I’AIIIIIISE LAGOON!

TIIAH’INE THE MAII-EM




THE
MAGHINE
THAT

PRINTS
IONEY.

(ne of the first things | learned asa boy was,
“Yaou don't pet something for nothing.”

Today | knoow thal = simply nat trie!

| make thai statemend hecause [ kave in my
hand the syxienr of the ceminry — a deviis (hal
virtually primiv money!

Now I'm not @lking abowt a party gag,
mapie show or variety-store fem, Thie methad
is mod 8 gEmmick that will “amare your riends”
untif the irick 55 discovered, What I'm talking
aboul 15 2 famlastc new lechogue Lo favest —
ardl re-imvesr — your money until the small
sam vou started with s multiplied 101a sy
thransareds of dediars.

Cha | have your atcention g fart

(epnd. Bzcause my method has to do with
sameibing that many peopls find distasteful

- wes, even lawgh ar! The subject brings oul
sirang apiniong in almost everyone — pro ar
com — and may gel & predty srong eaction
from v, foo,

The stabgect 18 horse racing.

Whaoa. Stop right there. 1 know .. I've
heard everyihing there is 10 say ahout the
podies. =You can't beal the horses™ “A fool
and his maney ane sean parted.” “Cramble with
fate, and wou pay the pric=™ *1 had an uncle
who Jost everylthing . . .~

I don't argee with anyhody. 1If a person 1=
beiin on seif-destruction, be's simply going (e
find a way, Booee. Women. Debis. Gamblng
Mayhe even drugs, Nodhing you can do ar say
15 poang Lo chamge the culeome, and 1he
methad that the troubled person takes to beal
himsed ks nod the issue.

Orver the years horse racemg has cone in fora
hig share -af the knocks. Evervhody knpus
soinebody who has gambled away & living,
maybe a fortune, on the spom of Kings
Recently | walked tooa very solid citizen who
todd me, =If racing’s the sporl ol Kings, §never
saw aey kings out there™

Apain, 1 don argae the point,. Hechuss |
knowwhat | knmow. | know that a prudent
peraon Who hae p few dollars oo spend con
makes & very hamdsome hiving at the frack —
with my secret, strictly — amd Pll argue o
prant with anybaody!

By secret is simple. 3o simple, in fact, that §
am sure gome of the so-calked racing “expers”
will sneer 2l my metlod withom even in-
wvestigating it, After all, that’s buman nature.
Bu really, | don't feel bad , | . why showla 121
have what they don have . WHAL B one s,
The spered to a mzchine that virtumlly primiy

LT

1eall my seeret “ The Sysiem of the Cemury.™
If wou've never played the horses before (in
[ae1, i you've never even beentna race track !,
you'll be astounded &1 the simpliciiy of this
logical, common-sense way 1o pick winmers
that retwrn 514, 320, and even 550 balls for 2
mere B wager.

The swstem consists af Tour simple rules . . .
four rales you @an read and mesmorize in just
apd fowr at home, One of these roles — Rule
M 4 —as gsoedemeiany thatl vou can go to any
race track with an infield turf {grass] course
and e1aet writing your eown checks tomnrrow ag
though you'a beenm g Irack pro for isenly
pearal

O course, 1f vou'ne & repllar horseplayer,
*The System of the Cemury™ will hawve even
greater appeal. How many times have you
spenl fonrs POUrIE aver & simpls race, doping
ol every desail, figuring every angle . . . only
Lo fend than Che hores you pleked 10 begin with

and decided agamst [or S0me reason even
o can't remember — romped home an easy
winner? (And pald & whopping 56011 Or how
aboat the time your brodher-in-taw talked vou
off 1har korse vou knew wonld win — and did |

But I'm not here to change anybody's mand
ar ré-open old wourds. What I'm bere to do s
to Lell you abaoisl & method, B reclinigor that is
50 Fdfcrdously eary fourderniond . | .4 syslem
1kt will put 5o much money in vour pociet . . .
vour'll wonder whene W'e Been all these vears,

Where hay "The System of the Cemlury™
bien all this Lme? The answer: Inmy head. "ve
hesn in racing all my hle, and in that bme e
had pood weara and lean years. Oneer the years 1
have become progressively better &L what | do
wir svameyr od the rooes. ({Last year it made over
SSHL000 [or me — wee. over & hali-a-million
hucks — and 1'm omly 33 years old?)

Cme night, when | was bared satching TV, |
sal and wroie down on a piece af paper the
thimgs that | consider to be erivieally importanr
during the runming of & horse race. Woukd you
heliewe it? | came up with only four things
and all w0 simiple @ leelve-year-ohl can master
them in under sixty minuies!

Uhar's how = The Sysiem of the Century™ was
horn. And [ decided right iben and there to
make the svstem available Lo anvare with a
“will 1o win™ — with an homess dvierest in
gelting ahend,

All yoo need 554 prubstake — as ligle ax 520

and a little patience. “The Sysiem of the
Century™ does the resi, Just follow these four
liftle rudes (strctly!) ard start cashing those hig
parimudizel rickets most folks just dream
b=l

WHO IS MIKE WARREN? |

America’s  premier  handicapper.  Mike
Warren = well on his way 10 becoming o seif-
mode milliopaire af 33 | .. béciuse be peeke
e with wieamn) consistency. Read what bis
fans have to =y . . .

“You are FANTASTICN! Absoluvely THE
[ REA TES T AL four-of the Horses pou gave
e ol Aguedicr Smorday wor aned poid réal
gpood. Thamk pow wery mueh .. "

NP, Los Anpeles, Caiif.
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Why, just the other day 2 fellow approached
me af Belisont &nd asked me what | hiked. [
normalky dost hand ol advies 6 the 1mck,
i thie player looked as though he needed &
bk,

So 1 okl him I ke a horse pamed Black
Springs, am elevenstp-one shot. The guy
pondered that for & moment, thew said, "Ho
why, | give ibe favorite, Counter Gambit. a big
wal g | puess I'l go beg it Thanks anyway.™

To make a kong story short, Black .‘i-p::lli.$i$
g% Bemprhs in front &t the bead of the streich
und wins easily, with Cowncer Gambit runming
seeond At less=than-even money. Black 5 prings
pays 52440 siraight, and my player friend
comes running up to bell me be'll mover dasht
me again. He kasn't, eiher, Armmed with *The
System of the Century,™ he'll never nood ad v
o EGEY Again,

1 recognize thai the world m Tull of skeptics,
30 | make this proposiizon to vou. Seod me
T9.9% &1 payment in full for the “System of the
Ceﬂlu:‘_'.‘." Lise this method &0 vowar local race
track for fifteen days, making sure 1o follow
my rules as ontlined therein. et all you wanl

and keep what wou ke im with my
blessings!

And Bere’s the kest pan. i my method fzils
to work for you in exacily the manner Pee
desribed, pon fave rivked mothing oo
hecamse I' send yous origingl check back to
voir — uncashed! {Just date your check one
manth akead, That way nabody can towch
wiar ten hoeks while you prove to yourss that
“The Systerm of the Cemtury™ 15 everythang 1 saY
it .1

Could anything he fairer?

¥ ou owe i1 1o yoursel to find out ahout “the
mizchine that prints money.” i Mike Warren

. 'm well-knowm im racing circles . . e |
TEp T T

At now, Today, Can pon afford 1o gress
Hoat em wrong?

Sworn statement...

This ix te certify thar alf stoterrenrs made in
thiz al are drae and corresd fo e best of my
knowiedge and beliel, MIKE WARREN i a
professianal kendicapper af Therougkhred
harier, arn s grass facome for the st dwelve
monaths was i excess of 3300000, 0L

{E.Igﬁfabs

| FREE EXAMINATION OFFER

L-- =y 7rry F 3 71}

Mike Warren
T||1- Battineore Balletin, Inc.

Dear Mike:

LK., M ey enyehing once. Please send s “The I

System of the Century™ by return mall. | undersiand
ghat iff yoor methed doess't make hig maney Tor meas
you kave oullingd, &7 1 Bave 10 do s return itwithina
moeh knd my uncashed check will ke returned to me.
Ok 1Bt bk, here i my check for 59,95 detad one
mantiy frove peree. [0 pol’ne eninsmg 2 money order
thi can't be daited nhesd, you have The same money-
hick guarames)
For immedlie (st class shopeent, a8d
50z, {in coins or slamps, pliass)

Mama
Addnee —
Ciy

Slule — Tip

Pease make check payable 1o "The Balimsey
Beadliin™

t-axn
N 330 Madison Ave, H.¥., N.Y.
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Do sea serpents actually exist? Are thers such beings as the mythologioal monsters of the deep? Since the dawn of history man has
been fascinated with this question. Beyond all the efforts of orthodox stlence to explain away the noflon of sea monsters attacking
rren and ships, the belel perssis, For itis a tact that the sea seqpants aro there,

Killars of the sea not only exist, they have bean sean, and they do attack human baings. Many of them have bean photographed,
though by no means all of them. And some have been captured.

Without question the abiding connection in all cases of attack by any of these underwater denizens is the fact of violence—and
algoterror. One ks frightenad, 1o be sure, by the prospect of & charge by a mad bear, a bergerk gorilla, a lon, or & condor swooping
down with clewws oulstretchad and beak dripping, bul for soma reason the beasis of the sea—including those equally ferocious
Inhabitants of lake, river, lagoon, and swamp—are Infinitely more temifying.

That this ia so can be swifthr attested to by ona’s own reaction upon hearing or reading of the effects of an attack by the grest white
shark, the giant squid, the piranha, the alligator gar, or the killer whale, The mangled remalng— a simply Instant skeleion—of the
victima ara mora chillingly eloguant than any words.

Orwver the canturies thass underwater beings with their sinuows movements, their enormous jaws and claws of steal, ther posons
and their fantastic strength and rapacity have gripped man with awe and terror.

And it is beside the point to argue whether a ceriain animal attacks only through a misunderstanding or from fear or from reprisal;
the grirn fact is that it does attack, and it is of smalf consequence Tor whal reason when an arm or leg has been savaged from a
person's body or he has been crushed ke an aggshell, or cut o pleces in a desth rom an unassailabée vanom. Tha monslens an
there. Ferhaps the best thing we can do g respect them.

KILLERS OF THE DCEAN Is pubfshed by Leeime Wemesabame Inc, 380 Mikann Al BT, BLY. 10007 Cafrprighl uniar Lisissrsal inneradonal Corsantions. Copright © 1871 Livi=e
"Tioka Ao (e Prica 81,00, AN iiphis resened, inoluding the righi of reproduction In whols o Injpar in aow foem,
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Never had I known the taste of panic—not even
when I'd been confronted by a hammerhead
| had been scared then, but nothing like this time.
The attack by that moray eel was a horror Il
never forget. My body, my left arm and my neck
certainly won't forget it. And it happened in the
most beautiful place you could ever imagine.

You really don't have to travel far to find the
real world of rches and beauty and infinite won-
der. Sure, some people joumney to the East, the
Orient, to South America, or to the sophisticated
art of Europe, the glory and grandeur of Egypt,
Greece, and maybe even the ancient Kingdom of
the Khmers; but for me [ simply drive a few miles
from my home.

It's a half hour drive from my house to the shore.
I live in southern Florida. Once at the shore I don
my mask and diving gear and in just moments I slip
into a world of unparalleled splendor, an un-
believable, wholly magical world. A mysterious
world. The word of the coral reef.

Here, above the sandy plain of the reef’s outer
edge, 1 see a fish that walks on its fins and attracts
prey with a lure dangling from its overhanging
nose. Everything is here. [ see garden ecls, slender
as pencils, curl into a vertieal position looking like
a group of question marks.

I see darting squid, jackknife. fish, barracudas,
sharks, sea cucumbers, indigo parrot fish with teeth
that have grown or evolved into birdlike beaks.

All the undulating rhythms of the water world
are here to entice. The waving bottom grasses, the
changing light and color, all add to the un-
believable life that is so constant — that is going on
regardless of the fortunes of men with their wars
and money and so called battle with nature.

And here too, in this underwater fairyland, [, the
stranger, the intruder, am witness to the gliding
sharks and barracudas, the groupers, the sinuous
moray eel. It is a miraculous world — awesome, be-
autiful, timeless,

Coral reefs are among the oldest and richest
animal communities on our planet. Tt is these qual-
ities that have called me again and again to this
upderwater place of magic. What is the life there?
What are the species that inhabit these fascinating

* "homes"? How do they live? How do they relate

to one another? And even — yes — what am [ doing
down here?

| suppose 1 could be labeled a sort of marine
biologist. But that’s not my profession. I am a
bank teller, actually, and I dive because diving is
what I love to do. Not so much the actual diving.
mind you — but the seeing.

One of my favorite spots, apart from the place
near my home, is about four miles off the Florida
Keys — Alligator Reef, a pile of submerged coral
nearly a mile long. But for this, of course, I have to
go by boat. I like to go with my wife and my son;
sometimes we take along a frend or two.

Funny thing, | always knew that my wife was
altractive, but it wasn't until quite recently that |
found out she was also attractive to turtles. Equip-
ped with swim fins and Aqualings, my wife Mary,
my son Joey, and I had been collecting smgel fish
in about eighty-five feet of water.

Suddenly an enormous loggerhead appeared, it
seemed from nowhere, and just hovered there
above my wife who, not seeing him, was busily fill-
ing her collecting bag. I'll bet he weighed a good
quarter tomn.

| thought he would move on, but he just stayed
there, hoverng, looking down at Mary. | figured he
must have been attracted by her long hair which
was flowing behind her.

As a rule, loggerheads are nol aggressive. But
mles are made, it is said, to be broken. And the
loggerhend has powerful jaws amd a tremendous
potential for inflicting damage. With just one bite a
loggerhead can crush a thick conch shell. 1 also
remembered at that moment having heard of a
fisherman who had been crippled by a loggerhead
biting his leg.

Joey and T had our bangsticks with us, antishark
guns that fire .357 magnum revolver cartridges. We
kept the safety catches on as we moved toward the
great turtle, poking it with our guns as spears. He
paddled away. No trouble,

Except that hardly had Joey and I tomed our
attention to something else when the loggerhead
was back. He was swimming directly above Mary,




“Readied my spear and drove it at him...”
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Crown-of-thorns star fish. Each thorn is
highly poisonous and will give a human
being excruciating, almost unbearable pain.
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Stonefish.

within six feet of her.

I shouted through my mask — and it is possible
to hear that sound for a little distance underwater
— and then 1 tapped my air tank with the bangstick
to attract her attention. But Mary didn’t notice.
She went rght on collecting specimens, blitheky
unaware of the glant turtle directly above her.

[ felt a touch of alarm right then, but controlled
it. Now Joey and I moved closer and shoved him
with our guns — they were still on safety — really
poking the creature; and we finally pushed him
away. This time he stayed away. And I breathed a
welcome sigh of relief.

Normally the great turtles swim alone, but [ have
come upon thousands of individoals of other
species swimming together at Alligator Reef, and
quite close by, what's more. Greal masses of snap-
pers and grunts will lie almost motionless, like
great armies, waiting for dusk when they go their
individual ways to feed.

The flamboyance of many reef fishes is astound-
ing. This has three unseful purposes: Lo confuse
other animals, to assure concealment, or, CON-
versely, to advertise the wearer’s presence.

Grunts, for example, fishes with horzontal
stripes, are adept at the use of confusion as a tactic
of defense. When a marauding predator conmes
gpen 3 milling school, with its shifting maze of
lines, he has great difficulty in singling out an
individual for a long enough time to zero in for the
capture, Then, too, if the attacker dives right into
the school without first selecting a single targel,
the fish have an excellent chance to escape by
darting in different directions.

But there was a way to beat this, 1 saw. Large
jacks first flash into the group of grunts and scatter
fhem, after which it is easier to chase them
separately.

A great number of the most beautiful reef fishes
— for instance, the spotfin hogfish, the angelfish,
the queen triggerfish — carry markings in hues that
cover the whole spectrum. In most instances, their
colors make them difficult to detect against the
variegated background of the reefs, their markings
serve to break up their size and shape and outline.

But if I'm to get to the point 1 had better stop
digressing. A few years ago | began serionsly to
take up night diving. And it was en one of these
dives that the thing | want to tell about happened.

My wife, my son and 1 had taken our boat out to
a reef we'd already chosen. It was an extraordinary
night. The tropic air seemed the perfect sefting.
High above the stars glittered like silver. But that is
a poor description. We lay just to seaward of the
onter edge of the deep reef.

It wasn't long before we were ready to dive. We
had a lot of stuff — cameras, bangsticks, nets,
spears, and signal flares — just in case we got far

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN

— e,



away from the boat. We wore Aqualungs and
plastic football helmets on which were sealed-beam
lights.

I climbed over the stern and, with my headlight
on, dropped into the dark sea. Mary and Joey
followed.

The three of us pulled ourselves hand over hand
down the white anchor line, stopping every once in
a while to relieve the pressure on our ears. Now at
one hundred feet the darkness below opened up as
the beams of our headlights touched along the pale
ocean floor.

We landed on a plain of sand and coral rubble on
which were a number of large sponges. A great
colony of starfish made a carpet directly ahead of
ns a5 they waved their tissuelike arms while they
fished for food.

Kicking our flippers we edged along the bottom.
Now silvery clouds of reef herring swirled about us.
Over on my left [ watched a swimming crab hold-
ing a struggling herring in its pincers while de-
vouring it tail firsl.

Reef life is fascinating; and it is even more
fascinating when you understand how the reef pro-
liferates. Coral, which & the real backbone of a reef
community, looks dead, vet it is in actual fact a
living animal. Indeed, its stony skeleton is like the
shells of snails, or our own bones.

Those animals that manufacture the coral rocks
are related to the flowerdike sea anemones and
watery jellyfishes which, even in cooler climates,
may be seen along the seashore.

There are corals living in oll the oceans, but it is
only in tropical seas that they form reefs. Further-
more, it is impossible for them to build reefs if the
temperature of the water falls below sixty-eight de-
grees Fahrenheit for any length of time.

While the corals build, nature’s destructive forces
tear down. Numerous and varied boring organisms
penetrate the stony coral. Weakened, the whole
structure crumbles. In the meantime, new coral
cities grow on the seaward fringe and face of the
reef, and on the eroded skeletons of what was
there before.

Remnanis of rotting reef would shortly be
washed away were it not for the seaweeds, stony
algae, sponges, and a host of other organisms
cementing the fragments together. What results
from all this is a porous limestone, honeycombed
with tunnels, grottoes, caves of all sizes. The rock
is riddled with little nooks and crannies, as well as
big potholes filled with sand. And it is here that
the residents of the reef keep house. And, too, it i
why some of them — the moray, for instance — are
so hard to see. Until you maybe step on him.

The most minkscule crevice or crack is a2 room for
somebody. And moreover, the reef is occupied to
capacity!

But I was alert when [ began moving across the

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN
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Seaquanum caretaker sppears to have
charmed a moray eel, considered one of the
58a's most dangerous creatures.
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Giant Pacific Oclopus

sea floor. 1 was mindful of the fact that larger
fishes often occupy the coral ledges and caverns of
the reef. And a good thing | was!

For here all at once, without the slightest wam-
ing, was an enormous jewfish. 1 suddenly found
myself within three feet of him. He was at least

8

two hundred pounds, maybe more. 1 raised my
camera. The huge, still head filled the viewfinder as
[ got ready to trip the shutter.

Some pretty vivid thoughts meed into my mind
just at that point. The entire sea turtle | had found
in the stomach of a jewfish a couple of years back;
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the diver who was engulfed head and shonlders by
a jewlish he had tried to spear; another diver who
was knocked absolutely out by a jewfish who ram-
med his diving helmet.

But this one posed for his pictures, seemingly not
at all hostile. It didn't matter, though, because it
wasn't the jewfish with whom I was going to have
to contend — but the eight-foot, hundred pound
maonster 1 stepped on as | backed into a piece of
reef, preparatory to surfacing.

And suddenly the thing was on me! 1 felt a stab
of pain in my left hand and dropped my camera.
And all at once [ knew cold, icy fear. | moved back
quickly and now the fear turned almost to some-
thing like terror for I saw where the bite had come
from. The moray slid swifily out of his reef lair
and moved toward me.

Instantly I readied my spear and drove it at him.
I felt it thonk into his tough, muscular body which
was as thick a8 my arm. But the sfrike appeared
now to be no more effective than a wasp sting, for
to my complete surprise and untold horror the
serpent was slithering down the spear shaft, coming
right at me, his monstrously wicked-looking face
eager for the attack.

For a moment I was paralvzed. Never have | seen
such an ugly, evil face as that which slithered
toward me now on the end of itz slimy, sinoous
body.

There was nothing for me to do but get out of
there. I suddenly realized at that moment how
alone T was. Where were Mary and Joey? Where
was the boat? | dropped the spear and moray and
fled.

P_— o

But if I thought that was the end of the matter 1
was grievously mistaken. The monster was offl the
spear in a flash and after me! He was huge. 1 well
knew the frightful damage he was easily capable of
causing.

There are about twenty species of moray eeels.
Their savagery is well known. In the daytime they
lutk in rock or coral crevices with their blunt, ugly
heads poking out to see what's going on. At night
these horrendous serpents sguirm out of their
hiding places to hunt for fish or sometimes an
octopus. I had evidently stepped on his nibs just as
he was sallying forth.

An octopus will hide from a moray, using any
available crevice. Often, though, the abode he has
chosen proves to be his own coffin, because the
relentless moray can slip his head into just about
any place large enough to take an octopus. Then,
all the moray has to do is seize a piece of the
octopus’s arm in its jaws and spin swiftly round
and round until the meat is torn off. In this
delightful manner the whole octopus is eventually
consumed — piece by piece,

Small octopuses, however, essay to avoid being
eaten by hugging the moray in their arms. Bot the
wily moray is ahead of this caper. He simply sheds
the octopus by tying his own fail into a knot and
slipping his muscular body headfirst through the
loop of the knot, in the process dislodging the
octopus,

Some of this knowledge was in my mind as [ fled
my determined assailant. I had lost my direction

Dangerous moray eel with the tiny neon goby, which acts as a kind of foothpick.
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Spear fishing skin diver Earl Robinson twists his line around vicious moray eel.

now in a moment of fright — ves, panic — and was
not at all sure where the boat lay.

Now he was on me! His slithery form closed in as
he attacked my head, | threw up my arm (o
protect myself and felt a stab of pain as those
terrible teeth slashed in. Again and again | tried to
ward off my remorseless foe. At one point 1 man-
aged to grab him just in back of his hideous head,
but now he coiled his fantastically strong body
around my neck. | found myself staring into the
most repulsively evil face I had ever seen. Sheer
terror all but paralyzed me, as with my free hand I
tried to loosen his death grip on my neck.

At once 1 lost my footing and almost gave up my
grip. But I held on, still managing to keep his
furions fangs from slashing me again.

Now | could feel myself weakening. And
suddenly 1 had lost him. My hand had loosened

and he was out of my grip. I saw his wicked head
only inches from my mask and again the awful

10

pain hit me as he struck my neck. And then my
shoulder...

The next thing 1 remember I was on the deck of
the boat, wrapped in a blanket. Someone, maybe
Mary, was giving me artificial respiration. They had
found me just after the moray struck; had dis-
patched him with one shot of the bangstick and
had brought me on board. 1 was in agony, vomif-
ing, and very much in shock. :

We raced to the nearest point of inhabited land,
and then to the hospital. The surgeon worked on
me for four hours, But 1 made it. Thanks to my
wife and son.

But I shall never forget that wicked, hateful,
wholly evil and relentless face as the moray muoved
in to deal me those last strokes.

Nor will my arm and shoulder forget. For | have
never regained the agility 1 once had in that side of
my body — nor the innocence 1 had enjoyed when-
ever 1 had swum in that paradise of reefs below the
eurface of the sea. For me now, a second moray
can always be wailing for me. @

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN
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THE TWHUVE DAY HORROR
That Nobody Gan Forget

The sun-baked beach was packed with bathers,
all happy over the approaching Fourth of July
celebration, which would be in two days. Chil-
dren ran in and out of the water, splashing one
another: the smaller ones built their castles in
the sand. The young men courted the young
girls, and the older couples soaked in the life-
giving salt air.

In Europe there was the war, for this was
1816, but here at Beach Haven, New Jersey, it
was holiday time. There wasn't a soul on the
beach or in the delightfully cool water who could
know that the most unforgettable horror was
about to strike.

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN

No one saw the great white beast moving
gtealthily through the silent water about 100
meters from the laughing shore. No ripple, no
sound, not the slightest vibration heralded his
arrival on a joyous scene that in only seconds
would turn to unimaginable havoc.

Charles Vanzant, a handsome young man of
twenty-four, turned in the cool, placid sea and
began to swim leisurely back to the beach. He
was hungry. He would have one of those great
hot dogs and a beer, then perhaps a gentle
snooze under the sun. He was really developing
a tan. The girls at the office . . .

He swam on his back now and his ears were in
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the water and so he did not hear the great scream
that rose from the crowds on the beach.

In total horror they followed an old man’s point-
ing finger to the fin that had broken the surface

just a few feet from Vanzant, and his near-scream,
“SHARK!"

And the crv went up, almost sobbing out of the
staring crowd, “My God — it Is a shark!"

Charles Vanzant heard nothing. His head was in
the water. He was thinking how his tan would
impress the girls at the office when he retumed to
work.

The great white shark swam closer. The dorsal fin
sliced the surface of the water like a razor.

Vanzant, swimming on his back, had closed his
eyes against the heat of the July sun. He felt a pull
on his leg. Still without opening his eves he re-
ached down, thinking he might have swum into a
fishing net or a rope of some kind. He could not
find his leg. When he opened his eyes he saw the
great fin and the blood foaming to the surface,
pumping oul of the hole where his leg had once
been a part of his body. He screamed. And he kept
On SCreaming. ..

There are still eyewitnesses Lo that scene of un-
believable horror. They remember that day sixty
years ago. An eyewiimess recollected it only re-
centhy.

“There was a lot of chuming in the water when
Vanzant began flailing his arms and screaming.

“Then the water turned red, foaming, like it was
boiling or something. A bunch of us rushed in fo
help.

“Maybe the noise we made or the crashing in the
water — | don"t know — but anvhow the shark
ook off. We grabbed Vanzant and got him to the
beach. The sea was all blood. My God, I've never
seen 5o much bipod. And I have never seen any-
thing like what was left of his legs. I think one was
completely gone, the other was like shredded meat.
But — blood... My God, blood all over...™

Charles Vanzant never did show his tan to the
girls in the office. He died from loss of blood and
shock. His legs and body had been totally ravaged
by the great fanged beast.

But this was only the beginning of an orgy of
destruction that left mangled bodies, an ocean of
human blood, and terror, sheer terror, in the hearts
and minds of those who were fortunate enough to
survive.

Except nobody knew that it was only the begin-
ning; everyone though it was over. The funeral
was held. The family mourned. The holiday-makers
were in no mood for a holiday now. They retreated
into their sorrow and shrinking memories of the
horror they had witnessed at Beach Haven. It was
more than enough Tor a lifetime.

But just four days later the great Killer struck
again! Forty-five miles up the coast, al Spring
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Lake, New Jersey, twenty-eight-vear-old Charlie
Pruder {also listed as Bruder, age twenty-three) was
enjoving the cool water and a vigorous swim. He
was a good swimmer, strong, and sure of himself in
the water. As was his custom he was swimming
well beyond the lifeline. But nobody paid much
notice, for they knew his capabilities, He could
handle himself.

A voung woman on the beach was idly watching
him, watching rather in the way one will casually
notice birds or an airplane, not really taking it in,
for one’s attention is actually on something else.

Suddenly she saw that Pruder had disappeared —
and that where he had been swimming a spreading
red blot appeared.

The woman screamed. Pointing, she cried oul
that the man in the red canoe had tomed over and
must be in. trouble.

But it was no “cance.” It was the great white
ghark she had seen, and now to the horrified eyes
of all on the beach there was no question what the
“red" was.

Pruder had been swimming along at a good clip.
He loved to swim. His body was strong, well-knit,
he loved to move it. Swimming was one of his
favorite pastimes.

He wondered if he had gotten off his course and
had run into the lifeline, for he felt a tug. But then,
to his unimaginable horror, ke knew...

Lifeguards quickly reached Pruder by boat. They
reached over to pull him aboard.

Just before he lost consciousness in a haze of
agony, he gasped, “Shark — shark got me - bit my
legs off!™

Death was quick. Mercifully so. Pruder’s right
leg was in shreds, that is, what was lefl of it. It was
bitten off halfway between the knee and ankle, re-
siding now in the great belly of his attacker along
with the left foot and lower part of the left leg
which were also missing. Most of the remaining left
leg below the knee was totally denuded of flesh,
and there was a deep gash above the left knee, As
though this “feast” had not been sufficient, the
terrible teeth had savaged out a large mouthful
from the right side of his victim’s abdomen.

Where now was the killer? And was it one killer?
Or a group? By now the entire coast was in a state
of alarm. And there was more to come,

And it came in a most unexpected manner - not
that anyone ever “expects” a shark attack. But in
many ways, this one may be termed the most
tragic of the attacks. It happened six days later.

Matawan, New Jersey is about twenty-five miles
from where Charles Pruder had been killed.
Actually, Matawan is some ten miles from the
ocean; its connection is a tidal creek, about 35 feet
scross al its widest point, and which runs about
two miles before emptying into Raritan Bay.

The afternoon of July 12 was uncomfortable; it
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Restoration of Jaws of Fossil Shark

was hot, muggy, a harbinger of the dog days that
would come in August. A group of boys knew how
to deal with that sort of weather, though. They
were enjoving themselves in the cool waters of
their favorite swimming hole in Matawan Creek,
Earlier that same day three men on a bridge
about a mile and half down stream had seen a dark
shadow sweeping up the creek with the incoming
tide, and heading straight as an arrow for Matawan.

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE CCEAN

Could it be a shark? Their warnings were not
taken seriously, though, because who would ever
think of a shark finding its way up that narrow
stream, so far from the open sea? Why would a
shark even think of coming up there?

At any rate, the happy swimmers diving from the
piling near a makeshift dock in front of the bag
factory at Matawam never gave it a thought.

The water was murky, and now one of the boys
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who drove in felt something rough grate across his

stomach. Rocks?! He clambered out of the water

quickly.

“Don’t dive in any more — there’s a shark or
something in there!™ And he looked at his stomach
to see it streaked with blood.

What had he scraped against?

*There are no sharks this for up the creek,”
soimreone said. “You seraped on a rock or some old
wood or nail or something.™

Soon they were all caught up in a game of tag.
The warning was forgotien, even by the boy who
had scraped his stomach.

Presently, twelve-year-old Lester Stilwell called
to a friend who was just climbing out of the water.

*Watch me fAoat!" '

As the other boy turned to watch Lester, he felt
something slam against his leg. Looking down, he
saw what he thought was the tail of a huge fish.
And all at once he was gripped with fear. It was
heading straight for his friend Lester, But before he
could cry out in warning, the great beast was upon
his victim.

Lester of course had seen nothing, for he was
floating on his back. His scream of terror coincided
almost to the dot with the bite of the monster
whose great teeth but almost all the way through
him. The poor boy was pulled down into the
murky depiths.

Instant terror boke out. People suddenly
appeared at the cresk, would-be rescuers and
others who attempted to calm the screaming boys.
Some people were in boats, others, not realizing
what was happening, only thinking that one of the
boys was drowning, dove into the water. It was
wholly courageous but foolhardy as the whole
group became submered in witer hysteria.

Meanwhile, the water foamed with the struggle
that was going on beneath. Now the entire creek, it
seemed, had exploded into bright red. This did not
deter Stanley Fisher who rushed into the water to
help some other men who were attempting to
block the shark's escape by stretching a chicken-
wirne barrier across a narrow place downstream
from where Lester Stilwell had disappeared.

Fisher was a big man, about 240 pounds, in his
enrly twentics. Now he bravely began diving to try
to find the boy's body.

And then, a8 onlookers watched, a shout went
up, for a great shadow could be seen in the water,
bearing down upon Fisher. Some onlookers later
estimated it at ffteen feet in length. All at once
the water around Fisher began to boil, as the shark
bit with hi enormous jows. The creek seemed to
whip into a gigantic crimson foam. The man dis-
appeared. He was heroically battling the shark with
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every ounce he could muster — hitting, kicking,
biting: his entire being screaming at the rage and

 terror of it.

Meanwhile, on the surface; the water chumed
even more violently and grew a brighter red. For a
moment the onlookers were paralyzed by this
second horror, unbelisvable in its suddenness,

But now Fisher was seen to surface in a great
stain of new blood. The water was waist-deep and
he was half crouching, tottering on one leg while
holding the remains of his right leg in both hands.

This horrific sight stunned the onlookers, most
of whom simply could not believe what they were
seeing. The flesh had been stripped from Fisher's
right thigh, from his groin to his knee. The white,
bloodstreaked thigh bone was cleary visible
through the torn and bloody flesh.

As the brave man — his face absolutely disfigured
by the pain and shock of what he was suffering -
began to Fall, hands reached out from a boat which
had been swiftly manned, and grabbed him.

In vain they tried to stop the bleeding by putting
a rope tourniquet high on the thigh. The coura-
geous man died that night in the hospital, but he
was able to state that he had actually reached the
body of Lester Stilwell and had wrested it from the
jaws of the shark. It was reporled that the body of
the boy was found two days later not very far from
where Fisher had been cut to pieces.

But the horror was not over; the ogy of blood
and terror and torment was to confinne almost
without anv inferruption. Some men had decided
to get dynamite and blow up the hiding killer.
They would dynamite the creek. And while this
was being done, and even while Fisher was being

rushed to the hospital, the great white shark struck
again. This time about a half mile downstream.

Joseph Dunn and several other boys were swim-
ming in the creek when the shark warning reached
them. They heeded it. They scrambled out of the
water. But Joseph Dunn was the last to climb into
the motor boat.

Just as he was about to clear the water the white
killer bit into his dght leg. The boy turned white,
screamed and kicked the water with his free leg
while his friends tried to pull him from the shark’s
jaws.

Meanwhile the wretched boy was screaming and
kicking, his face a grotesque mask of unspeakable
pain and panic.

But finally they managed to wrench Dunn free of
those massive teeth which sliced with the speed of
light, the precision of the professional killer, and
the inexorability of death.

The brute now vanished. Onlookers testified that
he was a good twelve or fifteen feet in length. It
was hard to see in the murky water, and everyone
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wis 80 horrified and afraid too that no doubt they
saw more through imagination than cool scientific
observation.

Joseph Dunn recovered, although it was
necessary to amputate his leg,

The great white shark escaped, crashing through
the chicken-wire barrier and vanishing. At least for
the moment. Hundreds of nets, baited hooks and
other articles of capture failed to get him.

While one account says that Lester Stilwell’s
body was found (a8 noted above) another account
says that “it is belioved that the child was literally
torn to pieces and devoured.™

A massive shark hunt was mounted, with the
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Holding up the jaws of the great white shark,
harpooned off Santa Catalina Isfand,
weighing in at 1,400 pounds. Two harbor
seals were found inside 12% foot body.

entire countryside roused. A number of sharks
were caught in and near Matawan Creek. It is
supposed that the actual assassin was an 8%-foot
greal white shark which was netted in Raritan Bay,
less than four miles from the mouth of the creek.
This was two days after the holocaust. When they
opened the killer they found in its belly fifteen
pounds of human flesh and bones, including those
identified as the shinbone of a boy and part of a
human rib cage.

The authorities were satisfied that this one had
been the killer, for there were no more attacks.

There is no doubt that the great white shark
attacks more humans than any other kind of shark.
Clearly, it i the most dangerous of its tribe.
Furthermore, it grows to an astounding size, which
alone is sufficient to strike terror into anyone,
Often the great white shark exceeds twenty feet.
One great white shark caught off the Australian
coast measured more than thirty-six feet.

These brutes are also solidly built. In 1959, also
in Australian waters, a 16%-fool white shark
weighed in at 2,664 pounds; a twenty-one-footer,
hooked off Cuba, is said to have tipped the beam
at seven thousand pounds,

They often swallow their prey whaole, Their teeth
are triangular and saw-edged and so it’s an easy
matler to chew off a piece of the victim. But they
can take a big gulp. One great white shark, measur-
ing thirty feet, taken off the coast of Califomia,
was found to have a hundred-pound sea lion in its
stomach.

Big. or not so big, they are deadly, rapacious, and
fearsome. That infamous day at Matawan has not
been forgotten, Nor will it be.
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“Marlboro country it s nol,” Don Widdicomb said
as he eased his forty-foot steel-hulled HBaby Doe
into the shelter of a reef.

We were a long way from home, John Farkas and
L. We had traveled twenty-seven flying hours from
New York to Sydney, and then had sailed on up
gome two-hundred miles north to Australia®s Great
Barrier Reef.

A long way out here, | remember 1 was thinking
as 1 looked at that impassive, and so scemingly
peaceful sea..and a long way back. Right then I
didn’t have any idea how really long that return
trip was going to be.

Of course, Don was referring to the “country™
below the surface. “Snake country,” the anglers
call it. John and I had come (o this remote region
of bursting surf and treacherouns shoals and placid,
clear sea to observe and photograph snakes under
water.

Few divers had ever done this, and nol many
scientists. First of all, the sea snakes we were after
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are thousands of miles “away®; that is, they don't
live in the Atlantic,

They probably would, scientists claim, bot for
the narrow neck of the iBthmus of Panama. They
cannot cross the isthmos through the Panama
Canal becavse the freshwater lakes in the canals do
not allow the passage of marine life from one
ocean b0 the other. As a matter of fact, if sea
snakes ever should enter fresh water, they would
lose necessary amounts of body salts and die.

The freshwater barrier that s provided by the
Panama Canal would be lacking if there happened
to be a sea-level canal across the isthmuos; and a sea
snake mvasion from the Pacific to the Atlanbc is
one of the most dreaded consequences of such a
project. Not only would an invasion of sea snakes
into the Atlantic drive tourists out of the Carib-
bean and cut off the flow of money in trade, but it

would have a most serious effect on the ecological
balance.

Sea snakes have been known since remote times,
As o rule these serpents of the sea remain near the
shore, but they have been seen in great numbers,
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even covering the surfsce, on the open sea.
such armada, sixty miles long and ten feet wide
was sighted in 1932 between Sumatra and the
Malay Peninsula. Within that massive, awesome
horde of venom millions of serpentine bodies,
stroking and undulating with their wicked-looking
flat tails, surged on, no one knew to where. It must
have been a horrific sight — for their bite is agoni-
Zingly lethal.

John and 1 wanted to study the feeding and
mating habits and especially the behavior toward
people of these dangerous creatures. We had heard
some pretty rough stordes and were intrigued,
althoungh, speaking for myself rght now, |
wouldn’t have wanted to go alone or with anyone 1
didn't know as well as John Farkas. John was a
true pro when it came to this sort of work. The
only thing was, though both of us had been diving
for years, we didn't know much at all about these
creatures.

1 want to say here that I had never believed in sea
serpents of sea monsters and all those gory stories,
but I was spon to change my mind. Abruptly.
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4 ““His head was like
a cobra’s...then
convulsions. ..
agony ..."”

Don Widdicomb, whose boat we'd hired, told us
right off we were crazy.

*“¥You don't know what one of them can do to
you,"” was how he put it. *1 mean, a single shark
bite, all right, it's nothing to look forward to, but
you've atill got a chance. But when old Pelamus
plariris or A. stokesii sink one of those fangs into
vou — just ome nibble — you have had it.” He
shook his big head, whistling through his teeth. 1
gaw an Aborgine fisherman get it last wyear. 1
watched him die.

We knew Don was right, bot we were
determined. A great many humans had already
died from being bitten by sea snakes. Some of
these serpents — and there are about fifty varieties
— have a venom many times more deadly than that
known for any land snake. The particular one we
were after was a1 member of the HAyvdrophiidae
family, cousin of the cobra. Just remembering
what happened now, all this time later, 1 can sense
that feeling s0 many writers have described, and
which until now I always thought was the bunk—
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the hair rising on the back of my neck. These dead-

Iy vipers can go o eight feetl in length, but long of,

short they all have those fangs.

But diving is like anything else; once you're
hooked, vou're hooked.

The area we were in was excellent for oor pur-
pose. The water was absolutely clear. You could
see all the way to the bottom in some places.

That first day was unforgettable, not only be-
cause it was our first dive — but because of the
superbly beautiful setting. The water was as clear,
as blue, and in many places as trnnguil, as the great
sky overhead,

I couldn™ wait to get into the water. That first
moment when yon slip over the side of the boat
and the water closes over your head is always
special for me. I kKnew it was special for John too,
for we had sometimes spoken of it. As I have said,
we were old diving buddies. And that feeling of
excitement, of newness, of a whole world opening
up, well, it's especially so when you're in a new
region, one that no one else, or hardly anvone, has
explored.

I never expected it to happen 5o fast. 1 really
wasn't ready and the chill that went through me in
that warm water almost paralyzed me.

A sort of motion, a sinnous curving on the sand
floor of the sea. Even though the setting scemed
almost more like the interior of a fish tank than
the actual sea 1 felt that chill of fear, of the un-
known, go all the way through me. [t's a fear |
think that men have known ever since the begin-
ning of time — the fear of the serpent.

I've been diving for years, nearly all my life, and
I was long familiar with the abmpt darting and
searching of numerous kinds of fish. But this, this
was that all-too-familiar motion of the silent,
venomous — and unknown — serpent that has
evoked fascination and terror in man ever since the
beginning of history.

I was prepared, at least externallv. My insides
were shaky, but | had my snake stick, an aluminum
rod with a pistol grip on one end and tonglike jaws
on the other; about the length of a rifle. And I was
— luckily — covered completely by my diving suit
of foam rubber, which gave me protection not only
against the July cold of Australian winter but,
hopefully  too, against the chance of snakebite. 1
only hoped that the snake confronting me now was
the shorter-fanged species. At least one sea snake,
Astrotia, con knife his fangs through gquarter-inch
neoprene foam.

He was aiming at me right now. His unmarked
mustard yellow sKin seemed just another varintion

of the water. But 1 recognized his kind —
Aipysurus laevis — which can reach better than six

18

feet in length. And I now saw he was indeed all of
that.

He had a heavy body and a mouth big enough for
serious biting. His head was like a cobra’s, neat and
blunt; and he had the cobra’s large, dark — and 1
am tempted to say baleful — eve. The absolutely
incongruous thing was that his face appeared
actoally pleasant. He even seemed to offer a small
smile. But then crocodiles and their “gently smiling
jows™ also appear pleasant. Until they stop smiling!

This is not 2 moment [ care to remember; still it
was nothing compared to what happened the
following day. I have often wondered, though,
whether or not it might have been some sort of
warning or premonition.

As he swam closer, just about six inches from my
stomach, I could feel myself tighten, even sweat.
Would those fangs strike? How long were they?
Would they pierce my snit? [ knew that the sirike
would be painless; and | might not even feel it. [t
would be later that the torfure of its poison would
seize the body and cause excruciating death. And
just one strike was enough.

His kind had killed a lot of people. As I said, the
bite is painless. But after several hours the legs of
the victim become paralyzed, his eyes close, and
then his jaws lock. He may live for several days be-
fore convulsions and respiratory failure bring
Ionged-for death. All these proesome thoughts were
racing in me as that awesome figure slid closer.

But no — his jaws remained serenely closed and
he swam on, almost brushing me. So much for my
first enconnter with a true sea serpent.

It was the next moming that it happened — but,
of course, not in any way that I could possibly
have expected.

Again it was a magnificent day. The three of us
had =lept well after Dost had served a delicious
supper of snapper, salad, and garlic bread, with
superh wine, The Australion wines are little known
in the rest of the world, but a number of them are
delicious, rvaling anything I've had in France or
Germany or back in the States.

We had spent the rest of the evening swapping
stories and sitting in silence too under the massive,
fabulous sky, the myriad stars, and of course, the
southern cross. We were tired in that marveloushy
honest way one can be after a great day, but we
were loath to turn in. [ was still a bit shaken, too,
by my encounter with that mustard-colored devil.

“Tomorrow we'll get some really good specimens
for the lab,” John said eagerly, He had sighted a
couple of snakes, but he had not had mn experience
like mine, and so he had kidded mie a good bit.

“Just be careful when they come up for air,”
Don warned. “lt"s the worst time. That's when
they notice you, and sometimes they'll just come
right at you."
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*“And attack?"

“If that’s what you call having those poisonous
fangs hit you, yes,” said Don in his laconic way.

I remembered Don’s admonition as 1 got ready
the following morning. We were in a new region
now and when [ slipped over the side [ told myself
I was ready for any fresh surprises.

Again, | saw my adversary almost immediately.
This was a different sea serpent who came un-
dulating into my field of vision. He was small, only

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN

a couple of feet long, and, in spite of again feeling ]

that tug of fear, I could say he was beautiful, with
his belly a smooth yellow. I knew that Pelamus
platurus was highly poisonous and that he could
swim with unbelievable speed. This is because he
can fold his skin to form a deep, flattened ventral
keel. He can swim so fast that he seems to just
disappear. What was he going to do now?

I kept more or less still, with my eves watching
him, as though mesmerized. But then, with total
unexpectedness, another figure appeared on the
scene. ;

A long body as thick as my arm, a body that
seemed to glitter, a pale body, though with dark

‘patterns. His face, I quickly saw, unlike my friend

of the previous day, was not smiling.

Somehow, Pelamus platurus had left my field of
vision, and this rather frightened me, Still, the ser-
pent in front of me now was bearing down, and
there was no time to look around for the other.
And it was definitely time for action.

I caught him with my snake stick well back along
his body. Too far back! He turned instantly, liké
light, snapping viciously as he did s0. And now he
immediately began sliding back toward my hand
that was holding the stick.

I realized with a stab of horror that the jaws of
my snake stick would not hold him. And where
was Pelamus platurus? But T didn’t have time to
give in to my fear, thank heaven for that. It was all
happening too quickly for panic to set in. But in a
moment, feeling the serpent force on my snake
stick, 1 really touched my terror and T almost did
give in to panic. 1 wanted to drop snake and snake
stick and just get out of there. Bui I would have
been a goner. He would have got me and no ques-
tion.

Instead 1 grabbed with my left hand at a point
just behind that pink, gaping, angry mouth. And I
held on. I just prayed that my foam rubber gloves
waould protect me if he got in a strike.

It was all T could do to hold him, especially as I
was trying to se¢ the other snake. Had he lefi? O
would the furor of the battle bring him in for a
strike?

He was strong! He swiftly threw coils around my
arm and got ready to bite if I should loosen my
grip. | was really locked onto him. Fear gave me a
strength and determination I had never known be-
Tore.

But where was the boat? Further away than I
had thought, as | realized with a great thrust of
alarm. Now I tried to horry toward it. My arm
ached. T had trouble moving it seemed. Where was
the boat! Had it drifted? Where were John and
Don; I cursed myself for not staying closer to
them,
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It seemed an interminable time before | saw the
boat. I tried to tighten my grip on the snake, for [

was terrified that my grip would loosen without

my realizing it, and it would be too late.

Somehow [ crawled uop the ladder with my
furious adversary, and with one final effort I
blindly flipped Mr. Snake into a wet bag that was
on the deck.

Then I zat down.

John came aboard to look at my catch. It was
Don, though, who recognized the snake.

“Congratulations,” he said with a big grin. “That
nice little fellow is known as Astrofia stokesii
He's rare in these paris, and he’s a big one.”

“You're a lucky boy,” Don said. “You know, he
can go right through those gloves.™

“There was another one down there,” | said, and
I told them about Pelamus plarirs.

Don chuckled. “Like 1 said, you're a lucky
diver.”

I was shaking, I realized then. But I didn’t want
to show it, so I forced a grin. It must have looked
pretty ghastly. 1 looked at the sack, and at my
gloves. Thank God 1 had held my grip; or maybe
that “something,” some power someplace, had
held it for me.

“We'll stick closer together from now on,” John
said. “Tt was my fault. I got hung up on some pic-
tures.”

“1 could use a small drink,” 1 said soddenly.
feeling myself go weak all over as | recalled those
eyes that bore down on me, and saw again the in-
side of that yawning, furious, silken mouth with its
fangs that were only waiting to kill me.

This remark brought a burst of laughter from the
two of them. And I began to laugh too. 1 guess it
all helped loosen me.

But suddenly John left out a small ery, the kind
of surprised cry onc gives on being unexpectedly
hit, though not very painfully.

1 turmed my head to look at him and saw Lo my
unbelievable horror that A, sfokesll was out of the
bag. Without a moment's thought [ picked up a
two-by-four that was lying by my feet and brought
it down on that ugly head. One blow was enough.
Sall, I was too late,

“I think he hit me,” John said in the calmest
voice [ have ever heard in my life.

“I've got antivenin,”” Don said quietly, and he ran
to the cabin of the small craft.

John had turned white under his tan. The fang
marks were clear on the foot ag I slashed into them
with my knife and began to suck out the peison.

Don was there with the antivenin, though all
three of us knew it was useless. There is no known
serum for any of the reel snakes. But he tried it.
We would have tried anything.

“I'm feeling no pain at all,” John said calmly as
we tried to get all possible speed out of the Baby
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Daoe. Yet, I knew he was scared. Who wouldn’t have
been? You're not supposed to feel anything for a

. while, as we all knew. No pain, but then paralysis,

the eyes close, the jaws lock, then convulsions,
respiratory blocking, agomy — uniil the arrival of
death.

John knew this, and | could read it in his eyes. 1
iried to falk about other things, but I must have
been speaking a lot of gibberish.

It was the longest journey I've ever taken. [ kept
trying to get John's thoughts away from the snake.
But T knew I was failing. Finally, it began to hit
him. There’s a point, I think, up to which you can
fight off certain fears, and then you can't anymaore.
But how high is your threshold when you've been
fanged by the most dangerous sea snake, and you
know nothing will help?

Our only chance was that I had slashed soon
enough and gotten the poison out, or at least some
of it. Although I asked myself what 1 meant by
“some.” Just a drop of that venom could kill a

DM,

Don was “talking” the boat into port with every-
thing he could muster; praying, swearing, begging it
to move faster. I think I was more terrified than
cither he or John. We were about another twenty
minutes out of port when it got to poor John. I
could see the shock taking over. His face became
dead white, ashen, and he seemed to have trouble
breathing. He was trying to rub his arms

And suddenly his eyes closed! 1 knew then we'd
had it. 1 swore. 1 looked at Don. He was staring
wildly at John, “Prav!"” he called out to me. “Pray
— with all you've got!™

1 bardly remember docking or getting John
ashore. Thank God there were people. We mshed
him to the hospital. He was already in convulsions,
his arms jerking. his face a mask of unbelievable
agony. He kept trying to speak, and I knew he was
bravely trying to control his terror. But I could see
it in his eves, which were suddenly brilliant with a
fear as sharp as that damned snake fang.

The doctors worked on him. They pumped his
stomach, gave him artificial respiration, massaged
his limbs.

The terrible thing 1 remember was that when
John tried to speak the most horrendous sound
came from him — a cry that was the most inhuman
thing I have ever heard. I don't know what he was
trying to say — if anything, really. Maybe he was
asking for the end. Who can say.

And maybe | shouldn’t say this, but after
spending hours upon hours with my [rend 1
wanted the end to come. For him. I asked myself

how much agony and tervor a human being could
be asked to take. For John was no longer John, no
longer a human being. He had become a “thing,” a
wretched vessel for terror, unbelievable suffering,
and, finally, an excruciating death. ]
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There is that famous saying that “Life is really a
grade B movie.” Maybe it is. But there are times
when life becomes, for a while at least, a horror
movie.

It was surely this way one spring afternoon in
Carahanjoe Swamp. So horrible an event transpired

] 3
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that I have changed the names of the participants,
and the actual place, for the protection of the
privacy of those involved. It is no pleasure to be
reminded again and again of past tragedies by
prying and inquisitive people, no matter how de-
cent their motives.

- SWAMP KILL

“He lay on the ground,
panting, sobbing, screaming. ..
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Front view of alligator skull.

It was a balmy day, May 24, 1962, when two
boys — Charles and Terry Morris — plaved hooky
from school and went adventuring into the great
swamp. As is so often the case, the boys — age
twelve and ten, respectively — had been wamed by
their parents against entering the swamp on their

own. But also, like 50 many adventurous boys, they
had ignored the warning.

The day was delightfully warm. The boys were
excited; as one of them reported later, they hoped
to meet some real Indians. They'd “had enough
school for a day,” was how Terry, the tow-headed
ten-year-old, put it

It did occur to them that they should be careful;
still, that was obwviously a secondary consideration.

The Morris family had only recently moved to
Carahanjoe, which is not wvery far from New
Orleans. They were originally from Ohio, but Fred
Morris® business had sent him south to help open a
new branch. The family of four had been in
Carahanjoe just a year.

Fred Morris was at work when the telephone call
came. It was from Betty, his wife, reporting that
the school had called to say that neither Charles

22

nor Terry had shown up that moming. Betty
Morris had control of the alarm behind her voice,
vet it was audible to her sensitive husband.

He told her not to worry, the boys had probably
decided to be adventurous and play hooky. Still, it
wasn't usual for them, he reflected as he hung up
the receiver. k

Fred Morris then telephoned the local police, and
he left his office early that day. When he got home
he found a distraught wife and no news of the
children. It was when their grade teacher appeared
that the Mortises learned that one of the other
children had reported having heard Charles and
Terry mentioning their plan to “one day go see the
Indians in Carahanjoe Swamp.”

“Oh my God,” said Fred Morris, and he grabbed
the telephone.

Hiz wife stared wildly at the clock on the kitchen
wall. It was 4:30 in the afternoon. Just then they
heard a car draw up outside the house and when
both of them reached the front deoor they were
miet by two policemen.

Hardly a word was spoken as the Morrises were
driven to the local hospital where they found their
youngest son Terry in bed in a state of shock, with
ong arm swathed in bandages, and with other
bandages on his face and legs.

“He may lose that arm.,” the doctor in atten-
dance informed them. “There’s a fifty-fifty
chanee.”

The boy's parents stared in horror as they lis
tened to the doctor and the police report.

“The arm iz — well, it's pretty much shredded.™

“But — how?” Fred Momis could hardly get the
words out,

It was the police lientenant who spoke now. " As
far as we can fell at this point, Mr. Morris, it was an
alligator.” He paused, running his tongue over his
dry lips. “Your other boy...”

He didn’t finish. The Morrises were bevond
hearing what they must have already known by
HOW.

Carahanjoe Swamp is one of the most mysterious
places in the United States. There are still parts of
it that remain uncharted. It is o real forest, mostly
underwater, marvelously picturesque, but also
filled with unknown dangers. Even the Indians are
careful here. The whites are not sure just what
animals do inhabit the swamp, although they have
checked out quite a Tew. Carahanjoe Swamp is a
place of great fascination, but it is the fascination
of fear, of the devil. There are strange and terri-
fying noises and it is extraordinarily easy to get
lost, The countryside i= filled with tales of people
disappearing in the swamp. Indeed, there is a
saying when someone has not been around socially
for a while that he or she “must haove gotten mto
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Carahanjoe.” And children, of course, have always
frightened each other and themselves with horror
tales of the great swamp, brimming with venomous
snakes, crocodiles and giant alligators, and maybe
even giant reptiles left over from the age of dinc-
SaUTS.

Not very long before Charles and Terry had their
adventure a young man got lost in Carshanjoe, He
was found three days after he had been seen en-
tering the swamp, his mind gone, babbling, his eyes
staring as though locked on some unbelievable hor-
ror. He had been taken to the hospital, but before
he could even be put te bed he had gone into
severe shock and died.

Terry Morris’s arm was amputated at the
shoulder, and he eventually recovered. But he
could remember nothing of what happened, He
had no idea how long he was in the swamp, how
long it took him to get out, or how; and he had no
memory of the police finding him. When asked
about his brother Charles, he simply looked blank
and wanted to know where Charles was.

Finally, and with the permission of his parents,

the doctors administered sodiom pentothal. Fven
this didn’t appear at first to jog the bov’s memory,
but on the third try they were successful: and even-
tually the whole story came out. At last Fred and
Betty Morris leamed the horrifying details of what
had happened to their sons in Carahanjoe Swamp.

Anyone who has been through the experience
knows how terribly difficult it is to get a story out
of someone who has undergone some terrifying
event, especially a child. It takes Inordinate
patience, care in leading the conversation and,
above all, concern for the one who is telling what
happened.

But the drug was what did it. And the doctors
were good at their work, Sodium pentothal, known
as the “truth drug,” really brought Terry back into
the terrible events that had happened. But it also
brought him into a realistic replay, so that the poor
boy went through the whole thing again, as though
he was actually there. It was a shattering exper-
ience not only for him but for his distraught par-
ents, and for the doctors as well,

The boys had entered the swamp in a happy
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mood. Theirs was a feeling of adventure, spiced too
by the fact that they had cut school. They ration-
alized this a hit by telling themselves they would
be doing research for their classes in biology and
also American history; after all, they were bound
to see some animals along the way to their hoped-
fot encounter with Indians.

They followed the trail that first presented itself
to them, moving along swiftly in the moming sun-
light, which shortly began to fade as they dréw for-
ther into the great swamp.

The boys were thrilled. They passed all sorts of
birds, beautiful flowers and plants, all the while to
the sounds of myrad animals chattering and
singing.

“Boy, | sure wouldn’t want to spend the night
out here.” Charles said, looking up at the sky, so
far and dim above the moss-hung trees.

They kept right on the trail, mindful of the dan-
gers they had heard about travelers getting lost,
and watching clossly for snakes.

At noontime, more or less, they stopped for
lunch. Both were ravenously hungry and so- they
sat down in a small clearing and had their sand-
wiches, cokes and candy bars. They were there
probably half an hour. They then pressed further
into the swamp, wondering when they would come
upon some Indians.

Perhaps another hour passed. Terry was not too
clear about the actoal length of time, for they had
no watch with them. But at a certain place along
the trail, where it appeared to double back on the
other side of a fairly narrow inlet, they decided to
retum. They had met no Indians and were dis-
appointed. But, as Charles pointed out, the light
was going and it was obviously getting late.

It was Charles’s suggestion that, rather than take
the longer way and double back on the trail to the
other side, that they wonld ford the inlet.

“But we don't know if that teail will lead us
back,™ Terry said.

“But we can try it,” Charles insisted. ““Go along
for a few yvards and see if it does or not. And if it
doesn’t, we'll come back.™

Terry was still doubtful. I want to get on back,”
he said, and his tone was not happy.

“Look,” said Charles. He was always the leader,
probably becaose of being older. "We can jump
across on those rocks and logs. It only fake a
minute.™

“Mo, Come on,” Terry said. But he knew he was
not going to convinee his brother.

“You wait here,” Charles said. “I'll just take a
look over there.™

And, without waiting for Terry to answer him,
he started over the narrow body of water, stepping
on a rock, then a log, and another rock....

Terry saw — or thought he saw — the log move.
But it was too late even to call out; the words died
in his throat.

Charles screamed as the alligator rose and he
went hurtling into the swamp. All Terry could see
was a churning mass of water and arms and legs,
and then — horror of horrors — those great jaws
with the sabresharp teeth. And then the swamp
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was suddenly crimson. Charles was screaming. And
now a8 Terry looked he saw his brother trapped
right in the alligator’s massive jaws, Those tremen-
dous teeth were snapped shut, cutting the poor
boy almaost in two. For a flash the beast seemed to
shake its head, then gripping Charles’s mangled,
bloodsoaked body he disappeared beneath the red
wialer.

Terry was screaming at the top of his lungs.
Somehow he had found a fallen branch and was
wildly beating the water with it. Now, other “logs"”
began to churn in the swamp; or perhaps they had
already been moving and he had not noticed. One
great jaw seized the end of the branch and with a
tremendous jerk the boy was pulled into the water,
He screamed again, trying to drag himself up onto
firm land by grabbing a small tree, But the tree
came out by the roots.

Suddenly he felt a thump on his arm. Now he got
a better hold on another tree and pulled himself
out of the water, just as the bloodstreaked jaws of
the great alligator snapped behind him.

He lay on the ground, panting, sobbing,
screaming, his hands and face covered with blood,
But the beast was climbing up after him. Terror,
sheer terror, drove the boy to his feet and he began

to run. And run...

He heard a shout and something grabbed him and
held him, although he fought furiously, raging and
sobbing. But it was a man. An Indian. Terry had at
last found the Indians he and Charles had been
looking for.

When he could see again, he realized there were
two men, two Indians. Then he saw the dead alli-
gator that they had killed: an enormous, scaled
beast with a tremendous mouth. Something was
still in the brute’s mouth, something red, and
bright white. It was a piece of his brother.

The two Indians brought the hysterical boy back
to town. Later, the rangers and police came to the
swamp o find what was left of Charles.

The alligator gar (Lepisosteus spatula) is a sur-
vivor of a very anclent line of fish; indeed, he is
armored like the fishes who lived before the dino-
saurs. The heavy, scalelike plates that cover its
body are as tough as steel, and almost as in-
destructible. He can grow ten feet in length,
although some fishermen have claimed that certain
gars grow twice that length. Charles Haskins Town-
send, who was in charge of the New York Aquas-
rum many vears ago, called the alligator gar the
freshwater counterpart of the shark.

The monster who attacked Charles Morris was
also killed. When his abdomen was opened many
human bones were found, identified as belonging
to Charles. Also amongst the “findings” was a
small compass given to Charles by his brother
Tetry on his last birthday,

It was a tragic and hideous end to young Charles
Momis's life. But in a certain way perhaps it was
better for Charles who-died than it has been for his
mother mmd father and for poor Terry who have
had to go on living with the nightmarish memories
of what happened that day in Carnhanjoe. o
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Just because some ploce isn’t known by a lot of

people, isn't famous and doesn't “*get in the news,"
doesn’t mean that things don’t happen there. Who

— oputside of Australia
Cardwell?

But maybe a few more have heard of this small
town — since the events of January 1955,

It was a calm, sunny moming. This is Australia’s
summer, the month of January. Because they are
below the equator their seasons are the opposite of
TS,

The five-vear-old boy was plaving on the beach.
His mother sat nearby, chatting with friends. It was
about midway through the delightfully bloe
moming, and the swimmers were enjoying the
beautifiul beach.

“Don't go out any farther, Tommy,"” called the
boy's mother. “He’ll be a water-baby, vet,” she
smilingly told her friends as her proud glance fell
on her only son. Patricia Hunley had the happiest
' 26

— had ever heard of

. ..aseawasp ‘hit’
means death within
two minutes...”

of Iives. A husband whom she adored and a de-
lightful son. She was expecting a second child
within a few months. Moreover, M. Hunley was
well-to-do and had all the friends she needed. She
was successful, popular, “going somewhere” with
her young husband who was in the govemment ser-
vice,

Tommy was an obedient child: He had retumed
from the water's edge and was now playing in
shallow water six or zeven feel away from the
HECAT-

Suddenly the air was split by his screams He ran
from the water and collapsed on the sand. His
mother, paralyzed with shock for a second or twao,
raced from her beach chair to his side. His small
body was gripped in an agonizing spasm. On his
thighs and legs were the remains of what appeared
to be jellvfish tentacles.

Almost beside herself with fright, the voung
mother began pulling off the tentacles. The skin of

ARGOSYKILLERS OF THE OCEAN




her young son had tumed black. His face was
swollen, he couldn’t get his breath. 0
Meanwhile a crowd had gathered like lightning.
Mothers were holding their children. Some men
had run for medical aid, telephones, doctors. Any-
thing! Young Tommy Hunley was in a paroxysm
of pain, his face black. His young body rigid as a
board. His screams tore the blue moming air.

Suddenly he fell silent. His body shook once
more, then set in its final dgidity., He was dead.
Someone, for some reason or other, looked at his
wrist watch. Barely two minutes had passed since
Tommy had been bitten. Two minutes to death.

More lethal than the great white shark, silent a5
the sea itself, a sea wasp “hit” means death within
two minutes!

And it is a death in the throes of agony: massive
muscle spasms and virtual paralysis of the heart.

This terrifying, heartrending incident was typical
of what had already happened to at least ninety
pecple in North Queensland. They died from the
long tentacles of Chironex fleckeri — the sea wasp.

This paralyzing frightful horror of the sea may
grow to a length of thirty feet from tip of tentacle
to the top of its “bell.”

But this was not known in 1955, Until that time
there had been some fifty-odd mysterious fatalities
in porthern Australian waters since the first re-
corded account seventy years before. The casual
agent had never been identified, since the victim
always died so quickly, and nothing abnormal was
visible either above or below the surface of the
waler.

For years the Portuguese man-of-war (Physalia)
had been the top suspect in these horrendous catas-
trophes where the wantonness and suddenness of
attack and the inexorable reality of instant death
had struck terror into the hearts of all who had
observed them,

Following the tragedy at Cardwell, police, urged
by scientists, organized an extensive search of the
sea in the vicinity; as a consequence, several large
box-shaped jellyfish were caught. These were kept
in formalin sea water and sent to a leading
muthority on jelly fish, in Adelaide.

To the surprise of Dr. R. V., Southcott, the speci-
mens did not match any previously described
species. They certainly weren't Portuguese men-of-
war. What were they? After Dr. Southcott’s death
his work was carred on, and presently Chironex
fleckeri appeared in the scientific journals, and a
new name — seq wasp — was heard.

In terms of killing velocity, the venom of the sea
wasp is one of the deadliest in the world, Even when
difered 10,000 tmes in water, It will still cause
death in laboratory animals within seconds of in-
fecifon,

Dr. J.H. Barnes has described the unmistakable
sign of the sez wasp when it inflicts its venom:

During the first fifteen minutes pain increases
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in mounting waves, despite removal of the
tentacle. The victim may scream and become
irrational. Aress of contact are linear and
multiple, showing as purple or brown lines
often compared to the marks made by a
whip. A pattem of transverse bars is usually
visible. Wealing is prompt and massive.
Edema, erythema md vesication soon follow,
and when these subside (after some ten
days), patches of full-thickness necrosis are
revealed. Healing is by granulation mnd cica-
trization, taking a month or more, and
leaving permanent scars perhaps with pie
ment changes.

The mortality rates are difficalt to estimate
where this foul stinger is concerned. Not every
victim succumbs; moreover, there are other jelly-
fish that can cause severe stinging.

Repellents are ineffective. There is an antivenin,
but in view of the fact that more often than not
death occurs within two minutes (and where would
one get the antivenin in that short period of time),
it isn't much use,

However, there is the possibility — especially
now, thaks to the modemn methods of resus-
citation — that time may be gained so that the
wretched victim will live long enough to antivenin
to be administered. Furthermore, scientists are
working on a sea wasp toxoid — a vaccine,

But this research was not very helpful to one of
the more recent victims of this true monster of the
sea, Mrs. Dorothy Jean Hess, age twenty-six, of
Townsville, near Birsbane, Australia, was the
recipient of a sea wasp sting on the second of
November 1972,

The description of its effects was similar to that
of Tommy Hunley. The poor woman screamed.
And screamed again. Others on the beach rushed to
her aid, not realizing what on earth could be the
matter, for — homor of horrors — nothing was
visible. It is perhaps just this imeisibiliey that is so
terrifying. Because what then is causing the agony
of the victim?

The woman was in the throes of massive muscle
spasms. Her body jerked, she gasped for air,
emitting screams which soon tumed into a frothy
gurgling. Then all at once, silence. A silence that
wis worse o the hordfied onlookers than her
screaming, It was all over. Two or three minutes
had passed. And she was dead. Her heart had stop-
ped — paralyzed.

“No agony can be greater than this,” the doctor
said grimly.

And, as someone observed, “What good could he
have done anyway ™

Perhaps by now a reliable vaceine and antivenin
exists. Let us hope so; maybe then those ninety
-odd victims of this deadliest of marine animals —
this creature from the blackest, most ghoulish
nightmares — will not have died in vain. L ]
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While it has long been the great whale or the giant
octopus who has commanded the lurid imagination
of horror writers, and of mankind in general, today
it is the shark who has finally reached top billing.
This is not to sav that the shark was not always up
there near the top; only that with the popularity of
the recent books and films, the great white shark
has been able to thrll and terrorize the imagina-
tions of millions of people.

Why this massive fear of sharks? No doubt it is
not too distantly allied fo the basic fear of being
eaten alive. The shark — let’s face it — does eat
people alive. He can and he will and he does.

Through the centuries sharks have proven to be
marvelously adaptable. As a matter of fact, bio-
logically sharks are quite primitive. At the same
time they are among the world’s most dangerous
and efficient predators. They are all but invincible.

Mobility of a high order is common to the shark.
He and his relative, the ray, are different from the
other higher fishes in that their skeleton consists of
cartilage and not one true bone. Cartilage is of
course lighter than bone and so is more buoyant.

Sharks apparently first appeared at the time of
the Devonian Period, almost 400 million years ago.
This was at the time when fishes were the
dominant forms of life on the earth.

Of course, no one really knows how the shark
began; ancient shark remains wvsually consist of
teeth or their spines only since cartilage does not
last well. Relics of sharks have been found that
date back about 300 million years. Some of these
ancient beasts, pieced together by paleontologists,
revedl that today’s killer is not very different from
ils ancestor — only that the mouth then opened at
the front of the snout, whereas today it is under-
shing.

Fossil shark teeth six inches long have been un-
earthed. From this the size of the owner can be
imagined; comparing it to the teeth in a modern
shark — a thirty six-foot great white shark whose
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jaws are in the British Museum of Natural Histol
— with a tooth length of three inches, the anciel
shark may have been twice as large.

As a rule, sharks are large, with the whale sha
— the biggest — reaching sixty feet. The wha
shark tips the scales at ten tons and is the large
living fish. On the other hand, the midwater shar
only six inches long, seems like a minnow in cor
parson.

Sharks live all over the globe. They cruise
12,000 feet and they also skim along the surface |
the water. They penetrate many of the great rive
for several hundred miles, they visit lakes ar
lagoons — freshwater has never been uncongeni
to them.

Nearly all serious writers on the subject refer
the great white shark as a true monster of the se
He is a frue man-eater. Whenever this brute — Ca
charodon carcharias — has addressed himself |
human beings the experience has inevitably be
harrowing. Death, destruction, terror and traped
have been the fruits of his attention.

One of the most frightful encounters ever 1
corded was an attack on a fourteen-foot dory «
July 9, 1953, of Cape Breton Island, Nova Scoti
A huge fish suddenly smashed into the dor

. blasting an eight-inch hole in the bottom of

boat. The two male occupants were hurled into
water and one of them drowned. The shark w
identified later — on the basis of a tooth imbedd;
in the boat’s wooden hull — 15 a white shark abaol
twelve feet long.

Any shark is a potential menace, no matter |
size. They appear to attack humans when the pe
son ftriggers the appropriate patterns of feedi
behavior in the fish. For instance, it is wise not |
thrash around when you are in water which mig
have sharks nearby; and it is definitely unwise |
trail a string of speared fish while skin diving.

It may safely be stated that shark attacks o
take place wherever men and sharks share il
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water, While shark incidents seem more common
in the tropics, they are not unpopular in colder
climes. As a rule, most attacks take place within a
fairly broad area, between latitudes thirty degrees
north and thirty degrees south, It appears that
South Africa and Australia suffer the greatest
problem with shark attack.

Consider that these beasts have voracious
appetites. A regular staple of their diet is the man-
sized animal. Sharks have been known to chew
hooks that have been baited with their own entrails
after they have been gutted and thrown back into
the sea.

One of the most terdfving simations is the
feeding frenzy. While many shark attacks involve
only one animal, when there is a source of food at
hand large numbers of sharks will often appear,
thus starting a feeding frenzy that is without doubt
one of the most Moodeurdling sights imaginable.
Gangs of sharks literally tear their victims to
shreds, savaging huge chunks of flesh from the prey
a5 well as from each other in their berserk quest for
food. The beasts, ravenous to the point of mania,
churn the water to a bloody froth, leaping high
info the air, and attacking each other.

When a ship goes down or when a plane falls into
the sea with many people aboard there is great dan-
ger that a feeding frenzy will occur,

And yet, even while there was no feeding frenzy,
a horrific occurrence took place when there was a
shipwreck in the Caribbean Sea one November day
in 1519,

Apparently the ship Uta ran onto a rock about
sixty miles offshore, smashed its bow and therefore
made it necessary for the crew and sixty five black
laborers on board to abandon ship.

The crew swiftly took to the boats while the
poor blacks climbed onto pieces of wreckage that
floated on the water.
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The sea was cabm, so it has been reported. But
presently its smooth surface was broken by the fins
of sharks — some, it is smd, from eight 1o sixteen
feet in length. Some of the men fell off the
wreckage and into the jaws of the sharks. Now, em-
boldened, with their appetites whetted, the sharks
began to attack the larger pieces. of wreckage to
which the men were clinging. In a short while the
men were screaming in terror a8 the sharks beat at
them with their snouts dght out of the water, ram-
med the spars and timbers and hatches, and sub-
marined them. One by one the men were eaten by
the sharks. There were no survivors,

A shark swims with a thrust, a sideways sweep of
its tail fin, and it is powerful. It is estimated that
the mako shark probably reaches a speed of twenty
two knols.

While it is the shark’s teeth that is of most con-
cern to humans, his skin does cause lacerations on
humans. This is not surprising since it is covered
not with seales, like so many fishes, but with dec-
ticles, structures which biologically are similar to
teeth.

Of course, the shark’s sctual teeth are fantastic.
These, in most species, are sharp as the proverbial
razor. Moreover, they are set in jays which can
mount a pressure of several tons per sguare inch,
with the consequence that it's a simple matter to
shear bone and flesh.

The shape of a shark's tooth is the result of its
diet. Those that eat mollusks have teeth with flat
surfaces in order to crush and grind shells. Sharks
than dine on lobsters and moderate-sized fish have
teeth that are like spikes so that they can spear and
hold their prey. And those sharks which hunt large
fish such as tuna and seals have teeth like blades,
with serrated edges that shear off enormous chunks
of flesh.

But whatever the size or shape of those great
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fangs, the supply of teeth is inexhaustible. A °
shark’s teeth have no sockets and so they fall out

fairly easily. This is of small moment, however, be-
cause they are replaced almost instantly. In the
jaws Dbehind the first row of teeth are row upon
row of others still growing and developing and
ready to step into the front ranks.

There is no question that it is the great white
shark that has received the “lion’s share™ of the
publicity in regard to attacks upon humans. But his
relatives are not much less rapacious and effective.
It would be wise simply to regard all sharks as dan-
ZETOUS.

In the U.S. Navy publication Science in the Sea,
J. W. Lermond maintains that between 50 and 65
percent of the victims of shark attack die. If the
victim is not eaten alive he usually expires from
shock and loss of blood. But the question arises:
What is the complex group of factors that triggers
shark attack? There are certain evident pattemns.
For instance, frequency of attack seems.to favor
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A victim of a shark attack.

waters that are warmer than sixty-five degrees
Fahrenheit, but possibly this is merely an indic-
ation that people don’t like to swim so much in
cold water or that the more dangerous sharks like
warm water,

At the same time, evidence from a study that has
been reported in the journal Science reveals that
staying close to shore is no protection against the
attack of a shark. Survey shows that of 217 shark
attacks where the distance from shore was known,
more than half of these occurred within 200 feet
of the beach, In other cases where the distance
from shore was not always known, 75 out of 302
victims of attack were standing in water no deeper
than their shoulders, and 212 persons were hit by
sharks in water that was no deeper than five feet.

Perhaps the first thing to realize is that a person
becomes a potential victim of a shark when he pro-
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vokes one or when he somehow triggers certain
mechanisms that make the shark go after prey. For
instance, the shart automatically responds to cer-
tain stimuli such as the thrashing about of a fish
that has been wounded, or one that is sick. The
shark, like other animals, goes for prey that is the
easiest to catch, such as an injured or sick fish. And
80, if a human being thrashes about in that same
manner he may trigger the same response.

Sharks also appear able to pick up sound vibra-
tions at six hundred yards. Because the vibrations
of a struggling fish travel through the water, they
are easily sensed by a shark. Sharks also have an
uncanny sense of smell. It is said that a shark can
sense the slightest trace of blood in millions of
gallons of water.

And so, certain actions by humans in the water
will increase the possibility of shark attack. For in-
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stance, if one acts like an injured fish, one 5 in-
viting sharks. Erratic swimming can send out vibra-
tions. Juices from a speared fish, or even contrastic
colors of a diver’s suit or air tank can attract the
shark’s attention.

Shark repellents do not seem to be the surest
thing. Researchers working with the Navy have
developed a man-size plastic bag that floats in the
water by means of an inflatable collar. Tt is called
the Shark screen. It's five feet long and three feet
wide when inflated, but it folds easily into a small
package that can be carried on a life jacket.

Edward R. Ricciufi, in his fine book Killers of
the Seas, says that probably the best antishark
weapon so far is the Navy's “Shark Dart™ which
frogmen have carried since 1971 for the Apollo
spacecraft splashdowns.

The Shark Dart is a hollow steel dart that carries
a highly compressed carbon dioxide cartridge. It is
usually mounted on the end of a lance or spear;
and when it*is driven into the body of the shark,
the cartridge explodes and releases carbon dioxide
mto the shark™s body cavity. The gas sends the
shark to the surface, rather like a balloon, and he
floats helplessly with his insides mapiured.

The protection of swimmers from sharks is still
one of the most important problems at beaches
where attacks from the underwater menace are
COmMMmon,

Thus far the best method seems (o be meshing, a
method whereby gill nets are placed in a staggered
pattern bevond the breaker line. The idea is to trap
the sharks rather than simply to prevent them from
reaching closer to shore.

Basically, swimmers, divers and other possible
victims of disasters at sea can lessen the threat of
shark attack by remembering the adaptations tiat
have made the shark so effective over the cenfuries.
Since the sharks eyes are adapted for seeing con-
trast it 8 foolish for a person to wear a black-
md-white swimming costume or shiny jewelry in
water inhabited by sharks. And becanse the shark
can so easily pick up vibrafions caused by move-
ment in the water, it is nol wise to make erratic
movements. And finally, if you have cut yourself
and are bleeding, get out of the water pronto. And
never carry a line of fish that you have speared.
The temptation to a shark would simply be too
great.

H. David Baldridge mentions the same “suit™
problem in his book Shark Atrack. He says that
divers should be careful not o dress in attire that
may resemble an animal such as the seal upon
which the shark is inclined to dine. He concludes
that this might have been the big factor in a fatal
attack on a skin diver a few years ago in the waters
of Western Australia.

Robert Bartle, age twenty-three, and a friend
were spearfishing in water about twenty-five feot
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deep that was fairly murky. They were about eight
hundred yards off Jurien Bay which is 130 miles
north of Perth. The date was August 19, 1967.
Bartle was clad im a black wetsuit with boglit
vellow seams, a black headcover and black flippers.
His legs were bare for the pants were short. His
friend was wearing a full black wetsuit.

They had not vet speared any fish. Bartle dove at
one point to recover a dropped Hoat line, while his
friend swam ahead, out towand the open sea.

In the words of his companion: “The shark came
the opposite way and went straight under me
about eight feet down. It came out of the blue like
a rocket and grabbed him (Bartle). It moved so fast
that by the time I looked back it had Bob in its
mouth and was shaking Bob like a leaf. I rolled
over immediately, dived and placed a spear in its
head. It broke Bob in half and rose up at me with
Bob’s legs and flippers sticking out of its mouth.
Bob’s upper half floated to the surface. The shark
began circling slowly. [t made one pass at me, and 1
poked my speargun in the direction of its eye. The
gun struck behind its dght eve, and a membrane
appeared to cover its eye in a lateral plane.

“Realizing 1 was helpless, 1 retrieved Bob'’s gun
which was foating near his body. As the shark
passed by once more, | endeavored to spear it in
the eye. However, the spear passed over the shark.
In his circling motion, he tangled this spear around
Bob’s float line and my spear line.

*“1 moved from the pool of blood and watched
for some movements. The shark did not appear to
be feeding. Bob’s feet and flippers were still pro-
jecting from itz mouth. The jaw must have been
two and a half feet wide. As there was nothing fur-
ther that conld be done, I swam towards shore . . .
“Tretumed approximately 90 to 100 minutes later
(with three crayfiishermien), and the shark had
moved approximately 150 to 200 yards south.

“The spear was still embedded and tangled aroond
Bob's float. We pulled my gun aboard, cut the cord
and made it fast to g stanchion; the idea of this was
to reload and spear the shark again. Unfortunately
the shark managed to break free before we were
ready. The shark was not seen again. The npper
portion of his (Bartle’s) body was not mutiliated in
any way after the attack.™

Theories followed, the' chief of which appeared
to be that this attack and others which involved
skin divers in South Ausiralian waters could have
been due to the divers in their black wetsuits and
flippers being mistaken for seals upon which the
great white sharks in that area were known to feed,
In each case, apparently, the victim had been sud-
denly attacked, with no warning, but had not been
completely eaten.
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Rodney Fox was more fortunate. He lived to tell
the tale of his horrifying adventure with the great
white shark.

On the moming of August 12, 1963, Fox, aged
twenty three, had been competing with about
forty other divers in the South Australian spear-
fishing champlonships at Alding Reef, which is
about thirty five miles south of Adelaide.

A lot of fish had been speared, and blood
covered a wide area on the outgoing tide. This
must have formed a track over which the shark
traveled in search of prev.

Fox had been ashore weighing his moming catch
and was now beginning to go after another fish,
close to the drop-off to a forty-foot depth some
three quarters of a mile from shore,

NEWE LIMITED PHOTD

The shark bit and inexplicably let go of
fortunate Rodney Fox,
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He was wearing a full black wetsuit with vellow
stripes down each side of the body, arms, and legs.
Fox has told how he was moving slowly toward his
target with his speargun poised to fire when all of a
sudden he found himself pushed through the water
with his chest in the jaws of a shark. His gun had
been knocked out of his hand.

“There was no pain, although I felt quite weak.
My mind was very clear, and all | could think of
was ‘you'd better get out of here.” My left hand
was on top of the shark, and my right hand was
free.

“I tried to gouge his eyes with my fingers,
pushing them in any cavity in its head, when he let
zo of me,”

Fox went on to say that he wasn't sure whether
or not he had managed to gouge the shark’s eyes.

“Instinctively, I pushed at the shark and I felt
my hand gash on its teeth and I retracted my hand
quickly, cutfing it deeply again on the way out.
Both my knees were against the shark's side, so [
put both my arms and legs around it, thinking that it
couldn’t bite me in this position.**

Rodney Fox realized that he would need air
seoner or later so he let go and headed quickly for
the surface, When he reached the surface and had
taken in air he saw the shark coming for him again.
The water was very red with blood and his face
musk was half off.

“The next few moments were the most terrifying
for me a8 1 thought that “if he has another go at
me, I'm finished.” I pushed at him with my foot,
and I felt my flipper touch him. Next thing, the
fish buoy which 1 had been towing on thirty feet
of cord dissppeared, the cord went tight, and I was
dragged under water again. 1 was trying to find the
quick release catch on my belt when the cord
broke, and I came to the surface.

“The patrol boat saw that I was in trouble before
I yelled, ‘SHARK!" because of the blood in the
waler and my face mask being missing. They came
and dragged me out of the water and, at that time,
I gave up fighting for myself and lay semiconscious
in the boat, relying on them to do their best for
1.

“Blood wis pouring out of the gashes in my suit,
and they could see into the large gash in my side,
which, every time 1 breathed, sucked in sir,
Bunching me up — to keep the wounds together —
I was taken ashore, place on a board stretcher and
into a car which sped toward Adelaide and hos-
pital.

“Nine miles down the road the ambulance, which
had been rung for me, met the car and 1 was trans-
ferred into it, given oxygen, and raced to hospital.

“My biggest problem was breathing. 1 remember
that it was perhaps the hardest thing 1 have ever
done in my life. | would have given up many times
but two friends of mine who were with me all the
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way to hospital kept talking to me, and telling me
to keep fighting and that 1 was going to 'be all
right.”

Thus the sceount of an exiraordinary brave man.
Rodney Fox did recover. He carries bemeath his
left armpit a stark reminder of his close bmsh with
death in the form of large semicircles of tooth
marks of the great white shark, front and back,
reaching from his shoulder and upper arm almost to
his waist.

To live to tell the tale!

Australian sKin diver Henri Bource had a narrow
escape. On November 29, 1964 Bource and a group
of skin and scoba divers were photographing and
even plaving with a group of seals in thirty feet of
water about 100 vards off Lady Julia Percy Island,
Australia. Bource and two friends in wetsuits were
playing with a bull seal about 60 yards orso from
the boat and about 1) yards from shore when one
member of the diving party who was on the heach
saw a great domsal fin slicing the water and going
right for the divers.

It went right past a group of females and seal
calves that were playving on a reef, went on through
the center of the group of seals near the divers and
disappeared into the water just about twenty fest
from the men.

Maybe a minute later people watching on the
beach saw Bource rise bodily out of the water as
the shark hit him.

Later, Bource said: “We were free diving. . . to
maintain close contact with the seals and note their
reactions to the divers. We singled out a large bull
sedl and commenced to play with it. It did not in-
dicate any objections but seemed to enjoy the
company of the divers. At one stage the seal dived
to the bottom, and as I tumed to meet its retum to
the surface 1 felt a severe grab at my left leg. . . . 1
lmew immediately by the severeness of the grip
that this could only be a shark.

*“The impact carried me free of the surface, at
which time [ velled, 'SHARK"® several times. 1 was
then pulled underwater. . .both my mask and
snorkel had been lost on impact. I was pulled down
approximately twenty feet and all the time felt the
characteristic shaking of the shark’s head. . . . I was
able to feel the shark’s head with my left arm and
distinctly remember trving to locate the eves a5 a
possible vulnerable spot; with my right foot, 1 tried
to kick at the shark’s mouth. . .I estimate my time
of submersion as approximately three quarters of a
minute before 1 felt my leg being torn off. . . . If it
hadn*t come off | would have drowned. | was then
able to surface and found myself surrounded by
blood.™

The two divers who were close to Bource came
instantly to his assistance and nsed their hand-held
spears to prevent the shark from biting again. The
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brute made several close passes through the bloo
water as it followed the three men foward
swiftly approaching boat.

With the help of the other divers Bource
taken aboard the boat and a toumicquet was put
his left leg which had been cleanly severed at t
knee,

Bource's life was saved becasse of the spee
first aid and the foresight to radio ahead for bl
of the correct type and medical assistance to
waiting on their arrival on the beach.

The shark was twelve to fourteen feet in lengt
and identified either as a tiger shark or great whi
shark; the evidence leaned toward the latter.

It has been recorded that one of the divers
had been alongside Bource felt the body of
shark bump against his leg, evidently as the
beast was still tearing at Bource. Then he saw 1
shark heading down to the bottom with blo
streaming from its mouth and a flipper hangi
from its clenched jaws.

It is not usnal that a shark &8 captured a
absolutely identified as being the one responsil
for a particular strike. But on February 26, 1966
great white shark, measuring eight feet three in
was not only captured but brought to shore st
attached to the leg of its victim, a thirteen-y
old boy named Raymond Short.

Young Short was bathing, along with about fi
other people, at Coledale Beach on the Sou
Coast of Mew South Wales, Australia,

The beach was shallow, actually a sandy co
with a bottom that slid easity out to the sea, It v
a lovely day, for this time of vear i85 Australi
summer, since that continent is below the Equata

The water was slightly murky for there had b
some heavy sea the previous week, Short had j
started to fread water when he was gripped Arsi ¢
the left thigh and then on the lower part of
right leg.

He related: “T remember treading water whe
felt something nudge my right leg. I Kicked my le
but it felt like it had something heavy attached
itl!l!l

The boy was dragged under the water a numb
of times, and then at last realized that a shark
holding him. He kicked it several times, but
beast would not let go.

“Then 1 began punching, bat it was still lyi
there as if it were dead. I tried to swim back to
beach but still could not get rd of it. I was begs
ning to panic when [ thought that if I bit it, it ju
might go away. [ remember doubling over z
biting it hard on the nose."”

Young Short eried for help, bul the other ba
fled from the water as the shark warning bell w
rung. Then Short said to the lifeguard who reacl
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Motionless and miserable on their narrow surf
skies, fwo Australian boys face the threat of death
in the shape of the ominous shark fin just 300
yards off the shore of North Bondi. The twelve foot
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shark appeared as Col. Donohue (left) and Kevin
Young were water skiing close fo shore. After forty
minutes of circling the shark was chased out to

city by an approaching surfboat.

him, “Help me, please — the shark is still there.”

The lifeguard could not see the shark in the
murky water and only realized it was really there
when, at Short's insistence, he ran his hand down
the boy's leg and felt it.

By then, other lifeguards had appeared, and
when one of them moved the youngster's leg the
shark was exposed for the first time.

Another man instantly clhibbed the brute with a
surfboard, but it still held its grip. At that point, as
gently as possible, the men hall carried, half
dragged both the shark and the boy to the beach.
Here the shark's jaws were forced open and at last
the boy was released.

Fortunately, a hospital was nearby and Short
arrived there léess than ten minutes after the time of
the attack. He was in deep shock and had lost a
severe amount of blood. The calf muscles and all
muscular tissue on the posterior part of the right
leg were lost. The shinbone was cleanly exposad
and il bore imprints of the shark’s teeth along its
entire length. Multiple lacerations were on the
front and back of the left thigh, and both the boy’s
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hands were badly cut, But Raymond Short re-
covered, and with the assistance of a brace, he be-
gan to regain the use of his withered right leg.

The shark which had bitten into Short's leg died
on the beach. It was definitely an eight-foot three-
inch female great white shark., FExamination
showed that the shark had suffered tremendous
wounds of recent origin, one wound being clearly
the bite of another shark. It has been suggested
that the wounds were probably the reason for the
shark’s strange lack of aggression while Short was
being rescued. And so Raymond Short was lucky
indeed — thanks to another shark, to the swift
action of the men on the beach, and to his own
columge.

What appears again and again in our research —
really like a refrain — is the note of heroism, both
on the part of the victims and on the part of those
who come to their aid. It's no joke to plunge into
the waler and battle with a wild blood-bemserk
shark who is in the sct of savaging a human being
into pieces; vet, again and again, rescuers and
would-be rescuers have risked their own lives and
limbs to help a fellow human being, L
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Marcia Hathaway was aftacked in Sydney Harbor In less than three feet of waler.
The victim was dead within fwenty minutes.

“I heard Marcia screaming...”

It was an early aftemoon in late January, 1963,
and the sun was hot along the beach at Sugarloaf
Bay. It was summer, a time for holiday makers in
Australia. Middle Harbor, Sydney was an ideal spot
to go digging for oysters,

The popular young actress Marcia Hathaway
thought so. And so did her fiance, Frederick
Knight, a thirty-cight-year-old joumnalist. The
couple were on & picnic trip with five friends in a
small cruiser, That day they had decided to drop
anchor in Sugarloaf Bay and go looking for their
supper.

Miss Hathaway was well known among her
friends and in the theater as a brilliant and versatile
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actress and a “deeply religious person.™ Her career

was highly successful, and she was siill voung. Her |

success extended to the stage, to radio and tele-
vision. Apparently all who met her were impressed
by her gentle demeanor and her intefligence.

That aftermoon at Sugarloaf Bay the water was
calm. The oyster pickers worked at knee depth,
twenty yards from shore,

No one saw the shark. No one heard him. Every-
one was happy; they were having a marvelous time.
Marcia Hathaway and Frederick Knight were
especially jovous for they were to announce their
engagement formally on her birthday on February
8, less than two weeks away.
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The shark slid silently through the calm, murky,
and shallow water. There wasn’t even a ripple Yo
announce his presence.

Suddenly — as Knight related later — “T heard
Marcia scream and tuming to her I saw her being
dragged into deeper water. I raced to her, caught
her arms and began a tug-of-war with whatever it
was holding her.”

Marcia Hathaway thought at first she was caught
by an octopus. But now Knight saw that it was a
shark.

One of their friends, who was on the beach and
had his back to the couple, reported: “T heard a
scream, looked round and thought they were just
skylarking. | continued looking for oysters. Then 1
heard a second scream and this time when I turmned
[ saw the water was bloodstained and fosming.”

James Delmege heroically raced into the water to
help Knight get his fiancee away from the shark.

Knight meanwhile had straddled the shark. At
one point he related that he felt his foot in its
mouth. “If felt soft and spongy.” He punched the
shark, and kicked it. But to no purpose. The water
wis whipped into a red foam as the men battled
the monster.

The two heroic men finally won their tug-of-war,
but at a fearful cost. The shark had caught the girl
below the calf on the right leg, then in a second
lunge had embedded his sabre-sharp teeth into her
upper right thigh near the hip.

When the two men carried the poor girl to the
beach they saw that her right leg was torn almost
completely off. All three were covered in blood
and close to severe shock.

By now the other members of the party aboard
the cruiser had seen the attack and had rowed
quickly ashore in the dinghy with sheets they had
pulled from the cabin bunks.

On the beach they applied tourniquets. But the
poor girl’s leg was too badly mauled for this to be
of much use. Now they lifted her and placed her

Mouth of whale shark taken
off Havana, Cuba.,
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carefully in the boat and rowed back to the cruiser.

All this took time, with the poor gid bleeding
heavily. As soon as they were all aboard they took
the cruiser to a nearby boat shed where Knight
dove overboard and swam about twenty vards Lo a
house to get the occupants to telephone for an
ambaulance.

He swam back to the cruiser and they made for
Mowbray Point where they were met by an ambu-
lance.

But now occumed one of those horrendous mis-
haps of the sort that seem to come only from the
wildest fiction.

By now Miss Hathaway was unconscious; and the
ambulance attendants having loaded her into the
ambolance, used oxvgen in an attempt to revive
her. But because of the steep grade leading up from
the water’s edpe and the slippery surtace, the am-
bulance clutch burned out. Although some thirty
people tried desperately to push the vehicle, the
grade was too steep. A reporter who had reached
the scene now radioed his office and a second am-
bulance was dispatched.

But to no avail The poor girl had no chance. She
had suffered a gaping wound on the anterior part
of the right thigh with severance of the femoral
artery, another gaping wound on the buttock, and
other lacerations on the right calf, left thigh and
left hand. Her right leg was as good as off at the
hip.

And yet, with marvelous courage, she rallied for
a few moments. And when her fiance asked her if
she hurt very much, she said, “No, I am not in
pain,” and then she added: “*Don’t worry about
me, dear. God will look after me.”

These were her last words,

Tooth fragments taken from her leg showed that
she had been killed by a whale shark. And a day or
two later a bronze whale shark, ten feet in length,
was caught about 100 yards from the place of the
attack. It was thought that this was the killer. @
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I had just started to see San Payana’s mountain
when 1 heard it.

“It's a hell of a time for the damn engine to
miss,” Joe, my radio operator, said,

I didn't answer him, I just kept listening to the
splutter as the small plane started to wobble. I'd
been flying the mail on the Peru-Paraguay-Chile
route for three years and I was already looking for
a likely place to land if the engine really went out.

Suddenly it caught, lost it, then caught and held.
| breathed a real sigh at that.

“*Where are we?" [ asked Joe.

“About ten minutes now.” He coughed. “All
clear for San Filippe.™

I was feeling tired now. But | thought of the
break at San Filippe where I'd get a meal and lots
of coffee that would keep me going for the rest of
the route that night.

“And we'll have the ground crew double check,”
[ told Joe. *“Send it over the wire.”

We landed without any more engine trouble. I
knew we were both relieved. As a rule the stop was
only fifteen minutes, while we picked up and drop-
ped mail and an occasional passenger. But the
check out took a good twenty minutes more. I'd
try to make up some of it in the air.

“All checked out,” Joe said as he climbed in.
“Who's the passenger?™ [ asked.
“Newspaper. He's heading for Gran Carlina to do
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some kind of story.”

| nodded toward the burly, middle-aged man
who was seated behind us.

We rose abruptly and [ glanced back at San
Filippe. A cluster of lights, just breaking faintly
into the gentle evening. A few stars, but faint
Night was coming and now [ turned on my dial
lights. Down below [ saw lights in the villages.

The luminous dial hands were beginning to show
up. All was going as it was meant to. The engine’
300 horsepower was like a well-broken steed —
gentle, strong, responsive to my touch,

It must have been an hour out of San Filippe -
in fact, when I checked I saw that it was just an
hour — 1 felt as though someone was tugging at my
shoulders. Yes — sudden heavy clouds smearing oul
the stars. [ looked down, searching for village lights
below.

Now the first tip of the storm touched us. Then
it was as though it drew back — bul only to sud
denly smash at our craft. It was like a giant blow,
and the little plane shuddered in every bolt and
rivel

Now the storm was all around vs.

“How's the passenger?™ [ asked Joe.

“He just threw up, but he’ll live, He hasn't got
anywhere to go,” he added with sardonic humor.

Mow [ gave up all idea of circumventing the
storm. | could =ee it was too widespread For that.
The lightning flashes led far inland. So | thonght of
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Candiru attacks goldfish, penatrating gill. |
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trying to pass below it.

“We'll try under it.”

I read my altitude as 5,500 feet and pressed the
controls to bring the ship down. The engine started
thudding violently and I was damn glad we'd had
that checkup back at San Filippe. The plane qui-
vered.

1 corrected the gliding angle approximately and
had Joe check his map for the height of the hills —
some 1,600 feet. Just to be safe I determined to fly
a touch above 2,000, It was sure risky. But [ was
always a gambler. And that storm didn’t allow for
much time in planning something.

A sudden eddy dragged us down, making the
plane tremble still more harshly.

“It's probably local,” 1 said. And I hoped [ knew
what I was talking abouf.

“If you say it,” Joe answered, dubiously. | could
tell he wasn't feeling too good about the way
things were going.

Joe said, “Gran Carlina is signaling a sky only
three-quarters overcast.”™

“Twenty minutes?"

llRi‘;dltIFl

I looked back at our passenger. 1 thought he
looked kind of greenish white, but 1 may have been
putting that on him.

Several minutes passed, and the storm was really
seltling in.

“Where are we?” the passenger asked. I could
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hear the tremor behind his voice.

“Can't say exactly,” 1 said. “Hell, we're flying by
compass across a storm.”

He didn’t say any thing to that.

[ kept bending down every thirty seconds to
check the gyroscope and compass. If there still re-
mained a clear patch over Gran Carlina we wonld
presently glimpse its lights across a cloud rift.

It was the promise of such a faint gleam that was
leading me on. But just to make sure | scribbled a
message to Joe.

“Don’t know if 1 can get through. Ask if the wea-
ther's holding out behind.”

The answer sent an appalling chill through me.

“Tanzanrey reports: Impossible return  here,
Storm.”

“Get the San Fortanni weather report.”

“San Fortanni reports west wind rising. Storm in
the west. Sky three-quarters overcast. San For-
tanni picking up badly on account of inter-
ferences. I'm having trouble too. I'll have to pull
up the aerial on account of lightning. Are you
going to turn back?™

“Shut up!™ I told him. “Stop that damn chat-
tering. Check on Cresta Banio.”

“Cresta Banio reports: Violent westerly gale over
Cresta Banio expected in less than fifteen min-
utes,”

“ Ask Gran Carlina.™

“Gran Carlina reports: Westerly gale; a hundred
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feet per second; rain squalls,”

“Inform Asuncion: We are cut off on all sides;
storm developing over a depth of seven hundred
miles. No visibility. What shall we do?™

But the message Joe returned with was frightful,
“Impossible communicate Asuncion. Can't even
send. The shocks are too great.™

I started to write a message, bul the instant my
hands left the controls to write, a great heave
surged through my body and the whole plane
rocked like a cork. I gave up.

And then I heard the crack, A wing? But we were
going down. Plummeting. I couldn’t see. The pas-
senger was shouting. :

And then we were below it. I was wrenching at
the controls trying to pancake; there was no
chance of avoiding a crash. But at last the night
was clear. I couldn’t see any lights. Where were we?

And there was water. A lake? We landed with a
tremendons slap that almost tore me out of my
seat,

“Oh my God,” the newspaperman was saying.
“Oh my God." Over and over. Joe was just
swearing.

We had no idéa where we were. Luckily we had
landed at the edge of the lake, in shallow water, so
there was no danger of the plane sinking. I could
se¢ we were in jungle country, pretty far off our
course. Since it was still night we remained inside
the plane, rather than risk a sortie into the un-
known at the dead of night. The South American
jungle is not the sort of place for an evening prom-
enade.

We had light, fortunately, though we tried to
conserve on it. The mdio was smashed. No one was
injured, save Joe who had a slight cut on his head,
and myself with a mildly sprained ankle. The pas-
senger, whose name was Francesco Conte, was in
good spirits. 1 discovered why when we started
passing around his bottle of Pisco.

Pisco is delightfolly potent, and we warmed to it
a8 a frend. It really got uvs through the night,
keeping our courage up.

When dawn came we were hongry and pretty
tired, but too tense really to think of sleep. Fran-
cesco was almost ebullient for he had addressed
himself generously to the bottle,

“1 can see the headlines.,” he told uws, with a
laugh. “Ace reporter crashes in jungle. Fights off
horde of wild Indians. But heroically rescues crew
of mail plane, etcetera, etcetera, . .”

“Sounds great,” Joe said, sardonically,

The first thing we did was to rig up a signal con-
sisting of a pole, which we hacked from a clump of
bushes on the shore, and a shirt that made a sort of
pennant.

“They’ll be looking for us,” Joe said.

I didn't want to remind him — or myself either,
for that matter — how far off course we were,

“We can allay our hunger with some fish,” Fran-
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cesco said. “With the hatchet we can cut fishing
poles and we must surely have some string or some-
thing in the plane.”

“1 am hungry,” Joe said. “But are the fish okay?
What kind of fish are there?"

“Piranhas,” Francesco said, and he giggled. 1

“I have never in my life
seen anyone in such
pain...”

could see he'd had an ample share of the Pisco.

“But they are good fo eat,” he added. “T have
been informed of that fact. The thing, of course, is
to keep out of the way of those razor teeth.”

We were looking at the water to see whether any
fish were evident, but we saw nothing.

“Fortunately,” Francesco said, with a big grin,
holding up the empty bottle of Pisco, “fortunately,
[ had the presence of mind to bring another bottle.
We are in good shape.™

“Take it easy,” | told him. “That’s powerful
stuff and we have empty stomachs. We'll need all
our wits with us,”

“Do not worry,” Francesco said. “Soon we shall
have delicious fish."

He had taken the hatchet and stepped to the
shore and was chopping out a red for fishing.

“What are we going to use for bait?"” Joe asked,
“We've got two candy bars left.”

“Maybe the foil will attract them,” 1 suggested,

“Let’s try it.”

We could still see no fish, though the water was
fairly clear. It was a bright day, and we were con-
stantly scanning the sky for any sign of a plane.

“Are there natives, Indians?" Joe asked. “And
how friendly are they?"

Nobody answered him. Francesco had his line
baited — he had found twine and had rigged up a
good fishing rod and had a bent pin for a hook —
and he was sitting on the edge of the wing, with his
legs crossed, fishing. He had taken another drink
and was smiling.

Suddenly I saw his line bob. He felt it too and
pulled in when he felt the fish had really caught
the hook.

“They are not piranhas,” Francesco said.

*It looks like an eel of some kind,” Joe said and
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he smashed it over the head. “Thank God they're
not piranhas,™

“We can vse it for bait,” [ said. And ﬂmn |
noticed that the water around the wing of the
plane was swarming with the little fish. They were
not very large, but they were tremendously quick.
There must have been hundreds of them.

All three of us were fishing by now, having
fashioned poles, lines and hooks, and shortly we
had a fair catch,

“We'll cook them on the bank,” Francesco said.
“Who knows what they are, but they could be
quite tasty.”

He was standing up, and had stripped off his
clothes. *‘I want to take a swim," he said, “I'm
feeling cruddy and I want to dine in style.”

“Mavbe vou shouldn't go in the water,” [ said.
There was something about that horde of fsh sor-
ging around our plane that somehow gave me a
feeling of uneasiness.

“I'm just going to wade,” Francesco said. He was
standing on the wing and now he urinated into the
water.

All at once the fish seemed to whip into a frenzy.
They mced in such circles that the water really hc-
came alive. | didn’t like it at all.

“That’s the bait they like,” Francesco said. “Pis
co that has been refined and aged in the human
body." He roared with boozy laughter. He took an-
other drink. He was almost staggering now, for he
had not eaten since before we left San Filippe and
he had downed plenty of Pisco.

Suddenly, his foot slipped and he fell into the
water. | only saw this out of the side of my eye,
becanse at just that moment [ thought 1 saw a
plane.

*“There’s a pia.ne'“ [ shouted.

Al that very instant Francesco let out a scream
and began clambering out of the water.

What happened then is hard to describe. I have
never in my life seen anyone in such pain and ter
ror as poor Francesco. He clambered onto the
shore holding his groin, screaming at the top of his
lungs.

Joe and I hurried to him. And then we saw what
had happened. A fish had entered his penis. I grab-
bed at it, but missed.

“My God, get it out! Get it out!” He was
screaming so loud his face had tumed crimson.
“Help me. God! Get it out! Help me!™

1 grabbed the damn thing, but it was like trving
to hold a wet saw. My hand slipped. Il was covered
with blood. The fish was worming its way up into
Francesco's urethra. I could not get it out. It had
sharp spines and had spread these to hold itselfl in
side. I could see to my unbelievable horror that it
was swelling — that is, the part that was still out-
side was swelling. A good three quarters of the
creature was well inside the screaming Francesco.
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| shall never forget it. We dragged him onto the
plane and into the cabin, while he fought vs, still
scréaming in the most fightful torment T have ever
even imagined.

I could think of nothing else to do and so I hit
him as hard as I could on the side of the jaw. Lhad
been a boxer once and the punch was solid, He
went out — mercifully. Knocked 'cold. Joe and 1
then tried to get the bloated creature out, Qur
hands were cut and bleeding, and finally we tried
pliers, Nothing worked.

Francesco died right before our horrified eyes.
Meanwhile, the revolting vampires swam wildly
about the plane. I kicked those that we had caught
back into the water and then vomited,

The plane had spotted us, and before nightfall a
seaplane had come and landed on the lake., We
were saved. Joe and 1 were saved. Poor, tragic Fran-
cesco certainly got his “story,”his headline. He was
the headline. It was a while before we found ont
from the men who picked us up that the fish that
had entered his urethra was the candira, otherwise
known as the vampire catfish.

It was weeks later that Joe told me a chilling as-
pect of the story.

“You know, when Francesco started to undress
to go swimming, [ wanted to do the same. 1 had
the strongest impulse to strip and take a plunge
too. But something, 1 don™t know what it was —
some thing — stopped me.™

“Thank God,” I said. *Thank God for that.” =

I want to tell something about these tiny mon-
sters. For they make the piranha seem like a
nursery rhyme in comparison.

The candiru ks unique in that it i the only verte-
brate that will parasitize a human. The candiru is a
bloodsucker. They are eel-like in appearance and
are about the size of a thin lead pencil. Their
pleasure is to enter the human genital opening,
cither male or female, and then they worm their
way up into the urethra where they open out their
prickly spines on their gill covers and so imbed
themselves.

They draw a great amount of blood from their
victims. The principal problem for humans & that
the candiru will reach the bladder and just stay
there while the wretched host dies in excruciating
pain. Indeed, there have been people for whom the
agony was so great that they have slashed off their
OW Penis.

I know of no death more horrible than this. 1
even say that an attack by a shark would be less
frightful than that of the vampire entering one's
genitals or anus and lodging itsell to suck blood un-
til it is bloated and satiated and its wretched victim
has either screamed himself to death, has cut off
his sexual organs in a frenzy of pain, or has died
from shock and agony. [ ]
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We may question the literalness of the story of
Jonah and the whale. Indeed, few people accept
the story as having actually happened. Yet, as far
as the physical possibility of such a tale, there is no
doubt whatever. Some whales, to be sure, have re-
latively small throats, but the throat of a sperm
whale is large enough so that he can swallow
objects twice as large a8 a man and indeed they
have a number of times, during their violent death
stmggles, vomited into the bloody seas great pieces
of squid which have measured five tp filteen feet..

The sperm whale is the only great whale with
teeth. Moby Dick was, of course, a sperm whale.

No creature has ever been larger than the great
whales. The dinosaurs of prehistoric times reached
forty feet in length and weighed some fifty tons. A
whale may weigh as much as one hundred tons and
measure 110 feet in length.

The sperm whale is not the largest, but he is
certainly the most dramatic. His natural food i the

giant squid, a huge, boneless organism whose

tentacles sometimes stretch thirty feet from its
body mass, and who, it has been recorded, has
more than once drageed a ship and crew to the
bottom.

On one occasion one of those greal arms was
found in the mouth of a sperm whale, one end of it
partly digested in the whale's stomach and the
other end wrapped in coils in the whale’s jaw.

Ah, he is a marvel, the whale! A big bull whale
will sound down (dive) for an hour and a half, and
he can dive three miles in twenty minutes. He will
sometimes come up with his belly full of chunks of
squid. But the sperm whale can resist a pressure of
200,000 tons; how does he adjust so swiftly to the
change in pressure as he dives or comes surging o
the surface and even clean out of the ocean, diving
himself into the air with his giant flukes?

A diver rising even a hundred feet has to break
his ascent into rests in order to avoid the dreaded
bends. But a great sperm whale in just half a dozen
minutes rushes through a column of waler with
such speed that his colossal body is hurled out of
the ocean into an. open atmosphere where the
pressure i around fifteen pounds to the square
inch.

It almost goes without saying that the whale has
an incredible amount of blood. Old whaling men
have told of the vast quantities of blood given up
by a wounded leviathan.

The flukes (tail, which runs horizontally, not
vertically) and jaws of whales are their most
effective weapons of attack. That great horizontal
tail can measure across its tips as much as twenty-
four feet. This is the whale’s only organ of prop-
ulsion and with amazing power it drives that huse
body through the water.

It's a fantastic thing, that great tail. It can propel
the great leviathan right out of the water; and it
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“...these great jaws
opened and seized the
bow of the captaln %
boat...”

has often tossed whale boats into the air, killing of
maiming their crews, “Stove”™ boats is a common
line in the old whaling ship log books.

But it wasn’t only the danger of stove boats that
the crew of a whaler had to worry aboul. There
was also the danger caused by a sudden movement
of the whale when struck by the harpoon. Those
tremendously powerful flukes, stimulated by the
unexpected pain of the hured harpoon, would
drive the whale forward or into a sounding plunge
the depth of which could not be foreseen. Oftes
the harpoon line flew out of the boat in coils and
would entangle the body of a whaleman in its
loops, sometimes even cutting of a foot, a leg, of
an arm.

A tragic report exists from the journal of the
Java, written by Joshua F. Beane in 1905:

wtwo schools of whales were seen abmlt'
-ﬂ-ﬁ}’llgl'lt moving slowly to the southward.
Forty or fifty cows and calves, three miles
away, filled the air with their boshy spouts
ings...while right shead a dozen bulls made
regular soundings of twenty-two minutes s
they worked slowly to leeward.

We soon had the weather gauge of the
larger whales and three boats went sliding
over the glinting water in pursuit. In less than
half an hour the mate was fast and hauled
ahead to dispatch his prize. He was met more
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DOWN THE THROAT
OF THE

GREAT SPERM WHALE

than hall way by the infuriated cachalot, the
boat being saved by an inch as the crew
sprang to their oars in the nick of time. A
moment later the third mate’s boat, in
attempting to fasten, was nearly capsized, the
whale running his head against the port
guarter and shoving her around so uncer
emoniously that she was nearly filled.

After a short consultation these officers
approached from different directions with
the understanding that if one was attacked
the other was to pitch in on the opposite
side, and thus, between them, trust to get a
lance in a vital spot. At the first stroke of the
oars, the mighty brute whided upon them,
smashing the side of the mate’s boat, then
settled, leaving four men struggling in the
water, while the other two were perched
upon the bottom of the capsized craft, one at

cither end.

Of this partial security they were quickly
deprived: for, as the whale came to the sur-
face, he took the boat in his immense jaws,
biting her in two fairly in the middle, with no
apparent effort. The mast and two oars drifi-
ing together, were also snapped in twain and
then this ugly customer crunched the boat-
keg as if it had been an egg shell.

Meantime the only uninjured boat, of
which T was one of the fortunate crew,
picked up all the men, save one, and he sank,
feet first, into that blue until a mere speck,
tathoms down, then disappeared forever.

The mate’s other oarsman, a Portuguese
boy, swam toward us, uttering frantic cries
for help, and not a fathom behind him
appeared a great, blue shark, taking his time
= if sure of his victim....

The whale lay sogging in his own suds just
the length of the big tub of line away, giving
vent to his anger by threshing the sea into a
foam and snapping his great jaw by the way
of a challenge that we were somewhat slow
to accept.
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As quietly as possible the picked crew, with
an extra man to pull the harpooner’s oar,
advanced to the attack, while we, with the
line, hauled gently nearer, He heard them im-
mediately and with a roll and a plunge, his
flukes cutting the sea in a mighty sweep, he
fomed to meet them,

The crew, having had proof of the mon-
ster’s power, turned their boat as upon a
pivot and made her leap from the water with
their vigorous strokes, but the whale was
good for five fathoms to their one in the un-
even race, and they had hardly settled down
to business before he was upon them. His
noge struck the boat fairly under the stern. It
was lifted high in the air and plunged head
first from sight.

Henry Astor, who was at the steering oar,
made a flying trip through the air, over oars
and paddles, and disappeared in the water far
ahead. The boat came to the surface after
what seemed minutes of breathless anxiety to
us who awailed the oufcome. Mr. Antoine
was still standing in the bow, his bomb gun in
hand, a sickly smile upon his face. The crew
was clinging to the waterlogged shell, while
oars, paddles and whaling craft were drifting
about them...With one boat fit for duty, we
trimmed our sails for 81. Augustine Bay, a
small settlement inside the Mozambique
Channel, leaving the angry cachalot master of
the situation, guarding with watchful eve the
destruction he had wrought, and demon-
strating his feeling by leaping halfl out of the
water, snapping his jaw and pounding the sen
with his broad flukes in his crazy fury.

There are, of course, countless incidents of
whales battling men, and occasionally winning.
Classic is Herman Melville's Moby Dick. Perhaps,
not so well known, is the actual, true incident from
which some of Melville's story was taken. This had
to do with the whaleship Essex which had an extra-
ordinary and horrifying encounter with a sperm
whale in the year 1819,
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The first mate, Owen Chase, rendered a service to
all of us by giving a published account in 1821. It
has the unmistakable ring of authenticity in all its
harrowing detail.

The Essex sailed for the Pacific on August 112,
1819. The war with England had been concluded
just four years earier and now the American
whaling industry was beginning Lo show its metal
in the world.

Chase, who was an intelligent man, kept notes
throughout the entire appalling adventure — at
least up until the time he began to lose his mind,
along with the control of his fingers, as a-con-
sequence of terror and starvation.

After the vovage, when he and the other sur-
vivors had eaten food again for a few months and
had perhaps forgotten the strange taste of human
flesh and the memory and nightmares of that great
sea devil, he began to write up his notes for
publication.

It was an ill-fated voyage from the very begin-

ning.
"i']'iegintenliun was (o spend two and a half years
hunting whales from Naniucket to Cape Horn and
into the Pacific. It was an able crew — there were
twentv-one men aboard. The ship herself had st
been completely overhauled and was considered
sound and thoroughly seaworthy.

Just two days out the Essex ran into her first dis-
aster. She was proceeding calmly enough through
the waters of the Gulf Stream when, all of a
sudden, the watch saw a squall of wind approach-
ing.
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There was nothing so alarming in this, except

that it came from the southwest, gathering itself all
at once into an unbelievable fury. It hit the ship
about three points off the weather quarter, just as
the helmsman was putting her away to run before
it.

Instantly, the ship was toppled over onto her

beam ends. Her yards went over into the water.
One whaleboat was stove and two others were
smashed completely. The galley was knocked down
and every loose article was just gone. No man was |
lost, which was a wonder.

Luckily, the real violence of the squall was con-

tained in its first thrust, and now it abated. The
ship, which had been slapped right over on her
side, gradually came to the wind and righted.

Mo one realized at the time how imporiant the

loss of those two whaleboats was to become; for
they were to discover that the loss meant doom.

They spent a couple of days at the Azores, pick-

ing up fresh vegetables and some hogs, and then
they made for Cape Horn. Owen Chase succinctly
describes the situation as follows: “Heavy westerly
gales and a tremendous sea held us off the Cape
five weeks before we had got sufficiently to the
westward to enable us to put away.”

A month and a quarter of steady fighting with

the sea and the cold and the wind off Cape Horn

may have been a fitting prelode to the drama that
followed.

It was on Movember 20 that a shoal of whales
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wis seen off the lee bow. At the time, the weather

{according to Owen Chase) was extremely fine and

clear. It was about eight o’clock in the moming
that the man at the masthead gave the time-hon-
ored cry, “There she blows!”

The ship was immediately put away, and now ran
down in the direction of the quarry. When the
Essex had got within half a mile of the place where
the whales were seen, all but one of the boats were
lowered, manned, and now started out in pursuit.
Meanwhile, the ship was brought te the wind, and
the main-topsail hove aback, to wait for the
hunters.

Chase had the harpoon in the second boat, while
the captain preceded him in the first. The whales
had sounded, and as the men lay on their oars,
waiting eagerly for a rising, a large whale suddenly
breached close by the second boat; that is, the
greal mammal rose vertically from the water with a
tremendous velocity, sufficient to project about
three fourths of its length into the air before it fell
on its side creating a mammoth avalanche of boil-
ing water.

But Chase drove his iron home and the whale's
great flukes struck the edge of the boat amidships
and stove a hold in her. Chase instantly cut the line
with the boat hatchet and saved boat and crew
from disaster as the whale swam with great speed
to windward. Water poured into the boat and
Chase ordered a man to staff all the jackets into
the hold and then start bailing as the rest pulled for
the ship.

Meanwhile, the captain and the second mate, in
the other two boats, continued the pursnit, and
soon they struck another whale. They were now a
considerable distance to leeward, so Chase, who
was aboard ship now with his boat crew, went for-
ward, braced around the mainyard, and put the
ship off in a direction for them. The boat which
had been stove was quickly hanled in, and after ex-
amining the hole, Chase realized that by nailing a
piece of canvas over it, he could get her ready to
join in a fresh pursuit in less time than it would
take to lower the other remaining boat which be-
longed to the ship.

Forthwith he had the boat over and was in the
act of nailing on the canvas when he suddenly
observed a very large sperm whale about eighty-five
feet in length, as near as he could judge it. The
great mammal broke water about twentv rods off
the weather bow of the ship, and was lying quietly,
with his head toward the Essex. He spouted two or
three times and then he disappeared.

Chase relates that in “less than two or three
seconds™ he came up again, but now closer, about
the length of the ship away. And now he was
making directly for the Essex, at the “rate of three

knots,” says Chase,
ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN

Owen Chase ordered the boy who stood at the
helm to put it hard up, intending, so he reported
later, to steer off and escape the whale’s obvious
intention to attack.

The ship responded slowly and the whale,
coming down at full speed, struck with his head
just forward of the fore chain. The vessel shud-
dered and everyone was thrown to the deck, “The
shock was as violent as though we had struck a
reef,” wrote Chase.

Now Chase and the men aboard the Essex saw
the whale moving slowly to leeward, “Suddenly he
seemed to go into convulsions. He thrashed the
water about him into a white foam and snapped his
jaws in a furious rage and then crossed the bow of
the ship to windward.™

But the Essex had been severly damaged. Chase
decided that the whale was gone and he instantly
ordered several of the men to man the pumps while
he made arrangements to embark should the ship
settle too rapidly.

Perhaps what Is most outstanding about the first
mate’s account is its understatement. Here, the
ship is hit, and is taking on water, thousands of
miles from nowhere, and he simply records that
the men were manning the pumps while he made
plans to embark in the available boats. Those old
whalemen were doughty souls!

But now, suddenly, and to everyone's horror, a
cry came from the lookout standing in the bow,

“Mister Chazse — look — he B making for us
again!™

It was a chilling moment as they saw a great
spout of white water a hundred rods directly off
their bow. The whale came for them now with his
head half out of the water.

Chase welled at the helmsman o hard up the
wheel but the vessel had not managed to come
around before the great leviathan rammed in the
ship’s bow right under the cathead. “He then
sounded under the keel and passed off to wind-
ward. We saw no more of him."

Cleady the Essex was doomed, and they were
three thousand miles from land. Chase and the men
now worked in a frenzy of speed. There was no
time to repair the boat which had been stove be-
fore the ship was attacked. Picking up a hatchet
the mate hacked away the lashings of the spare
whaleboat which lay on two spars above the
quarterdeck.

The captain and second mate were out of sight,
still chasing whales. Six men carried the spare boat
to the waist of the ship. Meanwhile, the steward
began collecting compasses, quadranis, whatever
might be necded for navigation.

By the time they had gol the boat to the waist
the ship had filled with water and was going down
on her beam ends. They were scarcely away two
boats’ lengths distant when the Essex fell over to
windward and setiled down to the water.
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So completely had the great whale crushed the
planks and heavy live oak timbers that the vessel
was an unbelievable wreck within ten minutes, No
one had been able to save anything except what
they wore on their backs. In the Iittle whaleboat
the men stared in awe at the horrendous, totally
unbelievable disaster that had befalled them — with
the suddenness and irrevocability of grim death.

Clearly they were all doomed - twenty men on
the Pacific Ocean in three light open boats, sur-
rounded by whales, sharks, squid and who knew
what other untold horrors! ;

Below the horizon; several miles beyvond the view
of Chase and his boat, the two other boats that had
been hunting whales were towing a dead whale
toward the ship at the time of its destruction.

Suddenly the boatsteerer in the captain’s boat
ctied out, “0h, my God, where is the ship?" It had
disappeared from his sight as he stood looking at it
and handling his steering oar. The men were filled
with total horror as they realized what had
happened.

The first boat to reach Chase was the captain’s.

“My God, Mister Chase,” the captain cried.
“What has happened?™”

“We have been stove by a whale,” Chase
answered him simply, and then told him what had
happened.

“We must cut away her masts at once,” the cap-
tain said, “and see if she will right herself. Our only
hope of saving ourselves is to get food and water
from the ship.”

The order was soon followed, and the men did
manage to secure some food and water from the
destroyed Essex. But night was falling, and Chase
related in his account how some of the men be-
came “nauseated with fear,” Finally, some of them
slept in what had suddenly become a fearful and
hideous world.

It has been said by various students of the whale
that the sperm whale does not attack humans, but
will kill by accident or in reaction to being
attacked. This has certainly happened often
enough, a8 we have cited at the beginning of this
chapter. Yet here, in the account of the Essex,
First Mate Owen Chase tells us that “...this whale
seemed deliberately determined to take vengeance
on the hunters who had molested three whales in
his shoal; the madness of a bull and his cows.™

And now the scene was set for one of the most
extraordinary and hotrifying adventures in all the
history of the sea. A vovage of hell. Chase con-
tinues:

At 12:30 we left the wreck of the Essex
and at four o'clock we lost sight of her
enfirely...During the night the weather be-
came extremiely rmogged, and the sea every
now and then broke over us..We allotted
our food and water to last sixty days, be-
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lieving that on the course we were then lying
we would average a degree a day and than in
twenty-six days we would reach the region of
variable winds. In thirty more dayvs we would
rise the coast of South America...

Three boats, one of them in poor condition, and
twenty men.

But then on November 28 they were to discover
that their bad luck had not run out. The boats with
sails raised were about a ship's length from each
other. It was about eleven at night that Owen
Chase finally lay down to catch some sleep. He had
just fallen asleep when someone awakened him to
sy that the captain was in trouble.

Chase rose, listening to the commotion coming
from the captain®s boat. There was a sort of
crunching sound, men swearing, and the captain's
voice: “My God, it's a whale!™

Chase instantly prepared to put about, and ran
his boat to the captain’s in time to see a greal form
with jaws open snapping at the boat. But it was a
starless night and the extreme darkness made it
difficult to see. The men in the captain’s boat were
shouting and trving to see where to strike their
mysterious assailant.

Now those great jaws opened again and seized
the bow of the captain’s boat and almost severed it
right off.

And then whoever or whatever it was, was gone!

The night was so dark that no one counld tell the
size of what had attacked them. But the captain,
fearing for the boat, made preparations to transfer
into Chase's and the second mate’s boats in order
to lighten his own, and by that means, plus con-
stant bailing, to keep her above water until day-
light would allow discoverv of her damage, and
they could repair it.

When daylight came they all lay to and repaired
the broken boat. It was decided pretty un-
animously that the night attacker had been a Killer
who had followed them for some distance and then
had suddenly, without warning, seized the bow of
the boat in its jaws. They had beaten him off, but
he had attacked again, inflicting enough damage to
scare the wits out of evervone, but lockily not
horting any of the crew.

And now a further horror struck them. Since
leaving the wreck of the Essex they had eaten daily
of their salt-water soaked provisions and now they
began to experience the most violent thirst. The
scant water allowance was not sufficient Lo salisfy
their salt-saturated bodies and yet they did not
dare increase their rations for fear the water supply
would not last until they reached land. They had
begun to wonder too whether the land they came
upon would be inhabited by savages or some other
hostile foe.

But it was from this day, or night, rather, of the
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Deceptive smile-like counfenance on killer whale.

killer whale that their sufferings began in earnest.
Somye of the men drank their own urine in the
hope that this would slake their raging thirst, but
matters for them only grew worse.

They had two turtles which they had taken from
the ship and now it was decided to kill one to allay
the wrenching hunger that was upon them.

“The men waited impatiently to suck the warm,
flowing blood of the animal. A small fire was Kind-
led in the shell of the turtle and after dividing the
Mood among those of us who felt disposed to
drink it, we cooked the remainder, entrails and all,
and enjoyed it. The stomachs of two or three re-
volted at the sight of the blood and refusad to part-
ake of if....™"

Then continued on their course, losing each
other, finding cach other again, shipping water in
storms and gales, bailing, repairing injured boats,
mffering the hell of starvation and thirst. Until...

Until they were down to an ounce and a half of
bread. By now some of the crew had died and been
buried at sea. *..a terrible death appeared shortly
to await wvs: hunger Decame violent and owt-
rageous...our speech and reason were both con-
siderably impaired....™

One man threw himself down in Chase’s boat,
determined simply to stay there until death merci-
fully took him. Presently the poor man went com-
pletely out of his senses, calling loudly for a napkin
and water, and then lving stupidly and senselessly
down in the boat again, clesing his hollow eyes as
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if in death, After a while the crew saw that he had
become speechless. They managed to get him onto
a board, for they were all extremely weak, placed
him on one of the seats of the boat, covered him,
and left him to his fate. “He lay in the greatest
pain and apparent misery, groaning piteously until
four o’clock, when he died in the most horrid and
frightful comvalsions I ever witnessed,™

The corpse was kept all night, and in the moming
Chase’s two companions — there had originally
been five — began as a matter of course to dispose
of it at sea. But now, after some reflection, Chase
broached them on the subject that must have been
touching all of them.

The provisions could not possibly last and hunger
much sooner than later would drve them to the
necessity of casting lots.

“It was without anv objection agreed to, and we
st to work as fast as we were able to prepare it 5o
as to prevent its spoiling.™

Carefully, the limbs were separated from the
body and all the flesh cut from the bones, after
which they opened the body, took out the heart,
then closed it again by sewing it np as decently as
they could, and Gnally sent it into the sea.

They began immediately to devour the heart and
then ate sparingly of a few pieces of the flesh after
which they hung the remainder, cut in thin strips,
about the boat to dry in the sun. Then they made a
fire and roasted some of it to serve them during the
day.

The following morning they discovered that the
flesh had become tainted and had fumed a greenish
color and so they decided to make a fire and cook
it at once to prevent its becoming so putrid as to
be inedible. In this way they managed, but it was
now that Owen Chase relates how he began fo
wonder who would be next. For they would run
out of food again...

But the horrors draw to an end. On the eigh-
teenth of February, three months less two days
after the attack v the great sperm whale, the
survivors were picked up by the brig frdian.

On June 11, Owen Chase fnally arrived back
home in MNantucket in the whaleship Eagle, His
family had given him up for lost. And Owen Chase
humbly concludes his grim and austere narrative:
“My unexpected appearance was welcomed with
the most grateful obligations and acknowledge-
ments to o beneficent Creator, who has guided me
through darkness, trouble, and death, once more to
the bosom of my country and friends.™

Those who are familiar with Moby Dick — and
those wlto are nor — will recognize the NneameHis
of the wicked rale, Though perhaps the tale told hy
Cheen Chase s even more frighiful — for it was a
true one; the tale of the grear whale who artacked
ard desiroyed a whaling ship and cotised the death
and madness of nearly ifx entire crew, [ ]
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THE ULTIVIATE

Somewhere — perhaps in some cove far from the
accustomed path of man, in waters of Stygian dark-
ness, or possibly miles below the surface of ocean
or an impassive lake — lies a creature still nonknown
to mankind, but sometimes seen, in story and
legend, by men.

For by’ no means have all the creatures of the
deep been identified, although many things have
been seen by observers who cannot be termed un-
reliable.

Sen serpents have been the center of legend and
lore for centures. There have simply been oo
many intelligent reports of these demons for them
to be discounted out of hand. The fact that their
existence cannot be “scientifically proven™ means
nothing. When some great slithering monster drags
you to the bottom, or slices a whole ship in two, it
matters not one whit whether “science™ agrees to
its existence.

Mo longer ago than 1964 an oceanographer “dis-
covered' a fish in the Bahamas that was previously
unknown to science. And in the 1950s a jellyfish
of a kind alke previously not known to science was
discovered in the Indian ocean.

In 1938 a laree fish weighing 125 pounds was dis-

covered — lobe-finned, it was, much like those that
appeared during the Devonian Period.

In 1959 a larval eel over six feet long was found
by a research vessel off the Cape of Good Hope.
Edward R. Ricciuti has pointed out that the
normal counterpart of this creature would be an
immature ¢el two or three inches long that, when
adult, would grow to between three to five feet.
How large then, he asks, is the adult stage of the
six-foot larva? And he asks the question whether
huge eels ninety feet long live in the depths.

The point is that here quite simply we have
evidence [and there is much more, but we do not
have space) that creatures of ancient lineage, great
size and unknown to science can appear in the sea
at just about any time. In short, we just really do
not know what is down there.

Indeed, the story is known of Robert Menzies, a
well-known oceanographer who, some twenty
vears ago, discovered that something rather enor-
mous roves the Milne Edwards Deep off the west
coast of South America. Dr. Menzies had baited a
two-foot-long steel hook with a three-foot squid
and lowered it. Something in those black waters
tugeed, took the bait and left that powerful hook
badly bent.

A giant squid? A great shark? The monstrouns
parent of a six-foot larval eel? A Kmken? What?

In March, 1971, the magazine Natuwral History
wrote up an incident that occurred in December
1896 on the beach near 56, Augustine, Florida. The
article described a sea creature of a hitherto un-
known enormity that had been beached. It was —
after muoch dispute — identified as an octopus. But
an octopus of titanic proportions. [is body mea-
sured twenty-five feet in circnmference, its weight
was estimated at six tons, and its tentacles were, at
the minimum, seventy-five feet long.

Specimens of the animal’s tissue were examined
and it was laboratory-proven that in fact this was
pctopus bssue. A six-ton octopus! What could be
more frightful than this! Here, then, could be the
sea monster of the legends; and here too could be
the answer fo many of the sirange disappearances
of ships at sea over the years.

The octopus and the squid are cephalopods — the
word means ““head-footed,” referring to the arms,
the tentacles and, in the case of the squid, that
sprout from the head.

To be sure, most cephalopods are harmless.
Some. Others are among the most dangerous crea-
tures in existence. The most terrifying of all is the
giant squid — Architeuthis princeps. His existence
has been asserted by many seafarers since medieval
times, but pntil the last century these stores [iled
to gain scientific favor.

The squid has eight arms plus two tentacles
which extend beyond the arms and have paddielike
tips. The arms and also the tips of the tentacles are
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“...1was caught. It had wrapped its leg around my wai¢

studded with cups or suckers.

A giant squid’s anns can reach a good twelve feet
and the tentacles have a reach of fifty. In attack on
its prey, the squid seizes the victim in its tentacles
and draws it toward the embrace of the arms which
then grip it so that the hooked beak of the creature
can begin the devouring process.

The squid’s beak is powerful. For instance, a
Humboldt Cuorrent squid, not as big as the giant
squid though all the same a ferocious creature, can
bite chunks right out of a heavy wooden gaff.
These demons with their strange, humanlike eves
complete with eyelids and ids and pupil, will
swarm over bait thrown into the sea, hacking it
with their revolting beaks, their eves gleaming.

In the 1920s a squid about twelve feet long was
thrown by a wave onto the ship Caronia during a
gale in the Atlantic Ocean. The monster grabbed
the ship’s carpenter who would have been done for
but for the help of his fellow crew members. To-
gether they fought the brute with an iron bar for
several minutes, finally vanquishing the thing.

An even more hormifying account relates that
when the troopship Britanmia was sunk during the
Second World War, in March 1941, one of the
survivors was clinging to a piece of wreckage when
all at once a pair of tentacles were seen by some of
his mates to appear out of the sea, and fo pull him,
screaming wildly, to his watery death.

While the name 'Kraken’ now refers only to the
squid, formerly it was used to denote all sea mon-
sters. It is thought that the monster Scylla in
Homer's Odyssey was g giant sixty-feot sguid.

Nobody used to believe that these beasts actually
lived. Sailors came home with fantastic tales of
things “seen,” but these were discounted as “tall
tales," or as lore and legend.

But then in the second part of the nineteenth
century @ large number of giant squid were, for
some strange reason, found floating dead on the
sen, or stranded ashore. And it was then that the
world began to accept the grim fact that these
horrific beasts really did exist.

In October 1873 three fishermen in a small boat
were attacked by a giant squid in a cove along the
coast of Newfoundland. One of the fishermen had
seen some sort of floating object in the sea and had
unwisely poked it with the boat hook. The shape
rose into a mass of terrifying arms and tentacles,
gripped the boat and started to pull it down.

It would have done so, too, were it not for the
swift action of a brave member of the party, a
twelve-year-old boy who attacked the monster
with an axe, hacking off one of its tremendous
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arms and a tentacle. The picee of tentacle that was
cut off and that stayed in the boat measured
nineteen feet. :

Newspaper reports dated 1874 relate a horrifying
confrontation with a giant squid. The steamer
Strathowen was sailing from Colombo to Madras,
and according to accounts it came within sight of a
small schooner, the Pearl, which was becalmed on a
smooth sea.

In a scene that must have been wholly terrifying,
unbelievable, and unforgettable, before the bugging
eyes of those on the Strathowen a gigantic squid
rose from the smooth sea, slid its arms and tent
acles around the Pearl, and pulled the schooner
down into the depths.

The captain of the Pear! was saved and came
aboard the steamer. Presently he told the story of
what had led up to the attack by the sauid.

While they were becalmed, they — himself and
the crew — had witnessed a battle between a giant
squid and a sperm whale. It may be remembered
that the squid is the customary food for the sperm
whale. In this case, however, there was a dispute
over the whale’s assumed perogative, and the two
monsters of the deep tore at each other in vivid
battle. They fell from view below the surface, but
shortly after the captain related that he saw an
enormous form of something or other rising out of
the water. It was maybe half a mile distant. This
turned out to be the apparently victorious squid
who measured maybe 100 feet in length. It drew
closer, and now the captain made the fatal mistake
of firing at it with a rifle. Forthwith the great bemst
charged the Pearl, rammed it and dragged it be-
neath the surface of the water.

There have been countless sightings of sea mon-
sters, giant squid, and other unaccountable mon-
sters of the deep. In the early nineteenth century a
number of monsters were sighted off the coast of
Massachusetts. Notable was the famous monster
that terrorized Gloucester harbor in August 15817,

Perhaps the most famous is the Loch Ness mon-
ster. Yet, other lochs have their monsters too. For
hundreds of years the lochs of Scotland have been
the seat of legends about water beasts.

To be sure, the lochs of Scotland are as perfect a
setting for these brutes as Transylvania is for
Dracula. The lochs are unbelievably deep, and they
are situated amongst harsh, mist-stroked hills. They
are only slightly cut off from the ocemn, which
used to be in connection with these now-isolated
lakes of water which lie in deep valleys,

The Loch Ness monster has been photographed,
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Unidentified sea creature about 30 feet in length and weighing between 15 and 20
tons washed up on shore off Scituate, Massachusetts.

and even more interesting, sonar echoes picked up
from moving objects deep in the loch indicate the
presence of something.

Loch Morar also has a monster, who resembles
the inhabitant of Loch Mess; and it has been seen —
in 1948 by a boat full of tourists and in 1969 by
two men who had a terrifying encounter while in
their boat with a huge, homped animal with a re-
ptilelike head and brown skin. One of the men hit
the brute with an oar, which snapped. His com-
panion fired a rifle bullet into their unwelcome
visitor. Since then there have been a number of
other sightings of the monster of Loch Morar.

All this, however, is only the prelude, the-
setting-of-the-stoge, as it were, for the story | wish
to tell. T could, of course, write an entire book on
sea monsters and on the giant squid in particular,
for since the event | am to write about transpired [
have researched the entire question very
thoroughly.

Research., anyway, is my feld — especially re-
search into the past. . .

In any event. friends and 1 were eager to search
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for Atlantis ourselves. Others had trded before us,
and many have tred since. But | venture to say
that no one of them ever experienced the adven-
ture we did. Or if they did, they did not live to tell
about it.

Atlantis has been searched for in many parts of
the globe — off Heligoland, in the Sahara, in the
Mediterranean. But we decided we would search
where Plato had said it was — off the Pillars of
Hercules.

We reasoned that if Schliemann could find Troy,
if Arthur Evans could find Knossos, and Henrd
Mouhot find Angkor, then why couldn't we find
Atlan tis?

deinrich Schliemann had found Troy simply by
reading Homer's Odyssey, which evervone had
supposed to be only fiction. And so, we argued,
why couldn’t we find Atlantis by reading — really
reading, studying — Plato’s Timaens and Criffas?

Atlantis — that great island lying in the Atlantic
Ocean! A beautiful land, rich beyond compare; its
people wise, handsome, strong, living in peace and
harmony with the whole universe; its all-wise rulers
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descended directly from the gods. Here, on this im-
mortal isle, was the true beginning of everything
that we know. Not 7,000 vears ago in Mesopo-
tamin did civilization begin, but 30,000 vears ago
on the lost continent of Atlantis,

So the legend tells us. Atlantis, the great con-
tinent that existed before the Flood, was split by
earthgquakes and swamped by tidal waves 12,000
vears ago, and “in one terible day and night™ sank
into the ocean forever.

S0 complete, so terrible, was the disaster that
history forgot. For some 10,000 years following
the sinking of the continent — silence. At least, no
written records of its existence have reached us.
Yet evidence shows that the story — of fable,
legend, myth — of a lost continent continued to
exist. Although written records have not survived
from that early period, 8 memory of something has
been preserved.

But nobody wrote about it actually, until Plato.
And he told the story in two of his works —
Timaeus and Crifias,. And he said that it was
located just wesl of Gibraltar in what is called the
SArgAssn Sed,

Later, there were others who supported his view:
though critics claimed Plato was writing fiction and
nod a factual tale,

Our expedition was costly, to say the least; but
we succeeded in acquiring the equipment we need-
ed. There were six of us, all about the same age, in
our middle and late thirties. We had laid our plans
carefully. Two of us were Professors of Arch-
aeology, ome was an Oceanographer, two were
English teachers, while 1 om a Journalist.

We were, | suppose, on looking back, a romantic
group. That's to say, the adventurous type, as
much interested in drawing attention to the facr of
Atlantis a8 we were in actual scientific discovery.

We were concemed too — and wisely so0 — with
the problem of sharks, whales, or any other sea
animal who might cause us difficulties. We were all
good swimmers, and two of us were highly com-
petent divers, myself and Tom Merrill.

The Sargasso Sea lies roughly between the Azores
and the West Indies. Its waters are comparatively
calm, and yet considered impassable by ships in
earlier fimes because of the amount of seaweed
that lies on its surface.

According to Plato it is here that the continent
sank, and all the seaweed and other matter floating
on the surface of the ocean is simply what has risen
from the lost land.

At the same fime. Atlantis is said to hove in-
cluded the present day Azores and Canary Islands.
The Azores lie off the coast of Portugal, about a
third of the way between Euwrope and America.
The Canaries are off the west coast of Africa.

According to many Atlantologists, including Pro-
fessor Edward Hull, the Canaries and Azores were
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actually a part of Atlantis. The Canaries were at
the southeastern end of the continent, while the
Azores were al the northern end.

Accordingly, it was roughly in this area that we
were planning to dive; off the Azores, possibly later
off the Canaries.

It's funny how things happen; but T had been
reading some old accounts of seafarers on our
voyage to the Azores. We had hove to, just off a
head of land, and were planning to make our first
dive the following moming. | remember it was a
beautiful night, the stars were almost more than
the sky could hold and still be seen. There was
more white than dark; or so it appeared to me. 1
lay on my bunk and read idly.

My book was an account by an old seaman. He
was talking about sperm whales, describing how
they could attain a depth of a mile, for here was
where their principal food lay, the squid.

The squid, this man was saying, is the greatest
mystery of the deep water. *We don’t know any-
thing about it, only that it lives and nestles away
deep, deep down about the roots and foundations
of confinents. And the wise Creator, before He
launched the first sperm whale, sheathed him with
thick blubber, and cushioned his brain-pan with
junk and case, so that he could follow the squid to
its deepest home.™

Those lines caught me, especially the one that
mentioned the squid way down about the roots
and foundations of continents, . .

MNext morning we were on deck early. There was
no wind, the water was like glass, or, if von prefer,
a great mimor for the sky. And the sky was
absolutely clean. Not a cloud, not a bird., Nor any
puff of wind.

Tom Merrill, my closest friend, was going down
with me. Tom and I had dived together a lot. [t is
important to have a good “buddy™ with vou when
vou dive, especially in strange waters.

The others would remadn on board. Each had his
job, especially Jake, who would be on the lookout
for sharks or any other onwelcome visitors.

We were in wetsuits and flippers, and had Aqua-
lungs. We each carried a bangstick in case we ran
into tronble with anvthing like a shark.

We had picked this particular place becamse,
while it was not near what we thought would be
the actual center of the continent (that being too
deep for our regular diving) we thought some ex-
ploratory diving along the “edge.” in shallower
water might give us some necessary clues. We knew
that when an island sank, as a rule its inhabitants
climbed to the highest places, and since the Azores
were said to be an actual remaining part of the sun-

ken continent we might well discover something in
the waters nearby.
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1 slipped over the stern and pulled myself down

the anchor line, pausing now and then. It never,

does to rush when vou're diving. You've got to let
your body adjust. And this takes time. Tom was
right behind me.

The water was warm, and the life down there was
more or less what we had expected. We were
actually looking for anything that might show us
something in the way of flora or fauna, or rock
formation.

We were just about to go hack up when my eve
caught something shiny just a few feet away.
Thinking it might be a sea animal I poked it with
my bangstick, which was on safety and so could be
used as a spear. It was, [ realized, a piece of metal.
In fact, it looked a bit like an old coin. Anvhow I
brought it to the surface and when we were aboard
the ship we all examined it. It was apparently an
old Greek coin.

“That's evidence,” Bert Miller said. He was our
captain and he was also a professor of archaeology.

“But what if someone just lost it there a conple
of years ago,” I sid. And everyone laughed, be-
canse | had the reputation for being the group’s
great skeplic.

“I'm not kidding,” I said. “Some coin collector
could have lost it overboard. You remember about
the vegetables on the oceanographic ship, don’t
youl™

I had brought that one up a number of Gmes, to
my own delight and to the dismay of whichever
defender of orthodox science was conversing with
me,

The story was that a research vessel exploring
along the Puerto Rican trench had been trawling
and had dragged in a hasketful of various ocemn
fish amongst which were some green leaves that re-
sembled vegetables. From this it was concluded
that far below on the ocean bottom was an island,
and moreover one with vegetation similar to our
own on dry land. Until it was later discovered that
just prior to the “catch™ the ship’s cook had
thrown his garbage overboard. | generally used this
bit of information to down anyvone who tred
swamping me on the subject of “science.”

“Still it & an old coin,” said Tom. “So why all
the fuss?" Tom was a great peacemaker.

Next day it blew up a bit rough and we staved
aboard waiting for more favorable conditions. The
day following we put out a little to sea and were
soon at a point where we felt it would be profit-
able to dive.

It had been decided that Tom would take the
first dive with me, but when we'd finished break-
fast it developed that he had a slight attack of
stomach cramp and so it was Bert who buddied
with me.

It' was again a clear sky and calm sea, and 1 was
glad. 1 have gone down in weather, but | prefer it
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like this. I waited while Bert got ready and then |
stepped over the stermn of the boat and started
down the ladder. He followed. .

It was dark. Nothing special, nothing out of the
ordinary. | descended more, sliding through a
school of some kind of fishes I didn't know, and
then suddenty ranning into a lot of muck, seaweed
I reckoned, since we were right on ‘the edge of the
Sargasso Sea.

As 1 look back now | wonder whatever made us
pick this spot. It was deep, and there seemed not
much that would be useful to our search. Still, a
group of young adventurous men, looking for ex-
citement and seriously interested in their search,
well, we were apt to do amy thing.

Graduoally, | don’t know how it started, T began
to have a strange feeling that I was alone. I cannot
describe it, but it was eerie, and I felt a cold chill
running down my spine. Where was Bert?

I was on the bottom now, and for an instant [
felt the wish to be up in the boat. I looked around.
I could see nothing. There was less seaweed visible,
though some still floated by my mask. What [ was
looking for actually was any flora or fauna that
would indicate the presence of land that had once
been on the surface.

UNITED PRESS INTERNATIONAL PHOTS
=3




I had just decided that it was time for me o sur-
face — still no Bert — when I saw what looked like
4 formation of some kind of earth or rock off to
my left. | approached the mound, or whatever it
was, when suddenly I saw two orbs staring at me,
orbs or eyes with lids, eyes that gleamed in the
most blood chilling way 1 had ever experienced.
My blood froze all through my body. 1 have never
been so terrified in my life. And it was then that 1
saw something, the creature — for il was a creqiure.
Mot a rock or a mound of earth from Atlantis —
moving its arm or leg or whatever it was, sliding,
dithering, and now snaking it toward me, . .and |
was canght. It had wrapped its limb around my
waisL.

But fear charged my energy to the point where
without even thinking 1 had my knife out and had
glashed into that great arm of flesh and muscle, and
for all 1 knew, venom too, and hacked at it and
hacked at it until it released me — only to grab me
a second later in still another embrace. It was the
great squid’s tentacle that gripped me now, draw-
ing me along the bottom of the sea toward its walt-
ing arms which would, T knew, suffocate me while
its great hideous beak would devour me whole,
with those eves, those horrible, evil eves watching.

1 had forgotien my hangstick; but there it was in
my hand. 1 slipped the safety and fired right into
fhe monster’s hideous face. And then with my
knife 1 hacked wildly at its tentacle until again 1
was released. And here was Bert swimming toward
me and now he too fired at the horrendous beast.

[ shall never forget those moments of utter
horror, as we raced to the surface. 1 could feel the
monster’s malevolent eyes on me and 1 was just
waiting for the feel of those slimy tentacles and
arms with their great suction cups, and then fhat
frightful beak tearing and cutting and chewing at
me, and the stench of its hellish breath which [
could only imagine in my terror. . .

Eager hands pulled us aboard and it was while I

d out what had happened that suddenty Bert

Miller let out a scream and we saw the flash of the

great tentache, wet, enomots and overpowering, as

it drageed him over the side.

Now in a frenty we started the motor but it
stalled. Then it caughd. But here it was again — the
monster, A tremendous thump and the litile ship
shuddered. Now the enommous tentacles slid
swiftly over the deck and the great wet. shiny
hump raised itself and | looked into those hateful
eyes and 1 thought 1 would drop dead in my tracks
with fear. Tom was shouting. He had fived his
hangstick into the monster, but it was like throw-
ing a pebble against a skyscraper.

“Dynamite!" 1 sereamed. “Get the dynamite!™
We had, thank God, brought along a box of dyna-
I'ﬂ.“'E'-i-

[ raced below deck as the boat careened in the

R

]
hrute's embrace. We were all doomed, 1 knew. In a
wild dash I brought the box of dynamite to the:
deck, knowing we all had only seconds to live,

My God, [ had never secn guch am enormouns
thing in my life. 1t was the size of a ship; like &
great mountain it rose from the seas, its titanic
arms and tentacles already gripping our boat, its
eyes glaring at us, its great back thrusting at Floyd,
our navigator, whom it had capght in its iron grip.

“Right into him!” 1 cried. “Matches! For God’s
sake. give me i mateh!™

[ had the caps off and now the ship shoddered
and began to take water over its waist. 1 lit two
sticks and then with all the strength 1 had, hurled
them at that horrible spewing moath. . .

I didn’t stop. Tom had taken more dynamite and
had done the same. Frank Filbin was hacking at=
one of the tentacles that was around the cabin®
with an axe.

The explosion drove us almost overboard. Ands
then a second explosion. Something smashed me i
the face — like a great wave of mud. 1 realized then
to my unspeakable horror that it was the creature’s
blood. Oh, it was thick and ruby red and it fell all
over us and all over the boat like a great sance. &
was sick to my stomach, vomiting as 1 slithered on
the deck which was covered with pieces of &he
slimy beast. And before my crazed eyes it began to
sink back into the sea. In vain did 1 start forward;
grabbing a boat axe 1o help poor Tom who was
aripped by those massive arms Too late. Screatm
ing, he went over the side to his watery grave.

The ship was filling with water. The holocaus
was more than we could tally at the moment, thos
of us who were left. Tom and Bert were gone, ang
s0 was Bill West. We were three now and we gralb
bed whatever we could to hail.

Suddenly as the great monster submerged co
pletely there was a great roll in the sea, 8 sort
boiling, and pieces of what had once been th
giant squid, that veritable beast of hell from ¢
deep, rose to the curface. The water was crimson
far as I could see. And our boat wis ton — covert
with the brute’s bload, and our oW, . .

We managed to stay afloat and we made it §
shore. Those who mel us could not believe whi

they saw; the carnage Was like something out of
world war. Thank God we lived: although in shot
for weeks, we still came out of it. My two frient
Floyd and Frank are still around. But we nev
meet, and they don't mect each other. Tt is bett
maybe to be alone after such a happening. 1 dot
know.

I only know that the nights are still sometim
long. And I sometimes still wish that 1 didn’t ha
to go to sleep — and dream. I even wonder abc
mad people. At least they seem secure in th
madness.
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- THE LAGOON OF TERAOR

il
ol
i 3
O L S

HILW YK BO0UDMCAL SOCIETY PHOTO

A giant grouper,

You would think it was a South Seas tropical para-
dise with its lush, verdant islands, its Mowing palms
gently swaying in the blue trade winds, its placid
walers mirroring the tranqguility of a heavenly sky.
This is the tiny archipelago of Truk lagoon.

Yes — Truk lagoon. And perhaps one remembers,
if one is old enough, that some thirty years ago it
was from this paradise that the Combined Fleet of
Japan's Imperial Navy waged World War I1.

The Japanese had taken control of the islands
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under the mandate of the League of Nations in the
1930s. As a result of this they began to develop a
huge network of military bastions in the area.

Truk was prominent as a strategic base for naval
operations in the Pacific. The deep lagoon was an
ideal accommodation for submarines and big ships.
Moreover, thousands of miles of ocean plus
hundreds of out islands offered the perfect butfer
since they were under Japanese control.

It was ideal in yet another way; the larger islands
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inside the reef were first-rate base support airfields, |

harbors, and they even furnished underground
storage. Finally, there was a greal, encircling reefl
which had but four passages and which could han-
dle battleships. And these passages were simple to
mine.

This bristling fist of military power was indeed —
it appeared — impregnable. From enemy naval gun-
fire this “Gibraltar of the Pacific” was unassailable.
But airpower was another matter. First the outer
islands behind fell as the Americans drove across
the Marshalls, the Gilberts, the Marianas, mnd the
buffer upon which the Japancse had counted
vanished. Truk stood naked.

The hour of reckoning came on Febmary 17 and
18, 1944 as U.5. alrcraft from carrier forces ninety
miles away from Truk swept across the great reef
at dawn for a massive strike at all airfields and
ships lying at anchor, and any other installations.
The raid last for two days and is considered one of
the most devastating of the Pacific war.

The planes were armed with torpedoes and 500-
and 1,000-pound bombs, They succeeded in sink-
ing more than half of the sixty warships, plus they
destroyed 250 out of 365 planes, besides other
shassive damage wreaked upon installations, to say
nothing of enemy personnel. Further attacks were
mounted against Truk right through to the end of
the war and the stronghold was finally surrendered.
It became a U. 8. Trust Territory.

Truk lay off the path of world traffic and S0 was
more or less forgotten in the ensuing years. But
below the surface of the placid waters of Truk
lagoon lay those great ships and planes and other
artifacts of destruction that had once been the
pride of the Japanese Empire.

The bottom now held the giant warships, the
merchant vessels still laden with cargo, bomber and
fighter planes, even a submarine. In short, here was
_ and still is — a vast and wholly unique under-
waler musem.

And what is more, the effects of natore and time
on this great fleet that has been preserved in its
watery tomb in such an interesting way have
created a strange phenomenon: for the artifacts are
covered with an eerie shroud of remarkable marine
growth.

Until the latter 1960s this strange place had been
simply wrapped in oblivion; but then an airline be-
gan regular service to the arca. Presently, rumor
and factual word of the amazing underwater scene
began sifting out. By the early 1970s divers began
visiting Truk. And [ was among them.

I suppose the whole thing was Robinson’s idea.
We were working for a film company specializing
in underwater shots. And when we [irst heard
ahout Truk it was Robbie who by real chutzpah
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got us the job of checking it out. Robbie was that

. way, he could talk his way into and out of any-

thing. So the trip was arranged for us to visit the
Isgoon. This was in ‘74, We planned to spend about
3 month on the spot, exploring and photographing
the wrecks.

1 was anxious o go, but not as much as Roblie.
I'd just met up with a new girlfriend and [ wasn’t
too eager to be away from her for a whole month;
but Robbie insisted. Unfortunately, Croker, our
boss, sent his son along with us — a snotty young
man whom Robbie and I trusted as far as we would
a pack of barracudas. 1 think Croker suspected
Robbie’s eagemess for the job, and was looking for
some other motive. The old bastard always hated
parting with money, but he didn't mind free-
loading his son on the company budget. Still, 1
looked forward to the trip. 1 love adventure, as the
saying goes. :

Our first day was spent with our guide in simply
getting an overview of what was on hand. We took
off in our launch on a lovely clear moming and
moved swiftly over water as smooth as enamel. In
no time at all we were over our first wreck.

We looked down on the ammunition ship, the
name of which T couldn’t make out even though
fhe water was absolutely clear. We tried a few free
dives just to explore and get the feel of things.
Robbie’s great. He just goes about his job and with
no frills. But Crocker's son was something really
out of it. 1 had begun to have an awful feeling that
we'd have tronble with that young man so0oner or
later.

Anyhow, the three of us checked out the ship. It
was eerie] Especially when we moved into the
holds where the ammo and supplies were, Our
flashlights lit on those stores when we entered the
square opening of the forward hold, It was a real
look into the past, T hadn’t been in the Pacific
Theater in those davs, but in Europe. Still, looking
at all that stuff gave me the strangest sort of feeling
of nostalgia. Funny, because I'd hated every

minute of the damn war when 1 was actually in it

We checked around the outside of the ship too.
It was in remarkably good condition. Much of her
surfaces were overgrown heavily with coral and
plant Tife, as well as a sirange phantom covering of
underwater cobwebs.

After we'd surfaced and rested a bit we made a
deeper dive — with scuba this time — on a huge
wreck. This was a prewar 10,000-ton luxury liner
which had been converted to a troop transport. It
was 500 feet in length, a titanic boat. While she lay
in 110 feet of water, her beam was so great that,
lyving on her side, her port rail was less than 40 feet
from the surface.

This was the Rio de Janeiro Maru, and we found
her pretty much lacking in growths, and at the
<me time marvelously well preserved. She still had
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her enormous anchor chain extending off her bow
and so presumably she had sunk while at anchor.

Later, we explored a gigantic aircraft carrier and
some fighter planes. In the next few days we con-
tinued exploring, taking photographs and nofes.
Croker, we knew, wanted to make a feature film
out of this sort of material. And there was plenty
here.

The ships contained an inexhaustible amount and
variety of things that one would need for support-

The three of us slipped over the stem and slid

' down through the absolutely clear water of the

lagoon. We were exploring a 300-foot mard, that is,
a merchant vessel. It was pretty well overgrown
with coral and sea grasses. Really weird looking
with that thirty years' accumulation below the sur-
face.

We checked out the holds and weré going over
the decks when I thought | saw a stranger-looking
formation on the port side of the after deck. 1

«“_, .that silvery wolf pack.
menace...”

. held a much more deadly

ing a combat force: telephones, typewriters,
cooking utensils, medical equipment, tools, to say
nothing of enormous amounts of still undischarged
ammunition. 1 wondered what would happen if
ane day some of this was triggered.

We also found ambulances, trucks, and all sorts
of peripheral war equipment. The wrecks, il was
clear, had developed into quite complex “reefs,”
artificial to be sure, but with all the recflike
attibutes, such as homes for pnderwater denizens.
Corals, sponges, giant clams, small crustaceans,
algne, sea squirls, sea prasses and anemones of
various forms all lived here.

But we also saw tiny fish, the jacks, mackerel,
funa, large groupers, barracuda and an occasional
shark. And, although we didn’t know this until
later, a whole conglomerate of venomous sea ani-
mals inhabited this strange world of coral and
wreck.

Rut it isn’t about the military lore and legend of
Truk lagoon that 1 am concerned to write. |
mention all that as background, as setting for the
events 1 am about to relate. The evenls that
occurred on our sixth aftemoon at Truk transpired
with such speed — and I must add, ferocity — that
we were left breathless.

We were four again — Robbie, Croker junior, our
guide Mano Popper and myself. Mano was an ex-
cellent diver and a good man afl round.

Croker for some reason or other was not feeling
well and in fact he was in a pretty foul mood as we
motored out to the wreck we wanted to explore.
Maybe he had a hangover, I don’t know, but in any
event he was abrupt and almost to the point of
rudeness with Mano.

We had a role that one of the party always re-
main on board; and it was Croker’s tum. He said
nothing, but I could see he didn’t like the idea. He
wanted to dive. But I told him he could go down
later. One of the conditions Robbie and I had
extracted from old man Croker when he foisted his
surly son onto us was that he follow orders. The
old buzzard was delighted, for he thought we
“yaterans of the deep™ as he called us, would teach
his son the “tricks of the trade.”
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wondered if maybe the maru had a deck gun or
something like that. But then, as | was watching,
not swimming but staying more or less where 1
was, 1 saw the shape move.

It was big. Hoge. And then 1 realized with an
unpleasantly cold shock that the “shape™ was a
giant grouper.

It really gave me a turn, for I'd forgotten about
some of those underwater animals who are always
lumped together with that silly phrase “dangers of
the deep.”

But Epinephelus itafara is no fish to forget aboul.
Groupers and sea basses are no joke. They can
casily take a man in those greatl jaws. This one
looked to be a good thousand pounds

It is a known fact that pear] divers in that part of
the world feor big groupers more than they do
charks. And there are stories of the waterfront al
San Juan, Puerto Rico where giant groupers are
said to Jurk beneath the wharves to snatch young-
sters who sometimes swim there.

In The Living World of the Sea William J. Cromie
told how a pearl diver was swallowed by a giant sea
bass just off the coast of Australia, but that he
escaped through one of the fish’s enormous gill
openings.

I had heard too of a giant grouper once taking a
naval diver into its enormous mouth. The diver,
most fortunately, had on scuba gear which is all
that saved him from being swallowed — the bulky
air tanks being too much for his host to
accommuodate.

I was happy to see that the fellow I was watching
seemed to want no part of me. I knew they liked
old wrecks, making them their homes. And I was
glad 1 had spotted him before accidentally bump-
ing into him. [ signaled Robbie and Mano, but they
had already seen the giant.

I had just decided to swim over and explore the
other side of the wreck when I saw a pair of
flippers go by me. It was Croker. 1 was really mad.
He was supposed to be up on board, waiting for us.
I started toward him, signaling for him to surface,
but he either didn’t see me, or, more than likely,
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just ignored me. | was really sore.

It's no good — in fact, it's damned foolish — to'

lose your temper when you're all that way down
on the bottom. So I just signaled Mano, who had
also seen Croker, that T was going up.

But suddenly I realized that Mano and Robbie
were pointing at something behind me. 1 tumed,
and instant fear ran up and down my spine. 1 can’t
help it, but whenever [ saw them 1 would get that
reaction. It was a great school of long, lean and
deadly fish slicing through the water not very
many feet away from me.

They were barracudas, The “woll pack of the
reefs” they have justly been called. These were not
large, but they were as deadly as their bigger
cousins, even if only about three feet in length.
The point was, there were about a hundred of
them,.

The barracuda has been amply written up from
way back. The great barracuda (Sphyraena barra-
cuda) is the largest of some twenty species. Al the
most he is six feet in length and weighs around one
hundred pounds. He was long, jutting jaws,
mounted with thin, double-edged teeth. His body
is slim; vou can almost not see him at all when you
face him straight on. He has the blood-chilling
habit of vanishing, then appearing, then vanishing
with fantastic silvery speed.

A writer in the seventeenth century, Lord de
Rochefort, in his Natuwral History of the Antilles
asserted that the barrscuda *...When it has seen its
prey..Jaunches itself in fury, like a bloodthirsty
dog, at the men it has seen in the water.”

There have been notable attacks on record. In
1922 a young woman swimming off the beach in
Florida was attacked by a barracuda and bled to
death. Others were reported off the coast of
Florida in 1947, 1952 and 19585.

But for me, at the moment, that silvery wolf
pack Mashing through those silent waters held a
much more deadly menace. 1 was glad they were
on their way someplace else.

But suddenly I saw something streak past me and
strike into that pack of hunters. And I realized to
my complete horror that it was Croker who had
shot his speargun.

Furious, I signaled him to get out of there, and I
saw that already Mano and Robbie were streaking
toward the surface.

But the barracuda were swift as light. They had
tumed on their wounded or dead member — which
was the only thing that gave us a chance. Mano and
Robbie were on board when | broke the surface
and their hands were great to feel on me a8 they
pulled me up. I kept waiting to feel that temible
slashing on my legs, but | made it

The three of us instantly grabbed Croker, who
was right behind me, and pulled him up. And just
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in time, for those swift devourers were one split
hair behind him. In fact, as he pulled over the side
[ saw the blood streaking down his leg.

It was a solid cut, but we had a first aid kit and
managed to stop the bleeding. Then we headed for
our hotel. It was one of those close shaves yvou like
to tell aboul — or live to tell about.

But our adventure wasn't over. You'd think that
would have been enough for someone like Croker.
You'd think he would have learned his lesson and
would now do what he was told. Wrong.

The very next day he learned the nltimate lesson,
And it was not a prefty sight.

It started out all right. He was to stay on the
boat because of his wound from the barracuda,
which fortunately was not severe, We were damn
lucky, is all | can say about that.

We had taken a new position now, and the
weather was still beautiful. Croker seemed in better
spirits, maybe all he really needed was to feel more
a part of the group. | could see he was a lonely
voung man. With a father like old Croker vou can't
expect much.

We were down looking over some fighter planes.
They were really strange-looking with all the
growth on them, and the way the life down there
had tumed them into “reefs.”

We got a lot of good pictures and | even began
writing in my head some ideas for a script that I
thought I could get Croker to okay.

Then around noonbtme we surfaced, climbed
aboard and had lunch.

Croker really wanted to dive that aftemoon. His
leg wasn't bad at all, and he was really insistent.

I thonght — well, why not. Let him, if he's that
all-fired eager. So I said okay as far as 1 was con-
cemed, and Robhie agreed. Mano was going to stay
on board now, and the three of us got into oor gear
and slipped down below the surface.

The ship we were interested in now was the
Kyotono Maru. Tt was an eighty-foot dive to get
down into her holds, bot we had heard there was a
lot there. It was really like investigating a tomb,
and 1 again had that real spooky feeling I'd had the
first day. | tumed and swam out of the hold,
following Croker and Kobbie.

Just out in lighter water I saw Croker moving
toward what looked like a cabin hatch, but it was
so overgrown [ couldn’t really tell. [ started fo turn
away but suddenly something seemed to clutch at
my guts and | swung my head back.

Too late! I saw the “hatch™ move. Croker had his
back turned, but he was looking away from me. 1
shonted almost bursting my Iungs, but of course he
couldn't hear. He had, | realized then. stupidly
worn some brght metal on his wrist, a kind of
bracelet some girl had given him. I could see its
flash.

The giant gronper simply moved in like a
dirigible and all at once Croker was struggling in

ARGOSY/KILLERS OF THE OCEAN




%

— W SSET

that immense jaw, fighting furionsly, as he was
sucked off his balance.

I hurried toward him with my spear, and out of
the side of my eye I saw Robbie sweeping in.

Croker had just about disappeared inside that
titanic beast, his legs were protruding, and who
knows where his head was,

I drove my spear a8 hard as 1 could into the
grouper. He whirled furiously and the water was
like a great whirpool. Then Robbie hit him from
the other side. The grouper started to rise. T had
hold of one of Croker's legs now and was tryving to
pull. But I had nothing to brace against and was
dragged along by the great 1,000 pound giant.
Meanwhile, Robbie had come right beside me and
taken hold of Croker’s other leg and was pulling as
much as he was able to.

But to no avail. We sailed along with the great
fish as though we were a couple of handkerchiefs.

But then suddenly he turned, cutting back, and
tore back the way we had come. Robbie and I were
holding on to Croker, our bodies colliding with
each other and with the underside and sides of that
ENOrmons monster.

All at once I felt something hit me and pain
shot through my side. We had collided with the
wrecked maru. 1 realized in a flash that the grouper
was heading for its home, there to feast upon
Croker and perhaps Robbie and myself as well.

I had dropped my spear, but Robbie’s was still
stuck in the grouper. Now | let go of Croker’s leg
and grabbed the spear. Because of the deck rail, 1
had a purchase and managed to remove it. And I
strock as hard as I could right into that monstrous
eye that was glaring at me.

Red flowed out and the giant fish thrashed about
in a tremendous agony and rage. Again | struck.
And again. And then [ dropped the spear and grab-
bed Croker, and Robbie and I at last managed to
pull him free. It was his tanks that had saved him
from being totally swallowed.

Exhausted, terrified and frantic, we raced to the
surface. Mano, who had witnessed the great dis-
turbance below, was ready to pull us aboard, We
were almost completely done in.

But poor Croker... His head and shoulders were
totally crushed. He was unrecognizable. And of
course he was dead. [ have never in my life seen
such a horrible sight a8 that partly digested man
whom we had known only a few minotes earlier.
He was now mothing but meat.

We looked at him. We looked at the great
guantities of blood rising to the surface, thick as
paint.

And we knew, both of us, deep in our hearts,
that we were at a loss. As all men are in the face of
great death. And we knew, too, that the sea is
never safe. L]
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Barracuda, long, lean and dangerous. Note
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From the majestic grandeur, the limitless beauty
and awe of the ancient city of Machu Picchu to the
desert of Paracas and then on to the border where
Pern meets Paraguay is a long journey. For my wife
and me it was a journey from Heaven to Hell.

1t was Machu Picchu that had brought Ellen and
me to Peru. Archeology is our hobby, and we're
pretty good amatenrs at it. Machu Picchu had long
been a target of our investigation into the past —
that fabulous city in the highest mountains where
the ancient Incas had their final stronghold against
the Spaniards; the “lost™ city of mystery, re-
discovered in 1911 by Hiram Bingham, and now
about to be touled as a tourist attraction.

And it wasn’t only Machu Picchu. Peru itselfl was
a place we both loved. It s a truly beauntiful
conntry.

But it is also filled with terror. We shall never go
back.

It happened five vears ago. | have never written
any of this before. It is only by saying it, telling it
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‘| drove myself through
the thick, slimy, terrifying
water. ..

— g catharsis, as the psychiatrists put it — that 1
may finally hope to resolve it.

Both Ellen and T had long been fascinated by the
ancient Indian culture, Especially those cultures
which preceded the Incas. The Incas were the last
of the Indians in that part of the world bul by no
means representative of the highest form of its
culture, Those that went before indicated that the
Inca was in fact a decadent culture. But let me get
back to my story.

I supposed it was Carlos who got it started.
Carlos with his smile, his charm, and his knowledge
of all the things that we were interested in. Yes, it
was Carlos who told us about the tribe in the
interior, over the border into Paraguay, who Tuad
never made peace with either the Incas, the
Spaniards, o even the present rulers. They had
kept their language and their culture through more
than three hundred years of conguest.

We were seated on the verandah of the hotel at
Paracas having delicious Piseo sours when Carlos
told us about the tribe. We both rose instantly to
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the bait, and he laughed. He liked to tease us about
our hobby, for he shared it himself.

And we'll see piranhas,” he said, smiling.
“ Americans always want to know about plranhas.”

“They're the savage fish,” Ellen said, “aren't
they?”

Carlos shrugged. He was Latin and he really knew
how to shrug with, as it is said, “sloquence.” And
then he went on to tell us something about these
lln? fish.

“[ suppose, with the exception of the shark and
maybe the octopus, no fish is so misunderstood
and villified as the piranha.” Carlos smiled.

“He's the one everyone depicts as stripping his
hapless victim to the bone even hefore he's sab-
merged in the water. One thinks of villainous
mountain tribes tyving wp an encmy — Or EVen
better, leaving him untied — and tossing him into a
river of piranhas.”

“You mean to sy it isn’t troe?” I demanded.

“It's true — and it’s not true,” Carlos answered.
“A lot of the folklore on piranhas started through
Theodore Roosevelt. How much he made out of
that expedition mto South America is fact and
how much is fiction is a question.”

1 ordered another round of drinks and Carlos
went on.

“Piranhas live in rivers in an area that takes in
almost four million square miles of South
America.”

“That's a big bite,” Ellen said. And then added,
“No pun intended, please.”

Catlos laughed. “Tt goes from the Atlanfic coast
to the eastern borders of Argentina, Paraguay and
Urugnay. There are more than twenty kinds or
species of piranha within this whole area. And
most of them are harmless.” He paused, lighting a
small cigar. *“The black piranha — he’s known as
Serrasalmus rhombeus — is the largest. He and
three other kinds of piranha are the ones that offer
3 threat to people. Serravalimus natfereri is the
most dangerous.” He put down his cigar and
picked up his glass. “By (he way, you know that
ihe word piranka means ‘tooth fish.’ And let me
tell vou, that name suits him. He's got the most
wicked-looking jawful of teeth you conld ever find.
And they're all sharp as rmzors. They are cannibals.
They will even eat their own kind.”

“You just said that they will strip an animal or a
person right down to the bone,” Ellen said. “Is it
really troe?” :

Carlos nodded. “There was a movie film crew
who once shot piranhas for a documentary as they
absolutely stripped the flesh from a 400-pound hog
which had been shot and lowered while it bled into
the water.”

A sort of a chill fell over the conversation at this
point. And it was just this chill that returned to me
_ not in mental memory, but in actual fact — as
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ihe three of us now glided along the tiny lagoon in
eastern Peru.

We had already fished a few of the species of
piranha but only the mild ones. We had not yet ron
into any of the famous flesh-strippers. But now as
Cardos mentioned how these toothy denizens of
the rivers and lagoons can clip off a finger or toe,
bone and all, with the neatness of a meat cleaver, 1
felt that old chill run through me.  We caught a
number of specimens, but better than this we met
some of the Indians Carlos had told us about. They
were friendly, but not obsequious by any means.
When, through our interpreter, we asked about
their colture, they were pleasantly impassive, as
though to tell us it was not our business. When we
asked sbout the piranhas they were more open.

Yes, there were piranhas. And some of the Indians
even came forward to show scars where they had
been bitten. They seemed quite casual about the
whole thing, and for me, well, my fears were put to
rest. T felt by now that the piranha thing had been
grossly inflated and was no doubt largely the result
of fiction writers and adventure-touts.

[ should have known better. Somebody should
have taken me and give me a slap across the face.

But, of conrse, hindsight is easy to come by. The
extraordinary thing is how seldom we learn any-
thing. Fven when I witnessed the scene 1 am about
to describe 1 siill didn’t get smart.

It was two days after we had spoken with the
Indians. We had just pulled up in our jeep at am
isolated lagoon in Paraguay’s picturesque catile
country. Six or seven fishermen were setting a long
net in the water. We watched them idly. |
remember 1 was tumning some ideas for pictures
over in my mind,

In a sort of vague way 1 noficed, about two
hundred yards downstream, a man and a boy

-approaching the water with a cow. The boy was

leading the cow and the old man was following.

They stopped at the water's edge and now the
man and boy sat down and began to eat what
appeared to be their lunch. The cow stood idly by.

It was a simple tableau and 1 let my eyes fall on
it without very much attention. We had just had
our own lunch and 1 was fecling a bit drowsy as |
settled down in the front seat of the jeep.

Ellen and Carlos were engaged in desultory con-
versation about the avalanche that had recently
taken plice in Peru. They were not looking at the
cow who, 1 realized, had slipped her picket and had
started into the water.

I must have dozed off. But I was brought rudely
awake by the shouts that suddenly rose from the
lagoon. 1 jumped in my seat and saw the fishermen
racing out of the water. The old man and the boy
were at the water's edge pesticulating and shouting.

And then | saw the cow. She was down in the
water, but not covered completely, for it was
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shallow there. She lay on her side covered with
blood and with what seemed a seething, frothing
miass of something 1 couldn’t figure out.

“The piranhas,” crled Carlos as he came running
to the jeep. “My God!”

And I caught it then, dght in my guts, as I turned
sick with horror. Tt was all over in minutes. The
lagoon seemed to be filled completely with blood.
And now it was the skeleton of the cow that lay in
that crimson water. The piranhas had vanished.
The lagoon was siill.

We drove away in silence. So frightful, so sudden
was the death of the cow that only later did | real-
ize | had forgotten to put film in my camera. T had
been snapping blanks, even while feeling nauseated
by the sight of that ravenous, ghoulish horde,
Today — all this time later — I'm frankly glad I
didn’t get any pictures.

But then, horrified as I was, I still was upset that
1 had not gotten it onto film. I considered going
back and at least shooting what was left of the
cow, but Ellen really didn’t want to. And I gave in.

“I do want some pictures of piranhas, though,” 1
insisted. “After all, who's going to believe we saw
all that if we come home with no evidence,”

“Just don’t go home with a couple of fingers
missing,"” Carlos said, and he was quite serious. |
realized that the scene with the piranhas and the
cow had shaken him too.

Nobody knows how the Rio das Mortes got its
name. The River of Death is a tributary of the
Araguala which runs through central Brazil. Carlos
wasn't sure either.

“Some say because of a great killing,” he told us.
“Possibly a massacre of whites by the Indians. But
others say it's because of the piranhas.” He
shrugged. “You still want to go?”

I could tell he wanted me to say no: and 1 will
always remember that expression on his face, as he
was just then, standing by the jeep. He really didn’t
want to go. It makes me wonder sometimes
whether some of us might possibly be psychic, may
know more than we think we know, in a different
sort of nonthinking — sensing — way.

“Yes," I said to him. *T still want to go.” Of
conrse we were all thinking of the cow. But I was
determined not to return home without some true
photographs of those vicious little creatures. In
fact — and [ didn't mention this either to Ellen or
Carlos — | had the idea to use some meat or blood
for bait so that I could attract them and really
catch them in action.

This time I was prepared with camera and film. 1
wanted no slipups, especially such a stupid thing as
forgetting to load.

Our motor boat contained the three of us plus a
native boatman and guide. It would be a four-hour
trip upstream and Carlos guaranteed, as did the
guide, that I would see the fiercest piranhas,
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small but dangerous teeth of the piranha hold and
tear away unmercifully.

The sun was brilliant, high in the great sky, as we
turned from the broad Araguaia onto the tributary
with the compelling sinister name. The River of
Death.

It was a slow-moving river, the water shined and
it reflected the lush jungle on both banks. The
tranquility was perfect and | wished we hadn't the
boat's motor to disturb it.

Presently the river grew wide and we eame upon
a little group of thatched huts. We pulled ashore
amidst barking dogs and welcoming Indians.

The Indians recognized owr guide and called a
special greeting to him. One of them, an old man,
expliined that the piranhas were harmless in this
part of the river. He suggested that we go upriver
another mile or so to a lagoon that was packed
with really vicious piranhas. So we bid him good-
bye and took to the river again.

Our guide, Tomas, had picked up a dead dog
from the Indians, and half a poat carcass, which 1
gathered we would use for bait; ot any rate, [ had
expressed my wish to photogmph the scavengers in
action. Again I checked my camera.

Now we moved out of the main part of the river
and entered a shallow tributary. We cut the engine,
paddled, and presently we came to a halt. A swamp
lay between the tributary and the lagoon that the
Indian had told us about. It was necessary for us to
drag our boat over the swamp to the lagoon.

It was a small body of water, its surface covered
with green muck. Tomas suggested we fish with
hook and line for a while. It really looked like the
right place for piranhas, | mean, in my imagination
of course. I could just visualize them below the sur-
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face of the green slime. And sure enough, we were
lucky right off, catching several of those toothy
little bensts.

Now Tomas caught hold of an overhanging
branch and tied a piece of rope to it, The other end
of the rope he fastened around the dog, and then
let it down into the water. We moved off so that
we could see what happened.

Almost instantly the surface of the water broke,
and the green muck moved as we saw a shimmering
below the surface. We knew there was a furious
activity down there. For mavbe five minutes we
watched and at last the movement of the water
stopped. We paddled over and Tomas pulled up
the rope with the dog. All that remained was
bones, I felt my blood sctoally sun cold; and
looking at Ellen I saw all the color had drained
from her face.

And so0 here were the really vicious piranhas,
Elsewhere, to be sure, they were docile. What was
the answer? Different members of the same general
species? Or different conditions? [ had to conclude
that piranhas are like people, totally unpredictable,
You just never know what the conditions are that
will engender their ferocity.

“Let’s put the goat in,” I said. “And we can keep
the boat close so I can get some shots,™

“Didn’t you get some already " Carlos asked.

“MNot that close.”

The boatman headed us again toward the bank,
and Tomas said, “We can hang the goat from the
same branch.™

“Let’s go," Ellen said suddenly, and her voice
was sirained. y

*1 am for that,” Carlos agreed.

And T said, “All right.” Yet 1 was liritated with
them, with their emotional reactions. After all, |
had come thousands of miles and I wanted to get
the most ont of iL

Carlos had just moved to the stern of the boat
and I was shifting my position to accomodate the
new balance when he seemed to lose his footing.
He slipped, at any rate, and he would have fallen
overboard had not Tomas and I grabbed him
instantly.

Caros was white in the face as he thanked us. He
was breathing heavily.

Then, as he sat down [ suddenly saw Lo my un-
speakable horror that in the melee to save him, the
bottom of the little boat had been weakened by his
heavy boots and water was suddenly leaking in.

Carlos saw il then. “Start the motor!” he =aid.
Tomas and the boatman were already trying to do
just that, for they too were aware of the situation.

1 felt my heart stop as | listened to the fruitless
efforts to get the outboard started.
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“It has shorted,” Tomas said. Again he wrapped

* the eord and pulled. And again nothing happened.

And again... And then the boatman tried.

Meanwhile the rest of us were tryving to bail out
the water, using our hats, our hands, an old coffee
can, anything. But there were five of us and the
boat was taking in water fast.

MNow Ellen bailed while Caros and 1 took the
paddles and started for shore.

We were shipping water fast now, and 1 was
straining every muscle with the paddle, but the
boat hardly moved. The motor was quite dead.
Tomas suddenly picked up the goat carcass and
heaved it as far as he conld out into the lagoon.

“We will have to swim for it,” he said. “Let them
go for that. [t will give us time.”

Now the water was up Lo our knees. [ didn’t dare
look hack to see if the ghoulish inhabitants of the
lagoon had taken the bait. But when [ saw how far
we were from shore 1 almost panicked. I almost
reafly panicked. | looked at Ellen. She was still
bailing, but the tears were running down her face.

Tomas's voice was even a8 a milled board as he
said, “They have taken the goat. They are eating
the goat.”

“My God!”™ Tt was Carlos. He had stopped
paddling.

We knew we had gained five, maybe seven
minutes, provided there was not another group of
ravenous fish beneath the surface. Or would those
deadly gluttons be satiated for the moment and
leave us alone?

“Swim for it,”" Carlos said. *“We are making no
headway.”

And then, somehow, we were all in the water. We
were swimming. Thank God, [ thought, Ellen is a
good swimmer. [ stayed close to her, praying,
strnggling with the weight of my clothes. We were
not far from shore.

And looking ower at the bank | almost cried, for
there were people, men moving about — Indians. I
drove mvselfl through the thick, slimy, terrifying
water.

1 saw Ellen being pulled up by the Indians. 1 was
right behind her. One more stroke. [ was on the
bamk. Gasping, crying holding Ellen who was
shuddering and in a state of near hysteria.

And then I heard the screaming. Oh my God! It
was Carlos. Carlos!

I knelt on the shore, too weak to stand, holding
Ellen, along with Tomas and the boatman...

I could not deag my eyes away.

We watched. We watched the lagoon fill with
blood and we listened to Carlos screaming. And we
BHW...

And then Carlos, our friend, stopped screaming.
And the surface of the lagoon was once again still
— a5 it had been when we first came. [ ]
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There aren’t many small country circuses around
these days, but there does seem to be a sort of
revival. People seem to be getting fed up with being
so complicated and some of them are trying to get
back to simple things here and there. Anyvhow, the
counfry circus under canvas — the big top — is
having a renaissance.

The circus that traveled through Northrop
County a few years ago had all the Mavor of the
oldtime affairs. Tt had a big tent with three rings,
and other smaller tents with sideshows, games of
skill and chance, things to eat and drink, palm
reading, fortune telling with cards, and an assort-
ment of freaks.

Every summer the cireus traveled through the
state, stopping at varions towns and small villages
for two or three days. And it was more often than
not a sell out. There were the elephants and other
wild animals, the aerial artists, the jogelers, bare-
back riders, and of course the clowns. It was a
marvelous show, and a real professional perform-
ance. It was circus, not vaudville. Everyone had a

terrific time.

Each year the circus featured a Siar Attraction.
This would be a special act or an exhibit — a strong
man, a group of trapeze artists or tumblers, or
occasionally some unique animal from a distant
and exotic land.

This particular summer it was a large and wholly
exciting creature in a great cage. lis name was
Crocodylus porosus, the estuarine or salt water
erocodile. He had been captured, so the announcer
informed the gaping crowd, on an island shore off
the coast of New Guinea.

He really looked prehistoric, with his scaly
movements, his savagelooking teeth. Raw meat
was tossed info his cage and the crowd watched
enthralled, as the great beast fanged down the
hunks of beef with his razor-sharp teeth.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said the announcer, a
tall man in a dress suit, top hat and tails. “This
marvelous crocodile, the fiercest of the fierce, this
savage denizen of the South Pacific jungles, would
think nothing of eating one of us right now for his
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dinner. Indeed, he has been known to eat an entire
human being at one meal!™

The crowd gwsped in awe and stared at the
malevolent eves behind the heavy steel bars.

The boys of the scout troop were especially
excited as they crowded close to see, almost touch-
ing the edge of the great cage, leaning way over the
wooden railing that had been put up to keep the
crowd back. There were about a dozen boys and
they were absolutely delighted with their own
excitement. So, of course, were the other children,
and there were a good number present. But the
scouts were in uniform, and their leader, Mister
Paulson, was almost as excited as they were,

He had to keep admonishing them not to lean
over the railing, and for a moment they would
move back. One of the bovs was having even
greater difficulty because he was trying to draw the
crocodile on his sketch pad, and the crowd kept
pushing him.

“The salt water crocodile has even competed
with sharks for humam prey off the beaches of New
Guinen and other Pacific Islands,™ the announcer
continued, “It is the largest and the most savage of
crocodiles. In many places it is fearcd a great deal
maore than the great white shark!™

The announcer paused for this to sink in, and
then he delivered his most thrlling morsel to the
rapt onlookers.

“It is believed by some of the people who know
these islands, by the experts, that one of these
beasts — maybe even this crocodile right here be-
fore our very eyes — was responsible for the dis-
appearance in 1961 of Michael Rockefeller, the son
of Nelson Rockefeller.™

A great thrill stroked through the crowd. The
children chattered and chewed their gum and
candy more quickly. The old people who were
there tsked to themselves and each other. They
could not take their eves away. The great beast,
with his hooded eyes gleaming, moved across the
floor of his cage, poked his snout at the bars while

one great fang curved over the side of his mouth.
His big tail moved menacingly, a8 though he was
pondering on what terrible thing to do next.,

Now the mmnouncer related an episode that
occurred in the Pacific doring World War 11 when
about a thousand Japanese soldiers were under at-
tack by British froops in a swamp on an island in
the Bay of Bengal.

The Japanese wounded and their dead, Iving in
the swamp, attracted a number of salt water cro-
codiles to the scene. At night, when the shooting
had ceased, the great beasts swarmed over the
corpses, devouring them, md attacked the
wounded who were unable to escape their ravenous
hunger.

“And meanwhile, ladies and gentlemen, outside
the swamp, the British troops could hear the pitl-
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ful, heari-rending screams of the beleaguered men
inside that dark, savage swamp of hell! At the end
of that terrible battle, only twenty Japanese were
left alive — out of one thousand!™

He closed his peroration on a silence that was al
most tangible.

*My God,” said the scontmaster, Mr. Paulson, to
one of the boys standing near him.

Presently, printed cards were handed out which
contained information pertaining to the estuarine.

“*The crocodile,” it informed the reader, “is the
Iast of a long and ancient line that used to exist in
the Mesozoic Era. This was when reptiles were the
principle form of life on earth. The order began
during the Trinssic Period, some 180 million or
more years ago. The crocodile, then, is a descen-
dant of animals which formerly lived on the earth
with the great dinosaurs. However, they managed
to adapt so that unlike the dinosaurs they did not
become extinct.”

The show was over now and the crowd started to
flow away. But slowly. Many were reluctant to
leave their view of the great crocodile. The scouts
wanted to stay longer, too. They were boys of nine
and ten, and it was an especially exciting event for
them. Bul Mr. Paulson said no. It was late after-
noon, he pointed out, and they had to retum to
their camp,

The troop, as he called them, had pitched camp
in a woods not far from the circus grounds. They
were on a weekend oufing. As a rule, Mr, Paulson
had another man along for these expeditions, but
the other man had fallen ill just before time to take
off and so Paulson had proceeded on his own. Greg
Poulson was an old hand with the boys, who liked
him. They obeyed his discipline which was hard
but not harsh, and usually reasonable.

“I wish we had brought our cameras,” one of the
boys said. “Couldn’t we go back and get some pic-
tures?

His companions all voiced their agreement to
this, but Greg Paulson told them there was no
time, and besides, the show was over. This was the
final performance and the circus would be
knocking down and leaving for ity next en-
gagement.

The boys muttered, but they were an obedient
lot. They retumed to their campsite and cooked
supper, sang some songs and listened to a couple of
stories from Mr. Panlson. Then everyone turned in.
It was about ten o'clock.

It was at a quarter after eleven — according to his
testimony given the next day to the county coro-
ner’s office — when Mr. Paulson suddenly awak-
ened. He had slept just about an hour and now, for
some unaccountable reason, he had awakened
fully. He felt, he said, uneasy. Was it something he
had eaten? But their supper had been a simple al-
fair. No...it was nol his supper.

He tried to go back to sleep, but was unable to
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do so, for he found to his surprise that he was
thinking about the circus crocodile, He rose,

dressed, and went out to check the sleeping cam-

pers. To his dismay, he found that two of the boys
were missing. Bobby Fuller and Horold Gonzales,
who shared a tent, were nowhere about the camp-
site,

By now the other boys were awake and Paulzon
guestioned them. Had Fuller and Gonzales gone
into town to buy candy or sodas or something like
that? Nobody seemed to know.

But now one of the boys made a suggestion that
matched the concern that was rising in the scout-
master's mind.

“Maybe they went back to the circus,”™ he said.

And then another boy mentioned that Fuller had
said he wanted to draw the crocodile for his his-
tory class, Fuller liked to draw; in fact, his father
was a rather well known illustrator, and the boy,
who was only ten, was talented.

“He was frying to draw him while we were
there,” one of the bovs pointed out. “But he
couldn’t because everyone kept banging into him.
I'll bet he went back to draw him.™

“Why don't we go to the circus and look for
them?" one of the boys suggested. Everyone took
up this idea warmly, except the youngest two boys
who were quite sleepy.

“You will stay here,” their leader told them.
“Guard the camp. And keep an eve out for Fuller
and Gonzales should they return. They might not
have gone back to the circus at all.”

But he was sure they had, he told the Coroner’s
Court. He'd had that sneaky feeling too that some-
thing was wrong. And he
didn’t want the other boys in on it. At any rate, he
started out alone to the circus srounds.

In fifteen minutes he reached the road just above
the field where the tents were being taken down.
The entire place was lit up and there was a crowd
mathered. Fear clutched him and when he heard the
police sirens he broke into a mun.

The first thing he heard from the crowd was that
the crocodile had attacked his keeper while the
man wis trying to clean out his cage.

Then he saw the ambulance and the police, and
the sheet-covered body on the stretcher and heard
the cries of pain rising from the dying man.

“That animal is a killer for sure,” someone said.

And Paulson related how he felt his blood run
cold as he thought of the boys back at camp, and
about Fuller and Gonzales,

He saw them then, standing by a big stack of
packing cases which stood like a wall. They were in
front of the crocodiles cage, which was partially
covered with a tarpaulin, Circus hands were
hooking the cage to a big truck.

Paulkon had started toward the boys, angry now
at having discovered their mischief, when a great
scream rose from the crowd., And suddenly every-
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one started ranning wildly, it seemed ineverydirec-
L.

It took Paulson some moments to realize what
had happened. Somehow, to evervone’s un-
speakable horror, when the mangled body of the
keeper had been taken from the crocodile, his cage
had been left unlocked. And now, as the crowd
sereamed in a frenzy of terror, the great beast
could be seen sliding from beneath the tarpaulin
toward Fuller and Gonzales who stood with their
backs against the high pile of crates, their faces
ashen in the light thrown from car headlights...as
the great reptile slithered toward them.

*Shoot him!™ someone cried. “Run, boys!™

But the boys could not move. Panlson started o
run, grabbing a milk crate as he did and throwing it
at the crocodile. It smashed onto him, onto his
back. and he turned, his jaws snapping furiously.
Then, he slid closer to the boys who, still backed
against the heavy crates, were totally unable to
maove and stood as though frozen in their shoes.

Suddenly a shot rang oul and the crocodile

twisted. It had been hit. But not mortally, for its

great jaws now snapped in a speed that could not
be recorded by the human eyve as it seized Fuller
by the leg and bit right through. The poor boy
screamed in tofal terror as another shot rang out.

The beast slashed at his attackers as they were
firing into him, severing the hand from one
sssailant, while poor Fuller lay sercaming in a pool
of his own blood.

Paulson had reached his side, and at the sight of
what the great brute had done, he almost vomited,
Poor Fuller was beyond help. He lay there
screaming in pain and terror, his leg torn from his
body, a great red cavity in his side. Meanwhile, the
police and keepers fired again at the murderous
animal who in his final throes snatched three fingers
from a keeper's hand, and sliced a long gath down
the leg of a screaming policeman.

The erowd, which had dispersed, now gathered
again as though in a wink and stood in shaking be-
wilderment at the suddenness of the events while
the brute, with those tremendoos razor teeth,
twitched and hured itself about the ground, blood
boiling from its mouth, which still held — to every-
body's unspeakable horror — the white bone of an
arm or leg.

The boy Fuller died on the way to the hospital.
His friend Gonzales lay in shock for a week and
then had to have extensive care for more than a
year, The others recovered...more or less.

And Greg Paulson has spent the rest of his life
with that horrendous memory of the great croco-
dile from so many thousands of miles away tearing
and chewing and devouring while he thrashed in his
death throes, taking with him a boy and a man,
and wounding three others before the final fusil-
lade of bullets put an end to him. L
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Fantastic New Brenkrhruu_yh__ In Computer Technology!

YOUR LUGKY

And Lucky Days! I.u:ky Months! Lucky Moves!
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NUMBERS

(In Career, Love, Lotteries, Sweepstakes, Sports,
Games, Gambling, Business, Investments, efc. efc.)
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sireak—day after day, month after month, year
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matics, the Maother of all science.

.al'":?l:rl Einstedn, and the adher men who made
Hlomic energy possible, knew all abowt the
awesaime power of the atom long before the
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Simply becouse = sl
they're & lot more®

homest than words!
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ferent |n¢anir.-|ﬁ for -~
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Mot 12 or 10 bt 111
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ceemt Lareek mnthematician and father of geam-
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yelem o the test n o day, nal oo long
aga, & brilllant group of computer experts de-
cided to iry an expenment that kad never been
done hefore '!hf% thought it would he fon to
iry and program Pythagaras® systemn af predic-
tivn (Mumercloey) into their compaters,

_Aml WHAML They got the shock of fheir
lives.
AT firsi they coaldn™ helieve i

Bt after checking, and rechecking, they had
o heliewe §f In effect, what the compisier was
B-'él}'ll!'.t was that Lady Lick B no more mysle-
riois than the timy atom. It could be urder-
stond matkematically. And now so coukl Shel

element of fuck, fate, chance, h.:.gp:n-
stance, :I'{lr_!un:' (eall it what o will} couald just
like 1b# tiny ntoen be understood mathemati-
cally, amd even controlled and improved wpon,
In ather waords, armed with a1l the right nome-
bers (and the simple information about how 1o
ay theml a person could actually chanpe tThedr
ek for the bagter|!

A discovery far too Importani te just
sil there Imskde the compater!

These hrilliant computer scientisis rexlized
that this miraculous system n:r__lu]:dn'tﬂ?mih'l:.'
help anvone just sitling there inside the com-

ier, Ways hlnd to be found 1o make this -

mation available 10 evervone. 2t o price that
ihe average person could afford, {Afer all we're
the ones who nesd all the Ik we can get!)

Finally, after many months of furtker refine-
meents amd development, it s now possible o

— By Science Writer, J. L. Dunsdon.
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Lucky MWombers Repori?

Even the T 01 | Loy rwre—
itk ” i

chronic "o loser”
can starl becoming a
winper overnight. The
kind of person oibker
people envy far ther
ood Juck. All the
reaks just seem 1o
comi itin way. Biof
matter whot it is: g "
Changing jobs. Get- 4
Iil:ula 8 reise. Ploying i
the lottery, sweep-
staxes, bBinga, :arﬁ. .E
contests of any kind Horse and dog racing.
Inheriling maney, CGambling. Sports, Meeting
the rull.h: people. Having a preat love life, Mak-
ireg all the right financial moves, the stock mar-
ket, investmonts, business o lardties. Healil
and will being. Personal, satety. In shorl, any-
thing chance of fuck ploys any part in, and that
of courss nclodes Just abaul everything in lifel!
Hent are just a few case historbes of people
who've swddenly gobten locky after
receiving their compulerized roports,

[¥. Burleigh:

“1 m a 11 hamdicap info a 53500080 win-

ning streak on fhe golf coarse.”

L., Mastriz

“1 won $5H00000 in the O.T.B, Exacia playing

my four locky nambers.™

. Benton

“1 really ki it big. 1 wom 530,000 in o lotiery,”

E. Philbips:

“Twa weeks after 1

gol my compaterized
1 med the man

[ faim"

HERE'S A GREAT

CHANCE TD WIN
S100.

In osder 1o dogu-
ment as mach as pos-
sible the validity of
this big breakthrough
in Mumeralogy and
Computer Science,
we're trying o kegp (rack of ol the case his-
tartes we can . .. of oll the many peeple who've
suddenly gatten real lucky after receiving thelr
Computerized Lucky Mumber Hepores, l!1'11 5
why when you've ordered your report. .. ond
lacky things start happening to vou, we'd Hke
to hear abowt them. [f we deside to publish
yoar case history, we'll pay yoa S100, just for
Your awiorn statemnent,

FULL 12 MONTH MONEY BACK
CLUARANTEE!
If you don't believe your Computérized Lucky
Mumbers. Report has put you on the greatest
lucky streak of your life within the next twebe
months . . simply refurn it for 2 full refosd,
Mo guestions saked,

memssssssssses MALL THIS NO-RISK COUPON TODAY? = o m o m

380 Medizson Ave.. New Tork, WY, 10817

(There's abdolifely no way you can loss a penmy).
NMUMEROLOGY RESEARCH INSTITUTE. INC.
Fleass rush me my own individualized Lifetime Compaterized Lucky Numbers Report.
I understand that {f | don't hit a real lucky streak within the next 12 manths, 1 can relurn
the repart s you for 2 full refund, Mo questions asked,
LUCKY NUMBER DATA

Full name (exoctly &5 it appears on your bhirth certificane):

L=AKD

Hirthdate:

Place of hirth {city & sinfe, or coumiryl

NAME;

ADDRESS:

CITY

STATE P

Accl, Mo,

{ ) Enclased is cash, check or mosey arder for $9.95, (P fo ge and handling).
Payable to 2 gy Research Tnstitmte Inc N EE -
Or, chorge to () Masiercharge { 1 BankAmericard

Explration Deate:

Stgnoture:

Add applicabile Sales Tax,




How to Make Money Fast!

Financial Columnist Makes Startling Discovery!

My name is Alan Feinstein. 1 wrile
a syndicated newspaper column On Ways
i make maney.

' forever examining all kinds of
so-called money-making opportunities.
Most of them (urn out to be gimmicks,
Or lots of hard swork,

Then, out of the blug — a bomhshell!
Something 3o different, so outstanding
I could hardly believe it was trie.

 just had to put up 51,000 to try 1t
for myself. The next mosning my 51,0040
was worth 51.5300.%* That's 50% gain
on my money. Overnight!

“Dagmn it, you can't make money
this easily,” 1 told myself. “There has
to be a catch.™ And 1 threw myself
into a study 1o find it,

But the more | studied, the more
encited | got. Why, this was fust e
beginning! U, what an opportunity
I'd found . . . A fanlasic easy way 1o
mgke money . . . Fram fust a few
printes @ week, withoer even leaving
Wour Rome ..

But don't take my word for it |
want you to see this for yoursell—
withaut Ve FISKIRE & PEfRy . ..

Here's what ['ve done:

e I've laid out exactly what this
is and how to profit from il—right
o]

e I've potten coupons (worth
554000 which will bring you every~
thing you need to make this discovery
waork auromaltclly for you

» ['ve¢ put this together into a
simple 24 page Guide. 5o easy to
road amd understand . you  can
finksh it in 200 minufes and put it
right fo ksel

And | mean “rlght 1o use” If it's
long learning or hard work you want,
this 1an’t it. There's no study or sweat
here—all you have to do is let This
Waork For You! And, remember, every-
thing vou need (s right here in this
Creciefe! !

I know it’s hard to belisve. It was
for me, too. And that's why [ want
you to see it and examine it, free,
for yourself,

The cost of this amazing Guide,
including all the coupons, is $12.95.
But, 28 a special pre-publication offer
it is now only §9.95 And, as | said,
you don’t risk a sinple penny to get this,
to ses its value Tor yourself! You have
this iron-clad. money-back guaraniee:

L & _'::: ; - i:- i
The Teeasure Chest
of Duisfanding Opporunities
by Alan Shawn Falnstemn

If you don’t find this to reveal
the most unique and worthwhile
opporiunily Wou ¥e eVer sein, you
may return it, at any time for an

immediate il refund. That's
right, @t any  Iinie- absolutely
guaranieed.

That's how valuable U'm sure you'll

find It.

1 wiish | gould show wou-the letters
people are already writing me aboul
this . . . And Pm not asking you
to buy this—just fo see il, ai my
risk. If you don’t find it totally dif-
ferent  from  anything you've ever

seen . . . mare valuable than anything
you've ever read—simply retumn it and
it hasn't cost you a penny . ..

Mow, could 1 ever make such an
offer unless [ knew how valuable this
wos? . . . Unless | knew that most
people, after seelng this, wouldn't part
with it for any thing . . .

Don't take my word for it. See for
yourself!

But act mow. 1 don't know how
long this free examination offer can
lazt. I've promised thot if the number
of readers of this Guide ewer reach a
point where they may start diluting
itz walue, I'll mmwmediately end these
free examinations of it on the spol
Don't ler this pass vene by

A wise man once said: “There is
w little that's really new and worth-
while in the world that if you do find
something, don't let it get away.™

The opportunity s here. Mow. To
see and judge for yoursell. Without
your risking a penmy.

Mail this coupon below today.

Zimcerely yours,

Fnwe Shanse FaiueSTiiie

*Fvs-ﬁ.--! & aveo ( :ri::-ﬁf
e gl Lsan stk

ardor

Sworn Statement:

“As the registered representative who handled this tramsaction |

verify the above in every respect.”

[Hame and address given in arder]

(... FREE EXAMINATION COUPON....

Dept L-AED
380 Madison Ave, Hew York, HW.¥Y. 10017

Alan Shawn Feinstein

Mame

Alan, thig | have to see for mysell. Flease send me a copy of ffow ¢ Make
Money Fasi (Without Working], which includes complete proof of your
claims, at the special pre-publication price of only §9.95.

If 1 don't find this to be everything you say, and more, | understand 1
can relufn it to you — at any time — for a full and immediate refumnd.
O that hasis, here is my check for §9.95,

For fast first class shipment add only 50¢ and check here. O

Addreas_

City

State _Tip

.Illllllllllllllllllillllllllllll'llllIlll'lllll-l-llllllll.
Abas Shawn Feinstein's column, The Troanme Chest, i syndicated in sveral pewspapers,
He has aleo written several Books on his travels o other lands snd s listed in

"Who's Wha in the East,”



