
TYllical member of the Royal Canadian
Mounted Police, such as went out to
bring back the mad killer of Rat Ri"er

declared-an obvious lie, for that was Millen's o\\n ter­
ritory.

Then the Indians began to complain that Johnson
was breaking up their traplines and throwing traps and
all into the trees. At that. Constables King and Mc­
Dowell of the R. C. ;\1. P. "ere despatched from the
police headquarters at \retic Hed Rh'er to pay a call
on this man who didn't want company.

It was a long and weary trek over the ~nows­

forty below zero and a gale blowing. But King and
McDowell fought their way up Hal River. When at
last thcy reached Johnson·s queer cabin, high on a pro­
montory, banked by ....crub pines. they stopped hort.

ThiS was no cabin. it was a fort' Built of 3. heavy
double thickness of logs, it seemed beyond the power
of one man to construct. Towers were at each corner.
and loopholes everywhere. Yet no smoke rose from the
chimney, and there were no tracks on the snow which
had lain for several days.

McDowell got no amwer when he rapped on the
door with the butt of his service pistol. "Open up,"
shouted King. "or we'll have to break in '"

Johnson opened up-but with a rifle. Splinters new
into the tanned faces of the two Mounties as slug
after slug ripped through the door. Constable Mc~

Dowell flung himself face down on the powdery snow.
But King fell backward... ~hot under the heart.

The shooting cea~d, All the northland became
quiet once more-as quiet a~ death. But King was not
dead. McDowell picked him up awkwardly, tenderly,
and carried him to the dOR·... lelgh. .\t every !itep he
e-<pected the madman to open fire again, and kill them
both. But that was a chance a Mountie has to take.
It .....305 now his job to carry the unconscious King to
Aklnik-80 miles away-where lived the neare... t doctor.

T he northland still tells. with wonder. how the com­
parative tenderfoot McDowell made that trip in

21 hours! Twenty~ne hours of hell below zero, with­
out pause for food or rest. At the end of that time he
and his straining dogs stumbled into Aklavik. lie mur­
mured a few words to the hastily·summoned In ..pector
-and keeled over.

Inhnson had won the first round of his battle with
the ·I~oyal Canadian Mounted Police. But radio took
up the fight.

Inspector Eames talked to the doctor. who was
fiAhtin,li; valiantly for the life of the wounded officer.
He ulkeJ to McDowell. "ho had recovered and was
ready to !ltart back, alone-to get the mad trapper of
Rat River.

"It'll take more than one man to get him,'· the
Inspector in~i ted. "I've got a plan." lie scribbled an
order to the man at the controls of Ihe tiny police
broadca!lting ~tation. A crl....p official voice broke in
upon the, pro~ram ~Iayed from faraway Montreal.

"Statlon uZK-L ZK-gtllual broadcast-trapptrJ
throughout .4k/at"ik dutrict riport to ftttJrtst p{Jltre
post lor str1:ict ;11 captllrt 01 Albtrt Johnson, mad
trapp.tr 01 Rat Rtt:tr:'

I here was a brier pause. then:
"Callmg Royal Canadian .'1Ioflnttd Poliu at Fort

McPhtrson; calling ReMP at Arctic Red Rh;tr; ralling
ReMI' at Fort McPherson and Arctic Rtd Hil:tr-rt­
port lull strellgtb to (Continued on Poge 28)
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"to G~'t RIFl,E. i1l"t£~
SlGlt'tlL'G JOHNSO>t

"White man got eyes like wolverine," said Peter
gravely. "Wear papoose mocassin around neck, but
no got papoo~. Him plenty bu~hed."

Bushed! Such is the northland's term for the
strange madness which overtakes men" ho live too long
alone. Such men, when they run amuck, can menace an
entire dbtrict-so it is no wonder that word spread
quickly of the mysterious white man who had come in·
to the territory on a log raft, wearing a pair of baby's
shoes around his neck, and clutching a rine in his hand!

Service, the poet of the north, wrote years ago:
"For there'.; neHr a law of God or man runs north of
Fifty-three!"

But that was year.; ago. . 'ow men in bright red
coats, on hor~back or behind do~-teams of yipping
malemutes, have carried the banner of law and order
as far north as the last black frolen point of land
which prods the Arctic Ocean; men who have tackled
unafraid the tou~he\t police job on record.

Thc Royal Canadian Mounted Police are on the
job. And they are intcrested in .'Mangers.

They learned a number of disquieting things
about this one. He had built a !It range, huge log
house up the Rat River. Whcn Indians stopped to

look at it, he brandished his rifle
and ordered them away, while
snapping savagely in the air-a
shiny ~et of Raid tuth! This
from a man who had a perfectly
good set of t~th of his own!

When cold ",eather threat­
ened, this strange fclluw had ap­
peared at Fon ,\lcPherson trad­
tog post, and bid in _upplies for
the \\ inter. Con5ublc .\1 illen of
the Mounted happened to be at
the post. He learned that the
man's name was Albert Johnson,
that he wa.... supp<?sed to be a trap­
per, but certalOly was a liar­
when he talked at all. ''I'm from
t\retic Red River," Johnson had

Pistol experts of
the Canadian
Mounted, more
of the sort of
men who Jtive
.11 to get their
man. Left to
right: Corporal
Don Foreland.
J. D. O'Connell,
Corporal A.
Ford. Constable'V. Mowat and
Constable J. L.

Dolley

River
Murders

By Marshall Craves

The Rat

When a Man Runs Amuck in the Canadian North­
west, the Royal Mounted Police Let Winds Nor
Blizzard Nor Starvation Stop Them from Getting
Their Man. The Killer in This Story of the
"Calling All Cars" Series Did Not Reckon
on the Power of Radio as Defender of the Law

Aerial view of Albert Johnson's last stand. The lowest circle indicates the killer
digging into snow to escape rifle fire. Top circle shows the spot where he deserted
his toboggan to run back to a cabin for "taking a bead" on his Mountie quarry

He came roaring towards the Yukon count. ry with
a fine in his hand. hurled northward upon a
bucking Jog raft on the muddy watcr~ of the

Ri\'er Peel.
To the three silent. startled Indians who were

paddlin,:; upstream. he looked more like a river-de"'11
than a man. There were snarls in his black beard,
flickering yellow lights in his eyes. He c1utch~ a nne
and shouted a hoarse taunt as the current bore him past:

"You copperfaces!"
Peter Alexei, the bow paddle,. finally ~poke !,o ~is

companions. Peter wore Without mcon.grUl.ty a. maaJ­
order" mackinaw, and a turkey-feather 10 hiS hair.
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back to Aklavik and ~ct more posse.·men.
You ~la}' h~re and huld Johmun mSlde
his barricade."

Two days later, Riddell reported in per­
son to Inspe.::tor Eames. Again radio
sparked acro:o>s the frosty northern air.

< Wc're going to Act him thi~ time. Ser­
geant," Eame:'! insbted. "I "'e broadcast
a request for all trappers to come in on
the hunt. The E"kiillos on lhe Arctic
shores are on the lookout for him. I sent
a radio message to Punch Dickins, super­
intendent of Airwa)':o> at I:dlllollton. I Ie's
flying to Mc,\lurray with two officers and
a supply of tear gas bembs.

"At .\lc.\lurray he'lI turn O\'er to 'Wop'
Ma\', \\ho'lI be wilh u\ until the search
is successful. The plane is radio-equipped.
so if we get into a spot where he can·t
land, we can ~ive him in tructions from
below A plane might be u...eJ to homb
John~n's :o>lronAhold. Yo here a ,ground
party couldn't get through." .

And so a radio-fquippl'd bombmg
plane. piloted hy the well-known Cana­
dian flier, C~plain "Wop" May, joined the
dog-team-an(l-posse manhunt!

But Johnson escaped by night from his
barricade, and a terrific gale, blowing in

(CmtlwlIed 011 Page 29)

tmies and dreams cannOI be controlled
by any set plans. jacque.. J:ray. of the
mmical team of foray and Rraggiotti. be­
gail a..= a student of banking and finance.
while hi~ partner hoped to follow in his
father's footsteps and become a concert
singer.

Nino Martini was crossed III hi.., lO[en·
tions of becoming an internationally fa·
mous athlete. He was a crack horseman
and gymnast. but his· real ambition was. to
a.::hie\'e prominence as a six-day bIke
rider!

All Horatio Algers
Edwin C Hill had a cravin~ for the

smell of printers' ink. Wilbur Budd Hu­
lick was a soda jerker. a crooner. an or­
che~tra leader, and a telegraph company
rerfe~entati\"e before he discovered hIS
funny streak. Bing Crosby was a maga·
zine s.de!'man "working hiS way throu~h
colle-ge." and a postoffice clerk, before .he
decided upon singing as a career. T ItO
Guil.ar was fated to a life of test tubes
and Bunsen hurners by stern parental
edict but he kicked over the traces and
refu~d to study his chemistry lessons in
the University of Mexico. with the result
that he finally won his parents over to
music.

Boake Carter used his newspaper experi·
ence as a stepping stone to his present
job as 3 radio news commentator. Good·
man Ace duplicated Boake's stepping·
stone system. I larry Vo~ Zell. yeteran ~n­
nOilncer, thought he'd hke prtze fightmg
until he engaged in a few bouts, where·
upon he renounced the squared arena for
a less strenuous job as a bank messenger
boy_ He broke into radio quite accident·
ally when he viSIted a studio and <'filled
in" in an open spot.

And so they have climbed to glory!
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Murders

The Fatal Ambush

gasped. The trooper nodded. '" think
so. But it \\as a snapshot at long range­
J couldn't be sure!"

"Well. we'd hetter lie doggo for a while,"
decided Sergeant Riddell.

About two hours later things were still
quiet. 1"\0 sign of life came from the har·
ricade. Then Constable I\lillen broke the
silence. "Well, let's go."

'1 he poli..:emen chaTl,~l'd forward. Sud­
denly johnson rose like a jack-in-the-boX.
.\lillen dropped, shot through the heart;
the other two sprang for (over. But im­
mediately on seeing .\lillen's prostrate
form. Riddell da ..hed out, swung him
shoulder-high and carried him to the shel­
ter of the creek bed. Only then did he
learn that he had ri~kcd his life to rescue
a dead man.

"It would be suicide for us to rush that
barricade," he said soberly. "1·11 mmh

(Continued from PaRe 27)
Threadin~ through the fact and dream

careers of many of radio's \Ons and daugh­
ters arc sparks of vital courage and grim
determination of struggle to beat not only
drudgery and boredom and loneliness. but
something infinitely mor<..--ill hcalth.

In the cultured, well-to-do home of the
Boswells in New Orleans. a great sorrow
descended, for Connie, one of three tal­
ented children. was stricken with infantile
paralysis. The doctor~ said she never
would walk again.

Yet Connie today is one of radio's sun­
niest Ilerscms. Her singing voice and her
cheerful disposition have endeared her
to the hearts of an enormous audience.
The girls-Connie. Vet and Martha---()ri~­

inally starten as artists. but their inher­
ited love for music <!{'tourcd their pen
and brush careers.

From Shipping Clerk
Nick Lucas learned to strum the man·

doli;1 in his early childhood, but Nick
thought the odds on a musical career
were a bit toc. long, so he took positions
as a !=hipping clerk, a factory worker in a
tannery, and as a tile setter. His years of
hard manual labor drove him back to his
first love, music. In addition to the man·
dolin, he soor conquered the guitar and
the piano.

lie organized a band and was booked
over the Orllheum vaudeville circuit. He
followed this by annexing himself to Ted
Fiorito's band as a pianist and vocalist.
Life was ju::l a bowl of cherries to Nick
after that. The- musical talkies beckoned.
and he became an international star,
which set swiftly when the canned mu­
sic palled. I-Ie's making a grand show.
;~A in radio, however.

From all this it can be seen that des--

RiverRat

Forced to Retreat

The
Eames decided to give Johnson his

Christmas present. He had brought dy·
namlte.

There was a tremendou'i explosion. The
door was flung inward. But through the
shattered door came such a volley of
rifle fire into the clearing that the at­
tacker::; flung themselves down on the
snow, scuttling away for dear life.

john50n laughed heartily. lie had won
the second round as well a ... the fir'lot. '1 he
attackers were nearly oul of supplies, and
were \\eary and chilled from five da)'s of
mu"hing and camping in the clear. They
had barely food enou~h to ~et back to
Aklavik. There \vas a choice between
trying to rush the fortified cabin, and
taking the stores which johnson had laid
in, or turning back while they could.

It was hard to swallow, but they had to
~o hack. As the posse swung wearily
down the river again. Albert Johnson
stood in the shattered doorway of his
cabin and gnashed a set of false teeth at
them-teeth on .... hich the sun ~littered

But hy now this one-man CIvil war
had become a matter of nalional impor­
tance. Ba.::k at Aklavik, I n\peclor Eames
ordered a radio me:o>. a~e "ent from sta­
tion eZK across the three Ihou"and miles
that separate :"orthwe..t Territory from
the capitol of Ihe Dominion of Canada.
at Ottawa ...

"U7.K calli/lg Royal Caltadw1J Signals
Servia at Ottmm-U7.K cal1;'lg. Insptc­
tor Eames. RCMI'. TeqtUsts allthorlty 10
employ mobile detacbmellt Si$:nals Serv­
tCe men fOT ITarkln$: dmc1J Albert John­
son, mad tTappa of Rat Ri'tiu, u·anted
fOT assault of Constable King_ UZK cal­
ling . ..

Back came the call from di~tant Oua­
Yoa. making history through cutting red
tape for the fir~t time by equipping a de·
tachment of Mounted Police with sending
and receiving radio ..,ets, and operators to
go with them.

Rack up Rat River went the original
posse, plus the si~nal men.

But Johnson was _gone. The men poured
into the cabin. They exclaimed with
amalement as they saw that the floor had
been sunk three feet beneath the ground
level, and the wall" built of double thick·
nesses of logs

The Quarry Missing
Every stick of furniture had been de­

stroyed by the explo..,ion of the dynamite
bomb. But why had Johnson borne a
charmed life? The answer was soon
found. The wily madman had dug him­
self a tunnel under one wall. in which he
was perfectly safe not only from nile
fire but even from bombs or smoking out

The Inspector realized the task thaI
faced him. "We haven't enough grub 01

dogfeed to keep this entire party in the
field," he said. "We'll keep four men here
to pick up johnson's trail and follow it
along. Quartermaster Sergeant Riddell
you'll be in charge. Take Constables Mil-
len. Verville and Gardlund. They're your
men for the job. StafT Sergeant Iler~y

can establish a base camp, set up his field
equipment, and keep in touch with me at
Aklavik by radio."

Eleven days of fruitless searching fOl­
lowed for those men. Then, at the top of
the barrier. where Rat River had n.H·
rowed into a trickle, GaTdlund said:

"Look! There he is!" A mile or so
ahead the four saw a dark figure crouch-
ing behind a barricade. RADIO GUIDE

"That's him!" agreed Riddell. "And .731 Plymouth Court
it's a perfect ambush! lie hasn't spotted
us, so let's sneak up on him at dawn. It's Chicago, Illinois
getting too dark now."

The searchers stirred early next morn- Gentlemen:
ing. They took up the trail. Within about
four hundred yards of the trapper's barrio Enclosed please find ':-:---""7-:----
cade. they were startled suddcnly when RADIO GUIDE to me for (six months)
Johnson appeared, standing erect. anddearly outlined against the snowy back- NAM"E'- _
ground behind him. One Mountie swung l\ODRESS _
up his rifle and fired. The figure of the

trapper toppled backward, LL ~r~O~\~rv:N~===========:...:S:T~A~T~E===== ..J"00 you think you got him?" Millen

Guru.teed un1rr'e":abl•. Fit·....U. Good.lOOlllnf • ..,
d_nbl•• Free impreulon material .nd diree 10M
DOD't delay. Writ. toltn DR. HETM1WGEB

410 W. Huron, 6O-B, ChicaC"o. m.
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tr you fee) sour and sunk and the wot"ld looks

punk. don't swallow a lot of ults, mineral water.
oil. laxative candy or c:hewing gum and expect
them to make )'ou Buddenly aweet and buoyant
and lull of sunshine.

For they can't do it. They onlf. move the
bowels and a mere movement doesn t f{et at the

f:~-:u?n~:r~~n.lg~;ao~u~o:u~·~~~-o~u~~~i~~
liquid bile into your bowels daily.

If thi, bile 18 .lot 110winll: freely, your lood
k!oeBn't diKest. It just decays in the bowels. Cas
bloats up your stomAch. You haye a thick. bad
tallt.. and your breath is foul, skin otten breaks
out in blemishes. Your head aches and you f~l
down and ouL Your wbnle system i. poisoned,

It takes those good. old CARTER'S LITTLE.
LIVER PILLS to get thHe two pounds or bile
flowing fret'l,. and make you feel "up and up."
They contain wonderlul, barmless. genUe vet'e.
table extracts, amazing when it cornea to making
the bile fl.ow treely.

But don't ask lor liver pills. Ask lor Carter's
Little Liver Pills. Look for the name Carter'.
Little Liver Pill. on the red label. Resent a sub­
atitute. 25(' at drug .10retS. @ 1931 C. M. Co.
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InsputOT Eames at Aklauik-Station UZK
-tbat is all."

Speedily the)' ~athered. trOOpers, con:­
stahles, w<Xkbmen, trappcrs--e\"cn Peter
Alexei, the old Indian tracker.

Another blil.l.ard raged on that gray
January morning when the posse set out.
~rhey had four dOl; teams and supplies for
ten days.

I·ar ahead on the snow-swept trail. in
hi\ \trange cabin. Albert John\On made
fll'sh-tearing dum-dum bullets by cutting
off the tips of his many rounds .of am­
munition. He had shot a Mountie. But
he had plentv of time to e""ape north­
\\ard. The pOS5e would not even be gath­
ered at AkI3\'ik until after this howling
blizzard. John~on knew. lie packed his
grip and loaded hi'lo guns. lie had no
doJ?, . so he mu ..t travel light.

And then a shot cracked across john·
son's clearing. It was a miracle to the
outlaw-who had never heard of police
broadcasting.

The voice of In\pector Eames rang out:
"I dcmand your surrender in the name of
thr Crown!"

Johnson laughed. and fired into the
undergrowth. The posse poured a hail
of lead at the cabin. But of what avail
wele bullets against that wooden fort?
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