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Grand Lodge Officers and Committees
1934 —1935

GRAND EXALTED RULER ELKS NATIONAL FOUNDATION TRUSTEES
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JomN F. MaLLEY, Chairman (Springfield, Mass., No. 61).
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l: Epwarp RiguTon, New Orleans, La., No. 30, 1340 Canal Il
i GRAND ESTEEMED LECTURING KNIGHT Bank Building. piladelphia, Pa. No. 2, 2452  [H7Q
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GRAND TREASURER E. MARK SULLIVAN. Chairman (Brookline, Mass.,, No. 886).
JoHN E. HoRrLEY, Providence, R. I., No. 14, 1227 Narragan- 40 Court Street, Boston, Mass. :
sett Blvd., Edgewood, R. I. 5 GEonrge E. S'rno.\'& Washington, D. C.. No. 15, Metropolitan

Bank Building.

. GRAND TILER JaMmes M. FrrzeeraLp, Omaha, A\;;?b-: {\3 1’*37 ﬁ
J. LEvi MEapeR, Rochester, N. H., No. 1393, Monnris L. MAsINTER, Roanoke, Va., Mo. .

JaMEs J. Nvox, Jackson, Mich., No. 113.
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GRAND INNER GUARD
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S
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GRAND FORUM
JorN S. McCLELLAND, Chief Justice, Atianta, Ga., No. 78.
202 Court House. o » g
Fraxk J. LONERGAN, Portland, Ore., No. 142, (GURNEY AFFLERBACH, Chairman, Allentown, P'a., No. 130.
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tic Building, Denver, Colo. Hexry ManrTiN, New Britain, Conn,, No. 957,
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NATIONAL MEMORIAL AND PUBLICAT. . "
COMMINSION 10N AUDITING COMMITTER

JouN K. TENER, Chairman (Charlerol, Pa., No. 4¢ .
Oliver Building, Pittsburgh, Pa. 494). MicraAEL J. KELLIHER, Chairman, Brockton. Mass., No. 164.

Brucke A. CaMPBELL, Vice-Chairman, East St. Louls, I1l.. Wang H, KepNEr, Wheeling, W. Va. No. 28
No. 664, IPirst National Bank Building. Wavby M. ANbERSON, Greenville, 8. €., No. 838.

Josern T. FANNING, Scerctary-Treasurer and Executive
Director (Indianapolis, Ind.. No. 13), 50 fast 42nd
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Metropolitan Bank Building, Washington, D. C.
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The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia

‘I" HE Elks National Home at Bedford. Va.. is maintained Secretary of the Board of Grand Tru_stnqs, The Roard ot
aAs a rle:i(‘]onw- for aged and indigent members of the Grand Trustees shall pass on all applications.

i

; i
Order, s ither an infirmary nor a hospital.  Appll- H
catiofm Ifﬁ,r'“a{}.”.'.ﬂ'sif.u to the llome must be made in For all laws governing the Elks National flome, see S
writing, on blanks furnished hy the Grand Secretary and  Grand Lodge Statutes, 'll‘igle_ I, Chapter 9. Secetions 62 to i
signed by the applicant. Al applieations must be nv- 69a. inclusive. For1 n(‘)lnuntion regarding the Ilome N4
Proved by the Subordimate Lodge of which the applicant Is  address Henry A Guenther, Home NMember, Board of

a member, at a regular meeting, and forwarded to the  Grand Trustees. Newark. N. J.. No. 21, 300 Clifton Ave. .
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July, 1935

Official Program ofthe Grand L.odge Convention
Columbus, Ohio, July 12th to 18th, 1935

SECTION I—-GRAND

LO

2:00 P.M.

10:00 A.M.
8:15 P.M.

8:30 P.M.

9:45 A M.

10:00 A.M.

4:00 P.M.

10:00 A. M.

2:00 P.M.

10:00 A.M.

2:30 P.M.

2:30 P.M.

DGE PROGRAM

Friday, July 12
Arrival of Grand Exalted Ruler
Michael F. Shannon and Staff.

Saturdav, July 13
Committee Conferences.

Sunday, July 14
Reception to THE ELks Maca-
zZINE Good Will Tour at Elks
Home.

Monday, July 15

National Ritualistic Contest,
Elks Home—Lodge Room.
Escort of the Grand Esalted
Ruler, Past Grand Exalted Rul-
ers, and Grand Lodge Officers
from Deshler-Wallick Hotel to
Memorial Hall,
Official ceremony of the Seventy-
First National Reunion of the
Benevolent and Protective Order
of Elks of the United States of
America. Public Invited. Me-
orial Hall.

Tuesday, July 16
Escort of the Grand Exalted
Ruler, Past Grand Exalted
Rulers and Grand Lodge Offi-
cers from Deshler-Wallick Hotel
to Memorial Hall.

Opening Business Session of the
Grand Lodge at Memorial Hall.
Elections of officers and selec-
tion of next year’s meeting
place.
Conference,
Officials  at
Hotel.

Wednesday, July 17
Second Business Session of the
Grand Lodge at Memorial Hall.
At this session will be held the
Annual Memorial Service for
Grand Lodge members who
have passed beyond.

Third Business Session of the
Grand Lodge at Memorial Hall.
Thursday, July 18
Final Business Session of the
Grand Lodge at Memorial Hall.
Installation of officers for en-

suing year.

Grand Fraternal and Patriotic
Parade with numerous Elk and
military units.

Aerial escort of Parade by
planes from Wright Field, Day-
ton, Ohio, and Selfridge Field,
Mt. Clemens, Mich.

SECTION II—

State Association
Deshler-Wallick

ENTERTAINMENT

3:00 P.M.

AND SPORTS

Saturday, July 13

Baseball—Columbus vs. Kansas
City.
Band Concert at Elks Home.
Dancing and Entertainment in
the Elks Sunken Garden all eve-
ning.

Sunday, July 14
Church services at all churches.
Inauguration of Elks Eleventh
National Trap and Skeet Shoot-
ing Tournament. Target prac-
tice only. Columbus Gun Club.

OISR RS AR SO LELE AV

G All program hours are Eastern
Standard Time.

49 Bands and Committees will
meet all visiting delegations each
day at the Union Station.

4 Registration for members and
ladies at the Elks Home, Fifth
and Broad Streets.

q Credentials for Grand Lodge
Members, necessary for admis-

sion to
al

business sessions, issued

Grand Lodge Registration

Headquarters, Deshler - Wallick

Hotel.
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3:00 P.M.

3:00 P.M.

3:00 P.M.
3:00 P.M.

6:00 P.M.

9:00 A. M.

9:00 A.M.

1:00 P.M.
2:00 P.M.

3:00 P.M.

9:00 A.M.
9:00 A.M.

10:00 A.M.

Inauguration of Elks Seventh
Annual Golf Tournament, Wyan-
dott Country Club. Practice
round.

Sight-seeing Trip for Grand
Lodge Officers, Committees and
their families.
Baseball—Columbus Red -Birds

vs. St. Paul. -
Bathing at numerous " nearby
pools. -

Open house and Sail Boat
Races at Buckeye Lake.

Polo games at Harbor Hills,
Buckeye Lake.

Outboard motor races above
O’Shaughnessey Dam on the
Scioto River.

Reception and Entertainment at
Elks Home.

Banquet celebrating  Golden
Jubilee of Columbus Lodge,
No. 37. Elks Home.

Monday, July 15
Opening of Elks Seventh Na-
tional Golf Tournament, Wyan-
dott Country Club.

Opening of the Trap and Skeet
Shooting Tournament, Colum-
bus Gun Club.

Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Open House at Buckeye Lake
Yacht Club.

Grand Circuit Harness Races at
Ohio State Fair Grounds.
Automobile tour of the City for
all Elks and their ladies, start-
ing from Elks Home. Ohio
State University, Upper Arling-
ton, Riverside Drive, Storage
Dam and Zoo.

Baseball—Red Bird Stadium, -

Columbus Red Birds vs. St.
Paul.

Band Concert, dancing and en-
tertainment at the Elks Home
and Sunken Garden.

. Tuesday, July 16
Continuation of Trap and Skeet
Shooting Tournament at the
Columbus Gun Club.
Continuatiop of Golf Tourna-
gleul;)t at the Wyandott Country
Shopping tour for Elks’ ladies
cctingucted by Elks’ Women’s

ub, startj Deshler-
Wallick Hotep o™

1:00 P.M.
2:00 P.M.

2:00 P.M.

8:00 P. M.

8:30 P.M.

9:00 A. M.
10:00 A.M.

1:00 P.M.
2:00 P.M.

3:00 P.M.

3:30 P.M.

5:00 P. M.

8:00 P.M.

8:00 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

10:00 P.M.

8:30 P.M.
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Grand Circuit Harness Races at
Ohio State Fair Grounds.
Automobile tour for visitors.
Cars leave from Elks Home.
Bexley Air Port and Buckeye
Lake. Open house at Buckeye
Lake Yacht Club.

Card Party for visiting ladies,
Elks Home.

Band Concert, dancing and en-
tertainment—Elks Home.
Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Concert program Columbus Elks
Chorus and visiting Elks chor-
uses; Columbus Maennerchor—
Elks Home.
Dancing, bathing,
and “The Days of
Olentangy Park. .
Baseball, Columbus Red Birds
vs. St. Paul.

Wednesday, July 17
Continuation of Gelf Tourna-
ment, Wyandott Ceuntry Club.
Shopping tour for ladies con-
ducted by members of the Elks’
Women’s Club starting from
Deshler-Wallick Hotel.

Grand Circuit Harness Races at
Ohio State Fair Grounds.

Prize contests for Bands, Drum
Corps and Drill Teams at Olen-
tangy Park. Preliminaries start-
ing at 2:00 P.M.; finals at 8:00
P.M. “Days of 49" special at-
tractions, bathing, dancing, etc,
at Olentangy Park.

Baseball, Red Bird Stadium, Red
Birds vs. St. Paul.

Open House at Buckeye Lake
Yacht Club.

Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Band Concert and entertainment
at Elks Home and Sunken
Garden.

Tea and entertainment at Gov-
ernor’s Mansion followed by
visit to Gallery of Fine Arts.
For all Elks and their families.
Exhibition drill by Lady‘Ell‘(s
Drill Team of Lorain, Ohio, in
front of Elks Home.

Final contest for Bands and
Drum Corps and Drill Teams at
Olentangy Park.

Championship wrestling match
at Haft’s Acre.

Stag Frolic for uniformed men
at the Greystone Ball Room
under the auspices of the Co-
lumbus Elks Patrol. All Elks
invited. .
Grand Crystal Ball at Memorial
Hall, East Broad Street, adjoin-
ing Elks Home, .
Elks Choruses, Community Sing-
ing, Continuous Entertainment
and Dancing at the Elks Home
and Sunken Garden.

Thursday, July 18
“Days of ’49” special attrac-
tions, amusements and elaborate
display of fireworks at Olen-

amusements
’49:: at

tangy Park.

Baseball, Red Birds vs. Minne-
apolis.

Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Continuous Entertainment and
Dancing at the Elks Home and
Sunken Garden.







































mob rose. hooting an
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(Continued from page 38)
sport—the Earl of Derby—a name associ-
ated with the most celebrated horse race in
history.

The present Earl, for whose ancestor the
famous English classic is named, and who
himself has been the owner of a Derby win-
ner at Epsom Downs, came over as the
guest of William Woodward of New York
City, who won the Kentucky Derby this
year with Omaha and who, back in 1930,
was racing the three-year-old, Gallant Fox.
The Earl could not have picked a better
host, and as he sat in the glass pagoda at
Churchill Downs that afternoon he must
have received a thrill as tremendous as any
when his own colors went to the front at
Epsom.

The race was to be a duel between Gal-
lant Fox and E. F. Pritchard’s Tannery,
pride of the Blue Grass State. A battle be-
tween North and South. At the start Tan-
nery was well up, just behind Alcibiades, a
filly, with the Fox well in the rear. Past
the. half the order was little changed—
Alcibiades, Tannery, T. M. Cassiday’s Crack
Brigade in third place. But Earle Sande
had brought Gallant Fox up into fourth,
just ahead of Gallant Knight. Between the
half and three-quarters, things happened.
Sande moved the Fox along on the outside
to third, to second, then even, while Tan-
nery pushed up with Alcibiades and there
they were, neck and neck, not a whisker’s
lead to be discerned by the anxious men in
the box. Down the track they pounded,
Tannery on the rail, Alcibiades in the middle,
the Fox on the outside. It was a killing pace,
and as they swept past the three-quarter
mark, Alcibiades suddenly cracked open. He
faltered, fell back, and there was the race,
Tannery and Gallant Fox, North and South,
fighting f_or the lead and victory.

The distinguished men, with glasses at
thelr_ eyes, watched feverishly for signs of
daylight. Npt a foot, not an inch, not a
crack.  During a matter of seconds that
seemed ages, they held cven. Then came
the Big Thrill. Slowly, imperceptibly, the
Fox edged on. An inch, a foot, a few feet—
when bang! Tannery cracked, just as Alci-
biades had done. Within the space of a

ew seconds the horse went back, and as
ande swept down the stretch under the
wire on the‘ greatest 3-year-old of the day,
victor of his sixth race in succession, the
Jovial old Britisher lost his composure and
turned to embrace his host, happy for an

Americap Big Thrill which he had traveled
3,300 miles to witness.

FIVE years ago there were three men in
sport who could always be counted on to
furnish a thrill in any competition: Hagen,
Tilden and Ruth. The Babe’s thrill was
always the Big Thrill, it was the kind of mo-
ment sport fans will endure any amount of
Punishment and pay any price to see, be-
]c;;use they know that when it comes it will
ift them' to their feet in frenzy—that it will
be sporting history, something to recall as
e years .roll along. If vou were at the
World Series of 1032 you probably saw the
big boy at his best,
t.was the first year, remember, that the
lhinlzs had won the pennant since 1927. In
e, bwo opening games in New York they
oa Witleﬁten the Cubs easily, and they moved
meams a 2-0 lead, c_omlortal)le but by no
cro‘wd Secure. At Wrigley Fieltd the Chicago
pivk thll{s hostile to the Yanks and espe-
\"Vhe); l?e buth. They jeered his every move.
velled, & langcd out homers in practice they
b » and when he mufied a fly in the sun
16y roared their approval. The Babe re-
taliated by fmacking out a homer his first

time at bilt, sending j
ahead for three rung, in Combs and Sewell

In the fourth pe

. tri .
catch in the field, wh ried for a shoestring

ich got past him. The
d velling as the hit went

for two bases. Into the fifth with the two
nines were tied at 5-5. Ruth came to bat. In-
stantly the whole field stood, booing and
razzing, while lemons were tossed onto the
plate. It was not an equal contest, one man
against that gang, but Ruth was their
master.

Charley Root, the Cub twirler, uncoiled
his arm and split the plate. Strike one!
Yells, hoots, groans and cries from the
crowd, from the substitutes on the Chicago
bench, from all over the stands. Ruth
stepped from the batter’s box and held up
one finger. A fighting challenge. One
down, it said, that finger, but it only takes
one to hit it. Again the pitcher threw the
ball, and this time Ruth swung and missed
cleanly. The mob was delirious with joy.
Two strikes! Only the man at the plate
was cool in that immense throng. He
stepped back, holding up two fingers, saying
in pantomime:

“Yes, O.K., two strikes on me. But wait.”
And turning, he swung his forefinger in the
direction of the center field fence, a chal-
lenge to the crowd. One man against
50,000! Silence settled over the stands. Such
a thing as a batter calling his shot had
never been done before. They were subdued
by his courage and audacity, and they
waited as he set himself to face the pitch.

It came. Across the plate. He met it on
the nose. Crack! Up and out, up, up it
flew, out of the park in deep center, exactly
where he had indicated, the highest homer
of the series, the longest ever seen in Chi-
cago. It broke the defiance of the crowd.
It broke the heart of Charley Root. It
broke up the Series, for New York won the
game 7-5 and the next afternoon took the
final one 13-6. The Babe’s Big Thrill.

NOW I have heard the roar which greets
a homer in a crucial game from the bat of
the mighty Ruth, I have listened to the
ecstasy of the Yale stands as the bulldog
claws, snarls, fights and chaws his way across
the Princeton goal, but candor compels me
to admit that when it comes to thrills in
sport it’s hard to beat the winning goal in
a Cup Tie match in England. Broadly
speaking, there is only one popular sport
abroad, and that is association, or soccer
football. And the Cup Tie is the World
Series of the game.

We think we know something about
crowds in this country, but that crowd. at
the Cup Tie is a crowd. One hundred and
twenty thousand broke down the gates the
vear the stadium was opened, and when I
went a few years back, the place was
crowded with well over 100,000. The two
contestants, all that remained of fifty-odd
clubs that had started the season in the fall,
were the Bolton Wanderers from the north
of England, and Manchester City from the
midlands. Their supporters had descended
upon the capital by train and bus all night,
queer youths in caps and faded overcoats
who had been saving for months and
months to make the trip. The previous eve-
ning they had been standing at the fly-
frames of a cotton mill in seme bleak
Lancashire town. All night they had
traveled. Tonight they would return the
same way. All this for their Big Thrill, the
Cup Tie.

Some of them without tickets were in line
as we reached'th'e Wembley Stadium at
noon. The majority were forced to stand
in the cheaper places which did not entitle
one to a seat. At last the game started in
a drizzle. “Oop, na, City, oop, na,” they
shouted. Easier s2id than done. Smith and
Vizard, the Bolton stars, in rare style, their
tricks with the ball many and subtle, bom-
bard the Manchester goal, But no score
comes. After an interval Manchester at-
tacks. Pym, the Bolton goalie—once he
was a fisherman in a Deyon village—saves
a ball headed for the corner of the net and
applause ripples round the stadium. Then
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suddenly the ball is passed to Vizard—
Vizard the Wizard they call him affection-
ately. He dribbles past one opponent, out-
runs another, passes to Smith, takes the pass
back and then, old fox that he is, without
even troubling to make the ball dead, shoots
hard and true with his left foot. A goal.
England’s Big Thrill! Like a single
thunderclap the Bolton stands explode. A
hundred thousand people in delirium, hun-
dreds and hundreds of caps thrown into the
air, while down in the front row a man
begins a clog dance in front of the stands.
And above the noise and cheering comes the
cry, louder and more insistent, “Th’ Coop,
th’ Coop.” The Cup, emblem of victory, is
being brought out from the stands and
placed on the touchline. A score has been
made and tradition demands its appearance.
American or British, the crowd comes for
that split second when the forward finds
the goalie off balance and jams the ball into
the net with the end of the game approach-
ing and only a matter of seconds left be-
tween victory or the umpire’s whistle and
a scoreless tie. The crowd travels all night,

lines up for hours in the rain, stands still

longer in wet and cold—for the Big Thrill.
England or the United States, baseball or
soccer, it’s all the same. The gang turns
out for the Big Thrill.

ANOTHER goal which furnished a Big
Thrill took place on another continent in an-
other sport. It was the winning point in the
National Hockey championships of 1933, the
fifth and deciding game of the tightest
hockey series of history. On the Toronto
side where Charlie Conacher, Joe Primeau
and Harvey Jackson, the great Maple Leaf
line, while Boston had Eddie Shore and
Lionel Hitchman, George Owen of Harvard
(one of the few collegians who ever made
good in the big-time) and Tiny Thompson.
the marvelous goal keeper. The first game
after fourteen minutes overtime went to
Boston, 1-0. The sccond sent the Bruin
fans to the Psychopathic Hospital when after
fifteen minutes of overtime, Toronto evened
by winning 1-0. In the third game Boston
was victorious after fourteen minutes over-
time, a spectator in the crowc! d;opping
dead from heart failure as the winning goal
was scored. Toronto evened the series by
copping the fourth 5-3, and the final battle
drew the largest crowd in the history of the
sport, 14,540 persons paying to see the issue
settled and get their Big 'Thrill of hockey for
all time.

They got it. At one o’clock in the morn-
ing the two teams were still battling, yet
not a person had left the arena. In succes-
sion one, two, three and four twenty-minute
periods of overtime were played, and still
no goal was caged. It's nearly two anr.—
enter the hero of the Big Thrill. He is the
smallest player in league hockey—126-pound
Ken Doraty, a third string sub who had
been farmed out to Syracuse early in the
scason and recalled merely to sharpen him
for the next year’s campaign. Blair of To-
ronto came streaking down the ice when he
saw the little chap to one side. He passed,
the midget sneaked in past the Bruin de-
fense, and jammed the winning goal through
Thompson. The Big Thrill, after exactly
104 minutes and 46 seconds of play!

Big Thrills in boxing have been noticeable
by their absence in recent years, which is
doubtless why the Baer-Carnera fight at
the Madison Square Garden Bowl in 1934
attracted such attention. In the ring was
Maxie Baer, the playboy with incredible
confidence and a sledge-hammer right gained
from four years of slaughtering cattle with
an axe. He had actually killed a man—
Frankie Campbell—in the ring. while his ad-
versary, Primo Carnera, the title holder,
had done in Ernic Shaaf the previous year.
When two killers meet something has to
bend. Sixty thousand wild-lunged fans

(Continued on page 42)
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(Continued from page 40)

packed the Bowl that June night for the
Big Thrill,

At first it seemed likely to come soon.
Baer felled his man three times in the sec-

ond round. But Carnera has 263 pounds
" of beef behind him. What an ox he is for
taking punishment! He came back for more,
and more. Time after time he was flat-
tened, time after time he was down with
the crowd madly yelling for Baer to ad-
minister the Big Thrill, to knock him out.
But each time Mussolini’s boy managed to
stagger to his feet. With succeeding blows,
the crowd, hysterical from the start, went
wild. Still the fight dragged on. In the
ten}h Baer came out of his corner deadly
serious. Up to then he had been clowning,
now he saw the title was his and weaving
in, he let loose with a terrific right that
would have bent a horse’s jaw. It was the
Big Thrill at last. The giant staggered, took
the blow on the chin, fell across the ropes
and onto the ring. He pulled himself to-
gether but in the next round the referee
stopped the'agony. The title was Baer’s.

N O Big Thrill of recent years has been
more sensational than the duel between
Bonthron and Cunningham, the onc cap-
tain of the Princeton track team, the other
a crack miler from Kansas. It was at their
first meeting in the Baxter Mile, in the in-
fioor meet of the New York Athletic Club
in Madison Square Garden in January, 1934,
that these two rivals put on a race such as

sporting history had never seen. For three
laps they outdistanced the field, and when
the bell rang for the final lap Cunningham
had the lead, a stride in advance of his rival,
while 15,000 track fans, jammed and packed
into the Garden, roared themselves hoarse
in a fever of frenzy.

One lap, 440 yards. Less than a minute
for the Big Thrill. On the second turn, the
Princetonian challenged, but unequal to the
task of pushing ahead of the flying Kansan,
fell back. He came up, however, on the
third bank, was neck-and-neck as they
pounded up the straightaway, and absolutely
even when they came down for that final
corner. The entire Garden was on its feet,
men and women standing on chairs, waving
hats, sticks, newspapers and shouting their
favorite’s name. On they came toward the
tape, legs aching, lungs bursting, with not a
hair between the two. Straining every nerve,
calling on every muscle, with the crowd in
delirium, the pair hit the tape almost exactly
together. As onc man their chests snapped
the worsted. They were clocked in identical
time, 4:14 for the mile, although after a
conference the judges gave the decision to
Bonthron. Those of us who saw it will
always recall it as one of the greatest thrills
of 1934.

Lucky you, if you can still respond to the
Big Thrill. No matter what your age, that
is proof you are still young. Some cannot,
especially those who get paid for watching
sport events. Yet frequently one is thrilled
despite oneself. I can remember not long
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ago standing on that rise in the Derby
course on Epsom Downs that is called Tot-
tenham Corner. Here you see the race as
a sudden mad rush of horses appearing from
the hollow—as a mass of panting, foaming
faces, of straining, tense jockeys, the hoofs
of the horses beating a rat-tat-to on the
soft turf and disappearing quickly in a cloud
of dust around the bend. Now they are:
now they are not. For a matter of seconds
only, you see the race. To know who has
won you must wait until the numbers are
hoisted half a mile away on the stands
where sit the King and Quecen.

BUT when you hear that cry “They'’re
Off!” it’s impossible to keep down that leap
in your heart, to subdue that surge of high
emotion as the pack comes toward you.
That brief moment, the Big Thrill, makes
up for all the trouble of the tedious ride
through traffic from London—compensates
you for a wait of three or four hours at
your vantage point by the rail. After all,
every Big Thrill entails some sacrifice. Some
pay more cash than others, some have better
seats than the rest, but every one has to
endure hours of discomfort and travel dis-
tances to get that dramatic split second of
the Big Thrill. And remember, when the
knockout or the home run happens, if you
tingle all over and your blood pressure rises
and you feel a crimson glow steal over vou,
that the time and money and trouble are
worth it.  You're still a boy with the Kids.
You can appreciate the Big Thrill,

Harlem, Bedroom and Bath

“He seems,” agreed Geoffrey, “to be quite
fiduciary.”

“Drunk,” corrected Florian. “No matter
what you call it—tha’s all it is. But he
looks like a nice feller.”

He thumbed through the wallet and shook
his head sadly. “Nary a cluc. What you
reckon us ought to do?”

Mr, Throckmorton was of little help. “We
shall do nothing,” he asserted. “Whatever
15 performed will be donec by you of your
own violation.”

The door closed behind him, and Florian
regarded the little man hopelessly. “This
sho’ ought to be a lesson to you, Rich Feller.
An’ whoever you is, I hope you don’t forget
who he’ped you.”

HE turned to go—then thought better of
it. A picture flashed through his brain:
Geoffrey Throckmorton’s interest in the
money which wadded the stupefied gentle-
man’s pocketbook. Suppose, reflected Mr.
Slappey, that Mr. Throckmorton should de-
cide to help himself to the cash? In that
event Florian would be accused . . . and
would have no defense. He fancied that he
saw the diminutive figure stir, but that did
not alter his determination. Intent upon
protecting himself, to took the wallet from
the man’s pocket and bestowed it carefully
in the top drawer of his decrepit dresser—
under a mass of brilliant neckwear. Then,
reflecting piously upon the evils of drink—
Florian returned to his duties at the front
door, hoping that Jim C. Tankard, the
janitor, would soon return from the bedside
of his chitlin-stricken mother.

But Jim C. did not immediately return
and Mr. Slappey’s problem remained acute.
He felt a keen desire to see this affair
through: to discover the identity of the
little man and to tuck him safely and com-
fortably in his bed. Then a large tip would
be in order when the man should have re-
covered from hiz stupor and successfully

(Continned from puge 9)

have weathered the headache stage. Nat-
urally, if Jim C. returned and performed
this charity—the little man’s gratitude would
be directed toward the janitor.

It was not until forty minutes after re-
suming his vigil at the front door that Mr.
Slay pey found an opportunity. He flung
open the door of a taxi and assisted a couple
to alight, They were very elegant folks: the
man tall and black and austere; the woman
short and creamy of complexion. The man
acknowledged Florian’s courtesy with a
quarter and a kind word.

“New here, aren’t vou?”

“Yassuh—I sho’ is.”

“Well . ..” The man gestured his thanks
as Mr. Slappey scurried to open the lobby
door, “you look as though you should re-
main a long time.”

“I hope so, suh.

dope, Jobs is pretty scarce
nowadays.

He followed them into the lobby.
“Mistuh . . . ?”
HYeS?"

“I wonder could I obtrude fo’ just a
minute ?”

The man was patient enough, and Florian
told his story. “Now if you-all would be
ginrous enough to take one look at this
fgller an’ tell me who he is an’ where at he
lives. . .. You is bound to know him.”

The man laughed, said “Certainly” and
followed Florian to the basement. Within
the sanctuary of Mr, Slappey’s room he
stared at the small person and nodded. “I
don’t kngw his name,” he told Florian, “but
he lives in apartment 4-A

Ten minutes later Mr, Slappey again im-
pressed Mr. Throckmorton inlu? syervicc. The
gent f.rom Bridgetown took the master key
fron! its hook in the lobby office and helped
Florian drag the groaning and faintly pro-
testing little man iy, the elevator. Florian
opened the door of apartment 4-A and per-
sonally finished the jol, of laying the inebri-
ated gentleman on “one of the twin beds.

“How come you is so skeered of comin’ in
heah?” he inquired of Mr. Throckmorton.

“This manocuver is exclusively yours,” re-
torted that person. *I desirc to go on
record as having maintained a position of
distinck aloofness.”

“Feller, whatever that means—you did it.”

The elevator buzzer sounded and Geoffrey
fled. Mr. Stappey gazed approvingly at the
interior of the apartment. Bedroom, large
living room, kitchen and tiled bath. New,
modern, spic-and-span. He knew vaguely
that an apartment like this in Crestwood
Castle brought about ninety dollars per
mon‘th.rcnt, and he observed that the
furnishings were in keeping. He gazed down
at thc_ restless figure on the bed. “You is
my friend fum hencefor’d,” stated Florian,
‘whether you know it or not. An’ in case
you forget, I'se gwine remind you.”

He walked downstairs, exceedingly well
p]eased' with himself. To encounter the op-
portunities of life with eyes open and brain
busy—that was Florian's creed. If worst
came to worst, he knew that his actions
would elicit the approbation of the formid-

able janitor; that his job would be more
secure.

FOR approximately a half hour Florian was
kept busy.. Folks were arriving. Some few
were leaving. Mr. Slappey scurried back
and forth across the sidewalk, opening car
doors, closing car doors, swinging the lobby
door wide so that people could enter and
depart. He was thoroughly happy. The
atmospl}erc surrounding Crestwood Castle
made him feel good all over . . . it reeked
with ﬁpancial security and social eminence.
He decided that the adjective “dicty” which
was so frequently used on Seventh and
Lenox by way of opprobrium, was not so,
in fzgct; and he entertained vast ambitions
to himself become one of them.

(Continued on page 44)
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Morbid Gregg should be demised that night
in apartment 4-A. - The conclusion of his
passionate speech found Mr. Slappey quiver-
ing with apprehension and longing with all
his heart for the relatively quiet and un-
eventful atmosphere of his beloved Bir-
mingham.

“Now look . . .” Jim C. was working
fast. “Yonder's the dumb waiter. Git
yo’se’f inside of it an’ pull that rope 'til you
git to the fourth floor. That’ll let you off
in the kitchen, where you’ll find a door
which opens into the bedroom. If Morbid
ain’t a’ready been mayhemmed, you can
bring him down with you. It’s simple as
one-two-three.”

“I know . .. but I never was no good at
mathematics.” .

“Git goin’!” Jim C. was positive and
powerful. He fairly flung Florian into the
dumb waiter, and that worried gentleman
found himself ascending the shaft before he
had time to put his conscientious objections
Into words.

THE journey up the dumb waiter shaft
seemed interminable. Florian hoisted him-
self with a marked absence of enthusiasm,
re@ecting glumly upon the woes which were
being visited upon him. For one thing, he
was crowded and uncomfortable; the com-
Partment in. which he rode being scarcely
large enough for his own modest frame.
“I—I ain’t got ary idea where Ise gwine,”’
he told himself, “but Ise on my way, sho’
nuff.”

The situation was appalling. Florian knew
that—with all good intentions—he had blun-
dered, and thus jeopardized his cherished
job. He bethought himself of the vengeful
Damon Watkins and the threats which had
been flung at him at the front door of apart-
ment 4-A. He remembered the diminutive
Morbid Gregg and shuddered with pity at
what was about to happen to that gentle-
man. And then—last of all—he recalled the
fact that Jim C. Tankard was neither a
weakling nor merciful. He entertained a
deep suspicion that if he failed in this mis-
sion, Mr. Tankard would uphold the honor
of Crestwood Castle by making a sincere
atsfmpt to annihilate him.

“One!” counted Florian miserably. Then
—“Two! Three! An’ heah I is. : . ."
Trembling fingers slid the door back an inch
or two, frightened eyes peered into the
gloomy ~ kitchen. From the living room
came the angry voices of a man and a
woman, Mr. Slappey eavesdropped. It was
apparent that Marvella and Damon knew
of Morbid Gregg's presence, and that a
tearfully hysterical Mrs. Watkins was im-
ploring her Herculean husband not to carry
out a series of vicious threats which he was
uttermg in a most convincing manner.

. Obviously, this debate had been going on
Since Mr. Slappey’s inglorious retreat from
the front door. He could tell that Marvella
realized the futility of her battle . . . but
she was struggling fiercely to dissuade her
husband from committing homicide. It was
equally plain that Damon was enjoying his
moment of triumph. Morbid was in his
Power—apparently there was no possibility
of escape. He was pleased to bait his dis-
t"aUEl]t wife and the cowering little ex-hus-
band in the next room. Florian drew a free
br(,aath. He said to himself, “I got to ack,
an’ ack fast.”

He eased himself out of the dumb waiter
and tiptoed across the tiled floor to the bed-
room door. Timidly he pushed this door
ﬁpen and inserted his head. Finger on
tl?s' ¢ said, “ssssssssh!” and beckoned to

e t:rr(l;ﬁed N{jorbid Gregg.

;. 2T€BE hesitated not upon the order
Of“hls going, but went at oncg.

e )
pey. uT";thg; nylgng;!;,”: whispered Mr. Slap-

Evening clothes gad]

top hat slightly lopsiy e worse for wear,

ded, eyes filled with

suffering and apprehension, Mr. Gregg dived
for the tiny compartment. He was pathet-
ically gratefully. He said, “I ain’t never
gwine forgit this,” and Florian retorted,
“Neither I ain’t, an’ that ain’t no lie.”

Morbid tucked himself, not without dif-
ficulty, into the dumb waiter. Mr. Slappey
shoved him in snugly and then realized for
the first time that the thing could accommo-
dat only one passenger. He jerked the rope
and caused Mr. Gregg to descend with great
speed.  He heard the dumb waiter clattering
down to the basement, heard Mr. Gregg
scrambling out of it, heard—faintly—the
pleased voice of Mr. Tankard, and then—

Then the kitchen was bathed in brilliance
and Florian turned to gaze up at the tower-
ing, menacing, furious figure of Damon Wat-
kins. Mr. Watkins roared “You!” and
started forward, fists clenched.

It was all too patent that Damon under-
stood what had happened. All his wrath
was now directed toward the little Bir-
mingham gentleman in the crimson uniform;
the man whom he had flung away from his
front door a few minutes since, and who
now appeared miraculously in his kitchen.

Damon said things. Unkind things. He
said them loudly and bitterly. Marvella
came through the door and emitted a screech
which did nothing to allay Mr. Slappey’s
apprehension. Florian tried to argue the
matter, but it became instantly apparent
that Mr. Watkins was in no mood to de-
bate any point. He was thirsting for gore,
and Florian was close at hand.

Big red uniform, gold braid, flappy trou-
sers and too-large hat all conspired to handi-
cap Florian. He dodged here and there—not
to mention hither and yon. He howled for
mercy, though without expectation of re-
ceiving it. He even found a split-second in
which to anathematize himself for his coura-
geous altruism,

THE chase around the kitchen was hectic,
but brief. Florian slipped, then knew an
awful moment as Damon’s hand clamped
down on his arm. What occurred imme-
diately thereafter was on the ghastly side.
Mr. Slapped was mauled, pummeled, kicked
and otherwise expertly manhandled. He
struggled heroically, but with small effect;
he howled and yelled and pleaded. Then he
felt his bruised body being lifted and car-
ried through the living room. Damon
opened the front door and pitched Mr.
Slappey into the hallway. Florian landed
running. He negotiated the first downward
flight in one jump and the second in slightly
less than no jumps at all. He was sobbing
with anger and agony. He hit the lobby
floor and fled past the switchboard like a
crimson streak. He stumbled down the
basement steps and encountered the scowling
visage of Jim C. Tankard.

“Mistuh Gregg has gone,” announced Jim
C., “an’ you is gwine.”

“I—Ise which?r”

“You is gwine. You're fired!”

Mr. Slappey staggered back against the
wall.  “I—Ise fired, after I gotten him out?”

“You was fired the minute I knowed you
gotten him in. Now git them monkey
clothes off an’ beat it! Quick!”

Plumbing depths of dank despair which
had theretofore been beyond the limits of his
most pessimistic imagining, Florian shed the
gaudy raiment of which he had been so
inordinately proud. The uniform cascaded
about his feet and lay there—the discarded
trappings of another “profession which had
proved definitely unsuccessfy]. Mr. Slappey
decided unanimously that whereas the rolie
of gohod S:c';;:;?nfr:\]:ght fit in with a Bir-
mingham ne o1 things, { i 1
unappreciated in Harlemg,s’ it was grievously

He washed his face anq winced when his

fingers touched the recently-inflicted bruises.

No question that Mr. Watkins was an ef-
ficient avenger. All in al) refiecteq Florian
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—it might perhaps be better for him to go
at once, inasmuch as the prospect of en-
countering Damon frequently at the front
door was not particularly alluring. He un-
derstood now why Morbid Gregg had for-
saken the apartment house after learning
that Damon’s name was on the waiting list.

Florian donned his civilian clothes. He
opened his suitcase and commenced to pack.
He came at length to the top drawer of his
dresser and remembered the wallet which he
had removed from the hip pocket of Mr.
Gregg before the commencement of the
shambles. He said, “Hot diggity dawg!
I'll take that pocketbook back to Morbid,
an’ git me a reward!”

He probed into the drawer for the wallet
and then whirled closer. His one good eye
was wide and staring; once again terror
stabbed him. Then he collapsed into a
chair, overcome by woe unutterable.

The wallet had vanished! Gone! De-
parted! And now indeed there was no
faintest glow of hope on Florian’s horizon.
The wallet had disappeared! Geoffrey
Throckmorton, the elevator gentleman, knew
that it had been there at the hour of Mor-
bid’s advent. Geoffrey knew . . .

Florian rose abruptly. Geoffrey Throck-
morton! He remembered the hostile, cal-
culating gaze of that individual; the covet-
ous gleam in his eyes. “That dawg-gone
hunk of sidemeat!” exclaimed Mr. Slappey.
“He stoled it!”

He leaped toward the door, intent upon
accusing Mr. Throckmorton of grand lar-
ceny. Then a new thought came to him and
he hesitated. Geofirey would have hidden
the wallet, and Florian’s accusation would
boomerang upon himself. He might be‘ ar-
rested. Mr. Slappey gave vent to a bitter
sigh. Here he was in a large and strange
city, surrounded by enemies and dangers.
Better bide his time, say nothing about the
wallet—and meanwhile see whether he might
devise ways and means of proving Mr.
Throckmorton’s guilt. Of course, he’d be
more or less a fugitive—since it now be-
hooved him to keep plenty of distance be-
tween himself and Morbid Gregg, lest that
person should suspect him of helping himself
to the lost wallet.

Sped on his way by the unkind farewells
of Messrs. Tankard and Throckmorton, Mr.
Slappey and suitcase started down Edge-
combe Avenue toward the declivity which
would lead him to less pretentious stamping
grounds. Florian was crushed in spirit and
broken in body. Each step was a physical
ache and a mental sorrow. He fingered the
two dollars and eighty cents in his pocket
and realized that he could subsist upon that
amount for only a very brief time.

HOSTILE Harlem! More than three hun-
dred thousand other colored folks—and not
a brother in the lot. Beaten, battered, dis-
charged, broke, cold, miserable, friendless,
bewildered. That was the little man who,
up to a few weeks before, had been the
social toast of dusky Birmingham. .

Mr. Slappey did not sleep well that night.
He tossed restlessly on a lumpy mattress in a
cheap rooming house. He knew that there
was no one in all Harlem to whom he might
turn for help . . . and at least two men
whom he must avoid lest mere misery be-
come catastrophe.

The following morning Mr. Slappey break-
fasted frugally on coffee and grits. He
purchased two cigarettes and one stick of
chewing gum and turned his weary, painful
way toward an employment agency he had
observed on Seventh Avenue . . . most posi-
tively 70t the one which had negotiated his
job at Crestwood Castle.

Then, suddenly, a hand fell on his shoul-
der, and a small, thin voice said, “Hey—
you!

 Florian looked into the eyes of Mr. Mor-
bid Gregg. He murmured, “Oh! my Lawd !”
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WANT a new businecss profcasion of
your own, with all the trade you can
attond to? Then bocome a foot
corroctionist, and in a fow wcoka

my flimsy cattle karal, and from the de-
pressions which we found in the ground
the next morning, the three huge beasts had
watched the cattle for hours. One of them
approached so close that the impressions of
its front feet actually extended under the
lowest of the pickets of the karal into the
inside. They made no attack upon the
cattle. Towards dawn the three lions rose,
and walking along a path, visited another
small karal in which I had a few pigs.
These they counted and examined. Appar-
ently satisfied that I was starting off in the
right direction, the lions went over to the
trader’s karal and killed two cattle.

From that time, as regularly as clockwork,
these three lions, a male and his two wives,
appeared every two weeks. They investi-
gated my cattle and then went over and
counted the pigs. They took an interest in
the calves and my small flock of goats.
Then, just as invariably, they killed one or
more of the trader’s cattle.

After a month or two of this, the na-
tives began to talk, but, as I pointed out to
them, it was only what they could expect.
Was I not a brother of lions? ‘“Perhaps,”
they would answer, “but you just wait until
Matapeta’s cattle have been taken away.”
But even when the trader’s cattle were finally
removed, the lions did not attack any of
the animals which belonged to me.

ABOUT a year after our arrival, when we
were pretty well settled down, a party of
strange lions came on to Ibamba. They
stampeded the cattle at a native village on
the corner of the ranch, killing ten in one
night. Gorged with food, they entered the
thick bush which extends to within a few
hundred yards of my house, and lay down
to sleep off their feed. For several days
they remained there, coming out at night to
drink, when we would see their tracks in the
paths. My natives grew jumpier and
jumpier. Each night they expected this
troop of killers to attack our cattle, and one
night they did. I woke up suddenly to hear
shouts and yells coming from the compound
several yards away. I could hear cattle
bellowing. I heard a lion growl. Grass
torches flared up. Then I heard the sound
of pounding hoofs and knew that my cattle
had been stampeded out of their karal in
the compound, and were being chased
across the dark veldt by a party of lions.

In the morning my capitao arrived with a
long face. *“All the cattle are gone,” he
told me. “The lions have eaten them all.”

“Nonsense,” I replied. ‘“Send out natives
to find them.”

He shrugged. “Find them? Now at last
the lions have eaten them. You will find
some, but not all.”

“No,” I told him. “You will find them
all.” I was only boasting, because to the
last I wanted to keep up the belief that
lions were my brothers. Imagine my aston-
ishment, to say nothing of that of the na-
tives, when, by evening time, every one of
our cattle had been found and returned.
The lions—there had been five of them—had
not killed a single one,
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This indeed established my reputation as
a brother of lions. When my pet lioness
grew up and began to call with her full
voice, I experienced a phenomenon which
leads me to believe that perhaps I really am
a matakati of lions. I always knew at least
twelve hours beforehand when lions were
coming out of the bush to visit with my
pet. Occasionally there might have been
tracks or roarings or some other signs of the
presence of lions which could be said to
have given me a hint. But on several oc-
casions, as I worked about the ranch in the
morning, the feeling grew on me that wild
lions were about, that that night they would
come up out of the veldt and roam about
my house. What induced this feeling I
could not tell you, but it was unmistakable.
It was infallible. I felt a sort of tension.
1 was nervous and expectant. Lions, wild
lions, were coming, and I knew it while the
sun was still high and many hours must
pass before they would dare to issue from
the safety of the thick bush.

One afternoon I went out hunting with
Shamakembwe. We were looking for a
buck to shoot for meat. It was a futile
hunt, but we were thorough. We covered
about ten miles, most of it close along the
edge of the thick lion bush. We saw no lion
tracks. We heard no lions’ sounds, but as
we stood talking near the house upon our
return, the sudden conviction came to me
that lions were coming. I turned to Shama-
kembwe and told him, “Lions will be about
tonight.”

He shook his head. “No,” he retorted.
“There are no lions on Ibamba. Have we
not just come from out the bush where we
saw not even so much as a duiker?”

“That is true,” I agreed. ‘Nevertheless,
lions are coming.”

He shook his head in disbelief, but as he
trotted off to the compound I noticed that
he kept turning his head, watching, and that
he held his spear high and ready.

There was absolutely no reason whatso-
ever for my having had that fecling, but I
knew that lions were coming. About nine
o’clock, as my wife and I were preparing
for bed, a low moan sounded from the edge
of the grain field, a hundred yards or so
from the house. Then the full-throated,
crashing roar of a male lion rolled forth.
Again and again it sounded. My lioness
roared in answer, and for twenty minutes
such a volume of sound echoed and re-
echoed over Ibamba that it seemed as if
the very roof of the house quivered with the
vibration. My lion had come.

Perhaps you can explain these things. I
can only tell you what I have seen and
heard and experienced. I can foretell the
coming of lions., Although they kill the
cattle of everyone else in the Namwala dis-
trict, they never kill mine. With such an
experience as this, who am I to question the
tuyawera of Shaghiga or the machoba of
Mianje? How do I know that there is no
such thing as witchcraft? Who am I to
judge whether or not you find a witch by
poisoning fowls? I cannot explain my own
experience. If you can, I should be most
pleased to hear from you.
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istic Contest, the first pp .
L L, e i v
Keokuk Lodge No. 106, the third to Des
Moines Lodge No. 98 ang the fourth to
Booll:e Lodge 1\170'}1563'

The principal highlighs i
tion was 1 fifteen-minute ag(flretsl;eb foar::d
Exaltegi Ruler Michae] P. Shannon from his
office in Los Angeles, Calif, The telephone

conversation was reproduced through a
loud-speaker system to the Convention as-
sembly. It was the first time a Grand Ex-
alted Ruler had talked to a State Associa-
tion meeting in this way.

The teams of Iowa City Lodge No. 590
won both the golf and trapshooting matches.
The membership trophy, presented to the
Association by State Pres. A. M. Umlandt,
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stand innocent’ until proven guilty. But
this is a military court, and we've got to
consider him guilty until he’s proven inno-
cent. The General Court Martial, to which
we apparently must sentence him, must take
the same attitude.”

He glanced at the Admiral. The Admiral
looked up quickly, but his eyes did not
modify their hopelessness. The President
of the Court, a little frown between his eye-
brows, watched the Judge Advocate.

“What we have, as a result of our in-
quiry,” went on the Judge Advocate dis-
cursively, “is a set of facts. From these
facts, there is apparently only one conclu-
sion to be drawn, only one finding to be
arrived at. But,” and he leaned across the
table and stabbed a pointing finger toward
the President of the Court, “that finding, 1
maintain, is entirely circumstantial. Is that
correct?” He did not wait for verification.
‘“Then is it not equally correct that if, from
the same set of facts, another equally logical
conclusion can be drawn, this second con-
clusion, however circumstantial, in itself, re-
flects a_reasonable doubt upon the first?”

The President of the Court narrowed his
eyes thoughtfully. “Don’t forget,” he said,
“that the accused is guilty until proven in-
nocent.”

The Judge Advocate rested his elbows upon
the table, matched his fingerprints meticu-
lously together. “Let’s review the significant
facts. First: The Edwards was torpedoed,
by either U-121 or the UC-111. Second:
The U-121 and the UC-111 had apparently
been working together, because the London
Admiralty heard them in constant radio
communication. Third: After the Edwards
sank, they apparently parted company, be-
cause the London Admiralty has not heard
them since the morning after the Edwards
went down. That’s forty-eight hours ago.”

“Yes,” interrupted the President of the
Court, “but—”

“Fifth,” went on the Judge Advocate, now
a little pale, “Lieutenant Bailey deliberately
swam to the U-boat when it emerged,
climbed aboard her, and after a hand-to-
hand struggle was taken prisoner by her
crew. Now.” and his sudden earnestness
was almost shocking in its intensity, “there’s
one more fact which, if my deductions are
correct, is of tremendous importance. Can
you tell me what it is?”

The President of the Court considered ;
then shook his head. “What is it?”

“Alone,” pursued the Judge Advocate, “this
other fact means nothing. But place it be-
side one of the facts I have just mentioned,
and—ah! Let me have them!”

HE snatched from the returning messenger
a sheaf of papers, glanced hurriedly through
them, and thrust them triumphantly into
the hands of the President of the Court.
“Here are your decoded radio messages and
routine reports from the London Admiralty
for the past forty-eight hours, together with
coples of all S.0.S. and A.L.L.O. submarine
warnings from Lands End and from all ships
In the submarine zone. As a qualified ex-
pert in the day-to-day spotting and identi-
fication of enemy submarines, can you tell
the Court the present location of the U-121
or the UC-1117”

The President of the Court swiftly sorted
the messages upon the table-top. “I . . .
see,” he said finally, “not a thing.” He
raised his eyes to those around him. “It
comes down to this,” he told them, address-
Ing them all, “the ©/.727 and the UC-111
are unreported since the morning after the
sinking of the Edwgrds!”

D Your capacity as senior decoding offi-
’ 4
cf:r,’ pressed the Judge Advocate tensely, his
Young voice nngmg strong, “will you tell
the Court, Commanger, whether in your
experience the London Admiralty has ‘ever

lost track of any y.
time 2" oat for so long a

The President of the Court could not
conceal his rising interest. “I don’t know
what this all means;” he replied, “but I can
state positively that such a thing has not
happened before—not since the United States
Navy has been operating over here. Upon
the Admiralty’s ability to locate any U-boat,
plot the radius within which at its known
course and speed it can operate within
twenty-four hours, and route convoys and
transports around the danger area, depends
the whole success of our convoy system and
the transportation of our troops to France!
You all know that! It isn’t possible for any
U-boat—any submarine, for that matter—
to remain submerged for more than twenty-
four consecutive hours without coming up
for air and for battery recharging; and on
the surface, U-boats "are always detected
because they are in constant radio touch
with their base, and are constantly being
splt;t't,fd and reported by Allied surface ves-
sels!

THE Judge Advocate’s eyes snapped and
shone with suppressed excitement. “In other
words, Commander,” he persisted. “No U-
boat can operate in submarine waters for
more than a few hours without being de-
tected and identified by the London Ad-
miralty ?”

“Unqualifiedly, yes.”

“Then the Admiralty can locate any U-boat
from day to day, within a few minutes of
latitude and longitude and time?”

“That’s correct, but—”

The Judge Advocate’s voice cut like a
knife. “Then where are the U-121 and the
UC-1117”

The President of the Court sat back and
stared; and raised his chin in dawning com-
prehension. “I think I see what you're
trying to get at, Lieutenant. But it just
isn’t possible!”

“Why isn’t it possible?”

“It just isn’t, that’s all, If only one were
missing, I might agree that there’s something
to it. But it couldn’t be both. He could
have succeeded with one, but—well, it just
couldn’t be both, that’s all. It isn’t even
conceivable |

The Judge Advocate, beside himself,
pounded the table with a hard clenched fist.
“For God’s sake, man—don’t you see that’s
the very thing that proves it ?”

The President of the Court was openly
incredulous. “Proves it! How?”

The Judge Advocate rose slowly to his
feet.  Outside, the lowering gray sky
frowned down through the ports; and only
the slap of the harbor waves against the
ship’s low freeboard punctuated the bated
stillness of the wardroom. “Don’t you see?”
he repeated, turning to face the others. “His
whole thought, from the instant the Edwards
was torpeded, was ‘Get the submarine! Get
the submarine!” He knew that ships and
men and ammunition were expendable. He
was thinking only of the enemy. When the
submarine appeared he swam over to her—
he boarded her—he put up a fight so that
they would take him prisoner. Why? Be-
cause he hoped that somehow, some way,
he’d get his chance to sink the U-121) Then,
suddenly, he saw Harvey in the water. He
shouted to him—what was it? ‘Keep ofi!
Keep off! This is my job!’ That’s the other
important fact—what he cried out to Har-
vey! Harvey would have jnterfered with
his plan—he knew the U.poat might take
one prisoner, but never two; and he knew,
too, that poor Harvey was expendable. Add
that to the known fact that the U/-121 and
the UC-111 have disappeared, and as God is
my judge, you've got the answer!”

“But he couldn’t have synk them both!”
exclaimed some one,

“But he did! After they took him below
on the U-121, he learned that the UC-boat
was nearby. He knew that the U-121
wouldn't want to keep hjm-—that the UC-
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boat was a mine-layer and would therefore
be going back to Bruges, and that he’d
probably be transferred to the UC-boat to
be sent back to Germany as a prisoner of
war. So he waited—he watched his chance.
When the two boats came together the fol-
lowing morning, and he was put aboard the
UC-111—well, what happened? We don’t
know. He broke away somehow—dashed
below—fought his way to where the mines
were stowed.  How did he manage it then?
We don’t know that, either. But somehow,
he detonated one mine, and that set off all
the others—and crushed both boats like egg-
shells!” He straightened.  “It fits.” Every
fact’s accounted for. Gentlemen, Lieutenant
Bailey is—good God, where’s the Admiral?”

No one had seen the Admiral. leave the
wardroom. But he was no longer there. The
members looked at one anather; the Presi- .
dent of the Court and the Judge Advocate
stared into each other’s' eyes.

It was at that precide instant that the
Admiral reappeared. From the wardroom
passageway he strode slowly toward them,
to confront them across the green-topped
mess table. In his hands, drawing their
glances like a magnet, he bore a roll of
stained and dog-eared paper.

For the space of a measured .moment, the
dramatic tableau held. Then the Admiral
spoke. “In what latitude and longitude,”
he asked, and his tone was one they never
had heard before, “were the U-121 and
UC-111 last reported ?”

It was the Judge Advocate who answered.
“Latitude 45-45 north, longitude 15-42
west, sir.”

The Admiral took a forward step, and
leaned heavily upon the table. With a
hand_which did not waver, he held out to
the Judge Advocate the stained and dog-
cared paper. “I request,” he said hoarsely,
“that this be read into the record of the
proceedings of this Court!”

THE Judge Advocate studied the paper,
and sprang to his feet, his face glowing
“This,” he said, “is the rough log of the
United States submarine L-10 jor the day
following that upon which the Edwards was
torpedoed. May we ask, Admiral, where
you got itp”

The Admiral bowed. “The commander
of the L-10, who returned to Berehaven
yesterday from a patrol assignment, came
down last night by destroyer and gave me
his routine report in person.”

“I will read,” said the Judge Advocate,
“from the rough log of the U.S.S.L-10;
‘Latitude 45-45 north, longitude 15-43 west.
Course 140 true, speed 6 knots at periscope
depth. At 8:20 GMT through periscope
sighted two large enemy submarines on sur-
face 2 points on port bow, lying alongside
and awash. Sounded general alarm, dove to
40 feet, made ready for firing Numbers 3
and 4 torpedoes from port bow tube. At
8:32 rose to periscope depth, and set range
1500 yards. Before torpedoes could be fired,
violent explosion took place in vicinity of
enemy submarines. Dove to 40 feet, set
course 140 true, checked torpedoes to as-
certain that none had been fired. At 8:45
rose tg periscope depth. Enemy submarines
had disappeared, probably destroyed by ex-
plosion.’

The members of the Court were on their
feet. The Judge Advocate's voice ceased;
momentarily he shut his eyes hard; then
he reached forward and laid a hand upon
lht‘r‘ Admiral’s gold-braided sleeve.

All’ I can say, sir,” he said huskily, “is
that I'm glad—f mean, I'm sorry . . .” He
paused in confusion.

.The Admiral raised his head, and drew to
his full height. “Ag for me,” he whispered,
“I thank God!”

. This time, when he left them, his shoulders
did not shake.










