
• A R C H I M E D E S • 
Although n o s o l d i e r h i m s e l f , A r c h i m e d e s t s falner 
o f all artil lerqmc^. manij weapons for defense 
o f 6uracuse a g a i n s t the Romans . Bq skil led u s e o f tnanfc-
u l a t i o n , he enabled catapult crews to score hits a t increditfe 
ranges, and. kept the Roma n f l e e t a t a d i s t a n c e . ^qiacuse 
was finally taken, however, from tne land s ide . 

POINTED SWORD • 
While all ancient nations used awitfc 
most preferred, the p o i n t l e s s 
c h o p p e r ' t y p e . The R o m a n s , 
however, s o o n learned. 1ne true 
a d v a n t a g e o f fie tnrust , a n d 
beatlne others "for lOOOqeai's. 

•CAPTURE gf BELGRADE 
The Yugoslav capital h a s been fie 
scene of much his tor ic fifehtin$. 
Once fcfell under Turkish d o m / 
ination'for I60-uears,all for lack 
o f # 2 4 9 9 . O h e cift'5 rulers bought 
plenty o f ammunition, but coo Id 
not raise fie extra money needed, 
t o paij shipping Charges to'Be^rade) 

•NAPOLEON'S FIFTH COLUMN* 
Napoleon enticed t i e soldiers o f 
conquered, nations into hfc service 
bq crfterin^ better fcod tnantiat o f 
Ine defeated armu. The French Mtion. 
while poor bq modern standards, 
was excellent for the period, and 
s e e m s to have been responsible 
for an effective * f i f th column 
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As Long as the River 
By Thomas W. Duncan 

Author of "When the Wind Blows," "Cable to Tahiti," etc. 

The log-rafts were gone, and the river boats, and 
the brawling feuds of that brave era. But while 
two men still fought the old way, the raftsman's 

code could not die 

SOMETIMES in those days you could still see a stray 
steamboat tied up at Broken Ax, but mostly the 
river flowed empty of traffic. The log-rafts were 

gone. The packets were nearly gone; and that night when 
Donny McDermott came back he traveled by the evening 
local. 

He'd been gone a dozen years—west, north, any old 
place where he could add to his pile—and when he strode 
down Front Street he thought maybe a boom had hit the 
town, there were so many people. 

Now and then he recognized some face dimly, but no-
body knew him. He'd cleared out at fourteen, and the 
years had muscled him up considerably. He stood over six 
feet tall now, with the shoulders and lean stomach and 
48 

powerful legs that a man that big should have. A genera-
tion before he would have been a raftsman. Built for it. 
He had a raftsman's disposition, too, when he let himself go. 

"What's happening?" he asked the clerk in the Com-
mercial House. "Did they strike gold here?" 

The clerk said he hadn't smelled any gold in that town. 
"If you mean all the people," he aded, "it's the carnival 
they've come in for." 

Donny asked, "Does old man Matthews still run the 
Rivermen's bank?" 

"Fred Matthews? Sure, he still runs it. Do you know 
him?" 

"I used to." 
Donny tried to keep the hate out of his voice when he 

talked about Fred Matthews. He'd waited a long time to 
come back and even things up, but he was going to play 
the game cold and smooth. He'd never end anywhere 
except in the jug if he tried rough-housing. Rough-housing 
had gone out on the Upper Mississippi along with the 
packets. . . . 

After supper, he moved along Front Street, sizing up 
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