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EDITORIAL

MAKE IT ONE TO BE
REMEMBERED

B For many years the subordinate lodges of the

Order have observed the custom of distributing
bagkets of provisions to the poor and needy at Christ-
mas. So general has been this custom that com-
paratively few exceptions have been noted in any
year. The respective communities have come to look
upon it as a charitable activity upon which they can
confidently rely.

The manner in which the lodges have performed
this service, marked by cheeriness and good feeling,
and by considerate and personally displayed kindli-
ness toward the recipients, has given it a distinctive
character. It has become an Elk tradition which is
maintained with happy pride.

Conditions are such this year that the lodges should
exercise the greatest possible generosity in all their
charitable activities. There are so many more thou-
sands in want than is ordinarily the case; and every
community presents this aggravated problem of des-
titution.

The relief agencies which have been established by
government authority, national and local, will miti-
gate these conditions to some extent. But they cannot
meet all needs. And their contributions should not
induce an undue curtailment of those of the sub-
ordinate lodges in their several jurisdictions. )

Certainly there should be no curtailment of the
seasonal charity that is so well established a feature
of the Christmas programs throughout the Order.
On the contrary there should be more and bigger
and better baskets this Christmas than ever before.

There is no lodge whose membership is unable to
finance this particular charity. Surely there is no
lodge whose members would not cheerfully partici-
pate in this benevolent service which is so peculiarly
identified with our Order. '

Let’s formulate our plans early, organize effectively,
contribufe generously, and aid in thé work personally.
Let’s bring the old time' Elk to the service and make
this Christmas one to be long remembered. '

LIFTERS UP

@ The parable of the Good Samaritan is often
referred to as a perfect literary composition.

Its simplicity and succinctness furnish an example
which might well be studied by more verbose writers.

But, of course, its chief value is in the lesson it so
effectively teaches. And this is peculiarly appealing
to Elks, because the hero of the story has been
adopted as an ideal for emulation by all loyal mem-
bers. He was a lifter up.

The thieves, who robbed the traveler and left him
sorely wounded, represent that class of people who
may be termed “beaters up.” They are destructive
and selfishly mercenary, ruthlessly preying upon
others.

The priest and levite, who failed to render assist-
ance to the helpless victim, represent those who may
be termed “passers up.” . They are indifferent to the
suffering and needs of others who, from their narrow
viewpoint, they feel have no family or religious claim
upon them.

But the Good Samaritan represents the “lifters up.”
They ask no questions about family relationship, or
political affiliation, or church membership, or race,
or color. They are not predatory. They are not
callous. They are not bigoted. There is no limit to
the range of their interests. They recognize the
scope of their human obligations. They are eagerly
helpful to all in need.

They not only contribute material things to those
in want; -but their arms are outstretched to lift up
those who are helpless to lift themselves. They bring
comfort and restored courage through personal
kindliness and the practical display of individual in-
terest and sympathy.

That seems to be a pretty good description of Elks
—Lifters Up.

WISE REGULATION
SHOULD FOLLOW :

M  The repeal of the Eighteenth Amendment of

“the Constitution of the United States, which has
held the attention of the whole Country for months
‘past, has now become a fact. That this result is
gratifying to the great majority of our people is
indicated by the overwhelming vote in its favor in
.the states which have definitely recorded their ap-
proval. It is quite generally conceded that national
‘prohibition has proved ineffective to accomplish' its
designed purpose.
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But repeal is only the first step. The control of
the sale of intoxicating beverages will be restored
to the several states. It now remains for them to
determine the methods to be employed, in their re-
spective jurisdictions, in the regulation of that busi-
ness. And this is a matter of superlative importance,
in which every individual citizen has a direct interest.

It is inconceivable that there should be a return to
the conditions which generally prevailed before the
Eighteenth Amendment was adopted. The open
saloon with its attendant evils, the rebuilding of
dominating political power by those engaged in the
sale of liquor, and the opportunities for graft by
those charged with the administration of the laws, are
among the most obvious things to be guarded against.
The largest liberty of individual conduct consistent
with the public welfare, and the encouragement of
true temperance, are among the most obvious bene-
fits to be sought.

This is not a matter of politics in the usual accept-
ance of that term. It is one of wise statesmanship,
to be considered solely with a view to the interests
of the whole people. It demands the best thought of
our legislators, enlighteried by the experiences of
past years in other countries as well as our own.

Every Elk, as a good citizen, is interested in this.
He should do what he reasonably can to assist in the
wisest solution of the problem; for it is a problem
having many ramifications. .

Selfish interests will be alert and astute to seek
sinister advantages for themselves. Patriotic citizens
should be equally alert and astute to prevent that
result and to insure wise legislation and honest ad-
ministration, solely in the interest of society as a
whole.

THE NEW ELECTION
CALENDAR

M The Grand Lodge at Milwaukee enacted a num-
ber of statutory changes affecting the election
calendar of subordinate lodges. Nominations for
office, election thereto and installation of officers have
all been moved forward two months. Hereafter
nominations will first be made in April; elections will
be held in May; and installation services will be con-
ducted in June. The present officers will, therefore,
hold over an additional two months until their re-
spective successors have been duly installed.

The purpose of these amendments is to further
promote the policy of having Grand Lodge and sub-
ordinate lodge activities coincide, as to time, as nearly
as may be practicable. The first step was taken at

Birmingham, when the statutes were amended so as
to make the Exalted Ruler ex officio the Representa-
tive of his lodge to the Grand Lodge.

Under the new amendments, the retiring Exalted
Ruler will have an opportunity -to conduct his ad-
ministration more nearly to the date of the Grand
Lodge session. The annual report of his lodge will
more completely reflect his own year’s service. The
new officer will start afresh, with his duties as Repre-
gentative immediately before him; and, with that
experience at the very beginning of his term, he will
be better equipped to lead his lodge forward in ac-
cordance with the declared policies of the new Grand
Exalted Ruler and of the Grand Lodge.

The changes inaugurated by these amendments
constitute a distinct departure from an administra-
tive plan that has been long maintained. But it is
believed that the wisdom of their adoption will be
demonstrated by a more satisfactory experience in
the conduct of subordinate lodge affairs.

CHILD EMPLOYMENT

B A fine spirit of cooperation has been exhibited

generally throughout the country, in support of
the NRA program formulated for the purpose of
speeding up our industrial rehabilitation. It is a
tribute to the patriotism of the American people;
and its symbol, the Blue Eagle, is everywhere proudly
displayed.

Of course, differences of opinion have arisen, and
have been vigorously expressed, relating to some of
the details of the various codes. That was to have
been expected. But from a national viewpoint it
has been a quite harmonious experience.

And there is one feature which has won practically
unanimous approval. That is the purpose to abolish
child labor. Whatever else The National Recovery
Administration may fail to accomplish, if the en-
ployment of children in arduous and inappropriate
labor be definitely ended, then something really
worth while will have been achieved.

This forward step has been too long delayed; and
the delay has imposed a heavy penalty in dwarfed
intellects, stunted growths, ill health, maimed bodies,
and generally impaired efficiency.

Anything relative to child welfare is of peculiar
concern to Elks; and they will be happy in the
realization that hereafter, in America at least, the
natural heritage of childhood will be better pro-
tected against the definite evil of child labor.
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~Signed and Sealed

He lowered his voice. “Ain’t you fed up
with that mugg you’re married to?”

“No! He's grand. And just because I'm
nice enough to talk to you—you needn’t
think you can take cracks at him before
me. You’re no good, Steve—and only that
we’re sort of the parents of these seals, I
wouldn’t be talking to you.”

“Oh! All right . .. all right, Gracie. No
need gettin’ sore.” He shuffled his feet un-
certainly. “You ain’t got a ten-spot you
could spare, have you, Gracie?” He had a
flash of inspiration. “Id like to buy my
seals a swell dinner of fresh fish.”

She loaned him the ten and walked away
—thoughtfully. Next day when she returned
to the tank, Steve was there. He applauded
her informal vaudeville act. He even made
a suggestion or two which she adopted. Af-
terwards, he reported that his seals had en-
joyed the fish dinner mightily and prevailed
upon her to part with five additional dollars.

That was the beginning. Day after day
Gracie fought her battle. It had been all
right to deceive Lew Lane about visiting her
seals . . . but she wondered what he would
think if he knew that she was also meeting
her former husband. Of course Lew would
never understand that they had nothing in
common but their affection for the seals they
had trained, and that—as a matter of fact—
each day was giving her additional cause to
wonder how she had managed to live with
Steve Gribble as long as she had. She felt
guilty and worried. Steve was shabby and
out of work: he was making a habit of
visiting the tank every afternoon. She tried
to believe that he might snap out of his
slump and get booked somewhere—far, far
away. He was sponging on her and making
life a problem. Fortunately for her peace of
mind she didn’t know what Steve was really
doing.

STEVE was desperate—and concerned only
with his own welfare. He was also resent-
ful of Lew Lane’s prominence in the vaude-
ville world. And so he planned a coup which,
by its audacious publicity value, would
procure for him the bookings he coveted.

He contacted an enterprising young man
who labored on the reportorial staff of a
certain daily paper. Into the ears of this
young man he poured the basic idea for a
grand future story . . . and Steve was not
reluctant to suggest—without actually saying
so—that there might be an undercurrent of
scandal.

The result was that, unknown to Gracie,
this reporter visited the tank at the zoo
the next afternoon, in the company of an
expert photographer. And, the day after that,
the newspaper burst forth with a feature
story of the nifty class.

It told of broken romance and of ro-
mance that perhaps was not dead; it gave
graphic details of how Mr. Steve Gribble,
famous trainer of performing seals, had mar-
ried a young girl in the old circus days
and taught her his profession, and of how
their marriage had gone on the rocks. It
suggested that Steve Gribble was a very fine
sort of chap—bitterly misunderstood—and
explained, by text and picture, that since
Gracie’s marriage to the famous Lew Lane,
she had been miserable over her separation
from her beloved seals.

And then—said the article—"“Day after
day, this once-wed couple meet at the seal
tank in the zoo, where Gracie’s melancholy
scals know their single hour of daily hap-
piness. Side by side, watching them with
proud parental eyes, stand these sealmates:
beautiful girl and handsome man—who are
drawn together, closer and closer, by a bond

(Continued from page 14)

which appears to transcend the love parents
have for their children. These two people
—Steve Gribble and Gracie Lane—have
much in common. They speak the same
language and love the same things. They
have not forgotten the romance they knew,
and when—each afternoon after the im-
promptu performance—they stroll away to-
gether, the crowd is heard to wonder audibly
who they are, and when their romance will
culminate. Children have been known to re-
unite estranged couples, but this promises to
be the first time when orphaned seals might
bring together again a pair of humans who
seem to belong.”

A certain young lady playing on the bill
with Lew that week called the article to his
attention. The evidence was incontrover-
tible, and a great anger suffused the eminent
comedian. There was the story, in the first
place; and, what was worse, the pictures
snapped at the tank wherein Gracie and her
ex-husband were displayed in an attitude
which could well be construed as indicative
of affection.

Lew was innately a sensitive chap—and
to be thus slapped in the face by the man
who had been his wife’s husband was a
trifle more than he could bear. Consumed
by jealousy and a quite justifiable anger,
he rushed to his apartment—where he found
Gracie in tears.

There was a violent scene, in which Gracie
wildly protested her love and innocence.

“Innocent! Sure you are!” shouted Lew.
“I ain’t thinking you two-timed me with that
animal trainer, but I am thinking that you've
made a fool outa me.”

Gracie flung herself on the bed and in-
dulged in an orgy of hysterics. Lew banged
the front door behind him and fifteen min-
uates later staggered into George Atkins’
office.

“Animal acts,” said Mr. Atkins darkly; “I
told you they meant trouble.”

Lew collapsed. “She never done nothing
wrong, George.”

“Training seals is wrong, ain’t it?”

“Wc,ell, it’s all according to how you look
at it.”

“I never look at it. When animal acts
come on, Lew, I walk out. Anyway, you
can’t argue that Gracie ain’t been meeting
this bimbo at the zoo, can you?”

“Anybody can go to a zoo.”

“Sure. But, they don’t. Not to play with
no seals, anyway.” George’s voice was like
acid. “Been to the Friars since this come
out, Lew?’

“No ...?"

“What’ll happen to you is plenty. And
what folks will think. . . . If I was you
I'd give Gracie hell.”

Mr. Lane made a gesture. “I done too
much of that already, George. I made her
cry. I acted like I thought it was her fault.
I'm sorry and I'm going home to apologize.”

George shrugged hopelessly. It was bad
enough to be married to a seal-woman, he
argued, but to apologize to her for being
right was simply scaling the heights of ab-
surdity. He explained that if Lew was sap
enough to forgive Gracie for her animal-
training transgression, he should have enough
gray matter to take full advantage of his
excellent tactical position in the home. Lew
listened for a few minutes, then stalked from
the office. He returned in less than an hour,
his face chalky.

“Read that!” he ordered, shoving a letter
under the pug nose of Mr. Atkins,

“Dearest Lew:
I know I did you wrong, but not like
you think. I hate Steve and didn’t know

that was coming out in the papers. It
is all my fault, but I want you to un-
derstand that I don’t love anybody in
the world except you and my seals.

cannot bring you any more unhappiness,
Lew, so when you read this I will be
gone away, never to return, which I
think is the human thing to do. Then
you can tell your friends that you have
cast me off like an old glove, as the song
says, and you can say all the things
you are thinking about me. Also I am
through with seals forever. I love them
but they have broken the heart I gave
to you, and maybe yours ditto (but I
hope not). I am leaving another
note which gives you my seals and I
only ask you not to trust them to any-
body who will not treat them good.
Also please request whoever you give
them to will they please be extra careful
of Minnie who is very delicate and kind
of sensitive. Goodbye forever, Lew, and
don’t forget I am always true to you.

GRACIE.”

GOSH!” exclaimed Mr. Atkins, glancing
at the stricken countenance of his friend,
“that’s tough.”

“Tough?” groaned Mr. Lane.
rible.”

“And since you left here I learned some-
thing more.” George was all sympathy now.
“I learned that it wasn’t Gracie’s fault at
all. She was just visiting there every day,
playing with her seals, and Steve Gribble
found out about it, and started going there
also. He was broke and couldn’t get no
bookings, so he figured this out as a pub-
licity stunt. Gracie didn’t know nothing
about it.”

“Where is Steve Gribble now ?”

George gave the address of a theatrical
boarding house. Then he leaped to his feet:

“Hey! Lew—wait a minute. Where arc
you going?’

“I'm going to beat hell out of that dirty,
double-crossing so-and-so. I'm going to . . .”

“Steve Gribble, you mean?”

“Yes, Steve Gribble. I'm going to knock
his ugly block off.”

Mr. Atkins was frightened. “You can’t do
that, Lew.”

“Who's gonna stop me?”

“Steve Gribble! That’s who!
your size and awful tough.”

“I'll tough him!" Lew was frantic with
rage. “I got right on my side, George, an
right always wins. And don’t try to stop
me, either.”

“Okey-doke !” George sighed. “I’ll be see-
ing you at the hospital.”

Mr. Lane banged through the front door
of the shabby boarding house, stormed uP
to the fourth floor, and banged on the dooF
of Steve Gribble’s room. 1In answer to the
“Come in,” he entered. Mr. Gribble to°F
one look at Lew’s distorted features and
rose.

“Well,” he inquired pugnaciously, “wb;‘,‘,
are you askin’ for now, Mister I.ew L8RE"_

“I'm asking to see you,” replieq the slent

“It’s ter-

He’s twice

der Mr. Lane. “Me ang e gonnd
settle this thing right now 1 you ar

* * * * * ”

“Where you been the last three days?

inquired George Atkins.

“Busy,” answered Lew as best he could
th}"ci_tlxgh puf%d lips.

mm! Did you see Stev ibble ?”

“Yeh. I seen him.” e Gribb

“I thought so.” Mr. Atkins looked with-
out compassion upon a dark halo aroun
Mr. Lane’s left eye. “You and him settled
everything, didn’t you?”
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“We settled. But let’s don’t discuss that
no more. I'm ready to work again, and if
anybody smart cracks me about them seals
or this black eye or Gracie . . . ” Lew
grimaced: “You know, George—Gracie ain't
home yet. She ain’t written me, or any-
thing. I’'m worried.” :

“She said she wasn't ever comin’ back,”
reminded George callously.

“She’s bound to come back. Why, listen,
George—I bought her a house on Long Isl-
and: just a tiny cottage with a half an acre
of ground and three baths and a flower gar-
den . . . and now, she won’t ever see it.
She won'’t ever see it, George . . . unless she
changes her mind about never coming back.”
Mr. Lane seemed near to tears. “If she
don’t come back—if I don’t hear something
soon, George—I'll go crazy.”

Mr. Atkins was convinced that Lew's fit
of depression would prove temporary . . .
but Mr. Atkins was wrong. Lew reveled in
misery. His stage work was indifferent and
ineffective. He scourged himself by moving
into the Long Island cottage and brooding
about Gracie, and his injustice to her. House
managers were complaining. Lew was a
grand single, ordinarily. He could be counted
on to convulse any metropolitan audience
. . . but not any more. And when Lew in-
sisted on introducing two mushy ballads into
his act, George Atkins experienced the ulti-
mate of an agent’s despair.

Anything now seemed better to George
than that his pet meal-ticket should be per-
mitted to effect his,own ruin. And one Sat-
urday Mr. Atkins called upon Lew in his
dressing room at a Brooklyn theatre and
announced that he had located Gracie.

Lew did his afternoon show superbly. His
manner was again jaunty, debonair, confident
and even cocky. The audience ate it up, and
that night the house manager telephoned
into the booking office withdrawing his pre-
vious protest against Lew. Mr. Lane, he
explained, had wowed ’em!

THAT night, after the last show, Lew
dashed from the theatre to the subway, ac-
companied by George Atkins. All the way
through Brooklyn and under the river and
up Manhattan Island, he fairly babbled.

Gracie was sitting at the window of her
lonely room when Lew—leaving George un-
comfortably in the hall—burst in. The recon-
ciliation was immediate, effective, and—so
George thought—unnecessarily lengthy. Even-
tually they remembered him and invited him
in. Then Lew announced that they'd stay
in town until the next morning, at which
time George would accompany them on a
little picnic to Long Island. He winked por-
tentously when he announced this—and
George gave a sickly smile, indicating that
he understood.

At nine-thirty Sunday morning Lew and
Gracie drove by for the heavy-eyed little
agent in a rented sedan. They sat very close
together, held hands, and were unmindful
of everybody in the world except themselves.

They reached the attractive little home
which Lew had purchased, and in which he
had lived so unhappily. Gracie was weepful
with enthusiasm and gratitude. She bubbled
over with happiness, and Lew acted—or so
thought Mr. Atkins—like a person whose
mentality was definitely subnormal.

Eventually the inspection of the house was
completed, and the light in Mr. Lane’s eyes
warned George that the knockout finish was
about to be staged.

“We'll look in the back yard,” proclaimed
Lew proudly. “I think it's kinda keen.”

In the yard were a cozy summer house,
numerous . flower beds, a dogless dog kennel
and a miniature grape arbor—but Gracie saw
none of them. What she did see was a new
rectangular swimming pool of white tile, in
the middle of which a large, smooth rock
jutted above the surface . . . and in that

(Continued on page 34)
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(Continued from page 33) .
swimming pool twelve seals—one dozen: one
twelfth part of a gross—disported them-
selves.

Gracie squealed. They were all there—
her own precious half dozen and the hali
dozen which had been awarded to the.surly
Mr. Gribble by order of the divorce judge.
She saw Minnie Seal, and Percy and Syl-
vester and Jonah . . . and all the other mem-
bers of the now joyously united family.

They saw her, too, and barked a greet-
ing. They came slithering out of the pool
and lay on their sides and flapped their flip-
pers, and one of them performéd furiously
with a large crimson ball to indicate his glee
. . . and Mrs. Gracie Lane flung herself into
her husbands arms and wept copiously.

“They’re all yours, honey,” murmured Lew
tenderly. “And now you won’t-be lonesome
or sad. You can stay home and work with
’em every day—and it’'ll be a swell treat for
our friends when we ask ’em out . . . trained
seals in the garden. Slick stuff, ain’t it?”

Gracie agreed that it was slick. Further-
more, she expressed the opinion that Lew
was the grandest, dearest, lovin’est, thought-
fullest husband in the whole world . . .
and then she inquired by what means he
had prevailed upon Steve Gribble to part

The Cost of Crime and How

rackets. They were the commanders in the
deadly wars of the underworld. Their
treasures and their power will ebb together.
If this logical future were apparent to the
criminals themselves, there would be no
problem and no melee ahead. But 400,000
lawbreakers, grown accustomed to tram-
pling decent folks underfoot, cannot be ex-
pected to be so meek and reasonable. They
won’t break down until they have taken
their punishment on the jaw.

They will, in fact, act worse than ever,
When they at last are convinced that one
graft is gone, they will turn to more in-
tensive pursuit of others. Instead of being
sporadic as heretofore, kidnaping may bq-
come epidemic before the crime army is
finally routed. In the worst governed
cities, rackets against business men may
arise to heights previously inconceivable.

For a time, also, the gangsters will not
believe that their dynastic liquor control is
ended. To this hour they remain confident
that they can make and sell alcoholic boot-
leg liquors cheaper than the legitimate
whiskies can be priced. They believe that
the public will continue a willing customer.
The public, too, is to blame for that con-
ception. Hasn't it been running with the
bootleggers and smugglers for years and sup-
porting them munificently? The public,
it is true, has been lawless also—but with
this difference—it believed wholeheartedly
that the prohibition law was a tyranny im-
posed upon the majority by a minority,
and it flaunted the law as much from con-
science as from appetite. That the boot-
legger profited was considered only an in-
cident. He was used—and looked down
upon. He will be spurned henceforth, ex-
cept in the states which decide to be dry.

It would be better, indeed, for early peace
throughout the country if all forty-eight
states were wet, for then there would be no
rum running across dry borders. Yet even
the states that elect to be dry, as they have
the right to do, will have a protection the
nation did not have against liquor invasion
when it was nominally dry. Each border
will be smaller and can be more easily
fuarded from within, while the outer guard
will be the sharp Federal penalties for the
violation of the clauses of the Inter-State
Commerce Act concerning forbidden ship-

magnanimously with his own half-dozen seals.

Lew puffed out his chest, flexed his biceps
and squared his shoulders.

“Well, Gracie,” he said, “it was this way:
When that article come out in the paper and
I learned it was Steve who tipped the re-
porter off . . . well, I figured that I and him
had to have a showdown. So I went straight
to his room and took a sock at him.”

“Qh!” Gracie shuddered. “He’s twice your
size, darling.’

“Yeh . . . maybe he was. In statue. But
justice was on my side.”

“He—he didn’t hit you, Lew—did he?”

“Sure he did. We had a regular shambles.
All over the room. We tore things up, what
I mean. I fought with the fury of a man
dispossessed. And finally he said he had
enough. He said he had seen the error of
his ways and he wasn’t never gonna bother
you again. In fact, he said he was through
with animal training and I could have his
seals if only I wouldn’t beat him no more.
So I give him a ticket to Los Angeles, took
the seals—and brought ’em out here, where
DI've tried to make ’em happy, Gracie. I've
learned to love ’em just as much as you do,
Gracie,and . .. " .

George moved out of earshot. He hoped
Lew wouldn’t think he believed the story of

(Continued from page 20)

ments. There is also a Federal law for the
specific protection of the dry states, enacted
before national prohibition, never repealed,
and again effective.

Congress will be careful about projecting
the new dual Federal and state control, now
that the people have so emphatically rele-
gated the liquor issue back to the states,
but it probably will be called upon early
to put into one well-toothed law the provi-
sions now scattered between at least two
acts for the guarding of dry states. It can
be said safely, anyway, that there will not
be enough of these states to give nourish-
ment to many regiments in the 400,000 out-
law army.

The dry states in the end may turn out
to be very few—Kansas, possibly Nebraska,
perhaps one of the Dakotas, and hardly
more than four of the southern states—
North and South Carolina, which have
voted dry and Tennessee and Georgia which
have not yet voted on state prohibition.
The desire of large bodies of citizens in all
these states to share in the revenue advan-
tages of a licensed liquor industry, with
lessening taxation, will have a formidable
influence in final decisions. These common-
wealths, after all, may swing into line with
the rest of the country before many vears
pass. If they do, law enforcement will be-
come more simple.

The puzzles of whatever dual control
may be required, however, can be left to be
solved as they appear.

THE Federal Government, by itself, re-
mains the wielder of the giant power, that
of Internal Revenue taxation, which will
destroy the bootlegger. Repeal has made a
“moonshiner” out of him. He will be
cheating the Government on every illicit gal-
lon of alcohol or liquor he distills or sells.
Without his former sympathetic public to
hide behind he is “put on the spot.” The
states may have forty different methods of
licensing and regulating the distribution and
sale of hard liquor—the Government will
insist only that each bottle and package
carry the Revenue stamps as receipt for
Federal taxes duly paid. “Moonshiners” and
smugglers will become the quarry of the
“Revenuers,” who got their training in
southern mountains and who “shoot it out.”
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his Pyrrhic victory, and so—fifteen minutes
later—when Grace scurried into the house,
he called Lew to his side.

“L}sten, Lew—I wouldn’t tell the truth to
Gracie for nothing, but I want you to un-
derstand. that T know that yarn about your
battle W\{lth Steve Gribble was phony. Now
I’.m asking you—man to man—what really
did happen?”

“Well,” answered Mr. Lane, not without
blushing, “we had a fight.”

“Sure you did, and he mopped up the
floor with you so bad you couldn’t play a
show for three days. ~Now, then—about
tlgem seals? It wasn’t no beating made Steve
give 'em up, was it?"”

“Not exactly,” confessed Lew with splen-
did candor—*“that bird didn’t play the game
like I planned. His left caught me in the
mouth and his right fist smacked into my
eye, and while I was laying on the floor I
?gu’l;ed I'd better not argue the matter too
ar.

“I know—I know!” Mr. Atkins was im-
patient. “But how did you get them six
fish off him?”

“I forced him to sell ’em to me,” said Lew
Lane proudly. “I absolutely compelled him
to sell them five hundred dollars worth of
seals for one thousand dollars.”

to Curb It

.The bootleggers, it would seem, have been
kidding themselves into optimism. During
the life of the Eighteenth Amendment the
tax on a gallon of distilled spirits was $6.40.
Illicit rum makers have assumed that this
heavy tax would be continued. Cocksurely
they have argued, in the language of one
of them:

“If T can sell, at a profit to myself, a
gallon of alcohol for $5, and my customer
can make out of it eight quarts of gin or of
rum (by adr!ing flavoring), he is getting a
liquor to which he is accustomed, at a cost
to himself of 62)% to 70 cents a quart. Is
this man going to pay $3 or $4 a quart for
bonded liquor? The answer is ‘No’.’

THE Government does not believe that
this is the answer. The first thing it has
done. is to knock the props from the basis
of his price figures. The Internal Revenue
Buregl{ ‘has ruled that the old tax of pre-
Prohibition days, $1.10 a gallon on distilled
spirits, will be levied instead of the Volstead
rate. The old tax was 3 straight revenue
tax, meant to be as high as a commercial
industry could stand, but not to be destruc-
tive to its existence. The $6.40 tax was a
frank penalty, intended as a preventative of
cor(x:lmerce. lecis]

ongress can legislate to change the $1.10
rate, but_as that body is anxioug to inc?easc
revenue, it will avoid raising it to any height
that would decrease sales, and so production.
In the same wise, tariff barriers against im-
portation of wines and liquors will not be
raised so high that the wet goods cannot
come in profitably. Bootleggers have re-
lied on the contrary, though not a5 they have
clung to the false hope of a prohibjtive 40
mestic revenue tax on good liquor. Expefi-
ence, not argument, will have to be theif
teacher. They will not believe until thbe
knocks come. They think of themselves &5
emperors and not as felons whose lives aré
at stake,

The states will make another attack on
bootleggers. Every speakeasy and blind
tiger cuts into state and city revenues. The
pressure from impoverished public treasuries
is so strong that crooked policemen who
ordinarily would shelter a lawless liquor traf-
fic dare not take the risk. Snug nooks that
were hideouts for criminals of all sorts will
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in consequence of the situation be fewer.

No state thus far has shown any purpose
of letting the legitimate liquor traffic go as
it pleases, though many have been laggard
in preparing a specific plan of operation.
Some states will have to move fast. Fortu-
nately, models have been shown by several
of the big commonwealths. The Illinois
legislature has before it a commission report
which is expected to be enacted and which
has been given much commendation. The
report advocates that all hard liquor sales be
by the bottle, and “taxes fixed low enough
to discourage illicit sales and outlaw them in
public opinion.” Consumption of liquor will
not be permitted at the place of sale. The
outline approaches that of the tested system
of several of the Canadian provinces which
overthrew prohibition without harm to so-
briety.

NEW YORK STATE, in advance of final
legislation, has made temporary provision for
the emergency by assigning the hard liquor
job to the State Alcoholic Beverage Control
Board, the “beer board” of which former
Commissioner of Police Edward P. Mulroo-
ney of New Vork City is the head. He al-
ready has proved himself the right man for
his post. For the regulation of trade in beer
and wines—and now spirits—the State is
divided into three zones, centering in New
York City, Albany and Buffalo. County
boards throughout the State and the Greater
New York City board receive applications
for licenses, investigate them and forward
them with recommendations to the zone
offices, where the State board investigates
again on its own account and grants or re-
fuses licenses. Only the State board has the
power to issue licenses. Its members, ap-
pointed by Governor Lehman, are of high
caliber. The board decides the number of
drinking places for a given locality. Its rule
cannot be overridden. Its policy is one of
limitation. On November 10, it issued a
stern but practicable set of rules for hard
liquor sale. The old-time saloon and drink-
ing at bars are prohibited. DrinkmgZ how-
ever, can be indulged in on the premises, at
tables. Neither screens nor stained glass
are permitted. Club, hotel and restaurant
service is allowed. No selling on cx:edlt is
permitted, nor to persons under eighteen
years of age.

Gangsters and bootleggers have no chan_ce
to get licenses. The former Police Commis-
sioner has at his elbow the identities and
the records of all of them. He is one of tl3e
best restrainers of crime imagmgble_. He is,
in fact, if not in name, the Anti-Crime Dic-
tator of New York State. L.

If Illinois adopts different prmcxpl.es other
states can watch the application in these
pivotal territories and make a choice between
the forms. Or each one can be as ongmgl
as it pleases and install any device it
creates.

Degrees of accomplishment will vary.
During the twilight weeks or months, until
all the state liquor laws are enacted and set
to work, the bootlegger and the hi-jackers
will be threshing around so much that the
public may feel that instead of being
scotched, the enemies are stronger. Some of
the writhings, however, will be those of
panic. All their actions—even the worst and
most dangerous—will be shoving the mis-
creants out where they can be seen. More
of them will be named than ever have been.
More masks will be off, including those of
politicians who have protected criminals.
Grand juries will begin to get evidence that
will lead to convictions. As far as boot-
leggers are concerned, they can be first
curbed, and then booted toward oblivion.

Kidnaping? That will be harder to up-
root. It is set deep into the body of crime.
Kidnapers escape through the channels used
by all other criminals. The easiest one
leads over the next state line. Until the
states agree to a convention allowing the

peace officers of each the full authority of
pursuit across the state lines, the criminal of
any variety who flees a few hundred miles
has a better than even chance to evade both
trailing and arrest. Post-office robbers rarely
get away, no matter how far they run.
The arm of the Government is longer than
any flight. The Government, due to the
lesson of the Lindbergh baby kidnaping and
murder, has been granted the hitherto with-
held authority to turn policeman in kid-
naping cases.

That is an excellent step, but only one. If
your baby is kidnaped, the local police will
be on the scene hours if not days before
Washington can get a man there. " The clues,
if any, are fresh, They are followed. A
state line bars the way. The officers cross
and get friendly help. But first they have to
apply for it. Piactically, the police of that
next state take over the chase, until they
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have to pass it on to the relay of another
W here’ he tel

ere’s the telephone, the telegraph and
the radio? They all work well ingar? alarm
way, but unless the Government is putting
t_he calls through without heed of state
lines, they do not catch a proper proportion
of slick criminals at a distance. When ar-
rested on suspicion, too often there’s time
for the lawyer or crook retainer to inter-
vene and get the criminal out on bond or
habeas corpus writ before the papers that
would hold him can arrive. If release is on
bond, it is forfeited. The criminal has to be
caught again, or stays free. So neither the
single states, without unison, nor the Gov-
ernment alone, can rid us easily of kidnapers,
w(ho can steal a man in Denver and hide
hup temporarily in South Dakota, or in Illi-
nois, aqd then stow him away in Minnesota.
But a tight police treaty between the States,
supplemented by already available Federal
power, would be the most useful of instru-
ments against kidnaping. And against all
crlmg! The Constitution permits the states
to sign treaties with each other, subject to
approval by Congress. No new Congres-
sional law is required. Approval or disap-
proval would be in review.

The national “Lindbergh Law” against
kidnaping, passed by Congress in June, 1932,
has demonstrated its effectiveness—once the
kidnapers are caught. The Government,
through its District Attorney, can elect to
become the prosecutor instead of the State’s
Attorney. It did se¢ in the trial of the kid-
napers of the Oklahoman, Charles F.
Urschel, who was ransomed for $200,000.
After the stolen man’s release, the members
of the gang which had captured him were
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arrested, in the course of weeks, through the
intelligent joint efforts of Federal and state
officers. The makeup of the desperado band
may be considered typical. The leaders were
Harvey Bailey, escaped convict in a nearly
wholesale penitentiary break, and George
(Machine Gun) Kelly, wanted for many
bholdups. Neither was the actual kidnaper,
who was one of their gunmen. Seven, not
including Kelly, who was not caught until
the trial was in progress and was reserved
for separate prosecution, were convicted the
last day in September. Owing to state law,
their lives were not in the balance. The
equivalent of life imprisonment was the fate
of the principals.

The major significance of the trial was
that it was the first test of the “Lindbergh
Law.” The Federal District Attorney im-
mediately stated that “the verdict means the
Government is on top in this fight against
kidnaping, and we are ready to ‘shoot the
works.” We are going right on down the
line until we get every criminal and gangster
in the United States.”

In the State of Illinois the same day, the
kidnapers of another victim, August Luer,
were convicted and given life sentences under
Illinois’ own kidnaping law. Here the death
penalty was permissible and was sought, but
was not granted by the jury.

In one case only, thus far in the current
warfare, has a death sentence been decreed
upon a kidnaper—for stealing a woman, the
daughter of a Kansas City municipal officer.
The fact that she was not harmed made no
difference with the jury. Several states have
enacted laws placing kidnaping in the cate-
gory of murder.

An observer’s deduction, therefore, would
be that in spite of the elation of the Okla-
homan Federal prosecutor, the states need
less Government help in the trials of kid-
napers than they do in the catching of them,
and in the laying down of an attack depriv-
ing would-be kidnapers of their present be-
lief that they can be successful. That is, we
are back again to the basic issue of curbing
crime in general.

In the coming months there will be Con-
gressional and departmental reports upon the
subjects of racketeering, of kidnaping, and
other forms of the criminal menace. Sena-
tor Copeland’s Committee will finish its ses-
sions and compile its conclusions. Raymond
Moley, presumably, will present as his final
official act, considerably subsequent to his
resignation, a recipe for abolishing kidnapers.
As this article is written, however, he has not
yet, in late November, made that report.

IT ought not to be difficult, however, to
summarize much of the active substance of
all the reports. By active, one means ele-
ments that can be put to work to curb
crime. There will be included, though
doubtless in varying order, these recommen-
dations:—

1. That states set about the making of
simple police treaties with each other. Po-
lice chiefs in many states already have or-
ganized Committees on Crime to confer with
Attorney General Cummings on setting up
temporary machinery for the inter-state pur-
suit of kidnapers and fleeing racketeers.

2. That the emergency powers of the
N.R.A. be employed to restrict the manu-
facture and sale of machine guns, that Con-
gress be asked to legislate a control for the
use and sale of firearms, and that the sub-
machine gun be outlawed. The Copeland
report surely will contain this clause, the
investigators having learned that 1,000,000
pistols have been imported from Germany
since 1918, and that 500,00 a year are
manufactured in this country. Apropos of
machine guns, one wonders why thelr.sale
ever has been permitted to any but military
organizations, and if their sale to police de-
partments themselves should not be denied.
Would not complete disarmament be the

(Continued on page 36)
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(Continued from page 37)
best of protection? Guns sold legally get too
many illegal resales.

3. That the Federal police center now
known as the Bureau of Investigation of the
Department of Justice be developed some-
what upon the model of Scotland Yard of
Great Britain. It is now an efficient but
limited clearing house for the finger prints
and measurements of criminals.

4. That there be an end to the sentimental
coddling of criminals. The unsentimental
British prison system, rigid but fair, based
on the idea of deserved punishment rather
than the doubtful prospect of reform, works
better than our muddled plan. The proof is
the lesser number of British second offenders.

5. That the politico-criminal affiliation
which exists in our cities be smashed. Recom-
mendations, however, will break no bones.
Business racketeering — which is regulated
blackmail-—can only be overcome by the
victimized cities. Only grand juries that
cannot be overawed, judges who won't give
bonds, and juries brave enough to convict,
can cleanse the cities.

6. That, for the early wiping-out of the
bootleggers, the nation and the states refrain

bland. “Have you no plans whatsoever?”

“I have heard there are opportunities for
a man of my ‘profession’ at Louisville where
the river boats are held above the falls of
the Ohio by low water.”

Munster nodded. “You plan to go?”

Again Bryant spread his hands in a gesture
of deprecation.

“Braver men than I have balked at rid-
ing the Trace alone.” He flicked the little
pile of gold with a fingertip and indicated
the frilled ruffles of his shirt front, laugh-
ing.

“I have only a little gold but I must
wear the habit of a gentleman. Who knows
what marauder might think me fair game?
I'm told the land pirates shoot first and
question after—and I have no skill with
firearms.”

Silence fell again between them. Bryant
could feel the thrust of those predacious
eyes. He took refuge in his glass. Finally
the other spoke.

“Red Jack and I ride the Trace at dawn
tomorrow.” He let the last drop trickle
slowly on his tongue and rose to stand above
Bryant’s shoulder.

“Be saddled and ready at six.” There
was the light touch of his palm against the
boy’s arm and he was gone, moving silently
across the puncheon floor.

IT was dusk again on the bluffs of Natchez.
From a mews off the scented, tree-lined
square, Charles Bryant rode out on the road
to Davenent’s. His own mount was stabled
safely beside Munter’s in the noisome stalls
of the Natchitoches House and the wind-
broken livery horse beneath him labored in
the heavy going. Nevertheless, it was but
the hour of dinner when he reached the
pillared gallery of the doctor’s home. The
old man greeted him warmly but a quick
finger against his lips commanded silence.

“We must talk alone,” the boy said, “I
have little time.” Wordlessly the doctor
turned and led the way to his study.

“You have found him?” he asked.

The boy’s eyes flamed through dust
rimmed lids.

“We ride out the Trace at dawn tomor-
row,” he said exultantly.

“M}mster?” The doctor’s question was
a whisper.

"‘And Red Jack. I found them together,
I'm leaving with them.” He rested his

jointly from over-taxing beer and liquor in
the first flush of opportunity for new reve-
nue. Over-taxation will give bootleggers an-
other lease of life, through the profits of
illicit under-selling.

7. That the Bar Associations and the
courts unite to ferret out, disbar and send to
jail the “scavenger” lawyers who use their
knowledge of legal technicalities to abet
crime. Some of the worst are the richest and
most powerful.

8. That the code of criminal law be re-
vised and simplified from top to bottom. In
its complications it has become the cloak of
protection for the evil-doer and not the hon-
est citizen. The justice, not the trickery, of
law is demanded. The lawyer is a sworn
officer of the court. Has the tendency been
to forget that fact?

9. That the anti-racket legislation now en-
acted in many states be invoked against lax
or offending municipalities. An example was
afforded in late September by the Attorney
General of New York State, working in alli-
ance with Mulrooney’s Beer Board. Ten
firms, charged with illegal distribution of
beer in Brooklyn, were raided without refer-
ence to city or police authorities. The

Natchez Trace
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elbows against the long table. “You dis-
covered my father’s body. Try to tell me
all you remember—how he was lying, how
he was dressed, and what, if anything, the
murderous thieves had left.”

The doctor’s thin hands moved vaguely
across the table top.

“He was lying on his back fully dressed
even to the riding coat, the right leg bent
at the knee and the right arm under him.”

He opened a drawer and lifted from it
an ancient flint lock pistol, long-barrelled,
beautifully machined, with a deep stock of
polished black walnut inlaid with a scroll
of gold. He laid it down before the boy.

“This lay beneath his right hand. It had
not been fired.”

_Bryant’s fingers strained against the table .

edge until the knuckle bones went white.
Then, almost tenderly, as though he were
holding something fragile, he cradled the
weapon in his palms.

“You found nothing else?” ‘

The doctor shook his head. “Nothing of
consequence; an empty pouch, the miniature
of your mother in an inside pocket which
told us who he was—”

Bryant laid the pistol reverently on the
polished wood. “That is all I need to know,”
he said. “You see, there are two of these.
They were my father’s father’s. And when
Dad went to N'Orleans, he took them with
him. Everything that I have been able to
find out points to Munster and his killer,
Red Jack, as the men who shot him down,
but I have no proof. Now I can get that
proof because the man who has the mate
to this is guilty.”

One of the doctor’s aged hands fluttered
to his lips and the pale fingers picked at the
sparse, white silkiness of the imperial that
cleft his chin.

“Bryant, my son, these are desperate men,
you cannot hope to match them—"

The boy interrupted. “Not in despera-
tion.” He smiled. “There are other weapons.
Guile, for instance—and this!”

His left arm moved across the table, per-
haps a foot, the hand turned, palm up—
and there, where no sign of a weapon had
been before, lay a squat, wide-mouthed,
menacing instrument of death.

Davenent swayed forward, his eyes wide
with surprise. “What is it?” he asked.

“A Derringer.” Bryant held it forward
in his palm. “It has just been invented and
they are making them in Connecticut. I
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weapon is new. It violates the principle of
home rule and clamor may be heard against
it. But many good principles will have to
give way briefly if we are to be cleansed.

10. That voters elect only honest and able
men to public office. This short command-
ment is the one all of us break the most
often and the most carelessly, although we
know that honest mayors, honest chiefs of
police and honest governors, supported by
an honest public, would quickly make an end
of that ferocious monster, the Crime Profi-
teer.

So it is possible for us to step shoulder to
shoulder and tread the road to a new and an
ordered freedom, routing Crime on every
front. That is the better way.

. Otherwise, if we stay reckless and happy-
go-lucky until that army of 400,000 crimi-
nals gets entirely out of hand, violence will
have to be met with violence. The Vigilantes
will be out and Judge Lynch will be pre-
siding in court. The crime challenge will be
met in one fashion or the other. Stern and
sober enforcement of laws (some of them
new laws, rapidly agreed upon and quickly
administered) is preferable. The application
will leave no scars. Violence will.

got it from a Yankee trader who swore it
was the first one to come west of Fort
Pitt.” He indicated the short twin barrels.
“You see,” he explained, “it holds a double
charge, it is easily concealable, and the ball
is so heavy that it will flatten a man at
short range.” .

The doctor’s eyes glowed. “Yes,” he said,
“a deadly weapon in close quarters even
though it seems only a toy.” .

“But look! There is more. Derringer
has done away with the flint lock. He has
made a percussion weapon—the hammer
strikes upon a cap and that, exploding, forces
a flame through a tiny hole igniting the
powder.”

The old man shook his head. ‘“Even so,”
he said slowly, “it seems a futile thing to
stake a life on.”

HIS voice died away in a hopeless, in-
articulate effort at discussion. Bryant rose
and would have spoken but the quick tap
of small heels at the threshold halted him.
A girl’s voice called: “Uncle Andre, dinner
waits—"” and then the heel taps were in
the room and she was standing in the lamp-
light, abashed and breathless. .

“Oh,” she said, faintly, and then again,
“Oh, I am so sorry, I did not know—"

Her quick eyes darted to the dull sheen
of the small weapon on the table and Bryant
covered it quickly with his hand. He
bowed to Felice.

“I am the intruder,” he said, smiling
faintly, “but I am on the point of leaving.
If I may keep your uncle for just a moment
longer, I shall send him to you and be on
my way.”

The girl’s eyes shifted again to the hand
that hid the gun. “You will not stay?”
she asked.

“I cannot,” he answered gravely.

She looked back at him from the door,
her eyes wide with puzzlement. Then she
shut it softly and he heard the tap of her
heels diminish down the long hall,

Doctor Davenent broke the silence. He
chuckled drily. “You have not fooled
Felice,” he said. And then wistfully: “She
half guesses—I wish I might tell her.”

Bryant stiffened. “No.” He spoke with
brutal directness. “No one must know. You
promised.”

The doctor nodded wearily.

(Continued on page 38)

“You are
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right and I shall keep the trust. But I fear
for you, son.”

An icy smile flicked Bryant’s face leaving
it bleak. “Don’t fear for me,” he said,
“just pray.” He picked up the Derringer
from the table and slipped it into his left
sleeve. “I spoke of another weapon—guile.”
He held out his left arm. “You see, it is
hidden. I have attached it by a slip to
the lining of my sleeve so that with a small
twist, I can bring it into my palm.” He
leaned forward. “My left hand, do you
see? I have practiced with it and I won’t
miss.”

He buttoned his riding coat. “Keep my
father’s pistol for me until I come for it.”
His lips twisted ruefully. “And if I don’t
come for it—"

He was gone before Doctor Davenent,
sitting bemused and worried at his study
table, realized the swift passage of the lithe
young body.

Very carefully he laid away the long
pistol with the walnut stock and the scroll
of gold. Then he locked the table drawer,
and with a sigh, dropped the key in his
pocket to go out and parry the questions
of Felice de Luneville.

THE north fork of the great Natchez
Trace cut starkly through the green hills
of Tennessee. The three riders crested a
rise and Munster, in the van, drew rein
waiting for Bryant to join him. He pointed
northward with his whip across distant
slopes. Behind them, Red Jack swung his
mount across the trail and looked back over
the way they had come. .

“Yonder,” Munster was saying, “ a two
days’ ride lies Boone’s Way and the route
to the Ohio.” ,

Red Jack spurred between them. “There’s
water here,” he growled, “let’s make camp.”
A sudden movement in the tree b.ranches
drew his eyes. Bryant, following his look,
saw a raccoon flatten cautiously in the
crotch of a dwarf oak. He saw Red Jack
draw a heavy pistol from the waistband of
his trousers, level it across the cro_oked elbow
of his left arm, and pull the trigger. The
’coon fell, a tumbling furry ball, bouncing
from limb to limb and Red Jack’s thick
lips split in a wolfish grin. X

“Fresh meat,” he said, and rode into the
bush.

The wind died with the sun but the cold
air of the hills settled with night and they
sat close hunched around a fire. 'Muns.ter
was talking, his liquid voice painting with
the glow of romance tales of high advel}-
ture on the Trace, along the rivers, and in
the river towns. But Bryant scarcely heard
him. He was watching Red ]ac}{.

The bully squatted, tailor fashion, at.the
rim of the fire glow. Across his thighs
he had spread a large cloth and he was
cleaning his guns—two huge flint l(_)cks, b}g—
ger, heavier than the beautiful piece w:gh
the walnut stock that Bryant haq seen in
Doctor Davenent’s study three nights be-
fore.

For all the thick clumsiness of his spade-
like fingers, the bully handled his pistols
with the precision of a jeweler. Oiled and
polished, the barrels shot back the beams
of firelight like faceted gems.

Satisfied at length, he laid them carefully
on the cloth and began methodically to re-
load. The powder charge carefully measur_ed,
precisely tampened down—thien the thick
lead ball and the wadded packing. It was
this, the loading, the bullets themselves, that
gripped Bryant’s attention. No ordinary
makeshift leaden slugs were these messengers
of death in Red Jack’s pouch.

Long they were—half again as long as
they were thick, moulded so that they came
to a bevelled point at one end and as he
fitted them into the muzzle, he planed the
sides meticulously with his knife blade so

that there was no roughness to impede their
swift, true flight. And at the last, just
before he dropped them down to nest
against the powder charge, he notched the
bevelled nose with deep criss-cross marks
after the fashion of the letter X. .

Munster’s voice brought Bryant from his
abstraction. It had not risen but some-
where back of its silky overtone had come
the whetted keenness of steel.

“] asked,” Munster said, “if you had heard
of the Cave-in-Rock?” Bryant drew the
chill night air deep into his lungs and felt
it press against the racing beat of his heart.
He held his voice steady. :

“The river men spoke of it in N’Orleans,”
he said, “a cliff above the river edge where
the Ohio meets the Mississippi. -

“What else did they say?” Munster had
sheathed the steel.

Bryant laughed. “A number of things.
Tall tales across a bar—I gave them scant
credence although by common consent, it
seems to be a sanctuary for the boldest
spirits of the western country.”

“It’s more than that,” said Munster quietly.
He leaned back, drawing his blanket about
him. “We are going there,” he said in the
same quiet way. “I want you to come.
I have better plans for you than playing
cards for coat buttons in Louisville.” He
laughed gently and pillowed his head in
his saddle bags.

Bryant sat motionless, staring into the
fire. Across from him, Red Jack stuck the
flint locks into his trouser band and seemed
almost immediately to fall asleep, lying on
his back, slack-jawed, snoring, but with a
finger resting lightly as a balance weight
upon each gunstock.

FROM the log cabin beside the entrance
to Cave-in-Rock, Bryant could see the blue-
green current of the Ohio, a placid ribbon
before it mingled with the swifter blue of
the Mississippi flecked with brown from the
red Missouri. But for the rabble on the
staggered slope below him, it would have
been a scene of arresting beauty. He looked
at this rabble now, his lips taut with dis-
gust;—river bullies, voyageurs, couriers de
bois, renegades from some patrone’s keel-
boat crew, slattern women.

From this hilltop eerie, Munster, like a
predatory bird, held them, marshalling their
evil against the day when he would hurl
them into some vast and hideous project
that had formed behind the brooding, hawk-
like eyes. What part he was to play, Bryant
did not know. He could only bide his time,
doubly prisoned by the unfinished task to
which he had set himself and the sleepless
vigilance of Red Jack.

The bully’s voice came to him faintly now
from within the cabin and he stepped back,
leaning against the wall, listening. The
voice grated with anger.

“I don’t trust him,” it said, “he’s too
soft.” There was the sound of the thud
of a fist on wood. “All fancy clothes,
fancy talk.” The thick voice growled away
in a final sneer. “He don’t even carry a
gun.”’

“Leave him alone.” Munster was show-
ing the steel again. “I have a use for him
and it happens that the things you object
to are the: things that make him valuable.”
He spoke more softly: “Has it occurred to
you that we will need a man to act for us
in the towns along the river—the towns
where we can’t go?”

Straining to catch each word, Bryant
heali‘d Red Jack suck his breath through his
teeth.

“Where a better one?” Munster’s voice
went on, and Red Jack’s surly growl fol-
lowed it like an afterclap of thunder.

“What if he talks?”

Bryant could visualize the sardonic curl
of Munster’s lips as he answered:

“But he won't. That is another factor.
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The man we use must be one who will feel
the fear of God.”

There was the sound of a scraping chair
and Bryant moved swiftly from the door.
A moment later Red Jack came out, passed
him without speaking, and plunged down the
hill to the sag-roofed lean-to which housed
the Cave-in-Rock bar.

Bryant watched him vanish through the
open door and turning, went into the cabin.
Munster leaned back in his chair. “Bored?”
he asked.

Bryant shrugged. “Inaction galls me. I
didn’t come here to rot. You promised—"

Munster rocked forward and rested his
elbows on the table, interrupting. “Sit
down,” he said, “I told you I had plans.
I promised you action. It will come soon
enough.”

ALL during that afternoon, Bryant felt
the menace of impending crisis. The atmos-
phere of this rogues’ settlement seemed
charged—there was a new timbre in the
men’s voices, an acceleration in their move-
ments. Held aloof by Munster, ignored by
Red Jack, he could only conjecture what
lay ahead. He must wait their next move.

That move came with startling sudden-
ness. It was late afternoon, and he was
sitting in the cabin, a grimed deck of cards
spread before him in a game of “solitary,”
when he heard the concerted tread of horses’
hoofs and the jingle of bits and saddle
irons. Sweeping the cards away, he hurried
to the door. Munster’s lean figure blocked
the opening, but at the sound of Bryant’s
approach, he stepped aside and pointed be-
low. He spoke incisively:

“There is your action. The beginning.”

Through a defile that headed south along
the river bank, Red Jack was leading his
bullies, fully fifty men, armed and mounted.

Questions tripped at Bryant's tongue. He
asked only one: “What does it mean?”

Munster’s laugh was like acid. “They'll
bring back the answer,” he said brusquely
and walked away.

Bryant went back to his cards. Knowing
nothing, he could do nothing. He ate desul-
torily and went early to bed—but not to
sleep. He was still awake when the tattoo
of hoofs brought him running to the cliff’s
edge.

It was within an hour of dawn. Flares
had been lighted at the river edge. In the
fitful glare, the horsemen milled about the
lean-to bar, their mounts white with lather,
saddle bags bulging.

He saw Munster standing out from the
cave door, an ominous silhouette against the
western sky, and then Red Jack clambering
up the slope, a great sack in one hand and
the wilted body of a woman slung across
his shoulder, one thick forearm prisoning
the unconscious figure. He threw his head
back and laughed with a hoarse bellow but
Munster’s voice cut into it like a file.

“I told you to bring no one,” he said.

The thick body stiffened and for answer
Red Jack slid the girl forward so that her
feet touched the ground. He held her erect.

“D’you think I'd leave this?”

Bryant had moved out in the open. With-
out taking his eyes from Red Jack’s face,
Munster sensed his presence.

“Bryant,” he said, “take this woman to
your cabin and see that she stays there.”

The girl’s body had sagged, her head
drooping against Red Jack’s shoulder. With
an oath, the bully thrust her from him and
she swayed back, falling as Bryant caught
her, lifting her across his forearms. Her
head lolled back against one elbow, the dis-
hevelled hair fell away and he saw her face.
It was Felice de Luneville!

The shock numbed him and he staggered
as though he had been hit but he had the
sense to keep his head down, masking the
red fury in his eyes. But the other two,
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$3500.00

CASH PRIZES

To be Given To Some
Man or Woman

There is a concern in Cincinnati, Ohio, that
will give $3500.00 to some ambitious man
or woman who answers this announcement
.+ . as part of their publicity program. Tom
Wood, Manager for this company, said:
“Before I give this money to anyone, I
would like to know how wisely the $3500.00
will be used. Some people say that money
given away so freely will be spent foolishly—
but I think they are wrong’.
Now, Mr. Wood wants to find out. That’s
thy he asks you to answer this question:
What Will YOU Do With $3500.00 If I
Give It To You?” A $250.00 Cash Prize
will be paid for the best answer. By send-
Ing your answer, you immediately qualify
for the opportunity to win the big $3500.00
Cash Prize. There is no way that you can
lose anything. There are no strings tied to
this offer. This concern is reliable. There is
nothing to buy or sell to win the $250.00
Cash-Pnge. This offer closes February 28,
1934. Simply take a penny postcard and
write Mr. Wood today. Tell him in 20
plain, simple words or less . . . the answer
to this question: “What Will YOU Do Witk
$3500.00 If I Give It To Vou?”

Thousands of people have won prizes from
this company.  Now, you may be the very
one to win big money. Send your answer,
with your name and address, to—Tom
Wood, Cash Prize Mgr., Dept. 302 PP,
Cincinnati, Ohio. It costs you nothing.
Act Now! WIN a big prize!
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brand new regulation Remington Port-
able, Simple to operate. Full set of keys Wlt!} large and
small letters. Carrying case included. Use jt 10 days
ree. You get all this for only $3 down. Write today.

ay: Tell me how I can get new portable typewriter
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brains have caused plenty of woe to Far
Western elevens these last two years.

At left halfback, rarin’ to go, is Garret
Le Van, Princeton brilliant broken-field
runner. He tips the scales at 155 pounds,
but weight doesn’t worry him one bit once
he tucks the pigskin under his arm. Pair-
ing up with him at right halfback is a 159-
pounder—Howard O’Dell of Pittsburgh.
And ready to crack the line, or shoot a pass
well down the field, with the accuracy of a
rifle, is Jack Buckler, the spark plug of the
Army attack, as well rounded a back as
one will find in many seasons in spite of his
156 pounds.

Incredible as it seems, the All America
“Brain Trust” is just the team to challenge
the All America “Beef Trust.” Outweighed
and outcharged? Surely. But outscored?
Well, that’s another matter. With Warbur-
ton in there looking things over for the
“Brain Trust,” and calling his plays cleverly,
there’s every reason to believe there’d be
plenty of long jaunts and scoring. Of course
we can’t overlook the fact that some of the
big fellows are just as smart as the little
men, and even smarter. Griffith, for ex-
ample, the “Beef Trust” quarterback, is one
of the best pilots on the Coast. A hard-
blocking, hard-running, fast-thinking field
general, with plenty of stuff to back up his
convictions,

Men, even football players, are easily im-
pressed by size. Perhaps it is just as well.
They might get hurt if they weren’t. But
it must not be forgotten that small men
sometimes possess the strength of a giant
and the speed of a bird. Take Cotton War-
burton, the Trojan “flea,” for example.
Last year as well as this, in virtually every
game, he scooted away to long runs that
either resulted in or led to touchdowns. His
145 pounds proved more valuable than the
combined heft of any two other men on
the team.

Warburton knows he is small and unable
to match his strength against other men.
Consequently he has to concentrate on his
own outstanding qualifications. Give him
the ball, and three times out of five hell
weave his way through the biggest brutes on
the Coast and gain the distance wanted, or
go on for a tally. Against California re-
cently, the plucky little alternate pilot of the
Trojans had an unusual experience. But he
came through beautifully, just as he has so
often before.

Early in the battle, a California giant
snared a pass and broke into the clear. Only
frail, slender-legged Warburton stood be-
tween the runner and the goal line. Craftily
he wedged the ball carrier between himseif
and the sideline, being careful all the while
not to commit himself. Should he dive a
second too soon, and miss, Southern Cali-
fornia would be doomed.

At the critical moment he hurled his body
headlong into the churning legs of the run-
ner. His arms locked ’round his opponent’s
legs. Everything went black. The runner
was down, but Warburton was out. Be-
tween the halves he lay in a corner of the
dressing room, wrapped in a blanket. The
fight talk of Coach Jonmes, urging his men
on to victory—to overcome the three-point
lead of the Golden Bears, meant nothing to
Warburton’s fog-soaked brain. He was out
of the picture. Dead to the world.

When the squad filed out for the second
half he never moved. Only his No. 13,
muddy and blurred, showed through a fold
of the blanket. Some time later an assis-
tant manager, noticing that Warburton was
absent from the bench, went to look for
him. He found the ‘mighty atom” still
dazed, but persuaded him to go out and sit
with the players on the bench.

Came the last quarter, and the Golden Bears

still three points to the good. It looked
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like the end of the phenomcnal winning
streak of the National Champions. Suddenly
Warburton’s name was called. He responded
as best he could and ran out to report. His
mind was still foggy, but he didn’t mention
that to his coach. He knew it would clear.
And it did. Thirteen plays later he slanted
off tackle, cut back sharply, veered to the
right, and drifted 62 yards to a sensational
victory. Seventy thousand wild-eyed fans
bellowed his name, just as they have done
many times before—a just tribute to a win-
ning player.

The secret of Warburton’s continued suc-
cess lies in his ability to comprehend the
weaknesses of the defending players. For
two or even three periods he will sit on the
Trojan bench, watching Homer Griffith pilot
the team. All the while Warburton is ob-
serving how the secondaries come up to
meet plays. He is planning unconsciously
the route of his winning run. And when he
gets into the game he knows what course
to take, whether it be around end or off
tackle, through the line or by the air.

Le Van of Princeton, while not the climax
runner that Warburton is, must nevertheless
be reported as one of the most dangerous
backs in Eastern football. Twice in the
struggle with the Lion of Columbia, the
slightly built ex-Lawrenceville track and
football captain found his way across the
coveted gold stripe. Against Washington
and Lee, and Brown, he did the same thing,
although his touchdown in the former con-
test was called back because of an offside
play. Like Booth, the former Yale star,
Le Van can spot a slit of daylight in the line
and breeze through before a hand can be
laid upon him. Fast thinking, quick moving
and the ability to anticipate the defending
players’ next gesture are the faculties which
make him so capable. With Warburton ex-
perience, he may become as talented a run-
ner as the little Trojan.

O’Dell of Pitt, who hails from Sioux City,
Iowa, and of whom it is said that he can call
hogs like any good Iowan, is another slip-
pery back in the open field. He can pass,
kick and back up a line. Along with Weis-
enbaugh and Sebastian of the Panther back-
field, he constitutes as smart a backfield as
can be found in the circuit.

Jack Buckler of Army needs no introduc-
tion in the East or the West. Against Illi-
nois it was his machine-gun passes that
paved the way to Stancook’s winning touch-
down. And against Harvard it was his same
right arm and his driving legs that ruined
and demoralized the Crimson defense. Un-
like most backs, the Cadet sharpshooter
from Waco, Texas, hurls the ball while on
the dead run. His training at tossing the
lasso in the Southwest may have given him
the idea, but, wherever he got it, it proved
most effective all season. His opponents
never knew when he was going to keep the
ball and run with it, or pull back his trusty
arm and let it fly with deadly accuracy to
one of his teammates.

IT takes a lot of brains for small men to
get by on the football field. If they aren't
smart they’re usually carried out pretty
early in the fray. They must be clever
enough to outwit their bigger opponents, and
at the same time never allow the bigger man
to get a straight shot at them. In the Ford-
ham-St. Mary's game at the Polo Grounds
in New York, Fordham’s line was being
outcharged by the mountainous forward wall
of the Galloping Gaels.

Diminutive Tatro, the Ram guard, strove
in vain to penetrate the Westerners’ line.
He was anxious to get through to make
tackles, and if possible to block a kick. We
watched him carefully. Finding himself
stopped on a direct charge, he began to use
a feint. He pretended to charge through on
one side of the man who was blocking his
path, and when that man charged to meet
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SUBSTANTIAL CITIZENSHIP IS REFLECTED IN
EVERY STONE OF SUCH A STRUCTURE
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OME advertisers do not caré for space in a “fraternal
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The Elks Magazine is a “fraternal magazine” in the sense
that it is the official organ of a great fraternal order; but
there’s no good reason why advertisers should miss the value
of its advertising pages just because of its name, and general

The Elks Magazine is in a class by itself. It is first of all
a good magazine, in the best sense of that expression. It
carries news of the activities of the Order; but it is news
that should be interesting to all good citizens, whether

The members of this organization are doing a lot of things
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honor at a banquet in the Breakers Hotel
attended by two hundred persons. Mr.
Meier delivered the main address of the
evening.

The California State Association being in
session, the Grand Exalted Ruler addressed
the Convention on the following morning.
He expressed himself as highly gratified at
the work being done by the California Elks
as reflected in the reports here given. In the
afternoon of that day Mr. Meier and Mr.
Abbott rode in the first car in the State
Convention parade, alighting at the officials’
stand to review the parade. Mr. Meier was
greatly pleased with the showing the Cali-
fornia Elks made.

THAT evening, accompanied by Charles
W. Kuchman, Exalted Ruler of Sacramento
Lodge, No. 6, and Esteemed Leading Knight
Alex Ashen, Mr. Meier proceeded to Sacra-
mento, arriving early in the morning. After
a general reception at the Sacramento Lodge
Home, Mr. Meier, escorted by a caravan of
fifty automobiles, started on a tour through
many spots having to do with the early life
of California. The tour finally wound up
at Coloma, where gold was first discovered.
Here Mr. Meier panned a panful of gold,
finding at the bottom of the pan a pay
nugget, provided as a souvenir of his visit.
At noon a luncheon was served at Marshall’s
Monument, following which Mr, Meier spoke
to the gathering. -

Upon returning to Sacramento, Mr. Meier
broadcasted a highly illuminating talk over
radio station KFBK at five-thirty P.M. An
hour later he was guest of honor at a ban-
quet attended by some 300 Elks and their
ladies. Following dinner, Mr. Meier, at a
special session of Sacramento Lodge, ad-
dressed the many Elks present from Sacra-
mento and other Lodges of the District of
California, North. Assisting Sacramento
Lodge in entertaining Grand Exalted Ruler
Meier were representatives from the Califor-
nia North Lodges of Marysville, Oroville,
Woodland, Redding, Susanville, Grass Valley
and Stockton, and from Reno, Nevada.

BEFORE nine on the morning of Septem-
ber 26, Grand Exalted Ruler Meier’s train
pulled into Portland, Ore., and he alighted
to be met by District Deputy Grand Exalted
Ruler Charles C. Bradley, a Past Grand Es-
teemed Lecturing Knight, and other officers
and members of Lodges in Oregon and Wash-
ington. Mr. Meier was taken to the Benson
Hotel where, at ten o’clock, he held his six-
teenth and last Regional Conference with his
District Deputies. Those present were
Charles C. Bradley, Oregon, North, O. L.
McDonald, Oregon, South, and Bertil E.
Johnson, Washington, Southeast, and Merle
G. Ringenberg, Washington, Northwest.

At noon Mr. Meier addressed the Port-
land Rotary Club at its weekly luncheon,
the subject of his address being ‘“The Re-
lation of Fraternal Organizations to the
NRA.”

At two PM. Mr. Meier held a confer-
ence with the Exalted Rulers and other offi-
cers and members of the Lodges of Wash-
ington and Oregon. This meeting was held
in the Lodge rooms of Portland Lodge, No.
142, and was attended by the District Dep-
uties mentioned above; A. W, Jones, Presi-
dent of the Oregon State Elks Association;
George E. Secord, President of the Wash-
ington State Elks Association; Past Grand
Esteemed Lecturing Knight Bradley; J. L.
Tucker and T. E. J. Duffy, Past Presidents
of the Oregon State Association; Frank L.
Baker, Past President of the Washington
State Association, and Past District Deputies
W. M. Brigegs and J. Gordon Baker.
Twenty-five Exalted Rulers were present,
along with many other officers of the vari-
ous Lodges. The entire attendance at this
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will be given next month.
ber follow:

Norman A. Goodwin,

Montpelier, Vt.. .. Lodge No. 924
T. F. Keenan, Lynbrook,

LI, N Y. . ... Lodge No. 1515
E. M. Breman,

Springfield, Ohio. .. .Lodge No. 51
Geo. O. Ferguson, i

New York, N. Y.....Lodge No. 1
James E. Griffin,

Los Angeles, Calif.. .Lodge No. 99
Jas. Milano,

Worcester, Mass...Lodge No. 243
Albert G. Maisch,

Cincinnati, 0......... Lodge No. 5
James A. Nugent,
Braddock, Pa.. . ... Lodge No. 883

C. Fred Vollmer,

The Winners of the October Bridge Problems

By BEDE ARMSTRONG
Card Editor

/4 S we go to press it is too early to report the outcome of the

first National Bridge Tournament held on November 24th. From

the reports available at this writing, however, it is obvious that

the contest went over with a bang. Over 500 Lodges, with some .: .
- 40,000 players, took part. The response was most gratifying, and’® =~

every scction of the country was well represented. Complete details

The winners of the prize hands published in the October .nub;-‘

Milton, Pa........ Lodge No. 913-
A. J. Scheineman,
Sterling, Ill... . . ... Lodge No. 1218
....Lodge No. 156

Bucyrus, O.. . ..

Harry H. Volk, -

Brookiyn, N. V... ... Lodge No. 22
Henry J. Radin,

Elmira, N, V....... Lodge No. 62
E. B. Neff,

Moline, Ill. . . ... .. Lodge No. 556

E. L. Brookins,
Des Moines, Ia.. ...Lodge No. 98

Frank V. Randall, :

Syracuse, N. V...... Lodge No. 31

Nelson E. Blake,
Pawtucket, R. I.

...Lodge No. 920
Eugene I. Hecht,

second conference of the day numbered one
hundred and fifty.

At five thirty-five in the afternoon Mr.
Meier broadcasted a speech over Station
KOIN for ten minutes, and an hour later
he attended a banquet given in his honor at
the Hotel Benson. After dinner the Grand
Exalted Ruler addressed the Antlers Lodge,
affiliated with the Portland Elks. Later in
the evening Portland Lodge held a special
session, and after addresses of welcome on
behalf of the local Lodge and by representa-
tives of the Governor of the State, Mr.
Meier delivered his address, which was en-
thusiastically received.

On October 2 Grand Exalted Ruler Walter
F. Meier travelled to Whitefish, Montana,
where he was met by Grand Esteemed Lec-
turing Knight Herman C. Karow and Ex-
alted Ruler Mahlon Hall of Kalispell, qu-
tana, Lodge, No. 725, who drove Mr. Meier
to the Home of the Lodge.

Following a banquet at which the Grand
Exalted Ruler was guest of honor, }_1e at-
tended a meeting of Kalispell Lodge in the
course of which a candidate was initiated
into No. 725. The meeting was also the occa-
sion of the official visit of District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler Chester F. Coleman.
The principal address of the evening was
delivered by the Grand Exalted Ruler, and
Mr. Karow, Mr. Coleman and Past Ex-
alted Ruler Sidney M. Logan also spoke.
Past State Treasurer J. W. Walker and Past
State Secretary Roy Gibbons, eleven Past
Exalted Rulers, and delegations from Helena
and Great Falls Lodges were also present.

On the following day Grand Exalted Ruler
Meier left Kalispell, accompanied by Grand
Esteemed Lecturing Knight Karow, and
drove to the Montana State Elks Camp. Mr.
Karow returned to Kalispell from there,
while the Grand Exalted Ruler was driven
to Missoula, Mont., by Past State Secretary
Gibbons, who is Secretary of Helena Lodge,
No. 193, and District Deputy Grand Ex-
alted Ruler Coleman, a Past Exalted Ruler
of Helena Lodge. Mr. Meier was guest of

honor at a luncheon in Missoula given by
No. 383. The Board of |
Grand Trustees had changed the name of-

Hellgate Lodge,

this Lodge to Missoula Lodge, but because
of the strenuous protest on the part of the
Lodge itself, Grand Exalted Ruler Meier re-
stored the name of Hellgate Lodge. ’

About seventy-five members were present

at the luncheon, including Past State Presi-| -
dent George L. Steinbrenner, Past State Sec- |
retary C. E. Johnson, District Deputy -Cole-'

man, Past State Secretary Gibbons, Theo-
dore Lentz, Judge of the District Court, and
W. C. Lubrecht, local Director of the NRA.

Early in the afternoon of October 3, the
Grand Exalted Ruler left Missoula for Hel-
ena, Montana, with District Deputy Cole-
man and Past State Secretary Gibbons. In
the_ evening Helena Lodge entertained Mr.
Meier at a banquet attended by members
and their wives to the number of -three hun-
dred. Mr. Meier spoke at dinner .and later
dedicated the fine new Home of Helena
Lodge which was purchased for $25,000 and
remodeled at a cost of $35,000. The public
dedication was followed by dancing.

Among the distinguished members of the
Order present at these affairs were: A. W.
Smith, City Commissioner, L. L. Callaway,
Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, H. R.
Adair, City Attorney, Ray T. Nagle, State
Attorney General, George J. Joyce, Past Dis-
trict Deputy, Past State Secretary Gibbons,
Past State Vice-President O. H. Perry, State
Senator Ray Church, who was the orator of
the day, Past State Treasurer A. E. Carpen-
ter, and Past State Vice-President G. L.
Bryant. Following an oration by Mr.
Church, the Grand Exalted Ruler spoke, re-
viewing the charitable work that is being
done by the Order.

The Grand Exalted Ruler left Helena the
morning of October 4 and was driven to
Great Falls, Montana, where at noon one
hundred and seventy-five members of Great
Falls Lodge, No. 214, entertained him at
luncheon in the Lodge Home.

(Continued on page 46)
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