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EDITORIAL

' SENTIMENTAL
TOMMIES? SURE!

N presenting a formal committee report to the
California State Elks Association last Septem-
ber, Past Grand Exalted Ruler Abbott, after

] referring to the splendidly courageous spirit

thlch had been displayed at the Grand Lodge Conven-

tion in Milwaukee, and which bespoke the fidelity of

thngrder to that ideal sentiment which we call fraternity,
said:

“I have been many times accused of being a
sort of ‘sentimental Tommy.” I freely and
proudly admit the soft impeachment. I do not
know what this old world of ours would be like
if it were not for sentiment. The love of home,
of mother, of wife, of children, of our flag and
our country, all of the things we hold most
dear,—all sentiment; and I glory in the thought
that real heart sentiment has actuated the
work not only of those of our members who
have gone on before, but of you men who make
up the bone and sinew of our Order in Cali-
fornia today.”

In that statement and in the brief but forceful re-
marks with which he embellished it and applied it to the
Order, the speaker touched the very heart and central
power of the force which has carried the Order of Elks
fOrW.ard throughout the years of its existence. In the es-
sentle}lly material aspects of some of its administrative
functions, we sometimes lose sight of the basic truth that
t}'te Order is founded on sentiment and that all its objec-
tives are really sentimental.

The splendid physical instrumentalities sometimes em-
ployed, and the substantial dollar-and-cent accounting
mvo}ved, are only means to the ends in view. The con-
vertible value of some of its accomplishments in terms
9f money, does not change that fact. Brotherly love
1s a sentiment. Charity, in its true significance, is a
:c,entlment. Fidelity is a sentiment. If they be duties
Imposed by eur human relationships, they are none the
less duties which can be performed only by the transla-
tion of sentiment into cencrete action. ’

The conduct of the Order’s affairs is a real business.
The successful administration of its activities calls for
the soundest of judgment and the highest intelligence,
as in any other enterprise. But after all, what the
Order seeks to accomplish is the consummation of the
hopes, the purposes and the aspirations of all the “sen-
timental Tommies” who make up its membership.

Indeed every true Elk is a “sentimental Tommy’’; and
should emulate Past Grand Exalted Ruler Abbott in
his pride in that appellation.

A NOTEWORTHY
OCCASION

from its usual method of entertaining the Grand
Exalted Ruler upon his official visit. Instead
of an elaborate banquet at one of the great
hotels, a reception was held at the Club House, in con-
nection with the regular session of the Lodge, in com-
memoration of its own Sixty-Sixth Anniversary and that
of the Order. The innovation was generally regarded
as a most agreeable one, affording opportunities for fra-
ternal contacts which could not be so satisfactorily made,
nor so comfortably enjoyed, at the usual formal event.

The occasion was marked by the attendance of Post
Master General James A. Farley, Mayor LaGuardia,
Ex-Mayor O’Brien and other high officials of the State
and Nation, and was made specially noteworthy by the
presentation of honorary life memberships to two former
Governors of the State, Hon. Charles S. Whitman and
Hon. Alfred E. Smith, both of whom have been members
of the Order for years and who were present to receive
the distinction in person.

The most gratifying features of the occasion were the
fine address by the Grand Exalted Ruler and the expres-
sions from the distinguished honorary life members and
other notables of their appreciation of their fraternal
associations in the Order, of their pride in its accom-
plishments and their confidence in its future. The Lodge-
room was filled to overflowing with members and visit-
ing brothers, including a number of Past Grand Exalted
Rulers and Grand Lodge Officers, and all were thrilled
and enthused by the inspiring program. The whole
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occasion had a fine, old fashioned Lodgeroom atmos-
phere. It was not merely a social gathering.

The annual banquet of the Mother Lodge has been
for years an outstanding event, to which those who
customarily attended looked forward with keen anticipa-
tion. It had become somewhat a recurring traditional
event. But certainly no former occasion has been more
pleasing, more distinctive nor more fruitful of desired
fraternal results.

THE PURSUIT OF PEACE

HEN the World War was finally concluded, and
its tremendous sacrifices of life and treas-
ure were fresh in mind, there seemed a definite
world purpose that it should be the last war.

And there have been many efforts made, and some prog-

ress achieved, toward this end.

In the last few years much has occurred which has in-
creased the difficulties in the path of those who seek an
assured permanent world peace. Those mounting ob-
stacles have discouraged many; some leaders seem to
have lost faith and to have joined those who croak of
other wars to come at no distant day.

This is unfortunate. The cause of world peace is of
primary importance to all nations. There never was a
cause which so justified tenacity of purpose, patience,
consideration for others, undaunted courage and unflag-
ging effort on the part of those whose service and in-
fluence might advance it, and who, by virtue of their
capacity to serve, are charged with a special responsi-
bility in the premises, a duty to the whole world. In the
hearts and minds of these leaders there should be no
despair. There should be no cessation, nor let-up, in the
efforts to promote that cause. It means too much to all
the peoples of the earth,

We were ready to make every sacrifice, to exhaust
every resource, to win the war. At an incalculable cost
we saw it through. The same indomitable spirit should
be displayed to prevent any repetition of its horrors and
heartaches and useless waste.

It will not do to sit supinely by and let the defeatists
sneer the world into another great conflict. The cause
of peace should be aggressively supported by every intel-
ligent citizen. Those who are leaders in the movement
should be sustained and encouraged by a demonstrated
approval which will constantly revitalize their efforts.

There are too many who speak slightingly of interna-
tional conferences which are aiming at definite objectives

promotive of world peace. Such an attitude is not help-
ful. It is hurtful. It is unpatriotic.

True patriotism seeks for the peace not only of our own
country but of the world. It prompts every possible
effort to assure it on the part of each one of us.

FRATERNAL PUBLICITY

T is one of the treasured traditions of the Order

that an Elk makes no boast of his good deeds;
on the contrary, he prefers to conceal them
from public knowledge. As applied to indi-
vidual conduct, and as related to individual beneficiaries,
this attitude is altogether commendable. It is one of
the finest of Elk attributes.

But there are many benevolent activities of the Order,
and of its subordinate Lodges, which not only deserve to
become generally known but whose influence for good is
increased proportionately to the publicity accorded them.
Such publicity is not only suggestive to those who may
emulate the good example, but it also attracts favorable
attention to the Order and arouses a desire among ac-
ceptable non-members to have a fraternal association
with those engaged upon such humanitarian endeavors.

One of the important reasons for the establishment of
THE ELks MAGAZINE was that a suitable medium might
be provided for giving appropriate publicity to the
Order’s fraternal activities and accomplishments. And
that it has admirably served that purpose is a well recog-
nized fact.

However, in order that it may increase its usefulness
in this field, it must have a more effective cooperation
on the part of the subordinate Lodges. They must real-
ize that information of their newsworthy endeavors must
come from them voluntarily. It is obvious that THE
E1Lks MacaziNE cannot itself maintain a field corps of
reporters for this service; but that it must be rendered
by the respective Lodges.

The officers and members of the subordinate Lodges
should recognize the propriety of seeking publicity for
their benevolent and social services in their several
communities. And they should have a true conception
of the fraternal value of such publicity. They should
endeaver to secure this locally through their daily papers.
They can insure it throughout the Order by seeing that
timely reports are sent to THE ELxs MAGAzINE.

The methods suggested are altogether appropriate.
The end sought is altogether desirable,
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Cross-Word Puzzle

By Richard Hoadley Tingley
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Across 62—Guido’s high- Down 52—A defensive
1—Flat 63 She:lt note %oveging
— . —She 1—K. tall variant
7 Volcano in 64—Exclamation 2—Steaetgs ofa ]n};ind spelling)
12-ChMartlmque of surprise 3—Source 54—To_ pot again
15 ghafes 65-—Card game 4—Unit 55—Laminated
art of the 66—To box 5—Care for rock !
‘é}Olatmﬂ of 67—Frost 6—Entertained S56—Supplied with
19~W e eyeball 68—Answer violent dis- auricular
201 illow 70—Blemish like organs
retaliatory 71—Lug 7—Own 59—A memento
21— ;nsﬁver 72— Agony 8—Renowned 61—Minute ori-
22 _A %x ast 74—Apparatus for Italian fices
23= Churels Raze sifting family 66—One who
va]c festi- ;6—Diminished 9—Untruthful n:alces at
. 8—Bleat person statemen
2“—’I‘ox-ln piece of 80—A e:wund or 10—Ever (poetic) 68—Bring up
25_Mco heap of 11—Build 69—Periods of
27—St01f-fe obtuse stones 12—Lubricated time ]
29— Mo , 82 Perched 13—Measure of 70—Large floating
1ss Tarbell’s 83— Cl 't;’i sheets of mass_of ice
30— enrs; art):me ; 87—Ki?:]‘yes paper 73—Musical in-
e o - i t
Charles 89_Plans that die  LTPCePENE 0@ s cougend
32— R; amb after flow- 15—Idea 77—Nonsense
3_s;lver in Wales ering 16—A scoop 79—Dressed
IOSh_onean 93—Billow 17—Wanders 81—Tell
34_p ndians 94— Sailors 26—Born 83—Araquse
'il old - fash- 96—Tear 28—An anarchist 84—Salty
35‘Di;’“ed person 98—To gather 31—A slave to a 85—Bold
_Cit patches harvest habit 86—Mournful
. s}{a in Prus- 99—Strong beer gi_—_g]‘“ gg_gf:]'"e 4
0— . 100—A easant —Staggere
42_E?;Dla:ins 101_Ché2§:ml part 36—A wei:zlht used 91—A thin fabric
mﬂ. ensed 104—Epoch in India 92—Dug with a
oisture in 105 38—Appear garden tool
44__p e air One who slays 39—Heed 95—Leases
—Denches 107—A water—rais-  41—Suits 97—Exclamation
47~w‘?‘se ing wheel 43—A V-shaped of disap-
51~Pllthdraws 109—Saluted piece for proval
?‘"t hof the 111—All splitting 100—Withered
53—Byi :fat family 112—Pollute 45—Narrow row 101—Operatic solo
57 —Hers: 113—Aver boat for 102—Finger adorn-
58—gioC 114—Required racing ment
GO—Shm 115-—Public vehicle 47—Pay 103—Story
—ohapeless 116—Made into one 48—Era 106—Cover
masses of homogene- 49—Doorkeeper 108—A grain
matter ous whole S0—Percolates 110—Sick

Aftor you have done the pussle, check your answers with the solution on page 36.
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A New Deal for
New Cranford

(Continued from page 16)

“Supposing,” said the Mayor, choosing his
words with care and rubbing his chin re-’
flectively, “supposing that Scroggins really
has a good team. It's not impossible, now,
is it? And supposing we lose the game.
Where are we going to get the fifty thou-
sand?”

Before anyone could answer there was a
knock on the door and one of Kelly's clerks
entered.

“There’s a man downstairs wants to see
you, sir,” said the clerk. “Says it’s impor-
tant and he must see you right away.”

“Tell him I'm in an official conference and
can’t be disturbed,” snapped the Mayor.

«] did tell him that. But he says it’s
about this baseball game. He drove up in
front of the store a minute ago in a big
new Lincoln car with New York license
.plates on it.”

“Why don’t you see him, Frank?” urged
Dr. Fanshaw. “Maybe he knows something
that will benefit us.”

“Tell him to come up,” ordered Kelly.

The clerk departed and returned shortly
followed by a rather distinguished looking
gentleman who carried himself with a cer-
tain air of authority. His clothes were
quietly expensive and he wore spats and
carried a cane. As he entered the room he
igmoved his derby and addressed himself to

elly.

“This is indeed a pleasure, Your Honor,”
he said, walking to the Mayor and extending
his hand.

Kelly carefully scrutinized his visitor as
he shook hands. “I don’t think we’ve met
before,” he said cordially. “How can I be
of service to you?”

“Jt is 1 who can be of service to yog,"
replied the stranger. With a slight flourish
he took a card case from his pocket, with-
drew an engraved card and handed it to
Kelly.

The card read:

J. Richard Lombarsi
President
THE FIXERS COMPANY
New York City

Kelly shook his head perplexedly. “You’d
better explain, Mr. Lombarsi. Just what
do you want and how do you propose to be
of assistance to me?”

“F these gentlemen -will—’ Mr. Lom-
barsi began, nodding at Dr. Fanshaw and
Judge Walters.

Mayor Kelly impatiently cut in. “These
gentlemen are City Officials. Whatever you
hlave’to say to me, you may say to them
also.”

“That’s all right with me, then,” said
Lombarsi, smiling pleasantly. “As my card
states,” he continued, “my company is
engaged in the fixing business. All of my
clients want something fixed, you see?” He
shrugged his shoulders slightly as though
apologizing for explaining anything so ob-
vious.

“Sometimes,” he went on, “it is a prize
fight, sometimes just an individual or a
business deal. A baseball game, with fifty
thousand dollars at stake”—he looked mean-
ingly at each of the men—*%js far too im-
portant to be left to chance. That is where
my organization comes in. For a very
moderate remuneration we entirely eliminate
any chance of our client sustaining a loss.
We fix matters quietly and confidentially.
But our clients always win.”

Judge Walters was the first to break the
tense silence.
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(Continued from page 34)

With two strikes and two balls called,
Hardy connected for a long drive into center
field. It had all the earmarks of an easy
two-bagger and brought the fans to their
feet. There was a second’s silence as Gomiz,
the Pureintaste ficlder, leaped high into the
air, neatly spiked the ball and made a per-
fect throw to second. Callahan was caught
napping and the side was out. ank

Mayor Kelly sighed bitterly as he s
back into his seat. “It's uncanny the wag
that Pureintaste team plays,” he remarke
in a puzzled tone. “Uncanny!”

“Cheer up, Frank,” Judge Walters com-
forted him. “Callahan will hold 'them and
we're still in the lead. The game's as good
as over now.” .

The crowd lost no time in telling Callahan
what a bum he was. Their razzing had the
effect of shaking the confidence which had
sustained him throughout the game, and it
was with a feeling of nervousness t at he
faced Chapman, the Pureintaste shortstop, 1n
the second half of the ninth. .

Chapman fouled the first two balls, adding
to Callahan’s nervousness, The next four
tosses were wide and Chapman walked.

Gomez disdainfully passed up one and
then dropped a single in short left, Chapman
going to second.

Maheck, the next man up, _made a safe
bunt and the bases were full, with none out.

The fans were again on their feet, cheer-
ing wildly, as Schultz stepped to the plate.
Tall and powerfully built, he handled his bat
with an ease and sureness that now scemed
to Callahan an ominous warning.

The Superiors’ catcher signaled for a fagt
one, inside. Callahan negatively shook his

head. Instead, he insisted upon a slow drop.

The ball dipped perfectly, but Schultz,
timing his swing accurately, connected with
it. There was a soul-satisfying solidness to
the impact as bat met ball.

“He’s knocked it over the fence!” screamed
the crowd deliriously.

Chapman, Gomez, Maheck "and Schultz
playfully rounded the bases, bringing in four
runs.

In justice to Mayor Kelly, it must be re-
ported that he took defeat like a man. W}th
his head held high, his chin up and walking
with the slight swagger familiar to his
townspeople, he strode to the plate to fulfil
his agreement.

Scroggins, smiling broadly and looking as
genial and good-natured as a kind-hearted
philanthropist, met him there. .

A group of policemen kept the cheering,
jeering, hilarious crowd from swamping the
two men, Only the reporters were close
enough to hear the conversation.

“A clean sweep for you, Mr. Scroggins,”
said the Mayor. “Permit me.” He reachqd
toward his mouth, but Scroggins grasped his
hand.

“Keep them, Kelly,” he said. He drew a
large tube of toothpaste from his pocket and,
handed it to the Mayor. “And keep: them.
bright and clean with Pureintaste.”

Kelly grinningly accepted the offering.
“Thanks,” he said. ““And now about my——"

“Sh!” Scroggins warned, stepping_closer
to Kelly and whispering in his ear. “I think
you’ve learned your lesson. New Cranford
needs an experienced Mayor. One who
realizes that honesty is the best policy. If
you'd like to tackle the job from that
angle ”

“Shake,” agreed Mayor Kelly, extending
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his hand with a heartfelt sigh of relief.

And that’s the way the newspaper photog-
raphers snapped them.

“] haven’t had so much fun since I was
a kid,” confided Robert Lee Scroggins to
John Scott, his Director of Sales. “Every-
thin~ worked out exactly as I planned it.
Pureintaste has gotten a million dollars’
worth of publicity already. And the News
Reel people took pictures of the game, too!”

“We've had a thirty percent increase in
sales,” stated Scott, “and jobbers are tele-
graphing their orders from »”

“And the best part of it,” continued Scrog-
gins exuberantly, “is the way those wise-guy
politicians played right into my hand! How
they jumped at that baseball game wager!”

“T used to play baseball when I was in
college,” said Scott. “If I hadn’t seen it
with my own eyes I'd never have believed it
possible to take an ordinary bunch of fac-
tory boys and whip them into a real team
in less than a week. It's amazing! We
certainly were lucky to have such material
lying around!”

“Lucky !” echoed Scroggins, laughing until
the tears streamed down his cheeks. “Lucky ?”
he repeated, looking at Scott reproachfully.
“How many times must I remind you that
luck has little to do with success? It’s fore-
sight that counts, Scott. Foresight! I spent
most of my vacation last summer scouting
around for that talent. Picked ’em up here
and there—the cream of a dozen different
bush league teams. Of course I had to offer
them a little special inducement in the mat-
ter of salary. But they certainly earned it
today!”

Mr. Scott looked admiringly at his chief.

“It’s sheer genius, sir,” he said with un-
mistakable sincerity.

Where Life Begins

“Of course”—flushing a little—I always
want my baking to be perfect.” ,

“Oh! I thought—well, a little muck won’t
hurt 'em. I can brush that off.” Th‘EY
laughed and Bob said: “Come on. I
empty the basket and take you home.”

“And be late for work? You'll do nothing
of the kind. You can empty the basket if
you like—I'm dying to see the cottage since
you added the kitchen—but I can walk bac{{.
I don’t mind it at all. Really, Bob, I'd
rather.”

There was an interval of silence as_they
stood gazing at each other, Then, suddenly,
she turned away and Bob followed bher
through the trees, wondering at the startled
look that had come into her eyes. Surely,
he thought, after the months she’d known
him, after the dozens of times she’d been in
his grove—true, there’d been men working
before, or Jess had been there, they’d never
been alone—but, well, she needn’t get
panicky. From now on—

“Oh, I think it’s wonderful, Bob. I had
no idea—"

He looked up. They were in the clearing,
at the rear of the house. “Oh, that? Second-
hand lumber. Thought I might as well put
a porch on while I had the material.”

“It's lovely,” she said. “Anyone would
think you were married, the way things
are fixed. Just like a woman would want
them.”

_A gentle breeze, coming in through the
kitchen windows, chased wisps of chestnut
hair across her cheeks. Bob shrugged.
“Don’t give me too much credit; they're
your ideas.”

“I did say something about a cupboard in
the corner, didn’t I?”

“And a pump inside ‘until you can have
running water’ and ‘a sink right beside the

(Continued from page 11)

pump, with a drain-board’ and ‘lots of win-
dows, with little short curtains—'"”

He expected her to laugh about that but
instead, he saw her lips begin to quiver.
She went to the window and, pretty soon,
her head was in her arms and she was sob-
bing.

“Louise! What’s wrong?” He was be-
side her and because things were happening
within him, eonly the tips of his fingers
touched her.

“I—I guess I'm foolish, Bob,”—she was
dabbing at her eyes and a smile was strug-
gling through—‘but I've wanted things so
long, the kind of things you see pictures of
in magazines, the things they have in cities
—conveniences. And when I saw your
kitchen, just as I planned it—"

“Hardly citified,” was his laughing com-
ment, “or like magazine pictures.”

“But it’s convenient and easy to clean.
That’s what I mean. It’s drudgery I hate.
And monotony—the humdrum drag of try-
ing and never succeeding.”

BOB knew what she meant. Dad Fleming
had been Mulford’s grove manager until a
tractor he was driving turned over back-
wards and made him a helpless cripple.
Since then, with a few chickens and green
vegetables, the Flemings had found it in-
creasingly difficult to make ends meet.
“Sometimes,” she went on, “I think Il
go mad if I don’t get away from it. I've
never seen a city larger than Miami. But
I want to. I want to see big ones, where
there’s movement and life and sound, some-
thing to make you feel glad to be alive.”
Bob smiled. “That’s the way 1 feel abeut
these orange groves, Louise. Just think:
somewhere, someone plants a sour-orange
seed. It sprouts and leaves appear and

gradually darken, as the stem gets harder
and roots spread out for moisture and food.
Then a bud is grafted to the seedling from
a sweet orange tree and grows, eventually,
to a beautiful tree itself. Blossoms come on
and, after them, the fruit, as sweet and fresh
as the blossoms. Birds build nests in the
branches and rear their young and are con-
tent to stay, year after year.

“There’s nothing about it that’s spasmodic.
It’s all been gradual, but constant. And the
sounds that go with it are that way too—
blending and soothing. They match the
movement, the constant movement of things
that are alive and growing. There’s nothing
raucous or blatant about them, no great
blasts, no popping-off of whistles, no clatter
of air-hammers. Rather, it's a symphony,
that grips and stirs and makes one strive for
the sheer joy of being a part of it.”

“You make it beautiful,” she said quietly.

“Jt is beautiful!”

«perhaps. But I want to see the other
side too—your side. John said we’d go_to
New York on our honeymoon and I'm
crazy to go!” .

She turned again toward the open window,
resting her elbows there and cupping hq.:r
chin in open palms. Bob saw eagerness in
the smooth profile and wistfulness but, to
him, it seemed more like a child’s who was
waiting for Sant? Cl:ausi rather than a
woman’s, waiting for her lover.

Outside, loose boards rumbled loudly. A
car had crossed the bridge over the irriga-
tion ditch and was speeding up the lane
through the orange trees. .

«It’s John!” the girl said, running past
him to the porch. She had that startled
look on her face that Bob had seen a few
minutes earlier, out there on the ditch-bank.

(Continued on page 36)
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(Continued from page 35)

A car door slammed and Young Padrick
came around the cormer of the house, im-
maculate in flannels and sport shoes. He
frowned when he saw Louise.

“Ready?” he asked, curtly. Then, seeing
her flush: “Hello, Kendal.”

“Howdy,” Bob answered.
come in?”

“No, haven’t time.
father will be worried.”

She hesitated, the flush deepening, but
finally she said: “May I have my basket,
Bob?” :
. “Surely!” He went to empty it, boiling
inside, and when he returned, John said
crisply: “Crop looks good, Kendal; you’re
lucky—having early fruit.”

“T'd be burnt up if it wasn’t,"—Bob was
helping Louise down the steps, thinking of
the October note—“and if we don’t get some
;ta.lin; Soon, I may wish it was earlier than

“Why not make it earlier?” Padrick sug-.
gested. -

“Spray with arsenic?”

“It’s done.” ’

“Not in this county—with Jesse Donald-"
son a deputy.” )

“Won’t you

Come, Louise, your

LOUISE turned quickly. “You wouldn't
anyway, Bob Kendal. Arsenic doesn’t ripen,
nor sweeten; it simply reduces the acid con-
terll‘t so the fruit will pass State tests—"

Prowdlng,” John cut in, “the inspector
al(:, utl’l’e packing house doesn’t catch’ up with
. “Even if he doesn’t,” Louise insisted, “it
Just throws a lot of tasteless fruit on the
;n,arket to give Florida citrus a bad name—
it SB ulx)xfimr!”

ob laughed. “So i
people get away wit.h%’r ¢ many things—that

September passed. The coral roads, white
and blazing in the sun, were thick with dust.
_Clouds of it lifted from the wheels of pass-
ing traffic and scattered behind like ashes
on the dry weeds and grass. The muck on
the ploughed land dried to bits of cork and,
on the raw prairie beyond Kendal’s grove,
gll;lt_aat cracks opened where the earth’s seared

in had stretched and broken. Old heads
sniffed anxiously for news of rain.

Bob,s crop thanks to its iet; » Was
) ear]y variety

maturmg 1n spite of the handlcap The 1aSt
Spl'aylng had 3

Dbeen accomplished with Steve
I;I‘ulford’s equipment and é)rew. Steve, oddly
2t‘;vgh,,had been unusually accommodating.
it tojn t cost you much, Bob,”—it was the
brs . mﬁe the old man had ever called him
rggull:r ::t name—*“just pay my men their
gl ages and fix the spray material
Qurself. That'll save time and labor and
ztal:'te ] ei su:g of a good mixture.” Bob had
Starts “;_ ank him but Steve brushed it
e, orget it, Son. You've had a hard
pull elre. He left the young man staring
into :nc oud of dust. “If he's a rascal, that’s
’I‘hey 'wl?ii to show it,” Bob thougi:t.
tober D]l;:) i g started in the middle of Oc-
of ficld 3 A and Jesse stood by as the stack
were disc::a €S got higher and higher. They
t00 gous ssing the quality, which was none
o gan’t’ and the, probable yield.
big depur.;v'nt g:lfltltet:lm ﬁn e per yrect, the
g°:tB flt;uit y Frunted. Better be glad you've
ob laughed., “Don’t
Jeﬁs]'lea}:g“'re wrong aboult)eS§:\$2.”a gloom,
Hope s0 but I don’t believe it.

He'’s too . ac
fingers Smart to let this slip- through his

In town, th

long belt into e fruit moved slowly up the

the packing-house; the young

He thought of what Jess i

. . h

lStt amused hlm, to think othhe ;gcshaife: I:s‘
eve Mulford’s fingers. A door opened at

the far end of the building and a man came
out with a test tube in his hand, motioning
for Bob to come over. A moment of silence
as Bob looked through the glass tube into
the light. Then, briefly, at his elbow, the
word, “Arsenic!”

Bob laughed, expecting a joke, but the
eyes he saw were level, accusing, and his
temples began to pound, fiercely.

“Impossible!” He shouted the word over
the din of the grading machines but the man
simply lifted his eyebrows and .sald.some-,
thing about *“Evidence” and “No mistake’
and, over his head, the man’s arm. waved
and the machinery stopped.

To Bob, the world stoppgd'too. “1 tell
you, it can’t be! All I own is in that grove.
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Solution to Cross-Word Puzzle
(See page 32)
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1 pulled it out of the weeds, worked it with
my own hands, slaved like a dog to get a
grop on it. Do you'thmkl’d risk it for—
or— )

The inspector shrugged. “You did the
spraying?”’ :

“T couldn’t.
the mixture; Steve Mulford’s crew sprayed
it.”
“Pretty clever—"

“What do you mean?”
forward. .

] mean you can’t prove anything on
Mulford.” .

“Why can't I? I know what they did;
they switched sprays—"

“Prove it!”

Bob opened his mouth to speak, then
nodded slowly. “I see. No witnesses,
Nothing but my word against his. That
means the whole crop—"

«Must be destroyed.”

In a daze, Bob drove back. He stopped
at the Warden’s cottage and Jesse came out
and, leaning over the door of the truck,
listened to the story.

“«Wait"—he advised when Bob suggested
going immediately to Steve Mulford—“until
you get some evidence. It's one thing to
suspect, m’lad,.it’s another to know and it’s
somethin’ else to prove it to a jury.”

, l;‘Juryi‘, What do I care about a jury?
I ~1!

“Hold on, young fella. No use gettin’
excited. You’ll only get in a jam.”

“But Jess, you don’t know what it means
—to lose everything.”

“No? Think a minute.”

“Well, maybe you do, at that.
had a job, you could go on—"

“Haven’t you?”

“The ploughing?”

“Sure.”

“But the note’s due this month, I
couldn’t possibly make enough—"

Bob took a step

But you
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I was working. But I made .

The Elks Magazine

“Hell! Cross that bridge when you come
to it. It’ll cost money to put you off and

take time. Steve expects you to get dis-
couraged- and quit.”

“Yeah?”

HYeah.”

Bob rammed the starter button. Il
stay till I’'m blasted out!”

Jesse, laughing, stepped aside and watched
until the truck had disappeared across the
Main Canal.

Early the next morning, Bob drove on
to the Blue Heron. Mink came over just
as he cut off the motor.

“Hello, Kendal. Come for your tractor?”

“Hardly,” Bob answered, stepping down
from his truck. “I came to go to work.”

“Not here. Can’t use you.”

“Why? Job closed down?”

“Oh no, we're still working.”

“Well, what’s the matter? Wasn’t my
work—? Listen, Mink, this arsenic business
hasn’t anything to do with it, has it?”

Mink nodded. “The other boys wouldn’t
like it.”

“Working with a crook, eh?” Bob’s laugh
was harsh and the superintendent walked
off without further comment.

Later, with his tractor loaded on the truck,
Bob pulled up by the general store and
crossed the road to his mail box, perched
with the others, on a long rail, like a row
of setting hens. The farmers who were
there either found their mail unusually in-
teresting or hurried off. “Strange,” he
thought, “how whisperings travel.” His own
box was empty and he knocked it shut with
his fist, walking back toward the truck,
under the awning that stretched across the
store front. Louise came out as he passed
the entrance.

“Louise!” He leaned toward her, smiling
hopefully, then drew back. “You've heard|”

“Yes,"—coolly.

“You believe it?”

“I’d rather not but—"

“But what?” )

“Qh, Bob, don’t you remember? When
John suggested the arsenic?”

"“Do you think I was serious?” :

“I can’t help remembering what you said
about people getting away with things.”

He started to explain but she stopped
him. “Please. Let’s not discuss it—here.”

“All right, let’s go home. We can talk
on the way.”

She shook her head. “John is waiting.”
And, presently, Bob saw them smiling at
each other as they drove away.

SOMETHIN G went out of him then and his
feet lagged. There was nothing to go home
for anyway ;. the trees would be stripped and
the fruit destroyed. He’d rather be away
when that happened; off someplace, where
he’d be alone.

“Steve expects you to quit.” The words
came back as clearly as if they had just
been spoken. “John too,” he thought and
his fingers curled into fists. If he could only
find some evidence, some definite proof of
his innocence. - But where? Would there be
traces of arsenic on Steve’s spray equipment ?
After thirty days? Unlikely. Mulford was
too clever. Yet, there might be something
else—even the wise ones left clues sometimes.
He'd have a look anyway . . . tonight . ..
in Steve’s barn. .. . Maybe he’d find some-
thing. There wasn’t much chance, to be
sure, but there was a hope and even that
made him feel better.

He lifted his head. It was a perfect day,
all blue and gold, and suddenly he remem-
bered what Jess had said about the quan-
tities of fish in the canals beyond the Range
Line. “Why not?” he thought, “I’ve plenty
of time for once and I’ll be alone that way
—to think.”

He went back to the store for tackle and,
at the counter, someone came up to speak

(Continued on page 38)




















































