








2 ' The Elks Magazine

. This Month joseph T. Fanning

Editor and

Executive Director

Published Under
the Direction of

IMPORTANT news regarding the nation- the Grand Lodge

wide Armistice Night Initiation—A rol-

licking football story by Sam Hellman— Charles S. Hart by the .Natwnal
Timely pictures of stage, screen and radio Business Manager Memorial and
stars—George Creel’s penetrating article . . .
about President Roosevelt’s little known James S. Warren P"bha_ulo_n Com
Cabinet—A stirring tale of strife and ad- Managing Editor mission

venture with an Oregon lumberjack as
the hero—Inspired and inspiring thoughts
on the pursuit of happiness by an anony-
mous author well known to readers—In-

: . . ’ ot 3 - o
teresting information on Elkdom’ north- o Gy - -

- e - . ; o 1 Iy / = FP 73 #R o :
ernmost outpost from two viewpoints— B jf i § | d @ﬁ‘)@ ;’y’ @
that of Grand Exalted Ruler Meier and of (j 4 z ‘ﬂ; 4}1 £ @ 7 & /ffmﬁ : ! i

. -Hon...Scott .C. Bone, former Governor of . et [ L

-
@ Title Itep. U. S. Pat. Off

. rAlaska—a variegated and well balanced .

. issue, the editors feel, and one-which they NATIONAL PUBLICATION OF THE BENEVOLENT AND

Rog. U- S. Patont Offico

h wi h
e, you will find very much o your PROTECTIVE ORDER OF ELKS OF THE
T S ( UNITED STATES OF AMERICA
AT M 1. : Features for October, 1933
.. Next-Month | ’
Ir you like Sam Hellman’s ‘story, “Junk Mother, from an aeddress by James C. B. Millard. . . .. Y |
Sees a Star,” on page 8 of this number, ) —
you will also like William Chamberlain’s | Grand Exalted Ruler, Official Circular No. 2. .. ... .. .......... 6

yarn, “It’s So Romantic,” in next month’s
issue. Both are football stories and both .

are filled to the brim with humor. In | Junk Sees a Star, a story by Sam Hellman................... 8
plot, chaltl'ncters and styl&, hovt\i)e\ier, they ) :
are totally different. evertheless, we ) .
venture to predict that. all sport lovers— Hell'Beaters a story by James Stevens........................ 11
gnd particularly all ]n')]vers b(’lf the sl:ilm- o - he S
 bang, rugged, rough and tumble game that . 3¢ & AY he Screen. b . Bien . ..

N, B, K A here twe tales a Behlnd the Footlights and on t » by Esther R. Bien 14
pair of_ “naturals.”

Cast and Broadcast, by Phillips Coles. .. ................... ... 16

The'Ménagement of Happiness, an anonymous article. . ... ... 17

NRA

AS ou probably noticed in last month’s . . . .
issue, The Elks Magazine is a member | Further Information on the Nation-Wide Bridge Contest,
of NRA. The Familiar “Blue Eagle” ap- an article by Bede Armstrong. . .......... .. ... ... ... ... 23
peared on the September Contents Page,
as it does again this month and as it will . .
recurrently henceforth. Editorials. . . ... ... . e 24,
The magazine pub‘]]isliers olf the nati(in i
—some eight thousand altogether—recent . .
banded tggether for the gpul'pose of cg- Under the Spreadmg Antlers, News of the Subordinate Lodges.. 26

operating with the Federal ?uthorities in .
their efforts to increase employment, buy- o e

ing power and prices. Under the title of News of the State Associations. . ... .......................... 30
the “Periodical Publishers Institute” a .
Board of Directors of twenty-three execu- | The Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits ........................... 31
tives, and particu]a:jl{ afn Execu{live (l‘.)om-
mittee (of the Board) of seven, have been .
hard at work developing a code that would Alaska—Life and Lure of the NOl‘thland,
accomplish the Government’s objectives an article by Hon. Scott C.Bone ............ ... ... 0... 33
and at the same time prove helpful to the

magazine business.

The Mystery of the Secret Cabinet, an article by George Creel.. 20

Elks will be gratified to know that the Elkdom OQutdoors. . .....cccv e, S 34
large group of fraternal gullilic;tions I(:f
the country is represente oth on the
P. P. I’s Board of Directors and on its | Cross-Word Puzzle .......... ... .. ... . o il 33

Executive Committee by Charles S. Hart,

Business Manager of The Elks Magazine. Cover Design by Orson Lowell

“To inculcate the principles of Charity, Justice, Brotherly Love and Fidelity;
to promote the welfare and enhance the happiness of its members; to quicken
the spirit of American patriotisn; to cultivate good fellowship. . . .”

—From Preamble to the Constitution, Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks.

The Flks Magazine, Volume 12, No. 5, October, 1933. Published monthl 5 it 43 3 New Y N. Y., by the Bencevolent 'y iv s
otered o =+ 0. 9. 3 . at 50 Eait 42nd Street, New York, N. Y., by the Bencevolent and P'rotective Order of Elks, U. 8, 4
Lntg{td as secum{ cluss matter May 17. 1922, at the Post Office at New \‘oﬂi. N. Y., under the Act of August 24, 1912, Aceeptance for mailing at speeial rate of llosln;}&
l!)yol\ ded for in Sectlon 1103, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized May 20, 1922. Printed In New York City, N. Y. &ingle copy, price 20 cents.  Subseription price In the
l:; ltcld sxagea and Possesslons, for Non-Elks, §2.00 a year; for Elks, $1.00 a year. For postage to Canada add 50 cents; for forcign postage add $1.00, Subscriptions are pay.
:ult. n advance. 1In ordering change of address It Is cssentlal that you send us: 1. Your mame and member’s number; 2. Number of your lodge: 3. New address: 4. 4
iu'drcsu. Please also notify your Lodge secretary of change. and allow four weeks’ time. Address notlee of ¢hanges to THE ELKS MacaziNe, at address above. Manuscripts must
he Lypewritten and accompanicd by return postage. They will be handled with care, but this magazine assumes no responsibitity for their safety.

Copyright, 1933, by the Bencrolent and Protective Order of Elks of the United States of Amcerica



































































e

L4l

A FRATERNAL AND
PATRIOTIC EVENT

B On the eleventh of this month Armistice Day will
be observed, commemorating the cessation of the
active hostilities of the World War. It is an occasion of
‘world wide significance. It holds a peculiar significance
for our own people. -
. _Even after the fifteen years that have elapsed since
the Armistice was concluded, every Elk will vividly
recall the joyful acclaim with which the great news was
received; and will experience again something of the
devout thankfulness that pervaded every heart at the
thought that the dreadful slaughter of human beings
had ceased, and that the nations of the world could
once more turn into the paths of peace.

In nearly every city, town and hamlet of our country
the anniversary will be celebrated with appropriate
ceremonies. Innumerable groups will unite in prayers of
thanksgiving for the continuance of our peace; and will
reconsecrate themselves to patriotic loyalty. And in
every Elks Lodge room the members will assemble to
share in this nation-wide celebration. A

But for Elks the occasion will hold not only a patriotic
significance; it will be a great fraternal event as well;
for it is designed that at that time the greatest class of
initiates in its-history will be received into the Order.

Following the suggestion of Grand Exalted Ruler
Meier, each subordinate Lodge has been engaged for
weeks in a concerted effort to have in readiness the
largest possible -number of candidates to be con-
temporaneously initiated in a unique ceremonial.

e Lodges in the East will begin the initiation at ten
o’clock P. M.; those in the central states at nine o’clock;
those in the Rocky Mountain zone at eight o’clock; and
those on the Pacific slope at seven o’clock. Local
standard time will govern in each case. Thus the
i:leremonies will be conducted in each Lodge at the same

our.

At ten thirty o’clock, P. M., Eastern Standard time, -
the initiatory ceremonies having been concluded in all
Lodges, the Grand Exalted Ruler will address the
members over the radio, with a hook-up that will reach
every locality. The broadcast will be concluded at
eleven o’clock by the rendition of the Eleven O'Clock
Toast. .

The importance of the event and its possibilities for
the Order and its constituent Lodges must be obvious

e
e
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toall. Itisequally clear that its success and the realiza-
tion of its highest value to the Order must depend upon
the earnestness and enthusiasm with which the respec-
tive Lodges enter into the spirit of the occasion; and
upon their careful compliance with the formulated plan.

There should be a large class in each Lodge, com-
posed of wholly desirable initiates. The ceremonies
should be conducted at the hour specified. A radio
receiving set and loud speaker should be installed in
each Lodge room. And every Elk who can do so should
attend the meeting of his Lodge. ) ) )

If a proper spirit of cooperation is evinced and if
individual members display the interest in_the event
which its importance justifies, it will not only insure a
substantial increase in our membership, but will also
prove an inspiring experience that cannot fail to brmg
about a revival of fraternal interest and enthusiasm
throughout the whole Order.

WHY STAND YE
IDLE ALL THE DAY?

B It will be recalled that in one of the biblical parables
it is related that a husbandman, seeking laborers
for his vineyard which was ripe for the harvest, hired
some in the morning and others at noon. Still later
in the day he saw a number of idle men in the market
place; and asked them why they stood idle all the day.
They replied that n6 man had hired them. He then
employed them. And at the end of the day he paid
them all the same full day’s wage. o
Without attempting to make any special application
of the lesson of the parable, but only reciting it as the
source of the caption hereof, it is to be noted that there
are many members of our subordinate Lodges who have
stood idle nearly “all the day,” while workers in the
fraternal vineyard have been sadly needed. The
membership rolls have been steadily depleted and
they have seemingly regarded the result as ine:wtable
and have not bestirred themselves to prevent it or to
make good the losses. They have permitted the ever
faithful few to undertake the task which should receive
the coopérative attention of all.

e call for service is again sent forth by the Grand
Exalted Ruler. A new campaign is on for a specially
selective class of new members, to be initiated on the
night of Armistice Day, in a manner which will make the
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occasion one of national patriotic significance as well as
one of fraternal importance.

The fields are white for the harvest. Are you doing
your share of the work in your Lodge? Or are you
still standing idle?

Remember, the day is not fully spent. Go into the
vineyard. You will be surprised to find what a rich
harvest awaits the reaping. And your pay will be a full
day’s wage of satisfaction in a fraternal duty performed.

THE ANTLERS COUNCIL

B The interesting report of the Antlers Counsellor

made to the Grand Lodge at Milwaukee, disclosed
that there are now forty-five actively functioning Antler
Lodges, located in nineteen states. The total member-
ship approximates thirty-six hundred. And nearly five
hundred former members of the junior organization have
become members of the Order.

The growing importance of this adjunct made it
obvious that appropriate statutory provision should be
made for its more effective supervision, to be exercised
with a sympathetic attitude toward its wider extension.
Accordingly the Grand Lodge created a new Com-
mittee, to be known as the Antlers Council, to consist
of three members, and whose Chairman shall be known
as the Antlers Counsellor.

Under this new legislation, and under the administra-
tion of the Antlers Council as a directly responsible
agency, designed to promote that result, the Antlers
should grow rapidly in members and become an in-
creasingly valuable affiliate of the Order in its fraternal
work among the boys and young men of our country.
And it is to be confidently anticipated that this fruit-
ful field will yield a continuing harvest of young, in-
Sergsted and wholly desirable members to the parent

rder.

OUR FRATERNAL HYMN

B “Auld Lang Syne” is recognized as the fraternal
hymn of the Order of Elks. By custom, though not
by legislative enactment, we have adopted it as such.
From the earliest days of our history the sweet old song,
so full of fraternal sentiment, has played a part in most
of our ceremonials. And it is almost invariably the
concluding number on the programs of Elk occasions.
The words are attributed to the great Scottish Bard,
Robert Burns. Undoubtedly he adapted them into the
present accepted form. But Burns himself stated that
he took them down from an old man’s singing; and that
they had never been previously printed or put in manu-
script. It was an old folk song and had been familiar
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throughout Scotland for generations before Burns was
born. The origin of the words is lost in the mists of
tradition.

So, too, the composer of the familiar music is un-
known. The tune is an old Lowland melody called
“] See’d A Lad At Michaelmas.” It admirably fits
the words and the sentiment embodied in them; and
has become universally popular.

The custom, which was quite general in the earlier
days of the Order, for the members at Lodge meetings
to form a circle and join hands during the singing,
has fallen into disuse. This is perhaps because of the
larger numbers usually now present. But it is a good
old custom. It promotes a feeling of friendly intimacy
and adds a distinctively fraternal touch which should
encourage its reestablishment for auld lang syne.

SUBORDINATE LODGE BUDGETS

B In a survey conducted by the Lodge Activities
Committee it was found that many of the subordi-
nate Lodges made no attempt to properly budget their
income and expenditures. And, as might have been ex-
pected, the Committee reported ‘‘an astonishing coinci-
dence in the Lodges that showed satisfactory financial
records and those that maintained a budget system.”’

To insure a better administration of Lodge finances,
the Grand Lodge amended Section 128 of the Statutes,
making it mandatory upon the subordinate Lodges
annually to adopt a segregated budget; and to strictly
adhere to it, except that it may be amended by a two-
thirds vote of the Lodge at a regular meeting.

The wisdom of this provision is apparent. It is the
very essence of common sense and of sound business
practice. And the District Deputies should be alert to
insure compliance with the statute by the Lodges in
their respective jurisdictions.

The Committee prepared and distributed to the sub-
ordinate Lodges an elaborate Model Budget Chart,
which not only contained a detailed financial budget
plan but also outlined certain suggested activities de-
signed to increase membership interest. Later, and in
response to numerous requests, the Committee also
ijssued a pamphlet containing valuable information
relating to budgets generally; and many specific sug-
gestions as to those to be prepared to meet peculiar
conditions in the different Lodges. :

These documents will be found most helpful. With
their aid every Lodge of the Order should be able
intelligently to prepare its preliminary budget. And,
when this is adopted, it should not be amended nor de-
parted from except in circumstances which require it
in the promotion of the true purposes of the Order.
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The Management of Happiness

disease can try to gain a foothold inside of
me without my being made instantly aware
of it. I dare not-be a glutton at meal
times. I dare not overwork and so deny
myself. of restoring play and exercise. I
dare not allow myself to worry. I dare
do nothing that is not conducive to the
good health and longevity, not only of the
diabetic, but of every man woman and child.

Many people would pity me. I must be so
careful! I must calculate my rations by
the grams, thereby
getting no more
calories in a day
than my body re-
quires. I must fore-
go the indigestible
pies and pastries,
cakes and candies
that help to send so
many people to an
early grave. I must
disinfect instantly
that “trifling” cut
or scratch and not
allow it to develop
into something seri-
ous. Poor me! Be-
cause I do not want
to die, within six
months or a year, I
must attend to all
of those little, im-
portant things that
should make me
live to a ripe old
age!

I hope that my
readers will not get
the impression that
I go about like a
valetudinarian,
flicking imaginary

rains of sugar .
rom my coat-sleeve. I live a normal
healthy, happy life. I play golf—and often
crack ninety; I dance—and without menace
to my partner’s fragile shoes; I call a
three-mile walk a stroll; I can still show
some of the young fellows a thing or two
about boxing; I even take a drink oc-
casionally—and if it is not sweetish soda-
pop I must be condoned for—alas!—only
distilled liquors are permitted the poor
diabetic!

I live as ewveryone should live. I eat
what I should eat—and that is pretty
nearly what everyone should eat in quantity
and kind. I take some sort of exercise
every day. I work hard and play hard.
I try to create around me an atmosphere
of peace and happiness—a placidity and a
gaiety that will add years to anybody’s life.

I am only a potential invalid. Actually,
I am a heaithy man.

THERE are nearly one million, five hun-
dred thousand diabetics in the United
States. Of every one hundred readers of
this article, at least one of them will have
a mild, moderate or severe form of dia-
betes. At least three of them will have
some relative who is diabetic. And nearly
all of them will be acquainted with some-
one who has the disease.

Each year the numbers of this great
army are increased. Whence come the
recruits? From among men and women—
and children, also—who become too fat.
From among the sedentary workers, the
brain-workers, the “white-collar class,”
who do not take enough exercise. From
among those persons who, like myself,
though neither fat nor sluggish, suffer a
great shock and a long-sustained grief.

(Continued from page 19)

The more deplorable fact is that so-many
people die of diabetes. The mortality rate
of this disease is increasing rather than
decreasing. Mild diabetics are permitting
themselves to become moderate diabetics;
moderate diabetics are permitting them-
selves to become severe diabetics. And the
severe diabetics are committing suicide.

-Many diabetics misunderstand the vir-
tues of Insulin. Insulin is no magic cure.

It merely allows of a more generous diet,

“Sez You!”

a greater carpohyglrate intake than was pos-
sible to the diabetic before Insulin was avail-
able. A common and a suicidal practice
1s to eat that slice of cake, that piece of
pie, those deadly bonbons and chocolate
eclairs, and then take an extra dose of
Insulm. “to take care of it.”

A diabetic’s well-meaning relatives and
friends are often his most active enemies.
Wi ithout realizing what they are doing,
they urge the diabetic to commit follies
that lead to his destruction. After an
evening of bridge a repast is served. (Why?

. wonder. Has not evéryone present had
his three square meals that ay?) The
diabetic among the guests has, upon eat-
ing the‘last' bite of his evening meal, ful-
filled his dietary obligations. He has al-
ready had the So-many-grams- of protein,
fat“ and carbohydrate that is his daily fare.

> a little slice of chocolate layer
cake won’t hurt you!” says the misguided
hostess. “I baked it myself. Do eat a
piece of it!”

Why does she not hand her friend a
loaded revolver and say, “Oh, it won't
hurt you to shoot yourseif only in the hip!
Do put a bullet into you {”

No one will take diabetes seriously
enough. It would seem that people every-
where make a point of trying to break
down my Wwill power, to shatter my re-
solve to live in health and to beat this
insidious foe of mine at his own game,
One woman will tell me that her father
had diabetes and ke didn’t eat “just-so,” as
I do. I ask her drily what became of her
father and she tells me that he is dead.
But, she hastily adds, he didn't die of dia-

betes; he died of a carbuncle. T may ex-
plain that many diabetics die of car-
buncles. -

Another acquaintance, in like solicitude
for my abstinences, will tell me of a cousin
of hers who had diabetes. This young
man laughed at his doctors. What's a
little sugar in the blood? I find out that
this cousin, too, is dead, but neither di
he die of diabetes. He dropped dead one
day of heart disease. I may tell my readers
that quite a few
diabetics drop dead
one day of heart
disease.

On the tombstone
of every diabetiC
who dies in coma
or of some malady
directly traceable
to diabetes there
might well be 1n-
scribed this sng}‘uﬁ-
cant epitaph: e
didn’t know—or he
didn’t care.”

PeruAPS that
would be an_ap-
propriate  epitaph
for many non-dia-
betics who _die be-
fore their time. It
isn't so much that
they do not care.
Rather it is that
experience, that
hard but capable
instructor, has not
made good Mana-
gers of them.

The qualifica-
tions of a good
Manager are these:
He must have a
clear vision of the
end to be accomplished and a thorough
knowledge of the means at his disposal.
He needs enough hope to light the way and
enough courage to sustain him in times of
stress. He requires enough will power
to do the things he should do, and enough
self-control to keep himself from doing the
things he should not do. He needs enough
Jaunty recklessness to attempt the seem-
ingly impossible and, at the same time,
enough caution to attempt it judiciously.

How many of us, into whom Life has
not mercilessly beaten and hammered these
qualifications, are good Managers?

As soon as I learned that the science of
keeping a_diabetic patient alive was tech-
nically called “The Management of Dia-
betes Mellitus,” I realized that the enemy
was playing into my hands. Management,
as my contemporary, Octavus Roy Cohen
would say, is something I don't know
nothing else but.

I will admit that managing Diabetes has
been easy for me. Diabetes has been
likened to a raging lion. Out of control,
it bites and claws to death. But safely
caged it is no more than a lamb. I have
my lion safely caged. I intend to keep it
there, behind stout bars, where it can only
roar its threats and lunge at me without
avail. Its management entails certain petty
nuisances, such as the sterilization of in-
struments and the taking of hypodermic
injections twice a day; the calculation and
weighing of food three times a day. It
entails, also, a certain amount of self-
denial, and a constant vigilance that is col-
loquially called watching one’s step.

Self-denial! It is not very difficult for
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me to forego a piece of pie after my years
as a crippled boy, watching other children
run races, jump fences and climb trees.

Petty nuisances! What do they amount
to after ycars and years of manual and
electrical massages, twisting and stretch-
ing of atrophied muscle and deformed bone,
steel braces that bruised to bleeding ankle
and knee and hip?

Constant vigilance—watching one’s step!
I have always literally had to watch my
step. If I did not, I should be down at the
bottom of the stairway much faster than
a normal man would go down; but less
comfortably! My toes would stub every
crack and prominence of the pavement, to
my undoing., I'd be hit and run over by
so many taxicabs, private automobiles and
street cars that all by myself I'd carry my
home city to the top of the list of pedes-
trian casualties.

That I do not topple down stairways,
trip and fall on pavements, and am not run
down by every vehicle on the street;. that
I can actually go about with even greater
safety than you can, is due to Management.
I must be very careful; you need not be.
You think that you can probably make the
other side of the street before that on-
coming automobile reaches  the intersec-
tion. I know full well that I can make
the other side of the street—but not until
after the automobile has whizzed past. So
you run on, and I wait secure on the cor-
ner near the mailbox.

Out of every thousand accidental deaths,
how many of the victims were cripples?
Like Little Orphan Annie’s goblins, an
automobile may get me yet; but it will
have to run up on the sidewalk to do it.

I have, in addition, the attitude of the
driver for my protection. He sees me
crossing the street; he notices my lame-
ness; he decides that I’ll probably not get
across very quickly; he stops. IHe doesn’t
stop for you because he believes you will
run, jump, or do whatever is necessary to
save your life. Too often he is mistaken.

When I drive an automobile, the same

cautiousness, engendered by a recognition

of my limitations, hovers over me like a

Heffernan has when it comes to signals and
trick formations. I even takes a hand
myself, but I'd have much better luck ’teqch-
ing fish to climb flag-poles. The boy’s just
ex-brains.

“It's no use,” admits Heffernan, finally.
“We'll have to call his plays for him and
lead ’em into him by the ear.”

I don’t know just what that means, but
when we lines up against Arrandale the
next day I finds out. No signals are needed
and none are used. Junk, parked at left
guard, tears holes in the line a guy could
walk through with an armful of grand
pianos, and the Radmore backs parade.

There’s no stopping Hennessey. With
vicious thrusts of his head and shoulders
and sweeps of his arms he crumples the
whole right side of Arrandale’s defense.
In ten minutes we've reecled off two touch-
downs. L.

In desperation Arrandale pulls in its
wings, leaving the ends unprotected, but
Gil takes no advantage of the situation.
His plan calls for shooting each play off
Junk’s guard and he sticks to it without
a break. He’s taking no chances of con-
fusing IMennessey with sudden shifts.

After our third score I meets up with
- Dink Travis, the Arrandale trainer, who's
been busier than a surgeon on a battlefield.

“Where,” he growls, “did you get that
bruiser ?”

guardian angel. I have driven automobiles
for twenty years—on city streets, through
country lanes, over mountain roads—and
I have never so much as bruised a fender
in a collision with another car. As a
pedestrian I am so used to letting the other
fellow have the right of way that I can't
lose the habit when I climb into the
driver’s seat.

Do not confuse cautiousness with timid-
ity . A man who has fought a finish fight
with that ogre Poliomyelitis and has
learned to walk with legs hardly fitted for
the purpose, has long ago forgot the sensa-
tion of timidity. Many men are so timid
about being timid that they lose sight of
the value of caution. And a reasonable
degree of caution (which is, after all, only
an indication of the functioning of the
reasoning brain Nature has given us) is
one of the important attributes of a good
Manager.

I BELIEVE I have proved that in spite
of, or because of, my physical -handicaps,
my chances for longevity are greater than
the normal man’s. I have not had space
enough to present all the evidence at my
command. I have not mentioned the in-
creased alertness, acquired by the deafened
man, of the remaining senses. I have said
nothing about the mental attitude that so
strongly influences the physical side. These
matters I must hold in reserve until we are
together again,

Three years ago, when I lay in the
hospital, my doctor said to me: “If you
do not take care of yourself, you will die.”

He might as truthfully have said that to
any man who has not diabetes.

He said further: “But if you do take
care of yourself, you will probably live
longer than you would have lived.”

_In that statement is the physician’s in-
dictment against the folly of Man in
his way of living.

However averse I am to being didactic,
my hard, adventurous life points a moral.
It is not a new lesson, but it is, unfortu-
nately, one that goes unheeded by almost

Junk Sees a Star

(Continued from page 10)

“At an outdoor school for undernour-
ished children,” I grins. “Don’t he look
feeble?”

“He looks to me,” comes back Travis,
“like a couple of guys I once saw in a
boiler factory.”

“And what,” I demands, “were you doing
at a boiler factory? Ordering yourself a
necklace of square-cut boilers?”

“Never mind what I was doing,” snorts
Dink, “but if that junky of yours is a
Simon-pure I'm St. James the Lesser.
How you paying him—by the month or by
the murder ?”

“What a wicked thought!” I exclaims,
shuddering delicately. “Here's a sickly boy
giving his all for the red and green and
ready to die for dear old Radmore—"

“I'm glad he’s ready,” cuts in Travis,
and turns a pair of narrowed eyes upon me.

“T see,” says I. “Ordering the works?”

“I ain’t ordering nothing,” snaps Dink,
“but it ain’t my fault if bones break instead

* of bending.”

Just then the first half ends and I tells
Heffernan of my conversation with Travis,
but he refuses to be annoyed and laughs
off the suggestion of pulling Junk from
the line-up. )

“Arrandale hasn’t got what it takes to
turn a tibia,” says Gil. “Besides, I want
to try out Hennessey at full.”

“Without signals?” I asks.
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everyone. Thousands of year ago ZEsop
pointed it in his fable of the Tortoise and
the Hare. Life has slowed me up so that
I am the Tortoise. Plodding and plugging
along, far more slowly and laboriously
than the Hare, I have more time for obser-
vation and reflection, more time to learn
how to manage the winning of the race.
Logically, the Tortoise should not win.:
For the fleet and nimble Hare the course
is easy. No doubt it is too easy.

If I, deafened and lame, can cross streets
in safety and drive an automobile without
misadventure, why should a sturdy man
ever be injured in traffic or involved in a
collision? If I, with deadly diabetes dog-
ging my steps like a shadow, can yet live
in health and strength, why should you, a
normal man, be statistically marked for
death before the age of sixty-two?

Most of you cannot be as happy as I am
—and in my next article I shall demon-
strate the truth of this strange declaration
—but nearly all of you can maintain a
physical condition at least equal to mine
and can live as long as I intend to live.
You can accomplish these objectives with
an ease that is denied me. My difficult
problem is the Management of Diabetes.
Your simple problem is the Management
of Normal. Living.

I have made up my mind to live to be a
hundred years old. I am thirty-eight now,
so I must continue to take care of myself
for sixty-two years. It involves nothing
more than eating wisely, sleeping soundly,
exercising moderately, working sensibly,
playing whole-heartedly—living judiciously.

Whenever a man reaches his centenary,
he is given the coveted opportunity to tell
the world how he did it. I want the re-
porters to flock around me on that distant
day so that I may show them not only
that I did it, but that I did it with Dia-
betes Mellitus, Poliomyelitis and Otosclero-
sis to keep me company on the long
journey.

And when the reporters ask me the
proverbial question, I am going to say in
a young-old voice:

“I’ve been a darn good Manager.”

“I got a signal,” returns the coach. “It’s
‘one-two-three-star Hennessey!” and calls
for a smash at center.”

“No variations?” I puts in.

“Not any,” answers Heffernan. “I'll
have the ball practically handed him, and
T'll eat your other shirt if he doesn’t crack
Arrandale wide-open in the middle. You
don’t think the signal’'s too complicated,
do you?”

“Better just hand him the ball without
numbers,” I suggests. “The one thing you
can't underestimate around here’s Junk’'s
capacity for savvy. He might confuse the
signal with a reflection on his mother’s
cooking or his old man’s taste in peni-
tentiaries.”

AS it happens Hennessey gets his hooks
on the ball before it was intended he should.
On a fumble at the kick-off he grabs the
pig-skin and runs it about thirty yards in
th: wrong direction, smearing three or four
of our lads before he’s shown the error of
his ways and tumbled. Nevertheless, Junk's
at full when play’s resumed and I'm on
my toes for his first crash at the line.
And a crash it is. Head down between
his concrete shoulders Hennessey bangs
into Arrandale’s mid-section, but the wall
holds pretty well. Junk's caught in a jam
(Continued on page 38)
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(Continued from page 37)
and lifted above it like a wave that’s
smashed against a rock. A sccond of that—
then he butts himself loose and gets c]ea}r
on the far-side of the line. Arrandale’s
right after him, but Hennessey's snaked
off fifteen yards before the whistle blows.

“Ten or twelve shots like that,” gloats
Heffernan, “and there won’t be a line tfo
go against. It'll be a thoroughly wet news-
paper.”

Six shots are enough. On the seventh
Junk breaks through into the open_an
races the ball to the pay-off posts. From
then on it's an amble.

Arrandale keeps dragging men off the
field and sending in other ewe lambs for
the sacrifice, but it makes no difference
to Junk. With the session a little more
than half over and with two home-made-
Hennessey touchdowns in, the boy again
breaks through center, shakes off four or
five hangers-on and hot-foots for the goal.
It looks like a clear field ahead until Allen,
the hundred and thirty pound Arrandale
quarter and ten-flat swifty, cuts through
the interference and starts after Junk.

About twenty yards from the finish line
Allen throws himself at the runner for a
waist-high tackle. Hennessey slows up for
a moment to pry the signal-shouter loose,
but that gives Thorndike, an Arrandale end,
a chance to come up. Suddenly Junk comes
to a full stop, drops the ball, tears Allen
loose and lifting him high overhead hurls
him crashing into Thorndike. Both drop
to the earth out cold. Then Hennessey
picks up the pill and trots across. .

Arrandale lets out a howl like a stricken
she-wolf and the upshot of it is that Junk’s
ordered from the game.

“What for?” he demands of me. .

“For unnecessary roughness.” I replies.

“Who says it's unnecessary?” shouts
Hennessey. . .

“The same guy,” I tells him, “who says
it's rough.”

“What a sissy game!” snorts Junk.

II

In the next two weeks Hennessey takes
us to a couple of victories over elevens we
haven’t beaten in years, but it’s just a chore
to him. Radmore tries to make a fuss
over the oaf but Junk'll have no part of it,
resisting all advances with sneers and
scowls and an occasional right swing.

Then, rather without warning, the kid
mellows down—off the field—a fact which
I attributes to the refining influence of
college life. And I'm not so far wrong.

I'm sitting on the porch of our joint
boarding house about eleven bells one night
when Junk passes by on the other side of
the street—and with him’s a chick! /}t
the distance I can’t place the pan, but she’s
a quick little trick about five feet six,
who'd weigh all of a hundred pounds if she
carried a five pound Angora cat in one
hand, and a five pound freshly caught salmon
in the other, The pair soon vanish from
sight, but in less than a half hour Hen-
nessey’s with me.

“Who's the twist I just seen on your
wrist?” I inquires.

“Oh, just a dame in my asteronomy
class,” replies Junk, trying to look easv
the hard way. “Say,” he goes on, did
you know that asteronomy was all about
stars?”

“Stage stars?” I puts in.

“Naw,” grunts Hennessey.
up there.”

“Fancy!” I exclaims. “You've been in
Old Joblots’ astronomy class for a month.
What'd you think he was talking about?”

“I don’t know,” comes back Junk. “I
never asked him.”

“I see,” says I, “and tonight you found
out all about the starry-heavens.”

“Yep,” he returns. “Me and Minnie—"

“Them stars
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I thought to horn in on this deal, for a
cut. But not now. Not on somebody like
Miss Purroy. I want a fair cruise and esti-
mate for her. That should slab maybe
three-quarters off the price. That'’s all.
Me, I'm out of it . . . I'll just be loggin’
on. . .”
But Ruth Purroy had another idea, after
Grizz Whalen, the old hocker, had made
her understand things about Spike Hallisey.
It hit the rigger somewhat like' a falling
tree.

Spike was at the cookhouse table for a
delayed breakfast. Before him a mighty
stack of flapjacks smoked. Behind him the

soft tones of the lady timber baron mur-
mured words that made Spike’s ears feel
large and hot. Then:

“And now I must hire a new camp fore-
man,” said the lady timber baron. “One
whom I can trust. Mr. Hallisey, will you
take the job?”

For a long moment Spike stared word-
lessly into the fragrant steam that curled
up from the flapjacks. He knew what it
meant to be a woods boss. It meant the
worry of responsibility. It meant thinking,
tough thinking about matters that couldn’t
be settled by brawn in action. And think-
ing was hard on a logger. It bothered his
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sleep, took his appetite, and set hammers
to pounding in his head. Nope. Not for
him. For Spike Hallisey the free trails,
the job that could be licked by fist and
boot alone—
_ But meals make the man—when the man
is a logger. Unconsciously Spike had
forked up a buttered mouthful of flapjack.
Suddenly he relaxed. His eyes closed.
Then, over his chilly doubts, warm and
melting flavors flowed. Spike’s rugged
countenance was sunned by a blissful grin.
At last he breathed words.

“Better’'n your biscuits even,” breathed
Spike Hallisey. “Ma’am, I'm hired.”

The Mystery of the Secret Cabinet

Homer Cummings was State’s attorney
for Fairfield county at the time, so that
his was the duty of prosecution. On the
face of it, the case looked absurdly simple,
for even if Israel had not confessed, proof
of his guilt seemed to be oveg‘whelmmg.
A waitress testified to seeing him a block
from the scene of the crime five to ten
minutes before the shooting. Four other
witnesses, who saw the killing, ldentlﬁed
Israel as the man they had seen running
away after the fatal shot. .

An eminent expert on ballistics was
called in by the Bridgeport police, and his
lengthy experiments had every appearance
of conclusiveness. Bullets fired from the
revolver found on Israel's person at the
time of his arrest were declared to have the
same “lands” and “grooves” as were on
the bullet extracted from the body of
Father Dahme,

THE usual bloodhound breed of prosecu-
tor, presented with such a mass of evidence,
would have rested content, and licked his
jowls at the certainty of a death penalty.
The law, of course, presumes the innocence
of the accused until guilt is proved, but
not one State’s attorney in a hundred ever
proceeds upon that theory, nearly all striv-
ing for a conviction as though their own
lives depended on a verdict of guilty.
Homer Cummings, fortunately for Israel,
was the one man in the hundred. As he
saw it, the primary duty of a lawyer exer-
cising the high duty of a public prosecutor
was not to convict, but to see that justice
was done. Instead of accepting the case
as handed to him by the police, therefore,
he read its details with the most scrupulous
care, and then prepared to verify every

item for himself, taking nothing for
granted. ) .
An interview with Israel speedily de-

veloped the point that the accused man now
repudiated his confession, insisting_on his
absolute ignorance of the crime. He had
confessed, he said, in order “to get a rest,
and because everything was against him.”
Investigation uncovered the fact that he
had been “questioned” for hours at a time,
and physicians of standing, after due exam-
ination, testified that Israel was a moron
type peculiarly susceptible to fatigue and
suggestion.

Israel further stated that he had been
at a motion picture theatre in Bridgeport
at the time of the murder, and named the
four pictures he had seen. Mr. Cummings,
on checking up, found that the four pic-
tures had been shown on the evening of
the murder, and in the exact sequence Israel
had described.

Turning to the stories told by the vari-

ous witnesses, he spent evening after eve-
ning at the scene of the crime, acting out
just what the men and women had sworn

(Continued from page 22)

to having seen. As a consequence, it stood
clear that it would have been humanly
impossible for an identification to- have
been made by three of the witnesses. A
fourth said that the slayer had “one of
those black pistols,” while the revolver
taken from Israel was nickel-plated.

A fifth witness, who stood within six
feet of Father Dahme at the time of the
shooting, was unable to give any more ac-
curate description than that the killer wore
an overcoat and a gray cap. Israel’s cap
was an olive green. Coming at last to the
waitress who claimed to have seen Israel
pass her restaurant a few minutes before
the murder, Mr. Cummings found that it
was impossible to distinguish passersby,
owing to the fact that there was a glass
partition between the front window and
the counter where she stood.

These investigations concluded, he turned
to the evidence of the expert on ballistics
who held that the fatal bullet had passed
through Israel’s revolver. Almost at once
he found weak spot after weak spot, and
thoroughly dissatisfied, called in six other
experts and outlined the experiments he de-
sired to make. The mortal bullet was
found to have well defined lands and
grooves, while bullets fired from the
Israel revolver had none. Various other
points of difference were noted, and at the
conclusion of the experiments, the six ex-
perts were unanimous in the declaration
that the mortal bullet could not possibly
have passed through the Israel revolver.

On the morning of Harold Israel’s trial,
therefore, Homer Cummings rose in his
place and gravely remarked that: “It goes
without saying that it is just as important
for a State’s attorney to use the great
powers of his office to protect the innocent
as it is to convict the guilty.” After which
he analyzed the.case in the light of his
investigations, and when he had finished,
moved a dismissal of the indictment, de-
claring that there could be no doubt as to
Israel’s innocence.

The Chief Justice of the Supreme Court
of Errors commented as follows: “No finer
example of adherence to highest public
duty, of patient investigation, of steady.and
unbending courage and of quiet disregard
of prejudice and clamor can be found in all
the annals, all the administrations, of all
the State’s attorneys in our State from the
beginning of that office, that the Israel
case furnishes. Nothing of its kind can
excel the cogency of that assemblage of
facts; they fitted in place like the stones
of some mighty and massive building. The
guilty cannot escape such an official; no
more can the innocent suffer through him.”

The Wickersham Committee in_its re-
port on “Lawlessness in Law Enforce-
ment,” also referred to the Israel case as
“a notable illustration of the proper dis-
charge of the prosecutor’s duty.” Both

abroad and in the United States, it has be-
come a legal classic, and President Roose-
velt, a lawyer himself, knew that he was
making no mistake when he selected Homer
Cummings to fill the high post left vacant
by the death of Senator Walsh. Just as
the man from Connecticut will not use the
high office of Attorney General to hound,
harass and grandstand, just so is it cer-
tain that not fear nor favor will turn him
from full enforcement of the law.

HAROLD ICKES, the fifty-nine-year-old
Secretary of the Interior, comes about as
close to being a political chameleon as
any man in public life today. A Republi-
can to begin with, he switched to the Bull
Moose movement in 1912, scurried back
into the Republican ranks in 1916, serving
on the National Committee in support of
Hughes, and in 1924 left the fold again,
managing Hiram Johnson's ill-fated cam-
paign for the presidency. Continuing as
a Progressive Republican until 1932, he
fought valiantly for the election of
Roosevelt.

It may be said in passing that F. R. was
his first winner, for not only did Harold
lose with T. R. in 1912, Hughes in 1916
and Johnson in 1924, but back in the days
of Chicago’s reform waves, he managed
the unsuccessful campaigns of John Harlan
and Charles E. Merriam. Oh, yes! In
1926 he handled Hugh Magill's losing race
as an independent candidate for the United
States Senate.

Grateful to the Progressive Republicans
for their help, President Roosevelt decided
to give them a place in his Cabinet, and
made the offer to California’s Senator
Johnson. Hiram, however, had no desire
to quit the Senate, but took advantage of
the bid to press the claims of the man who
had managed his campaign in 1924, and
succeeded in landing Harold as Secretary
of the Interior.

A very quiet man, this Mr. Ickes, with
rather cold, squinchy blue eyes and a steel
trap mouth. Anything but a hand-shaker,
and at first Washington was inclined to
regard him as a joke that Hiram Johnson
had played on the Democratic party. Be-
fore a month had passed, however, the
whisper began to spread that “Ickes was
the goods.” and today it is quite a loud
cry. An honest man and a very able man,
the people can rest assured that nobody
will grab natural resources, or get any
s?‘gcial privileges, as long as Harold is in
office.

DANIEL CALHOUN ROPER, Secre-
tary of Commerce, is the Administration’s
handyman. Professor Moley may have been
called when a policy was to be decided, but
(Continued on page 46)

















































