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Plan Your Future
Choose Your Field NOW For Success
Will you master fate or will fate master you? That's a question deserving your honest
answer . . . right now! Actually it is all up to you. You can do with Life almost what
youwill. Labile willhelp you establish yourself forreal success by providing youwith
the comprehensive, specialized training for which it is so famous. Choose your field
... now! Check the coupon below for the free booklet you want us to send you.
It can be your first step toward assured success.

I

LAW Become an Expert
for Business ACCOUNTANT

LAW

for Business
SUCCESS

And it isn't necessary to practice law to. get
this Success. In fact probably most of the
men who study law today have no idea of
taking the bar examination or becoming law
yers—they want law training to give them
mastery of men and situations in business.
You know that—

(1) the man with legal training is a leader
—not a follower.

(2) legal training keens your mind—
clears away the problems that stump
the ordinary fellow and makes you
master instead of man.

(3) knowledge of law simplifies the com
plications of executive work.

(4) Many top executive places are filled
by men who have studied law.

No matter whether you are in a big cor
poration or a small business—in a great city
or a little town—a practical knowledge of
law cannot fail to be of real and vital help to
you in making q more successful carcer.

In every state in the union you'll find law-
trained men who came up through LaSalle.
What others have done, you can do.

And LaSalle offers either a full law course
leading to LL. B. or a shorter business law
training—whichever you prefer. All text
material, including valuable 14-volume Law
Library. Training comprises the most effec
tive features of modern law instruction.

EXECUTIVE

TRAINING
Executives who are efficient managers com
mand responsible positions and good incomes.
And the need for trained executives is grow
ing rapidly. We train you thoroughly at honie
in your spare time for every type of executive
work—teach you the principles and prac
tices used by our most successful business
leaders and help you develop your manage
ment capacity—by a training built with the
aid of outstanding executives.

OPPORTUNITIES
In Traffic Management

The field of Traffic Management offers real
opportunity only to the man who knows.
Sparctimestudy and the willto succeed have
pushed scorcs of Traffic employees up the
ladder to financial success. Many LaSalle-
trained traffic managers—both in the rail
road and industrial field—now command
salariesof $3,000.00 to $5,000.00 a year—and
better. Investigate. Find out how you can
qualify for these higher positions through
LaSalle home-study and guidance, how you
can learn in your spare time to do quickly,
accurately and scientifically what the un
trained traffic man can do only slowly and
with many blunders.

MR. SALESMAN:
What's Wrong ?

Why aren't you making more sales—more
money? Isit you—or yourproposition? Check
up first on yourself. Other men—no better
than you—have found their earnings jump
andstayup when they trained with LaSalle.
Literally thousands of men—many of them
years at thegame—have increased theirsales
volume and earnings through home study
with LaSalle guidance. Sound—practical-
usable—right from field experience. Train for
top-notch production with LaSalle. There s
a science to selling. Master it, and you can
quickly distinguish yourself asa top-notcher,
and expert salesman.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept.1328-RChicago

ADULT BUSINESS EDUCATION
I would like to have your special booklet—without any cost or obligation to me—
about myopportunitiesand your success training in the business field I have checked.

• LAW: Degree of LLB.
• Expert Bookkeeping
• C. P. A. Coaching
• Industrial Management
• Modern Foremanship
O Personnel Management

• Higher Accountancy
• Traffic Management
O Modern Salesmanship
D Business Management
• Commercial Law

• Business English
• Business Correspondence
• ESective Speaking
• Office Management
• Stenotypy

Name Age.,

Position. .Address. —

The Profession That Pays
The demand for skilled accountants—men
who really know their business—is increasing
rapidly. New state and federal legislation
requires much more, and more efficient ac
counting from business—big and small. Cor
porations are in constant need of expert
counsel in matters relating to Auditing, Cost
Accounting, Business Law, Organization,
Management, Finance. Men who prove their
qualifications in this important branch of
business are rapidly promoted to responsible
executive positions—given an opportunity to
earn real salaries. The range is from 83.000,00
to $15,000.00 a year—even to higher income
figures.

Under the LaSalle Problem Method you
can at home acquire a thoro understanding
of Higher Accountancy, master its funda
mental principles, become expert in the prac
tical applicationoftheseprinciples—thiswith
out losing an hour of work or a dollar of pay.

Your training will be under the direct
supervision of a staff of legal, organization and
management specialists, business efficiency
engineers and Certified Public Accountants.

Preliminary knowledge of bookkeeping is
unnecessary. We train you from the ground
up, or from where you now are, according to
your individual needs.

POOR ENGLISH!
How Much is it costing you

in wasted opportunity?
Every day your associates are judging you
by what you say and how you say it. Hazy
ideas, ill-chosen words, halting sentences
crude, slovenly speech—these mark a man as
loose in thinking. Thoughts clear cut, words
that give true shape and color, sentences
aflame with power and originality—these are
the things that proclaim ability that win for
their users swift advancement. In the quiet
of your own home—with LaSalle's help—
you can learn to speak and write with real
distinction, learn to make the words you
utter and the letters you compose stamp
you as educated, cultured—a power
to reckon with in the business world. ^
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Magazine
National Puoucation of the Benevolent
AND Protective Order of Elks of the United
States of America. Published Under the
Direction of the Grand Lodge by the Na
tional Memorial and Publication Commission

To incalcate the principles of Charity, Jastice,
Brotherly Love and Fiddity; to promote the welfare
andenhance thehappiness of itsmembers; toquicken

the spirit of American patriotism; to coltivate
good fellowship. . . —From Preamble to the Con-
slilution. Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

Charles Spencer Hart
Business Manager

This Month

TDACKFIRE, by Irving Van Zandt,
J-' the first story which appears in the

January issue of The Elks Magazine,
is,we feel,a pleasant tale of romanceon a
Montana dude ranch. It ends with

reaUsm. The second story,
Going My Way?'' by George Harmon

Coxe, explains why truck drivers are so
hard-hearted about giving you a lift
when your automobile breaks down.

A New Year Message
from the Grand Exalted Ruler

Joseph T. Fanning
Editor and Executive Director

Neal H. Folwell
Managing Editor

JANUARY 103G
Morgan Farrell writes an interesting

account of the ins and outs of Zeppelins
in his article, "Lighter Than Air," while
Eddie Dooley will tell you a lot you did
not know beforeabout that rising young
sport, Basketball, in his article which
goes under th^: ambiguous name of "The
Peach Basket Goes Big'Time."

The editors also wish to call to your
attention the magnificent response to
the honor paid Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Joseph T. Fanning by the subordinate

3. J. A. McCiiinness
Comptroller

Lodges in initiating a Joseph T. Fanning
Class. By these classes a vast number
of responsible citizens have been added
to our membership rolls.

We also wish to point out an impor-
tant announcement concerning the Elks
National Bowling Tournament which
appears on page 37. It is an announce-
ment which may have much to do with
influencing your trip to Cincinnati
in March. The cover design for this
is by Ronald McLeod.
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BABE RUTH
^What the

McCovern Method
Did for Him

Before After
Weight 256
Neck 17^
Chesl 43
Expanded ... 45^
Waisl 493
Hips 47
Thigh 25
Calf 16i

WOMcN
Some of the fiimous women who
hiivc taken the McGovcrn course
are Maureen Orcutt. Julia Hoyt,
Babe Dldrlkson. M's. Morgan
Belmont, Hannah Williams.

m

©GENE
SARAZEN

"McGovern's Course of Health
BuildiniJ is the most effective, val
uable exercise system I have ever
experienced. In previous years I
have tried various methods to
keepingood trim, but none com
pares with yours for getting re
sults.

"Your hcalth-building pro
gram has been of untold value to
me. I heartily recommend it to
golfers, both professional and
amateur, and I am also con
vinced that it will prove a bless
ing for any average man or
woman."

SIMON and SCHUSTER, Inc., Dept. 51
386 Fourth Ave., New York City

Send mc n copy of Artie McCovom's new Illustrated book, "The Secret of
Keeping Fit." which tells In complote detail, ilic metliods Artie McClovem
u.ses In kecDinu doctors nnil famous men lu ull walks of lile, up to par. When
poatmim delivers It. I will pay S1.98, plus tew cunts postuse cIiiitbcs.

It Is distinctly understood thut, If I care to, I may return the book within
5 dii>-3. It Is also uodcrstootl that, if putting Mr. McGovern's method into
practice docs not, withlu ODC month, produce the actual results I want I am
to have the privilege of returning the book. In either case my 81.08 Is' to bo
retuntleU at once.

• Check here If you are enclosing 81.0S herewith, thus saving postnKO
charges. Same refund privileges apply, of course.



A New Year

Message from the
Grand Exalted Ruler

My Brothers:

It is with pleasure that I take this opportunity of wishinc you a happy and
prosperous New Year.

Improving economic conditions encourage the belief that 1936 will be a
memorable year for the Order. I would like to point out that February l6th,
1936, marks the sixty-eighth birthday of our Order. Elks all over the land
are happy and proud of its sixty-eight years of progress and solid accomplish
ment. I know that all of the subordinate Lodges will want to celebrate this
event and therefore it is my wish that at some meeting in February, as near the
bi^rthday date as possible, each subordinate Lodge of the Order initiate a class
of candidates which will be known as the "Grand Exalted Ruler's Elks Anniver
sary Class."

Upon each and every one of you, my Brothers, I depend to render this event
the success it should be. I know that in the circle of your friends and relatives,
there are many who have the qualifications to become good Elks. Invite them
to some social function in your Lodge. Give them the opportunity of seeing
the work your Lodge is doing and I am certain they will then desire to join it.

The Joseph T. Fanning National Class initiation in November met with such
widespread success and aroused so much enthusiasm among our Brothers, that
I know you can make the "Elks Anniversarj' Class" a still greater success and
an achievement of which all of us will be proud.

I am counting on each individual Elk to do his share in this project and I
know that I will not be disappointed. Once again I wish you ail a Happy
New Year.

Javies T. Hallinan,
Grand Exalted Ruler.

TIip Elks Magazine
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Ther X nan
by Morgan Farrell

Along, pointed, silver shadow
flits westward across the sky.

The reds, greens and purples of
sunset stream athwart the clouds and
shine upon the burnished hull of the
great dirigible and the mounting
waves of the South Atlantic, far be
low. The sun is still far above the
horizon, dimly visible in an eerie
darkness creeping up from the un
derworld in the west.

Suddenly the horizon is blotted out
and the sun swallowed up by the
advancing wall of solid black, now
rolling high into the heavens and
hurling its ominous mantle of mid
night over the glories of the after
noon.

The Skipper scans the threatening
wall with apprehension. He knows
what it means—a piling up of strong
winds—hurricanes, perhaps—charg
ing headlong into another great
wind-stream sweeping down from
the north. Where the two meet there
will be an awe-inspiring clash of all
the giants of the storms.

He thinks of his great craft,
tossed like an elongated bubble in
that boiling tumult of the winds,
clutched at, torn asunder and hurled
in flaming ruin down into the piti
less sea. ^ ^

"Change course to One-eighty-
two." His voice is harsh and gut
tural but firm as a schoolmaster's.
"Drop 1,500 pounds from ballast
tanks One to Eight. Elevator-man
stand by to climb full-rudder as soon
as the ballast is out."

The dirigible swings sharply to
the left, throws up her pointed prow
and speeds on under the thrust oi
her five four-hundred horsepower
engines. The rising wind is now a
little abaft her starboard beam and
drives her along at ninety miles an

'̂̂ The Navigating Officer reports:
"Sir, we are giving her full up-rud-
der but she won't rise.

The Captain, eyes glued on the al
timeter, nods briefiy. Well he knows
it. She not only will not rise but she
is rapidly falling. Five thousand
feet—forty-five hundred—four thou
sand. His face is grim and set. He
glances quickly around the control
room. Each man is standing quietly
at his post.

Right: The Macon under conslritclioii.
Insert: Inside the auxiliary control room
of the Macon. The elevalor wheel is on
the left; while the rudder wheel is in the
center. Control rooms on practically all
lighter-than-air ships look like this. Above:

A rear view of the Macon
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eletato^al^X'thelfhZs'S both
pass. Another officer stands c1o?p ^ I J ui ®
pear-shaped pulls The rpri n-ne^^ double row of little,

a„ out Of

telegraphs on^ th^^tTrbo^rd skfe'̂ ^of the^^
indicators point to "Full Ahead." control cabin. All five
ahead. Since^ther^L no^gettTn^ douds stretches endlessly
the fuel is too low-the going back-
coui^e—to head into the st^m. only possible
barks. Straighten out at Two-ninety-two," he
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is tossed high into the air; the next, sucked downward
almost into the sea. She lurches and twists and rolls,
while the wheelsmen struggle hopelessly to hold her
on some sort of course.

The drumbeat of the rain sounds upon the taut
canvas of the shell. Louder and louder it hammers.
The noise almost drowns out the roar of the thunder.
Lightning flashes on all sides—not single vivid streaks
but three and four at a time.

The crew stand motionless, at their posts. The gut
tural voice of the Captain snaps out order after order.
Around the ship the hurricane howls. By the flashes
of lightning, the whitecaps gleam dangerously near—
only three hundred feet below. The ship will not rise.

At this fatal instant the door from the passengers'
quarters is thrown open. A white-faced young officer
salutes quickly and reports:

"Captain, the wind is tearing the fabric loose from
the port stabilizer fin."

This is the horizontal part of the tail of the ship.
If the fabric goes and the wind gets inside the hull

Ai)ove: The Akron over Golden Gate,
^ California. Inseil; Rear Admiral Mof-

fett who icas a firm believer in lighter-
j thnn-air ships. Below: Dr. EcAeuer tvith

Graver 0" halen. Below, right: An in-
lerior vieiv of (he Akron

c

1 . . '

it would tear the ship apart. The Captain's set face is
ashen, but his voice is still firm: "Take three men and
plenty of life-lines and sew it up."

The white-faced young officer salutes again: "Yes,
sir."

The Captain orders the ship turned about to run
before the wind. The engines are throttled down so
that she will travel at the same speed as the wind.
This is to give the men working on the slippery, rain-
blown fin, sewing up the great rent in the canvas, a
chance for their lives.

What must be the Captain's thoughts, as he tries
to hold the bucking airship steady in that howling gale
to keep the white-faced young officer, who he knew would
be out there doing the riskiest job of all, from being
swept overboard.

For that white-faced young officer is his son.
But at last the work is reported done and the worst

is over. Only then does the Captain send the following
radio to the Commander of the U. S. Naval Station
at Key West:

"Dirigible Graf Zeppelin in danger—latitude—longi
tude—. Request you send destroyer to stand by to
take off passengers.

Eckener."
As it happened the destroyer was not needed after all

and Eckener brought his ship (Contimied on qjage 38.)

•.1^



ROSS stepped out of the ranch-house as the taxi
ground to a stop. He looked over the girl who

approached him and found reasons for approval. He
liked the way her long slim legs swung straight from
the hips, the way she held her head. She was, he felt,
one blonde young woman who knew exactly where she
was heading.

She spoke abruptly. "I'm looking for Miss Morrill,
my sister."

"She's out on a pack trip just now."
She looked at him sharply. Then her lovely face

clouded with disappointment.
He said, "If you can stand two hours on horseback

I'll take you to her. They're camping at the lake on
the way back."

"That's very nice of you."
"Not at all," said Ross. "I was just heading there

for supplies. You can dress in Sue's cabin."
Her eyes had never left him. She seemed disapprov

ing of his big hat and high-heeled boots, and undecided
about his face, rough and unhandsome, but disturbingly
attractive. He smiled at her frank stare and she be
came confused.

She paid the driver while Ross got her luggage. Then
she faced him with the air of a young woman who has
come to a decision.

"Are you by any chance the cowboy my sister is being
a fool about?"

So that was it. His smile faded. "No."
"Has she come to her senses yet?"
Her annoyance began to infect him. "I don't think

that s any of my business.

The Elks Magazine
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Backfire
by Irving Van Zandt

Illustrated by Harry Morse Meyers

Ross raised the 30-30 until
the muzzle rested between

the pain-filled eyes

"Well, it's somebody's." She lit a cigarette and ex
haled impatiently. "Where's the proprietor?"

He's in town today. I'm his son—Ross Anderson."
Then it certainly is your business." Her tone be

came indignant. "The idea of allowing the workmen
to make a play for your guests. You should realize that
this circus clothing can make an irresponsible young
girl lose her head."

Ross restrained his irritation with difficulty. "Sorry,
Miss Morrill. We see to it that the wranglers are polite
and respectful, but we can't keep the dudes chained up."
He dropped the suitcases on the cabin floor and went
out before she could reply.

Ross went to the corrals. A black and white pinto
was saddled and tied to the fence. Beyond him stood
two huge blacks, with bulging panniers on their pack
saddles. He took his rope, entered the corral, and
dropped a neat loop on a bald-faced bay.

He was giving a final tug on the cinch when Kay Mor
rill approached in riding clothes. When she started to
walk behind the pinto, Ross suddenly grabbed her with
both hands and jerked her roughly to one side.

"Sorry, Miss. You don't want to come up to the stern
end of these ponies."

"That's absurd!" Her indignation was the greater
for his having taken her by surprise. "I've been
brought up with horses."

"Not with cayuses like these. They're gentle, but
they don't take to things they can't see." Then he added,
"There's dinner laid out for you in the house."

"No, thanks. I want to get started." Her anger was
well checked, but her tone was scornful when she added,
"I don't suppose you have anything so effete as an
English saddle."

"They don't work out well in mountain country," said
Ross. "You're riding Barney." He led the bay to her.
As she started to mount, Eastern fashion, he stopped



her. "That's asking for trouble—I'll show you how to
get on."

She followed his instructions, but there was no mis
taking the rage in her eyes. 'That was why Ross did
not put up too much resistance when she insisted upon
short stirrups. He merely said, "It really isn't wise,"
and set about shortening them.

-S OT that her blazing eyes intimidated him—but her
unreasonable attitude led him to believe that she was
hungry, and he felt that to goad anyone with an empty
stomach was dangerous. He took two sandwiches from
his saddlebags and handed them to her.

The pinto and Barney started off abreast, the pack
horses following without lead ropes. The trail left the
rolling bottom land and made for the ridge, a soaring,
jagged rampart of
rock, skirted with
dense stands of
majestic timber. | / \

It might have | j \
been the food or | J
she might really I ^ ^
have been im- i 1|H^>.
pressed. Anyway, |
she feinted at cor- Ij'Your^^ fs I

"I can't smell

hm'" resentment at

full - bodied climb.
Ross noticed an un-
easiness and discomfort in the girl's eyes as they as
cended into the steeper places. And, at times, when
xSarney gave up his smooth gaits for convulsive leaps
she seemed distinctly worried. Whenever they levelled
oit, more of Western Montana spread before them. Ross
began to name the rolling valleys and rocky crags, but

when he noticed her studied indifference.
ihen there was that unfortunate branch—a low

bough projecting too far over the trail. She saw it too
late and struck out with her hand to ward off the blow,
bo sudden was the motion that it caused the tip of the
branch to strike Barney in the eye. The big bay gave
a startled snort and leaped backward, then sidewise, in
one .uimp. Kay had risen in her stirrups and was
already off balance. She went off over the pinto's
shoulder.

Tl^ girl landed easily and rolled to a sitting position,
and Ross saw that she was not hurt. When she looked
around, she found him lengthening her stirrups, care
fully unconcerned.

Dropping his sombrero on her head, he said, "Wear
this and duck your head into it. I'm more used to it."

She stood up, furious at herself and at him. Her

The Elks Magazine

head was thrown back and her eyes flashing. Ross
thought he had never seen anything so beautiful. He
grinned.

"You asked for it."
They stopped to wind the horses at the top of a par

ticularly steep rise. It was a long shoulder running
out at right angles to the main ridge, almost dividing
the canyon in two with its bare, knifelike crest.

"North Spur," said Ross. "We're almost there."
The trail dropped for a short distance, then turned

sharply. A few rods of dense timber and they stood at
the edge of a tiny lake. It lay hidden in a pocket, with
the ridge rising sheer and bare almost directly behind
it. Ross pointed out the camp at the far end as he led
the way along the water's edge.

"Kay! Kay, darling! What are you ... ?" One
always heard Sue before seeing her. She was the

image of Kay, ex
cept that she bub-

r bled and squeaked,
f while Kay called

— her shots.
\ "Kay, this is Jim

Reynolds. Where
j did you come
[ from? Oh, and

Brad Jenks. Get
off and tell me
about it." The
young men beside
her proved that

/ >—,7"^ they were used to
Rf-' j / Sue by not trying

anything.
Byy / ^ They turned to

/ / \ ^ Ross and joined the
Xy i' \ ' three or four other
A/ 1 ; dudes who were

M clamoring for mail.
piloted her

f / H sister away from
/ \ the mob. Her re-

^ J / pressed indignation
• / suddenly exploded.

^ "What's this non-
y sense about your
f ' marrying a cow-

L it wonder-

; and I
. .... What

you mean, a cow-

"What do 7
mean?" She looked
dumfounded.
"You wrote me you

were going to elope with some fool ranch hand, that's
what I mean. I flew out to break it up."

Sue looked puzzled. "Did I write that?" Then she
laughed. "That must have been Rusty. We had a fight
and he got fired, and then the next day Jim and Brad
came and it happened just like that. We took one look
at each other and . . . ."

"You mean Jim or Brad?" Kay always had to inter
rupt her sister.

Jim, of course. Isn't he marvelous? Ross thinks
he's swell. Isn't Ross nice? He's just out of Stanford!"

"Ross just out of Stanford?" Kay's eyes widened.
"No, Jim. Ross is a Yale man."
"What?"
"Sure. Then he went to school out here—something

scientific. And he owns a wonderful factory somewhere
—I mean Jim does—and we're going to be married this
fall, we really are."

Sue was holding open the flap of a teepee. Her sister's
eyes were disgusted. "Honestly, Sue, this is the limit.
All night in a plane, all morn- iConthiued 0)i page Ul)
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In the upper left hand
corner is a caricature of
WJZ's Bob (Believe It
Or Not) Ripley, who re
lates of strange and para'
doxical doings of nature,
on Sundays at 1:30 P. M.

Also at top is a photograph of Bernice Claire, a decorative
young woman who sings for the Columbia Broadcasting System.

In circle is Nelsoti Eddy, who burst into fame with his singing
role in the motion picture, "Naughty Marietta," and will
shortly be seen with Jeanette MacDonald in "Rose Marie."
Eddy sings for NBC Station fVEAF on Monday evenings.

At lower right is Portland Hoffa, who is Mrs. Fred Allen
and that comedian's leading lady before WEAF's mike.

Below, center, is Aliss Basha Malinoff whose beautiful so
prano voice has frequently been heard in performances given
at the Hollywood Bowl, and by the Atnerican Opera Company
in Los Angeles and the Chicago Opera Company in Chicago,
as well as on the air via various and sundry well known radio
stations. She was soloist at the Hollywood Bowl for a year and
appeared with the San Francisco Opera Company.

Beloiv, left. Freeman Gosden and Charles Correll, who are
NBC's Amos 'n Andy to you^ missed a broadcast recently for
the first time in eight years. Out hunting, they forgot the time,
and their picture was taken to commemorate the occasion.

James Hargis Connelly

Pi;/ Lee
Jackson

Rav Lee Jackson
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Jbove are two gentlemen whose deft handling of the prin
cipal roles in Professional Soldier" makes that motion picture
the success it is. Freddie Bartholomew as the little King re
mains one of the screen's histrionic miracles. Victor McLag-
len, who can act like a fool when the spirit jnoves him—which
it usually does ts satisfactorily sentimental as his guardian angel.

%
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Above is Big Rosie, a doleful pachyderm
around whom the colossal and stupendous
doings of Ketu York's first circus-musical
comedy revolves. 1'Vhat with clowns and acro
bats and elephants, and Jimmy Durante plus
tuneful jnusic, "Jumbo" charms the senses and
snares the imagination. It will probably run
forever and we will be hearing about it for the
next decade.

At right are several of the gentlemen luho
help make "Jumbo" the smash hit it is.

At left is a taut scene from "Parnell," a
drama which concerns itself zuith the compli
cations of love and politics on the ould sod.
George Curzon and Alargaret Rawlings, both
London importations to the Kezu York stage,
lend their talents to make "Parnell" one of
the hits of the year.

In the loioer left hand corner you see a man
about to die. Ronald Colman, who is well-bred
even at the guillotine, ?nakes screen history
with his portrayal of Sidney Carton, the sacri
ficial hero of Charles Dickens' "Tale of Tiro
Cities." M-G-M's elaborate contribution to
the current cycle of historical cinemas. Mr.
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Cnl rnnn. f! sun^'r Br'it'ishpr.rrmn'uis ihis Dcf)(irt-
}/u'}if's clioife for I\{ust Perfect Geiulcmnn.

/it right is a portrait stmly of Osf/ood Per
kins, a skillfiiJ player zuho does much to
add to each theatrical season. Already this
year he has starrt d in "On Stage," an cxccl-
lent pLiy zuhich suffered an untimely demise at
the hands of the critics. Mr. Perkins is also
currently seen as the villain in Lily Pans'
picture, "I Dream Too Much." His acting
of the role confirms the impression that J\lr.
Perkins cannot give an inferior performance.

At right is a scene from "Dead End" a
melodrama by Sidney Kingsley u-hich is con
sidered by 7nany to be the best play in N^eiv*.
York. Mr. Kingsley trenchantly expresses his
not-so-private opinions of gangsters, G-men,
gutter urchins and snooty society ladies in
language ivhich can be—and frequently is—
heard on the streets of any city slum. The
play deals with a group of individuals who
live 071 a dead end street on the East River and
zcith a gangster who returns to the home of
his childhood zvhen fleeing from G-]Men.

The cinema icould appear to have broken out in a rash of cos
tume pictures telling of the modes and manners of another day.

Errol Flynn, aii engaging young Irishman newly come to the
films, plays Captain Blood in the 1936 Hollywood version of
that rousing tale by Rafael Sabatini. Below with a group of
congenial friends. Captain Blood may be observed in an attiiude
ichich suggests an interesting hour of bloodshed and slaughter.



A HE hot black coffee made me feel
a little better and I had a second

cup while Steve was filling the thermos
and making my ham-and-cheese on
white. He acted sort of patronizing
about that sandwich.

"You gettin' soft or something?" he
asked as he wrapped it and shoved it
down the counter. "Where's your
helper? You goin' it alone?"

I told him I was and kept sipping
my coffee.

"Thirty-five," Steve said. "And was
I you I'd take it easy with that sand
wich."

I knew what he meant. On a long
haul it's poor business to eat anything
after the first few hours. It makes you
sleepy, and sleep is a truck driver's
worst enemy. I know because I was
following right behind Shorty Bates
last year when he hit the side of an
overhead crossing and about five tons
of lumber slapped him in the back.

So we don't eat much. We drink cof
fee and chow caffein tablets. Steve's
advice was good, all right, but I didn't
want to explain the sandwich wasn't

u'?®' so I paid him and said:"I've never gone to sleep yet."
' If you had"—Steve waved his

counter rag—"you wouldn't be here.
Stay smart."

Outside it was cool and damp, and
there was a smell in the air of a storm
on its way. Three trucks—a Red-Ball
and two Tri-States—were parked in
the fiood-lighted corral next to the
bunkhouse, the protecting glare of the
bulbs and reflectors making thick
shadows that exaggerated their size.

Madge was still sleeping in her cor-
ner.of the seat, and after twelve hours
of it she still looked swell, with her
face shadowed a little by the dim glow

j dash light, and something softand warm reflecting from the white
ness of her throat. Madge wasn't the
tragile fluffy type, but she looked it
now. I d never seen her asleep before
ana 1 got a kick out of just looking at
her. Somehow, it gave me another

The Elks Magazine

4s I reached for the
door-knob I heard

her scream

Going My Way? by George
Harmon Coxe

angle on marriage; and the idea of being able to see
her this way often made me feel pretty good.

She did not wake up when I started the motor, just
hunched a little lower in the corner and burrowed the
side of her chin in the fur collar of her coat. After I
got straightened out on the road I thought about get
ting an arm around her. I wanted to hold her, have
her lean on me. But it was only a thought. You can't
drive one of these babies one-handed. I paid attention
to the I'oad.

The stretch was straight and flat here. My steady
thirty pulled the white lane of concrete back into the
headlights in an endless ribbon, and I got to thinking,
like I always do, about Madge and my job, and how
long it would be before we saved up the extra five hun
dred dollars.

If things had gone right we would have been
married by now. We had planned it all last How
much money we wanted to start off with, and how we
were going to get it. Only Madge got sick and lost her
job as stenographer, and left me to do the saving. I
wanted to get married anyway and live with my folks
for a while. But Madge said no. We'd wait until we
could have a decent honeymoon and pay cash for the
furniture and have a place of our own. That's why
1 gave up my day run and took this long-haul job. More
overtime and more money.

At that it was a grind, trying to build up the five
hundred she said we needed. Sometimes I guess I got
a little bitter about it, wondering whether getting mar
ried was worth the struggle. Maybe it would be a
struggle after we were married. But there would be
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some fun, too. This way it was all one-sided. Madge
home, and me away most of the time on account of the
schedule. Once I tried to figure out how many miles
I'd have to drive before we saved the money; but I
got discouraged when I began to see how slowly those
miles unrolled.

A bump where the concrete ended and the macadam
began, woke Madge up. I looked over and she was
watching me, her eyes shiny and smiling, her lips moist.
For a minute or so she just sat there, still drowsy
and hating to move, then she yawned like a contented
kitten and sat up. I forgot about the miles. If some
one had oiTered me what I wanted most in the next
minute I'd have taken a kiss and been grateful.

Madge arched her back and stared out of her side

of the cab into the darkness. When she looked back
at me her smile was gone. She asked me where we were
and I told her.

"How much longer?" she wanted to know.
"An hour and a half to New London," I told her.

"Two or two and a half to Providence and then you can
get out and stretch because I've got to do some unload
ing."

She looked at her wrist watch, moving towards me
and bending over so she could see the tiny hands in the
dash light. "And how long from there to Boston?"

"Another two hours."
"It's a quarter after twelve," she said dryly. "We

won't get in until after six."
I pushed the thermos and the sandwich towards her.

"You'll feel bett^er
after you get rid of
this."

Illustrations by I got a surprise
« then. She sat up

^ straight and said,
"You stopped I" with
an accusing sort of
tone, as though I'd
double-crossed her.

^"SureI stopped," I
said, and maybe I was
a little snappy be-
cause I thought she'd
be glad to get the cof-

and would like
she appreciated the

"Why didn't you

1^1 W- "I thought you'd
want all the sleep you

EpPY . could get. I fix it so
'i. / you get sleep and

food too and you

"Well—" she picked
at the waxed paper
around the sandwich,

^ her eyes following a
sedan that flashed
past and cut in front
of me. "You might
have told me."

We got back on a
straight stretch of

and I a
cigarette. I knew
what she was
tated about. She

•f hadn't intended to go
• ! to sleep: she didn^
H want to go to sleep.
H * But she had and that

^ made her sore.
HI ^ You see, on this sort of run there

'< would be some weeks when I'd only get
home two or three nights, and that
didn't give me much chance to take her
to the movies. Lots of times I'd be so
tired I'd go to sleep on her when I did
take her out, and that was not so glam-
orous. She knew why I was ^vhy I was,
doing this sort of work, but she hadn't
felt the pain of needing sleep, the ache
of fighting it when it pulled at vour

w . eyelids and your brain was drugged by
W " the droning lullaby of the motor until
f you saw things on the road that weren't

there. To her sleep was just a habit.
I think she came along with me to

find out for herself. She wanted to
visit an uncle in Boston, and she got
the idea that this would be an interest
ing way of doing it. Besides, she
argued, it would save the-three dollar



bus fare, wouldn't it? So I fixed it with my boss and
here we were.

The truck is a sleeper cab. Not a real modern one,
but there is a rough bunk in a sort of little trough
behind the seat, with ventilator shutters in each end
at the sides of the truck. Red, my helper, could get
two or three hours of sleep a night that way and we
could keep rolling without too much risk.

I looked over at Madge. She was eating half of the
sandwich and sipping coffee from the top of the thermos.

She didn't look at me; I wasn't feeling very sympa
thetic right then anyway. Because a while back I'd
been sorry for her and had tried to get her to crawl
over in the bunk and grab a few winks. But she got
proud or stubborn or something and wouldn't do it.
Now I told myself it was a good thing because after
this when I said I needed some sleep maybe she'd
know what I meant. And maybe she'd have some idea
of what it was like to wrestle a truck for twenty-four
hours.

She couldn't know about the cramps that got into the
calves of your legs, or the aching stiffness that spread
from your back and crept up through your neck and
shoulders. But she'd have a taste of it. Just sitting
is no picnic. After a while a truck seat gets like one
in the bleachers at the end of a double-header. No soft
spots any place.

At that it had been an easy trip. We'd got started
about one o'clock that noon, and we'd get through be
tween six and seven in the morning. Only about eigh
teen hours on the road. You can't kick at that. Plenty
of times Red and I've been twenty-four hours on the
road and thirty-five on duty, with nothing but a couple
winks behind the seat.

"Here. You want some?"
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I looked around. She was getting ready to pour some
coffee into the thermos top.

"Go ahead," I told her. "It's for you. I had some."
"We'll save it then," she said, and put in the cork

and screwed on the top.
I didn't argue because we were starting up a hill and

I knew I'd have three shifts to make before I got over
the top. Halfway up we were crawling and I had plenty
of time to look around. Below and to the right was
the Sound. You couldn't make out the shore line, but
you knew what you saw was water. It was blacker
than night, and flat, and a dampness floated up from
that direction and chilled the air. I think we could
have smelled the sea except for the truck, but all I got
was the exhaust and the roar of the engine.

I saw the fellow when I looked back at the road. He
was about a hundred yards ahead of us and the head
lights made him look small and hunched as he climbed.
I waited, sort of holding my breath, and sure enough
Madge crashed through.

"Why don't you give him a lift?"
I blew out my breath and said nothing for a minute.

I counted them. This was the fifth guy she'd wanted
to pick up. The first was just a suggestion, but the
argument got stronger every time.

"I've already told you," I said. "I don't give any
body a lift. It's orders."

"Orders," she sniffed. And then, to make it tougher,
this guy gives me the thumb.

Going slow like we were, it took us a long time to
catch up with him and I could see he was young, and
not a bad looking kid. His clothes were fairly decent,
too. I really wanted to stop. I've felt that way before.
But I like my job. And I almost lost it once when one
of the big shots in the office saw me pull into a check
ing station with an old guy I'd picked up outside of
Scranton. I was lucky to get (Continued on page Jt5).



Above: The art of bouncing or
"dribbling" the ball is difficult
to master. Left: Follotving the
ball off the backboard is one of
the game's first principles.
Right: Dr. James A. Naismith,
the father of basketball. When
back in 1891 he hung tico peach
baskets at opposite ends of a
small playing field at the
Springfield, Mass^ Y. M. C. A.
College he invented a game
which has swept not only the
nation but the whole world

The Peach Basket

Goes Big-Time
hy Edwin B. Dooley

WHEN back in 1891 Dr. James A. Naismith, aphysical instruc
tor at the Springfield, Massachusetts, Y.M.C.A. College, hung

two peach baskets at opposite ends of a small rectangular playing field,
gave his boys a soccer ball, and told them that the team shooting the
ball through the basket the most times in a definite period of play
would be the winner, he never dreamed he was inventing a pastime
that was soon to sweep over the entire nation and eventually around
the world.

Almost before Dr. Naismith's improvised baskets were worn out
and shattered by the repeated impact of the leather ball whisking
through the light wood hoops, the game was spreading across the land
with the rapidity of a forest fire. Amateur and professional teams
sprang up in many states, leagues were formed, and in less than a
decade basketball was known virtually everywhere. The technical sim-



Right, .jit top: A player will do
anything legitimate to gain control
of the ball. Right, below: A bas-
ketball court brings the center of
interest close to the spectators,

just as the prize ring does

plicity of the game, the absence of
complicated equipment and heavy or
cumbersome paraphernalia, and the
ease with which a court could be laid
out in any gymnasium or school yard
made it appeal strongly to schools,
recreation centers, clubs and colleges.

No sport in the entire category of
team or individually competitive
pastimes has a record of growth com
parable to that of basketball. Virtu
ally every high school and every col
lege is represented by a cage quintet.
Added to these groups are the pro
fessional leagues, and the industrial
conferences scattered throughout the
country. In interscholastic tourna
ments in Indiana, a state where bas
ketball is perhaps the most popular
of sports, and which each year sends
to the colleges some of its most tal
ented players, more than five thou
sand boys participate. In an elimina
tion tournament in North Carolina
last winter, more than three thou
sand high school students took part.

The tremendous popularity of the
game—a popularity attained within
the brief span of a single life—for
Dr. Naismith is still hale and active
in athletics in the Middle West—is
best appreciated by recalling the
tremendous success enjoyed by the
game last year in attendance, gate
receipts and the number of partici-

pants. While it has never been esti
mated accurately there is little doubt
but that there are far more basket
ball courts in the world today than
there are playing fields or courts for
the purposes of other pastimes.

Last fall, college teams playing at
Madison Square Garden on eight dif
ferent evenings, packed that vast
amphitheatre to the roof, and drew a
total "gate" of approximately 100,000
customers. That figure represented
only an insignificant portion of the
basketball loving public. At the
Palestra of the University of Penn
sylvania at Philadelphia, a building
constructed primarily, in fact exclu
sively, for the purposes of basketball,
packed houses of 14,000 were the
rule rather than the exception. In
the Western Conference, where the
Big Ten competition stirs up intense
rivalries each year, games were at-

Lefl, above: Dr. "Fnnff" Allen, of
Kanans Vnivi^rsily, n luudill^ leiicJli'r
of the g(inw m/ifjse former pupils
tin' sprv.nding his duclrines find slyln
of piny. Lefl, below: Conch Iloiviird
G. C.ann, of New York University,
another famous figure in basketball
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tended by crowds varying between
10,000 and 15,000.

In the South, the Southwest, and
even on the Pacific Coast, huge
throngs were the order of the day.
Basketball has a magnetic appeal, a
swiftness and suppleness of motion,
and a certain intimacy of proximity
to the players, that tends to attract
spectators and increase the popu
larity of the game. The quality of
teams of course has a lot to do with
the size of the crowd, but invariably
where competition is keen and stand
ards of play are high, there is never
a dearth of fans.

Right now the sport is in full swing.
Not a town, a city, a village, or even
the poetic hamlet that hasn't a team
representing it. From coast to coast
lively leather covered balls are beat
ing a symphony of vibrant activity
against thousands of backboards.
Girls as well as boys have teams, and
the fair sex plays the game Just as
ardently even if not so skillfully as
its sturdier brothers.

That basketball now merits a place
in the category of the nation's "big
time" pastimes is admitted by any
one acquainted with the facts. The
days when rivalries were limited to
neighboring schools or clubs are



Above, left: "Getting the jump" is
most important. Above, right: Nat
Holmnn, a leading exponent of the
^ame. Right, below: Neiv York Uni
versity and Kentucky struggling for
possession of the ball, a thrilling

part of any hasketbtdl game

Photos for l/tis iirticle /<'/ liileriiii-
lioiKil aiirt

gone forevei". Todaj' intersectional
Engagements packed with all the
color, ballyhoo, interest and excite
ment of Intersectional football games
hold the attention of the fans. Col
lege teams make transcontinental
trips perennially, covering thousands
of miles, and playing almost nightly.

Many of these trips are made with
out any expense to the college—the
players themselves paying their ex
penses, and travelling by motor car
to cut down their overhead. If the
particular team is a prominent one,
boasting a long line of triumphs,
and possessing a basketball heritage,
it invariably makes a substantial
profit.

Kentucky, Notre Dame, and Tem
ple, three outstanding quintets of
last season, made plenty of money by
appearing at the Garden last winter

to meet teams of their high^ calibre.
Ticket prices in big cities like New
York range from fifty cents to two
dollars and twenty cents, a scale
comparable to that of hockey or foot
ball.

This year, for the first time in the
history of the game, a team repre
senting the West Coast visited New
York for a game at Madison Square
Garden. The Westerners wore the
uniform of the Golden Bear of Cali
fornia, and engaged New York Uni
versity, long a leader in the sport,
and annually one of the greatest
cage machines in the game.

Purdue, a prominent Big Ten
team; Kentucky, one of the best fives
in the South; North Carolina, an

other ranking Dixie team; Rice In
stitute, the pride of the Southwest,
and Notre Dame are other promi
nent elevens which will engage in
important intersectional clashes in
New York this year.

There are several things that ac
count for basketball's present popu
larity, apart from the appeal which
the game has inherently for those
who play it. In the first place it is
simple basically, and easily under
stood. The spectators ait around the
court so close to the players, that
they can actually hear them breath
ing, see the expressions on their
faces, and catch the subtleties of
play. The present rules require a

(Continued on page 341
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editorial
A SUGGESTED NEW YEAR RESOLUTION

^ recognized time for the mak-
good resolutions; a convenient starting

for abandoning bad habits and forming
fact has been repeatedly com-

mented upon in these columns and suggestions
have been made from time to time for such resolutions
Naturally they have been, for the most part, of a specific
riaternal character.

This year asuggestion is made which is without any defi-
n.te fraternal significance, yet which does involve a duty
which IS fraternal in the broad sense that it is humanitarian
Ii relates to the care and consideration on the part of opera
tors of automobiles on the public highways.

The statistics for the past year indicate that there has been
no improvement in the tremendous number of fatalities
and casualties from this source; and that avery great percent
age of them continue to be directly attributable to lack of
care in operating motor vehicles.

The staggering totals of the killed and injured are com
parable with those incident to active warfare and they con
stitute a challenge to every agency with any capacity for
the promotion of public safety. They prompt this repeated
appeal to auto drivers for a more strict observance of the laws
and reasonable rules which have been established for the
safety to car occupants as well as to pedestrians.

This year the only suggestion here made for a New Year
Resolution is that each member of the Order who drives a
car pledge himself to agreater caution in operating it and to
a more )ust consideration for the rights of others upon the
highway, in the interest of humanity and the safety of those
to whom he owes that definite duty.

Agenerous response from our great membership will surely

reflect itself in more favorable statistics for the coming year,
and will constitute a valuable contribution to a cause of
primary humanitarian importance.

THE OLD FIRE-PLACE

here is much to be said, of course, for the
1^^ modern conveniences with which our present-

day homes are equipped. Electric lights, bath-
rooms, steam heat, electric refrigerators, tele
phones, radios, all contribute to our comfort,

ease and enjoyment of life. They have come to be regarded
as necessities and are to be found in even the most unpreten
tious of residences. But when the old-fashioned fire-place
was eliminated something more was abandoned than a mere
architectural feature and the physical use made of it, some
thing which cannot be replaced by any of the mechanical
devices adopted in its stead.

In the old wintry days, when darkness fell, the fire-place
with its blazing, crackling logs was the central feature of the
home. In its cheery glow the whole family gathered. Within
the radius of its brightness and warmth were combined the
library, the living room and the nursery. There father read
his paper, mother did her sewing, the children studied their
lessons, friends were entertained.

There was something homey about it, something that
created an atmosphere of happy domesticity. It seemed to
strengthen and sweeten the family ties of affection and
loyalty.

When alone, one sat in the big chair drawn close to the
chimney corner, a pipe between the teeth and a good book
in hand, there came a sense of peace and well being to which
the old fire-place made its own contribution.
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And when the book was laid aside one could gaze into the
leaping flames, or into the glowing embers, and see again
friendly faces dearly remembered. Perhaps one specially be
loved looked out with tender smile. Dreams came readily
there to wide-awake eyes. Visions evoked themselves. Prob
lems seemed easier to solve. Thoughts were not only clearer,
they were cleaner. The wholesome spirit of the hearthstone
insured this.

But there is no romance in a radiator. It does not invite

the family circle. No domestic spirit hovers over it. There
is nothing about it to stir one's fancies, or to conjure up
pleasant memories, or to prompt a real communion with one's
inmost soul. It is wholly utilitarian and uninspiring. No
sentiment ever attaches to it.

Mayhap most of us would be unwilling to forego the con
venience of the modern heating equipment to which we have
become accustomed. But those who recall the old fire-place
will realize that in its passing something went with it which
is a distinct loss to homelife at its best; something we would
gladly reclaim, if we only could.

THE FIELD IS RIPE

HE reports from the subordinate Lodges, as to
the members initiated in the Joseph T. Fanning
Class, on November 14th, indicate an aggregate
of Twenty Thousand additions to the Order
in that Class. It was the most successful event

of its kind in the Order's history.
The result shows a fine response to the appeal of the Grand

Exalted Ruler. It also bespeaks a splendid and deserved
tribute to Past Grand Exalted Ruler Fanning. But its greatest
significance lies in the fact that the efforts to secure candi
dates for the Class found the field of available candidates

ripe for the harvest.
As in all such cases, the work already done will continue to

bear fruit for months to come. Already many Lodges have

reported unusual numbers of applications now pending.
A maintenance of the fine spirit thus far displayed will

insure a most gratifying report on membership statistics at
Los Angeles. The field is indeed ripe. The harvest only needs
to be garnered.

WHERE PLEASING PROSPECTS ABOUND
one of the highways leading northward in

the Piedmont section of Virginia, as a sweeping
curve tops a gentle rise, there is brought into
view a peaceful landscape, typical of that
beautiful country. Woods and fields, with here

and there a nestling farm house, and rolling hills climbing
into the Blue Ridge Mountains in the distant background,
combine to present a pleasing prospect. And in the very
center of the scene, crowning a rounded foothill, stands a
little church, shining white against the green trees behind
and the greener fields on either side.

The modest building is without architectural pretentions;
but, with its tiny spire pointing upward, it is unmistakably a
church. And it adds a completing detail to the natural beauty
of the picture which nothing else could so effectively con
tribute. It not only captivates the eye, but there is a sugges
tion of basic wholesomeness about it which inspires a feeling
of grateful contentment.

Nothing can be radically wrong with a people who live in
such surroundings, with so obviously cherished and well
maintained a church in their midst. One does not bother to
consider what denomination it represents, nor to wonder what
creeds are recited therein; but instinctively recognizes the
fitness of its setting and feels a sympathetic response to all it
suggests.

In its essentials the picture is duplicated innumerable times
in every part of our great land. It is typical of rural America.
One does not tremble for the future of a country in which
such pleasing prospects abound.
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Under the

Spreading Antlers

News of Subordinate Lodges

Interesting Incidents of the
Joseph T. Fanning Classes

Many interesting incidents oc
curred in the initiations of the Jo
seph T. Fanning Classes which were
inducted into the Order in Novem
ber. ^ For instance, four of the six
candidates initiated by Riverside,
Calif., Lodge, No. 643, on November
14, were from one family. They were
Tom Topham and his three sons,
Will, Robert and Jim.

The initiatory work for Hancock,
Mich., Lodge, No. 381, was in charge
of a degree team made up entirely of
Past Exalted Rulers of Hancock
Lodge.

The meeting of November 14 was,
for Salida, Colo., Lodge, No. 808, one
of the outstanding sessions of the
Lodge's history in that the Joseph
T. Fanning Class, numbering 23
candidates, was the largest class ever
initiated into Salida Lodge. Among
the distinguished guests present
were Past Grand Exalted Ruler
John R. Coen of Sterling, Colo.,
Lodge; Milton L. Anfenger of Den
ver Lodge, an Associate Member of
the Grand Lodge Activities Commit
tee; State Pres. Jacob L. Sherman
of Denver Lodge, and D.D. W. R.
Crylie of Salida Lodge.
_ Douglas, Ariz., Lodge, No. 955, in
itiated seven candidates in the pres
ence of the largest gathering that
has been seen in the Lodge Home in
10 years.

W. W. Watts, Secy, of De Land,
Fla., Lodge, No. 1463, had the pleas
ure of proposing his two sons, Ken
neth B. and Winston Wilford
Watts, as members of the Joseph T.
Fanning Class. Kenneth was in
itiated into De Land Lodge while
Winston became a member, by re
quest, of San Diego, Calif., Lodge,
No. 168.

Lakeview, Ore., Lodge, No. 1536.
has an active membership of 240, a
roster that is large in view of the
fact that it is situated in one of the
smallest Lodge towns in the United
States. Lakeview has a population
ol only 3,000. Despite thi.s fact Lake-
view Lodge initiated, on November
14, a_ Jose])h T. Fanning Class of 30
candidates, with three reinstatement.^.
The class is equal to twelve per cent
ol the entire Lodge enrollment.

Quincy, Mass., Lodge, No. 943, in
itiated its Joseph T. Fanning Class

Throughout the Order

in its new Lodge room, which was
used for the lirst time.

The names of the members of the
Joseph T. Fanning Class initiated
by Columbus, Ga., Lodge, No. Ill,
and the sponsors of the candidates,
are to be inscribed on a scroll and
sent to the Elks National Memorial
Headquarters Building in Chicago
where they are to be made a part of
the permanent record of the Order.

Plainfield, N. J., Lodge, No. 885,
initiated among the candidates of its
Joseph T. Fanning Class, Walter L.
Hetiield, 3rd, and George F. Hetfield
in the presence of their father,
Walter L. Hetfield, Jr., who has
been a member of the Lodge for
some time.

Miami, Fla., Lodge, No. 948, in
itiated 81 candidates. Even this

TO

S /'V-

large class did not comprise the
entire number of applicants, as 110
applications for initiation in the
Class were received. A number of
the candidates, however, were unable
to be present on November 14 and
were to be initiated later. On Joseph
T. Fanning Night Miami Lodge also
increased the number of members
of the Ridolf family who belong to
Miami Lodge. The Ridolf Elks con
sist of J. W. Ridolf, Sr., and his four
sons. A grandson is a member of
the Antlers Lodge.

P.E.R. J. D. Romer, of Mount
Vernon, N. Y., Lodge, No. 842, had
the pleasure of seeing his two sons
initiated into the Order on November
14 as part of Mount Vernon
Lodge's Joseph T. Fanning Class.
Their picture appears on page 31.

•••P." ^ I

Top: nn'mbars of St. Joseph, Mo.. Lodge ivho ulteiidcd a party culled "A
fidinyard Sirul,'' (liven recently by the Lodge

Bottom: the float entered by Ontario, Calif., Lodge in the annual Ontario City
Armistici' Day Parade. E.xalled Ruler Gordon A. Billings /.s driving
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Lebanon, Pa., Lodge Enjoys
rkirty-Fifth Anniversary

Lebanon, Pa., Lodge, No. 631, in
stituted in November, 1900, cele
brated its 35th Birthday with an
elaborate program of entertainment
in the Lodge Home. Foremost among
the invited guests was Grand Ex
alted Ruler James T. Hallinan. At
the banquet, which was featured in
the course of the celebration and held
at the Hotel Weimer, Judge C. V.
Henry was Toastmaster. Judge Hal
linan delivered a most interesting ad
dress after which the Elks adjourned
to the Lodge Home for the cere
monies attendant upon the occasion.
A class of candidates, known as the
"35th Anniversary Class," was initi
ated.

Two nights later Ladies or Family
Night was held as part of the birth
day festivities. A theatre party was
given and later the anniversary buf
fet supper was held in the grill room
of the Lodge Home. The Grand An
niversary Ball with a iioor show took
place in the ballroom of the Home
and was largely attended by a crowd
of enthusiastic celebrants.

Aberdeen, Wash., Lodge
Sponsors Radio Programs

Aberdeen, Wash., Lodge, No. 593,
took on a new responsibility early
in the winter when it became co-
sponsor w-ith the Aberdeen Active
Club in presenting the annual radio

program featuring the "Sunshine
Kids." For several years this pro
gram has been sponsored by the Ac
tive Club in a drive for contribu
tions for Christmas charities. This
year the programs were broadcast
from the Aberdeen Lodge room
which offered greater facilities for
visitors than the Station used here
tofore. The largest assortment of
talent that has ever appeared on the
programs was featured.

When the season's broadcasting
was over, the money was turned over
to the Active Club for distribution
and gifts. The Elks assisted only
in raising money and sponsoring the
programs.

International Falls, Minn.,
Lodge Initiates 53

In the presence of nearly 100 Elks
from other northern Minnesota
Lodges, International Falls Lodge,
No. 1599, initiated 53 new members
at ceremonies held
in the Colony Club
on November 2.
The Degree Team
of Virginia, Minn.,
Lodge, No. 1003,
was in charge of
the impressive
services. Arthur
P. Johnson, Pres.
of the Minn. State
Elks Assn., was
among the promi
nent Elks present.

mm

Top: a group of Elhs belonging to GreybuU, Wyoming, Lodge, who gathered
outside Cody, Wyo., to greet visitors to their Lodge

/-OJier Picturej the cast of the 2nd Annual Minstrel Show, held recently by
DeKalb, III., Lodge, ivhich played before a packed house

Twenty-nine members of Duluth,
Minn., Lodge, No. 133, made the 165-
mile trip from Duluth by chartered
bus in order to attend. As one of the
features of the meeting the Duluth
delegation presented one of its mem
bers, John Paton, who now resides
in International Falls, with a life
membership in Duluth Lodge. Mr.
Paton played an important part in
the organization of International
Falls Lodge instituted last August.

Early in October the young Lodge
moved into new and commodious
quarters. A newly decorated hall has
recently been completed and is the
center of many social activities.

Greensboro, N. C., Lodge
Celebrates 35th Anniversary

The celebration of the 35th Anni
versary of Greensboro, N. C., Lodge,
No. 602, was held by the Lodge at
the King Cotton Hotel in Greens
boro. A program of songs and ad-

Above: the officers of Chico, Calif.,
Lodge, who tvere prominent attendants
at the Officers Conference of the North
District of California, held at Sacra

mento, Calif., Lodge

dresses was delivered. The guest of
honor and principal speaker of the
evening was Grand Exalted Ruler
James T. Hallinan who made a spe
cial trip to Greensboro to attend the
Anniversary banquet and ball.

On the day of the banquet Judge
Hallinan was escorted to Durham,
N. C., for the Carolina-Duke foot
ball game where a special block of
tickets had been set aside for the
Elks. Immediately after the game
the official party returned to Greens
boro for the anniversary festivities.

Peru, Ind., Lodge Warns
Lodges Not to Honor Card

J. H. Huber, Secretary of Peru,
Ind., Lodge, No. 365, warns Lodges
of the Order not to lend money to
Lester Miller, Member No. 738 in
Peru Lodge, holding Card No. 276
paid to April 1, 1936. The owner of
the card, who in November was in
the vicinity of Houston, Texas, has
been going from Lodge to Lodge
securing money which he fails to
repay, on the strength of his card.

(Continued on page 83)
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Again in 1936

CHEVROLETS
have been selected for the

ELKS GOOD WILL TOUR

A GENERAU MOTORS VALUE

These features of the 1936 Chevrolet will insure the con
economy of thousands of miles of transcontinents

NEW PERFECTED
HYDRAULIC BRAKES

tlu- sti/csl and smoothest ever dert'lopcd

high-compression ^
VALVE-IN-HEAD ENGINE pH
giviiifi crcn briipr porjorniatice aa

ii'illi even less gas and oil H

J S

SOLID STEEL one-piece
TURRET TOP

a croirn of beauty, a fortress of safety

-at-

SHOCKPROOF

STEERING* '
making driving easier
and safer than ever

before

I W IMPROVED
I GLIDING

KNEE-ACTION RIDE«

the smoothest, safest ride of all

'̂ •Available in Master De Luxe Models only. Knee-Action, $20.00 additional.
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PHESE FEATURES

CHEVROLET'^S

LOW PRICES

MasWr Dc Luxe Sport Sedan

ON TO California and Los Angeles . . . for the 1936 Grand
Lodge Convention! Again, this will be the mission of the

Elks Magazine Good Will Tour. And again, Chevrolet cars have
been chosen to take members of the of&cial invitation committee

on their westward journey . . . from points east and north and
south. This year, they'll ride in even greater comfort, safety and
economy than ever before. Thousands of miles of travel over
mountains and prairies—over good roads and bad roads—through
sunshine and storm—will be made more enjoyable and more

pleasant. Chevrolet's High-Compression Valve-in-Head Engine
will again maintain a strict schedule . . . and with outstanding
economy. And Chevrolet's New Perfected Hydraulic Brakes,
Improved Knee-Action Ride*, Solid Steel Turret Top Body, Shock-
proof Steering* and Genuine Fisher No Draft Ventilation will again
provide maximum comfort and safety.

CHEVROLET MOTOR COMPANY, DETROIT, MICHIGAN

6^ NEW GREATLY REDUCED G.M.A.C. TIME PAYMENT PLAN
The lowestfiuaucing cost in G.JV/.-'i. C. history. C-ompare (^hevrolet s low dt'liivrcd [irices.
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Eastern Edition

This Section Contains

Additional Neivs of

Eastern Lodges

Members of Hackensack, TV. J., Lodge and their ladws, who recently ^^^d
a unique party which took the form of a "Trip to Havana. At the wheel

is "Captain" William L. Seubert, Esteemed Loyal Knight

Nautical terms were used for de
signating every part of the 5. S. Elk
and with the use of but little imagi
nation the guests were able to enter
into the spirit and enjoy all the fun
of a real cruise.

Props were supplied by the Pa
nama Pacific Line and a large num
ber of prizes were presented by the
Steamship officials to guests during
the dinner program.

Entertainment for Residents
Of Elks National Home

The residents of the Elks National
Home at Bedford, Va., were recentlv
entertained with a musical scene
from "Old Kentucky," presented un
der the direction of Mrs. Beverly
Wortham. The cast of 25 members
all from Roanoke, Va., wore Colonial
costumes. The scene was laid in the
pre-war days of Old Kentucky. The
beautiful stage setting represented
the lai-ge living room of a southern
mansion of that time.

Nearly 400 residents of the Home
applauded the performance, enjoyinj?
in particular the singing of old, fa
miliar airs. At the conclusion of the
performance, J. E. Moyler, Exalted
Ruler of the Home Lodge, thanked
Mrs. Wortham and the cast for the
entertainment in a few well chosen
words. As a fitting testimonial of
their appreciation, the Home vpc.,-
dents presented Mrs. Wortham wi+l"
a large and beautiful bunch of o-wl
anthemums. A social hour 1 •
refreshments served bv thp
ment of the Home, brought
ning to a close. eve-

First Regional Meeting of
Tri-State Elks Association

The first regional meeting of the
Mai'yland, Delaware and District of
Columbia Elks Association was held
on the afternoon of November 10 at
the Home of Hagerstown, Md.,
Lodge, No. 378. The officers and
many members of the Tri-State
Assn., Committeemen and Grand
Lodge officers were present. Aside
from the regular business transacted,
Philip U. Gayaut, of Washington,
D. C., Lodge, Chairman of the State
Board of Trustees, presented a hand
some diamond-studded Past Presi
dent's pin to Harold E. Cobourn of
Havre de Grace, Md., Lodge, who
graciously accepted the gift with an
appropriate speech. Mr. Cobourn is
State Senator of the First Election
District of Maryland.

Among the proposals made at the
meeting was that of the Social Serv
ice Committee which suggested, for
a summer camp, the acquisition of
land on which buildings could be
erected. They would be supplied with
dormitories and a dining room and
kitchen equipped for the use of un
derprivileged children in the juris
diction of the Association. As
planned by the Tri-State Elks, the
project would be an ideal one for
the children of that section. Com
mittees were named during the ses
sion at the close of which a six
o'clock banquet was held with E. R.
Frank Kaiss, Jr., presiding.

Among the distinguished Elk''
present were George E. Strong, of
Washington Lodge, a member of tho
Grand Lodge Committee on Judici
ary; D. D. John E. Lynch, Washinjr-
ton; State Pres. A. Guy Miller, An
napolis, Md.; State Vice-Pres.'s John
J. Hafer, Frostburg, Md., Calvin
Harrington, Cambridge, Md., and

Charles M. Stump, Cumberland, Md.;
State Trustees Philip U. Gayaut,
Nathan G. Dorsey, Frederick, Md.,
N. Bosley Hoffman, Towson, Md.,
and E. L. Mobley, Hagerstown, Md.;
State Secy., R. Edward Dove, An
napolis, Md., State Treas., Calvert K.
Hartle, Hagerstown; Past State
Pres.'s Alfred W. Gaver, Frederick;
J. Morris Guider, Hagerstown, and
Harold E. Cobourn, Havre de Grace;
and P. D. D. James P. Swing, Cam
bridge.

Hackensack, N. J., Lodge
Holds Unique Event

An evening of entertainment re
cently held by Hackensack, N. J.,
Lodge, No. 658, took the unique form
of a cruise. More than 300 mem
bers and friends took part in_a syn
thetic boat trip to Havana which was
held in the Lodge Home.

Passengers on the 5. S. Elk "sail
ing" from Hackensack under the
command of "Captain" William L.
Seubert, Est. Loyal Knight, went
aboard the "ship" over a regulation
canopied gangplank over which the
familiar red and green ship's lights
and pennants carried out the illu
sion. The entire interior of _the
Lodge Home was decorated to simu
late a luxury cruise liner.

Deck sports on the promenade
deck, including shuffle board, horse
racing and deck tennis, with dancing
and the sei-ving of refreshments, en
tertained the "passengers.^ _

Continuing the illusion. Captain
Seubert presided at the gala Cap
tain's Dinner marking the supposed
final night of the trip, and the "pas
sengers" experienced the thrill
shortly after midnight of witnessing
the projection on a sci-een of the
supposed arrival of the ship in Ha
vana Harbor.

Fort Pierce, Fla., Lodee
Holds Public Fish Fry

On Armistice Day, Fnvf r>-
Fla., Lodge, No. 1520, marked thfoc:
casion by giving a free publirfl4
fry as apart of the American Legion
program m celebrating the Armi-
stice. Approximately 800 people par
ticipated in the fry a large number
being Elks and Legionnaires.
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Results of the
Joseph T. Fanning Class

Initiation
The Joseph T. Fanning' Glass, initiated on November 14th, was the most successful event of its
kind in the Order's history. As this issue of The Elks Magazine goes to press reports are still
coming in from subordinate Lodges all over the country, and while the number of new and re
instated members listed below is not complete, we are confident that, when all reports have
been received from all the subordinate Lodges, the Class will pass the twenty thousand mark.

27

Alabama

Birmingham, 44; Blocton (West Bloc-
ton), 3; Ensley, 50; Florence, 24; Mo
bile, 40; Montgomery, 3; Selma, 4; Shef
field, 26.

Alaska
Cordova, 13; Fairbanks, 21; Ketchi-

kan, 20; Juneau, 36.
Arizona

Ajo, 2; Clifton, 14; Douglas, 7; Flag
staff, 5; Globe, 10; Jerome, 14; King-
man, 10; Miami, 20; Nogales, 5;
Phoenix 31; Prescott, 16; Tucson, 11;
Winslow, 8; Yuma, 56.

Arkansas

Little Rock, 2; Marianna, 7; North
Little Rock, 49; Texarkana, 12.

California
Alhambra, 10; Anaheim, 35; Bakers-

field, 7; Berkeley, 17; Brawley, 6;
Calexico, 3; Chico, 6; Compton, 4; El
Centro, 21; Eureka, 15; Fresno, 4;
Glendale, 13; Grass Valley, 2; Han-
ford, 1; Hollister, 10; Huntington
Park, 19; Inglewood, 14; Long Beach,
11; Los Angeles, 17; Marysville, 22;
Merced, 15; Modesto, 5; Monrovia,
25; Monterey, 32; Napa, 7; Nevada
City, 7; Oakland, 9; Oceanside, 13; On
tario, 4; Orange, 7; Oroville, 4; Oxnard,
12; Palo Alto, 2; Pasadena, 5; Pitts-
burg, 4; Porterville, 8; Red Bluff, 7;
Redding, 5; Redlands, 9; Redondo
Beach, 9; Richmond, 14; Riverside, 7;
Sacramento, 10; Salinas, 7; San Ber
nardino, 6; San Diego, 21; San Fer
nando, 10; San Francisco, 34; San Jose,
15; San Luis Obispo, 12; San Mateo,
22; San Pedro, 9; San Rafael, 30;
Santa Ana, 2; Santa Barbara, 30; Santa
Cruz, 15; Santa Mai'ia, 3; Santa Monica,
15; Santa Rosa, 7; Sonora, 9; Stockton,
10; Susanville, 10; Taft, 8; Tulai'e, 4;
Vallejo, 17; Ventura, 4; Visalia, 15;
Watsonville, 2; Woodland, 4.

Canal Zone

Cristobal, 26; Panama Canal Zone
(Balboa), 13.

Colorado

Alamosa, 10; Boulder, 14; Brighton,
1; Canon City, 6; Colorado Springs, 1;
Craig, 5; Cripple Creek, 1; Delta, 5;
Denver, 14; Fort Collins, 11; Fort Mor
gan, 4; Grand Junction, 3; Greeley, 39;
Idaho Spi'ings, 4; La Junta, 2; Lamar,
3; Leadvi lie, 6; Longmont, 20; Love-
land, 3; Montrose, 4; Ouray, 2; Pueblo,
21; Salida, 24; Sterling, 34; Telluride,
11; Walsenburg, 3.

Connecticut

Ansonia, 1; Bridgeport, 6; Bristol, 2;
Danbury, 14; Greenwich, 1; Hartford,
17; Meriden, 16; Middletown, 8; New
Britain, 5; New Haven, 9; New London,

2; Norwalk, 6; Norwich, 8; Putnam, 16;
Rockville, 2; Stamford, 5; Torrin^on,
23; Waterbury, 5; West Haven, 2; Wil-
limantic, 13; Winsted, 2.

Florida

Arcadia, 9; Clearwater, 3; Cocoa, 5;
Dajrtona Beach, 16; De Land, 17; Eustis,
3; Fort Lauderdale, 4; Fort Myers, 51;
Fort Pierce, 14; Gainesville, 1; Jack
sonville, 15; Key West, 3; Lake City, 11;
Lakeland, 15; Lake Worth, 4; Mari
anna, 3; Miami, 149; New Smyrna, 19;
Ocala, 3; Orlando, 4; Palatka, 4;
Panama City, 30; Pensacola, 13; Quincy,
1; St. Augustine, 9; St. Petersburg, 45;
Sanford, 9; Sarasota, 3; Sebring, 3;
Tallahassee, 21; Tampa, 11; West Palm
Beach, 69.

Georgia
Albany, 11; Americus, 41; Athens, 8

Atlanta, 40; Columbus, 23; Douglas, 13
Fitzgerald 8; La Grange, 2; Macon, 3
Waycross, 15.

Idaho

Blackfoot, 8; Boise, 46; Burley, 18;
Caldwell, 3; Coeur d'Alene, 19; Idaho
Falls, 11; Lewiston, 32; Moscow, 14;
Nampa, 84; Pocatello, 46; St. Maries,
11; Sandpoint, 26; Twin Falls, 8; Wal
lace, 28.

Illinois
Aurora, 52; Beardstown, 7; Belleville,

5; Belvidere, 1; Bloomington, 8; Blue
Island, 11; Cairo, 41; Carbondale, 12;
Centralia, 2; Champaign, 63; Charles
ton, 4; Chicago, 134; Chicago (South
Side), 60; Cicei'o, 67; Danville, 5; Deca-
tur, 5; DeKalb, 1; DesPlaines, 5; Dixon,
27; Du Quoin, 11; East St. Louis, 3; Elgin,
5; Elmhurst, 56; Evanston, 9; Free-
port, 2; Galesburg, 16; Harrisburg, 33;
Harvey, 7; Herrin, 6; Highland Park, 6;
Jacksonville, 50; Jerseyville, 5; Kanka-
kee, 31; Kewanee, 10; Lake Forest, 4;
Lawrenceville, 1; Lincoln, 16; Macomb,
9; Mattoon, 4; Mendota, 15; Moline, 60;
Mount Carmel, 6; Mount Vernon, 3;
Murphysboro, 16; Oak Park, 51; Ottawa,
8; Paris, 4; Quincy, 15; Robinson, 9;
Rockford, 68; Rock Island, 6; Spring
field, 41; Sterling, 8; Streator, 12;
Taylorville, 11; XJrbana, 11; Waukegan,
4; West Frankfort, 12; Woodstock, 7.

Indiana
Alexandria, 3; Anderson, 4; Bedford,

5; Bloomington, 34; Bluffton, 12; Boon-
ville, 1; Brazil, 3; Columbia City, 3;
Columbus, 5; Connersville, 5; Craw-
fordsville, 22; Decatur, 29; East
Chicago, 29; Elkhart, 4; Elwood, 1;
Evansville, 68; Fort Wayne, 17; Frank
fort, 14; Garrett, 16; Gary, 86; Goshen,
2; Greencastle, 21; Gi'eensburg, 6; Ham

mond, 4; Hartford City, 2; Huntington,
11; Indianapolis, 11; Jeffersonville, 2;
Kendallville, 12; Kokomo, 27; La Fay-
ette, 23; La Porte, 33; Lebanon, 3; Lig-
onier, 2; Linton, 20; Logansport, 41;
Madison, 10; Marion, 15; Michigan
City, 7; Mount Vernon, 20; Muncie,
9; New Albany, 4; Newcastle, 2;
Noblesville, 12; Peru, 28; Portland,
14; Richmond, 42; Rushville, 6; Shelby-
ville, 10; South Bend, 44; Sullivan, 7;
Terre Haute, 28; Tipton, 5; Union City,
5; Valparaiso, 4; Vincennes, 11; Wa-
bash, 1; Warsaw, 35; Washington, 6;
Whiting, 8.

Iowa

Atlantic, 5; Boone, 11; Burlington, 2;
Cedar Rapids, 9; Centerville, 30; Charles
City, 2; Clinton, 3; Council Bluffs, 13;
Creston, 4; Davenport, 29; Decorah,
21; Des Moines, 9; Dubuque, 33; Esther-
ville, 61; Fairfield, 9; Fort Dodge, 22;
Fort Madison, 5; Grinnell, 48; Iowa
City, 7; Keokuk, 4; Marshalltown, 4;
Mason City, 17; Muscatine, 11; Newton,
6; Oelwein, 23; Ottumwa, 11; Perry, 7;
Red Oak, 16; Shenandoah, 3; Sioux City,
33; Waterloo, 55; Webster City, 8.

Kansas

Atchison, 13; Augusta, 2; Chanute, 8;
Cherryvale, 4; Concordia, 20; Fort
Scott, 13; Galena, 9; Garden City, 2;
Goodland, 4; Great Bend, 20; Hutchin-
son, 98; Independence, 4; lola, 5; Junc
tion City, 38; Lawrence, 13; Leaven-
worth, 154; McPherson, 4; Manhattan,
9; Newton, 1; Osawatomie, 25; Ottawa,
3; Pittsburg, 11; Pratt, 15; Salina, 23;
Topeka, 79; Wellington, 2; Wichita, 20;
Winfield. 1.

Kentucky
Ashland, 42; Bowling Green, 8; Cat-

lettsburg, 28; Covington, 12; Csmthiana,
6; Frankfort, 12; Fulton, 2; Hickman, 3;
Lexington, 1; Louisville, 51; Madison-
ville, 11; Middlesboro, 32; Newport, 24;
Owensboro, 5; Princeton, 28; Richmond,
16.

Louisiana

Alexandria, 2; Baton Rouge, 18;
Houma, 2; Natchitoches, 6; New Oi--
leans, 37; Shreveport, 4.

Maine

Bath, 5; Biddeford-Saco, 15; Gardi
ner, 8; Houlton, 1; Millinocket, 1; Port
land, 3; Rockland, 9; Rumford, 7; San
ford, 6; Waterville, 2.

Maryland, Delaware and District
of Columbia

Baltimore, Md., 14; Crisfield, Md., 1;
Cumberland, Md., 17; Frederick, Md.,
13; Fi'ostburg, Md., 5; Hagerstown,

(Contbmed on page 82)
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Above: Those tvho attended the 59lh Anniversary of Chicago, III., Lodge, No. 4. Grand Exalted Ruler
Jfimes T. Hallinan honored the lodge with his presence

On Wednesday, November 20,
Grand Exalted Ruler James T. Hal
linan visited Huntin^ton, N. Y.,
Lodge, No. 1565, where he joined
100 members of the Lodge at a ban
quet. During the course of his after-
dinner address. Judge Hallinan told
the Huntington Elks about the
$ 1,000 scholarship
that has been set ISiCi - •
aside in honor of the wF-r,
late Will Rogers, the
award to be made an- '*•1
nually by the Order ^
to some promising ^
youngster who will
thus be aided in the
pursuit of higher edu- •

Judge Hallinan was
met at Commack by a
police escort and mo-
torcade. Before the
banquet he addressed
the assembled frater-
nal dignitaries in the jHR^
Lodge Home, and ^
after the banquet the
program arranged for
the Grand Exalted Ruler's official
visit was conducted in the Masonic
Building on New York Avenue. A
buffet supper at the Lodge Home
brought the evening to a close. Dele
gations from Freeport, Brooklyn,
Queens Borough, Glen Cove, Hemp-
stead and Patchogue were present.

Judge Hallinan's next visit was
paid to Monessen, Pa., Lodge, No.
773. Saturday, November 23, was
a memorable day for that Lodge and
for the Elks of the Pennsylvania
Southwest District. It was the iirst
official visit of a Grand Exalted Ruler
to the District and hundreds of mem
bers of the Order attended. All of
the 21 Lodges in the District sent

representatives. Judge and Mrs.
Hallinan had been met by a reception
committee of Elks and their ladies
in Pittsburgh and were accompanied
to Monessen by a delegation of Pitts
burgh Elks and by Past Grand Ex
alted Ruler John K. Tener of Char-
leroi, Pennsylvania, Lodge.

4* irX^

served in

nf i-oom with 100

and entertainment were p^^vid^ed'fo^HLeft: Pennsylvania Elks
p "»c Home of Lebanon,
I a., Lodge on the 35th An
niversary of the Lodge,
judge Hallinan spoke here

Heloiv: distinguished Elks
at the Chicago Birthday
DUiner; seated in froftt

bi ' ai, --T^« Past Grand Exalted
P-uler Bruce A. Campbell;

jr. Louis M. Cohn, oldest C"'-
' ' cago member; Judge Hal-

linan; Grand Secretary J-
Edgar Masters, and Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Floyd

E. Thomnson
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At 3 o'clock a short afternoon Lodge
session was held at which Judge
Hallinan addressed the assemblage
that crowded the Lodge room to the
doors. Short talks were also made
by Mr. Tener and D.D. James A. El
lis of Carnegie, Pa., Lodge. Mayor
James Gold delivered a welcome
speech and presented Judge Hallinan
with a miniature gold key to the city,
and Ben Kettering, a charter mem
ber of Greensburg, Pa., Lodge, pre
sented him with a gavel and whisk
broom. A committee of ladies en
tertained Mrs. Hallinan during the
afternoon.

Among the prominent Pennsyl
vania Elks present, in addition to
the 20 of the 21 Exalted Rulers of
the Southwest District Lodges, were
Past State Pres. John F. Nugent, a
member of the Grand Lodge Audit
ing Committee; Past State Pres.
F. J. Schrader; D.D.'s James Ellis
and W. C. Kipp, and P.D.D.'s Fran
cis T. Benson, S. P. Flenniken, Wil
liam D. Hancher, Ralph C. Robinson,
John F. Lowers and Charles S. Brown.

From Monessen Judge Hallinan
proceeded to Milwaukee, Wis., where
on November 25 he attended a testi
monial dinner given in his honor and
witnessed the initiation of 100 can
didates into the Lodge. The Grand
Exalted Ruler delivered an inspiring
address to the large number of Elks
assembled in the handsome Home of
Milwaukee Lodge, No. 46. Many dis
tinguished members of the Order
were present at the meeting, among
them being Grand Secretary J. Ed
gar Masters and Judge Henry C.

Right: Elks of Greensboro, N. C.,
Lodfie gathered together to cele
brate the 35lh Anniversary of the
Lodge, and to hear the Grand

Exalted Ruler speak

Deloiv: Monessen, Pc-, Elks,
grouped in front of their Lodge
Home with Grand Exalted Ruler
Hallinan, on the occasion of his

visit there

Warner, of Dixon, 111., Lodge, Sec
retary of the Board of Grand Trus
tees. Mrs. Hallinan accompanied her
husband on his visit.

Following the Milwaukee meeting
Judge and Mrs. Hallinan, accom
panied by Mr. Masters, drove with
Judge Warner to Rockford, 111.,
Lodge, No. 64. The Grand Exalted
Ruler spoke at a noon meeting at
tended by nearly 200 representative
business and professional men who
are members of Rockford Lodge.
During the meeting Mrs. Hallinan
was the guest of Mrs. Warner who
entertained a party of ladies from
Rockford and Dixon at luncheon.

Subsequently the Grand Exalted
Ruler and his party proceeded to
Dixon for an evening meeting with
Dixon, 111., Lodge, No. 779, where a
class initiation was held. Thirty-five
new and reinstated members were
added to the rolls. The banquet given
by Dixon Lodge was attended by
more than 300 Elks and their ladies,
among those present being Mrs.
Hallinan, Mr. Masters, Judge War
ner, D.D. Philip H. Ward of Sterling
Lodge, and P.D.D.'s Louis Pitcher,
Dixon Lodge; A. J. Holtz, Rockford
Lodge, and John W. Dubbs and D. M.
Lotts of Mendota Lodge. The ladies
were guests of Judge Warner during
the Lodge session. A theatre party
at the Dixon Theatre was given for
all who wished to attend. At the
close of the Lodge session a dancing
party furnished entertainment for
the Elks and their ladies for the re
mainder of the evening.

Judge Hallinan's next visit was

wwm

made on November 27 to Lebanon,
Pa., Lodge, No. 631, on the occasion
of the Lodge's 35th anniversary
celebration. An account of the event
appears in the "Under the Spreading
Antlers" columns in this issue.

Selecting Utica, N. Y., as a cen
tral locality in which to meet, the
Exalted Rulers of the New York
State Lodges responded to an invita
tion from the Grand Exalted Ruler
to participate in a conference with
him on Sunday, December 8. The
meeting was held for the purpose of
securing a better understanding of
problems which confront the Order
at this time. Included in the invita
tion were a number of Grand Lodge
officers, the District Deputies, and
several officers of the N. Y. State
Elks Assn. The number present
totaled 110.

Lunch was served at 1:30 P. M. in
the well appointed dining room of
Utica Lodge, No. 33. E.R. J. Brad
bury Gei-man, Jr., extended a hearty
and cordial welcome to t>.e assem
blage, after which Judge Hallinan
outlined clearly and forcefully his
views and wishes with respect to the
needs of the present. Other speakers
included State Pres. George W. Den-
ton of Gloversville Lodge; Grand
Trustee William T. Phillips of New
York Lodge; Charles S. Hart of
Mount Vernon Lodge, Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Activities Commit
tee, and Philip Clancy of Niagara
Falls Lodge, Secy, of the N. Y. State
Elks Assn. Others responding to
the invitation included Past State
Pres.'s Joseph Brand, Bronx Lodge,

George J. Winslow, Utica Lodge, and
John T. Gorman, Owego Lodge, and
D.D.'s Michael A. Petroccia, Glen
Cove Lodge; John P. Doyle, Mount
Kisco Lodge; Stephen McGrath,
Oneida Lodge; William A. Wolff,
Rome Lodge, and Francis G. Roddy,
Troy Lodge.

At the termination of the confer
ence the Grand Exalted Ruler intro
duced individually each Exalted
Ruler present, after which he held a
reception with opportunity for all to
greet him personally. Other visits
made by The Grand Exalted Ruler
will be reported in next month's
issue of The Elks Magazine.
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(Continued from page 27)
Md., 23; Havre de Grace, Md., 1; Tow-
son, Md., 4; Washington, D. C., 78.

Massachusetts

Adams, 17; Attleboro, 5; Boston, 31;
Brockton, 31; Brookline, 4; Cambridge,
10; Chelsea, 2; Clinton, 2; Concord, 1;
Everett, 11; Fall River, 8; Fitchburg, 4;
Gardner, 2; Gloucester, 7; Greenfield, 7;
Haverhill, 9; Holyoke, 5; Hyannis, 6;
Lawrence, 12; Leominster, 3; Lowell, 16;
Lynn, 2; Maiden, 2; Medford, 4; Mel-
rose, 3; Middleboro, 22; New Bedford,
14; Newburyport, 3; Newton, 2; North
ampton, 2; North Attleboro, 7; Nor
wood, 5; Peabodv, 4; Pittsfield, 14;
Plymouth, 2; Quincy, 23; Revere, 6;
Springfield, 10; Taunton, 1; Wakefield,
3; Wareham, 4; Webster, 4; Westfield,
3; Winthrop, 7; Wobum, 4; Worces
ter, 1.

Michigan
Alma, 4; Alpena, 11; Ann Harbor, 8;

Battle Creek, 22; Bay City, 22; Benton
Harbor, 12; Big Rapids, 1; Cadillac, 8;
Coldwater, 1; Detroit, 79; Dowagiac, 7;
Femdale, 11; Flint, 15; Grand Rapids,
55; Hancock, 1; Hillsdale, 5; Holland,
11; Ionia, 9; Iron Mountain, 6; Iron-
wood, 2; Jackson, 44; Kalamazoo, 26;
Lansing, 12; Manistee, 6; Manistique, 6;
Monroe, 7; Mount Pleasant, 14; Mus-
kegon, 6; Niles, 9; Owasso, 17; Pontiac,
11; Port Huron, 9; Royal Oak, 50;
Saginaw, 18; St. Joseph, 2; Sault Ste.
Marie, 15; South Haven, 1; Sturgis, 12;
Travers City, 9.

Minnesota

Albert Lea, 10; Austin, 21; Bemidji,
8; Brainerd, 3; Crookston, 11; Fari-
bault, 3; Fergus Falls, 19; Hibbing, 22;
International Falls, 62; Mankato, 11;
Owatonna, 2; Red Wing, 4; Rochester,
3; St. Cloud, 7; St. Paul, 31; Stillwater,
4; Thief River Falls, 7; Virginia, 14;
Willmar, 10.

Mississippi
Biloxi, 27; Canton, 26; Clarksdale, 1;

Columbus, 7; Corinth, 5; Greenville, 3;
Greenwood, 5; Gulfport, 18; Hatties-
burg, 8; Jackson, 9; Natchez, 13.

Missouri
Clinton, 3; Columbia, 10; De Soto, 2;

Excelsior Springs, 2; Joplin, 5; Kansas
City, 34; Lexington, 19; Macon, 4; Ne
vada, 7; Poplar Bluff, 2; Rich Hill, 2;
St. Joseph, 31; St. Louis, 34; Sedalia, 5;
Springfield, 1; Trenton, 9; Warrens-
burg, 18; Washington, 8.

Montana

Anaconda, 5; Billings, 3; Butte, 8;
Dillon, 2; Glendive, 11; Great Falls, 17;
Havre, 65; Kalispell, 15; Lewistown, 2;
Livingston, 17; Miles City, 28; Missoula
("Hellgate"), 18; Red Lodge ("Bear
Tooth"), 4.

Nebraska

Alliance, 10; Chadron, 5; Fairbury,
1; Falls City, 5; Fremont, 29; Grand
Island, 9; Hastings, 18; Kearney, 3;
Lincoln, 27; McCook, 3; Nebraska City,
16; Norfolk, 5; North Platte, 11;
Omaha, 38; Scottsbluff, 6; York, 4.

Nevada

^ Ely, 15; Goldfield, 12; Las Vegas, 9;
Reno, 2; Tonopah, 5.

New Hampshire
Berlin, 4; Claremont, 2; Concord, 2;

Dover, 4; Franklin, 3; Keene, 4; La-
conia, 5; Manchester 1; Nashua, 4;
Portsmouth, 3; Rochester, 1.

New Jersey
Asbury Park, 7; Atlantic City, 2;

Bayonne, 25; Bergenfield, 4; Bloomfield,

2; Boonton, 2; Bridgeton, 7; Burlington,
8; Camden, 51; ClifFside Park, 8; Clif
ton, 9; Dover, 3; Dunellen, 4; East
Orange, 1; Elizabeth, 19; Englewood,
14; Freehold, 5; Hackensack, 8; Ho-
boken, 8; Jersey City, 34; Keamy (Ar
lington), 8; Lakewood, 23; Lambert-
ville, 3; Long Branch, 10; Lyndhurst,
14; Madison, 3; Millville, 10; Montclair,
2; Morristown, 2; Mount Holly, 4; New
ark, 56; New Brunswick, 18; Newton,
2; Nutley, 3; Orange, 2; Passaic, 3;
Paterson, 151; Penns Grove, 5; Perth
Amboy, 1; Phillipsburg, 8; Plainfield,
19; Rahway, 3; Red Bank, 5; Ridgefield
Park, 10; Ridgewood, 5; Rutherford,
24; Somerville, 1; South Orange, 8;
Summit, 2; Trenton, 5; Union, 7; Union
City, 78; Vineland, 2; Washin^on, 6;
Weehawken, 17; Westwood, 1.

New Mexico

Albuquerque, 39; Clovis, 6; Gallup, 11;
Las Vegas, 8; Raton, 7; Roswell, 19;
Santa Fe, 20; Silver City, 1; Tucum-
cari, 10.

New York

Albany, 11; Albion, 19; Auburn, 14;
Bath, 9; Beacon, 2; Binghamton, 8;
Bronx, 13; Brooklsm, 109; Buffalo, 52;
Catskill, 4; Corning, 13; Cortland, 6;
Dunkirk, 8; Elmira, 20; Freeport, 35;
Fulton, 11; Geneva, 5; Glen Cove, 8;
Glens Falls, 10; Gloversville, 5; Great
Neckj 9; Hempstead, 9; Herkimer, 10;
Hoosick Falls, 2; Hornell, 7; Hudson, 9;
Huntington, 2; Ilion, 32; Ithaca, 8;
Jamestown, 12; Kingston, 19; Liberty,
5; Little Falls, 9; Lynbrook, 2; Lyons,
17; Malone, 16; Mamaroneck, 4; Me
dina, 5; Middletown, 9; Mount Kisco, 2;
Mount Vernon, 85; Newark, 2; New-
burgh, 8; New Rochelle, 18; New York,
116; Niagara Falls, 9; North Tona-
wanda, 4; Norwich, 9; Ogdensburg, 12;
Olean, 7; Oneida, 4; Oneonta, 6; Ossin-
ing, 8; Oswego, 1; Owego, 6; Patchogue,
1; Peekskill, 4; Plattsburg, 5; Poi't
Chester, 2; Port Jervis, 28; Pough-
keepsie, 94; Queens Borough, 73; Ro
chester, 22; Rome, 20; Salamanca, 6;
Saranac Lake, 6; Schenectady, 11;
Seneca Falls, 4; Staten Island (Staple-
ton), 10; Syracuse, 10; Ticonderoga, 6;
Troy, 10; Utica, 14; Watertown, 4;
Watkins Glen, 7; Wellsville, 21; White
hall, 6; White Plains, 10; Yonkers, 3.

North Carolina

Asheville, 26; Charlotte, 25; Concord,
9; Durham, 15; Greensboro, 104; High
Point, 3; New Berne, 2; Salisbury, 11;
Wilmin^on, 1; Winston-Salem, 11.

North Dakota

Bismarck, 37; Devils Lake, 8; Dick
inson, 13; Fargo, 18; Grand Forks, 22;
Jamestown, 20; Mandan, 3; Minot, 9;
Valley City, 6; Williston, 34.

Ohio

Akron, 40; Alliance, 17; Ashland, 8;
Ashtabula, 9; Athens, 4; Barberton, 22;
Bellaire, 1; Bellevue, 13; Bowling Green,
1; Bucyrus, 10; Cambridge, 11; Canton,
31; Chillicothe, 10; Cincinnati, 26; Cir-
cleville, 12; Cleveland, 22; Columbus,
18; Conneaut, 63; Coshocton, 8; De
fiance, 86; Delaware, 15; Dover, 4; East
Liverpool, 3; Findlay, 7; Fostoria, 1;
Galion, 9; Gallipolis, 14; Greenville, 6;
Hillsboro, 2; Ironton, 81; Jackson, 10;
Kent, 7; Lakewood, 20; Lancaster, 8;
Lebanon, 3; Lima, 3; Logan, 8; Lorain,
4; Mansfield, 19; Marietta, 7; Marion,
15; Martins Ferry, 6; Marysville, 5;
Middletown, 3; Mount Vernon, 3; Na
poleon, 2; Nelsonville, 43; Newark, 8;
Newcomerstown, 11; New Lexington, 5;
New Philadelphia, 25; Painesville, 9;
Piqua, 7; Portsmouth, 9; Ravenna, 32;
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Salem, 19; Sidney, 7; Steubenville, 7;
Tiffin, 2; Toledo, 17; Troy, 4; Uhrichs-
ville, 11; Upper Sandusky, 4; Van Wert,
30; Wapakoneta, 2; Warren, 3; Wash
ington, C. H., 5; Wellsville, 1; Willard,
7; Wilmington, 1; Wooster, 7; Xenia, 8;
Youngstown, 14; Zanesville, 5.

Oklahoma

Alva, 29; Bartlesville, 2; Blackwell,
8; Duncan, 7; El Reno, 23; Enid, 14;
Hohart, 7; McAlester, 2; Mangum, 7;
Muskogee, 17; Nowata, 2; Sapulpa, 36;
Shawnee, 37; Tulsa, 47; Woodward, 3.

Oregon
Albany, 13; Ashland, 16; Astoria, 22;

Bend, 3; Corvallis, 4; Eugene, 21;
Grants Pass, 15; Heppner, 12; Klamath
Falls, 9; La Grande, 5; Lakeview, 34;
McMinnville, 26; Marshfield, 12; Med
ford, 12; Oregon City, 2; Pendleton,
14; Portland, 36; Roseburg, 3; Salem,
14; The Dallas, 6; Tillamook, 6.

Pennsylvania
Allegheny (Pittsburgh, N. S.), 41;

Allentown, 5; Altoona, 13; Anibridge,
36; Apollo, 13; Ashland, 18; Bangor, 1;
Beaver Falls, 9; Berwick, 13; Bethle
hem, 5; Blairsville, 7; Bloomsburg, 15;
Braddock, 12; Bradford, 18; Bristol,
17; Brownsville, 13; Butler, 12; Canons-
burg, 7; Carlisle, 5; Chambersburg, 16;
Charleroi, 2; Chester, 1; Clearfield, 6;
Coatesville, 6; Columbia, 1; Connells-
ville, 19; Coraopolis, 6; Con-y, 10; ^u
Bois, 10; Easton, 5; East Stroudsburg,
13; Ellwood City, 16; Erie, 11; J^ack-
ville, 3; Franklin, 6; Freeland, 13;
Gettysburg, 5; Greensburg, 2; Greens-
ville, 2; Grove City, 1; Ha^ver, 13;
Harrisburg, 32; Hazleton, 16; Home
stead, 16; Huntingdon, 12; Jeannette,
14; Jersey Shore, 13; Johnstown, 20,
Kane, 3; Kittanning, 5; Knoxville
(Pittsburgh), 18; Lancaster, 26, Leba
non, 19; Leechburg, 1; Lehighton, 7,
Lewistown, 10; Lock or!

^ 0•"shlron. 5; SheS-ton, 25; Shamokin, r. qunburv
andoah 20; State College 5 Sunbury,15; Tamaqua, 2; Titusv'Ue 5,^1^^^^^^
7; Uniontown, 13; - 7; West
ington, 25; Waynesbuig^ Williams-
(ilhester, 1; Wilkes Barxe,
port, 5; York, 14.

Rhode Island
Newport, 10; P^^^^"'̂ Hf^^„icncket°^2

dence, 52; Westerly, 5; Woonsocket, 2.
South Carolina ^

Anderson, 2; Charleston, 27, o um-
bia, 10; Greenville, 27; Orangebuig, 20,
Rock Hill, 4.

South Dakota
Aberdeen, 63; Brookings, 23 ; Huron,

11; Madison, 22; Rapid Cit^
Falls, 32; Watertown, 9; Yankton, 3.

Tennessee

Bristol, 35; Chattanooga, 9; Colum
bia, 16; Jackson, 20; Johnson City, 1;
Knoxville, 6; Memphis, 16; Murfrees-
boro, 11; Nashville, 12; Trenton, 6.

Texas

Amarillo, 29; Austin, 4; Borgei% 9;
Breckenridge, 4; Brenhani, 7; Burk-
burnett, 4; Cisco, 13; Cleburne, 4;
Dallas, 19; Denison, 3; El Paso, 4; Fort
Worth, 10; Galveston, 19; Houston, 20;

(Continued on page 84)
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Under the Spreading Antlers

Greenwich, Conn., Lodge
Enjoys Busy Winter

With a shuffleboard tournament,
numerous social activities, sporting
events and special meetings, Green
wich, Conn., Lodge, No. 1150, is en
joying one of the busiest winters in
its history. The idea, conceived by
E.R. Frederick D. Barrett, of hold
ing dinners prior to regular meet
ings, is being carried out and has
greatly increased Lodge attendance.
A harvest dance and beefsteak sup
per were held recently, attended by
more than 300 Elks and their friends.

The bowling team of Greenwich
Lodge was again entered in the City
Bowling League with play at the
Recreation Alleys. During the past
few years the Team has won numer
ous trophies, placing first in the
Fraternal Bowling League for three
years.

Columbus, Ga., Lodge Visited
by Governor David Sholtz

Past Grand Esteemed Leading
Knight David Sholtz, Chief Execu
tive of the State of Florida and Ap
proving Member of the Board of
Grand Trustees, was the honor guest
at an oyster supper recently in the
Home of Columbus, Ga., Lodge, No.
111. Before the supper Governor
Sholtz addressed the Lodge, con
gratulating the membership upon
the large number of new members
initiated in the past few months.
Rhodes Bi'own responded to the Gov
ernor's address.

C. P. Treadway, Chairman of the
Florida Road Commission, who ac
companied Governor Sholtz to Colum
bus, spoke briefly. E.R. E. E. Hill,
who introduced the^ Governor to the
gathering, also delivered a few re
marks.

"Hill Billy" Night Featured
By Visalia, Calif., Lodge

The "Hill Billy" Night held re
cently by Visalia, Calif., Lodge, No.
1298, when officials from Sequoia
and General Grant National Parks
and the various CCC camps, forestry
officials and leading citizens of the
hill country were guests in the Lodge
Home, turned out to be one of the
most enjoyable affairs ever given by
the Lodge. More than 250 Elks and
their guests were present. A Spanish
dinner was served at the conclusion
of which Toastmaster Norman Wolff
called for the introduction of visit
ing oiRcials.

Short addresses were made by
Jason Barton, of Three Rivers; U. S.
Commissioner Walter Fry; Guy
Hopping, Superintendent of General
Grant National Park, and Col. John
R. White, Superintendent of Sequoia
National Park.

(Continued from page 23)

Following the dinner and speeches
a dancing act was put on. Later the
biggest feature of the evening was
staged—a two-round boxing bout
between "Hill Billy" Jason Barton,
Mayor of Three Rivers, and "Low-
lander" Charles Hammer, Mayor of
Visalia.

Special Invitation Dance
Held by Tyler, Tex., Lodge

A special invitation dance was
held recently by Tyler, Texas, Lodge,
No. 1594, and a nine-act floor show
presented in the Lodge's spacious
new rooms. Later in the evening a
large group of prominent Tyler citi
zens were initiated.

Tyler Lodge is enjoying an active
year and is rapidly approaching its
membership limit. Under the tute
lage of E.R. Julius Bergfeld the
Lodge has had an unprecedented
growth and occupies an outstanding
position among the city's fraternal
organizations.

News from Far-Off
Agana, Guam, Lodge

The entertainments of Agana,
Guam, Lodge, No. 1281, are events
m the social life of the Island and
are always looked forward to and
well attended. One of the most de
lightful was the dance held by the
Lodge on October 12, in honor of
the seven olficers and l^ve passengers
of the giant Pan-American plane, the
China Clipper, on the termination of
its trans-Pacific flight — the iirst
from the United States to Guam.

The spacious club rooms of the
Lodge Home were beautifully deco
rated with flowers and tropical palms
and were taxed to capacity by the
large number of guests in at
tendance. The dance was one of the
two principal entertainments in

honor of these pioneer fliers and fol
lowed the afternoon reception held
for them by the Governor of Guam.
The Home of Agana Lodge was also
the scene of a costume ball on
Hallowe'en.

Membership Enjoys Busy Month
in Leominster, Mass., Lodge

Leominster, Mass., Lodge, No.
1237, recently received a visit from
D.D. J. Bernard Boland of North
Adams, Mass., Lodge and his official
suite. The Lodge provided a hearty
reception for the guests and initi
ated a fine class of candidates in
honor of the occasion. After the
District Deputy's, speech refresh
ments were served and a social hour
enjoyed.

A few days later Leominster Lodge
held its first carnival and beano party
for the purpose of raising money for
its charity fund. The second beano
game and carnival, however, held on
October 25, was the largest single
entertainment given by the Lodge
in some time. Twenty-three hun
dred persons crowded into three
buildings, including the Lodge Home,
to participate in the many activities
provided by the Committee. All
three halls were connected by loud
speakers and microphones over
which announcements were made
from the main hall, which was widely
separated from the other two.

The coincidence of the beano game
occurred when all those drawing
prizes were found to be from out of
town. Mayor Sidney E. Bell officially
opened the carnival by tossing a new
twenty-five cent piece from the stage
of the main auditorium.

Meanwhile Leominster Lodge is
going ahead with elaborate plans for
the winter season.

Milo H. Bemis, Correspondent
(Continued oil page 36)
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The James B. Kelsey Class, recently initiated into Leavenworth, Kans., Lodge,
comprised 118 candidates



34

(Continued from page 32)
Marshal, 1; Mexia, 4; Pampa, 25;
Plainview, 5; Port Arthur, 5; Quanah,
5; Ranger, 1; San Antonio, 3; Seguin,
3; Temple, 3; Tyler, 22; Waco, 5;
Wichita Falls, 11.

Utah

Cedar City, 3; Logan, 1; Ogden, 11;
Park City, 2; Price, 5; Provo, 3; Salt
Lake City, 14.

Vermont

Barre, 15; Bennin^on, 15; Brattle-
boro, 1; Burlington, 25; Hartford, 5;
Montpelier, 1; Rutland, 9; St. Albans,
15; St. Johnsbury, 3; Springfield, 20.

Virginia
Alexandria, 8; Charlottesville, 17;

Danville, 9; Fredericksburg, 15; Hamp
ton, 17; Harrisonburg, 5; Lynchburg,

22; Manchester 3; Newport News, 10;
gchmond, 27; Roanoke, 9; Winchester.

Washington
Aberdeen, 21; Anacortes, 24; Ballard

(Seattle), 63; Bellingham, 10; Bremerton, 45; Centraha, 16; Chehalis, 9; El-
lensburg 2; Everett, 154; Hoquiam 35;
Kelso, 25; Long^ew, 41; Naval (Port

tJ' ® 16; Port Town-
TYcX'''4!i

West Virginia
7; Bluefield, 50; Charleston,

162; (Jarksburg, 11; Elkins, 3; Fair-
mont, 21; Grafton, 15; Huntington, 56;
Martinsburg, 3; Morganto^, 4
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Moundsville, 1; Parkersburg, 14;
Princeton, 6; Sistersville, 64; Wells-
burg, 13; Wheeling, 27; Williamson, 4.

Wisconsin

Antigo, 4; Appleton, 30; Ashland,
13; Beaver Dam, 10; Beloit, 5; Chip-
pewa Falls, 27; Eau Claire, 77; Fond du
Lac, 15; Green Bay, 29; Hudson, 7;
Kenosha, 12; La Crosse, 4; Madison,
17; Manitowoc, 4; Merrill, 78; Mil
waukee, 128; Oconto, 4; Oshkosh, 13;
Platteville, 4; Portage, 36; Racine, 3;
Rice Lake, 9; Sheboygan, 11; Stevens
Point, 2; Superior, 7; Two Rivers, 2;
Watertown, 1; Waukesha, 71; Wausau,

Wyoming
Casper, 10; Cheyenne, 22; Greybull,

10; Laramie, 18; Rawlins, 6; Rock
Springs, 6; Sheridan, 20.

The Peach Basket Goes Big-Xiine
(Continued from page 19)

to one of his fellow players, and the
ball IS worked or dribbled near the
basket until a player gets a chance
for a shot.

Play is usually limited to two
halves of twenty minutes each, or to
four ten minute periods. In the early
days of the game, professional teams
were accustomed to play in an enclo
sure surrounded by a net. The court
had the appearance of a cage, and
hence the nickname of "cage pas
time." Professional teams did not
as a rule use backboards, but today
the backboard is a regular feature of
courts everywhere. In some places,
where theseats are arranged entirely
around the court, the backboards are
made of transparent glass so as to
allow the patrons seated behind them
to see the game without visual hin
drance.

team to bring the ball up towards its
own basket in ten seconds, and pre
vent the contest from dragging by
placing certain restrictions on the
man holding the ball.

As with all games, basketball grew
increasingly complicated as it devel
oped, but fortunately for the sport
Itself, virtually all teams regardless
of where they come from, play under
similar rules. What little differences
of interpretation there may be, can
easily be ironed out before the game
starts. Officials in some sections of
the country allow more body contact
than others. Body checking is occa
sionally condoned, but for the most
part it is an easy matter for two
teams coming from opposite ends ofth^ land to meet on a basis of equal-

As the game is played today, five
men constitute a team. There is a
center, a right and left guard, and a
right and left forward. The court

length depending on the
facilities of the building where the
enclosu^ is located. At each end of
the court are large "backboards" to
which are attached iron rings or
hoops draped with cord "nets." The
" li purpose "other than toenable the spectator or player to de
termine whether or not the ball has
gone through the basket.

The idea of the game is to score
the most baskets. Each basket counts
two pomts. If a player violates a
rule the penalty for which is a "free
throw, the player on the opposite
team stands on a line known as the
free throw" or "foul" line and en

deavors to score a basket. This free
throw, or foul shot, if successful,
counts one point.

started by an official who
brings the rival centers to the circle
marked on the floor in the middle of
the court, and tosses the ball above
their heads, at the same time blow-
mg a whistle which signifies play has
begun. They jump for the ball and try
^ tap It to one of their team mates.
The man catching the ball passes it

J-jIKE all competitive pastimes, bas
ketball has become more and more
scientific with its growth. Some stu
dents of athletics believe that the
cage sport is today the most scien
tific of all physically competitive
games. Coaches like Nat Holman, of
City College, regarded by many as
the leading exponent of the sport,
and considered to be the foremost
playerthe pastimeever knew; Howard
Cann of New York University, voted
the greatest player in the college
world of his day; Dr. H. C. Carlsen
of the University of Pittsburgh; F.
C. "Fogg" Allen of the University of
Kansas; and Adolph Rupp of Ken
tucky, have developed intricate sys
tems of offense and defense, and
have reduced the play of their teams
to a mathematical formula.

While it may seem like a very
simple matter to teach a team to pass
the ball towards its basket, and shake
a player loose so that he can get a
shot at the basket, the fact is it is
a most difficult task. "Doc" Carlsen,
the Panther coach, who like Nat
Holman has written volumes of tech
nical matter dealing with the cage

game's intricacies, has devised a sys
tem of play which calls for meticu
lous timing, astute judgment, and a
sixth sense for knowing where every
one of your teammates is at every
moment of play. , „

To watch Pittsburgh's basketball
team in action is to see the personifi
cation of perfect synchronization in
team play. Every man has a specific
duty to perform and the success 01
every play depends on every man
carrying out his assignment per
fectly. Plays vary as in football,
pending on the alignment of the
opposing team and its particular
style of defense. "Pitt's" rangy play
ers whisk the ball around like a
tet of Oriental magicians handling
Indian clubs, and unless a rival team
is unusually resourceful it finds the
Panthers rolling up points with
startling frequency and incredible
nonchalance.

One of the finest features of bas
ketball is that unlike football and
many other physical pastimes, it
does not place a premium on height
or weight. The strict rule against
bodily contact cuts down the signifi
cance of excessive avoirdupois, and
the facility with which a ball may be
bounced around on the floor, under
the arms and between the legs of tall
players, gives the little fellows a
chance to equalize the struggle.

New York University's team last
winter was by no means in the mid
get class, but neither did it compare
to some of the tall, powerfully con
structed, and extremely heavy quin
tets from other sections of the coun
try, which it encountered at the
Garden. Yet the superb teamwork,
the clever passing, and above all the
accurate shooting of the Violet con
tingent made it one of the outstand
ing teams of all time. It not only
held its own with the best in the land,
but completely dominated the play
by its clever handling of the ball, its
strong and persistent defense, and
its intelligent use of cage strategy.

Western teams as a rule run big.
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For years the Big Ten quintets have"
been made up of tall, fast moving,
swift-passing young men with the
stamina of zebras and ball handling
ability of jugglers. Eastern teams,
particularly those around New York
on the other hand have run small.
Some of the greatest collections of
basketball talent ever assembled at
City College, which usually rates
with the best in the game every year,
have been incredibly small in stature,
and unimpressive to look upon.

Reared in the shadows of the city,
nurtured on the fumes of myriad
autos, they lacked the imposing stat
ure of their contemporaries from
the Corn Belt and the wide open
plains. Instead of spending their
younger years in the bucolic atmos
phere of green pastures and invigo
rating surroundings, they wiled
away their hours in stuffy and
sweaty gymnasiums or crowded
Y.M.C.A.'s, learning the clever de
vices of the court which were to
stand them in good stead later on
when they became members of col
lege quintets.

The city boys in most instances
are veritable "Dead-eye Dick's" when
it comes to sending the leather cov
ered sphere through the iron ring.
They can find the hoop from any
angle and score easily while on the
dead run. Their tall, handsome ad
versaries from the country can run
them ragged, but usually the latter
spend too much time passing the ball
around and working it directly under
the basket. The dwarfed city chaps
finding their path to the basket
blocked by Herculean young Adonises
simply stop in their tracks and send
the ball in from long range.

That has been the story of most
of the intersectional clashes in this
city and elsewhere. And the chances
are it will be the story again this
year, both in New York and Phila
delphia where most of the big inter
sectional games will be played. Cali
fornia, Kentucky, Notre Dame, Pur
due and teams of that calibre, excel
lent and talented though they are,
and possessed of a marked physical
advantage over their compartively
puny Eastern adversaries, will more
than likely leave the court van
quished by the superior marksman
ship of the city-bred lads.

Basketball, more than any other
pastime, save tennis,—and certainly
more than any other team game, de
mands perfect muscular coordina
tion on the part of every player, as
well as perfect teamwork on the part
of the members of the unit. Nat
Holman, talking to the writer about
his methods, said: "I want as many
boys as care to play the game, to
come out for the team at City Col
lege. Even if a fellow is a miserable
shot, slow in getting around, or lack
ing in talent I don't mind. You can,
in time, teach him these things and
make a player out of him. But if he
lacks muscular coordination, if he
doesn't know how to use his feet to

run on or his hands to pass with, or
how to coordinate them into a work
ing unit, I must say I haven't much
patience with him, nor can I do any
thing for him. Basketball today de
mands *a priori' that a man have
control over his arms and legs.
Shooting baskets is merely a matter
of practice coupled with good judg
ment of distance and angles, but the
rest of the game requires that a man
be well coordinated in his move
ments."

1 HE modern game has a quick
turnover of talent. Basketball, scien
tific, fast, and taxing pastime that it
is sets too fast a pace for young
men nearing their thirties. It is a
sport definitely suited to the tempo
9f youth and adolescence, and while
it is true that many professionals
have played the sport year after
year for two decades and even more,
they did not play the devitalizing
game that is in vogue nowadays.

Modern basketball permits virtu
ally no stalling at all. In the old
days a team could "freeze" the ball
for minutes at a time. Professional
players could, by using the once
popular two handed "dribble" mo
nopolize the ball for five minutes at
a time, brushing off their opponents
with a swish of their hips, or a
whirl of their shoulders. Not so
today. The cage pastime is strictly a
scientific game in which individual
ability is overshadowed by team play,
and where the man with any selfish
motive is entirely out of place.

Strict enforcement of the rules of
play and a gradual transformation
in the spirit of rivalry between col
lege institutions have tended to elimi
nate from the game the evils that
once characterized so many contests.
Dirty play, intentional fouling, and
disreputable conduct on the part of
players is now practically unknown.
Teams play as spiritedly as in the
past to be sure, but their feelings
towards each other are tempered by
an amicable attitude and a profound
®®"se of sportsmanship and fair play.
Where games once broke up in
brawls friendly hand clasps now
begin and terminate the engage
ments.

Each year it seems, basketball
players everywhere are becoming
more accurate in the art of sending
the ball through the iron ring. Last
season, the shooting of Willie Ruben-
stein of N.Y.U. was nothing short
of phenomenal. Against the strong
est opposition in the country, and in
the face of close guarding that taxed
all his resources, the Violet ace tallied
repeatedly.

Almost in the same class with
Rubenstein was Jules Bender, Long
Island University sensation and his
talented teammates Phil Rabinowitz
and Ben Kramer. These three "dead
shots" had the uncanny faculty of
scoring from any place in their half
of the court, and while on the run.

Contrasted to these players whose
penchant was for fairly long shots,
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is Capt. Clair Cribbs of the 1934-35
Pittsburgh team. Regarded by ex
perts everywhere as one of the
smartest and best all around players
in the game, Cribbs seldom took a
shot from more than three feet away
from the basket. His outstanding
feature was his ability to weave his
way through a defense, and cut for
the basket at terrific speed.

O 'THER brilliant scoring players of
last winter, some of whom are going
strong in competition this year, were
Capt. Paul Birch of Duquesne, whom
his coach Chick Davies called "the
greatest player he had ever seen";
Leroy (Big Ed) Edwards of Ken
tucky, the man who single handed
tallied twenty-six points against
Chicago; A1 Bonniwell of Dart
mouth, one of the foremost players in
the Eastern Intercollegiate League;
Buzz Borries of Navy; and Joe
Stancook of Army.

Because of the nature of the game,
it is almost impossible for writers
and coaches to determine fairly each
season that man who is entitled to
be called the greatest player of the
year. Different players are subject
to different stimuli. Some high scor
ing young men are "fed" the ball by
their teammates, while others have
to depend more on their own re
sources, because their team lacks the
still and passwork of some of its
contemporaries.

There appears to be no accepted
technique in shooting goals. Some
players send the ball in a high arc,
while others merely skim the top of
the iron ring. Most players shoot
the ball over hand, but Ed Hargaden,
one of the best players Georgetown
ever had, and one of the best shots
the college world has ever seen, used
a peculiar and unique style. He
twirled the ball under-hand with
scarcely any arc at all, yet his point
total each year was most impressive.

Scoring baskets is only a small
part of the game, and a man,
strangely enough, may be a terribly
poor shot, and yet be an invaluable
asset to his team. Leonard Maidman
of N.Y.U. cannot be placed in this
category because he wasn't a bad
shot at all, but his work as a defen
sive man and a "feeder" was far
more valuable to his team than his
scoring.

Some players excel at snaring the
ball away from their opponents, and
getting it to their teammates when
the latter are cutting for the basket.
Others are gifted with a sixth sense
that makes them formidable on de
fense. Others have endless endur
ance and their constant efforts keep
their team in the running.

For sheer drama, stage effects, and
tense atmosphere, few if any sports
can equal basketball. At tip-top
struggles, the gymnasium, palestra,
or enclosure is usually packed to the
doors. The stands are constructed
so close to the playing floor that
spectators can reach out and almost
touch the man with the ball on a



36

side-line throw-in. If the rivalry is
keen, and it usually is, the air is
electric; the crowd tense and ex
pectant.

W]HEN Columbia and Penn met at
Rutger's new court at New Bruns
wick last season, in a game that was
to decide the championship of the
Eastern Intercollegiate League, the
crowd, or the larger part of it any
way, journeyed from Philadelphia
arid New.York to witness the con
test. You could have heard a pin
drop when the teams took the floor
to start play.

The game provided a dozen thrills
a minute. First Columbia and then
Penn held the lead, and the players
gave all they had every second of the
contest. In the dying moments of
play—^with only five seconds to go in
fact, Capt. Bob Freeman of Penn
prompted by desperation, sent the
ball flying two-thirds the length of
the court', to win the coveted crown
for his team. . As the ball swished
through the net, the final whistle
sounded, and- pandemonium broke
loose. Penn's ' followers iwere ; in
frenzy of joy, while Columbia's root
ers were crushed by the sudden turn
of fate.

This year, N.Y.U. with virtually
the same team as it had a year ago,
appears certain to dominate the East
ern circuit. N.Y.U. is not a member
of the Eastern Intercollegiate League,
which is made up of Yale, Harvard,
Princeton, Dartmouth, Columbia,
Cornell and Penn. However there is
no doubt but that the standard of
play of such teams as N.Y.U., Ken

tucky, Notre Dame, and the like is
easily as good and very likely far
superior to that of the Eastern Inter
collegiate League in recent years.
There was a time however more than
a decade ago, when the Eastern
League represented the tops in the
cage game.

Eli quintets, such as those Orson
Kinny, now a prominent basketball
official, played on, were almost poems
of action. They were flawless in
their teamwork, smooth in their
passing, and incredibly accurate in
their shooting. Dartmouth in the
days of "Tim" Cullen, now a well-
known magistrate in Brooklyn, had
splendid teams, and Penn for many
years but particularly in the days of
the famous McNichols represented
the ultimate in basketball excellence.

Small men and tall men have ex
celled in the cage pastime and it is
an accepted fact that' there is no
physical formula .for success on the
court. \ For-the. center position, a
tall man is'necessary; biif there have
been so many brilliant forwards and
guards of snialPsize that it cannot
be argued that physical proportions
are important. Little, ill formed
chaps have frequently proved that
they could do more excellent work
on a basketball floor than their big
well proportioned brothers. Almost
•always the smaller man makes up in
skill, shooting ability, and general
cleverness what he lacks in the way
of size and weight. Shiftiness and
the faculty of being elusive and quick
on one's reflexes are more important
than height or heft.
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Unlike sports that are dependent
on ice, weather, or temperature,
basketball, being played indoors
mostly, has no variable as to play
ing conditions. In this era of ex
cellent lighting virtually all teams
are assured of proper illumination
and a good playing floor. Sportman-
ship is universally of a high stand
ard, and the game rolls along at a
merry pace.

This season, basketball interest
and attendance will undoubtedly
reach a new high.

College and high school teams
while drawing the inost interest and
getting the most publicity do not by
any means constitute the largest
division of the sport. Every broker
age house of importance, every fac
tory, every industrial unit of any size
has a team in its particular league.
In addition to the thousands of
quintets of this nature which crowd
the floors of gymnasiums, clubs, and
Y.M.C.A. buildings everywhere, there
are innumerable teams representing
recreational centers, boys' social
organizations, etc.

Because the game is easily mas
tered by the youngsters, and "• easily
taught by those who have the ex
perience of play under an able tutor,
it gains favor quickly and will con
tinue to grow each year. The money
turnover in basketball each-winter
has never been computed, buV'there
is no doubt but that it runs' into
many figures. Railroads, hotel's- and
sporting goods houses profit" treihen-
dously by it, and the players' and
fans derive untold benefits, directly
and vicariously through playing'arid
watching the pastime.

Under the Spreading Antlers
(Continued from page S3)

William T. Phillips, Vice-Chairman
of the Board of Grand Trustees and
Secretary of New York Lodge, esti
mated that about $12,000 was raised
for Elk charities from the sale of
tickets for the game.

News of Bronx,
N. Y., Lodge

The Thanksgiving Masquerade
Dance held in the Lodge Home by
Bronx, N. Y., Lodge, No. 871, was
attended by over 300 Elks and their
friends. Many of the more than a
hundred persons who came in cos
tume received prizes in their respec
tive classes.

After a long lapse of time E.R.
George B. Bley was successful in re
viving the Harold G. Dagner Post
No. 871 of the American Legion and
the Post recently held its installation
of officers in the Lodge Home. The
program consisted of a band concert
by the Brooklyn Concert Band and a
number of songs by the Bronx Lodge
Glee Club under the leadership of

JSew York Lodge, No. 1
Entertains 10,000 Children

Elks Day was celebrated at the
Polo Grounds on November 24 by
New York, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1, when
more tha'n 10,000 small boys who
engaged in impromptu snowball bar
rages between halves, witnessed the
New York-Philadelphia professional
football game as guests of the Lodge.

In field boxes directly in front of
the rooting section seating 4,000 of
the youngsters, were U. S. Senator
Robert Wagner, Supreme Court Jus
tice Ferdinand Pecora, P.E.R. of New
York Lodge, and many other Elks
prominent in the public life of New
York City, including Edward P. Mul-
rooney and James J. Dooling. About
3,000 members of New York Lodge,
Bronx Lodge, No. 871, Queens Bor
ough Lodge, No. 878, and Staten
Island Lod^e. No. 841, attended the
game together with a delegation of
Fidelity Post No. 712 of the Amer
ican Legion which is composed en
tirely of members of the Order.

Fred Vettel. County Commander
Jeremiah Cross and his Legion offi
cers conducted the installation. The
Drill Team of Bronx Lodgej .under
the able leadership of Captaiij M
William Byrne, assisted. The princi
pal speaker of the evening was.the
Hon. Hamilton Fish, Jr., a member
of Congress, who was followed by
Mrs. Dagner, mother of the young
man for whom the Post was naftied
Mr, Bley also spoke. He extended an
invitation to the various Legion
Posts to hold their installation of
officers, as well as other functions of
the Posts, in the Bronx Lodge Home.

After the installation ceremonies
a floor show was held in the-ball
room of the Home, and dancing was
enjoyed until a late hour.

Bronx Lodge is working hard on
preparations for its "Frolics of
1936"which will be held in February
in the Bronx Winter Garden. The
Glee Club will render a varied pro
gram as an important part of'the
entertainment.
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The Netherland-Pliiza

Hotel in

Citicinnati

All Announcement Concerning the
Elks National Bowling Tournament

The Netherland-Plaza Hotel in
Cincinnati, Ohio, has been selected
by the Elks National Bowling Tour
nament Committee as headquarters
for the bowlers who attend the 19th
annual Elks Bowling Tournament
which is to be held in Cincinnati be
ginning March 28 and extending
through early April.

The managers of the Hotel are
members of the Order and are coop
erating with the local committee to
make the Tournament an outstand
ing success. To increase the desir
ability of the Netherland-Plaza as
headquarters for the Elk bowlers
visiting the city, special rates will be
in effect. All rooms have shower
and tub baths and circulating ice
water. Rates for single rooms will
be three dollars; two in a room
with twin beds, two dollars and a
half per person, and a large room
accommodating four or five persons,
two dollars per person. The Hotel is
located four and one-half blocks
from the Central Bowling Alleys
where the Tournament will be held,
and four blocks from the Home of
Cincinnati Lodge, No. 5, which will
be the center of entertainment acti
vities. Twenty-four alleys, all in per
fect condition, will be used for the
Tournament. Checkroom facilities'
will be more than ample.

Plans for the Tournament have
been submitted to Frank G. Mitzel,
President, and John J. Gray, Secre
tary-Treasurer, of the Elks National
Bowling Association.

The Committee states emphatically
that the Tournament will not be con
ducted for bowlers of the first rank
alone. While there will be monetary
rewards and medals for the top-llight
bowlers, those players who fail to hit
the head pin occasionally and who
miss spares frequently, will also share
in the prize money by winning good-
fellowship prizes.

Detailed information can be had
by communicating with E.R. George
F. Conver, Cincinnati, 0., Lodge, No.
5, N.E. corner 9th and Elm Streets.

STEP UP, MEN, AND HEAR
ABOUT THE FAIREST OFFER

EVER MADE TO PIPE SMOKERS
ANYWHERE

e 1935. R. J. Rernolds Tob. Co.

-Be-P/easecf Plan
Acceptance!
looking for. Men who have tried Prince
Albert are satisfied with no other brand.

So now we ask that you, too, try Prince
Albert under our positive you-must-be-
pleased guarantee. Note the special
"crimp cut." It makes Prince Albert
cool, mild, and long-burning.

Prince Albert is packed right—in tin.
And you are assured of your full money's
worth in the big 2-ounce economy tin of
Prince Albert . . . around 50 pipefuls.
So start today to smoke Prince Albert.

Unusual You-Must
Earns Instant

Here's the most attractive offer, we be
lieve, that's been made to pipe smokers.

Whatyoa do—Simply gotoyour deal
er and get Prince Albert. Smoke 20pipe-
fuls. If you don'tsay you've had the best
pipe smokin' ever, the makers of Prince
Albert will return full purchase price,
plus postage, just as the oifer says.

What to expect~We know that in
Prince Albert we've got the quality—
the taste and aroma — that men are

OUR OFFER TO PIPE SMOKERS
Smoke 20 fragrant pipefuls of Prince Albert. If you don't
find itthe mellowest, tastiestpipe tobacco you ever smoked,
return the tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us aC
any time within a month from this date, and we will re-
fund full purchase price, plus postage.
(Signed) R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Com-
pany, Winston-Salem, North Carolina.

C pipefuls of fragrant
tobacco in every

2-ounce tin of Prince Albert
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Lighter Than Air
(Continued from page 7)

safely to the coast of Cuba and
then on, by easy stages, to New
York. That adventure over the South
Atlantic was just one of his number
less conquests over the demons
of the storm. He has been lost
in a snowstorm over the jagged'
peaks of the Alps. He has hurdled
his ship like a race-horse over high-
tension lines when, sluggish with the
cold, she was charging into them,
nose in the air and tail bumping
along the ground. He has driven
her into the outer edge of a typhoon
off the coast of Japan and harnessed
that fierce whirlwind to his will.
Riding the storm like a gull's
feather, his ship made two hundred
miles in a little less than an hour.
Then she swung out of reach of the
vortex and headed peacefully across
the Pacific for Seattle. This, inci
dentally, turned out to be an un
broken ocean voyage of six thousand
miles.

N:Jext, the Doctor-Skipper took his
ship frofn Berlin to Leningrad and
up into the Arctic, almost to the
Pole, cruising far eastward, north of
Siberia. And so back to Berlin.
About 7,000 miles of this voyage
were made without a stop.

Eckener has done everything with
the Graf Zeppelin, that human mind
could conceive or human hands ex
ecute, to convince the world that a
lighter-than-air ship can go any
where under any conditions over the
face of the globe.

He brought her around the world
in twenty-one and one-third days
elapsed time. The flying time was
288.2 hours and the distance flown,
20,373 miles. The average speed
was 70.7 miles per hour.

The trip was made in four titanic
hops of 4,400 to 7,000 miles each:
Across the Atlantic from Lakehurst
to Lake Constance; over Russia and
Siberia to Japan; across the Pacific
to Seattle and on to Lakehurst.

The Graf is now over seven years
old. She has been in active service
all that time. For four years she
has made two or three round trips
a month, on regular schedules, be
tween her home port on Lake Con
stance and Rio de Janeiro, crossing
the Equator on each voyage. She
has flown over 600,000 miles under
various commanders and carried
thousands of passengers and tons of
mail and freight. No wonder Dr.
Eckener says: "What more do you
want?"

Well, nobody could want any more
proof of the staunchness, airworthi
ness and dependability of a rigid
airship for travel over the seas and
the lonely places of this Earth. The
Graf Zeppelin and our own non-mili
tary training ship, the Los Angeles,

have demonstrated their fitness by
their long record of voyages with
out a single fatality.

JLiET us look for a moment at this
lighter-than-air type of ship. If it
has been able to perform such rec-
ord-breaking enterprises, it must
have an important role to play in
the air transportation of the future.
The ocean-hopping plane has pushed
it from the front page but then the
plane may not be the last word in
man's determination to conquer the
air, as we shall see.

The balloon was man's first con
traption to lift him into the sky.
First, it was just a bag full of hot
air. When the air cooled off the
balloon came down. Later, when
hydrogen could be produced in large
quantities, it was used to inflate bal
loons. Of course, a balloon went
wherever the wind blew it—which
did not satisfy the self-willed aero
nauts at all.

So they began to experiment with
motors and propellers to drive their
Gff&-shaped balloons. They were
successful from the start. Readers
™ay recall Roy Knabenshue's tiny
dirigible, driven by foot-power, in
which he made many flights, mostly
from the top of the New Jersey Pal
isades out over the Hudson River.
When he wanted to point his little
ship up, he had to get off his bicycle
and run like a squirrel along the
length of the tubing which formed
the keep of his ship. His weight
brought the head down. When he
wanted to go up he scrambled back
to the stern. Roy was certainly the
original Man on the Flying Trapeze.

When the bag is just a bag, the
machine is called a blimp, from the
British "B-Limp" wartime class of
observation craft. But when the
single gas cell is composed of a light
duralumin frame covered with cotton
duck, the ship is a semi-rigid dirig
ible. Nearly all modern, so-called
blimps are of this last class. Some
of them have complete shells of
duralumin.

These motor-driven gas-bags are
still doing good service in the U. S.
Navy, while the Goodyear Company
operates a squadron of them for
sightseeing and advertising.

Count Zeppelin at the age of sixty,
was the first to conceive the idea of
stringing together a row of a dozen
to fourteen balloons and surround
ing them a long cigar-shaped hull,
made of latticed ribs, and beams of
aluminum with criss-cross wire brac
ing; the whole covered with a tight
ly fitted skin of light-weight duck.
From three to five engine cars or
gondolas and a control cabin were
hung from the framework below the
hull, while horizontal and vertical

rudders were fitted at the stern to
the fins, which kept the ship from
rolling too much.

And that is how a dirigible is con
structed to this day. When you
stand on the catwalk inside the great
shell, arching high above your head
like a railroad terminal of the days
gone by, you are just a bit surprised
to see that the whole structure is
held in the air by a long row of gas-
filled bags. They float between webs
of crossed wires and press gently
against the arched ceiling of the hull.

The motion of the ship, traveling
at eighty miles an hour is hardly
perceptible. A quiet reigns within
the vast hull. Only if you listen
carefully can you hear a dreamy
humming—the sigh of the wind on
the canvas envelope and the muffled
sound of the motors far away.

You walk down the catwalk, which
is merely a strip of thin wood not
much wider than your foot, with
clothes-line hand ropes on either
side. Between the swaying gas-cells
you see the canvas bags of water-
ballast hanging and the blue metal
tanks of gasoline. If you are espe
cially observant you will notice the
canvas hose leading overboard from
the bottom of the water bags and
the thin wires leading from their
^Ives, forward to the control-room.
You will also notice the wire cables,
half as thick as a cigarette, which
control the rudders from the steer-
mg wheels forward.

S UDDENLY you look down. Beside
your feet, through a great square
opening in the canvas shell, you see
the white-caps and the wrinkled face
of the ocean, thousands of feet be
low. Strangely enough you feel no
fear, for there is nothing by which
^ gauge the awful depth below you.
These openings are necessary to let
the air out of-the hull, when the gas-
cellos expand in the heat of the sun
and take up more room.
. An officer shows you a little gun
pointed downward and connected to
a recording instrument. This mea
sures the height of the ship more ac
curately than the altimeters in the
control-room. He fires the gun. The
instrument promptly records the
time it takes the sound to reach the
surface of the sea and the re-echo
back to the ship.

."Would you like to see the en
gines . ' your guide inquires with a
smile. Not knowing what you are
up against you falter: "Oh, yes."
He leads you up a narrow ladder,
curving inside the shell. At the top,
he points downward. You put your
head out of the square port in the
canvas envelope. The wind whips
your face to one side. Below you,
seemingly a long way off, you see a



January, 1936

silvery boat-like car, something like
those on a Ferris wheel. A narrow
aluminum ladder leads down to it. A
grimy face grins up at you. Far,
far below the kindly grin, your wan
dering eye picks out a toy steamer.
That settles it. If an ocean liner
looks that small, it can stay there.

You wave nervously to the engi
neer and back hastily into the shell
of the airship. "No, thanks," you
gasp, "some other time." The officer
laughs. "It is hard at first—" mean
ing, to climb down twenty feet of
slender ladder in an eighty-mile gale
—"but you get used to it." "Not I,"
you murmur, following him forward
into the passenger space.

It is like stepping off the platform
of a train-shed into the aisle of a
Pullman compartment car. Here
are the same shiny, mahogany parti
tions, the green carpeted passage
way, the doors opening into the
staterooms. You look into one of the
rooms. There are the familiar deep,
upholstered seats, windows with silk
curtains, baggage racks, reading
lamps, ash-trays. But there is no
hard click of wheels on rail-joints, no
lurching, no clank of couplings. Just
a velvety sensation of being afloat
in space and the drowsy hum of the
wind on the canvas.

At the end of the corridor you pass
into the saloon. Tables for four are
neatly set for dinner, with snowy
linen, gleaming silver and glassware,
flowers and candelabra. It might be
a hotel dining-room on solid earth
instead of a saloon hung in the
clouds.

rp
1 HE officer leads the way mto the

control room. It is like the pilot
house of a yacht, with windows on
all sides and the prow of the ship
jutting out above and ahead. We
have already seen it in action during
the South Atlantic storm. A steward
announces: "Dinner is served."

And if you do not think they serve
an excellent dinner on this air-liner,
you are wrong. Caviar, green-turtle
soup, creamed fish, venison, wines
for each course, ices, a fine cheese-
tray, excellent coffee, all topped off
with choice liqueurs.

When you sit quietly, looking out
at the ever-changing light on the
cloud-banks and the creeping sea
below, you are soon overcome by the
utter restfulness of travel by air
ship. Soon it is impossible to keep
awake. That faint, endless hum has
a hypnotic effect. And how you do
sleep in the wide, comfortable berths,
afloat in the air.

At this point, perhaps, the read-
ei-'s mind flashes back to certain
other dirigibles: "Yes, that's all
very well but what about the Akron
and Macon?" The answer is partly
that our Naval airships attempted
the impossible, partly that they had
hard luck, partly that they were de
partures from tried design.

The French, for example, sent
their dirigible Dixmudo on a simple
ferry-trip across the Mediteri'anean

m^m

Without stint, without thought of expense, Seagram devotes all
of its traditional pride of craft to making whiskies that are finer.
By their excellence in taste Seagram's Crown "Whiskies became
America's Favorites." By its distinctivecharacterSeagram's"V.O."

became America's fastest selling bonded whiskey. And Seagram's
vast treasure of rare whiskies insuresfiner taste for years to come.

•iSlk €mx{ >^^^8
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and she was never heard from again.
The Germans dispatched their war
dirigible L59 from Constantinople to
Southwest Africa, loaded with sup
plies for a beleaguered garrison
3,700 miles away. When she got
there the garrison had surrendered
and she had to turn back without
landing. She reached Constantino
ple with empty gas tanks after a
non-stop voyage of 7,400 miles. Let
an airplane try that.

Meanwhile the English started
improving on the old Count's designs
and lost one ship after another.
Finally they gave it up and dis
mantled the R102, their last airship.
It is generally thought by experts
that their designers spaced the
frames and other structural mem
bers too far apart.

The first big rigid airship built
in the United States was the Shen-
andoah-—Daughter of the Stars. Ex
perts, who saw her slender form
against the sky, declared she was
altogether too slender. Yet she gave
a good account of herself until one
fatal fall day in 1925. Over the pro
tests of her Commander Zachary
Lansdown, she was ordered into
storm-swept Ohio to put on a show
for some gathering. It was a fatal
order. Near Niles a tornado snatched
her out of the heavens, dashed her
control car to destruction and tore
the ship, herself, into three pieces.
Two of them ballooned safely to the
ground. Commander Charles E.
Rosendahl, our foremost dirigible
expert, piloted the biggest section
down.

1 HE Akron and Macon were sis
ters. Their design was a new and
bold one. There were huge triangu
lar, latticed-girder rings and three
keels of the same construction. There
was a great, gaping opening in the
bottom, through which planes could
be hoisted. It was closed by sliding
doors. Then, too, the eight engines
were inside the hull. They drove
propellers, which could be swung
around to push or pull in a vertical
direction, thus helping the ship to
rise or sink. On the shell were im
mense pipe coils for recovering water
from the engine exhausts to keep the
weight on board constant, as fuel
was used up.

All this was in accordance with
the best American traditions of pro-
gressiveness, but alas! The Akron
was mistakenly driven into a storm
center off the Jersey Coast. Caught
in descending currents she struck
the angry waves, tail first, at one
hundred miles an hour and was torn
asunder.

The Macon developed a defect in
one of her structural members. When
it gave way the tail framework of
the ship collapsed, puncturing some
gas-cells and down she came. For
tunately she remained afloat long
enough so that all but a very few of
the crew were saved.

Meanwhile the trusty Los Angeles,
now over eight years old, has gone

about her jaunts across the Conti
nent, out to sea, up and down the
Coast, with the regularity and reli
ability of a stout cruiser. She will
not fly much more, however, for age
has attacked her joints and she is
being studied-to find out what hap
pens to a dirigible when it grows
old.

She was a grand ship in her day.
This writer recalls an all-day cruise
in her with some skeptical engineers,
who were not at all sure that they
thought much of the lighter-than-air
craft. But the old ship gave them
such a smooth, delightful ride, except
for a brief kicking-up of the heels
over the skyscrapers of Mid-Manhat
tan, that they were sold, one and all,
on the dirigible as the ideal means
of travel.

But what of the future of the
lighter-than-air ship? With giant,
four-motored planes making 2,500-
mile hops across the shortest Atlan
tic and Pacific water-jumps, does it
not look as though the flying-boat
would definitely nose the airship out
of its stronghold?

PERHAPS and perhaps not. Predic
tions of what may happen in the con
quest of the air are rash things to
make. But as records stand, the
score is about like this:

The Pan American Airways'
China Clipper recently completed a
2,400 nule flight from Alameda,
California, to Honolulu, carrying two
tons of mail and a crew of nine—
no passengers — elapsed time 21
hours. Eventually the Clippers will
do much better than that.

Even if they do, however, they
have a long way to go to equal the
performance of a ship like the Graf.
Sh© could makG that flight in an easy
35 hours, carrying 60 people includ
ing her crew and 15 tons of freight.
Moreover she could continue on to
the Philippines if she took a direct
course. Thus she could cover in one
hop what the flying boats expect to
cover in five, thereby partly making
up for lower speed.

As far as safety is concerned, the
airship has one unanswerable argu
ment. Whatever may happen to the
engines, the ship stays up. That is
hardly the case with planes, though
it has been demonstrated that a
plane having two or four motors can
still fly after half the motors have
quit. Still, the Graf once limped
home after a flight above the ocean
on one motor.

One of the telling arguments
against the dirigible is cost. Of
course it depends upon the kind of
money you use and the way the ship
is built. The Akron cost $5,500,000
but her sister cost only $2,700,000.
The Los Angeles cost $750,000-^in
Germany. The new ship LZ-129,
now building in that country, will
cost about $1,750,000. She will carry
a crew of 40 with about 60 passen
gers and some 30 tons of freight and
mail. The figures are unofficial.

Now, while the Clippers can trans-
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port 30 passengers, they can only
carry two or three tons of freight
in addition. And they have not yet
demonstrated that they can do that
on the shortest ocean hop of 2,500
miles. " The cost of the Clippers
started at $250,000 and has been
mounting.

So it looks as though the cost per
ton of useful lift is not so widely dif
ferent for ocean-hopping aircraft,
whether lighter or heavier than air.
We need not go into the operating
costs. That is still a matter of
bookkeeping.

There have been some pretty hot
arguments between the advocates of
one form or another of aircraft.
Each side argues that its particular
form of machine is the one and only.
Of course, this is not very convinc
ing to open-minded people.

If we could close our eyes and
travel ten years into the future of
air transportation, with a return-
trip ticket in our pockets, here is
what we should probably see:

At main airports on the Atlantic
and Pacific Coasts, dirigibles will
swing at anchor at their mooring-
masts. On Wednesdays and Satur
days one of them will take off for
Europe on the East and for Asia on
the West Coast. Once a week an
airship will set out for South Amer
ica, for through traffic only. The
flying-boats, which leave from the
nearby bays, will take care of the
local, coastal traffic, throughout
the Americas.

The fast Transcontinental planes,
which cross the United States in ten
hours, will arrive and depart every
half hour. In fact, planes will arrive
and take off every few minutes for
points north, east, south, west.

Commuters, taxi-drivers and
sportsmen will come and go in wing
less, tail-less giros, which rise
straight up in the air from the lawn
in front of the Administration
Building. Or drop straight down on
it, discharge their passengers, fold
their rotor-blades back and turn
themselves into cars, headed for the
giro-garage.

B,>UT what in the world is that thing
gliding like a ghost, over the tree-
tops toward us? It looks like a fly
ing windmill, with a sprawling
framework surrounding a cabin and
four horizontal propellers whirling
dizzily above it. Down it swoops,
pauses in mid-air and settles gently
upon the turf.

It is a helicopter, a weird craft
visualized by that imaginative and
prophetic Frenchman, Jules Verne,
fifty years ago. He foresaw the sub
marine, the development of elec
tricity and the conquest of the air—
not to mention voyages to the Moon.
He was right in most of his guesses.
And there have been helicopters,
which managed to get off the groiind
and hover in the air. Maybe they
will be among the practical flying
machines of the next ten years. Who
knows ?
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Backfire
(Continued from page 10)

ing in an ailing taxi, hours being
bullied by this Ross person—just to
find you've changed your mind."

"But, Kay, it's really different this
time. I'm so much in love I'm even
trying to pair everybody else off.
There's a school teacher here I al
most matched with an old bachelor,
but she beat me to it—or maybe he
did. What do you mean—that Ross
person—Ross is awfully nice."

Kay crawled into the tepee and
stretched herself wearily on a
blanket. "All right. I'll grant you're
in love. I should have known better
anyway."

As Sue started to leave, she hesi
tated. "You will forgive me, won't
you? And now that you're here you
must stay a while."

But Kay was already half asleep.
"Well, I'm not going back this min
ute," she jnurmured. "Wake me
when anyone starts eating."

After supper there was a fire
against the biting cold that even an
August evening has at 9,000 feet.
Not a big fire, for Ross would take
no chances with the dry timber.

He noticed Kay sitting a little
apart from the others. As he
watched she suddenly smiled at him.
He sank to the ground beside her, ex
pecting another skirmish.

Her voice was thoughtful. "I'm
afraid I was rather nasty today.
Thanks for being so decent."

That embarrassed him. "I wasn't
so pleasant myself," he said, "and
you were hungry."

"That's no excuse."
"Well, most dudes who've ridden

a lot get on the fight about riding
our way. They think we're trying to
show off. You did everything I
asked you to."

"Except the stirrups." Kay lit a
cigarette. "Frankly, I thought you
were showing off."

"You can't expect people to know
the difference between Central Park
and a ranch—if they've never seen
a ranch. I have seen Central Park,
but I'd get all riled up if anyone
asked me to do deep-knee bends for a
trot."

Kay laughed. "That must be the
West's criticism of Eastern riding."

"I suppose if you're riding for
sport you can do what you please.
But when you have to be in the sad
dle ten or twelve hours a day you
can't follow all the rules. You have
to sit there and ride."

He was rolling himself a smoke
when she said, "You should have told
me Sue had gotten over her glam
orous cowboy."

I've had a fortune
spent on my face
by John B. Kennedy, Editor—Radio Commentator

My face isn't my fortune —that's
certain —but there's a factory in
Boston where they've afciit a for

tune on my face and yours. I flew over to
Boston for this story—visited the Gillette
Safety Razor Company where they make
razor blades with the scientific accuracy
and sanitary care I thought limited to only
the most delicate surgical instruments.

Yes, Gillette has spent millions in devel
oping equipment to produce and test the

jj, GilletteBlade. I watched
every step in its manu-

wf" •I'l facture—saw it enter the
'flnA process as part of a huge

coil of strip steel, until it
emerged as one of a fam-

blades
in the familiar Gillette

package. I was tremendously impressed.
My conception of razor blade manufacture
was completely changed.

Before Iget technical, let me explain that
as a veteran reporter I have inspected many
factories and manufacturing processes. Yet
the intricate detail and intense supervision
of each Gillette operation made even my
hard-bitten mind marvel. Asweapproaehed
the hardening room in my tour of the fac
tory I had a vision of grimy men
sweatingbeforefierj- furnaces. But 3.-.01
what a surprise! Why, the place
might have been an air-cooled of-
fice. It was clean—without odor,
Here 18 electrically controlled and
operatedfurnaces, the Hke ofwhich ^'^3

you've never seen—hard-
en Gillette steel toperfec- f\
tion. Midway on each W
furnaceisalittleblackbox
—a truly magical box. In
it is a bellwether strip of
steel — exactly correct in hardness for the
manufacture of the Gillette Blade.

Through magnetic control—this master
strip automatically regulates the temper
ature of the furnace so that the steel
passing through is tempered to the iden
tical hardness of the master strip. That's
an untechnical way of explaining a proc
ess so marvelously skillful that its scientific
description would fill a library.

And that's only one of many processes
that made a lasting impression on me. The
blades are honed by the sweetest process
I have ever seen. Conveyed through
whirring cycles of abrasive wheels and
leather — they come out the sharpest,
cleanest-shaving blades that science can
produce.

I could enumerate a half-dozen or more
operations that would amaze you; but
having seen a blade start as raw, cold-
rolled steel, and finally emerge with
edges so sharp the human eye cannot

_ , see them, and so hard that they
1,0 can actually cut glass—I'm more

impressed with results. I'm im-
pressed %vith the fact that the
Gillette Blade has the shaving
edges for any man who is par-
ticular about his face.

In Wewof Jhese fac\s—imporfiof/y recorded by a trained observer — how can any mart
accept a substitute. It pays to ask for Gillette Blades and insist on gelling (hem.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS
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"I still think it's not my business."
"You have a queer code.. I sup

pose it's none of my business that
you've been to Stanford."

Something in that annoyed him.
He felt an implication that he was
acceptable only because of his college
background. "If I told you, I sup
pose yoii'd have considered me almost
civilized?"

She crushed out her cigarette and
a moment later said, "Well, it is
rather a shock to find a Stanford
man—and a graduate student—be
guiling a lot of Easterners with
fancy cowboy clothes."

"Instead of selling bonds in New
York?"

"Not exactly—^but it's a far cry
from scientific training to dude
ranching."

He looked at her quizzingly. "The
rush to employ nascent mining engi
neers is hardly a stampede these
days—or maybe you haven't heard."

"But you miss the point." She
slapped the ground impatiently.
"They'll never come running out
here looking for you. You should be
in the cities selling yourself."

"I've got a job this fall—an outfit
in Butte."

Her answer was almost a snort of
disgust. "And spend your life being
a field man for a small company."

That was what he wanted, he told
her. A job where things were hap
pening—^not desk-work.

"Desk-work is second-hand work,"
he added. "And second-hand living.
Out here we're still close to the real
thing."

Kay was inexpei'tly derisive.
"How virile of you! You'll be ter
ribly disillusioned when you learn
there aren't any more covered
wagons or Indian fighting!"

He rolled a cigarette while search
ing for a reply, but finally decided
that explanation would be long and
useless.

Yet he could not kill the feeling
that he must convince her—of what
he was not sure. Something con
nected with work and values and the
satisfaction of struggle. But what
ever it was, his chance was gone.
Sue came over with Jim Reynolds
and Brad Jenks.

H E DID not often see Kay alone
in the days that followed. He swam
with them, swimming in the icy lake
being a matter of breathless dips.
He led them on rides along the tim
ber-locked trails, and once he guided
them up the ridge behind the lake—
an unsatisfactory climb, for the
smoke-pall had thickened and they
could see only a grey flannel world.

On these occasions he always felt
himself to be the fifth member of a
foursome. Of course it was the nat
ural thing for her to be paired off
with Brad Jenks, who was an engag
ing and wealthy young man recover
ing from pneumonia. She had
stepped into a situation involving an
extra man, and Ross was often busy
with the other dudes. Yet it seemed

to Ross that Kay was more than
casual in her acceptance of Brad.
She seeiiied to seek him out, to be
obvious about their being together.
He liked Brad—but he detected
something false in the set-up. It
made him uncomfortable.

1 HEY were returning from a ride
one afternoon when the Forest
Ranger arrived in camp. He was too
rushed even to observe the conven
tion of preliminary small talk.

"Think you could break camp in
the morning, Ross?"

"I guess so," said Ross. "Closing
the forest?"

"Closed it two days ago. I let you
stay as long as I could, but it's get
ting so a dirty look is apt to start
something." The ranger rolled him
self a smoke. "Don't know as it does
much good to close it," he added.
"The Super's still writing out per
mits for wood-cutters. We got to
watch them every minute—^turn your
back and like as not they'll spill pipe
coals all over."

"We'll pull out after breakfast,"
said Ross. "I've been getting a little
worried myself."

The ranger loped down the trail
after declining their invitation to
supper. Ross ruled against any camp
fire at all, though the night was
bitterly cold.

It was doubtless the absence of
fireside conversation that prompted
Kay; and possibly the vague sugges
tion of moonlight that filtered
through the smoke.

"Let's take one more ride," she
said.

Sue was enthusiastic. "I haven't
had a moonlight ride since Rusty
was fired. That is the moon, isn't
it?"

"It isn't a good idea," said Ross.
Kay said, "We Easterners never

have good ideas."
He glared at her. She would not

understand that the horses needed
the night for eating and resting.
She was used to having them in
stables, stuffed with grain and hay
and unused energy.

"Riding through timber at night
is dangerous," he said. "The ponies
get spooky and they're liable to
smash you into a tree."

Kay's tone was extremely scornful.
"Why, you poor, frightened child!
Is this the second-hand living you
despise?"

"You forget that you managed to
get yourself knocked off a horse in
broad daylight."

"It would be foolish, Kay," said
Brad. That did not help either.

Kay was silent a moment. Ross
could feel her eyes dark, and hot
with resentment. It was like wait
ing for a blast to go off.

But all she said was, "Yes, I had
a fall, but I didn't need your shoulder
to cry on." She walked towards the
horses. "If the rest of you want to
stay here and be bullied you can."

Sue followed her.
The boys looked anxiously at Ross.
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"What do you think we'd better
do?" asked Jim.

Ross could not keep the anger out
of his voice. "Oh, go along and try
to keep them from breaking their
damned necks. Don't let them get
out of a walk."

He heard them ride away. He half
wished Barney would shy off from
everything—^then he was terrified
that he would. He should have gone
with them—their safety was his re
sponsibility. But his patience had a
limit.

He walked about the camp, half
worried, half furious, awaiting their
return. After an hour he heard their
voices and the sound of the horses.
Then suddenly they were coming at
a dead run. They raced into the
clearing and dismounted, Kay well
in the lead. That was the last straw.

Kay was triumphant. "We didn't
find a single ghost. You shouldn't
be afraid of the dark. Really!"

Ross did not answer. He walked
over and began to unsaddle the
horses.

Kay followed him. "You're so
fascinating when you're being strong
and silent."

"You. . . He spun around. He
grabbed her by the shoulders and
began to shake her. Then—perhaps
it was his anger, perhaps the sur
prise of finding her so soft, almost
fragile—he kissed her.

He expected blind fury when he
let her go. She said, "That was very
masterful." But the scorn in her
voice was unsteady. He turned and
walked back to camp.

Now he'd done it. With one ab
surd gesture he had confirmed her
judgment of cheap heroism. But he
could still taste the sweetness of her
soft lips, and he could not be sorry.

Ross awoke just before dawn,
troubled by a vague uneasiness. As
he lay half awake, a gust of wind
blew open the flap of his tepee, and
he was conscious of the sharp, acrid
smell of smoke. He sat bolt upright
and thrust his legs in his boots.

Outside the tent, in the half-light
of earliest dawn, the smoke was
much thicker. It came in waves—
not evenly distributed through the
air as it had been. He began to
hear, or perhaps to sense, a distant
roaring. Forest fire!

A vast, destructive power had been
unleashed. A power that advanced
now with deliberation, now with
lightning speed, but always terrify
ing, ruthless, omnivorous, acknowl
edging no master but the wind.

He ran across the camp and awoke
the wranglers. "Tex, run up the
ridge a bit and see where it's head
ing, and how fast. The rest of you
get those ponies saddled fast—and
don't leave them loose. Thank God
we hobbled them."

He strode to the line of tepees.
"Last call," he shouted at each.
"We're breaking camp in ten min
utes." There was something in his
voice that brought them to their feet
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without any hesitation or protest.
Even Kay. After last night he

was surprised that she accepted so
peremptory a command. *

Then he returned to help with the
horses. They were cinching up the
last of them when he saw Tex run
ning along the edge of the lake.

"It's sweeping up the canyon like
a scairt rabbit," Tex said. "It's
safe below the Spur—the fire's all
on this side and the wind'll hold her."

"How about the upper pass?"
"Not a chance—the fire's almost

in it now. I figger we got almost
an hour to get over the Spur. After
that it's got to be the ledge trail."

"Ledge trail, hell—the dudes
couldn't ride out that way." Ross
was frowning as he made hasty
calculations. Then his voice sharp
ened. "We can get over the Spur
in half an hour if we leave this
stuff. Peel the saddles off those
pack horses. Tex, you haze them
down the trail—make them think
hell's after them. They'll make
better time than the dudes."

Tex started them off on the dead
run. Then Ross noticed Kay stand
ing behind him. His frown faded
and his face broke into a reassuring
grin.

"Going to take a little lope before
breakfast," he said. "Or should I
say canter? Just discovered we're
out of grub."

He tried to read her face. It was
calm and confident, but there was
also a seriousness that told him she
was aware of the raging fury of a
forest fire, the resistless power and
the terrible speed.

"I heard what Tex was saying,"
she said. "I don't need babying."

"Then you also heard we have
plenty of time. But the quicker we
get moving the sooner we get a
breath of fresh air." He took her
arm and hurried her to the horses.

The other dudes were getting into
their saddles. Their eyes were smart
ing from the smoke and they looked
vaguely pale and uneasy.

Ross was everywhere, being care
fully casual, and gently prodding the
slow. Jim and Brad helped by trying
to look bored with the whole busi
ness. Sue, of course, refused to be
lieve the situation unusual. She was
chatting with the school teacher.
"He's got a sweet horse, and he's
such a nice old man. Jim says his
feet need trimming—I mean his
hooves . . . the horse's. . . ."

T?he smoke grew thicker by the
minute. The distant roar was louder
—a low sound, but alive, like the
labored breathing of some huge
beast.

Then only Ross was unmounted.
His pinto w^as tied to a tree. One
of the wranglers took his place at the
head of the line and they started
down the trail.

Kay rode over to Ross on Barney,
the big bay. "Are you going to stand
here and defy the flames, my hero?"

His arm indicated the tepees and

the other camp equipment in a
sweeping gesture. "Got to get this
stuff away from the fire. I'll ride
out on the ledge and see you at
dinner."

"Why be melodramatic?" Her
scorn lacked some of its complacency.
"Why don't we all pitch in and get
it over with ?"

He glared at her. She never would
understand the responsibilities of
taking care of a lot of dudes. There
was genuine anger in his voice.
"Because it's more help to have you
clear out—and not be a bother and |
a worry for once."

Before she could answer he turned
Barney around and slapped him on
the rump. The big bay broke into
a lope.

Then he set to work with desperate
haste. He struck the tents and
folded them in piles. He gathered
together all the more valuable camp
equipment. The smoke was burning
his throat and the fire sounded nearer
every minute.

He picked up the tarpaulins the
wranglers slept on. Then he heard a
hoof beat and looked up. Kay was
riding Barney back through the
smoke.

"What happened?" His voice, for
once, showed panic. A vision of the
whole outfit cut off by the approach
ing flames made him sick with fear.

Kay was dismounting when an
other horse loped into camp. Brad.
His voice was husky with worry.
"What are you trying to do, Kay?
Come on—we haven't much time."

"I'm going to stay. I'm tired of
being called useless."

iJRAp jumped to the ground. Ross
was silent. If he felt any admira
tion for her courage it was more i
than offset by his anger at her'
stupid wilfulness.

But there was no time for point-1
less argument. The trail to the
Spur would be blocked by now—they
would have to go out with him. He
put them to work.

They tackled the piles of folded
tents and bedding, and wrapped
them in the large tarps, making
several unwieldy bundles which they
tied securely with rope. All the odds
and ends of camp necessities went
quickly into the bundles. Ross saved
out only his rifle and scabbard, which
he strapped to his saddle. Water
might damage it almost as much as
fire.

The smoke was choking them, mak
ing their eyes burn. The roar had
tripled in volume. It was now a
vast, hollow booming, and Ross could
hear the sharp crackle of burning
pine needles.

He tossed Kay a rope and pointed
to the lake. There was neither time
nor breath for words. She took off
her boots and plunged to her knees
in icy water.

Ross and Brad were dragging the
heavy canvas-wrapped packages to
the bank, pushing them into the
shallow water. Kay took a couple
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of hitches around each roll, tying
them tightly to one another. Then
came the packsaddles and paniers,
and the food chests and the job was
done.

Ross took the loose end of the rope
as Kay climbed out of the water.
He wrapped it around a large rock
which he rolled over the bank.

As he watched Kay forcing her wet
feet into her boots he felt a touch
of pity. He knew they were aching
with the cold, but there was no time
to chafe them back to warmth. The
fire was roaring through the tops at
an incredible speed. They could feel
the heat of it. Burning embers
rained on the camp, starting spot
fires in the dry needles.

They climbed into the saddle and
Ross led the way up the ridge. The
horses were half mad with fright.
The crackling of the flames sounded
like pistol shots and the heat was
unbearable. Ground fires were
springing up all around them.

They followed the merest sem
blance of a trail. Narrow and rocky
it sidled up the bare face of the
ridge, on one side a wall of rock,
on the other a sheer drop, growing
greater at every step of the way.
Bad enough for a calm, sure-footed
horse, it was no place for ponies
fleeing in terror.

P^OSS kept the pinto calm by talk
ing gently and stroking his neck.
Kay and Brad had less luck, but they
kept to the trail somehow.

The trail I'eached a point half-way
up the ridge and levelled off. The
going was easier but they were still
at the mercy of a single misstep.

The air became clearer and now
they were far beyond reach of the
fire. They could look back and see
the wave of destruction sweeping up
the slope below. Already it was sur
rounding the lake. The leaping wall
of flames was a terrifying spectacle,
even from a safe distance.

The narrow ledge continued to a
point just beyond the North Spur.
There the trail dropped abruptly
down a steep coulee, and back into
the timber. It widened considerably
at the top of the coulee.

Ross brought the pinto to a stop.
"We'd better walk them down this.
They're not at their best today."

He swung to the ground. Kay was
just free of the off stirrup when
Barney gave way to blind terror.
With a snort he squeezed past the
pinto, knocking Ross against the
rocks. He planted his feet nervously
on the edge of the coulee—then sud
denly bolted, straight down the slope
at a panic-stricken dead run.

Kay clung like a burr. There was
no stopping him and she merely tried
to stay on. She rode with the skill
that comes only from growing up
with horses, and she needed it.

Ross stared, horror-stricken. Then
he leaped back into the saddle, dug
in his spurs and raced after her.

Barney reached the bottom and
plunged on. Kay was still with him,
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sawing on the reins. Ross was ter
rified that she would not stop him
before he hit heavy timber.

Ross was just at the bottom when
it happened. The bay tripped over
a log. Kay stuck with him. He took
two crazy stumbling leaps and fell
headlong. Kay went off over his
head and rolled into a tree.

Ross leai>ed off his horse and knelt
beside her. He could find no broken
bones, but he could not hope that she
had escaped unhurt. She opened her
eyes and shook her head. She was
shaken and bruised and badly fright
ened but that was all. Suddenly she
looked beyond him and her face
twisted horribly.

"Look at Barney! What's wrong,
Ross?"

Barney was on his feet, shaking
convulsively. He was pounding the
ground with his off fore. There was
something unnatural about the mo
tion that Ross could not analyze at
first. Then he saw it, and he felt
cold and sick.

The hoof was dangling loose and
useless, and it bent straight up when
ever the leg was set down. It was
a clean break at the ankle.

Brad ran up as they stared. Ross
went over to examine it but he had
no doubts. He took the rifle from
the scabbard.

"Ross, oh, please!" It was almost
a wail. He turned to look at her.
She took a grip on herself. "I just
wanted you to hurry."

Ross peeled off Barney's saddle.
He led the other horses into the trees
and tied them securely. Barney kept
pounding the stump of his leg, try
ing to shake off this strange thing
that tortured him.

Ross raised the 30-30 until the
muzzle rested between the pain-fiHed
eyes, the barrel slanting upwards.
He set the stock against his shoulder,
and, bracing himself, pulled the
trigger.

The roar was deafening. Barney
reared, screaming with shock and
pain, jerking the reins from Ross's
hands. Then he crumpled and fell to
his side. His muscles twitched con
vulsively, and then were still. There
was a round black hole in the middle
of his forehead, rimmed with the
ghastly blue-grey of powder burn.
Ross could hear the other horses
pawing the ground and straining in
terror, but their reins held.

He walked over and quieted them.
Then he hung Barney's saddle and
bridle on a limb.

He found Kay close to tears. The
remorse and shame in her eyes were
pitifully real—it hurt him to see her
suffering. He spoke rapidly to break
an awful moment.

We 11 have to go tandem on the
paint. Just down to the ranger
station—about a half hour's ride.
There's a logging road from there
and we can 'phone for a ear."

"Oh, Ross, I. . . . I'm , . ,"
He wanted to soothe the strain in

her voice. "Don't blame vourself,
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Kay. Nobody could hold a terrified
horse on that hill."

Brad said, "Wouldn't it help if I
rode ahead to 'phone?"

Ross was grateful. "Yes—^^it's a
ranger trail from here—^marked like
that tree, a dot and a blaze. You
can't miss it."

They watched Brad lope down the
trail.

She turned. "Oh, Ross, I've caused
so much trouble." There was a sob
in her voice.

"That's only half of it—I'll prob
ably have to carry you down."

Kay seemed not to hear. "Will you
ever forgive me?"

Ross looked down at the con
trite face tipped up to him. A tear

was streaking her smudged cheek.
The anxious lines in his face soft

ened. "Everything's all right as long
as you weren't hurt." His voice said
more than his words.

And it knocked the last faltering
prop from under her. She swayed
weakly. He caught her, marveling
that her strength had lasted so long.

Then suddenly his face was buried
in her hair and his arms tightened
around her.

She said, "We were fools to fight
it," as his lips found hers and they
clung to each other.

Then he laughed. "What will Sue
say to this?"

"Who cares?" She lifted her
eager mouth to his.

Going My Way?
(Continued from page 16)

by with a bawling out because the
rules say: No Pickups!

You can't blame the company. Ten
thousand in cigarettes is nothing for
a truck like this. And when I get
soft hearted I think about Madge
and how bad I want to get married;
and about Lefty Conlon and Sam
Spurk. Lefty picked up a guy and
got a gun in his side while three
other punks came up and ran offwith
the truck; Sam got kidnapped for a
few hours while some hoods got rid
of his load. .

"How would you like it, walking
all night?" Madge asked, disdainful-
like. "You'd want a ride, wouldn t
you

"I would," I said, "but I wouldn't
expect to get it. Not at this time of
night." , , ii,-

"To hear you the whole thing is
a racket and every man on the
wants to run off with your truck.

"Listen," I said. Sort of irritably
I guess, because here I was being
hard—^we were just passing the
hitch-hiker and I could see the sort
of hurt disappointment on his face
—and trying to hold down my job
and having to argue with Madge to
justify myself. , „ ^

"I know the orders," I went on.
"I run into this same thing every
night. Only you're not here and I
don't have to get bawled out for it.
So make out you're not here. Sup
pose I get caught making a pickup?
Suppose I lose my job. Swell, huh?
And anyway, who's idea was it, your
coming along?"

"I thought you'd like to have me,"
Madge said and her voice sounded
stiff, throaty.

"That's what I thought," I said.
"But if you don't like my routine,
let it go. I'll get back my day run
and we'll wait."

"I don't want to wait," she said
and moved up against me and slipped
her arm through mine. I melted at
that, and then she spoiled it all by
tacking on a little more. "Only—I
can't help feeling sorry for them.
I hope the boy wasn't sick."

I had a crack on the tip of my
tongue but I smothered it. She was
no shrew, Madge, but every once in
a while she'd get on a tear about
something and then it was hard to
change her mind. She was that ca
pable, big-hearted kind and I had an
idea she'd be a little bossy after we
were married. But I didn't think I'd
mind because I figured she'd be good
around the house; good with kids,
too. I was glad I didn't say any
thing. I guess we were both tired
—^maybe tired of waiting for some
thing that seemed a long time in
coming.

It began to drizzle and I started
the windshield wiper. We went on
without speaking for another couple
miles, and then I saw this guy plod
ding along ahead of us. This time,
after the row and everything, I
didn't think she'd say anything. A
fellow would have kept his mouth
shut, knowing how I felt about it.
Maybe she was thinking about the
kid we passed. I don't know the
reason but she went ahead with it.

Her hand tightened on my arm
and she said, "Listen, Joe," in that
confidential mother-knows-best man
ner, "I've never been so very wrong
before, have I? It's raining and he
hasn't even got a coat."

I had no intention of stopping, but
right then and there something hot
and angry flared up inside of me.
What was the sense of working
nights, and eating caffein tablets and
aching for sleep if it meant being
miserable and quarrelling. Before
I knew it I said, "Okay," and slipped
into neutral.

"Oh." That's all she said but
there was a lot of pleased thanks in
her voice. I couldn't tell whether
she was proud of me, or tickled silly
because she'd had her way and I was
breaking regulations.

I braked down, and I could see now
that this new fellow was small and
thin, and that he didn't expect a lift.
He hadn't bothered to turn around.

"I hope I get fired for it. I hope
this guy pulls a gun and makes us
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walk in, and then maybe you'll keep
your nose out of my business."

That's what I said, and at the
time I meant it, I was that sore.
Madge took time to look around at
me and her dark eyes were narrowed
and angry and hurt. She said, "Joe
Martin. You ought to be ashamed,"
and then she flounced around on the
seat and looked at our customer as
the truck stopped.

^I^RAISE GIANT FROGS
/ Big profit opportunity I Start backyard.

^M^SSE&v furnish breeders, Instructions and
market. Any climate suitable. Costs
littlo to booin. Writo. American Frog

Canning Company (138-A) Now Orleans, La.

yv ELL, this guy was surprised, all
right. Maybe because I stopped, and
maybe because he looked up and saw
Madge hanging out looking at him.
She had to tell him to get in, and
when she pushed over on the seat
she whispered, "Now don't be nasty
to him either."

A car swung around a curve up
ahead, spotlighted us. I hoped it
wasn't a stockholder of the company
or a friend of the boss when I
shifted; then I took a look at our
passenger. His clothes were a net
work of wrinkles and the rain glis
tened on his shapeless felt hat. His
face was thin and very white and
tired-looking except for the gray
eyes which were shrewd and bright
and kind of wary; not what you'd
expect in a pickup like this. I re
membered about the eyes later.

"Well," he said when he got set
tled. "Well, this is fine. Mighty nice
of you. So many trucks passed me
I didn't think you'd stop. At night
and all. Appreciate it, though."

"You would have been wet through
if you had gone on much longer,"
Madge said, her voice warm and
friendly. "How far are you going?"

"Far as I can."
"Well, we're going to Boston," She

gave me a quick, superior glance that
seemed like an effort to mock my
suspicions.

Nobody spoke for a minute or so
and then he said, talking to Madge.
"I'd never expect to find anyone like
you on a truck. Are you—is he your
husband?"

"No," Madge said, "that is, not
yet." And then, ignoring me to keep
me in my place, she went on to tell
him all about it, giving it to him
from start to finish. She had a good
listener and I guess it was a story
she liked to hear and talk about.
There was something triumphant
and maybe a little proud in the way

i she went on. She even repeated her
self when she explained that I didn't
have to be making these overnight
trips but that I was doing it so we
could save money and get married
that much quicker.

I didn't say anything because I
was still sore; and I stayed sore be
cause she had been right and every
thing had turned out okay. Besides,
it burned me to see her being so
damned confidential to a stranger.

For the next few minutes I paid
attention to my job while we went
through New London. When we had
crossed the bridge I took a quick
look at this fellow.

I could see now that he wasn't a
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bad little guy. Tucked off in the
corner with one hand in his coat
pocket, he was quiet and kind of
helpless-looking and appreciative of
the ride. I began to feel a little
sheepish about it. Madge was right
again. She usually was. And I had
an idea I'd hear about this thing, the
rest of my life probably, whenever
Madge could use it as an illustration
to win an argument.

After a while Madge began te
question him. He answered her, too.
Not always right away, but he an
swered. Edward Wainright, he said
his name was. That sounded fa
miliar, although I could not place it.

"How far are you going?" Madge
asked him.

"Well," he said, hesitating a little,
"I'd like to get into Canada." And
then Madge came out with a typical
woman's question.

"Why?"
That stopped him for a minute.

When he finally answered he said,
"Well, the police are looking for me.
I'm supposed to be in prison but I
had a bit of luck."

He spoke quietly, simply, like a
man commenting on the weather, but
he could not have jarred me more
if he'd shouted. I thought, "Well,
here goes the job and everything
else," while my nerves tightened up
like violin strings.

He kept on talking in that quiet,
weary tone, but I knew right then
who he was. You don't get to read
the papers regularly on a job like
this. Still I knew something about
him.

He had killed a man named Tabor
who had been bothering his wife. I
think a real good lawyer could have
got him off with self-defense but as
it was they gave him five to eight
years. And then he had escaped
while a deputy was taking him from
the courthouse. I could see why
now. Because he looked so docile and
harmless. This deputJ^ under-rat
ing him, had put one cuff on hjm and
was holding the other. Wainright
tripped the deputy and jerked the
cuff from the fellow's hand. He was
small, he was lucky to lose himself
in the crowd until he could steal a
car.

"You see," Wainright explained.
"I've had a lot of tough luck these
past three years. Sickness. No job.
Lost my house. Ruth, that s niy
wife, was the only one that brought
in any money. , , t n

"She shouldn't have worked at all
because of her lungs, but she was a
good stenographer and she made
thirty a week at it. I tried to get
her to take the few hundred we had
and go West, to Arizona oi' New
Mexico and see if we couldn't make
some sort of a living while her
got strong. But she was afraid to
give up her job—and it was a long
time before I found out that in order
to keep working she had to put up
with a lot of offensive attention from
her boss, this Tabor.
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"Well, the details don't matter.
Anyway, I came back to our place
one night. I heard her scream as
I reached for the door-knob, and they
were still struggling when I went in.
I guess it looked worse than it was
because Ruth had been fighting so
hard her hair was down and the
sleeve of her dress was torn."

Wainright paused and looked at
me. I could see that his eyes were
hard and metallic, and didn't fit his
face.
. "Maybe you know how I felt. Ruth

tried to smooth it over. Tabor was
a—well, arrogant, disdainful. He
was twice as big as I am and when
I told him to get out he laughed.
There was a gun in a table drawer
and I grabbed it. To get him out,
that's all; to get him out so Ruth
wouldn't see him laugh at me. He
started for me and he was ugly. When
he grabbed me I pulled the trigger."

Wainright looked away and
his voice was apologetic. "I suppose it
was a fool thing to do. I don't seem
to regret it—about Tabor. I do
when I think of what Ruth went
through. What money we had went
for the lawyer. I knew she'd never
get West. She had luck enough to
get another job while I was waiting
trial and she wouldn't give it up.
She had to live, she said; and I'd
need things in prison.

"I really had no intention of try
ing to escape. The thought just
came to me while I was walking with
that jailer." Wainright moved his
free hand in a shrugging gesture.
"My luck held. I've seen Ruth. We
talked things over and she wanted
me to go back, said she'd wait for
me. I didn't tell her I thought she'd
be dead before I was free.

"They've got a reward out for me,
but I decided to take a chance, and
well, my luck is still holding. I guess
you can see what this ride means."

We went on for about five miles
with nobody saying a word. The
lights of a passing car flashed briefly
into the cab. Twice my eyes slid
towards Wainright and I jerked
them back. I was beginning to get
scared but I couldn't miss the irony
of the set-up: Madge had her way;
I had my angry wish—except that
I'd picked up a murderer instead of
a gunman. And here we were, rid
ing side by side. It was Madge who
spoke first.

"How far have you come today?"
"Well," Wainright said awkward

ly, as though we had a right to know
but he didn't want to tell, "I've been
going since five o'clock."

"You'll have to keep going after
you leave us, too," Madge said.
"Why don't you lie down in back
of the seat for a while. There's a
place and—"

Her voice trailed off, and when I
looked at her, her face was white and
stiff-looking.

Wainright kept right on sui-pris-
ing me. He said he guessed he
would, and climbed over the seat,

stretched out on his side. Madge
shoved over towards me then, but
she didn't say a word. Neither did
I. I just did a lot of thinking in a
very short time while the whining
suck of tires on the wet concrete and
the rumble of the truck droned out
a weird accompaniment.

By that time I was plenty scared;
scared in a nervous, jittery way be
cause I didn't know what was com
ing next. Sort of panicky, like one
time I was swimming a long way
from shore and something brushed
up against my leg. I didn't think
this guy would hurt Madge, and I
didn't have room for any, "I told you
so," thoughts. I don't know what
worried me most, my truck and my
job—or Wainright.

The guy's loony, I thought. But
that didn't comfort me any. I
couldn't figure his attitude, or why
he told us his story. And he kept
one hand in his pocket. I didn't like
that either, although there was no
kick in the way he'd been behaving.
The whole thing was a headache,
screwy. It didn't make sense.

I kept worrying about all these
things until I got the germ of an
idea which began to blossom of its
own accord. I got to thinking about
the reward.

I didn't know how much it was,
but I told myself it must be at least
five hundred. And it seemed worth
a try when I thought of how sick I
was of this night and day job, and
seeing Madge once or twice a week
and the rest of the time thinking
how much I wanted her and how
long I had to wait. One half of my
brain argued that way; the other
half argued: This guy has had
enough tough breaks. You'd be a
lousy heel to turn him in.

"W4]LL, telling myself I'd be aheel
only made me try to justify myself.
After all, this guy had killed a man.
He had been convicted and who was
I to say the sentence wasn't just.
Certainly the yarn he'd given us was
prejudiced.

Somebody would get him anyway,
I argued, so why not me? My story
would be that he was hiding in the
truck, that I didn't pick him up. And
it shouldn't be too tough. He was
a little^ fellow and I thought I could
take him with one hand.

When I remembered my blackjack
I began to get confident. It wasn't
a blackjack really; it was more like
a policeman's night stick. I had it
for emergencies and it was in a little
holder fastened to the front, upright
part of the seat beside my right leg.
A quick little crack with that, not
too hard, and—

Keeping my eyes on the road, I
reached down for that club. I did it
slowly, easily, while the tires sucked
wetly on the concrete and the stri
dent whine of the windshield wiper
topped the rumble of the truck:
vague far-away sounds submerged
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by the pounding of my heart. My
fingers slid along the polished sur
face of the handle and suddenly my
nerves tightened up on me and I
was sweating and scared again. Then
I felt a hand on my wrist. Madge's
hand.

I held steady for a moment or so,
tensed, holding my breath. I don't
think she knew about that stick, but
something must have told her what
was in my mind, what I was up to.
She kept holding my wrist, her hand
soft and hot, until I let go of the
stick and reached for the wheel.

I glanced- over at her. She still
looked stiff-lipped and she shook her
head the least bit, her dark eyes
round and wide with some inner dis
turbance.

I EXHALED, relaxed. And now
that she'd made up our minds,
damned if I wasn't glad. I felt re
lieved, sort of buoyant inside. I
knew now that it would have been a
crummy trick after he had trusted
us with his story.

When we started through Provi
dence I knew I'd have to tell Wain-
right to get out before we got to the
warehouse. I was wondering how to
say it when he sat up on the bunk,
told me to pull off my regular route
and go down a side street.

I got sort of cold all over and be
gan to curse myself for not slugging
him when I had the chance. I made
the turn and was thinking, "Here's
w^here the stick-up comes," when he
said, still speaking softly:

"I guess I can give you the rest of
the story now. I'm not going to Can
ada; I'm getting out here. I was
going to look up a fellow I know to
do the job, but I think you'll do even
better because I'm not sure I can
trust him."

I kept driving without saying a
word.

"That reward adds up to three
thousand now," he went on. "And I
figured out a plan when I talked with
Ruth. I want that reward—or part
of it. I've got to have it for her.
Two thousand will keep her out West
for two years if she lives simply.
And two years in that climate will
mend her lungs. That's all I want.
The other thousand is your share if
you take me in."

E-iVEN then I didn't know what the
score was. I didn't believe him. I
just sat there slack-jawed, driving
automatically. When I could think
it was, "Now I know he's loony." I
finally said, "I don't like it."

"I don't blame you," Wainright
said. "It sounds crooked. But look
at it my way. They want me. They're
willing to pay. I'm bi'oke. I'll never
get away, and I don't want to. But
somebody will collect that reward.
Probably a bunch of cops."

He climbed over on the seat. I
was in too much of a fog to say any
thing. I just sat there with my
palms damp on the wheel, not know

ing I was holding my breath until I
blew it out.

"It's a cinch, really. Say I stuck
you up." Wainright pulled a heavy-
looking automatic out of his pocket
and I knew I'd guessed right about
that anyway. "And I got careless
and you jumped me. You can't lose
your job that way, and you can make
twice the five hundred you need."

"How do you know I won't hold
out the whole three thousand," I
stalled, concentrating on keeping my
voice flat.

"You won't," Wainright said.
"I've been sizing you up. I like your
girl. She's honest. When I heard
you needed money, too, I decided to
risk my story. I had to be sure.
That's why I played meek and got in
back—to give you a chance to jump
me."

"Suppose I had," I said, and my
voice was stiff, like my muscles.

"I had the drop on you all the
time." Wainright waved the gun.
"I might not have shot you, but I'd
dumped you out and taken the truck
until I got clear. Then I would have
tried to make it here and looked up
the fellow I told you about. But the
two of you are better than he is.
And you played square with me.
How about it? Make up your mind."

1 SAW the green lights of a police
station two blocks ahead, and then
I remembered that this was the town
where Wainright had lived and been
arrested. The sweat came out on my
forehead. I couldn't make myself
say either yes or no. I mumbled,
"Well—" and that seemed to be
enough for Wainright.

"Get a story and stick to it," he
hurried on. "I'm bringing you right
to the station so you won't have to
split that money with the police.
When you collect, two thousand goes
to my wife. I'll give you a letter
later." His voice got sharp, incis
ive. "Promise now, both of you!"

Madge and I said, "I promise!" in
a sort of mechanical chorus.

He gave me the automatic, and
even then if he'd started blasting I'd
have been no more surprised. And
then I knew I had to go through
with it. I stopped in, front of the
station house and we went up the
steps with the gun in Wainright's
back and Madge tagging behind me.

There was a uniformed officer sit
ting behind the dais-like desk, and
a chubby fellow with a freckled face
and glasses lounging against the
heavy rail.

Wainright said, "Hello, Lieuten
ant," wearily.

The fellow looked up, stared at
Wainright; then at me and the gun.
He put down his pen and leaned
back in the chair and finally grinned.

"Well, well," he said. "Hello,
Eddy. Welcome home. Where you
been keeping yourself?" He pressed
a buzzer button.

The freckle-faced fellow bounded
off the rail. "What the—" he flung
out. "What—" His eyes widened
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behind his glasses and his face fold
ed up in a grin. "Boy," he breathed,
"is this gonna be something." He
stepped over to me. "I'm Mallpy, of
the Leader. What's the story?" -

I gave it to him. At first-I was
•stiff-lipped and jumpy, but -I im
proved as I went along; I turned.on
the innocence and kept talking fast
so he couldn't interrupt. When I
wound up I had things under con
trol and I made my voice hard. "Just
remember that there's a reward, and
that I brought this guy in alone.''

M.[ALLOY'S hand came up in a con
fident gesture. "I'll remember." He
turned and grinned at the Lieutenant
who was looking kind of sour. "It'll
be a pleasure."

Two plain clothesmen came in and
took Wainright and the gun. Mal-
loy grabbed a phone and the Lieuten
ant steered us into a little anteroom
and left us alone. The moment the
door closed Madge was in my arms.
She pulled my head down and clung
to me, hard. I held her tight be
cause suddenly I was shaky again.
We stood there like that, not talk
ing, for quite a while. Then I did
what I'd wanted to do—about three
months ago, it seemed—after we'd
left Steve's.

"It's okay." I said after I'd kissed
her and got my breath." If it hadn't
been for you I wouldn't have stopped,
and we wouldn't get any money; and
if it hadn't been for you I might've
tried to slug this guy. Come on, quit
crying. You were right, all the way
around."

"Oh—no!" she countered, blink
ing back the tears. "You were
right, Joe."

Well, women are funny. I didn't
know what she meant, couldn't think
of an anwer. "/ was right?" I
snorted.

"We never should have stopped. I
never should have asked you to. Sup
pose he was like the gunmen we read
about? He might have held us up,
taken the truck, You'd've lost your
job. Suppose — why" — her mouth
gaped a little — "why he might
have—"

"Yeah," I snapped, failing to
grasp that a lot of this was just
nervous reaction. "But he didn't.
Everything—"

"But suppose he had?"

M.AYBE you can figure that. It's
always been too deep for me what
ever it proves. All I know is that
things worked out all right even if
you think we are a couple of crooks.
There was some kick about the re
ward, but the newspaper fellow knew
too much and they had to pay.

Wainright's wife is living out in
Arizona while he serves out his
term.

I guess it was a good break in
some other ways, too. I'm on a day
run now, and Madge and I like
married life. She's boss around the
house, and I do the driving.
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