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Smitty, a Pretty Boy; curving
slowly, his lips remained cut deep
into his cheeks. A man like Smitty.
After a while he laughed softly,
almost soundlessly, with a good deal
of enjoyment. Connihan guessed
she was crazy about him. Thinking
that the muscles in his face tight-
ened slightly, but he did not stop
smiling. She loved him all right.
And Connihan knew what he was—
yellow and cheap, with nothing in-
side for a girl like Lily McGill to
hold on to. She hadn’t seen that;
Connihan hadn’t told her. How could
he? It was something you felt,
something you knew; it didn’t come
out easily in words. She’d have
thought he told her just because—

Connihan’s eyes blinked. He
straightened and flipped his cigarette
against the wall, so that for a mo-
ment the lighted end of it showered
particles of flame upon the deep snow
beneath.
spot of blackness each; and then
these were ‘covered over, softly,
softly, by the great white flakes.
Connihan watched that with a bit-
ter thoughtfulness. And now
Pretty Boy had turned rat; he had
shot a man from darkness, in the
back. And Lily MeGill . . . After
a while he moved against the wall,
as if something had disturbed him
that would not clarify itself in his
mind—some emotion too vague to be
named. L

A FEW people had huddled to-
gether into the area, but Connihan
did not move again until he caught
the low whine of a radio car’s siren
in the street outside. Then he went
on into the passage, meeting two uni-
formed patrolmen as they rounded
the turn in the passage.

“Johnny Ferguson,” he told them,
moving one shoulder slightly toward
the dead man. “He was going to
spill something on the Carmagnac
furs but a guy named Jerome Smith
got to him first. This Smith lives
in the neighborhood somewhere—
the bartender in Rossiter’s might
know. Tell the homicide men when
they come.” He lit another cigarette
3nd added Lily MecGill’s address.

Tell them try that if he isn’t in his
room. I'll wait over there.”” He
noddgd and went on up the stairs,
walking not fast, but with a stolid
deliberation.

It was steadily growing colder,
with an edge of wind that cut stifly
into the side of his face. Breathing
into the pulled up mound of his col-
lar, the warm moistness of his
breath beat back, and he chuckled
deep, soft, as he thought of Smitty,
the Pretty Boy. Killing a man—
wouldn’t that beat hell! Somehow
Pretty Boy was tied up with the
Carmagnac furs, then; but that con-

Fallen, they left a tiny:

The Footprints

(Continued from page 7)

nection remained vague, and Conni-
han did not bother much about it.

He thought that Lily McGill was
gone on him—probably she’d ha\ie
married him long ago if it hadn’t
been for her father. Old Man Mc-
Gill had never been much goo_d; !w—
ing in the neighborhood all his life,
knowing Lily since she’d been a child,
Connihan couldn’t remember a time
when old McGill had had a steady
job. Lily had always supported him.
He had poor eyes, the old man said
—he couldn’t work. Connihan had
decided long ago, dispassionately,
that he was a bum. .There were
things you could do without using
your eyes.

ON the corner the wind ripped at
him, whining down the narrow can-
yons of the streets with a shrilly
echoing viciousness. Past the Tront

-of> Leo Freund’s warehouse he saw

the sign before. Lily McGill's dress
shop swinging ponderous}y against
the wind, creaking on its iron- hooks.
Just beyond that he turned into an
apartment house that spread over

_the store, went up two flights of
. stairs and

rapped his knuckles
against a door on the left. It was
an old fashioned, very modest housed,
with faded oilcloth in the halls an

_ brass strips on each stair rim. There

were two doors on a laqdin_g, with
thick frosted glass constituting the
upper halves of each; through th1§
glass Connihan saw a reflection o
light that was marred by 2 shadow
crossing to him after his ]mock.

In a moment Lily McGill opgned
the door. She was dressed in a
dark wool frock that had something
like a gayly colored bandanna abogé
the throat, falling forward in a sohh
V over her breast. It gave a warmt
to the tired slenderness of her fea-
tures, a subdued kind of light that
softened the shadows of her eye
hollows, and reflected itself with a
thin luminosity against the slight
roundness of her cheeks. Looking
at her, Connihan nodded tsol?lleberly,
his small ugly eyes inscrutable.

“Con,” ng])y MycGill said, with an
accent of surprised pleasure. ‘Ythle
have you been all these weeks? I've
been wondering what happened to

. ome in.” . .
yolI{Ie gvent in, the snow glistening
in drops against his coat. }-I;s eyes
moved around the room, noticing the
one chair by the table, and the open
magazine before it. .

“1’d thought you’d forgotten me,
Lily McGill said. “It’s so long since
you’ve been here.” .

That struck Connihan with a
twisted humor. He smiled slowly
and shook his head. “I’ve been busy.
Don’t get much time off. Has Smitty
been around tonight?” B

“No.” She shook her head. “But
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please let me have your things.”

“Thanks.” Connihan kept his hat
in his hands, his coat buttoned
around him. He did not doubt Lily
McGill and yet he studied, without
haste, without thinking about it,
everything in the room, for Conni-
han was a careful man who had been
trained to a certain procedure of
action that nothing ever violated.
When he saw that the small mat be-
fore the door had been muddied only
by his own shoes he relaxed a little.

Watching him, Lily McGill laughed
softly. “We used to be good friends,
Con. You could sit down for a few
minutes.” oo

There was a dull kind of pain in-
side him. - He looked at the windows,
tightening his_lips, not wanting her
to talk about it. She was sitting on
the arm of a chair, bent Torward
slightly, with her hands clasped in
her lap. Her back was to the floor
lamp, her face in shadow, and the
light from behind deepened and
grew ruddy against the smooth
brown sheen of her hair.

“It wasn’t important,” Connihan
said, to say something. “I just
wanted to see him.”

The thickness in his chest came
again; there was a slight difficulty
in speaking. He felt tired and
sullen; thinking of Pretty Boy, his
heart beat slowly with the old rage.
He turned his hat over in his hands
and said, “I'll push along. Some
other time. Now I can’t wait.”

“Are you always in a hurry? For
an old friend you’re not very cor-
dial, Con. Smitty might be up later.
Occasionally he drops in for—”

r

F HE abruptness and not the length
of her pause drew Connihan’s eyes.
Turning, he followed her gaze to
the door that led to the stairs, and
saw across the glass upper half of
that a man’s form shaded out
against the corridor light. It was
a very thin form, not tall, narrow
across the chest; the only detail that
Connihan could see clearly was the
outline of the derby hat. He was
gone in a moment, without noise, as
Connihan scowled and moved for-
ward.

“It’s nothing,” Lily McGill said,
with a hand on his arm. “Someone
looking for an apartment. Don’t
bother, Con, please. I'll get you a
drink.”

Rising hurriedly, as if she were
anxious to keep him, she crossed the
room to a liquor cabinet in the far
corner. When she came back with a
glass Connihan took it thoughtfully,
watching her. The form had been
too small for Pretty Boy and apart
from that he had little interest. Still
he was puzzled, with a wonder as to
whether or not she had known the

(Continued on page 32)
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(Continued from page 30)
man. He decided not to give the guy
too much time.

“I’ll be going,” he said, after
drinking the whiskey, that sent
warmth into the pit of his stomach,
spread from there with expanding,
comfortable feelers into his arms and
legs. “Thanks for the drink.”

“Goodbye,” Lily McGill said.
“Don’t be such a stranger, Con.”

He nodded from the stairs with-
out looking back, his mind preoccu-
pied. Not until he had reached the
entrance below did the thought come
to him that it might have been her
father—small and dapper, furtive.
That described Old Man McGill. But
why hadn’t he come in?

THERE didn’t seem to be any
plausible answer. Stopping in the
vestibule Connihan drew on a ciga-
rette and exhaled smoke dispiritedly
against the outer doors. After a few
minutes one of the homicide men
came up the stoop. He said they’d
had no luck; the bartender in Ros-
siter’s knew where Pretty Boy lived,
but he had not been there. Connihan
grunted at the news and went on
waiting a while longer, until the last
of the liquor warmth was beaten
back by the slow chill that spread
upward from his feet. Sometimes
Smitty came to see her late—it had
seemed worth a chance. But in ten
minutes nobody came, nothing hap-
pened, and Connihan decided that
Pretty Boy wouldn’t be that much of
a sucker. He pushed back the door
and descended the short outer stoop,
noticing absently that the snow had
stopped at last.

Just as he reached the bottom of
the stoop and turned right he saw
a man in a derby hat come around
the drug store corner, walking fast.
He was a small man, wearing a dark
blue coat with a velvet collar, and
when he saw Connihan he stopped
suddenly and turned back to the side
street. After that he did an insane
thing; looking past the corner at
something Connihan couldn’t see he
stopped again, extended his hands
palm out before him and drew
his stomach in until his body was
like a flattened U. He screamed—
nothing that Connihan could under-
stand—for the briefest part of a
moment.

The shots were so many, so close
together, that in the thick air they
were countless. The dull booming
notes semed to go on and on, but
they must have stopped before Con-
nihan started to run. The scream-
ing stopped too; the man in the
derby hat fell on his face, his stom-
ach humped up from the ground, and
rolled over once into the bank of
snow by the curb. Connihan ran
past him to the corner and the side
street; he saw no one there and sped
past Leo Freund’s warehouse to the
alley bordering it at the side. It
was dark there, alive with a low
whisper of wind, uneasy with
shadow; and when Connihan reached

its end and found nothing he raced
back again, breathless with the
weight of his great coat. .

The little man was still breathing
when Connihan reached him, but
there was no awareness in the
breath, no conscious action in the
twisted and incessant puckering of
his lips. Not until Connihan raised
the head did he recognize Old Mec-
Gill, Lily’s father.

A cab slued across the avenue,
spattering out snow as it pulled in to
the curb. The driver and Connihan
lifted the wounded man between
them, and somebody coming out of
the drug store ran back and held
the door as they entered. On a
bench against the far wall they laid
Old McGill, with his velvet collar
stained now, and his gray hair
straggly over his pain torn face. A
drug clerk in a white jacket came
out from behind the counter, and
Connihan growled, “Get him to
talk,” on his way to the phone booths
in the rear. He called a hospital
and Headquarters; when he came
out again the store was miraculously
full of people, and the drug clerk
was bent over Old McGill.

There didn’t seem to be anything’

Connihan could do. Standing there
heat grew damply around his body
and puffed out his face, so that he
loosened his coat and rested one
hand on a glass counter before the
bench. Steam hissed out of a radi-
ator in a high piping sound like a
peanut vendor’s whistle, and beat-
ing through that without blurring it
was the sound of voices, and the in-
finitesimal moan Old McGill was
making with his mouth. That went
on and on, mingled with the steam
and the voices—an incoherent mur-
mur of pain that stretched itself out
in an unchanging, horrible softness.

CONNIHAN wiped his face. Badly
puzzled, he felt very hot and very
angry, so that after a while he took
off his scarf and flung it onto a chair.
But he could not discard the anger;
it showed in his small, brightly sul-
len eyes, in the set of his mouth.
What the hell was going on? Old
McGill had listened at the door while
he talked to Lily; ten minutes later
old McGill had been shot. Why?
Smitty had killed Johnny Ferguson,
and that was easy to understand if
Smitty was hiding out one hundred
thousand dollars worth of hijacked
furs. But where did Old MecGill
come in? What would Smitty kill
him for?

Those questions went on and on
in Connihan’s mind, suggesting no
answer. The store seemed to be full
of people, ringed around the bench
at a distance of five feet so thickly
that Connihan saw nothing of the
wounded man save one of his arms
hanging down, limp, the fingers rest-
ing on the floor. They curled a
little, the voices stopped—for a deep,
quiet moment everything stopped
but the radiator noise, and then they
all started again, confused and
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stricken, all but the sound Old Mec-
Gill had been making.

The drug clerk picked his coat off
the floor and put it over his face.
Connihan blinked, moving his shoul-
ders inside the jacket. The old man
hadn’'t talked. Not that he needed
to; Smitty had killed Johnny Fergu-
son, and Smitty had killed him.
The Pretty Boy had turned rat, and
Connihan’s lips parted slowly,
slightly, without sound. He stared
at the wall above Old McGill, with-
out much expression, without any
thought but his hate, until the door
in back of him opened again.

It was Lily. She came in with
a dark coat wrapped around her,
and the whiteness, the rigidity,
of her face pierced Connihan’s own
heart with a flame of torment.
Looking at her it was as if in some
not quite clear way he was betray-
ing her, as if he alone should have
protected Lily McGill, cherished her
and kept her safe. Nothing harsh
should ever touch Lily McGill—no
pain, no worry, no care. He felt as if
he should do something, but what it
was remained indefinite and obscure,
and the knowledge of his helplessness
seemed to corrode him inside, with
an .intensity deeper than any physical
pain.

SHE did not cry. She stood just
before him, staring down at her
father so that Connihan could not
see her face, until an interne came
and looked at him, and put the coat
back over him again. When she
turned after that he gripped her
arm and murmured something, with
no idea what it was, for he could
not think of anything to say? Then
he went with her from the store,
along the avenue to her house, and
in the vestibule there she cried for
the first time, in a brief, sudden
burst that shook her body. The
sounds of that distracted Connihan.
He whispered, “Don’t, Lily. It’s all
right. It's—” Against the door he
made a savage and bewildered mo-
tion, as if there were something
about them he could close his hands
on and subdue, something that would
stop the pain from touching her. He
knew that Old MecGill had never
been much, yet he had been her
father, and she cried for him in a
dimly lit, cold hallway, against a
dingy wall that seemed made for
sorrow. Connihan watched her,
helpless, fiercely inarticulate, with
murmured words that had no coher-
ence, and an insane desire to hurt
himself, to smash his hands against
the wall so that he could feel the
pain.

Suddenly she stopped. Without
raising her head she said, “Go home,
Con. I'll be all right. Mrs. Car-
row will stay with me.”

“Good night,” Connihan answered,
unsteadily. “If you want anything
let me know. Will you, Lily ?”

He watched her to the head of the
stairs, where she turned and the

(Continued on page 34)
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(Continued from page 32)
soft shadow spread over her. Even
after ,she was gone he remained
there, while the desperate anger in
his mind glowed and spread, glitter-
ing under the heavy lids of his eyes.

It was past one. Outside he saw
a few uniformed men and one or
two of the homicide squad leaving
the drug store, but he went in and
got his scarf without speaking to any
of them. In an all night coffee pot
he stopped and drank two hot cups,
without cream or sugar, and then
he went home, walking slowly
through the silent streets.

He lived three blocks away, in a
small, red brick apartment house.
His two rooms were on the left of
the landing, with the stairs to the
upper floors at his back, he put the
key in the lock. Before he could
turn it and go in there was a sound
from the stairs behind him. Some-
one said, “Con.”

HE knew the voice. Not turning,
one arm holding the door back, he
waited until she had passed before
clicking the light switch on the wall.
Lily MecGill was dressed as he had
last seen her, in the dark coat. She
had no color even in her lips. She
put one hand on his arm and looked
up at him with her eyes enormous
and dark in her pale face. “Con,”
she repeated. “Some detectives
came up to get the keys of the store
from me. They’d seen the fur coats
in my window and they said they
wanted to look at them. One of
them told me that a man named
Jerome Smith killed Ferguson. He
said he killed my father. That he’'d
stolen furs and he was afraid of
being caught.”

Connihan’s heavy, lidded eyes
came around and studied her. He
did not speak.

“It couldn’t be Smitty,” Lily Mec-
Gill said, without excitement, quietly
ingistent. ‘“He couldn’t do those
things. Iknow him, Con. And I know
never, never, never—Never, Con.”

The, anger brooding in Connihan

turned on her. ‘“Pretty Boy! He
couldn’t do it. He— Sure he
couldn’t,” Connihan said. “I guess

he’s too nice looking. Is that it?”

She looked up at him whitely.
“You don’t think he did, Con?”

Facing her with his head thrust
forward and lowered, Connihan
lqughed. “Listen,” he said. “I was
right behind Johnny Ferguson when
he was killed. He saw who shot
him and he hollered out the name
Just before the shots. I heard him
say it—me, Lily. So it isn’t some-
thing you can think about. It’s
sure.” He placed his hands on the
table, at either side of him, and
?huclgled savagely. “That’s how it
is, Lily. It’s pinned on Pretty Boy
as certain as his face.”

“No,” she whispered, looking at
him with a kind of horror. “Smitty
couldn’t. You know he couldn’t.”

Connihan shrugged. He rubbed
his fingernails against the side of

his coat, with a pent violence in him
that quivered the veins in his neck.
After a long moment he said harshly,
“If you had furs in your window
you got them off Pretty Boy. You
never used to sell them. The little
rat tried to cover himself up by
using you.”

“He’s dead now and it doesn’t
matter,” Lily McGill said tiredly.
“It wasn’t Smitty who gave me the
furs—it was father. I didn’t know
they were stolen, Con. He told me
he’d done some work for a storage
place and they’d given him a few un-
claimed things in payment. Then
he kept bringing more as soon as I'd
sold the others, and I thought some-
thing was wrong, though he’d never
admit it. So.tonight, when he was
listening to us at the door I tried to
stop you from seeing him. If you
had—if you only had—"

Staring at his nails without see-
ing them, Connihan did not answer.
In the same tired voice Lily McGill
went on: “We were going to be
married, Con. I love Smitty. I
know he couldn’t—"

The hoot of laughter that came
from his lips surprised Connihan.
Pushing away from the table, still
laughing, with a dark brutality in
his face, he walked to the other side
of the room.

“So what? Maybe I'm supposed
to bawl. To hell with him,” Con-
nihan said in a loud voice. “He'll
get the chair. He ought to. And
I'm the one that’ll put him there.
Me.” He clenched one fist and
smashed it against his chest, twice,
heavily.

STANDING by the door, watching
him, she seemed to have gathered
all her life in her eyes. “I'm alone,
Con. Father’s gone, and Smitty.
I’ve no one in the world but you.
And you're strong, Con — you’x;e
strong and brave. Smitty isn’t. He's
like a boy with you. And there isn’t
anyone else that can help him.”
“Me,” Connihan said, as if that
were funny. He threw back his
head and stared at the ceiling, his
lips curved down soundlessly.
“Con,” she said. “I hurt you. I
know that. But it isn't somethm’g,r
you can pick and choose. You can’t
help it. It isn’t because you say
something or do something that it
happens. It’s just—" She stopped,
staring somberly at him, raised her
hands and let them fall in a small
gesture of hopelessness. “I knew
yvou loved me, Con. If I had never
met Smitty I'd have married you be-
cause you did, because you wanted
me. And Il still do it, Con. If you
help him I'll marry you. I'll—"
Connihan made a furious step to-
ward her. He asked harshly: “What
are you talking about?” .
She kept looking at him steadily.
“I mean it. I’ll marry you, Con.
But you can’t leave Smitty facing
that. He’s not like you—you're
strong and I've always felt your
strength. I’'ve always felt it was
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there for me, that if I ever needed
it or needed you I had only to ask.
And I need it now, Con.”

Raising his eyes, Connihan stared
at her from under his brows. Then
slowly he shook his head. Sob story
—maybe she thought he’d go for it.

“All right.” Her smile was more
of a grimace—desperate, brief, taut.
“All right. But I meant what I said,
Con. I'll marry you.,”

AT the door she paused, and Con-
nihan watched her sullenly without
any move to stop her. When she
had gone and closed it after her, he
remained with his body propped
against the table, his eyes fixed be-
fore him with an unwinking small
glitter. Presently he moved over
to the chair and picked up his hat
and coat, stared at them a moment
before putting them on. Going out
he left the light on, the door to the
corridor half ajar.

It was after two by his wrist
watch. Over the street, over the city,
the dark spell of early morning hours
brooded timelessly, covering with a
charmed stillness the house fronts
and the darkened windows, the fixed
arc lamps and the deserted streets.
Connihan moved along with his head
lowered, feeling 'savagely amused,
wondering if she thought he was a
sucker. She had come up there and
cried and he was supposed to—Con-"
nihan chuckled harshly. Fat chance,
he thought. Fat chance! She
couldn’t help it; it was just some-
thing, and she didn’t even know what
that something was.

His mouth fixed itself in the silent,
mirthless grin. The sob stuff was
supposed to get him. She had said
she was alone; she had no one in
the world but him. And she had
felt that if ever she needed him . . . .

To hell with that, Connihan
thought. He wasn’t a fool and he
didn’t go for hero stuff. Pretty Boy
was going to have her—if he could
save himself. Connihan laughed
soundlessly again and moved across
the street. How could Pretty Boy
do that? Wasn’t the proof in Con-
nihan’s mind, in Connihan’s ears,
ringing there in the murdered man’s
own voice? Smitty. There wasn’t
even another name that resembled
it. Connihan had come out for air;
he wasn’t a fool. Just because she
cried about things and made crazy
promises that she’d never keep . . .

His brain seemed to get very dry,
very hot, as if the blood inside his
skull had thickened and ceased to
move. Under his feet the frosted
crisp surface of the snow crackled
and snapped, sending tiny echoes
against the dark walls of the street
like whispers of invisible things deep
in the shadow. If she ever needed
him ... The words ran through his
hgad, again and again, their repeti-
tion rousing in him something at
once vague and forceful. Around
him like a city of the dead the silent
houses extended row on row, with
an unspeakable utter loneliness about
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get in touch with you and learn
more about your sales methods,”
went on Adele. “I think they’re per-
fectly wonderful. We’re both crazy
about them, and we’re sure they
would double the sales in daddy’s
and Edward’s store.”

Doc looked disturbed and glanced
sidewise at the girl.

“My dear young lady,” he said,

“get the thought out of that pretty

head of yours. I admit we’re sales-
men. We have to convince people
who are skeptics at the start. But
we’re good for only one sale.. We
never see the same faces twice
among  our customers. We’re Bed-
ouing, condemned to wander. That’s

the curse that’s been put on us, but we

have to make the best of it. Many a

time we don’t take anything out of
a town that we haven’t carried in.
But we couldn’t quit the game, even
if we were reduced to plain and
fancy hitch-hiking to get around.
It’s in the blood—and that’s part of
the curse, too. Now you and your
young man go back to your dad and
be his partners. Be as live and en-
terprising as you like, along conven-
tional lines, but forget us and our
bag of tricks. We’re glad if we’ve
been able to do you a good turn.
Good-bye and all the luck in the
world.”

Brief handclasps all round, and
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Doc and Gold Tooth Smitty, in their

big car, disappeared in the gloom.

“Doc,” said Gold Tooth after a
few minutes of silent travel, “how
come you give back all the dollars
for them lumpies ?”

“I didn’t want to get those nice
kids in bad with the home towners.
But listen, Smitty—our record is not
entirely blank.”

Doc fished a erumpled dollar bill
out of a vest pocket.

“There is one dollar I didn’t give
back, Smitty—the dollar that Mayor
Griggs disgorged,” said Doec. “I
should have told that girl to ask her
daddy the time by the tin watch he
bought from me!”

The Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits

toona; John W. Biesinger, Indiana;
Dr. S. H. Straessley, Wilkes-Barre;
S. L. Smith, Gettysburg; James E.
Chalfant, York; Gordon T. Bennett,
Lehighton; L. O. Neff, Donora;
George M. Kirk, West Chester; Jack
Beatty, Latrobe; Alfred O. West, Mc-
Keesport; A. J. Millen, Tarentum;
T. M. Daugherty, Tyrone; Samuel C.
Schumm, Monessen; Perry L. Pow-
ell, Lewistown; Ross Guisler, Hunt-
ington; Charles J. Boyle, Johnstown;
Charles A. Wentzel, Jersey Shore;
Albert P. Morris, State College;
Harry Hankins, Uniontown; Ray-
mond P. Erb, Middletown; J. Walter
Slattery, Allegheny; K. E. Fox,
Danville; George W. Swartz, Han-
over; Julius M. Kopsofsky, Brad-
dock; Norman B. Patterson, Browns-
ville; Michael J. Yuhasz, Jr., Home-
stead; Paul M. Bley, Punxsutawney;
James A. Yuengert, Reynoldsville;
C. D. Wharton, Lock Haven; Robert

The

thousand which lie between the two
cities. But they will get there on
time and based upon past perform-
ances alone, it is safe to say that
they will get there without accident.

Of course, without fine cars and
fine equipment no such forecast could
be attempted. But it is a sound pre-
diction in view of the fact that this
year, as before, Chevrolet automo-
biles will be used. The models are
De Luxe Sedans, painted, as usual
with the Elks official purple and
white. Because a transcontinental
run—under any conditions—ecalls for
the sturdiest of tire equipment, both
United States Tires and Goodrich
Tires have been selected. Obviously
a machine required to undergo the
punishment incident to a journey of

(Continued from page 29)

H. Barteaux, Red Lion; Charles J.
Beattie, Columbia; John C. Bell,
Easton; John C. Boyle, Chester;
Thomas Kasha, Freeland; Charles
Gross, Wilkinsburg; Mark E. Gar-
ber, Carlisle; Joseph X. Gobs, Beth-
lehem; Philip W. Osgood, Reading;
William S. Bailey, Harrisburg; Dr.
E. A. Rose, Leechburg; R. G. Best,
Kittanning; Richard A. McConnell,
Ambridge; Myers B. Enterline, Mil-
ton; Morrison F. Lewis, Jeannette;
William A. Hess, Bloomsburg; .
M. West, Jr., Apollo; G. Russell
Bender, Pottstown; Charles H.
Schnorr, New Kensington; C. R.
Oaks, Connellsville; William Yates,
Bellefonte, and Thomas J. Hill, Scott-
dale; Acting E.R’s F. E. Hoffard,
Johnsonburg, and Peter C. Harten-
stein, Hazelton; P.E.R.’s Harry B.
Schiffman, Harrisburg; R. H. Dol-
beer, Huntington; . M. Shuler,
Harrisburg; William S. Rohland,

Freeland; Oscar Howe, Harrisburg;
Harold B. Rudisill, Hanover (all of
Pennsylvania) ; Frank J. Rauch,
Queens Borough, N. Y.; William J.
Leslie, Phillipsburg, N. J.; E.R. Irv-
ine J. Unger, Detroit, Mich.; Secy.’s
A. S. Ruth, Hanover; James D. Mo-
ran, Queens Borough, N. Y.; T. E.
McCullough, Apollo; William A. Mec-
Candless, Greensburg; A. J. Meh-
ring, Harrisburg; Jacob Mamolen,
Jersey Shore, and J. P. Harlow, Al-
toona; Est. Lead. Knights H. M.
Hipple, Harrisburg, and Harry F.
Miller, Hanover; Est. Loyal Knights
L. Wanbaugh, Harrisburg; Charles
G. Rathke, Bristol, and Alfred L.
Eichelberger, Hanover; Est. Lect.
Knight H. E. Zinn, Hanover; Es-
quires A. L. Becker, Hanover, and
B. M. Kettering, Greensburg; Inner
Guard John McWilliams, Harris-
burg; Trustee H. S. Abrams, Harris-
burg, and J. H. Armstrong, Altoona.

1936 Good-Will Tour

(Continued from page 27)

this kind must be carefully servu_:ed
and supplied with only the finer kind
of oils and greases. Hence Quaker
State Motor Oils and Greases will be
depended upon exclusively as they
have been ever since the inception of
the Good-Will Tours.

Six cars comprise this year's fleet,
two of which will be used on each
of the three cross-country hl'ghways.
The first two will, upon leaving New
York City, proceed into New Eng-
land as far as Boston where they
will then turn west and for the bal-
ance of their journey follow a cen-
tral route to bring them into Cali-
fornia in the vicinity of Sacramento.
Unit No. 2 will go directly into New
Jersey and visit lodges along the
Hudson River and will arrive at the

New York State Elks Convention on
May 31st. They will then visit upper
New York_and straighten out for
their long journey across the Conti-,
nent via a Northwestern route and
will enter Pacific Coast territory at;
Spokane, Washington. ’
they follow the Coast down to Los
Angeles. The remaining two purple
and white cars will leave Manhattan
for the Jersey seacoast to take a
southwestern route all the way into

El Centro, California and will visit

their respective ways up the Coast
into Los Angeles. All three units will
be started in New York City on
Monday, May 25th and are due to
arrive in Los Angeles, scene of the
Grand Lodge Convention, on Sunday,
July 12th.

From there









