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decide that this is a treasure-
chest of thrilling and fascinat
ing stories, return the book and
forget the matter. You risk
nothing. So mail the coupon
today I

Every story in this book was selected
famous authors themselves as being
work in the short story field.

270 pages packed full of absorbing interest.
In this one handy volume you will find the
best short stories of America's leading fiction
writers. A book for your library table—a
splendid gift for a friend—each volume num
bered and autographed—the first printing
limited to 1000.
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Retail Price

—if you jom the Book-oMhe-Month

C/cib.. .you do not pay any fixed sum
per year as a member, nor do you
have to take a book every month.

aEsuggest that you send the coupon,below for abooklet outlining
the many things the Club is now able to do for book-readers, and
explaining how it operates. Are you aware, for instance, that as

a member you are never obliged to take the specific book-of-the-month
chosen by the judges? You may buy it orhot, as you please, after reading
the judges' pre-publication report about it. And what do you pay? Simply
the regular price of such books as you decide to take. What then are the
advantages of belonging?

They are many, and striking. First, book-dividends: for every dollar its
members spend onbooks they receive back onthe average over 50% in the
form offree books. Second, without a penny ofexpense, through the reports
of the judges you are kept completely informed about all the important new
books, so that you can choose among them with discrimination, instead of
having to rely upon ballyhoo and hearsay.

There are several other advantages, not readily measurable in money,
that cannot be outlined here for lack ofspace. Surely, within the next year,
the distinguished judges of the Clubwill choose as the book-of-the-month
or recommend as alternates, al least a few books that you will be very
anxious to read and which you will buy anyway. Why not—by joining the
Club—make sure you get these instead of missing them, which so often
happens; get the really substantial advantages'the Club affords, and at the
same time get a copy of THE ROMANCE OF LEONARDO DA VINCI, free.

%
Leonardo da VINCI is perhaps the most re-

I splendent figure in the history of the human race.
In person, distinguished and strong; in bearing, gen
erous and gentle; in intellect, a giant; in arc, the most
perfect painter who ever held a brush, he stands so &r
above the ordinary mortal that his name, for centuries,
has signified less a man than a legend, less an artist
than a magician. During his lifetime his presence
stirred people to wonder and admiration, and to un
comfortable conjectures on his marvelous powers.
When he walked through the streets of Milan, his
long fair face crowned with a black cap, and his blond,
beard flowing down over his favorite rose-colored
tunic, passers-by drew' aside, and whispered to one
another, There he goes to paint The Last Supper!'
Kings and cities bid for him, as if he were, himself a
work of art. . ."—Thomas Craven, in Men of Art.

From boyhood it was his habit to record his theoriesf
and observations; the habit grew with years. As a
consequence, we have today, dispersed in European
libraries, 5000 manuscript pages of unclassified reflec
tions set down in reversed, or mirror writing.

It is only within a comparatively few years that
Leonardo's mirror-written notes were deciphered.
Merejkowski's book is based practically wholly upon
them. The book has become a modern classic, one that
really belongs in every library. It has appeared in
several editions, but none comparable to the present
Random House edition, the fine quality of which is
barely suggested in the accompanying illustr.ition.

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB. Inc. 45i
386 Fourth Avenue. New Vork, N. Y.

pLEASE send me, without cost, abooklet outlining how
the Book-of-the-Month Club operates. This request in
volves me in no obligation to subscribe to your service.

Name

Address
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This Mouth

BE sure to turn to Homer Croy's
article on kidnapping (see

Page 9). Besides heing inforraa-
live and thoroughly readable, it
gives timely and significant ad- m
vice on the crime that is quickly
becoming the most vicious and
difitcuk one of ail to curb. Ji A
Cabroi's clever caricature of Mr.
Croy to the right indicates the
breadth of his intellectual capaci
ties. In this article the man who writes Will
Rogers' scenarios has concentrated all of his
decidedly talented faculties.

Next Month

"iriGHTER'S FEUD," by Edward Shenton, is
the title of the lead-off story in next month's

issue. For ding-dong, hammer-and-tongs action
youll find it hard to beat. And if you're a
follower of the manly art, we'll wager you'll
clip out for keeps one or two of Ronald
McLeod's soul-stirring illustrations.

Horatio Winslow, inimitable humorist, has
written a story, "A Specter's Secret," which also
will make its bow next month. It tells of the
uproariously funny adventures of a young cor
respondence school detective, Jake by name, in
the solving of his first case. There's a swell
girl in it, too.
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What Will You Do With

$350000
. IUGiveittoY0U7
GEE, MARY. I WI5H 1 COULO Af FORD TO MAKE YO U

AND BABV HAPPV. EVFBYTHINO IS SO HOPELE5S..
AND NO JOB OR MONEY IN ^JCrHT ANYtVHERB

LOOli/ THIS COMPANY
oives anwav iSOOO.OO
ALL IN .PRIZ.£S
TOAOV£RTIiP THEliyvS^^j-
PROOUCTJ. LErtTRYfc^l
IMAGINE- IF WE WOULC \
wiN$3500.00/

•HEREj ALEnERTOR.
You. Mft£. JONE?...j
f KOM TOM WOOD
«N CINCINNATI. ^

DARLING -LoOkC-we WOW
HEBE^ TOM WOODiS
C+JPCK. FOB. ^ v.1
$3^00.00

txaVs more \ r
MONEV THAN f1 X
we EVER HAD \\J

ISN'T IT ALLTOO WONOERPUL POR. WORDS / 1
OUR BEAUTIFUL HOME.-THE NEW CAB.. ALL.
OUR BILLS PAID..A'N0 R.EAL GOOD —TS

. CLOTHES TO WEAR. i f
I. ..AND AMICE t

DEPOSIT AT THE
BANK.TOO. yk,
t AM GRATEFUL
TO TOM WOOD

FOR. ALLT-«e

HAPPINESS T-We
3.500.00 PRixe
HAS BftOUOHT UJ <«|

Think. NOW. How You
Would Spend $3,500.00
Would you start a business of
your own; would you invest in
bonds; would you pay ofl a
mortgage on your home or buy
new furniture and clothes ?
Maybe you would use the
money for education. Just
think what $3,500.00 could
mean to you! Think of all the
things you could do with it.
Plan now — then write your
answer—rush it to me at once.
Yours may be the winner.

Just Sending Answer Qualifies
You For Opportunity to

WIN $3,500-00
Some say I am wrong. They say that the
people who get money from me will spend
it foolishly. Now I want to find out. I am
going to give away over $6,000.00. Someone
is going to get $3,500.00 All Cash. If I gave
you the $3,600.00 what would YOU do with
it? Tell me in 20 words or less. Just send
ing an answer qualifies you for the oppor
tunity to win $3,500.00. If you are prompt
I'll send you a $1,000.00 Cash Certificate
AT ONCE I Here is an opportunity of a
lifetime. Costa you nothing to win. Rush
your answer today. Send no money—just
tell me what you would do with the money
if I gave you the $3,500.00.

TOM WOOD. Manager
Dept. HR.302-A H-0 Building Cincinnati, Ohio

I'LL PAY $250.00
JUST FOR THE WINNING ANSWER TO

THIS QUESTION
I am going to give $3,S00.00 to some deserving man or
woman who answers my announcements. Kou may be the
one to get it! But, before I give it to anyone I would like
to know that the money will be used wisely. What will yoa
do with this fortune if I give it to you? Just answer this
question^tell me in a sentence of 20 words or less what
you would do with the $3,500.00—not/i/ng more to do to
ward the $250.00 cash prize! Sounds easy? It is simple!
Nothing "fancy" is needed—just tell me in plain
what you would do with the $3,500.00. Answer now—Win I

20 Simple Words WIN $250.00
Nothing mere for you fe do! Costs nothing to win-
nothing to buy—no selling—This $250.00 Prize given

just for on answer to my question.
There is no way you can lose. Simply tell me what YOU
will do with $3,600.00 if I give it to you. The prize for the
winning answer is $250.00. Just sending an answer quali
fies you for an opportunity to win $3,600.00 in final prize
distribution. Think what an amazing opportunity—why.
many people work hard for a life-time without ever having
such a vast amount of money as you may now win.

BE PROMPT! I Will Send You $1,000.00
Cash Certificate AT ONCE!

One thousand dollars EXTRA if you are prompt and win
first prire in final distribution. So don't delay. Nothing
more to do now or ever toward getting answer prize and
qualifying for an opportuity to get your share of over
$6,000.00 to be given away. EVERY PERSON WHO TAKES
AN ACTIVE PART WILL BE REWARDED IN CASH . . .
Think what you would do with $3.500.00—write your
answer and rush it to me. SEND NO MONEY . . . No
"puzzles." "number paths" or "lucky numbers" to win
over $3,500.00 cash. BE PROMPT. I will send you $1,000.00
Cash Certificate AT ONCE.

RULES—Only ono answer accepted from a family. Tou must be OTcr 16
years of age and reside within Continental U. 8. $250.00 given for beat
answer to "What Will You Do With $3,500.00 If 1 Give It te You?"
Answers must be postmarked not later than Feb. 28. 1934. Judges will
consider answer only for Dr>ctlcal yalue of the Idea. Construction, apell-
InK and neatness not conitdered. Duplicate prizes glTCC i& case of
duplicate winning answeil.

TOM WOOD, Manager
H. O. Bldg., Dept. HR-302-A, Cincinnati, Ohio.
If you give me the $3,500.00 prize, 1 will use It as
follows:

(Write your answer plainly in here, in 20 words or less)

ADDRESS

TOWN STATE.
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Order. It is neither an infirmary nor a hospital. Appli
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Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

Official Circular Number Five

To the Members of the Benevolent
and Protective Order
of Elks:

DEAR BROTHERS:

Since this communication will be published in the January
issue of the Magazine, let it be my New Year's greeting to all
the members of the Order. With the fading of the old year,
characterized by its difficulties and, perhaps, disappointments—
although it must have been productive of many pleasures too—
comes the New Year, surcharged with hope and courage.
Before it shall wane, I am confident that a new spirit will
characterize every phase of life's effort. Already there is the
advance influence of such a spirit. Let us prepare ourselves to
take full advantage of all it will offer.

Armistice Day Initiation

Our simultaneous initiation of a National Class of candi
dates on Armistice Night was a great success. Owing to the
fact that all Lodges have not made the report requested, it is
impossible to give the aggregate results in figures. However,
enough information has been forwarded to show that there
was an average initiation of not less than ten candidates in
every Lodge that caught the spirit of the suggestion and in
itiated members on that night. Many more were restored to
membership through reinstatement during the campaign, and
substantial numbers will yet come, through reinstatement as
well as initiation, as a result of the work that has been done.
Many messages were received showing a wonderful cooperation
on the part of nearly every Lodge, and for the fine work done
I am most grateful. I hope those who made reports will
accept this as an acknowledgement of their communications.

In connection with this subject, it appears that a few
Exalted Rulers seemed to think the matter of calling the
Lodge session and initiating candidates on Armistice Night was
one left tp their discretion, and consequently they did not
comply with my executive request. I greatly regret this,
because cornpliance was a duty resting upon each one. More
over, the_ failure in this respect was the loss of a most unusual
opportunity for service to the Order, and I hope that in the
event that such a simultaneous initiation shall be planned for
another year, there may be unanimous action.

A few Lodges have not yet reported the number of candi
dates initiated on Armistice Night, and I would greatly appre
ciate it if every Exalted Ruler would ascertain whether the
report was made and, if not, have the information forwarded
without further delay.

Our Nation-Wide Broadcast

The broadcast over the Columbia Broadcasting Network,
following the simultaneous initiation of our National Class!
Armistice Night, was a great success. With but few excep
tions. Its reception was perfect. I was very happy that our
members could receive a message from our President, Brother
Roosevelt, which was delivered through the courtesy of Post-

1412 Northern Life Tower
Seattle, Washington

December 15, 1933

master General James A. Farley. The University Singers and
the Columbia Symphony Orchestra contributed materially to
the success of the program. The rendition of the Eleven
O'clock Toast by Brother Joseph T. Fanning was wonderful.
And for the privilege of speaking to our membership, as well
as to our radio friends throughout the land, I am deeply
grateful.

Our Anniversary Class

In my last official communication I suggested the propriety
of observing the anniversary of the birth of our Order, Febru
ary 16tb, by the initiation of an Anniversary Class. I hope
that the officers of our Lodges will press forward with their
activities along this line without delay. This anniversary date
should never be permitted to pass unnoticed. It should always
be characterized by some special feature, and I am sure that
no more appropriate manner of observance could be had than
the bringing into the Order of a goodly number of eligible,
high class citizens. I have suggested that this initiation be
held on some date between Lincoln's Birthday and Washing-
tons Birthday, and I trust that all of the Lodges will cooperate
in this respect.

Twenty-one and Six Class

Inasmuch as our Grand Lodge at its Milwaukee Conven
tion made provision for the bringing of young men under
twenty-six years of age into the Order at a smaller initiation
fee than prevails for older men, I am anxious that our Lodges
shall take advantage of the opportunity afforded thereby. The
initiation of young men into our Order brings virility and
enthusiasm. There is an adage of "old men for counsel and
young men for w^ar." This is also applicable to fraternal
organizations. When men have served the Lodges and the
Order for a great many years, they are entitled to a rest from
the heat and burden of the day. However, before they can rest
there must be others to take their places. By bringing young
men into the Order a period of training is afforded, which in
turn will be reflected in the more active service rendered for
the fraternity, as well as for humanity at large. Let every
Lodge organize a "21 and 6" class, to be composed exclusively
of candidates under the age of twenty-six.

May 1934 prove to be a great year for Elkdom. It can
be made such if all will but cooperate to that end. I shall
carry on to the utmost of my ability, and I appeal to all
members of the Order to move forward as one solid phalanx.

Sincerely and fraternally yours.

Grand Exalted Ruler



SLOUGH
DEVIL

Pi?

I HE girl was saving his life.
She worked with frantic haste, her tall body framed

by the drenched grasses plastering this remote corner of the-
world. As for Peter Hawley, he was past the point where he
could speak. He could only watch, and try to stretch his cold
muscles, and set down observations in a brain which was
startlingly clear and photographic.

He had known many graceful women. But this girl, with
her slender bare arms and legs, her mass of corn-colored hair
and her ragged gingham dress, did Herculean things and did
them with insouciant ease. The dead branch which she slid
beneath Peter's sagging arms was huge and awkward; she
moved it as she would have moved a house broom, or a
parasol.

"Get your arms over it," she ordered. "Hang on."
She knelt amid the chocolate ooze, her feet vanished in the

slow suction of the mire. Her big gray eyes were critical and
appraising. '"No." She shook her head. "You won't last
five minutes that way. And I must go for a rope or—or some
thing. . . . No, I'll have to tie you."

Peter Hawley heard some man whispering, "I—can—hang
on."

*'You can't. Here." Quickly she turned; the swamp talked
and burbled about her slim ankles. She lifted her faded blue
dress; he recognized the dry sound of ripping cloth. This girl
was a pioneer woman, a corn-colored ghost who had come out
of the past to save him. She wore a petticoat, a brief length of
cheapand snowy cotton,andshewas tearing it into wide strips
copyright, 1934, by MacKiiilay Kantor.
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by Mac Kin lay Kantor
Illustrated by Courtney A 11 e n ^

Then, with lithe nonchalance she straddled the dry log
and stretched her body toward his. The log settled,
grunting and hissing, lower in the slime. "It won't sink,"
the girl reassured Peter. "Only a little way. It's like

cork." She laced the torn strips of fabric around his shoul
ders and over his wrists, manacling him fast to this weird
salvation.

She slid quickly back among the firmer hummocks. "I
won't be long." The gray eyes smiled reassuringly, her coral-
colored lips parted, closed again. Then the tropical boundaries
fenced Hawley in; the girl was gone and he hung there, half
alive, his muddy face floating above that glutinous .surface.

His gun. Where was it? He had a heavy rifle . . . yes, it
had fallen aside when he first went down. Over there among
those sedgy masses. He could see the butt sticking up—a
varnished knot of walnut on which a film of sunlight shivered
and danced. What time was it? Once it had been noon. He
had been hunting, all morning. Ate something. He walked.
He watched for those evil tracks, the wallowing trail of the
creature which he hated. He went through a wilderness of
yellow lotuses, a jungle of meshing creepers.

Then it had happened. A lifetime ago.
Very far away he heard a heron crying. Perhaps his voice

had sounded like that when this girl heard his call. Something
wailing, aloof and eerie above the tangle of interlaced islands.

He whispered aloud, "Tim. I almost missed out. She gave
me my chance, Tim. I won't miss out again. I'll get that
devil." A greasy bubble formed outside his mouth; his eyes
were closing. It would be good to sleep. Even in the midst
of a writhing, sucking paste which encompassed his whole body.

Something was forcing his marble lips apart. He smelled the
odor of whiskey. He looked up into the girl's face; yes, he
reasoned foggily, she had pride—pride and strength, which the



She slid quickly back among the
firmer hummocks. "I won't be long,"
The gray eyes smiled reassurmgly

perfect modeling of her features could not con
ceal. Pride and strength, lost in this crazy strip
of jungleland.

"I passed out . . he tried to grin.
She poured whiskey into his mouth. It

tlamed down his aching throat.
"Listen," she kept saying, ''listen to me. Can

you understand? You've got to fight! Hard!
Both of us. , , . Don't close your eyes." Her
words kept on, smooth and bitter—he wished
she'd let him go to sleep again, and he could
hear her talking while he slept.

"There's no one else. \o one. I've got this
rope around you, I'm going to pull, across that
branch up there. You must help."

His head jerked vaguely. He heard her go
away from the pool. Presently a painful sawing
. . . something was trying to cut his body off,
below the shoulders. "Fight," she was calling. Her voice
came down through the mosquito-laden haze. "Crawl. You've
go to help."

Slowly he was rising out of the ghastly tide. He stared
across the yards of bushy green which separated them. She
had slid her rope through the smooth crotch of a broken wil
low, and her body bent fiercely against the taut strain. He
began to^wrench his arms across the log.

. good. You'll get out. We'll make it.'" She wascajohng a warm tone which rapped into staccato hammer-
strokes upon his consciousness. "Your legs. Try to push
with them. That's right. Swim! You've got to live, you
know. Somebodyll be expecting you to come back. You've
got—to— • And in all the world, there was nothing except a
searmg knife which bound ils blade around his arm-pits, and
far away from him the tall woman with yellow hair, the
woman who braced her legs among the reeds and tortured
him . . . and tortured him and . . .

^^ate^ felt good, lapping over his face. Again, the whiskey.
He swallowed automatically. The swamp air was breathless
and solid, but now he could breathe, and nothing was pulling
him apart.

"I m not dead," he said aloud.
"No. You'll be all right."
He looked at her; then, painfully, he raised his head and

stared along the length of his muddy trunk. From neck to
toes, boots, and belt and breeches, he was encased with the
thick grease of the bog. •

"Where is—this?"
"Just a few feet away, under the trees. The quick-sand is

over there, I brought you."
"Carried me?"
She gave a short laugh. "Hardly. I dragged you. You're

heavy as sin. I didn't know you were so large."'
Presently Peter Hawley wrenched his throbbing shoulders

from the damp earth. He sat up and stared about him. The
woman was sitting a few feet away, her knees drawn up and
her faded gingham dress wrapped neatly around her naked legs.

'"I'm a beast." he said. "I haven't even thanked you."
"It's nothing."
Peter grinned, wryly. "It's something more than that, to me.

The only life I've got."
Her gray eyes met his. and now there was no sparkle of

tenderness or sympathy. "I've hid your rifle," she said. "You'll



get it after a while—if I should change my mind—maybe."
"Look here," said Peter.
She told him, "I'm looking. If you're able to talk, I ought

to be able to listen."
"Why did you hide my gun?"
She inquired, slowly, "Do you know where you are?"

H IS gaze traveled around the clearing in which they sat.
On three sides, the drowned tangle' of the Winneshiek hemmed
them in, dense and impenetrable and mysterious as all eternity.
Only on the east was there a break in the enshrouding gloom.
There the low sunlight slanted across a lonely meadow of cat
tails and lilies, a flat marsh which straggled into a boundary of
forest again.

But beyond the tops of distant trees he could see misty hills,
high and knuckled with rock.

"Yes," he said, "I can find my boat again, without any
trouble. It's at the head of a little bayou over there."

She shrugged. "You don't know where you are. Or if you
do, you don't mean to tell me."

Hawley rubbed his bruised chest. "Quite probably I'm in
Wisconsin. At least I'm in the Mississippi bottoms, some
where between Wisconsin and Minnesota. And five miles
downstream is the metropolis of Broken Bow, my—" he hesi
tated—"my temporary base."

The woman came to her feet with a rare, lifting grace. Now
that he was no longer fainting in that murderous bog, Peter
could see that she was tall—nearly as tall as he.

"You're on Black Island," she said. "Folks don't come here."
Peter tried to stand. His legs were butchered muscles and

red-hot clay, scorching when he moved them. "I came," he
said, between his teeth.

"Yes. With a rifle."
And then he did manage to attain his feet. He leaned

against the dead willow, breathing heavily. The sun was
kissing the western horizon. Its straggling orange spread across
the wild marsh, and already the surrounding thickets were fad
ing from green into black.

"My name is Peter Hawley. Sorry that I can't produce a
card. But—I'm rather muddy, you see. My home is in New
York."

She nodded, coolly. "I knew you were from the city. Some
city."

"I've told you my name," Peter said.
She lifted her brown hand and pushed the wealth of electric

hair from her forehead. "I'm sorry, Mr. Hawley. My name is
Ardith Kent. Why did you have that rifle?"

"Because I was hunting." A mutter of anger cried up inside
him. He didn't have to tell her, or anyone. It was

.EN —I-

Crouching, his rifle
changed rapidly as he
strove to hold its sights
below the brute's
fjiassive shoulder
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something too grim and incomprehensible and horrible. . . .
He spoke roughly. "Where did you put my gun?" He set

one tingling leg ahead of the other.
"Mr. Hawley," said the girl, "you're weak. You came close

to death. Don't try to bluster or threaten." She laughed
suddenly. "Why, I could handle you myself, right now. Not
any other time. But right now."

His pallor had given way to a blaze of anger. His fingers
twisted convulsively, breaking their plaster of dried mud.
"It's something I don't want to talk about. Black Island! I
don't care whether it's Black Island or any other color. Some
thing brought me here, and I'm coming back again."

The girl's mouth opened as if she would speak, then closed
with firm resolution. Without a word, she turned and walked
toward the dark belt of underbrush.

"Wait," Peter cried.
Her face looked back, a mothy shadow against the dusky

jungle. And now the sun had slipped down, and a vast pink
wash spread over the marshland. . . . "Look here," Peter
called, "I don't want any trouble with—^with anyone. I'm here
to hunt the slough devil. Do you get that? An animal! I
don't give a damn about anything else on this island or in the
whole Winneshiek country. I'm after that animal, and I'm
going to stay here until I get him."

The silence hung, thick and painted, between them. He
could hear the feverish murmur of insects all about. When
Ardith Kent spoke, there was a timbre in her voice which he
had not heard there before.

"You said you could find your way back to your boat. 111
take you at your word. But go now; it'll be dark soon enough.
And be careful where you walk, this time."

The bushes swayed.
"Wait!" he called again. The echo went rollicking across the

motionless tundras. He heard a crackling of twigs, a fading
swish of the dense grasses. And the woman did not answer.
She was gone.

He found a stick near at hand. Leaning upon it, he moved
painfully past that fresh-trampled patch in the reeds. . . .
The dusk was plum-colored when, gasping and lurching, he
reached his boat.

Fish came up in an unending parade, flippmg against the
glassy surface of the slough as they nipped at dancing insects.
The birds of evening cried throughout the whole wide valley.
And dimly, behind the range of hills which squatted against
the darkening eastern sky, he heard a railroad train go chewmg
away into oblivion. A machine! And this was like the
Amazon. A hinterland, unexplored and uncombed. . . . Hawley
tumbled across the gunwale, kicking the boat out from its
muddy moorings with a stab of his aching leg.

His hand toyed with the lanyard of the motor. Peter Hawley
stared. Something was lying in the boat, propped neatly across
the thwarts.

His rifle.
She had believed him. Somehow or another, he had made her

understand. She knew that he was honestly hunting an animal,
and not some person who hid in those suspicious wastes. She
had taken the gun from its hiding place, and had brought it to
the boat.

The motor popped and droned. The boat went skating down
the shadowy bayou toward the
Mississippi, muttering in its shal
low coves. And all Hawley could
see against the tawny western sky
were those great, gray eyes—the
lall, curving body in its gaunt

^ sheathing of faded blue
R.- He drove his knuckles against
^ the gunwale. No. No room for

a woman in his mind. He would
be only a hunter, until he pounded

s\. steel bullets into a tough hide and
/ stamped a brawny carcass beneath

\v his heels. . . . He couldn't think of
B|L> ^ this girl. now. A marsh woman,

from these green sloughs. He
kept laughing at himself, in a sort
of heady frenzy.

The {Contimied on page 34)



I END your ear to that husky new profession which is
^ growing so fast—none other than kidnapping. It is

booming merrily along—that is, merrily for the kidnappers.
H, G. Wells, the greatest prophet in the world of what is
going to happen in the future, has some words to say about
kidnapping which do not make pleasant reading. In his new
book, this:

"In the United States kidnapping cases will continue to
mount. By the year 1940, kidnapping will be so prevalent that
the average fairly successful American business man will" be
compelled to go about with an armed bodyguard. It will be no
uncommon sight to see a business man walking down the street,
accornpanied by another man who has his hand on his holster."

This would sound rather e.xaggerated if it were not for
another unpleasant fact, and that is the way the former boot
leggers are gazing upon the lucrative business of body-snatching.
The repeal of prohibition has sent these gentry out to look for
grass in other pastures. And they are not only looking at the
kidnapping clover, but nibbling. Walking hand in hand with
this fact is another; the National Council on Crime, after an
exhaustive study, reports that there are at the present time
3^000 cases a year of kidnapping, What?—3.000 a year?
^ es. Of course they are not reported. The families of the
Copyright, 1934, by Homer Croy.

victims prefer to pay the money and say nothing. And that
is where the trouble comes in—hush cases. The kidnappers
know this, and fatten on it.

I was commissioned by this Magazine to go out and bring
back a fair and unbiased report on the situation, and I hereby
do—and it is none too encouraging.

In the course of my questionings I sought out Col. Robert
Isham Randolph, former head of the Secret Six, which is an
organization to help stamp out crime in Chicago. He knows
what he is talking about and this is what he says;

"Kidnapping will grow. An army of men whose guns were
for hire in beer-running, having been thrown out of employ
ment, have turned their peculiar talents to the more dangerous
—and more lucrative—racket of kidnapping for ransom."

The idea of kidnapping men of importance and extracting
money from their families is not new. Far from it. Most
people do not know it, but the great Julius Caesar was snatched
by kidnappers and kept for forty days. The kidnappers de
manded a ransom of $56,000—and got it, too. This made
Caesar so mad. when he got back home, that he went after
them with blood in his eye. He captured them and had their
throats cut. That's the way Caesar handled kidnappers.

No person is too important to be beyond the greedy eyes of
the kidnappers. As I write this, the Governor of Iowa, Clyde
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L. Herring, is being guarded by two dead-shots who are with
him night and day. And also as I write this, the Governor
of Kansas has a guard to protect his daughter from being
kidnapped.

I could tell you of further cases, but it would only invite
greedy kidnappers to them. However, I think I will risk one
or two. For instance, Harold Lloyd. He is the richest actor
in the world, and the kidnappers know it. He has three chil
dren, and with my own eyes I have seen armed guards in the
car as the children ride by. In fact, my little girl went to the
same school with the two older children; and it was a sight
that raised one's indignation to see the Lloyd car come up with
a guard sitting there to protect them.

Do you know why the street addresses of the Hollywood
stars are not printed in the newspapers or magazines? Well,
there's a reason. . . .

Did you know that two efforts were made to kidnap Presi
dent Abraham Lincoln? Both of these plots were hatched up
by John Wilkes Booth, who finally shot and killed him. The
first plot was like this; Booth learned that President Lincoln
planned to attend the theatre, and gathered his foul henchmen
about him. One of his men was to turn off the gas lights and
plunge the theatre into darkness, then Booth and his men were
to seize Lincoln and tie him with ropes, drag him to a waiting
carriage and hurry away in the darkness. However, on that
night, Lincoln was very busy, and also a storm lashed and tore
over the City of Washington, and so, at the last minute, Lin
coln decided not to go to the theatre.

Two months later—March 16lh. 1865, to be exact—Booth
tried the same thing over again. He learned that Lincoln was
to attend a matinee performance of a show to be given at the
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Soldiers' Home in Washington. Booth and his men armed
themselves with knives, ropes and revolvers, mounted their
horses and hid in a stretch of woods where Lincoln's carriage
was to pass. Again, at the last minute, Lincoln changed his
mind and did not get into the carriage. If he had not made
that off-hand decision, the history of this nation might have
been changed.

'X*HE kidnapper is a particularly loathsome monster, for he
works under the cover of darkness, and takes advantage of one
of the finest of human traits—the love of one member of a
family for another. The family, driven half insane by fear and
worry, will do anything to get their loved one back. All this
the kidnapper knows and trades on.

In my investigations a bit of news that surprised me was
that the firm of London Lloyd's is secretly writing insurance
against kidnapping. And very secretly, for naturally if pro
spective kidnappers learned that a man had had himself insured,
and they knew they were sure of their money, they would
snatch him first of all,

The utmost secrecy prevails in securing this insurance. Ap
plicants only of the highest integrity are accepted. The identity
of the person cannot be known even to the office force. The
head of the local company alone deals with him. Even his name
cannot be cabled to the main office in London for confirmation;
it is sent—but it goes in code. Immediately the man is ac
cepted he is no longer a name but a number, so that no one
working on the books will know who he is.

Here is the rate: For $100,000—$750 a year. (This is for
men and women.)
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The family,
driven half in
sane by fear
and worry, will
do anything to
get their loved
one back. All
this the kidnap
per knows and
trades on fully

The company will not insure a child for more than $50.CX)0.
and the rate is just twice as high as it is for men and women.
In other words, it costs as much to insure your child for
$50,000 as it does yourself for $100,000.
_How does a' victim fare when he goes into the hands of a

kidnapper? No two alike. Sometimes very nicely; sometimes
. . . Sometimes he is kept in an abandoned house; sometimes in
a cellar; sometimes in a gangster's apartment. Always his eyes
are taped, or other%vise covered, and he is never permitted to
see his abductor.
. An odd case was that of Charles M. Rosenthal, a broker, of

New York. The bait thrown at him was a pretty girl. The
girl made herself agreeable and he asked to call on her. But
when he_ came, four men were waiting on the porch. They
entered the car, a pistol was shoved into his ribs—and that's
how he was "snatched." His eyes were taped, his family
paid the kidnappers $50,000. The day they freed him they
paid part of it back to him—a ten-dollar bill—and turned him
loose. He was unshaved, his clothes were wrinkled and soiled,
his eyes were inflamed. He had no idea where he was. And
with the bill still in his hand, he walked into the police station
and reported.

''Have you any clews?" the police asked.
He had only two. One was that he had heard music late at

night, which he judged to come from a Negro night club. The
other was this: the kidnappers had made him take dope. Once
when the cover was off his eyes for a moment he saw the name

of the druggist on the bottle—Lowenstein's Pharmacy,
It said. But these clews were enough, and four men
went to Sing Sing. And the decoy woman? She was
turned loose. I don't know why. Personally, I think
she should have been clapped in, too.

The worst treated of any victim I know of was Jake
the Barber. Twelve years ago Jake (real name John

(Continued on page 32)
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For those not too fastidious about the
broadness of the humor in their theatrical
fare, "Sailor, Beware!" by Keiiyon Nichol
son and Charles Robi/tson can be heartily
recommended as an evening's uproarious
entertainment. The fleet is lying in Panama
Bay and its sailors are swarming in Panama
City. The little tableau at the right pre
sents the three moving spirits in the play's
nautical romance. They are Audrey Chris
tie. Bruce Macfarlane and Edxvard Craven

The picture at the right pre
sents a quorum of the players
in "The Pursuit of Happi
ness." hi the usual order they
are Eleanor Hicks, Charles
JValdron, Hunter Gardner,
Seth Arnold, Raymond T'Fal-
burn, Peggy Conklin and
Tonio Selwart, a recent im
portation from Munich who
is fast on his way to joining
the ranks of the matinee
idols. This play by Alan
Child and Isabelle London
is a slight but amusing com
edy built around the ambigu
ous possibilities latent in the
quaint New England court
ing custom of a bygone cen
tury known as "bundling"
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The full range of superlatives must be trotted out to do
justice to Maxiuell Anderson's "Mary of Scotland."
Here is one play that we might venture to call great; a
robust and sympathetic historical picture in the grand
romantic manner, written with great beauty, superlatively
well acted and lavishly mounted in the Theatre Guild's
best style. Jt the left are pictured Helen Hayes who adds
new stature to her fame by the dignity and fire of her
portrayal of the ill-fated queen, and Philip Aierivale zuho
gives ivhat is by all odds the finest performance of his ca
reer as her reckless lover James Hepburn, liarI of Bothzcell

Behind the

Footlights
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The beauty and outstanding artistry of Doro
thea Wieck (c/rc/e) when she appeared as the
sympathetic teacher in "Maedchen in Uni
form" made such a favorable impression that
she was lured to Hollywood to appear in
American films. Her first California assign-
7nent was in "Cradle Song" and her second,
entitled "Miss Fane's Baby Is Stolen," will
shortly be forthco7ni}ig. In this story of a
screen star's kidnapped child, Alice Brady and
Baby LeRoy will co-star with A'liss PFieck

And On

the Screen
Reviews by

Esther R. Bien

"If I IFere Free,"
based 07i a play by
John Van Druten. is
a thoroughly pleasant,
adult and credible
evening's screen en
tertainment. A highly
competent cast which
includes Nils Asther,

.Henry Stephenson,
Laura Hope Crews
and Vivian Tobin is
headed by the two
floating dreamily on
the river Thames in
the picture at the
right—Irene Dunne
and Clive Brook

No %vonder Adolphe
Menjou and Joan Blon-
dell {left) look so
startled. In the hurly-
burly of a sales conven
tion at Atlantic City
they have just been dis
covered in the wrong
room by the wrong per
son and Mr. Menjou's
hopes of obtaining the
job of Sales Manager
of the company are at
stake. This and many
other lively complica
tions of a like sort form
the backbone of the pic
ture "Convention City,"
about to be released



Gertrude Niesen, above, sings
just the way she looks. Her
songs, however, are those of
frustration and unrequited love

and we cannot imagine why

Cast and Broadcast

A. ;
L - •

VW'
j \
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Leopold Stokowskij the guiding and unify
ing force behind the Philadelphia Symphony
Orchestra, is pictured above, directing the
Symphony in one of its magnificent nightly
performances over CBS at 9 P. M. The
sponsors of this brilliant quarter hour pro
gram deserve all the sales they v\ay make
for this stroke of consummate genius

By
Phillips
Coles

That conversational machine-
gun Floyd Gibbons, T!^BC's
star radio reporter, is carica
tured above. Off the air now.
he will doubtless soon be back

Lum and Abner, left, of that
mythical community, "Pine
Ridge," have opened their
party-line to NBC-H'EAF
eavesdroppers from Monday
through Friday evenings. It's

RAY LEE JACKSON dH in o Spirit of good clean fun



January, 1934

"And what does that {^e^
you? I'll bet you don't
make ten grand a year"

10UEY STEIN, attorney-at- 1 ^
law, stood at the window

of his private office philosophi
cally contemplating the effect of
the vernal equinox upon upper
Broadway. He reluctantly turned
away as Miss Gorfey, his secretary, entered.

"Lot of baby carriages out today," he observed.
"Just like Sunday." agreed Miss Gorfey.
"And it's hot," elaborated Louey. "I'm getting a tan just

standing at the window."
Miss Gorfey interrupted her employer's springtime mood.
"Your brother is outside," she stated, "Do you want to

see him now?"
"In about five minutes."
"That's what I told him."
"You know that jig-saw puzzle?" said Louey. "I fin

ished it."
"No!"
Louey pointed proudly toward his desk.
"There it is," he said. "Washington Crossing the Dela

ware. You know those little white pieces that we thought
were part of his pants? They were the ice cubes. They're
all around the boat."

Miss Gorfey surveyed the completed puzzle with the proper
amount of wonderment.

"I don't see how you ever did it." she said.
"You can put it away now," Louey commanded. "And

put some papers on my desk."
"Seems a shame to break it up again." Miss Gorfey com

mented as she slipped the puzzle into a drawer.
Five minutes later Louey looked up from his papers to

greet his brother Jake. Jake was immaculately dressed in
a double-breasted suit of Maxfield Parrish blue with blend
ing tie and socks of light pink.

"How's Mr. Blackstone?"' Jake asked. He always asked that.
"How's Mr. Capone?" asked Louey. He always asked that.
The usual courtesies having been observed, Jake drew

out an enormous gold cigarette case, lit an imported cigarette
(•"I'.vright, 1934, by Carl Wall.

e>mart

by Carl Wall
Illustrated by

J. Henry

I I I and got down to business.
"How does it look?" he asked.
Louey tapped the papers in a

business-like manner.
"Not any too good," he said,

"but I think I can get you out
of it.",

"That's indeed fine," said Jake.
"It was a pretty dumb thing to do," Louey observed.

"One of these days you're going to do something just a little
dumber—"

Jake gestured impatiently.
"I know,"' he said. "One of these days I'm going to find

myself playing quarter-back for Sing Sing." .
"Not quarter-back," said Louey. "Just one of those dumb

guards. Why don't you smarten up, Jake, and 'get out of
the racket before they get you. It doesn't pay."

"Doesn't pay!" Jake snorted. "What do you mean, doesn't
pay? I cleaned up plenty last year and I'll clean up plenty
this year. About ten times more than you'll ever make in
the law business. You're the one who had better smarten
up. Any dumb ditch-digger can make an honest living."

"Dumb!" Louey yelled. "Why, you dumb palooka! You're
just like the rest of these cheap crooks who spend half of
their lives hiding in Y'onkers and the other half behind the
bars. And they think they're smart. Why, there isn't a crook
in the world that has the I. Q. of a second rate village idiot.
And I know."

"And I suppose that includes me?" Jake demanded angrily.
"It certainly does." said Louey, "and it also includes all

of your best friends."'
"And X suppose you're the smart guy?" Jake sneered.

"The guy who worked his way through C. C. N. Y. and
read books in his spare time. One of Dr. Eliot's five-
footers and every inch an honest citizen." He flipped his
cigarette ash into the waste basket. "And what does that
get you? I'll bet you don't make ten grand a year.''

"That's right," Louey agreed, "I don't. But whenever a
stranger taps me on the shoulder, I know it's just for a match
or the correct time or probably the way to Grant's Tomb.
Nothing else."
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"Nothing to be afraid of, eh?" said Jake. "Just like every
other dumb John Citizen who's afraid to cheat on his income
tax. Do you know why you're honest? Because you're too
dumb to be anything else, that's why. You couldn't make a
dishonest dime if you offered to give half of it to charity."

Louey reached for a cigar and lit it slowly. It was his
way of counting to ten.

"Listen, Jake," he said finally. "Who's the smartest crook
you know—outside of yourself?"

Jake considered for a moment.
'"The smartest guy in any racket," he answered emphat

ically, "is Joe Salina. Why?"
"He's a pretty smart guy, huh?" Louey asked. "I sup

pose it would be pretty hard to put anything over on Joe,
•wouldn't it?"

"Hard?" Jake laughed.
"It's impossible. That guy
took a correspondence ^ ,• , ^
course in swindling. ' V ^ '
Studies it nights."

Louey studied the
length of his cigar ash '
and carefully deposited it V'
in the waste basket.

got a proposition to make. . \
You think this .guy Salina • / .
is pretty smart, don't
you?"

"Like Einstein," '•/•

"And a hon-
guy like myself

over on —

three a

"Never
Louey. say

how

"How do you mean?"
asked Louey.

"How much says you M
can pull a swindle or any W '1
kind of a racket on Joe m
Salina and get away with M
it? I'll give you five to W
one. I'm sick of listen- '
ing to this song and dance *
of yours anyway."

"How about a thou-
sand?" asked Louey.

"Just like a ribbon ^Bje
clerk," said Jake.

"Five thousand."
"Make it ten."
Louey hesitated. Ten thousand was a lot of money but
41 matter so was fifty thousand."O.K." he said.
They shook hands elaborately.

And now," said Jake, "all that you have to do is to get
some gold leaf and go over a couple of bricks. Joe's nuts
about them.

He drew out his check-book and with a flourish made out
a check for fifty thousand dollars.

All right," he said. "Let's see you cover it."
Louey s hand trembled a little as he signed his check. Ten

^ money. Jake examined it carefully.^Whos gomg to hold the stakes?" he asked.

reta^^ about Miss Gorfey?" asked Louey. "She's my sec-
O.K." said Jake. "Bring her in."

for buzzer and Miss Gorfey came in ready
explained. "Jake and I have made

^ li; f if to stakes."^3,t you have to do," said Jake, "is to hang on to
these checks until—how long do you want, Louey?"

A week is enough," said Louey.
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"Give you two weeks," said Jake magnanimously. He
turned again to Miss Gorfey. "Just keep them for two weeks

• and I'll be in to pick them up."
He took up his hat and placed it on his head at what he

considered a fetching angle.
"By the way," he asked, "when does that case of mine

come up?"
"Not for a month," Louey answered. "Calendar's pretty

crowded."
"Well, then," said Jake, "paul revere for a couple of weeks

and don't nick Joe for too much."
He gave Miss Gorfey a gallant little bow, which was some

what, marred by the fact that his hat remained on his head,
and left the office.

mi

"Just a smart guy Jrom Kalamazoo," Salina
laughed. "Trying a trick like that in this town!
Take him down to the station and lock hitn up"

"Miss Gorfey," Louey commanded, "beat it down to the
bank and cash that check of Jake's right away. Just in case."

His secretary obediently sped out of the office and Louey
stalked to the open window. The sunlight was still warm
and the same baby carriages with the same smiling matrons
still paraded along Broadway; but somehow the Spring had
gone out of Louey's heart.

"Ten thousand dollars," he murmured to himself, "is a lot
of money."

The door opened and Miss Gorfey entered.
"It didn't take you long," Louey observed.
"I didn't go to the bank," she said. "Going down in the

elevator, I happened to notice that the check was dated two
weeks ahead and so I didn't think it would do much good
to walk all the way to the bank."

Louey examined the check mournfully.
"That's the trouble with Jake," he observed sadly, "he's

so used to dealing with crooks that he doesn't even trust
his own brother."

That was on a Tuesday.
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By Saturday morning with an average of three hours sleep
for the past four nights, Louey was asking himself questions
and not waiting for the answers. Miss Gorfey had sym-

the other he had called that number. None of his business
associates had a car of that description and yet—he reached
for the telephone and gave the number to the operator. The

pathetically tried to take his mind off the matter by bring- party at the other end answered quickly.
ing in new jig-saw puzzles but it was quite useless. Louey
merely toyed with them and once or twice he had nearly
ruined a set by absent-mindedly chewing on several of the
pieces.

Miss Gorfey left promptly at one o'clock, as she did ever>'
Saturday afternoon, and Louey began a systematic pacing
of his office. He carefully went over the variety of schemes
that had popped into his head during the last few days.

The chief trouble with all of them was that they were

"Avenue Club.*'
"The Avenue Club!" repeated Louey.
"Yes," the voice at the other end answered. "Who do you

wish to speak to?"
"Wrong number," said Louey hanging up.
He leaned back in his chair and lit a fresh cigar. The

Avenue Club was owned by Joe Salina and the Rolls Royce
was undoubtedly his! For some reason or the other, Louey
felt suddenly excited. He sat for some moments staring

straight before him and then suddenly began chewing
enthusiastically on the end of his cigar. To the casual
observer it might seem that he had gone slightly daft
but a more thorough diagnosis would reveal that Louey's
brain was in a family way.

^ An hour later at his hotel. Louey was putting the
i finishing touches to a rather amazing change in his
5 manner of dress. He had discarded his dark, double-
^ breasted business suit and substituted for it a plaid
^ creation of well-spaced brown and white checks, which
£ could only be described as gorgeous. A pair of black

and white sport shoes, a purple tie. a green shirt and
a light fedora completed, as society editors say, the
ensemble.

: W !"H a final look at himself in the mirror, which
dazzled him for a few moments, Louey locked the
door of his room and went down to the lobby. He
stopped at the desk to exchange a few words with the
manager and then stepped gaily into a waiting taxi.

"The Avenue Club," Louey directed and leaned for
ward on his cane in the approved fashion,

"Spring." observed the taxi driver softly to himself,
"is in our midst."

! A short while later, jauntily swinging his cane, Louey
entered the Avenue Club. It was a swanky sort of a
place with everything done in the modern manner—even
the ash trays. A waiter approached him.

"I have come," said Louey, "to see about the auto
mobile that was advertised in the paper this morning."

"Then it's Mr. Salina you want to see." said the
waiter. "He's in his office. Just follow me. please."

Salina. a short, crafty looking gentleman of perhaps
forty, looked up from his desk as they entered.

"He." said the waiter, "has come about the car."
Salina nodded.
"O.K." he said.
The waiter withdrew and Louey turned a little

nervously to Salina.
"My name is Stein." he said. "I called you a little

while ago. '
"Sure." said Salina. "Sit down. Have a drink?"

"No. thanks," said Louey sitting down in a chair beside the
desk,

"You want to buy the car?"
"How much are you asking for it? " Louey enquired.
"You know what the ad said." Salina smiled. "Any rea

sonable offer will be considered. I'll tell you the truth about
it. It's two years old. in perfect condition, has new tires
and only thirty thousand miles on it. The reason I'm sell
ing it is because I'm going to Europe for an indefinite vaca
tion and I don't want to go bankrupt paying storage charges
on it. besides I might buy a car over there. Until the other
day I had an agency trying to sell it for me but I don't
think they tried very hard. They wanted too much com
mission. anyway, so I took it off their hands. That's the
whole story. What do you think it's worth?"

Louey hesitated.
"I suppose you want cash?" he asked.
"Certainly." said Salina. "I don't want to be bothered

with any other arrangement. I've had two or three other
people who wanted to buy it on time payments. They knew
I was going to Europe."

"Well,'' said Louey slowly, "suppose I give you sixteen
thousand for it?"

Salina leaned forward. Sixteen thousand was only a few

m
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outside the law and that wouldn't do. He had to have some-
ihing legal, absolutely air-tight. Like a breach of promise
suit. If he were only a woman!

After a mile or so of walking about the room. Louey
piopped down in a chair and picked up ihe morning paper.
H-? decided to put the whole thing out of his mind over the
week end and get a fresh start Monday morning. That was
the time.

He glanced over the paper, read the sport page and one
or two editorials. The same old stuff—Yanks win. Civic
Reform League demanding another investigation, and the
editorials never changed.

Louey's eyes absently roved over the classified section.
I'eople were selling a lot of things these days. Cheap too.
There was a yacht for sale and further down a Rolls Royce.
He read the latter ad carelessly: "Owner leaving for Europe
wishes to dispose of this excellent car. Any reasonable offer
will be considered. Call University 8-4567."

University 8-4567. Louey repeated the number slowly. It hundred under the original cost of the car.
seemed familiar. He was positive that at some time or {.Continued on page 41)



A "puck's-eye-view" of a goalie, or the way he looks
to the player who takes a header before the net—a
thingwhich often occurs in the heat ofhockey battles.
This unique photograph was taken through the ice
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The

(s^port of <tA11
hy Roger Birtwell

IXTIili NATIONAL

A thrilling moment in a match between the Boston
Bruins and the New York Americans. The player
at the left has just made a shot which is about to
elude the goalie and enter the net for a score

® vf J? r:

I XTEK NATIONAL

IN TERN AT ION

The New York Rangers receive the
coveted Stanley Cup, for which pro
fessional teams have battled since 1893

Crowds turn out for hockey in Europe, too. Here are shown
amateur teams from the United States and Poland contend
ing during the 1931 International Championships in WarsawWarsaw asked Owen what sport he enjoyed most of all.

"I'd rather play hockey than eat," came the
All America halfback's quick reply.

Seven years later, when St. John Ervine, distinguished British
critic, was making a tour of America, he was- asked what
American sport he liked most.

"Hockey," again was the immediate answer. Later Ervine
wrote in the London Observer that "there is no other game iri
the world so thrilling, so stirring, so , demanding in courage,
swiftness and skill. The players move with the grace of stags
in flight and the speed at which they move is greater than that
of a race horse. It is a game which never ceases to be
enthralling."

What is the story on this sport which is picked over base
ball, football, tennis and golf by such varied persons as a
great all-round American college athlete and a scholarly critic
from overseas?

Why is it that ice hockey, in existence as Canada's national

Down through the autumn-browned Connecticut hillsides,
one afternoon in November. 1921, a southbound express

train thundered its way, bearing the Harvard football team—
ihen one of the gridiron powers of the country—on a trip to

M annual struggle with Princeton.Next to your correspondent, who was present in a newspaper
capacity, sat a young man who at the time was generally re
garded as the foremost college athlete in America—George
Owen. A wizard on the gridiron, and captain of Harvard on
diamond and rink, he had taken the place of Brickley, Hard-
wick and Mahan in a succession of great Harvard athletes
that was to come to an end with his own graduation.

While the players sat around, all of them rather tense with
concentration on the football engagement of the morrow, I
Copyright, 1934, by Roger Birtwcli.
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INTKKNArjONAL

A goalie speeds the puck atvay from his net and
the chase is on. Excitement never wanes in
hockey. Note the tense expression of every player

sport for half a century, has suddenly spread at such a terrific
pace-—despite the fact that it costs from a quarter to half of
a million dollars to build an indoor artificial rink—that there
are leagues all the way from Glasgow, Scotland, to Hollywood,
California? That World Amateur Championships held at
Prague, Czechoslovakia, and Grynica, Poland, find traveling
teams from the United States and Canada fighting it out in
the final round?

Why is it that schoolboys and townsfolk in the cactus belt
of torrid Texas are playing the game on artificial ice, and that
publicizers of the soothing warmth of California's sunshine
rave in the next breath about the feat of the University of
Southern California, located at Los Angeles, in winning 35
consecutive games, many of them played in indoor artificial
rinks at times when bathing beauties were sunning themselves
on nearby sands.

Stories about the origin of the game are both numerous and
unauthentic. Some say it was the White Man's adaptation on
ice of the Indian game of lacrosse. Others say it was invented
by students at McGill University in Montreal. And there are
others who declare that it was a development of an old

Only a few miles from sun-kissed Hollywood the teams of the Uni'
versities of California and Southern California staged this game out
doors at a recent Winter Sports Carnival. Note the snow-clad hill-side

UNDER^VOOD i tiXDERWOOD

Left: A tense moment in a
nip and tuck battle between
the Montreal Maroons
and New York Americans

I The Canadiens, who have often won the Stanley
Cup, andthe Rangers battle before the net atMadison
Square Garden, the New York hockey fan's paradise

Canadian pastime in which boys on skates used to tease hun
gry timber wolves by tempting them with pieces of raw meat
which they dragged over the ice on the ends of ropes. The
wolves, often wild with hunger, would come out of the woods
and race after the meat on the ice. But the wolves were at
a disadvantage because of their insecure footing and in the
end the boys always frightened them away by the simple expe
dient of firing off a shotgun.

At any rate, hockey got its start on the lakes and streams
of Canada in the early eighties, undoubtedly as the natural
outgrowth of man's desire for a game on icc.

The game grew rapidly in Canada and by as early as 1908—
the year in which amateur and professional hockey became
definitely divided—some of the most brilliant chapters in the
history of hockey already had been inscribed. Alreadv some
of its An.sons and Clarksons, its Heffelfingers and Po'es. had
contributed never-to-be-forgotten deeds to the ice game's saga.

Already Tommy Phillips had streaked his way up and down
the rinks of the Dominion to gain undisputed rank as the
greatest left winger of all time. Already Russell Bowie, an
amateur, had blazed his trail of glory and Frank McGee had
secured athletic immortality with Ottawa's Silver Seven. Al
ready Art Ross, Lester Patrick and Hod Stuart had earned
places among the greatest defense {Continued on pa^e 44)
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EDITORIAL
GOOD RESOLUTIONS

NY day, in any month, is -a good one upon
which to make a resolve that should be made;
the earlier the day and the earlier the month
the better. But New Year's Day is so distinc

tive a calendar date from which to make calculations of
time that it has been quite generally accepted as a start
ing point for new enterprises and as a day upon which
new resolutions for personal conduct are adopted.

So many of our members will begin the New Year by
making such good resolutions that this word of approval
and encouragement would seem to be timely and justified,
even if it be a paraphrastic repetition of like comments
in the past.

The fellow who specifically determines to abandon a
har^Jiful habit, to give up a hurtful indulgence, or to
correct a fault, and who sincerely intends to maintain a
new course of conduct that will be improving for himself
and helpful to others, deserves a pat on the back. He
shoujd not be made the butt ofwisecracks ofquestionable
wit and in unquestionably bad taste. The mere fact that
the good resolution is made is of itself evidence that
encouragement is needed; and that every suggestion of
weakness and prediction of failure should be avoided.

There is a definite value that flows from the resolve
itself. It indicates a mental attitude that is commend
able and marks a step forward on the right road. The
ultimate success or failure of the purpose relates only to
the extent to which that value is enlarged.

A wit who was once reminded that the road, to hell is
paved with good intentions, wisely replied that he would
rather contribute such paving material than never to do
any road work at all.

So here is a fraternal clasp of the hand to every brother
who makes a good resolution on New Year's Day. He
is a good Elk for doing so. The longer he keeps it, the
better Elk he will become.

THE ARMISTICE DAY PROGRAM

HE thousands of Elks, and the millions of non-
members, who listened in upon the broadcast
of the program incident to the initiation of the
N. R. A. Class on Armistice Day, must have

been impressed with its excellence, as well as its patriotic
and fraternal significance.

The musical numbers, by the University Singers and
the Columbia Symphony Orchestra, were appropriate and
beautifully rendered. The address of the Grand Exalted
Ruler was characteristically thoughtful and eloquent.
Postmaster General Farley was most happy in his ex
pressions, giving further evidence of his loyalty and en
thusiasm as an Elk, And the fine rendition of the Eleven
O'clock Toast by Past Grand Exalted Ruler Fanning was
a fitting conclusion of the fraternal program.

Quite naturally the outstanding feature of the occa
sion was the message from the President of the United
States, read by the Postmaster General at his request.
Elks everywhere felt a thrill of fraternal pride in his
special greeting to his own Lodge, Poughkeepsie, New
York, and in his congratulation of his son James upon
his initiation as a member of Cambridge, Mass., Lodge.
It was quite like having the President pay a fraternal
visit to each Lodge.

The fact that approximately ten thousand members
were added to the rolls in the N. R. A. Class bespeaks
the success of that particular feature of the occasion.
But no mere figures can measure the value of the broad
cast to the Order. Its influence will long continue and
will undoubtedly reflect itself in the result of the Sixty-
fifth Anniversary Class to be initiated in February.

The membership generally will carry in grateful ap
preciation the service of the participants and the gener
ous courtesy of the Columbia Broadcasting Company
whose facilities were made available for the nationwide

broadcast.

THE HUMBLE TASKS

ELEN KELLER is one of the most unique per
sonalities of all history. Blind, deaf and mute,
as a child, she has achieved a high place among
the accomplished women of her time, despite

her seemingly insurmountable handicaps. The story of
her training and development is a true wonder-tale. Nat
urally her philosophy of life is of more than ordinary
interest and inspirational value.

On one occasion she indicated that philosophy in these
words: "I long to accomplish great and noble tasks;
but it is my chief duty and joy to accomplish humble
tasks as though they were great and noble." Leaving out
of account her modestly implied disclaimer of achieve
ment, the real lesson embodied in the quotation is obvious.



January, 1934

Perhaps most of us have felt the same longing to do
great things and to do them gloriously. But too few
have recognized the chief duty of performing the less
theatric tasks as if they were great and noble. And fewer
still have experienced a real joy in their performance.

Yet life is very largely made up of the humble tasks;
and the spirit with which we undertake them has much
to do with our own happiness and the happiness of those
about us.

The opportunities for deeds which the world accounts
great and glorious do not come to many. But all of us
may give dignity and nobility to our less glamorous tasks
by the willingness, earnestness and sincerity with which
we perform them.

All of us cannot be Exalted Rulers and take the lead
in fraternal affairs which may meet popular acclaim. But
we can all be loyal, earnest Elks, ready to respond to the
calls upon us for the more humble fraternal services.
And we can, by a joyful performance of them, make a
truly noble contribution to the final achievement.

The humblest tasks thus performed become clothed
with importance. They cease to be humble. They ac
quire a true dignity and nobility, in which the greatest
may feel pride and gladness.

OUR FAITH

HIS is no assumption of the role of prophet. It
is simply a pronouncement of an abiding faith.
No specific day is predicted for the fulfillment
of that faith; but we feel assured it is not be

yond the limit of a true patriotic patience.
We earnestly believe that these things will be wit

nessed by us in America, within a time that, in all the
circumstances, will be reasonable:

All willing workers gainfully employed.
Agriculture on a properly profitable basis.
Racketeering eliminated as a serious social

menace.

A more substantial general prosperity than ever
before.

America with an international prestige enhanced
and assured.

A higher standard of living more intelligently
enjoyed than ever before.

True fraternity as a more effective force in our
national life.

All this will not just happen. It must be brought
about by the industry, the intelligence, the patience, the
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courage, and the patriotism of our people. Confidence
in these qualities of American citizenship is the basis of
our faith.

SHORTER WORK HOURS

NDER the National Recovery Administration
numerous codes have been adopted, governing
the conditions under which the various classifi

cations of business are to be conducted. In all

a distinctive feature is the fewer number of

hours per week during which labor may be employed.
The specific temporary purpose of this is to create a

necessity for the immediate employment of additional
labor and thus to reduce the number of the unemployed.
But it is also in keeping with the trend that has been
quite consistent for a number of years, toward an ever
lessening schedule of work hours. And it is very likely
that this policy will eventuate in a more or less permanent
and generally accepted basis of employment.

No one will question the wisdom of insuring for those
who work for wages a fair remuneration for their labor
and a reasonable time during which they can do some
thing else. Just what limitations should be adopted in
given cases must remain a subject of debate; and with
this we are not here concerned.

But, from an economic and social standpoint alike,
perhaps the most important question involved in the an
ticipated readjustment of labor schedules is—How are the
additional off-duty hours to be spent? Whether or not
the shorter work hours will prove of real benefit to labor
will depend upon the answer to this question.

If the spare time, thus secured, is to be spent in hurt
ful dissipation or in unwise indulgence; or if it is to be
passed in mere indolent idleness; then it would seem
better if it had not been provided.

But if that time be spent in wholesome recreation,
which revives and restores the jaded mind and body; or
if it be used for the acquisition of a better education, and
a wider culture; or if it be availed of for closer and more
improving associations with family and friends; or if it
be spent in a variant form of labor in one's own interest,
without impairment of capacity to meet the demands of
the daily job; then the wisdom of the adoption of the
shortened labor period will have been demonstrated.

In the encouragement of labor to most effectively em
ploy these additional hours of leisure, and in the pro
vision of opportunities to spend them most advantage
ously. benevolent organizations will find a new and fruit
ful field of endeavor.

of them
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Panama Lodges Welcome Mayor-
Elect and Mrs. La Guardia

Cristobal, C. Z., Lodge, I*<o. 1542, enter
tained Ma3'or-EIect Fiorello La Guardia and
Mrs. La Guardia at dinner during the course
of their trip through the Panama Canal. Mr.
La Guardia is a distinguished member of
New York, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1, and re
cently won the sensational Mayoralty elec
tion held In New York City.

The officers and members of Cristobal
Lodge were delighted to meet Mr. and Mrs.
La Guardiaand expressed the hope that their
trip would be duplicated some time in the
near future. Upon the Mayor-Elect's ar-
nval in Panama, the Lodge extended an
mvitation to dinner. Mr. La Guardia's time
Was at a premium, so a large reception could
not be held, and it was not until the day
before he was scheduled to leave that ac
ceptance was definitely received. Accordingly
u was deemed best to entertain the Mayor-
iilect and his wife informally.
; The dinner was held at the Strangers' Club
m Colon, the affair being tendered strictly
members of Cristobal Lodge, those present
mcuding Mr. and Mrs. La Guardia, Exalted
Ruler John W, Dwyer, Senior Past Exalted
Ruler and Past District Deputy Arthur W.
Gouet, Esteemed Leading Knight V. T.
Clarke, Treasurer T. A. Aanstoos, W. W.
Moot pd C. C. Bailey, and the wives of the
attendmg members.

T> dinner, which ended at 10:30^M., Exalted Ruler Dwyer took Mr. and
ivirs. i.a Guardia for an automobile ride

JeTurn'̂ the Atlantic side of the Canal Zone,returning them to their hotel in time for a

frin preparatory for their plane
oX f morning. This was theonly affair of lU kmd attended by Mayor-
anH Canal Zone,and Cristobal Lodge felt highly honored by

invitation. ^
we^ shown La Guardiawere shown every possible courtesy bv the
members of Panama Canal ZoneiTdgt No'
Davie.; '̂̂ trict Deputy Richard M.
AuSSJT Lodge
1414 ^. 4Secretary of No.
Mavnr r . Cristobal and joined theMayor-Elect's body of escorts, taking the
in "PO" its arrival

Some time after the visit of Mr. and Mrs.
La Guardia to Cristobal, the SS. Rotterdam
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Exalted Ruler W. C. Friday, Mayor La Guardia, of New York, Frank A.
Tichenor, Editor of "New Outlook" and Past District Deputy R. M. Davies,
also of Panama, C.Z., Lodge, snapped during the Mayor's visit to Balboa, C.Z.

arrived on a cruise, and on her passenger
list of four hundred were some forty mem
bers of the Order, headed by Past Exalted
Ruler Frederick E. Goldsmith of New York,
N. Y., Lodge, No. 1. The Elks on the liner
were extremely anxious to hold Memorial
Services on December 3 on board ship, and
called on the Exalted Ruler of Cristobal
Lodge for assistance. They were accordingly
furnished with the necessary ritualistic in
formation, suggested programs and the loan
of a banner from Cristobal Lodge to add the
necessary Elk touch to the ceremony. Mem
bers from Elk Lodges all over the country
were present at the services. Miss Marie
Houston, daughter of a member of Cin
cinnati Lodge No. 5 sang and with the aid
of the Captain, J. Van Dulken, and the
crew, the services were admirably performed.
The Lodge was delighted and impressed with
the desire of the band of forty cruising Elks
to hold Memorial services at sea, and was
happy to make it possible for them to do so.

Exalted Ruler J. W. Dwyer

California Elks Mourn Past Dis
trict Deputy Horace JV. Amphlett

Elks all over the country as well as
throughout his own State experienced a pang
of sorrow upon hearing of the death of
Horace W. Amphlett, of San Mateo, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 1112, who passed away in his
sleep in San Francisco. Mr. Amphlett had
spent the night at a hotel, leaving a call for
the morning. When no response was made
to the call, a bellboy investigated and found
that he had passed away.

Mr. Amphlett was Secretary to Past Grand
Exalted Ruler William M. Abbott, of San
Francisco Lodge, No. 3, during Mr, Abbott's
term of office. He was a Past Exalted Ruler
of San Mateo Lodge and served as District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler in 1926-27.
He maintained bis interest in the activities

of the Order throughout the years, and his
death is a particularly severe blow to Elks
in the West.

As owner and publisher of the San Mateo
Times, Mr. Amphlett gave splendid support
at all times to the activities of the Order.
He had built up a fine news organ and had
increased its circulation until the San Mateo
Times has become a powerful influence in
the peninsula section of California.

Funeral services for Mr. Amphlett were
held on December 2 and were attended by
a large gathering, including the most promi
nent Elks and newspaper business leaders in
that part of the country.

Maine State Elks Inaugurate
Crippled Children Movement

A movement which will mean a home for
the crippled children of the State of Maine
was inaugurated at a special meeting of the
State Activity Committee of the Association
held recently at Waterville. At the annual
meeting of the State Association next summer,
rules and regulations will be drawn up and
the Committee incorporated.

William P. Toulouse, President of the
Maine State Elks Association, presented the
suggestion of the Home to the Committee,
and it was voted to take the necessary steps
to assist the crippled children of the State
and eventually to provide them with a home.

A decision was reached at the meeting to
raise a fund by voluntary subscription from
the Elks of Maine and others interested in
aiding the unfortunate children, the fund to
be known as the Maine Elks Association
Fund for Crippled Children, and the income
from the fund to be devoted to the treat
ment of crippled children in Maine under the
supervision of the State Elks Association.

The principal to be accumulated will be
for the creation and maintenance of a home
in Maine for crippled children, the home to
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be named the Maine Elks Home for Crippled
Children.

Present at the meeting inaugurating the
crippled children work were: State President
William P. Toulouse; Vice-Presidents Albert
C. Jones and Arthur C. Labbe; Secretary-
Treasurer Edward R. Twomey; Exalted
Ruler Paul F, Fitzpatrick and Past Exalted
Ruler Simon Glazer of Gardiner Lodge, No.
1293; and Exalted Ruler A. A. Matthieu
and Past Exalted Ruler Gordon Gallert of
Waterville Lodge, No. 90S.

Edward R. Twomey, State Secretary-
Treasurer

New Antler Lodge Instituted
in Burbank, California

Over three hundred people recently wit
nessed the installation of the first officers
of the Antler Lodge of Burbank, Calif., in
stituted that evening at the Lodge Home of
the brother organization, Burbank Lodge,
No. 1497. The officers were installed, after
initiation ceremonies, by the Antlers of
Alhambra, Calif., with Past Exalted Antler
John Disbrow acting as installing officer.

Representatives from the following Antler
Lodges were present: Long Beach, Pasadena,
Los Angeles, Glendale, Inglewood and San
Fernando. Past President Horace H. Quinby,
of the California State Elks Association,
was the guest of honor. He made a short
address on the principles of the Order of
Antlers. Mr. Quinby was presented with a
beautiful stand made and given to him by
Henry Luttge. Exalted Ruler Edward E.
Radcliff of Burbank Lodge was master of
ceremonies, and introduced Judge Clifford
Thompson who in turn introduced Judge
Bert Wix of Glendale, who spoke on
Americanism.

The newly installed Exalted Antler, Harry
A. Colvin, and Leading Antler Fred Hawke
were presented with gavels for their respec
tive stations by Mr. Luttge. Herbert K.
Smith, Antler Advisor, and Director of the
fifty-three piece band of Inglewood Lodge,
Max Haub, Antler Advisor of Alhambra
Lodge, and Barney Fikes, Antler Advisor of
Burbank Lodge, all spoke a few words.

The institution of the Lodge of Antlers,
the twentieth in the State of California, was
a big event in the fraternal life of the City.
The fifteen young men, charter members,
who were initiated, were: Harry A. Colvin,
Fred Hawke, Victor Schreiner, Joe Stephen-
son, Marvin Dahl, Albert Maitral, Tommy
Bane, Charles Stolper, Robert Eaton, Cecil
Swartz, Wilcken Byram, Robert Dillman,
Maurice Mallory, James Johnson, and Har
old Clapper.

Henry A. Colvin, Exalted Antler

American Legion Appreciates
Milwaukee Lodge Celebration

Milwaukee, Wis., Lodge, No. 46, has set
aside one day annually for a Public Cere
monial and a Reception devoted to the
American Legion and the World War Veter
ans of Milwaukee and the State at large.
Recently more than two thousand of these
soldiers assembled at the Milwaukee Lodge
Home at this annual reception. Their appre
ciation is expressed in the following letter:

"On hehalf of the forty-two hiindrefl Ameri
can Legionnaires in Milwaukee County, I wish
to express their sincere appreciation of the
(klightful Memorial Celebration which we at
tended as your guests on Monday evening,
November 13th.

"We believe this annual event to be unique
in fraternal circles because it furnishes not
only great inspiration and worthwhile fun but
also brings our two great organizations into a
common understanding of our ideals and pur
poses that would be possible in no other way.
\Ve Legionnaires consider this event the finest
of the many activities in which we participate
each year and trust that we will ever be able
to strengthen our e.visting friendship.

"With sincerest wishes for the greatest pos
sible success of your organization," especially
in your efforts to bring about a. better under
standing of American ideals, we are

Cordially yours, • ' ~
The Milwaukee County Council

The American Legion
By Frank L. Greenya,

Chairman"

P. J. Kelly, Secretary

Information Sought Concerning
Clarence W. Dittmer

Information has been requested by the
Secretary of Hastings, Neb., Lodge, No. 159,
concerning the whereabouts of Clarence W.
Dittmer, who has been missing for a year
and a half. He is six feet tall, weighs 225
pounds, and is of fair complexion. He is a
member of Hollister, Calif., Lodge, No. 1436.
Anyone having information concerning Mr.
Dittmer is requested to immediately notify
his father, Henry Dittmer, of Minden, Ne
braska, by wire, collect.

George V. Ilelmann, Secretary

Secretary Howard D. Ferris, of
Portland, Me., Lodge, Dies

The members of Portland, Me., Lodge, No.
188, are stricken with sorrow over the recent
death of Howard D. Ferris, their secretary.
Mr. Ferris had been a member of the Order
for twenty-four years, having affiliated with
the Portland Elks in 1909. He was ap
pointed steward when the Home on Free
Street was opened and served continuously
until about two years ago, when he became
Manager of the Home and dining room. He
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also became Secretary of Portland Lodge in
1919 and served for over ten years, resign
ing in 1929 on account of ill health. He
again became Secretary of the Lodge a few
months ago.

One of the most popular members of the
Lodge, Mr. Ferris was widely known
throughout the State, and also among mem
bers of the Order from coast to coast. In
his capacity as Secretary, as Steward and
later as Manager, he extended greetings to
hundreds of visiting Elks and their families
who made it a point to call at the Lodge
Home when in that section of the State.

The funeral services were held in the Lodge
Home on Free Street in Portland. The Rev.
Morris H. Turk officiated.

Norfolk and Western Magajsine
Lauds Elks National Home

In the November, 1933, issue of the Nor-
jolk and Western Magazine, a publication
for the thirty thousand active and retired
employees of the Norfolk and Western Rail
way Company, there appears an interesting
article about the Elks' National Home at
Bedford, Va., written by A. Cheff. It is a
splendid article, doing full justice to this
materialization of an ideal—the Elks' Na
tional Home.

The article takes up more than four pages
of space. It is fully illustrated with photo
graphs of the exterior and interior of the
Home. There are twelve photographs, one
full page being devoted to a ten-picture
photomontage. It is gratifying to know
of this outside interest in Elkdom.

Plans for 1934 Grand Lodge Convention

Being Formed

During the recent visit of Grand Exalted Ruler Walter F. Meier to Kansas
City, Mo., Lodge, No. 26, in company with Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters,
a conference was held relative to the steps which had been taken in preparation
for the National Convention, which will take place in Kansas City, July 15-19,
1934.

A sincere spirit of enthusiasm emanates from Kansas City Lodge, as host of
the next Convention. The members are all uniting to make it one of the best
that has ever been held. Before the time of the Convention, which also marks
the Fiftieth Anniversary of No. 26, one thousand new members will have been
enrolled in the Lodge. A large class was admitted in November, and each
month is to see the induction of another similar one.

W. H. H. Piatt, former President of the Kansas City Bar Association, has
been chosen as the Chairman of the Executive and Advisory Convention
Committee. He has already started active work in the formulation of prelimi
nary plans. Mrs. W. F. Dwyer, President of the Ladies' Auxiliary, has been
named Chairman of the Women's Division of the same Committee.

The preparation of an entertainment program at this early date is difficult,
but the following program has been tentatively arrived at:

Saturday, July 14th
8:00 P. M.—^Dinner to National Of

ficials
Sunday, July ISth

6:30 P.M.—Dinner to the Grand E.x-
alted Ruler

Monday, July 16th
3:00 P.M.—Tickets to all visitors

giving admission to Riverside Racing
Park

8:00 P.M.—Public ceremony—Con
vention Hall

Tuesday, July 17th
10:00 A.M.—Fashion Show for women

visitors
1:00 P.M.—A two-hour sightseeing

trip over the city for all visitors

8:00 P.M.—Dance in Convention Hall
with entertainment

Wednesday, Julv 18th
10:00 A. M.—Visit to William Rock-

hill Nelson Gallery of Art and luncheon
for women at the Art Gallery

3:00 P.M.—Free tickets to Fairyland
or Winnwood Park

8:00 P.M.—"A Night in Venice"—a
musical extravaganza and entertainment
in Convention Hall

Thursday, July 19th
2:00 P.M.—Parade
8:00 P.M.—Military Extravaganza

Night in Convention Hall, including
drum and bugle corps contests, drill
team contests, etc.

Plans are now in formation for the naming of Committees on Parade.
Information, Health and Sanitation, Distinguished Guests, Automobiles, Regis
tration, Women, Publicity, Police and Public Safety, Bands, Trap Shooting.
Golf and Gymnastic Groups.

Hugo Roos. Convention Correspondent
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With Dr. F. C, Winters^ {center}, President of the Illinois State Elks Association, in his customary place as in
terlocutor, the Elks Minstrels, of Monmouth, III., Lodge made their initial appearance of the season recently

New Albany, Ind., Lodge Saves
Orphans from Streets

In the Fall of last year, New Albany, Ind.,
Lodge, No. 270, wa® faced with the problem
of providin^i for twenty-nine orphans threat
ened with being turned out on the street.
Funds for the maintenance of the Cornelia
Memorial Home, where the orphans were
housed, were depleted and there seemed no
way to finance the Institution until sufficient
revenue could be received. Their status was
not discovered until one week, before pay
ments were due.

Without hesitancy. New .Albany Lodge ac
cepted the challenge and proceeded to call
together a Committee to take charge of the
emergency. The Committee hastily started
to work and within two days had raised five
hundred dollar?—enough to tide the Home
over until the full amount could be raised.
Then the Committee lined up the civic and
fraternal organizations of the City, and the
combined strength of the town was put into
a street sale of merchandise, the entire pro
ceeds of which were to be turned over to
the Elks for the orphans. The Mayor of
New Albany proclaimed a half holiday, and
the sale was on.

The citizens responded wholeheartedly and
before the sale was over, the necessary sum
of $2,6.^0 was in the hands of the Lodge.
After the sale the Lodge entertained the or
phans at the Lodge Home and treated Ihem
to a moving picture show. Each child was
given a present donated by a member of
the Lodge and refreshments were served. At
this entertainment Exalted Ruler Noble F.
Mitchell turned over to the Board of Trus
tees of the Cornelia Memorial Home the
check of 52,650.

Every little child in the Home wrote to
the Elks thanking them for saving their
Home; the officers of the Cornelia Me
morial Home expressed their lasting grati
tude, and the Mayor congratulated the' Elks
on this observance of a cardinal principle
of the Order—Charity.

5, L. vv'ri^ht, Sr., Secretary

Cambridge, Ohio, Lodge
Loses Cbarter M^ember

The sudden death of T. W. Scott, of Cam
bridge, Ohio, cast a gloom over Cambridge
Lodge, No. 448, of which Mr. Scott wa^ a
charter member. Mr. Scott, at the age of
eighty-five, died after an illness of on'v a
few houp. He wa? one of Cambridge's most
esteemed citizens. -

As a charter member of Cambridge Lodge,
faking an active part in all its affairs from

the day of his initiation until the time of
his death, Mr. Scott was greatly admired
and loved by his fellow members for his
honesty, his generosity and his patriotism.
As an instance of his participation in Lodge
affairs, on Armistice Night Mr. Scott took
his part in the initiation of a class of seven
teen candidates inducted into the Order by
the Cambridge Elks. He thoroughly enjoyed
the activities of the evening and appeared to
be in the best of health. Mr. Scott wa-
made a life member of Cambridge Lodce
several years ago in appreciation of his
many faithful services.

Mr. Scott was the only Honorary Mem
ber of the Cambridge .\mcrican Legion Post,
No. 84, and one of the few in the country.
One of his. last philanthropic acts was the
purchase of a beautiful residential property
which he deeded to the local Post for a per
manent home.

The funeral services were conducted at his'
residence, with members of the Elks as hon
orary pall-bearers, and members of the
American Legion Post as active pall-bearer?.

Samuel G. Auslin, Secretary

Decatur, III., Lodge Stages
Huge Charity Card Party

Filling the Home of Decatur, 111., Lodge,
No. 401, more than six hundred persons at--
tended the benefit card party sponsored by
Decatur Lodge to obtain finances for the
milk Fund of the Gunhild Johnson Memo
rial Room at the Gastman School.

By the time the players had assembled,'
the Committee in charge found it necessary
to fill five different rooms with tables and'
chairs to accommodate the crowd. Con
tract, Duplicate and Auction Bridge, Five'
Hundred and Pinochle were played. Prizes
had been collected by members of the Lodge
and were awarded to winners of the games.

The card party was sponsored because
depleted funds made it impossible for the
Lodge to provide milk for the crippled chil-'
dren of the district from the Lodge funds
as had been done in the past.

A. P. Higgins, Correspondent

Newton. Kans., Lodge in
Excellent Condition

Sixteen new members were initiated into
Newton, Kans., Lodge, No. 706, in a vigor-^
ous membership drive begun by the Lodge'
some time ago. Newton Lodge, at the be
ginning of the new year, is in a thriving,
condition. Interest in local Elk activities
is at its highest point in several years, ac
cording to the report of the officers. Fi

nances are in excellent condition, the Lodge
being free from debt, and there is a sizable
amount of reserve cash on hand. This, it is
hoped, will be expended toward the build
ing of a new Lodge Home in the near
future.

Raymond Moulds, Correspondent

Michigan's Oldest Elk, in Point
of Service, Dies

Though the passing of Henry J. Werle
will be mourned by all the members of
Sault St. Marie, Mich., Lodge, No. 552, it is
the old guard of Michigan Elks who will
miss him most. Mr. Werle was seventy-two
years of age. With a former Governor of
Michigan, Chase S. Osborn, he was Mic'ii-
gan's oldest Elk in point of service. He
died after a two-months' illness.

Upon his retirement from business, Mr.
Werle was Steward for Sault Ste. M:i:ic
Lodge for a nine-year period. For the pa.-t
eight years he has been Treasurer of No.
552. He was an Elk in good standing for
more than thirty-six years, joining the Orrlcr
in Detroit in 1896. Twenty-five years ai:o
he transferred his membership to Sauli St.
Marie Lodge.

Funeral services were held at the Lodge
Home and were attended by nearly the en
tire membership of the Lodge.

Lourya Freedman, Correspondent

Kansas City, Mo., Lodge
Refurbishes Home

For several weeks decorators were busy
in the Home of Kansas City, Mo., Lodge,
No. . 26, engaged in brightening the interior
of the building. Rather extensive repairs
and improvements were made. A rocent
card party and dance attracted several hun
dred of the members to the Home during
the middle of this work, and they were both
surprised and pleased with the way things
were progressing. It is gratifying to Kansas
City Lodge that never less than a hundred
members, and often many more, attend the
noonday luncheon given every Thursday by
the Lodge. This attendance is a sign of the
recent obvious revival in Lodge interest.

Hi(^o Roos, Correspondent-

Superior, Wis., Lodge Officiates
at Public Flag Rai,'iing Ceremony

The raising of the Stars and Stripe •• at a
public ceremony was the answer of Superior,
Wis., recently to- vandals who in some way
hoisted a red flag to the top of the 60-foot
flagpole in front of the Douglas County
Court House, cut the ropes and left il flying
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there. It was necessary to call the fire de
partment to cut the flag down.

Judge W. E. Haily of Douglas County
authorized retaliation in the form of the
formal flag raising ceremony several days
later, which was opened by the reading of
Elks Flag Ritual by A. W. Holland, an Hon
orary Life Member of Superior, Wis., Lodge,
No. 403. The Flag Raising Committee of Su
perior Lodge took a prominent part, together
with the local American Legion Post and
other patriotic organizations of Superior.

More than 200 people joined in the pro
gram and stood at attention as the American
Flag was raised slowly. They joined in the
singing of the Star Spangled Banner when
the flag reached the top of the flagstaff.

Whitins, Ind., Lodge's
Interesting Actimties

Whiting, Ind,, Lodge, No. 1273, initiated a
class of eight candidates into the Order the
first week of November. At .this initiatory
meeting, District Deputy A, Gordon Taylor,
of La Porte, Ind., Lodge. No. 396, made his
official visit and was received by a large
gathering which also included visiting Elks
from the Indiana Lodges of East Chicago
and Hammond.
^On December 4, at 10:30 P.M., Past Grand

Exalted Ruler Floyd E. Thompson was
fcheduled to deliver a memorial address
over Radio Station WIND, at Gary, Ind., the
program to be sponsored by Whiting Lodge.
In addition to Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Thompson, the Whiting Community Band
and the Jenny Lind Choral were also slated
to participate.

James S. McCurlhy, ExaHcd Ruler

Harrisburg, III., Lodge Sponsors
Clinic for Crippled Children

Fifiy-two children received examination
in the crippled children's clinic sponsored bv
Harrisburg. III., Lodge. No. 1058, in the
month of November. Frank P. White. Ex
ecutive Secretary of the Illinois State Elks
Association, later stated that it was the sec
ond largest clinic in the history of the Asso
ciation. The largest clinic was held in
Murphysboro, when fifty-five children were
examined two years ago.

Local officers of the Lodge were congratu
lated on the success of the clinic and for the
intense interest shown in the project b}' the
members. The children of the clinic camc
under the observation and examination of
Dr. Henry Bascom Thomas, rated as one

Piled on the sidewalk are the 316 baskets of food given away on Thanks
giving Day, by Dallas, Tex., Lodge

of the ablest orthopedic specialists in the
United States. He is orthopedic specialist
at the research hospital of the University of
Chicago, and is with the Illinois State De
partment of Health.

Of the fifty-two cases examined by Dr.
Thomas, some were minor, but most are
worthy of hospitalizalion. The parents of
the children arc unable to stand the expense.
In some of these cases, Dr. Thomas authorizes
hospitalization as soon as places can be made
in the research hospital, and the treatment
will be free.

The Illinois State Elks Association has the
co-operation of the Illinois Medical Society
in its clinics and seeks only to examine cases
where proper treatment is financially impos
sible. As a result the physicians and sur
geons do not lose rases that would otherwise
be theirs. Several Harrisburg physicians at
tended the Harrisburg clinic and Dr. Thomas
consulted with them on the cases, question
ing in some instances and explaining in
others.

Although the clinic was primarily for
children, there were a few young men and
women present who were brought for free
advice because they were unemployed and
handicapped in finding employment were
plenty of work available, because of defects
which may be corrected. The cases ranged
in age from twenty-one months to thirty-
three years.

Casey Dcmpsey, Correspondent

Boonville, Ind., Elks Given
Eleven O'Clock Toast at Concert

At ihe Twelfth Annual Concert held at
Boonville, Ind., for the benefit of the Boon
ville Public Library, the Eleven O'Clock
Toast was given a.^ part of that portion of

Some of the crdppled children of the Gunhild Johnson Memorial Room of
the Gastman School, recently aided by Decatur, III., Lodge

the program dedicated to Boonville Lodge,
No. 1180. The Toast was rendered in fine
style, three of the most beautiful of the Elk
Toasts being given along with the song
"Here's to Our Absent Brothers."

Twenty-five male members of the Boon
ville Glee Club sang the chorus of the song,
which was written long ago by J. Fred Helf,
a member of Newport, Ky., Lodge, No. 273.
The song was famous then, and its revival
at the concert created a distinct hit. The
principal toast given was that published in
a recent issue of the Indiana State Elks
Bulletin, The IJoosier Elk, and was com
posed by George T. Rogers, of San Diego,
Calif., Lodge, No. 168. It was delivered by
Walter Murray, a member of No. I ISO.

The setting of the Boonville Lodge con
tribution to the program was especially
beautiful with purple lights thrown upon the
singers as the curtain opened on the signal
of the chiming of the clock striking eleven.
This was the first opportunity many in the
audience had ever had to hear an Elk Toast
given.

The entire act was a great hit and was
directed by Ernest W. Owen of Boonville
Lodge, a former member of Leadville, Colo.,
Lodge, No. 236.

Argyle Shelton, Exalted Ruler

Father and Son Banquet Held by
Richmond, Ind., Lodge

The first father and son banquet of Rich
mond, Ind., Lodge, No. 649, was held re
cently at the Elks Country Club, and was
judged such a success that in all probability
the event will become an annual affair. So
large was the attendance that the banquet
was served in relays. A total of two hun
dred and twenty-six reservations were made.

Not only a bounteous roast pig dinner was
served, but a program of entertainment was
provided that-delighted the fathers as much
as it did the sons. Besides singing, legerdc-
.main and minstrel performances, there were
three hilarious boxing bouts, first a twelve-
year-old tilt by golf caddies, second a fast
four rounds by two young Richmond pro
fessionals, and last a "battle royal" between
six negroes during which not a punch was
pulled until , five of the combatants had re
tired from the melee.

E. J. Treffinger

Galveston, Texas, Lodge
Initiates Candidates

To members of Galveston, Tex., I.odge,
No. 126, the recent initiation of a class of
candidates will always be remembered as
one of the momentous events in the history
of the Lodge. Both the members and those
initiated were deeply impressed with the
dignity with which the ritualistic work was
performed and with the unusual solemnitj' of
the occasion.

Seldom have any initiates been honored
with the presence in their class of more
outstanding citizens of the community. In
the class were the Rev. M. S. Chatuignon,
Pastor of the Sacred Heart Catholic Church;
the Rev. E. H. Gibson, Rcctor of the Trinity
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Episcopal Church; the Rev. D. P. O'Connell,
Pastor of the St. Mary's Catholic Church,
and Dr. Henry Cohen, Rabbi of the Temple
B Nai Israel Church over a period of forty
years, and a nationally renowned character
in Judaism and Social Reform. The advent
of citizens of this type into the Lodge is
highly gratifying to No. 126, the feeling in
the Lodge being that their membership will
be of inestimable benefit.

Following the conclusion of the ceremonies,
an old-time buffet luncheon was enjoyed by
the gathering, and a social session proved to
be most pleasant.

A. V. Tale, Correspondent

Ohio Lodges Sympathize with
District Deputy in Loss

District Deputy Charles J. Schmidt, of Tif
fin. Ohio, Lodge, No. 94, has received manv
messages from the various Lodges in his dis
trict, Ohio Northwest, expressing deepest
sympathy in the loss of Mr. Schmidt's wife
Mrs. Agnes Connor Schmidt.

Mrs. Schmidt was a talented musician
bhe was the adopted daughter of Senator
Thomas Connor, and is survived bv her hue-
band and four children.

Union City, Ind., Lodge
Has Active Month

The month of November was an acti%^e
one for Union City, Ind., Lodge, No. 1534.
harlv m the month a banquet was held bv

following thedmner. More than one hundred and fiftv
were present. •

The official visit to Union City Lodge of
fnH an rThompson, of
a^d on O'̂ '̂ ^^ed a short time later,
dinner . ^ ^^^ndeddinner, a class of candidates wa« initiated
>nto the Order. The Elks National Se
fiftv'̂ m^JJh^ participated in bvmtv members of Union Citv Lodge The=c
activities, in addition to tho.se planned for
Se thft 5o 1534

J- J. Patchell, Correspondent
Elkhart, Ind., Lodge Had
Actrve Fall SeasL

E!khart°"lnS°"LodRr''\o"H^^^^ . 'd byhundred and Iwentv fivV '
bers present to eniov h! ^3^ . mem-
ties. The Elkhart Savn^K festivi-

event, along wi^h°?L starred
which gave a spltndirl n f Quartet
Exalted Ruler W p \xrj Pan

• vvider^ delivered an
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address and the meeting closed after the
serving of a bounteous oyster supper.

A few days later District Deputy A. Gor
don Taylor and Past District Deputy Frank
E. Coughlin called on Elkhart Lodge. Dis
trict Deputy Taylor delivered an address
containing advice and instructions to the
Lodge, and Past District Deputy Coughlin
was also prevailed upon to speak.

Late in November, No. 425 held its sec
ond annual Charity Card Party in the Lodge
Home. More than two hundred attended,
played cards and partook of the refreshment
provided by the hosts. A nice sum was
realized and added to the Charity Fund.

William Leicester, Correspondent

Blackwell, Okla.,Lodge Entertains
District Deputy Geo. M. McLean

Blackwell, Okla., Lodge, No. 1347, served
a fine turkey dinner to sixty members and
guests in the Lodge Home on the occasion of
the official visit of District Deputy George
M. McLean. After dinner, at a regular ses
sion, a class of candidates was initiated.
Mr, McLean delivered an interesting address
and complimented the degree team on the
manner in which it had exemplified the
ritual.

The Blackwell Lodge Degree Team has
won the Oklahoma State Elks -Association
Championship Trophy Cup twice in succes
sion in the ritualistic contests sponsored bv
the Association.

Floyd H. Broii'i!, Secretary

Kalaniazoo, Mich., Lodge Initiates
Class of 115 Candidates

Kalamazoo, Mich., Lodge, No. 50, placed
Itself at the lead of all other Elk Lodges
in Michigan, as well as in many other States,
in point of membership advance, when it re
cently enrolled a Prosperity Class of one
hundred and fifteen new members. Kalama
zoo Lodge has reinstated seventy more,
bringing the total additions to the rolls up
to one hundred and eighty-five.
_The festivities attendant upon the initia

tion began with a banquet. Before and
after the initiation ceremonies, those present
were entertained with comedy, musical and
dance act?.

Kalamazoo Lodge i.s justifiably proud of
its achievement. .As one member expressed
it, "this shows what can be done with that
fraternal spirit which some men have in
them in these trying days." The Lodge is
not stopping here, but has resolved to con
tinue its efforts so that No. 50 will be one
of the biggest and best.

Paid C. Klein, Correspondent

Above
Lodge.

Lodge

The Elks Magazine

Dallas, Texas. Lodge Aids Others
on Thanksgiving Day

Soon after sun-up on Thanksgiving Day,
members of Dallas, Texas, Lodge, No. 71,
set forth with baskets of food for the poor
of their City. The three hundred baskets
whose combined weight totalled about 6,000
pounds, were distributed in twenty-five cars
by the Dallas Elks in the day's largest lump
gift of Thanksgiving dinners. Other organ
izations to deliver Thanksgiving food to the
less fortunate in the City were the Salvation
Army, the Buddies Chapter of the D. A. V.
to physically or financially disabled veterans,
and b}' any number of charitable individuals.
One merchant, L Rude, held his last and
biggest Thanksgiving party, for the_ needy.
He announced his intention of closing out
his business. In accepting his offer
clothing to any man, woman or child in
Dallas for the asking, the longest line in the
history of the City "formed before his shop
door. More than ten thousand garments o
all kinds went into the hands of the nee y
in this magnificent gift.

Organist of Detroit Lodge
Honored at Dinner

Thomas H. Chilvers, Organist of Detroit
Mich., Lodge, No. 34, was recently honorea
at a testimonial dinner given for him at
the Statler Hotel. The dinner was a plea
surable and gala affair with music and
and a reception to Mr. and Mrs. ^bil^rs
afterward. Presentation was made to Mr.
Chilvers of a check for S500 from his host o
friends in the Citv. . .

Mr. Chilvers was Supervisor of Music m
the Detroit Public Schools for more than a
quarter of a century and retired recent^.
He was born and educated in Detroit. He
graduated from the Conservatory ol Music
in Leij)zig in 1R83. He has composed many
piano numbers and songs that are well known
to music lovers. -Always an enthusiastic
vachtsman, Mr. Chilvers is a member ol
the Detroit Yacht Club as well as a member
of the Bohemians, a club composed of most
of the prominent musician? m Detroit.

Newcoinerstown, Ohio, Lodge
Comniences Busy Season

This year holds promise of being the most
succe.ssful Newcomerstown, Ohio, Lodge, jNo.
1555, has experienced since its institution in
1929. Starting the social season with a
Hallowe'en Dance, at which approximately
100 couples thoroughly enjoyed themselves,
the youngest Lodge of Ohio has been busily
engaged in a scries of activities. More dances
are being planned for the remainder of the
winter. ^ , ,

Outstanding among the recent events tak
ing place at the Lodge Home was a Father
and Son Banquet, at which a chicken dinner
was served to 80 Elks and guests. -A thor
oughly enjovable evening was climaxed 1 '̂
the interesting address delivered by W. B.
Hayes, Superintendent of Schools of New-
comerstown.

The Ritualistic Team of Newcomerstovvn
Lodge, which won the State Championship
of Ohio at the Convention last summer,
gathered more laurels when it initiated the
-Armistice Day Class of 17 candidates at
Cambridge, Ohio, Lodge, No. 448. After
the exemplification of the ritual, Past Dis
trict Deputy Fred L. Bohn, of Ohio South
east, praised the team for its splendid work.

Meanwhile the Lodge is sponsoring two
bowling teams. The Elks have been setting
a fast pace in the Class A six-team City
League. In the Beginners League, the Lodge
quintet has been turning in a series of good
performances.

A very large attendance graced the annual
Feather Party given by No. 1555. The pro
ceeds of this party will, as usual, be used
for the charity program of the Lodge.

Harold House, Correspondettt
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Miss Margaret Matheson

T HE Commissioner of Internal Revenue,
under date of October 11, 1933, ruled that
the Elks National Foundation is an organi
zation operated exclusively for charitable or
educational purposes, and that gifts to the
Foundation are allowable deductions for in
come tax purposes. The following is quoted
from the Commissioner's letter:

"Reference is made to the evidence
submitted by you for use in determining
your status for the purpose of Federal
income taxation and whether contribu
tions made to you are allowable deduc
tions in the income tax returns of
individual donors.

"It is held that you are entitled to ex
emption under the provisions of Section
103(6) of the Revenue Acts of 1932 and
1928. You arc not, therefore, re'quired
to file returns for 1932 and prior years
and future returns will not be required
so long as there is no change in your
organization, your purposes^ or your
method of doing business.

"Since it is held that you are entitled
to exemption under paragraph (6) of
Section 103 of the Revenue Acts of 1932
and 1928, it jollows that contributions
made to your organisalion by individual

Contributions

to Elks National |

Foundation Held |
Tax Exempt I

donors are deductible by such individ
uals in arriving at their taxable net in
come in the manner and to the extent
provided by Section 23(n) of the Reve
nue Acts of 1932 and 1928."

Elks Foundation Scholarship
Goes to Student at Colby College

The Maine State Elks Association recently
selected Percy Harold Willette, of Water-
viile. Me., for the three-hundred-dollar schol
arship allocated to the State Association by
the Elks National Foundation.

Young Mr, Willette graduated from the
Waterville High School last June with an
excellent scholarship record. He is now a
student at Colby College. The award of the
scholarship to Mr. Willette was received
with pleasure by the citizens of Waterville.
as they felt he richly deserved it. During his
Junior year at the Waterville High School,
while experimenting in the chemical labo
ratory, Mr. Willette suffered the loss of his
left hand and received severe injuries to his
left leg. Consequently, he has been seriously
handicapped in earning money to put him
self through college and to achieve his am
bition to become a lawyer.

Percy Harold Willette

Miss Matheson, of McGill, Nev.,
Wins Foundation Scholarship

Miss Margaret Matheson, of McGill, Ne
vada, a sophomore at the Utah State Agri
cultural College, has the distinction of being
the first young lady to receive an Elks Na
tional Foundation Scholarship. The 1933-34
Scholarship of ?300, allocated to the Nevada
State Elks Association by the Foundation,
under the Chairmanship of Past Grand Ex
alted Ruler John F. Malley, was awarded to
Miss Matheson as a young lady of superior
ability and high character, in accordance
with the recommendation of the State Asso
ciation.

Miss Matheson graduated from the White
Pine High School, of Ely, Nevada, in 1932,
and was valedictorian of her class. During
her high school career she was prominent in
dramatics and athletics, and on the school
publications. Since entering the State Agri
cultural College she has continued in both
dramatic and athletic activities. Miss Math
eson is majoring in English and expects to
teach this subject after her graduation from
college. Her selection is a popular one with
the Elks of Nevada.

John Madison Cray, State Secretary

News of the State Associations
Vermont

The 1933 meeting of the Vermont State
Elks Association was held in Burlington and
was attended by over 100 enthusiastic Elks
representing the ten Lodges of the State. An
excellent dinner was served the delegates,
after which the annual Convention and elec
tion of officers was held.

The meeting was presided over by Arthur
E. Sherwin, retiring President of the Asso
ciation. The following were elected officers
for 1933-34: John J. Cocklin, Rutland
Lodge, No. 345, President; Lawrence F.
Edgerton, Springfield Lodge, No. 1560, First
Vice-President; Arthur L. Graves, St. Johns-
bury Lodge, No, 1343, Second Vice-Presi-
dent; James E, Burns, Montpelier Lodge,
No. 924, Third Vice-President; John J. Mul
len, Rutland Lodge, Secretary, and Louis F.
Linsenmeir, Burlington Lodge, No. 916,
Treasurer.

Among those present were District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler William J, Lonergan,
of Bennington Lodge, No. 567; Past Grand
Esteemed Loyal Knight Riley C. Bowers, of
Montpelier Lodge, and Past State President

Charles F. Mann, of Brattleboro Lodge, No.
1499. Mr. Sherwin, the retiring State Presi
dent, was given a rising vote of thanks for
his work during the past year.

Several changes in the Constitution were
discussed. They will be brought before the
Association at its next annual meeting. This
will probably be held in Rutland. Exalted
Ruler John J. Mullen, on behalf of his
Lodge, invited the Association to hold its
next meeting in Rutland.

Edward J. Dailey, Burlington Lodge,
Correspondent

The 1933 Convention of the Utah State
Elks Association, which was held at Og-
den, was made the occasion for the
launching of the fall fraternal season,
and delegations were sent by all the Elk
Lodges in the State. The Convention was
brief, being called merely for the election
of new officers, and was held under the
"Good of the Order" of a formal session of
Ogden Lodge, No. 719.

There were present two hundred Elks
from Ogden, Salt Lake City, Logan, Provo,
Park City, Eureka (Tintic), Cedar City and

Price Lodges, when Exalted Ruler Arthur
Wooley of No. 719 called the meeting to
order. When the time was at hand for the
initiation of Frank W. Matthews, Jr., into
the Order, Mr. Wooley called upon State
President Frank W. Matthews, Sr., to take
charge. President Matthews then called
upon a number of prominent Elks present to
assist him in the ceremony of initiating his
son.

The business reports were read, and
Treasurer J. Edwin Stein reported with re
gret that all the funds of the Association
were tied up in a bank failure. A motion
to borrow from the Student Loan Fund to
defray the Association expenses was de
feated by a majority who held that the
Student Loan Fund must be kept inviolate.
Consequently the Elks in attendance at the
meeting contributed a sufficient amount to
pay the current bills.
- Following the ceremonies in the Lodge

room, the local and visiting Elks were guests
of Ogden Lodge at a buffet supper at which
barbecued lamb was served.

The following officers will serve the Utah
State Elks Association during the year
1933-34: J. Alan Pike, Eureka (Tintic)



Lodge, No. "11, President; Harold V. Leon
ard, Price Lodge, No. 1550, First Vice-Presi
dent; Dr. A. C. Johnson, Cedar City Lodge,
No. 1556, Second Vice-President; Lester
Taylor, Park City Lodge, No. 734, Third
Vice-President; J. Edwin Stein, Provo Lodge,
No. 849, elected for the sixth time, Treasurer,
and B. P. Spry, Salt Lake City Lodge, No.
S5, elected for the fifth time, Secretary.

Selection of the time and place of the next
annual meeting of the Association was left
to the discretion of the President and the
Executive Committee.

D. J. Creen't^cll, Ogden Lodge

Pennsylvania
When the Pennsylvania State Association

assembled in Altoona for its twenty-seventh
annual convention, presided over by Presi
dent James B. Sleeman, the first business ses
sion was held in the Logan Room of the
Penn-Alto Hotel. Addresses made by Past
Grand Exalted Rulers John K. Tener, of
Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, No. 494, Charles H.
Grakclow, of Philadelphia, Pa., Lodge, No. 2.
and Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters, also
of Charleroi Lodge, marked the opening of
the Convention.

During the first day's meeting, officers for
the ensuing year were elected and committee
reports were heard by the assemblage, in
cluding those of the District Vicc-Presidents,
the District Deputies, and the Charity, Dis
tribution, Flag Day, Legislative, Memorial,
Ritualistic, Red Cross and State Welfare
Committees.

Many members and visitors assembled in
the evening in the Home of Altoona Lodge.
No. 102, to join in the festivities which
included dancing and entertainment by the
Spirit of 76 Trio.

A funfcst, also at the Home of Altoona
Lodge, afforded the delegates much pleasure
and amusement on the afternoon of the
second day of the Convention. Though the
picnic,scheduledto be held at Lehrsch's Park,
was canceled because of rain, the sumptuou-
food and musical entertainment were merely
transferred to the Lodge Home, and the
delegates enjoyed themselves just as well.
The dancing and other entertainment pro
vided in the Home at night also afforded the
visiting delegates much pleasure.

In the Ritualistic Contest, Washington,
Pa., Lodge, No. 776, was the winner for the
fourth consecutive year, taking home a silver
loving cup and a cash prize.
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On the following day the last business
meeting of the Convention was held, and the
new officers of the Association installed.
In the afternoon the annual street pageant
and parade—colorful with floats, Elk bands,
marching Lodges, mounted Guards, and the
American Legion drum and bugle corps—•
took place. With flags flying, bands blaring,
silk and velvet uniforms glittering in every
possible color and design, the procession
drew cheers from the thousands of spectators
lining the streets four and five deep. The
officers of the State Association and honored
guests occupied automobiles at the head of
the parade.

The Grand Ball, which was heavily at
tended, ended the Convention.

Officers elected to serve the Pennsylvania
State Elks Association for the year 1933-34
are: Daniel J. Miller, Reading Lodge, No,
115, President; Scott E. Drum. Hazleton
Lodge, No. 200, Vice-President; W. S. Gould,
Scranton Lodge, No. 123, Secretary, and
Henrv W. Gough, Harrisburg Lodge, No. 12,
Treasurer. The members of the Board of
Trustees are; Lloyd W. Fahler, Mahanoy
City Lodge, No. 695, Chairman; Dr. J. Roy
Cherr>', Williamsport Lodge, No. 173, Vice-

{Contimicd on page 48)

Members and gue'sts at the dinner given Grand Exalted Ruler Walter F. Meier by Amsterdam. N. Y. Lodge

The Grand Exalted Ruler's Visits
Accompanied by Joseph G, Buch, Past

President of the New Jersey State Elks Asso
ciation and Chairman of the Crippled Chil
dren's Committee of the Association, and
Nicholas Snyder, a Past Exalted Ruler of
Trenton, N. J., Lodge, No. 105, Grand Ex
alted Ruler Walter F. Meier, after visiting
several celebrated spots in New Jersey, paid
his official visit to Trenton Lodge on Oc
tober 13.

He was met at the outskirts of Princeton,
N. J., by a motorcycle escort and the officers
of Trenton Lodge. After viewing a few
more points of historical interest, Mr. Meier
proceeded to Trenton, where he was escorted
to the Windsor Hotel. There he was the
guest of honor at a dinner given by Trenton
I-odge, After dinner he was taken, with
the drill team and band of the Lodge in at
tendance, to the Home of No. 105.

A most interesting meeting followed with
^le following prominent members of the
Order present: Grand Trustee Henry A.
, ; State President Charles Wibiral-

Miller W, Frace, Vice-President for the
Central District of New Jersey; J. Harrv
'"dd, Vice-President for the South District;
^ast State Presidents Joseph G. Buch, John
H Cose, Albert E. Dearden and Francis P.
Jloand; District Deputy Grand Exalted
Killers Thomas Osborne, Harry H. O'Claire
and Frank L, Ten Broeck, and Past District
Deputy Charles R. Tomlin. Also present
were many Past Exalted Rulers, and the Ex
alted Rulers, Secretaries and other officers
and members of the following New Jersey
Lodges; Bridgeton, Burlington, Camden,
Freehold, Lakewood, Lambertville, East

Orange, Kearny, Mount Holly, Millville,
Penns Grove, Vineland, Trenton and Jer
sey City.

About two hundred and fifty members of
the Order attended this meeting. As usual,
the principal address was that of Mr. Meier.
Following his speech, the Grand Exalted
Ruler was presented with a set of Lennox
ware, a product of Trenton, said to be the
finest china produced anywhere in the world.
In accepting this present from Trenton

E. H. Scott, a member of Chicago. III.,
Lodge, presents Mr. Meier with his
latest model radio on behalf of himself

and his fellow members

Lodge, Mr. Meier gave his assurance that it
would be greatly pfized by Mrs. Meier and
himself, especially since he had, since July
12, spent but three full days in his home.
The gift from Trenton Lodge showed fuli
well that the members of the Order appre
ciate the sacrifice made by both Mr. Meier
and his family.

One of the most pleasant of the Grand
Exalted Ruler's official visits was that paid
to Clifton, N. J., Lodge, No. 1569, on Octo
ber 14. Clifton Lodge gave a dinner in
honor of Mr. Meier in the new Lodge Home,
with about two hundred Elks present at the'
festivities. State Senator John C, Harbour
presided as toastmaster, introducing Mayor
Crine Kievit, who welcomed Mr. Meier' to
Clifton. Greetings were extended by Ex
alted Ruler Leon C, Rodger, after which Mr.
Meier was introduced.

The Grand Exalted Ruler then proceeded
with the ceremony of dedicating the new
Home of Clifton Lodge, choosing a number
of prominent Elks to fiill the stations of
Grand Lodge officers. Upon completion of
the ceremonies the Grand Exalted Ruler de
livered his address.

Speeches were also made by Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Murray Hulbert, State Presi
dent Wibiralski, State Vice-President Pat
rick J. Cunningham, Past Slate President
William Conklin, William E. Brown, Chair
man of the Building Committee, Senior Past
Exalted Ruler Walter Morejohn, of Clifton
Lodge, and Exalted Ruler Rodger.

Mr. Rodger presented Grand Exalted
Ruler Meier, on behalf of the Lodge, with a

{Contiimed on page 48)
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Further Details on the

National Bridge Tournament
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By Bede Armstrong
Card Editor

I HAD hoped that in this issue I would
be able to make a complete report re

garding the great Elks National Bridge Tour
nament. However, I find this will be im
possible, for at this date, December 5th,
there are 61 Lodges which have not yet irled
returns—among them being Hilo, Hawaii;
Balboa, Canal Zone; Juneau and Ketchikan,
Alaska. It will be some little time before
these far-away points can get their reports in.

In addition to this the compiling and
checking of the returns is a tremendous task
and will take the better part of the month
of December. A complete report will be
compiled for the February number. Espe
cially in view of the fact that it was a brand-
new venture, this affair went over in iine
shape.

You were asked in the November issue
how you would bid and play the following
hand at contract, rubber bridge, with both
sides vulnerable, and South being the dealer.

4k A-Q-10-7
f;? 9-5-2
<> 10-5-2
J(» S-3-2

A K J 8 5
8-4

O Q-J-9-7
Jf, K-10-7

9-2

^ J-6
0 K.8-6-4-3

J-9-5-4

« 6-4-3
c;? A-K-Q-10-7-3
0 A
* A-Q-6

The bidding would go as
follows, using the Culbertson
system:
South West North East
2-H Pass 2-S Pass
3-H Pass 4-H Pass
Pass Pass

With the "Official" system
the bidding would be:
2-C Pass 2-D Pass 7
2-H Pass 2-S Pass )
4-H Pass Pass Pass ^ ^=cr

In the "One Over One" sys-
tem the bidding would get to
four hearts,, with South open-
ing a heart and North "deny-
ing support on the first round
with one no-Trump. Then,
on the second round, three
hearts would be shown by
South and four hearts by
North. I—^

The "Official" system two-club bid is, of
course, entirely artificial as far as the clubs
are concerned, and also as to the diamond
response. This diamond bid simply said to
South that North did not hold an Ace and a
King or two Aces. The forcing bid in the

t APOCC rr
I 0OT I *
I pffffrecTT-Y

Dovo« Plav OH.OCAM r^o!IMC5. AIVII^ ? J I

[ I NOT OKtv plav eeio&e
gyr • PiavThc best.

[iN^iS Ci-rv!

Culbertson system with only four-and-a-half
honor tricks is justified by the solid heart
suit and by its length.

By playing the hand correctly, South is
able to make a little slam. It would be

{Continued on page 39)
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A Prize Will Be Given to Every Elk Who Submits
the Correct Solutions to the Two Problems Below:

Heae'f A TA7Z
•T}<A"r'tL KHeCK

I YA Foe A Row ,
k OP Aecnc latMot'
I Li««eMToTMlS ! .

. SaMAOSfi (
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llPTCHlMAoO 1
SMS SAVr- f

, voo e'&. \
' oucaGiBowi.

FiiHAce

s ^

)HAW 1
HAW- ( ^

HAW 11 peeTTvcaeo!
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V '\biCh'Ha*j£
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Problem No. 7. What is your version of the correct
bidding and play of this hand? Contract bridge, North
and South vulnerable. South dealer. The solution will
be published next month.

A A-6-3
O-J-10

0 10-7-6-3-2
4^ 6-2

TrvimoTo ReM«MeeB-
tFT>ie<i OF sPAoes I

pLAve^o

IIDTtl CARTOON8 nKPIiOnrCED THnomit THK COrBTKSY OF Till;
ABTisT, H. T. wv:tisT!:n: tiu; puks.s prm.iRinSR ro.. asd
FREDERICK A. STOKES CO., PtJBLISIlEUS OP "WKU6TBH'S BKIDOB,"

K-Q.9
9-6-3

0 9-5-4
A-9-8-5

A J-10-8-5
A-K

0 A-Q-J
K-7.4-3

Problem No. 8. Spades are trumps.
South has the lead. How manv
tricks can you take against any
defense by East and West? Give
your version of the correct plav.
The solution will be published
next month.

Send your answers to
both problems to Bede
Armstronji, Card Edi
tor, The Elks Maga
zine, 2750 Lake View
Avenue, Chicago, 111.
They must reach him
before the first of

February, 1934.

4k 9
^ K-3
O Q-7-6-3
^ 7

A 7-4-2
^ 8-7-5-4-2
0 K-8
4^ Q-J-10

A 8-5-4
^ None
0 K

K-Q-S.4

A J
^ Q-4
0 A-J-9.2
^ 9

A None
^ J-9
0 10-5.4
4b 10-8-6
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Elkdom Outdoors
J. H. Hamilton and Wilbur B. Hart. Associate Field St}orts Editors

T

Renovo, Pa., Lodge has constructed a beautiful country club Members of the Order u-tH find there an abundant provision
on a branch of Young Womans Creek near Renovo. It is in of bear, deer, grouse and other species of sma l game
the heart of the State's greatest fish and game territory amid unexcelled scenery. There is also excellent fishing

v.>- .t

Monta?ia Mallards laere more
than plentiful according to Dr.
C. A. Dutt luho, luith R. R.
fVilliams a7id party, killed the
limit in tivo and one-half
hours of actual shooting, taking
07tly the difficult shots and pick
ing big birds. Until you have
shot at single teal flying down
nvind across a blind on a cold
November morning, Doc claims,
you have never been hunting

m

H. M. Burton of Ogdenshurg,
N. Y., sent in the above snap
shot shoiuing a partridge eating
from the local mail carrier's
hand. IVhile the partridge
luas not afraid of his mail car
rier friend vjho had fed him
every day for tivo months, he
fLcas a little shy of Burton

Herman R. Beemer of Lafay
ette, Indiana, had the good
luck to catch a 37]/2 pound
musky at Horsehead Lake in
Northern Wisconsin. The fish
measured 52 inches in length,
and had a girth of 23 inches
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"Dock" standing pheas
ant in an Alfalfa Field
—oivncd and trained by
ParncU McCarthy of
Oneida Co., Ncvj York In a Kaitsas hedge luhere giiail shooting conditions are per

fect, Jack Lindburg of Pittsburgh is 'u;aiting for the birds
to rise while Guy IF. I'on Schrilltz snaps the picture

"Nap" on pheasant —
oiKned and trained by
fF. D. Legue. Snapshot
sent in by Carl F. Moore
of South Brownsville, Pa.

Action "Shots" of Members' Bird Dogs

"CV.'f

"Spreckels" stops a pheasant. This
ivell set up dog is oivned by
F. D. Garroin of Fresno, California

"Snoivhall" and "Chief" on point
ivith "Jerry" backing. The for
tunate oiuner of all three dogs is
C. A. Roush of Hillsboro, Ohio

IFill the otxiner of the above dog
please identify himself to Elkdom
Outdoors. JVe cannot locate him

:• /. Lj' . I, '

A beginner's {Center Picture) The dog in the foreground ivas running dovjn viind luhen he caught Nell pointing
first point. J. the scent of a prairie chicken he had passed. He froze in his tracks and pointed the quail. Her
H. Boivman of bird over his shoulder. The other dog dreiv up and backed. Just before this "shot" oivner is A. IV.
Lebanon, Perm- the bird flushed. It can be seen in flight. The dog is owned by Paul Cooper of Goltra of Crew-
sylvania, oivner Leivistoivn, Montana fordsviUe, hid.

•»>

;-.-v

Attention quail hunters. Joe Boothe of S-weetivater, Texas, sent in the above snapshots of his English Setter, "Chief." In
one picture "Chief" is pointing a single bird; the other is a covey point. Elkdom Outdoors issues this challenge: Which
is ichich? In writing your answer, simply state "picture on left," "picture on right." The answer will he published in the

February issue of Elkdom Outdoors
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Georgia Hall, Warm Springs Foundation, built by popular subscription of Georgia's citizens and
recently dedicated by President Roosevelt

President Roosevelt's Birthday Ball
ONE of the greatest social events in the

history of the United States, sponsored
by what is undoubtedly the most distin
guished national committee ever gathered
together for any humanitarian cause, is to
take place on Januar>' 30th.

When Franklin D. Roosevelt was inaugu
rated President of the United States, he re
tained only one other office—the Presidency
of the Warm Springs Foundation at Warm
Springs, Georgia.

For many years this Foundation—a na
tional institution for the care of sufferers
from infantile paralysis—has been of the
greatest interest to Mr. Rooseevelt, and it
has been the beneficiary of much of his per
sonal fortune.

In order to relieve him of concern in this
respect a group of distingui-shcd American
citizens have organized a national committee
for the purpose of holding a Birthday Ball
for the President in every city and town in
the United States on the occasion of his
fifty-second birthday, January 30th, 1934.
The receipts from these events will constitute
an endowment fund for the Warm Springs
Foundation.

Mr. Joseph T. Fanning, Editor and Execu
tive Director of The Elks Magazine, was
invited to become a member of the Na

tional Committee and to act as Chairman of
the Division of Fraternal Orders. As this
issue goes to press a Committee is being or
ganized under his direction which will have
in its membership the leaders of American
fraternal life, including Grand Exalted Ruler
Walter F. Meier.

It is hoped that every Lodge in the Order
will hold a ball or dinner on the President'?
birthday to help make the public's gift to
its President conform to its appreciation of
his sterling character and of this great work
for the relief of children handicapped by
infantile paralysis.

The National Committee feels that e%'ery
American citizen will welcome this opportu
nity of honoring the President and of helping
to relieve him of other cares so that he may
be able to devote all of his energies to the
affairs of the national government. The Elks
have a special intere.st in this matter in that
the work at Warm Springs is wholly in ac
cord with Elkdom's activities elsewhere in
caring for crippled children.

From 11:15 to 12:15 on the night of
January 30th all these social events through
out the country will be brought together by
a great raidio program to be carried by both
national chains. In addition to an unparalleled
entertainment program, it is expected that

the President will acknowledge the honors
paid him in an address over the combined
networks.

The membership of the National Commit
tee, insofar as it had been organized at the
time of going to press, follows:

Henry L. Dolierty, Chairman
Vincent Astor Ktlgar Kobak
W. W. Attcrhwrj' • .Albert D. Lasker
Gordon Aiichincloss Governor Herbert H.
Merlin H. Ajlesunrth Lehman
Bernard M. Barucli
Karl A. Bickcl
Cornelius N. Bliss
Thomas K. liurke
Walter P. Chrysler
Joseph V. Connelly
Kent Cooper
T. Cheevcr Cowdin

Ii>hn L. Lewis
("loorKe MacDonald
Dr. W. B. Mayo
William Gibbs Mc.\<bo
.lureniiali Milbank
llcnry Morgentliau
.\. A. Myrup
.\(!ol|>Ii S. Ochs

Governor James M. Cox William S. Paley
Joseph E. Davies
John \V. Davis
Charles 0. Dawcs
Joseph T. Fanninu
Ktiward A. Filcnc
Harvey S: Fircstum-
Harry Harkness F1:ikU
Raymond D. Fosdick
John P. Frey
William Green
W. Averell Harriman
E. Roland Harriman

Joseph JL Patterson
ilcorge F. Peabody
(k-n. John J. PershinsT
Frank L. Polk
K. Wesley Preston
John J. Raskob
Will Roffcrs
Dr. J. Bently Stiiiier
Grovcr A. Wiiiilen
A. F. Whitney
Cornelius Vanderbilt

Whitney
Patrick Cardinal Hayes John Hay Whittiey
Will H. Hays "Matthew Woll
Edward M. House Owen 1). Vounp
Otto H. Kahn

Carl Byoir. General Dirccior
Keith Morifan. Dirccior of Oroanisation

You May Be Kidnapped Before 1940

Factor) grew tired ot scraping upturned
faces, folded his trusty razor, and started
in to get rich quick. And he did. But
the underworld was waiting to give him
a haircut, and it did. Among his amazing
exploits was this: he bought up an ex
hausted platinum mine in Africa, drebed
Negroes in muddy clothes, had them photo
graphed, and started in to sell slock in the
mine. He had his '"literature" and prospec-
tuse.s all ready to mail when he was exposed.
And what do you suppose the up-and-coming
Jake did? He sued the British Government
for the money he had spent on postage!

One day Jake was "snatched" and a hard
time he had of it. He was held twelve days,
his family paid $50,000 to the abductors,
and he was turned loose three blocks from
the police station—an ironically favorite
place for returning kidnap victims. His
clothes were disheveled, he had a long beard,
and his eyes were swollen from the bandages.
He had been slapped and slugged and kicked.

"I was treated like a dog," he said. "They
threatened to cut off my ears. They even
made me sleep in a bed that was infested
with vermin."

A bit of news that Jake brought back
from his excursion into the underworld was
that forty prominent men in Chicago were
mar' ~'l for kidnapping. The police gave

(Continued front page 11)

this information to the intended victims and
immediately they surrounded themselves with
guards.

Kidnapping runs in Jake's family, for his
son was lifted, too. And Jake had to pay
the same amount for him as he paid for
himself.

The art of kidnapping has grown and de
veloped nicely during the last few years. In
the early days, two men could attend to the
grisly details, but now it takes at least five
to do a neat, workmanlike job—and the
jobs are becoming more workmanlike all
the time. The crudities of the early days
are passing. If you are kidnapped now, you
will have the satisfaction of knowing that
it was not by a bunch of bungling amateurs.

The first person in the complicated job is
(in the terms of the underworld) "The
Peddler." He is the one who locates a man
who has money, or who is related to some
body who has money. He sells this informa
tion to the underworld. His job is over
and he can go to Atlantic City for a vaca
tion.

The work is now taken up by "The
Finger," who finds out all he can about the
proposed victim—what time he leaves his
home, when he arrives at his office, where he

spends his evenings, when he is apt to be
alone. The trap is now set.

The next person, or persons, who come
into the picture, are the "Muscle Men,"
They are the ones who actually poke the
gun into the victim's ribs, put him into a
car and whisk him away. They are con
sidered clear at the bottom of the social
kidnap ladder. No brains—nothing but
loaded gats.

Now comes the fourth, a man who is re
spected by all ambitious kidnappers. He is
"The Voice," the one who gets in touch with
the victim's family or friends, and who car
ries on the actual contacts. He is the one
who run? the biggest risk, and who has to
out-smart the family, the police force and
the public. It he bungles, the jig is up. He
is the one who accepts the money and who
has to be on the watch for tricks, marked
bills and endless traps. When he has the
money he passes the word to the "Muscle
Men," who are guarding the victim (possibly
two hundred miles away) and they take
him out into the street and do what is known
technically in the underworld as "dump"
him.

As you have probably seen in the papers,
there has been talk of establishing in the
United States an American Scotland Yard
which will deal, among other crime prob-
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lems, with kidnappers. I fell to wondering
about it and sought out Homer S. Cumm'ings,
Attorfley General of the United States.

"We want to establish something even
more ambitious than the Scotland Yard
of London. There are many curious
misapprehensions concerning Scotland
Yard. It has been so puffed up and glo
rified that the average person has the
wrong conception of it. It is not nearly
so large, nor so important, as we com
monly think. In the first place, it is not
a detective force at all and it does not
have jurisdiction throughout England.
Scotland Yard is merely the Metropoli
tan Police Department of Greater Lon
don. It is just one of the 187 police
forces in England and Wales. It is not
allowed to operate outside of London,
except upon special invitation, when it
is sometimes called in by other cities—
such as Bath, or Liverpool—to help solve
a crime. However, its Criminal Record
Office acts as a clearing house for infor
mation for the British Isles.

"Scotland Yard, in ancient days, was
occupied by the Kings of Scotland on
their visits to London. In this way the
name arose—Scotland Yard, the yard, or
enclosure, where the Scottish Kings
stayed. The name was retained when
the present building was erected. And
that is how- it came about.

"I do not wish to boast, but here is
something worth calling attention to.
Scoland Yard has a collection of some
500,000 fingerprints. The Division of
Investigation of the Department of Jus
tice in Washington, D. C., has approxi
mately 3,925,000 on file."

All this is very well, but what is one
going to do if he is kidnapped? There are
several things for the family, or friends, to
do. I have put in a panel accompanying
this article, the advice given by the Chief of
Police of New York. This advice shows
how the matter should be handled locally.

In addition there is something else which
is growing more and more. advisable, and
that is to turn the United States Govern
ment loose on the case. Every day the Gov
ernment is becoming increasingly important
in kidnap cases. You may be astonished to
know that there was not a single national
law against kidnapping until June, 1932..
Absolutely none. During that month the
so-called "Lindbergh law" went into effect.

And how do you suppose the Government
clamps down on the kidnappers? It has two
bear traps which it sets. One is if the kid
nappers transport the victim across a state
line. The other is if the kidnappers use the
United States mails to send their letters.
The Government does not wait until it has
proved that one or the other of the viola
tions has been made, but hops to it from the
beginning.

So now to answer the question: Telegraph
the Department of Justice, Division of In
vestigation, Washington, D. C. If you can
not remember this long and complicated
name, send your wire to J. Edgar Hoover,
Washington, D. C. That is all the address
you need. He is the Head of the Division
and he will set the hell hounds loose.

Don't stop to write—telegraph. Of course,
if you have received threatening notes, or
warnings, or mysterious telephone calls, then
you may move more slowly and write. But
the safest thing to do is to telegraph. The
Department will send an investigator who
will work with you and who will help trap
the men who are trying to intimidate you.

There is a saying in the underworld of
kidnappers: "Watch out for Whiskers."
"Whiskers" means Uncle Sam by reason of
the beard he is usually depicted as wearing.

Jake the Barber has this to say, and Jake
ought to know what he is talking about:

"The Federal Government is the only agency
which can stop kidnapping." Pay attention
to what Jake says—it cost him $100,000 to
find out.

How do the different states handle the kid
nap situation from the legal point of view?
It would be too long even to summarize, but
here is the way New York goes after it.
Death had never been the penalty for kid
napping in New York until the twenty-fifth
day of last August, when the Governor signed
a bill providing death for any kidnapper
when the victim was not returned before
trial. Other features in the bill are these:

It is a felony for anybody to withhold

If You Are Kidnapped
By James S. Bolan

Former Police Commissioner, New York

"If you are a "kidnap possibility" you
should have your wife, or relatives, or
legal advisers, instructed to report the
case to the police at once, anvd not try to
deal with the kidnappers direct. Natu
rally, a family wishes to shield the kid
napped person from threats of violence,
but the police can-deal with a kidnapper
better than any friend or personal repre
sentative.

Do not withhold information from the
police. This only complicates aiid delays
matters.

A Point for those in the State of New
York to remember is that it is now a
felony for a member of the family, or
anyone else concerned, to withhold in
formation from the police.

Report kidnap threats, or actual body-
possessions, immediately. Even an hour's
delay may frustrate capture.

If you request, the crime will be kept
secret.

You may arrange to meet the kidnap
pers, or their intermediaries, at any time
or place—if you notify the police in ad
vance.

The police must in the line of duty at
tempt to apprehend the criminals, but
not at the risk of the safety of the family
or of the individual kidnapped.

Work with the police, not against them.

information from the authorities. (This,
presumably, is aimed at such a condition
as when John J. O'Connell, Jr., was kid
napped in Albany, and his politically
powerful uncles refused to co-operate
with the authorities.)

The prosecutor in the district where the
kidnapping takes place is compelled to
bring the kidnapper to trial within thirty
days after the indictment.

In addition to the death penalty, the
new law increases the prison sentences.
Even if the victim is released and not
killed, the sentence for the kidnapper is
from twenty years to life imprisonment.
Until the passage of the new law, the
penalty was from ten years to fifty, and
no more.

HAT should be done to prevent kidnap
ping ? What should be done so that a busi
ness man can feel that he is not in danger
of being "snatched"? A legitimate question.
Following is the platform urged by The
Elks Magazine. It is very simple, and we
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think it would prove to be quite effective.
1. Remove technicalities from crimi

nal court procedure.
2. Eliminate political interference

from courts. In other words, in order
to prevent kidnapping, we will have to
begin—not with the gangster, but with
the courts. In conjunction with this we .
wish again to quote the Attorney Gen
eral of the United States; "There is a
matter to which I invite your serious
attention in eliminating kidnapping. I
refer to the unscrupulous lawyers who
aid and abet kidnappers, and who em
ploy every unworthy artifice in their
defense. There is reason to believe that
in many localities, certain members of
the bar are in touch with, and are regu
larly employed by, the criminal element.
Their elimination is part of the problem
of crime."

3. Protect witnesses from intimida
tion.

4. Pass a Federal anti-firearms law.
5. Tighten up the parole laws.
6. Loosen up the extradition red tape

between states.
7. Require the registration of all ma

chine guns. As this is written we are
pleased to report that this very move is
being contemplated by Washington.
President Roosevelt himself is inter
ested, and it seems now that he will sign
an order which will require that every
machine gun in the United States shall
be registered, and that the possession of
an unregistered weapon of this kind will
be a felony. The sooner this becomes
effective the better.

8. Develop an American Scotland
Yard.

If drastic action is not' taken conditions
will become intolerable. No business man
will be safe and no member of his fam
ily will be safe. Some day, when he least ex
pects it, a pistol will be poked into his ribs;
or the telephone at the office will ring . . .
and it will be his child who has been
"snatched."

One of the most amazing cases in all kid
nap history is the famous one of Pat Crowe.
He is, as you may know, the most notorious
kidnapper in the world. He has been be
fore the public for thirty-three years.

He was born on a farm in Iowa. He grew
tired of walking up one side of a row of
corn and coming back on the other side, so
he went to Om^a to get rich. He got to
gether a bit of money and opened a butcher
shop, but things didn't go any too well, and
after a time he lost his shop. He lost it to
the so-called Meat Trust, a matter very
much talked about in those days. He was
accused of pilfering from the cash drawer
and was discharged from the butcher shop
which he had once owned and where he was
then working.

He bore a grudge against the meat packing
Cudahy family, and, brooding on this, de
cided to get even with them and at the same
time make some easy money for himself.
The family had a cherished son—Eddie
Cudahy, fifteen. Just a week before Christ
mas, in the year 1900, Pat Crowe walked
casually down the dark street, for it was
seven o'clock in the evening. Eddie Cudahy
came home from a friend's where he
had been playing; but Pat Crowe was not
quite sure he knew him—especially in the
dark—rso leaping forward he seized him and
said:

"You're Eddie McGee. I'm the sheriff.
Come with me—we want you for robbery."

"I'm not Eddie McGee—^I'm Eddie Cud
ahy."

"You are Eddie McGee and you've got to
come with me."

He put him into a buggy and sped away
{Continued on page 34)
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{Continued from page 33)
into the darkness.

The family waited for the boy to come
home, but he didn't come. Then one of the
servants, happening to go outside, found a
strange-looking stick in the yard with a piece
of paper wrapped around it. The paper said
that the boy would be returned for $25,000.
"If you don't give us the money we'll put
acid in his eyes." And there were the in
structions for delivering the money. The
father was to get into his buggy alone and
drive west from Omaha along a certain road
till he came to a lantern. This was to be the
first sign. Then he was to continue driving
along the same road till he came to another
lantern which would have black and white
ribbons tied around the handle.

The father's answer was to telegraph to
Chicago for twenty Pinkerton de
tectives. But the mother broke
down under the strain. She begged
the father to get the money and
drive along the road as the note
ordered. The father telephoned the
bank, and at five o'clock, by spe
cial arrangement, got the money in
gold. How much do you suppose
it weighed ? One hundred pounds!

He piled the money (in four
bags) into the buggy and started
west. He found the first" lantern,
and then continued. But there
was no second lantern, and he be
gan to be alarmed. Then, just as
he was preparing to turn back, he
saw a lantern with the black and
white ribbons around the handle.
He threw out the money, turned
and drove back, arriving home at
nine o'clock. At eleven a sound
was heard outside, the house—

"Do you think you would know the
house?"

"Yes, I think so." And he did.
The police got hold of the owner. "I

rented it to a man for a month who paid me
cash in advance."

"What did he look like?"
By checking up, the police knew they

wanted Pat Crowe, and they started to look
for him. The case became a world sensa
tion. They received telegrams from every
where that he had been discovered—one
came from Tasmania—but it was never Pat
Crowe. A year went by and they searched
the world over—and all the time Pat Crowe
was in Omaha. He had never left the City!

The amazing hunt went on. Five years
later a man turned up in a miners' saloon
in Butte, Montana. He had been drinking

How Kidnapping Ransoms Range
in Amounts

The Elks Magazine

and thought that he held the world in the
hollow of his hand.

"Shay, I'm the man who kidnappe'd Eddie
Cudahy."

The miners laughed, and it made the man
mad. "Sure I am." And forthwith he
began telling the details.

"You're afraid to tell that to the police."
"The devil a bit I am."
And then the miners walked down the

street behind the swaggering gentleman who
told the story to the police. The police
wired to the officers in Omaha, but the offi
cers in Omaha did not get excited, for they
had had thousands of telegrams in the five
years. But the descriptions tallied and they
sent a man to bring the boaster back—and
sure enough it was Pat Crowe.

Pat Crowe was tried in Omaha; he had
sent a letter to a Catholic priest
confessing the deed and this was
put in evidence. When the jury
came in they turned Crowe loose!
Unbelievable but true.

Why? The jury was composed
mostly of farmers. They hated
the so-called Meat Trust, and in
substance they said:

"If Pat Crowe got $25,000 from
the Meat Trust—why, more power
to him!"

Crowe was given a tremendous
ovation, people paraded the street
shouting his name as they have
done recently for our flying heroes.

Eddie Cudahy grew up, and
when he was married Crowe tele
graphed his congratulations.

Where do you suppose Pat
Crowe is now? I saw him recently
in the Bowery, New York—an old
bum. He shuffles up to people,
holds out his hand, and begs for
a dime—and when he gets it turns
it into drink. He sleeps in "flop
houses," and in summer he some
times sleeps on park benches. That
is the afternoon of the world's
most famous kidnapper.

quick footsteps," somebody running.
One of the servants opened the
door—and standing there was Ed
die, safe and unharmed.

He had been kept in an aban
doned house on the outskirts of
Omaha.

Victim

Leon Cans

Frederick Strauss

Charles Rosenthal

Howard Wo'olverton

Charles A. Lindbergh, Jr.
Haskell Bohn

Charles Boettcher, II
Peggy McMath
Mary McElroy
William Hamm, Jr.
Jerome Factor
John Factor

(Jake the Barber)
August Luer
John J. O'Connell, Jr.
Charles F. Urschel

Time Sum Paid

June, 1931 $10,000
August, 1931 $so,ooo
August, 1931 ?so,ooo
January, 1932 $20,000
March, 1932 ?S0,000
June, 1932 $12,000
February, 1933 $60,000
May, 1933 ' $60,000
May, 1933 $30,000
June, 1933 $75,000
April, 1933 $S0,000
July, 19i3 $S0,000

July, 1933 $10,000
July, 1933 $40,000
July, 1933 $200,000

The Slough Devil
{.Continued from page 8)

second late, hot summer dawn had come,
a clam-shell pink above the river trees,
before Hawley chugged upstream from
Broken Bow. For two nights and a day, in
the miserable river-side hotel, the man had
nursed and kneaded his flesh, stimulating
its tendons, soaking in hot water, building
back the strength which that ordeal of
quicksand had torn down.

It had done more than to make a new
man of him. The treatment had kindled a
fresh flame of vengeance, and had fanned
a new, quivering spark of emotion. He had
his landlord send meals to his room. When
he was not tending his body as he would
have tended some abused mechanism, he was
cleaning his rifle and greasing cartridges.
A. hundred times he lifted the heavy Sav
age to his shoulder and drew the opal pin
point against the open sight. When his
chance came—it was true enough that he
had more than a revengeful satisfaction to
consider. Life and death might be bal
anced against each other, and very sud
denly, up in some lonely tongue of alders.

No one in Broken Bow seemed alive
when he left. The river drew weaving cur
rent threads in voiceless skeins over the
gray surface. In an hour it would mirror
the sun, and all the willows on shore would
rise in salad brilliance. Now they were flat
walls of brown haze.

The motor sang its little tocsin song.
Hawley squatted in the stern, his hand
frozen around the black lever. In the boat

were blankets, and food for days to come.
He sat suspended in a pastel vacuum, with
river and trees and drifting branches cours-
mg silently past him.

Above the first bend, his eyes caught a
movement near a spectral day-post on the
east bank. He throttled down, watching.

into the current, its
paddle hftmg steady fans of silver from the

waved an arm, then
the paddle dipped steadily once more.

Hawley thought, "It's that old man, the
one I talked to when I first came. He saw
.. • • • Catfiish Collins, the people callhim. He headed inshore.

boats swung together, opposite
Mollin s Slough. Broken water gushed and
rattled between them as Collins extended his
paddle and Hawley drew the craft close
"What is it?" he asked.

One of Catfish Collins' eyes was pearly
and sightless. But the other grinned craftily.
I wondered. You was on Black Island?"

I've been a lot of places," Hawley told
him curtly.

"Find anything?"
"Tracks."
The old man spattered tobacco juice on

the purple water. "You found tracks.
Anything else?"

Peter could feel a warmth which was not
of the sunrise, twitching under thF hard
skin of his face. "What if I did?".

Collins grunted. "She or him?"
"I saw a woman. I was stuck in the

mud. In fact—well, I yelled—and she heard
me. She came and pulled me out." The
words seemed awkward and ill-chosen. "I
suppose that she saved my life. Did she tell
you?"

Catfish gulped on his mighty cud. "Hell,
no. I don't go near there. But I saw you
a-pointing that way, day before yesterday.
Wanted to tell you to keep away. The
girl's all right, I guess. But her man—
father or uncle or brother, whatever he is—
he'll shoot the daylights out of you. Even
them government hydro-what-you-call-it
fellows "

"Hydrographic survey. What about
them?"

"They don't go near. Nobody does. It's
a bad place—mostly marsh and brush. A
lot of little sloughs. Maybe that devil you're
hunting, lives there "

Hawley's throat was dry. "Why didn't
you tell me so when I first made inquiries
about—the animal?"

Catfish Collins blinked his one eye, and
with a warped arm he made an encompass
ing sweep which included the whole uni
verse. "Young man," he said, "there's fifty-
sixty square miles, right here, where it can
hide. Else it wouldn't have lived this long.
This one is old. I tell you, it's been here
forever."

"All I can do is hunt."
"Certain. Go to it. Others have hunted,

and give it up.' Catfish gulped slowly. "I
{Continued on page 36)
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By Richard Hoadley Tingley
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Across

1—W i n g of a
building

6—Weiit
11—Arrives

—A gazelle of
Arabia

17—Mother of Pen-
theus(Myth)

18—Goddess of
peace

19—Obeys
20—Commence
21—Concise
22—Employ
23—Elongated fish
25—Ignore
27—Intoxicating

liquor
28—Trial
30—Permit
32—A weight of

India
33—Stains
34—Entertains
37—Healthy
3'>>—Smoothed
42—Seize
44—Sent forth
48—Slack
49—Modern

51—End
53—Intrepid

54—Exclamation of
sorrow

56—Separated
59—A hollow or

. depression
60—Repeats
62—A common fish

63—Borii

65—Piece out

66—Respect
68—Beverage
70—Expunger
72—Pitcher

74—Inclines

76—Swift

79—Snare

81—Intimate

82—Auction

86—Existing
87—Clear

89—Wrath

91—Cannon

92—Torment

94—Anew

96—A subterfuge

98—Stakes or puts
up

99—Strength
100—Bulge
101—Endures

102—Walk

103—Haste

Down 43—Offer

1—T he major
scale

45—Men

46—Summon forth

2—Ascend 47—Restrain

3—Woodbines 50—Peruke

4—Conducted 52—Indite

5—Otherwise 55—Icy rain

6—Allegories 57—Tub

7—Era 58—More profound

8—Fashion 61—Stitch

9—Afflictions 64—Before

10—Refutes 67—Bill of fare

11—Quote 69—Wing

12—Native metal 71—Dolt

13—Joyous 73—Disavow

14—Follow 75—Judged

15—Appears 76—Deadly

24—Avoided 77—Scene of action

26—Dull brownish 78—Chairs

yellow 80—Large Asiatic
29—Y e 1 1 o w i s h cat

brown 83—Active

31—A cardinal 84—Leap
number 85—Concluded

33—Sweethearts 87—Fewer
35—Males 88—Venture
36—Lampoons 90—Subsides
38—Snout 93—Group
39—Puff up 95—A species of
40—Dells ground pine
41—Elevate 97—Rim

Aftci vou have done the pucztc. ehcek your aiim'crs with the solution on t>a{ic 43,
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don't blame you. I—I seen your brother,
after folks found him. But you waited a
long time about.coming."

Hawley said, "I was in Asia when it
happened." He looked down at the rifle
which rested upon the thwart. "It was
months before I heard. I came—^as quickly
as I could."

With a sturdy shove, the old man nudged
his canoe away from the drifting boat.
"Wish you good luck, my boy."

Peter snapped quickly: "One minute.
The girl—Ardith Kent. Why do they ?"

"Ain't nobody knows." Old Collins
crouched like a monkey in his battered craft.
"They've been here a good while. The old
man—Joe Kent, he calls himself—looks like
a mean one. . . . They just showed up on
that island, one time. And been living there
ever since. Take care. He's liable to drill
you if you get too close." He swung the
prow downstream and Vvent swishing away
toward Broken Bow.

T HE sun was harsh above the lotus beds
when Hawley landed on Black Island. This
time he drew his boat high above the soggy
shore line, and covered the motor to protect
it from dew or rain. He rolled his blankets
and buckled the roll over his shoulder; the
loaded haversack thudded against his hip.

This might be a long hunt. He was still
dazed at his discovery of the past two
weeks: that in the heart of the prosy mid
dle-west lay this narrow everglade—as blank
and forbidding as Papua.

Black Island was a good place for any
thing to hide. For an animal—or a man.

He strove tediously through the luxuriant
weeds. Underfoot, his boots sank and bub
bled in equatorial slime; the birds, flicked
up before him, whistling their distress at this
invasion. Once he disturbed a white-tailed
deer, and his sights drew down on its tan
flanks before he realized what it was. And
everywhere were tracks, the delicate paw-
prints and tracery of furry swimmers who
crept amid the gnat-laden bayou^.

But no tracks such as he sought, like
those he had seen two days before.

Hawley sweated his way toward a wil
lowy ridge which lost itself in the hazy
flats. Somewhere, on one of these firmer
veins of earth, was hidden a cabin—a shack
—a habitation of some sort. Even a woman
tanned as wild honey, narrow-hipped, with
fluid muscles, even such a woman could not
live for years in the underbrush. No, there
\yould be a house.

It was something more than fear, which
kept her rooted here. Pride, or strength.
She had them both.

He reached the ridge. As he stood there,
warm moisture trickling down his temples,
his rifle loose in his hands, he detected a sly
pulsation in . the thicket behind him. But
before he could move, something hard had
been pushed against his spine.

"Put it down," droned a husky voice.
Hawley's finger curled past the trigger

guard. He did not turn his head.
"Quick!" said the man in the bushes. "He

stole from widows and orphans. He ruined
me, doing it. I'm still glad I killed him.
Just as soon kill you."

He talked like a petulant child, this man
with the husky throat—this man who crept
through the laced tangles more softly than
any lizard. When Peter had dropped his
gun and swung round to face the voice, he
could only marvel at the netted wrinkles in
the man's voice, the staring and insane sim
plicity of his blue eyes.

He was slight and knotty, a little coil of
brown fishline crouching among the willows.
Under the torn hat, his long hair was white
as dandelion floss. The steel muzzle of his
carbine did not waver; it stared like a
Promethean eye squarely into Hawley's face.

"You oughtn't to have come after me,"
said the old man. "Now I'll have to kill
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you, and put you down there under the
chinquapins."

Peter found his voice. "I'm hunting," he
said.

"She told me," Joe Kent whispered.
"Still, I don't believe her. She's what you
might call gullible. You're hunting me. The
slough devil is just an e.Kcuse."

Hawley said, "It killed my brother, and
I'm hunting it. I don't know who you
are, and I don't care!" In his mind was
one thought: he must distract this maniac,
must take his senses away from their bitter
concentration on that gun, must vex and
puzzle him until his skinny muscles wav
ered and relaxed. . . .

The old man's stubbled chin trembled.
"Widows and orphans, and sixty thousand
dollars of their money. Probably you'd do
the same as I did. You would if you were
decent. And if I killed him once, I've
killed him a lot of times since. A hundred
times. Years of times. I'm still killing him."

"Yes," Peter heard his own throat rattle
out the words. "I'm sure I'd have done
the same."

The muzzle of the carbine seemed to
sway lower; then quickly it jerked up until
it was an inch from Hawley's forehead.
He knew that he must hold his arms where
they were—high in the cloud of gnats above
his head. The stringy finger of that blank-
eyed man could jerk, long before Hawley's
hand had ever wrenched the weapon aside.

"Not sorry," whispered the man in the
thicket. "You hear that? I'm not sorry.
I didn't want the law to turn him loose to
do it again. The law would have, too. He
was a smooth talker. Smooth, and mighty
handsome. Like you."

Behind the mouldy black hat, the willows
quivered soundlessly. Stealing through the
dense tangle, a single ray of sunlight came
down to blot on Ardith Kent's rich hair.
In a dream, Hawley saw her face pressing
forward as spray after spray of the slim
leaves bent silently away, in back of the
man with the leveled gun.

"Handsome folks are that way," said Joe
Kent. "They can't be honest and look like
you. So they're better off in the swamp.
It's a quiet place to lie. Deep and quiet.
You oughtn't to have come for mc. But
now—"

The girl's arm came past him in a flash
ing lunge; the barrel of the old carbine
jerked toward the sky. The shot rapped
out, sullen and defiant, and a leaf pirou
etted gracefully down as the bullet went
keening away. Then Peter had his arms
around the little man. Kent was a hissing,
fiendish twist of wires, his blue eyes rolled
back in his head, his crooked teeth bared
as he fought.

"Get the gun," said the girl, from a misty
distance. "Don't hurt him. Please. He—he

doesn't know—•"
Hawley twisted the carbine out of those

wrinkled claws. Like a slippery snake, the
man darted past him. He wrenched into
the glade; Peter plunged toward him, a
hand outstretched. Joe Kent curled him
self through a nest of twisted creepers. He
went crashing off into the tangles, low
against the ground, a little woods creature
fleeing from all the wrath of creation.

Peter tried to overtake him, but the
matted vines would not let his big body
pass. He heard bushes far away yielding
and crackling as Kent went through. Then
a spongy silence hung over the ridge.

Scratched, bleeding, Hawley turned back
reluctantly. The tall girl was still standing
at the limit of the green brake. Under mel
low tan, her face was chalky. She looked
at Hawley with agonized supplication.

"He got away?"
"Yes. Here's the gun. Has he got an

other?"
She shook her head. "No. That's the

only gun he has. I followed him. I was

afraid you might come back today. For an
old man, he moves very fast. I—just came
up in time."

"Who is he?"
"My mother's brother."
"His name is Kent?"
Her deep eyes were opaque. "That's just

a name we took. His name was Graceway.
Kenneth R. Graceway. My name is really
Ardith. Ardith Ferren."

"You know, now—" He tried to control
his voice. "You know that I was telling
the truth. That I wasn't hunting for him."

She said, "Yes. I believed you. • Other
wise I wouldn't have put your rifle back
in the boat. . . . He's actually mad. He'd
be harmless if he could go back to the world.
But he can't go back."

"But you—this—" He gestured crazily at
the wet denseness around them. "This is no
place for you. You must go back—some
where—out of this horror. How long have
you been here?"

For a long moment she did not reply.
They stood frozen apart, so motionless that
a catbird began to flirt its Avay through the
creepers toward them. Then the girl -.lifted
her bowed head. "That's not for me to
tell you."

"You've saved my life." He reached for
ward to grasp her icy hand. "Twice you
came when I needed you. There must be
something more than common humanity in
that. Something psychic."

She let her hand lie in his. "Just luck,"
she whispered. He could see her round,
cream-colored bosom rising and falling above
the low neckline of the torn dress.

"Do you have to stay here?"
"Yes. I've got to look after him. If he

went back to Kentucky, he'd be behind the
bars and he would die. His heart's none too
good. I'm afraid. . . . This Winneshiek isn't
all horror. Some people think there's noth
ing but beauty here. And we have found it
that way. For—moments."

Hawley scraped his dry throat. "It's the
years between those moments, which count."

"I ought to know," said Ardith Ferren.
"I've been here four years. Away from the
world. Lately it's hurt—worse than before."
She turned quickly away, as if to hide some
thing which she knew her face would re
veal, some unutterable longing which this
man might see printed there.

Hawley picked up his rifle. He stood
with it in one hand, and the old man's
carbine in the other. "I could fix it, perma
nently." He spoke with a bitter challenge.

"You wouldn't." Her voice was soft, and
wholly resolute.

He sighed. "No. Not after what you've
done. And there's work for me. It all
grows out of a demoniac, primitive hatred.
Sometimes I think of Ahab in 'Moby
Dick'—"

"Melville. Yes, I know," she said.
"First I had dogs, but they're worthless

in all this water and muck. Lately, I've
been going it alone. It's something I don't
like to talk about. . . . We were both would-
be scientists, my young brother and I. Just
the two of us. Parents dead. Fortunately
we were rather well-off, and didn't have to
work for a living. Tim inclined toward en
tomology; my especial yen was for the Gobi
desert. I was out there last year when—
when this happened to him."

Her eyes riveted against his face. Her lips
were pale. "That man, last year—the young
man down below Sidota Slough? We
heard—"

His dark face was stony. "That was Tim.
He had come up the river on a little private
field trip. He left the launch and went
hunting butterflies. When he didn't come
back the guide organized a search. They
found what was left of him."

"It—" Her fingers crept slowly to her
{Continued on page 38)

CENTER OF THE

WINTERTIME WORLD

In this year of transition,
the Miami Biltmore gives
significant impetus to "the
new modernism" with the
most brilliant and diver
sified schedule of resort
entertainment ever offered
... a plan embracing
events of national interest
in every department of
sports . . . gay activities
to satisfy every mood . . .
full privileges in the Flor
ida Year Round Clubs
(Miami Biltmore Country
Club, Roney Plaza Cabana
Sun Club at Miami Beach,
Key Largo Anglers Club
on the Florida "keys"),
including aerocar trans
portation to ALL points
of interest, autogiro ser
vice between hotel and
beach, sea-sled cruising to
and from Key Largo —
without extra cost (thus
saving you in taxi and
other fares the amount of
an ordinary hotel bill!)
^In short, here is a COM
PLETE VACATION in
"The Center of the Win
tertime World", as well
as luxurious living in one
of America's greatest hotel
estates . . offered at a cost
that will fit comfortably
into a budget that was set
up even before good times
peeped around the well-
known corner.

Open Oct. 28 to June 30
For information, liter
ature and reservations
addrcaa the hotel direct

or see your travel auent
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RIDER BACK

PLAYING CARDS

Because of

Quality

Found wherever

Elks play . .

in club or home

Send this coupon and 25c to The U. S.
Playing Card Company, Dept. 12. Cincin
nati, Ohio, and a book of Official Rules of
Card Games, 1932 edition (revised), will
be rushed to you postpaid.

Name

Address

City State.

{Continued from page 37)
chin. "It's here on this island! I crossed
fresh tracks a while ago. We lost our dog
Sunday night. Uncle had gone upstream to
hunt for him—that's why I was alone, the
day you were caught in the sand—"

Cold sweat stood out on Hawley's fore
head. "For God's sake, why didn't you tell
me about those tracks before? Show me!"
His hands tightened around the barrel of his
rifle until the knuckles shone gray. "Show
me—"

"Right—^back here. Before I came to the
willows. Only a little way—"

There was a hot eternity of swishing grass
and interlocked switches that snapped against
his face ... the woman went ahead of
him, shoulders lifted, arms going up to twist
the branches aside as she guided him
through. He heard the endless humming of
insects around him, muted somehow by the
hammering pulse which fought within his
own body.

As she paused beneath a blasted cotton-
wood, Peter Hawley dropped to his knees
and stared at the huge, cloven hoofprints
that sank cruelly into the soft dirt. "Fresh,"
he said. "Not long. It must be close by.
I've studied up on their habits, as much as
possible. They're apt to find a dark place
and lie there in the mud through the hotter
part of the day." He cried wildly. "If I
could only be sure that this is the one!"

The woman's hand fell against his arm,
and even through the drenched wool of his
shirt there seemed a sturdy coolness in her
touch. "You're not mistaken. There's only
one of them left. We've heard about it ever
since we came here. Clammers, fishermen
. . . sometimes we've talked to people. More
than one man is hiding out, in the Winne-
shiek. And they've told us about the slough
devil. Long ago there was a herd. This
is the last one. They'd always been here."

"Not always. I don't—" He heard him
self talking with a curious classroom detach
ment—^"I don't incline toward that theory.
They weren't indigenous. Domestic stock
that ran wild, back in the days of the
French or Spaniards, and reverted to type."

She whispered, "It's very large, they say."
He handed the old man's carbine to her,

then turned and hung his blankets and hav
ersack upon a broken limb. "I guess we
leave each other here. But don't give your
uncle the gun, for a while."

H E turned, and with lowered head he
followed the cumbersome trail which strag
gled downhill through the soft mould. The
minutes passed, to the chirping of warblers
and the relentless whine of flies. He moved
deeper and deeper into boggy tangles.

A stick snapped. He whirled. The girl
stood close behind him, the carbine still in
her hand. "You've got to go back," cried
Hawley.

"Back to what?" She laughed, an un
pleasant sound. "God knows what this has
done to my uncle. I can't go back to our
cabin—not after what I did to him in the
willows. Not until enough time has passed
for him to forget everything except—except
the one thing that's always in his mind."

He reached her side. Catching her arm,
he pointed toward the desolate pools below
them. "These tracks are heading straight
for that bog. The slough devil's apt to be
within a hundred yards of us, right now.
You know what it did to—what it can do
to anyone."

"Maybe," said Ardith Ferren, "it's my
duty to come. I saved you twice. Maybe
—again—"

"It's my job," said Peter. "I won't miss.
I know my duty, too."

She wrenched herself loose from the clutch
he had placed upon her. Her voice was
flatly hysterical. "Don't talk to me about
duty. You know so little about it! One
year of tragedy, youVe had. And I've had

The Elks Magazine

four years—four years alone on this island
with an old man who talks day and night
about killing, killing, killing!"

He said, "I didn't mean—"
"He had a bank, a tiny one in Kentucky,"

the girl sobbed. "He killed one of his
officers—dishonest fool who ruined the
bank and ruined my uncle. He shot him
in a rage, and then he ran away to St. Louis
where I lived with my mother. Those were
her last days—^you understand? She was
dying. My uncle had supported us when I
was a baby—kept us alive. We owed him
everything. I promised mother that I
wouldn't leave him. He was pursued—al
ways pursued in his mind. We came up the
river. This place—he had hunted and fished
here, years before. We built a cabin. I've—
Duty! Oh, don't say the word to me! . .
Her eyes were wet, silvery. "I'm not afraid.
Peter Hawley. Not afraid of a slough devil
or—"

Ardith. Faint and far away they heard
the cry—a squawking sound that tottered
up out of the seething marsh. Ardith. They
could see the man coming—the sun made
metal out of his white hair as he ran,
drenched to the waist, splashing through the
mud. ... He came closer, waving his arms,
wailing. He was passing the last whorl of
lily-pads, now, and they could see his face,
taut and staring, seeing no one else but the
tall girl who stood at the head of the black
slope.

"Ardith!" Graceway kept moaning.
"They're out in the swamp! Coming after
me . . . posses, sheriff's men—they want to
take me away ... I heard them. Ardith!"
He fell down, got up again, lifting blank
eyes toward the woman beside Peter Haw
ley, looking through Peter Hawley as if he
were not there. "Right behind me! They're
coming. I heard them—making a noise—I
haven't got my gun, Ardith—"

He threw a quavering glance over his
shoulder, and screamed.

Hawley had eyes only for this shriekinp
creature, stammering and frenzied in his
nameless terror. He did not see what was
coming behind him. Ardith Ferren saw it
before he did.

With a smothered sob, she flung up the
old carbine. The firing-pin clicked against
the empty shell in the chamber. Then, be
fore Hawley could move, she had dropped
the gun and was racing down the slope. She
did not scream. "Uncle Ken," she called
rapidly, "run in a broken line. Zig-zag.
Hurry! Turn—turn—"

Crushing up out of the lotus bed came a
vast, gray, black shape—a gaunt thing with
an enormous snout and elephantine ears, A
mass of curving yellow tusks sprouted from
its drooling jaws. The boar raced like a
hound, three hundred pounds of bone and
wire, long legs hurling up the slime as its
sharp hooves drove down.

Hawley had his rifle at his shoulder. The
front sight drew against that muddy hide.
He felt the trigger oozing back under his
finger. Then the figure of the woman danced
in front of him. He slapped the barrel
aside; his bullet crashed harmlessly into the
swamp.

The old man whirled about, lifting his
arms high above his head. He plunged for
ward, flat on his face. Three yards away,
the mighty boar skidded, evil eyes blinking.
Something had distracted him. The flutter
of pale blue—the woman's dress—

His tusks clashed together; he screamed
once, and hurled his grotesque shape toward
her.

How he reached that lower slope, Peter
Hawley never knew. He realized only that
he was there, that with a bruising thrust of
his shoulder he had crushed the girl aside.
... He was crouching, his rifle clanging
rapidly as he strove to hold its sights below
the brute's shoulder. The boar stumbled,
roared, plunged on. The last shell clicked
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into the barrel. Again the rifle spurted. The
slough devil coughed and went down, its
wide tusks raking up the decaying leaves a
few inches in front of Hawley's shoe.

In that red moment he felt nothing ex
cept the shudder as he drove the butt of
his rifle at the dead animal's skull.

"My uncle," Ardith was saying. "He's—
oh, he—"

Beside the old man, Peter dropped to
the ground. Graceway's eyes gazed at the
sky, silently and without contempt, as
Hawley lifted him in his arms.

"He's gone?" the girl asked.
"Yes," said Peter.
"That first shot—it didn't—?"

"It went into the swamp. No—you see,
he's—not touched. His heart, I suppose.
The strain. Perhaps he imagined he saw
them."

Ardith whispered, "Always—he's been im
agining that he did. . . . This is so much
better. You see? So much better for him."

"For us all," Hawley said. "So much
better."

She clung beside him, and began to cry
very quietly. Hawley looked down at her
bent shoulders; and now some deep spring
of thanksgiving tore loose within him, as
he carried the little old man up the ridge.
The cardinal flowers were like tanagers'
wings as they tramped through them.

Further Details on the Nationa

Bridge Tournament
{Continued from page 29)

entirely wrong to bid a little slam, however,
because the high card tricks do not warrant
it and becausc there had to be three very
lucky breaks in order to take twelve tricks:
First, a double finesse; second, the two-two
division of the trumps held by the oppo
nents; and, third, the opportunity for an end
play.

The correct play follows: West would lead
the Queen of diamonds. South would take
the trick with the Ace and then exhaust the
opponents' trumps. After that South should
lead a spade and take the double finesse to
Dummy's ten. A diamond should be led
back and trumped by the declarer and then
another spade led and iinessed with the
Queen. After that, another diamond would
be led from Dummy and trumped by South
—thereby eliminating the diamonds from
both North and South.

Next, a spade would be led, which would
be won by Dummj^'s Ace. To trick nine
the fourth spade should be led from Dummy,
South discarding the Six of clubs. West
wins the trick and at this point, no matter
what he does, the declarer will take the bal
ance of the tricks—for if a diamond is led
the Dummy will trump and South will dis
card the Queen of Clubs. If a club is led,
which is naturally the proper lead for West
to make, it would be up to the Ace-Queen
in the declarer's hand.

Following is the November double
Dummy problem on play:

4k None
K-9

0 A-10-8-3
None

N 4k None
A-J-7

0 9
9-6

4k None
^ 8-6-3
0 Q-7
t|k 10

4k 5
Q-10-5

0 5 4
•jk None

Hearts are trump; South has the lead and
can win four of the six tricks against any
defense. The solution is as follows:

South leads the Four of diamonds, West
plays small, and North wins the trick with
the Ten (should West play the Queen, the
trick would be taken by the Ace in North's
hand). North leads the Ace of diamonds
and East trumps with the Seven of hearts,
leading back the Ace of trumps—North
playing the King on the Ace. East continues
with the Jack of trumps, South winning the
trick with the Queen and leading back the
Ten of hearts, and then the good Five of
spades for the last trick. .At trick four,
should East lead a club, South would dis
card the spade—North would trump and
South's Queen and Ten of trumps would

take the balance of the tricks.
In a variation to the above play, should

East lead the Jack of trumps at the third
trick it would be taken by North's King
and North would lead back a diamond; if
East should trump with his Ace, South would
discard the Five of spades and then make his
two trumps. If East discards a club, South
trumps with the Ten and leads a spade,
West trumping and North overtrumping
with the Nine, and East taking the trick with
the Ace—South then making the last trick
with the Queen.

In the November issue I said that the proper
way to bid correctly one of the problem
hands was not to treat it as you would when
you are playing the hand; that is, not to
consider it as a double dummy problem.
In bidding your hand you should be guided
only by the cards you hold in your own
hand, plus what would be the natural re
sponse from your partner or your opponents
if they were holding their hands closed
against your view. In this way you will be
more apt to arrive at the correct solutions.

I feel sure that dozens of the members
who answered the November problem played
the hand first and then, when they saw that
by good play a small slam could be made,
bid the hand with the definite idea of
reaching that slam.

If I should include everybody who played
both problems correctly but who reached a
Six-Heart bid, the list of solvers would
be just six times as long as it is below. Fol
lowing is a list of the prize winners who
correctly bid and played both problems:

Walter Latzer, Washington, D. C.,
Lodge, No. 15.

Carl A. Semrich, Watertown, Wis.,
Lodge, No. 666.

A. J. Scheineman, Sterling, 111., Lodge,
No. 1218.

Fred B. Hamill, Champaign, 111.,
Lodge, No. 398.

Frank L, Ziegler, Hanover, Pa., Lodge,
No. 763.

J. L. Cummings, Huron, S. Dak.,
Lodge, No. 444.

Edmund F, Sullivan, Norwood, Mass.,
Lodge, No. 1124.

George F. Murray, Holyoke, Mass.,
Lodge, No. 902.

Jess Capes, Concordia, Kansas, Lodge,
No. 586.

George 0. Ferguson, Tampa, Fla.,
Lodge, No. 708.

E. M. Brennan, Terre Haute, Ind.,
Lodge, No. 86.

Buell B. Root, Columbus, Neb.,
No. 1195.

0. J. Carey, Burkburnett, Texas,
Lodge, No. 1489.

J. W. Boren, Marinette, Wis., Lodge, i
No. 1313. I

"L Saved Six
Ofdefs And MadeZM^eks Pay

inOneDay"inOneDay'
ThanksToThis
Pocietfi/ume/

h

•r. — — I? i.,•••

/ T N my first five years as a
I salesman, Z never made more
1 than S45 a week. I knew I
ought to make more. But I was

ignorant—untrained—didn't really know how to
sell. I was commencing to despair of ever learn
ing by experience. It wasn't until one day, when
I was reading a certain magazine, that I ever
knew there was any other way to learn.
What I read gripped my imagination. I wrote
to find out more about the sensational training
mentioned, and the amazing new Free book,
"The Key to Master Salesmanship." which was
promised. When the book arrived, however, it
had a companion—a tiny pocket volume called
"Mistakes Commonly Made in Selling."
Do you know, that little book was alive with
ideas for me! Just one page tipped me off to a
bad mistake 1 was making. Moreover, it showed
me how to save at least six recent prospects-
turn them into sales, although I thought my
chances were gone. In one day, just calling on
those six old, supposedly hopeless prospects, I
got every one of them—and made $90—two or
dinary weeks' pay I
You bet I enrolled for the full course of training
after that! Today I'm making $4200 a year more
that I did then. I've lost my envy of the "born"
salesman; this training MADE a successful sales
man out of me, as it can out of anyone with or
dinary brains and education.

T^eKcj' to
, M.^STER-
vVLESiNLANSEIir

Two Books FTTT
T7TDT7T7 I Whether ynii R]
PxVE/Xii are piUKRlnc W M.\Salong unsuc- KAinsN
Pcssfully a.i a salesman, or arc
lioivn in tlie rut In a routine ''•A
Job. semi In the coupon today •HC
lor your Free copies of these »
tno woiiderfiil Ixioks. See vvlij' "
so many men. who rend tliesc
books, have since tnounteii Into
tlie blR-pay ranks of successful On
salesmen, through this easy •
form of trninint. No cost: no i .
obligation. Act nowl "

NATIONAL SALESMEN'S TRAINING

ASSOCIATION

Deot. A-476, 2( W. Elm St.. Chicago, III.

National Salesmen's Training Association
Dept. A-476. 21 W. Elm St.. Chicago, III.

Without ofillgalion to me, pleaso send nic "Mlstiikes
Commonly Made in SelUnB,-' as_ ucll as Tlip Key
to Mnator Salestnanshlp," nnti full clelnil--j of your
Turloiis aervicc features. IncluUlus your FRlvE tin-
ploytiicnt Ser^'lce.

City Stfltc.
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RELIANCE
Ideal O'uising Steamship

For the third year this favorite ship
has been selected for the Elks
Cruises. That speaks superlatively
of the royal good times on board
this ship, of the delicious feasting,
ofthe attentive service, ofthe tight
ness of everything for cruising
pleasure—airy cabins, open-air tiled
Swimming Pool, Bavarian Hof-
brau, Veranda Cafe, Winter Gar
den and the famous festivities of
the PLEASURE PIRATES.

Come and bring friends,
relatives andBrotherElks

1st CRUISE
From New York Jan. 12 for 9 Days

2ViDays in Havana; the RELIANCE
your hotel in the beautiful harbor.

* l<iiinsloK mail be aubslitiitLd.

2nd CRUISE
From New YorkJan. 27 for 19 Days
Martinique (Fort de France—St.
Pierre), Barbados, Venezuela (La
Guayra), Dutch W. I. (Curacao),
The Panama Caoal (Colon), King
ston, Havana* . . rates 4:^11 B

from

With 2 days in Havana with the
RELIANCE your hotel across from
Morro Castle.
A famous Golf Pro. on each cruise
and the noted Clubs ashore extend
awelcome to RELIANCE voyagers.

Write us for all details and de
scriptive literature of cruises.

This Year's Winter

Cruises for Elks

The Elks Cruises of the last two years
were so successful that a Caribbean holiday
on the good ship "Reliance" has become an
annual event that is looked forward to with
keen anticipation by many members of the
Order. This season there will be two
parties, organized under the auspices of The
Elks Magazine.

The first, sailing on January 12th, is in
tended for those whose play-time is neces
sarily limited. This nine-day Cruise in
cludes a day at Nassau, rich in historic
lore, and world-famous for its fashionable
hotels and splendid bathing. Then on to
Havana, for two days and three unforget
table nights in this "Paris of the Western
World." If conditions make it inadvisable
to call at Havana, members of the B. P. 0.
Elks, their relatives and friends, will enjoy
instead the charm of lovely Jamaica, and
the picturesque appeal of that "Magic Isle,"
—the Black Republic of Haiti.

The second Cruise, sailing January 27th,
is of nineteen days' duration, and should
satisfy the desire of those who seek a closer
acquaintance with the chief ports of our
American Riviera. You will call at Port
de France and St. Pierre in Martinique, that
beauty spot immortalized by Lafcadio
Hearn, and the birthplace of Josephine, who
was destined to wed "the Little Corporal."
Here you will view St. Pierre, America's
Pompeii, totally destroyed by the eruption
of Mont Pelee, in 1902, and whose ruins
a contrite Nature seems intent upon oblit
erating, by ferns, and inosses, and lichens.

The next day the ship arrives at Bridge
town, that very British capital of Barbados.
Very British, because it has its own Trafal
gar square with its own Nelson Monument.
The very air of this Island, aptly named
"the sugar-bowl of the Empire," is sweet
ened by its chief product. Mile upon mile
of sugar cane; thousands of gaily-garbed
natives in the fields; patient burros plodding
toward the old mill under unbelievable loads
of the dull green stalks—this is a vignette
of the Barbadian countryside.

Your meals ashore will undoubtedly in-

Willemstad, Curacao
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La Guayra, Venezuela

elude flying-fish, prepared in a way that
recalls to your palate that prize trout which
only you knew how to cook over the
hickory fire. You won't want to leave this
place; and after you've tried the famed
"green swizzle," you'll want, more than ever,
to stay. But there's much yet to be seen,
so anchors aweigh to La Guayra.

One morning you will look out of your
porthole at a wall of dark green mountains.
Scattered along the base of this wall are
splotches of pink and blue and yellow and
mauve. The mountains are the Andes of
South America, and the splotches of color
are the houses of La Guayra, seaport of
Venezuela, and gateway to Caracas, the
beautiful Capital in a valley three thousand
feet above that rolling surf. You will visit
Caracas, of course; either by the electric
train which runs up this true scenic-railway,
or by motor-car over a magnificent concrete
road. This trip may give you the most
lasting impression of the whole cruise.
Then, again, it may not, for next day
you will arrive at the Dutch island of
Curaco.

In the quaint little capital, Willemstad
(but not so quaint that it is not also a
bustling sea-port), the ladies in your party
will probably "go haywire," for here ar
ticles are free of duty and are priced ac
cordingly. If you have a moment-between
shops, you will discover the pontoon bridge
which opened early this morning to admit
our ship into the inner harbor. You will
discover, also, a curious native dialect, called
Papiamento, which sounds like a compound
of the less intelligible parts of Dutch,
English, Spanish and the conversation of
the Big Bad Wolf!

The pontoon bridge opens, and we're on
our way along the Spanish Main to Colon.
And as the "Reliance" steams majestically
through these cobalt seas, we might dream
about the legends of this stretch of seacoast.
Ours is a pleasure pirate cruise; but it Is
not hard to conjure up, from our school-boy
reading, visions of pirates who were not
pleasure-bent; of those stout conquistadores
who steered their galleons over these same
sapphire waters toward Panama, City of
fabulous wealth.

Today the wealth of Panama is of a dif
ferent nature; it is symbolized by man's
greatest modern engineering achievement—
the Panama Canal. This is a work which
should make every American swell with
pride. You will have ample time to inspect
the Canal, on a trip which takes you across
to the Pacific.

The prow of the "Reliance" is now turned
Northward, and after glorious days in
Kingston and Havana (or Port-au-Prince
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and Bermuda) you may, perhaps, pause to
reminisce. You will find it hard to decide
which feature of the cruise was the most
enjoyable—the ports of call, the special pro
gram of entertainment, the congenial fellow-
travelers you met on board, or the superb
ship itself. Of one thing, however, you will
be certain. You will have returned renewed
in vigor, broadened in outlook, and with a
new zest for living.

Smart
{Continued from page 17)

"Sixteen thousand?" he asked.
"I know those cars are worth a lot of

money," said Louey apologetically, "but
that's all I could afford to pay right now
and beside you have to figure in depreda
tion, you know."

Salina arose and poured himself a drink.
"That's right," he said, "you have to

figure depreciation. Are you sure you won't
have a drink?"

"Just one," said Louey.
"All right, then," Salina decided as he

handed Louey his drink, "we'll call it a bar
gain. Let's drink to it."

They clinked their glasses together and
Louey smiled a little nervously.

"Could I have the car right away?" he
asked. "I want to go down to Atlantic
City for the week end and it's such nice
weather. I'd like to drive down."

JVIaRVELOUS weather," Salina agreed,
"perfectly marvelous. I think, perhaps, it
could be arranged. Of course, we have to
transfer the license but I could take care of
that Monday and you could take the car to
day. I'd give you a bill of sale and I believe
everything will be all right. Do you want
to take a look at the car now? It's right
outside."

"I suppose I might as well," said Louey.
The car was parked on a side street.

Louey examined it casually, not even both
ering to lift the hood.

"It's nice and shiny," he observed to
Salina.

Salina looked at him curiously. He \yas
beginning to believe that his prospective
buyer was something of a queer character.

"What sort of business are you in, Mr.
Stein?" he asked pleasantly.

Louey hesitated for an instant.
"Oh, I'm in the law business," he said

and laughed a little self-consciously. "I'm
a lawyer."

Salina stared at the purple tie.
"Is your office in New York?" he asked.
"Yes," said Louey. "I have a little office

uptown."
They went back to the office and Salina

prepared a bill of sale.
"How is this?" he asked Louey and read

from the paper: " 'This is to certify that
Joseph Salina has received from Louey Stein
the sum of sixteen thousand dollars in full
payment for the above.' And I have the
motor number and license number of the
car included. Now all you have to do is
to pay me the money and I'll sign it."

"Very regular," said Louey and drew out
his checkbook.

The smile left Salina's face.
"What are you going to do," he asked,

"pay me with a check?"
Louey looked up innocently.
"Why, certainly," he said. "You don't

think I'd carry that sum of money in my
pocket, do you?"

Salina looked at him sharply.
"How do I know the check is any good?"

he asked.
Louey pointed to the phone.
"All that you have to do," he said, "is

{Continued on page 42)

Net Circulation
VERY advertiser wants to buy "net" circulation:
every reader a possible buyer. Every publisher

wishes he could offer and deliver net circulation.

There's no such thing as actual "net" circulation; but
the Elks Magazine comes pretty close to delivering it.
The magazine is subscribed for, paid for, by 560,000
members of the Elks organization. They like it as a
magazine, not simply as an "organ" of their fraternal
order. In fact, it is a good magazine, with fraternal
news a feature, rather than a fraternal magazine with
other features added.

The members of the Elks organization are men of
standing in their various communities; business and
professional men; citizens active in the affairs of the
community; owners and makers of homes; heads of
families.

The Elks Magazine goes to these homes; the
families like it; they find that it's made for
them to like. Advertisers who want to talJc

to that sort of men and their families can do

it, nearer net circulation^ we think, in the
Elks Magazine, than in any other.

onesi^s
^Magazine

560,000 identified reader-owners

50 EAST 42ND STREET, NEW YORK CITY

ELKS NATIONAL MEMORI.4L HE.4DQUAKTERS BLDG.

CHICAGO, nAj.
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call up the bank. They'll tell you the
check is good."

"The banks are all closed," said Saliria '
impatiently. "It's Saturday afternoon."

Louey thought for a moment.
"Why don't you call up my hotel?" he

asked. "The manager will tell you that
none of my checks have ever come back."

Salina picked up the phone.
"What's the number?"
"Lincoln 4-3000."
"What hotel is it?" Salina asked.
"The Martin," said Louey. "It's a good

hotel."
"I know it is," said Salina, "I just want

to be sure I'm not calling a buddy of
yours."

He gave the number to the operator.
"Hello," he said after a moment. "Is

this the Martin? I want to speak to the
credit manager. Hello! This is Joseph
Salina speaking. Do you have a guest there
by the name of Stein—Louey Stein? You
have. How long has he been registered,
please? Two years? Would you describe
him to me, please?"

Salina turned to Louey and nodded his
head at intervals, evidently checking the
manager's description.

"Do you think his credit's good for say—
sixteen thousand. You do. Just one more
thing. What is Mr. Stein's occupation, do
you know? An attorney? All right, I'm
much obliged to you."

He turned smilingly to Louey and picked
up the telephone book.

"I just want to be sure that was the
Martin." he said. He checked the number
carefully. "It was all right."

"Sure it was," said Louey, "I told you
that." , ^ „

Salina studied him thoughtfully.
"Why don't you wait until Monday to

get the car?"' he asked. "We could do
everything more business-like."

"No," said Louev. "I want the car to
day. . I told you that I wanted to go to
Atlantic City. If I don't get it today,
I won't take it."

"All right," Salina decided suddenly. 111
take a chance."

After all, he thought, sixteen thousand
was quite a bit more than he would ever
be able to get for the car. It was, as a
matter of fact, a gift.

Louey made out the check and passed it
over. Salina examined it carefully.

"It's all right," said Louey. "You don't
have to worry about that check. Just let
me have the receipt and I'll be on my
way."

Fifteen minutes later, Louey came to a
slow stop in front of a second-hand auto
mobile dealer on Amsterdam Avenue. He
was met at the door by a snappiiy dressed,
aggressive salesman.

"I want to trade in this car for a smaller
one," Louey explained, flicking his hand
toward the curb. "I think a big car like
this uses too much gas, don't you?"

"They certainly do," the man agreed.
"Big cars are terrible gas eaters. What do
you get on a mile with that?"

"To tell you the truth," said Louey, "I
don't know. I just bought it about half an
hour ago and I haven't driven it very far.
But I just happened to think that a car
like that is too big for me,"

"You just bought it half an hour ago,"
said the salesman in amazement, "and you
want to trade it in now?"

"That's right," said Louey. "It steers
hard—that's another thing I found out."

He pointed carelessly to a small, weather-
beaten coupe.

"There's the kind of a car I want," he
said. "How much is that?"

"That's two hundred dollars," replied the
other.
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"All right," said Louey. "I'll take that.
How much could you give me for a cash
difference on the other car?"

"I'll' have to talk with' the manager about
that. I don't know—"

"I'm in a hurry," Louey said. "I want to
go to Atlantic City this afternoon and I
haven't packed yet."

"It'll take some time," the salesman ex
plained. "Our appraiser will have to examine
the car and—"

"All right," said Louey. "Just tell them
that any reasonable offer will be considered,
I'm going down to the hotel and get my
bags packed. I'll leave the car here and
take a taxi. Be back in about an hour."

He hurried to the curb and flagged a
passing cab. The salesman watched him in
astonishment and then literally ran into the
manager's office.

"Mr. Bell," he said excitedly, "a guy just
drove up in a Rolls Royce, that he just
bought about ten minutes ago, and he wants
to turn it in on that 1929 coupe—the two
hundred dollar job with the bad rubber."

"Lay off that stuff," said the manager,
"It'll get your kidney after a while."

"No kidding," said the salesman. "It's
out in front. The guy left it there while
he went back to his hotel. He's going to
Atlantic City this afternoon. Come on,
I'll show you."

The other followed him unbelievingly to
the window and stared silently at the car.

"How much does he want for it?" he
asked.

"He didn't say. He just said that any
reasonable offer would be considered."

"Yeah?" said Mr, Bell. "Well, you just
get the police on the phone and have them
trace that license number."

Inside of twenty minutes, the automobile
dealer was in touch with Salina.

"Mr. Salina," he said over the phone,
"this is Mr. Bell, manager of the Amster
dam Motor Company. I understand, Mr.
Salina, that you're the owner of a car bear
ing the license number 9Z 9876?"

"I was until an hour ago," Salina grunted.
"I just sold it to a fellow by the name of
Stein. Why?"

"A short man in a brown and white
check suit?" asked Bell.

"That's right."
"Well, right after he left you, he came

over to our showroom and said that he
wanted to trade in the car. He wanted a
cash balance for it."

"Is he there now?"
"No. He'll be back shortly though."
"Listen, Mr. Bell," Salina roared. "Get

a cop and hold that guy until I get down
there. I'll be down right away. The

paid me with a check."
Half an hour later, a cab came to a stop

in front of the showroom and Louey got
out. He took his travelling bag from the
driver and strode briskly up to the door.
He was met by the manager.

"I'm the owner of that car at the curb,"
said Louey, "Did you have it appraised
yet?"

"Certainly," Mr. Bell smiled. "If you'll
just step into my office, we'll talk the whole
thing over."

Louey looked around him.
"I'm in a hurry," he said. "Haven't got

much time."

"It'll only take a few minutes," said Mr.
Bell leading the way.

He flung open the door and allowed Louey
to precede him into the office. They were
greeted by Salina and two uniformed police
men. Louey gazed at them in amazement.

"What's the idea," he gasped.
"Put the bracelets on him," Salina com

manded.

Louey struggled vainly as the officers
obeyed Salina's order.

"Just a smart guy from Kalamazoo."
Salina laughed. "Trying a trick like that



BBBBBEBBBBBEBBIHBQ
BBBBB^BBBBB^BBBBB
BnraHH^BBHnra^HBHHH
BDB^BBB^BBBBB^QBQI
BBBB^BBi^BBB^.BHBa

iBQBBBB^BBBB
BBBBBB^BBB^BBBBBB
BBBHBB^BBB^BBBDB
HBBBMBBPBBBB^BBBH
BBBBB^EjQB^BBBnBB
BBBBBB^:BBB^BBBBBB

BBBB bbbbbb
faanummwmmmmmuDmm
BBB^HQBBB^IBBBIiBBB
BBBBa^BBBBB^BBBBB
BBBBB^BBBBB^BBBBB
BBBQBMBBBQBHQ5BB

in this town! Take him down to the sta
tion and lock him up."

"What for?" asked Louey. "Whats the
charge?"

"What's the meaning of this outrage?
grinned Salina. He turned to the officers.
"I'll come down to the station myself and
make the complaint. It's either grand
larceny, passing a bum check, forgery or all
three. I'll make a personal appearance and
if this cheap crook doesn't get ten years,
I'll eat that purple tie of his."

"Can I use the phone a minute?" Louey
asked humbly.

"What do you want to do, get hold of
some shyster?" Salina pked. "I thought
you were in the law business yourself."

"No," said Louey. "I just want to call
up a friend."

"O.K.," Salina agreed.
With some difficulty, Louey picked up

the phone.
"Hello," he said a moment later. "Is

Miss Gorfey at home? . . . Hello, Miss
Gorfey? This is Louey. Listen, I want
you to bring me a jig-saw puzzle. That's
right. I'll be down at the jail. Yes. The
jail. And listen, you'd better bring that
one of the famous oil painting. You know,
the one with over three hundred and fifty

A T ten-thirty, Monday morning, Louey
stood at the open window of his office. It
was a wonderful morning with a clear,
cloudless sky and a bright, friendly sun.
He looked up Broadway. The baby car
riages were not as yet on the sidewalks
but he knew that they would be later on.
It was just a little early for them.

Miss Gorfey entered and closed the door
quietly behind her.

"Your brother Jake is outside again,"
she said. "He's sore as a boil."

"Just ask him to step in," said Louey
pleasantly.

Jake, however, was already in.
"Listen, you " he began.
"Not in front of a lady," Louey admon

ished and motioned to Miss Gorfey to leave
the room. She went out hurriedly, and
Louey turned to Jake.

"What's on your mind, Jake?" he asked.
"You know what's on my mind," yelled

Jake. "You lousy swindler! Tricking Joe
Salina into getting you pinched and then
suing him for iifty grand for false arrest."

"That was Joe's fault," said Louey. "I
told him all along that check was good
but he wouldn't believe me. It's worth more
than fifty thousand, I'm letting him off

{Continued on page 44)
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WHERE
DO YOU GO FROM HERE?
YOU'RE like amillion other men today—you're facing abig question. The

late depression turned business topsy-turvy and now the "New Deal"—the
rebuilding period—stares you in the face.

Amazing evidence is ready for your investi
gation. We have assembled much of it in a
Ixxjklet that is yours for the asking, along with
a new and vitally interesting pamphlet on your
business field.

This is a serious study of the possibilities
and opportunities in that field. It is certain to
contain an answer to vital questions bothering
you today about your own work and earning
power.

Send for these booklets—coupon brings them
free. Be sure to check the LaSalle training that
interests you most. We will tell you also how
you can meet and take fullest advantage of
today's situation. No cost or obligation—so
why not mail the coupon now?

\Vhere you are "going from here" is a question
you want answered right if you cxpect to get
ahead—progress—grow instead ofstandingstill.

Are the things that are happening today
going to help or hinder you—what will they
mean in your pay check? Where will they put
you five—ten—twenty years from now?

How can you take full advantage of this time
—this period of opportunity? We believe you
will find the answer here—a suggestion—a
recommendation the soundness of which can be
proven to you as it has been to thousands of
other men.

The whole trend today—legislation—spirit
—action—is to put men back to work, raise
earning and spending power, give every man a
fair chance to work otUhis oivn salvation.

The road to success remains unchanged but,
bear this in mind, what it takes io win is radi
cally different!

Different—because business men are older
and wiser—becausc the crash of 1929 proved
many old business methods were unsound.

No employer today would dare risk an im
portant post in the hands of a man who had not
learned the lesson of 1929. Why should he,
when right at this'moment he can pick and
choose and get almost any man he wants at
his own price?

Business organizations are rebuilding—re
organizing for the new conditions. Before it is
over, every man and every method will be
judged in the cold light of reason and experi
ence—then dropped, remade or retained. This
spells real opportunity for the man who can
meet the test—but heaven help the man who
still tries to meet today's problems from yester
day's standpoint! Out of the multitude still
jobless there are sure to be many frantically
eager to prove him wrong and take his place.

Some Men Have Found the
Answer

Seeing these danger signs, many aggressive men
and women are quietly training at home—are
wisely building themselves for more efficient
service to their employers. They are studying
with us because our training courses have been
revised, and are as fresh, vital and up-to-the-
minute as the problems that face you today.

I You naturally ask, "Hasyourtraininghelped
men withstand conditionsof the last fewyears?"

Our answer is to point to a file of letters from
thousands of our students reporting pay raises
and promotions while business was at its lowest
ebb—together with a myriad of others telling
of greater success during these recent months
of recovery.

LaSalle Extension

University

. '-MODERNi
IexccutiveJ

LASALLE EXTENSION UIWVERSnT

Dept. 1326R. Chicago

Please send me—without cost or obli
gation—full information about how I
can, through your training, equip my
self for the new problems and oppor
tunities in the business field I have
checked.

• Higher Accountancy
• Law: Degree of LL.B.
O Commercial Law
O Industrial Management
• Personnel Management
• Business Management
C Traffic Management
• Business Correspondence
• Business English
• Salesmanship

Position.
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easy. I spent two days and two nights in
jail. Look at the prison pallor!"

"You'll never collect," Jake declared.
"It's an airtight case," said Louey easily.

"I'm an honest man with a good record.
Salina just called me up about ten minutes
ago. He wanted to settle out of court for
fifteen thousand."

Jake changed his tactics.
"Listen, Louey," he pleaded. "Salina's

wise to the fact that I'm your brother. He
told me that if I didn't call you off he'd
run me out of town. I wouldn't have a
chance. He's King Kong in this racket."

"Why should I lose fifty thousand?"
Louey asked. "I don't make that much in
five years in the law business."

"If the case goes to court," wept Jake,
"they'll laugh Salina off his feet and he'll
take it out on me."

"Why should he take it out on you?"
Louey asked.

"Because I told him about the bet,"
wailed Jake. "I dropped into his office
this morning and I noticed that he looked
sort of down at the mouth. So I told him
about the bet. I thought it was sort of
funny and that it would cheer him up."

"So you went down to warn him, huh?"
said Louey. "Thought you'd do a little
two-timing."

"No," said Jake, "I just thought it was
funny. That's why I told him. Honest."

"Huh, huh!" smiled Louey. "You just
thought it was funny."

"Listen," said Jake. "Settle it out of
court for fifteen thousand and I'll make up
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the difference myself. Salina would ruin
me if anybody ever hears about this. He'd
put me on the spot the way they do in the
movies."

"How would you settle it?" asked Louev.
"With a couple of checks dated two vea'rs
ahead ?"

Jake drew out his check-book hurriedly.
"I'll date it today," he said. "I'll even

put the time on it."
"O.K." said Louey. "After all, you're

my own flesh and blood. And make out
another one for fifty thousand for the bet
and then you can call up Salina and give
him the good news yourself."

"I gave you a check for the bet," Jake
protested. "Your secretary has it."

"Yeah," said Louey, "but you made a
little mistake about the date. It was a
little futuristic."

Jake glared at him.
"I want this in writing," he demanded.
"You'll get It m writing," agreed Louey

"after Miss Gorfey deposits those checks "
It was nearly noon when Louey resumed

his stand at the window. He lit a cigar
and stood basking contentedly in the warm
sunshine. The baby carriages were out in
full force now. He stretched his neck and
looked up Broadway. Hundreds of them
—as far as the eye could see. It was a
wonderful day for the vitamins, Louev tnM
himself—a wonderful day.

He half turned as the door swuntr onpn
and Miss Gorfey entered.

"Lot of baby carriages out today" he
observed. '

"Just like Sunday," agreed Miss Gorfey.

The Fastest Sport of All
(Continued from page 19)

men in the annals of the ice.
Great teams such as the Winnipeg Vic

torias of '96 and the Montreal Shamrocks
of 1900 had made their mark. Also the
even more famous Kenora Thistles—with
Phillips and Ross on their roster—and the
colorful Silver Seven.

It was in 1908 that Hod Stuart and Les
ter Patrick were aiding the brilliant Montreal
Wanderers in their trek to the Stanley Cup.
In that year also. Cyclone Taylor joined Ot
tawa and began a series of ice feats that are
still told and retold with hushed voices by
firesides in the North Country. And in 1908,
on an outdoor rink at St. Paul's School m
Concord, N. H., sweeping up and down the
ice with the speed of the wind, was a blond-
locked, handsome youth who was destined to
become America's greatest amateur hockey
player of all time. His name was Hobey
Baker.

T HE movement to draw a distinction be
tween the amateurs and professionals had
been going on for several years. Prior to
that, amateurs and professionals had played
together, .^nd, just as in the case of some
of our old American "town teams" in base
ball, some of the players got paid and some
didn't.

But hockev was even closer to the hearts
of Canadians than baseball was to those
below the Border. They lived and breathed
hockey. And they bet and battled over it
as we'll. Up in the northern mining towns,
the players were rough and tough and so
were the spectators. Pitched battles in
volving both players and spectators were by
no means uncommon. The fans bet heavily
and saw to it that good money was paid to
procure star players for the teams on which
they bet. Art Ross, who now is Manager
of the Boston Bruins, once was paid $3,000
for playing ten games with Haileybury, a
mining town in Ontario, during the silver
boom..

In the back country mining towns, crowds
often pelted players of visiting teams with
everything from bottles to boulders when
ever the visitors advanced anywhere near the
home team goal. History records one case
when, in the closing stages of a hard-fouaht
game, a visiting player swept down the ice
on a dash that might have carried his team
to victory only to have a live cat thrown at
him from the stands. With a swish of his
stick he knocked the cat back into the stands
and continued onward for a shot at the
goal. The only complication was that when
he hit the cat back it landed in a woman's
face and registered its displeasure by scratch
ing one of her eyes out. The latter im
mediately started a law-suit against the
player, the rink and probably the cat as
well. Such was hockey in ye olden days

During the sixteen years from 1908 to
1924, the glacier that was hockey increased
in volume until it had a thorough hold on
every city, town and hamlet in the entire
Dominion. Professionals competed each
year for the Stanley Cup, which had been
presented by Lord Stanley, Governor-
General of Canada, in 1893, and which had
come to be emblematic of the professional
championship of the world. The amateurs
meanwhile made annual quests of the Allan
Cup, which was put into play in 1908 and
represented the amateur rulership of the Do
minion. In fact, Canada dominated hockev
to such a degree that, until the very last few
years, possession of the Allan Cup denoted
the amateur championship of the world.

This sixteen-year period witnessed the
great Stanley Cup champions of 1915, the
Vancouver, British Columbia, Millionaires.
This team included such hockey immortals
as Cyclone Taylor, Frank Nighbor, the great
poke-checker; Frank Patrick, brother of Les
ter; and Mickey MacKay.

Next to the peerless Taylor, who was
the Red Grange of the ice, the foremost fig
ure of this time was Allan, "Scotty." David-
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son, whose brief but brilliiint career con
stitutes one of the epics of the game. Gam
ing nationwide fame as an amateur in Kings
ton, Ontario, he turned pro with Toronto.
He played as a professional for only two
years, but starred to such a supreme degree
that he still is held to have been the great
est right wing in the history of the game.
Davidson deserted the rinks of Canada for
the trenches of France and went to his death
while attempting to rescue a wounded offi
cer on the banks of the Somme, the place
where battle-scarred Frank McGce of the old
Ottawa Silver Seven also met his fate.

It was in the autumn of 1924 that the
hockey glacier dipped down into the east
ern United States. Canada had the playersand
the hockey background, but it took the big
American cities of New York, Chicago, Bos
ton and Detroit to provide the customers
and the capital, the ballyhoo and the fan
fare, which were to start the glacier spreading
over a good portion of the Northern Hemis
phere.

Out in the northwestern States of Wash
ington and Ore.con, high-class professional
hockey already had been played. The Port
land, Oregon, Rosebuds had reached the
Stanley Cup final in 1916 and the follow
ing season the Seattle Metropolitans had
brought the famous trophy south of the Bor
der for the first time. But elsewhere the
pro game had made no important inroads
into the United States.

But in 1924, Boston joined the National
Hockey League, which had been formed in
1917 and which by then was the one big
major league of professional hockey. And in
1925, the 'Hamilton, Ontario, Tigers—one of
the strongest teams in the Dominion—was
shifted intact to New York, outfitted in uni
forms that looked like Old Glory put through
an egg-beater, and renamed the New York
Americans.

Here the promotorial guns of two big-
time figures in American sports. Colonel John
S. Hammond and Tex Rickard, turned their
fire on hockey. The New York Americans
were to play their first home game against
Les Canadiens of Montreal. Hammond and
Rickard promptly flooded Manhattan's mil
lions with publicity. They "papered" Madi
son Square Garden with free tickets to such
an extent that the "dead heads" and the
paying customers combined to jam traffic
for blocks around, thereby creating the im
pression that half the City of New York was
trying to get into the game.

Colonel Hammond, a West Pointer,
brought down the West Point Cadets' Band
and the Governor-General's Band from Can
ada as well. The bands marched all over
the ice plaving "The Star Spangled Ban
ner," "God'Save the King," and all manner
of martial music. The tumult became so
terrific that even the hockey players got
shaky at the knees and began to wonder
into what strange world the game of their
boyhood had led them.

It was on that night that New York got
its first glimpse of Howie Morenz. One of
the most colorful and spectacular players the
game has known, Morenz appeared at cen
ter ice for the Flying Frenchmen, as Les
Canadiens were commonly known, and by
his comet-like speed and stick-handling gen
ius, he sold the game to the population of
New York.

Within the next twelve months, Chicago,
Detroit and another New York team—the
Rangers—had joined the big league hockey
parade. Pittsburgh already had come in.
And in Boston, foundations for astounding
success were being laid through the man
agerial ability and business versatility of
Art Ross and the intelligence and imagina
tion of a publicity man, Frank Ryan.

The U. S. A. now began to corral a few
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championships for itself, and in 1928 the
Stanley Cup went below the Border for a
second time, when it was captured by the
New York Rangers. The following winter
the Cup went back northward only as far
as Boston, an exceptionally powerful team
of Boston Bruins keeping the battered old
trophy in U. S. territory for the second year

a row.

So great had American interest in hockey
become that in the autumn of 1929 the en
tire seating capacity of the Boston Garden,
except for about 1,300 top gallrry rush
seats, was sold out for the season before the
opening game was played. The Garden
seated more than 15,000 persons. Despite
the fact that the Bruins were paying $100,-
000 a winter for the use of the Garden rink
for their 22 home games, the team was mak
ing money hand over fist and even during
and after the stock market crash of 1929,
the Boston Bruins stock soared to dizzy
heights.

Outstanding stars such as Eddie Shore, an
Edmonton, Alberta, farmer, who had joined
the Bruins and by his speed, color and fiery
play earned the sobriquet of the Ty Cobb
of Hockey, received around $10,000 a win
ter for playing 44 games—an average of
more than five dollars a minute throughout
the season for the actual playing time that
he spent on the ice.

At that time, the feeblest of major league
substitutes commanded S4,000 for the short
season. Meanwhile Les Canadiens were re
fusing offers of as high as $50,000 for Mo-
renz. Our football-playing friend of 1921,
George Owen, was paid a bonus of $15,000
for signing a Bruin contract in the middle of
the 1929 season.

Two years ago Madison Square Garden
in New York—which Tex Rickard had con
structed primarily as a prize-fighting plant,
with hockey as a reluctantly admitted side
line—showed a net profit of $.312,000 for the
year on professional hockey. At the same
time boxing, which was supposed to be the
main support of the Garden, registered a
loss of $2,900. And last year amateur
hockey was added to the list of the Gardens
money-earners.

A ND now we come to American amateur
hockey, which—during the past thirteen
months—has undergone a boom that, down
through the years, has been paralleled only
rarely in any sport.

The game made cursory mroads south of
the Border about a decade after it had got
ten under way in the Dominion. Harvard
and Brown met on the ice of Spy Pond,
Arlington, Mass., in February, 1896, in a va
riation of the game that was known as ice
polo It was played with a short stick and a
hard rubber ball. Harvard won, 5-4, and re
peated the victory the following winter at
Providence, , , , ,

In 1898, the two teams changed to hockey,
and, by the turn of the Century, most of
the larger northeastern colleges had picked it
up. Among these pioneers were Princeton,
Columbia, Yale, Massachusetts Institute of
Technology, Springfield and Dartmouth,
Most of them had pretty fair teams from
the start, but Massachusetts Tech must have
^lumped a trifle in 1905, in which year she
took a 25-to-O pasting from Harvard!

Among the prep schools, St. Paul's School
still known as "The Cradle of American

Hockey"—together with Andover, Exeter,
St. Mark's and the Greater Boston high
schools, made rapid strides in developing the
game.

Because artificial rinks were too expen
sive and natural ice was too dependent on
the whims of the thermometer, it was not
until the second decade of the new century
that the game gained much headway. Then
the racing figure of Hobey Baker blazed its
pathway over the rinks of the country.
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Before he entered college Baker had be
come somewhat of an American legend. As
a schoolboy at St. Paul's, he had helped
the New Hampshire school to gain victories
over several of the big colleges in the East.
The Harvard septet of 1908, for instance,
had paraded its way to one-sided victories
over Princeton, Dartmouth and Columbia
and had an unbeaten record until it jour
neyed up to Concord, N. H., where it bowed
before the onslaught of St. Paul's School, 5
to 3. "Too much Hobey Baker," the Har
vard men afterwards explained.

Entering Princeton in the autumn of 1910.
Baker during the next four years—by hi>
speed, skill, daring, color and splendid sports
manship—did more than any other Ameri
can to popularize hockey throughout the
country. Under the spell of the Princeton
boy, interest in hockey bloomed throughout
the land, much as tennis did at about the
same time through the meteoric activities of
Maurice McLoughlin.

Persons who had known nothing of
hockey turned out to see Baker and became
hockey fans for life. For the first time in
the United States, crowds fought to get into
hockey games. I can still remember stand
ing for more than an hour in a line a
quarter mile long one wintry night when
Princeton with her flashing Baker played the
Boston A, A.

As a result of the tonic provided bv
Baker, the amateur game took on a new life
and by the time the United States entered
the war, club teams, schools and college^
were playing it throughout the northern strip
of the country, from the Atlantic to the Pa
cific. Rinks seated only about 5,000 in those
days, but they were well packed plenty of
the time.

After the war—which saw Baker follow
Frankie McGee and Scotty Davidson to a
hero's grave overseas—the country received
a large dose of what was often described as
"shamateur hockey." Players masquerading
as amateurs, and possessing amateur creden
tials, played in championships throughout
the country and received good pay for so
doing, despite their amateur standing.

This practice reached a humorous high
spot when one of the outstanding amateur
stars of the country brought a suit in court
against a Boston rink for back salary that
he claimed was due him. It was in this
case that the "tin box" became famous, the
player testifying that the amateur stars had
their pay left for them in the boxes. The
idea evidently was an excellent one, for it
was immediately picked up by platoons of
politicians all over the country.

Teams from Minnesota, Pittsburgh and
Boston dominated amateur hockey during
the first few seasons after the war. Moose
Goheen of St. Paul and Herb Drury of Pitts
burgh were among the outstanding stars,
George Owen of Harvard and Howell Van
Gerbig of Princeton, meanwhile, provided
the college customers with plenty of thrills.

When professional hockey invaded the big
cities of the East and Middle West, the
amateur game—except for an occasional
splurge—went into an eclipse and most sport
followers firmly believed that the profes
sional game had sounded the death-knell of
amateur hockey,

Jt was not dead, however; it was just
asleep. And in the early nineteen-thirties, a
gentleman stepped into the picture who was
just the man to awaken it. His name wa?
Rufus Trimble. He was a former Princeton
player and he held a hockey portfolio from
both the colleges and the Amateur Athletic
Union of the United States, which body
had assumed control of the amateur game
in 1930.

The trouble with amateur hockey at this
time was that—compared with professional
hockey—it had become as dull as a game
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of parchecsi between a pair of nonage
narians. Starting with the same rules as the
amateurs, the pros—thanks chiefly to the
adoption of forward passing innovations first
tried out by Frank and Lester Patrick in
the old Western Canada League—now had
an immensely speedier, more open and more
spectacular game.

The chief advantage that the pros held
over the amateurs was that their rules per
mitted forward passing in all three zones of
the rink. This made the game infinitely
more enjoyable for players and spectators
alike.

"Throw that whistle away!" meanwhile
had become the battle-cry of the ever-
diminishing galleries at the amateur games
as referees constantly blew their whistles
to call back forward passes and to enforce
a multitude of picayune rules.

Now Mr. Trimble took up the refrain.
Aided by Joseph Bulkley of New York, a
former Yale star, and by 'Denton Mullin,
Manager of the Crescents of Brooklyn, he
succeeded in getting the old rules tossed
into the ash heap. In their place, Trimble
substituted rules permitting forward passing
in all three zones. He also incorporated
other legislation that minimized whistle-
tooting and which in general speeded up the
game.

The resultant boom in amateur hockey
interest was both immediate and terrific.
The A. U. accepted the new rules during
the closing days of November, 1932. The
opening game of the season in New York
the following week drew a crowd of 7,500.
And the opener the year before had drawn
only 923 customers.

New York's second game of the season
the previous year had attracted 2,300 spec
tators. With the new rules, the attendance
for the second game leaped to 11,000. On
Sunday afternoon, December 18—despite the
counter attractions of a pro game on the
same ice in the evening and another ama
teur game on a rival rink in the afternoon—
a crowd of 12,000 watched the Atlantic City
Sea Gulls play the St. Nicks of New York.
More than 1,000 fans stood up throughout
the entire game, because Garden employees,
through custom, had neglected to open the
top gallery for a mere amateur game.

Thf major league game in the Garden
that same evening was attended by approxi
mately 5,000 fewer customers'than the ama
teur contest. And the new rules had been
in force only three weeks!

Like wildfire, interest in the game spread
throughout the country. Madison Square
Garden and the Coliseum, in New York, had
large crowds throughout the season, but even
New York, with its teeming millions and its
vast stretch of suburbs, had to yield the
palm for attendance to a seaside resort in
southern New Jersej-—.Atlantic City. After
a succession of large turnouts at the home
rink of the Sea Gulls, the Atlantic City
Auditorium reached a grand climax when
the Sea Gulls, who are amateurs, took the
ice against the New York Rangers, a pro
fessional team.

This game had the distinction of drawing
the largest crowd that ever has witnessed
a hockey game in any place in the world.
The official attendance figures totaled 22.157
—which is quite an indoor gathering, Mr.
Reader, when you realize that the average
legitimate theatre in New York City seats
less than 2,000.

The Rangers, who a month later won
the professional championship of the world,
defeated the Sea Gulls, U, S. amateur title-
holders, 6 to 2, but the amateur team—com
posed in the main of boys about 20 years of
age who were working at various Atlantic
City hotels—gave the famous New York
aggregation a gallant struggle. Atlantic City
scored its two goals in less than a minute of
play, thanks to a whirlwind attack that tem
porarily dazzled the professional stars.

Despite its rather southerly location, Bal
timore, Maryland, kept two indoor rinks
with artificial ice humming throughout the
winter. They had big crowds and a cracker-
jack team, the Orioles, which constituted
one of the strongest amateur clubs in the
country and played before packed galleries
wherever they appeared.

Down through the South hockey con
tinued to boom. Even the depression failed
to check it. The simple expedient of cor
recting a few bad rules caused the game to
carry the country by storm. Down in
Texas where a piece of ice once was con
sidered a greater curiosity than the hanging
gardens of Babylon or a set of Siamese
triplets, indoor artificial rinks flourished in
the Cities of San Antonio, Dallas and Hous
ton. And cowboys sat in ten-gallon fedoras
watching the amateur hockey stars of the
Far South as they ranged up and down the
frozen surface playing what previously had
been only a northerner's game.

Along with their perpetual summers, sun-
soaked shores and kindred climatic condi
tions rather foreign to a game played on ice,
Los Angeles and Hollywood constituted the
hockey center of the Southwest. Amateurs,
colleges and schoolboys all had teams. Both
communities, incidentally, have had profes
sional teams as well.

Another variety of hockey that enjoyed
considerable success was played by so-called
industrial amateur teams. These were or
ganized and conducted by business houses,
the teams consisting of their employees. This
was done sometimes for the sake of free
publicity in the sports pages, and sometimes
for the promotion of health and sociability
among the employees. A good case of the
latter was the New York Stock Exchange
team. Perhaps the best known and most
powerful team of this kind was the Hershey
Hockey Club of Hershey, Pa., composed of
employees of the chocolate manufacturing
company there. There were few teams in
the country strong enough to compete on
even terms with the Chocolate B'ars as they
called themselves.

Most bizarre of the industrial teams, per
haps, was one composed of a squadron of
twenty employees of a Detroit undertaking
establishment. The twenty undertakers cut
quite a swath through the Middle West and
planned to enter the national championships.
Overtime work, induced by an influenza
epidemic, prevented this, however. This
year several breweries are considering organ
izing hockey teams and it is said that one of
them is contemplating efforts to get some of
the hockey-playing undertakers to forsake
embalming for brewing.

In the section of the A. A. U. that oper
ates in the vicinity of Boston, a total of 114
amateur squads—averaging about fifteen
players to a squad—were in A. A. U. com
petition. And, including school, college and
scrub teams as well. New England alone had
several hundred teams on the ice.

The individual prowess of a Belmont,
Mass., schoolboy—George Ford by name
added greatly to the amateur boom in New
England. Although Belmont is one of Bos
ton's smallest suburbs, crowds of as high as
11,000 thronged the Boston Garden to see
the Belmont High School team in action.
Veteran Boston hockey writers declared that
Ford is the greatest American schoolboy
player since the days of Hobey Baker. Ford
entered Harvard this past fall.

Amateur hockey also has been sweeping
Europe. One United States team and three
Canadian aggregations toured England and
the Continent last winter and played before
capacity houses of from 5,000 to 10,000
wherever they went. The U. S. team played
46 games in seven countries, and, inciden
tally, was defeated only four times. Sport
fans of Paris and London are particularly

{Conthiued on page 48)

REDUCE
4 to 6 Inches

...without druqs

..without dieting

. .oi-Your Money
Refunded..

"I wore the Director Belt and reduced
my waistline from 42 to 33 inches. Prac
tically all adipose tissue can surely be
eliminated by its faithful use. I have
recommended i t to many ofmy patients."

(Signed) R. A. LOWELL
Physician and Surgeon

How DIRECTOR Works
Director is fitted to your individual

measure without laces, hooks or buttons.
Its elastic action causes a gentle chancing pressure on
the abdomen bringing results formerly obtained onJy
by regular massage and excrcisc. Now all you have to
do is slip on Director and watch results.

Improve Your Appearance
This remarkable belt produces an instant im
provement in your appearance the moment you put
it on. Note how much better your clothes fit and look
without a heavy waistline to pull them out of shape.

Restore Your Vigor
"I received my belt last Monday," writes S. L.
Brown, Trenton, N. J. "I ft-el 15 years younger; no
more tired and bloated feelings after meals."

Director puts snap in your step, helps to relieve
"shortness of breath," restores your
vigor. You look and feel years
younger the moment you start to ^
wear a Director.

Break Constipation Habit ^ N
"I was 44 inches around the H j
waist—now down to TTiVz—feel hot-
ter—constipation gone—and know
the belt has added years to my life."
D. W. Bilderback, Wichita,

Loose, fallenabdominal miis-y^HI^Pl?-—'
clesgoback wherethey bclong.^^^^^^^A
The gentle changing action Like This
Director increases elimination I.ct us
and rcHularity in a normal wav% i :I Fil ^
without the use of harsh, im-
Uiting cathartics. fortriAl. if you

Mail Coupon Now! T --

LANDON & WARNER Depf. N-8
360 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III.

Gentlemen: Without obligation on niy part
please send me the complete story of pircctnr
Belt and give full particulars of your trial offer.

City Stale.



{Continued from page 47)
fervent in their loj'al support of the game.

A T present there is no contest that settles
without question the amateur rulershlp of
the world- In the old days, the Allan Cup
competition in Canada was regarded as the
virtual world's championship. Shortly after
the war, the so-called World Amateur Cham
pionship was instituted in Europe by the
International Ice Hockey League. Until last
year Canada won this every time it entered,
and there was no doubt about the supremacy
of the Maple Leaf over the rinks of the
world.

But last winter, the Boston Olympic Club
—known in Europe as the Massachusetts
Rangers—competing in the world champion
ships at Prague. Czechoslovakia, defeated all
its European adversaries, and then fought
their way to victory over Canada in a
thrilling overtime battle in the final round.

The United States had sought this crown
for several years in vain, and there was
considerable rejoicing by American sports
followers in the belief that the U. S.- finally
had captured the amateur championship of
the world.

Their celebration, however, was doomed to
be exceedingly short-lived. Canada had sent
the team that held her national championship
and Allan Cup. The team had won it at
the close of the previous season, and thereby
earned the right to represent Canada abroad
the following winter. But, since the pre
vious .Allan Cup series, some of the best
Canadian players had deserted the team.
Hence, as it was quickly pointed out by Ca
nadian hockey writers and sports colum
nists, the United States team really did not
deserve the world's championship which it
had fought so hard to gain.

The personnel of the Canadian Allan Cup
winners almost invariably changes from sea
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son to season. This is true of the majority
of amateur hockey clubs. And Canada in
variably enters, both in Olympic and World
Amateur competition, its .4llan Cup winner
of the previous spring. Canadian hockey
authorities consider this advisable in order
to be represented by clubs capable of effec
tive team-play. Until the United States
finally threatened Canadian amateur suprem
acy, this didn't matter, for Canada was
champion, anyway.

But now the United States—as repre
sented by the Boston Olympic Club—hold;
a so-called World Championship that has
been rendered hollow and futile by Ca
nadian claims thai the Dominion did not
have its best team on the ice at Prague. For
that matter, neither did the United States.
In the opinion of this inexpert, at least, the
-•Vtlantic City Gulls was one of several
American outfits that could have knocked
galleywest any of the teams that competcrl
for last vear's "World Championship."

News of the State Associations

Chairman; Matthew A. Riley, Ellwood City
Lodge, No. 1356, Secretar>'; Ralph C. Rob
inson, Wilkinsburg Lodge, No. 577, and S. A.
Marthouse, Tyrone Lodge, No. 212.

Gettysburg was the City unanimously se
lected by the delegates as the place of meet
ing for the 1934 Convention.

Oregon

The sixteenth annual meeting of the Oregon
State Elks Association was held at Portland,
Ore., with Portland Lodge, No. 142, acting
as host. Seventeen of the twenty-two
Lodges of the State were represented at the
two-day session.

The meeting was devoted almost entirely
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to Good of the Order. A special Committee,
appointed for the purpose, recommended the
State Association's program of activities for
1934. The program was adopted by the
delegates. Foremost among these activities
was the formation and carrying on of an
Antlers organization in the various Lodges
where practicable.

The officers elected to serve the Associa
tion for the ensuing year are as follows:
A. W. Jones, Salcm Lodge, No. 336, Presi
dent; William M. Hartford, Portland Lodge,
No. 142, First Vice-President; H. B. Hold-
man, Pcndleton Lodge, No. 288, Second
Vice-Presidcnt; William M. Briggs, Ashland
Lodge, No. 944, Third Vice-President; F. D.
McMillan, Klamath Falls Lodge, No. 1247,

•Secretary; H. L. Toney, McMinnville Lodge.
No. 1283, Treasurer, and J. L. Tucker, As
toria Lodge, No. 180; J. R. Guynes, Oregon
City Lodge, No. 1189, and William F. Mc-
Kenney, Portland Lodge, Trustees. Officer.':
appointed by the President are: S. C.
Friendly, Portland Lodge, Sergeant-at-Arms;
J. F. Scholl, Baker Lodge, No. 338, Chap
lain, and I. W. Campbell, Portland Lodge,
Tiler.

District Deputies C. C. Bradley and 0. L.
McDonald attended the sessions and spoke
to the delegates.

George E. Secord, President, and Victor
Zednick, Past Secretary, of the Washington
State Elks Assaciation, attended the final

The Grand Exalted Ruler's Visits

beautiful cigar container, the joint handi
work of the Lodge's Treasurer, Charles
Marks, and his father.

There were present at the Lodge Home
that evening, besides those already men-

following prominent members of^e Order; Past Slate President George L.
Hirlzel; Past District Deputies Grover E.
Asmus, Peter J. Gallagher and Richard F,
rlood, Jr.; and the Exalted Rulers of the
New Jersey Lodges of Ridgewood, West-
wood, Weehawken, Union City, Passaic and
Lyndhurst,

Exalted Ruler Meier traveled back
to New York after his visit to Clifton Lodge
eeiing that he had had highly satisfactory
visits in each of the four New Jersey Dis
tricts, and confident that all had gone pleas
antly both for himself and the Lodges vis
ited. He left the State of New Jersey re
luctantly, yet looking forward with antici
pation to his visits through New England
and Northern New York State.

On the morning of October 16, accom
panied by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
John F. Malley, Chairman of the Elks
National Foundation Trustees, Grand Ex
alt^ Ruler Meier left Boston to visit Lodges
in New England. Their immediate destina
tion was Portland, Me.

The two high official? of the Order were
|net at the train by a delegation from Port
end Lodge, No. 188, and others including

Grand Tiler Michael H. McCarron, a
1 ast President of the Massachusetts State

(.Conlinued from page 28)

Elks Association; District Deputy Fred L.
Sylvester and Past District Deputy Lester
C. Ayer, both of Maine, West.

Luncheon was served at the Lodge Home
with Exalted Ruler John J. Devine presid
ing, Philip C. Deering welcoming Mr. Meier
on behalf of the City, and the Grand Ex
alted Ruler himself addressing the gathering.
The distinguished visitors were then taken
for a drive about the City, after which they
were obliged to leave for Bath, Me., where

Mr. Meier and E. A. Hayes, National
Commander of the American Legion

in Indianapolis

the Grand Exalted Ruler was scheduled to
speak.

At Bath Lodge, No. 934, Mr. Meier spoke
to some thirty members of the Order who
had gathered to greet him, and then has
tened to keep an engagement in Lewiston,
Me., where a banquet was served in his
honor with the following prominent mem
bers of the Order in attendance: Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Malley; Past Grand Tiler
McCarron: Governor Louis J. Brann, a
member of Lewiston Lodge, and his aide,
Col. Daniel S. Dexter; Stale President
William P. Toulouse; Past District Deputies
Albert C. Jones, L. Kenneth Green, Lester
C. Ayer, Arthur C. Labbe, E. R. Fitzgerald
and George McCarty; Mayor Robert J.
Wiseman, of Lewiston; Mayor Lloyd H.
McFadden, of Auburn; and Grand Lodge
Reporter Joseph F. Mellyn, of Boston Lodge.
The following Maine Lodges were repre-
.sented; Waterville, No. 905; Rockland, No.
lOOS; Portland, No. 188; Rumford, No,
862; Gardiner, No. 1293; Bath, No. 934-
Sanford, No. 1470; Augusta, No. 964, and
Millinockett, No. 1521. Portsmouth, N. H.,
Lodge, No. 97, was also represented.

An address of welcome was delivered by
Governor Brann, and Mr. Meier delivered
the principal address of the evening. Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Malley also spoke,
devoting his remarks primarily to the Elks
National Foundation.

Mr. Meier's further visits will be re
ported in the February is.sue.



The most interesting

deck of Bridge Cards

ever made
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An enlarged view of the back of one of the cards of
this unusual deck—all cards are standard size.
Manufactured by the U. S. Playing Card Co., with
their usual standard of quality.

Used in the Elks National Bridge Tournament
The unique feature of these cards is their backs—the faces are standard. Full instructions
accompany each deck.

You are told the correct bidding of each hand by each of the best known systems with
analysis of both bidding and play.

Endorsed by best teachers—
A deck for students or experts alike- A splendid

gift and an asset in any home or club where bridge is
played.

Important— • . • •
Only a few decks left over from the exclusive edition

run off for the Elks National Tournament. No more

will be printed—so order NOW.

ONLY per deck

3 decks—$2.50

12 decks — $9

sent postage prepaid
with full instructions

Duplicate mode easy—
Give a novel bridge party—at home or in your club—
only one deck required for each table—score cards and
analysis accompany each deck.

Match your skill
Against the world's experts' bidding and play either

contract or auction.

Improve your game—

These cards completely eliminate use of boards enabling
you to play duplicate in your own home or club at any
time and you will find them highly educational and a
source of exciting entertainment.

Sign and send this coupon TODAY wltfi Money
Order, cash or eiieclc.

The Elks Bridge Department*
2750 Lake View Ave.,
Chicago, 111.

(Please print)

Name

Street

City

Number decks wanted.



IRVING JAFFEE

Winner of1,000 medals and
trophies, including 3 Olym
pic Skating Championships,
Jaffee has brought the high
est skating honors to the
U. S. A. Asked recently if
he was a steady smoker,
Jaffee said, "Yes, but that
goes for Camels only. I
have to keep my wind, you
know, and healthy nerves."

Copyright, lyJ.'i, It. J. lUyioKls ToljncL'O CuniiKiiiy

Steady Smokers turn to Camels
You've often seen his name and picture
in the papers—Jaffee, the city-bred
boy from the U. S. A. who beat the
best Olympic skaters that Europe had
to offer, and became the skating cham
pion of the world! Speaking of speed
skating and cigarettes, Jaffee says:
"It takes healthy nerves and plenty of
wind to be an Olympic skating cham
pion. I find that Camels, because of

their costlier tobaccos, are mild and

likable in taste. And, what is even

more important to a champion athlete,
they never upset the nerves."

Change to Camels and note the
difference in your nerves...in the
pleasure you get from smoking!
Camels are milder...have a better

taste. They never upset your nerves.
Begin today!

IT IS MORE FUN TO KNOW
Camels are made from finer, MORE EXPENSIVE
tobaccos than any other popular brand.

camel's
COSTUER

TOBACC

i

HOW ARE
YOUR NERVES?

TRY THIS TEST
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Draw a line 20 inches long on the edge of a
newspaper. Stick astraight pin in the exact
center. Place a forefinger on either side of
the pin. Close your eyes... try to measure
off quickly the distances by moving both
hands at the same time. Have a watcher atop
you when you reach the edge. See if both
your fingers have moved the same distance.
Most people try this at least six times be
fore both hands come out evenly.
Frank Crtllcy (Camel smoker), famous deet>'
tea diver, comt>Icted the test on his second try.

JVEVER GBTOJSr

YOUR JVERVES

JV£VEK TIRE

rOUR TASTE


