T ——— W Nt 5 e

1] »

XA R b 3 . 7 N/, ,\‘ oo it 1A
v OF + THE: CUSTOMS - AND - SAYINGS * OF - THE - FIG

&

/ ” 7

/

i
7y

W

/!

Although no soldier himself, Archimedes was tha ey

of all artillerymen, Y gesignica. many weapons for defense

- -

of Syracuse- asainst he Romans. By skilled use of tria

vlation, he enabled catap
ranges, an. k
was final

vit crews to

% POINTED SWORD -
While all ancient nations vsed swords

most preferred .he pointless
Schopper” type. Romans,
howe\egr,eoué%e | . trve

ear%ed, e
advantase of the thrust, and
best the ofhers for 1000 years .

n -
hits at mcrediée

ept the Roman_fleet at a distance. Syracvse
y taken, however, from the land side.

*CAPTURE of BELGRADE -

The Yososlav capital has been e
scene of much historic fighting.
Once it fell under Turkish dom-
g\faggggrcl qugr%’a&ﬁ)r ackt
20 (The city’s rulets boog
plenty of mmuni‘agn, but covl
not taise The extra mone%oneeded,
to pay shipping charges to-Bekrade)
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*NAPOLEONS FIFTH COLUMN:

Napoleon wenh%ed the %%fera of
ngpered nations into his, serviee

ﬁi i, beter b%kihanﬁat of
e defeated army. The French

while poor by rn standards,
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for an effectivebe(fe’ifth colum‘n'e
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Donny’s big right hand shot out and
caught the wheel man by the shirt, “T
wouldn’t go for that gqun,” Donny said
softly

As Long as the River

By Thomas

W. Duncan

Author of “When the Wind Blows,” “Cable to Tahiti,” elc.

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

steamboat tied up at Broken Ax, but mostly the

river flowed empty of traffic. The lografts 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
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S OMETIMES in those days you could still see a stray

powerful legs that a man that big should have. A gex'xera-
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?”

“T 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



