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IT'S ASUPEB-SAFETY tire!

I STOPS SKIDS,

WITH CENTIPEDE GRIP

A MILEAGE MAKER TOO!

THE TREAD WEARS LONGER BECAUSE

The flexible tread conforms
lo the road, instead of resist
ing it, greatlyreducing abra-
fiion and thereby increasing

anti-skid mileage.

The U. S. Koyal Master has
an extra thick tread of tough
Tempered Kuhher . . . per
mitting the deepest non-skid

ever built by "U.S."

Compounded with special
"U.S." toughening ingredi
ents, Tempered Rubber is
world famous for extra de

pendability and mileage.

and side 1

both forward

iim<lr<-rlr of ,-li;ir])-fci^<-d
unit:- cm llu- »ipin^ il clr> «ith

a action uiii! flop
ping forssurd and side skids.

FLOWING, SILENT RIDE
Tire vibrations (greatly magnified), as re
corded on a supersensitive machine, show
how U. S. Royal Master rides easier, it
etecrs easier, too . . . responding instantly

to the faintest touch od the wheel.

EMONSTRATION

United States Rubber Products, Inc.
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When Doctors "Feel Rotten"
They Do This in Bed!

ARTIE McGOVERN
Formerly Director of

-Veif Yoik I'/Li/siciaJis'
Club. National Ama
teur Chninpion Boxer
at IC ! Learned sci
ence of triiininff in
prize rintr days, but
realized, after opening
first eyni. lie should
know more about
worliinps of human
body. So he studied
at Cornell University
Medical Clinic, whore
he was also physical
director for 8 years.

Today, at 44. he is
a model of physical
perfection — stroneer
and more active than
the • iiveraee college
athlete.

N"EW YORK'S busiest physi
cians lead a mighty hectic
life. Nights of broken sleep

—days of constant streams of office
calls—home, hospital, and clinic
visits—delicate operations—never-
ending, nerve-wracking duties they
can't dodge or postpone. How do
they keep so fit ? What do they do
for themselves if they feel "under
the weather" ? They dov't go in for
crazy food fads—or for "workouts"
that leave one gasping and exhausted!

No, they are too' wise to fall for that
sort of thing. So here's what many of
them do. They follow the rules for
health now so clearly described in
Artie McGovern's new book. They not
only go to McGovern's famous gj-mna-
sium in New York, but asked him to
become Physical Director of the New
York Physicians' Club!

The exercise shown above (which may be done while you are
lying in bed) is one of the best yoti can dol On the other
hand, such stunts as bending over and touching your feet
with your hands are some of the WORST you con do on a
par with trick food fads and crazy diets. McGovern's book
shows you how to keep fit WITHOUT such drudgery or ex
hausting exercise!

end constipation, and either lose weight or put on solid pounds
—how to get more enjoyment out of life. Your particular
problem (depending upon the type of person you are) is treated
as such. He doesn't make you give up smoking, cocktails, juggle
calories or vitamins. He has no pills, trick reducing salts, tonics
or apparatus to sell you. His famous Method is based upon
sound scientific principles; the result of 20 years' experience in
planning physical culture programs for people in all walks of
life. Thousands have paid up to $500 for the McGovern course

now so clearly described and illustrated in this great new book,
"The Secret of Keeping Fit"—the very same method relied upon
by thousands of doctors and men important in public life.

SEND NO MONEY
—f Try the McGovern Method on

Price DOUBLE guaranteeVou need send no money with the convenient
coupon below. When postman hands you your
copy of Artie McGovern's new book, "The Secret of
Keeping Fit," deposit with him only $1.98, plus few

j decide postage. If, after five days' reading, you arenot convinced that the McGovern method is just
^ what you need and want—you may return it and

ka your money will be refunded at once.
Or if, after applying for 30 days the principles

given in Mr. McGovern's book, you don't feel
like a new person, vibrant with glowing health
and new-found "pep"—if you aren't thoroughly
convinced by actual RESULTS that it is
working wonders for your body—you may

-V even then return the book for a full re-
f>-ind. Clip and mail coupon — without
money—NOW! SIMON and SCHUSTER,

Why So Many ''Big Shots" in ALL Fields Do
What "America's Greatest Trainer" Tells Them

The names of the well-known people who keep fit the McGovern
Way read like the list of "Who's Whoin America." In addition to
those whose pictures appear below are Arthur Murray; the radio
star James Melton; opera singer Mario Chamlee; Walter Lipp-
mann- Hon E. J. McGoldrick; the author Arthur C. Train;
Whitney Warren; Vinnie Richards; Leo Diegel; William ^
Sloan; "Rube" Goldberg; Grover Whalen; Maureen
Orcutt; Paul Whiteman ; and hundreds equally prominent. f

And now Artie McGovern has put his whole simple ^
method into a new book-for the average business t
or professional man or woman; not for the chap who
wants big muscles or track-meet prowess. ,

—IF

Are You Overweight—Run-Down— toConstipated? '*•

Do von feel run-down? Are your muscles flabby? I. i,Ar^yoHverl ght or underweight? Do you take lax-

» yourself and your family to try the ||B
McGovern method. «&|M||

In hi« new book Artie McGovern gives you the "de-
bunked" truth about exercise. He explodes popu ar fal-
lac"es He shows you how to increase vigor, feel better, ^

—IF you decide
to keep
it!

tBABE RUTH
What the

McGovem Method
did for him

Before After
Waist 495 38
Weight 2a6 216
Neck 174
Chest 43 40
Expanded •.• 454 47
Hips 47 41
Thigh 25 23
Calf 161 15

WOMEN

Some of the famous women who
have tnken the McGovcrn coursc
arc Maureen Orcutt. Juiia Hoyt,
Bnbu Dldrikson. Mrs. Morgao
BctmoDt. Hannah Williams.

Raymond T. Malcy

SIMON and SCHUSTER^ Inc., Dept. 53
386 Fourth Ave., New York City

Send mc a copv of Artie McGovern's new illustrated book, "The
Scorci of Keepinr Fit," which tells in complete detail the methods
Artie McGovern uses in keeping- doctors and famous men and women
in .ill walks of life up to pnr. When postman delivers ii. I will p.qy
Sl.HS. plus few cents postajre charpes.

Tt u rtictineilv understood that, if I eare to. I mai' return the book
within 5 dayr It is also understood that, if putting- Mr. McGovern's
method into practice does not. within one month, produce the actual
results I want I am to have the privilege of ruturning- the book.
In either case my $1.08 is to be refunded at once.

City State
• Check here if you are enelosinp $1.9R herewith, thus saving:

postasfe charpes. Same refund privilesres apply, of course.
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National Publication 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 iDcalcate the principles of Charity, Justice,
Brotherly Love and Fidelity; to promote the welfare
and enhance the happiness of its members; to quicken

the spirit of American patriotism; to cultivate
good fellowship. . . —From Preamble to the Con-
stUu/ion, Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

Charles Spencer Hart
Business Manager

This Mouth

' I HIS March we are featuring a
story by Thomas Walsh entitled,

''The Footprints," a mystery story
which centers around Detective Conni-
han and the Carmagnac furs.

John R. Tunis has written an article
tempting us to root through old bureau
drawers in search of a gold mine. His
account, in "These Are the Good Old
Days," of some of the finds made in

A Message from the
Grand Exalted Ruler

The Footprints—Walsh

These Are the Good Old Days!
]ohn R. Tunis

Broadcast

Joseph T. Fanning
Editor and Executive Director

Neal H. Folwell
Managing Editor

MARCH I93C
ordinary attics may cause a premature
spring cleaning in many homes.

The editors are also happy to present
a posthumous story, "Pitchman, by
Arthur Chapman whose writings are
doubtless familiar to many of the readers
of The Elks Magazine.

"The Farmer Takes the West, is an
article about the immense organized
agricultural industries on the West
coast. Many of our readers who are
interested or engaged in truck farming

J. J. A. McGuioness
Comptroller

in the East will be surprised at the tre-
mendous undertaking involved in feed'
ing our country.

Other features in this issue to which
we wish to call attention are a Message
from the Grand Exalted Ruler which
appears on page 4, and the Good Will
Tour announcement which can be
found on page 27. This month's cover
design of a sail fisherman making astrike in
southern waters was executed by John
Floherty, Jr., an artist new to our pages.

CONTENTS
Pitchman—Arthur Chapman 14
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Accept FREE

Get great books(forinerlyupto$25)
in exquisite new editions

for only to 51-98 each!
AY we send you,

V . ? without cost or ob-
* a ligaiion, this beau-
t ^ viiCT/c I tiCul new De Luxe
3 ^ Wi^ Edition, "Tlie Book
i of Old Ships," lav-
f f ishly illustrated by

Gordon Grant? Wo
invite you thus to sec, at our
expense, the remarkable kuul or
hook bargains which Chatter
A[enibership in the De Luxe Ecii-
lions Ciub can now bring to you .

For example, this great book
was printed from the plates orie-
inally used for the $20 edition.
Now, as a Club Member, you may
read it FREE, and then, if you
decide to keep it, this "rfc ,
L'dition will cost you ONLY 51.•

There is no cost to you in join
ing tlie Club now. No ohho'itton
t'> "take a book" at ""2' '.''i!?*
You pay nothing but the Club s
low price for the volumes J'ou
yourself want—after having nrsx
examined them free.

The luxuriou.s bindings, fine
printing and rich contents ot
these De Luxe Editions are dim-
cult to describe. The average booK
is G"x9 54". Many are largei.
Most contain 500 to 600 ,,
some even over 1,000 pages. Many
are gorgeously illustrated m
color with paintings by the
e.st masters, and with drawings
;.nd photographs-. Every volume
is complete, unexpurgated. borne
were $6.50; others ',9^ 00^
$14.00, $17.50, even up to
But now you may have tnem
when and if you decide you wish
them—for as little as $1.^^ eacn,
none higher than $1-98 .

HowThese Prices ArePossible
America's leading

have cooperated by ^l!°t '̂dftion
to u.se the orii/utal, fi'st-emtioii
plates in printing these
Luxe Editions. The atithors: have
agreed to smaller royalties. Only
thus can the prices be so ua
believably low.

Typical of the many remarl?
able values are such De Luxe
Editions as "Stories of the Great
Operas and Their Composers,
$1.47, formerly SJ0.50 : "Th
Travels of Marco Polo," $1.B!
furmerhf $5.00; the beautiful
2-volunie edition of Balzac's
"Droll Stories" with 32 color
illustrations by Ralph Barton
(jormerln S25.00) now in one un-
expurgated volume for S1.G9 ; the
famous $17.50 two-vnlunie edi
tion of "The Decameron." in one
unexpurgated and luliy trans
lated volume, for only $1.7i)!

The Club's plan of operation is
simple. Charter Members pay
nothing to join, no dues later.
You may take as few books as
you wi.sh—the Club's monthly
Featured Book irhen yon zcant
it ; or no book at all. Or. if you
prefer, you may select one of the
Alternate Books described in the
Club's Monthly Advance Report,
which you as a member will
get fi-ee.

The monthly Featured Book is
sent to you for Free Reading,
without cost. If you then decide
to keep it, you send only the low
price, plus few cents postage. But
if you do not care for it—simply
return it and forget the matter.

Send No Money
Let us send you "The Book of

Old Ships' now. on the simple
Club plan described above If
you like it—then send, not the
original price of $20.00, but
ONLY $1.98 plus postage. Other
wise return it, without obligation.

If you love beautiful books—
if you want the tremendous
savinga of these remarkable low
prices—we invite you to s^end the
Charter Membership Coupon be
low, without money, iioif)' Db
Luxe Editions Club, Dept. 343,
Garden City. N. Y.

At rinhf De Luxe Editionfi Ctuh cotophon—

Read this
book FREE ;|
Rpnutifully ilUistratcd IJ? ^

GORDON- GRANT, famous ^
liiarlne BVlUl.—"TUB ItOOU ^
OF OLD SJIII'S." by Henry
B. Ciilvfr, is typical of De
Luxe Killiions C'liib bargains. ^

Tills bcaiuifill bis book Is W
8 1/3' X 11^4" in size. Con- ^
lains 7 7 fascinatingly delalled ^
Illustrations In black iincJ
whlte and five plates In fiiU,^:
color (never before published) ^
by tills famous ship lover and
authority. Describes the cvo-

; lutlon. romance. bullUlng and sSj.
Iiandllng of each type of sail-
ln« vessel through the ages.
Tellfl early customs iinci super- ^
stltlons. strange fragmentary^,
records of lose ships, curious^
details of sea-faring life. ^

Printed from Identical plates
of original 120 limited edl-^
tion. Hound In sea-blue nat- ^
Ural buckram, richly itnprlnted
In black and gold. ^

This De Luse Edition is ^
ONI-y SI.98—IF you keep It ^
after Free E.^iimlii;itlon.

FREE CHARTER MEMBERSHIP COUPON
THE DE LCXE EDITIONS CI.CB, Dept. 313, Garden City. N. Y.

I acccnt your invitation to become, without cost or oblluatlon. a Charter Mem-hprof The De Lu"< Kdltlous Club. This entitles me tliat to eiamiiio free, ami
{hen to |.ui^hasc if I wish, great books formerly cosnng up to $25. for only
$1.23 to ?1.08 each. ^

qnnd rflch month the Club's Monthly Adrance Report, and. for 3 days Free
Fv^minaMon The Featured Book, beRlnninK ,«;^lth -The Book of Old Ships."
imtrirX by Gordon Grant, oriRinaUy pubUshed In n special limited edition
In inir s''0 00 If 1 keep this book. I will send its special reduced price.
«r OS olGs small postase and handling charge of llftceu ecnts. However, should
I drHdc to return ihis any other book In the future. I may do so. and may
choose V / "'"ft""n .\Iicrnal6 Title from the list in the Advance Reporl.

At a Charter Member I am under no obllKallon other than to pay for books 1myself deride to keep. There are to be no dues or fees; and 1 niuy discontinue
membership at any time I wish.



A Message
from the

Grand Exalted Ruler

The Elks Magazine

My Brothers:

It is with genuine pleasure that I can safely estimate from the reports
thus far received from many of our subordinate Lodges in every section
of the country, that there is definite indication that our Brothers have re
sponded nobly and generously to the call for support issued by me at
Columbus upon my elevation to the position of Grand Exalted Ruler.

A fine spirit of enthusiastic devotion to the principles and activities of
our Order was unmistakably demonstrated in the success achieved with
the Joseph T. Fanning National Initiation Class. The recent Grand
Exalted Ruler's Elks Anniversary Class Initiation has surpassed my fond
est hopes, not only in the large number of new initiates but in the character
and calibre of the initiates themselves. A detailed report and tabulation
embracing the entire country will convince all of the soundness and virility
of our subordinate Lodges and of our great institution.

This is due in no small degree to the reinstatement of unaffiliated Elks
and particularly to the renewed interest of our membership in general as
evidenced by the excellent reports of the financial condition of our Lodges,
as a result of the decrease of arrears in dues.

My Brothers, this is splendid work. Keep it up, not only during the
remainder of my term, which is fast coming to a close, but thereafter.
With such spirit our Order will continue to prosper, will enlarge its
beneficent activities in the various communities and make us prouder than
ever before of our membership.

Ja??2es T. HaUinan,
Grand Exalted Ruler.
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The
Footprints

hy Thomas Walsh

Illustrated by

Ronald McLeod

I HE snow began to fall about three. In the solid
X low grayness that hung over the city it appeared

suddenly, out of space, heavy flakes that came gently
down as if poured forth from the hands of a mourn
fully playful Genesis just over the rooftops. It fell
for hours, without wind or excessive cold, piling up
thickly on the pavements and the roads, and collecting
in softly rounded, undisturbed banks against the shal
low depth of windowledges. Quiet and white, imper
sonally tender, it covered roofs and alleys with a brief
purity that was stained and smoothed over again
calmly, without insistence or hurry, by the steady fall

At eleven that evening it had not lessened. Flakes
slapped up against Connihan's face as he came along
the avenue and tiny mounds surged in over the tops
of his shoes to melt damply against his ankles. Formed
and crystallized agamst the dark front of his coat
patches of it gave his short figure a kind of burly
whiteness. Connihan cursed it without much heart.
Under the high golden blurs of the street lamps, under
the snow, the quiet house fronts had a queer artifi
ciality about them, and even Connihan, who wasn't
an imaginative man, thought that it all might have
been a stage set, so secluded it was.

Rossiter's was just around the corner, on the side
street. From behind the thick fall of flakes its cur
tained front windows faced out with a softened illu
mination, an intimate diffusion of inner cheer. It
looked inviting to Connihan, _and in the doorway he
paused only a moment, slapping snow from his front
and sides, kicking it froin his shoes. Johnny Ferguson
was not in the entrance, but on the phone Johnny Fer
guson had said he'd wait inside, at the bar. He'd
said it was important, the Carmagnac furs. Connihan
grunted and pushed inside, wondering sourly what the
little man could know about a hundred thousand dol
lars worth of hijacked furs. Johnny Ferguson had
informed before, but it had always been petty stuff
The Carmagnac furs weren't ^petty—the recovery of
them was, moreover, Connihan's job, and a month of
work had seen no progress. So despite his grumbling
he'd left the precinct house after Ferguson's call, for
Connihan was a careful man who neglected no chances
Now, as he passed through the restaurant section of
Rossiter's to the small bar at the back, he was thinking
that what Johnny Ferguson knew had better be good,
for the snow inside his shoes had turned his feet
sodden and chill, and Connihan didn't feel particularly
agreeable. He went past a few morose busboys clear
ing away dishes from the mostly deserted tables,
entered a passageway in back, and emerged from that
to the bar at the end—a place so small that it was
almost crowded by the three men in front.

The one on the end, the little man with the sharp
face and the bright, sliding away eyes, was Johnny
Ferguson. Connihan did not speak or nod to him, He extended his hands before him and screamed
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One of his arms hung doivn
limp. The fingers curled a
little and then the voices

stopped
gm

for a stoohe was valuable just so long as he remained
ri' Q® I'aised a finger to the bartenderand ord^ed Scotch. In the mirror back of the bar

Johnny Ferguson's eyes flicked to his. caught no rec-
ogmtion, and dropped again to his ^lass

The man on ConmhaiVs right went on'talking, with
a buef sidewise nod. Connihan nodded back and lis-
tened, be_^ause Leo Freund had a reputation that wasdeseived in fact Connihan thought he was a sight
better than most I'adio comedians. Leo Freund was a
plump little man with shrewdly humorous black eyes;
t€ Img a story his voice could chang^pRch and tone

.ot until, he^put
?:rnd

Scotch, and the sudden thickness in his chest that was
anger, hate, despising maybe. tLt always came when
he thought of Smitty and Lily McGill made his respira
tion a little labored. Prettv -p ^ -uon thoutrhtwith the incoherent loathin'̂ Vareve^ything about th^
blond nian roused m him-l-his ftcf liS clothes, his
I°,T'Mc°GmlttTt'S himsefrthal it wasn't justhe iu^ met him in ^^ted the blond man if

months that couldn't be ch„„ T™
But. incredibly, it had .^1®? l^^rt Con

nihan knew it had. There wlr f ^telling'-
r' newTrLr/ScGill sorn^flame that he had never kindledrwas apparent at times
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in a glance, a word, a gesture. It was Pretty Boy who
had done that. Connihan knew, but he refused to admit
to himself that he knew. Lily McGill wouldn't do that
to him. For a Pretty Boy, without any insides, just
—Connihan breathed heavily. In the mirror the blond
man's eyes raised and crossed his sullen stare, and
wavered away. For a yellow little sheik, Connihan
thought, with the thick hate surging up in him, so
that a muscle in his arm quivered spasmodically.

There was something triumphant and enjoyable about
the way the blond man's eyes flickered away from his.
In the mirror Connihan kept his eyes fixed on him, just
to feel that. Leo Freund had started another story but
this time Connihan heard only the voice. Even when
Johnny Ferguson coughed and moved restlessly at the
far end of the bar, he did not shift his gaze. Pretty
Boy . . .

Once the blond man looked up at him as if he wanted
to speak. But nothing changed in Connihan's con
temptuous stare, and he flushed and put some coins on
the bar. Then he went out, and in a little while Leo
Freund said good night and followed him. Connihan
curved his lips. Yellow. He'd always known. But
with a girl that didn't matter. If you could grin at
them, talk to them—if you had looks—

Tiredly Connihan drank the Scotch, and at the far
end of the bar Ferguson coughed again. He looked
a little drunk, slightly fuddled; glancing down at Conni
han he licked his lips and dried one hand against the
side of his coat. Without much interest, moodily,
Connihan wondered what he was frightened about!
He nodded shortly, and the little man threw down a
bill, pulled up his coat collar, and went out after col
lecting his change.

In twenty seconds Connihan followed him, moving
the way he had gone, across the passage to a door at the
rear. From the outside of this, iron steps led down to
a yard, and to a passage cut through the basement of
an apartment house that gave access to the side street.
It was the service entrance to Rossiter's, and a short
cut used by the patrons of the bar to avoid disturbing

the diners in front. Connihan had used it often; he
knew it well.

He knew it so well that it faintly surprised him to
see Ferguson still in the passage, dimly visible from
the top of the stairs. Hunching his shoulders higher
against the thick snow he went down the steps, and
when he reached the bottom he saw Ferguson just
inside the passageway, at the turn, pulling at an iron
gate shut across it. The gate had always been there,
but Connihan had never known it to be locked before.

He went ahead, frowning, and against the darkness
of the inner passage Ferguson's face swung back to
him. Then, though Connihan heard nothing, it swung
around again, quickly, as if the little man had been
startled. Connihan scowled at him. He was moving
forward faster when the cry came.

It wasn't very loud, but it had the thin odd whine
of Ferguson's normal voice in it. In a breathlessly
terrified surge that voice said: "For God's sake,
Smitty! I wasn't—Don't—Don't—"

It broke then and Ferguson turned, making one step.
Before his second the shots came, muffled in the thickly
falling snow, and Ferguson stumbled against the wall,
remained for a moment pressed there in a queer limp
suspension, and then toppled slowly forward.

C ONNIHAN ran for the passageway, the skirts of his
ovei-coat flapping heavily against his legs. He slipped
once and roused cursing, but when he reached the pass
ageway the gate was still locked, and the space behind
it dark and vacant, plumed by slowly rising streaks
of smoke. Five feet past the gate the passage angled
left, so that the stairs and the street beyond were
hidden from Connihan's sight. He heard nothing, and
the heavy steel lock took his first shot, a second, a third,
before it cracked apart in lopsided, jagged fragments
that broke loose completely at the lunge of his shoulder.
But he had lost thirty seconds, and when he pounded up
the stairs to the street he found it desolate and quiet,
so that for a moment he stood there, his dark eyes be
wildered. Nothing at all might have happened. There
was no running figure, no cab slueing away from the
curb. In the thick shadows that seemed to stir faintly
with the shifting of the wind Connihan saw no deeper
shadow. Nothing moved; in the whole street there was
only the slow descending flutter of the snow.

Looming up blackly against the wall behind him, with
his legs spread wide, his head thrust forward, Connihan
scanned the houses. Yet he was not impatient; if there
were many doorways, there was only one man. That
name still echoed in his ears w^ith a kind of confused
ringing, as if the cry that preceded the shots still lin
gered in the dark passage, kept alive by its last breath
less terror. Smitty! Pretty Boy . . .

In the yard Ferguson lay on his side, the snow piling
up around his face in delicate, fluffy ridges. Lights had
snapped on in an apartment above and his thin figure
sprawled out grotesquely across a narrow rectangle that
sallowed his cheeks and glittered in his half open and
fixed eyes like a film of colorless mica. Connihan went
down on one knee, looked closely at him, and then rose
without touching him. A window went up somewhere
above, and Connihan said: **If you've got a phone use it,"
raising his head. "Call Police Headquarters. Give them
the address and tell them there's a man been killed."

A face that had looked out withdrew quickly. After
it had gone he took a cigarette out of his pocket and
lit it. Sudden death did not bore Connihan, but it did
not excite him; with a man like Johnny Ferguson it
did not touch him overmuch. An informer, a whining
little punk, living -on betrayals— Hadn't he had it
coming? Connihan would have shrugged. Leaning
against the wall, the cigarette between his lips, he
studied the prone man absently, without surprise or
sorrow evident in his round, ugly face.

He had stolid shoe button eyes, a square nose, a heavy
mouth; he wasn't a good looking man, a fact concerning
which Connihan had no illusions. He supposed it
was why Lily McGill had never gone for him the way
he wanted. But someone like (Contimced on page SO)
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he good old days^

I OOK here, would you throw away the morning
^ paper if you knew that it would shortly be worth

$10? Would you chuck out an ordinary beer bottle if you
realized it might mean money in the bank? Of course
not. Would you hand over magazines to the junk man,
discard old timetables and photographs, let your wife
rid the house of piles of stuff she calls dust-catchers in
her frenzy at spring cleaning time ? No, you most cer
tainly wouldn't. Yet that's just what we're doing, you
and I, almost every day of our lives.

A plain beer bottle worth money? It may be: or
rather the label may be, because there's a chap in Chi
cago who has built up a good business buying, selling
and exchanging beer bottle labels. Folks want 'em. A
housewife in Galesburg, Illinois, collects (no fooling, I
could give you her name and address) buttons. Yep,
just plain buttons. She has about 7,000 now and is
going strong. Another collector wants photographs of
epitaphs on country tombstones. The point I'm trying
to make in my clumsy way is that all round us are
everyday things worth something to some collector.
Don't gripe, as you read of an old clock or a highboy
selling for $500, because your grandfather didn't have

hy Jolin R. Tunis
Illustrated by Howard Butler

brains enough to realize these things might be of value.
Start picking up the highboys of the future right now.
Dig out the things that are valuable or soon going to
be. Keep your eyes open. Remember, these are the
good old days.

Recently I went into the office of a man who collects
Napoleana, which is a two-dollar word meaning any
thing connected with the Emperor Napoleon. On the
wall was a framed copy of the London Times printed
the day after the battle of Waterloo. Very interesting
it was, too, that square of paper with the small half-
column account of a battle that rocked the world more
than a hundred years ago. A New York Herald pub
lished as late as 1865, containing the news of the assas
sination of Abraham Lincoln, was advertised for re
cently and an offer made of $1,000. Twenty years from
now a copy of your local newspaper published on the
day we declared war against Germany may be just as
interesting, yet you never thought of saving that sheet,
did you?

It's the common, everyday things of today that will
be worth money in the future. Andrew Merrell, super
intendent of the garbage department of Massillon, Ohio,
became a father recently. His jokester employees, anx
ious to put one over on the boss, searched the attics, cel
lars and sheds in the vicinity and presented him with
the oldest baby buggy in town. He looked at it closely.
"Underneath was a small brass plate bearing the name
of Vergho, Ruhling & Co., who built it about 1871.
That buggy proved to be a collector's item worth $500.
The joke is not on the boss.

I know what you are going to say. Horsefeathers!
Another one of those newspaper yarns! Such things
don't happen to me! Maybe not, but they might happen
to you if you ever kept your eyes open. Oh, but I do!
Oh, but you don't. Things of value are round you all the
time and you don't see them. One necessary quality
to dig up a real find is the ability to observe. Mr. Mer
rell saw what a dozen of his employees missed. He
kept his eyes open. So must you.

If the corner of Fifth Avenue and 42nd Street was
lined with gold coins, most of us probably wouldn't
see any because we don't keep our eyes open. This is a
fact and I'll prove it. Take the commonest thing in
your daily life; a one dollar bill. Look at both sides
carefully. Now tell me how many times the figures
and numerals one appear. How many did you say?
Sixteen times? You are wrong. They appear twenty-
seven times. Count and see.

Haven't you handled lots of dollar bills in the course
of your lifetime? Naturally, hundreds, maybe thou
sands of times you've flipped a dollar bill across the
counter, yet never once thought of looking at it closely,
did you? The things that are with us we never see.
Why should anyone pay attention to a one dollar bill?
Yet old coins, old bills, old stamps, furniture, brass
work, letters, diaries, magazines, books, anything and
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everything may be of value. Skeptical, are you? Well,
here's one for the book. Collectors pay money for old
dime novels, for canes, for early American whisky
flasks, yes, even for circus programs. There's a nut
who collects circus programs.

Who was the sap who first started putting postage
stamps away in a book instead of chucking them out?
Search me. His name has never come down to posterity,
but he has lots to answer for. Because he really started
the collecting craze which has this nation by the ears
today. There are hobbies for everything and anything,
sometimes they're more than just a pastime. Anxious
to know whether his judgment really was good, a well
known furniture and print collector of my acquaintance
recently picked out a hundred items at random from
his collection which, had been pur
chased over a period of years, and
sold them. On the average he re
ceived one-third more than he paid.
Certainly few owners of stocks,
bonds or realty can say the same.
Can you? I cannot. ^ |

So let's keep our eyes open. This
gent has some advice that may be
useful to you if you would care to
pick up odds and ends likely to ap- ^
predate in value in the future, near
or far. "Fads," he says, "especially ^ '—
fads in collecting, travel in cycles. .SggfltS
So do periods, and types or kinds of

, things folks want to collect. Take ^H|H
furniture, for instance. Years ago
mahogany was popular, then interest
in that fell off before the war, and
pine and maple were given a big
rush until the depression. Now I
find that mahogany is coming back.
If you happen to have an old piece
in the attic, a desk, a gate-leg table
or a chest of drawers, hang on to it.
Next year you are going to lind that
it is worth a great deal more than it is at present.

In other words, these are the good old days. Now's
the time to get busy and dig up stuff that may be worth
something in the future, even though it isn't especially
valuable at present. What should the seeker look for?
What is going to be in demand in the furniture line
after mahogany? "Hard to tell," says my friend, "but
I believe walnut will be the next thing. In other
lines? My guess is that farm implements will come into
favor. Positively. By farm implements I refer to the
simple, manually-operated tool like the old hand-made
scythe or the one-horse plow to which grandma was
hitched by the goodfolk of Europe. Complicated farm
machinery is displanting this simple agricultural appa
ratus so fast that it's becoming harder and harder to
Ret hold of, and according to the law of supply and
demand ought soon to become a collector's item."

With those words my friend, who like all people with
hobbies has a habit of observation (and like all rich
persons doesn't mind making a dollar or two out of his
hobby, either) hopped a train for a hunting trip in
Canada. He returned chuckling. Up there in the coun

try 24 miles from the station he discovered a one-horse
wooden shay in the yard of an old habitant. The farmer
refused to accept more than $2 for it, and after taking
off the wheels, fastening down the seat, and crating it
for shipment, timidly asked for another dollar as he
had used finished lumber. Or was that too much? No,
my friend allowed it was not. The one-horse shay
arrived and was sold recently to a museum for $150.
Yet you allowed the boys to play with that old sled in
the barn and they gradually broke it to pieces!

Is everything old you find worth keeping as an in
vestment? By no means, and don't fool yourself that
stumbling across collector's items is as easy as all that.
It's got to be something which is either sought after,
or likely to become desirable in the future. Out in

Wichita, Kansas, the
other day, several an-

tioneers. Mr. Manley
comes from a family

of auctioneers; his grandfather who died at the age
of 94 was 52 years in the business, and Mr. Manley
often followed him from place to place as a boy. His
own connection with the trade dates-back about twenty
years when he hired an auctioneer to dispose of his
grandfather's property. It was a cold day in the coun
try, the auction
eer was

When time for
the auction came

there was no

so f
got such excel- •'

almost immedi
ately he began , . ^ . x,
to have offers from strangers asking him to act m the
same capacity. These offers grew so fast he retired from
business and followed in his parent's footsteps.

Don't assume because something has been knocking
round the house for years and seems worthless that no
one wants it. In this connection Mr. Manley shows
how important it is to keep one's eyes open. "Once I
had to sell some furniture for a poor rheumatic old
man who needed $50 for treatments the worst way. He
told me he had some stuff in his attic that might be
valuable, and sure enough, there was one item alone, a
maple chest of drawers with a ball and claw foot, cov
ered with wasps' nests, that sold for no less than $238."



What should you do when you find something that
looks as if it might have value? Should you polish it
up for the appraiser? The answer is—well, let Mr.
Manley tell it. "Did I remove those wasps' nests? Oh,
no! If you come across an old piece of any kind with
distinguishing marks upon it, for heaven's sake don't
remove them. They are proof of its authenticity. As
a matter of fact, I got $5 extra for each nest on that
chest. Never cut signatures from letters for the same
reason. Attached to the letter or letterhead their genu
ineness is assured. Nor should you shine up old coins;
friction is the enemy of old coins and medals. What
ever you do, be sure not to cut stamps from letters. Not
only is their authenticity proved by the postmark, but
many collectors are searching for old covers, and the
cancellation by proving the actual date, adds greatly to
the value for a specialized collector."

Mr. MANLEY has trained himself to keep his eyes
open. Notice how specialists keep their eyes open
as we laymen don't. "I find lots of folks spoil old wall
paper by having it scraped from the walls of country
houses. They lose considerably money in so doing, for
early American wall paper such as you often find on
farms throughout the country is much in demand by
rich collectors who are doing over their homes. I've
seen wall paper laboriously removed when buried under
three or four layers of trash. Glass door handles should
be treated carefully also; they are easily lost or broken,
so are metal hinges which may be just what some col
lectors want. If you come across any old scrap books,
first editions, family Bibles or Moody and Sankey hymn-
books tucked away in closets and cupboards, save them.
They are sellable today.

"All sorts and conditions of people frequent my auc
tions. For instance, there is the type who knows it all
(or thinks he does), and often interrupts. A class
popular with no one but himself. Then there are those
who bid on only one article, but after a sale has been
made, come and try to buy it back at the same price
and are annoyed when the purchaser refuses. We have
all seen people who use auctions as a reunion with their
friends. I always interject a word. 'Chatter, please,
chatter,' and stop- until quiet is regained. Of course,
there is the man who comes merely for the excitement
of the sale, and not to buy. As well as dozens of other
types.

"Prices at auctions are sometimes large, sometimes
small. Not long ago an expensively dressed lady attended

auctions, bidding heavily all day for the
choicest bits. This is the type who usually gets what
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she wants regardless of price. We auctioneers call
these people 'life-savers.' Other buyers call them 'hog
gish.' Anyhow, her generosity helped prices and I had
one of the best, days ever. Unfortunately just after
we stopped, several keepers came to take her back to
the asylum from which she had escaped, and I had to
offer everything all over again."

Do you wish to pick up bargains at auctions? The
country auction is a-good place provided you know how
to go about it.^ Few auctioneers will tell you this, but
the best way is to come early and stay late. Often
when the bidding isn't brisk good pieces are sold for little
cash. Usually at country auctions luncheon is served,
and that, too, is a good moment to sit tight. At a recent
auction in the country a beautiful stretcher table was
put up late in the evening when only half a dozen people
were left to bid. It had to be sold, and was, for $2.
The owner later resold it for $200 a few weeks after
ward.

Yes, these are the good old days. At least so U. A.
Raby of Chico, California, believes. He bought a paint
ing for forty cents at an auction which depicted—the
picture, not the auction—three miners digging, and
bore the date 1855. It turned out to be the work of
W. L. Sonntag, an early American artist, and Mr. Raby
came out with a profit of $1,499.60, which is good busi
ness in any land. Prices for things vary, but it's worth
noting that even in these hard times there are folks
willing to pay large sums for what they want. A letter
from John Winthrop, colonial governor of Massachu
setts, to his wife brought $1,000 at an auction in Boston
recently, while one from Washington to Roger Wil
liams, founder of Rhode Island, was sold to a New York
collector for $4,000. Holographic documents, that is,
ones like these which were written entirely in the
signer's hand, are more valuable than mere signatures,
and likely to be worth more in the opinion of experts,
since with the advent of the typewriter few handwritten
documents of famous persons are available.

So let's keep our eyes open. Even if you don't dig
up something immediately, you may start an interest
in some hobby that will prove money in the bank for
you at a later date. In times of adversity many hobbies
have turned into profitable sources for those who have
followed them closely. A druggist in New Hampshire
who collected toy banks found this to be true. He went
bankrupt during the depression and was obliged to sell
his collection for spare cash. Gradually folks came
round asking for more. Did he know where he could
obtain any? He did, he knew the markets, the sources,
and the best material. As a result before long he had
built up quite a little business (Continued on page 38)
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Phil Duey is the thoughtful gentle-
man in the left hand corner armed
with a heavy tome. Singing rousing
baritone numbers for Leo Reisman's
hour on Station IVEAF, Tuesday
evenings, Phil Duey is one of this De
partment's favorite dishes.

"The 2^ational Amateur Hour" is
a program distinguished by the sour
G chord which is sounded when one
of the amateur acts doesn't jell. You
see, at left, Arnold Johnson, conduc
tor of the Hour, extracting an ex
cruciating chord from his orchestra.
The program has been transferred
from Columbia to the Mutual Broad
casting System, recently, where it is
heard early Sunday evenings.

At left, center, you view GuyLom-
bardo"s sweet muchacha band. Those
three little white spots you see down
in front are Guy's trio singing into
the mike one Monday evening for the
Columbia System. Lombardo's band,
directed by Guy and with brother
Carmen adding charm by singing
many of the solos, remains one of the
most popular sweet-music dance bands
in the country, although his fans' first
faint careless rapture has been so?ne-
ivhat dulled by time.

Below the band is a charming
photograph of Helen Marshall, so
prano soloist of theSigmund Rornberg
Musicale which is heard by radio au
diences from here to there on Tues
day evenings over Station WEAF.
Miss Marshall, abetted by Frank
Black's orchestra, succeeds in putting'
over some of the loveliest light ynusic
to have been composed in the last
txuenty years. The cast of the pro-
gram is additionally sustained by
hordes of well knozvn people doing and
saying important things.

At bottom are George Burns and
his daffy friend. Grade and George,
zuho are noto driving Hollywood mad,
can still be heard on PVednesday e%'e-
nings over the Columbia network. As
we pore over this picture of Miss
Allen making love to a tuba, we are
led to the suspicion that Miss Allen's
publicity agent is luring us into a men
tion of "The Music Goes Around
an 'Round." We do ytot bite. Instead
we make complimentary remarks about
Miss Allen's recent appearance as a
singer. She has a pleasantly tuneful
voice and a competent delivery, and
her casual gags in the midst of sen
timental song extract from this De
partment a frequent, raucous laugh.
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top is a scene fro?n "Russet Mantle, a p easant tfunimportant com-
edv which contains many merry moments. John Beal and Martha Sleeper,
atriaht portray adequately the vapors and vicissitudes of young love, -while
Miss Margaret Douglass, left, rocks the house with an endlessly comic
lampooning of a Louisville matron. • i j "^i

Below them in an incredible photograph which ynight be entitled, 1 he
Prisoner's Song," Gladys Sioarthout. Jan Kiepura and Philip Merivale are
caught in a scene from the new cinematic musical^ drama, "Give' Us This

'bottom a taut moment in "Ethan Frome," the stage version of Edith
Wharton's masterpiece, is caught by the camera when Ethan and Mattie
(Raymond Massey and Ruth Gordon) have }ust broken Zenobia s (Pauline
Lord's) treasured dish. This bitter drama of New England farm life in the
Eighties is Theater with its best foot forward.

The photograph which extends across both these pages gives am accurate
view of a family squabble which takes place in the Theatre Guild's new
comedy "Call It a Day." Gladys Cooper and Phihp Merivale are the stars
in an admirably cast hit which has succeeded in making New York's eve
nings a great deal pleasanter this winter. ,

At the top of page 13 you seea characteristic fade-out in Charlie Chap
lin's latest picture. "Modern Times," with Charlie walking pathetically
down the road into the distance. But this time he is accompanied by Paul-
ette Goddard. "Modern Times" adheres to the established Chaplin tradi
tion, with plenty of sentiment, mimicry and custard.

At top right, precise little Freddy Bartholo?new and that old eagle.
C. Aubrey Smith, are respectively and for the moment, Fauntleroy and-
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the Earl of Dorlncourt, in the most re-
cent cinematic version of Frances Hodff-
son Burnett's famous story, "Little Lord
Fauntleroy." The role of Fauntleroy is
a natural for little Bartholomew, and he
goes to toivn with it. The movie moguls
are to be congratulated on their good
sense in doing, for once, the obvious.

In the center of page 13 is a scene
which might be termed cute. Jean Har-
low and Clark Gable are seen cutting up
on the ice in their new film, "JFife I s.
Secretarywhich also stars Myrna Loy.
Miss Harloiv is, of course, thf secretary
in a lavishly produced and well directed
version of the old, old story.

At lozuer right appears (you'll never
guess!) Helen Hayes, who threatens Miss
Katherine Cornell's throne as the First
Lady of the American Stage with her re
cent performance of "Victoria Regina."
Miss Hayes' make-up as the IVidow of
Windsor has been one of the most talked-
about artistic feats of the theatrical sea
son. Last year Henry Hull as "Jeeter Les
ter" in' Tobacco Road," took all honors.



DOC" HARRIS, pitchman ex
traordinary, whose salesman-1 traordinary, whose salesman

ship through a score of years had
done much to keep sheriffs' tack
hammers from the doors of numer-
ous gimcrack factories, sat on a g-i? 'J
bench in Griggsboro's municipal ' r
park and tried to figure his way out
of an annoying situation. ^

Griggsboro's park presented its _ ,
customary mid-afternoon desolate
appearance. As he mopped his brow
with a bandanna handkerchief, Doc
thought how he could enliven the
scene if he only had a chance. In
his mind's eye he could see himself ,% ^K.
in the knife-hacked bandstand, fol-
lowing up Gold Tooth Smitty's '
ukulele act with a quick passout of
Little Giant potato peelers, all- <-
vegetable soap, astrology books and
the vest-pocket tool which will sharp-
en anything from a razor to the
teeth of a steam shovel. But there
would be no gathering of Griggs- iOTW
boro's native sons under the cotton-
woods which had covered the dry
grass with a poor substitute for
snow, for Doc had been denied a
license to sell any of those inex- '
pensive trifles which at once take *1
up the housewife's burden and keep | •'
calluses from the hands of pitch- | /

Some of the drifting fuzz from - |
the cottonwoods had settled on the |
shoulders of Doc's ministerial-look- 1
ing black coat, but the hand which It ^
had been raised to brush it off re-
mained suspended in mid-air. The
ministrations with the bandanna •W
handkerchief were halted as Doc
gazed, with suddenly inspired inter-
est, at a young couple occupying the
other end of the bench.

"I beg your pardon," rasped Doc,
"but did I hear you mention the
name of Griggs?"

The young persons looked at Doc P|tt
in surprise. Forty would have been iB
an outside estimate of their com-
bined ages. The girl was tall and
slender and her features were sooth
ing to the male eye. Her round arms,
bare to the shoulder, were brown,
with just the right summery touch
of gold. She was hatless, and the
sunlight made little, changing glints
in her bobbed hair. Also it sparkled, admit it would
momentarily, on a descending tear— please me a trifle to
just like the glint of one of his ht
"whitestones" which Doc sold by the Honor the Mayor"
quart as diamonds.

The youth was in shirtsleeves. His
hands were clasped about one seer
sucker-clad knee, and Doc noticed the strong swell of
muscles in the forearms. A nice looking kid. Doc
Thought, who got his pretzel-colored sunburn from the
swimming pool and tennis court.

"My name is Griggs," said the girl, in answer to
Doc's question.

A. RE you the daughter of J. Horace Griggs, Mayor
of this town?" queried Doc.

||Yes—why do you ask?"
"Not from idle curiosity. I couldn't help hearing part

of your conversation. Mayor Griggs seems to have
caused us all some trouble for the moment."

The youth rose and caught the girl by the arm.
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"Come on, Adele," he said. "There's another bench
over across the way where we can talk alone."

The girl pulled her arm away and the youth sat down
rather sulkily. He smiled derisively when the girl said:

"Perhaps the gentleman can help us. He may be a
minister."

Doc straightened and brushed some of the cottonwood
fluff from his coat.

"I am not of the cloth," he said, "though frequently
I've been taken for a minister. But, even if I were. I'd
advise against the elopement which you are contem
plating. Maybe the opposition of His Honor the Mayor
can be overcome in some other way."

"How do you know father is opposing our marriage?"
asked the girl in surprise.
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"A hot spot," explained Doc patiently, "is
the opposite of an unfriendly town. We roll
in here two hours ago and find that your
father, the Mayor, who runs the biggest gen
eral store in town, jammed an ordinance
through the council last night making
Griggsboro as hostile to pitchmen as the
Sioux country was to Custer. A half hour's
argument with your father has proved in
vain. We cannot secure a reader—beg par
don, license. Not so much as a permit to
camp in an open doorway and sell our wares.
I came out here in this park to think matters
over, and Gold Tooth Smitty dropped in at
a movie to see Tom Mix jump into the Grand
Canyon."

"Father," replied the girl, "is a very de
termined man. We've had a demonstration
of that fact."

"I'd like to hear," said Doc.
This man with the odd, raspy voice had

nice brown eyes, somewhat magnified by a
pair of thick-lensed glasses. A heavy white
pompadour rose above his high forehead.
There was a tiny thatch of beard on his
underlip, no doubt provocative of deep
thought when stroked abstractedly. It was
hard to withhold confidence from one whose
interest seemed so genuine.

"Young lady, I've been reading human nature ever
since I made my first pitch of shivs—beg pardon, knives
—at a county fair when I was not your age. When a
young couple sit on a park bench with the thermometer
at one hundred and when I am hailed as a minister,
what can be deduced except that the local press will soon
be chronicling an elopement?"

"But my father," said the girl. "What trouble have
you had with him?"

"Purely commercial. Not twenty-four hours ago, some
three hundred miles from here, my partner, Gold Tooth
Smitty, and myself were assured by no less an author
ity than Silk Hat Harry that Griggsboro was a hot
spot on the map."

"It is warm today."

For years," said the girl, "it has been
understood that Edward and I were to be
married as soon as we were graduated from
college. Edward — Mr. Whittlesy ^—shake
hands with Mr. — ah—"

"Harris," said Doc, trusting his fingers to
the grip of the state college tennis champion
and regretting it afterward.

"Edward's father," continued the girl,
"owned the little store across from my
father's place. He died recently, and it's up
to Edward to run the store successfully or
close it out. Father says Edward must prove
that he is a salesman by turning in a profit
on the store before we can be married with
his consent—^my father's consent, you know."

"To a salesman like myself that sounds easy," re-
isn't easy because the stock is a jumble.

Anri npo'ole 1ust pass by the store. It seems impossiblefo get ftem in to trade. If Edward could only sell off
this old stock and get new, he could make good. He's
reallv a first-class salesman, but things have been so
slow that we're thinking of running away and getting
married without father's consent.

"And thereby being disinherited and creating no
end of bad feeling in your family," observed Doc. "Your
father I take it, is a man of his word and will not
renege if Edward—Mr. Whittlesy—^turns this joint—I
mean stock—at a profit and puts the red ink bottle on
a high shelf?"



"Father is just that sort," replied the girl.
"An awful bullhead but a square shooter, if you know

what I mean," interposed Mr. Whittlesy, who was gaz
ing at Doc with sudden interest.

"I catch the substance," said Doc. "I understand
that my friend the Mayor is not convinced of your
business ability, Mr. Whittlesy, and has put you up
against a seemingly impossible proposition. Either
you sell your late father's stock at a profit or lose your
chance of a church wedding with the bride's parent giv
ing her away."

"If things weren't so dead," pointed out Miss Griggs,
"Edward would at least have a chance to succeed."

Doc meditatively
stroked the thatch
on his underlip.

"There's plenty
of life if we search Mr. Griggs tvas ac-
it out," he said. companied by a ^
"The little astrol- Person in a

for ^teen ^ent^^ cated that he was
dentially, costs two
and one-half cents

the
Pisces, the sign of
the fishes. A good

for
thinking and wise
decisions, the little
book goes on to
say. Have you con- 1
suited any outside "fflHi 'l^BPIr
authority on some
means of disposing
of this mercantile
incubus some-
thing over the nut

"This ultimatum

look the stock over f \v'

they never expei^-
dom use after pur-
chase. If your
stock dates any-

may be that there's
a possible profit in
it. Perhaps I can
be of some assistance to you, so lead the way. Be-
sidea—" and here Doc hesitated.

"Besides what?" asked both young persons as all
three arose.

"I'll have to admit that it would please me a trifle to
do something that would annoy His Honor the Mayor."

J. HORACE GRIGGS, Mayor of Griggsboro, looked
out across the street from the depths of his store, back
in the vicinity of the cash register, where he loved to
linger. There seemed to be an unusual stir in front
of the Whittlesy Household Emporium, where people
usually walked right on past the shop windows.
Sweet Afton had nothing on the gentle flow of traffic
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past the late Sim Whittlesy's place of business.
Mr. Griggs was tall and rather spare as to shoulders

and legs. A contrasting paunchiness, combined with
trouble with his arches gave a roll to his walk. His
face was sallow and his expression melancholy, but
two red spots on his cheek bones testified to the fires
of determination that burned within.

Walking to the open doorway, Mr. Griggs saw that a
considerable crowd had gathered in front of the Whit
tlesy entrance. Employees from the hat factory up
the street and matinee patrons of a near-by movie house
were on their homeward way. It was an hour that
normally was good for several sales in Mr. Griggs' place,

but pedestrians on
his side of the
street were now
skipping over to

^ the other curb to
B see what was going
% on.

stepped across the

went. He had seen

ire. The ministe-

cense was s'tandmg

you see them, are

r who received a roy-

n ^ several mil-
A '1 man called out in a
(i-ltt Sr "Watch the rings

closely and you will
see that apparently

. ing', slides through
^1^^ the other rings to

the bottom."
Mr. Griggs, with

the rest of the
crowd, watched

and saw the silvery triangle scintillate as apparently
the top ring slid to the bottom.

"Step right inside, ladies and gentlemen, where you
can see better," went on the pitchman, backing into
the store and being followed by the crowd. Blr. Griggs
noted with astonishment that the entire stock of mis
cellany had been removed from the counters and show
cases. A black curtain shut off the rear of the store
from view. In front of this curtain was a large box,
which improvised platform was mounted by the pitch
man.

"Come right up close, ladies and gentlemen, where
you can see better," urged the man on the box. The
crowd surged forward, making room for those who
were struggling to get in from (Continued on page -U'
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Above: A trainload of grapes go
ing to a ivinery at Asti. Right:
Avocados are one of California's

newer specialties

John E, Pickett

Your editor asked us in effect
"How about agriculture and

the fish and deer crops out on the
Coast?"

Now, any Californiac, backed into
a corner by such a thrust, will fight
to the last adjective.

This is indeed a prideful region
out here in the orchestra of that
world stage which we modestly refer
to as "our" largest, deepest and wet
test Pacific Ocean.

And an agricultural editor of this
region, as your author is, is par
ticularly hard to live with these fine
days of 1936 because the agricul
ture^ of this region is so decisively
leading the West back to recovery,
and has so definitely reminded its
urban brethren that it is indeed the
foundation industry, creating the
largest lump of wealth each year,
furnishing the largest tonnage and
value of raw products for manufac
ture, faltering only slightly during
the entire depression in furnishing
its shipments of freight for rail and
ship, and leading the way with
"business as usual" and no farm un
employment.

We'll confess that the mountain
snow and the valley water furnish
the best irrigation supplies in 45
years; that last year we had almost
no crop failures, and mercifully but
very few of those over-large crop
productions which give the markets
epilepsy and are sometimes more of
an economic burden than a partial
crop failure; that farmers of the
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The F armer
Takes the West

West have remembered they are
pioneers, and sons and daughters of
pioneers, and produced some vig
orous and effective methods of deal
ing with the Communist-led strikes
which at one time threatened to tie
up the harvest of many of our
highly-perishable fruit and vegetable
specialties; that the fish "crops" are
biting better; that farmers are going
vacationing in new automobiles be
cause the official registrations show
we are leading the country with
automobile sales 75 per cent higher
than in 1934! and that some farm
ers near the mountains which rim

and ridge our states are actually ex
perimenting with electrically-charged
fences to keep out of their fields a
deer crop which is estimated to be
nearly a half million head in Cali
fornia and which is probably equally
large in Oregon and Washington.

Now a lot of "smart money" these
days in this state is buying farms.
After all, land is the most enduring
investment of all, when properly
handled, and the economic days
ahead look hopeful to us enthusiasts
out here.

Perhaps one of the reasons why
that is particularly true in this re-



gion is because we are constantly
bringing out new models in the crop
world, luxury specials which we ad
vertise to the nation as necessities
of health and happiness. Eight
years ago the California College of
Agriculture compiled a list of 180
different crops grown in this state
in carload quantities. Searching for
a Californiac word that would de
scribe the aesthetic qualities of some
of them our well-known local
modesty hit upon the word "ex
quisites." Now the list of crops and
exquisites has grown to more than
190, and please keep your palate in
good tasting order because the end
is not yet.

Our specialist farmers of the
Coast, speaking through our market
ing groups, are indeed stomach
stylists.

Why, our California farmers in
vented acidosis and prescribed their
oranges and lima beans and olives
to cure it.

If you are hot, we prescribe cold
California lemonade.

If you have a cold, we prescribe
hot California lemonade.

We get you coming and going.
The cooperative farmers of

Wenatchee, Washington, and Hood
River, Oregon, help you chase the
doctor away with an apple a day.

We cornered you with our ad
vertising and asked you if you had-
had your iron today. If not, we had
spinach and raisins and artichokes
to prescribe.

We offered you the prune and the
fig.

We taught many Americans to
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prefer a breakfast egg with a blond,
or pale yellow yolk, carefully stand
ardized by the poultry-men of Cali
fornia, Oregon and Washington by
good feeding and exact grading, and
we cooperatively deliver these eggs
to the population centers of the East
and sell them at a premium above
the "brunette" eggs which come in
from the nearby hens and may be so
fresh that the hen's cackle is still
reverberating.

Our Washington, Oregon and Cali
fornia farmers shipped in 1934
over forty-six million dozens of eggs,
and sold them for over $11,000,000.
These carefully graded eggs com
manded a premium of nearly 3 cents
a dozen over the best "nearby" eggs.

This is not merely monkey busi
ness—this flippant account. It is
our farm business of the West. We
are a long and expensive way from
many of our markets, and we have
found that our specialties well
grown and well sold are our chance
to get out of the ruck of ordinary
competition.

HP1 HIS plan of escape from the
average certainly worked out very
nicely indeed last year. California
for the first six months ran 25
per cent ahead of 1934 in farm
income, according to the official
federal-state crop estimates, and con
servatively laid in the lap of
commerce and industry $610,000,000
of new wealth coined from Mother
Nature's inexhaustible storehouse of
soil, air and water. This was the
largest farm income since 1929.

An easier way to understand what
this means to prosperity is to say
that it is an average of about
$5,000 per ranch. This is a high
average income. It is much higher
than the national average, and _is
greatly more than the average in
come of city families. And it is new
wealth, going into manufacture and
commerce, turning over many times
in enhancement of value.

The figures from Oregon, Wash
ington and Idaho show an impres
sive gain from the 1933 low, the
first quarter of 1935 gaining 78.4
per cent. Thus the agriculture of
the Pacific Northwest holds up its
end in recovery.

The Bank of America, which has
425 banks in California, observed the
customary modesty of this region in
its "Business Review" of August
20, 1935, and said:

"In every month of the current
year the dollar volume of retail sales
in the Far West has made a much
more favorable showing, compared
with 1934 than has the i*est of the
United States."

The Bank reported July retail sales
in California 19.2 per cent ahead of
July of 1934, and the Washington
and Oregon figure is 15.5 per cent.
Building permits are about double,
it finds.

Our agricultural pride swells over
the fact that retail sales and build-

I ing permit comparisons are vastly
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higher in the rural towns and cities
than in the larger cities where there
is still an unemployed group to drag
the anchor.

Here are a few more cheering
statistical indices.

Automobile sales, which are con
sidered a ready index of business in
this land of expansive distances,
good roads and many vacation at
tractions, were up 75 per cent in
California for the first five months
of 1935.

Truck sales were up 53 per cent in
California for the first five months
of 1935.

Farm machinery sales in this al
most horseless state where horseflies
are homeless and starving to death,
were running 100 per cent ahead of
1934.

As your guide, may we give j^ou
a little more intimate taste, smell
and sight of this agriculture of the
Coast which is leading the way back
to recovery?

We will meet you with the Gas
Hog in Southern California, where
the badge of fame is oranges against
a snow-capped mountain.

The famous California Fruit
Growers Exchange, one of the finest
cooperative marketing organizations
in the world, is drawing heavily on
experience to make the best of the



Above und on opposite page: A typical southern
California scene—oranges in the valley and snow on
the mountains to furnish the irrigation tvater. Above
at right: The end of the "Old Oregon Trail," the
Willamette Valley in ivestern Oregon. Center at
rigbt: Drying apricots on redwood trays in the
Hemet Valley, California. Below at right: Oranges
and snow in sunny California. At lower left on op
posite page: A modern plowing scene—three diesel
tractors on the historic Vail ranch in San Diego
County. Each of these modern plows, operating on
low cost fuel, turns under ttvelve acres a day and
does the work that it would require forty good horses
to do. Hay will be planted on this ground for

pasturing great herds of cattle.

Photooraphs for this article from Fairchitd Aerial
Surveus, Inc.. Keystone, Gabriel Moulin, i?. I. Nesmith

i£ Asuociaies and A. M. Prentiss.

largest citrus crop in history. Dur
ing the depression this farmers'
group has managed to put into the
market of the country an average
of 24,000 more carloads per year
than ever before, so it faces Nature's
bounty this year with forthright ac
tion and is putting an extra million
dollars into advertising to move its
lemons and oranges.

Some years ago it was found that
the Washington Navel orange was
"running out." A. D. Shamel, a
scientist, was brought out from
Washington, and he taught the
citrus growers how to propagate only
from perfect limbs on perfect trees.
Millions of buds of certified parent

age were used and now oranges
march forward constantly in im
provement year after year.

This sort of work is continuing
with other crops, because California,
3,000 miles from the population
centers of the Atlantic coast, can
not afford to grow anything but the
best.

A new, beautiful and rapidly ex
panding crop specialty claims atten
tion along the coast, particularly be
cause of an amazing sales record this
fiscal year just ended. We refer to
avocados.

Nature more than smiled on pro
duction—she leaned back and yelled.
Without a cooperative such as the

Calavo Association, the growers
might as well have gone to town
and applied for relief, because the
production was 363 per cent ahead
of the large crop of 1934. But the
cooperative proceeded to go after
new customers and returned to the
members 228 per cent more money
than for the year before.

This is the sort of intelligent self-
help effort which makes a lot of the
Californiac's pride explainable. We
are proud of our many successful
farm marketing cooperatives in this
state. You often hear it said that
farmers will not cooperate—^they
won't stick together. Well, they
have never (Continued on page 40)
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EDITORIAL

Choose Ye Out Leaders Among You
HEN the above caption presented itself as a
subject for editorial comment, it was confidently
assumed to have been the advice given to the
Israelites during a crisis related in the Bible,
when important concerted action was necessary.

Adiligent search of the concordance does not yield the quota
tion, and the assumption is admitted to be erroneous.

But the advice, as addressed to the subordinate Lodges,
is good anyway; because it embodies the age old truth that
success can be achieved in any group activity only when com
petent leaders are in charge.

In a few days nominations of officers for the ensuing year
will be made in every Lodge of the Order. The results in the
administrations of their respective fraternal affairs will de
pend directly upon the capacity for leadership in those
selected to manage those affairs. If this be bromidic it is
nevertheless worthy of being repeated; for experience has
taught that it is easy to forget this truth under the impulses of
personal friendship and the desire to promote individual
ambitions.

As a last brief reminder to the Lodges the captioned advice
is given. Even though it has not biblical precedent, it is the
essence of wisdom. Choose ye out leaders among you.

The Essential Thing—The Will to Serve
T has been often stated, and with just pride,
that the Order of Elks is unique among fra-
ternities because it offers no inducements to

prospective members which are intended to
appeal to their selfish interests. It conducts no

insurance feature; it provides no sick or death benefits; it
promises no financial advantages or material rewards.

Of course, as inherent in the very character of the organiza
tion, there are the inducements which grow out of the
privileges of membership and the fraternal associations which
are incident thereto; and these naturally appeal to men who
enjoy such privileges and associations.

But in the large sense, the real appeal which the Order
makes to desirable prospects is the opportunity to share in
the humanitarian services which the Order promotes as its
chief objectives.

One who seeks membership in the Order simply because
he wishes to avail himself of the facilities of the Club houses,
or to enjoy the personal contacts with other Elks, is only
contemplating joining a social club. With this sole purpose
in mind he will never be a real Elk, however long his name
may remain on the rolls.

But one who seeks admission because he understands and
appreciates the fundamental purposes of the Order, knows
what it is undertaking to accomplish, and wishes to con
tribute his part to the furtherance of those objects, is already
an Elk at heart. He and those of like purpose who become
members constitute the real Order of Elks and maintain its

prestige and power as a great benevolent fraternity.
The real essential for desirable membership is the will to

serve others, the purpose to play a definite part in the good
works to which the Order is dedicated, In seeking new mem
bers this fact should be kept in mind. One new initiate
properly imbued with such a spirit brings more to the Order
than twenty others who lack it.

The social features of membership are valuable and wholly
desirable. It is not intended to minimize them. But they are
merely incidental. The essenhal thing is the will to serve.
Every true Elk has it. No member can be a true Elk with
out it
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The Lodges and the Foundation
OW that the subordinate Lodges are quite gen-
erally in better financial condition than they
have been for several years, it is pertinent to
remind them of an opportunity for a distinctive
service to the Order which speaks primarily in

dollars and cents. This service involves donations to the
Elks National Foundation.

Many of the Lodges have not felt heretofore able to make
any contribution to this Fund. But it is recognized that they
all feel a pride in this ever growing activity of the Order as
a whole; and in the distributions of the earnings from the
Foundation in increasingly important aids to appealing local
benefactions. And it is to be taken for granted that when
they do feel themselves in situation to do so, they will make
their several contributions to this splendid cause.

By such donations the Lodges will not only provide an in
crease in the invested principal, which will be preserved intact,
and from which a consequent increased income will be de
rived for the furtherance of the charitable objects of the
Order; but they will be thus serving the major objectives in
which they are particularly interested, because the increased
income will enable the trustees to make allocations thereof to
more widely distributed local activities.

The Elks National Foundation is already a substantial en
dowment. It is destined to become a great national benefac
tion. And each Lodge should make such prompt contribution
thereto as its financial condition will reasonably justify.

The sooner this is done, the sooner will the accretions be
put to work in the prescribed way to secure perennial earn
ings available for the purposes to which they are dedicated.
And now is the time for each subordinate Lodge to give the
matter generous consideration, to determine the extent to
which they may properly contribute to the Foundation at
this time.

There is no activity of the Order which presents greater
opportunities for clTectivc charitable .service. And every
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subordinate Lodge, as such, should feel a desire to have a
definite sharein the promotion of this truly great undertaking.

To Elk Fathers

F you are an Elk and have a son who is eligible
for membership in the Order, but who is not

^ member, is it not due to your own indif-
ference? Have you talked to him about it and
sought his approval to present his name as an

applicant? If not, is there any good reason why you have not
done this?

It is to be assumed that you retain your membership in
your Lodge because you consider it distinctly worth while; and
because you approve the purposes of the Order and desire to
assist in promoting them. Don't you think your son would
be equally impressed with such opportunities for contribut
ing to its benevolent activities, and would also appreciate and
enjoy the privileges of membership? Don't you. think he
would feel a special pride in belonging to his Dad's Lodge?

A pleasing feature of the initiation of the Joseph T.
Fanning Class, last November, was the number of sons of
Elks who were then inducted into membership. It is proof
of the fact that there are many other such sons who would
seek membership if properly approached. And the fathers
are the ones who should secure and present the applications.

A son of an Elk who is eligible to become a member,
whose father does not solicit his application, must naturally
feel disappointed. He must wonder why, if the Order is one
which appeals to his father, as a patriotic citizen of benevo
lent inclinations, the same appeal is not considered equally
strongly addressed to himself.

There is a fine opportunity to secure a substantial number
of desirable members from this group; and it is primarily up
to the fathers to do this. Their specific interest and personal
activity in the matter is commended to them as a real fra
ternal service to the order, as well as an experience whicli will
surely afford tliem peculiar satisfaction.



Elhs National Bowling Tournament
Starts This Month

On March 28, 24 five-man clubs of
Cincinnati, Ohio, Lodge, No. 5, will
fire at the strike gaps in the initial
contest of the Elks National Bowling
Tournament. On the same night
Louisville, Ky., Lodge, No. 8, is
scheduled to begin play with 16
teams. Detroit, Mich., Lodge, No. 34,
will be represented by eight teams,
and Columbus, Ohio, Lodge, No. 37,
with six. Houston, Texas, Lodge,
No. 151, plans to send one, and pos
sibly two, line-ups.

With regard to Cincinnati hospi
tality, it has been announced that
every Saturday night during the
Tournament, the home folk are to
treat the visiting Elks to a hot Dutch
lunch embracing such savory dishes
as pigs knuckles and sauerkraut, and
metwurst with, of course, beer.

Already the Secretary has requests
for reservations numbering over 200
teams, an aggregation covering a
wide territorial expanse. Hamilton,
Ohio, Lodge, No. 93, leads with 20
clubs. Louisville, Toledo, Ohio, No.
53, and Kalamazoo, Mich., No. 50,
are Lodges with 16, while Pitts
burgh, Pa., Lodge, No. 11, will have
10 and Milwaukee, Wis., Lodge No.
46, eight or more.

Under the

Spreading
Antlers

News of Subordinate

Lodges Throughout

the Order

The custom of awarding nine dia
mond medals, emblematic of Elks'
supremacy in the respective tourna
ment divisions, will again be fol
lowed. The prize list will be split
into two classes once more—the regu
lar division (high scores on a

Above is a picture of the handsomely uniformed patrol team, of
Tulsa, Okla., Lodge, a group of men ivhich has recently been
reorganized and is composed, in the main, of young members
new to the Order. The team is one of the outstanding subordi'

nate bodies of the Lodge

Below, a large group of members of Sacramento, Calif., Lodge
who attended the entertaining banquet given in the Lodge Home
on a recent date to commemomte the Fortieth Anniversary of the

institution of No. 6. An elaborate program was presented
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straight basis) and Goodfellowship
for scores not qualified for high to
tal awards.

Si>ecial reduced convention fare
rates are granted by the railroads
to all Elk bowlers and their families
traveling to the tournament city.
Further information may be obtained
by communicating with Secretary
John J. Gray of the Elks Bowling
Association, 1616, S. 16th Street,
Milwaukee, Wis.

Tivo California Lodges
Hold Joint Meeting

In the Home of San Pedro, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 966, Long Beach and San
Pedro Lodges held a joint meeting
recently for the purpose of hearing
an address delivered by George M.
Smith of San Jose, Pres. of the Calif.
State Elks Assn. The meeting was
preceded in the afternoon by a boat
ride around the harbors of both cities
and throughout that portion of the
United States Battle Fleet stationed
at San Pedro. Accompanying Mr.
Smith on this trip were State Vice-
Pres. Joseph L. Hofer, P.D.D. C. P.
Hebenstreit and E.R. Floyd E. Tum-
bleson of Huntington Park Lodge,
E.R. Norman E. Naeve of Long
Beach Lodge, and P.D.D. C. P.
Wright and E.R. C. H. Cleveland of
San Pedro Lodge

At the conclusion of the boat ride
the visitors were all guests of San
Pedro Lodge at dinner. Mr. Smith
delivered his address to more than

Below: The officers of Chicago, 111., Lodge
/Vo. 1596, a netv Lodge ivhich has shown
itself to be most active of late in gaining

new members for the Lodge

f



March, 1936

Right: The officers of Manistee, Mich.,
Lodge, with a class of thirty-one candidates

they initiated a short time ago

Center Picture: The Robert JF. Dunkle
Class, recently initiated into /ro7j£on, O.,

Lodge in honor of D.D. R. JF". Dunkle

200 members assembled from both
Long Beach and San Pedro Lodges.
A vaudeville show was presented in
the Lodge quarters.

Three Saginaiv Elks Die
JFithin 24 Hours

Saginaw, Mich., Lodge, No. 47, re
cently sustained an irreparable loss
when three of its most prominent
members died within 24 hours. All
were public officials. Mayor Robert
C. Weber died suddenly of a heart
attack at his home. He was not quite
56 years old.

Fred E. Curtis, aged 73, dean of
the city members of the Saginaw
County Board of Supervisors, passed
away the same evening. He was a
valued member of the Lodge.

The death of Judge Clarence M.
Browne, of the Tenth Judicial Cir-

rtii

Above: The active Ladies' Committe of Newport, Ky., Lodge

cuit of Michigan, brought to a close
a long career both in public life and
in the activities of the Order. He
was elected Exalted Ruler of the
Lodge in 1921, served as District
Deputy in 1923-24, and was a mem
ber of the Grand Lodge Committee
on Judiciary in 1925-26-27. He was
a life member of Saginaw Lodge.

Ironton, O., Lodge Almost
Doubles Membership

Ironton, Ohio, Lodge, No. 177, has
shown remarkable progress during
the past year, especially in growth
of membership. Its Joseph T. Fan
ning Class on November 14, consisted
of 81 members, 51 being new candi
dates, and 30 reinstatements. Three
weeks later a class called the Robert
W. Dunkle Class, consisting of 50
members, was initiated. This group
was named in honor of D.D. Robert
W. Dunkle of Chillicothe. In Janu
ary the I. C. Hoffman Class of 40
more candidates was initiated in
honor of Ironton Lodge's Exalted
Ruler.

On April 1, 1935, Ironton Lodge
had but 221 members. Mr. Hoffman
was not installed until June 20. In

cluding the 40 candidates initiated
on January 23, plus reinstatements,
the Lodge's membership totaled 420
about the first of February. As it
was the Exalted Ruler's aim to ex
actly double the membership, the
Lodge had only 22 more new mem
bers to obtain to accomplish this.

During the past year Ironton
Lodge has spent close to $2,000 in
repairing, refinishing and decorating
the Lodge Home.

Mr. Hoffman's'method of inspiring
Ironton Elks in an enthusiastic mem
bership drive was unique. He ap
pointed two teams, one led by the
Esteemed Leading Knight and the
other by the Esteemed Loyal Knight.
As the program was put into effect
at the start of the football season,
each member was named as halfback,
tackle, guard, etc., with the two lead
ers as "coaches." A painted chart
ten feet high was laid off as a foot
ball field and the ball advanced two
yards for every candidate signed up.
Weekly pep meetings with "skull
practice," beer and lunch, were held.
Each team had its own side of the
Lodge hall and each had cheer lead
ers and rooters.

iiSn

P.E.R. Joseph Blum Entertained
by Nutley, N. J., Lodge

P.E.R. Joseph Blum, a charter
member of Nutley, N. J., Lodge, No.
1290, was tendered a surprise when
"Joe Blum Night" was celebrated in
the Lodge Home as a mark of honor
for his many services to the Lodge
during the past 24 years. The affair
was sponsored by E.R. William J.
Jernick. One hundred and fifty
members were present and delega
tions came from many of the Lodges
in the N.W. District of New Jersey.

Among the gifts presented to Mr.
Blum was a plaque, symbolic of his
efforts in behalf of the Lodge, pre
sented to him by Grand Trustee
Henry A. Guenther of Newark. A
poem written by senior P.E.R, John
M. Mackay, was read and a copy of
the poem, signed by all present, was
enclosed in a folder and given to Mr.
Blum.

Aberdeen, S. D., Lodge Holds
New Series of Entertainments

In its program of activities for the
coming months Aberdeen, S. D.,
Lodge, No. 1046, has adopted a novel
form of diversion. Certain nights
are set aside to mark some particular
industry represented in the member
ship. Those designated for this year
are: Professional Men's Night, Gov
ernment Officials' Night, Utilities
Night and Railroaders' Night.

Railroaders' Night, held on Janu
ary 3, saw a large number of railroad
employees present in the Lodge
Home. The officers were dressed in
conductors' uniforms and a locomo
tive bell was used by E.R. M. C.
Mulcahey as a gavel. Grand Esteemed
Lecturing Knight J. Ford Zietlow, a
P.E.R. df Aberdeen Lodge, was
among those present.
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Lakevlew, Ore., Elks Visit
Klamath Falls Lodge

During the latter part of Novem
ber some 103 members of Lakeview,
Ore., Lodge, No. 1536, made the 100-
m'ile trip to Klamath Falls, Ore.,
Lodge, No. 1247, on a good will visit.
The trip was made by aiato as no rail
line connects Lakeview with any part
of Oregon. Klamath Falls Lodge fur
nished amusement and refreshments
for the visitors.

One of the best atten'ded of the re
cent sessions of Lakeview Lodge dur
ing the current season was Roll Call
Night. More than 220 persons were
present. After the Lodge meeting
a fine feast of venison from mule
deer bagged dur
ing the season
by various Elks

Lake County
was served and
enjoyed by all.

Lakeview Lodge
hasenjoyedabusy
season, witnessing
increased activity

charitable fields.

Right: prominent Elks of Albu
querque, N. M., Lodge on the occa
sion of the visit of D. D. Arthur

E. Carr of Santa Fe
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News of Anaconda,
Mont., Lodge

Members of Anaconda, Mont.,
Lodge, No'. 239, again played a
prominent part in making Ana
conda's second annual Winter Car
nival an outstanding success. P. S.
Ecker, head of the Salt Lake Ski
Club, who acted as oificial judge of
the Carnival, asserted that the
largest crowd he had ever seen at a
skiing event attended. Joe L. Kelly
was in direct charge of the Carnival.
John Stagg and Matt Kelly were
secretary and treasurer respectively.
All these men are prominent mem
bers of the Order. Through the
efforts of Ben Middleton,. Chairman
of the Skiing Committee, one of the
most expert skiing trios from Canada
was brought to Anaconda to thrill the
large crowds with its skill..

The Elks Drum and Bugle Corps
acted as an enforcement patrol col
lecting nearly $200 in •fines from
members of the Kiwanis, American
Legion and • other civic organiza
tions.. -The payment of fines was
purely voluntary and the fund was
turned over to the Carnival Com
mittee.

Fourteen Class A ski jumpers, an
assembly of the best in the United
States, and 8 Class B jumpei-s com-

D.D. Pays Official Visit
To Yuma, Ariz., Lodge

The featured event of a recent
meeting of Yuma, Ariz., Lodge, No.
476, was the official visit of D.D.
Arthur Turner of Miami, Ariz.,
Lodge, who delivered an inspiring
address to the 150 members present.
Eight candidates were initiated into
Yuma Lodge as a compliment to Mr.
Turner, and final plans for a number
of future events were announced.
The members enjoyed a dinner be
fore the meeting, being served big
game which had been brought back
by Sheriff T. H. Newman and Fire
Chief George Robinson when they
returned from a hunting trip to the
Tonto Rim. They also bagged a
300-pound bear. Shortly after the
District Deputy meeting, the Yuma
Elks enjoyed a bear dinner.

Vallejo, Calif., Elks Accompany
D.D. Thornton on Visits

A large number of his fellow mem
bers have made it their custom to ac
company D.D. J. R, Thornton of
Vallejo, Calif., Lodge, No. 559, on
his official visits to Lodges in the
California Bay District. Twenty-
seven Vallejo Elks made the 49-mile
round trip to be present at the meet
ing at Richmond Lodge, No. 1251.
Forty-five members accompanied him
to Santa Rosa Lodge, No. 646. San
Francisco Lodge, No. 3, was host to
49 members of Vallejo Lodge who
made the SS-mile round trip with the
District Deputy.

On each of his three most recent
trips, Mr. Thornton was accompanied
by a large delegation of members
from his own Lodge—Vallejo, Calif.,
No. 559. On his visit to Alameda
Lodge he was accom
panied by 38 Vallejo r- u.

n Fi ^ T visited sion of the tOakland Lodge, 39 E. Car
members made the
round trip, and 51
Vallejo Elks accom-
panied him on his
visit to San Rafael
Lodge.

Vallejo Elks report
that they have been
looking forward to
the remaining trips ft
with keen interest.
Ihey regard this year
as an outstanding one
for their Lodge, due
to the fact that so
many fraternal visits
have been made and
that, in the selection
of a District Deputy
for the District, one HL ' -jH
of their Past Exalted IV «
Rulers was chosen.

Their social activi-
ties, as well as the
visits to neighboring
Lodges, have been
frequent and varied. Above: The imposing Drum and 8u,sle Corps of Anaconda, Mont., Lodge
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peted in the ski jump. Casper
Oimen, Olympic club member who
sailed for Germany January 3 to
participate in the Olympic games,
took first place with jumps of 182
and 184 feet. Alf Engen, of Salt
Lake City, took second honors.

Under the leadership of E. R. Ed
Johnson, Anaconda Lodge has been
unusually active this season. In the
second week of December more than
600 Elks from Anaconda, Butte and
other western Montana cities, met at
Deer Lodge for an initiation cere-
niony and dance. Nine Deer Lodge
candidates were initiated into Ana
conda Lodge in an impressive cere
mony performed by the officers of
Butte Lodge, No. 240.
News of San Diego,
Calif., Lodge

Members of San Diego, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 168, recently banded
themselves together and in a caravan
traveled to El Centro, Calif., to at
tend the 20th Anniversary of El
Centro Lodge, No. 1325. The eve
ning was also the occasion of the
official visit of D.D. A. George Fish
of San Diego, to El Centro Lodge.
Also in the visiting group were two
P.E.R.'s of El Centro Lodge—Sam
uel W. Dunaway and Phil D. Swing
'—who reside in San ipiego. Anelab
orate turkey dinner and a diversified
program of entertainment were pro
vided by the hospitable hosts.

In the month of December San
Diego Lodge organized an "Antlers"
Basketball Squad of 15 men. The
organization is under the leadership
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Left: The Glee Club of
Oakland, Calif., Lodge,
tvhich recently com
memorated its Tenth
Anniversary with a con
cert held at the Lodge
Home, and below: EUis
of Oakland Lodge draw
ing the capital prize at
the Charity Ball held
not long ago. More
than 1,500 people at
tended, and the Lodge
netted $5,000 for its

Charity Fund

than 200 fans were
present to greet him.

-•iii The banquet which
preceded the open
reception to Mr.
French was a sell

out. At the close of the dinner all
standing room was taken by others
who crowded into the room to join in
the ovation being given the former
Visalian.

Boulder, Colo., Elks
Visited by D.D.

W. E. Daley of Loveland Lodge,
D.D. for Colo., North, made an of
ficial visit to Boulder, Colo., Lodge,
No. 566, a short time ago. He was
attended by Byron Albert, Past
Pres. of the Colo. State Elks Assn.;
State Secy. W. P. Hurley, and P.E.R.
Kenneth A. Johnson, of Fort Collins
Lodge; D.D. George L. Hamllik of
Central City Lodge, Colo. Cent., and
Alfred E. Hill, Editor of the Fort
Collins Express-Courier. Fourteen
Past Exalted Rulers of Boulder
Lodge were present. A turkey din
ner was enjoyed before the meeting

The initiation of a class of can
didates was performed as a compli-
ment to Mr Daley. The initiation

the admission
of the Ritualistic Team of Boulder
Lodge, under E.R. Lawrence T
Knight, in the State Contest at the
State Association Convention next
summer. Addresses were made hv
Mr. Daley, Past State Pres. Milton
L. Anfenger of Denver Lodge and
the other guest officers. At the' con
elusion of the meeting a hot lunch
was served in the redecorated baqp-
ment of the Lodge Plome.

Everett, Wash., Lodge
Honors Life Members

Life Members were g-UQsts of Ever
ett, Wash., Lodge, No. 479, recently
when the Lodge held its annual "Life
Membership Night." A feature of
the evening's program was the burn
ing of the $10,500 in Lodge bonds
retired during the past year. Fiz-e
Chief Charles Swanson presided over
tl;g bond-fire, which represented a
blaze greater than Everett's entire
fire loss in 1934.

P.E.R. Ed R. Taylor was Master
of Ceremonies. With him on the Pro
gram Committee were Chief Swan-
son, DD. Frank L. Cooper, a P.E.R.
and Past State Pres., P.E.R Robert
A. Stuart, Paul Martinis and M. 0.
Swenson, all Life Members.

of Henry Krutz
as coach. By
popular subscript
tion the Lodge
members outfitted
the boys in new
uniforms. The
Team had played
15 games by the
first of February
winning 14.

As a conse-
quence of the new
squad, Lodge in-

*r ^ terest in basket
ball has picked up
considerably.

San Diego Lodge has formulated a
varied and interesting program for
the remainder of the Lodge year,
which includes many social and
charitable activities. One of the
outstanding additions to the life of
the Lodge was the formation of the
Elks' Luncheon Club which meets
every Monday noon in the dining
room of the Home. The luncheons
began in December with an attend
ance of less than 20, but the Club has
grown steadily until now, at time of
writing, it shows an attendance of
87 members. A different member of
the Lodge acts as Chairman each
week, announcing some prominent
local citizen as speaker and provid
ing some form of entertainment on
each occasion.

Visalia, Calif., Lodge
Entertains Legion Post

Visalia Post No. 18 was recently
entertained by Visalia, Calif., Lodge,
No. 1298, at dinner. The event is an
annual one in Visalia Lodge and
m-any of its members are Legion
men. The principal item on the
menu was bear steak. Lieutenant
James Warner, radio operator on the
famous flight in 1928 of the South
ern Cross from Oakland, Calif., to
Brisbane, Australia, with Kingsford
Smith as pilot, gave a talk on his ex
periences, and showed moving pic
tures of the trip.

Another event, enthusiastically re
ceived by the membership, was Larry
French Night when the famous
pitcher for the Chicago Cubs was
entertained by Visalia Lodge. More
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Craig, Colo., Lodge
•Entertains Children

Craig, Colo., Lodge, No. 1577,
wound up one of its most successful
years with a series of charitable ac
tivities. A "Food Show" was staged
in December. Admission was paid
with a sack of vegetables or fruit,
or some useful article. The pro
ceeds netted sufficient merchandise
to supply more than 100 families.
Also in December, Craig Lodge put
on a stage show for the children of
the district. So many youngsters
were entertained that the theatre
was taxed to its limit.

Sacramento, Calif., Lodge
Celebrates 40th Anniversary

Sacramento, Calif., Lodge, No. 6,
recently celebrated its 40th Anni
versary in the Lodge Home with
more than 500 members in attend
ance. The program started with a
dinner at 6:30 P.M. After dinner
adjournment was made to the Lodge
room where the anniversary cere
monies took place.

Robert T. Devlin, a charter mem

Right: A large group
of members of Ingle-
tvood, Calif., Lodge
who were present to
greet District Deputy
Otto H. Duelke on
the occasion of his
official visit to the

Lodge

Below: The Uni
formed Antlers
Band, of Portland,
Ore., Lodge ivhich
has become one of
the pet activities of

that body

''f^^ IT^

ber, was introduced. After deliver
ing a brief history of the early life
of the Lodge, he presented life mem
berships to three charter members.
A clever skit was presented by mem
bers of the Drill Team who were
dressed as ladies. Four members in
the uniforms of cooks then carried
in a large birthday cake lighted by
40 candles. D.D. William J. Quinn,
of Stockton Lodge, delivered the
Eleven O'Clock Toast.

Among the other distinguished
members of the Order in attendance
were P.D.D.'s Carl B. Sturzenacker
of Redondo Beach, and the following
P.E.R.'s of Sacramento Lodge:
P.D.D. Hal E. Willis, E. J. Kay, John
Straub, J. F. Mispley, Alex Ashen,
Chester F. Gannon, H. J. Thielen,
Neil R. McAllister, and Judge Mal
colm C. Glenn.

Longmont, Colo., Lodge
Gives Benefit for Band

Longmont, Colo., Lodge, No. 1035,
recently held its annual "Cowboy
Night" for the benefit of the Colo
rado Cowboy Band. For the past

ww

Denver Orphans recently entertained by Denver, Colo., Lodge
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two years the Lodge has sponsored
such a benefit, and with the money
raised, the Band is sent to the Na
tional Conventions as the official
Colorado Elks Band.

The organization was formed two
and a half years ago to greet Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Walter F.
Meier of Seattle on his official visit
to the Lodge as head of the Order.
Since that time the members of the
Band have attained national recog
nition, winning second prizes at both
the Kansas City and Columbus
Grand Lodge reunions. They have
also attended two State Conventions
and last year were declared first
prize winnei's at the State Conven
tion held in Loveland.

Ingleivood, Calif., Lodge
Entertains D.D. Duelke

Inglewood, Calif., Lodge, No. 1492,
recently entertained D.D. Otto H.
Duelke on the occasion of his official
homecoming visit to the Lodge. Mr.
Duelke was escorted by a guard of
honor consisting of eight Past Ex
alted Rulers and the Lodge's Drill

Team Approximately 200 members
we?e present and 17 of the 19 Lodges
in the District were represented.
Several State Association officers and
four Past District Deputies were in
attendance. The meeting was fol-
lowed by entertainment and a bufl^et
lunch.

Long Beach, Calif-t Lodge
Aids Handicapped Children

During the past year Long Beach,
Calif., Lodge, No. 888, has been ac
tive in many ways in behalf ot
crippled children, many of whom
have been provided with financial
aid wheel chairs, tricycles and
braces. One of the outstanding events
was the party for the children given
in the Lodge Home, at which time a
splendid theatrical performance was
presented. The youngsters were
showered with favors and refresh
ments. The party will be an annual
function.

An especially interesting feature
in connection with these activities
is the fact that at Christmas the
children were given cash presents
delivered by special messengers.
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The handsome Home of Los Angeles
Calif., Lodge
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By
Edward Faust

The 1936 Good Will Tour
Six Good Will Ambassadors Scheduled to Visit
Subordinate Lodges from Atlantic to Pacific Coasts

Perhaps it is because the Elks
are so keenly aware of their social

responsibilities that the Good-Will
Ambassadors piloting the Purple and
White cars on the annual Good-Will
Tours have achieved a record for
safe driving ever since the first Tour
in 1929. Over this period of seven
years, they have traveled more than
210,000 miles without a single major
accident. Surely this is a striking
example of what can be accomplished
by the exercise of ordinary care and
some consideration for the welfare
ol the other fellow on the road.

No one associated with these Tours
believes that they are made at the
leisurely pace of the vacationing
sightseer, certainly not the Good-
Will Ambassadors who exercise no
choice in the itineraries they will
take, no selection of the roads they
will use. These two important fac

tors are decided for them months in
advance and the grey-bearded old
gentleman with the hour-glass has
a lot to say about it. In truth, he's
very much the Boss for time is an
all important consideration in plan
ning the routes and the shortest
distance between two points is the
prevailing rule. Frequently this
means speed, particularly out in the
spaces of the West where distances
between cities are great and more
than one visit a day has to be made.
But it is speed that is safe and sen
sible, on wide open roads where no
other driver's safety can be jeopar
dized. In metropolitan areas it means
strict observance of local traffic rules
plus the few simple precautions
which any driver can take.

This does not imply that the Good-
Will Ambassadors are paragons of
driving virtue, it is merely one phase

of that sense of social responsibilitv
inherent in all good citizens—par
ticularly the members of our Order
and at the same time proves that re
gardless of distance, yes, of road and
weather conditions too, it is possible
to drive safely through the simple
process of driving carefully.

This year the Good Will Ambassa
dors will be again faced with the
same arduous schedule since the
1936 Tour leaving New York City on
May 25th, is routed across the United
States to Los Angeles via three sepa
rate transcontinental highways. Due
to the many detours and side trips
necessitated by acceptance of last-
minute Invitations from Lodges ad
jacent to the routes, the speedome
ters on the Purple and White cars
will in all likelihood register several
thousand miles in excess of the three

(Continued on page Jt8)
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Participants at the banquet given for the Grand Exalted Ruler by Detroit, Mich., Lo ge

On Saturday, January 25, Grand
Exalted Ruler James T. Hallinan
met in conference with the Ex
alted Rulers of the Pennsylvania
Northwest District at the Brodhead
Hotel in Beaver Falls, Pa. The con
ference took place at 3 P.M. Judge
Hallinan delivered a comprehensive
talk, and Past Grand Exalted Ruler
John K. Tener of Charleroi Lodge
took a prominent part in this in
teresting and constructive meeting.

A dinner at the hotel at 5 :30 P.M.
was the first event in connection
with the Sixth Annual Round Up of
the Pennsylvania Northwest District
Association held on this same date
at Beaver Falls Lodge, No. 348. An
other dinner at 6:30 for the candi
dates who were initiated later in the
evening, was in progress in the
dining room of the Beaver Falls
High School.

At 8:00 P.M. the initiation of the
James T. Hallinan Class, numbering
135 members, was held in the High
School Auditorium. A selected De
gree Team of Exalted Rulers from
the Lodges of the District, assisted
by the Franklin Elks Lodge Or
chestra, officiated, and the ceremo

nies were magnificently performed.
After the initiation, adjournment
was made to the Home of Beaver
Falls Lodge, where a buffet lunch
and entertainment were provided.

Participating in the conference
and in the accompanying festivities
were D.D. L. D. Gent, Franklin;
State Pres. Frank J. Lyons, Warren;
Past State Pres.'s John F. Nugent,
Braddock, a member of the Grand
Lodge Auditing Committee, and F.
J. Schrader, Allegheny Lodge; Wil
bur P. Baird, Greenville, Pres. of
the N.W. Dist. Assn., and C. S.
Brown, Allegheny, Secy, of the S.W.
District Assn., A. J. Fleischaner,
Allegheny, State Tiler; P.D.D.'s R. C.

Robinson, Wilkinsburg j W^ter C.
"Df^Arment, New Castle, C. W. Hei-
man Hess, New Castle; Anthony J.
Gerard, Knoxville, and John T.
Lyons, Sharon; E.R.'s J. Casassa,
Beaver Falls; J. A. Latona, Oil City,
Lawrence Kinselman Franklm; J.
Blaine Walker. Bradfoid, A. M.
T Corry; Glenn E. Beckman,

Beaver Falls; John Cifer, Jr., Sha
ron* R- B. Christy, Grove City, and
David W. Frazier, Franklin; Secy.

Above: Dislineuished ElKs iiJio were
present at the Grand Exalted Rider S
meeliitg held at the Home of Greenwich,

Conn., Lodge recently

Left: A large assemblage of notable Neu)
York members of the Order who gathered
at the Home of Bronx, N. Y., Lodge to
greet Judge Hallinan tvhen he paid his

official visit to that Lodge
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Grover C. Shoemaker, Bloomsburg;
Joseph C. Clark, Tarentum; W. F.
McPherson, Coraopolis, and Emmet
McWharton, Sharon.

At noon on Sunday, January 26,
Grand Exalted Ruler Hallinan held
another Exalted Rulers' Conference
at the home of Harrisburg, Pa.,
Lodge, No. 12. A large crowd of
enthusiastic Elks participated in the
meeting and applauded the splendid
speech made by Judge Hallinan.
Among those who attended were
D.D.'s Edward D. Smith, Lewistown;
George J. Farver, Berwick; W. C.
Kipp, Apollo; John S. Williams,
Bristol, and A. L. Mitke, Freeland:
P.D.D.'s K. L. Shirk, Lancaster;
Wilbur G. Warner, Lehighton; C.
C. Merrill, Harrisburg, and George
E. Hoffman, Coatesville; Past State
Pres.'s Scott E. Drum, Hazleton; F.
J. Schrader, Allegheny, and P. M.
Minster, Bristol; Vice-Pres.'s E. A.
McDowell, Uniontown; J. P. Fitz-
patrick, Pittston; Walter Dailey,
Pittsburgh; W. J. Vannucci, Wil-
liamsport, and Thomas B. Bradley,
Du Bois; E.R.'s W. Hensel Brown,
Lancaster; Joseph B. Barnes, Phil-
ipsburg; Thomas Z. Minehart,
Chambersburg; D. L. McCulloch, Al-

(Continued on page 48)

At Top: Those prominent Elks who sat at the Speakers' Table when Judge
Hallinan visited Gloversville, N. Y. Lodge

Bottom: Judge Hallinan, with a group of prominent New York State Elks,
tvho tendered a reception to him at Rome, A*. Y. Lodge

Three Candidates for
Grand Lodge Office

Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, No. 494, an
nounces that it will present the name
of Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters
as a candidate for reelection at the
1936 Grand Lodge Convention to be
held in Los Angeles next July.

Mr. Mastei-s has been a prominent
member of the Order since 1903. He
served Charleroi Lodge as Exalted
Ruler in 1908-09 and was a Repre
sentative to the Grand Lodge in 1909.
In 1911-12 he served as Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Auditing Commit
tee. Three years later he became a
Grand Trustee, acting as Chairman
of the Board of Grand Trustees for
three years of his term. He was
Chairman of the Grand Lodge Com
mittee on Social and Community
Welfare in 1920-21.

Mr. Masters was elected to the
office of Grand Exalted Ruler in 1922.
He served as a member of the Elks
National Memorial Headquarters
Commission from that year—when
he was a member ex-officio—until
1927, when he was elected Grand
Secretary. He has been reelected to
that office at every subsequent Grand
Lodge Convention.

Toledo, O. Lodge Presents
Edward J. McCormick
for Grand Treasurer

It has been announced by Toledo,
Ohio, Lodge, No. 53, that it will pre
sent Grand Treasurer Dr. Edward
J. McCormick as a candidate for re

election at the national reunion to
be held in Los Angeles this summer.

Dr. McCormick has been a promi
nent member of the Order since his
initiation on August 7, 1913. He be
came Esteemed Loyal Knight of
Toledo Lodge in 1925, Esteemed
Leading Knight in 1926 and Exalted
Ruler of Toledo Lodge in 1927. He
was appointed District Deputy of the
Ohio Northwest District in 1929 and
has been a distinguished participant
in Grand Lodge affairs ever since.
In 1931 he became Grand Esteemed
Leading Knight and was a member
of the Grand Lodge Activities Com
mittee in 1932-33-34. In 1934 he was
appointed Grand Esquire and served
in that capacity at the Columbus,
Ohio, Convention in 1935. While in
Columbus he was nominated and
unanimously elected to the office of
Grand Treasurer after the sad death
of W. C. Robertson, his predecessor,
had been announced.

New York Lodge Presents
W. T. Phillips

for Grand Trustee
New York, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1,

will offer the name of P.E.R. William
T. Phillips, Vice-Chairman of the
Board of Grand Trustees, for reelec
tion to the office of Grand Trustee at
the 1936 Grand Lodge Convention in
Los Angeles.

Mr. Phillips was initiated into the
Order in 1900 and became Esquire

of New York Lodge in 1901. He
served in various offices of the Lodge,
and was Exalted Ruler for two terms
—1905-06 and 1906-07. He was a
Trustee until 1920 when he was
elected to the office of Secretary
which he has held ever since

Mr. Phillips' career in the' Grand
Lodge has been an active one He
was appointed District Deputy for
New York Southeast in 1909 and also
in 1910. His services on Grand
Lodge Committees are well known
He was a member of the Grand Lodge
Ritual Committee in 1913-14, of the
Ritual Commission in 1915-16-17-18
of the Good of the Order Committee
in 1920, the Sanderson Memorial
Committee in 1922, the Leach Me
morial Committee in 1924, the Ritu
alistic Committee in 1928, and the
State Associations Committee in
1930-31 through 1933, being Chair
man for three terms, in 1935 he was
elected Grand Trustee to fill the un-
expired term of James T. Hallinan
who had been elected Grand Exalted
Ruler.

The New York State Elks Associa
tion has been especially benefited by
Mr. Phillips' work. In 1913 he was
elected Vice-President of the Associa
tion and over a period of many years,
he served on various committees,
and as a Trustee. He was elected
State President in 1929, and is at
present Chairman of the Elks Special
Welfare Committee.
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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 enjojrment. 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 Jier. 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. Fallen, they left a tiny
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 McGill . . . 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.

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 have
married him long ago if it hadn't
been for her father. Old Man Mc
Gill had never been much good; liv
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.

O Nthe corner the wind ripped at
him, whining down the narrow can
yons of the streets with a shrilly
echoing viciousness. Past the front
of Leo Freund's warehouse he saw
the sign before Lily McGill's dress
shop swinging ponderously 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 house,
with faded oilcloth in the halls and
brass strips on each stair rim. There
were two doors on a landing, with
thick frosted glass constituting the
upper halves of each; through this
glass Connihan saw a reflection of
light that was marred by a shadow
crossing to him after his knock.

In a moment Lily McGill opened
the door. She was dressed in a
dark wool frock that had something
like a gayly colored bandanna about
the throat, falling foi*ward in a solid
V over her breast. It gave a warmth
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 somberly,
his small ugly eyes inscrutable.

"Con," Lily McGill said, with an
accent of surprised pleasure. "Where
have you been all these weeks ? I've
been wondering what happened to
you. Come in."

He went in, the snow glistening
in drops against his coat. His eyes
moved around the room, noticing the
one chair by the table, and the open
magazine before it.

"I'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?"

"No." She shook her head. "But

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
and added Lily McGill's address.
"Tell them try that if he isn't in his
room. I'll wait over there." He
nodded 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 stiffly
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-
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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." , „ , . , ^ . .

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 forward
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 thicknes3 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—"

THE 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-

^ '̂̂ t'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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n this Old Kentucky goodness
Le matched under ^152 a pint ?
An these months you might have been thinking that
it takes important money to enjoy a really good straight
wliiskey.

That would be because you haven't tried Crab Orchard
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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?

1 HERE 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
^e 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 Mc
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.

C.'ONNIHAN 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 McGill
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 Mc
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 cai*e. 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 McGill 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 3U)
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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."

H E 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 McGill 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 Mc
Gill said, without excitement, quietly
insistent. "He couldn't do those
things. I know him, Con. And I know
never, never, never—Never, Con."

The, anger larooding 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
laughed. "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
chuckled 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 scon 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.

S TANDING 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're
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 something
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
you loved me, Con. If I had never
met Smitty I'd have married you be
cause you did, because you wanted
me. And I'll 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."

i\T 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 nian 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
head, 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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them—the signs of men, their habi
tations, their marks. Somehow those
things were more dreadful than
emptiness, and looking at them Con-
nihan felt small and lost. He
felt the desolation, the loneliness,
deep, deep, in his heart. She'd
marry him. She meant that. Con-
nihan had never doubted it.

And he knew that if he did not
have Lily McGill the loneliness would
always be with him. At times, in
daylight, in crowds, maybe he'd for
get it; but it would always be hidden
in his heart, brooding, patient. He'd
always have to come back to it. And
if he saved Pretty Boy he'd have
Lily McGill; the loneliness would be
gone. Connihan stared before him
bleakly. He thought why not? She
didn't love him but that would come.
In years she'd see . . .

O N the corner, the four roads
spreading emptily away before him,
Connihan thought that he might
have been the only living man in
the world. To Lily McGill he was
that. If she ever needed him . . .
He tried to keep that thought away
from him, for there was something
about it that gave him a shamed
pain. Lily McGill had offered it
herself and Connihan wasn't a fool.
He didn't believe in chivalry. Why
not, Connihan thought?

He could make her happier than
Pretty Boy—was there a doubt about
that? When she got older, and set
tled, and saw what it was about,
she'd thank him. Walking ahead
faster he could see the loneliness
banished, and Lily McGill in his
arms. Pretty Boy! The thought
of him came to Connihan almost
kindly, fringed with contempt. What
could he offer a girl like Lily Mc
Gill? What did he have deep in him,
inside? She had come to him be
cause she had felt his strength, she
had depended on him in the way
Connihan expected a man to depend
on a woman. She would never have
come to Pretty Boy like that?
Hadn't she admitted it? Thinking
that, a warmth filled him, a glow that
rippled exquisitely through his veins.
A strange fever raced in his brain,
accelerating its processes, clarifying
them, so that freeing Pretty Boy
seemed at once simple and clear. It
was odd how, just by considering it,
he saw how absurd it was to think
that Pretty Boy had killed two men.
A killer had either desperation or
courage —• Smitty had neither.
Johnny Ferguson could have been
mistaken, for the passage was dark,
and in his terror he mightn't have
seen the face clearly. It seemed
^simple to' Connihan. P.retty Boy
was not the killer. Someone else
was. And all he had to do was find
that someone. With the new warm
sureness stirring inside he crossed
the avenue, passed the big intercity
truck that was loading up for an
overnight haul outside Leo Freund's
warehouse, and reached the mouth
of the alley.
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- Old "McGill had-been shot while
he stood on this corner, so his killer
must have been somewhere down the
street, on this side, not too far, for
Old McGill had bad eyes, and yet he
had seen the man and the gun clearly
enough. Connihan himself had come
around the corner within ten sec
onds, but even then the street had
been empty. There had been no
time for him to run down the block
to the other corner, and he had not
used a car, so his one means of es
cape had been the alley. Frowning,
Connihan entered it and walked al
most to; its end before he noticed
an odd thing. The arc light here
illumined the surface of the snow,
and on the white spread of that
Connihan saw a set of footprints.
They were far apart, impressed
deeply,-as if they had been made by
-a'J running man.

rp
1 HE odd thing about them was

that Connihan knew the prints were
his own. After the shooting he had
run"through the alley, making them;
but in his rush he had not stopped
to look for other marks. A killer
was a man. He'd leave footprints
in snow—he wouldn't vanish into
air. But if he hadn't used the alley,
if he hadn't gone down the street—
Connihan frowned. He came back
through the alley and stood in its
end for five minutes, watching the
truckmen in front of the warehouse
load a bureau on their van. There
was a different kind of excitement
in him now; he had almost forgot
ten Lily McGill.

When the truckmen went into the
warehouse again he followed them.
It was warmer in the corridor; he
took his hands out of his pockets
and rubbed them together and put
them back. In a big room off to his
left the truckmen moved about, slid-

I ing something heavy across the floor,
. their breathing labored. Connihan

did not look in. At the end of the
corridor a wooden partition revealed
cracks of light behind it, and Conni
han walked up to that and opened
the door.

Sitting before a desk across the
room, Leo Freund was making some
entries in a ledger. He turned his
head, looking surprised at first and
then jovial. "Connihan," he said.
"I thought it was one of the truck
men. Sit down. You're out late."

Connihan remained standing.
"Yeh," he answered. "I thought
maybe you saw or heard something
when Old McGill was shot. The guy
that did it couldn't have run down
the street; he didn't use the alley.
And I got around the corner so fast
that the .'only place he could have
ducked into was here. Did you have
your front door locked?"

"A terrible thing," Leo Freund
said, shaking his head. "But my
door was locked, Connihan—I al
ways look after that myself. And I
heard nothing. Your man might
have slipped in one of the houses
further down the street."
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"No," Connihan said, - patiently.
"There wasn't the time. He might
have got in through a window or
something. I'll look around."

"Sure." Leo Freund nodded
heartily. "Wait'll I blot this and
I'll help you. • I liked that old man."

Pushing back his chair, he got up
and crossed to a cabinet in the far
corner. He drew it open without
hurry, humming slightly, and Conni
han watched him with nothing visi
ble in his round, ugly face, nothing
moving only his right hand.- Then
Leo Freund turned around very
quickly, his face white and savage,
and Connihan pressed down the in
dex finger of his right - hand. A
splotch of red appeared on the white
sleeve of Leo Freund's shirt, just
over the elbow, and he went back
against the cabinet, snarling, though
Connihan could hot hear that in the
echoes of the shot. The automatic
Leo Freund had tried to swing up
from the cabinet.. drawer was

•smashed from his right hand into
the desk, and rebounded from there
to the floor. Footsteps pounded
across the wood floor outside; the

' two truckmen showed startled faces
in the doorway. "In,". Connihan said,
moving his revolver to-^ards them.
"If you don't know what it's all about
just keep quiet and everything will
be fine You with the wmdbreaker
get Police Headquarters on the
phone."

T HE man in the windbreaker
crossed to the desk, keeping his
hands high. He said what Connihan
told him to, and hung up. Against
the cabinet Leo Freund stood motion- •
less, watching Connihan with slitted
black eyes that held no humor now.

It was so clear in Connihan's mind
that he chuckled, returning the look.
He felt tired and yet the triumph
the warm glow in him, transformed
that weariness into something exu
berant. , „ J.1 i. T.

"Smart," he said, for that exuber
ance needed speech. "Very smart,
Leo The only thing you forgot was
footprints in the snow. Or maybe
you were thinking up a new funny
story, and you didn't notice that the
snow had stopped just before McGill
left here. I didn't think about that
myself until I looked in the alley
iust now." , ,

"If you're talking to hear your
self—" Leo Freund snarled.

Connihan chuckled again. You
wish you were sure of that. McGill
was one of the men you had getting
rid of the Carmagnac furs—you got
him to go around to his girl with
a story about getting them because
they were unclaimed. He knew they
were hot but she didn't, and tonight
when I talked to her he was listen
ing outside the door. Then he came
around to tell you I was up there-
he must have thought I knew more
than I did. And you figured too that
the heat was on, and you knew^ the
old guy would crack if we put it to
him strong. So you started to fol-
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low him out, maybe meaning to fin
ish him off in his own hallway. But
when he saw me coming down the
stoop and started to come back you
saw how perfect that was. It was
late and no one was around to see
you; so you shot him from your own
doorway and ducked back in. You
didn't know I'd be around the corner
in ten seconds, so that I could see
no one ran down the block. It fooled
me a while—I figured he's gone
through the alley. Then when I
saw the footprints I knew he hadn't,
and if he couldn't have got down the
street without me seeing him, if he
didn't use the alley, the only place
he could have got in was here. And
if the door was locked, like you said,
he must have got in here. At that
I wasn't sure until you tried to pull
a gun on me. Naturally you didn't
want anyone looking around here
until you had the furs removed."

"Nothing," Leo Freund said, his
mouth narrow and straight, scarcely
moving. "There's no proof that—"

"Ballistics, ballistics," Connihan
said. "That's a great thing. They
can take a bullet out of a man and
match it up with another fired from
a gun. They can always tell if it's
the same. You couldn't throw the
gun that killed McGill in the street,
before your door. That might be
a giveaway. So it might be the one
on the floor. You killed Johnny Fer
guson too because he'd found out
you were handling _the furs, and
when you saw me in the bar you
knew he was going to spill it. I
knew he was frightened by someone
there, but I thought it was Pretty
Boy. And I should have thought a
long time ago that anybody who
could imitate a voice perfect telling
jokes, could do it other times too.
Ferguson's squeaky one was simple
for you. You went out the front
way, came around and waited in the
passage because you knew Ferguson
would go the way you hadn't. Then
when you saw me come out after
him you had an inspiration. You
knew I didn't like Smitty—I guess
you figured I'd be glad to pin any
thing on him. So you yelled that
stuff out, so close to Ferguson that
it sounded like him—it was a cinch
for an expert like you to get his
voice down pat. Of course it sur
prised Ferguson, you hollering like
that, and before he knew what it
was all about you shot him. A hun
dred grand worth of furs was worth
it."

"The furs," Leo Freund said, mak
ing his voice steady. "I have none."

Connihan scratched his cheek.
"You're moving a lot of bureaus.
They got drawers. Later on we can
take a peek inside them."

But looking at Leo Freund's face,
he knew that he really wouldn't have
to do that.

It was all over in half an hour.
Connihan locked the warehouse doors
and watched the police cars move
oflc, then went on down the block
to the corner. Drawing the thin,
cold air into his lungs he felt as if

I've just seen
25i!i Century Magic

by Graham McNamee, Ace Radio and Sports Commentator

IHAVB SEEN amazing feats of skill in
my years as a radio reporter and sports

announcer—but I've just witnessed the
most remarkable demonstration of skill
and accuracy I ever laid eyes on!

The otherday I madean inspectiontrip
through the Gillette factory in Boston
•where Gillette blades are produced. Here
is a house of magic if there ever was onel
The equipment there is aa amazing—as
bewildering—aa the mechanical wonders
you'd expect to see 500 years from now.

These Gillette machines are BO accu
rate, so finely adjusted that they
turnout shavingedgeswhichare ,^9%
actually invisible—edges meas-
uring about 1/80,000 of aninch •PJ
in tliiokness!Ittakessheermagie JRTj
to measure edges as fine as these.
And that's why they use an ex-
elusive "magical" device called
th6"photo.electric eye'' in which
abeam of lightgauges sharpness
with amazing accuracy.

But there are more wonders—more 25th-
Century instruments—designed to make
the finest razor blade that modern
Bcienceand superlative skill can produce.

Can you imagine a hardening furnace
room as cool and immaculate as an office
.., four-ton blade sharpeners adjustable
to 1/10,000 of an inch . « , microscopea
that magnify an object 3,000 times , . .
hardness testers that use diamonds, real
square cut diamonds ... an X-ray-like
machine that "sees" through steel
, , . abrasives as fine as cake flour!

With all this amazing scien-
tifio equipment. . . this pains-
taking craftsmanship ... this
superhuman accuracy, I just

pjjteaB don't see how Gillette blades
^^1^^ could possibly be equalled for

downright shaving comfort. In
fact, if all men could see what

mA I've just seen, I feel sure they'd •
always say "Gillette" when
they ask for razor blades.

Wifh facfs hfce fhese before you, why let anyone deprive yoo of s/iaving comfort
by seJ/ing you a subslHulel Ask for Gillette Blades and be sure to get them,

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR COMPANY, BOSTON, MASS.
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PIPE K. p.'S
KUCKOO/

W'HY—oL wtyl—will otiierwise
estimable gentlemen stroll about

polluting tbe aif witb chokey tobacco
ina dammed-up pipe? Tbe only plaus
ible reason is tbat tbey baven't yet
discovered tbeinnocent pleasure of Sir
Walter RaleighSmoking Tobacco in
a well-kept pipe I SirWalter isa well-
bred mixture of fragrant Kentucky
Burleys selected to smoke milder and
smell sweeter. Try your first tin.
Birdswill cbirp,menand women wel
come you with open arms. It's ijfi
—wrapped in heavy gold foil for
extra freshness.

SIR WALTER

RALEIGH

FREE booklet tells how to make
your old pipe lastu bctler, Bwcct-
• r; how lo break in a new pipe.
Write for copy today. Brown &
Willimnson Tobacco Corporation,
Louisville, Kcnturky. Depl. K-II3

it pierced him inside, drained him
in a moment of all warmth. Conni
han shivered. Great white clouds
floated slowly across the sky, but in
the spaces between innumerable
stars glittered down at him with a
bright indifference that made him
feel small and unimportant and dis
couraged.

IjVEN the thought of Lily McGill,
the knowledge that now she was his,
didn't help him. Connihan, tired
and cold and without the fever in
his mind, knew that he'd been a
sucker. Pretty Boy! He spread his
heavy lips and grinned, in a dull
emptiness that lacked thought.
Glancing up at the sky again he got
a queer impression that he was way
off up there, looking down from an
inconceivable height at his own tiny
figure motionless in the bleak canyon
of the street, a little dot abandoned
under the desolate glitter of the
stars. And he had Lily McGill—
sure. She was a good kid and she'd
keep her promise.

Connihan rubbed his forehead.
He thought he'd been a fool because
he could see now how crazy it had
all been. She loved Pretty Boy and
she'd always want him. Nothing
that Connihan could do would ever
change that. For a moment the
emptiness filled his mind again; and
then as he walked on to where the
windows of the coffee pot glittered
with a dusky paleness against the
dark fronts of the houses Connihan
saw suddenly that what he had
Pretty Boy could never alter. After
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that a lot of funny thoughts came
into his mind, and when she an
swered the phone they all swarmed
thickly, confusedly, about him, as
if they tried to express themselves
in words. He wanted to tell her
that it was all right about the prom
ise, and to forget it; Connihan
didn't have to get anything that way.
And he wanted to tell her too that
he didn't mind, that he had a part
of her now that Pretty Boy could
never have, that no one and nothing
could ever change. It was as if she
had given herself to him in some
deep and inexplicable and yet solid
way. She'd come to him as Conni
han had always desired—in her de
pendence, her need, for strength.
Pretty Boy would have other things;
but he wouldn't have anything like
that. Connihan wanted to tell her
that that one part of her would al
ways be his; and when he heard her
voice it seemed to him that it was
the better part, the core. He was
strong and he could give her happi
ness. What else was a man for?

TT
1 HOSE were the things Connihan

wanted to say to her; but of course
he couldn't say them. He only told
her that everything was fine, that
they'd got the man, and that Smitty
would be all right. Then he hung
up without waiting for an answer,
and when he was out on the street
again an odd, bleak kind of happi
ness closed him in. No, nothing
could change that. Nothing could
touch it. Not even the loneliness.
Not even Pretty Boy . . .

These Are the Good Old Days
(Continued from page 10)

in toy banks, for there are numerous
collectors who specialize in them, and
a dealer in New Jersey makes a
practice of buying up penny banks
and selling them to nuts all over the
country.

Inability to keep your eyes open
may cost you lots of money.

You may possibly be throwing
away or at least overlooking stuff
which some collector wants or will
want some day. Remember, certain
ai'ticles have always stood the test
of time. There is only so much his
torical material in the United States,
and good paintings, old clocks, fire
arms and well-made furniture is an
investment. If you came across a
share of American Telephone stock
by chance you'd treat it carefully
and hold onto it. Treat your antique
finds with the same respect.

Antiques. What does the word
mean? The dictionary defines an
antique as anything very old; in gen
eral, the word can mean anything
you like according to what you are
talking about. The strictest defini
tion of an antique is something a
hundred years old, but many things

made within the last thirty years
come under that category because
science has outdistanced them and
they are no longer used. An antique
may not seem so to you. Mr. Man-
ley recalls a country school teacher
who was saved by an antique les.s
than fifty years old which she had
carele.ssly discarded. It seems she
had married a rich farmer who died
leaving her only the furnishings ot
the homestead. As she had been a
teacher in town for years and was
beloved by everyone, her formei pu
pils agreed privately with the auc
tioneer to have him appraise the as
sets at the $1,000 necessary tor nei
to enter the county poorhouse, they
to make up the balance. A search ot
the house by Mr. Manley revealed
little of value. Was there anything
else? Nothing! He went through
the barn, out into the woodshed, nis
trained eye looking everywhere, ana
on a bundle of shavings discovered
a faded pink chintz bed-spread used
by the dog. After it had
cleaned, he auctioned it off -u.'
. These are the good old days. ^
ing round the house are things tnat
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someone is going to want badly in
a few years. Get ahead of the fads,
not abreast of them; remember that
the things which are not fashionable
or sought after this month may be
things everyone wants before long.

rp
1 HE folks who liked Victorian

things twenty-five years ago when
they were a joke, and started collect
ing chairs, tables and sofas at that
time, are able to cash in today. The
early lovers of Currier and Ives prints
can make a big turnover of their in
vestments. I know a man who is inter
ested in hitching posts, another who
collects vinegar jugs, and already
lots of people are watching for good
specimens of these two items that
you couldn't get the junkman to_ ac
cept a few years ago. American
pressed glass lay all over the place
for years in second hand shops; no
body would take it as a gift. Then
in 1931 Ruth Webb Lee published
her volume with its descriptive pho
tographs, the craze was on and
prices soared. The fortunate collec
tors who had an interest in it or
saved what old glass was in their
possession, were in the money.

Would you care for an idea of just
what things fetch in a small town
auction? Among a number of arti
cles sold about a year ago in Poland,
Ohio, were a heavy glass tumbler for
$6; a grease lamp with grease bowl
for $5; a brass lamp to burn whale
oil, $8.50; an inlaid shaving stand
and mirror, $12.50; a glass salt
shaker, $5; a clear Bermuda chest,
$30; a spinet grand piano, $42.50;
a pewter sugar bowl, $4; a Victorian
haircloth chair, $16; a grandfather
clock, $115; and a four poster ma
hogany bed, $25. Prices have risen
since this auction, which was held in
the fall of 1934. Obviously, also, in
a city auction room many of these
items would bring larger prices.

Notice that most _of the things
were homely furnishings used about
the house and likely to be in anyone's
possession. That's part of the fun
of antique hunting, the commonest
things, that you use every day or
have seen kicking about the place for
years, may have a real value. A
housewife in a small Indiana town
was helping her neighbor wash the
dishes one evening when she noticed
that among the utensils in _the
kitchen drawer was a small silver
spoon. It was a piece fashioned by
the famous silversmith and equally
famous historical character, Paul
Revei'e. Yet it had been carelessly
used for stirring soups and sauces in
the kitchen. This piece was sold for
$25. Possibly you've got just such
a piece in your kitchen and have
overlooked it. If so, it can be turned
into cash because Paul Revere silver
ia always in demand. A Californian
recently bought a silver coffee pot
bearing his mark for the record
price of $4,500.

Old books, too, are valuable. In
deed, many books of recent vintage
sell at a premium if they happen to

be first editions. And first editions
are put out every day. Had you been
smart you would have gobbled up a
copy of Arnold Bennett's "Old
Wives' Tales," or Sinclair Lewis'
"Main Street" or others that were
ordinary novels when they appeared
and are now sought by collectors.
Certain authors are, of course, more
popular than others; but old books
are valuable whether first editions or
not, provided they come from the li
brary of some celebrated person or
have a well known bookplate in them.

Sometimes you get to thinking
that collecting doesn't make any
sense. Maybe not. There's a man
who pays big money for old fash
ioned one-wheel bikes, a museum for
antique automobile models, and a
gent who collects ancient typewriters
—he has now 230 with 410 to go—
and the latest craze, or one of them,
because by the time this appears it
will doubtless have been supplanted
half a dozen times, is the collecting
of keys. Are you a keyologist?
Neither am I; but should you happen
to come across an old fashioned key,
don't throw it away. No telling
what it may be worth to some mem
ber of the fraternity. Keys have
sold for as much as $275, this price
was for a solid gold key that was
beautifully chased by aVenetian gold
smith and once hung on the girdle of
a Doge. The ordinary key sells for
anything from a few dollars up, de
pending upon its age and how much i
it may be needed by someone who
wants it to complete a collection.
There are all kinds of keys, yes, and
all kinds of key collectors who spe
cialize in some variety or branch of
the art. There are plain keys, fancy
keys, tiny watch keys, French iron
keys, old American colonial keys,
fraternity keys, honorary keys to
cities, wooden keys, copper keys,
clock keys, keys as long as your arm
and keys as short as a paper-clip. ^
Some nut even collects—^believe it or

—keys fashioned by the inmates
of asylums who hoped to use them
as a means of escape. So get busy
and dig up that key.

Now let's suppose you've found it,
or found something that looks as if
it might be of value. What's the
next step? The first thing is to de
termine for your own information
its approximate value. You can do
this is ^several ways; by consulting
the antique pages of newspapers and
magazines. Libraries, even the small
est, all have books on antiques, with
descriptions of china, glass and fur
niture that will enable you to fix the
period of your find and make a guess
at its worth. Should it seem to be
really old and authentic, write to the
nearest museum (not forgetting to
enclose a stamped envelope for the
reply) and ask the name of an ap
praiser. Because when a thing is
of value $5 or $10 spent on appraisal
is seldom wasted. Suppose you have
your hopes confirmed; the gate
legged table or the old book is really
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IMPROVES YOUR APPEARANCE lOO

3iave that healthy

TAN
that Men and Women Admire!
DON'T have that pale, indoor, "pasty"

look —when you can have the natural
ruddy glow of vigorous health. The ^me
kind of Tao you get on a Florida beach! Your
persooal appearance is either a disunct social ana
business asset—or a handicap.
• Now a daily "sun bath" in the privacy of your
own home, will keep you like a Million
Dollars-and jeeling as physically fit as you look.

LOOK HEALTHY ... BE HEALTHY
• A sales manager attributes his reccnt mcreasc
in personal sales to his ''i"'^sP"0"S-aPP"r'ng.
healthy, just-back-from-Palm-Beach look. A
minutes each morning or night with his Sun Lamp
does it. A leading Hollywood movie star, on leave
for personal appearance in a Broadway stage pro
duction, keepsbet fashionableTan in the same way.
• But your daily bath with ultra-violet rays does
far more than enhance your appearance. For these
rays actually help to increase youthful vigor ana
vitality. They tend to stimulate glandular ninc-
tions. Ultra violet rays are known to be remarkably
efficacious in some forms of skin "'scases ana in
destroying germ life. Many cases of p'wplfis a
temporary blemishes have yielded quickly
purifying action. These rays have often been toun
unusually effective in cases of fV" ,
anemia and are an invaluable aid in the
of rickets. Children have responded xapidly t
their beneficial results.
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• We want you to experience the remarkable
fits the perfected HEALTH RAY SUN LAMP
brings. We ofier you FREE use for 7 days m your
own home ... 7 days works wonders in the way
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HEALTH INSURANCE

• Build up your resistance and vitality so that your
system will easily throw off germs and poisons.
Insure yourself against illness the sunshine way-
• Now, for the first time, a really higf' grade
Ultra-VioIet Sun Lamp, bearing the stamp _or
approval of some of the highest testing laboratories,
is within the reach of all. So —because you have
everything to gain, nothing to lose, because you
try before you buy—Aon't delay, but rush coupon
below for full details.
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valuable, and you want to get rid of
it. Obviously your step is to sell it.

You can do this in two ways;
either to a private collector or
through an auctioneer. If you know
its value and it appears to be an
article such as a key that is sought
by specialized collectors, try to get
in touch directly with someone who
is interested in things of that kind,
by means of advertisements in the
antique pages of the newspapers or
in collecting magazines, of which
there are several. The man who col
lects shaving mugs or moustache
cups will as a rule pay more for such
items to fill out his collection than
someone who is interested in an
tiques generally. However, if your
discovery is a piece that does not
appeal to the specialized collector, by
all means sell it at auction, being
careful to secure the services of a
reliable auctioneer. This can be done
by referring to your bank, to a mu
seum or dealer, most of whom are
in touch with honest concerns. Al
ways remember, no matter what you
find, that if it has been in a family
a long while and you can trace its
history, its value will be just that
much greater.

When you find an item like a high
boy, an old bedstead or a large chair,
your best bet is the country auction.
Folks in city apartments as a rule
have little room for big pieces, and
authorities say that one place to get
bargains is the city auction room
when a large antique is placed up for
sale. If you have room to store such
a piece in cellar or attic, you can
often buy in big pieces to advantage.

Before you sell your piece, why
not drop in at an auction yourself
and see how it's done. Watch Mr.
Manley handling a crowd of collec
tors. There he is, on the box. "The
next item, ladies and gentlemen, the
next thing is an exceptional piece.
Put up that secretary, please. Now
here we have a really very old secre
tary of Virginia walnut in fine con
dition. This as you see is a piece of
furniture anyone would be proud to
own.
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"You can buy this in at your own
price. I don't care where you start
so long as you bid on it. What am
I offered to begin? Fifty? Fifty
dollars. This is really a choice bit
of furniture that will appear to ad
vantage with your best things. Don't
let it slip by you. Fifty? Fifty,
thank you. One hundred? One
hundred dollars bid." His subtle,
persuasive hands fondle the old sec
retary.

"One fifty is bid. Do I hear two
hundred? One seventy-five is bid.
Thank you. Who will make it two
hundred? This is something you
will enjoy all your life, just look at
it, a rare piece in the original con
dition. Two hundred? Two hundred
is bid . .

Atl-ND so on and so on. With his
swift patter that carries the bidder
along almost against his will the old
country auctioneer wangles the best
prices from the crowd around his
stand. That old secretary might be
yours had you kept your eyes open.
Tomorrow or next year someone is
going to want the chair or table cov
ered with dust and dirt in your attic.
Have you any old branding irons,
spinning wheels, old fashioned glass
paperweights, melodeons, old theatre
programs, confederate music, old
timetables, steins, or law books? If
so, dig them up. They may be junk
to you, but there's a collector who
wants them. Which is why good
antiques are a real, tangible asset,
which is why folks are putting them
away whenever they pop up in sales.
They are depression-proof, untouch
able by taxes of any sort, and safe
from inflation of any kind. If the
price of things in general rises,
your finds rise also; if not they still
remain of worth, and what is more
important, each year adds to that
worth. So don't sit round waiting
for Lady Luck to come knocking at
the door. Get busy and see whether
you haven't something that someone
is looking for. Remember these are
the good old days.

The Farmer Takes the West
(Continued from page 19)

stuck together as well as they should,
but they do a better job of cooperat
ing than any other industry in this
state, and their broad, intelligent
leadership makes them the most in
fluential group in the state.

There is much ground to cover, so
we turn our backs on many interest
ing crops, including such novelties
as ostrich and lion farms, and head
northward.

We shall miss on our route the
beautiful and interesting and pro
ductive coastal plains and crossing
the Tehachepi Mountains into the
Great Central Valley of California.

In all the world, perhaps, no

richer large valley; in its kaleido
scope of crops, growing nearly all
the 190 commercial crops referred
to* the highest type of rural civiliza
tion this old world has yet seen in
creature comforts and in education;
a sunbathed valley where crops of
high sugar content may be grown
by irrigation, and laid out to sun
dry with the confident assurance
that from June first to late Septem
ber that summer rainfall will almost
never interfere with your "picnic
plans" or with your efforts in
making your famous "Sunsweet,"
"Sunmaid," "Sunkist," "Sunland,"
etc., products.
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We speed down from the Teha-
chepis into a cotton plain; a land of
irrigated cotton, averaging in yield
over a bale to the acre; all pure
Aeala cotton because farmers have
made it illegal to grow anything
else.

We pass into Tulare county,
fourth in the United States in agri
cultural wealth, a county featuring
citrus, olives, grapes of table, wine
and raisin varieties; pomegranates,
hogs, dairy cows, beef cows, and a
veritable kaleidoscope of many other
varieties.

If the country knew and ap
preciated our canned ripe olives and
our olive oil as much as California
does, we could not supply the need,
even if our olive acreage were in
creased many fold.

That great grain and cotton ex
panse off to our left is the bed of
Lake Tulare, across which steam
boats once plied, but nowadays the
ranchers appropriate the water be
fore it gets that far, and the lake
farmers pump their irrigation water
out of the ground.

Eyes right, folks! That big plant
on the right is a winery and we had
better keep going. The last time we
took visitors into it a 4-inch pipe
broke overhead, drenching us with
new wine. Were we wet!

California will produce about 50,-
000,000 gallons of wine this year and
still have enough grapes left to serve
every raisin and table grape need.
This beautiful sea of grapevines
about you as you roll into Fresno—
sixth county of the United States in
agricultural wealth—should put you
in shape to believe most any grape
story, but there are lots of grapes
yet to see.

That daii-yman milks one hundred
cows, a rather medium sized dairy
man in a state which has to do every
thing in a big way. One dairyman
of the state milks 3,500 cows.

Nearly a million acres of alfalfa
in this Great Valley and a lot of the
new Ladino clover—a big pasture
which animals can hardly keep eaten
down.

Those mountains on both sides of
you bring trout and deer and an oc
casional mountain lion or bear
within two or three hours of the
farmer, and they also furnish sum
mer pasture for cattle and sheep.

At the confluence of_ the San
Joaquin and Sacramento rivers "The
Delta," a reclaimed soil empire, both
irrigated and drained by the same
monster siphon pipes over the levees,
grows 98 per cent of all the canned
asparagus of the country, lots of
sugar beets, and Irish potatoes up to
a record of more than 30 tons to the
acre. Drop a match and this soil is
so full of vegetable humus that it
will burn.

We pass the cling peaches to be
canned for the nation, and a world
of pears, miss Santa Clara Valley
with its prunes and apricots, miss
Petaluma and its great poultry in
dustry, and head up the Sacramento
end of the Great Valley.

Are You STILL in the

DEPRESSION??
' I ^IMES are
J- Business is out of

the rut—well ahead of a

year ago. Millions of men
havegone back to work. /"Jt,
There's more money in
lots of pay envelopes. v
But what good is that to
you, if your pay check is m
still written in depression
iigures?

You weren't so dis- sJt
contented a year ago. In M
fact, you considered .Jti
yourself lucky to have a
job. Bufnow—you have begun to won
der and worry why the oncoming tide
of prosperity hasn't reached you yet.
The situation is getting desperate. Bills
continue to pile up. You can't get along
forever on a "shoe string" budget. You
must win back those pay cuts. Other
men are doing it—how can you?

Certainly, you can't work any harder
than you have been. And it isn't a ques
tion of your intelligence, honesty or
ambition. Those virtues do not solve
today's problem—they are often insuf
ficient to hold down a job, as millions
unemployed sadly testify.

But there is a way to get back to the
prosperity pay check. A way that's
probably far easier than you have
dreamed. A plan that has been "de
pression-tested."

Duringthe worstperiod of the depres
sion, this planwashelping thousands of
men and women forge ahead. Today,
during recovery, these same men and
women—their ranks swelled by thou
sands more—are being picked for top
positions. They are escaping years of
monotonous, routine service—achieving
theirdreams wh ile theyareyoung enough
to enjoy success in its fullest measure.

1Since this plan brings
results in bad times as

well as good, it obviously
works independently of
business conditions. As

unbelievable as that may
sound; remember that
success is largely up to
the individual. Most

men struggle through a
depression all their lives.
The few who forge ahead
ride to success the same

business tides that sweep
the majority to failure.

The LaSalle Success-Building Plan is
made for men like you—men W'ithcour
age, ambition, persistence, who need ex
pert guidance to make the most of their
efforts. But LaSalle supplies even more
than that. Not only individualized train
ing and coaching to help you meet to
day's crying needs . . . but also the very
steps 3'̂ ou need to take to fill the job
ahead, and force that pay raise quickly.
Any synopsis of this plan we could give
here, would give you only an idea of this
service. We suggest you mail the cou
pon for complete details on your own
line of work.

Today's Danger
There's real danger to accepting "de
pression pay" these days. A danger that
lower wages \vill continue to dog you—
for no employer will pay more until he
is convinced you are worth more. Some
day, some way, you've got to convince
him. There's no time to lose. The sooner
you begin, the better.

If the LaSalle Plan has fulfilled this
aim for thousands, isn't it logical to ex
pect it can do as much for you? This
coupon can easily become your pass
port to better times. Mail it today.

LaSalle Extension University, Dept.3328-R,Chicago
I would like to know about your Success-Building Plan and service in the busi

ness field I have checked.
D Business Management
H Accountancy• Tratnc Management
• Modern Salesmanship
• Commeccial Law

Address.

• Low: Decree of LL. B.
• Expert Bookkeeping
n C. P. A. Coachinft
• Industrial Management
O Modern Torcmanship
D Personnel Management

O Business Correspondence
• Business Entllish
• EfTectivc Speaklnit
• Office Managcmoat
• Stenotypy

^ge

LaSalle Extension University
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nursl*^ A

YflCflTIOn
ever conceived

WHATEVER your favorite rec
reation, you'll find it at its

best in the Miami Biltmore . . .
sports tourneys and social affairs
of nation-wide interest ... a com
plete vacation with sumptuous liv«
ing in one of the world's greatest
resort hotels. Extraordinary guest
privileges include membership
(upon approval by membership
committee) in three exclusive
sports clubs: Miami Biltmore
Country Club, Roney Plaza Ca-
baiia Sun Club, Key Largo An
glers Club . . . transportation
without charge by aerocar (trailer
parlor cars) or autogiro to every
vacation interest.

For particular information aod re««rvation8,ad<lreu
hotel direct; or New York office, S2I*Sth Ave.. Suite
2421;Chicagoo£Bce, 180N. Hicbigan Ave.,Itoom 101S

EimiRmi
BILTinORE

CORAL GABLES. MIAMI. FLA.

Save Your Feet
When all else fails end suf
fering with these flexible
no-metal arch supports.
Loolv at the picture
and see how

HEEFNER
Arch Supports
help nature restore

e a k , satrirint
arc-lies and 're-
Hc'vc aoliing,
ihrobbinff
feel.

END
Suffering

that results from
weak, b;ikhIiik'

arclii's. Flls like
ploie and ron-

furms cointortatily
1(1 every movement
of feel.

M'rUe for free
booklet.

HEEFNER Arch
Support Co.

3f> M R. Tnvlrir Bids.,
LOI'lSVlULIv, KY.

★ WORK FOR UNCLE SAM★
$12(1(1 to §2100 year to start. Men. women.
Vacfitions. Ooinmon ecJucatlun ut^ually sufti-
i-ieiit. Wrilff iminecliiilely for free 32-iniBe
book with list of pusilions and full particu-
hit'H tfclliiiK how to get tlioin.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE
Dept. H237, Rochester, N. Y.

Unique PirBtPnrtsforcomploto
uhow with special Boncfs ontl

I choruSRH. MoKc-ap. Cstalag Free. -
i T«ft.OcnlMD&Co..6Z3 8.WabMh,Dei>t> 10S, Cnicag«

We find the earliest citrus in the
state here, five hun(ired miles north
of Los Angeles. Latitude can fool
you along the Coast. It is altitude
which makes the weather, with the
Japan Current sweeping down the
entire coast as a sort of general
evener.

As we proceed up the Sacramento
Valley we hail "Speed" Nolte who
farms with an airplane. Quite . a
number of California farmers have
airplanes. In 1934 the State reports
that 65,000 acres of ci'ops were
sprayed or dusted from the air.

This season Nolte sowed about
30,000 acres of rice for himself and
neighbor farmers, scattering the
seed from a low-flying plane. This
permits the rice to be sown in the
water and protects it from the
blackbirds.

However, it has to be guarded
from the wild ducks and mudhens
which do not mind diving for their
dinners, and Nolte is in demand
again.

UT we will never get half this
story told! We will miss the hop
fields, and the wine valleys which
look like a page out of France or
Italy, the walnut trees with arms
locked in shady beauty, the lighter
green of the almond groves, the
great grain fields, the thousands of
turkeys, etc.

Nor will our sketchy travelogue
give you the impression that this
tapestry of agriculture is really a
pretty well balanced program, and is
not all salad and fruit.

Roughly speaking, one-third of
the agricultural income of California
is from fruits, one-third from live
stock and poultry, and one-third
from field crops and commercial
vegetables. A state most famous
for its fruits now ranks fourth in
the United States in livestock and
livestock products.

But California does try to
specialize and avoid the common
place and the average in its compe
titions. For instance we take ad
vantage of the open winters in our
valleys to have lambs born in the
fall instead of the spring, maturing
them on winter grass, and ship
ping them for the Easfer market.

As we hurry along we must not
let our California modesty keep us
^•om telling you that those beautiful
ranch homes which we pass use more
electricity than the average city
home of the country, and we had
better confess to you that these
farmers are the greatest per capita
users of all types of mechanical
power in the world, and they can
actually raise and sell rice to China
because one machine can do the work
of a thousand Chinamen.

Over the mountains we bowl into
Oregon and the Rogue River Valley.
Gorgeous pears, quite a bulb grow
ing industry, and more of the busi
ness of fishing to interfere with the
pleasure of farming. Steelheads,
and salmon, and the usual trout.

The Elks Magazine

With throttle wide open—if the
cop is not looking—we breast a ridge
and there it is—the famous Willa
mette Valley, sloping gently down all
the way "up" to Portland.

What a thrill the pioneers must
have gotten when they reached the
end of the Oregon Trail!

Willamette Valley is a beautiful
tapestry . of diversity. When you
order a strawberry sundae at your
nearest drug store, it is quite likely
to be part of the 80,000 barrels of
fresh strawberries which this region
is freezing this season for your de
light.

Tillamook cheese is one of your
dietetic friends, no doubt. A gen
eration ago the per capita consump
tion of cheese in this nation was
not much more than enough with
which to bait a rat trap, but it has
climbed from ounces per capita to
pounds, and regions like Tillamook
have been an important factor in
this dietetic parade.

The tasty butter you spread on
your bread, and the blond eggs which
say a sunny "good morning" from
your breakfast plate, may well be
from the cooperative farmers of
western Washington.

Doubtless you have often eaten
some of those gorgeously large and
tasty cherries from The Dalles. If
you have driven down the beautiful
Columbia River Highway at the
right time of year, you have gotten
them fresh, and to munch some of
The Dalles cherries while looking at
Multnomah Falls, or Horsetail Falls,
or gazing at a panorama of the
Columbia River country is just a
little bit of perfection!

There is one thing which needs in
vestigation by the dietetic sharks.
That is, why we produce such fine
football players on the Coast, and so
many other athletic champions.

Is it climate, or our vitamin foods,
or both, or which, or neither?

This has got to be settled. The
Coast takes its football seriously.
We run a tremendous number of our
citizens through these Universities,
and a lot of the farms we have been
pointing out are operated by Uni
versity graduates.

We might challenge your thought
by saying that the University of
California enrolls in its classrooms
and extension courses over 65,000
students a year, and that is only one
of the many, many universities of
the Coast.

But don't get us started on that
subject. Let's say a few benedictory
words about Washington and Oregon
agriculture.

We mentioned to you that farm
income is now running ovei* 78 per
cent ahead of the 1933 low period.
Also that there were almost no crop
failures last year, and almost none
of the choking surpluses. The
gorgeous apple crop, and the pear
crop was divided between the United
States and the world market. Ex
cellent shipping facilities at the
ports precool these fruits, put them

(Continued on page Jth)
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CASH
PRIZES

1st GRAND PRIZE-

2,500.00 CASH!
[PLUS $1,000.00 OR BUICK SEDAN FOR PROMPTNESS]

Here is a brand-new opportunity for you to win This is the second Autograph Contest""! There is nothing else you have to do
53,500.00 . . . 51,000.00 . . . §350.00 . . . 5150.00 conducted by the W. J. THOMPSON hundred cash Entrv Prizes extent

or one of 200 fine cash prizes we are offering CO., and you are cordially invited to ^ nunarea cash tntry frizes except
for the best solutions tothe unusual autographs in rriz'cs-Yo'Tmay w'in ^mole^ tifan autographs as explained below
this Game. S3,500,00 cash! COUPON—get started now—win a I

There is nothing else you have to do to win one of
a hundred cash Entry Prizes except solve the un
usual autographs as explained below. SEND THE
COUPON—get started now—win a big cash prize.

Simple, Easy Directions for Winning

200 CASH PRIZES
200 PRIZES totullliiR more «lian Sii.jOO.OO cash
Mill lie Oisuiliiilcd to Uiosc senciinE Ihc best so-
iulloiis tu tlic aulOKMPlis In tliis Gnnie which Is
Ol'KN TO \NY0.VI-; Mvlii;rln coiulnental U. S. A.
KXriCI'T our eiiiplojecj. members of their
faiiillles iiml nnyoiic "ho hns won a prize of
Slc)ii III) ur more from our company.

FIRST GRAND PRIZE is S'i.riOO.OO casli—
u lU'w llnirk 4-ilonr Sediin or $1,000,00 EXTKA
may also lie won for i>roiii|)tiiess, making $3,S00.-
01) all In cash. Second Grand rri?,c Is choice of
•1 nov- 193(i OUlsmobHu Sedan or $1,000.00, Then,
(here iirt lUS '""le cnsli prizes nil of which will
vooii lie uwiinlcd. luid. ihree >"cw York business
or orofessional men. havinK no connection with
niir ron)i)nny will be the Judges, and they, with
the help of their asslslanls. *vlll tleeltie the win
ners Ml i'laycrs who enter and compete for llie
nrlv-es aiiree (o accept the decisions of the judges
niul their award of tlie piizes as hlnding and

'"there ts NOTHING TO BUY OR SELL to
win one of Ihc cash Kiiliy Prizes reserved for
those wlio just submit solutions lo the auto-
cri'i>hs Thnt'.s simi>lc enousli. Isn't II? Just as
soon ns we icceUc Hie coiinon you will be sent
(•oiiiDlcle •Iclaileii I'vize Lists, the AutORraph
t'hiin "lih 20 oilier autosramis to be solved
nions with an Oflielal Answer Sheet for sending
your iiiiiii)lcte list of solulions. All this sent to
vou with >10 cost wlialsoever. All answers submit
ted must lie iirlulcd clcnrly in pen or pcncil or
tvpewritten in the same order as they ftppear In
tile Amoi:iii))h Chilli onii bear the eompleto name
nil.! of Ihe sender.

THERE ARE 200 CHANCES FOR YOU TO
WIN from $1.0(1 lo S3..>00.00. so—be sure to
Sl'Xn TIIK COVI'ON oulck. Did you ever he.ir
of any iwitesl Hint was so new. liileresllnB and
cNcitiiic will) siirh biK ciish prizes wiiore It was
«o simple and easy lo win? l irst Prize will bo
Hwarded to (he person whose answer contains the
largest and nearest coircctiy spelled naniVier of
solulions in the 30 aiitoRraphs in the Auto-
cvaph Chart which you will receive by return
mull (The len in Uils advcr^iseuient are a part
of ilie 301: Second Prize ivlll lie rIvch lo (he
;i.'Vion sxibiiiillini! Ihe next most correrl list; and
sn on iinlll all 100 prizes In each class have been
iiwatded. However, if there is a lie for any of
the prices in ihe solulions lo Ihc 30 autographs
in the Aiitogvnph Chiivt, there will bo- as many
pri/es reserved for lliein as there are persons tied
before any pvUes are awarded—Ihat is. If two

4 O!
l" • ^

T <1 'iCV

or more Players lie for first prize, the first Iwo
ur more prizes will be reserved for them and a
second Hst of other unusual autographs will be
senl to all persons so tied. Tlien the person send
ing tl'C nearest correct nnswer to this second list
of atilograplis will be awarded first prize: the
person sending the second most correct answer,
second priite; and so on until all |>rizes so tied
for are awarded. In case of ties in (he answers
10 the second list of aulographs. the full amount
of ilie prizes tied for will be paid to cacli Play
er 50 lied.

EVERYONE WHO ENTERS FOR THE
GRAND PRIZES WILL RECEIVE A SPOT
CASH PROFIT WITHOUT DELAY. Anyone
may subnrit as many entries as he wishes, but
only one of the prizes oiJorcd (the highest amount
won) will he awarded lo any pne person or house
hold. 100 Knlry Prizes are lo be won simply for
submllling the best solutions to the unusual au-
toRraplis accordlDg Co 'these directions, loo bie
Grand I^rizcs are lo he awarded to winninft en
trants who qualify by simply obtaining $4 oo
ivorlh of snbscripllons lo the Gentlewoman Maga
zine. keeping SI.00 commission out of that as a
Ciish award—and NOTHING MORE ever Kn-
iranls In liHs Autograph Game may be olTered
sddillonal special prizes, one of which may also
be won.

WHO KNOWS—YOU MAY BE THE VERY
ONE WHO CAN WIN S2.500.00 CASH AND A
NEW 1936 BUICK SEDAN OR $3,500 00 ALL
IN CASK. The only way for you lo find out is to
send your solutions to these autographs on the
coupfln at once. Do It NOW! This contest otTl-
daily closes April 10. lOSO. and alt entries must
be mailed before midnight of that date to count
No answers will he returned or corrected once
they ore received liy hs. We cannot be respon
sible for Ihe receipt of, nor delivery of, litera
ture, answers, .and so forth, which may be lost
or delayed in Ilie mails,

THE-AUTOGRAPH GAME IS EASY TO
PLAY AND YOU NEED SEND NO MONEY at
any lime lo *vin a cash Entry Prize, Don't go
to anv unnecessary trouble. Just SRNl) THB
OOl.'I'ON now: The prize winners will |,e an
nounced just as soon after the close of ilie con
test as possible.

SEND NO MONEY!
JUST MAIL COUPON!

8

10 %

*100.00 CASH EXTRA!
You wiJl be entitled to receive §100.00 in EXTRA CASH if you mail this couDon
within three days of the time you first read this announcement and win first nrize
This §100.00 is IN ADDITION to the First Prize money for sending qoupon quick!

MAIL THIS COUPON WITHIN 3 DAYS
BUICK

RAV AuifJeRAPH^

Ray Allen. Aulocrnph MonoBer, Dept. 36
154 West I4«h Sircc!, New York City, N. Y.

I reuci llil» ad.

-of the unusual Aulogruph:* a» fullc

Strei'i. Box or R. K. D. No.

Wrile >.our answer on a separate sheet of paper or pooleanl If ;ou wish.
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BROTHER ELK
HERE'S THE BEST
BET IN NEW VORK/

1022GLORIOUS C
DAYS

Including
• Room with Private Bath and Radio.
• 5 Meals in Hotel Dining Room.
• Radio City Music Hall.
• B. C. A. Obssrvalion Tower and

Conducted Tour N. B. C. Studios.
• Sightseeing Bus Trip.
• Dining. Dancing and Floor Show

Hollywood Restaurant $1.00 extra
per person — SI.50 Saturdays
(including tax and tip.)

•

Consnit your Club Secretary for reservations.
Also 2, 4. 5 and 6 day Special Tours.

•

Cuaranteeei Daily Rate

$2.50 Single
With Private Bath and Radio

yi^PLYMOUTH
jT.7a»t.B •WAY

JAME OWNERJHIP//o?^CAPlTOL£.PRESIDENT

YOUR EXPERIENCE IS O.K.
Bl/T "rOU LOOK TOO 010 FOR
THE joa ~

IH£ JOB IS

YOURS

DRBYHHIR,n_
STEHLS JUdD

Youcbful appearance means
holdinf; jobs, greater earnings
and happiness. Join the great
army of COFFELT users who

THEN HE USED COFFfllS- JE-t.-SiSS
is simple to use &. economical.
No muss, KO fuss, no colors to
select. Giving priceless results
to thousands of men and
women FOT^ 30 YEARS. At
Drug and DepartmentStores
or send for Free pamphlet.
Coffclt Chemical Co., Inc.,
Dept.—K3 New York. N.Y;

e COFFELTS
NEVER FAILING HAIR COLORING

To All Members
/~^OXGRE>SS rcccntly enacted a law mak-*

iiiff it oompiilsnry for postniiisters to
cimree publiKlicrs two cents for every
c)iiiiiK<5 of acUIrcss. .

This law plari-s an unustinl
sev<Tal tImiisiiruls tlollurs on THE fcLKsi
MAOA/.INK unless fv.'ry niiniber mime<li-
iit.-Iy iiotificB THE FI.KS M.4(;/\ZINE or
LoiIko Sfrrotary aw to his cliiintce of nOdrcss.

Pli>asi> onoporatc- willi your Ln<lKe .secre
tary ami notify him ut once of your now
ailiireNK.

TRAILER HOMES
New Streamlined Deluxe
IB'A ft. Fully Efiviipped
SS4S. Sr.nd/or Cataioo OS

The ALADDIN CO.
BAY CITY, MICH.—PORTLAND, ORE
—^ vT.^vr WATCTiuicw-biisines-sprofesslonof
llfm \/flI f yotirown.wlthiillthetriKicyoucan
I 11 I Vllll atlciiO to? 'I'hcn become o foot
I 111 lllll corrcctloniet. and In a few weeks

M. W earn biK incomolnscrvlcefees-not
mcdlca!or cblropody -ca-sytcrmaJorliome training, no
tHer capital needed, no Kood.-f to t>u>j no weney. Address
Stcphenson l-nboratory. 6 Back Baj. Boston, Mass.

(Continued from page A2)
into modern refrigerator ships, anJ
deliver them in perfect condition in
the far places of the globe. This
export business has grown until ex
port of four to five million packed
boxes annually is not unusual.

This region has done a good job
in establishing a manufacturing in
dustry to go with its great produc
ing industry of sheep.

But the gas tank is getting empty,
so we will put you back on your
train or plane.

The Elks -Magazine

In conclusion we want to say that
in these three states, California,
Oregon and Washington, we have
passed hundreds of beautiful little
valleys, nestling in the mountains,
places where we would like to live.

The one we personally have in
mind has a narrow entrance, across
which we will fell some trees, care
fully seeking to give it an abandoned,
uninhabited look, and there hidden
from the tax collector we plan to
fight it out with the fish and the deer
for the rest of our days.

Pitchman
(Continued from page 16)

the outside. The Whittlesy store
was being visited by a real crowd
for the first time in its history.

"Now, for your benefit, just to
show you how the eye can be de
ceived," went on the pitchman, "I
will tie a string to the top ring which
apparently has been sliding to the
bottom of the triangle."

A string was tied to the ring in
question. The triangle vibrated as
before, yet, as the pitchman pointed
out, the ring with the string tied
to it remained at the top.

WiITH a start, Mr. Griggs realized
that he had forgotten his high mis
sion in behalf of the law and was
gazing as raptly as anybody else in
the crowd as the honorable Ching
Ling Foo's great discovery was
demonstrated. He was about to call
a halt to the proceedings, as Mayor
of Griggsboro, when he felt a touch
on his arm and looked down into the
face of his daughter.

"Come on and be quiet," whispered
Adele, with a giggle of excitement.
Still clutching her father's arm, she
wormed her way through the crowd
and Mr. Griggs found himself behind
the curtain. To his amazement he
saw the Whittlesy stock arranged in
neat piles. Young Whittlesy was be
ing directed in its final disposition by
a sturdily built individual with
closely cut blonde hair and a cherubic
countenance. The smile this person
flashed at Mr. Griggs was illumined
with a golden centerpiece.

"That's Gold Tooth Smitty," went
on Adele. "He's almost as good a
pitchman as Doc Harris. Did you
hear Doc bally the tip outside? I
think he's perfectly grand."

"Bally the tip?" echoed Mr. Griggs.
"Yes—get the nucleus of the

crowd. That's known as the tip. The
real ci'owd is the push. It won't be
long now till Doc makes the first
touch—that is, a sale. But that will
be to one of our shills out in front."

"Shills?" again gasped Mr. Griggs.
"Yes—shillabers, daddy dear,"

cooed Miss Griggs. "We have four or
five of them out there—^hired to start
the crowd buying when it's time to
turn the joint. Doc says we ought

to get rid of most all our stock in
two pitches. We're going to hold
another tonight. This afternoon
should carry us off the nut, and to
night's sale should be all velvet."

Just at this moment, when Mr.
Griggs was about to question his
daughter's sanity, Doc was heard to
declaim from the other side of the
curtain;

"With your kind permission I will
now turn the platform over to my
colleague, Professor Smythe, who
will have something to say of deep
interest to you housewives and
householders of Griggsboro."

B•Y the time Doc arrived behind
the curtain, Mr. Griggs had recov
ered something of his officia! poise.

"I thought I told you fellows yes
terday," he said in an angry under
tone, "that you could not get a license
to sell your junk in Griggsboro. I'm
going to call up the marshal and have
you arrested unless you clear out of
town at once."

"Don't overwork your shamuses
unnecessarily, your honor," said Doc.
"A policeman's lot is unhappy enough
anyway. We're not selling a thing of
our own, though we have an auto
load of novelties that would fill a
crying need in your town. We're
simply acting as agents for this
young merchant, Mr. Whittlesy."

"Agents — bahl" sneered Mr.
Griggs.

"Mr. Whittlesy will confirm my
statement," went on Doc, imperturb-
ably. "We have agreed to sell out his
rather outdated stock, so he can put
in a newer line and compete with
your store on more equal terms."

"But—" protested Mr. Griggs.
"For this service we receive ten

per cent of the gross sales, which
will represent only a small profit for
us. Our chief satisfaction will be in
assisting Mr. Whittlesy and his
charming fiancee, and in demon
strating to you that the policy of
live and let live is not strained but
falleth as the gentle dew fi'om
heaven."

Just then Gold Tooth Smitty called
in front of the curtain:

"By any chance have you one or
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two more of those electric toasters?"
"Here are three," called back Doc,

passing the toasters out front.
Adele smothered a laugh.
"See the sales psychology, daddy

dear?" she said. "There are a lot of
those toasters in stock. They're per
fectly good, but never would sell.
Instead of putting them all out where
the crowd can see them, the idea is
to create the impression that only
a few are to be had."

"X—I—get the point," said Mr.
Griggs feebly.

"And now, daddy dear, we're going
to be awfully busy for a while," went
on Adele, leading her father to the
rear door. "Suppose I let you out in
the alley, as you never can get through
that crowd in front. You just go
back to your own store, and I'll report
to you on the progress of the sale."

Dazedly l^Ir. Griggs followed his
daughter's directions. He went
through the alley and came out once
more on the main street of Griggs-
boro. The throng on the sidewalk
was almost fighting to get into the
Whittlesy store. As he entered his
own quiet, well-ordered place, where
not a customer was in sight, Mr.
Griggs heard the strident voice of
Doc Harris from across the way:

"And another gentleman gets one
of these beautifully fitted traveling
cases, made especially to order for
the firm of Whittlesy and Company."

"The idea!" exclaimed Mr. Griggs.
"I know Sim Whittlesy had been try
ing to sell those traveling cases at
least three years before he died, and
they were just stock jobs. Made to
order, my eye!"

Doc HARRIS and Gold Tooth
Smitty met with Adele and her
tennis champion the following morn
ing in the almost denuded Whittlesy
store.

"It was simply marvelous the way
you two cleaned out that stock," said
Adele, with a gesture which included
the empty shelves and counters.

"Not a hundred dollars' worth of
stuff left," chimed in young Whit
tlesy. "And they're trying to get in
the store. They've been rattling that
locked door all morning."

As he spoke, the door handle was
rattled vigorously. Then came a
series of hard raps on the panel.

Doc and Gold Tooth exchanged
quick glances.

"That sounds like John Law," said
Doc, "and furthermore I think I see
a strip of olficial blue beneath the
window shade."

Young Whittlesy opened the door
and admitted Mr. Griggs, accom
panied by a lanky person in a blue
uniform, whose badge indicated that
he was City Marshal.

"I've been looking into the legal
aspects of this matter," announced
Mayor Griggs, "and I find that, ac
cording to a law passed in 1872, it is
illegal to conduct any auction, or
other form of public sale after seven
o'clock at night. You had this place
open till eleven—"

"Daddy, shame on you—digging
up some old blue law to use against
these gentlemen!" exclaimed Adele.

"Blue or any other color, the law
still stands," observed Mr. Griggs,
"and it carries a ten-dollar fine or
ten days in jail."

"Look here," interposed Whittlesy.
"As proprietor of this place, I'm also
responsible. And if it comes to a
fine, I'll elect to go to jail."

"And, as one of the sales persons
concerned, I'll go to jail with Ed
ward," chimed in Adele.

Mayor Griggs looked at his peace
officer, who was awaiting orders.

"Marshal Addy, what do you sug
gest?" he queried uncertainly.

IVIaRSHAL Addy twirled his club
at the end of its string, and brought
it back into his palm with a resound
ing slap.

"If it's up to me," he said, "I sug
gest that these here birds be es
corted out of town, with orders never
to come back."

"Having collected our fee for a
perfectly legitimate sale, we were
leaving Griggsboro anyway," said
Doc Harris. "We had not consid
ered the honor of a police escort, but
if such is to be, so be it."

"This is a shame—" began Adele,
her eyes snapping, but Doc silenced
her with a wave of the hand.

"My dear young lady," he said,
"your sentiments do you credit, but
the Ishmaelites had nothing on us on
finding the hands of men turned
against them. Our motor stands out
side. On with the procession."

When the party filed outside and
Whittlesy locked the door, Adele sized
up^ the situation at a glance.

"Edward and I will ride with Doc
—Doctor Harris and Mr. Smitty in
their car," she announced. "Father,
you will ride in Mr. Addy's car, at a
decent distance behind us. Maybe
you can think of another blue law
on the way."

Mayor Griggs appeared to be
about to make answer, but thought
better of it and climbed into Marshal
Addy's runabout. Adele and Young
Whittlesy settled themselves in the
rear seat of the pitchmen's big tour
ing car.

"The quickest way out of town?"
queried Doc at the wheel.

"Right down this street and over
the bridge," said Adele. "Don't drive
•fast, as I want to work out an idea." i

The route lay through the busi
ness district of Griggsboro to a
bridge at the outskirts of town.

"Now stop," said Adele, after they
had crossed. "The city line makes
a dip right here at the bridge. The
village of Auburndale begins on this
side of Griggs Creek. Griggsboro
has been trying to annex Auburndale
these many years, but Auburndale
has said nix."

"And the Auburndale blue laws?"
asked Doc.

Adele laughed.
"The sky is the limit in Auburn

dale. Griggsboro people have been
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coming over here for years to have
a good time. See that amusement
park on beyond?"

Doc looked ahead at a tracery of
roller coasters and Ferris wheels
against the sky.

"That's Starlight Park," went on
Adele. "Every night a thousand or
more Griggsboro cars come over
this bridge, taking people to such
pleasures as Auburndale affords."

D OC swung his car into a lot at
the Auburndale end of the bridge.

"I see your point, young lady," he
said. "We'll make a pitch here to
night that will be the talk of Griggs
boro for more than nine days."

The police automobile rolled up
beside the pitchmen's car.

"Keep movin'," called Mr. Addy.
"You ain't gone far enough."

"That's for the Auburndale
branch of Beef, Squawk, Holler and
Company to say," replied Doc. "I
believe we're out of your jurisdiction
on this bank of Griggs Creek."

"They're going to make a sale here
tonight, daddy," said Adele, as
Mayor Griggs was about to add his
orders to those of his marshal.
"They're going to sell their own
stock of med, or medicine, rad, or
lightning eradicator, flukum, or sil
ver polish, lumpies, or watches, and
a lot of other jolly things. Now,
pull out that rumble seat, Mr. Addy,
we're going back to town with you."

There was a brief consultation in
whispers between the officials in the
runabout, during which the bluecoat
was observed to shake his head vig
orously, several times. Then Mr.
Addy reluctantly pulled out the
rumble seat and Adele and young
Whittlesy climbed in behind Griggs-
boro's chief officials.

"We'll be in the push tonight,"
called back Adele, as the runabout
swung round toward the bridge.

"And we'll be there to shill for
you," added young Whittlesy.

A T nine o'clock that evening
Mayor Griggs found himself in the
front row of a crowd gathered about
the pitchmen's car on the far side
of the Griggs Creek bridge. Most
of the pleasure-seekers who were
headed for Starlight Park and the
other excitements of Auburndale,
had turned off the road, lured by the
sturdy vocalizing of Gold Tooth
Smitty. Their vacant cars were
parked about the edge of the crowd,
which was augmented by Griggs-
ijoro citizens who had strolled across
the bridge on foot.

Under the flare of a gasoline lamp,
Doc Harris and Gold Tooth brought
all the wiles of their art to bear,
with the result that the miscellane
ous stock in the big car was
dwindling i-apidly.

On the outskirts of the crowd
Marshal Addy nervously twirled his
nightstick. He had tried to bring
pressure to bear on the Auburndale
authorities, without avail. Mr. Addy
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wondered how this was going to af
fect his standing with the Mayor,
who seemed anxious to be rid of
these itinerant salesmen at all costs.

"We've about made a cleanup," ob
served Gold Tooth during a lull in
Doc's raucous exhortations.

"Then bring on the keister with
the whitestones and lumpies," an
swered Doc from one corner of his
mouth.

Gold Tooth looked dubious, but he
was not in the habit of questioning
his senior partner, so he brought
forth a suitcase containing a col
lection of brass rings, mounted with
chips of glass that might pass for
diamonds. In the case was a lot of
watches, equipped with hands but
innocent of works.

"Ladies and gentlemen," declaimed
Doc in a voice that launched a thou
sand echoes, "I have reserved the
greatest bargain of all for the last.
I am holding a handful of rings,
made from a new and wonderful
metal knows as Cuban gold. It
looks like real gold, but wears bet
ter. On each ring is a diamond chip
which flashes rays as brilliant as
those from any gem unearthed in
fax'-off Kimberley. To advertise
these rings, made of this wonderful
new metal, I am making a free dis
tribution."

Here Doc tossed the handful of
rings into the crowd, which promptly
scrambled for them.

"What's this I hear!" thundered
Doc in mock indignation, pointing
an accusing finger at Mayor Griggs,
who had not said a word. "Mr.
Pokey-Nose, out there, says anybody
can give away rings but it takes a
real salesman to sell them. Who will
give me a dime each for these re
maining rings, easily worth ten
times that ridiculous amount?"

Three or four "shills" in the audi
ence, including Adele and young
Whittlesy, bought rings, and a dozen
others followed suit.

"Fine!" exclaimed Doc. "I knew
that the broad-minded citizens of
Griggsboro would have the right
answer for my misinformed critic.
Now, inasmuch as you have shown
your good faith, I am going to re
taliate in kind. I am going to give
back to these purchasers the dimes
which they have passed me for their
rings."

Doc and Gold Tooth thereupon
proceeded to give back the dimes to
the persons who had paid for rings.
This was something new — money
back for articles that had been
bought! The crowd pressed closer.

Next Doc passed out knives at fif
teen cents, and proceeded to hand
back the proceeds, as he had done in
the sale of the rings. The interest
grew more intense. These men must
be philanthropists — making sales
outright and then giving back the
purchase price. Here was the tra
ditional something for nothing!

Then came the watches. For two
or three minutes Doc expostulated
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on these wonderful bargains — also
made of the marvelous Cuban gold.

"I have just fifty of these
watches," bellowed Doc. "Who will
give one dollar for one of these mar
velous timepieces, synchronized to
every movement of the body and in
sulated against the heat of the jun
gle and the cold of the Arctic?"

Instantly dollar bills were waved
impatiently in all parts of the audi
ence.

Marshal Addy struggled through
the crowd to reach the Mayor's side.
Finally, when he gained the Mayor's
ear, the last of the watches had been
passed out and the final dollar had
been collected.

"It's the jam," shrilled Marshal
Addy. "They git people to thinkin'
they're givin' the money back for
everything that's bought. But when
it comes to these dollar sales, they
fold up and beat it. Everyone who
has bought these watches is stuck."

But, to the amazement and dis
comfiture of the marshal. Doc pro
ceeded to give back dollars to those
who had bought watches.

"Keep these rings and knives and
watches as souvenirs," called out
Doc, signaling to Gold Tooth that it
was time to depart. "This concludes
the sale for the evening, good people,
and we bid you farewell."

"VVlTH the gasoline flare extin
guished, Gold Tooth Smitty started
the motor and the car made slow but
certain progress through the crowd
to the roadway. Once out in the
open. Gold Tooth shoved the accel
erator to the floor and the car sped
on through Auburndale into the
country night.

"Keep your foot on it," said Doc,
looking back. "There's a car after
us, and I think she's gaining."

There were limitations to the
speed of the big car, and these had
been met. The other car was faster,
no doubt of it, and Doc gave orders
to pull up at one side of the road.

When the pursuing car came
alongside, Adele and young Whit-
tlesy leaped out.

"We wanted to tell you," said
Adele, "that everything is all right.
Daddy has agreed that we are to be
married, and will take Edward into
partnership with him."

Doc brought out the bandanna
handkerchief and wiped his fore
head.

"I thought your father might have
dug up a blue law that extended to
Auburndale and was on our trail to
demonstrate it," he said, with a sigh
of relief. "I'm right glad he has
capitulated in your favor."

"Daddy kicked at first, and said
the credit for selling out that stoi*e
stock should go to you and not to
Edward," said Adele, "but I pointed
out that it was clever for Ed
ward to follow the Carnegie plan
and hire men smarter than himself."

"You certainly had him there," ob
served Doc.

"And I want to know where I can

Complt^^Course
\n!

]VXost complete booklet onsmall-bore
shootioB ever published! 76 pages oq
rifles, ammuoition, aiming, wind allow
ance, sighting. How to build shooting
ranges! Learn about Western .22's for
game, pest and target shooting! Super-X
high velocity! Western standard velocity
.22's! Super-Match target cartridges!
Mail the COUPON!

Western Girtridgc Company, Dipt.C-43>£:isc Alton.Ill, i
Send leaflets fully describing the advantagesofWestem •
•as's. and the NEW "SMALL-BORE RIFLE HAND
BOOK". Free! I
Name I
Address j
Post Office State •

PBSMBSTER^^^^
Pass Case, Card Case, Bill Fold, Check Cover

•^EW STYLE extra thin model. Just what every
,, man needs. Made of high-grade black, genuinecalfskin, speciallr tanned. Tough, durable. Has beautiful

quality. Silk Btitchea. 14-karat gold
corners. Sizo 3/i x6 closcd. You eimply can't wesr etnt fhia

Direct-To-You ONLY ^3^
Enclose $3.95 Money Order or Check. Sent COD
if you prefer. State lodge emblem wanted. All
clc3 fully triiarantccd. Your money cheerfully rGfTinrl^ if
not thoroughly aoti.sfied, two wppka' trial "-^uoaea it

J>dea£ OifU. il
insurnnce men, tnilors-with preferred ciistomors-p®ro6t"jJ
OUrquantitydiscountsonpersonnhzedgiftKood-willbuilders
LANDON & WARNER

\Sendfor FREEBAITBOOK
r\ TIiIb rrncticttt hnndbook, for nshermen. n
gA fatscinntinFT* rcHnblo mJido to better fishiiiK!

It tella how and why Creek Chub TVuc'to*
•jBl Nnturc I.nrcs and Flies Catch More iuidBomitsfutly iMuatratciJ! Sent

FREb upon request!
CREEK CHUB BAIT COMPANY

463 Randolph St.. Carrott. Ind,

MrB. M.M.eamc(l$2f>7 inSwuekB^awom statemeou
raifttof^muBbrooma foroa in hcrc«UarI Bxc«ptloiia1?
Yea.hut your collar, ahed.barn may bo atiltablo to
brinsmoilcratolncoraooUwJntflr. Dook.aamplafr^e.
Eat. 1908. UNITED C0.,364$UfltBtnAv.,Dt9t.n6.CWft*|*

^I^RAISE GIANT FROGS
Big profit opportunity! Start backyard.
Wo furnish broedors, instructions and
market. Any climato suitable. Cost*
little to begin. Write. Amoriean Frog

Canninfl Company (13B*G) Now OrioanSi.La.



48

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
ouins, 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 iished a crumpled dollar bill
out of a vest pocket.

"There is one dollar I didn't give
back, Smitty—the dollar that Mayor
Griggs disgorged," said Doc. "I
should have told that gii-1 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. 0. Neff, Donora;
George M. Kirk, West Chester; Jack
Beatty, Latrobe; Alfred 0. 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

(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; H.
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; E. M. Shuler,
Harrisburg; William S. Rohland,

Freeland; Oscar Howe, Harrisburg;
Harold B. Rudisill, Hanover Call 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.
McCuUough, Apollo; William A. Mc-
Candless, Greensburg; A. J. Meh-
ring, Harrisburg; Jacob Mamolen,
Jersey Shore, and J. P. Harlow, Al-
toona; Est. Lead. Knights H. M.
Hippie, 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, Greensbui-g; Inner
Guard John McWilliams, Harris
burg; Trustee H. S. Abrams, Harris
burg, and J. H. Armstrong, Altoona.

The 1936 Good-Will Tour

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—calls 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 27)

this kind must be carefully serviced
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 highways.
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. From there
they follow the Coast down to Los
Angeles. The remaining two purple
and white ears 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.
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NO OTHER TIRE GIVES YOU
GOLDEN PLY BLOW-OUT PROTECTION

Driver: "It was a blow-out! I couldo't
steer—I couldn't stop!"

Policeman: "There ought to be a law
against gambling on tires."

If you could see a blow-out in the
making—if you could only realize the
damage to limb, life and car that one
blow-out might cause, you'd never take
chances—you'd start right ia to ride
on Goodrich Silvertowns.

Amazing New Invention

Why? Because Silvertowns have some
thing that no other tire in the world

—the Life-Saver Golden Ply—a spe
cial, scientific invention developed by
Goodrich engineers to meet today's
hectic driving conditions.

By resisting the ^eat generated inside
the tire by today's breakneck speeds
the Life-Saver Golden Ply keeps rub
ber from losing its grip on the tread-

it keeps dangerous heat blisters from
forming. Thus, the dangerous high
speed blow-out that might have caused
serious trouble never gets a start.

Remember these two facts:

1« Ofily Goodrich Silvertowns are
built with the Golden Ply to protect
you against these high-speed blow-outs.

2. Silvertowns have a "road drying"
tread that acts like the windshield wiper
on your car and makes you extra saje on
wet, slippery roads.

If you're looking for tires that will
give you mouths of extra mileage and
greater riding comfort, then Silver-
towns with their huskier shoulders are
the tires for your motoring dollars.

Equip your car with the safest, tough
est, lougest-lasting tire that money can
buy. See your Goodrich dealer about a
set of Goodrich Safety Silvertowns.
Remember they cost not a penny more
than other standard tires!

BLOW-OUTS WITH THIS

HEAT-RESISTINO
GOLDEN PLY

ELKS TOUR PICKS SILVERTOWNS
The drivers of the Elks Goodwill Tour cars can't
afford to gamblo on tirus. They have a long,
hard schedule to meet. That is why their "Con-
veniion Ijpecials" arc equipped with Goodrich
Safety Silvertowns.

^ii/Goodricli Silvertown
With Life-Saver Golden Ply Blow-Out Protection



Tke fast pace of puts an
extra strain on Digestion

Natural digestive action notably increased
by smoking Camels

People in every walk of life get "keyed up." The effects on diges
tion are known to all! Smoking a Camel promotes digestion. Enjoy
Camel'smildness...thefeelingofzw/Z-^wn^fostered byCamel'smatch
less blend of costlier tobaccos. Smoke Camels for digestion's sake!

TRAFFIC puts a load on
digestion. When you "get
the red," light a Camel.
Camels set you right...keep
digestionworkingnormally

W.

GUESTS AT KUGLER'S, grand old
Philadelphia restaurant, are shown above,
as they enjoy choice foods. William, of
Kugler's, who presides over the famous
dining room, is speaking to one of the din-

COSTLIER

tobaccos!
Camels are made from

finer, MORE EXPENSIVE
TOBACCOS-Turkish

and Domestic — than any

other popular brand.

C 1U38.B-J. RenioUialob. Co., Wlniton-Sakm. N. C

ers. William says of Camels: "Camels and
good food go together. Our patrons natu-
rdly prefer quality tobaccos, judging by
the popularity that Camels enjoy here. So
we try to keep well stocked with Camels."

TUNE IN! Camel Caravan
with Walter O'Keefe, Deane
Janis, Ted Husing. Glen Gray
and the Casa Loma Orchestra.

TuesdayandThursday—9 p.m.
E. S. T., 8 p. m. C. S. T., 930
p.m. M- S.T., 8;^0p.m. P. S.T.
—WABC-Columbia Network,

I

I ALWAYS take a big supply of
Camels along," says William LaVarre,
explorer. "They make any meal taste
better—and digest easier." Mrs. LaVarre
adds: "'Camels help my digestion."

GEORGE LOTT, tennis star:

Camels have a beneficial effect
—help me to enjoy what I eat
and get more good out of it.
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