invariably ‘was too drunk to mako use of his victory, physical exertions which made fet bust nessmen look foolish and grow weak in her sight. 

The ream of the jest, however, was a stunt she performed with a visiting Amex: jean industrialist with an interest io balk bearings, and his German cotnterpert, The ‘two gentlemen, whom we shall call An: 

krupt financier hang himself 
derson and Wemer, visited Dolly’s at the ‘behest of the German, Werner, who. was ansious to show his visitor a good tine. Dolly welcomed them in,. delighted. -She yawned and stretched. “T’ feel expensive ‘tonight, gentlemen. But I suppose the ex. pense accounts will take care af it?” ‘Wemer, grey-haired and somewhat port- 
y, glanced at Anderson, whose steel. 
Fimomed spectacles quivered at the end of hhis nose as he watched the unfettered 
breasts of Dolly dance under her light 

weath dress. “Perhaps your expense ac- counts will cover some of this?” he tld ‘Anderson nodded. He was not to be de- 
nied what he could see. 

She (sent them out then for guilder notes, “Lots of them, hundreds of the,” sho crled. “And some pearls, I think. They needn't be large ones, since we are going to Bw the sey ‘ 
Feeling foolish, the men went out. In 

fan hour they retumed with « thousend fuller notes which they, curied me ‘Wwastepaper basket, and a glittering hand- 
ful of pearl me and various other 
baubles, perhaps worth $500, “Now. 
what?” Anderson muttered sheepishly. 

Dolly gestured grandly. “You, are my 
dogs,” she said. “Leave the gifts on that side of the room. When I call for them, 
you may bring them to me.” 

Anderson started to protest. She cut hhim short: “As you wish,” she said. “But—" 
Rapidly she fung the drass over her head 
and stood before them naked except for 
her white filled panties. Anderson's re- 
sistance collapsed. 

Embarrassed and feeling inordinately silly, the two wealthy industtalists backed across the room and fell on thelr hand 
and knees. Dolly moved to the window. “Bark,” sho cried. “Let's see if you've got the spirit 

They barked softly. “Louder. Come, 
gentlemen, you can do better than that” 
The men began to bay furiously. When 
they showed signs of slackening Dolly 
merely switched her hips and they picked 
‘up the volume again, “Now,” she cried. 
aaily, “fetch.” 
Jndenoe reached his hod into, the 

‘money, and began to take same out. “No, 
no. You are dogs. With your mouths, like 
good doggies. That's right, fetch.” 
22,2 Bnliated: and sventing, the 

to men began to emi across the 
foor, chtching money and jewels in their mouths. When they reached Dolly at the window she patted them ‘kindly’ on the 
heads, took up the valuables, and. then 
leaned out the window. “Hey down there” 
she cried, “here it fs.” And she began 
flinging the money into the streets, 
The quietness of the Stadhouderskade 

was shattered. Men ran, olutching, geab- 
bing for the money floating through the 
air. As fast as the “dogs” could. shale toward her, anguished at the sight of theie money thas wasted, Dolly thing the bills 
into the street. And then she made her 
master stroke, Moving her lovely. profle to the window so that the full. ripeness of her breasts, helfcovered by her long shimmering blonde hair was plainly visible, she shouted, “The man who brings me up the most money was me for night. cc 



In the room the men were still on their 
hands and knees shuffling wearlly across 
‘the floor when the cops came. 

So there was, then, another arrest for 
disturbing the peace, and the story, of 
‘course, got into the newspapers. Not all 
‘of it: there was no intention to embarrass 
the visiting industrialists, who after all 
were throwing good money into the coun- 
tuy; but some got in, and any reporter for 
the Amsterdam papers can tell you the 
rest. Dolly was not reticent about the affair, 
which she considered a magnifcent joke 

By such anties as these Dolly managed 
to keep herself out of the common prosti- 
tute class almost until 1057. She made 
money; she did not absolutely have to 
sive herself to anyone. In fact, according, 
to the Uist of her assets for March 19, 
1957 she was worth something approxi: 
‘mating $100,000. This sounds, of course, 
like a great deal of money; but Dolly was 
living on the income from the investments. 
Her broker says, “She was acutely, almost 
painfully conscious of the necessity of 
piling up her money while she could. 
[Loczns over her stock purchases for the 

years following 1955, one can see 
how wildly she was scrambling. In 1956, 
for example, she saved $20,000. Since she 
‘was probably spending at least that much 
‘year, it is plain that her income was 
in the higher levels. 

‘And she was working harder’ for it. 
She was no longer a svelte young. girl 
‘At 28, with ten years of heavy living be- 
hind her, she was resorting more and 
more to.face creams and low calory diets. 
She never had much Ick. Dolly's pleasure 
was to Indulge her body; the indulgence 
was beginning to show. 

‘Then, on April 6, 1957, Hans Weil 
ccame into her nest. Weil was something. 
of a mystery man in Amsterdam. He had 
plenty of money, but his business affairs 
were obscure, 

Tnevitably he was surrounded with ra- 
mor: he was a diamond smuggler, people 
said, or a white-slaver, or he had made a, 
fortune in the black ‘market during the 
war. Physically, Weil attracted rumors 
He was tall, straight, with a fierce ond 
heavy head topped by steel grey hair. He 
‘was also a cripple. Somewhere he: had. 
Tost a leg, and despite the expensively 
articulated’ mechanical leg he wore, he 
imped when he walked. 

He came to Dolly in the middle of the 
afternoon, She was lying in her tub, the 
smooth sheen of her skin wet with soap, 
bubbles. She was curious; she asked him 
in, He sat in the comfortable easy chair 
which Dolly kept in her large bathroom, 
for the convenience of vistors, looking 
calmly around. “So,” he said finally. 
“You're the notorious Dolly Niemans.” 

She lifted 2 leg, ostensibly to soap it. 
“Lam. No more, no les.” 

He nodded. “You're well off, I under- 
stand.” 

‘She shrugged. “I have, 
0 much as you, T think.” 

He smiled, and stroked his chin, “Per- 
haps not, But then that would not be 
unusual.” Then, comfortably and calmly 
hhe lapsed into silence and simply stared. 

‘Dolly waited. His long silence got on 

ugh. But not 

hher nerves, Finally she stood. “I must dry 
off,” she said petulantly. “Co into the 
other room.” 

He did not even appear to notice what 
she had said, 

“T must dry,” she safd. 
He waved at her vaguely, picked up a 

magazine from the rack beside the chair, 
and said, “Go ahead.” He fell to tum 
ing the pages in an idle manner. 

Dolly gave up. Climbing out of the 
tub she began to rub her body sensuously 
with the rough towel. From the comer 
of her eye she watched Hans Weil. He 
never once looked up, but continued with 
hher magazine, She was more than a little 
‘annoyed. Flinging down the towel, she 
Stamped out of the bathroom and began, 
to dress quickly. 

After @ moment Weil rose and followed 

Frightened by Dolly’ 

He never sent her gifts, never sent her 
flowers, or the baskets of fruit she so 
‘much enjoyed having around. He did not 
ask to stop her other activities, but 
trangely he never arrived when another 
man was in the place. He knew when 
Dolly had visitors: for he took the simple 
precaution of having a full-time watch 
Kept on the place in the Stadhouderskade. 

"And why,” she asked him, “do you 
want to marry me?” 

“It is time I was married,” he said. “I 
want a son, But I like the best, and you 
are the best. You would give my son 
beauty, I would give him intelligence.” 

‘She laughed in his face. “Me, « mother? 
Don't be silly.” 

But she was interested, “You never 
‘bring me things,” she complained. “I only. 
like men who honor me, who honor my 

screams, he shoved a wad of banknotes down her 
throat to try to quiet her. ‘The broken broomstick war an afterthought. 
her, In the bedroom he sat, crossed_his 
legs calmly and watched her dress. Then 
suddenly he said, “Do you know why I've 
come?” 

‘She shrugged. 
He smiled. “I came,” he said calmly, 

“to see if I would like to marry you.” 
Dolly stopped dead in her movements, 

hher brassiere dangling from her hands. 
yhat?” she sald incredulously. 
“Teame to see if I want to marry you.” 
She stared at, him. Finally she spoke. 

“And do you?” He leaned back and 
clasped his hands behind his head. “Yes,” 
he said, with the same, impenetrable 
calm. 

She burst out laughing. “My God, 
what an. idea, Me, a bousefrau. 1 can't 
stand it” And she collapsed onto the 
floor im 2 St of iecles. She, was, sil 
giggling 2 moment later wi ei 
picked her up, carried her to her bed, 
calmly stripped her of her clothing, and 
trade love 0 her in a sudden and alnost 
frighteningly self-assured fashion 

‘Their courtship was odd, t6 say the ~ 
least, Weil came and went as he chose 

“Tt doesn't matter to 

body. I have need of nothing else.” 
He shook his head. “You're too old 

for such childishness now.” He paused. 
“We would make a handsome couple: the 
one-legged invalid with the bad reputa- 
tion and the classic prostitute. The idea 

‘Dolly could not decide. And then, fate- 
fully, she talked to the ugly, sawed-off 
janitor, Walthay Boerkman. 

“What should I” do, Walthau?” she 
asked. “He wants to many me. He is 
rich; T would not have to worry. OF course 
[would have to give him a son, but 7 
could get through that.” She grimaced. 
“T could have maids. I would not have 
to see the child very often.” She shook 
her head. “He never brings me things, 
Walthan. He does not honor me propetly 
Should I allow that?” 
WWW siege ya dealing the al bran, 

dy-spiked coffee. When he spoke it 
was slowly. “He is a bed man, Miss Dolly. 
He will not do the nice things for you." 

‘And then quite suddenly his face turned 
vid, contorted with rage. His voice 
cracking and tearing with emotion, he 

By 1957, Dolly was worth $100,000 and was well on her way to a million. 



shouted, “Never, never, never.” Then he rose and fled from the room. ‘The maid who witnessed the forego ing and later testifed to it, added that Dolly was momentarily shocked. ‘Then she said, “Poor Boerkman, he is getting srazy. I cannot have him around if he enists in this.” 
The nest time Boerkman visited Dolly ‘was-n week later. In his hand he chitched twist of roses, quite expensive, ‘thet hhad cost him a good deal of money. The scene was also witnessed by the maid, who ‘was not adverse to standing with her eye: to a keyhole. Boeckman came into the Foom and stood clutching the flowers ner. vously, gazing about him. Then he shuffled over to where Dolly lay on the chaise- lounge and laid the flowers at her fect, 

G% booked up. “Yes?” she said. “You matry Mynheer Weil? ‘She shrugged. “I don’t know, Walthau, What business is it of yours?” He leaned forward. “I marry you, Miss Dolly, 1 marry you.” He began to, grow: wild. “Weil is e bad man. He won't care for you. T marry you, I take care of you.” His ugly little. body, enflamed with’ pas- sion, twisted and writhed as he spoke. “I care for you all your life. T take care of you. You getting old, Miss Dolly. Time ‘comes when you need’ a good man, a man who takes care of you, not mim’ around, with other Iadies. I take vare of you.” She cut him off. “Old? Old, Walthau? Don't say that, never say that to mc, ever.” Her voice rose to a scream. “Go, Get out.” Then she lay back, spent. Wale ‘tha Boerkman had told her the truth, and the truth had wounded, He tumed to leave. Then they looked up and noticed that Hane Weil was stand- ing in the doorway, his arms folded over ‘Mis chest, a sardonic smile on his face. ‘The bedy of Blonde: Dolly Niemans was found on her living room lor thie days later. It was quite naked, and badly bruised, as previously described. In her mouth were the 34 ten-guider notes, and beside it the broken broomstick which had been used to jam them down her throat. The maid who discovered the broken body was in a state of abject terror when the police came. She did not know who had done it. Nobody had been there, as far as she knew. She had been ‘at the other end of the suite, she told police, and had heard nothing. Many’ men. had keys to Dolly's apartment. ‘The maid's name was Gilda Stuovel- man. Her testimony was obviously. imo ortant, and police offcials questioned her at length. “Who could have come in without anyone's knowing?” she was asked. “Anyone,” she said. “Anyone.” “But you would have heard them com ing up (the stairs. Wouldn't you have checked?” ie ‘She nodded. 
T heard nothing. 

“But somebody must have come—some- body who was familiar with the place” She bunt into tears. “I don't know," she sobbed. “Only Boerkman—” The evidence against Walthau Boerk- man, the unfortunate Yenitor, was only Gircumstantial. His fogerprints were all 

Then, oddly, a marriage 

ee 

“Usually. But this time 

TE 

‘over the apartment, but since he had often visited, that was meaningless, They were, more, all over the broom. stick which had been used. to push the money into the dead woman's mouth, But that too was meaningless, Testimony by various tradesmen and other attendants in the luxury apartment building showed that the broom belonged to Boerkmas, and was used by him almost daily, But even this was not a totally damm ing fact. The broom was kept in a small closet in the main hall of the building. Anyone could have taken it, As the de- fense attomey pointed out, Boerkman, al- though illiterate, was not’ stupid enough to_use his own broom as a murder weapon, The’ prosecution's case, inthe end, rested on two things: motive and oppor” tunity. As for the first, the maid readily testified that Boetman had wanted to marry Dolly Niemens, Boerkman admitted this himself. “I want to-marry her. I loved her. She would not have, me. She was wrong. She was getting old. Five ‘your, she have nobody to look after her. I wait, T walt until then. Then she need me." His motive, then, as the prasecution suggested, was that thwarted by the likely marriage of Dolly to Hans Weil, Boerkman flown into a rage and lulled her in this macabre fashion. As for ity, that was obvious. Boerianan could come and go throughout the place, he could sneak in through the back hails and the back entries. Tt was 2 good ease; but it 

‘Tt months after the body of Dolly Niemans was lowered into its grave, ‘even in death handsomer then most wo, ‘men are alive, the maid Gilda Stuovelnan applied for, and received, an entry permit {0 the United States. She reached New York umnoticed, and she would have re. mained 50 if she hadn't falled to file the annual notice of residence all aliens in the ‘country are required to submit to the gov ernment. She was picked up. It became ob- ‘vious that she had @ good deal of money: enough to support a five-room apartanent ‘on New York’s fashionable and extremely. expensive Central Park South. New York Police are always a little inquisitive about neamed incomes; and in this case it was obvious that Gilda Stuovelman, had 20 visible means of support. Wires were exchanged with Amsterdam. Curiosity ‘as aroused there, and Gilda Stuovelmax wes returned home, where she sobbed out her story. Tt was an odd one indecd. ‘The day after Dolly had tumed down Boerlman's offer of marriage, Hans came to see her. “Marry ime no said, 
She lay on the sofa looking fat and Inaterless, Something had gone out of her, and she was quiet; drunk. ‘The woman ‘Stuovelman says, had been drinking brandy: since right after breakfast. ‘She simply. looked at Weil. “I'm marrying Boerman,” sho said dally, Weil was incredulous, “But why?" She shrugged. “Boerkman knows some: thing shout me. He said he would go to the police. He insists that he loves ine, that he has to do this to save me front 

evil men. What can be done about him?” The “something” Boerkman knew about Dolly ‘Niemans was the ease of the um happy Van Hoven. He had followed them into the woods and had witnessed the whole incident, Hans Weil's answer was simple: “Buy him off. Any amount. It doesn't matter” “And s0, a day later Dolly. sumnfoned Walthau “Boerkman to her’ apartment “Walthes, 1 don’t want to many you,” she said coldly. “I don’t love you. How Rauch money do you want to go away?” She opened her purse and pulled out a handful of bills. “As much as you want,” she said dlispassionately. She flung a handful of bills on the floor. ‘That was when the scorned, embit usly little man lost control. “The broom ‘was out in the hall where he had boon Sweeping when Dolly called for him. With a wild shriek he ran to the door and gnatched it up. Charging. into the room he made a frantic swing at Dolly as she lay on the bed. In terror she leaped up. flinging aside the spread which covered her naked body. The falling broom missed, slammed against the back of the sofé and snapped off short. Dolly fled in ane guish for the door. Boerlanan dove, clutch. ‘ing her by the naked legs and fung her to the floor. 
‘To this point, he probably had no in- tention of killing her. He simply was fnal- ly outraged, and he wanted to fling the money back at her. But her mouth was open to scream. Frightened, he shoved the money in to gag her, first one hand- ful, and then a second. Still she made gurgling sounds. His fear intensified. Hard ly knowing what he was doing ho swooped up the guilder notes and began Feverichly shoving them into her mouth. She squirmed! m agony underneath him, trying to shout. Her mulled noises brought Boerkman to a pani. He swept up the broomstick and rammed the bills deeper into her throat, During the struggle thé maid Gilda Stuovelman started to call the police, and then thought better of it. She had no idea a murder was ocourring, and. she knew that Dolly would prefer not to have & police investigation, She called Well, Well arrived shortly thereafter. He ex. amined the body, drank a glass of brandy, and then spent’ five minutes with the maid arranging the story. She was to ad- mit nothing, Weil had no intention of having Boerkman forced to confess any- thing. He did not want avy publicity himself. The whole thing was to be quieted down. In retumn for perjuring herself; Gilda Stuovelman would be supported for the rest of her life=in America, 

ND there it ended, The tnie story tcame out at last. Boerkman wax never tried, but incarcerated faa mental’ in. stitution. Weil served six months in jail for suboming a witness, and the woman ot six months for perjury. Dolly Niemans, of course, got a fine headstone. She would have’ been rout of it, for it stood above her, a porpetu ‘montiment to her, body. 
‘And the girls at the wayward home got $200,000. What sort of a lesson it ‘taught them is hard to imagine, «© © 

offer. started her career toward its terrible end. 
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PLASTIC LAMINATING 
AT HOME? 
Make Up to $5.00 an Hour by our 
MAGIC MAIL PLAN... set 

orders and cash from your mailman! 
Here's the newest and most fascinating of all home-operated businesses. For the 
first time, a simplified machine brings the fabulous profits of Plastic Sealing and 
Plastic Laminating within the reach of the small operator. Can be operated in a 

. corner of the kitchen, basement, or garage. And any man or woman, regardless of 
age, education, or experience—can learn this interesting work in a few minutes of 
Teading—can turn out professional jobs after one hour's practice. 

TWO EXCITING FIELDS FOR BIG PROFITS! 

¢ 

No house-to-house canvassing. No face- 
to-face selling. We not only supply the 
‘equipment you need for the work, but also 
show you exactly how to cash in big daily 
profits from two big demand fields. 
A Fortune in Plastic Sealing 

Millions of people want to protect valu- 
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clusive “one of a kind” appeal bring sales 
at ten to twenty times thecost of materials. 
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making these artiatie novelties sent free. 
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so hig that space ere doesnot permit even skim 
ming the surface, "Po get any idea at all ofthe 
sizeof thesw markets and your place in this ene 
‘tational business you must read the details. 
‘See for yourself how eaay tis to do the work 
how you can put plastie sheets into your ms chine and take outa fortune—how you canstart 
‘with one machine and build upa big preduction 
plant with others doing the work—how you can ket money and business from every State in th 
Shion how you can achieve independen without study or experience 
Never before bas such an opportunity been, 

offered to the small, home operator—an oppor: tunity to gain eouspiete personal independence 
in'a big money business of your ow 
Busines Reply Card now and get ful lar FREE and postage prepaid. 

CASH MONEY 
COMES TO YOU in the MAIL 
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cut out card along dotted lines, Then write your 
ame and address at the top and drop the card in 
the nearest mail box. Pay no attention to print 
ing on back of card. 

DON’T LOSE A MINUTE 
Get the facts at once about Plastic Laminating at 
home and how this fabulous business can end all 
your money problems. All nformation—complete 
With pictures is yours free.’There is no charge, now 
or any other time, So mail the card right away, 
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