
30RN IN WATBRBURV, CONN., /8957 
HB GRADUATED FROM QAMBGIS lUSTITUTe OFTEfiH 
NOLoey. IN i9ibi HB ENUSTEP IN THt U.S. AMBU-
LAHei.SBR>JieB AW DISTINGUISHED HIMSBLF Bi ijait ^« . «fl 
DRIVING AMBULANeBS FOR LONG PERIODS WITHOUT \ s SiW-jllfflWIHIB i f # r m r m 
HBST AND UNOER. HEAVY SHEUFIRB ^ ^ MMSmMiiSM^WMi 

foSATlSF'/ HIS FIGHTlHeuRGtfHB ENUSTBO IN 
r^ gk. ^ T ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ g ^ ^ p ^ THE FOPMISN lEGION INIW, OUT WAS TRANS-
* - ^ f Pk- ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ F E R R £ D ro THE AIR SERVieE,WHERE HIS TBQHNieAL 
.^-::5^^__ • *C^ / • ABHirv WAS SOON RBQQGNUED AND HE 

- = . j K , - « ^ , ^ ^fyS DESIGNATED CHIEF TECH 
NieAL ADVISOR AT TOURS ' 
•fHERE HE FLIGHT-TESTED AND 
MADE REPORTS ONEYER^TVPE 

i ^ ^ '""^ ^ OF PLANE THEN KNOWN. 

HB£UUSTIN6 IN THt LEGION IN mo FOR 
SERVIQB IN NORTH AFRICA AGAINST ABD-tL-KRlM 
HB SOON REGAINED HIS QOMMISSION AND 
FOUSHTTHAT DOUGHTV RIFF ALMOST &0N- , 
TINOUSLV Fon Z HEARS, REQEIVING MANV 
OEBORATIONS. AT THE SAME TIME HE 
LEARNBD EVERV NATIVE DlALEeT.^ 

^ 

A True Story in Pictures Every Week 
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I 

. _ WAS 
WOUWBO lH /?26 
AUD AGAIN IN K)3Zs 
THBN DuaiNG A HOT ' 
ENGAGEMENT WITH THE 
BERBERS WHILE DRAGGING IN 
TWO o;: HIS WOUNDED MEN NB 
WAS SHOT THItOU6H THE JAW AND 
NEQK. FOR SAVING HIS MEN HE WAS 
GIVEN THB BADGE OF TUB LEGION 
Of HONOR., A QAPTAINeV AND A 
eiTATION FOR THE MEDAILLE MILITAIRE-
(A MOST UNUSUAL HONOR, AS THIS DES-
ORATION IS GIVEN QNLV TO ENUSTEO 

MEN AND &EAIERAIS)> 

\W "-AFTER IS HEARS OF 
^~ AGTIVB WAR SERVm, BK-

QtPT FOR SHORT FURLOUGHS 
ttND TIME OUT FOR HOSPITAL. 
CAPT. HAMILTON IS STILL 

MODEST AND STUDIOUS BUT 
THIS IS BELIED BV HIS ROWS 
OF RIBBONS FOR VALOR.-^ 

•~^AND HE GETS ONLVS20 
A MONTH/ 

Next Week: Angus Walters, Fisherman Skipper from Nova Scotia 
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The Rattler 
Whirs 

By FOSTER-HARRIS 

Rand's fingers began to 
slip 

High above the streets of San Antonio, Rand Robinson 
fights for a million dollar oil lease—and his life 

PULLING the collar of his trench coat 
higher against the chill rain, Rand 
Robinson started across the platform. 

Passengers from the night train scurried 
about him. Indifferently lighted at best, 
in the rain and mist the platform now was 
a weird, squirming tangle of lights and 
shadows. Yet luckily, Rand spotted his 
man almost at once. 

Jack Hays had paused, trying to light a 
cigarette. His face was in shadow, but 
Rand could see his hands. They were 
shaking so badly he could not even get a 
match out of the box. 

Somehow, even then. Rand Robinson felt 
a quick premonition. Jack Hays, shaking 
like that. Something was wrong. 

He hurried toward the little oil scout 
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