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In writing an adventure story
a writer has to know that he is adventuring
Jfor a lot of people who cannot.

The writer has to take them here and there
about the globe and show them
exccitement and love and realism.

As long as that writer is living the part of an
adyenturer when he is hammering
the keys, be is succeeding with his story.

Adventuring is a state of mind.
If you adventure through life, you have a
good chance to be a success on paper.

Adventure doesn’t mean globe-trotting,
exactly, and it doesn’t mean great deeds.
Adyenturing is like art.

You have to live it to make it real.

—L. RON HUBBARD
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THE CHEE-CHALKER

CHAPTER ONE

THE corpse® was floating just at the bot-
tom of the ladder where the dock® lights
reached thinly through the murky® rain. The
corpse was floating on its face, the way men
will, and the back of the head seemed to move,
though that was just the tide running through
the hair. The tide had the corpse pinned against
a piling so that the arms trailed out at an angle
with the head and the feet curved® in the
same direction. The tide bubbles were full of
phosphorus® and lit it up all along one side.
Sven Nordsen had been drinking for about
seven or eight hours and the quality of the li-
quor in Ketchikan® had finally overcome even
his strong stomach. He was so sick now that
he was nearly sober. He stood on the Tamgas
Trading Dock and wished he was back at sea in
the Mary D, peacefully trolling® for salmon®
with only a storm or two to worry about and
maybe fog. Sven didn’t see the corpse right away.
When he did he leaned out and stared. Then he
gave a shuddering® kind of scream and went
staggering® up the dock to tell somebody
about it. It was a somewhat wild night, even for
Alaska, and so much had happened since dinner

@ corpse [ko:ps] n. P&
@ dock [dok] 7. BBk
@ murky ['ma:ki] a. RRER

@ curve [ka:v] v. FESHY

(®) phosphorus ['fsfaras] n. 3§

® Ketchikan FZFHR ( EET
HERINZRREEEET )

@troll [treul] v. 98
(® salmon ['seemen] n. £

(© shuddering ['fadarin] a. &3}
89, ARERAY
0 stagger ['stzega) v. il



Dflash [flaef] v. EIRFE

@ mission ['mifen] n. {E53,
e

@) uniform [ju:nifom] n. $IRR

@ cap [kaep] n. 1BF

® barkeeper ['ba:ki:pa] n. ;&
IEEtR

® apron [‘eipren] n. E#E

L. RON HUBBARD

time that just one scream attracted no attention.
Sven found Kelly, the night patrolman, and told
him.

Kelly went down to the Tamgas dock and
looked at the corpse. It was still there. Kelly
flashed® his light on it, looked at it for a little
while and then said, “You go find Chief Danton,
Sven. He’s up at the Anchor.”

Sven went up to the Anchor, more sober
now, interested enough in his mission? to
avoid the three fights which lay in his path even
though two of his friends were definitely inter-
ested. He found mild, serious Chief Danton.

“There’s a corpse down at the Tamgas
Dock, Mt. Danton.”

“Who is it?” said Danton, finishing his
drink.

“I don’t know. Kelly said for you to come
down.”

“Have a drink, Sven?”

“Brrrrrre! No.”

“Never say I didn’t offer you one.”

“Well, maybe I better have one.”

“Give him a drink, Mortis,” said Chief Dan-
ton, picking up his uniform® cap@.

“Something up?” said the barkeeper©.

“Naw. Just a body down at Tamgas.”

“Who is it?” said Morris the barkeeper,

blowing his nose on his apron©.
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“I dunno,” said Danton.

Sven watched Danton climb into his black
slicker™ and leave. Morris set up a drink of rotgut®.
> said
Sven apologetically® as he drained the glass.

“Who found it?” said Morris, faintly®
interested.

“I did,” said Sven. “I looked down and there
it was.”

“Anything on him?”

“How do I know? I ain’t got any love for
hauling@ stiffs® around. 1 tell you it sure was

“Takes the fog out of your bones,

some shock to see it down there. Must’ve been
in the water a month or two.”

“Naw,” said Mottis authoritatively®, “they
go to pieces in a month.”

“Damned if they do!” said Njiki the wolf
trapper, down the bar. “I seen a floater up in
Sitka one time that had been in the water two
months.”

“It’s colder in Sitka,” said Morris.

“Yeah, the hell it is. The watet’s warmer. It’s
closer to Japan, isn’t it?”

A young man took a seat near Sven and
threw down a silver dollar. He motioned® Mor-
tis to fill up Sven’s glass.

“You said something about a corpse?” said
the young man.

Sven looked at him with suspicion®. He

@ slicker ['slika] n. F§&<
@rotgut ['rtgat] n. SHE

(@ apologetically [a,pola'd3etikali]
ad &M, IS
@ faintly ['feintli] ad. {5551

®haul [l v §E, $I
® stiff [stif] n.

@ authoritatively [2:'6o:retteitivii]
ad ERUEILD

®trapper ['traepa] n. IRFERH
mes

@ motion ['maufen) v. [a)-FT
FB, B

@ suspicion [sa'spifen)] n. ¥5
28, REE



