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EDITORIAL

LET’S NOT LOSE IT

ROM the earliest days of the Order’s history,
the subordinate Lodges have made a special
nation-wide event of their provisions for the
poor and needy of their communities at

Christmas. It has been an exceptional case among them

when bountiful baskets have not been distributed, or a

Christmas tree has not been provided for under-privileged

children, or some other form of helpful beneficence has

not been undertaken, in fitting tribute to the Feast of

Universal Good Will.

Only those who have been personally active in these
charitable enterprises can know how such experiences
deepen and soften the nobler sentiments and stir the
impulses to other deeds of kindliness. And these, in turn,
are naturally reflected, in a spreading circle, in the more
generous observance of the season by others.

So many Elks are engaged each year in some con-
nection with these fraternal activities, that the splendid
Christmas spirit which is encouraged and stimulated by
them becomes all pervasive throughout the Order’s mem-
bership. And that spirit is too fine, too wholesome and
uplifting, to be lost or to be permitted to flag.

Christmas is again approaching. Unhappily there are
many more thousands than usual to whom the Order’s
material helpfulness will mean much, not only in physical
comfort but in the realization that they are being carried
in the kindly thoughts of their more fortunate fellowmen.
The charitable need is greater, perhaps, than ever before.
It should be met by a greater generosity.

It is true that many of the Lodges are struggling with
unusual burdens and problems of their own, which are
born of the same conditions which have increased the
humanitarian demands upon all service agencies. But
even the most burdened can do something worth while.
And this is no time to falter in those seasonal charities
which have so distinguished our Order through the years.

Not only should special efforts be made this year to
carry on this fine service because of the great need

which is so general; but also because of what 1t means
to Elks themselves. The Elk Christmas Spirit 1s a
splendid fraternal tradition. Let’s not lose it,

FRATERNITY HAS
PLAYED ITS PART

N an extended editorial recently published in
one of the country’s most widely read weeklies,
appreciative comment was made on th.e growth
and development in America of what it termed

the “social conscience;” apq on th'e fact_ thfzt today, as

never before, men are reahzﬁmg their obllga}tlor}s to th.e11:
fellows and are discharging those obligations wit
g ity.
gre’?;? ;e(?setr(::saszal student 'of our history will ‘conﬁrm
the asserted fact. The creation of great foundat‘lons for
scientific research for the betterment f’f' humanity; the
establishment of hospitals a'nd free Clll‘ll’CSi the endovil-
ment of educational institutions; the building of puphc
libraries; the maintenance of art museums; the dedica-
tion of public parks and playgrounds; these and many
other similar deeds of bene.iicer}ce have come.to be ex-
pected incidents in the distr'lbutlon of substantial estates.

It is quite naturally a subject of com'ment wl.wn one of

large means fails to devote some portion of his accumu-

lated wealth to the public welfare. . .

These great benefactions are demon_stratwg evidences
of that expanding social conscience with whlch'men' of
wealth today generally regard their human relanonshl[?s.
And the same proof is lo be foEmd, less strikingly dis-
played but none the less con‘cluslve. as to those of more
limited opportunities, in their numberless acts of social
service. Humanity has hecome more humane.

There have been many factors which have contributed
to this result; and it \voyld, perhaps, be invidious to
suggest comparisons. But it may be very justly claimed
that organized fraternity has played a tremendously
important part. ‘

All such organizations have consistently taught, and
inspired the practical exemplification of, the universal
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brotherhood of man. And they have done this in a pe-

culiarly effective way, through the fraternal activities of .

their members, which have reached into the hearts and
lives of countless thousands, imbuing them with a higher
consciousness of the duty man owes to man by mere
virtue of his membership in the great human family.

Like a mighty leaven this particular influence has
been steadily at work, not ostentatiously but effectively,
contributing to the wider acceptance of its benevolent
doctrines. While no claim can be made that the ideal
has been achieved, yet one may contemplate with deep
satisfaction what has been accomplished. And every
fraternalist must feel pride in the part which fraternity
has played and is playing in the development of this
enlarged social conscience.

P

LIFE BEGINS AT

N recent months much has been said and writ-
ten about the time at which “life begins.”
Biographical sketches, comedies, and special
articles have played upon the theme with more

or less humor. But in all seriousness, and in the larger

meaning of the term, it is a most important question
in the life of every individual,

Physically life begins at a time fixed by biological
facts, from which moment it is recognized and protected
by law. But in those aspects which involve the conscious
enjoyment of life’s fullest experiences, there is no definite
age at which it may be said to open up for such an-
joyment. It only depends upon one’s own spirit and
purpose.

If one, at any stage of his maturity, will but deter-
mine that he will face the world with courage and a
high heart, resolved to fight for the happiness and the
compensations for which he may rightfully strive—from
that moment a new life begins in al] its promise; and
it begins afresh with every new day that such undaunted
spirit is maintained, or is jtself newly born.

It is not a matter of age as courited by birthdays. It
is not a question of how many or how few the years that
may seemingly lie ahead. That is on the laps of the
Gods. It is merely a matter of sustained mental and
spiritual attitude. The Years vouchsafed in fact may be
few; success may not come as the world accounts it;

sorrows may multiply in place of the happiness sought.
But so long as a gallant fight is made, the fight itself,
and the joyous satisfaction in the consciousness that one
does his best, constitute what may justly be termed real
living.

If this were not true, human life would lose much of
its meaning and promise. It would invite those who
might regard themselves as failures at some arbitrarily
fixed age, to cease to hope or to strive; and then real
life would also cease and develop into mere existence.

Paradoxical as it may sound, it is never too late in
life to begin.

BUDGETS

HE word budget is an old one, of course. But
2|l in the last year or two conditions have brought

\ it into much more general use. The marked

curtailment of practically all incomes has
necessitated the more careful consideration of expendi-
tures, in order to prevent disastrous indebtedness. This
naturally involves wise budgeting by many who have
not previously been much concerned with such a business
precaution.

In recognition of the wisdom of such practice, the
Grand Lodge Statutes require the Trustees, or Special
Budget Committee, of each subordinate Lodge to present,
at the first regular meeting in June of each year, a segre-
gated budget, setting forth the estimated receipts from
all sources and the proposed expenditures available
therefrom. When such budget has been adopted, it may
not be disregarded except by a two-thirds vote at a
regular meeting.

A number of the Lodges are now facing debts, due to
the Grand Lodge or to general creditors, which have
accrued through failure to obey these statutory require-
ments. This condition should be corrected as speedily
as possible. And it can be done only by a careful re-
vision of budgets, by which such debts are given prefer-
ential place as obligations over all expenditures other
than those absolutely essential to the economical admin-
istration of the Lodge’s required functions,

This is not only a matter of good business but of
common honesty; and it should be given prompt atten-
tion by every subordinate Lodge of the Order.
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“REGULAR”

Reporting the Outstanding Act of
Friendship for October

BY FREDERICKSBURG, VA., LopGE No. 875

OME Dads are neither “born” nor “step”’—they’re
just “regular.”

And a little, thirteen-year-old girl in Fredericksburg,
Va., will tell you that the last mentioned kind have
really meant the most to her. First, there was her own
Dad, whom she never knew, then a Step-Dad who was
warping her life; and today there are “regular” Dads—
311 of them—who are changing her entire future, even
though she would not know one of them if she met him
on the street!

Nor would they know her. Yet the Elks of Fredericks-
burg Lodge No. 875, have succeeded in establishing in
this child’s mind a necessary image which has been sadly
missing up to now—they have made her believe that she
is of value to the world—that THEY care about her
welfare and development and will not fail her, as the
other Dads have done.

Perhaps they knew that there are some ten thousand
vagabond children who are roving these United States,
traveling in side-door pullmans; foraging for food; and
sleeping around “jungle” camp-fires. That these girls and
boys, who are between nine and fourteen years of age, have
left their homes and struck out for themselves because
those homes were broken up. That their communities had
no place for them and that as misfits they had no value
and no one cared. It would have been mighty easy for
this little child in Fredericksburg to have become one of
this sad army.

She had been separated from her unmarried mother at
birth, so a “real” Dad meant nothing to her. At the age
of nine, when her mother married, she was brought to the
new home to meet a “step” Dad—but it all too soon de-
veloped that the motive was to throw the burden of the
household labors upon her childish shoulders. Before long
there were drunken sprees and beatings from both the
mother and step-father—and after a while the little girl
revolted and ran away. But she was brought back;
beaten again because she used wood to heat water that
she might wash her clothes. With the marks of the strap
still showing upon her face, neck and shoulders, this child
was brought into Juvenile Court—facing a possible com-
mitment to a state institution—upon her mother’s and
step-father’s complaint of incorrigibility.

But the Judge before whom she appeared was a kindly.
far-seeing man. So far as he could discover she had
broken no law, either real or moral, and he had learned
to read honesty, pride and self-respect in children’s faces.
He cared enough to have faith in this little girl’s grim
story and to check it—and he came to believe that what
she needed most was a chance. Because he was an Elk,
he had an organization at hand to help him save this child
—so he introduced her to some ‘“regular” Dads. They
began with new clothes—the first complete outfit she had
ever had—available at cost through a Brother Elk who
managed a clothing store. And what a difference they
made! A gay, happy, youngster, eager to go back to the
school she had shunned through shame for her ragged and
soiled clothing!  VYet, this temporary material aid was
only the beginning.

For many of the Elks of Lodge No. 875 are “real”
Dads, and thgy have a conviction that girls and boys need
a home environment which no institution can possibly
give. So they set about the somewhat problematical task
of salvaging this child’s home! This was striking at the
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DADS

Stories by
Holcomb Hollister

root of the difficulty—and they began by setting a new
standard of parenthood before that mother and step-
father through a reprimand and lecture from the Judge.
They followed this by a definite understanding that Lodge
No. 875 intended to see to it that that standard was ad-
hered to—and the fact that so influential a group of citi-
zens are interested and concerned in the future of this little
girl is creating a new family tie that is saving—not one—
but THREE people.

Such Acts of Friendship are boomerangs for years to
come. The unfortunate children who grow up without
homes and the children who have “real” Dads to guard
them must meet life side by side—and the fewer there
are in the first group, the safer the second will be. The
members of Lodge No. 875 will tell you that there is a
lot of relish in being “regular” Dads to unknown unfortu-
nates—it don’t take much but a heap o’ carin’!

ACTS of FRIENDSHIP!

ALL Lodge reports are read by the Grand Exalted Ruler and by
his Secretary. They are credited to the Lodge on a tally sheet,
and placed in one of nine geographical files, Each week they are
read and appraised by each member of the special committee Serving
at the request of the Grand Exaited Ruler, and the Committee as
a whole selects the outstanding Acts. The Exalted Rulers of the
reporting Lodges thus selected are requested by telegraph to mail
full details with local color, from which stories may be prepared.
The letters are considered and, by process of elimination, the ones
to be publicized are determined,
The Committee having this big task and rare privilege are:
Charles J. O'Hara, P.E.R,, Los Angeles, Calif., Lodge No. 99-

C.NP_ lI;I;:?el})stlr)c% PER, Huntington Park, Calif., Lodge
o. , P.D.D,

J. Murray Durham, P.ER., Glendale, Calif., Lodge No. 1289.
EXALTED RULER PLEASE NOTE: gg SURE TO IDEN-

TIFY EACH REPORT BY LODGE ~ IF TELE-
GRAPHIC REPORT IS IMI\!"IIX;\CTICEEIBJIIYII:‘.BEET IT BE BY
L.

MERITORIOUS

R EPORTS from these Lodges

¢ arres| : Grand
Exalted Ruler’s Committee: ted the attention of the

Lorain, Ohio, No. 1301
gsht‘?ville, North Carolina, No. 1401
E:all(lrngham, Washington, No. 194
~€ntro, California, No. 1325
Brainerq, Minnesota, No. 615
Peekskill, New York’ No‘ 744
Muscatine, Iowa, No’. 304'
Ontario, California, No. 1419
Greenville, Pennsylvaniél No. 145
Sterling, Illinois, No 121,8 .
Marshfield, Oregon No 1160
Montrose, Colorad(’) N<.) 1053
Hou'slon, Texas, No’. 151‘
gzl(l)lrnlgham, Washington, No. 194
Bl.idgeon, New Jersey, No. 1405
Port, Connecticut, No. 36
Laconla, New Hampshire, No. 876
Oroville, California, No. ;484
Jackson, Michigan, No. 113
Everett, Massachusetts, No. 642
Sanford, Florida, No. ;241
Lebanon, Pennsylvania, No. 631
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News of the State Associations

Vermont

ABOUT 75 delegates, representing the 10
Lodges of the Order in Vermont, attended
the annual meeting of the Vermont State
Elks Assn. held in Rutland. and elected
Lawrence F. Edgerton of Springfield, Presi-
dent. The other officers for the coming
year are: 1st Vice-Pres., Arthur L. Graves,
St. Johnsbury; 2nd Vice-Pres., James E.
Burns, Montpelier; 3rd Vice-Pres.,, G. E.
Charron, St. Albans; Secy., Kemp N. Saun-
ders, Springfield, and Treas., F. L. Linsen-
meir, Burlington.

The business meeting followed a° dinner
served in the Home of Rutland Lodge, No.
345. After the election of officers, several
prominent guests of the Association ad-
dressed the gathering, among them being
Past Grand Exalted Ruler John F. Malley,
Chairman of the Elks National Foundation
Trustees; E. Mark Sullivan, Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary;
John F. Burke, 3rd Vice-Pres. of the Mass,
State Elks Assn., and Harry E, Gleason,
PER. of Brookline, Mass., Lodge.

Considerable time was spent in discussion
of a campaign, fostered by Rutland Lodge,
in which old books and magazines will be
sold for aid in the support of a camp at
Goshen for crippled children. Retiring Pres.
John J. Cocklin is Chairman of the Com.
mittee. The camp is primarily for the after-
care of victims of infantile paralysis, Chil-
dren are sent there each season from various
hospitals throughout the section on medical
recommendation and are cared for without
charge. The camp is prepared to handle 150
children at the present time. It has un-
limited possibilities, 250 acres of land being
at the disposal of the camp authorities, (A
photograph of this splendid institution was
published in last month’s issue—Ed.)

John J. Cocklin, Past Pres.

Wisconsin

AT its Annual Convention held in Manj-
towoc, the Wisconsin State Elks Assn. re-
newed its pledge to aid the crippled children
of the State and voted to continue the work
as the main objective of the Association. The
suggestion of Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Floyd E. Thompson, Chairman of the Grand
Lodge State Associations Committee, for the
organization of 365 clubs, was adopted. In
addition a plan was approved for a crippled
children’s week in Wisconsin in which every
Lodge in the State would participate in some
form of entertainment, the proceeds to be
turned over to the Crippled Children’s Com.-
mittee.

Grand Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannen
was present from Los Angeles, and delivered
a fine address at the Convention banquet,
which was attended by about 400, Ex.
Governor A. G. Schemedeman of Madison
Lodge was another prominent guest.

Menasha, Two Rivers and Beloit Lodges
were the winners of prizes in the parade, in
which 12 bands and a large delegation of
marchers from many Lodges of the State
participated.

The officers elected for the ensuing year
are as follows: Pres, Myron E. Schwartz,
Two Rivers; Vice-Pres’s: N. E, R, W.
Mills, Fond du Lac; N. W., W. Del Curtis,
Wausau; South, Ray Rockey, Madison;
At Large, Julius P. Heil, Milwaukee; Secy.,
Theodore Benfey, Sheboygan; Treas., Lou
Uecker, Antigo. Trustees: Edward W.
Mackey, Manitowoc; William F. Schad, Mil-
waukee; A. J. Geniesse, Green Bay; Ray C,
Dwyer, La Crosse, and J. W. Selbach, Eau
Claire. Pres. Schwartz has announced the
appointments of the Rev. Henry Halinde,
Green Bay, as Chaplain; V. M. Landgraf,

Menasha, Tiler; H. A. Sharpe, Green Bay,
Inner Guard, and William U. Rutherford,
Manitowoc, Sergeant-at-Arms.

E. W. Mackey, Past Pres.

Nevada

THE Ninth Annual Convention of the
Nevada State Elks Assn. was .hcld at Las
Vegas on Oct. 11, 12 and 13, with all of the
six Lodges of the State represented by 160
delegates. Visiting Elks from all over the
State and from Bishop and Bridgeport,
Calif,, also attended. Long Beacl}, Calif.,
Lodge sent a delegation of 100 of its mem-
bers. The meeting was highly successjul
both from a social and business standpoint.

Among the distinguished guests present
were Past State Pres. Harley A. Harmon of
Las Vegas; P.D.D. William B. Evans of
Tonopah; and P.E.R.’s Harry E. Stewart, of
Reno; A. W. Crane, of Phoenix, Ariz., J u_dge
Edwards, Ely, and Carl G. Krock, of King-
man, Ariz.

Tl;e Association voted to award a $100
scholarship to some deserving boy or girl
student at the University of Nevada and re-
quested every Lodge to furn.lslg fresh milk
to undernourished children within the State.
A resolution was passed congratulating
Grand Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannon on
his stand to eradicate Communism in the
United States, and advocating that the Ne-
vada Lodges follow the Grand Exalted
Ruler’s lead in stamping out the evil.

The social features were many, including
a visit to the great Boulder Dam, a street
dance, banquets, and the Grand Ball given
by Las Vegas Lodge on the last day. On
the latter occasion, before an audlencq of
2,000 people, State Secy. John Madison
Gray introduced Governor Morley Griswold,
a member of Elko Lodge, who presented
cups to the winners of the Ritualistic
Contest,

Reno Lodge won the Degree Team cup for

the third time, making the percentage of
99.6 as its score, and now retains permanent
possession of the trophy. The winners of
the individual cups were as follows: H. L.
Manente, Reno, E.R.’s cup; C,hester Scran-
ton, Reno, Est. Lead. Knight’s cup; Gene
Slavin, Tonopah, Est. Loyal Knight s_cup,
and Don Shaver, Ely, Est. Lect. Knight’s
cup.
Following are the officers elected for the
ensuing yeagr: Pres., Dr. J. C. Cherry: Gold-
field; Vice-Pres., T. L. Withers, Reno; Secy.-
Treas., Paul Kastner, Tonopah, and Trustee
for a three-year term, S. H. Cooper, Reno.
Next year's Convention will be held at Ely
on a date to be fixed by the officers of the
Asen. John M. Gray, Correspondent

California

FOURTEEN hundred Elks, including 732
del?gates and alternates, assembled in Sacra-
mento on October 4, 5 and 6 to take part
in the 20th Annual Convention of the Cali-
fornia State Elks Assn. The Hon. Frank F.
Merriam, Governor of California, was pres-
ent and Mayor Thomas P. Scollan welcomed
the visitors in behalf of the City.

The business session on the first day was
opened at 10 A.M. by Pres. J. Thomas
Crowe of Tulare. All of the Trustees and
Vice-Presidents, together with the other
officers, were on hand. After the roll call
and the salute to the Flag, annual reports
were made. The Ritualistic Contest was
held in the afternoon and evening. San
Diego Lodge was the winner of the State
Cup for the third time, and the trophy is
now in the permanent possession of that

odge.

Ll?ﬁ:sno Lodge won the James M. Shanly

Cup and Salinas Lodge the M. E. Hoerlin
Cup. Memorial services were held under
the direction of Past Pres. F. Eugene Day-
ton of Salinas. The memorial address was
delivered by the Rev. David Todd Gillmor
of Stockton. Vocal and organ numbers
were rendered by members of Sacramento,
Oakland and Berkeley Lodges.

The afternoon was given over to golf,
bowling, card parties and entertainment for
the ladies. At 7:30 P.M. the annual banquet
in honor of the State President was held in
the Home of Sacramento Lodge, over 300
being present. Pres. Crowe’s speech was
broadcast over the State. Dancing followed
the banquet. .

At the second business session various
committees made their reports, showing that
marked progress had been made during the
past year. The Antlers Lodge of San Fran-
cisco was introduced and put on its ritual-
istic work, initiating two candidates. The
work was well done and called forth con-
gratulations from Pres. Crowe.

In the afternoon the ladies were taken on
a long auto ride to Sutter Fort and also to
the place where the first gold was found in
California. The annual Hi Jinks was held
in the City Auditorium at 8:30 P.M.,, and
proved to be splendid entertainment. After
the close of the show the Eleven O’Clock
Toast was given by E.R. Alex. Ashen of
Sacramento Lodge. An informal ball fol-
lowed in the Home of the Lodge. It was
thoroughly enjoyed by all who attended.

At the final session, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler William M. Abbott of San Francisco
addressed the assemblage under Good of the
Order. At this time Grand Exalted Ruler
Michael F. Shannon was escorted into the
meeting and given a royal reception. He
addressed the members on affairs of the
Order and explained what was being done
to check Communistic tendencies.

The next order of business was the elec-
tion of officers for the coming year, which
resulted as follows: Pres., Milton R. Stand-
ish, San Bernardino; Vice-Pres.'s: J. A.
Crawshaw, Hanford; Gerald B. Adrian,
Santa Barbara; Harry D. Hyde, Santa Ana;
R. B. Mueller, Susanville; Dr. John E.
Bohm, San Francisco; M. M. Swisher, Wat-
sonville. Trustees: Hal E. Willis, Sacra-
mento; Frank H. Pratt, Porterville; Joseph
K. Choate, Redlands; Secy., Richard C.
Benbough, San Diego, and Treas., Edward
J. Mahoney, Tulare. Following the installa-
tion of the officers, Pres. Standish made the
following appointments: Chaplain, the Rev.
David Todd Gillmor, Stockton; Tiler,
Thomas S. Abbott, Los Angeles, and Ser-
geant-at-Arms, Aubrey N. Irwin, Glendale.

The entertainment throughout the Con-
vention was lively and varied, with golf at
the Del Paso Country Club for the ladies, a
handball tournament at the Elks Athletic
Annex, the parade with its uniformed bodies,
bands and other exciting features, and the
Grand Ball in the Municipal Auditorium.

In the Drill Team contest, Oakland Lodge
had the winning score—95.8—with Pasa-
dena Lodge second, scoring 92.9. Bowling
honors went to Santa Monica Lodge, with
2771 pins, and San Francisco Lodge, with
2533 pins, in the 875 Divisions. In the 825
Division, Alameda Lodge won with 2657
pins. Monrovia Lodge with 2629, Alameda
Team No. 2 with 2569, and Long Beach
Lodge with 2226, won 2nd, 3rd and 4th
prizes respectively.

The Board of Trustees named Santa
Monica as the place of meeting in 1935. An
address by Pres. Standish closed what was
one of the most worth while and enjoyable
Conventions ever held by the California
Association.

Richard C. Benbough, Statc Secy.
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Should the Profit System

INDUSTRY, to repeat, has pulled us out
of every depression. I believe that it -will
pull us out of this one and in an unexpected
way. Sound business rests on the exchange
of goods, not only between the different sec-
tions of industry but also between agri-
culture and industry. The farm has reached
the point where it has to be reorganized in
a drastic fashion, and I think the reorgan-
ization of the farm to an industrial basis
will bring in another era of great prosperity.
By reorganizing the farm, I do not mean
the mere putting of a lot of machinery on
the farms as they now are. That would ac-
complish nothing at all. I mean the basic
reorganization of the farm so that it will
become a part of industry by supplying in a
large measure the raw materials that in-
dustry uses. If industry wants the farmer
to be its customer, then it must learn to be
the farmer’s customer.

I believe that industry and agriculture
are natural partners. Agriculture suffers from
lack of a market for its product. Industry
suffers from a lack of employment for its sur-
plus men. Bringing them together heals the
ailments of both. I see the time coming
when the farmer not only will raise raw ma-
terials for industry, but will do the initial
processing on his farm. He will stand on
both his feet—one foot on the soil for his
livelihood; the other in industry for the
cash he needs. Thus he will have a double
security, That is what I am working for.

The business of supplying food is no
longer great enough to give the farmers of
the country a livelihood. Once upon a time,
man was chiefly concerned with getting
enough to eat. The raising, exporting and
importing of foods was the greatest of
world occupations. Improvements in seeds
and methods of farming have demonstrated
to nations that they need not pay great

relicving Messrs. Tift and Watson of all
necessity to make good in the event the
scheme failed.

But the scheme did not fail, Starting
slowly—and thereby causing Mr. Slappey
some slight trepidation—interest in the lot-
tery mounted rapidly. The thousand mark
was reached and shortly thereafter the two
thousandth ticket was sold. Men and women
spent their extra dollars and, occasionally,
pooled their resources. They thought it was
a great joke, this method of evading the lot-
tery laws, and they trusted Mr. Slappey.

The first two thousand dollars were de-
posited in a leading bank to the credit of
the Cash Money Realty Corporation; be-
yond that, each dollar received was divided
three ways and certain of Florian’s creditors
breathed more easily. He repaid small loans
which had been made by such good friends
as J. Caesar Clump, Epic Peters, Dr. Brutus
Herring, Welford Potts and Eddie Fizz. Then
he bought a new suit and a pair of cream-
colored pants to match the incomparable
ones sported by Martingale B. Tift.

From this new eminence, he gazed down

(Continued from page 10)

transport charges for food but can_ raise
their needs at home. That is a step in the
right direction, for it serves to cheapen food.
But for the farmer it is the signal for read-
justment to the new conditions.

Some would persuade him that a way
can be found to restore the old conditions.
That, fortunately, is not so. The way out
is, as always, in the direction of progressive
change, which will lead to a greater and
more solid income than the farmer has ever
earned. No laws can stop the progress, once
the farmer discovers that he can make more
money expanding the use of his land than
by limiting it. He can e)gpand the use .of
his land by linking with industry to raise
that which industry requires. And farmers
always have been quick to grow the most
profitable crop. The farmers are the most
independent and resourceful citizens that we
have. They are accustomed to rely on
themselves.

I AM NOT speaking from books. I am
speaking from experience. For many years
we have been working on this problem at
Dearborn. For fifteen years we have spread
small factories through the countryside,
where the men could raise their food during
the time that they were not in the factory.
That is only one phase of the subject. We
went on to discover which of our factory

Be Sure to Read and
ACT ON the Important
CHRISTMAS OFFER
on Page 5 of this Issue
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(Continued from page 16)

with some disdain upon Gideon Chips. He
knew the big man hated him . . . but that
hatred was now tinctured with envy and
so Florian was happy. .

As the day for the drawing approached,
excitement mounted. Each ticket holder re-
garded himself as a potential Croesus. With
two thousand dollars safely in the bank,
Florian found himself already possessed of
slightly more than two hundred dollars
profit. He did not begrudge an equal proﬁt
to each of his associates. It had been their
idea in the first place and they had worked
—after a fashion—to put the thing across.
But Florian came to regard himself as a very
considerable person; a financier of parts an'd
if his manner because slightly strutful, his
friends forgave him. .

The mogning of the great drawing, Mr.
Slappey personally supervised the de_coratlgn
of The Sons and Daughters of I Will Arise
lodge rooms. Professor Aleck Champagne
volunteered the services of his Jazzphony
Orchestra for a little impromptu dancing
after the great affair, reserving only the
right to pass the hat at such intervals as he

Be Destroyed?

needs could be filled from the farm. Everyone
will agree that, if it be possible to grow
products which would otherwise have to be
mined, there is a national saving—for then
we do not draw upon exhaustible national
resources.

The scope of the experiments which we
are conducting at the Edison Institute is too
broad to set out here. We have found
enough to know that the real subject has as
yet been barely touched. Last year we had
7,400 acres planted to soy beans, on which,
for the time being, we are concentrating.
The beans are easy to grow and they yield
an oil which is exceedingly valuable. We
use it as a base for the enamel on our cars
and we painted our buildings at the Chicago
Fair with it. The growing of paint can be
a new and profitable farm industry. The
meal left over after the extraction of the
oil is a base for the modern science of
plastics. We press it into steering wheels,
gear shift knobs and a whole series of light
parts.

We are just beginning to find a few of the
uses for only one product—the soy bean.
We are going much further. The soy bean
is rich in nitrogen, and we are working our
way toward short-cutting many of the tra-
ditional farm operations. For instance, it
may be. possible so to arrange growths that
they will not exhaust the soil—so that they
will put back their own fertilizer. And we
are about to try some experiments looking
into the necessity for plowing. It may be
that we can do away with some of the farm
operations, in the same way that we have
done away with so many of the factory
operations.

The way is wide open to get out of all
our national troubles and go upon a plane
higher than ever before. OQOur care should
be not to block the way out.

deemed advisable. And Birmingham house-
wives wondered at the absence or indiffer-
ence of cooks and maids and chauffeurs,
never suspecting that each one held a lottery
ticket that threatened riches.

The conversation about town varied only
in minor detail:

“Jist boughten me another ticket fo’ the
lott’ry.”

“What number you got?”

“Two thousan’ six hund’ed an’ seven.”

“Humph! I got me a better number'n
that.”

“How come you say such?”

“Well, the other night I dremp I was

fishin’ on the Wa'ior river an’ a tarpoon
jumped at my hook, an'—”
“Quit, Foolish Feller; quit! They ain’t

no tarpoon in the Wa’ior.”

“No? Well, there was in
the book said . . .”

At one o’clock Mr. Slappey was driven
to the bank by his friends, Martingale B.
Tift and Spider Watson. Mr. Tift presented
Mr. Slappey with a wallet—a nice, new

(Continued on page 38)

this dream, an’
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wallet—in which he was to put the two
thousand dollars cash which was destined to
be turned over to the winner. They waited
a half block away and Mr. Slappey entered
the imposing building, timidly approached
the teller’s cage and presented a corporation
check for two thousand dollars, requesting
cash therefor,

Three minutes later he was summoned
to the desk of an assistant cashier and ques-
tions were asked. The white gentleman
listened to Florian’s explanation, and then
did a little talking on his own hook.

He made it clear that Florian might have
the cash if he insisted, but he advised against
carrying that much currency about on his
person all afternoon and evening.

“But, Mistuh—I promised I'd give the
winner the money.”

“Okay,” smiled the bank official. “But
why not take a cashier’s check which is a
direct obligation of the bank and just the
same as cash? Then you can bring the win-
ner to the bank with you tomorrow morning
and we’ll give him the money.”

It was not difficult to convince Mr. Slap-
pey of the advisability of this course. He
issued a corporation check in favor of the
bank which came within two dollars and
eleven cents of rendering the account of the
Cash Money Realty Corporation entirely non-
existent. I return, he was given a cashier’s
check made out to himself.

Florian nodded gratefully as he placed the
official check in his wallet. “Thanky, White
Folks,” he said. “I sho’ was perturberated
thinkin’ ’bout ca’yin’ all that money aroun’
with me.”

The cashier smiled. “That check is the
same as cash, you know.”

“Yessuh, I know. But it don’t seem like
money.”

Mr. Slappey rejoined his associates in the
car and was driven toward Eighteenth street.
Martingale B. Tift was effusively cordial.

“Got the money, Brother Slappey?”

Florian recalled the words of his cashier-
friend—*“The check is the same as cash,
you know”—and he nodded.

“I got it, all right.”

“In yo’ wallet?”

“Uh-huh. Snug as a fried egg 'tween two
hunks of bread.”

“Well, well, well . . .” Mr. Tift beamed.
“I s’pose you feel like a rich man, eh?”

“Yeh. But feels like ain’t is. When I
think of givin’ all this money away to who
wins the prize . . .”

“Tchk! Tchk! You got yo' profit, ain’t
you? Feller cain’t have ev’thing.”

Messrs. Tift and Watson escorted Florian
to Bud’s place for a large and satisfying
lunch. They flanked him on either side and
were exceedingly affectionate during the gas-
tronomic proceedings. Spider Watson was
particularly demonstrative, resting his hand
on Florian’s shoulder, inclining against the
dapper young fashionplate to emphasize cer-
tain fairly unimportant remarks, leaning
across Florian to address a loquacious Mar-
tingale S. Tift.

Mr. Slappey was in a seventh heaven of
beatitude. Never before had these men un-
bent to such an extent. A warm glow of
fraternal feeling suffused him and he de-
clared that they was the two swellest guys
he had ever known. Nothin’ uppity ’hout
them, neither. Just regular fellers which it
was an honor to know.

They sat with him until almost four
o'clock, plying him with conversation, coffec
and barbecue. At that hour, Florian ex-
cused himself, promised to see them at the
drawing and permitted himself to be chauf-
feured to Sis Callie’s where he inaugurated
the elaborate process of properly raimenting
himself for the evening’s festivities,

They waved gaily and drove off. But once
around the corner, Mr. Martingale B. Tift
slipped into the front seat alongside the

squat and most taciturn Spitjer Watson.

“Did you git that wallet, Spider?”

“Uh-hub.”

“Where ’tis?”

“Heah in my pocket.”

Mr. Tift chuckled. “That Florian Slap-
pey sho’ is dumb.” .

“Nemmin’ is he dumb or not.” Spider
was an efficient person. “Thing fo’ us to .do
is grab them suitcases an’ exodust. Gwine
take us sev-al hours to git across the State
line an’ lose ourse’ves.”

They whirled up to Sally Crouch’s Cozy
Home Hotel for Colored, paid their bill and
walked out with suitcases which had been
carefully packed for this emergency. Apd
as they sped out of town via North Bir-
mingham and thence onto the Nashville pike,
Mr. Tift allowed himself one comment.

“I bet,” he stated to his companion, “that
Florian Slappey is gwine be turrible s-prised
when he finds out we has eloped with the
lott’ry money.”

As a matter of fact, that ghastly discovery
had not yet been made by Mr. Slappey. He
was arraying himself with meticulous care,
and using quantities of violet perfume.

At six o’clock Mr. Slappey completed his
task. He surveyed himself in the mirror
and sighed with satisfaction. Garbed in
cream-colored flannel slacks, two-tone sport
shoes, cerise belt, dark blue shirt and yellow
necktie, he was a sartorial symphony. He
slipped into a navy blue sport coat—one with
huge pearl buttons—and paused to transfer
the wallet from his other coat.

He plunged his hand into the inside pocket
and a startled expression settled upon his
countenance. He probed more deeply and
surprise became apprehension. A further
search—conducted in more frantic tempo—
produced a sense of shock plus a premoni-
tion of disaster.

No question about it: The wallet was gone
—and with it the cashier’s check for two
thousand dollars which had to be presented
that night to the holder of the lucky number.

In this hour of direst distress, Florian sal-
lied forth. He moved downtown at high
speed, accelerating as he travelled. He was
met at the hotel by the overlarge Sally
Crouch who shook her head and murmured
bad news.

“Brother Tift?” She placed plump hands
on tremendous hips. “Shuh! Florian, him
an’ his shoffer depahted fum heah hours ago
with their suitcases.”

Florian felt definitely sickish. “D-o0-o0-did
they say where to they was gwine?”

“Nope. Just paid their bill and skee-
daddled.”
Mr. Slappey staggered downstairs and

scrutinized Darktown with jaundiced eye.
Messrs. Tift and Watson had vanished with
his cashier’s check. The gemmun at the
bank had explained that the issuance of that
check virtually closed out the corporation
account. There was no more money. Mr.
Slappey felt as though two hundred ten-
dollar bills had been forcibly removed from
his person. He remembered everything else
the cashier had said: That this check was
the same as cash, that the money no longer
belonged to him. . . . He leaned against a
telephone pole and gave vent to a groan.
“Catastrophe,” he groaned, “my name is
Brother Slappey . .. an’ I ain’t a mite happy
to meet you.”

Unfortunately for Mr. Slappey, he was
totally unfamiliar with banking procedure
and practice. The cashier had informed him
that the lost check was the same as money
—and so Florian believed that he had lost
two thousand dollars. He did not suspect
that his endorsement would be necessary
before the check could be cashed. He didn’t
know that that was what the friendly cash-
ier had meant when he advised him to
escort the winner to the bank next morning.
All he knew was that he had been tricked,
trapped, deluded and double-crossed. He
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anathematized Martingale B. Tift and Spider
Watson and drew mental pictures of what
he would do to them if the opportunity ever
afforded.

But that great moment, he understood,
would never come. The two shrewd gentle-
men had vanished for parts permanently
unknown. For a few moments Florian con-
sidered notifying the police, but he didn’t
follow through on the ideca. In the first
place, he wasn't overly fond of the Law,
and in the second place, he entertained an
apprehension that perhaps they might ask
too many questions and thus discover that
he had been operating a lottery.

TIME was pressing. Less than one hun-
dred minutes remained before he would be
compelled to appear in person. The disaster
was the most complete and bewildering
that had ever descended upon him. This
time there was no way out. He was
caught in a trap—a poor, helpless quarry
surrounded by hundreds of huntsmen who
would become homicidal at the slightest hint
that they had been tricked.

Acquaintances moved along the sidewalk
and eyed Mr. Slappey speculatively. They
observed that he seemed abysmally depressed
and one of them questioned him. Mr. Slap-
pey shook his head.

“Just kinda afflicted with big business,” he
explained. “I got plenty worriment these
days.”

“Nothin’ wrong, is there, Florian?”

“Naaah! What could be wrong?”

Realizing that he must not betray himself.
he assumed an air of hollow jauntiness. ¢
sauntered along Eightecenth street and down
Fourth Avenue with his countenance fixe
in a rigid and valiant smile. He moved
southward, achieved the sanctuary of his
room at Sis Callic’s—and then flung himself
on the bed.

His brain was clouded, his emotions in_a
turmoil. He felt that the worst misery hc
had ever before experienced could now be
classified as ecstasy by comparison with this.
The world was arming against him. In less
than two hours he would be compelled to
mount a large rostrum and throw himself on
the mercy of a wolf-pack. And he knew
that there would be no mercy.

THEN his brain started functioning: slowly
at first, but with increasing speed. The
situation was desperate, and desperate measl—
ures were required to meet it. Above all,
he needed time: Time to think, time tfi
plan. Time to escape, if need be. He fe
sorry for himself. He had been so honest
about this whole thing, had labored so dili-
gently. And here he was, holding the barﬁ;
If only he had a few hours . . . just t
fewest, meagerest hours . . . t a
And then the idea came. It was no b
plan for escape nor a solution of the Pro
lem which tormented him. It was mert;t}é
a wild, crazy scheme which promised res}:;he
until the morrow; a chance to dissipate

fury of the mob until another day s[l;:tlﬂit
have dawned. The solace was Shghtl’mope to

was enough to bring faint, forlorn -
the troubled soul of %he harassed realty €om
pany president. n
eating himself at a table, he laborggat’of
and earnestly over a blank check: ena dupli-
Ing to make it as nearly as PoSS ethe bank
cate of the one which the cashier 3t othing
had presented to him. Knowing, l‘ld that
himself of cashier’s checks, he reahzek ow-
there was slim chance of the winner l'1t be
Ing anything either—unless pe“hance’]:‘j ns
some erudite person like Lawyer V2
Chew or Dr. Lijah Atcherson. the
Mr. Slappey planned then to hold h
drawing, to make the same speech to the
winner that he would have made had not
Martingale B. Tift and Spider Watson eloped
with his cashier’s check—and then to Dré-

sent his pitiful duplicate of the original
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that an’ ten mo’ like it. On account of
why . ..?” Mr. Slappey pulled his grandest
bluff. “I'll endorse it on account that check
ain’t wuth nothin’. Not ary a cent!”

Spider looked doubtfully at Martingale B.
and the gaze was returned in kind.

“How come it ain’t?”

“’Cause I figgered you-all wasn’t nothin’
but a pair of crooks, an’ so I hidden the
]rea}’ check an’ put that fake one in the wal-
et. ’

He was superb. Magnificent.
Spider asked a pertinent question.

“Where at is the ginuwine check?”

Mr. Slappey designated the herculean
figure of Gideon Chips. “He’s got it. He
drawed the winnin’ number an’ I give him
the check right away.”

Spider turned his attention to Gideon.
“You got that check?”

“I sho’ has.”

“Then I ast you: Does you give it to us,
or does we take it off you?”

Mr. Chips was a large man and a cou-
rageous. one.

“Try an’ git it,” he challenged. “Just
try!”

They tried. They tried instantly. Spider
made a frontal attack and Martingale B.
Tift approached from the rear. Mr. Slap-
pey withdrew to a neutral corner and eyed
the hostilities witb approval.

It was an elegant fight, albeit a surprising
one. It became instantly apparent that
Spider Watson, for all his lack of avoirdu-
pois, packed the wallop of a mule in his
right hand. His fist exploded against the
jaw of Mr. Chips, and that large gentle-
man up-ended. Martingale B. Tift was on
top of him when he hit the floor.

Daring.

THE three combatants were exceedingly
busy and Gideon, feeling the need for as-
sistance, sent out a wild wail in Florian’s
direction. But Mr. Slappey had other ideas.
He fiddled while the fighters burned.

Knowing that he was unobserved, he eased
toward the table and slipped the real cash-
ier’s check between the pages of his book.
Then he retreated to his corner again—to
watch with approval the mayhem which was
being scientifically committed upon the
howling, struggling, squirming Mr. Chips.

This was balm to Florian. His mind
flashed back to the evening when he had
been flung ignominiously into a turbulent
gutter by Gideon. This indeed was ven-
geance supreme, lacking only an apprecia-
tive audience.

It was Mr. Slappey’s great moment: the
moment in which he felt that mind—par-
ticularly a mind like his—could not fail
to triumph over mere matter. Of course, had
it appeared that Gideon had a chance of
winning, Mr. Slappey would have flung his
slender self into the fray and thus have an-
nexed part of the glory. But it was clear
that Messrs. Tift and Watson were expert
combatants . . . and so Mr. Slappey was con-
tent to wait and to watch, and even to ap-
plaud silently.

Eventually Gideon was reduced to a help-
less hulk. He lay sobbing on the floor, his
countenance definitely the worse for wear.
Spider ran expert fingers through the big
man’s pockets and produced the dummy
check which Florian had perpetrated that
afternoon. He and Martingale B. Tift in-
spected it and found it good. They rose,
locked the door, put the key in a safe pocket
and advanced upon Mr. Slappey.

“Sign it,” snapped Spider.

Florian signed. He signed with gusto, in-
scribing a large curlicue below his name.
He said, “Yo-all win. But if you knowed
what I thought of you . . .»

_“Shut up!” grated Mr. Watson. He re-
tired to a corner with his confederate and
they held a brief conference. Then they
scated themselves in the two easy chairs.

«This time,” commented Spider, fus ain’t
taki}}lrszo clll;a;'lces. We’s gwine sit right hgal’x
with all two bofe of you ontil mawnin’,
Then we’s gwine leave this big ox go an
take you to the bank, Brothe’r Slappey.
We’s gwine right in with you an draw out
the money. An’ the fust minute you make
a funny move—"

«Feller, I won't.
i life.” .
meh)e, all-night vigil was tedious for Mgssrs.
Tift and Watson, agonuzing for Gideon
Chips and delicious for Mr. Slappey. Of
course Florian pretended to be unhappy,
and he chided his former friends upon their
addiction to dishonesty. Also he smiled se-
cretly at Gideon’s occasional outbursts in
the course of which he made it clear that
Mr. Slappey’s future wot_xld not be un-
blemished by physical reprisal. .

At nine o’clock the following morning,
four weary men descended to tl,ne street and
drove away in Spider Watson’s car. Mr.
Chips was taken into the country and de-
posited by the roadside, the conspirators
knowing that it would take considerable
time for him to walk back to the city and
report the informal nature of his loss. Then,
flanking Florian on either side, they re-
turned to town, walked into the banlg and to
the teller’s cage. Martingale B. Tift pre-
sented the check for payment. The teller
glanced at it and walked away. Mr. Tift
fidgeted uneasily, but was reassured by Flor-
ian’s confident smile. . .

Two minutes later the assistant cashier
came forward, followed by two large private
detectives in impressive gray uniforms. He
asked questions and Florian made a calm

wer.
an‘S‘Nossuh, that ain’t no real check. These
fellers is crooks, so I fixed ’em up a fake
one. They stold it off me, an’ I thl,l,'lk they
ought to be th’owed in the Big Rpck.

Martingade B. Tift and Spldgr Watson
essayed a dash for freedom. Florian tripped
the former and both were grabbed by the
bank detectives. Mr. Slappey posed before
them and made one disdainful comment.

“Some day,” he announced, “you-all is
gwine understan’ that my grammaw never
had no foolish descendants.” .

He conferred briefly with the assistant
cashier and moved into the brilliant sun-
light of a perfect Alabama day. There re-
mained only one task to be performed.

Florian Slappey was an honest man and
a conscientious one. He had qrgan}zed the
Cash Money Realty Corporation In good
faith, and much as he loathed and despised
Mr. Gideon Chips he now had but one idea
in the world—to present to Mr. Chips the
valid cashier’s check for two thousand dollars.
He intended to do this with gestures, to im-
press upon Mr. Chips the impregnability of
his own honesty and thereby, perhaps, to
dissuadet him from further attempted man-
slaughter.

FILLED with piety and high purpose, lay-
ing great plans to enrich his particular bete
noir by a full two thous;and dgllars, Mr;
Clappey swung toward Sis Calhg Flukers
boarding house. A weary and dlscopsolate
figure rose from the curb to greet him.
Gideon Chips said, “Now I got you, Flor-
ian Slappey.” . .
Florie?l? symiled cheerily. “Dawg l,.),ltc me if
you ain’t. I sho’ is glad to see you. )
Gideon growled. “No you ain ,t’
never was ungladder to sec nobody.
“Tut-tut! Always you th’ow away words,
Brother Chips. Now listen . . . I crave you
should come right upstairs with me qn’ git
that two thousan’ dollars you won in the
lott'ry las’ night.”
Gideon blinked. “You got two thousan’
cash dollars upstairs?” . .
“I got just the same as. I got a ginuwine
cashier’s check fum the bank, an’ all you got
to do—"

I never felt un-funnier

You
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“All T got to do is bust you right in the
eye, tha's all. If you think Ise gwine assept
any fake checks—"

“Silliment you talk. This ain’t no fake
check.”

“Humph! Reckon you think I don’t use
my haid fo’ nothin’ ’cept havin’ headaches,
don’t you?” Mr. Chips dropped a heavy
hand on Florian’s shoulder. “Git this, Two
Bit—an’ git it straight: I seen with my own
eyes when you give the good check to them
two crooks. An’ I ain’t got no mind to let
you fool me with no imitation one.”

FLORIAN shook his head and sighed.
Trailed by the grumbling Gideon he walked
upstairs. He took the genuine check from
the book, endorsed it and extended it toward
the big man.

“Ise tellin’ you that this check is ginu-
wine,” he explained in the patient voice he
might have used with a small child. “It’s
all signed an’ ev'thing. It means the bank
will give you two thousan’ dollars cash
money, an’—"

“Hush fum talkin’!” Gideon came close
and towered over Florian. “Listen while I
say somethin’. Ise had plenty fumadiddles
fum you an’ I ain’t gwine stan’ fo’ no mo’.
Ise gwine slap you right down, or else.”

“Or else what?”

“You got to gimme real money an’ not no
checks.”

“But this check is good.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, Ise tellin’ you this: I
done heard too much about that check
a’ready, an’ does you mention it again, Ise
gwine tromple you.”

Mr. Slappey sighed. “You is askin’ fo’
this, Brother Chips. What is it you crave?”

“Money.”

“How much?”

“How much you got?”

“That depen’s. Ise tellin’ you fo' the
las’ time that check is good, but if you don’t
believe me . ., .”

“I don’t.” Gideon considered the matter.
“Could you gimme half?”

“One thousan’ dollars?
foolish.”

“I ain’t so foolish that I don’t know you
got that much money, Florian Slappey.” Mr.
Chips pressed what he considered an ad-
vantage. He said, “You git that thousan’
dollars fo’ me an’ we calls it square. An’
no double-crossin’, either.”

Florian resented this distrust. “I ain’t
aimin’ to fool you on this, Gideon. Givin’
you a thousan’ dollars fo’ that check is the
fondest thing I'm of.” Mr. Slappey placed
the check in his pocket. “Le’s go.”

Feller, you is

ON the way downtown Mr. Slappey ex-
plained again that the check was worth two
thousand dollars and that this money be-
longed in its entirety to Gideon . . . and
once again Gideon threatened him with dis-
memberment. A thousand dollars, he in-
sisted—or nothing. Mr. Slappey leaned
against a lamp post and wrote out an agree-
ment between himself and Mr. Gideon Chips
by the terms of which Mr. Chips consented
to accept one thousand dollars cash in lieu
of any and all claims against Mr. Slappey
—and most specifically those claims arising
from the ownership of a certain lottery
ticket. The brief document further stated
that the deal was being concluded in this
manner at the suggestion of Mr. Chips.

Gideon signed the agreement and held it.
Ten minutes later Florian entered the bank,
leaving Gideon outside. He conferred with
the assistant cashier, deposited the cashier’s
check to his own personal account, with-
drew one hundred crisp, new ten-dollar bills
and strutted from the bank.

“Got the money?” inquired Gideon.

“Yeh. But befo’ I give it to you—"

“If you mention that check again, Ise
gwine bust you wide open.”

(Continued on page 42)
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Go South, Young Man'!

(Continued from page 19)

know that its sunshine is more uniformly
glittery, its beaches more seductive, its golf
courses more lushly inviting and certain of
its fighting fish more hungry than at other
times. R A

But folks are funny. Particularly winter
visitors. It’s “smart”. to.be in Florida in
that winter season which starts in January
and ends in March. At any other time it’s
pnot smart—at least in the social sense—
although the days are just as delightful, the
tan just as rich and the proceeds in health
and sport even more plentiful.

The off-season weeks and months are
those the native Floridian really enjoys. The
winter tourist is his money crop. When it’s
harvested the native’s sigh is not unmixed
with relief such as that of the workman at
the end of a busy day—or more likely such
as that of the showman at the conclusion
of a profitable carnival, It’s time for HIS
fun, then.

The sedate Thomas Pancoast, perennial
President of the Miami Beach Chamber of
Commerce, never would join the personages
it was his pleasure and privilege to entertain
in a January plunge in the June-tempered
surf off Miami Beach. Not him! It may
have looked like summer to the visitor from
the north. But it was winter on the calen-
dar. He waited until the summer months
to do his swimming.

Sunshine and the social distinction of the
winter “season” are two of the principal
lures. The dowager longs to display her
ample bulk in flowered frocks to the elite
and elect along Cabana Walk. The business
man rather fancies his shape in bathing
shorts or yachting flannels. The young folks
likewise. There’s plenty of action for these
—on the beach, at the ringside of the Beach
and Tennis or the Embassy, at the dog
races, or in the magically beautiful setting
of Hialeah Park, trying to whoop a thor-
oughbred across the wire in front,

BUT the sport vista is one that gets many
who don’t care a hoot for the social angle.
Golf through the winter months on cham-
pionship courses. Tennis. Polo for those
who can afford to bring their strings of
ponies south in the months when northern
fields and pastures are snow-banked.

And then, of course, the deep-sea fisher-
man—a bug who is never cured and never
wants to be, once infected. He’s the man
whose ardor will keep him quiet in a form-
fitting boat off the shallows of the South
Florida keys for two days, speaking only in
guarded whispers, in the hope of snaring
that phenomenal battler, the bone-fish.
Once hooked and exhausted through his
rushes of a hundred yards or more, and
brought to boat, you can have him mounted
for your favorite café up North. He’s no
good cating.

Or if such a fisherman going out in the
stream or down on the reefs has the good
luck to arrange a date with Cap’n Bill
Hatch, he can land sail-fish, bonita, the
vicious barracuda, or heavy-pulling amber-
jack until he’s dog-tired from hauling
them in.

Cap’n Bill, you may remember, was the
skipper whom President-elect Hoover sought
as a guide on that fishing trip he took just
before his inauguration. Cap’n Bill made
the appointment but Mr. Hoover changed
his arrival date, coming a week later than
he had first planned. For that week, Bill
had a charter with an old customer, a Chi-
cagoan. He wouldn’t cancel it. Not even for
the President. Larry Smits calls him “The
man who no’ed Hoover.”

Since that illustrious adventurer Ponce
De Leon discovered that finger of land amid
tropical seas, on Easter Sunday, and called
it Florida, “land of flowers,” five men have
been outstanding in its development. They
are:

Henry M. Flagler, one of the five origi-
nal founders of Standard Oil—the first of
the pioneers to appreciate the lure of the
land of sun-tan.

Henry Plant, who took the westward
route with his railroads to Tampa an
the Gulf,

Carl Graham Fisher, who made a for-
tune early in life and dumped it into
Miami Beach—a spot which he created
and watched grow into the land of his
dreams,

George Merrick, the son of a southerp
parson who made, out of his fathers
orange grove, one of the greatest rea
estate developments of all times—Coral
Gables.

And more recently, Henry L. Doherty.
Flagler, whose remains now lie in the City

of his first love, St. Augustine, retired with
a fortune which he poured into the further-
ance of his great urge to move people into
the place of perpetual sunshine. R

He first bought a jerk-water railroad line
running between Jacksonville and St. Augus-
tine. Then he startled the natives of that
sleepy little town by constructing two 1arge
and beautiful hotels. He filled in land, built
streets and made St. Augustine the first
outstanding Florida resort. .

But it seemed that there were a few_chilly
days bothering the customers and Flagler
not only looked south but went south. First
to Ormond where he built a hotel to accom-
modate the folks who dared ride his rails
down into a still strangely tropical land:
Then he made a bold stroke—one which
caused his former business associates in the
North to think him a bit balmy. Where the
the Gulf Stream touched a land wealth¥
With cocoanut palms he built the largest
wooden hotel in all of the land—the ROY2
Poinciana—down in the midst of a pile ©
white sand which was to become Palm
Beach, home of the winter blue-bloods.

Even before his gigantic hotel was ﬁmsh?d

he looked further so i imis-
- 100 uth and ran his optim
;:)cutrl?ﬂs down into Miami and later to the

ernmost point of the United States—
over sxr)al] tropical keys and parts of the
Ocean itself—intq Key West. Miami was
little more than an Indian trading post somM¢
seventy miles south of Palm Beach, but
Flagler built the rambling Royal Palm Hotel
beside the colorfu] waters of Biscayne Bay-
{’:lrlr} Beach was his favorite, but Miami Wa$
Citnye up to its early title, “The Magic

In the meantime Plant was doing similar
development work on the west coast, bul
not in the extravagant or optimistic way ©
Flagler.

Now let’s shift the scene for a moment
to Indianapolis where an cnergetic bicycle
merchant and a man who could juggle
figures were going about the business ©
being early successes. Carl Fisher was sell-
ing his partner, the late James Allison, on
the idea that acetylene gas could be cornered
In a tank, mounted on the running board 0
a new contraption called the automobile
and piped in such a way as to give light
at night. The two Hoosiers were soon
manufacturing the Prest-o-Lite tank. Cap-
italized at only $10,000, Fisher and Allison
are said to have sold out for ten million
ShOI’t}y before electric lights came to auto-
mobiles. Both retired with their lives be-
































































