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“We must figure on death,” said Captain Lancaster as they planned the long voyage. For in those
days four months at sea meant inevitable losses from scurvy. . .. Death came, indeed, but in an-

other and more dramatic fashion—as told in the “Ships and Men” story beginning on page 33.


















IREBOAT men must

be not only firemen,
but sailors, divers, engi- ’
neers and police—danger- | 58
ous callings, all. . . . This
first poignant story of a
colorful series centers
about Gunboat Brendan
and the tragic problem
he met below the murky
harbor waters.
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JLL. BRENDAN was head fire-
man-diver on Fireboat Two;
but, a man being what his back-
ground makes him, Brendan was

more than this.

Everybody in the Los Angeles harbor
district knew Gunboat Brendan, the for-
mer Navy boxer, seaman gunner and so
forth. .. .. The Navy knew him for his
work on sunken submarines ; the fireboat
crew knew him for what he was, and
Mother Brendan knew him for what she
thought he was. All this was behind his
shoulder now, as he sat hulking over his
pipe, listening to the police broadcast.

“My gosh, boys!” Taylor, the pilot,
whistled softly. “Twenty thousand in

currency, and the mugs get away with it !
Three of ’em burned down by the cops.
The other two steal a parked patrol
car—"’

He fell silent, listening. The engineer
broke out excitedly.

“Hear that? Headed for the harbor
district! Reported by an officer at Main
and Weford; emptied his gun into the
car as it went past, but it kept on.”

Brendan nodded soberly, cocking an
eye at the window of the pier office.

“Aint so good. Heavy fog-bank roll-
ing up out o’ the west basin tonight,” he
observed. “Good night for some drunk
to hit Suicide Curve, too.”

The police broadcast ended. There
was brisk discussion of that stolen police
car bearing two thugs and a small for-


















Groping, Brendan found the car; the
touch of it balanced him, heartened him
with reality. Here he must work entirely
by feel. He got the doors open. He
touched the Thing so limply awaiting
him, and a sweat of horror bedewed his
scarred features. The suitcase was there.
The story was true. This limp clay
aswing in the water was his brother.

Satisfied of this, he rallied; he knew
the worst. Waist-deep in the ooze, he
hauled Hughie out. As he lugged the
swinging body through the blackness,
he could feel the tears on his cheeks. The
air hissing through the intake-valve
seemed to choke him as he plowed along.
Now there was only one thing he could
do, and not for his own sake but for that
of Mother Brendan. He went grimly
ahgad with the gruesome, soul-rending
job.

For a hundred feet along the wharf,

creosoted piling was thrust down into
the sand and mud. From his belt Bren-
dan unhooked the light line, cutting off a
length with his knife; and by means of
this he anchored Hughie to the piling.

He groped his way back to the car and
got the heavy suitcase. Back to the piling
again; presently he had the suitcase
anchored there too. If anything slipped
up now, if for any reason a diver came
down here tomorrow, he knew full well
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the implications, and what it would megn
to him; but the knowledge did not stag-
ger him. Then he was back at the car
again, speaking through the helmet trans-
mitter.

“0.K.! Send down the hook-rope,” he

told the tender up above. His voice
sounded heavy, hoarse. “Ready to send
her up. Tell the Chief I've searched the

car. Nothing inside except the rear seat
cushion floating. No bodies.”

When the rope came down and he
hooked on, the job was done.

HEN they brought Brendan up, he

leaned heavily on the rail while the
tenders unlocked and lifted off the hel-
met. One look at him, and Duke Dumas
spoke anxiously.

“You look sick, big boy. What’s
wrong ?”

“I’'m a bit off. Must have been some-
thing I ate for supper,” Brendan replied.
“Give me a hand over the rail.”

They helped him to the deck, stripped
off the clammy suit, wrapped him in
blankets and gave him a slug of brandy.
He had the shivers, sure enough; they
hustled him into Fireboat Three and sent
him back to quarters. \

After that, Fireboat Two lifted the
sunken car with her winch, the eager re-
porters and police finding it empty.













































You will not soon forget this virile story of men and steel, by
a two-fisted writing-man who knows a lot about both.

By OWEN FRANCIS

and he hoists the heats from the pits to
the pouring-platform after steel has been
made. The crane is built for the han-
dling of ladles: at the end of the hoist-
cables hangs a ladle-beam, a heavy bar
of steel longer than a ladle’s depth. From
the beam extend two massive arms whose
lower ends have been shaped in wide
hooks, not unlike stiff-hanging, partly
closed hands. When a ladle is to be
hoisted, the beam is lowered over the
ladle top, the arms reaching down the
ladle sides. Below the rim of the ladle’s
top are two lugs which are rounded to
fit the cupped-palm ends of the arms.
With the lugs in the hooks, the ladle can
be raised in an even lift.
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Free of the floor, the ladle can be
moved in any direction the crane-man
chooses: it can be raised or lowered; it
can be racked toward him or away from
him across the width of the open hearth;
or by moving the crane along its tracks,
the ladle can be carried the entire length
of the open hearth building.

When steel is tapped from a furnace,
it pours into a ladle in the pit beneath
the tapping-spout. With a capacity of
eighty or a hundred tons, the deep cup-
like ladle brims with boiling steel when
the furnace run is over. The hot-metal
crane-man then lifts the ladle from the
pit, swings it beneath him, and carries
it to the pouring-platform.





















Of a bitter January night, they sat
about a blazing fire in the Red Rose
tavern, and over their sack and mulled
ale discoursed of the death that lay
ahead. All four were master seamen,
but chief of them was James Lancaster,
bluff and bronzed, with wide blue eyes
set above his short curly beard.

I_:NCASTER pulled at his long-stemmed
pipe and listened thoughtfully while
Middleton barked away:

“I’ve the Dutch charts for you, James,
aye; and Linschoten was dead right in
every word he said o’ winds and tides.
But we must figure four months to the
Cape, and ye all know what that means.”

Lancaster nodded. It was the first
voyage of the East India merchants, and
he was the general in command, and his
high ship the Dragon was admiral of the
four. In those days a ship, and not a
man, bore this title.

“That’s why we’re taking along the
little Guest, John. Before we reach the
Cape, we’ll refill our water-butts and
our supplies from her, and cast her
adrift. And our dead men will be re-
placed by her crew. Aye, lad; for we
must figure on death.”

All four nodded gravely. Death by sea
and wind and unknown shores, death
from shot and ball, death from scurvy
—grimmest and surest of all.
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Middleton barked: ‘“Four
months to the Cape, and
¥e all know what that
means!” And Lancaster
nodded. “Aye, lInd ... we
must figure on death.”

“Tell me something, Lancaster,” spoke
out Master Heyward of the Susan. “Live
run into you during long voyages, and
after ’em. Ye've never been took sick
a day. When your men were rotten and
you couldn’t muster a boat’s crew, you
were always hale and hearty. Why?”

Lancaster chuckled in his beard. “My
wife has a remedy against all disorder,
or so she thinks. It’s the grace o’ God,
not her sovereign remedy, that’s kept me
well. But I’'m a man o’ my word, as she
knows, and she gives me a store of the
stuff, and I take it on my promise. Think
no more of it. Aye, lads, it's a fearsome
and terrible reflection, that when we get
to the Cape with its winds and storms,
when we need every man on the lines,
we’re certain to have two-thirds of our
crews wi’ their teeth rotting out and
their bodies swollen and helpless!”

“We’ll revictual and refit at Saldanha
Bay, north o’ the Cape,” put in William
Brand, drawing down his shaggy brows.
He captained the Ascension, a dour, hard
man. “But that won’t save us from the
scurvy. One says one thing about it,
another says another; every man to his
own theory, and surgeons be damned!.
Eat salt meat, as we must, and there’s
no escaping it. Well, then, face it with
a good heart!”

“Better still, find a way to avoid it,”
Lancaster said. “We’ll have two hun-















' queer story-of voices heard that evening
on the stern walk—a gallery above the
’ rudder, around the square stern. The
boy was scared stiff. Men’s voices, he
* said, talking of mutiny and powder and
killing in cold blood. He knew nothing
definite, but he told enough to send a
' cold chill through Lancaster’s very soul.
< So it had come to crisis! And not a
' shadow of excuse to clap Hearne into
irons—even if that wo’ulcF do any good,
* which was doubtful.
That night, Lancaster read in his Bible
' with agony of soul, and knelt in prayer,
for the ship was on a steady keel. Two
- degrees north of the Line, with calms

The men of the Dragon, hale and hearty, stared amazedly at the

men of the ¢

other ships. The scurvy had Iaid hold upon them all,
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flatly at nailing the killer—it was an
exasperating spot.

His mind kept running on the enigma
of why Smoky Belger always bet on
Number Three dog. Even if the habit
did spring from mere superstition, the
explanation might throw some light on
Belger’s thought-processes and give a
person a lead to work on.

Across the oval lake the electric hare
started around the track. Idly McNain
picked up a trampled program, glanced
at it, at the records of the entries. Num-
ber One dog had by far the best showing,
and on the board he was a heavy favorite.

An idea sprang into McNain’s mind.
“T've got it!” he exulted. “I’ve got it!
My watch against a shirt-button, I know
why Belger bets the way he does.”

Ordinarily McNain took little interest
in these dull, cut-and-dried races. But
' this one he watched closely. When the
hare flashed past the cages, Number One
dog was away to a two-length lead.
Steadily it dropped the main pack behind.
At the north end of the track it was yards
ahead of the place dog. Running easily,
with the effortless grace of a bird in
flight, it was a sure winner.

Again McNain left the grandstand, and
hurried down to the Number One win-
dow. The hand on his automatic trem-
bled a little, and he slipped the trigger
safety of the weapon, ready for business.

Through the gallery resounded the
loud-speaker announcement that Number
One dog had made a new track record.
Presently the pay-off crowd came troop-
ing in. McNain looked them over.

His gaze lighted upon a dapper, black-
haired individual near the end of the line.
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A thrill went through him like an electric
shock. He was not dead positive of his
identification, but that hair looked un-
naturally black, and the man’s spectacles
had flat lenses—flat as window glass.

He walked up and touched the man on
the shoulder.

“Hello, Smoky,” he said pleasantly.

In the next split-second his last doubts
about the man’s identity vanished. With
a snarl the man whipped out a blue auto-
matic.

There was nothing else to do—McNain
pumped three slugs into him. The man
slumped to the floor, his gun clattering
on the cement.

T the hospital the next day McNain

brushed past the policeman on guard

at the door and entered the neat white
room.

“Sorry I had to cut you down, Smoky,”
he said. “But you asked for it. And the
doctors say, anyhow, that you'll live to
go back North with me. So all’'s well
that ends well.”

The man in bed glared at him. “How
the hell did you know I was in that line ?”

“Simple,” McNain informed. “Pride
goeth before destruction. Let me explain
vou to yourself. You always used to bet
on Number Three dog, didn’t you? That
was because you stood third in the mob,
wasn’t it?”

Belger refused to answer, and McNain
went on, confidently : “Then Dutch Eb-
ward and Lefty Dill got put away, and
that left you Number One man. So, I
figured, you’d switch to Number One dog.
It was just a hunch, but I played it on
the nose—and here we are.”






TH FE author of
“Three Were Thor-
oughbreds” and
“Piping the Devil”
here gives us a very
unusual and special-
ly interesting story.

called Rincon. The cafion might have
been in Chihuahua or maybe Sinaloa.”

“Didn’t you ask the Mexes who helped
you bring Cal to the railroad?”

“They were Yaquis, bronco Yaquis
who couldn’t savvy what I was talking
about. Besides, Cal was dying. What
did I care about where we were, except
to get him back home? I got on a
freight train with Cal, and the bone—”

“The what ?” several men asked.

The horse doctor got up. “That re-
minds me. Tom wanted me to have a
look at that bone.”

Tom Rexas’ eyes had flared as if sud-
denly heated by the drink he was sipping.
The Sheriff had seen the bone out there in
the corral behind the loading-platform.
It was not packed as field men pack a
valuable specimen, with wood splints
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and flour paste, but wrapped in gunny-
sacks and tossed there as if forgotten.

Sheriff Hoag returned to the subject
at hand. “If Cal Carter fell down a
sand-chute into a cafion, why couldn’t
he get out where the cafion opened at
the other end? Even a box canon has
an opening somewheres.”

“There was a swamp at the open end,”
Rexas said. “I saw Cal waving to me,
and I took a pasear around the rim to
see what was wrong. I couldn’t figure
why the swamp stopped him. So I just
slid down the sand wash. It was a long
slide, past one stratum after the other,
each one as clear as the Grand Canon.”

“You slid down a million years,” the
old Prof remarked. Being an assayer,
he was also somewhat of a geologist.

“I had to climb down the rest of the
way, and the whole lay-out of rocks
changed with each outcrop, and the air
grew lots hotter. That’s like the Grand
Canon too, the lower you get. The
mesquite gave way to palms, then to
tree ferns. The bottoms were like one
of these pictures the oil-companies get
out in their ads, pictures of the world
before the Flood. The glaciers never
got down that far to change the scenery,



“He was a pretty fierce
wolf—a bad one; but I
sort of leaned on him
for nerve. The wolf and
I needed each other.”

and I had the hunch nothing else had
ever changed it, either. The nearest I've
ever seen to that kind of lay-out is back
in Louisiana, what with all the swamp
palmettoes and Spanish moss, so it looks
like another age. But this was different,
hot as hell with the blower off, so hot
your head knocked like a kettle. And
yet Cal had a fire going, a regular barbe-
cue-fire. I couldn’t savvy it.”

The Sheriff scratched the stubble on
one. of his chins. “What’s wrong with
a barbecue?”

Tom Rexas seemed to find the answer
a hard one. “Well, he didn’t have any
hunks of meat to be cooking, for one
thing. All he had was mesquite beans
and bread and sheep sorrel for seasoning.
That’s what we had for supper when I
got down there.”

“You’re getting off the main trail,
son,” the old Prof said. “Why didn’t
you and Carter pack out? What was
the trouble with the swamp?”

“Well, we could have crossed it by
wading through a lot of mud washes and
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But

over floating turf and rotten logs.
we wanted to make sure of it before we

tried it. We had enough to eat—tule
roots and swamp potatoes and such—
everything but meat. We wanted a hunk
of meat bad, but there wasn’t any. A
mule-deer fell into the gulch the next
day, but we never saw it again. Some
sage rabbits fell in, and wild cattle—"

“All in one day!”

“I'm talking of many days. They fell
in, and we never saw hide nor hair of
them. It got us thinking.”

The assayer was thinking too, ahead
of everyone else. “You’re leading up to
why you were afraid of the swamp?
Crocodiles maybe, it being a Mexican
jungle ?”

“No. I never saw a crocodile there.
Didn’t see anything alive. Everything
that got down there was Kkilled right
off. But T did kind of expect to see—"
He wiped his forehead distractedly.
“Well, you start getting funny hunches
when your head’s throbbing with the
heat, and you know you’re trapped.”















Once again Rexas looked cornered.
“I just didn’t have time to comb the
whole swamp. I had to take care of Cal
and fix his wound. He wanted to die,
but I doctored him and sat up with him
and nursed him. I told him about Nell
Leroyd waiting for him. But it didn’t

help. He wanted to die. It didn’t even
help when I told him there was nothing
more to fear. He was eafraid to live!
Afraid even when I told him I'd found a
giant skeleton down in the boulder-wash
by the swamp, the bones all picked clean
by buzzards.”

“You told him that, just making it up
to quiet him ?” the Prof asked, still mull-
ing over his private explanation.

“No. It was”—Tom’s voice turned
vague—‘it was there. I really saw the
skeleton. And I got one of the bones
that the giant boulder cracked when

‘wasn’t afraid of that swamp an
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the trap sprung. Then I kind of woke
up as if I'd been having a nightmare. I
more.
I packed Cal across. We were free!”
“You reckon you could have crossed
any time?” the Prof asked shrewdly.
Tom did not answer. Sensing the cold
stares, the incredulity of everyone in the
room, he hurried to the end: “I got some
burros from a Yaqui village, and I fig-
ured I might get Cal back to Nell Le-
royd before he died. He seemed to be
getting better, enough to understand my
talk. But he wouldn’t believe I'd trapped

the critter. He said he wouldn’t move
from his bunk till I proved I'd trapped
the thing, and showed him the skeleton
—leastwise part of it. You see, he still
figured he was in our hole, and the rains
were pouring. I thought if I could get
him fixed up in his mind, he might want
to get well and get back to Nell Leroyd.
So I took a burro and crossed the swamp
again, and got the bone so as to give him
proof. It helped him a lot. He wanted
to live now, and get back home. But it
was too late. He died on the train just
yesterday, like you all know.”

“And that’s your whole statement?”
Sheriff Hoag said. He looked at his
deputies and the old ranchers in the
room. Some of them shook their heads,
which meant that the statement could
not be accepted. Others, when the Sher-
iff touched the handcuffs on his belt,
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prone body of Brink. Now she said,
slowly, tensely :

“I—I—Xkilled him!”

Peglum noticed then that there was a
student’s lamp with a flexible stem
dangling from Erica’s hand. It was a
terrible weapon. He moved toward her,
reached for her hand, would have said
some word of reassurance to her, but
Brink’s lips gave a low groan.

“I doubt it, Miss Greshop,” said the
Federal man. “If he dies, it was my
shot that finished him, but I doubt if he
dies. That kind are tenacious of life.”

Brink groaned again. Stone leaned
over him. The wounded man’s eyes
opened. He whispered:

“It’s you—double-crosser, eh?”

“In a way, yes,” Stone replied. “Wash-
ington has another name for it, though.”

Brink sat up, slowly, staring.

“Federal Bureau?” he queried, and
then, as though he had answered his own

open, leveled his automatic. And at that instant Peglum leaped upon him,
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question, his grin fought the expression
of pain in his face. He laughed.

“That’s the funniest thing I've heard
since I was in short pants. And the
joke’s on me. I hired you myself. I
hired you on account you were a damned
good truck-driver. Well, now you got
what you wanted, G-man. What about
Greshop, that fat—"

TONE'’S hand covered Brink’s mouth.
“We'll talk about that later,” he said,
but Erica had heard the name. ‘

“You mean—Pops—my foster-father
is a crook? You mean he’s in some—
some racket? Come, tell me. I have a
right to know. TI’ve suspected him of
something. Tell me! Tell me! I must
know!”

She ran to Stone and gripped his arm.
Peglum again followed her and tried to
lead her gently away, but she fought
him off, crying:































































gain no unfair advantage through our
rival having a bad start. They had
found a stowaway and were sending him
ashore in the tug. But before her tug
could get alongside, the Polaris squared
her sails and stood on. Her skipper had
changed his mind and was taking the
stowaway to sea. One of our crew said,
“Stowaways is lucky sometimes. Some-
times a stowaway’ll bring a ship luck.”

A squall whipped over the sea. A tor-
rent of rain beat down. The land faded
astern. Lying over, side by side, a little
way apart, the ships were soon running
like stags. So it was till dusk. Then
we lost the Polaris’ lights in the murk.
Ignoring the rule of the road that orders
all ships to go cautiously in thick weather,
our skipper kept every inch of sail set;
the ship tearing through the smother
with her decks awash, every rope near
the breaking strain.

Morning came with the wind harder
than ever, the rain heavier; the sea in-
visible half a mile away. . . . So it was
for three days and nights, the ship stag-
gering under her press of sail with her
decks flooded from end to end. On the
fourth morning the wind came yet hard-
er, but the clouds broke, and a few
patches of sky showed. Far away, her
hull hidden, only her upper sails visible,
was the Polaris, still running neck and
neck with us.

Since we’d left port I'd slept only in
snatches. So had the mate and third
mate. The skipper hadn’t once left the
deck. If he’d slept, he’d done it on his
feet. The steward had taken his meals
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“Pull for all you're worth!” I
cried to my boat’s crew; and the
boat sped into the darkness.

to the poop. Now and then we’d let
part of the crew go below for a few
hours, but day and night had kept some
of the best men at the halyards, ready to
lower sail in a rush if the skipper gave
orders to do so.

“There’s more wind coming,” the mate
said to me, his eyes on the scurrying
clouds.

“Let it come, sir!” said I.

“I miss my guess if one of the ships
doesn’t get dismasted,” continued the
mate, and with a shrug added: “Well,
that’ll settle the race. If either gets dis-
masted or wrecked, the other will win
automatically. That’s agreed.”

“Fair enough, sir,” said I. “Let the
better ship win!”

Nightfall proved the mate right about
the wind. As it suddenly freshened, he
called the men from the halyards and
ordered them to stand by the sheets.
With the wind wild as it now was, no
sail would lower if the halyards were let
go—the force of the wind would hold the
spar up. “Keep your knives handy! If
the order comes to take in sail, cut the
sheets in a hurry!” ordered the mate.

All night men stood by the sheets.
Now and then one or other of the mates
lay down on the deck for a cat-nap; but
all night the skipper stood by the helms-
man. What did he mean, I wondered,
by, “If I win, the world’s mine.”

At dawn the wind eased and came
from astern. The ship rode erect, with
dry decks, a warm sun on her. And still
we saw the Polaris, her upper sails just
visible, running neck and neck - with
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DEWEY HUFFINE, tobucco auctioneer—
like most other independent
experts—smokes Luckies...

R. HUFFINE, 13 years a tobacco auctioneer, knows
tobacco from A to Z. He says: “I've seen what
tobacco Luckies buy, so I've smoked them since 1917.”
Sworn records show that, among independent tobacco
experts, Luckies have fwice as many exclusive smokers
as have all other cigarettes put together.

Only Lucky Strike gives you the finest tobacco plus the
throat prou.cti()n of the “Toasting” process which takes
out certain harsh irritants found in all tobacco.

Swote Zecoray Show 7%2Z... WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBA((O BEST ITS LUCKIES 2 TO |

WITNESSED STATEMENT SERIES. -~

Dewey Hutfine Hes Smoked
Luckies for 20 Yean




