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Jugs of that favored
whiskey traveled home

to many a cotton or tobacco
plantation in the Blue

Grass country ^

DEPARTURE from the quaint old hotel in Crab
Orchard, Kentucky, was an event to be
long remembered.

As they rolled away, guests might recall,
with misty-eyed reminiscence, the golden-brown fried
chicken, the crisp pone sticks, and other good old southern
delicacies that had made Crab Orchard cooking known
from Cumberland Gap clear up beyond
the lazy Ohio.

They might look back and long for
the clear, healthful waters of Crab
Orchard's famous limestone spring.

But the menfolks took one memento
with them. Grinning darky boys ten
derly deposited, beside the master's
feet, a jug of that rich red Bourbon
which helped the tiny town of Crab
Orchard spread its fame.

For this local whiskey was not only rich and red and
mellow—it was economical, and that was also important
in those days shortly after the peace of Appomattox.

It was that same reputation of goodness combined
with economy which suddenly lifted Crab Orchard to
national fame, more than sixty years later.
There had been another war, then prohibition, then

repeal. People were searching for a
straight whiskey made the good, old-
fashioned way —at a price they could
afford.

And suddenly they discovered Crab
Orchard! Almost overnight, a demand
began to grow, which swept across
the country. And this local favorite
of other years is America's fastest-
selling straight whiskey today.

Kentucky straight whiskey

Made the good oid-fashioned way

Smooth and satisfying to taste

Sold at a price anyone can pay

\ This F.mbitm
yroic<it Tou

Crab OicKcDid
© :9J5,The American Medicinal

AMERICA'S FASTEST-SELLING STRAIGHT WHISKEY spinucorporation,Louisviiie,Ky.
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You are invited to see for yourself, at
our expense, why this fine edition of
Shakespeare deserves an honored place in
your library. Realize anew that, of all
authors, he alone is the cornerstone of t^ •
well-read man's or woman's culture. •
teaches you history by making it so thrill- •
ing that you are held in breathless suspense I
page after page. His marvelous knowledge ^
of language and of psychology will make
you a better thinker and talker, a more
fluent writer. _

In all human history, only this ONE m^
has seen so deep into the hearts of all of us
only one man has held the keys to unlock
every human emotion, every strength, every
weakness. . . . No wonder that
today he is more alive, univer- ^
sally and immortally, than he A|_L34
was 300 years ago! ^
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you can part with this
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back and forget the matter. Otherwise send /
only $1.98, plus few cents postage. ^ ^
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book more appreciatively—to speak and g
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This Month
This month we present the second of a
sroup of five short stories each complete
in itself—by Rafael Sabatini. Don't over-
look "The Night of Nuptials" (page
These thrilling tales, based on authenti
cated historical events, are without a peer
in vividness, color and drama.

We would also call your attention par
ticularly to Hugh Fullerton's interesting
arliclc about the liaseball pitchers of an
other day. Himself a player, as well as a
veteran sports writer, he has caught (in
practice) for virtually every star mounds-
man who ever donned a major league uni
form. Read, on page 17, what he has to
say about the tricks of the trade the oin-
timers used and you will enjoy the "cxt
ball game you see more than ever before.

Next Month
How would you like to sit in in a poker
game with a prince of the British Empire,
a Japanese count and an American ambas
sador? That is just what you will do
next month when you read "Hole Card
Wild," by Ross Connelly. Did you know
that poker was international in scope? It
is, and it's surprising how few variations
there are in the game as it's played in
Europe, Asia, on the high seas and in the
L'nited States. And when the big moguls
of international diplomacy start betting an
open-end straight against a two-card draw,
the fur flies fast and furiously. Mr. Con
nelly's story will take you out of yourself—
give you a glimpse of a fascinating and
little understood world—as few stories can.
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The safety and dependability of U. S. Royal tires go further
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safer non-skid of the Cogwheel Tread ... and the
blowout protection of the Safety Bonded Body. Behind these
advantages are world-wide facilities . . . for materials, re
searchandmanufacturing... givingquality control all along

the line. No tire, we believe, can give you U. S.
Royal sajety and dependability, without these
resources—without such controlled quality,
from the rubber tree to your car.
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Greater Enthusiasm for Good Will Tour
Hundreds of letters received by THE ELKS MAGAZINE

each year testify to the Tour's popularity

the first Good Will Tour was
launched by The Elks Magazine in

1929,_ its purpose as a builder of good will
and its significance as a publicizer of the
Lodges visited as well as the Grand Lodge
Convention was not so clearly understood
by the subordinate Lodges as it is today.
Each year witnesses an increasing wave of
enthusiasm for the Tour throughout the
Order. Each year brings a greater number
of invitations from Lodges. From all indi
cations, and judging by the number which
have already been received by The Elks
Magazine, the 1935 Elks-Chevrolet Tour
promises to be the most successful conducted
to date.

Saturday morning, May 25th, the eight
cars of the Fleet will start on their trans
continental journeys to the Grand Lodge
Convention City, which this year is Colum
bus, Ohio. The map below shows the routes
as they are now planned. Two cars will
take off_ from Lowell, Massachusetts, two
from Miami, Florida, and four will leave
from Sacramento, California. Two of the
latter will proceed through the Northwest,
the remaining two through the Southwest.

The exacting requirements of an enterprise
of this nature naturally demand a fine
kind of equipment. It was for this reason
that the new 1935 Chevrolet Master De Luxe

Edward Faust

Sedan and Chevrolet Standard Phaeton were
chosen, one of each model being designated
for each route. Considerations of economy,
sturdiness, speed and beauty, as exemplified
in the Chevrolet, influenced the choice.

As is well known, the Chevrolet is a Fisher
Body car, the Master De Luxe Sedan having
the new Fisher all-steel "Turret" top. Equal
care was exercised in the choice of tire equip
ment, United States tires being specified for
the cars of the Eastern and Southern Routes,
while Goodrich Tires are to be used on the
two Western routes. Many miles of hard
and fast driving are required between visits.
Road conditions are sometimes appalling, but
the tires must stand up. Hence the choice of
these two reliable and economical makes.

But after all, given a fine car and the
best of rubber, the Tour could not run
smoothly or efficiently were it hampered by
lubrication troubles. The splendid qualities of
Quaker State Motor Oils and Greases have
been tested by the Good Will cars every year

Below: /i typical reception of the
Elks Good frill Tour Ambassadors

iT" Q

since the Tour's inception. These oils and
greases are used exclusively. Extra power—
extra engine energy—being vital to success,
call for the exclusive use of Ethyl Gasoline.

Perhaps you would like to know what the
other fellow thinks about the Good Will
Tour. Here are a few excerpts from the
hundreds of letters received by The Elks
Magazine:

. . accept our most sincere thanks for
the wonderful way you have planned for a
suitable start from Omaha."

Harry B. Jones, P.E.R., Omaha, Neb.
"Lodge has received great deal of fine

publicity."
Thos. H. Qtiinn, E.R., Faribault, Minn.

. . mighty glad to have Good Will cars
stop here on way to Milwaukee."

Albert E. WUUdins, Sec., Lorain, O.
". . . very good impression conveyed (by

Ambassadors) on members and citizens."
J. F. Harrison, Sec., Jackson, Mich.

. . tour visit delightful and helpful in
increasing interest in Elkdom among our
members as well as the public ... a won
derful thing . . . hope it can be continued."

A. C. Bintz, E. R., Lincoln, Neb.
. . Thanks for including Albert Lea in

list of stops."
B. A. Sheveland, Sec.,

Albert Lea, Minn.
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/7 This CAN be You!Ki35,500 KILLED This Way in 1934
Over One Million INJURED
These figures mean you simply cannot leave yourself and dependents
unprotected. The odds are too ^reat! Especially when The FEDERAL
LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY gives you complete security for
LESS TILAN TIIREE CENTS PER DAY! Study carefully the details
of this policy—then send application below—AT ONCE!

jury or death is sustained as the sole and direct result of:
iriving, riding in or cranking an automobile of the pleasure car type;

{^)riding as a fare-paying passenger in a public passenger automobile;
(3) being struck or run over by an automobile;
(4) the burning or explosion of an automobile of the pleasure car type.
IT PAYS~~-Fr.T. 1r>cc: Princiiml Animal Value Afterrorlossol. Sum Incrcnse 5th Year
Life . $3,000.00 $300.00 S4.500.00
Both feet, or both hands 3,000.00 300.00 4,500.00
One hand and one foot 3,000.00 300.00 4,500.00
Sight of both eyes 3,000.00 300.00 4,500.00
Either hand or either foot 2,000.00 200.00 3,000.00
Sight of one eye 1,000.00 100.00 1,500.00
IT ALSO PAYS—
§100.00 per month for total loss of time, payable for six months

40.00 per month for partial loss of time, payable for one month
50.00 per month for hospital expense in addition to other indemnity,

payable lor one month.
50.00 per month for nurse's fees, if not confined in a hospital, in addi

tion to other mdemnity, payable for one month
10.00 for doctor's bill for non-disabling injury.

Sold only to employed men and women, ages 18 to 65 inclusive
Not sold to housewives, students garage employees, laxicab or bus drivers
chauffeurs, truck drivers, auto mechanics or repairmen, or paid members of law
enforcement bodies or fire departments. nuers oi law
We also have a special $5 Policy, to cover Hou<i*'w{v^c ^ jother Members of the family, ages 16 to 65 inclusive. This pa"! onLhaff
iclow ^ desired, mail $5 using applTcatSoo

NEW SUPER
AUTOMOBILE

ACCIDENT

POLICY

51 rt
X \/ (^.rd"aV^)

S4.500.00
4,500.00
4,500.00
4,500.00
3,000.00
1,500.00

Pol. No APPLICATION FOR THE NEW SUPER AUTOMOBILE ^ "
Issued ACCIDENT POLICY
I hereby apply to the Federal Life Insurance Company for the New Super Automobile Accident Policy for an
annual premium of $10.00, based upon the following representations: Race?
1. What is your full name.^ -

State.'i
2. Residence Address.^

I Age? DateofRirth? Height? Weight?
3. Occupation and duties? ^1 ^ft. in lbs

Address? Relationship?
4. Name of beneficiary?
5. (a) Are you maimed, crippled or deformed? (b) Is your eyesight impaired? (c) Is your hearing impaired?

DC CIIDC Answer AHDU dUnC Questions

^ . (Extent and Cause) „ . . (Extent and Cause) . ^ (Extent and Cause)
6. Are you now in good health and free from all mjury or mental or physical impairment?
7. In the past five years have you been sick or sustained an injury orhadmedical or surgical treatment?

If so, give dates, causes and duration of disability and name and address of attending physician

8. Has any accident, health or life insurance issued to you been cancelled, or such insurance been declined or
renewal refused?

(If so, give name of Company)
9. What other accident insurancehave you?_^

(Give names of insurers and amounts)
10. Do you understand and agree that each of the above answers is material and full, completeand true?

This application is signedat - this day of 19
Signature of Applicants

(Extent and Cause)

Then Mall with $10 to L. J. LEAHY, Manager HOME OFFICE AGENCY

FEDERAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY iCAq'o."
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On to Columbus in July
It is none too early to start making your plans for at
tending the J935 Grand Lodge Convention in Cohimhus,
Ohio, July 15-19. Centrally heated, this beautiful City
bids fair to iveleomc a bigger Reunion than any that
has taken place in recent years. Above are shoivn t-zvo
of Columbus' proudest structures: The American Insur
ance Union Citadel (left) and the neiv Ohio State
Office Building (right). To the left is depicted the

hospitable grill in the Columbus Elks Club

State Association Convention

The 1935 National Ritualistic Contest Dates for 1935

ON January 17th P.G.E.R. Floyd E.
Thompson. Chairman of the Grand

Lodge State Associations Committee, is
sued an important announcement regard
ing the 1935 National Ritualistic Contest.
Copies of this year's rules and of the official
score cards were sent to officers of State
Associations and subordinate Lodges, but
additional copies as required may be se
cured from Mr. Thompson by writing
him at 11 South LaSalle Street, Chicago,
111. Extracts from this bulletin follow;

"There will be a National Ritualistic
Contest at the Grand Lodtie Reunion in
Columbus in July. Suitable prizes will
be offered. Now is the time for all State
Association Ritualistic Committees to
contact the Lodges in their respective
Slates and get the team? ready for com
petition. The aim should be to have the
officers of every Lodge participate in the
preliminary contests. The inter-Loripe
visits stimulated by these contest? and the
general improvement in the exemplifica
tion of the Ritual will create renewed in
terest in our beloved Order.

'"The dates and places of all State, dis
trict and preliminary contests should be

fixed By the State Association Ritualistic
Committee. Where the State Association
meeting is held prior to the Grand Lodge
Reunion, the State contest should be held
in connection therewith. In any event it
should be held at least 30 days before the
dates scheduled for the National Contest.
The district contests should be concluded
at least two weeks before the State con
test is held.

"The offering of a trophy to be
awarded the winner of the State Associa
tion Ritualistic Contest is recommended.
Where one is provided, the Association
may impose such conditions as seem wise
concerning the awarding and the holding
of the trophy. It is suggested that a
cash prize be offered for the purpose of
helping defray the expenses of the win
ning team in attending the National Con
test, and the payment of the award may
be made conditional upon the participa
tion of the team therein.

'The results of the competition in each
State shall be immediately reported by
the State Committee to the Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Committee on State
."Associations. Notice of entrance in the
National Contest must be given at least
20 days before the date of the Grand
Lodge Reunion."

ASSOCIATION CITY

Ocala

Kingnian

Demopolis
Fort Worth

Pratt

Eniri

Miiscatiiie

Qiiiticy
Boise

Adams

Tcrre Haute

Walla Walla

Vickslnirg
Detroit

Charlottesville

Evcloth

DATE

Apr. 21-22-23
Apr. 25-26-27
May 5-6-7
May 10-11
May 12-13-14
May 26-27
June 3-4-5

June 6-7-8
June 7 8

June 8-9-in
June 11-12-13
June 13-14 15
June 14
J une 14-15-16
June *
Aug. 8-9-10

Flontia

Arizona

Alabama

Texas

Kansas

Oklahoma

Iowa

Illinois

Idaho
Massachusetts

Indiana

Washington

Jlississippt
MidiiRan

Virginia
Minnesota

Mar>lan<l,
Delaware and
District of
Columbia

West Viiginia
j'ennsj-lvania
Colorado

Ohio

California

New Hampshire
\'crmont

Havre dc Grace Aug. 12-13-14
Martinshurg
Hazleton

I.ovchind

Sandusky

Santa .\ionica

Laconia

Springfield

Aug. 12 13-14
Aug. 27-28-29

Aug. *
Aug. •

Sept. 26-27-28
Sept. •
Oct. 6

Date still to be set
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Take It
Easy!
by J ay G e1zer

Illustrated by Ronald McLeod

ITTY CONNOR walked by, all dressed up in her best
^ clothes, just as I was signing off duty at the call box

on the corner nearest my house.
"How's tricks?" I said as I closed the box. I was being

friendly, but she made a face at me, saying something I didn't
quite catch, though from her expression I was sure it wasn't
complimentary.

Kitty's a looker—red hair, blue eyes, a skin like peaches
and cream. Even a copper hates being ribbed by a pretty girl
and her being so fresh burned me plenty. "Take it easy," I
advised, and I could see she knew I was upset and was pleased
about it.

She walked along, head up, skirts switching, with people
giving her the eye as she went, and I remembered how she'd
always liked Rocco Salvetti better than she had me.

Her folks and my folks are Irish and attend St. Margaret's
Church on Polk Street. Rocco and his folks belong to St.
Ignazio's parish, and it's a long step between the two, if you
know what I mean.

Watching the late afternoon sun shine on her red hair and
seeing her shapely ankles twinkle along, it seemed to me I was
more in her line than Rocco, and I walked faster until I came
alongside of her.

She looked up at me from beneath her hat, which was blue
like her eyes, so that her eyes looked even bluer than usual.
'•Don't walk beside me., copper!" said Kitty. "I haven't done
anything."

Calling me copper was a dig when she'd known me all her
life, but I knew Rocco'd taught her that, and I said as much.

"Rocco teach you that, Kit? Maybe Rocco's got reasons for
not wantmg to walk along with coppers. Better ask him
where he got the swell new car."

Rocco was riding around these days in a car that had stood
somebody better than three grand. He runs a little garage
over on the Avenue, but there's never any grease under Rocco's
fingernails and profits from the garage never bought that car.
^Askmg about the car was a shot in the dark but it burned

Kitty plenty. She sputtered something at me about my mind-
business and I patted her arm above the elbow.

' Take it easy, I said. "And if you don't want me walking
alongside of you professionally, you'd better cut Rocco off
your list!

I went along grinning because I thought I'd put the situation
up to her very neatly. Then I stopped grinning because
wanted Kitty Connor to like me and I knew she
didn t. As far as I could remember, she'd
never liked me, and since I joined the force she
never missed a chance to wisecrack at my
expense, so that many and many a time I've
wondered why it is a man will take from
a pretty girl things he'd smack a man
down for.

Whatever the answer to that is, I went along
home thinking of Kitty, and when I got home
I had to talk about her. I said I'd just seen
Kitty Connor, and my old man put down the
paper he was reading and heaved a big sigh.

He and Kitty's old man spend a lot of time
together, what with brick-laying not being too

on the

"Don't walk beside me, copper!" said
Kitty. *'/ haven't done anything" RNV
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"Yow got me, copper!" he said as^ I
knelt down beside him. "Nof me," I
denied. "I was driving." "Doesn't
matter" he said. "My number's up"

S
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reeular these past few years and neither of them being as
young as they were. "Kitty's keeping bad company!" said my
old man. and I saw he was worried about her.

Mv mother who was dishing up supper from the stove, had
something to say about that "She'll never stand before the
priest with Rocco Salvetti!" she prophesied with her mouth
'̂ ^T'thought'̂ she was wrong. I knew Rocco was all set to
marry Kitty and I wondered what was holdmg up the weddmg

^"^Mv old man gave me the lowdown on that. "Rocco wants
to marry Kitty, but Mike Connor won't give his consent."

So that was it" old Mike wouldn't accept Rocco as his
^n-in-law and Kitty hadn't brought herself as yet to breaking
with hpr familv While my old man went on talking about
Rocco " IZdered how long Kitty would be able to hold out
''̂ ^Ro?co^°one' of these dark-eyed. smooth-haired guys with a
nersuasive smile. He goes over with girls m a big w^ay, and I
thoudit it likclv I knew a few things about that that Kitty
didn't know—like, for instance, that girl over on Delancey
Street who can't even speak his name without somethmg
strained and desperate_ coming out m her voice.

My old man was still talking. ,,,, ,
"None of the Salvettis are any good! he was saying.

"First they made wine. Then they got to making other things.
Then thev began selling stuff instead of making it. Now—"
he stopped and I knew he was thmking that with booze out
of the picture the Salvettis would be hunting a new game to
play and likely it'd be a game you could get burned fingers
'̂̂ Supper was on the table and the three of us sat down to

eat and stopped talking about Kitty Connor, but when my
old lady got up to clear the table she said over her shoulder:
"Kitty Connor is a fine girl, Ed. It's too bad she has to be
bewitched by the hkes of Rocco Salvetti!" and I knew we'd
all of us been thinking about Kitty while we were eating. And
because my mother looked at me like she was expecting me
to do something about Kitty Connor and I didn't see what I
could do. I got up and said I was going down to the corner
for some Kelly pool.

Before I went I changed into street clothes, maybe because
Kitty's calling me copper still smarted. Then I went along
down to the poolroom and bumped square into Rocco.

His new car was parked at the curb outside the poolroom
and he was sitting in it, talking to someone on the sidewalk.
When I came along he stopped talking to this other fellow
and called to me. "Hey you! Come over here. I got some
thing to say to you. Horan.

I stopped beside the car. "Let's have it!" I invited.
The fellow who'd been talking to Rocco moved away quickly,

giving me plenty of room, and for a moment I wished my
forty-four was dragging against my hip, but I wasn't really
worried.

"Keep away from my girl, copper!" said Rocco, his voice so



April, 1935

soft and silky it was like some kind of syrupy poison.
I looked him in the eye. "Right sure this is your girl,

Rocco?" I said. "You've had a lot of girls, including the one
on Delancey Street."

He was gotten up expensively—diamond on' his finger,
another on his tie, swell suit and imported hat, but for a
moment he looked insignificant. "Better watch yourself,
copper," he said with his face gone as green as a frog's belly.
"There's ways of busting fresh cops!"

"You'd know about that," I agreed. "Take it easy, Rocco—
your blood pressure must be near the popping point!"

I went on into the poolroom. As I picked up a cue I
thought it was too bad about Rocco. I'd liked him a few
years back and I could see why Kitty liked him now. Rocco
was a swell kid until he got into a tough game and the game
turned him tough. To Kitty he was the same swell kid he'd
always been and I felt kinda sorry for him because I knew
the crowd he was mixed up with nowadays spelled trouble for
Rocco. The trouble about playing with high explosive is you
never know just when it's going to blow off or just who'll get
blown to bits. Rocco's little playmates were all high explosive,
especially Pete Morosco, whose day, according to headquarters,
had already lasted too long.

I knew the word was out to get Pete and his pals and for
a moment I wished I could pass the office along to Rocco to
find himself a new field to pasture in. Then I knew I couldn't
do that because I was drawing down my cakes and coffee from
the city.

I PLAYED rotten pool that night, and along about eleven
o'clock I had enough and went along home. When I got there,
I got a surprise: a girl was sitting on the steps waiting for me,
and the girl was Kitty Connor.

"You big flatfoot!" greeted Kitty, looking at me like I was
dirt. "Are you so dumb you don't know better than to stage
a run-in with Rocco? Why Rocco eats dumb coppers for
breakfast!"

That burned me worse than usual, though anything she said
to me was pretty apt to get under my skin. I came right back
at her. "Then one of these days Rocco's due for a swell case
of indigestion," I said, and was willing to let it go at that, only
she wouldn't have it that way. She was all set to give it to
me good and plenty.

"I've been all evening selling Rocco the idea you can't help
being dumb and that there's a place in this world even for
dumb coppers " she throws at me, and having a redheaded
temper that's almost a match for hers, I figured out a way to
get back at her.

Reaching out with one arm, I pulled her close before she
knew what was happening. "I didn't know you cared so much
about my safety and I'm sure grateful!" I said in her ear,
kissing her plenty hard.

Her hands drummed against my chest. When I let her go,
she slapped me with the full weight of her hand. For a mo
ment we stood glaring at each other with the fighting Irish out
strong in both of us.

"If you were in uniform, I'd break you for this!" she said
in a whisper, and stopped because her voice gave out on her.

>ir
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Two men were in the car. One was
stone dead. The other slid out

I was glad I wasn't wearing the uniform. Then I looked
at her and was sorry I'd kissed her—not because she was so
mad she was crying but because her mouth was sweet and I
knew I'd not forget that. Times without number I'd be
wanting to kiss her again but I wouldn't get the chance. She
was Rocco s girl, not mine. He d told me so, and she was
telling me so now, in a different way. It was plain there
wasn't much hope for me.

My old man was still up when I let myself in and I saw he
was waiting for me. "I got news for you," he says, grinning
from ear to ear. "You're joining the radio squad tomorrow."

"Says you!" I said, not quite believing him.
"Says somebody who knows a lot more about the police

force than cither one of us!"
I had to believe him then because I figured he'd been talking

to old Jim McGinnis and McGinnis sure knows his groceries
when it comes to the police force.

Sure enough, next morning I got my transfer and I was
plenty pleased because it's a promotion and because work in
the scout cars is exciting. You know what we do. of course
we cruise around in pairs in small cars equipped with radio,
and when something breaks in the district we patrol, we get
word over the radio to go there pronto. Riding beats pounding
the pavements, and there's always the guy who rides with you
to talk to, and I liked it plenty, especially as I liked young
Tommy Ryan they had me teamed up with.

The only thing I didn't like about it was not seeing Kitty
Connor as often as T bad in the days when I walked a beat in
the precinct we both lived in. It was queer how that girl
stuck in my mind. The world's full of girls and it's surprising
how many of them have a friendly word for a copper who's
not too bad looking. Yet there I was, spending far too much
thought on a girl who never even gave me a civil word, let
alone a friendly one.

I was surprised when young Ryan spoke of her one night
when we were cruising around as usual. It was raining. The
streets were slippery and the street lights were casting a
thousand reflections on our windshield (Continued on page 32)



Below: Man o' IVar

stayed home and later
became a champion

Right:/fij muscles and
neryes had been
strained to the utmost

Below: Broke don-'n
in the muck of an

April morning

Below: He luas a dying horse
isjhen he left the barrier

% T<iu« XiYQ,

> jiiipiniail^.

The Elks Magazine

Improvement
by Odgers T. Gurnee

AS you read this—and until approxinnately
five o'clock (C. S. T.) on the afternoonkof May 4th—the eyes of the sports world will

focus on The Blue Grass. On that day, and
shortly before that time, the Kentucky Derby
will be run at Churchill Downs at Louisville.

Meanwhile yards of newspaper type will have
told the public how each candidate is preparing
for the great test—one of the greatest in Ameri-

^ can turf annals. Sports writers will have grown
lyric over the tradition, the color, the glamour

of this classic among thoroughbred racing renewals—this
super-spectacle. And make no mistake about it, the Ken
tucky Derby is a super-spectacle, a glamorous contest.

So the press-agents, the promoters, the scribes will
have been 100 per cent, correct—thus far. But on the
evening before the race a thousand odd newspapers will
carry a story in which, inevitably, will appear some such
line as this:

"Xearlv two dozen of .A.merica's greatest three-
vear-old 'thoroughbreds will face the barrier here to
morrow as fit as the hand of man can make them."

That is where the writers fall down. That field of
great, or potentially great horses will NOT be as fit as
the hand of man can make them.

Whv?
Because it is not possible to brmg a three-year-old out

of winter quarters, prepare him for racing during the
slush and mud and cold of February, March and April,
and send him to the post on May 4, to run a mile and a
quarter in competition for the FIRST TIME IN HIS
LIFE—and have him fit to do his best.

The whole calendar of American racing is wrong—
from the standpoint of the horse. And that means the
horse lover as well. In explanation let me backtrack.

When .Aristides won the first Kentucky Derby more
than 50 years ago, racing was conducted in this country
primarily as an exhilarating sport—and to breed strength
and starnina into the American thoroughbred. Today all
state racing associations—either in their preamble or in
the corporate name—carry the phrase "for the improve
ment of the thoroughbred."

That is not true in practice. The American racing
system actually is impairing the breed. There are three
major faults:

1. It permits, even encourages, the racing of two-year-
olds before the bony structure has grown and set.

2. It encourages, almost forces, potentially great
three-ycar-olds to run too far, too soon.

3. It puts a premium on speed and discounts endur
ance.

Who is to blame? It's not all the promoters' fault.
Some of that onus must be shared by stupid or ava
ricious breeders, trainers and owners.

And the solution, or at least a definite remedial step,
is very simple. It involves slight revisions in the racing
calendar (see the panel on page 12), the conditions
books of individual meetings—and in breeding practice.
I would sum up the remedy this way:

1. Bar all two-year-olds from racing until .April 1.
2. Fix the Kentucky Derby date for the first Satur

day in June; the Preakness date TWO weeks later
instead of one.

3. Plan race meet programs to include more stakes
and handicaps over a distance of ground; cut down
on sprints.

4. Stop inbreeding of "speed lines."
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of the Breed
Illustrated by Paul Brow

It's easy to see why the racing of two- }\/J /
year-olds in January and February is in- , ^ I
jurious. In the first place, many of them ' ^
aren't two years old at all. Most thor- C
oughbreds are foaled within a thVee- '
month span—January ISth to April 15th.
But without regard for his actual birth-
date, every young racehorse in America
is two years old on the second January
first after birth. Thereafter he is a year
older on each succeeding January first.

Thus some youngster, still growing inside and out,
still soft of bone and sinew, is sent to the post before
he's 22 months old and kicked along at top speed for
three-eights or half a mile.

For some years Kentucky tried to give the babies a
break. It was the rule that two-year-olds weren't two
years old until April. Now, however, all states have
adopted the January 1st ruling, largely because it started
long ago in England. But how differently they handle
it over there.

Steve Donoghue, the great British jockey who has won
the Epsom Derby seven times, was amazed when he
visited Tropical Park in Florida this winter and saw
the youngsters running on New Year's Day. Two-year-
olds never race in England until late March, he points
out. The jockeys in these juvenile races never carry
whips and the shortest distance raced is five furlongs.

"American trainers injure many young horses," he said,
"by running them so early at such short distances at top
speed."

Steve should know. On top of his record string at
Epsom he has won another famous stake, the Alexandria
at Ascot, six times.

But this story is concerned primarily with the Ken
tucky Derby, the Maryland Preakness and the New
York Belmont (the three great three-year-old classics)
and the reasons why a revised schedule is necessary if
we are^ to improve the breed" and nominate annually a
champion three-year-old.

I have suggested that the Derby be run a full four
weeks later each year than at present. That the Preak
ness be run two weeks afterward—and the Belmont in
September. If this is to be constructive criticism, I
must tell my reasons.

Let me assume that a month before Derby post time
there are 100 good three-year-olds in training for the
race. Actually only 20 get to the post. What happens
to the other 80? One of three things:

1. They showed definite lack of sufficient class.
2. They were injured in an effort to train under ad

verse conditions.

3. They were unable to reach racing condition be
cause of bad weather, etc.

There have been many years when one of these "Lost
Eighty ' should have been the best horse of his year.
Sometimes he was able to prove it before the end of the
season. Man o' War did. I'll tell you later why he didn't
win the Derby.

But oftentimes the potential champion who fails to
start in the Derby never proves it. Because he never
starts. The rigors of training, the injuries of early morn
ing workouts in mud and slop and sleet, have ruined him
for racing.

Can one month's delay make so much difference? I
think so. It will permit the trainer to bring his charge
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Above at top: The National Stallion Slakes race at Belmont
Park in 1928. From left to right are Blue Larkspur, the
ivintier; Jean Val Jean and Jack High. The photograph
just beloiv show Cavalcade winning the 1934- Kentucky
Derby. At the left is Steve Donoghue, famous British
jockey, on Manna, uinner of the 1925 English Derby

niton Vy /loiic mil Brrixen Bros.

car, unload him at Pimlico in time for one long workout, one
short one—and then run his heart out again.

But if the Preakness is run on the second Saturday follow
ing the Derby, the horse can spend three days of rest in Louis
ville, get his nerves quiet, take a full 24 hours for the trip
East, rest another day, and still have eight days of prepara

tion. This would give him four
workouts—time to get used to

xr.i TT 1 new surroundings and still notIf the Horse Could Fick lose his edge.
"Hie mid-June.XJ.1S x-'aLt.s jjjg owner wants to try for the

Under the revised racing; calendar suggested in American Derby renewal in Chi-
. , , ^ . u cago, he has a month to ease the

this article the Kentucky Derby would not be run gj^ip
until the Saturday following Memorial Day. The of post time and not kill him in
Preakness would follow two weeks later, and other ,

,, . „ j • . 1 rru- Then, if he s a smart owner,
classics would follow at spaced intervals. I his he will take the colt out of com-
year, for example, the schedule would read this petition and ship him to Sara-

top. In mid-August he can
bring him back to racing form

; Race and build him up again to razor-
ms, Ky. Kentucky Derby sh"pness for the greatest of all

' ^ three-year-old races—the Bel-
Preakness mont Stakes at Belmont Park

., 111. American Derby in September.
Current summer ^^nder these conditions a true

, j champion has a sporting chancetwo-year-old - to win all four races. But if the
® owner elects to pass up the

N. Y. Belmont Stakes American Derby—it won't de-
(3-year-oId) tract from his charge's claim.

: N Y Futurity Kentucky Derby, the Preak-
' ' O.vAnr niH-i "^ss and the Belmont—these

^ ^ ^ constitute the Triple Crown of
wo weeks in October and American racing and any horse
, . I • . who wins them all IS a cham-
iber for the big two-year-
nd Kentucky. {Contijiued on page 36)

along more slowly. It will let him gallop easily—a slow two
miles at one workout, a two-minute mile the next. It will
bring him to speed trials only a few weeks before post time.
He won't be forced to sprint until after the first of May—a
time when, under the the present schedule, he is asked to race
that heart-breaking mile and a quarter. In short, he has the
entire month of May, a wet
month but a reasonably warm
one—in which to tighten up. TX Wr*»-c,

Then, on the first Saturday in rTOrb<
June, he steps out on the track His
and goes to town. So far, we
hope, so good. But when he Under the revised rac
comes back to his stall and cools j Kentuck'
out he is exhausted. Muscles . , _ t n
and NERVES have been strained until the Saturday follow
to the utmost. However, if he Preakness would follow
B to shoot for the three-year-old ,^ 5 ^
championship as the schedule is
now constructed, he must be example, the
loaded on a car and rushed to way:
Maryland, because in exactly
seven days he must race again Date Trac
for the Preakness. Tvine 1 Churchill Do

Date Track Race

June 1 Churchill Downs, Ky. Kentucky Derby
June 15 Pimlico, Md. Preakness
July 13 Lincoln Fields, 111. American Derby
August 1 Saratoga, N. Y. Current summer

to 30 two-year-old
stakes

October 5 Belmont Park, N. Y. Belmont Stakes
(3-year-oId)

October 12 Belmont Park, N. Y. Futurity
(2-year-old)

This leaves the last two weeks in October and

the first week in November for the big two-year-
old stakes in Maryland and Kentucky.

This business of shipping
horses from track to track is
one of the most difficult and
dangerous things a trainer has to
contend with. Hundreds of high-
class horses have died of "ship
ping fever''—and shipping fever
is as much sick nerves as it is
sick body. So it is manifestly
unfair to drive a young horse
through the nerve-wracking ex
perience of the Derby, give him
a day or less of rest and then
load him into a hurtling horse

October 5 Belmont Park. N. Y.



A moment he looked up at her. Then he rose and sent his chair crashing behind him

The .!A(jght of t!A(\iptials
'y Rafael Sabatini
Illuslraied by Karl Godwin

WHEN Philip the Good succumbed at Bruges of an
apoplexy in the early part of the year 1467, the

occasion was represented to the stout folk of Flanders as
a favourable one to break the Burgundian yoke under which
they laboured. It was so represented by the agents of that
astute king, Louis XI, who ever preferred guile to the direct
and costly exertion of force.

Charles, surnamed the Bold (le Temeraire), the new Duke
of Burgundy, was of all the French King's enemies by far
the most formidable and menacing just then; and the wily
King, who knew better than to measure himself with a foe
that was formidable, conceived a way to embarrass the Duke
and cripple his resources at the very outset of his reign. To
this ênd did he send his agents into the Duke's Flemish
dominions, there to intrigue with the powerful and to stir
up the spirit of sedition that never did more than slumber
in the hearts of those turbulent burghers.

It was from the Belfry Tower of the populous, wealthy city
of Ghent—then one of the most populous and wealthy cities
of Europe—that the call to arms first rang out, summoning
the city's forty thousand weavers to quit their looms and
take up weapons—the sword, the pike, and that arm so
peculiarly Flemish, known as the goedendag. From Ghent
the fierce flame of revolt spread rapidly to the valley of

the Meuse, and the sprcely less important city of Liege,
where the powerful guilds of armourers and leather-workers
proved to be fully as ready for battle as did the weavers
of Ghent.

They made a brave enough show until Charles the Bold
came face to face with them at Saint-Trond, and smashed
the mutinous burgher army into shards, leaving them in their
slaughtered thousands upon the stricken field.

The Duke was very angry. He felt that the Flemings had
sought to take a base advantage of him at a moment when it
was supposed he would not be equal to protecting his interests,
and he intended to brand it for all time upon their minds
that it was not safe to take such hberties with their liege lord.
Thus, when a dozen of the most important burghers of Liege
came out to him very humbly in their shirts, with halters
round their necks, to kneel in the dust at his feet and offer
him the keys of the city, he spurned the offer with angry
disdain.

"You shall be taught," he told them, "how little I require
your keys, and I hope that you will remember the lesson for
your own good."

On the morrow his pioneers began to smash a breach,
twenty fathoms wide, in one of the walls of the city, rolling
the rubble into the ditch to fill it up at the spot. When the



operation was complete, Charles rode through the gap, as a
conqueror, with vizor lowered and lance on thigh at the head
of his Burgundians, into his city of Liege, whose fortifica
tions he commanded should be permanently demolished.

That was the end of the Flemish rising of 1467 against
Duke Charles the Bold of Burgundy. The weavers returned
to their looms, the armourers to their forges, and the glove-
makers and leather-workers to their shears. Peace was re
stored; and to see that it was kept, Charles appointed mili
tary governors of his confidence where he deemed them
necessary.

One of these was Claudius von Rhynsault, who had followed
the Duke's fortunes for some years now, a born leader of
men, a fellow of infinite address at arms and resource in
battle, and of a bold, reckless courage that nothing could ever
daunt. It was perhaps this last quality that rendered him so
esteemed of Charles, himself named the Bold, whose view
of courage was that it was a virtue so lofty that in the
nature bf its possessor there could, perforce, be nothing mean.

So now, to mark his esteem of this stalwart German, the
Duke made him Governor of the province of Zeeland, and
dispatched him thither to stamp out there any lingering sparks
of revolt, and to rule it in his name as ducal lieutenant.

Thus, upon a fair May morning, came Claud of Rhynsault
and his hardy riders to the town of Middelburg. the capital
of Zeeland, to take up his residence at the Gravenhof in the
main square, and thence to dispense justice throughout that
land of dykes in his master's princely name. This justice
the German captain dispensed with merciless rigour, conceiv
ing that to be the proper way to uproot rebellious tendencies.
It was inevitable that he should follow such a course, im
pelled to it by a remorseless cruelty in his nature, of which
the Duke his master had seen no hint, else he might have
thought twice before making him Governor of Zeeland, for
Charles—despite his rigour when treachery was to be pun
ished—was a just and humane
prince.

Now, amongst those arrested
and flung into Middleburg gaol as

perquisitions and inquisitions was
a^wealthy young burgher named -J

examination, in a cheerless hall of
the Gravenhof, Danvelt's defense

not like ^burghers^ who laughed in

officc and the importance of his
])erson. From his high seat at the
jurlgnicn(-[)oard. flanked by clerks
and iiedged about by men-at-arms,
he scowled upon ihe flaxen-haired,
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fresh-complexioned young burgher who bore himself so very
easily. He was a big. handsome man, this Rhynsault, of
perhaps some thirty years of age. His thick hair was of
a reddish brown, and his beardless face was cast in bold
lines and tanned by exposure to the colour of mahogany,
save where the pale line of a scar crossed his left cheek.

"Yet, I tell you, the letter bears your signature," he
grumbled sourly.

"My name, perhaps." smiled the amiable Danvelt, "but
assuredly not my signature."

"Herrgott!" swore the German captain. "Is this a riddle?
What is the difference?"

Feeling himself secure, that very foolish burgher ventured
to be mildly insolent.'

"It is a riddle that the meanest of your clerks there can
read for you." said he.

The Governor's blue eyes gleamed like steel as they fastened
upon Danvelt. his heavy jaw'seemed to thrust itself forward,
and a dull flush crept into his cheeks. Then he swore.

"Beim blute Gottes!'' quoth he, "do you whet your trader's
wit upon me. scum?"

And to the waiting men-at-arms;
"Take him back to his dungeon," he commanded, "that in

its quiet he may study a proper carriage before he is next
brought before us."'

Danvelt was haled away to gaol again, to repent him of
his pertness and to reflect that, under the governorship of
Claudius von Rhynsault, it was not only the guilty who had
need to go warily.

The Governor sat back in his chair with a grunt. His
secretar>'. on his immediate right, leaned towards him.

"It were easy to test the truth of the man's assertion,"
said he. "Let his servants and his wife attend and be ques
tioned as to when he was in Flushing and when married."

"Aye." growled von Rhynsault. "Let it be done. I don't
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doubt we shall discover that the insolent dog was lying."
But no such discovery was made when, on the morrow,

Danvelt's household and his wife stood before the Governor
to answer his questions. Their replies most fully bore out the
tale Danvelt had told, and appeared in other ways to place
it beyond all doubt that he had taken no part, in deed or
even in thought, in the rebellion against the Duke of Bur
gundy. His wife protested it solemnly and piteously.

"To this I can swear, my lord," she concluded. "I am
sure no evidence can be brought against him, who was ever
loyal and ever concerned with his affairs and with me at the
time in question. My lord"—she held out her hands towards
the grim German, and her lovely eyes gleamed with unshed
tears of supplication—"I implore you to believe me, and in
default of witnesses against him to restore my husband to
me."

Rhynsault's blue eyes kindled now as they considered her,
and his full red lips slowly parted in the faintest and most
inscrutable of smiles. She was very fair to look upon—of
middle height and most exquisite shape. Her gown, of palest
saffron, edged with fur, high-waisted according to the mode,

and fitted closely to the
\ gently swelling bust, was
\ i cut low to display

. I V the white perfec-
1 \ I \ tionof herneck.

A A l\\ V softly
rounded

face

iddM V-. •

looked absurdly childlike under the tall-crowned hennin, from
which a wispy veil floated behind her as she moved.

In silence, then, for a spell, the German mercenary pondered
her with those slowly kindling eyes, that slowly spreading,
indefinite smile. Then he stirred, and to his secretar>' he
muttered shortly:

"The woman lies. In private I may snare the truth from
her."

He rose—a tall, massively imposing figure in a low-girdled
tunic of deep purple velvet, open at the breast, and gold-
laced across a white silken under-vest.

"There is some evidence," he informed her grufBy. "Come
with me, and you shall see it for yourself."

He led the way from that cheerless hall by a dark corridor
to a small snug room, richly hung and carpeted, where a
servant waited. He dismissed the fellow, and in the same
breath bade her enter, watching her the while from under
lowered brows. One of her women had followed; but admit
tance was denied her. Danvelt's wife must enter his room
alone.

Whilst she waited there, with scared eyes and fluttering
bosom, he went to take from an oaken coffer the letter signed
"Philip Danvelt." He folded the sheet so that the name only
v/as to be read, and came to thrust it under her eyes.

"What name is that?" he asked her gruffly.
Her answer was very prompt.
"It is my husband's, but not the writing—it is another

hand; some other Philip Danvelt; there will be others in
Zeeland."

He laughed softly, looking at her ever with that odd in-
tentness, and under his gaze she shrank and cowered in

terror; it spoke to her of some nameless evil; the tepid
•0^ air of the luxurious room was stifling her

"If I believed you, your husband would be de-

'̂̂ he stanT"Ah, but you must believ?m? ^h^e
Hr I are others who can bear witness "."aught for others," he

gant^ harsh and arro-
JL voice to a lover's key.

V i I might accept your word
that this is not your husband's

VnSS lieve ^
understand, and

Jf ®he could only stare at him
those round, brown eyes of
dilating, her lovely cheeks

Ra M ff I' fLOl blanching with horrid fear.
TKi .''^'hy, see," he said at length,

T easy, gruff good-humour,
Philip Dan-

those fair hands to do
I as you please. Surely,

1^^I sweeting, you not be so un-
destroy

And as he spoke his face bent
to her own, his flaming

devoured and his arm
slipped softly, snake-like round
her to draw her to him. But
before it had closed its grip she
had started away, springing back

VHHjjHjlte in horror. outcry already on
her pale lips.

"One
her sharply, "and it speaks your
husband's doom!"

"Oh, me let me
she {Continued on page 40)

H Suddenly a woman's
Js jjK voice rang out. "Justice,

nty Lord Duke of Bur-
gundy/ Justice for a
poor woman's wrongs!"
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Strewn across the top left corner of the page are
some pleasant Lornbardo boys who with their play
ing, singing, and bandleading have bitten off a large
chunk of Radio's faine and dough. Because of the
Peculiarly distinctive charm of its music, Guy Loni-
bardo's Orchestra holds a ranking position as one
of the most popular dance bajids i?i the country

At lozver left is the beautiful blonde head of Grace
hdoore, the opera star icho crashed into head
lines and won various and sundry awards for war
bling into radio and motion picture microphones.
In either medium Miss Moore is a great treat
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Den Pinchof

Above, center, is Betty Wragge, a demure little lass
who, tri-weekly for NBC, turns herself into Betty
Davis—a starring juvenile role in the "Red Davis"
program. She hangs out with her blue-blooded
little pal, "Rascal", who is shown with her. A
spunky little wire-haired fox-terrier. Rascal is also
a highly important member of the Red Davis cast

At top right is the cast of the "March of Time"
working out in one of the handsome studios of the
Columbia System. Broadcast by Time Maga
zine, this is one of the 7tiost vital programs Radio
has to offer and it promises much for the future
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Serving by Hugh
Fullerton

POSSIBLY because i A
I once thought

ball always' has "been ^
ray chief interest in the

curves— b
yet I was a bad pitcher. m
When I discovered that E
I was very effective in *

and very poor when
pitted against good
batters, I became a
second baseman. Ever
since then I have tried to grasp the reason for the
success or failure of pitchers, and to try to analyze
their deliveries. '

For many years, while traveling with ball clubs or A
visiting them in training camps or on their home
parks, I would get some outstanding pitcher to show
me his "stuff" and explain to me what he was trying
to do with the ball. In all that time I never have
seen two who were alike, and it seems to me there are as
many types of deliveries and ways of throwing a ball as there
are biological variations in the human race.

Studying the present-day successful pitchers, there is one
thing which astonishes me. That is that while many of them
have as good arms, as good brains and as fine an assortment
of speed, curves and twists as the old-timers possessed, the
great majority do not and have not studied pitching as an art,
nor have they worked for perfection in some variant of a
thrown ball. I recall one afternoon sitting with "Big Moose"
Ed Walsh, one of the greatest pitchers in baseball history.
Big Ed was in the dumps. He had been beaten and driven off
the slab by a weak club. Shaking his fine head sadly, he said:

"I wish I had known half as much about pitching when my
arm was good as I know now. Nobody ever would have made
a foul off me."

The history of pitching is simple. The pitcher always has

Three famous
pitchers, Eddie Ci-
cotte {at left in
circle), Mordecai
Broitn {at right)
and, in the center,
the immortal
Christy Mathev^son

^ X "X held the ascendency over the batter—sol^v J HI every rule (except the
BM#' ^ f /v u ,1 I" I governing the deliveryof the ball has been passed to handicap

^ . the pitcher and prevent him from be-/ coming too great an element in the sport. Baseball has
-• just passed through an era of "trying to throw 'em

*• . past em, as the ball player would express it This
was brought about because the batters started "swine-

^ ior home runs instead of "just meetin' 'em"
' V which was what used to be considered good battine

[[ Now there are unmistakable evidences that some at
1, least, of the pitchers, are reverting to the use of brains

' and cunning instead of brute strength and speed andSthat again they are acquiring ascendency over the bat
ters and forcing the "swingers" to shorten up on their
bats and try to "just meet 'em."

Speed and a fast-breaking curve are, of course the
basic stock-m-trade of pitchers, yet it is certain'that

m none of the great pitchers was really a finished product
M until he commenced to lose speed and his arnT besan
^ to weaken forcing him to study the art of deceivine

batters. The greatest of them all, I believe was
Christy Mathewson. I put Matty ahead of Walter

Johnson, Ed Walsh. Amos Rusie, John Clarkson, Ed Reulbach
Mordecai Brown and other great pitchers because Matty was
a success at three kinds of pitching. He came into the bic
leagues from Bucknell College as a fast-ball pitcher with daz
zling speed, and achieved considerable success as a fast-ball
pitcher. When the keenness commenced to disappear from
his fast ball, he developed a curve—two curves, in fact a
very fast-breaking curve and a slow, curiously twisting one
Using these with an occasional flash of speed, he became one
of the great pitchers of the country. Then his arm weakened
and we thought Matty was done—worn out by his early fast
ball pitching. I remember figuring that Matty was about
through as a pennant-winning element when I went South to
visit the clubs in spring training. His arm had weakened badly
the preceding fall.

At the Giants training quarters I found Matty far out in one
corner of the lot and walked over to shake hands. He was



Above, left to right: Phil Douglas, Amos Ruste, Ed Rhettlbach and Rube addell

The famous man was tremen
dously interested. I explained
to him that while Ed could
show him how it was done
and how the ball reacted .
to certain pressures and A
slips, he did not know M
why itdid so, and ad- ^
vised him to see
Griffith when the
team reached Bos- •
ton. I gave him
a card of in-
troduction i
and left a L
note at m f
the hotel M "''i •
forGrif, M /F

going through odd motions while I squatted on the The famous
ground and talked to him. He was stepping first dously inter
one way, then another, as he threw the ball. to him thai
Finally I grabbed a mitt and went up to catch the show him h
ball and throw it back to him while asking about and how th
his arm. He said it was sore and not so good. to certain p
He kept throwing that way for perhaps fifteen slips,_ he di(
minutes. Finally he said "that's enough," just as why it did s
he let loose of the ball. That ball came up toward vised him
me, seemed to stop, then dropped almost to my Griffith wh
feet as if it had hit something and been deflected teamreache
downward. ton. I gave

"Hey, what was that?" I demanded. a card of
"Must have slipped," he remarked, grinning. troductic
That was the first I ever saw of Matty's fa- and left a

mous "fadeaway," a form of slow ball which again note at
made him the great pitcher of the country and the hotel
prolonged his career for years. forGrif,

It always has been enlightening, in studying telling
pitching, to get out on the field in practice and
warm up with the pitchers. I have done this with A
a great many, and besides that I used to sit for
hours during games and in practice, watching them ^
through high-power glasses, to see what the ball
was doing in the air. In those days relations be
tween a reporter and the team he was traveling
with were different from what they are today.
Now he is expected to be a sort of ballyhoo artist
or press-agent, and then he was a sort of excess
member of the team. If the players liked him he
was received into the innermost councils and per- a
mitted to play in games on exhibition trips—if he
could stand the inevitable horseplay of those ath-
letes who delighted in showing up a scribe.

The "outsider" usually was not welcome. I
remember having an experience with one of them.
While Malty was. in my estimation, the greatest
pitcher of them all, Clark Griffith, now owner of
the Washington team, knew more about pitching
and its science than any man who ever stepped on
a slab—even more than his tutor, Charlie Radbourne, who,
according to the old-timers, was the greatest of his time. One
day a noted professor in Massachusetts Tech came to the hotel
in Boston and introduced himself to me. saying he was study
ing the physics of the spit-ball and desired some information.

I introduced him to Ed Walsh, who is one of the most oblig
ing and delightful fellows, and as Ed was not working, we took
the professor to the park early and Ed showed him his stuff.

Above: Grover Alexander,
icho pitched a fast, curve or
sloiv hall vjith great cunning

At left on opposite page:
IValier Johnson, one of the
greatest speed-ball pitchers

him that the professor would
call on him and asking him
to co-operate. Griffith did. He explained and demonstrated
for hours, and then wrote me a note saying;

"Keep them damned nuts away from me."
I heard the professor's lecture on the spit-ball. He ex

plained it on the theorem of flowing liquids, but I was
lost before he reached the second equation and might as
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Above, left to right: "Lefty" Leifield, Clark Griffith, Russ Ford and Ed JValsh

well have been listening to Einstein explaining the N.R A.
was not only an apt pupil, but, having learned

the theoty, he improved upon it. Radbourne was a neigh
bor of the Griffith fannly at Bloomington, 111., and when
Clark was a small lad, "Red" set him to work. Grif
placed a mark on the back of the barn; a cross, with the
horizontal line at the waist height of a batter. He Ditched
at this mark hour after hour, placing the baU above below
inside and outside until he had acquired perfect control'
When he came to the Ch^ago club from Milwaukee
where he had played for a short time, and joined Anson's
team he was a little bit of a dark-skinned fellow who
weighed about 120 pounds. The first day he anneared
on the field a sympathetic lady in the stands wa? heard
to exclaim, It s a shame to let that litUe boy play with
those big, rough men. j y >

Grif nev-er lived that down. Studious, inventive, argu
mentative Grif became suddenly the sensation of base
ball; another Radbourne. He was, perhaps, with the ex
ception of Nig Cuppy, the slowest pitcher in history-
delaying, stalling, arguing, tantalizing batters before throw
ing, and then suddenly delivering the very ball they did
not expect I recall once in Washington a duel between
him and Kip belbach, a great hitter. Selbach was at
bat in a crisis of the game. Griffith teased, taunted and
nagged at Selbach until the big hitter was wild The
count had been worked down to four balls and two strikes
(I think that that year five bad balls were allowed) At
any rate, one ball was left to decide the game and Seibach
was daring Griffith to pitch. Griffith suddenly tossed the
ball underhand in a high arc toward the plate. Selbach
over-eager, stepped and lunged forward, fell to his hands
and knees, and the ball, passing over his back was called
a strike. He started for Griffith with his hat when he
was called out.

Griffith never revealed the secret of his great success
He used to have a habit of striking the ball on the heel of
his shoe before pitching, claiming he was jarring the dirt
from his spikes. Batters raged and declared he was "nick
ing" the cover on his spikes, "winging" the ball to make
it do contortion acts in the air. The umpire never could
find any scars on the cover, but I always have believed
that Grif discovered the secret of the "emery" ball of
later years long before it was heard of, and that he got
the secret from his tutor.

It never is safe to say in baseball that anyone was
"first" to do anything. One hot night in Washington,
soon after Elmer Stricklett was (Continued on page 44)
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Above :
Left to riffhtj

Eric Wollencott,
Owen Davis, Jr.,

M offat J ohjis ton,
Elena Miramova, Mary

Sargent, Fania Morinoff
and Robert Loraine in the

thrillinff and poignant drama.
Times Have Changed." The

play has to do with the troubles
of an older brother who loses the

family fortune and with the joys
of an impoverished younger brother

Left: One of this Depart?nent's
stage favorites is the talented actor,
Walter CoJinoUy. In his current
Broadway production, "The Bishop
Misbehaves," he takes the part of a
bishop of the British countryside who,
while a good Churchman, also fancies
himself as an expert sleufh. Such he
turns out to be, and in the process of
tracking down the villains of the piece
many amusing atid exceedingly
well acted incidents take place

Below: Al Jolson in a scene from
i "Go Into Your Dance," another
L of those popular rnovies which

combine a good plot with much
lively melody. In addition to
Mr. Jolson, the cast includes

Ruby Keeler, Helen Mor-
gan, Bobby Connolly and

several others. More-
over, the ?nusic and

lyrics, by Harry
^ ll'arreu and AI

Dubin, are fine
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Above:
tj I e a n 0 r

Powell, a head-
liner in "George
White s 1935 Scan-
dais," the second of the
well-known producer's
contributions to the movies.
The show, an elaborate one,
is presented by a cast which
includes such stars as Alice Faye,
James Dunn, and George White
himself. JVh at's more, the
music and dancing are first rate

Right: Jeanette MacDonald and
Nelsoji Eddy in the screen version of
factor Herbert's "Naughty Marietta.'
Old timers need not be reminded of
the virtues of this delightful operetta,
and youngsters who have an ear for
good tunes should have learned by this
t^e the excellence of Herbert's music.
•I he cast for this production is a splen
did one. In addition to being able to
act, the leading performers have, for
the most part, very excellent voices

^ Beginsat 40, Will Rogers' latest screen
comedy. The inimitable laugh- A
provoking W esterner is seen
here snoozing after the rigors m ,
of a picnic lunch. At the
tcft, also taking her ease, is ^
Jane Darwell, while aboveher, quite wide awake,
are Richard Crom-
well and the very '''
attractive Ro- -• .♦

chelle Hudson A
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EDITORIAL
COSTLY CARELESSNESS

HE statistics relating to fatalities and major in
juries from automobile accidents in the IJnited
States during 1934 present a shocking record.
For every fifteen minutes of that year, a life

was snuffed out. For every fifteen seconds, an injury
was thus inflicted. The facts constitute a grave indict
ment against motorists generally; for a very large per
centage of the accidents were due to the carelessness of
drivers.

Speed, as unnecessary as it was reckless, counted its
victims by the thousands. Disregard of traffic regula
tions, as plain as they were reasonable, accounted for
additional thousands. Other accidents, comparable in
numbers, were ascribed to failures to observe the most
obvious requirements of courtesy and consideration.

It is quite likely that every reader of this editorial,
who drives a car, has been an offender, even if he has
been fortunate enough to escape a contribution to the list
of victims.

The subject is one which cannot be called too fre
quently to the attention of automobile operators, with an
earnest plea for the exercise of greater caution, in the
interest of human life and of public safety. The dangers
involved are known to all to whom permits to drive are
issued. Realization of what is at stake should, of itself,
insure a ready response to such a plea. And the severest
penalties of the law should be imposed upon those who
persistently disregard it.

The careful operation of an automobile is not only a
duty imposed by positive law, but a duty of good citizen
ship; as much so as obedience to any law enacted for the
protection of the public health, public morals, or public
peace. If that obligation be not more generally observed,
then drastic measures must be adopted to enforce it.
The cost of carelessness in this matter is too appalling
to contemplate as a recurrent item. Every motorist
should pledge his aid to reduce it to an unavoidable
minimum.

BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA

T its last annual meeting, the National Council
of the Boy Scouts of .'Vmerica adopted a most
gratifying resolution, expressing appreciation
of the support and cooperation which had been

accorded to it in past years by the Order of Elks. And,
with the approval of the Grand Exalted Ruler, it has
recently issued a booklet, entitled, "The Elks and The

Boy Scouts," containing an appreciative Foreword and
nuLrous suggestions as to how ElliS most effectively may
promote Boy Scout activities. <. r a

The objects and purposes of the Boy Scouts of Amer
ica must command the respect and sympathetic mterest
of every true Elk, for, in the final analysis, they are simi
lar to those of our Order. Both are seeking to build char
acter and patriotic loyalty into American citizenship.

ThatOrganization, having a membership of more than
one million American boys, is now engaged upon a
nation-wide celebration of its twenty-fifth birthday, with
a program of special events continuing throughout the
vear It would seem, therefore, to be a propitious time
for subordinate Lodges to give special and generous con
sideration to the further aid of this foremost agency of
the Youth Movement in our country.

There are many ways in which an Elks Lodge may
appropriately encourage and foster the Scout troops of
its community. If it desires to engap upon such an
enterprise a conference with the local Scout executive
will disclose what is most needed in its jurisdiction, so
that it may most intelligently cooperate in the accom
plishment of the current local Scout objective.

At least many of the Lodges can assist the local Scout
troops to finance their participation in the National Jam
boree to be held in Washington m August. This is
planned to be the greatest gathering of Boy Scouts ever
held in America. Every Boy Scout in the country is
dreaming about this wonderful demonstration and yearn
ing to take part in it. , ^ i

Here is a splendid opportunity for subordinate Lodges
to make boyish hearts happy; and at the same time to
assist in providing experiences which will be a lasting
inspiration to cleaner manhood and better citizenship.
Surely that is something well worth doing.

PUBLIC OPINION

UBLIC opinion is an intangible force. Some
times it is developed from sources difficult to
trace. Again it is the product of influences
which all may recognize. Not infrequently it

is purposely fostered by obvious methods. But always,
when it is definitely crystallized and in operation, it is
an almost irresistible power controlling human conduct.

In a recent public utterance, Attorney General Cum-
mings referred to it as an essential element in the fields
of law enforcement. As he expressed it: "No sustained
movement to deal with crime can be initiated with real
hope of success unless there is an informed and aggressive



April, 193S

public opinion supporting our law enforcement authorities
in their different fields."

Since crime, in its modern phases, constitutes a peculiar
challenge to the combined agencies of our federal, state
and local governments designed to defeat it, it becomes
obvious that those agencies should be actively and con
sistently sustained and supported by public sentiment.

The whole country has been gratified by the success
with which certain designated public enemies have been
eliminated as active criminals by the federal authorities.
It is conceded that their special activitieshavebeenstimu
lated by the public demand therefor. It is equally clear,
from past experience, that such continued effective en
forcement can be insured and a corresponding effective
ness inspired in other agencies, only if the force of public
opinion be maintained in aggressive operation.

Law enforcement is something in which everygood citi
zen has an interest and as to which he owes a duty. And
any organization which may assist in moulding public
opinion into a definite demand for such enforcement is
performing a patriotic service by exerting its influence to
that end.

The Order of Elks, through its subordinate Lodges and
their constituent members, is admirably adapted to the
fostering of such a public sentiment. The possession of
this capability creates a duty to exercise it; a duty which
should not be neglected but which should be faithfully
observed.

A GREAT PRO-AMERICA PARADE

N his recent official Circular, Grand Esquire
McCormick announced that the annual parade
at Columbus is to be a spectacular climax of
the Grand Exalted Ruler's program of Ameri

canism, which he has so earnestly and vigorously con
ducted throughout his administration. The plan is to
accentuate the patriotism of the Order in what he has
designated as a "Pro-America Parade."

The idea is one which lends itself readily to an effective
pageantry through which the Order may give an inspir-
mg demonstration of its power and influence as a great
patriotic Fraternity. It is hoped, indeed it is antici
pated, that the State Associations and subordinate Lodges
will generously respond to the Grand Esquire's appeal,
to the end that the parade may fully achieve this fine
purpose.

The fraternal importance of the subject justifies this
reminder; as it does the renewed suggestion that the
success of the plan involves preparations which should
not be delayed until the last few days before the Con
vention. They should be promptly inaugurated so as to
insure creditable participation in what promises to be a
great American Pageant and Parade.

23

AS THE TWIG IS BENT

jVIDENCES are continually cropping up, here
and there, that many of the students in our
public schools and educational institutions are
becoming imbued with unpatriotic and un

wholesome ideas. The frequency and wide distribution
of these examples would be rather startling if they were
fully collated. They indicate that a teacher or instruc
tor in one place, a college professor in another, is filling
the minds of those under his tutelage with unhealthy
doctrines, quite out of accord with American concepts.

The danger involved does not, perhaps, constitute an
imminent national menace; but it is aggravated by the
fact that the receptive mind of youth is fallow field for
such cultivation and is stubbornly retentive of early
impressions. To change the metaphor, the twig thus
bent is apt to grow into a tree of distorted shape

Parents generally pay too little attention to 'the in
struction which their children receive. It is so easy
during eight or nine months of the year, to turn them
over to the school authorities as a sort of relief from the
obligation of home training and influence. The respon
sibility is shifted all too readily, without careful investi
gation as to the atmosphere in which they spend so much
of their time.

It is easy enough to assume that the state and local
jurisdictions provide specially trained teachers, whose
qualifications are carefully examined. That may be
accepted as true, insofar as text book preparation is con
cerned and with respect to moral habits. But there is
much more than that involved in the proper training and
education of the young.

The obligations of parenthood are not fully met by a
mere provision of maintenance for the child. The watch
ful supervision of his mental, moral and physical devel
opment is no less a parental duty which cannot
conscientiously be wholly delegated to others.

Every father owes it to his child, as well as to himself
and to society, to know the training environments which
surround that child at school, the influences to which he
is being subjected. And failure to observe the obligation
to acquaint himself with these conditions, and to see
that they are kept wholesome and desirable, is neglect
of one of the most important of life's duties.

The many Parent-Teachers Associations, all over the
country, are designed to provide that watchful super
vision over the training of the young, which is the proper
function of both elements of such organizations. A
parent who does not avail himself of the opportunities
they afford, or who does not give the matter individual
attention, is not playing a proper part in community
life. The failure may prove a costly one, and one to be
bitterly regretted.
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Between May 25th and July 15th, Elks throughout the United States will
witness dramatic proof ofChevrolet reliability, Chevrolet economy, Chevrolet

performance. Eight new Chevrolets will carry the Elks Magazine Good Will
Ambassadors on the 1935 Tour. More than 30,000 mUes will be traveled—over
every type of road, through extremes of temperature and hazards of weather.
Chevrolet was nominated for this difficult job because Chevrolet quality assured
complete dependability, ruggedness, ample power, easy handling, comfortable
riding, and important savings on gas, oil, and maintenance costs.
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^HE same advantages that Chevrolet quality gives to the nation-circling Good
Will Ambassadors are equally important to have in everyday driving. That's

why thousands of Elks are now choosmg 1935 Chevrolet Master De Luxe and
New Standard models. In addition to this reUability, economy, and performance,
the 1935 Chevrolets give to Elks the prestige of driving cars of alluring stream-
hne beauty and true luxury, truly cars that anyone can feel proud toown anddrive.
CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN

Compare Clteurolet's low delivered prices and easy G. M. A. C. terms. A General Motors Value

FOR 1935
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Under the

Spreading
Antlers

News of Subordinate
Lodges 'Throughout

the Order

Sraddock, Pa., Lodge Host
at Notable Meeting

Scott E. Drum, Pres. of the Pa. State Elks
Assn., was guest of honor at the largest dis
trict meeting ever held by the S.W. Dist.
Assn. of Pa., at Braddock, Pa., Lodge, No.
883. More than 600 Elks and their ladies
were present, taxing the capacity of the
commodious Home of the Lodge. During
the business session of the delegates, the
ladies were entertained at cards by the La
dies Auxiliary of No. 883. At six o'clock a
banquet was spread for all present, followed
by a floor show featuring the well-known
Carr Family of singers, dancers and come
dians. A dance followed the entertainment.

Except for the annual State conventions,
this was possibly the most notable gathering
of Elks ever held in the State, In addition
to Pres. Drum there were present five other
officers of the State Assn., including Vice-
Pres. Frank J. Lyons, Trustees James G.
Bohlender, Mayor of Franklin, Ralph C.
Robinson and Clarence O. Morris, and Chap
lain the Rev. M. F. Bierbaum; five Past
Pres.'s—F. J. Schrader, George F. J. Falken-
stein, Dr. D. S. Ashcom, John F. Nugent
and M. F. Home; two D.D.'s—James A.
Ellis of Pa. S.W., and John T. Lyons of Pa.
N.W.; and 18 P.D.D.'s. There were visitors
from 47 Lodges and five of the seven dis
tricts of the State were represented.

At the business session plans were formu
lated for the attendance of large delegations
from the S.W. Dist, at the forthcoming
meeting of the State Assn. at Hazleton
Lodge, of which Mr. Drum is a P.E.R. The
State President made an impressive address
in which he outlined the plans of Hazleton
Lodge for the entertainment of visitors and
delegates at the Convention, and stressed the
importance of the whole-hearted cooperation
of all Elks with the Grand Exalted Ruler in
his program for the suppression of Commu
nistic activities.

John F. Nugent, Correspondent

Union City, Ind., Lodge Host
to District Association

Union City, Ind., Lodge, No. 1534, will be
host to the Central Ind. Elks Assn. meeting
to be held April 6-7 in that City. Grand
Secy, J, Edgar Masters is expected to be
present along with other Grand Lodge, State
Assn. and District officers, including State
Pres. Clarcnce J. Joel and D.D. Ollie M,
Berry. Several Ohio State Assn. and District
officers have signified their intention of at
tending this important meeting. Union
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State President Scott E. Drum {fourth from the left m front) and a
eroup of notable Pennsylvania Elks in attendance at a rneetmg of the

Southwestern Pennsylvania District at Braddock Lodge

City Lodge is preparing to receive 500 Elks.
The meeting will include among its activi

ties a parade led by the Noblesville, Ind.,
Lodge Band, stag affairs, dancing and card
parties, special entertainments for the ladies,
and the initiation of Indiana and Ohio can
didates into the Order by the Ind. State
Champion Degree Team of Frankfort Lodge.

Foundation Scholarship
Winner a Coming

Athlete

A great athletic future is predicted
for Carroll Ross Layman, the 18-
year-old Harvard Freshman who
was awarded $1,000 by the Elks
National Foundation Trustees last
summer. The award was made to
Mr. Layman as "the most valuable
student in the graduating class of a
high or preparatory school or in any
class of college."

Disclosure of the athletic prowess
of the young native of Du Quoin,
III., comes with his winning one of
the semi-finals of the 45-yard high
hurdles in the National and Inter
collegiate Hurdle Championship at
the Garden Games in Boston, Mass.
Layman's time was 6 1/5 seconds,
2/5 of a second away from the world
mark.

Although he has been hurdling but
three years, in his first year of com
petition young Layman went to the
finals in the Illinois State High
Hurdle Championship. A rangy,
powerful young man, standing six
feet, one inch, and weighing 175
pounds, he is expected by Coach
Eddie Farrell to make a spectacular
showing at Harvard. Layman played
four years of football and four years
of basketball when in high school.
Last Fall at Harvard he demonstrated
his gridiron skill when he made his
numerals on the Freshman eleven
against Yale, He was an end and
halfback on his school eleven, and a
center and guard on the basketball
ciuintet.

Officers of Minot, N. D.,
Lodge Win Flag

Minot, N. D., Lodge, No. 1089, by virtue
of the splendid ritualistic work performed
by its officers, headed by E.R. Gailen H.
Frosaker, has been adjudged the winner of
a large silk American flag provided by for
mer Governor L, B- Hanna, of Fargo, Pres.
of the N, D. State Elks Assn.

The announcement was made by D.D.
E. H. Weil, who judged the ritualistic work
of the 10 Lodges in the State. Mr. Weil
used a point basis to determine the winner,
and judged Minot Lodge's officers to be
practically perfect in their exemplification.
To become permanent possessor of the flag,
Minot Lodge must win it three consecutive
times. The flag was offered for the first
time this year.

Grand Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannon
addressed a letter to Prcs, Hanna, compli
menting him on his act in offering a flag to
the Lodge performing the best ritualistic
work, in which he said in part: "The Amer
ican Flag certainly means more to Elkdom
and more to the American Nation since
Communism has spread its insidious influence
throughout the country, and we will hope
that we will ever keep it to the fore and that
the Order now demonstrating militant pa
triotism will always do so."

The crippled children's work being carried
on by Minot Lodge is going forward with
increasing results. Thrqe children are now
in hospitals receiving treatment through the
influence of the Minot Lodge Crippled Chil
dren's Committee. Thirty others have been
aided in the past year or so. C, E. Danielson
is Chairman of the Committee and has been
for several years. His high interest in the
work has been a major factor in the great
amount of physical rehabilitation so far ac
complished by the Lodge.

Death of P.D.D. Fred'k Hughes,
of White Plains, N. Y., Lodge

White Plains, N. Y., Lodge, No. 535,
mourns the loss of one of its most promi
nent and best-loved members, Magistrate
Frederick Hughes, a resident of Brooklyn,
N. v., who died in Miami, Fla,, on March 1-
Mr. Hughes was a charter member of White
Plains Lodge, and a life member. He was
one of its organizers and served as the first
Secy, and the second Exalted Ruler. He later
became District Deputy for the old
N, Y. S. E, District and served on the Grand
Lodge Commission on Protection of Names
and Emblems from 1907 to 1909.

Mr Hughes was very active in fraternal
circles, belonging to the Fraternal Order of
Eagles, in which he had served as Grand
Treasurer and as a national Vice-Pres. He
also belonged to the Loyal Order of Moose,
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the Woodmen of the World, the St. Patrick
Society of Broolclyn and the Emerald Club.

Going into law practice for himself in
1898, Mr. Huphes served later as Vice-Chair-
man of the Kings County Democratic Com
mittee, and was appointed Magistrate by
Mayor James J. Walker of New York in
1928. He was active in politics for 40 years.
Mr. Hughes was an active and loyal mem
ber of White Plains Lodge up to the time of
his death, which came as a shock to his
many friends in the Order. Brooklyn Lodge
held a Memorial Service for Mr. Hughes.

Executive Committee of Tri-
State Elks Assn. Meets

A meeting of the Executive Committee of
the Md., Del. and D. C. State Elks Assn.
was held at Towson, Md., on Feb. 17. Pres.
Harold E. Cobourn, of Havre de Grace, pre
sided. In attendance were many prominent
Elks from the territory, including George E.
Strong of Washington, D. C., a member of
the Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary;
D.D. John E. Lynch, of Washington; Past
State Pres. Alfred W. Gaver, of Frederick,
Md., and P.D.D.'s Lawrence E. Ensor, of
Towson, and James P. Swing, of Cambridge,
Md. At the conclusion of the business ses
sion, the members were joined by their la
dies and hospitably entertained by the of
ficers of Towson Lodge, No. 469.

Favorable action was taken on a proposal
to give to E.R.'s and P.E.R.'s of member
Lodges the status of non-voting members of
the Assn. As the ratification of the proposal
requires a constitutional amendment, final
action will be taken at the Convention which
will be held at Havre de Grace on August
12-13-14.

The Trustees of the Assn. announce that
they will award a trophy to the Lodge
which renders the most distinguished service
to the Order during the current year. In
determining the winner, the resources and
membership of the Lodges will be taken into
consideration, so that the competitive posi
tion of the various Lodges will be equal.
The prize will be given at the Convention.

Philip U. Gayanl, Slate Trustee

Grand Exalted Ruler Entertained
by Bridgeport, Conn., Lodge

Bearing the standard of a national mili
tant crusade against Communism, Grand
Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannon spoke re
cently before a gathering of 400 Connecticut
Elks at a testimonial dinner and reception
held in his honor by Bridgeport, Conn.,
Lodge, No. 36. More than 200 members of
Bridgeport Lodge were present, among them
being many distinguished old-timers.

P.E.R. James L. McGovern was Toast-
master. Greetings to the head of the Order
were extended by E.R. Joseph A. Muldoon,
with Mayor Jasper McLevy present as rep
resentative of the City, and the Hon. Daniel
F. Hickey, majority leader of the House of
Representatives in Connecticut, representing
the State. Besides the stirring address of
the Grand Exalted Ruler, talks were given
by Past Grand Exalted Ruler James R.
Nicholson, P.E.R. Clifford B. Wilson, a for
mer Mayor of Bridgeport, Mr. Muldoon,
Mr. Hickey, Henry Greenstein and Charles
H. Morris. The guests were entertained by
John J. Brennan, Joey Whelan and Harry
Mornssey.

On behalf of the members of the Lodge,
Mr. Shannon was presented with a large sil
ver platter and an electric toaster by George
Ferrio, Jr. Charles Morris, the only living
charter member of Bridgeport Lodge, was
signally honored with a standing ovation
when he spoke.

Twenty-one of the 25 Lodges in Con
necticut were represented at the meeting. .At
the speakers' table with Mr. Shannon and
Mr. Nicholson, the following prominent Elks

were seated: Past Grand Esteemed Leading
Knight Martin J. Cunningham, of Danbury;
Edward F. Nevins, Secy, of No. 36; and
Messrs. Morris, Greenstein, Wilson, Hickey,
McLevy, McGovern, Muldoon and Ferrio.

Joseph A. Muldoon, E.R., P.E.R.

P.G.E.R. John R. Coen Visits
Grand Junction, Colo., Lodge

Past Grand Exalted Ruler John R. Coen,
of Sterling, Colo., was the guest of honor
recently at a banquet held by Grand Junc
tion, Colo., Lodge, No. 575. The Lodge
hall was crowded with Elks who had jour
neyed there to hear the splendid address
delivered by Mr. Coen, among them being
P.D.D. Judge George W. Bruce. Grand
Junction Lodge marked the occasion with
the initiation of a class of 11 candidates.

Eugene M. Welch, Secy.

Freeport, N. Y., Lodge
Mourns Treasurer

Freeport, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1253, mourns
the loss of Ernest S. Randall, aged 61, Trus
tee and first Treasurer of the Lodge, and a
prominent member of banking and political
circles. Mr. and Mrs. Randall were on a
vacation cruise to Buenos Aires and were
returning to their summer home in Santa
Monica, Calif., on the 5.S. Malolo. Mr.
Randall died aboard the liner.

Through the conscientious and tireless ef
forts of members of Cristobal, C. Z., Lodge,
No. 1542, and P.D.D. Richard M. Davies,
P.E.R, of Panama Canal Zone Lodge, No.
1414, at Balboa, Mr. Randall's body was
permitted to be transferred from the ship
and returned to New York for burial in ac
cordance with the wishes of his family.

San Pedro, Calif., Lodge
Honors Special Guests

Late in February, San Pedro, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 966, was host to the personnel
of the Los Angeles Harbor Department
Elks, a steak dinner being served before the
meeting in the dining roorn of the Lodge
to a capacity crowd. Special guests of the
occasion were P.E.R. E. J. Amar, Pres. of
the Board of Los Angeles Harbor Commis
sioners, and Eugene W, Biscailuz, Sheriff
of Los Angeles County and a P.E.R. of
Santa Monica, Calif., Lodge, No. 906, _

Features of the evening were the showing
of moving pictures and lectures on the
growth and development of the Harbor, and
the presentation of a gold loving cup to
Sheriff Biscailuz and his mounted posse by
the Elks of the San Pedro Navy Day Fiesta
Committee. The cup was the first prize in
the reccnt Navy Day Parade. Several
vaudeville numbers were presented at the
close of the program.

Robert R. Snodgrass, Secy.

Watervliet, N. Y., Lodge
Celebrates 10th Birthday

The 10th Anniversary banquet of Water
vliet, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1500, was held re
cently at the Schuyler Inn. It was the most
ambitious event held by the Lodge in the
past decade. Three hundred members
crowded the Inn for the birthday dinner,
among them being six of the original 11 of
ficers. The Lodge traces its origin to the
well-remembered Ghost Club, formed by
a group of Watervliet young men who later
became the nucleus of Watervliet Lodge.

The original officers present were: Joseph
W. Kies, first E.R.; P.E.R.'s Daniel Jones,
Henry E. Gabriels and Thomas J. Hanrahan,
Jr.; and Isaac G. Braman. Mr. Kies was
Toastmaster, and E.R. J. Basil Coleman
supervised the event. The principal speaker
was Public Service Commissioner George R.
Lunn, who delivered a patriotic address.

Others who spoke were P.E.R. Dr. E. Har
rison Ormsby, Amsterdam Lodge; P.E.R.
Henry S. Kahn, Cohoes Lodge, and Asst.
Dist. Attorney of Albany County; P.E.R.
James Murray, Troy Lodge, and Mayor
James F. Donlon. Many distinguished mem
bers of Upper New York State Lodges were
in attendance. An amusing program of en
tertainment was presented.

George E. Hipwood, Secy.

Northern California Elks
Convene at Stockton, Calif.

Candidates from Lodges in the Northern
California District were initiated recently in
a two-day observation of the 67th Anni-
versary_ of the Order. The class, known as
the Michael F, Shannon Class," received the
Ritual from the officers of Stockton, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 218. The candidates were fur
nished by the visiting Lodges. The initiatory
meeting was followed by a banquet at which
all the visitors were the guests of Stockton
Lodge.

Among the many distinguished guests at
the meeting and banquet were D.D.'s William
J. Quinn, who supervised the initiation cere
mony, and Harry B. Hoffman; P.D.D.'s Hal
E. Willis and E. H. Brouillard; P.E R Jack
Heryford of Red Bluff Lodge; W. H. Mur-

Modesto Lodge, and 10
P.E.R.s of Stockton Lodge. Among the
Lodges represented were: Nevada City, Sac
ramento, Chico, Grass Valley, Marysville
Redding, Red Bluff, Susanville, Oroville and'
Woodland. Many delegations came from far
places—the members of Susanville Lodge
driving 600 miles, round trip, the Redding
members 400 miles, and those from Red
Bluff 388 miles.

An entertainment consisting largely of
vaudeville acts was presented after the
banquet,

W. J. Quinn, D.D.

The officers of Stockton, Calif., Lodge and visiting officers from the
Lodges of the Northern California District who recently convened at

Stockton
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This Section Contains Additional News of Central State Lodges

A class of candidates initiated into the Order at Litchfield, III.,
Lodse as the contribution of H. E. Richards, D.D., in the Illinois
Southwest District's celebration of the Sixty-Seventh Anniversary of the

B. P. O. E.

S. W. Dist. of HI. Elks
Initiate 67 Candidates

Before a group of more than 350 members
and candidates, a picked team of chair of-
cers from Lodges in the 111. S. W. Dist. ex
emplified the Ritual in the Lodge rooms of
Litchfield, 111., Lodge, No. 654, following
an introduction by D.D. H. E. Richards.
Sixty-seven candidates were initiated into
the Order.

The meeting was the culmination of weeks
of preparation on the part of Mr. Richards
and his efficient corps of officers selected
from all the Lodges in the District. The
chair officers were: Richard Gass, Belle
ville; Louis Daley, Carlinville; Harry Gray,
Jerseyville; Russell Wilson, Centralia; John
Kreler, Belleville; Henry Nold, Litchfield; R.
Shepherd, Granite City, and Ralph Stiefel,
Litchfield.

The initiation brought to a close one of
the most active years, from the standpoint
of gain in membership, that the 111. S. W.
Dist. has ever known. In addition to those
initiated at the Litchfield meeting, candidates
from all the other Lodges were yet to be
admitted. The lists of Granite City, Belle
ville and Jerseyville were especially large
It was expected that 144 men in all would
have joined by April 1.

Visiting Elks were emphatic in their praises
of Litchfield Lodge for the manner in which
they were received and entertained. About
60 members of the Order were house guests
of the Lodge and were reluctant to leave at
the conclusion of the event. Mr. Richards,
to whom most of the credit for the program
IS due, is to be congratulated on his un
ceasing efforts and their evident success.

Elyria, O., Lodge Entertains
D.D. O. J. Shafer

On the evening of Jan. 22, Elyria, O.,
Lodge, No. 465, entertained in honor of the
official visit of P.E.R, O. J, Shafer, D.D. for
Ohio, North Central. £verv Lodge in the
District was represented, and large delega
tions of members were present from Cleve
land and Lakewood Lodges. A dinner was
served to 200 guests prior to the Lodge
meeting.

Among the speakers at the meeting, at
tended by 3.S0 Elks, were State Pres. William

G. Campbell, immediate Past State Pres. Wil
liam F. Bruning, Mr. Shafer and P.E.R.
Judge H. C. Wilcox. P.E.R. Jim Armitage,
Chairman of the Membership Committee,
made a report announcing 100 applications
for membership. He declared that the Com
mittee would continue to function until the
500 mark had been passed. Lodge adjourned
at the conclusion of the meeting, and the En
tertainment Committee provided a buffet
lunch and entertainment.

0. J• Shafer, D.D.

Washington, Mo., Lodge
Has Active Year

Washington, Mo., Lodge, No. 1559, has
been very active during the past year. One
hundred and fifty-two new members were
welcomed into the Order under the leadership
of E.R. Julius Hibbeler. The Entertainment
Committee, under the Chairmanship of M. J.
Elbert, has provided many successful dances
and other social affairs. There have been two
and sometimes three dances every month.

In December the degree team of Washing
ton Lodge, accompanied by 35 members, vis
ited St. Louis, Mo., Lodge, No. 9, and ini
tiated a class of candidates. The Ladies
Auxiliary has cooperated in every way and
has held several parties. A President Roose
velt Birthday Ball was held by the Washing
ton Elks on January 30, with E.R. Hibbeler
acting as Chairman.

Ernest W. Baker, Chairman,
Publicity Committee

Warsaw, Ind., Lodge
Initiates 17

Warsaw, Ind., Lodge, No. 802, recently
held a dinner in honor of its P.E.R.'s with
130 members present, The regular Lodge
session was held afterward, with the P.E.R.'s
filling the various stations. The main fea
ture of the evening was the initiation of a
class of 17 candidates, among whom was a
Judge of the Circuit Court. P.E.R. C. W.
Dederick had the honor of sponsoring 14 of
the candidates.

A sad event in the Lodge was the recent
death of John A. Peterson, the Lodge's 90-
year-old Civil War Veteran, and the oldest
member on the rolls.

Ed Paulson, Secy.

El Reno, Okla., Lodge Pays
Tribute to George M. McLean

With the initiation of a class of 54 candi
dates, a banquet attended by more than 300
persons, and a general social get-together
afterward, El Reno, Okla., Lodge, No. 743,
recently honored its E.R., State Pres. George
M. McLean. In addition to a near 100%
attendance of El Reno Elks, representatives
from 15 other Lodges were present. Among
the distinguished visitors were Grand Es
teemed Loyal Knight H. Glenn Boyd, of
Wichita, Kans., who delivered an interesting
address, and D.D. Dave H. Perry of Enid,
Okla.

The initiation of the candidates, known as
the "George M, McLean Class of 1935." was
performed by the El Reno Ritualistic Team,
one of the finest in the Middle West. In
naming the class for Mr. McLean, the Lodge
paid him additional tribute, as this was the
first time that a class of candidates had been
named for an individual by No. 743, It is

The "George M. McLean Class
of J935" recently initiated by
El Reno, Okla., Lodge in honor
of Mr. McLean, E. R. and State

President

felt that the contact and work through the
Junior Chamber of Commerce was largely
responsible for the large number of candi
dates presented for initiation on this notable
occasion.

Mr. McLean was deeply touched by the
honors paid him. Among them was the
presentation of a gold watch, by means of
which the Lodge attempted to convey its
loyalty and devotion to its Exalted Ruler,
and the appreciation it feels for the splen
did work he has accomplished in making
El Reno Lodge the outstanding organization
that it is today.

Mr. McLean, in addition to being E.R. of
El Reno Lodge and Pres. of the Okla. State
Elks Assn., is an .Associate Member of the
Grand Lodge Activities Committee. His un
tiring work for the Order in Oklahoma has
been of material assistance in the advance
ment of the Lodges in the State, including
in its manifestations the addition of 350 rep
resentative new Elks. It was expected that
by April 1 the per capita report of member
ship in Oklahoma would have increased by
500. The honor conferred upon Mr. McLean
was well merited, and all Oklahoma Elks
join the members of El Reno Lodge in pay
ing him tribute.

D. H. Perry, D.D.



April, 1935

P.D.D. Fay, of Manistee,
Mich., Lodge, Succumbs

The passing of P.D.D. Michael Fay, a
prominent member of Manistee, Mich.,
Lodge, No. 250, lias brought sorrow to the
members. Mr. Fay was a charter member
and the Lodge's sccond E.R. He was born
in Manistee in 1S62 and died in Pasadena,
Calif., on January 14, 1935.

Mr. Fay was appointed D.D. for Mich.
West in 1904 and was then elected a Vice-
Pres. of the Mich. State Elks Assn,, sub
sequently succeeding to the Presidency. He
was Mayor of Manistee for two terms.
Although a resident of California for more
than two decades, Mr. Fay never changed
his membership from Manistee to another
Lodge, a loyalty his fellow members will
always greatly appreciate.

Tom Morris, P.E.R.

Burlington, la.. Lodge Takes
Interest in Scout Troop

Several months ago Burlington, la., Lodge,
No. 84, sponsored a Boy Scout Troop. Since
that time it has become one of the Lodge's
outstanding activities, the sponsorship having
been received with immediate acclaim by the
Scout Council.

The Elks have furnished three rooms for
the Troop, one being fitted up as a reading
room and library, and one for handcraft
where leather and brass work is done and
where all the mechanical equipment for
camping is collected. Outside of these is a
large hall for drilling purposes and social
programs. The Lodge also permits the
Scouts to use Its Lodge room floor, which is
ample for all e.^hibition purposes and has the
advantage of seating a large crowd.

The Elks held a big banquet in February
for the Scouts. D.D. John Gibson of Des
Moines gave a fine talk and presented each
Scout with his insignia. The National Char
ter for the Troop was presented by Georee
W. Whitford of Troops 8 and 11 A nl-
table concession on the part of the Scout
Council permitted the use of "No. 84" as
^e local Scout Troop number, thus tying
Burlmgton Lodge of Elks and its Troop
more closely _together. It is predicted that
the Troop will, within a short time, be filled
to the full strength allowed in the Council,
and that it will have a long waiting list.

E. A. Erb, Secy.

Selma, Ala., Lodge Initiates
28 at Important Meeting

A class of 2S candidates was received into
Sclm^ Ala., Lodge, No. 167, recently, with
the Degree Team of the Ala. State Elks
Assn., under the direction of Dr. H. A.
Eikourie as E.R., performing the floor work
in a dignified manner. A delegation of
members of Birmingham Lodge came down
to the Dallas County center in a large bus
and were heartily welcomed by E.R. Robert
V. Jacobs of Selma Lodge.

The Birmingham delegation was headed
Jy State Pres. C. M. Tardy and D.D. Harry
W.^ English, who made the evening the oc
casion of their official visits; E.R. Irving
Silverman, and the Patrol of Birmingham

Lodge under Captain Charles C. McCombs.
A parade was staged before dark. Talks
were made by Mr. Tardy, Mr. Silverman,
State Vice-Pres. Charles L. DeBardeleben,
Charles McCombs and Hunter Frazier.

Harry IV. EnsUsli, D.D.

Bay City, Mich., Lodge Honors
P.D.D. Edward P. Greenwald

As a reward for loyalty and devotion to
the Grand Lodge during his two years of
service as D.D. for Michigan East, as well
as to Bay City, Mich., Lodge, No. 88,
P.E.R. Edward P. Greenwald was recently
presented with an attractive walnut plaque,
suitably inscribed on a silver mounting, at a
dinner given in the Lodge rooms. In pre
senting the plaque, P.E.R. Fred J. Schultz
took occasion to voice the Lodge's apprecia
tion of Mr. Greenwald's devoted service to
his Lodge and the Order.

T. C. Hughes, Secy.

Noted Actor, St. Louis, Mo.,
Lodge's Oldest Member, Dies

Frederick B. Warde, an Honorary Life
Member of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge, No. 9,
passed away on Feb. 7 at the home of his
daughter in Brooklyn, N. Y., at the age of
83. Initiated into St. Louis Lodge on Sept.
11, 1881, he was the oldest member of the
Lodge in point of membership. His num
ber was No. 118.

Mr. Warde was a noted Shakespearean
actor, lecturer and author. He was a con
temporary of John Drew, Sir Johnston
Forbes-Robertson and E. H. Sothern, all
four of whom were active figures on the
stage for more than half a century. Mr.
Warde achieved fame on both sides of the
Atlantic. Although a native of England, he
spent the greater part of his career on the
American stage. His stage debut was made
at the age of 16 in a minor part in MacbeUi
at Sunderland, England.

In 1874 he came to the United States and
was engaged for three years at the Booth
Theatre in New York City, playing leading
roles in support of Edwin Booth, John
McCullough, Charlotte Cushman and other
stars. Later he organized his own companies,
and starred in Shakespearean plays and a
number of popular successes for a long pe
riod. From 1893 to 1903 he starred with
Louis James. At the conclusion of the part-

Above: The officers of Burling
ton. la., Lod^e with members
of the Boy Scout Troop which
they have sponsored so en-

thusiastically

Right: Irving Eisenman, Chas.
E. Mason, D.D., Lina Bas-
Quette, screen star, and Harry
E. Eckland, E.R.. of Chicago,
III., Lodge, following the
D.D. s official visit. In Miss
Basquettes hands is an em
blem of the original Jolly
Corks presented to D. D. Mason
by W. W. Alston, who possessed

it for 25 years
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nership he toured the country at the head
of his own company, to which was added
later Kathryn Kidder. The troupe was im
mensely popular with Shakespeare lovers.

In 1907 Mr. Warde became a public lec
turer, but later returned to the stage, inter
spersing his acting with Shakespearean lec
tures and the authorship of several books
on the Bard of Avon, as well as his own
memoirs. Mr. Warde was married in 1871
to Miss Anna Edmondson. Mrs. Warde
died several years ago. Of their four chil
dren, three survive.

Easier L. Bennett, Secy.

Tiffin, O., Lodge
Entertains P.E.R's

Feb. 7 was the occasion for Tiffin, O.,
Lodge, No. 94, to celebrate P.E.R.'s Night at
the Lodge Home. The officers, all young
men, made a special effort to provide an in
teresting program. A dinner at 6:30 at
tracted more than 100 members. Entertain
ment was furnished by a team of singing
girls.

After the meeting had been called to or
der, the P.E.R.'s were escorted into the
Lodge room and assigned to the respective
stations in accordance with seniority. Each
was called upon for a few remarks, and a
most interesting series of talks resulted as
the past officers recalled what had happened
during their years of office dating back to
the 'Nineties.
The P.E.R.'s were: Charles I. Burtner,

Charles Hubach, Charles J. Schmidt, PD D
Charles Maiberger, Walter Keppel, John p'
Speck, Forrest R. Miller, Carl Schwable.
Bernard Pohlable, Peter T. Paulus Albert
Gurney, Emil G. Walk, Raymond Myers
and Paul A. Flynn.

Charles J. Schmidt, P.D.D.

Fairfield, la.. Lodge
Entertains Rotary Club

Fairfield, la., Lodge, No. 1192, recently
entertamed the Rotary Club at the second
of a scries of local service club luncheons.
The gathering was held in the beautifully
redecorated rooms of the Lodge Home and
was attended by more than 80 men E R
John K Finney presided and was among
the speakers. The principal address was a
spirited talk against Communism by Grand
Est. Lead. Knight Clyde E. Jones of Ot-
tumwa. Other speakers were Paul Coleson
and R. Day Hunt.

John K. Finney, E.R.

Hamilton, O., Lodge Sends
Bowling League to Cicero

Hamilton, O., Lodge, No. 93, sent its en
tire ten-team Bowling League to Cicero 111
to take part in the Elks National Bowling
Tournament. Bowling is the principal sports
activity of the Hamilton Elks in the winter
time, and interest in the game had ascended
to a pitch which seemed to warrant the laree
migration of players.

A party and dance, held in the Lodee
Home on February 8, and sponsored by the
Hamilton League, provided part of the
finances for the trip. The visit to Cicero was
the largest single tournament undertakinc
ever promoted by a group of Hamilton



80 C

Cltarlea Dv-

Past Exalted Rulers of Toledo, O., Lodge, in costumes which
burlesqued the appearance and the reminiscences of fellow-
members as they might be in 1986, at a recent P.E.R's Night

bowlers. In addition to entering the Elks
National Bowling Tournament, the Hamilton
Elks League also rolled in the annual tour
nament of the Cincinnati City Assn. with
which Hamilton is affiliated. Entrance in
these two events stamps the local Elks as
the most active in the vicinity and possibly
in the State. It does much toward bringing
recognition to Hamilton bowling as well as
to the activities of Hamilton Lodge of Elks.

G. A. Small, Secy.

Judiciary Night and Activities
of Detroit, Mich., Lodge

Detroit, Mich., Lodge, No. 34, recently
held a "Judiciary Night" with Judges of
the Circuit Court, Recorders Court, Court of
Common Pleas and Circuit Court Commis
sioners as honored guests. In all, 29 Judges
were in attendance, each a member in good
standing^ of Detroit Lodge. After the busi
ness session, a banquet and a five-act vaude
ville floor show were enjoyed by more than
300 Elks. E.R, Irvine J, Unger acted as
Toastmaster, and Social Session Chairman
mnry Wartosky, assisted by Clarence
Shrader, had charge of the entertainment
program.

Over 200 couples enjoyed a Washington's
Birthday Party held in the Lodge quarters,
with appropriate favors, a floor show, danc-

a buffet lunch; and on the occasion
of D.D. Ward E, Fulcher's official visit, a
clas.s of 21 candidates was initiated.

Plans are under way for the entertain
ment of delegates to the Convention of the
Mich. State Elks Assn. to be held in Detroit
June 14-15-16. The pennant-winning Tigers
will be at home on these dates, playing both
the Boston and Philadelphia teams—a fine
attraction for convention visitors.

Irvine J. Unger, E.R.

Life Members Club of
Birmingham, Ala., Lodge,
Holds Banquet

The annual banquet of the Life Members
Club of Birmingham, Ala., Lodge, No. 79,
was held recently at the Tutwiler Hotel.
Considered a decided success, the banquet
attracted 42 members of the Lodge, and was
presided over by P.E.R. Dr. John W. Per
kins, the new Pres. of the Club.

Splendid talks were made in which tribute
to the Order and to the Club was paid.
Those who had a word or two for the eve
ning were State Pres. C. M. Tardy, D.D.
Harry W. English, Dr. H, A. Elkourie, John
W. O'Neill, Harry L. White, John H. Tay
lor, W. 0. Downs, E. M. Mohler, John W.
Allen, Matt Barr, Charles Worrell, R. Burt
Orndorff, Dan A. Hogan, Herbert J. Baum
and Dr. A. L. Stabler.

Harry W. English, D.D.

Sturgis, Mich., Elks
Enjoy Stag Dinner

One of the largest stag gatherings ever
held in the Home of Sturgis, Mich,, Lodge,
No. 1381, occurred when more than 200 men
sat down to one of the Lodge's famous
perch dinners. A wrestling match and eight
boxing bouts between Golden Glove fighters
from Sturgis and several nearby cities, took
place later. The program was arranged by
State Boxing Commissioner H. W. Prince, a
member of No. 1381.

Painesville, O., Lodge Wins
Ritualistic Contest

Ashtabula, O., Lodge, No. 208, was host
on the occasion of a northeastern Ohio
Ritualistic competition, which was won by
Painesville Lodge, No. 549, with a score of
97.2 points. Conneaut Lodge, No. 256, was
second, and Ashtabula Lodge third.

Past State Pres. James E. Breen of Ash
tabula, P.D.D. Dr. R. H. Seymour of Paines
ville, and P.E.R. Ralph Stone of Conneaut
acted as Judges.

Adelbert Bodey, Correspotident

Kenton, O., Lodge Wins Group
Ritualistic Contest

The Ritualistic Contest, held in Tiffin
among the Lodges of Group No, 2 of North
western Ohio, was a most successful affair,
with four Lodges—Kenton, Upper Sandusky,
Findlay and Tiffin—participating. It was a
spirited and enthusiastic group of Elks who
took part in the event, Kenton Lodge won
the contest, with Findlay, Upper Sandusky
and Tiffin Lodges second, third and fourth,
respectively. A dinner was served to more'
than 60 visitors and their ladies at the
Shawhan Hotel, the balance of the evening
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being spent enjoyably in the Lodge Home.
Kenton Lodge, No. 157, was scheduled to

represent Group No. 2 in the Ohio N.W.
Dist. meeting in Findlay on March 10, there
encountering the other three groups in the
District for the championship and the right
to represent the District in the State Con
test. This competition will be held in
Marion on .^pril 26, in connection with the
Spring meeting of the Ohio State Elks Assn.
The entire State Ritualistic program has gone
over successfully, and indications are that a
lively contest will take place.

Charles J. Schmidt, P.D.D.

Jackson, Mich., Lodge Performs
Many Acts of Friendship

Jackson, Mich., Lodge, No. 113, has per
formed many fine "Acts of Friendship"
every week this fall and winter for the
families of non-Elks. The funds for the
new charity activity sponsored by Grand
Exalted Ruler Michael F. Shannon are de
rived from the voluntary subscriptions of
members and from other sources which do
not constitute a direct drain on the Lodge
Funds. . , .

In the case of each .Act a brief wnte-up
of the facts is prepared and a report read
each Lodge night. .Absolute anonymity is
preserved in the reports as to the families
who have been aided as well as to those who
contributed their help. After the Acts of
Friendship reports are read they are posted
on the Bulletin Board.

In accordance with Mr. Shannon's plan,
the Lodge has been divided into wards and
precincts, with captains appointed for each
precinct. The members report needy fam
ilies to the captains. The precinct captains
in turn relay the information to the Central
Investigation Committee of Jackson Lodge,
which is composed of three prominent mem
bers They are: James J. Noon, a member
of the Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary,
ER H. A. Kinch, and Est. Lead. Knight
J F. Callahan, In the investigations par
ticular attention is paid to families in which
the fathers are working for small wages de
spite having several small children to feed
and clothe, and yet who are striving to get
along without appealing to organized chad-
f j^C

H. A. Kinch, E.R.

Important Activities in
Demopolis, Ala., Lodge

Demopolis, Ala., Lodge, No. 681, initiated
a class of 11 candidates at a recent meeting
when the Lodge was visited by a large dele
gation of members from Birmingham, Ala.,
Lodge to mark the day. A large bus brought
the delegation, headed by State Pres, C. M.
Tardy and D.D. Harry W, English, who
made his official visit to the Lodge on this
occasion. A breakfast was held at the Oak
Grove Club in the outskirts of the city with
a Committee headed by E.R. Edward N.
Levy of No. 681 greeting the guests.

The Ritual was exemplified at the meeting
by the State Assn. Degree Team with Dr.
H. A. Elkourie acting as E.R. Splendid
talks were made after the degree work by
Pres. Tardy, Mr, Levy, E.R, Irving Silver-
man of Birmingham Lodge, Capt. Charles
C. McCombs of the Birmingham Lodge Pa
trol, Dr. Elkourie, who acted as Toastmaster,
and P.E.R. Dr. Thomas C. Reid of De
mopolis Lodge.

Announcements were made concerning the
annual Ala. State Elks Assn. Convention
which will be held in Demopolis on May
5-6-7, and for which extensive entertainment
is being planned by Demopolis Lodge. Later
a banquet was held for those participating in
the initiatory meeting. Mr. Tardy has ex
pressed his belief that by May 1 member
ship in the Order in the State of Alabama
will have been doubled.

Harry W. English, D.D.
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George Rymaii of Shohola Falls, Penna., keeps his breeding stock in trim throughout
the 'Winter by making them haul 'wood. The dogs are Orange and Blue Belion Setters

National Waterfowl Refuge Contest
Followers of Elkdom Outdoors have Cnf:h n^/1 Cifhpr Awat'ds \
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and to help themselves to better gunning at fo Be Made
the same time through the National Water
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Followers of Elkdom Outdoors have
an opportunity to help restore wild ducks
and to help themselves to better gunning at
the same time through the National Water
fowl Refuge Contest sponsored recently by
the More Game Birds Foundation, 500 Fifth
Avenue, New York City. And there are
opportunities to win some of the many cash
and other prizes offered—to say nothing of
the national recognition that goes with them.

Any group or individual who can be in
strumental in the establishment of a migra
tory bird refuge, on any suitable water area
of three acres or more, may enter. The
contest is free. Three informative, fully il
lustrated booklets, entry blanks and all de
tails on how to proceed are available from
the Foundation without charge.

A total of $500 already has been con
tributed for cash prizes. Engraved cer
tificates of merit for every qualifying entry
will also be awarded. These are to be illus
trated by the noted cartoonist, Jay N
"Ding" Darling, Chief of the U. S. Bureau
of Biological Survey, who is Chairman of a
committee of judges representing national
wildlife organizations.

The contest has been arranged by the
Foundation to supplement the $8,500,000
farm rebef-wild life refuge program of the

1 i-wtiayi" I

U. S. Department
of Agriculture.
While this Federal
Agency is engaged .
in the acquisition of 1,000,000 acres of sub-
marginal drained areas, it is pointed out that
free use of thousands of smaller public and
private ponds can be obtained simply for the
asking to aid the larger program. It is for
the purpose of according suitable recognition
to those who take the initiative in securing

Dra'u.-tngs below by J. N. Darling

the use of these supplementary areas
that the contest has been launched.

Be A
Better Shot!

Here's
How!

Of cotirseyou waot to improve your
shooting! This NEW free booklet
willhelp you! Should be in the hands
of every small bore riflemas. Inter
esdng! lostnictive! Gives actual ex
periences with Super-X Loae Range
.22's on game.TellsallaboutSuper
Match, the new Westera
Smokeless .22 L. R. target
cartridge. Mail the Coupon
NOWl

Coupon Brings FREE New
Booklet On Rifle Shooting
mm.
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Take It Easy!
and we were driving slow and careful,
smashups being none too popular at head
quarters.

"Know a girl named Kitty Connor?" said
Ryan, steering past a model-T Ford that
was wobbling all over the street.

"I might," I admitted. "Why?"
He answered by asking a question. "A

friend of yours?"
•'Not exactly."
•'That's good!" said Ryan with satisfac

tion, and I felt goose pimples break out
along my spine because I hadn't seen Kitty
for a few days and I thought maybe she
vas dead or something.

But young Ryan told me about Kitty then
and she wasn't dead.

Seemed he'd been out to a roadhouse
somewhere and while he was sitting there
drinking beer with some fellows, in comes
Kitty with Rocco Salvetti. Ryan knew who
she was because he'd seen her around with
Rocco before and had asked about her be
cause she didn't seem to be the kind of girl
to be going places with Rocco. I could
understand that because likely Ryan had
seen Rocco around with other girls, only
they were never like Kitty Connor.

Well, Rocco and Kitty sit down at a
little table in a corner and Ryan saw this
wasn't the usual thing with Rocco. Usually
Rocco's all for the limelight when he has a
girl along—special tunes played by the or
chestra, champagne in a silver bucket, and
plenty of flash. But this time it's different:
he and Kitty have some supper and occasion
ally they dance, but for the most part he's
satisfied to sit in a corner, talking quietly
and looking at Kitty across the table.

When Ryan explains how Rocco sat look
ing at Kitty fire burned through me but I
held onto myself and listened closely because
he was getting to the point of the story,
which was that along about one o'clock,
when things were going pleasant and un
eventful, in boiled Pete Morosco and several
of the bruisers who go everywhere Pete goes.

While Pete's looking for a table he spies
Rocco, and what's more, he sees Kitty
Connor.

Evidently he rates her an eyeful, or maybe
he's trying to start trouble with Rocco.
Maybe he's just a bad actor who gets a
kick out of pulling a strong arm play when
the other fellow can't fight back. Anyhow
he muscles in on Rocco's quiet evening; he
walks straight over to the table where Rocco
and Kitty are deep in conversation and
snaps another chair up to their table. "How
about me sitting here with you two?" says
Pete.

Rocco looked at him. Then he looked at
Pete's bruisers standing in close formation.
"Sure," said Rocco. "Why not?" But he
said it slow and Pete grinned.

"Introduce me," he says, looking at Kitty
Connor.

Rocco introduces him and Pete jerks his
head at his bruisers, indicating to them to park
themselves somewhere close at hand but not
too close. The bruisers park, and Pete
orders champagne for both tables.

Ryan and his pals, who'd been about to
leave, stuck around a while to see what
would happen but nothing much did hap
pen after all. Pete kept on sitting at Rocco's
table, urging Kitty to drink more cham
pagne after Kitty'd said she'd had enough.
Once he danced with her, but she wouldn't
dance with him again, though he asked her
to. Finally she stood up and said she was
going home.

{Continued from page 9)

Pete stared at her. "You got this added
up wrong," he said, ignoring Rocco. "My
lady friends don't walk out on me until I
tell 'em they can go."

I can imagine the look she gave him then.
The same—only more so—that she'd given
me the last few times I've seen her.

"I'm not one of your lady friends," says
Kitty. "And I leave a place when I'm ready
to leave!"

With that she walks away leaving Pete
sitting there and he lets her go, but he puts
out a hand and stops Rocco when he starts
after her. "I always liked redheads," says
Pete softlike. "They got spunk, they got
temper, they got what it takes to keep a
guy interested. I think you've had this doll
long enough, Rocco!"

Ryan said you could see just how Pete
had it figured: he had plenty of guys hke
Rocco, but a girl like Kitty was a find, if
Rocco put up an argument, he'd have Rocco
rubbed out some dark night, leaving himself
a clear field. ,,

Ryan said you could see Rocco knew all
that'. There were the bruisers at the next
table, listening in. They hadn't gotten up
yet, but they were listening and he knew
how quick they could move.

"I said," repeats Pete Morosco, smilmg at
Rocco, "that you'd had this doll long
enough." ..

Ryan said Rocco was ghastly white. -^_o
man likes to be made a fool of before his
best girl and Pete had certainly made a
monkey of him. Rocco knew Kitty's temper
and he guessed what was ahead of him on
the drive back to town, when Kitty would
proceed to lay him out for running around
with tripe like Pete Morosco.

Rocco laughed like a man with the cour
age of despair. "You'll fmd that's for her
to say!" says Rocco, and walks after Kitty.

One of the bruisers makes a motion but
Pete shakes his head, and after a while they
all get up and go out together. _

When Ryan finished it was still raining
and we drove along slow and careful.
Nothing had changed, and yet somehow
everything had changed.

I was sitting there shaking so I wondered
if Ryan knew I was shaking. If so, he
guessed that if Kitty Connor wasn t exactly
a friend of mine, she was something to me.

What that something was, I was just be
ginning to find out as I thought of Pete
Morosco and his mob.

Pete's a guy that once he makes up his
mind he wants a thing, he doesn't give in on
it easy If he wanted Kitty Connor, it was
going to be difficult and unpleasant for some
body to change his mind.

A call for us came in over the radio then
and I had to think about something else.
Down on Queen Street a guy had come home
drunk and was trying to kill his woman be
cause she didn't like his being drunk. We
had to get there in a hurry, slippery streets
or no slippery streets, and when we got
there it took both of us to give this drunken
guy a different point of view.

After the fracas was over, and we d taken
him to the station and were through for the
night, I went home to flop from one side
of my bed to the other, thinking of Kitty
Connor.

The next night I was off duty, and when
I went down to the poolroom to see some
of the boys, Rocco was waiting for me, sit
ting outside in his big car the same as last
time, only this time he was different. He
was as polite as all hell, and he had a sorta

look about him that made me feel sorry
for him. "Would you do something for
me, Horan?" he wants to know.

"Why should I?" I said, giving him a
long, considering look.

"No reason," he admits. "Only it's for
someone else really."

"That might be an inducement," I ad
mitted. ,

"I want you to show yourself around with
Kitty Connor," said Rocco, so low I could
bare'lv hear him.

I gaped at that. "After telling me to keep
away from her?"

He nodded, and all of a sudden I got it;
if Pete Morosco thought Kitty was my girl,
maybe he'd keep clear. It's only a slim
chance, but Rocco's desperate enough to
try it.

I laughed. "Docs Kitty know you want
me trailing her?"

He shook his head, and I thought it likely
Kitty wouldn't let me get within twenty feet
of her on account of our last meeting. But
Rocco didn't know about that.

Becausc I felt sorry for him and maybe
because I was worried about Kitty, I agreed
to do it. "I'll have a talk with Kitty," I
promised, and I did have a talk with her,
after she'd tried to slam the door in my face.

I shoved my foot inside and followed the
foot and she had to talk to me. She was
alone, and I spoke freely.

"You're in a spot, Kit, and Rocco's asked
me to help out."

"Keep your nose out of my business,
copper!" said Kitty.

She had on some sort of a blue knitted
dress with a little blue cap and I thought
she was maybe waiting for Rocco to take
her somewhere only Rocco wouldn't be
along.

I tried to keep my temper. "Remember
Pete Morosco? He's taken a yen for you,
and what he wants he gets, ninety-nine times
out of a hundred."

"Not this time!" said Kitty with spirit,
and I sighed.

When I tried to explain about Pete and
the kind of a guy he is, she only got mad.

"If he's as bad as all that, why haven't
you done something about it?" she wants to
know. "What are coppers for, if not to
protect people?"

I tell her that's what I'm trying to do,
then I wait a long time for her to make
up her mind about things.

"What do you want me to do?" she says
after a while, and I tell her it's Rocco's
idea I should take her places and be seen
around with her.

She stands there frowning at me—we're
both standing because she's never asked me
to sit down. "You're making this up!" she
accuses.

I grinned at her. "Hate yourself, don't
you? Why should a good-looking guy like
me waste time on a girl that ain't even polite
to him—ask Rocco!"

She saw that I wasn't lying, and she
understood she was in a jam just like I'd
been telling her. Maybe it scared her a
little, but if so, she'd plenty of spunk left.
"So I'm to be a copper's girl!" she said
scornfully.

That stung. "Only so far as Pete Morosco
is concerned!"

"It'll help Rocco?"
"Maybe," I said, wondering if it would.
She picked up some gloves and a purse

lying on the table, and looked at me.
(Conlinued on page 34)
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Riddle for
A red 'maraschino

A thick slice of orange
Piquant and juicy
A trim cut of pineapple
Lush as Hawaii

Sugar. .. bitters ... ice
Then

A brimming silver jigge
Of Old Overholt rye...

Now what have you?

Don't all speak at once
The answer is correct
You have an Old Fashioned
Like nobody's business
Old fashioned in name
Old fashioned in flavor
And in rich grainy
Fruity heady
Heart-warming
Goodness

Old Overholt rve

Is aged 4 years .
In Arkansas oak

Then bottled in bond

A grand, bland
100 proof
Straight rye
That has soothed

Grateful gullets
Since 1810.
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{Continued from page 32)

"Where do-we step tonight?" she says, and
we went out together.

I haven't a car of my own, and I won
dered if she missed Rocco's swell car as I
hailed a taxi instead of taking the rusty little
car belonging to the family that my old man
uses to go to and from work when he's
working. If so, she didn't make any cracks
about it, and presently we got out at the
Cherokee Inn and I was plenty proud of her
as we went inside.

I got a ringside table where we could see
the show and ordered champagne for the
first time in my life.

"Putting on a flash, copper?" says Kitty
across the table, and I tell her I can afford
it once in a while, even if I'm spending
honest money.

That crack shuts her up and she don't
speak again until the orchestra begins some .
dance music and we dance.

I kept remembering the time I'd kissed
her, and just like I thought I would be, I'm
wanting to kiss her again, only I know it
doesn't pay to crowd your luck, especially
with an Irish girl.

Over her shoulder I saw one of Pete
Morosco's gang sitting at a table and I made
a point of dancing in that corner of the
room until Kitty complained.

"What's the matter, copper? Can't you
take more than four steps in any direction
without breaking down? I thought all the
Irish were good dancers!"

I tightened my arms around her and said
I could dance on a dime or in the dark,
and she told me I'd never get a chance to
dance in the dark with her, which I knew
was true.

I wondered if she liked dancing with me
as much as dancing with Rocco but I knew
better than to ask. When the dance ended
I was sorry, because the cabaret show started
then and it was maybe an hour before we
danced again.

Because I had to be on the job early next
day, I left her at her door at one o'clock,
and when I started to leave, she caught my
sleeve. "Tell me, copper—is there danger
for you in this?"

I hadn't thought about that, but I could
see now she mentioned it, that maybe there
was danger for me, only that didn't matter
because a copper's up against danger plenty
^ his life. But it was my chance to get
b^k at her and I did. "Risking my life's
what the city pays me for," I said. "For
you or any other silly little doll, even when
they come a dime a dozen!"

Only I knew as I went back down to the
taxi that girls like Kitty Connor never came
a dime a dozen. They came only once in
that particular pattern—or at least they did
as far as I was concerned.

I TOOK Kitty out a lot after that, but she
kept on cracking wise at my expense, and
when I was driving around in the scout car
Id think up things to say back to her, and
after we'd been out a dozen times I couldn't
see we were any better friends.

Once in a while I saw Rocco and when
Id ask how I was doing with Kitty he'd
^y I was doing swell, but you could see his
^art wasn't in it. Then one night when
Kitty and I were dancing at a roadhouse out
in the country, we met up with Pete
Morosco.

He was there when we came in, sitting in
a corner with his usual gang, and he lamped
us the minute we hit the floor, which was
about two minutes after we landed.

We'd worked out some nifty steps and
were handing the crowd a treat when I
looked up and saw Pete. He was watching
us and he wasn't pleased to see us together.
I thought for a moment he was going to
cut in, but he didn't. Just sat there scowl
ing, with his jaw set in a way I didn't like.

and I knew Pete was beginning to read the
handwriting on the wall, as the saying goes.

You see, Pete and his kind aren't popular
with the public any more. In the days they
ran booze they were pretty close to being
heroes to a lot of scatterbrained folks who
didn't have to do. business with them, but
now that the booze racket has folded up and
they've gone in for peddling dope and for
breaking people's hearts with the snatch
racket, they aren't heroes any more, that
being too much for even the nitwits.

I won't say Pete was afraid to muscle in
on our evening, but knowing the public was
dead against him gummed things up so he
didn't operate in his usual high-handed
manner.

"Take it easy," I said to Kitty as we went
past Pete's table. "There's the guy who
wants to be your heavy sugar."

I'll say again that Kitty has nerve. She
danced extra slow so she could look square
at Pete and prove her memory had failed
where he was concerned. She didn't know
him, she never had known him, she never
intended to know him was what her look
said to Pete.

I patted her on the back the way you pat
kids when they measure up to something
they might have been afraid of. "Nice
work. Kit," I said. "Now we'll be going."

She was all for staying, insisting she wasn't
going to let anybody like Pete Morosco
drive her away, but while she was talking
I took her out and put her in a cab.

"Strongarm stuff, copper?" she said, when
we were rolling back to town.

"Whenever it's necessary!" I snapped, and
we sat there in two different corners of the
cab without speaking until the cab stopped
at her door.

That was just before the Lanning baby
was stolen.

The Lanning baby was twenty months
old and belonged to a wealthy young couple
who'd been living a quiet life in our town
until they made headlines with the disap
pearance of their baby. Young Lanning had
inherited five million from his folks but it
was plain on the night of the kidnaping that
not a penny of the five million counted.
All he wanted was his baby and he was
ready to pay over every cent he had to get
the icid back.

His wife was with him at the station when
he reported the case and she hadn't a word
to say except when somebody spoke to her.
Just sat twisting her hands and listening
hard every time the phone rang. They had
a picture of the baby with them—a cute
little curlyheaded tyke smiling like he thought
the world was made up of Santa Clauses,
and I remember wondering if the kid'd be
able to smile like that again even if we got
him back right away.

Well, we didn't get him back right away
and the Lanning kidnaping split the town
wide open. The whole police force was on
the pan because this was the third snatch
in our town without our catching up with
the kidnapers. The newspapers were yelling
for somebody's blood the way they always
do. The mayor was making speeches urging
the public to have confidence in the city
administration. Even the governor was
sticking around, wanting to take a hand in
things.

While all this uproar was going on, the
police were working night and day, sifting
clues, following blind leads, investigating
crank letters, and after a while going through
the motion of being busy when there was
nothing to do but wait. All over the coun
try cars carrying kids around the age of the
Lanning baby were being stopped, at least
three Lanning babies had been positively
identified in various parts of the state, but
we hadn't found the Lanning baby and no
ransom note had been received.

Then one day the baby's father came
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down to headquarters, and though he was
a young man, his hair was beginning to turn
gray. He had a note from the kidnapers
containing a piece of the dress the kid had
worn, a curl of his yellow hair, and some
fingerprints that didn't do us any good be
cause the Lanning baby had never been
fingerprinted.

The note demanded fifty thousand in un
marked twenty dollar bills, and warned the
Lannings not to communicate with the po
lice. The penalties named for that were
plenty specific, but this guy Lanning was
one in a million. He had steel down his
backbone instead of a yellow streak, so he'd
brought the note in to headquarters.

"I'm trusting you to make no mistakes,"
said Lanning with his eyes showing what it
was costing him not to obey the instructions in
the note. "Taking a chance on that maybe
means my baby's life, but kidnapers must
not be permitted to operate behind a veil of
secrecy which affords them absolute pro
tection!" Which was a lot different from
the attitude of the two families who'd paid
the ransom demanded and then shut up like
a bunch of clams.

K ITTY was all burned up about the kid
naping. So was my old lady, but Kitty was
worse. She was fond of kids, and she had a
lot of ideas about boiling the kidnapers in
oil in the public square after we caught
them.

Maybe that wasn't such a bad idea at
that, but what got me was her being so sure
we'd get the kidnapers. "You'll get them
soon, Ed," she declared. "I'm burning
candles every day to St, Anthony and say
ing a prayer for that poor mother!" She
didn't notice she'd called me by my name
and she didn't see how her idea about cop
pers was changing from watching us work
on the Lanning case.

The note the Lannings got instructed them
to leave the money in a certain place at a
certain time, so headquarters immediately
got busy making preparations and the
preparations were plenty elaborate because
we didn't want any siip-up.

The spot selected by the kidnapers was
out on the edge of town but well within the
city limits. A car could swoop by Some
body could lean out and pick up the money
The car could swing around the nearest
corner, drive down an alley, and be lost
from sight in the twinkling of an eye

Picking this place was plenty smart It
was open enough so we couldn't plant a
trap, near enough to the country for the
kidnapers to head for the open «;paces after
they'd doubled back over their trail a little
But we've some smart people on the police
force, and it was finally decided that if we
couldn't plant a trap at the spot where the
money was to be left, we'd draw a circle
around it with scout cars. The idea was to
keep the cars moving and let anyone into
the suspected territory who wanted to no
there, then by gradually narrowing the circle
after the money was grabbed, run down the
kidnapers. It was the only idea that seemed
to have a chance, so that was what we did
planting observers as close as we dared in
an attempt to get the_ license number and
description of the car picking up the money.

Before I went on duty that night I saw
Kitty and told her we'd maybe get the kid
napers before morning, and then could have
kicked myself because naturally she wanted
to know what was up and I couldn't talk
about it.

Circling around in the scout cars was
nerve-rackmg, but the way it was done was
clever. The cars never actually met but the
complete circle was drawn every forty-five
seconds. The money had been placed where
the note specified, we were waiting for ac
tion, and waiting was tough, though more
than once I thought about the Lannings

{Continued on page 36)
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A good bartender is one who has too much pride

in his reputation to use anything but genuine

Gordon's Gin when he mixes your Martini
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{Continued from page 34)
waiting somewhere for news, and thought it
must be worse for them than for us.

Nine o'clock went by. Ten o'clock.
Eleven. Cars entered the circle and left, but
nobody touched the money. "They're wise,"
said Ryan in complete disgust. "A rat
never enters a trap once it gets a scent of
danger. You take the wheel a while, Ed."

He got out and came around the car, and
I slipped across the seat behind the wheel
and got the car moving again to make sure
we didn't fall down on our part of the job.
We hadn't seen another scout car all eve
ning except maybe a tail light from a dis
tance, but I knew they were all around us.
Our instructions were to drive from a cer
tain point to another point and then reverse,
timing it to a given schedule. We'd been
doing that all evening and would continue
doing it until other instructions came in over
the radio.

I wanted to smoke, but I didn't. I'd
smoked when Ryan was driving and Ryan
was smoking now, while I kept both hands
clear for the wheel. Back and forth, then
into a short cut through an alley, then back
and forth again I went. Not fast, just
drifting along. Then, of a sudden, when
we'd about given up hope, everything was
different.

Headquarters called our car and you could
hear the announcer's voice wabbling with
excitement as he told us to watch for a big
black car with a dented right fender. He
gave us a license number but I didn't hear
any more because just then a big black
car came toward us traveling fast.

The license plates weren't right but I took
after the car anyhow. Maybe I wouldn't
have if I hadn't had a quick flash of a
dented right fender as the car roared by, or
maybe it was a hunch. But any car making
such speed was suspicious and license plates
are never dependable as an identification be
cause it's too easy to drop one set of plates
and show others already in place beneath.

I followed this car and we went through
the edge of town plenty fast, heading toward
the country. 1 saw the needle on the speed
ometer climb to SO, to 60, to 70 and won
dered how fast the other car could go, and
whether they'd be able to leave us behind
once, they hit country roads. Evidently that
was the plan and it was my job to keep
them from doing it. If I didn't, and they
got away with the money, likely they
wouldn't take a chance on returning the
baby.

I made up my mind the car ahead wasn't
going to give me the slip. We were out
beyond the town now and 1 hoped the road

was clear as I put on the police siren to
warn other cars from the road and began to
creep closer. Ryan had thrown away his
cigar and had his gun out. He was hanging
out the window aiming at their tires when
I heard another car back of us. I didn't
know whether it was one of our cars or a
car belonging to the gang, but I hoped it
was one of ours.

Ryan fired and somebody in the car ahead
fired at the same time. The windshield
cracked in front of my eyes. Ryan cursed
softly, and a coldness flowed down my spine
as I felt my cap leap upon my head.

"Hurt?" I yelled at Ryan.
He yelled back it wasn't anything. He

was firing again and I heard shooting from
both the car ahead and the car in back of
us. For a minute there was so much action
I couldn't follow it because I had to con
centrate on driving the car. I recognized
the thin dry rattle of machine gun fire, then
suddenly it was all over. The car ahead
lurched, slewed to the side of the road, and
stopped. I put on the brakes hard
slammed to a stop. Ryan and I both
jumped out and ran to the other car.

Later on I saw how that could have been
plenty unwise, but as it happened, it was
safe enough. There were two men m the
car' Pete Morosco was slumped in the
seat stone dead with his face resting on a
machine gun in his lap, and as I opened
the door, Rocco Salvetti slid from behmd
the wheel to the road.

"You got mCj copper!" said Rocco, as 1
knelt down beside him. .

"Not me," I denied. "I was domg the
driving." ,

"Doesn't matter," said Rocco, and you
could see he meant it. "My numbers up.

The other car arrived, limping on three
wheels w^ith the fourth tire fiat, and it was
another scout car. Two men piled out, and
Rocco hurried with what he had to say.
"Tell Kitty I wasn't in on this snatch busi
ness. I was just driving for Pfte tonight
because he asked me to. You 11 find the
baby in the back of the car.'

Maybe he was telling the truth and maybe
he wasn't. Maybe Pete had asked Rocco to
drive the car picking up the ransom money
because he'd a grudge against him, or maybe
Rocco just wanted Kitty think well o
him and he knew how she felt about the
kidnaping. I rushed over and opened up the
back to the car with ^ny heart in my
mouth but everything was okay—the baby
was in a tin trunk with the lid open, full
of hop but otherwise all right

When I went back to Rocco he was dead,
and I stood there looking at him, feeling
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sick and queer and being glad I'd been driv
ing because killing someone you've known
all your life would be plenty tough. Then
I wondered how I was going to tell Kitty.

A lot of cars had come up, so I turned
things over to somebody from headquarters
who seemed to be in charge, and took Ryan
home. Ryan had a shot through his fore
arm, but otherwise he wasn't scratched, and
I thought we'd been lucky.

We drove back at a speed that seemed
like crawling after our wild ride. News of
the shooting had begun to leak out and the
whole town was standing on its ear. It was
after midnight but lights burned everywhere
and people were standing around in groups
waiting for further news. Our car, with its
cracked windshield and bullet holes, at
tracted plenty of attention, but after I'd
unloaded Ryan, I drove to Kitty's.

Lights were burning in her flat, but Kitty
was down on the steps outside. When I
joined her, I saw she'd been waiting a long
time and I thought maybe she was waiting
for Rocco. "Take it easy," I said. "I've
bad news for you. Kit."

I told her about Rocco and told her what
he'd said to tell her, trying to act like I
believed it, but she didn't listen. She was
staring so hard at my forehead that I put
up my hand and brought it away covered
with blood. Then I remembered the time
my cap had jumped on my head, and when I
looked, sure enough there was a hole through
the cap.

"You're hurt!" said Kitty, and my being
hurt seemed to matter so much she wasn't
even thinking about Rocco, though I knew
she'd be sorry about that later.

"Since when did my getting hurt mean
anything to you?" I said because I didn't
know what else to say.

She blushed the way only a redheaded
Irish girl can blush. "Since that other time
I waited on the steps for you," said Kitty,
looking at me the way only a redheaded
Irish girl can look at the right man.

I knew she meant the night I'd kissed her,
and I put out my arms. She moved toward
me, we went into a clinch, but after a mo
ment she pulled away.

"Take it easy!" she scolded breathlessly.
"We've a lifetime ahead of us."

It came over me like church music then
that she was right. We'd a lifetime ahead
of us, only first there'd be a wedding at St.
Margaret's, with her folks and mine sitting
in the front pews. Because I didn't think
old Mike Connor would object to this wed
ding, this being something Kitty's old man
and my old man have planned almost from
the day we were born.

Improvement of the Breed
{Continued from page 12)

he was one of the most magnificent chestnuts
ever to look through a bridle.

As they grew toward racing age these
two Man o' War and Golden Broom, be
came the stars of their respective stables and
a great though friendly rivalry developed
between them. On more than one occasion
the Jeffords colt (Golden Broom) outran
the Riddle hope. He beat him definitely at
a matched furlong, if camp whispers are to
be believed. But he never beat him again.

In their two-vear-old form Man o' War
went into leadership and won every race he
ran but one. And that one was questionable.
It was the historic sprint at Saratoga when
Upset came in first, with Man o' War
second. But they seldom met on the track.
The Jeffords were waiting for the big shot.
The Derby at Churchill Downs, the Preak-
ness at Pimlico, the Belmont at Belmont
Park. In April of the next year they sent
Golden Broom to Lexington to train for the

I have promised to tell you why Man o'
War, America's fabled super-horse, failed to
win the Kentucky Derby. But I also must
tell you of specifK instances where definite
barm has been wrought by the present sys
tem of American racing if my premise is to
carry weight. We will begin with Man o'
War. The Derby didn't hurt him—because
he never ran in it.

But let's start at the beginning. In 1917,
when Man o' War was a yearling, he went
on the auction block at Saratoga and Mr.
and Mrs. Samuel D, Riddle bought him for
$5,000. They shipped him to Pennsylvania,
where the Riddle horses were in training
along with the stable of Mr. Riddle's daugh
ter and son-in-law. Mr. and Mrs. Walter
M. Jeffords. The Jeffords also owned a
colt they thought had championship possi
bilities. His name was Golden Broom and

race. Many an April morning I spent on
the back-stretch fence watching him—and
he was breath-taking in his beauty.

But Man o' War stayed in the East. Mr.
Riddle wisely decided that his colt could
not stand the trip West, the hard race in
the first week of May and the rush back
to tidewater for the Preakness seven days
later. So Man o' War stayed home to win
the Preakness in a common gallop and to
go on to become the champion of his year
and the picture horse of all American turf
history.

Golden Broom went west to train for the
Derby—and broke down in the muck of an
April morning, to pass out of the picture for
all time. He was never worth a tinker's
dam as a race horse after that disastrous
effort to corral the first leg on the Triple
Crown.

Now the question is, what would have
{Coiilinued on page 38)
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FISHER BODY

Featured on Master DeLuxe Series CHEVROLET Closedcar models for 1935

THE Tslew "TURRET TOP'
This is the way the oew Fisher " Turret
Top" looks — a single seamless sheet
of tough drawn steel, steel reinforced
with steel like a battleship turret —
better-looking, strooger, safe with the
safety of solid steel

The turret of the modern battle
ship, arched and crowned for
strength, is the highest develop
ment of the principles utilized
by Fisher in the new solid steel
"Turret Top" for closed cars

Fisher Body partici
pates, this year, in the
Elks'Good Will Tour

"On to Coltnnhus"

nr
XherE is something satisfyingly

NEW in automobile bodies now,
something hugelv important to
every intending buyer of a new
closed car.

You can see it for yourself on
the 1935 Master De Luxe Series
Chevrolets— it's the new solid steel
"Turret Top" Body by Fisher.
At first glance you will wane it for
its beauty, because it puts a fresh
allure into the sweep and contour
of the closed car roof.

But far more important than this,it
puts over your head a protection

hitherto missing in all closed cars.
This protection is a roof of seamless-
drawn steel, steel braced with steel,
like the battleship turret from which
it takes its namel

As thelargest manufacturers ofauto
mobile bodies in the world, we have
been working foryears to design and
perfect this difficult construction.
It was far from a simple job, requir
ing not only the drawing and form
ing of unprecedentedly large sheets
of tough metal, but the designing
even of the huge presses to handle
the steel.

Which explains why — despite all
you have been enthusiastically told
of "all-steel" protection — no one
has successfully built a steel-roofed
automobile body until now.

If you want themost complete pro
tection which steel can give you in
an automobile, the new"TurretTop"
Body by Fisher meets your desires.
Even the solid steel roof is sup
ported by steel-roof-bows and is
welded to the other steel body
panels.
There is no rumble, drum, or rattle
and the safety "Turret Top" is com
pletely and scientifically insulated
against heat and cold as well as
against sound.
Finally, the outstanding beauty of
Body by Fisher is notably enhanced
by the smooth, flowing, uninter
rupted arch of the roof.
When you examine Body by Fisher
for 1935 you'll find other notable
advantages—Fisher No Draft Venti
lation, of course, and full streamlin
ing, windstream V-type windshield,
wider seats, more headroom, bigger
doors, more roominess and other
improvements.
And you'll find the solid steel
Fisher "Turret Top," now featured
on the 1935 Master De Luxe Series
Ghevrolets, just as you will find
Body by Fisher, only on General
Motors cars.

^ BODY
by

FISHER

BODY BY FISHER
on General Motors Cars only:

CHEVROLET • PONTIAC • OLDSMOBILB
BUICK. • LA SALLE • CADILLAC
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DON'T NEGLECT THAT

KNOT OF PAIN
there's quick relief
• When pain grips your muscles
like a knot—here's the way to get
quick, grateful relief.

Spread a little Absorbine Jr. over
that sore spot, and then rub, mas
sage its soothing benefits deep into
those aching muscles.
What deliciouswarmth you can feel
spreading right down to the heart of
the misery. Cramped, congested tis
sues relax,loosen up,become grand
ly comfortable again, as the warmth
steals in and pain steals OUT.
Menwhomust keep muscles in trim
—men who are exposed to bumps
and bruises every day—say there's
nothing to equal Absorbine Jr.
Athletes, coaches, trainers have
used it and praised it for 40 years.
Youcertainlyought to keep a bottle
handy—for aches and strains—and
alsoas a soothing antiseptic for cuts
or burns. Price $1.25—any drug
gistcan supplyyou. It's really thrifty
to use Absorbine Jr. because it takes
so httle to bring relief. . . For free
sample write to W. F. Young, Inc.,
Springfield, Massachusetts.

ABSORBINE
Relieves sore muscles, muscular

aches, bruises, sprains, sleep

lessness, Athlete's Foot

{Continued ^rom page.36)
happened to Man o' Wac had hC: gone to
Kentucky too? Owners, trainers, writers,
turf followers arc unanimously of the opinion
that he could have won the Derby as be
won every other three-year-old fixture—
every other race he ever started m except
that strange two-year-old sprint at Saratoga.

All right. Granted that he could have
laughed home in the Derby—had be
west—trained as Golden Broom attempted
to train—been shipped 1,600 miles round trip
and gone to the post for the Preakness.
Could he have won both races? Could he
have gone on—and on? It's a moot
tion. It's like asking whether Dempsey could
have beaten John L. Sullivan in his prime.
But it's still a question and a good one.

I believe that Man o' War became the
horse he did because Samuel Riddle had the
good sense and the sportsmanship to l^ep
him out of the Derby. To train him
slowly and carefully on "home grounds at
Pimlico and to keep him away from the
horse cars as much as possible.

So much for possibility. There are case
histories a-plenty to show what this forcing
system has done to potentially great horses.

I SPOKE a bit ago about that backstretch
rail at Lexington. At six o'clock of an
April morning it used to be one of the most
fascinating spots for the gathering of "Orse
lore on this Continent. I recall
Spring dawn when .Andrew Leonard told me
about Alan-a-dale and the Derby of 1902.

Alan-a-dale was one of the finest colts ot
his time. He was bred, trained and owned
by Thomas C. McDowell, grandson of Henry
Clay and heir to Ashland, the beautiful old
Clay homestead beyond Lexington.

Winter book favorite for the Derby,
Alan-a-dale went to the post a short-price
favorite. Only Major McDowell, Andrew
Leonard, his closest friend, and the stable
hands, knew hehad injured himself seriously.
He had "grabbed" himself some days before
the race while working out in the thick
mud and he had been under continuous
medical care. But the Major was a sports
man. His colt was carrying the hopes and
fears and cash of hundreds of breeders.

"We've got to start him if hes fit to run,
he said And on the day before the race
Alan-a-dale did seem fit to run. He was,
in fact, rearing to go. So he started and he
won. But let me quote as nearly as I can recall
it, the race as Mr. Leonard told it_:

"He went away from the barrier like a
shot and opened a clear lead. The other
boys couldn't keep up with him, but they
rated their mounts, expecting him to ease up
for a breather, to come back to them. But
his rider knew there was a weakness in Alans
legs. He knew that any change of pace,
any break in stride might ruin his mount,
So he let him coast along. Alan came into
the stretch—it seemed like eight lengths
ahead. And then as he made the turn into
the straight-away he faUered and I heard
Tom gasp. The bad leg had given out.

"He finished that race on three legs. In
ventor was laying second and gradually he
began to close the gap. It seemed to me
that it took an hour for the field to run that
last 400 yards. But Alan won. He won by
a nose on the post—on three legs, as I have
said—with Inventor looking him in the eye,
and The Rival third."

That race finished Alan-a-dale. He went
on later in the stud to beget good sons and
daughters—particularly granddaughters. But
his racing days ended with the Derby. As I
have said. Major Tom was a sportsman and
he ran his horse rather than ruin his friends.

George J. Long, master of the Bashford
Manor Stud near Louisville, refused to run
one of his horses for the same reason. It
was the Derby of 1914, and Ralph, a son
of Sir Huon, himself a Derby winner, was
the winter book favorite—along with an-
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other great Blue Grass colt—Old Rosebud.
In one of his final "pipe-openers" before
the Derby, Ralph wrenched a leg and was
rushed into his barn, where veterinarians did
everything possible to reduce the swelHng
and restore spring and strength to injured
muscles. On the morning of Derby day Mr.
Long visited Ralph's stall and asked if his
colt was fit to race. He was recalling that
hundreds of Kentuckians had wagered heav
ily on Ralph's chances. He knew, too, that
if Ralph went to the post thousands more
would bet even more heavily.

Pete Coyne, one of the great old-school
trainers, was in charge of the Long stable.

"What chance has he?" Mr. Long asked.
"A chance, sir," Coyne answered. With

out saying more, he made clear the inference
that Ralph might run and win—and might
try to run and break down—irrevocably.
Mr. Long stroked Ralph's muzzle and went
back to the office of the track secretary. He
scratched Ralph. "It wouldn't be fair to
him or to his friends," he said simply.

Six years later George W. Loft sent two
magnificent horses west to train for the
Derby. They were On Watch and Donna-
cona. i remember sitting on that backstretch
rail with Dr. Woodruff, one of the greatest
veterinarians the American turf has ever
known. "Doc" had handled horses from
Sandhurst to Bombay and from Singapore
to Saratoga. That year I was particularly
sweet on Donnacona.

"He won't do," "Doc" told me. "He's
too short in front—and beyond that they're
killing him." .u v t

The Wednesday before the Derby I saw
Donnacona work six furlongs in 1:12 flat
and I was sure he'd win. The day of the
Derby I bet on him and he ran somewhere
wor^e than eighth. Paul Jones won by
lengths, with Upset second and On Watch
third That wasn't the fault of conditions
so much as it was the fault of his trainer,
but it does illustrate a point. Donnacona
had been forced the way a florist forces a
rose in a hot-house. . . , .

He needed work—speed and toughening
to make him fit for the mile and a quarter
test But his trainer overdid it. Inevitably
if you force a horse or a plant too far you
get a beautiful bloom—but you get one that
fades quickly. Believe me, Donnacona faded.

In J918 came Sun Briar's year and the
break that made a champion out of a
Cinderella. Willis Sharpe Kilmer sent Sun
Briar to Louisville for the Derby and put
him in a mile heat in preparation. Sun Briar
ran the fastest eight furlongs ever seen in
Bootland —1:36 plus. Immediately "the
colt's price receded in the Winter books until
he was established as the pre-race favorite.
And then, three days before the Derby, he
worked out a mile and a quarter in the mud

and broke down. Kilmer was desolate.
He was most anxious to have a represen
tative in the race because he had engaged a
box and invited friends to witness the race.

So he went into the market for a substi
tute. But he found little encouragement.
The only candidate available was a scrawny
maiden gelding owned by Cal Miiam—a
horse that had started but three times as a
two-year-old and had never finished in the
money but once—that time third. His name
was Exterminator. But Kilmer wanted a
horse, so he bought him—and he paid, to
the amazement of everyone, 315,000,

The rest is history. Exterminator won the
Derby and almost every other stake of any
importance before he finally was retired with
the affectionate regard of horsemen and turf
followers throughout the country.

They called him "Old Bones" and I doubt
if a more popular horse ever faced a bar
rier in America.

But what of Sun Briar? He should have
been one of the great horses of all time. As
a stock horse he has given us some marvelous
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colts and fillies—particularly Sun Beau—the
iron horse to end iron horses. But the rec
ord books don't show his real worth. The
untutored reader of turf happenings would
never know him for a champion. Here is a
colt that should rank on the books with
Man o' War, Equipoise, Gallant Fox, Reigh
Count, Hanover, Colin, Twenty Grand. But
he doesn't because he broke down while
training for the Derby and never had a
chance.

And—referring to the shipping evil—how
many of you know who Jean Val Jean is?
I don't mean the hero of "Lcs Miserables"!
I mean a horse. He was a colt by Sand
Mole out of Jeanne Bowdre—she by Luke
McLuke and he by Ultimus out of Midge
by Trenton. That, gentlemen, is breeding.
And Jean Val Jean could run. Run? Hell,
gentlemen! He could fly. And to top it he
was one of the most beautiful horses ever
foaled. A bright chestnut with a cream-
colored mane and a tail that reached clear
to his hocks.

Late in August of his two-year-old form,
his owner, John Oliver Keene, put him in
serious training for the Belmont Futurity
the $100,Coo stake at Belmont Park that is
supposed to settle once for all the cham
pionship of the two-year-olds. A week be
fore the race he shipped Jean east from
Lexington. At the same time Edward Riley
Bradley shipped his biggest two-year-old
hope—a colt named Blue Larkspur.

The two Kentuckians reached Belmont at
the same time. Both needed a race to fit
them for the gruelling seven-furlong straight
away of the Futurity. So both were entered
in a handicap—or rather an allowance race
to be run two days after they had detrained

They ran—and it was one of the most ex
citing, ding-dong heats Belmont ever saw
From flagfali to finish, these two grand colts
ran neck and neck, eye to eye. At the finish
Blue Larkspur's nose was in front. He won
—and a track record trembled in the balance

Three-perhaps it was four—days later I
went to Belmont Park to see the Futurity
I saw Jean Val Jean, Blue Larkspur, Roguish
Eye, High Strung—the field of champions
I saw them paradepast the stands and march
out that long funnel of the VVidcner chute
I saw them form in line at the barrier and
then break and spring away and race with all
they had down that spreading brown strin
of soil. I saw Jean Val Jean try and fade

Larkspur falter. I saw
High Strung and Roguish Eye come down
to the judges head and head—and I caw
High Strung win. But as long as I can'see
a horse. III never believe that the be^t horse
won that day.

Jeari Val Jean was a sick horse the night
he unloaded from the Kentucky car. He
was a sick horse the day he ran five fu'rlonss
m less than a minute to make Blue Lark
spur give all he had to win by a hair And
he was a dying horse the day he broke from
the barrier for the Futurity. He lived and
he raced again. But he was a ghost of what
he should have been.

But that is history now. Let's talk about
the present. As this issue of The Eiks
Magazine goes to press, a dozen of the
greatest thoroughbreds in America are beinir
fitted for the $127,000 Santa Anita Handicap
in California. It may be the greatest horse
race this country has ever seen TF thp
CRIPPLES CAN GO TO>HE POST
Vvhen I say cripples I mean such once mae-
nificent animals as Equipoise, Twenty Grand
Mate, Head Play and Cavalcade. The^e
five alone (in condition) would guarantee "a
contest beyond any racing thrill in historv.
f fJ. '̂ '•oke down while training

i Derby of 1931 and wasso badly injured he was unable to race for
{Contimied on page 40)
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1007. KENTUCKY STRAIGHT WHISKEY

SHIPPING PORT
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Pi'ING

100 PROOF
THE BEST
STRAIGHT

WHISKEY

AT SO LOW
A PRICE

If you prefer Rye, ask
for Wolf Creek, a fine
Maryland straight
Rye whiskey.

Made by Frankfort
Distilleries of
Kentucky and Maryland

America's largest independent diuilltTi

{Continued from page 39)
an entire year. That he came back to the
track at all was due to the perseverance and
intelligence of his handlers, plus an iron
constitution. A lesser horse would have been
ruined beyond repair by that forced trainmg
of early spring.

Twenty Grand did win the Derby and
many another stake. But in his case retire
ment to an unsuccessful stud experience mili
tates against his chances to come back. It
is interesting to note that he was retired to
the stud when only four years old because
he had bowed a tendon while training.

Mate is the soundest of the lot. But Mate
was brought along much more slowly than
his contemporaries.

Head Play is another cripple. He ran
second to Broker's Tip for the^ Kentucky
Derby in that notoriously rough-riding finish
when the jockeys, Meade and Fisher,
wrestled and clawed each other all down the
last sixteenth of a mile.

A WEEK later Head Play won the Preak-
ness. Broker's Tip was last. Broker's Tip
hasn't been able to run a lick since. Head
Play went to Jamaica, fagged out from two
rough races on successive Saturdays—and
broke down completely. Not in the legs—
but in the heart and nerves and sinews.

Cavalcade is the last of the famous five—
and the youngest. The race will be over by
the time you read this, but this Brookmeade
Stable colt is my pre-race favorite for the
big stake. (Aziicar won, vjiih Ladysman
second and Time Supply third.—Ed.)

True he is a "cripple" also. He developed
a quarter crack last summer while training
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for the famous Withers mile. But why not?
He had been in training continuously from
mid-February. He won the Kentucky Derby,
was second in the Preakness and won the
Detroit Derby with probably the fastest last
quarter of a mile and a quarter race ever
stepped in .America.

So training took its toll. It usually does—
in America. But that condition doesn't ap
ply in England. Almost without exception
the "top" horses for such internationally
known British stakes as the Epsom Derby,
the St. Leger and the Two Thousand Gui
neas—go to the post. If it can be done and
is done there, why can't it be done here?
It seems obvious that there is something
wrong. Either our horses or our system
must be at fault.

E.^RLIER in this article I said it was the
system. Some trainers, some owners, prob
ably all track stockholders, will deny it.
But they can't deny that we fail, lamentably,
in America to protect our thoroughbreds—
to do all we can to "improve the breed"!

And we will never approximate that ideal
istic condition until we do these things:

Cross breed for greater stamina.
Substitute race trials of strength and

endurance over a distance of ground,
for the mere flash of forced speed over
short routes.

Suit training conditions to the thor
oughbred, not force the thoroughbred to
fit conditions (or rather fight condi
tions) imposed by weather and the box
office.

I'll see you at the Derby.

The Night of Nuptials
{Continued from page 15)

cried in anguish. _
"And leave your husband in the hang

man's hands?" he asked.
"Let me go! Let me go! was all that

she could answer him, expressing the only
thought of which in that dread moment her
mind was capable.

That and the loathing on her face
wounded his vanity—for this beast was
vain. His manner changed, and the abysmal
brute in him was revealed m the anger he
displayed. With foul imprecations he drove
her out.

Next day a messenger from the Governor
waited upon her at her house with a brief
note to inform her that her husband would
be hanged upon the morrow. Incredulity
was succeeded by a numb, stony, dry-eyed
grief, in which she sat alone for hours--a
woman entranced. At last, towards dusk,
she summoned a couple of her grooms to at
tend and light her, and made her way, ever
in that odd somnambulistic state, to the gaol
of Middleburg. She announced herself to
the head gaoler as the wife of Philip Dan-
velt, lying under sentence of death, and that
she 'was come to take her last leave of him.
It was not a thing to be denied, nor had the
gaoler any orders to deny it.

So she was ushered into the dank cell
where Philip waited for his doom, and by
the yellow wheel of light of the lantern that
hung from the shallow vaulted ceiling she
beheld the ghastly change that the news of
impending death had wrought in him. No
longer was he the self-assured young burgher
who, conscious of his innocence and worldly
importance, had used a certain careless inso
lence with the Governor of Zeeland. Here
she beheld a man of livid and distorted face,
wild-eyed, his hair and garments in disarray,
suggesting the physical convulsions to which
he had yielded in his despair and rage.

"Sapphira!" he cried at sight of her, A

sigh of anguish and he flung himself, shud
dering and sobbing, upon her breast. She
put her arms about him, soothed him gently,
and drew him back to the wooden chair
from which he had leapt to greet her.

He took his head in his hands and poured
out the fierce anguish of his soul. To die
innocent as he was, to be the victim of an
arbitrary, unjust power! And to perish at
bis age!

Hearing him rave, she shivered out of an
agony of compassion and also of some terror
for herself. She would that he found it less
hard to die. And thinking this she thought
further, and uttered some of her thought
aloud.

"I could have saved you, my poor Philip."
He started up, and showed her again that

livid, distorted face of his.
"What do you mean?" he asked hoarsely.

"You could have saved me, do you say?
Then—then—why—"

"Ah, but the price, my dear," she sobbed.
"Price?" quoth he in sudden, fierce con

tempt. "What price is too great to pay for
life? Does this Rhynsault want all our
wealth, then yield it to him—yield it so that
I may live—"

"Should I have hesitated had it been but
that?" she interrupted.

And then she told him, whilst he sat there
hunched and shuddering,

"The dog! The foul German dog!" he
muttered through clenched teeth.

"So that you see, my dear," she pursued
brokenly, "it was too great a price. Your
self, you could not have condoned it, or
done aught else but loathe me afterwards."

But he was not as stout-mettled as she
deemed him, or else the all-consuming thirst
of life, youth's stark horror of death, made
him a temporizing craven in that hour.

"Who knows?" he answered. "Certes, I
do not. But a thing so done, a thing in
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which the will and mind have no part, re
solves itself perhaps into a sacrifice—"

He broke off there, perhaps from very
shame. After all he was a man, and there
are limits to what manhood will permit
of one.

But those words of his sank deeply into
her soul. They rang again and again in
her ears as she took her anguished way
home after the agony of their farewells,
and in the end they drove her out again
that very night to seek the Governor of
Zeeland.

Rhynsault was at supper when she came,
and without quitting the table bade them
usher her into his presence. He found her
very white, but singularly calm and pur
poseful in her bearing.

"Well, mistress?"
"May I speak to you alone?"
Her voice was as steady as her glance.
He waved away the attendants, drank a

deep draught from the cup at his elbow,
wiped his mouth with the back of his
hand, and sat back in his tall chair to hear
her.

"Yesterday," she said, "you made, or
seemed to make, me a proposal."

He looked up at first in surprise, then
with a faint smile on his coarse, red mouth.
His glance had read her meaning clearly.

"Look you, mistress, here I am lord of
life and death. Yet in the case of your
husband I yield up that power to you. Say
but the word and I sign the order for his
gaol delivery at dawn."

"I have come to say that word," she in
formed him.

A moment he looked up at her, his
smile broadening, a flush mounting to his
cheek-bones. Then he rose and sent his
chair crashing behind him to the ground.

"Herrgott!" he grunted; and he gathered
her slim trembling body to his massive
gold-laced breast.

Soon after sunrise on the morrow she
was beating at the gates of Middleburg gaol,
a paper clutched convulsively in her left
hand.

She was admitted, and to the head gaoler
she showed the paper that she carried.

"An order from the Governor of Zeeland
for the gaol delivery of Philip Danvelt!"
she announced almost hysterically.

The gaoler scanned the paper, then her
face. His lips tightened.

"Come this way," he said; and led her
down a gloomy corridor to the cell where
yesterday she had seen her husband.

He threw wide the door, and Sapphira
sprang in.

"Philip!" she cried, and checked as sud
denly.

He lay supine and still upon the miser
able pallet, his hands folded upon his breast,
his face waxen, his eyes staring glassily
through half-closed lids.

She sped to his side in a sudden chill of
terror. She fell on her knees and touched
him.

"Dead!" she screamed, and, kneeling,
span round questioning to face the gaoler
in the doorway. "Dead!"

"He was hanged at daybreak, mistress,"
said the goaler gently.

She rocked a moment, moaning, then fell
suddenly forward across her husband's body
in a swoon.

That evening she was again at the Graven-
hof to see Rhynsault, and again she was
admitted—a haggard-faced woman now, in
whom there was no trace of beauty left.
She came to stand before the Governor,
considered him in silence a moment with
loathing unutterable in her glance, then
launched into fierce recriminations of his
broken faith.

He heard her out, then shrugged and
{Continued on page 42)
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smiled indulgently at the desperate woman.

"I performed no less than I promised,"
said he. "I pledged my word to Danvelt's
gaol delivery, and was not my gaol delivery
effective? You could hardly suppose that
I should- allow it to be of such a fashion
as to interfere with our future happy meet
ings."

Before his leering glance she fled in ter
ror, followed by the sound of his bestial
laugh.

For a week thereafter she kept her house
and brooded. Then one day she sallied
forth all dressed in deepest mourning and
attended by a train of servants, and, em
barking upon a flat-bottomed barge, was
borne up the river Scheldt towards Ant
werp. Bruges was her ultimate destination,
of which she left no word behind her, and
took the longest way round to reach it.
From Antwerp her barge voyaged on to
Ghent, and thence by canal, drawn by four
stout Flemish horses, at last to the mag
nificent city where the Dukes of Burgundy
kept their Court.

XJNDER the June sunshine the opulent city
of Bruges hummed with activity like the
great human hive it was. For Bruges at this
date was the market of the world, the very
centre of the world's commerce, the cos-
mopolis of the age. Within its walls were
established the agencies of a score of foreign
great trading companies, and the ambassa
dors of no less a number of foreign Powers.
Here on a day you might hear every
language of civilization spoken in the broad
thoroughfares under the shadow of such im
posing buildings as you would not have
found together in another city in Europe.
To the harbour came the richly laden ar
gosies from Venice and Genoa, from Ger
many and the Baltic, from Constantinople
and from England, and in her thronged mar
kets Lombard and Venetian, Levantine,
Teuton, and Saxon stood jostling one an
other to buy and sell.

It was past noon, and the great belfry
above the Gothic Cloth Hall in the Grande
Place was casting a lengthening shadow
athwart the crowded square. Above the
babel of voices sounded on a sudden the
note of a horn, and there was a cry of
"The Duke! The Dukel" followed by a
general scuttle of the multitude to leave a
clear way down the middle of the great
square.

A gorgeous cavalcade some twoscore strong
came into sight, advancing at an amble, a
ducal hunting party returning to the palace.
A hush fell upon the burgher crowd as it
pressed back respectfully to gaze; and to the
din of human voices succeeded now the clat
ter of hoofs upon the kidney-stones of the
square, the jangle of hawk-bells, the bay
ing of hounds, and the occasional note of the
horn that had first brought warning of the
Duke's approach.

It was a splendid, iridescent company,
flaunting in its apparel every colour of the
prism. There were great lords in silks and
velvets of every hue, their legs encased in
the finest skins of Spain; there were great
ladies, in tall, pointed hennins or bicorne
head-dresses and floating veils, with embroi
dered gowns that swept down below the
bellies of their richly harnessed palfreys.
And along the flanks of this cavalcade ran
grooms and huntsmen in green and leather,
their jagged liripipes fiung about their necks,
leading the leashed hounds.

The burghers craned their necks, and
Levantine merchant argued with Lombard
trader upon an estimate of the wealth
paraded thus before them. And then at
last came the young Duke himself, in black,
as if to detach himself from the surrounding
splendour. He was of middle stature, of a
strong and supple build, with a lean.
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swarthv face and lively eyes. Beside him,
on a white horse, rode a dazzling youth
dressed from head to foot in flamc-coloured
silk, a peaked bonnet of black velvet set
upon his lovely golden head, a hooded fal
con perched upon his left wrist, a tiny lute
slung behind him by a black ribbon. He
laughed as he rode, looking the very incar
nation of youth and gaiety.

The cavalcade passed slowly towards the
Prinssenhof, the ducal residence. It had all
but crossed the square when suddenly a
voice—a woman's voice, high and tense—
rang out.

"Justice, my Lord Duke of Burgundy!
Justice, Lord Duke, for a woman's wrongs!"

It startled the courtly riders, and for a
moment chilled their gaiety. The scarlet
youth at the Duke's side swung round in
his saddle to obtain a view of her who called
so piteously, and he beheld Sapphira Dan-
velt.

She was all in black, and black was the
veil that hung from her steeple hea.d-dress,
throwing into greater relief her pallid love
liness which the youth's glance was quick
to appraise. He saw, too, from her air
and from the grooms attending her, that she
was a woman of some quality, and ^e
tragic appeal of her smote home in his
gay, poetic soul. He put forth a hand and
clutched the Duke's arm, and, as if yieldnig
to this, the Duke reined up.

"What is it that you seek?" Charles asked
her not unkindly, his lively dark eyes play
ing over her. , , .

"Justice!" was all she answered him very
piteously, and yet with a certain fierceness
of insistence. . r u

"None asks it of me in vain. 1 hope,
he answered gravely. "But I do not dis
pense it from the saddle in the public street.
Follow us."

And he rode on.

She followed to the Prinssenhof with her
grooms and her woman Catherine. There
she was made to wait m a great hall,
thronged with grooms and men-at-arms and
huntsmen, who were draining the m a;ure
sent them by the Duke. She stood apart,
wrapped in her tragic sorrow, and none mo
lested her. At last a chamberlain came to
summon her to the Duke's presence.

In a spacious, sparsely furnished room she
found the Duke awaiting her, wearing now
a gown of black and gold that was trimmed
with rich fur. He sat in a tall chair o
oak and leather, and leaning on the back of
it lounged gracefully the lovely scarlet jouth
who had ridden at his side. .

Standing before him, with drooping eyes
and folded hands, she told her shameful
story. Darker and darker grew h'S brow as
she proceeded with it. But >t was the
gloom of doubt rather than oi

"Rhynsault?" he cried when she had done.
"^Ktaflc^Suiky in his voice and
""^The^ou'th behind him laughed softly,
and shifted his attitude. ,

"You are surprised, ^ct what else was
to be looked for in that Teuton ^>ne? Me
he never could deceive nnU«» shn-

"Be silent, .-Vrnault," said the Duke sharp
ly. And to the woman: "It is a grave gravecharge," he said, "against a man ^ ^"sted
and have esteemed, else I
placed him where he is. What proof have
you?" , ,

She proffered him a strip o P^^j. ~
the signed order for the gaol delivery of

Middelburg will tel. v™,
Grace that he was hanged already when I
presented this. My woman Catherine, whom
I have with me, can testify ^nd
there are some other servants Caotain
witness to my husband's innocence. Captain

iitrTui
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von Rhynsault had ccased to doubt it."
He studied the parchment, and fell very

grave and thoughtful.
"Where are you lodged?" he asked.
She told him.
"Wait there until I send for you again,"

he bade her. "Leave this order with me,
and depend upon it, justice shall be done."

That evening, a messenger rode out to
Middelburg to summon von Rhynsault to
Bruges, and the arrogant German came
promptly and confidently, knowing nothing
of the reason, but concciving naturally that
fresh honours were to be conferred upon
him by a master who loved stout-hearted
servants. And that Rhynsault was stout
hearted he showed most of all when the
Duke taxed him without warning with the
villainy he had wrought.

If he was surprised, he was not startled.
What was the life of a Flemish burgher
more or less? What the honour of a Flem
ish wife? These were not considerations to
daunt a soldier, a valiant man of war. And
because such was his dull mood—for he was
dull, this Rhynsault, as dull as he was
brutish—he considered his sin too venial to
be denied. And the Duke, who could be
crafty, perceiving that mood of his, and
simulating almost an approval of it, drew
the German captain into self-betrayal.

"And so this Philip Danvelt may have
been innocent?"

"He must have been, for we have since
taken the guilty man of the same name,"
said the German easily. "It was unfortu
nate, but—"

"Unfortunate!" The Duke's manner
changed from silk to steel. He heaved him
self out of his chair, and his dark eyes
flamed. "Unfortunate! Is that all, you
dog?"

"I conceived him guilty when I ordered
him to be hanged," spluttered the captain,
greatly taken aback.

"Then, why this? Answer me—whv
this?"

And under his nose the Duke thrust the
order of gaol delivery Rhynsault had signed.

The captain blenched, and fear entered
his glance. The thing was becoming seri
ous, it seemed.

"Is this the sort of justice you were sent
to Middelburg to administer in my name?
Is this how^ you dishonour me? If you
conceived him guilty, why did you sign this
—and upon what terms? Bah, I know the
terms. And having made such foul terms,
why did you not keep your part of the bar
gain, evil as it was?"

R HYNSAULT had nothing to say. He was
afraid, and he was angry too. Here was
a most unreasonable bother all about
nothing, it seemed to him.

"I—I sought to compromise between jus
tice and—and—"

"And your own vile ends," the Duke
concluded for him. "By Heaven, you Ger
man dog, I think I'll have j-ou shortened
by a head!"

"My lord!" It was a cry of protest.
"There is the woman you have so foully

wronged, and so foully swindled," said the
Duke, watching him. "What reparation will
you make to her? What reparation can
you make? I can toss your filthy head into
her lap. But will that repair the wrong?"

The captain suddenly saw light, and quite
a pleasant light it was, for he had found
Sapphira most delectable.

"Why," he said slowlj-, and with all a
fool s audacity, "having made her a widow,
I can make her a wife again. I never thought
to wive, myself. But if Your Grace thinks
such reparation adequate, I will afford it
her."

The Duke checked in the very act of re
plying. Again the expression of his counten-

{Continned on page 44)
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ance changed. He strode away, his head
bowed in thought; then slowly he returned.

"Be it so," he said. "It is not much, but
it is all that you can do, and after a fashion
it will mend the honour you have torn.
See that you wed her within the week.
Should she not consent, it will be the worse
for you." ,,

She would not have consented—she would
have preferred death, indeed—biit for the
insistence that the Duke used in pnvate
with her. And so, half convinced that it
would in some sort repair her honour, the
poor woman suffered herself to be led, more
dead than living, to the altar in the Dukes
private chapel, and there, scarcely knowmg
what she did, she became the wife ot Cap
tain Claudius von Rhynsault, the man she
had most cause to loathe and hate in all
the world. .

Rhynsault had ordered a great banquet
to celebrate his nuptials, for on the whole he
was well satisfied with the issue of this
affair. But as he left the altar, his half-
swooning bride upon his arm, the u
person tapped his shoulder.

".-Ml is not yet done," he said. ^ou are
to come with me."

TheXnt bridal pair were conducted to the
great hall of the Prinssenhof, where there was
I great gathering of the Court—to do honour
to his nuptials, thought the German captam^
At the broad table sat two clerkly fello^vs
with quills and parchments, and by this
table the Duke took his stand, Arnault be
side him—in peacock-blue to-day—and called

von. Khynsaul." he^ ,ra^y
and quietly, "what you have done is elldone; but it does not suffice. J" ^ ^
cumstances of this marriage, and alter^ tn^
revelation we have had of > .„5;orv to
thought and of honour, it i- — .j
make provision against the future It sha '
not be yours, save at grave cost, to repudi
ate the wife you have

"There is no such intent— be^an >
sault, who misliked this homily-

The Duke waved him
"You are interrupting me, he ^^id ^harp-

Iv "You are a wealthy man, Khynsauii,
thanks to the' favours I have heaped upon
vou ever since the day ^fen I picUd >ou
from your German kennel to set you uner
you stand. Here you will i^nd a deed
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prepared. It is in the form of a will, where
by you bequeath everything of which you
are to-day possessed—and it is all set down
—to your wife on your death, or on the
day on which you put her from you. Your
signature is required to that."

The captain hesitated a moment. This
deed would fetter all his future.' The Duke
was unreasonable. But under the steady,
compelling eye.« of Charles he moved for
ward to the table, and accepted the quill
the clerk was proffering. There was no al
ternative, he realized. He was trapped.
Well, well! He must make the best of it.
He stooped from his great height, and signed
in his great sprawling, clumsy, soldier's hand.

The clerk dusted the document with
pounce, and handed it to the Duke. Charles
cast an eye upon the signature, then taking
the quill himself, signed under it, then bore
the document to the half-swooning bride.

"Keep this secure," he bade her. "It is
your marriage-gift from me."

Rhynsault's eyes gleamed. If his wife
were to keep the deed, the thing was none
so desperate after all. But the next moment
he had other things to think of.

"Give me your sword," the Duke re
quested.

Wondering, the German unsheathed the
weapon, and proffered the hilt to his mas
ter. Charles took it, and a stern smile
played about his beardless mouth. He
grasped it, hilt in one hand and point in
the other. Suddenly he bent his right
knee, and, bearing sharply downward with
the flat of the weapon upon his thigh,
snapped it into two.

"So much for that dishonorable blade,"
he said, and cast the pieces from him. Then
he flung out an arm to point to Rhynsault.
"Take him out," he commanded; "let him
have a priest, and half an hour in which
to make his soul, then set his head on a
spear above the Cloth Hall, that men may
know the justice of Charles of Burgundy."

With the roar of a goaded bull the Ger
man attempted to fling forward. But men-
at-arms, in steel and leather, who had come
up quietly behind him, seized him now.
Impotent in their coiling arms, he was borne
away to his doom, that thereby he might
complete the reparation of his hideous of
fence, and deliver Sapphira from the bondage
of a wedlock which Charles of Burgundy
had never intended her to endure.
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credited with discovering the ^pit-ball we
fell into an argument abou uho was th^
fir;t to use that style of delivery. We Knew
that Stricklett was not, although undoubt-X hrLerved credit for "discovering it
and for developing it '"f®
craze which almost revolutionized pitcnmg.
I argued that A1 Orth, the famous pitcher of
the old Philadelphia Nationals, used the spit-
ball, but, oddly enough, it
down " Being a sweeping ""derhand
he used a wet spot on the co\er of the bal
'̂ '̂ FTn^fy'Lmeone suggested that we Present
the argument to "Uncle Mike" Scanlon, who
owned the first Washington club and who at
that time operated a billiard hall. So we
walked over to Scanlon's and stated the case.
Uncle Mike thought a moment and said:

"Boys I cannot tell you who first used
the spit-ball. The first I remembw was
Tommy Bond, when he was pitching tor
Bridgeport in the Eastern League." Since
none of us remembered when that

was, we were all obliged to surrender.
Stricklett's rediscovery or development of

the spit-ball brought an interesting era in
pitching, and came near wrecking the bat
ting averages. That spring strange tales of
a weird new curve commenced to come
from the training quarters of the Chicago
White Sox, Ball players were excited and
the reporters were sendin" in wild stories
about the behavior of the ball in the air.
Stricklett was teaching some of the others
how to throw it and the discovery threat
ened to upset all the dope in baseball. One
wise Chicago managing editor telegraphed his
baseball reporter, ordering him to quit faking
and saying, "There is no such ball and the
expression is vulgar and disgusting." I took
that editor out later and had Ed Walsh show
him.

Walsh, an apt pupil of Stricklett, became
almost the synonym of the spit-ball and un
doubtedly he was its greatest master, al
though Jack Chesbro and a score of others
became famous through its use. Walsn
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adapted it to his own physique and pitched
it in two ways—most effectively when he
threw straight overhand and as a shooting
curve when he threw slightly side-arm. I
watched him hundreds of times, often with
glasses, and several times played with him.
One afternoon I was catching the big, grace
ful fellow as he kept warmed up ready for
action, and as his arm warmed I said:

"Come on, big fellow, show me the spit-
ter."

He threw a spit-ball.
"Not that one—the real one," I demanded.
He threw another and another and finally

I gave up. Just then the signal came for
him to get into the game and with only a
trace of change in his delivery he threw the
ball. That ball came fast! Very fast—
almost at the level of my breast. About ten
feet from me it suddenly shot—or slid—down
and out. I dived toward it, the ball struck
the tip of my mitt and hit me on the instep
and, as I danced with pain, the big fellow,
roaring with laughter, went out on the field
and struck out the next two batters. He
was still laughing when I limped past the
bench.

Walsh, contrary to reports, did not hurt
his arm through overwork. Possibly work
ing in 66 games in one season weakened it,
but the damage was done in play. One day
he was playing catch with Father Joe Quill,
a great baseball fan. Snapping the ball care
lessly sidearm, he injured some muscle which
never was right again. He could pitch side-
arm, but no longer could he throw straight
overhand, and his spit-ball was no better
than a curve. He had learned how to pitch
by that time, however, and lasted several
years on his headwork after losing his great
est asset.

Speed, of course, is greatly to be desired,
although it is not essential to success. There
were, in the older days, three distinct types
of pitchers—the tall, overhand thrower with
the sweeping curve, the slow-ball pitcher,
and a third type which has practically dis
appeared from the game. That is the small,
short-armed type with little motion. Grif
fith, Bert Cunningham, Walter Wood and
Frank Dwyer were representatives of this
type, and the great Amos Rusie, although
heavy, belonged to that school, as did also
Dad Clarke. Rusie had a %'ery short arm,
but he was a powerful man. He pitched
with a simple piston motion; he just swung
back and threw, and defied anyone to guess
whether it was a fast ball or a curve. The
batter who made a mistake and stepped in
on a fast ball thinking it a curve was out
of luck. I never saw him until he was past
his best, but even then his speed was ter
rific and his curve almost as fast as his fast
ball.

He did another thing that I haven't seen
done by modern pitchers—shadowed the
ball. That was a trick used by many old-
timers. When they threw the ball they
hurled their bodies sideways so that the ball
was between them and the batter's eye.
Many times the batter did not see the ball
until it was almost to the plate. I remem
ber once when Rusie hit "Red" Galvin on
the head with a pitched ball, Galvin said,
"Amie, I never saw that ball."

That trick of shadowing and the trick of
cross-firing seem lost to the art of pitching.
Many of the old-timers cross-fired, step
ping out and forward and throwing back
across the plate at an angle. This was
accomplished by much practice and %vas very
effective when used sparingly.

The famous fast-ball pitchers of history
were Clarkson of Chicago and Boston,
Foutz of St. Louis, Kid Nichols, Cy Young,
Ed Reulbach and W^alter Johnson. I
played catch with Nichols, Young, Reulbach
and several times with Johnson, and believe

iConlinued on page 46) i
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Johnson was faster than any of them. He
never threw but one really fast ball at me.
I was playing catch with him in Washington
one morning and demanding to see his
"swift." He was throwing fast balls, but i
was urging him to come on with the real
one. Tiring of the play finally, he threw
back those huce shoulders just a trme more
than usual. I^erked my head aside and the
ball hit the stand on the fiy. How fast that
ball traveled I cannot guess. I saw it, but,
as Tim Hurst once said, 'It looked like a
Carter's Little Liver Pill."

Reulbach, who was for three years the
leading pitcher of the country, was almost
as fast as Johnson, The National Lea^e
players often thought him the faster. He
had terrific speed and a tendency to become
wild and erratic without notice. I could
always tell when his arm was tiring, as his
hand swung lower and lower instead of
swinging straight overhand, He had, as the
majority of the famous fast-ball pitchers
had, a nice curve, and he also had a slow
curve to mix with it, although the mixture
often proved poison to his own team. His
wildness always puzzled me, since he seemed
to have perfect control. Years after he re
tired from baseball I met him on the street
in New York and commenced to joke about
bis wildness.

"I never was wild," he replied and then
laughed. , „ , „ ,

"I put it over you fellows for years, he
added. "Did you never guess what the mat
ter was when I lost the plate?"

I shook my head. He pointed to one of
his eyes and said, "See that?"

The eye showed signs of a blur.
"I have been almost blind in that eye for

a long time," he said. "Sometimes in pitch
ing, the other eye would get tired or clouded
with perspiration and I couldn't see any
thing but a shadow at the plate. You re
member how Kling used to white his mitt
with chalk?"

"Yes."

"Well, when my good eye went out he
painted the mitt and held it for me to
throw the ball at. It was all I could see.
When he didn't, I just threw the ball toward
a blur at the plate."

It was well that nervous batters, already
scared by Reulbach's great speed, did not
know he couldn't see where he was throwing.
Not even Frank Chance, the Manager, knew
that Reulbach was losing the use of one eye.
Had they known, some of them would have
succumbed to heart attacks.

MoRDECAI brown I frequently caught.
His curve—the real one—was the fastest and
sharpest-breaking I ever saw, not e.xcepting
that of George Mullen of Detroit, who was,
I think, the best strictly curve-ball pitcher
the game ever knew. Brown had but three
fingers on his right hand and the stumps
of the other two, gripped into the seam of the
ball, aided in his pitching. It was, however,
the snap of his wrist and his follow-through
when he "bore down" that gave the curve
its exceptional quickness. It broke late, close
to the batter, and gave little opportunity for
the hitter to change the direction of his bat
and "hit it after being fooled." Honus Wagner
was the only batter I ever saw who could
do that with Brown.

While Brown was, for five years with
Chicago, one of the greatest pitchers, his arm
really was ruined by overwork at St. Louis
before he became one of the Cubs. He
never was as good as he should have been.
He was a "match play" pitcher—at his best
in the hardest fights. For four years he out-
pitched Mathewson in almost every duel.

Those "money pitchers," as players call
them—men who are at their best when the
stake is greatest—are a separate classifica
tion. Not always are they great pitchers
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mechanically, but they win. "Chief" Bender
of the old Athletics was one of these. He
always won the important games if the stake
was high. Jim Bagby, a pitcher who "didn't
have nothin'," was another. Opponents
usually accumulated a big batting average
and no runs when Bagby was pitching. Mor-
decai Brown, however, I always considered
the best "money pitcher" in that era. He
pitched the hard games against the star
pitchers of opposing teams in each series, and
won year after year.

There are so many types of moundsmen
that it is difficult to recall them all. Grover
•Alexander was all in one—he combined a
fast ball, curve and slow ball with cunning.
Alex hacl everything except a desire to keep
in condition. Too kindly and good-natured
and too good a fellow for his own good, he
prevented himself from being the greatest
pitcher of all time, but even at that he ranks
among the first dozen. He was one of the
fine characters of the sport, a teacher of
youngsters and always eager to help a new
pitcher make good.

Yet of the "naturals," there were two in
my time who had more "stuff" on the ball
than any others. These two were "Shuf
fling" Phil Douglass and a lean, long Texan
named Virgil Garvin. McGraw always said
that Douglass had more on the ball than any
pitcher he ever saw, but he was never a
great pitcher. Garvin lasted only a shorl
time. I played catch with him often in order
to watch the weird performances of the ball
in the air. He stood about six feet five, had
extraordinarily long arms and he threw right-
handed, often releasing the ball from over
the left side of his head.

His negative curve (we used to speak of it
as an "in" curve) acted like a left-hander's
positive curve. He accomplished this by
overlapping his long fingers and throwing
the ball from over hi.s head and then, by
altering the position of his fingers and re
leasing the ball with his hand farther to
the right, he made the curve positive and
caused the ball to shoot the other way. He
and Douglass "had everything"—but there
is a saying in baseball, "It isn't what you've
got, but how you use it, that counts."

Another phenomenon was Jack Taylor,
known as "Jack the Giant Killer." He had
a queer little curve with a twist on it, and
a great amount of speed. He was effective
against just two clubs in the National League
—Pittsburgh and New York He beat them
regularly and won for Chicago steadily. His
peculiar effectiveness against Wagner, the
great hitter of that era, always was a puzzle.
Wagner never could make a hit off his
pitching and one day, in Pittsburgh, Honus
became disgusted. He turned around, batted
left-handed and won a game with a two-
base hit, discovering at last how to hit Tay
lor's offerings.

The left-handers afford a study in them
selves. We used to classify them as the left
handers and the "sane left-handers," the
baseball theory being that most left-handed
pitchers are "bugs." The first great left
hander was taken from the field to an in
sane asylum, which perhaps established the
tradition. It is remarkable, however, to see
to what an extent the great left-handed
pitchers have been eccentrics. My own
theory has been that the left "arm working
directly over the heart affects them tempo
rarily. It is noticeable that many who were
entirely normal when rested suffered depres
sion or exaltation after pitching a hard game.

The "sane" left-handers we classed as Doc
White, Jack Pfiester, Jesse Tannehill, Nap
Rucker, Herb Pennock and Art Nehf. There
were a few others, including "Lefty" Lei-
field, who was one of the greatest demon
strators of the "ain't got a thing" type
winning pitcher, Leifield never appeared to
have any speed or curves or much of any-
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thing else, yet he was successful because he
never seemed to pitch a ball any place the
batter wanted it.

Nothing disturbs a good hitter so much as
to fail to hit against one of those "ain't got
a thing" pitchers like Rube Marquardt, who
holds the record for consecutive victories;
Leifield, Jack Pfiester and some others. They
can understand being fooled by sharp curves,
great speed or quick change of pace, but to
be stopped by someone who doesn't seem to
be throwing anything hard to hit baffles
them.

The Chicago team bumped into Leifield
one day at Pittsburgh and was stopped.
They were raging and throwing bats, swear
ing and gnashing teeth as man after man
came back from popping up a fly or rolling
an easy bounder to an infielder. The team
was trying out a young, fast outfielder
named Cad Coles, who was making a sorry
exhibition at bat. Finally Artie Hofman,
a great hitter, popped out and came back,
threw his bat down and swore.

"I don't know what the matter is," he
said. "He hasn't got a thing. I see the
seams all the way up, and then pop out."

"Hasn't he got a thing?" asked Coles.
"Not a damned thing," shouted Hofman.
"Then," said Coles judicially, "I ain't goin'

to be in this League long."
Of course the spectacular and noted left

banders were among the eccentrics. The
first was Tom, "Toad" Ramsey who had
more power and curves than any man I
ever watched. He had been a bricklayer
who gripped the brick in his left hand. From
this he had developed extraordinary strength
—so much that he could grasp a baseball
with his left hand and squeeze so hard that
the ball turned inside the cover. I have seen
him tear the cover, off a ball with his grip.
His curves were unhittable and he used to
have twenty or more strike-outs a game. His
curve darted almost straight downward and
I saw him hit a right-handed batter in the
belly with a curve at which the batter
swung.

Rube WADDELL was the most notorious
of the eccentrics. A man six feet three, pow
erful, raw boned, usually good natured but
dangerous when aggravated. Rube was al
most the equal of Ramsey in speed and
curves, and in eccentricity. Rube was my
friend and playmate when he was with the
Chicago team under Tom Loftus. We
roomed together and Tom appointed me
sheriff of Rube. He was as pleasant, con
siderate and amusing a mate as one might
have.

Rube's fast ball was almost as fast as that
of Johnson, yet it was easy to catch—as it
was "light." His curve was not hard when
he had control but when wild it was mur
derous. He would play catch for hours and
enjoy it as much as a small boy would. We
even played "high low"—the great ball
player amusement game—in our room at
three in the morning and with surprising re
sults. The entire hotel force used to come
up to see the sport. I never called him
"Rube" but addressed him as Eddie and he
seemed to like that. He usually came up to
the room about midnight and said, "Let
me take a dollar."

I would indicate my trousers pocket and
{Continued on page 48)
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he would count out a dollar in change, call
a bell boy, give him the dollar and order
him to get two bottles of beer, a lemon pie
and three bananas. Then, attired in a brief
night shirt, he would sit up in bed, eating
the strange midnight lunch, and talk about
pitching. Those who thought Eddie did not
know what be was doing were mistaken. He
knew how to pitch and what to pitch to
batters, although in a game he might get to
thinking of hunting or irshing and forget to
pitch.

The Chicago White Sox once had two of
the great left handers on their staff simul
taneously—"Doc White," one of the most
studious and thoughtful of all, and Nick
Altrock, the clown. Nick was a clown at
all times, but he also was a remarltoblp
pitcher who used clowning as part of his
stock in trade. There was no clowning when
he threw the ball toward the batter.

Of all the left handers I have known,
Matty, "Bazzazas," Kilroy, of the famous
Philadelphia Kilroys, was the most cunning.
Short, with a quick wrist motion, he pitched
for generations and was winning games
when he had (as he said) to "wrist 'em up
to the plate." One of the most remarkable
games I ever watched was at Baltimore.
Kilroy was pitching for Chicago. His arm
was worthless and he scarcely could throw
the ball to the plate. Baltimore made eight
hits off his delivery in the first three
innings and he caught seven of the
Orioles off first base with his deceptive
balk motion.

That balk motion was one of the. arts
of old time pitching. Kilroy worked hard
to perfect the trick of stepping toward the
plate and throwing to first base in the
same motion. He worked two winters in
a corner of his garden at
home, with a white mark
on the fence in front of
him and one directly to
his left, practicing step
ping toward the plate
and throwing to hit the
first base mark. No um
pire could call a balk on
him under the rules and
no base runner could
take his feet off first
base in safety. I saw one
batter swing at a ball
that Matty threw to first
base. There was an ar
gument as it was a third
strike and the runner
was caught flat footed—really a double play
on one thrown ball—but the umpire refused
to call the strike.

I think Matty Kilroy and "Chic" Fraser,
the old time pitcher -now scouting, were the
only two players I ever knew who could look
one way and throw another. To play
"high low'' with them meant exhaustion as
they could make a fellow jump for a ball
that hit him on the feet.

With the revival of the spit ball by
Stricklett, there came an era of freak de
liveries which destroyed the art of pitching
as machinery destroyed art in the handi
crafts. The spit ball gave us Walsh, Jack
Chesbro, whose "wild pitch" (it was really
a passed ball) lost a pennant for New York,
Frank Smith, Burleigh Grimes and a score
of others.

The discovery that foreign substances
could be made to do the work and minimize
the necessity for brains changed the art of
twirling. Russ Ford evolved the emery ball,
finding that by abrading its surface it could
be caused to shoot in various directions.
Years before players had known of "wing
ing" the ball to get the same effect. It was

the change from wooden to concrete stands
that caused the discovery that a ball fouled
against the stands and "mellowed" in one
spot was easily manipulated. The experi
menters used licorice, resin, slippery elm,
emery paper files—all sorts of things to
affect the surface of the ball.

In experimenting thus the further dis
covery was made that coloring a spot on the
ball affected batting efficiency; that a black
and white ball was difficult to hit. This led
to whitening, blackening, and finally to
shining the surface of the sphere. The
"shine" ball of which Eddie Cicotte, of the
infamous Black Sox, was the master,
remains to this day more or less of
a mystery. Cicotte never explained.
All we know is that he polished by
some means, probably a touch of
paraffin, a small spot on one side of
the ball. Whether he gripped a finger
on that spot and got a variant of
the spit ball, or whether the "shine"
deceived the batters' eyes, one must
guess. He never would throw me
one; indeed he denied that there was
such a thing. He threw one ball to
me in practice that made me blink
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or speed—for we have had the tiny twisting
curves of Lundgren and Jack Taylor, and
the wide, darting curves of Brown, Mullen,
Lonnie Warneke, and scores of others, all
effective.

It does not even lie in intelligence or what
we call smartness, for Rube Waddell, Bugs
Raymond and Phil Douglass have been as
successful, in spite of their idiosyncracies,
as Ted Lewis (beg pardon, President Edward
Lewis, University of New Hampshire) who
had a brain trust all his own while pitching
for Boston.

If I were compelled to decide (which I
hope never to be) who
was the "greatest" (the
superlative is dangerous
in baseball) I would say
Christy Mathewson be
cause he combined every
thing that goes to make
up pitching and had to
invent and use three sys
tems. Mordecai Brown
and Chief Bender would
be the choices _ for
"money" pitchers, rising
to greatest heights when
the stake was largest and
the pressure worst.

George Mullen would
get the palm as the best
curve ball pitcher, al
though Reulbach would
also be a candidate for
honors. Mullen's most
astonishing feat proved
his right to this claim.
The Chicago team _had
beaten Detroit in a
World Series and Mullen
was aggravated. He de
clared that he could beat
the World's ':hampion
Cubs and i-_e nothing
but curve balls. The
challenge was acccpted
and a game between the
teams arranged for the
next Sundav in Chicago.
Mullen pitchcd nothing
but curves and beat the
champions 4 to 0. Know
ing what was coming,
they could not hit his
offerings, although I be
lieve that remarkable
feat shortened his base
ball career. .

As the fast ball pitcher
Johnson, of course,
would get the award,

and as the brainiest and most cunnmg_ J
would choose Clark Griffith. I. sat with
Griffith once long after he had quit pitching
and become an owner. "Dutch" Reuther
was working,

Before each ball was pitched Griffith told
me what should be thrown, and after each
pitch I .scored what actually was used. Only
three times in that game did Reuther throw
a ball other than the one Griffith called for,
and two of those resulted in base hits.
Besides which Griffith could talk a batter
into an out if he couldn't stop him otherwise,

Yet there is a formula for success. It is
Griffith's. Phrased simply, it is: "Always
keep ahead of the batter." Others say:
"Never let the batter get you in the hole.
Griffith's rule is to "put everything on the
first ball and get it over."

There have been thousands of them who
have won consistently, yet there seems to be
no way of finding out what constitutes a
winning pitcher. Some men, it seems, could
build the Eiffel tower with their teeth while
others couldn't make a bird house with all of
General Electric's tools. Perhaps the ball
player's explanation is best: "It ain't what
you got; it's how you use it." Possibly that
applies to life as well.

Mebby Madam is just a little bit cockeyed or somet'ingsf"

suddenly. The ball seemed to wabble m the
air and then "die" as a fadeaway does. Then
he laughed and trotted away. Maybe he
wanted to see whether or not I noticed it.

That freak era passed, however, when the
rules forbade such deliveries and the pitchers
were forced again to develop their own art
of manipulation.

All this does not explain what constitutes
a successful pitcher. It is not physique; we
have had Rusie, "Dumpling" McMahon,
Jack Stivetts, Frank Smith, Chesbro—short
armed, strong, heavy shouldered men; "Siz-
zors" Foutz, Virgil Garyin, "King" Cole and
a score of other tall, slim, string bean types.
Griffith, Frank Dwer, Bert Cunningham, Kid
Keenan—small light fellows. _ They have
come fat, lean, heavy and light—and all
winners.

It does not lie in style: we have had
"Adonis" Terry, Orivie Overall, Ed Stein,
Eppa Jeptha Rickey—giants of men, throw
ing the ball from high swung arms down at
batters; and A1 Orth, Carl Mays and Fred
Tony—also huge men, pitching underhand
until their fingers almost scraped the dirt.

It certainly does not lie entirely in curves



t A deep and lasting friend-
\" ship grew up between

Washington Irving and
Charles Dickens, during
the years that the American

writer lived in England.

Naturally, then, Irving sought to show his
friend the hospitality of America when
Dickens visited here.

And among the wonders with which he
chose to charm his visitor was afamous Mary
land Rye by the name of Mount Vernon.

That was in 1842. And fourteen years
later the memory of its excellence was so
vivid that Dickens wrote:

*'My dear Irving: Ifyou knew how often I
write to you individually and perso7ially in my
books, you would be no more surprised in seeing

FOURTEEN YEARS AFTER
HE VISITED BALTIMORE

CHARLES DICKENS REMEMBERED
THAT FLOWERY JULEP"

this note than you were in seeing me do my duty
to thatflowery Julep (in what I dreamily ap"
prehend to have been aformer state ofexistence)
at Baltimore."

• • ♦

In modern America, also, the memory of
Mount Vernon's goodness has lived through
fourteen arid years. And now something
better than reminiscence has come true»
Mount Vernon, itself, distilled in Baltimore
just as it was in the days of Charles Dickens,
can again grace your table, and lend its rich
and memorable quality to hospitality.

iiountVernon
^oitfedIn

ThisEmblem f Proiecis You



WE ASKED OUTDOOR PEOPLE:
"Is this fact

important to Tbu ?_

VALUE! "Camels are manufac-
rured from costlier tobaccos," says Charley
Belden, Wyoming rancher. "No wonder
they have such a rich, cool flavor!"

\
I
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MILDNESS! "I smoke Camels
because they are mild — pleasing to my
throat," says Miss Helene Bradshaw, an
enthusiastic horsewoman.

FLAVOR! "It's been thrilling to have upart in the vast enterprise of building Bouldcr Dam,"
says Erwin jones, Boulder Dam engineer, "Pleoty ofstrain, too. When i gee tired, there's noching
like 11 Camc-l. Mim, what a swell taste Camels have! Mild, cool, and mellowl You can tell they are
made from choice tobaccos, bccausc they don'tget 'fiac' or tiresome in tasce when yOU smoke a lot."

HEALTHY NERVES!
"I have smoked Camels for fourteen years,
without a sign of upset nerves," says Bill
Horn, former Gold Cup winner.

•^K
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