




















ALL THE MADMEN

It was a very little business, the
war with the Bashaw of Tripoli;
but not to all the madmen

By Howard Fast

Illustrated by
John J. Floherty, Jr.

T that time—I speak of the year eighteen hun-

dred and three—we were not much of a country.

You see, President Monroe had not yet given out

the doctrine, and most of the things that happened then
are legends now. Maybe this is a legend, too.

We didn’t have much of a navy, hardly any of a navy,
but England was afraid of us—of the damned Yankees.
Tell a Yankee skipper that his ketch was a gunboat and
he’d cut loose and cross the world. That’s why England
was afraid. We were madmen, and dangerous madmen,
and England gave a sort of silent support to the Bashaw
of Tripoli. That’s a legend now; we’re not madmen any
more.

There were three of us, Stephen Decatur, Conrad
and myself; all lieutenants in the strangest navy this
world has ever seen—because it wasn’t a navy—three or
four frigates with an odd assortment of boats mounted
with field-pieces, less their wheels. But we were at
war with Tripoli; Congress said we were at war, to
protect our shipping from the Corsairs. There was
a meeting at Malta, in the cabin of Captain Preble’s
ship. We were all young men, and a little mad; you
1}:1.ad to be a little mad in the United States Navy at that
ime.

Preble said, “Gentlemen, we have a war to fight—
and no navy ...” Then he cursed Congress, generously;
it was a habit at that time to curse Congress. “The
Bashaw has ships.” He turned to Decatur who had
once met the Bashaw.

“Good vessels,” Stephen nodded.

Preble looked at us fondly; he was thinking, per-’

haps, that such a set of wild, young fools would not be
seen again. Maybe he was right; the world changes.

“Mr. Conrad,” he said to Michael.

Michael smiled, and I looked at the captain plead-
ingly. Well, he knew how we were, close together, and
he said to Stephen, “Take them all with you, Lieutenant.
I'm giving you the brig. Don’t lose it.”

We three went out laughing, Michael on one side of
me, Stephen on the other. “It’s a great thing for a
lieutenant,” I said to Stephen, “to have half his
country’s navy under his command.”

“Insolence,” said Michael, “and disrespect.”

Stephen pointed to the battered brig and said, “We
mustn’t lose it. God help me—1I shan’t look a gift horse
in the mouth.”

The frigate’s boat took us over, and when we came
to the brig’s side we could see the foul tendrils of sea-
weed curling up from her bottom. She was the oldest
thing in a not too new navy, and only the fact that she
was wood kept her afloat. Cracks gaped in her sides
above the waterline. There were patches of paint on
her, not too many patches, and her four pieces were
rusted.

“If we fire them. . . .” Stephen said.

But the story is not this; the story is Michael’'s. We
put to sea with a crew of thirty-four, and the brig
floated, and for the glory of our country, the flag flew
from the masthead. Oh, it was a real enough thing
then, the glory of our country, five thousand miles away;

and if we mocked at the navy—it was because we were
the navy.

We sailed a hundred miles and saw no more than a
ship of France and one of Britain. Sicily dropped
away; we cruised leisurely, the only way that brig could
cruise—and when we saw the ketch, flying the golden
banner of the Bashaw, Crete lay like a grey cloud to the
north. I remember that I was standing on the poop
with Stephen when a seaman came aft and told us that
he had sighted it.

“A Co%sair,” the seaman said. “She flies the
Bashaw’s flag, Mr. Decatur.”

“Fair gam%,” Stephen said. “Tell Mr. Denny to crowd
all sail.” He turned to éne.f“Go :c_) M'r. Conrad and see

jeces are ready for action.”
th?tdtlgi)gzd to the deck and ran to Michael. My bloo’d
was up. A ketch was no mean prize, and the Bashaw's
golden flag would be divided between us.

At the prow, Michael leaned on the rail and stared at
the long, sleek, lateen-rigged ketch. She stood between
us and the sunset, her sails full of fire. Michael had his
cap off, and his tall body was all dark in silhouette,
except for his yellow hair. The sun’s fire was in his

hair. .
yeng\zzphen’s for her,” 1 cgllqd to Michael. .

Michael turned to me, pointing out to §ea,“and smiling
curiously. “Look at her, Charles,” he said, “and tell me
where you have seen something like it. The sultan’s

ith fire sails.” .
boﬁtS-il:eztours—from the Bashaw,” I said.

Michael went to his guns, and I took his place at the
prow. Now both vessels were nearing each other, con-
verging like the arms of a triangle. Then, of a sudden,
the ketch took alarm, and s}cllgered awa%r. I could see

naked figures crowding on sail.
tm‘.PPal.Illte% shot ac1%)ss her bow, Mr. Conrad!” Stephen
i ringing voice.

cal(l)elgrl?oﬁg sv%ivgl belched fire, and a spout of water
lashed the front of the ketch. She came about abruptly,
and we bore down on her. Our marines, muskets loaded,
i il.

hnsegeég:nra}llad come up to me. “No vessel of war,” he
remarked, staring at the ketch. o

“No,” 1 agreed.s‘t‘I \}alvondelgdwhat her cargo is?

“ e,”” Stephen sald. .

\K?e()lfa'm; gr?,p ]ayingrz)urselves broadside to her. From
our mastheads marines covered her decks; our guns
were trained upon her, short range. There were men
about a little brass two-pounder in her nose, l?ut they
must have realized that it would do no good to dlsqharp:e
it. The twenty or so half naked, turbaned men in her
hold glowered at us and gripped their sabres. For a
moment it was all touch and go; I could pick out their
captain, with his blue, jeweled turban, and I covered him
with my pistol. I decided that if they rushed us, I
would kill him first; that might save further bloods}}ed.

Stephen had a smattering of Arabic and Turkish.
“Throw down your arms!” he cried, and added in
English, “In the name of the Congress of the United
States!”
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The Lord of Benin

his shop with an axe, and cut off his
tail. And then, hour on hour, the
Lord lay on the hot deck; his lidless
eyes still filled with fury and hate,

his great jaws opening and closing:

for nowhere between the stars
and the bottom of the sea is there
any creature as tenacious of life, as
hard to kill, as is a shark. Not till
evening did his jaws cease moving.
And then the sailors, with their day’s
work done, gathered round him to
watch his eyes glaze, and drew from
his brain their knives. And the
mate said, “Throw that devil over-
board!”’

. But, looking at the little appren-
tice whose face was yet pale from
the closeness of his escape, a sea-
hardened old sailor replied, “Wait
a bit, sir, eh? The kid ought to
have’ something to remember the
devil by, don’t ’ee think, sir?”

So the old sailor bent above the
Lord of Benin and took out his knife
and slit the Lord’s broad blue back
open, and from it cut a six-foot
length of ribless backbone. “I'll fix
it up nice for ye, sonny, and’ w'en
we gets to port ye can buy me a
bottle o’ beer,” he said to the little
apprentice. And while the sun sank
low and the sky became tinted with
amethyst and ruby, with turquoise
and sapphire, he sat on the hatch
cutting the flesh from the bone. And
when the light had faded and the
large stars had wakened, and the
lesser were waking, he took a slen-
der straight steel rod and thrust it
down inside the Lord’s backbone,
from end to end, saying, “There’s as

(Continued from page T)

fine dandy a shark’s backbone walk-
ing stick as ever ye’ll see, sonny.
W’en yer a captain an’ go ashore,
ye can go wi’ it tucked under your
arm. An’ don’t be forgettin’ me
bottle o’ beer, sonny!”

The .mate, passing by in the star-
light, said again, “Throw that devil
overboard!” And the sailors stooped
and lifted the dead Lord and tum-

bled him scornfully over the ship’s

rail to his blue domain.

Skipjack and albacore, bonito and
dolphin, and little fish in swarms,
came speeding to feast upon the dead
Lord. Over the dark waters, gulls
wheeled, screaming. And the Lord’s
pilot fish scattered to seek a new
lord; and his suckers that had fallen
from him when they hoisted him
from his blue domain sought a new
host.

When the ship came to port, the
little apprentice boy bought a bottle
of beer for the old sailor, in pay-
ment for the Lord’s backbone. And
when he came to his home set amidst
cool meadows and shaded by spread-
Ing green trees, he went out to the
garden with the walking stick under
his arm and found his grandmother
there. “Here’s a curio I brought
from the sea for you, granny,” said
he, “It’s a walking stick made from
the backbone of a shark that came
within an inch of biting me in two
and having me for dinner. The sail-
ors said it was the biggest shark
they’'d ever seen.”

“Tall tales! Tall tales! Tall
tales!” exclaimed the toothless little
old woman, “I’ve never heard a tale

as tall as yours! You sailors are
all alike. I’ll bet it’s some rubbish
you bought for a sixpence, and what
rubbish it is I don’t know. It looks
like bone, but backbone it can’t be
for it has no ribs and never did have.
What did you pay for it and just
what is it anyway ?”’

Laughing, the lad replied, “Rub-
bish it may be, granny, but it’s what
I say it is. I did pay for it though.
I paid the old sailor who fixed it up
for me a bottle of beer. It was all
he wanted.”

“A lad who'd spend no more than
the cost of a bottle of beer on his
grandmother—well, he’d deserve to
be eaten by a shark,” snapped the
old woman, and added, “But I'll take
it anyway, if only to put you tg
shame when I repeat your tall tale.

And then, pointing with the white
walking stick, the frail lltt_le old
old toothless woman said, “Pick me
that rose—and there’s the first ripe
plum.”

And when the apprentice was gone
back to his ship for another voyage.
the old woman dropped the walking
stick in a thick flower bed and left
it there, mumbling toothlessly, “The
young fibber! But I didn’t want to
hurt his feelings too much.”

And all that was left of the Lord
of Benin was his backbone, moulder-
ing in a bed of flowers, gnd his
grisly head with the jaws w1d9 open
deep down on the bottom of his blue
domain; his seven rows of teeth all
fallen out for the tiny creatures that
dwell at the sea bottom to play
amongst.

News of the State Associations

Lodge room. Social activities were
many and varied, and included
da.nces, Dicnics, theatre parties, swim-
ming, concerts and luncheons. An
Oﬁicer_s Banquet was held on Satur-
day night, May 15, in the banquet
room of the Masonic Temple. All
visitors were welcome at the Musko-
gee Country Club and Golf Links
from 8 A. M. until noon on Sunday.
A concert was given at 2:30 P. M. on
Sunday at the Masonic Temple by
the Muskogee Elks’ Choral Club un-
der the leadership of Gordon Berger.
During the afternoon Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Campbell made a
splendid address.

Officers for 1937-38 were elected
as follows: Pres., W. H. Hills, Enid;
1st V1_ce-Pres., E. A. Guise, Tulsa;
2nd Vice-Pres., William L. Fogg, El
Reno; 3rd Vice-Pres., W. H. Eyler,
McAlester; Secy., Fred Bundren,

(Continued from page 86)

Enid; Treas., H. A. P. Smith, Shaw-
nee; Trustees: 5 years, C. R. Donley,
Woodward; 2 years, Floyd Brown,
Blackwell. Next year’s convention
will take place at Duncan, Okla., May
14-15-16.

All in all the entire three-day
meeting was a complete success.

Wyoming

Sunday and Monday, May 16 and
17, were gala days in Greybull, Wyo.,
for on those dates the Wyoming State
Elks Association held its Fourth An-
nual Reunion with a splendid regis-
tration being recorded at the Home
of Greybill Lodge, No. 1431, Grand
Esteemed Lecturing Knight Hollis
B. Brewer and D.D. Charles L.
Carter were among the early ar-
rivals. A total of 65 delegates in at-
tendance from the seven Lodges of

the State was reported. The Associa-
tion is in a flourishing condition. A
caravan pilgrimage was made on
Sunday to the Lodge’s club rooms at
Cody, Wyo., and morning and after-
noon business sessions were held on
Monday. A fried chicken dinner and
a dance at the City Auditorium
brought the Convention to a close.

The election of officers for 1937-
38 resulted as follows: Pres., R. C.
Erlewine, Rock Springs; lst Vice-
Pres. M. J. Knight, Laramie; 2nd
Vice-Pres.,, Harry Yesness, Casper;
3rd Vice-Pres., C. H. Durkefe, Grey-
bull; Secy., A. M. Angelovic, Rock
Springs; Treas., Hollis B. Brewer,
Casper; Trustees: Charles L. Carter,
Sheridan, W. W. Durneen and E. S.
Vaught, both of Greybull. The strong
bid of Rock Springs Lodge, No. 624,
made it the winner in the selection
of a meeting place for 1938.










