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The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia
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as o residence for aged and indigent members of the Grand Trustees shall pagy on gl
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signed by the applicant.  AlL applieations must he ap- 69, inclusive,  IFor informati, pter 9. Seefions 62 10
proved by the Subordivate Lodge of which the applicant is mldrvssnlln-m'.\’ A, ﬂm-mhur' l'l'“ regarding  (he 1Tome,
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(Continued from page 32)

“‘Who’d ever think,’ says the Major, in
a voice that’s attracting a bit of a crowd,
‘that our race meet would have one of the
greatest amateur riders in Ireland competing.
Tell me, my boy, whose horse are you rid-
ing?’

“‘I am not riding,’ says Rogan, anxious
now to reach the door as he was not relish-
ing the attention they were attracting.

“‘Nonsense!’ cried the Major; then he
turns to Ellen’s father and a group by the
door. ‘See here, he says, ‘I have watched
this lad pull an oar for the Dark Blues;
ridden the scent of a fox with him in the
early mists on his family’s great estates. He
holds the Ballydoon Cup for a three-time
win over timber. The latch string of his
father’s house is always out to any gentle-
man rider whether he comes from America
or Abyssinia. Now here he is among us
and he says he won't ride. I say let us
waive the rules and issue him a license so
that he may compete with our best.’

“‘By all means,” says Mister DeVarney.
‘I am sure that the committee will sanction
it. What horse will he ride, and in which
race?’

“‘Just a minute,” young Rogan protests;
but his voice is drowned out by that of the
Major, who says: ‘He will ride in the Blue-
lock Plate for maiden hunters; and he’ll be
up on my Aughrim Girl, the sweet little
filly I've wanted all summer to enter. Won'’t
you, my boy?’ he asks, turning to Rogan.

“‘The Bluelock Plate for maiden hunters,’
Rogan repeats; then he turns to Miss Ellen.
‘Would that be the race,” he asks, ‘in which
you have entered your Candlelight ?’

“Katy said that a kind of challenge shone
in Miss Ellen’s eyes.

“ ‘It would,’ she said simply.

“Rogan looked across at Michele Farci
who is glowering at him from beside the
staircase; then, quietly, he says: ‘I will ride
for you, Major; and I thank you for the
honor you do me. Good night, sir’ And
with that he strode through the door.

NOW I would no more have missed the
running of that race than I would a Donny-
brook Fair, even if it meant that I should
have to ask the division superintendent him-
self to hold down my gates for me; so on
the following Wednesday I am up at the
Bluelock course, and have taken a position
on the back stretch by the long rise to the
water jump, where best I can see them as
they go by.

“Shortly after the call of Boots and
Saddles I see them come out of the paddock
and parade by the judges. Rogan, in Major
Parkman’s silks, is up on Aughrim Girl.
From afar I can make out the lift of his
brave young head, even when his shoulders
are well above it.

“Candlelight, with Michele Farci aboard,
is making the hell of a stew at the post,
rearing and plunging, and inasmuch as
she’d always shown a sweet temper both on
the path and the course, I could not help
but think ’twas the way he was handling
her, although, at the time, I may have been
prejudiced.

“Before they could get the field away it
was necessary for an assistant starter to
hold her and walk her up, but once the
flag went down Miss Ellen’s fily broke on
top. Then they went out of sight below
the hedges at the south end of the grounds.
Each few seconds I could see the lift of a
head or a flash of silks, but it was not until
they made their first run by me on the
back stretch that I could tell how they
were coming.

“The first flight was bunched and both
Candlelight and Aughrim Girl were well up
and surging along side by side. They took
the bend and showed me their heels very
prettily, flicking bottoms up at me as they
clipped over the brush.

“While they were coming around again
I heard a terrible clamor go up, and so
loud was the noise and the shouting that I
stood on the fence the better to see what
was causing it all. When they came into
view I'd the shock of my life. Both Rogan’s
mount and that of Michele Farci had fallen
way back from the first flight and were
stringing along with the field. But here
was the thing I could not understand:
Young Rogan is crowding Farci against the
rail, and is lashing brutally at Candlelight
with his bat, driving her closer and closer
to the rail. Now, right where I am stand-
ing there is a wide swing gate that shuttles
off into the pasture behind me. As Candle-
light and Aughrim Girl draw closer, Fin-
nerty lifts his head from his work and
shouts to me at the top of his voice:

“‘Murphy, open that gate!’

N OW I am not one to think twice when
anyone I respect commands me, so out on
the course I run, carrying the end of that
gate with me. Sure, it acts like a switch,
what with Rogan’s lashing of Candlelight,
and his driving Aughrim Girl against her
shoulder, and before you could say Patrick
McAfferty, Rogan rides Farci and himself
right out of the race.

“Whoever stayed near the paddock to
see the finish I am sure I don’t know, as
by the time the two riders had pulled up
in the pasture half of the crowd had
streamed across to see what was doing.

“Rogan dismounts.

“‘Get down off that horse, he snaps at
Farci, and I heard the fury in his voice.

“Farci came down.

“‘Now,” says Rogan, ‘up with your fists!’

“Sure, I could not help but think that
he’d chosen a poor time and place for that,
but who can reason with an Irishman when
his blood is up? Not another one anyway.

“‘Up with your fists!” says Rogan again.

“Farci stood there and looked at him;
there was a moment when I saw his hand
go stealing toward his arm-pit, then I
laughed to myself, for no one, I knew, could
pack a gun under riding silks.

“‘Twice I have asked you, said Rogan.
‘So have it, then.’

“With that he let go the sweetest swing
I have ever seen. Swift it was, and hard
it lahded with the sharp crack of good
knuckle on bone. Down went Farci as if
he’d been felled by a shillelagh, and white
and still he lay in the grass of the pasture.

“‘There!’ says Rogan with what I would
say was a great amount of satisfaction.
‘You have pasted the Finnerty label on
spurious stuff for fourteen years; now I've
pasted a genuine Finnerty label on your
handsome jaw that will last you awhile, my
man.’

RocaN! Rogan! said 1.
judgment you are using.’

“Miss Ellen came out of the crowd and
kneit by the side of Farci, taking his head
in her lap. She looked up at Rogan and
never have I seen such contempt show on
such a lovely face.

“‘You uncouth brute!” she snapped up
at him.

“Old Major Parkman walked over.

‘“‘Rogan,’ he said sorrowiully, ‘you have
changed since I knew you. Sure, you have
brought me to shame, and 1 sponsoring
vou.’

“Rogan turned, but I saw no regret on
his face.

““'Tis a ruffian I am, I guess, and not
used to the ways of your land. ’Tis no
matter, for I am going.” He walked toward
the paddock; then stopped. ‘That poor
sweet bit,’ he called back, pointing at
Candlelight who was standing all blown
and drooped with the spirit gone out of
her completely, ‘have your veterinary look

‘’Tis poor
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at her right away before the filthy stuff that
that horse-park tout shot into her does her
permanent harm.’

“Then he vaults the fence and disappears
toward the paddock.

WELL,” said Murphy, finishing the last
of his drink, “I am down by my gates that
evening waiting to lower them for the Red
Wing when along comes the hack from the
Inn with Finnerty’s luggage strapped on
the rear, and Rogan himself in the cab.

“‘Where away?’ I says to him.

“‘Where an Irishman goes,’ says he, ‘when
his work is done.’

“Now there were many things I should
have liked to say to him, but I am not one
for meddling in another man's affairs of the
heart; so I said instead: ‘Give my regards,
then, to the Giants’ Causeway.’

“‘I will that, says Rogan, and adds:
‘Look out for my hunter, Murphy, ’till I
write you what to do with him, will you?’

“‘Gladly,” I tells him.

“There was silence between us for a
minute.

“‘Rogan,’ I says at last, ‘did you know
that they found poor Candlelight had been
doped, as you said?’

“‘What eise?’ he asks. ‘Sure, and who
wouldn’t know it by the glaze in the poor
ﬁll);f’s, eyes, and she almost blind from the
stuff,

“‘'Twas a grand thing you did,’ I said.

“‘Grand nothing,’ says Rogan. ‘Sure,
what’s winning a race when a sweet little
filly might kill herself running blind through
the boards?’

“‘Why do you go, then,’ I asked. ‘Sure,
you're forgiven for your fracas up at Blue-
lock. Admired, in fact. You should have
heard the talk when the veterinary made
his report.’

“‘My work here is finished,” said Rogan
quietly.

“Just then the lights of a car came down
the Bluelock road and I saw as it drew
near ’twas Miss Ellen’s roadster. As she
slid to a stop I lit my pipe quickly and pre-
tended to look down the track for the
coming of the Red Wing. ,

“‘Rogan,’ I heard her call. ‘Rogan Fin-
nerty! I have been to the Inn for you
and they told me you were leaving. Where
are vou going?’

“Rogan walked over to her car.

“‘Home, Miss,” he said.

“‘You are not!” said Miss Ellen, in 2
way that she sometimes has. ‘You are
coming with me to my house and there
you are going to stay for a while. The
committee is waiting to apologize to you
and to thank you. And, she went on with
a catch in her voice, ‘I want to thank you,
too.’

“‘That’s nice of you,’ said Rogan, ‘but I
want no thanks nor apologies. Any horse-
man would have done the same.’

“‘Rogan, won’t you come home with
me?’ . i

“‘I'm afraid not,’ says Rogan. ‘Sure, 'tis
a barbarian I am in this land with its ways
that are queer to me. I'll ride my own
hills in the future.’

“ ‘Rogan,—softly.

“‘What, Miss Ellen?’

“‘Rogan, the whole hunting country is
going to the Hunt Ball tonight, and there’s
nothing I want more than for vou to have
the first dance with me.’

“‘And the last?’ asks Rogan, the bold
young devil.

“‘And the last,’ says she.

“‘Well, that,’ says Rogan, ‘is a different
thing; and a much better reason for my
returning with you. In fact, I should say
’twas a grand one.’

“There was a minute of silence in which
I looked down the track and wished might-
ily that the Red Wing would come along,

(Continued on page 36)
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(Continued from page 34)

as I am not one who is given to listening
in on love shennanigans. At last, how-
ever, I heard him climb in her car.

“‘Murphy,” he calls, ‘keep an eye on my
luggage until I decide what to do with it
And off they tear up the road to Bluelock.
Could I borrow some tobacco for my pipe
from you?” said Murphy abruptly.

I gave the gate-man a cigar instead.

“What happened to the baggage,
Murphy ?” 1 asked, after he had lighted it.

“Qh, that,” said Murphy, pulling with
his hard, thin lips on the weed. “Sure, in
an hour the beach-wagon from the De-
Varneys was down after it. And then in
two weeks it was back with more luggage,
such as a lady uses, alongside it. I sneaked
over and looked at the billing and here’s
what it said: ‘Mr. and Mrs. Rogan Fin-
nerty, care of the S.S. Scythia, Boston—ior
Galway, Ireland.’”

“And they lived happily ever after?” 1
suggested. :

~ The Psychology of

rarin’ to go. And go they did, for they
whipped the pride of the Pacific Coast in a
game that made football history.

Not a few coaches, who knew relatively
little about the game, attained great success
because they understood the value of psy-
chology in football. Alonzo Stagg, the Grand
Old Man of the Big Ten, now coaching a
little college in the Far West, was always
a stickler for unconquerable morale. His
teams often won games on sheer fighting
spirit alone, and on the conviction that they
could not nor would not fail.

M AJOR RALPH SASSE of Army a few
years ago, knew . very little about the
startegy of the game, and less about the
subtleties of defense, but he developed sev-
cral great fighting machines by concentrating
on morale, and getting every ounce of
power out of his eleven men.

The most successful coaches, men like
Andy Kerr of Colgate, Little of Columbia,
Ray Morrison of Vanderbilt, Dick Harlow,
now of Harvard, Crisler of Princeton, Bernie
Bierman of Minnesota and Jack Sutherland
of Pittsburgh, combine a shrewd appreciation
of psychology with a great understanding of
the game, and the faculty of imparting their
knowledge to their players. Every one of
these men is a very positive character. All
of them think in terms of victory, and vic-
tory only. They plan carefully, build grad-
ually, and always inject worlds of confidence
into their teams, particularly into their
quarterbacks.

A quarterback who is not a born psycho-
logist is a detriment to his team. He must
be opportunist enough to turn obstacles into
advantages, to inspire confidence under the
most discouraging situations, to cheer the
crestfallen, and to capitalize on the oppo-
nent’s weaknesses. He must be the kind of
a general who, when surrounded on all
sides, and apparently beaten, gives the fear-
less command to attack.

CONTRAST Tommy Tomb’s cryptic state-
ment to his team in the huddle in an im-
portant game last year, when he said,
“fellows, Lou (referring to Coach Little)
says he wants badly to win this game, so
let’s quit fooling around and score a couple
of touchdowns right away,” with the re-
mark of the quarterback of a certain little
Western college, who upon finding himself
near his opponent’s goal line for the first
time all afternoon, said, “Gosh, I'm darned
it T know what to call, but I suppose it
might as well be a long incompleted for-
ward pass.”

The importance of psychology in the grid-
iron sport is best appreciated perhaps by
recalling that old axiom to the effect that
football games are won or lost in the dress-
ing room. The attitude of an eleven as it

(Continued from page 11)

huddles around its coach in the almost
sacred privacy of the locker room, awaiting
the ominous knock on the door by the
official, signifying that the time for the kick-
off is but three minutes off, invariably tells
the story of success or failure. Coaches
know this and most of them dread those
last few minutes preceding game time, when
they must face their team, give it final
instructions, and if possible, inspire it with
a fiery and unquenchable thirst for victory.
The proper psychological approach is, of
course, of ultimate importance.

Dining with Elmer Layden, coach of
Notre Dame, and a few of his closest friends
at the Vanderbilt Hotel on the eve of the
Notre Dame-Army game in New York last
fall, I was struck by the sudden change of
disposition and expression that came over
him. Driving down from the Westchester
Country Club at Rye that afternoon, behind
an escort of State troopers, he seemed cheer-
ful and highly optimistic.

HE had expressed delight at the admirable
condition of his squad despite its trying cam-
paign. He rejoiced over the punting and
passing of one of his ace backfield men, Bill
Shakespeare. He enthused over the mental
attitude of the teams and the avidity with
which the boys were looking forward to the
clash with the West Pointers the following
day. Reluctantly, but firmly, he even went
so far as to express his opinion that Notre
Dame would win.

Why then this sudden and apparently un-
warranted manifestation of low spirits or
melancholia? His brow was deeply fur-
rowed. His expression was fixed and va-
cuous. Finally 1 asked him what the trouble
was? “Nothing much,” he said, “except that
I'm wondering what I’ll tell the boys in the
dressing room tomorrow. This game means
everything to us. It means the difference
between a good season and a bad one. We
want it badly, and the boys are just as
anxious about it as I am. They’re raring
to go.”

“How about a good old-fashioned fight
talk?” I suggested.

“It won’'t go, Eddie,” he came back
quickly. “I've used as many of those as I
can this fall. The fellows get tired of
speeches and dramatics. No, I'll have to
think about it and figure it out.”

At that moment, Joe Byrne, famous Notre
Dame alumnus and football enthusiast, who
was sitting at the table with us, happened
to be in a reminiscent mood. “You know,”
he said, “I'll never forget the last time
‘Rock’ and I sat here and chatted about
the next day’s battle with Army.” He got
no farther. Layden reached over and grabbed
hxgn by the shoulder. “Thanks, Joe,” he
said. “I knew I was trying to think of
somcghmg important, and you helped me
find it. ‘Rock,’ good old ‘Rock,’ Lord bless
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“They should,” said Murphy, “for wasn’t
it myself who threw an old shoe after them
from my gates when they left for Boston

Red Wing?”
on“Rh eﬁn: storyg’ I said, “and well told.
Before we part I should hkg, to buy you a
drink; will you have one?

“Thank you; I will,” said Murphy.

lled the waiter over.

‘I‘Bcr?n; me,” I said, “two bottles of Fin-

ty's Dublin Stout.” .
nc‘r‘A{nd I'll have the same,” said Murphy.

Football

him.” As he said it, his exprcssior; changed.

“What did you find that’s so important,
Elmer?” asked Byrne.

“QOh, nothing much I guess, except that
your recalling your chat with Rockne told
me what I'm going to tell the boys tomor-
row, and you can bet your bottom dollar
that after they hear it they’ll go out there
and play like they never did before.:’ Some-
body chimed in with “I hope you're right,
Elmer,” and the Notre Dame coach bright-
ened up again and was his usual pleasant
self for the rest of the evening.

Under the girder-flung, tier-decked stands
of the Yankee Stadium, the Notre Dame
regulars, dressed for combat, sat quite mo-
tionless on two rows of benches in the
gloomy locker room. Now and then one or
the other would slap his pal on the back
and remark cryptically, “give ‘em the 01}1
ginger, boys,” or “we've got to take 'thls
one, kid.” Outside, 80,000 pcoplp waited
with avidity for the opening whistle that
would send the gold-helmeted Cadets roar-
ing into the team from South Bend.

As the moments flew by the Notre Dame
players began to look at each othgr ques-
tioningly. It was almost playing time, yet
their coach had not put in an appearance.
In the few minutes that remained before the
kickoff Lavden would not have time to give
them his customary last minute, but very de-
tailed, instructions on how to carry out this
assignment or that block. How to guard
against this pass and that one. How to
meet this formation and how to thwart an
unexpected maneuver.

IN less than two minutes the players knew
they would hear the official’s rap on the
dressing room door, telling them to take
the field. And yet no Layden. Some of the
players started to pace up and down the
floor. All of them were nervous, some ex-
cited. The door finally opened. Coach
Layden, pale, serious, ascetic of coun-
tenance, stood framed in the doorway. You
might have heard a pin drop. The players
stood transfixed. As Layden walked to a
position in front of the benches the players
eased into their seats. He looked at them
for at least 20 seconds before he spoke.

«You fellows are playing football for me,”
he began, with the inspired look of the
zealot in his eyes, “but I played football
for a man whom none of you knew, but
all the world knew. He was the greatest
man I have ever known. Today, I am
turning this game over to you for him.”
Layden turned and walked out of the dress-
ing room.

The official’s loud knock on the door, and
his cry of “three minutes Notre Dame!”
pulled the South Bend players out of their
coma. Every one of them had been hypno-
tized by the unseen presence of a man none
of them had ever met. The image of the













































