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1I'd been sent to got o scoop story from the atom bomb worka. But when the
sacrot londed in my lap, | feund I could not tell the story to onyome.

OU'D be surprised if you knew

what's golng on. [ was eur-
prised right Inlo Distrlet 17—but
thal’s getling ahead of the siory.
What story? I'm going 1o wrlle thls
one down and tear it up, or maybe
burn il, because there Isw't a paper
or magazine In the country that
could get away with printing it
They’d be closed and maybe in
Jail, or maybe In Dislrlet—oops!
There I go again.

1 could begin at the beglnning,
but when was the beginning? Was
it Los Alamos In New Mexlco, was
it Oak Ridge, was It Lhe first
uranlum pile under the Unlversily
of Chicago football stadlum, or was
it Hiroshima going up llke a match-
head?

Il sklp 'em all up to, say, V-J
Day. Let’s make It V-J Day in the
New York Datly Bulletin cliy room.
I'm the handsome young man of
forty-five arguing with the city
editor about an expense account
Suddenly everybody goes crazy,
lhe war Is over, juslice has tr]
umphed, paper goes sailing around
the room.

And I hear Arnhelm, the obll
wriler, murmur genily, “Se Alllson
did 1t . . . There is a queer,
abstracted look on Arnheim's face,
llke & man walling for you o plck
up his dinner check.

About a week later, In the mlddle
ol an Inlervlew with the latest
English novellst In on the Clipper,
came Lhe click. Percival was say-
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ing, “—nor can one deny the
semlan Ingenulty of the Ammed-
dican professional clawsses—" and
then the click came,

1 was standing threateningly over
Arphelm ten minutes laler. Arn-
heim was three sheets and @
splnneker in the wind when he
broke down and drooled out the
slory, or as much of it as he knew.

The Allison he'd been babbling
about was, of course,

Columbla man,
meurned by hls collengues at hls
unlimely death early In '43. The
joke was that Alllson wasn'l
dead. Arnheim had wrltten enough
obits and checked encugh sources
10 know a phony when it turned
up. Everything was on paper In
the Alllson business. There were
wilnesses who couldn’t be located
but knew all about lt. There was a
stalement by a doctor who just hap-
pened o be unavailable. Nobody
seemed to know when end where
the funeral had been held, A phony.

I had lo fight for three hours
wlth the clly edilor to get assigned
to the Manhatian Projecl story.
This was when the generals were
finally talked down by the sclenlsls
and allowed a few reporlers to look
al the oulside of some of the equip-
ment 1 wanled the assigament be-
cause of my lead on Alllson.

The next day I was on a special
Uain leaving from Penn Siation
with an MP lleutenant sharing my
seal. The three-car special was full
of newspaper men and MP lleuten-
ants, except for half of the rear cer,
which wae partilioned off and was
supposed to have Enrico Ferml and
his escort of two majors and a
sharpshoollng master sergeant in it.

The windows were palnted over
and the MP's wouldn't let us
genlemen of the press talk 1o each
other, 3o It wes one of the lousl-
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est trips I've ever taken. IL lasied
fifty-two hours. The (raln stopped
al a siding and we all got out ané
stretched.

It was a five-hundred acre clear-
ing In a second-growth forest of
pine and scrub oak. The strongest,
tallest wire fences I've ever seen
ringed aboul three dozen concrele
block bulldings of assorled sizes and
lhey were rcinforced wilth more
MP lieutenants with, alternately,
tommy-guns and repeating shot-
guns loaded for bear.

We were assigned 1o one-man
cubicles, each with a col, a desk,
and a lypewriter, shower stall, and
Modern Convenlence. We would
sleep In there, wrile our slorles In
there, and be loaded back onto the
train in forty-eight hours. We
would be gulded through the works
In pariles of eight. There would
be no conversatlon during the tours,
or at mess, or in the tubicles.

Some character In an officer’s unl-
form but without Inslgnla, an OWI
or War Censorship boy, I thought,
lectured us, MP guards would be
slalioned in the corrldor of our
quariers o prevent conversalion;
ask questions only of the guldes;
the Natlonal Defence Act was still
in ferce; all slories wrllten here
would be censored before leaving
the place.

“Ever hear of anyone mnamed
Hamlsh McGregor Alllson?” I asked

“Sure." he sald.

“Is Le al this installatlon?™

“I saw you try lo talk to him
on the chowline.”

“The cook?”

“That's right How'd you know
his name?”

“It was just & guess” I sald, my
head whirllng. “Good night.” I trled
1o go to eleep. Of course I had
sludled pholographs of Allison
before coming out here, of



oourse It was the same man.

So help me, they blew a bugle
ot six am.

We piled into the corrldor and
maw the M.P. guards drawn up In
MUIf altenlion, looking scored and
white. The character was bawl-
Ing them o hell and gone out.
Me slopped short when we appesr-

“You reporters stand oul here In
the corridor,” he ordered. “Your
quarters are going to be senrched,”

1 asked him If T could get some

he said coldly. "You may
And mlne was the first room
he and two MP's began to search.
The other MP's watched us nerv-
ously; Just how nervously 1 dldn't
realize untll every cubicle had been
ransacked and we'd been allowed
to dress and form ouiside.

The character addressed us In
the chllly volce of a judge sentenc-
Ing a fiend. “You men’ he sald,
“gre In very grave personal danger.
One or more of you has stolen—

he said. "Guards, don’t leave them
alone.”

To me he beckoned slmply. As we
walked off two of the soldlers fol-
Jowed. The four of us went to the
nearest buildlng, and sat down In
a bare Litle office.

“Pell your slory,” said the man

to me.

“Questlons first” 1 sald. He
seemed lo swell and grow bright
red, though ectuslly he probebly
just flushed and eat @ litlle
straighter.

“all rlght” he choked.

"Stop me It I'm wrong,” I sald.
“You maintaln constant secraey In
ihls Installation, and this is the firsi
case of disappearance, coincident
with the arrival of Lhe reporiers
You therefore assume lhat the re-
porlers, In splle of thelr gusrd-
Jng, managed the theft Right?"

“Right" he sald grimly.

“Wrong," I said. “The thiet ls
one of your personnel. He's & minor
physlclst who faked death years
ago, presumably on a tip about ithe

his

end hidden it. 1 shall be enilrely
within my rights 1f I put you all
under conflnementi, shlp you to
WashlIngton, and see that you stand
triel. The trlal, of course, will be
by a milltary commission, and
closed to the press and public, and
wlll probably result In' every one
of you belng shot as surely aa It
you werea German sples.

“Aclually, T am sure no danger
to ihc couniry’s sceurity was In-
tended, but the Esplonage Act,
US.C. 31 and 32 amended, does
nol discriminate between malevo-
lent thelt ond reportorial pllfor-
Ing. 1 want the gullly person or
persons, or anybody having any
information, to slep out now.”

1 stepped oul. The character
studied me icily end nodded 1o
the rest. “Return o your cubicles,”

Project, and worked hls
way In as a cook. Up to now I've
been assumlng he was for the pro-
Ject; I see now that he's against 1L
I don't know It his angle's sabol-
age or what, bul T know the man.
He hesn't even changed hls name,
which was smarter than Il seems
on first thought.”

“Who 18 1t?" the men yelled,

“What's the hurry?” I asked.

He shot to hls feet and took me
by the lapels. “You—Ineredible—
Imbecile!” he graied. Then he let
go and sat down with a sigh. “No,”
he sald. “You Just don’l under-
stand Lhe importance of It. Just
tell me right now, taking my word
that there's reason for speed, who
the man Is."

“I'm a reperier,” I sald. ‘1 doni
give anything for nothing. What's
the hurry?”
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‘Tl tell you,” he said liredly.
“Youll be sorry, but I'll tell you”
He waved the MP's out “This
place is the bomb depot Every
alomie bomb Is dellvered here
when s assembled. We get five
& montr Even a bush-league
physies instructor with the — the
pari thal was stolen—could — Oh,
nuts! Tell me who It wasr

“One of the cooks,” I sald. “Ham-
ish McGregor Allison Is hls name.”

The man tore out of the office
withoul me, waving on the MP's
who were walting outside. He ran
for a barracks-lke bullding and I
ran behind the three, He yelled
for more MPF's from the fence
petrol, and they streamed afier In
B ragged wedge.

We charged Inlo the barracks,
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neatly labelled “Cook's Quarters".
ail sround us in varlous
stages of undress were gelting off
thelr cols and babbling. The man
strode to the (welflh bunk on the
lett and shook Allison awake.

Two MP's held his arms while an-
other searched him. He found a
little, shiny gadget around his neck
on a string. It was quickly passed
lo the man in the officer’s uni-
form who pocketed il at once.

He sat down on Allison’s bunk
and said weakly, “Guardhouse.
Four men in the eell with him.
Bring his records to my office”

The MP's lett with a silent, burn-
Ing-eyed Allison. We went back 1o
the bare litlle office as a dossler
arrived by Seep.

We looked over the dossier to-



gether; he seemed {o have made
up his mind about me—I dldn't
know then whal he had decided on.

He called In two captalns end &
major who blinked al me and got
to work on the dossler, which In-
cluded a birlth certiticale—Aber-
deen, Scolland, 1900; naturallzalon
papers, Cleveland, Ohlo, 1023; mar-
riage licence, Cleveland, 1925; aff-
davits of restaurant owners in
Cleveland, Daylon, and Columbus,
1925, 1927, and 1933. Licence of hls
own restaurant, “Mac's Hamburger
Spot”, Columbus, 1035. Death cer-
tificate of his wife.

The three officers studled the
stuff for ten minutes in total
silence. Finally one of the cap-
tains said, *Jap.”

The major gave him a look and
the other captaln promplly sald,
“Kraul, Fllm-grain, grammar, punc-
tuation, marglns, thoroughness—it'a
Kraut.”

“Yes,” sald the major. “Il's KrauL
Who let this through?’

“Lieutenant Gllbert,” said one ot
the caplains, looking at the dossler's
jacket, "He's been dlscharged.”

“A pily.” said the major. His fists
clenched as if they were wringing
something, and the three left.

“I suppose I should thank you,”
sald the man In the officer’s unl-
form. “Instead—"

An MP knocked and came In.

“He's lalking, sir,” he smld We
raced out and plled Into the sol-
dler's jeep.

It lock us to the guardhouse
where Alllson was sltting with his
head In bis hands, babbllng snd
bebbling et the floor. He dldm't
seem (o care whether anybody
heard or not. He said over and
over that he'd falled somebody
named Caledonla, then it was tha
Fatherland he'd falled—

After an hour's babbling we got
five minules worth of sense out of

It Allison was a Scolch separatist.
He was as ready to commit mur-
der for the freedom of Scotland
as the Sinn Feiners had been for
Ireland. Like the Slnn Felners In the
last war Alllson had been approach-
ed by German agents in Lhis one.
They'd arranged everything — his
faked death, his faked record of
employment. He was folally un-
able to sca the righls and wrongs
of the war. The Germans were, he
thought, for Scotland's freedom so
he wag for the Germans. He was
going to blow up London, he was,
end he was golng to blow up Man-
chester it the English dldn’L glve
Scotland its Independence.

The man in the officer’s unlform
took down some names and ad-
dresses and did some long-dislanca
phoning. 1 wes mentloned in one
of the calls. Llke this:

“Whal'll we do about the re-
perler, General?”

“Yes, sir. Seventeen? We could
shoot him . . . yes, yes.” Cllck.

It was 1030 am. By 1130 the
reporters had been told to keep
their mouths shut and were pack-
ed into the traln.

By noon I wes on (he plane that
ook me {o an alrfield under three
guards. From there I went to my
present locatlon, a sandy litlle
Island well oft the Auantic coast.
They do something or olher here
with an uranium pile; I don't know
just what I'm the tlmekeeper; I
keep Ume for everybody In District
Sevenleen except myselt, because I
haven'l got anything but time.

The guards have been Informed
that T get shot if I try lo leave;
otherwise I have the run of the
place. All I'm living for ls the
hope that someday the Unlted Na-
ons will get the atomle bomb and
Il get out of District Seventeen.
Moybe I won't burn this story.
Maybe I'l keep Il ULl then,
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