














The District Deputies Appointed by
Grand Exalted Ruler James T. Hallinan

Following are the names of those members of the Order who have been appointed by Grand

Exalted Ruler James T. Hallinan to

ALABAMA

ALAsKa, WEST

ALasKA, East

ARIZONA, NORTH

ARrizoxa, SoutH

ARKANSAS

CALIFORNIA, Bay
DisTrIcT

CALIFORNIA, East
CENTRAL

CaLIFORNTA, WEST
CENTRAL

CALIFORNTA, NORTH
CALIFORNIA, SOUTH
CavtrorNty, CENTRAL
CaxaL Zose
Cororavo, CENTRAL
CoLorabpo, NortH
CoLorapo, SovTH
CoLorapo, WesT
CoxxecticeT, East

ConNEcTICUT, WEST

Deraware. MakviaNp
axp Distrier o
Copusurs

Froripa, Fasr

Frokripa. Nortn

Frowrips, West

GEORrGIA, NORTH

Grorats, SovTH

Guran

Hawatr

Toamo, Noein

Ipato, Sacan

C. L, Haley, Jr.

P. O. Box 236
Florence, Ala.

A. E. Frodenbera
723 Fourth Avenue
Anchorage, Alaska

George G. Messerschmidt

I'. O. Box 1945
Juneau, Alaska

Alexander 1. Crane
P. O. Box 274
Phoenix, Ariz.
Arthur Turner

Live Oaks Street and
Kingston Avenue
Miami, Ariz.

W. H. Laubach
The Democrat Printing

and Lithographing Co.

Little Rock, Ark.

John R. Thornton

431 Georgia Street
Vallejo, Calif.

J. Emmett McNamara
Court Hourse,
Merced, Calif.

Lowis N. Crazwford

8 Gibson Drexler Building

Santa Maria, Calif,
Wiltiam J. Quinn

83 West Adams Street
Stockton, Calif.

A. George Fish

350 Cedar Street

San Diego, Calif.
Otto H. Duclke

224 So. Commercial St
Inglewood, Calif.
Grover I, Bohan
Lodge Hall, Balboa
C.Z

George 1. Hamllik
Elks Hall, Main Street
Central City, Colo.
H. E. Daley

134 5. Fourth
Loveland, Cilo.

. R. Crylic

143 1 Strect

Salida, Colo.

Charles J. Schuler
PO, Box 1710
Telluride, Colo.
George H. Locicenthal
83 Berlin Street
Middletown, Conn,
Joseph A. Muldoon
849 Hancack Mvenue
Bridgeport, Conn.
John L5, Lynch

Room 116, 1422 F Street
N. W

Washington, D, €.
Ca.s'(]fian Hale

. 0. Box 633 .
New Smyrna, Fla.
M. Frank O Brica
¢ ‘o Elks Home
Jacksonville, Fla.
G, M, Austin

Box 698
Arcadia, Fla.

J. Bush

165 Clayton Street
Athens. Georgia
Georae W, Upchuoreh
1106 K. 33rd Street
Savannah, Ga.
Fred U {fail
Elks Home
Agana, Guam
Edwin H. KNilsby
1129 Fort Street
Honolulu, Hawatii
James H. Neil

¢
Main and Eleventh Streets

St. Maries, bdaho
Homer udelson
c/0 Veterans Admin,
Boise, Ldaho

serve

Florence, No. 820

Anchorage, No. 1351

Juneau, No. 420

Phoenix, No. 335

Miami, No. 1410

Little Rock, No. 29

Vallejo, No. 559

Merced, No. 1240

Santa Maria, No. 1538

Stockton, No. 218

San Diego, No. 168

Inglewood, No. 1492

Panama C.Z..No. 1414

Central City, No, 337

Loyeland, No. 1051

Salida, No, 808

Telluride, No. 692

Middletown, No. 771

Bridgeport, No. 36

Wiashington, No. 15

New Smyrna, No. 1537
Jacksonville, No. 221
Arcadia, No. 1524
Athens, No.o 790

Savannah, No. 183
Aguna, No. 1281
Honolulu, No. 616

St Maries, No. 1418

Boise. No. 310

ILLixois, East CENTRAL
ILLinors, NORTHEAST
ILLiNots, NORTHWEST
ILLiNols, SovTH

ILLiNoIs, SOUTHEAST
ILLiNoOIS, SOUTHWEST

ILLiNols,

INpiaxa, NorTH

Ixpraxa, NortH CENTRAL

Inpraxa, CENTRAL

Ixpraxa, Sovti CENTRAL

Inxprana, Sovtn

Jowa, NORTHEAST
lowa, SOUTHEAST
Towas, WesT
Kaxsas, East
Kaxsas, WEST

Kextucky, East

KexTUcky, WEST

Lovistana, Norrh

Lotvisiana, Sovin

Maixe, East
Maing, WEesT

MASSACHUSETTS,
CEXTRAL

MASSACHUSETTS,
NORTHEAST

MASSACHUSETTS,
SOUTHEAST

Massacuvserrs, WEeST
CEXTRAL

MicHIGaN,

Micnigan, East

West CENTRAL

Charles W. Kurts,
First Trust Building
Kankakee, 111
Franz A. Koeller
628 Lec Street
Des Plaines, Il
Philip H. IYard
Lawrence Building
Sterling, 11l
Charles 1V. Stricklin
1117 Walnut Street
Murphysboro, I
H. C. Hardy
P. O. Box 4
Mattoon, Ill.
Bryan Caffery,
103A South State
Jerseyville,
John F. Strand
313 E. Broadway
Monmouth, .
Harley H. Rudolph
Long Beach,
Michigan City, Ind.
d . Wiecking
f(i:‘c;‘lil|{1219. State’ House
Indianapolis, Indiana
. D. Andretes
-11156 S, 9th Strecet
Noblesville, Ind.
ry £, McClain
.1314‘:; 'gl:uc House
Indianapolis, nd.
2id K. Scott
{ggnll‘cr oth and B
Streets
Linton, Indiana
F. Earle [Handley
1737 Jackson Bl
Dubuque, Towa
_ A Martin
3ox 323
l('(c):lcr\'il]c. Towa
Jin J. Barton
{:JIII:\! First Ave., N.
Fort Dodge, lowa
s B. Kelsey
{-S:J’l':ft‘h and Senecd -
Leavenworth, Kansas

G. Brosius

1 .
(';-51373 N. Market Street
Wichit xan

nsas

=

Wichita, il
“har B. Truesde
%égl,{gfon(lsizlc Place
Fort Thomas Sta.
Newport, Kentucky

Id 1V estcrmani

34lrlna&l:nrioll E. Taylor
Bldg. i
louisville, Ky.

. Manhein .
{\‘I'il{m‘and Edwards Sts.
Shreveport, I.:n.d i
X1 . A, Freudenstein
]5’{’()({),:111"\330. Post Office

Bldg.
Nc\\"brlcalls, La.
Albert G. Mcrritt

Elks Home, Main Strect
Houlton, .\l:lll:!e
Clarence H. Thyng
9 Shaw Street
Sanford, Maine
crank 1), Hounlihan
‘,h;g".\hssncllusmh Ave.
Cambridge, Mass.
s. 1. Myers
élS”Emcrsun Strect
Medford, Mass.
Daniel J. Honan
23 Freemont Street
Winthrop, Mass.
J. Bernard Boland
100 Eagle Street
North Adams, Mass,
C. J. Howe | )
60 \V. Manning Street
Hillsdale, Mich.
Ward E. Fulcler
32 Dwight Avenue
Pontiac, Mich.

a Strecets

as District Deputies during his term of office:

Kankakee, No. 627
Des Plaines, No. 152€
Sterling, No. 1218
Murphysboro, No. 572
Mattoon, No. 495
Jerseyville, No. 954
Monmouth, No. 397
Michigan City, No. 432
Bluffton, No. 796
Neblesville, No. 576
Shelbyville, No. 457

Linton, No. 866

Dubuque, No. 297
Centerville, Noo 940
Fort Dodee, No. 306
leavenworth, No, 661
Wichita, No. 427

Newport, No. 273

l.ouisville, No. 8

Shreveport, No, 122

New Orleans, No. 30

Houlton, No. 8335
Sanford, No.
Framingham, No. 1264
Mediord, No. 915
Winthrop, No. 1073
North Adams, No. 487
Hillsdale, No. 1575

P’ontiac, No. 810
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MicHiGaN, NorTm
Micrican, WEesT

MixNesoTa, NoOrRTH

MiNNEsSOTA, SouTH
Mississtppl, NorTH
Mississiprl, SOUTH
Missouri, East
Missour1, WEST
MoNTANA, East
MoxTaNAa, WEST
NEBRASKA, EasT
NEBRASKA, WEST
NEvVADA

New HaspsHIRE
New Jersey, CENTRAL

New JErsey, NORTHEAST

New Jersey, NORTHWEST
NEew JERSEY, SouTH

New Mexico
New York, EasT

New York, EasT
CENTRAL
NEew YORK, NORTHEAST

New York, NORTH

CENTRAL

New York, SoUTH
CENTRAL
New YORK, WEesT

New Y oRK, WEST

CENTR‘AL
New YORK, SOUTHEAST
NorTi CAROLINA, East
NorTH CAROLINA, WEST
NortH DawoTa
Onio, NorTH CENTRAL
Our1o, NORTHEAST

Ou1o, NORTHWEST

OHio, SoutH CENTRAL
OHI0. SOUTHEAST

OH10, SOUTHWEST

Frank O.

c¢/o Nat’l. Bank

Iron Mountain, Mich.
Albert J. Ott

244 East Eleventh Street
Traverse City, Mich.
C. A. Bardessono
212 Power Building
Hibbing, Minn.
Harris F. Anderson
Gladstone Bldg.

Red Wing, Minn.
Irving 1. Kaufman
P. O. Box 19
Columbus, Miss.
John J. Kennedy
Treasury Dept.

New Orleans, La.

G. D. Bartram

1500 Booker Street
Hannibal, Missouri
Don H. Silsby

326 Landers Bulldmg
Springfield, Mo.

J. H Bohling

208 S. Jordan Ave.
Miles City, Montana
H. F. Root

P. O. Box 18
Botiner, Mont.

Fred C, Laird

Court House
Fremont, Neb.
James L. Martin

c¢/0 Ideal Laundry
Scottsbluff, Neb.

Albert N. lllorn:
196 l'.meNv
Berlin, New H-nmpshnre
Chas. Rosencrans
Garfeld Ave.
Long Branch, N. J.
Ncl:on A. Pomfret
533 East 27th St.
Paterson, N. J.
Harvey E. Harris
65 Washington St.
Bloomfield, N. J.
Howard F. Lewis
206 E. Union Street
Burlington, New Jersey
Arthur Carr
Elks Home, 111 Lincoln
Ave.
Santa Fe, New Mexico
John P. Doyle
Elks Home, 445 E. Main
Street
Mount Kisco, N. Y,
Robert S. Kelly
342 Third Street
Newburgh, N.
Francis G. Rodd
2168 Thirteenth
Troy, New York
Wm. A Wolff
1313 Schuyler St.
Rome, New York
Claude Y. Cushman
25 Roosevelt Ave.
Binghamton, N. Y.
Rov M. Br_adlcf
138 Virginia B vd
Jamestown,
Stephen McGralh
333 Earl A
Oneida, N. Y
Michael A. Pctroecia
20 Bridge Street
Glen Cove, N. Y,
L. H. Trulove
2018 Woaolcott Ave.
Wilmington, N. C.
Henry M. Durham
116 N. Greene Street
Greensboro, N. C
Nocl F. Tharalson
Chamber of Commcrv:c
Devils Lake, .
Hu;Iow M, Slnhl
F. D. No.

Bellevue, 0.
Ralph H. Stone
338 Lllnrt) Street
Conneaut,
Melvin C. Light
1106 Old National City
Bldg.
Lima, O.
Robert 1. Dunkle
604 Cherokee Road
Chillicothe, O.
David_ H. Dankworth
4919 N. Tefferson St.
Bellaire, O.

Thos. J. O’Neill
4025 W. Eighth St.
Cincinnati,

Street

Iron Mountain, No.
700
Traverse City, No. 323
Hibbing, No. 1022
Red Wing, No. 845
Columbus, No. 355
Biloxi, No. 606
Hannibal, No. 1198
Springfield, No. 409
Miles City, No. 537
Missoula, l\o 383
“Hellgate”

Fremont, No. 514

Scottsbluff, No. 1367

Berlin, No. 618

Long Branch, No. 742
Paterson, No. 60
Bloomfield, No. 783
Burlington, No. 996

Santa Fe, No. 460
Mount Kisco, No. 1552

Newburgh, No. 247
Troy, No. 141

Rome, No. 96
Binghamton, No. 852
Jamestown, No. 263
Oneida, No. 767

Glen Cove, No. 1458
Wilmington, No. 3532
Greenshoro, No. 602
Devils Lake, No. 1216
Bellevue, No. 1013
No.

Conneaut, 256

Lima, No. 54

Chillicothe, No. 52
Bellaire, No. 419

Cincinnuti, No. §

OKRLAHOMA, East

ORLAHOMA, WEST

ORreGoN, NortH
ORrecoN, SouTtH

PENNSYLVANIA,
SOUTHWEST

PENNSYLVANIA,
NORTHWEST

PennNsyLvaN1a, CENTRAL

PENNSYLVANIA,
SouTH CENTRAL

PENNSYLVANIA,
NortTH CENTRAL

PENNSYLVANIA,
NoORTHEAST

PENNSYLVANIA,
SOUTHEAST

PuiLirpiNe IsLanps

Puerto Rico

Ruobpe IsLaxp

SouTH CAROLINA

Soutr Daxota
TeENNESSEE, EasT

TENNEsSEE, WEST

Texas, NorTn

TexAs, NORTHEAST
TEXAS, SoUTHEAST
TeExas, Soutn
Texas, WesT
Urtan
VeErRMONT

VIRGINIA, East

VIRGINIA, WEsT

WasninGToN, East
WasHINGTON,
NorTHWEST

WasHINGTON,
SOUTHWEST

WEST Vircinia, Nortn

WEsT Vircinia, Soutn

WiscoxsiN, NorTHEAST

WisconsiN, NORTHWEST

WisconsiN, Soutn

WyoMING

Harry F. Hinish
1111°S. Denver St.
Tulsa, Okla.

C. R. Harter
Hobart, Okla.

Jesse V. Andrews
c¢/o_The Toggery
LaGrande, Ore.
Jas. T. Chinnock
South Sixth “Street
Grants Pass, Ore.

James- A. Ellis

653 Orchard Avenue
Bridgeville, Pa.
Larry D. Gen

1101 Chestnut St.
Franklin, Pa.

W. C. Kipp
Box 405
Harmersville, Pa.

Edward D. Smith
Smith Building
Lewistown, Penna.

George J. Farver
105 West Front Street
Berwick, Pa.

A. L. Mitke
931 Birkbeck St.
Freeland, Pa.

John S. Williams

236 Cedar Street
Bristol, Pa.

E. G. Hoffman

c/o Associated Oil Co.
Manila, P. L.

Chester W. Sicgmund
San Juan, Puerto Rico

George A. Dolan
42 Franklin St.
Westerly, R. 1.
George M. Thamp.nm
Elks Home, 54 Went-
worth St.
Charleston, S. C.
Milton E. Dowdcll
400 West Fifth St.
Mitchell, S. D
C. Vernon Hines
407 Union Street
Nashville, Tenn.
Joe Freed 3
Thomas Bldg., High and
Eaton Sts.
Trenton, Tenn.
Matt_ M. Sinnctt
Box No. 1148
Pampa, Tex.
E. J. Ormsby
Box 1146
Kilgore, Texas
W. W. Short
3108 Main Street
Houston, Texas
E. A. Bergfeld
213 E. Court St.
Seguin, Texas
T. J. Vallas
Box 301
Breckenridge, Texas
W. Harry Nightingale
175 Edit ve.
Salt Lake City, Utah
Patrick J. Kaney
Austin Ave.
Hanover, N.

Ben/amm T. P:tt:
x 286

Fredcncksburg, Va.

C. Harold Owen
¢/o Lynchburg Foundry

Co.
Lynchburg, Va.
Glenn G. Becker

Box 470
Wenatchee, Wash.

Frank L. Cooper
Colby Building
Everett, Wash.
M. B. Lytic

401 W, 3rd St,
Aberdeen, Wash.
Harry R. Cronin
{_acobs Building
airmont, West Va.
H. B. Smith
2114 Fulton St.
Bluefield, West Va.
W. L. Ainswerth
Box 365
Fond du Lac, Wis.
W. D¢l Curtis
Box 154
Wausau, Wis.

Otis L. Trenary
6027 Fifth Ave.
Kenosha, Wis.

Thomas J. Mcluerncy
400 East 19th Street
Cheyenne, Wyo.

Tulsa, No. 946

Hobart, No. 881
LaGrande, No. 433

Grants Pass, No. 1584
Carnegie, No. 831
Franklin, No. 110
Apollo, No. 386
Lewistown, 663
Berwick, No. 1138

Freeland, No. 1145
Bristol, No. 970
Manila, No. 761

San Juan, No. 972
Westerly, No. 678

Charleston, No. 242

Mitchell, No. 1059

Nashville, No. 72

Trenton, No. 1279

Pampa, No. 1573
Mexia, No. 1449
Houston, No. 151
Seguin, No. 1229

Breckenridge, No. 1480
Salt Lake City, No. 8%
Hartford, No. 1541

Fredericksburg, No.
875

Lynchburg, No. 321

Wenatchee, No. 1186
Everett, No. 479
Aberdeen, No. 593

Fairmont, No. 294

Bluefield, No. 269

Fond du Lac, No. 57
Wausau, No. 248
Kenosha, No. 750

Cheyenne, No. 660
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that ended the bout. (See photo on page 11).

Now Carnera was not in the same class
with Ramage as a boxer. But his great
height, his big arms and his long left jab
provided the equivalent of Lee's skill. As
long as he was fresh and strong he could
defend his vulnerable spot, making it diffi-
cult for the shorter man to connect. But
after a series of terrific body punches, he
had to guard against them. In the sixth
round a successful body attack enabled the
Negro to feint Carnera into position. He
tossed his right to Primo’s glass chin and
felled him. He got up, but a left and a
right quickly spelled the end for him.

In the course of a hard ring battle the
best laid plans of the brainy fighter may

go astray and he may have to reorganize
his whole attack. But, in the long run, it is
the man who studies his opponents ex-
haustively and then prepares careful plans
for overcoming them who suffers the fewest
upsets.

I recall Gene Tunney’s account of his
first battle with Harry Greb in his light
heavyweight days. He planned to outbox
Harry, but the latter butted him so effec-
tively in the clinches that he broke his
nose, closed one eye completely, and par-
tially closed the other. Gene had to drop
his plans. The only course he could follow
was to slug with both hands whenever Greb
came near him.

Gene lost the decision, but he learned

37

a great deal from that fight. A moral he
never forgot was that you must leave as
little as possible to chance. He met Greb
in later fights and beat him. He boxed in
a way that made it impossible for Harry
to get close enough to butt him or use any
other tricks of the sort. For other fighters
he was also prepared. He never entered the
ring without knowing to the last detail
their methods and qualifications. The after-
math of the Greb defeat was a long line
of victories for himself which eventually
brought him the Heavyweight Championship.

Sometimes the opportunities of the ring are
fine to string along with; but, in the main,
the careful planners are the best ones on
whom to place your bets.

It Takes Men

beneath its bed. He had seen them crip-
pled, choked, killed by this tool that had
turned upon them. And he had seen them
fight on, fighting the air as they fought the
river until tunnel building had taken its
place in the construction world as a solid,
staple factor. Until subway trains roared
beneath the rivers and passengers read their
newspapers oblivious of the tons of water

above them.

w the men who had made this
éslgi]glen\gcre to be shunted aside. Machines
were coming in to take up their work. And
it didn’t seem quitc fair—or just. He
knew the master mechanic  was right.
Figures didn't lie. But he had hoped Mec-
Gow would be able to do the impossible,
get just a little more \vofk from the men—
cnough to stave off the incvitable unnl_the
end of the job. On the next tunnel things
might be difierent. Something mlght‘ hap-
pen to keep the men at work. And if not
—Talbot didn’t want to think about it.

His fingers were drumming a rapid tat-
too upon the desk top \\:hcn McGow en-
tered the office. His smile was the kind
that takes the place of words to a beaten
fighter. And Driver McGow tried to smile
in return, but couldn’t. .

«You win, Harry,” he said to the master
mechanic. “Put in your damn machmcs:('i’
“ yvou've got a new name,” sai
Grillyli:?r “Driver McGow, eh? Worked
them until they sweat blood ant} still they
couldn’t make the grade. You’re a fool,
McGow. Machines don’t do that. Ol’l them
and treat them right and they"dont care
how much you speed them up. )
«“'m sorry it happened, McGow,” said
Ta}!'tl,‘%:[’s all right,” he answered. “They
couldn’t understand why T was driving them.

And they wouldn't take it/

«But why didn’t you tell them? Good
d, man—"
Lo‘T-Oh, no,” said Gribling. “That’s out.

Tell them they’re working to hold down
their jobs and of course they would speed
up. And as soon as you decided not to
put in the machines they would slow down
again. That’s not fair—we agreed to that.”

“Yeah, we agreed to it,” said McGow.
«And I've got a hunch you knew what
would happen when I started driving. You
always manage to figure things out pretty
closely.”

“A little late for an alibi,” laughed Grib-
ling.
‘g‘That’s no alibi. I'm just trying to tell
you that they're my men—my gang—and
when I think—" he turned and walked to-
ward the door, opened it and paused to
look at the master mechanic.

(Continued from page 8)

He stared at him, studied him, tried to
understand him. But he could not. This
man was cold as the steel he worked with.
Mac_hinery was his god. And on each suc-
ceeding tunnel he had introduced a set of
whirling cogs and sliding rods to replace a
few men. Now he had made his final move
and the sand hog was to be a thing of the
past. Some few of them would be kept to
run the machinery—a mere handful of the
reckless crew that had gambled their lives
bene?.th the rivers. But the wild, cursing,
fighting gangs that had poured their sweat
Into the building of the tubes, would not be
there. And McGow knew that this was
bad. He knew something more than ma-
chinery was needed to fight a river.

“Ah, what the hell. You couldn’t under-

stand about—men!” he said and slammed
the door.

THE rattle and clang of flashing steel
filled the tunnel heading. The shield looked
strangely empty. It was a huge drum that
fitted like a bracelet around the forward
section of the tunnel—a circlet of steel with
a sharp cutting edge that drove forward into
the muck. Around its rim was a set of
heavy hydraulic jacks. When pressure was
applied to these pistons they forced back-
ward against the completed tunnel lining
and the entire shield was driven forward
Into the river bed. And through the open
pockets great streams of black silt poured
Into the tunnel. .

.Once there had been men to handle this
silt—shovel it into the muck cars and send
it away to the shaft. They were gone now.
Belt conveyors spun endlessly, scooping the
powdered rock and dumping it into the
cars. And above, around the circular roof
of the tube, another machine tightened the
b‘olts that drew the iron segments to a water-
tight joint.

Two monstrous negroes stood beside it.
They had once been iron men—men who
swung a seventy-five pound wrench for
hours at a time. Men who raced through
their work in the hope of setting a record
no other gang could match. Now they
were automatons, set to guide a machine
and keep it running.

Standing beside an empty muck car,
Driver McGow looked at the handful of
men that had once been his gang. He saw
Red Mullans shut down the power on the
belt conveyor. Watched him as he walked
slov&{ly toward the telephone and lifted the
receiver.

“What’s wrong, Red?” called McGow.

“Machine ain’t runnin’ right,” said Red.
“I'm callin’ for a mechanic.”

“You and the Swede grab shovels and
load a few cars till it's fixed.” The order

slipped out before McGow realized he had
spoken. It was habit. A holdover from the
time when his gang raced against time to get
the work done.

“What’s your hurry?” said Red. He
turned to the telephone, gave an order and
lurched back toward the shield. He lifted
a shovel and jabbed listlessly at the silt.

“What you do?” asked the Swede. “We
ain’t muckers no more—Dat machine—he
do the work.”

“Driver says to load.by hand till it’s
fixed,” growled Red.

“Dat guy go crazy for sure,” said the
Swede.

“Yeah—he’s crazy like a fox. Drove us
till we couldn’t stand up just before they
put in the machines. Wanted to get the
last drop of blood. Yeah—he’s crazy.”

“Wonder what make him change like dat.
He used to be good guy.”

“I don’t know. But you better move
that shovel or he’ll be kickin’ you out.
He’s ready to make a shove.”

As he spoke, the entire mass of the shield
trembled. Six thousand pounds of pressure
were directed against the jacks. The pistons
thrust back. The huge circle of steel ripped
its knife edges into the river bed. And black
silt gushed through the lower pockets.

Inch by inch the shield crept forward.
Air screamed through the openings, twisting
and shredding the thick blanket of fog in
the tunnel. A tension caught the men in
the heading as it always did when a shove
was made.

THIS was the crucial moment of tunnel
building. When the shield was advanced
the danger point was reached. The disturb-
ance of the river bed caused a leakage of
air. The pressure dropped, mist clouded the
tube, water gurgled into the lower section
of the tunnel—slow at first then faster and
faster. The men jammed bags and mud
into the crevices around the shield, block-
ing the holes, saving the precious air.

A small percentage of the river bed must
be allowed to flow in through the pockets.
Not too much—merely enough to allow the
shield to hold to its proper direction. And
it rolled down into the bottom in a sluggish
mass, stinking, rank, foul with the stench
of centuries.

“That’s enough!” cried McGow to the
man who manipulated the controls. “Closc
those lower doors.”

The shield-driver spun a handle. Hy-
draulic pressure was directed to the heavy
gate that hung above each of the lower
pockets. They started down, biting into the
black streams of silt. Half way to the
lower sills they stopped.

“Close ’em!” yelled McGow. “Do you
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guys want the wnote damned river in here ?”

“They're jammed!” called the shield-
driver. “Stuck tight! I got six thousand
on them and they won’t budge.”

For a moment there was a silence. The
men in the bottom looked to McGow.
The blacks stopped their work and stared.
The shield-driver stood motionless. Even the
air seemed to pause in its screaming journey
through the river bed.

Driver McGow leaped forward. Ten years
beneath the river had taught him how to
meet this emergency. It had happened be-
fore and might happen again whenever tun-
nels were built. That stream of silt must be
blocked before a channel was formed in the
river bed. Once the air found an unob-
structed passage through the muck, it
would explode upward with the force of all
the many tons of pressure in the tunnel.

“Get me a plank, Red,” he cried. “You,
Swede—get a few timbers up here. Hurry
man! Jump to it!”

Red Mullans dropped his shovel. He
stared at the twisting stream of black silt
that spewed into the bottom. He listened
to the air screaming through the breech.
And he laughed.

“Like hell I will!” he yelled. “I'm goin’.”

HE turned and started up the tunnel. The
Swede watched him in open-mouthed won-
der until he had taken five steps. Down
went the Swede’s shovel. And he followed.
The blacks were climbing down the flanges
of the iron, swinging at arms length like
giant apes. They leaped to the floor and
ran.

McGow cursed and reached for a timber.
He thrust it into the pocket. And from be-
hind, a dozen paces up tunnel he heard a
pounding of boots. Gribling was running
toward the shield.

“Where are you going, you dogs?” cried
the master mechanic as he crashed into the
men. “Afraid of the river?”

“Let your damn machines fight it,” said
Red. “We're getting out while we can.”

Gribling cursed and struck at Red with
a wrench. The movement was automatic,
born of its own volition. For the space of
an instant Gribling ceased to be a master
mechanic and became a tunnel builder. And
he saw a tunnel being lost.

“Hey, McGow!” he called. “Look at
‘em! Look at your sand hogs. These are
the rats you fought for. They’re running—
damn them. They’re running.”

McGow did not answer. The air had
found its way into the breech and was
bursting up through the river bed. There
was no need now to stop the silt from pour-
ing in. It had stopped of its own accord. A
round swirling hole had formed in the
pocket. A whirlpool of flying silt and
water had started and the pressure was
lashing into it. Fog closed in tightly and
shrouded the heading in a white veil. A
strident, howling screech of escaping air
shut off all other sounds.

Driver McGow braced himself at the bot-
tom of the shield. He hurled timbers and
planks into the breech, wedging them, brac-
ing them for an instant and they were splin-
tered and whirled up into the spinning maw.
Gribling joined him. And together they
fought the blow. Bags, tools, coats, planks
——anything and everything they could lay
hands upon was fed to the whirlpool. Stop
it they must or the pressure would be ex-
hausted. And with the pressure gone the
river would surge in upon them.

“The other pocket—is it open?” cried
Gribling.

“Yes,” answered Driver.

“Then we'’re through. We can’t stop them
both. Let’s get out, Driver—we’re licked.”

“Go—go if you want,” shouted McGow.
“Go’—and take yvour damn machines with
you.”

Driver McGow lifted a plank. He hurled
it into the pocket. And suddenly he knew
he was alone. Gribling had figured their
chance with a mathematical sureness. Noth-
ing could stop the river. But there would
be other tunnels. And Gribling had leit.

Ves, it was all over, thought McGow.
He would keep on flinging timbers into the
breach. But that wouldn’t stop the river.
Nothing could stop the river—except men.
He had battled other rivers before and he
had won. But there had been a fighting,
cursing gang of sand hogs at his back. Now
he was alone. And he was through, licked,

‘alone in a tunnel to die. .
lel e time when the river had

He remembered a
broken into the Holland Tunnel. Ah, that
had been a fight. A good fight. Red Mul-
lans was with him then. And the fiery

haired Irishman had raged about the h:ead-
ing like a maniac, Jaughing at the river,
daring it to come in and get him. Anq the
Swede had made history when he had lifted
a four hundred pound flat car from the
tracks and staggered into the pocket, hurl-
ing it into the blow. Men still talked of
that in the locker rooms and restaurants

near tunnel shafts.
Driver Zpl}z:.shei:l
that circle is knees. t
the fog, searching for timbers. Yes, thmﬁs
had been different on the old jobs. The
fierce pride of the sand hogs had d?{ven
them to perform the work of giants. How
they had strutted and l?raggeq. They wlfre
the kings of labor, doing things no other
men dared. And their fight with the nv]edr
had been a personal thing. Driver cou
count a friend lost for every tunnel dnl\;erln,
2 man left behind in the mud with a ho-
low iron tube to mark his grave. Ykesat ey
were giants. And they had asked no
r.
qu]ail;ltf that was ]ongF ago—;fg:r Weic:dag&
McGow laughed. our .
ines had destroyed
:::grs:: four weeks mach had ot

o mor 3
they There e te The machines

through the fluid mud
He pawed about In

were machine tenders.

i he river.

weIl:Iee ﬁl%t!:?:llgat bag of cement and st.agge:d
back to the shield. Water was coming in
through the lower section of the p(},d\;t'
He spat in it. Machines! lYIachlnes hg t-
ing a river. Well, why didn’t they ﬁ% ht |;
now? Why didn’t they do somet mglr.1
Again he laughed. And he turned to the
belt conveyor.

“Come on machine!”
on, damn you! Let’s
river.”

he cried. “Come
see you Sstop the

E sound of his own vgice startleq him.
I)cll'I he paused for a sight of himself.
Driver McGow-—branded by his own men—
and left alone to fight a FIVer He lifted
his mud splattered arms and clenched his
fists. Above him the curving roof of the
tunnel was barely visible through the mists.
And ninety fect above that roof, up through
a slimy river bed and fifty feet of water, the
sun was shining. Gribling was up there
now, telling Talbot the tunnel was lost—
that the men had run and would not fight
the river. .

But Gribling was a liar. There was one
sand hog left. Driver McG’ow was fighting
—fighting a battle he didn’t expect to win,
didn’t want to win. . .

Again he forced a timber into tl}e opening,
and he waited for the air to tear it and spin
it away. But the timber held. And Driver
McGow cursed, and Jaughed, and screamed
at the river. He lifted another timber and
jammed it home. It held. And he crammed
planks and bags into the crevices. Pounded
them tight with his doubled fists. And they

too, held. The air lifted its voice to a
shriller scream. It whined like a beaten
thing. And Driver McGow Jaughed
louder. ’
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. He _leaped about in the darkness, work-
ing with the speed of a dozen men. He
plastered the pocket solid with mud and hay,
and lurched away from it, roaring at it,
mocking it. He staggered across the tunnel
to the oppositc pocket. It was a lurching,
drunken journey. For McGow was nearly
through. But the fight was only half won.
Air would be hurling through this other
pocket too. It had to be stopped. And Mc-
Gow knew he had no strength left. He
couldn’t stop it. He was licked.

“You ran, Gribling,” he yelled. .“Ran out
and left me. Left me with your machines.
And they couldn’t help me. Nobody could
help me. Nobody but my gang. And you
broke them, Gribling—broke them.”

Rgason was gone. Driver McGow was
fighting his last fight. He was going to die
beneath the river and he knew it. But he
wanted to die. His world was gone. His
world of driving men, sweating backs, proud,
arrogant fools who worked because they
!ovcd it. They were gone. All gone. And
it was time for him to go.

His splashing steps carried him closer to
the pocket. He heard the roar of air as
it thundered through the opening. He bent
above a timber, striving with all the strength
that was left in his back to lift it. His
ﬁpgers slipped. He plunged forward onto
hgs face. And the slimy mud gushed into
his mouth. He spat. He coughed. And he
struggled crect. Again he gripped the
timber and heaved. One step, two, another
—and his head butted into a naked back.

His fingers lost their grip upon the wood.
He stretched a hand forward. Touched the
mud caked skin, drifted upward and clenched
lhr} a thatch of red hair. He jerked it to

im.

::Red!" he cried. “Red Mullans—what—»

'‘Leggo me hair. And give me a hand
with this timber. The Swede’s gonec after
a flat car.”

THE shout that came from McGow’s
throat was 2 cry of victory. He wasn’t
alone. His men had come back. And they
were fighting the blow. His men—his sand
hogs were fighting the river. He felt new
strength surging through him. He laughed
—loud. And he lifted the timber and hurleq
it forward. He thrashed about the heading,
Black shapes suddenly loomed out of the
fog. The men of the iron gang Were carry.
ing cement to the pocket. And they were
ﬁmmng‘ﬁghting, and enjoying the fight,
ﬁGow felt like a giant.

We'll lick you, river!” he cried.

From behind him came a Norse oath,
}rhe Swede plunged into the heading. His
blow s, wild, his lips were back and hig

?.“d hair tangled above his €Yes:

There be no flat car here,” he cried. “Byt
we lick you, river, By Gar—We lick you!”

Red Mullans rushed forward, shouting,
cursing, a six foot plank cradled in |jg
arms.  They forced it into the ‘pock_et, The
?egroes piled cement bags against it. Anq

ey hoWled as they “rol‘ked, MCGOVV
pawed ahout for more boards, laughing,
roaring—jibing at the river )

But the river was fighting, t00; With
grinding soyng of tearing wood the breast.
}vork bent heneath the pressure © the ajr,
t cracked. Apd timbers, boards and bags
;lvere twisted away into maelstrom.  Ajy
owled through the pocket.
S\'vedw'sh We have one flat ¢
So €. “We stop him

icthing big, yeah!” ‘
bi 'CGow was lifting a timber. Something
g ! Something big enough to block that
pocket! He tyrped to the belt conveyor,
:inrd his laugh was wild as the scream of the

ar,” growled the
then—You bet.

“Red—Swede

“The mach; . od
achine!” he cried.
Iron men

—erab the end of that conveyor:
(Continued on pase
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(Continued from page 38)
—help them you black beggars.”

The gang milled about one end of the
twenty foot machine. The long frame was
hinged in the center upon an axle, and its
wheels were deep in the mud. They tore
at it, set their naked shoulders beneath the
half ton of steel.

Crouched beneath the opposite end was
McGow. His legs were wide spread.
Sinews knotted and bunched upon his arms.
The cords in his neck drew taut beneath the
skin. His mouth was a slit that grew
wider, thinner. '

“Can you make it, Drive—" Red Mul-
lans bit down upon the word. “Can you
make it, Luke?”

“Lift!” cried McGow, as the name
poured strength into his back.

They lifted. The machine rose from the

Tin

Haven’t I got it tough enough with my
friends and relatives who think they can
write music and lyrics without your shoving
a composer at me? Why can’t you fall in
love with a dentist or C.P.A.?

Tell your heart-throb to see me Tuesday
at two. Make it next Tuesday, not this,
and I hope I'm at home sick in bed. I'd
rather be sick any time than have to listen.

Wearily, and shame on you for this,

MO/fs Moe Ornstein

Mr. Fred Bender 354 W. 12 St.
151 W. 47th St., New York, N. V.
New York, N. Y. October 6

Dear Fred:

I've arranged for you to play for Mr.
Ornstein of Tinkle Tunes. He's a very
good friend of mine and will be glad to hear
your compositions. You'll find him a very
real, exceptionally nice person and he as-
sures me he will take a personal interest
in you.

Mr. Ornstein is a very busy man and finds
that the earliest he can hear you is a week
from Tuesday, that’s a week from today, at
two in the afternoon. The appointment is
all set. In the meantime, I advise you to
keep practicing the song over and over.
The better a tune is played at an audition,
the better its chances for a sale. The one
you played the other night, called Milady
Love, I think it was, would be your best
bet of all I heard. I strongly advise
against showing him the words you wrote
for it. Milady Love may be a good enough
title, but to me it somehow doesn’t fit that
type of song. If he likes your tune, he’ll
have a lyric written to it and maybe he’ll
team you up with a regular lyric writer.

Yes, I'll be glad to have dinner with you
tomorrow night. But you must come down
to my place. I'll cook us such a dinner. I
love monkeying with pots and pans around
my own stove. Then you can play for me
after and I’ll sing. My piano is full of the
bluest notes you ever heard. But that
shouldn’t make much difference since you're
writing modern harmonies anyway.

My best till 1 see you at seven sharp.
Don’'t come formal. Florence.

354 West 12th St.
New York City
Oct. 7

Mrs. Mabel Voorhees,
New Milford, Conn.

Mabs Darling :

It's happened to me! To me! I'm in it
way up to here and the very thought of
him makes me shiver and quake violently.
Now I know God’s in His heaven and all’s
right with the world since my Freddy came
into my life. That’s his name. Fred Ben-

sodden mud. They heaved. It smashed
against the pocket and was held fast by the
thrust of the air.

“Now give me a plank, men,” he said. “A
plank—and by God we've licked it.”

“Coming at you,” cried. a voice. And
McGow knew it was the voice of the super-
intendent.

“What you doing down here, Talbot?”

“Working for Luke McGow, right now,
said the superintendent, and threw a plank
against the barricade. “Gribling said you
were short of men.”

“He’ a liar. I've got men—good men.”

The rush of air was slackening. They
plastered mud about the boards, packing it
tightly, beating it in with their hands. More
bags were piled against it. The Swede wal-
lowed into the muck with a flat car held
high above his head.

”
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His laugh was loud

“Look! I find one!” o
‘May-

and long as he hurled it from him.
be I don’t see good before, ch?”

“Maybe none of us did,” said Mullans
and he grinned when Luke McGow threw a
piece of mud at him.

Quickly as it had started, the blow was
stopped. The pressure in the tube mounted
swiftly and dissipated the clouds of fog.
A tired group of men stood in the bottom.
And there was pride in the face of each.
For once again the sand hogs had beaten
a river.

The superintendent looked long at the
belt conveyors. And he scratched his chin
with a muddy finger. .

“Wonder how much of a price those things
will bring as second hand machinery?” he
asked quietly. “Not much, I guess. It takes
men to build a tunnel.”

Pan Alley Anthem

(Continued from page 15)

der. And he’s suck a darling! I'm breath-
less and he thinks I'm quite a girl myself.

Oh, he doesn’t say much and may be just
a teeny bit unclever and loaded with self-
confidence; but he’s so completely unspoiled
so far that he's like a breath of fresh air.
And he can write musicc. What I mean,
MUSIC!

_He was quite the Galahad when I was in
d}stress in a phone booth. No, I had a
nickel. It was that Benny Bersky. You
remember I spoke about that Bersky menace
the last time you were down? The little
squid, Benny, I mean, got the idea that
mine was the skin he loves to touch and
procceded to do so publicly when Freddy
told him he dassn’t with appropriate ges-
tures. That’s how I met Freddy and bless
Benny for it. I even forgive him stealing
from Beethoven, Bach, et al, now. .

Concerning my Freddy. He really isn’t
stupid. He’s just shy away from his piano
and acts as if I'm one of the untouchables.
There’s something holding him back and I
don’t know what it is. Can it be I'm losing
my lure? Trust Floppy to find out what
ails her man. Even if 1 have to make the
advances, this man shall be mine. .

We had dinner tonight here in this ht_tle
heaven of mine and I'm sure it was a dia-
bolically smart move on my part. He cer-
tainly enjoys his food and the kind I gave
him was sheer, shameless propaganda.

He’s dedicating his songs to me. Is that
progress? Also, you may be amused and
amazed to learn that little Florence can be
thrilled on top of a bus. Me, thrilled all
over a bus! Not only that; I've discovered
an island called Staten through Freddy. On
a ferry. He likes ferry rides, and by a
strange coincidence, 1 just learned I adore
ferry rides too. He must have Viking blood
in his veins. If it gets real cold one of
these nights maybe he’ll offer to put some-
thing around me to keep me warm. Like
an arm—I hope. Oh, where are the bliz-
zards of 88!

I'm coming up to see you onc of these
fine days you can tell me how you went
grabbing off your man, Bill. How is the
sweet idiot? I'm glad you stole him away
from me. You saved me for Freddy.

Excitedly,
Floppy.

Dear Diary:

She’s wonderful. So simple and beautiful
and democratic. I know I am madly in
love with her and don’t know what I can
do about it. I wonder if anyone was ever
in my position. Engaged to one girl and
mad about another. I wonder if it wouldn’t
be an injustice to Sally, marrying her when

my heart belongs to Florence. But, then, I
don’t suppose a girl like Florence could
ever go for me after the fellows she must
know. Maybe she’ll like me for my music
even if I haven’t the wit the New York fel-
lows have. They all sound so clever. I
wish I could be like them. Maybe she
won’t think me such a hick when I click and
am a celebrity like Gershwin. .

1 think his stuff is a lot_like mine, only
mine has more swing and is casier to sing.

1 wish I knew what to do and still be

fair to Sally. I think a fell(_)w is wrong to
saddle himself with obligations before he
knows who he will meet and what he can
do through their help.

My. William Drake 151 W. 47th St.
The Sentinel ! New York City
October 13

Riverdale, Vi.
Butch you dirty so-and-so:

What was the idea showing my letters to
Sally? Haven’t you any sense at allp |
wrote you in strict confidence and yoy g,
blabbing that I'm running around and cay.
rying on with all kinds of fast BroadWay
women. Miss Hilton is a VEry nice persop
and when I wrote you that she took p
interest in me, it was a Stl‘l(;t]y business
interest. Now Sally’s been writing me the
nastiest kinds of letters, all on account of
you. She thinks I'm having an affair behind
her back and wants me to come right back
home. My mother, too. Now see what
you did? TI’ll personally fracture your sky])

when I see you.
Fred

151 W. 47th Si.
New York City
October 13

Miss Sally Foster
21 Elm Lane
Riverdale, V1i.
Dear Sally:
You are all wrong and I' am surprised
you can write such nasty things to me. I
just didn’t think it was necessary to tell
you about Miss Hilton because there is noth-
ing to tell. Anyway, I knew you would
misunderstand. Miss Hilton is merely 3
friend and a very nice person. She is the
nicest person I ever met, so IP’S natural
for me to write enthusiastic things about
her like I did to Butch. I was really only
trying to get a rise out of him anyway, her
being a radio star and all like .that. A fel-
low is very lucky to find a friend like her
and I have to have some friends, don’t 1?7
They might as well be nice ones. Besides,
her interest in me is purely of a business na-
ture and she is helping me toward my goal.
So you see you are all wrong about her.
You really ought to be grateful for what
she is doing for me and not think such
(Continued on page 42)
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SUBSTANTIAL CITIZENSHIP IS REFLECTED IN
EVERY STONE OF SUCH A STRUCTURE
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Los Angeles Elks Home. More than a
. thousand buildings are owned by Elks
’ throughout the country.

A Fraternal Magazine

SOME advertisers do not care for space in a “fraternal
magazine” ; there is some prejudice, whether justifiable
or not, against such publications, in the minds of some
advertisers.

The Elks Magazine is a “fraternal magazine” in the sense
that it.is the official organ of a great fraternal order; but
there’s no good reason why advertisers should miss the value
of its advertising pages just because of its name, and general
classification.

The Elks Magazine is in a class by itself. It is first of all
a good magazine, in the best sense of that expression. It
carries news of the activities of the Order; but it is news
that should be interesting to all good citizens, -whether
they’re members or not.

The members of this organization are doing a lot of things
besides just being Elks. Civic affairs, community better-
ment, many public-spirited activities, are started and carried
through by Elks lodges. The magazine keeps them informed
as to what is being done.

There are 500,000 of them; each one gets the
magazine; it goes into homes, not offices. A
hundred thousand of them are retail merchants
who sell the goods advertisers advertise in—

GJhe SR

Magazine
500,000 identified reader-owners

50 EAST 42ND STREET - NEW YORK CI1Y

ELKS NATIONAL MEMORIAL HEADQUARTERS BLDG.,
Chicngo, Ill.
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The Grand Exalted
Ruler’s Visits

(Continued from page 23)

.The District Deputies attending the parley
were: E. A. Bergfeld, Seguin, Tex., Lodze,
No. 1229; Matt M. Sinnett, Pampa, Tex.,
Lodge, No. 1573; E. J. Ormsby, Mexia,
Tex., Lodge, No. 1449; W. W. Short, Hous-
ton, Tex., Lodge, No. 151; W. H. Laubach,
Little Rock, Ark., Lodge, No. 29; Harry
F. Hinish, Tulsa, Okla., Lodge, No. 946;
C. R. Harter, Hobart, Okla., Lodge, No.
881, and Arthur Carr, Santa Fe, N. M,
Lodge, No. 460. Judge Hallinan and .Mr.
Groh left that night for Colorado Springs.

The Grand Exalted Ruler met with the
District Deputies of Colorado and a number
of distinguished Elks on Sunday, August 4,
at the Broadmoor Hotel in Colorado
Springs.  Among those present were Past
Grand Exalted Ruler John R. Coen, of
Sterling, Colo., Lodge, No. 1336; Grand
Esteemed Loyal Knight Dr. Lloyd R. Allen,
of Colorado Springs Lodge, No. 309; D.D.f
W. E. Daley, Loveland Lodge, No. 1051;
W. R. Crylie, Salida Lodge, No. 808;
Charles J. "Schuler, Telluride Lodge, No.
692, and" George L. Hamllik, Central City
Lodge, No. 557; ER. D. C. Hutchings

- and Secy. M. E, Stubbs of Colorado Springs

Lodge, and Ted Barnes. The conference ex-
tended through the afternoon. Members of
Colorado Springs Lodge accorded the Grand
Exalted Ruler a royal welcome, and both he
and Mr. Groh were hospitably entertained.

(Further reports of Grand Exalted Ruler
Ba"l[;an's visits will appear in next month’s
issue.

Supplementary
Business of the

Grand Lodge

Convention

(Continued from page 32)

lers Council, who offered his services and
information regarding the Antlers, saying
that he would be available at the Deshler-
Wa"l‘;k Hotel all week. in th

Seeing  Grand Secretary Masters 1t tfe
audience, Judge Hallinan called upon him for
a few remarks, My, Masters responded most
effectively, saying that the Grand Exalted
Ruler-elect’s policy was to call the Order
back to the basic principles of Elkdom, and
that such fundamentally sound program
Wwas bound to sycceced. He stressed the three
following points as the most important 8nes
In the proper administration of a subor-
dinate Lodge-

1. Sound business methods. .

2. The promotion of good fellowshiP-

3. Proper exemplification of the leal\;l

In closing his well received remarks, tr.
Masters offered the services of his office to
the mcoming Exalted Rulers at all times.















