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Results of the

Joseph T. Fanning Class

~

Lo
&

~Initiation

The Joseph T. Fanning Class, 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.

Alabama _ )
Birmingham, 44; Blocton (West Bloe-
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; Tuecson, 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 Maria, 3; Santa Monica,
15; Santa Rosa, 7; Sonora, 9; Stockton,
10; Susanville, 10; Taft, 8; Tulare, 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; éreeley, 39;
Idaho Springs, 4; La Junta, 2; Lamar,
3; Leadville, 6; Longmont, 20; Love-
land, 8; 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; Torrington,
23; Waterbury, 5; West Haven, 2; Wil-
limantic, 13; Winsted, 2.

Florida
Arcadia, 9; Clearwater, 3; Cocoa, 5;
Daytona 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;
Wayecross, 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; Cicero, 67; Danyille, 5; Deca-
tur, 5; De Kalb, 1; Des Plaines, 5; Dixon,
27; Du Quoin, 11; East St. Louis, 3; Elgin,
5; Elmhurst, 56; Evanston, 9; Free-
port, 2; Galesburg, 16; }Iarnsburg, 33;
Harvey, 7; Herrin, 6; Highland Park, 6;
Jacksonville, 50; Jerseyville, 5; Kanka-
kee, 81; 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; Urbana, 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; Greensburg, 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,
6; 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, 338; 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, 84 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; Iola, 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; Welling‘ton, 2; Wichita, 20;
Winfield. 1.
Kentucky
Ashland, 42; Bowling Green, 8; Cat-
lettsburg, 28; Covington, 12; Cynthiana,
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 Or-
leans, 87; 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; Frostburg, Md., 5; Hagerstown,
(Continued on page 32)
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(Continued from page 32)
Marshall, 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; Bennington, 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,

The Peach

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 of
’.c{le land to meet on a basis of equal-
ity.

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
may vary in length depending on the
facilities of the building where the
enclosure is located. At each end of
the court are large “backboards” to
which are attached iron rings or
hoops draped with cord “nets.” The
nets have no purpose other than to
enabl_e 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 points. 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.

Play is 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-
ing a whistle which signifies play has
begun. They jump for the ball and try
to tap it to one of their team mates.
The man catching the ball passes it

22; Manchester, 3; Newport News, 10-:
Norfol&ll{, 9; Portsmouth, 4; Pplaskl,t 5;
Richmond, 27; Roanoke, 9; Winchester,

12 Washington 4: Ballard
Aberdeen, 21; Anacortes, 24; Ballar
(Seattle), 63; Bellingham, 10; B:;)e.m}%l]'-
ton, 45; Centralia, 16; Chehalis, 9; 35:
lensburg, 2; Everett, 154; Hoqulam,P ;
Kelso, 25; Longview, 41; Naval ’Is orrl_
Angeles), 81; Olympia, 16; Port (;)we.
send, 14; Puyallup, 11; Raymon ' ads
Seattle, 55; Spokane, 60; Tac?!%?,nat:

Vancouver, 10; Walla Walla, 6; Wa

_chee, 17; Yakima, 2.

West Virginia arleston

kley, 7; Bluefield, 50; C ar esto .
160 s opurg, 11; Elkins, 3; Fair
mon't, 21; Grafton, 15; Huntington, 56;

Martinsburg, 3; Morgantown, 43
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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;

Zgatertown, 1; Waukesha, 71; Wausau,
) Wyoming
Casper, 10; Cheyenne, 22; Greybull,

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

Basket Goes Big-Time

(Continued from page 19)

i d the
of his fellow p]ayers, an
f)?l]fni: worked or dribbled nea}ll' ::122
basket until a player gets a cha -
shot. . ;
fmi’?ay is usually limited to tv{g
halves of twenty minutes each, or t
four ten minute periods. In thetear 3;
days of the game, profess'lonal eacrlr(l) s
were accustomed to play in 'I?ﬁl ecxz) clo-
sure :surrounded by a net. The
had the appearance of a cage, ind
hence the nickname of cax(;igd pnot
time.” Professional teams tltoda
as a rule use backboards, but o ojt,‘
the backboard }ils a re%#lzl(; rf‘nia l;llaces
ever ere. aces,
3&?1111;.:: the sg:zs are arranged erg:lrelia
around the court, the backboards a}c‘o
made of transparent glass _sod ?;; to
allow the patrons sgated behin | h?n-
to see the game without visual hi

drance.

all competitive pastimes, bas-
l!;{)flll‘: has become more and mc::re
scientific with its grow_th. Som% St}ll.l-
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 foremo§t
playerthe pastimeever knew; Howard
Cann of New York Umversﬂ:y, voted
the greatest player In the college
world of his day; Dr. H C. Carlsen
of the University of Pltts_burgh ; 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 formulga.._

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 oﬁ 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 of
every play depends on every man
carrying out his assignment per-
fectly. Plays vary as in football, de-
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 quin-
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
nogchalafnce.

ne of the finest features of -
ketball is that unlike football gaﬁsd
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
bzsketball 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.

Rasketball, 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 ecan,
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.”

THE 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
of youth and adolescence, and while
it 1s 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-
ndpolize the ball for five minutes at
a time, brushing off their opponents
w1t.h 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.
D}rf.y 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
sense 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.

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

WHEN 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
and 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 erown
for his team. As the ball swished
through the net, the final whistle
sounded, and pandemonium broke
loose. Penn’s followers were rin
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 MeNichols 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, but there have

been so many brilliant forwards and
guards of small size 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 most 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 erowd
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, but there
is no doubt but that it runs into
many figures. Railroads, hotels, and
sporting goods houses profit tremen-
dously by it, and the players and
fans derive untold benefits, directly
and vicariously through playing and
watching the pastime.

Under the Spreading Antlers

New 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 than 10,000 small boys who
engaged in impromptu snowbal] 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 rocting 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. Doocling. About
3,000 members of New York Lodge,
Bronx Lodge, No. 871, Queens Bor-
ough Lodge, No. 878, and Staten
Island Lodge. No. 841, attended the
game together with a delegation of
Fidelity Post No. 712 of the Amey.
ican Legion which is composed en-
tirely of members of the Ordey,

(Continued from page 83)

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 Bronux,
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
brogram consisted of a band concert
by the Brooklyn Concert Band and a
number of songs by the Bronx Lodge
slee Club under the leadership of

Fred Vettel, County Commander
Jeremiah Cross and his Legion offi-
cers conducted the installation. The
Drill Team of Bronx Lodge, under
the able leadership of Captain 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 named.
Mr. Bley also spoke. He extended an
invitation to 'the various Legion
Posts to hold their installation of
officers, as wel] gg 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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“1 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 you’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 KEasterners 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 inexpertly 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.

HE 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-
ux:al 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 seemed 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.

THEY 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
wz},s fired. That is the moon, isn’t
it?”’

“Tt 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 vourself 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









January, 1936

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—1I'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 pickegl up a guy and
got a gun in his side while three
other punks came up and ran off with
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

9
OBI' would,” I said, “but I wouldn’t
expect to get it. Not at this time of
mg‘}’i‘t(; hear you the whole thing is
a racket and every man on the road
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. ,

“] know the orders,” I went on.
«] pun 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 rr_lakmg a pickup?
Suppose I lose my pr. Swel_l, 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 sh;‘ew, 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-
thm_g 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,
at"ter 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.”

.1 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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FOUR {full winters of fun have proved

that the Miami Biltmore policy is
unique in the world.. . . that here is
the biggest vacation value anywhere . . .

that the Miami Biltmore’s economies
and privileges, with its luxurious refine-
ments of living, establish it as the
world’s greatest resort hotel! No other
vacation offers such a vast, diversified
program of play, so many expense-saving
advantages. In short—the best¢ hotel liv-
ing at moderate cost, plus a rollicking,
well-rounded vacation without extra ex-
pense. Whatever sport hobby you prefer,
you’ll find it here at its best, with com-
plete facilities for enjoying it.

CENTER OF THE
WINTERTIME
WORLD

The Miami Biltmore is the favored
playground of sportdom’s celebrities. Its
tremendous program of nationally im-
portant sports and social events . . . the
spacious beauty of the hotel itself . . .
and the wide latitude of daily diversions
attract a brilliant company of notables
from the first to the last day of the
season,

Miami Biltmore guests enjoy, without
extra tariffs, valuable privileges . . .
available nowhere else . . . worth hun-
dreds of dollars in the course of your
winter holiday. For example—on ap-
proval of membership committee, privi-
leges in the Florida Year-Round Clubs:
Miami Biltmore Country Club, Roney
Plaza Cabafia Sun Club (Miami Beach)
and Key Largo Anglers’ Club (on a
tropic Florida “key”). Also without
charge — transportation by aerocar or
autogiro to every resort activity in this
glamorous play spot.

This magnificent, revolutionary plan
has given the world a new concept o
vacations and made the Miami Biltmore
the holiday rendezvous for the play-
wise of two continents.

FOR PARTICULAR INFORMATION (NAME
YOUR FAVORITE SPORT) AND RESERVA-
TIONS, ADDRESS THE HOTEL DIRECT, OR
NEW YORK OFFICE, 521 FIFTH AVENUE,
SUITE 2421-25; CHICAGO OFFICE, 180
NORTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, ROOM 1015

Z2ZmiAami
BILTIMORE

CORAL GABLES, MIAML FLA.
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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 sweatging and-scared agaln. Then
I felt a hand on my wrist.
hand. -

I held steady for a moment or s?é
tensed, holding my breath. I don
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.

1 glanced over at her.’
looked stiff-lipped and she shook her
head the least bit, her Qark eyes
round and wide with some 1Inner dis-
turbance.

IEXHALED, relaxed. And now
that she’d made up our minds,
damned if I wasn’t glad. I felt re-
lieved, sort of buoyant inside.

knew now that it would have been a

crummy trick after he had trusted:

us with his story.

When we started through Proy’i-’
Wain- .

dence I knew I'd have to tell
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 mad’e
the turn and was thinking, ‘“Here’s
where 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.”

EVEN 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.” 1
finally said, “I don’t like it.”

“l 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 broke. I'll never
get away, and I don’t want to. But
somebody will collect that reward.
Probably a bunch of cops.”

Hg climbed over on the seat. 1T
was in too much of a fog to say any-
thing. I just sat there with my
palms damp on the wheel, not know-

Madge's .
ges that anyway.

She still

_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
“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.

“«] 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.”

I 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 1t,’: 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 [et‘ger
later.” His voice got sharp, incis-
jve. “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 b_lastmg 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 tlrge
steps with the gun in Wan}rlghts
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 l_eaned
back in the chair and finally grinned.

“Well, well,” he said. ‘“Hello,
Eddy. Welcome home. Where you
been keeping yourself 7’ 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,
“js this gonna be something.” . He
stepped over to me. “I’'m Malloy, 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.” . R

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. “I 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. Suppo_se — 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?”

MAYBE you can figure that. It’s
always been too deep for me what-
ever it proves. All'I know is that
thlngs_worked out all right even if
you think we are a couple of c¢rooks.
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.









