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The Order in the Nation’s Service

The following prominent public officials are or have been members of the Order—most
of them for many years. In addition to the President and Vice- President, the list
includes three Cabinet Members, 35 Governors, 63 Senators and 239 Representatlves.

The President and Mémbers of His Cabinet:

FrankLIN D. Roosevert, Poughkeepsie, N. Y, Lodge, No. 275

JorN NANCE GARNER, Del Rio, Texas, Lodge, No. 837

Attorney General Homer S. Cummings, Stamford, Conn., Lodge, No. 899

Postmaster General James A. Fariey, Haverstraw, N. Y., Lodge, No. 877

Secretary of the Navy CLAUDE A. SWANSON former member, Danville, Va., Lodge, No. 227

President
Vice-President

Governors of States and Territories:

CLYDE L. HERRING FRANK _H. COONEY
Atlantic, Iowa Lodge No. 445 Mlssouln 'Hel]gnlc". Mont.
ALFRED M. LANDON Lodge No. 383
Indenendcnce. Kans. Loduc No. 780 R. L. COCHRAN
Y LAFFOO) . Pon‘-\gn:-r mcleledr No. 985
Madlsonrl]]e, Ky. Lndﬂc No. 738 North Platte, Nebr, odge No.

RICHARD KIRMAN
OSCAR K. ALLEN Reno, Nev, Lodge No. 597
Baton Rouge, La. Lodye No. 490 H. STYLES BRIDGES
LOUIS J. BRANN Concord, N. H. Lodge No. 1210
Lewliston, Me. Lodge No. 371

OLD HOFFMAN
JAMES M. CURLEY

B. B. MOEUR
Phoenix, Arlz, Lodge No. 335

J. MARION FUTRELL
North Little Rock, Ark.
Lodge No. 1004
WARD C. JOHNSON
leg. Colo Lodge No. 15717

BUR L. CROSS
New mm:n Conn. Lodac No. 25

AVE SHOLT:!
Daytona Bench Fla. Ladac No. 1141

EUGENE TALMADGE

GEORGE H. EARLE, III
Philadelphla, Pa. Lodge No. 2

HILL McALISTER
Nashville, Tenn, Lodge No. 72

JAMES V. ALLRED
Wichita Falls, Texas
Lodge No. 1105

CLARENCE D. MARTIN
Spokane, Wash, Lodge No. 228

HERMAN G. KUMP
Elkins, W. Va. Lodge No. 1135

PHILIP F. LaFOLLETTE

HAR
PPerth Amboy, N. J. Lodge No. 783

Atlanta, Gnc R Lodge No. 78 Boston, Mass, Lodge No. 10 Albu q“ergltYQE\?;I{\:Ggﬁ;c No. 461 Madison, Wis. Lodge No. 410
0SS FLOYD B. OLSON R 1T . ¢
Pocatello, Idnho Lodge No. 674 Minneapolis, Minn, Lodge No. 44 New &l-r:d{[gm):r B LEE‘;{";? No. 1 Joni\:\‘% "ll‘)ROY
HENRY HORNER MIKE S. CONNER Port Angeles ‘“Naval’’, Wash,
Chieago, 11 Lodge No. 4 Hauiesburg. .\llss Lodge No. 599 Elizabeth City, N C. Lodye Ny, 856 Lodge No. 353°

UL V. McNUTT . PARK

A JOSEPH B. POINDEXTER
Bloomington, Ind. Lodge No. 446 IKansas Cny, Mo. Lodge No. 26

MARTIN L. DAVEL Honolulu, Hawail Lodye No. G16

Kent, Ohfo Lodge No. 1377

The Umted States Senate (Seventy-fourth Congress):

ALVA B, ADA\IS A is M. M. LOGAD ROBERT R. REYNOLDS
Pueblo, C°l° Loage No. 90 Elmwood Jlnlc\l’Es I DAavdae No. 368 Bowling Green, Ky. Lo:lgr No. 320 Ashc\ille N. C. Ludge No. 1401
ARREN R. AUSTIN LLIAM H. DIETERICH HUEY P. LONG EPH T. ROBINSON

Llnlo I[oek Ark. Lodyc No. 29
RICIIARD B. RUSSELL, JR.
Atlanta, Ga, Lodye No. 78
LEWIS B. SCHWELLENBACH
Ballard (Seattle). Wash,

PATRICK McCARRA\ . Lodge No. 827

Shreveport, La. Lodge No. 122
FRANCIS T. MALONEY
Meriden, Conn. Lodpe No. 35
WILLIAM GIBBS McADOO
Los Angles. Callf. Lodge No. 99

WI
Beardstown, Il Lodye No. 1007
VIC DONAHEY
Former member
RYAN DUFFY
Fond du Lac Wis. Lodge No. 57

Burlinslon, vt Lodge No, 916
NATHAN L. BACEMAN
Chattanooga, Tenn. Lodge No. 91 Ohto

JOHN H. BANKHEAD
Former member
Blrmlnglmm, Ala Lodac No. 79

WALTER F. GEORGE Reno, Nov. Lodge No. 597
: . A RRIS SHEPPARD
WARREN BARBOUR Former member LL oy Y
Red Banks o0, Lodge No. 233 Cordele, Ga., Lodgo Wichita, FoORGE Mo No. 427 Toxarkana. Ark. Lodoe No. 399

ERNEST W. GIBSON
Former member
Keene, N. H. Lodge No. 927

FREDERICK STEIWER
Pendleton, Ore. Lodye No. 288

ELMER THOMAS

LBE.\' W. BARKLEY

KENNETH D. MOKFLLAR
Padueah, Ky. Lodge No. 217

Former member .
Memphls, Tenn. Lodge No. 27

EODORE G. BILBO
Hattiesburg, Miss. Lodge No. 599

W][l;oLIAM E. BORAH

Bolse, Id: Lodge No. 310
EDWARD R. BURKE
Omaha, Nebr. Lodge No. 39

HARRY FLOOD BYRD
Winchester, Va, Lodyc No. 867
ARTHUR CAPPER
Topeka, Kans. Lodge No. 204
ROBERT D. CAREY
Casper, Wyo. Lodye No. 1353
DENNIS CHAVEZ
Albuquerque, N. M. Lodye No. 161
TOM CONNALLY
Former member

CARTER GLASS
Lynchburg, Va. Lodge No. 321

THOMAS P. GORE
Former membor
Lawton, Okla, Lodge No. 1041

FREDERICK HALE
Portland, Me. Lodpe No. 188
PAT HARRISON
Gulfport, Miss. Lodge Na. 978
DANIEL 0. HASTINGS
Wilmington, Del. Lodge No. 307
CARL A, HATCH
Former member
Clovls, N. Mex. Loedge No. 1244

CARL HAYDEN

CHARLES L. McNARY
Salem, Ore. Lodge No. 336
JESSE H. METCALF ,
Providence, R. 1. Lodye No. 14
HERMAN MINTON
New AII?nn), Inc i Lodge No. 270
H \RRY MOORE
Jersey Cny N J Lodge No. 211
LOUIS MURPHY
Dubuque, Iowa Lodge No. 297
M. M. NEELY
Fairmont, W. Va. Lodge No. 291
PETER NORBECK
Huron, S. Dak. Lodge No. 444
JOHN H. OVERTON

F
Chickasha, Okla.
PARK TRAMMELL

Lakeland, Fla.
HARRY S. TRUMAN
Kansas City, Mo.
MILLARD E. TYDINGS
Towson, Md.
ARTHUR H. VANDENBERG
Grand Rapids, Mieh.
FREDERICK VAN NUYS
Anderson, Ind.
ROBLRT F. WAGNER

oriner member
Lodge No. 755

former member
Lodge No. 129]

Lodge No. 2¢
Lodge No. 189
Lodge No. 48
Lodge No. 209

Lodye No. 1

New York, N. Y

DA\'ID I WaLSH |
597 Fitchburg. Mass. Lodge No. 847

Phoenix, Ariz. Lodge No. 335

RUSH D. HOL
(‘Iarkshurg W Va. oLT

Marlln, Texas, Lodge

MARCUS A. COOLIDGE
Lodge No. 847

Alexandria, La. Lodge No. 546G
KEY PITTMAN

Fitchburg, Mass. Lodye No. 482 Reno, Nev. Lodge No. i .
ROYAL S. COPELAND HAMILTON LEWIS AMES P. POPE BURTON K. WHEELER
New York, N. Y. Lodge No. 1 Scamc Wash. Lodge No. 92 Boise, Idaho odge No. 310 Butte, Mont. Lodge No.210

The House of Representatives (Seventy-fourth Congress):

J. LEROY ADAIR (‘RA}IA\{ A. BARDEN RALPH 0. BREWSTER USHER L. BURDICK
Quincy, 111 Ludge No. 100 New Berne, N. Ladge No. 761 Former member R Former memnber
LEO E. ALLEN ,\Ll' th F. BEITER Bangor, Me. Lodge No. 241 Williston, N. Dak. Lodge No. 1214

Galena, 1L Lodye 882 Buffalo, N. Y. Lodye No. 23 Ga PAUL BRO)\'.\f Yo. 790 (:l-‘(l)R(.l- BU R"\)E AM
AUGUST 11. ANDR! WILLIAM M. BERLIN Athens, Ga Lodge No. former meny No. 1
Red Wing. Minn. Lodoe No. 815 Potistown, Pa. Lodge No. 814 WILLIAM F. BRUNNER San D'CK" Calif. Lodgye No. 168

OSEP W. BYRNS
m.lnlllo 'J‘ennH Lodye No, 72

MILLARD F. CALDWELL
Pcnxuwla. Fla. Lodye No. 497

LARENCE CANNON
].nulsmna Mo, Lodge No. 701

RAYMOND J. CAN)

Queens Borough, N. Y.
Lodyc No. 878
JAMES P. BUCHBANAN
Brenham, Texas Lodye No. 979

FRANK H. BU{K
Sacramento, Calif. Lodge No. 6

FRED BIERMANN
FFormer member
WILLIAM W. BLACKNEY
Flint, Mich. Lodyc No, 222
SCHUYLER OTIS BLAND
Newport News, Va, Lodygc No. 3135

w \l TER G. ANDREWS
Bufralo, N. Y. Lodge No. 23 Towa
WILLIAM W. ARNOLD
Robinson, 111 Lodge No. 1188
WILLIAM A, ASHBROOK
Newark, Ohio Lodyr No. 391

oN
ROY E. AYERS : BUCKBEE Milwaukee, Wi Ladge No. 16
Lc“.mo;‘" Mont Lodac No. 456 New York, \“;L l;L““\!l wlar No. | I(ucl(rur.('lf'l}:i\. ™ Lodge No- l” “l\\;l';()llll:ll r,\m{;:'\”';rr:
SAAC B\( HARACH e L sormer  member Former [} r‘
Atlantic Cline e . GERALD I ROILEAU R T BUCKLER, FOWRCE ST502 MePhersan, amer MMber  vo. 502
Rom-.n'r 1 BACON Wausau, Wi, Lodus- No. 218 Craolston. Minn. b
Glen Cove, N, Lodye No. 1158 . PATRICK ] BOLAND CIIARLES A. BU ”/\.lf No. 871 Oaklang, v.n'}T B L'I\?:};/E]{o 171
\\""‘%‘A“ B. BANKHEAD Scranton, 1%a. Lodue No, 123 Hronx. N. Y. il o1 ; WILBURN CARTWRIGHT
oruer member M. \R'l‘l\' A. BRENNAN THOMAS G. BURCIL 0 spealester, of) Lodye No. 533
Huntsville, Ala., Todge Bloonung n, 11 Lodge Xo. 2381 Danville, Va Lodye No- 221 e o Ne. 3
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GLOVER H. CARY
Owensboro, Ky. Lodge No. 144

JOSEPH E. CASEY
Clinton, Mass. Lodge No. 1306

PETER A. CAVICCHIA

Newark, N. J. Lodge No. 21
EMANUEL CELLER
Brooklyn, N. Y. Lodge No.

WALTER CHANDLER
Memphls, Tenn. Lodge No. 27
VIRGIL CHAPMAN
Lexington, Ky. Lodge No. 89
WILLIAM M. CITRON
Middletown, Conn, Lodge No. 171
D WORTH CLARK
Tocatello, 1daho Lodge No. 6§74
JOHN J. COCHRAN
St. Louis, Mo. Lodgs No. 9
HARRY B. COFFEE
Chadron, Nebr. Lodge No. 1399
CHARLES J. COLDEN
Foriner member
San Pedro, Calif. Lodge No. 966
WILLIAM P. COLE, JR.
Towson, Md. Lodge No. 469
SAM L. COLLINS
Anaheim, Callf. Lodge No. 1315

WILLIAM M. COLMER
Pascagoula, Miss. Lodge No. 1120
PR—\\C]S B. CONDON
Pawtucket, R. Lodye No. 920
WILLIAM P CONNERY, JR.
Lynn, Mass. Lodge No. 117
JOHN M. COSTELLO
Former memb
Los Angeles, Calif. Loduc No. 99
E. E. COX, Former member
Albany, Ga. Lodge No. 713
BEN CRAVENS
Fort Smith, Ark. Lodge No. 341
FRED L. CRAWFORD
Saginaw, Mich. Lodge No. 47
CHARLES N. CROSBY
Pennsylhvania Former member
0. H. CROSS
Waco, Texas Lodge No. 166
EUGENE B. CROWE
Bedford, Ind. Lodge No. 826
FRANK CROWTHER
Perth Amboy, N. J. Lodge No. 784
FRANCIS D. CULKIN
Oswego, N. Y. Lodye No. 271
COLGATE W. DARDEN, JR.
Norfolk, Va. Lodge No. 38
CLEVELAND DFAR
Alexandria, La. ge No, 516
JOHN_J. DLLAI\EY
Brooklyn, N. Y. Lodge No. 22
JOHN J. DEMPSEY
Santa Fe, N. Mex. Lodge No. 460
RENE L. DE ROUEN
Opelousas, La. Lodye No. 1018
SAMUEL DICKSTEIN
Former member
New York, N. Y. Lodge No. 1
JOBN D. DINGELL
Former member
Colorado Springs, Colo.
Lodge No. 3
EVERETT M. DIRKSEN
Pekin, Il Lodge No. 1271
WESLEY E. DISNEY
Former memb .
Muskogee, Okla. Lodge No. 517
ALD C. DOBBINS
Champmen. T, Lodge No. 398
AL POXE,
8,
Hnll{ SDrIng 1058
PATRICK HENBY DREWRY
Powrsburs. Va. Lodge No. 237
D. J. DRISCOLL
st. Marys, Pa. Lodge No. 437
wILLIAM J. DRIVER

ber
Former e e No. 1211

ovllle, Ark.
B WABBEN J. DUFFEY
oledo, Ohio Lodye No. 53

RICHARD M. DUNCAN
Former member
st. Joseph. Mo Lodac No. 40
AUBERT C. DUNN
Former member
Lodge No. 124
odge No. 151
Houston, Texas
A. EKWALL
WILLIAM Lodge No. 142
RRY ENGLEBRIGHT
chnF:!‘x} City, Cnllf Lodge No. 518
M .;RcPLLl S H. EVANS
nrmcr member

Fort Worth. Texas
JOE H.

Pportland, Ore-

. V Lodge No, 22
Brookls™ PHIL FERGUSON
woodward. Okia. Lodge No. 1355
wILLIAM L. FIESINGER

Former member
AMILTON FISH, JR,
Pouglﬂgcpslc. N. Y. Lodge No, 275
JAMES M. FITZPATRICK
pronx, N. Y. Lodge Xo. 871

Ohio

T. BROOKS FLETCHER
Marlon, Ohlo Lodge No. 32

BENJAMIN K. FOCHT
Washington, D. C. Lodge No. 15

A. L. FORD
Aberdeen, Mlss. Lodge No. 620

OLIVER W. FREY
Allentown, Pa. Lodge No. 130
CLAUDE A. FULLER
Former member
Eureka Springs, Ark.

Lodge No. 1042
HAMPTON P. FULMER
‘'ormer member
Orangeburg, S. C. Lodac No. 897

ALLARD H. GASQUE :
Former member
Florenco, S. C. Lodge No. 1020
P. L. GASSAWAY
Former member
Coalgate, Okla. Lodge No. 988
JOSEPH A. GAVAGAN
New York, N. Y. Lodge No. 1
BERTRAND W. GEARHART
Fresno, Calif. Lodge No, 439
CHARLES L. GIFFORD
Plymouth, Mass. Lodge No. 1476
WILLIAM J. GRANFIELD
Springfield, Mass, Lodge No. 61

R. A. GREEN
Gaincsville, Fla. Lodge No. 990

WILLIAM V. GREGORY
Mayfield, Ky. Lodge No. 563
HARRY L. HAINES
Red Lion, Pa. Lodye No. 1592
SIMON M. HAMLIN
Former member
Portland, Me. Lodge No. 188
BYRON B. HARLAN

. Former member
Dayton, Ohlo Ledge No. 58
EDWARD J. HART
Jersey City, N, J. Lodge No. 211
DOW W. HARTER
Akron, Ohio Lodge No. 363

FRED A. HARTLEY, JR.
Kearny, N. J. Lodge No. 1050
ARTHUR D. HEALEY
Somerville, Mass. Lodge No. 917
WILL1AM E. HESS
Cincinnati, Ohlo Lodge No. §
WILLIAM L. HIGGINS
Willlmantic, Conn.  Lodge No. 1311

LISTER HILL
Mon(gomery Ala. Lodge No. 596
AMUEL B. HILL
Wenulchca Wash. Lodye No. 1186
JOHN H. HOEPPEL
Monrovia, Calif. Lodge No. 1427
PEHR G. HOLMES
Worcester, Mass. Lodge No. 243
CLIFFORD R, HOPE
Qarden City, Kans. Lodge No. 1104
JOHN M. HOUSTON
Newton, I{ans. Lodge No. 706
GEORGE HUDDLESTON
Birmingham, Ala. Lodge No. 79
MERLIN HULL
LaCrosse, Wls. Lodge No. 300
MICHAEL L. IGOE
Chicago, Il Lodge No. 4
LAWRENCE E. IMHOFF
Bollaire, Ohlo Lodge No. 419
BERNHARD M. JACOBSEN
Clinton, Towa Lodge No. 199
THOMAS A. JENKINS
Ironton, Ohio Lodge No. 177
GEORGE W. JOHNSON
Parkersburg, W. Va, Lodge No. 198
MARVIN JONES
Amarillo, Texas Lodge No. 923
JOHN KEE
Bluefleld, W. Va. Lodge No. 269
AMBROSE J. KENNEDY
Baltimore, Md. Lodge No. 7
EDWARD A, KENNEY
Englewood, N. J. Lodge No. 1157
J. ROLAND KINZER
Laneaster, Pa. Lodge No. 131
FRANK L. KLOEB
Wapakoneta, Ohlo Lodge No. 1170
FRANK L. KNIFFIN
Former member
ano\con. Ohio Lodge No. 929
AROLD KNUTSON
St. Cloud Minn, Lodge No. 516
LEO KOCIALKOWSKI
Oak Park, IN. Lodge ho 1295
CHARLES KRAME!

Los Angolcs. Calif. Lodae No. 90
ARTHUR P. LAMNECK
Columbus, Ohle Lodge No. 37
CLARENCE F. LEA
Santa Rosa, Calif. Lodge No. 846
FREDERICK R. LEHLBACH
Nowark, N. J. Lodge No, 21
JOHN LESINSKI

Michigan Former member

LEWIS
Lodge No. 83
WESLEY LLOYD

DAVID
Cumberland, Md.

Tacoma, Wash. Lodge No. 174

LOUIS LUDLOW
Indlanapolts, Ind. Lodge No. 13

PAUL H. MALONEY
New Orleans, La. Lodge No. 30
JOSEPH J. MANSFIELD
Yoakum, Texas Lodge No. 1033
JOSEPH W. MARTIN, JR.
North Attleboro, Mass.
Lodge No. 1011
ANDREW J. MAY
Kentucky Former member
JOHN W. McCORMACK
Former member
Boston, Mass. Lodge No. 10
JOHN McDUFFIE
Mobile, Ala. Lodge No. 108
DAN R. MeGEHEE
Former member
Brookhaven, Miss.  Lodge No. 1182
JOHN STEVEN McGROARTY
Former member
Wilkes-Barre, Pa. Lodge No. 109
CHARLES F. McLAUGHLIN
Former member
Omaha, Nebr. Lodge No. 39
DONALD H. McLEAN
Ellzabeth, N. J. Lodge No. 289
SAM D. McREYNOLDS
Chattanooga, Tenn. Lodge No. 91
JOHN J. McSWAIN
Greenviile, 8. C. Lodge No. 858
JAMES M. MEAD
Buffalo, N. Y. Lodge No. 23
JAMES A. MEEKS
Danvllle, I, Lodge No. 332

MATTHEW J. MERRITT
Queens Borough, N. Y.
Lodge No. 878

EARL C. MICHENER
Adrian, Mich. Lodge No. 429
... CHARLES D. MILLARD

\White Plains, N. Y.  Lodge No. 535

JOSEPH P. MONAGHAN
Butte, Mont. Lodge No. 210

ANDREW J. MONTAGUE
Richmond, Va. Lodge No. 13

EDWARD C. MORAN, JR.
Rackland, Me. Lodge No. 1008
JAMES W. MOTT

Salem, Ore. Ladac No. 336
JOHN M. O'CONNE
Westerly, R. I. Lndm- No. 678
JOHN’ J. 0’CONNOR
New York N. Y. Lodao No. 1
ES A. O’'LEAR
Staten Island N. Y. Lodge No 841
LLIAM B. OLIVER
Alabama Former member
THOMAS O'MALLEY
Former member
Milwaukee, Wls. Lodge No. 40
EMMET O’NEAL
Former member
Louisville, Ky. Lodge No. 8
EDWARD W. PATTERSON
Plttsburg. Kans. Lodge No. 412
HERRON PEARSON
Jackson, Tenn. Lodge No. 192
RANDOLPH PERKINS
Hackensack, N. J. Lodge No. 658
SAMUEL B. PETTENGILL
South Bend, Ind, Lodge No. 2335
WALTER M. PIERCE
Formor member
La Grande, Oro. Lodge No. 433
WILLIAM A. PITTENGER
Duluth, Minn. Lodge No. 133
CHARLES A. PLUMLEY
Montpelior, Vt. Lodge No. 924
JAMES G. POLK
Hillsboro, Ohio Lodgce No. 381
D. LANE POWERS
Trenton, N. J. Lodge No. 105
JAMES L. QUINN
Braddock, Pa. Lodge No. 883
ROBERT RA.MSPECK
Atlanta, Ga. ao No. 78
B. CARROLL R
Johnson Clty, Tenn. Lodao No 825
CHAUNCEY W. REED
Elmburst. Il Lodge No. 1531
DANIEL A. REED
Former member
Dunkirk, N, Y. Lodge No. 922
MICHAEL K. REILLY
Fond du Lac, Wis. Lodge No. 57
WILLIAM N. ROGERS
Rochester, N. H. Lodge No. 1393
MILTON A. ROMJUE
Macon, Mo. Lodge No. 999
RICHARD M. RUSSELL
Cambridge, Mass. Lodge No. 839
AD%LPH J. SAEATH
‘ormer member
Chicago, I1l. MWRM’ 1
JARED Y. SANDERS, JR.
Baton Rougo, La Lodge No. 490

HARRY SAUTHOFF
Madlson, Wis, Lodge No. 410

EDWIN M. SCHAEFER
Bellerville, IlL Lodge No. 481
WILLIAM T. SCHULTE
Hammond, Ind. Lodge No. 485

JAMES G. SCRUGHAM
Las Vegas, Nev. Lodge No. 14068

GEORGE N. SEGER
Passale, N. J. Lodge No. 387

JAMES A. SHANLEY
New Hnren, Conn. Lodge No, 25
OSEPH B. SHANNON
Kansas Clty, Mo. Lodge No. 26
WILLIAM 1. SIROVICH
New York, N. Y. Lodge No. 1

HOWARD W. SMITH
Alexandria, Va. Lodge No. 758
J. JOSEPH SMITH
Wuterhury. Conn. Lodge No. 285

OE L. SMITH
Beckley, W. Va. Lodge No. 1452
MARTIN F. SMITH
Hoqulam, Wash. Lodge No. 1082
BRENT SPENCE
Newport, Ky. Lodge No. 273

HENRY B. STEAGALL
Former member
Eufaula, Ala. Lodge No. 912

. K STEFAN
Norfolk, Nebr. Lodge No. 653
J. GEORGE STEWART
Willmington, Del. Lodge No. 307
HENRY E. STUBBS
Santa Marla, Calif. Lodge No. 1538

WILLIAM H. SUTPHIN
Frechold, N. J. Lodge No. 1454
MARTIN L. SWEENEY
Lakewood, Ohio Lodge No. 1350
JOHN TABER
Auburn, N. Y. Lodge No. 474

EDWARD T. TAYLOR

Aspen, Colo. Lodge No. 224
5 3. TAYLOR
Knoxvllle, Tenn. Lodge No. 160

WILLIAM D. THOMAS
Hooslck Falls, N. Y. Lodge No. 178
R. EWING THOMASON
Former member
Galnesrllle, Texas Lodgo No. 525
CHESTER THOMPSON
Rocek Island, I, Lodge No. 980

GEORGE HOLDEN TINKHAM
Boston, Mass. Lodge No, 10
CHARLES W. TOBEY
Manciester, N. H. Lodge No. 146
JOHN H. TOLAN
Former membor
Anaconda, Mont. Lodge No. 239
RICHARD J. TONRY
Former member
Brooklyn, N. Y. Lodge No. 32
ALLEN T. TREADWAY
Pittsfield, Mass, Lodge No. 272
CHARLES V. TRUAX
Upper Sandusky, Ohlo  Lodge No. 83
C. MURRAY TURPIN
Willkes Barre, Pa. Lodge No. 109
WILL]AM B. UMSTEAD
Former mentber
Durham, N. C. Lodge No 568

MELL G. UNDERWOO
New Lexington, Ohlo  Lodge No 509
HUBERT UTTERBACK
Former member
Des Molnes, Jowa Lodge No. 98
CARL VINSON
Former member
Milledgevillo, Ga. Lodge No. 174
JAMES W. WADSWORTH. JR.
Rachester, N. Y. Lodge No. 24
MON C. WALLGREN
Everett, Wash. Lodgo No. 479
FRANCIS E. WALTER
Easton, Pa. Lodgo No. 121
LINDSAY C. WARREN
Former member N
Washington, N. C. Lodge No. 822
RICHARD J. WELCH
San Franecisco, Callf. Lodge No. 3
THEO. B. WERNER
Rapid City, S. Dak. Lodge No. 1187
COMPTON 1. WHITE
Sandpoint. Idalo Lodge NoTl“B
WILLIAM M. WHITTINGTON
Greenwood, Miss. Lodgo N;Tsl;'i
RICHARD B. WIGGLESWO
Qu}l?cy, Mass. Lodgo No. 943
J. MARK_WILCOX
Beach, Fla.
\Vesv,ol;:!’mw 1352

WOLCOTT,
port B ESSEiiG:, " Fodoe No. 343
CHARLES A. WOLVERTON
Camden, N. J. Lodge No. 293

. WOODRUFF

Lodge No. 88
CLIFTON A. WOODRUM

Roanoke, Va. Lodge No. 197
STEPHEN M. YOUNG

Norwalk, Ohlo Lodge No. 730
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Grand Lodge Officers and Committees
1934 —1935

GRAND EXALTED RULER

MicHAEL F. SHANNON, Los Angeles, Calif., No. 99, 1017-21
Citizens National Bank Building.

GRAND ESTEEMED LEADING KNIGHT
CLyYDpE E. JonES, Ottumwa, Iowa, No. 347.

GRAND ESTEEMED LOYAL KNIGHT
H. GLeny Bovp, Wichita, Kans., No. 427.

GRAND ESTEEMED LECTURING EKNIGHT
JoserH L. CLarkg, Indianapolis, Ind., No. 13.

GRAND SECRETARY

J. Epgar MasTers (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494), Elks Natlonal
DMe\lx:)orlal ch(dquarters Buildlng, 2750 Lake View
Avenue, Chicago, Il

GRAND TREASURER

JorN E. HURLEY, Providence, R. I., No. 14, 1227 Narragan-
sett Blvd., Edgewood, R. L

GRAND TILER
J Levi MEaDER, Rochester, N. H., No. 1393,

GRAND INNER GUARD
GeorgE 8. PiTcHFORD, Rock Springs, Wyo., No. 624.

GRAND ESQUIRE
Dr. Epwanp J. McConryicr, Toledo, Ohio, No. 53.

GRAND CHAPLAIN
Rev. ArTHUR O. Sykes, Lyons, N. Y., No. 869.

BOARD OF GRAND TRUSTEES

JAMES 8. RICHARDSON, %lllllzilrmusnt. Cgcinnati, Ohjo, No. 5,
- E. Corner 9th and Elm Streets. .
DAVI{)I SHOI.TZ,] \l;lce-Chulirimun (Daytona Beach, Fla., No.
41), Tallahassee, I'la.
JaMes T, HALLINA.\‘.‘Secrcfar{/ (Queens Bor’ough.v N. Y., No.
878), Room 1107, 475 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y.
Lrorpy MaxweLL, Approving Member (Marsballtown, lowa,
No. 312), 310 South Mlchigan Avenue, Chlcago, Il
UENRY A, GUENTHER, Home Member, Newark, N. J., No. 21,
300 Clifton Avenue.

GRAND FORUM

Jnuxzosz. McCLELLAND, Chief Justlce, Atlaota, Ga., No. 78.

202 Court llouse.

Fraxw J. Loxercan, Portland, Ore., No. 142, .

Wn;u%m M. ALTEn (Vlictor, ({olo.. No. 367), 710-717 Majes-
tic Building, Denver, Colo.

CrayTox F. VA% PeLT, Fond du lac, Wis, No. 57, Court

House.
BeExN KeENYoN. Auburnm, N. Y., No. 474.

NATIONAL MEMORIAL AND PUBLICATION
COMMISSION

JouN K. TeNER, Chairman (Charleroi, Pa., No. 4u4).
Ollver Bullding, Pittsburgh, Pa.

Bruce A, CamreeLL, Vice-Chairman, East St. Louls, Ill.,
No. 664, I'irst National Bank Building.

Josgra T. FaNNING, Secretary-Treasurer and Executive

Director (Indianapolis, Ind.,, No. 13), 50 East 42nd
Street, New York, N. Y.
Rusuy L. HowLLanp (Colorado Springs. Colo.,

No. 309),
Metropolitan Bank Building, Washington. D. C.
Frep Hanrrer., Lynchburg, Va., No. 321.

Fraxg L. Raixn, Fairbury, Neb., No. 1203. .

w!l,LSh\M M. AsBoTT. San Francisco, Calif., No. 3, 58 Sutter
Street,

WiLLiam W. MoUNTAIN, Fiint, Mich., No. 223.

The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia

HE Elks Natlonal Home at Bedford, Va.. 1S malntained
Tns a residence for aged and indigent membelis oAf th‘e
Order. 1t Is neither an infirmary nor a hoﬂpgtﬂ .mndpplf
cations for admission to the Mome musts eretnr eanl}
Writing. on blanks furnished by the Grapd ecmt hye u‘-
pEDed by the applicant. A1l applications must be ap
proved by the Subordinate Lodge of which the e o e

member, at a regular meeting, and forwarde
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ELKS NATIONAL FOUNDATION TRUSTEES

Jorx F. MALLEY, Chairman (Springfield, Mass., No. 61).
15 State Street, Boston, Mass.

Raymoxp BuNJAMIN, Vice-Chairman (Napa, Callf., No.
832), 500 Shorebam Building, Washlngton, D. C. .

Mureay HuLpewr, Secretary, New York, N. Y., No. 1, 233
Broadway.

JAMES38G. McFARLAND, Treasurer, Watertown, S. D)., No.
3 A
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Epwarp RiGHTOR, New Orleans. La., No. 30, 1340 Cana)l
Bank Bullding.

CoarLes H. Grakerow, Philadelphia, Pa., No. 2., 2452
North Broad Street.

LawRexce H. Rurr, Allentown, Pa., No. 130, 201 Allen-
town National Bank Bullding.
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COMMITTEE ON JUDICIARY

E. MARK SULLIVAN, Chairman (Brookline, Mass., No. 886G).
40 Court Street, Boston, Mass.

George E. STRONG, Washington, D. C., No. 13, Metropolitan
Bank Building.

JAMES M. FiTz6ERALD, Omaha, Neb., No. 39.

Monnris L. MasiNTER, Roanoke, Va., No. 197,

JaMes J. Noox, Jackson. Mich., No. 113.

LODGE ACTIVITIES COMMITTER

CHARLES 8. Hanr, Chairman (Mount Vernouy,
812), 50 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Beuxarp F. Dickmaxy, St. Louls, Mo., No. 9.

HINKRLE C. Hays, Sullivan, Ind., No. 911.

A. L. MyErs, Caldwell, Idaho, No. 1448,

THoMAS E. ManTIN, Montgomery, Ala., No. 596.

N. Y., No.

STATE ASSOCIATIONS COMMITTER

Froyp E. Tuomrsox, Chalrman (Moline, I11.,
11 .South. La Salle Street, Chicago, Ill.

E. G. Linscorr, Berkeley, Calif., No. 1002,

JaMES A, DisKiIx, Newport, Ky., No. 273.

F. T. BExsox. Kittanning, Pa.. No. 203.

RusseLr V. Mack, Aberdeen, Wash., No. 593.
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COMMITTERE ON CREDENTIALS

m

O

©©

GORNEY AFFLERBACH, Chairman, Allentown, I’a., No. 130.
PavL Vax WAGNER, Staten Island, N. Y., No. 841.

HENRY MARTIN, New Britain, Conn., No. 957.

GEORGE McLACHLAN, Denver, Colo., No. 17.

Joux B. DooLriN, Alva, Okla., No. 1184.
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AUDITING COMMITTER
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Micnagn J. KELLIHER, Chairman, Brockton, Mass., No. 164.
WanE H. KErNer, Wheeling, W. Va., No. 28.
Wabpy M. ANDERsoN. Greenville, S, C., No. 858.
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ANTLERS COUNCIL

C. Fextox NicuoLs, Cbairman. San Franclsco, Callf., No.
3, 405 Montgomery Street.

Evear T. REep, Perth Amboy, N. J., No. 784,

ApcH1P H. Coupmn, Chicago, Ill., No. 4.

(I

ary of the Board of Grand Trustees. The Roard ot
(s;‘;'(:‘ll;le(;q'l‘.rusteos shall pass on all applications.

7 overning the Elks National Home, sce
(;rggg %ﬂdglg“gtu%mas, Title I, Chapter 9. Sections 62 to
90, inclusive. For information regarding the
address FHenry A. Guentber, Home Member, Board of
Grand Trustees, Newark., N. J.. No. 21, 300 Cllifton Ave.
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Official Program ofthe Grand Lodge Convention
Columbus, Ohio, July 12th 7o 18th, 1935

SECTION I—GRAND
LODGE PROGRAM

2:00 P.M.

10:00 A.M.

8:15

8:30 P.M.

9:45

10:00

4:00

10:00

2:00

10:00

2:30

2:30

P.M.

AL

AM,

P.M.

AM,

P.M.

A M.

P.M.

P.M.

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

Saturday, July 13
Committee Conferences.

Sunday, July 14
Reception to Tue ErLks Maca-
zINE Good Will Tour at Elks
Home.

Monday, July 15

National Ritualistic Contest,
Elks Home—Lodge Room.
Escort of the Grand Exalted
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.

State Association
Deshler-Wallick

SECTION H—

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 a]] 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.

R TR

4 All program hours are Eastern
Standard Time.

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

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

G Credentials for Grand Lodge
Members, necessary for admis-

sion to
at

business sessions, issued

Grand Lodge Registration

Headquarters, Deshier - 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.

C
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. i

Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Open house and Sail
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.
Continuation of Golf Tourna-
mlenbt at the Wyandott Country

ub.

Boat

Shopping tour for Elks' ladies
conducted by Elks’ Women’s
Club, starting from Deshler-
Wallick Hotel.

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.

27

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, amusements
and “The Days of ’49” at
Olentangy Park.

Baseball, Columbus Red Birds
vs. St. Paul.

Wednesday, July 17
Continuation of Golf Tourna-
ment, Wyandott Country 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 Elks
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 claborate
display of fireworks at Olen-
tangy Park.

Baseball, Red Birds vs. Minne-
apolis.

Bathing at numerous nearby
pools.

Continuous Entertainment and
Dancing at the Elks Home and
Sunken Garden.
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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 w_ho
himself has been the owner of a Derby win-
ner at Epsom Downs, came over as the
guest of Wiliam Woodward of New York

City, who won the Kentucky Derby this .

vear 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 thq outside
to third, to second, then even, while Tan-
nery pushed up with Alcibiades and‘thexze
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 t'hg 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, felk back, and there was the race,
Tannery and Gallant Fox, North and South,
fighting for the lead and victory.

The distinguished men, with glasses at
their eyes, watched feverishly for signs of
daylight. Not a foot, not an inch, not a
crack. During a matter of seconds that
seemed ages, they held even. Thgn 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
few seconds the horse went back, and as
Sande swept down the stretch under the
wire on the greatest 3-year-old of the day,
}’ictor of his sixth race in succession, the
jovial old Britisher lost his composure and
turned to embrace his host, happy for an
American 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-
cause they know that when it comes it will
lift them to their feet in frenzy—that it will
be sporting history, something to recall as
th'e years roll along. If vou were at the
World Series of 1932 you probably saw the

big boy at his best.
It was the first year, remember, that the
anks had won the pennant since 1927. In
he two opening games in New York they
had beaten the Cubs easily, and they moved
On with a 2.0 lead, comfortable but by no
means secure, At Wrigley Field the Chicago
E{:{f’d Wwas hostile to the Yanks and espe-
he);\ tl? Ruth. They jeered his every move.
velled e banged out homers in practice they
they ;oand Wwhen he muffed a fly in the sun
taliatedall;ed their approval. The Babe re-
Y Smacking out a homer his first

time at bat sending i
ahead for tl;ree runt;'. in Combs and Sewell

In the fourth he tried for a shoestring
catch in the field, which got past him. The
_mob rose, hooting and 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.

N OW 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
year the stadium was opened, and when I
went a few years back, the place was
crowded with well over 160,000. 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 capitz_ll 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 some bleak
Lancashire town. All night tiey 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 the 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 said than done. Smith and
Vizard, the Bolton stars, in rare style, their
tricks with_the ball many ang subtle, bom-
bard the Manchester goal. But o scor
comes. After an interval Manchester ate.
tacks. Pym, the Bolton goalie—once he
was a fisherman in a Devon village—sa yes
a ball headed for the corner of the pet and
applause ripples round the stadium. Thep
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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 803_]-

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, 1S
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 second 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 crowd dropping
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
Sci]tt:?d 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 sycces.
sion one, two. three and four twenty-minute
periods of overtime were played, and still
no goal was caged. It’s nearly two a.nr.—
enter the hero of the Big Thrill. He is the
smallest playver in league hockey—126-pound
Ken Doraty, a third string sub who had
been farmed out to Syracuse early in the
season and recalled merely to sharpen him
for the next year’s campaign. Blalr of To-
ronto came streaking down the ice when lzle
saw the little chap to one side. He 93555 s
the midget sneaked in past the Bruin de-

. inning goal through
fense, and jammed the winning ar exactly
Thompson. The Big Thrill fa lay!

104 minutes and 46 seconds g g noticeable

Big Thrills in boxing have beelt B0 LA Tl
by their absence in recent years,

Y _Carnera fight at
doubtless why the Baer Bowl in 1034
the Madison Square Garden [(: ring was
attracted such attention. In .the incredible
Maxie Baer, the playboy with, ht gained
confidence and a sledge-hammer n%,ttle with
from four years of slaughle"?ﬁ dc 2 man—
an ase. He had actually WICC 0 ooy,
Frankic Campbell —in tbe TR Wil holder,
. Primo Carnera, N
had done in Enic Shaaf the previous yeer
When two Killers meet sof"'de"ll ged fans
bend. Sixty thousand wild-lung
(Continued on page 42)
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(Continued from page 40)
packed the Bowl that Jume 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 Cammera 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
tenth 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 one 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-
door 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 one 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 Queen.

BUT when you hear that cry “They’re
Off 1" 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 you,
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 Geofirey, “to be quite
fiduciary.” .
“Drunk,” corrected Florian.
what you call it—tha’s all it is.
looks like a nice feller.” ‘
He thumbed through the wallet and shook
his head sadly. “Nary a clue. What you
reckon us ought to do?” ) rrs
Mr. Throckmorton was of little help. “We
shall do nothing,” he asserted. ‘Whatever
is performed will be done by you of your
own violation.” .
The door closed behind him, and Fl‘t‘)nﬁp
regarded the little man hopelessly. 'Il'lls
sho’ ought to be a lesson to you, R1c§1 Feller.
An’ whoever you is, I hope you don’t forget
who he’ped you.”

“No matter
But he

HE turned to go—then thought .betler‘of
it. A picture flashed through hls‘bram:
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 necl_iwcar. 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 afair
through: to discover the identity of the
little man and to tuck him safely and com-
fort'ably in his bed. Then a large tip would
be in order when the man should have re-
covered from his stupor and successfully

(Continued from page 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.
Slap 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 you?”

“Yassuh—I sho’ is.”

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

“I hope so, suh.
nowadays.”

Jobs is pretty scarce

He followed them into the lobby.
“Mistuh . . . ?”
lLYes?”

“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
feller 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 know his name,” he told Florian, “but
he lives in apartment 4-A "

Ten minutes later Mr. Slappe again im-
pressed Mr. Throckmorton in‘t)!)J irv{fce, The
gent from Bridgetown took the master key
from its hook in the lobby office and helped
Florian drag the groaning and faintly pro-
testing little man into the elevator, Florian
opened the door of apartment 4-A  ang per-
sonally finished the job of laying the inebyi.
ated gentleman on one of the twin beds,

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

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

“Feller, whatever that means—you did it.”
The elevator buzzer sounded and Geoffr
fled. Mr. Slappey gazed approvingly at t;?é
interior of the apartment. Bedroom, large
living room, kitchen and tiled bath.

;. New
modern, spic-and-span., He knew vaguec‘lt);
that an apartment like this in Crestwood
Castle brought about ninety dollars per

month rent, and he observed that the
furnishings were in keeping. He gazed dowy,
at the restless figure on the bed. “Yoyu jg
my friend fum hencefor’d,” stated lflorian,
“whether you know it or not. An’ in case
you forget, I'se gwine remind you.”

He walked downstairs, exceedingly well
pleased 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 buzs. Folks \yvere arriving. Some few
were leaving. Mr. Slappey scurried hack
and forth across the sidewglk,_ opening car
doors, closing car doors, swinging the lobby
door wide so that people could enter %r})]d
depart. He was thoroughly happ:iy.c tle
atmosphere surrounding Crestwooc ai;
made him feel good all over . . . it reexe
with financial security and 50513_1 ex?me}x:_ct;‘.
He decided that the adjective “dicty thw lCd
was so frequently used On Seven tan
Lenox by way of opprobrium, was l;)q . 505
in fact; and he entertained vast ambitions
to himself become one of them.

(Continued on page 4%)
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Morbid Gregg should be demised.tbat night
in apartment 4-A. The conclusion o( 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.

Tae journey up the dumb waiter shaft
. seemed interminable. Florian hoisted him-
self with a marked absence of enthusiasm,
reflecting 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 gwme,’:
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-
Ient 4-A. He remembered the diminutive
Morbid Gregg and shuddered with pity at
what was about to happen to that gentle-
man. And then—Ilast of all—he recalled the
fact that Jim C, Tankard was neither a
weakling nor merciful. He entértained a
deep suspicion that if he failed in this mis-
sion, Mr. Tankard would uphold the honor
of Crestwood Castle by making a sincere
attempt 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
uttering 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
usband from- committing homicide. It was
qually plain that Damon was enjoying his
Moment of triumph. Morbid was in his
Dower~apparently there was no possibility
of escape, He was pleased to bait his dis-
tra“glat wife and the cowering little ex-hus-
band In the next room. Florian drew a free

reath, i : “

an' 3 szﬂsaxd to himself, “I got to ack,
€ eased hj i

and tipee himself out of the dumb waiter

cor. “inir ‘e foor Io the bed.
fig:‘ hi?gai(ilns?‘rted hisl"head. Finger on
the tre.fﬁﬁeg M ossssssssrbid (?re ggz.md beckoned to
of hig goiixg? b:f’g;;(ti :tot) ngg})n the order

“The Waiter By 2 A
“The d“g‘gng:;:" whispered Mr. Slap-

Evening clothes
top hat slightly lsad the

room di

ly worse for wear
opsided, 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 “Youl” 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.”

“J—Ise which?”

“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 unsuccessful. Mr. Slappey
decided unanimously that whereas the role
of good Samaritan might fit i with a Bir-
mingham scheme of things, it was grievously
unappreciated in Harlem

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 all, reflected 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. Geoffrey 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 sce 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 z}nd
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.'-IO a few weeks before, ;‘)ad been the
social toast of dusky Birmingham. .
Mr. Slappey did n):)t sleep well that night.
He tossed restlessly on a lumpy mattress in a
cheap rooming house. He knew that u.‘el:‘t’
was no one in all Harlem to Wh°;n thvsom:fen
turn for help . . . and at 1€8S misery be-
whom he must avoid lest meré
come catastrophe. -
The following morning Mr. Slappei)tlsbreaer
fasted frugally on cofiee and Bf stick of
purchased two cigarettes a_nd one painful
chewing gum and turned his weary: he had
way toward an employment agency t posi-
observed on Seventh Avenue . .. most P hi
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—
ou!”
Y Florian looked into the eyes of Mr. Mor-
bid Gregg. He murmured, “Oh! my Lawd!”
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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 T 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 sce 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 f.ull
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.hon.s were
coming out of the bush to visit with my
pet. Occasionally there might have been
tracks or roarings or some other signs qf the
presence of lions which could be said to
have given me a hint. But on severz_al oc-
casions, as I worked about the ranch in t_he
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.
I 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 \\ie
not just come from out the bush where We
saw not even so much as a duiker?

“That is true,” 1 agreed. «Nevertheless,
lions are coming.” h

He shook his head in disbelicf, but ash t‘
trotted off to the compound I noticed t at
he kept turning his head, watching, and tha
he held his spear high and rcady.

There was absolutely no reason whatso-
ever for my having had that fecling, but
knew that lions were coming. About n]ns
o’clock, as my wife and I were prepafé“o
for bed, a low moan sounded from the € Eg
of the grain field, 2 hundred yards O fj
from the house. Then the full-throateh,
crashing roar of a male lion rolled _fortsé
Again and again it sounded. My l,‘°"‘t’es
roared in answer, and for twenty minu’®
such a volume of sound echoed and rif
echoed over Ibamba that it seemed }z:sthc
the very roof of the house quivered Wit
vibration. My lion had come. . 1

Perhaps you can explain these thmgs'and
can only tell you what I have seen“ e
heard and experienced. I can foreter G
coming of lions. Although they K .
cattle of everyone else in the Namwaia

. i n
trict, they never kill mine. Wlthesi?;: tae
experience as this, who am I to qu choba of

tuyawera of Shaghiga or the ma :
Mianje? How do T know that there T %
such thing as witchcraft? Who ar":ch by
judge whether or not you find a W! own
poisoning fowls? I cannot explain |Tey most
experience. If you can, 1 should .
pleased to hear from you.

News of the State Associations

(Continued from page 33)

istic Contest, the first prize being awarded
to Decorah Lodge No. 443, the second to
Keokuk Lodge No. 106, the third to Des
Moines Lodge No. 98 and the fourth to
Boone Lodge No. 563.

The principal highlight of the Conven-
tion was a fifteen-minute address by Grand
Exalted Ruler Michael P. Shannon from hig
office in Los Angeles, Calif. The telephope

: h a
conversation wag throug

loud-speaker system to the Conventlon E:_
sembly. It was the first time a Grand -
alted R\l};?l‘ had talked to a State Assocla-
tion meeting in this way.

The teams of Iofva Cyity Lodge No. 590
won both the golf apd trapshooting matches.
The membership ¢rophy, presented to the
Association by State Pres. A. M. Umlandt,

reproduced
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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 mus,f; 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, “thaEt finding, I
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 ﬁngerprmts. 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
commiunication. 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
‘t‘he hands of the President of the Court,

Hel:e are your decoded radio messages and
routine reports from the London Admiralty
for the past forty-eight hours, together with
copies 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 L
see,” he said finally, “not a thing.” He
Talsed his eyes to those around him, ¢
fomes down to this,” he told them, address-
;"8 them all," “the 'U-121 and the UC.111
Sirek."“‘reported since the morning after the

n“ g of the Edwards!”
cerm YOUT capacity as senior decoding offi-
voung oed the Judge Advocate tensely, his
the (g:OVO‘ce ringing strong, “will you tell
CXDerienl:;rt' Ommander, whether in your

¢ the London Admiraity has ever

ost .
timc?t’fad\ of any U.boat 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
splgt!gad and reported by Allied surface ves.
se

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 ave the U-121 and the
UC-1112”

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 I

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 itp”

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 submarinel 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 wa ,
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 off!
Keep off! This is my job! That’s the other

important fact—what he cried out to Har-
vey! Harvey would have interfered with
his plan—he knew the U-boat might take
one prisoner, but never two; and he knew,
too, that poor Harvey was expendable. Add
that to the known fact that the Z/-127 and
the UC-111 have disappeared, and as God is
my judge, you've got the answer!”

“But he couldn’t have sunk them both!”
exclaimed t:iqr;'e ?&e. )

“But he did! ter they too 3
on the U-121, he learned that i‘h?'%’cli‘f,lgz
was nearby. He knew that the ©_721
wouldn't want to keep him—that the UC-
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boat was a mine-layer and would therefo&'e
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 another; the Presi-
dent of the Court and the Judge Advocate
stared into each other’s eyes.

It was at that precise 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, “werc 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!”

Tue 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 for 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

own 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
€nemy submarines. Dove to 40 feet, set
course 140 trye, checked torpedoes to as-
certain that none had been fired. At 8:45
rose to 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 eves hard; then
he reached forward and laid a2 hand upon
the Admiral’s gold-braided sleeve. ) .

“All T can say, sir,” he said huskily, “is
that I'm glad—T mean, I'm sorry . ..” He
paused in confusion.

The Admira] raised his head, and drew to
his full height. «As for me,” he whispered,
“I thank Goq!»

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










