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ITS XOW PRICE IS A NATION-WIDE SENSATION

NEW nUII-T-IN WINDSHIELD DEFROSTERS FOR

CLEARER, SAFER WINTER-TIME VISION —For

the first lime in any car, Sludchakcr offers dual

built-in warm air windshield defrosters. They

are designed to conjiecl with the new Studehaker
heater and automatically send currents of warm

air xip the surface of the windshield so that frost
cannot form on inside nor ice collect on outside.

ri^HERE Smore real room for passengers—
A and for luggage—in these spotlight cars of

1937 thanyou ever expected togetinanycar!
They're the world's first cars with the dual

economy of the sensational new Fram oil
cleaner and the gas-saving overdrive! They
have the world's only doors that stay closed
tightly evenif shut onlylightly!They have a
remarkablenewdual range steering gear that
cuts the turning effort of parking in half!

And, added to the thrilling eye-appeal of
Studebaker's new silvery "winged victory"
radiator grilles and louvers, is the charm of
interiors that nobody but gifted Helen
Drydcn could achieve!

They're the first cars, too, to offer built-in
warm air windshield defrosters! And they're
the world's only cars with that great safety
advancement, the automatic hill holder. But
you cau't half appreciate all that these 1937
StudebakerB offer until you drive them.
'Dictator base price at factory.

-.V- •; ;••.

WORLD'S ONLY CARS

WITH DUAL ECONOMY OF FRAM OIL

CLEANER AND GAS-SAVING

AUTOMATIC OVERDRIVE

★

EXTRA ROOMY INTERIORS

WITH LOWERED FLOORS AND SMART

HELEN DRYDEN STYLING

★

ENORMOUSLY SPACIOUS

NEW LUGGAGE COMPARTMENTS

CONCEALED OR EXTENDED

★

WORLD'S ONLY CARS WITH

AUTOMATIC HILL HOLDER PLUS

HYDRAULIC BRAKES



December, 1936

Is Your Name Here?
Belowisalistofsurnames of some of the most distinguished American families. Our research staff, over aperiod of years,

has completedpreparation of manuscripts dealing with the history of each of these families. If your name is listed, you
should have a copy of your manuscript. You will find it not only of keen interest, but a source of pride and satisfaction to
yourself and your kin. At this season the suitability of such a manuscript as an unusual and thoughtful Christmas Gift espe
cially recommends itself. Including those of relatives, how manyof die names on your gift list appear below?

EACH FAMILY HISTORY $2.00

Abbott
Abcl(l»
Abernnlhy

Abcrnelhy
Acklcy
Adttir
AUam(s)
Adkins
Asrncvf
Alken(8)
Ainiworth
Aklen
Aklcrion
Alexander
Alford
Alser
Allen—Allan
Allison
Alston
Alvord
Ambter
Ambrose
Ames
Anderson
Andrews
AnffcKI)
Anthony
Appleby
Appleton
Armltase
Armttrons
Amdt
Arnold
Arthur
Aihby
Ash(e)
Ashley
Athlon
Atchiion
Alherton
Atkins
Atkinson
Atwater
Atwell
Atwood
Austin
Avery
Axtefl
Ayers—Ayres
Babbitt
Bab^k
Bacon
Badffer

»
Bftini
Baker
Batch
Balcom
Baklwin
Ball
Ballard
Ballinser

Ballenser
BaIIou
Bancroft
Banffs
Banks
Banta ^
Barber. Barbour goo"©
Barclay
Bard
Bardwell
Barker
Barlow
Barnard
Barnes
Barney
Barnum
Barr
Barrett
Bar(r)an
Barrow (s)
Barry
Bartholomew
Bartlett
Barton
Boss
Bassett
Batchclder

Batchclar
BatchcUer

Bates
Batten

fEach manuscript is a GENEALOGICAL
and HISTORICAL sketch of the family
from earliest times, showing its origin and
growth,itsplaceamongthe gentryin Great
Britain or on the Continent, its part in the
foundingand development of America,and
its achievements in this country. The deri

vation of the name itself is traced; family traits and character
istics arebrought out; andgenealogical dataaresetforth.Each
history isa separate anddistinct work painstakingly compiled
from the most authentic sources. Bound as it is in an attractive
cover, the manuscriptmaybefiled amongyour family records
or other important documents. It should serve as background
material for your immediate family history and as a basisfor
the genealogy of future generations. Free, with each order,
will also be sent a copy of "The Romance of Coats of Arms"
—an illustrated booklet of special value to those interested
in this fascinating subject.

The following is our latest revised list. The coupon, with
$2.00 (no other charge), will bring you your manuscript by
return mail. Satisfaction is assured by our unconditional
money-back guaranty. Any two manuscripts may be had for
$3.75; any three for $5.00. Send for yours today. MEDIA
Research Bureau, Dept. 1412,1110 F St.,Washington,D C.

Battle
Batt(s)
Bauer
Bauffh
Baxter
Bcach
Bcauchamp
Beal(e)—i^Il

Beardsley
Beaton
Beatty—Beattie Brownleo

Becker
Bcckwitb
Bcebc
Beeeher
Bcer(t»
Belcher
Bclden
Bell
Bellamy
Bellinger
Bellows
Benedict
Benjamin
Benn
Bennett

Berry
Bertram
BetU
Bevan(s)
Beveri(c)y
Beyer
Bickford
Biddle.
BIdweil
Billings
Blngham
Bishop
Black
Blackburn
Blackstono
Hlackwetl
Blain(c)
Btair
Blako

Blanc^rd
Bland
Bliss
BlodRett
Blood
Blossom
BI<o)uRt
Blue
Bly(c)—Bligh
Boardman
Boggs
Bolton
Bond
Bonney

Booth (e)
Borden
Boss(e)
BostwIck
Bosworth
Bourne
Botmt ^
Bower (a)
Bowie
Bowker
Bowler
Bo (w) let
Bowllnff
Bowman
BoyCO
Boyd
Boycr-Bowyer
Boynton
Bradford
Bradley
Brady
Bragg
Bralnard

Bntlnerd

Bray
Brewer
Brewster
Bricc—Brycc
Brins
ISriffht
Brock
Brooks
Broush
Brouffhton
Brown<e)
Brownins

Brownlow
Bruce
Brush
Bryan(t)
Buchanan
Buck
Buckingham
Bullard
Bunker
Bunn
Burchard
Bunress
Burllngame
Burnett
Butnham
Burns

Bcntley Burroughs Courtney
Benton . Burrow#
Bcrsen—Bergln Burton
Bernard BurwcU

Bush
BushncU
Butler
Butterfietd
Button
Butt<s)
Byer(s) i^rocaciv
Byrum—Byram cromwefl
Cado
Cady
Cahill
Cain(e>
Caldwetl
Calhoun
Callahan
Callender
Calvert
^meron
Campbell
Camp(e>
Canflcki
Cannon
CardwvU
Car(e)y
Carilsle
Came(s)
Carney
Carpenter
^rr
Carrier
Carrol)
Carter
Carver
Ca«sel(l)
Casllo

Chaffco

Close
Coat|e)a
Cobb
Cochran(e)
Cody
Coc
Coffey—Coflfee

Co(l)bum
Colby
Cole
Col (e) man
Colliei:
Collins
Colt
Colvin
Compton
^nant
Conkllnts)
Conley
Connelly

Connolly

Cook(c)
Coolcy
Co(o)mbs
Cooper
Coideil

Cousins
Covert
Cowden
Cowks
Cox
CralB ^ ,
Crane—Grain
Crawford
Crocker
Crockett

Crosby
Cross
Grossman
Crouch
Crow(c)
Crowder
Crowell
Crosier
Crump
Culbertson
Gulp—Kulp
Culver
Cummin (8)fl
Cunninghiun
Curry—Carrie
CurtU
Gushing
Cushman
Cutter

Dabney

Dana
Daniel (s)
Dan(n)
Darby
Darling
Daughe. w
Davenport
David (s)
Davidson *
Davies
Davis
Dawcon
Day
Deal
Dean(e)
Dcckcr(t)
Dclan<c)y
Dell
Dennis
Den(n)ison
Dent
Derby
Dewey
DeWUt
DeWoir(c)
Dexter

D{ck(e)
Dickens
Dickinson
Diehl
Dill
Dinsmorc

Dodd
Dodge
Dodson
Doggett
Dole
Donaldson
Dorr—Dore
Dotson
Do(u)gherty
Douglas (s)
Dow
Dowd^Doud
Downing

Connor-Conner Dr.l<e_
Conway

Dudley
Duke(s)
Duncan
Dunham
Dunn(e)
Durfee
Dutton
Duval(l>
Dye
Dyer

Eames
Eastman
Eaton
Eddy
Edgerton
Edmonds

Edmunds
Cdmon<d)son
Edwards
Eldridge

Eklrcdgo
Elliot (t)
Ellis ^
Ellsworth
Elmer
Elmore
Ely
Emerson
Emery
Emmett
Endlcott
Ensign
Ersklne
Estcs
Eubank

GlimourEwlnff

Falrchlld
F&rrell
Faulkner
Fell
Fenn
Fenton
Ferguson
Fcrrcll
Ferris—Rirrls
Held
Finney
Fish
Fisher
Hsk (e)
Fitsgerald
Fltspairick

Flasff
Ftem(m)ln8
Fletcher
Flint
Flood
Flower (s)

Foley
Fotsom
Foote
Forbes
Ford
For(e)man
Forrest
Forsythte)
Fort<e)
Foster
Fowler
Fox
Francis
Frank(e)
Franklin .
Fras(i)er

brummond ^ ^
0rury~Drewry
Dryden Freeman

French
Frits—FrItU
Frost
Ftiller
Fulton

CoibntUh
Galbreath

Gale
Galloway ..
Gallup—Gallop Hltc—Hight
Gambte Hoag—Hoge
GardfOner Hoagland
Garfieid
Garland
Garrett
Gary
Gates
Ga(u)lt
Gay
George
Gerard—Garard Holland
Gerhard <t)

Gerhart
Gerry ^ ^
Gibbon <s)
Gibbs
Gibson
Gifford
Gilbert
Gilchrist
Giles
Gillette

Glllet(t)
GIlKDam
GIllKOs
GIKUman

Gilmer
Glasgow
Glcason

Glceson
Glen<n)
Glover
Goddnrd
Goilfrey
Goff
Good (c)
Goodman
Good rich
Goodwin
Gordon
Gorham
Goush
Could

Graham
Grant
Graves
Gray—Grey
Green (c)
Greenwood
Grcer—Grier
GHfRn
Grimtli
Grinnetl
Griswokl
Grover
Grove (•)
Grobb(«) Jeffrie*
Gumey Jenkins
Guthrle Jenninss
Gwynn^^winn Jewell
Hacker
Haddock
Hadley
Haver

SSS?.""
Hale
Haley
Hall
lallowell
lalsey
faUte((i)d
•{amilton
'iamlin
iammond
iampton

Hyde
Hynes
i*isersot1
Inffra<lui)n
Jrvin(e)
Irwin
Jack(s)
Jackson
Ja(e)ques
James
Janes
Jarvis

Jewett
John(s)
Johnson
Jones
Jordan
Joy
Joycc
Judd
JuUan

M(a)eFarland Morrow
M<aWFartane Morse
M<a)cGre8or Mortimer
M<a)cKoy
M(a)cKenxle
M(a)cLean
MCa)cLeed
M<a>cHabon
M(a)cMurray Uunion
M<a)cN8b(b) Monson
M(a)cPhersoR Murray
M(a)cRae

Mamiire

Mott
Uoulton
Mowr(c)y

Myer(8>
Nasel—Nafflc
Nance
Nash
Neal(e>. KeiUDPrrston
Nelson
Nesbit
Neville
Nevins
Newberry
Newcomb
Newel!
Newiand
Newman
Newton
Nicholas
Nlcholdls
Nicholson
Niles
Nisbet
Noble
Nolan
Norris
North
Northrup

Northrop
Norton
Nott
Noyes
Odell
Ogden
Ogilvie
Occles^
Olln
Oliver
Ottnste(a)d
O'NeiUl)
O^rn <e)
Overton
Owen<8)
Pace
Page—Paige
Paln(e)
Painter
Palmer
Parker
Parkhurst
Parkinson
Park(s>

l^rke(s)
Pamell
Parsons
Partridge
Pate
Pat(t)erson
Pat(t)on

Patten
Patrick
Paul
Paxton
Payne
Peabody
Peacock
Peak(e>-.Peek
Pcarce
Pearson
Pease
Peck
Peckham
Peel—Peal
Penn

Perklna
Perrin<e)
PerryP^rm
_ PrtcrMn
Pet (t) It

Phfinsi
Phinney
P ckeus
P ckerinff

Pond
PooMe)
Poor(c)
Pope
Porter
Potey
Post
Potter
Potts
Powell
Powers
PraU
Prentice

Prentlu
PrcscoU

Price
Prince
Prindle
Pringle
Pritchard
Pryor—Prior
Purdy
Putnam
Quaekenbush
Quarles
Quick
Qoinn
Radelifr(e)
Ralney
Ralston
RamsdeU

Sanyer
Sayre—Sayer
Saxton Stowell
Scarb(o) rough Strange
Scfaae/(f)er Stnittoa

Schaf(f)er Street
Sehen(c)k Streeter
Schennerbom Strickland
Schneider Strong
SchulU Stroud
Schomaeher Stryker
Schuyler Strieker
ScoU Stuart
ScoviKle) Stubfas
Sean Stump (e)
Siebastlan Sturses
Seel(c)y Sturgis
Selden—Seldon Styles
Sellera Sullivan
Sempie Stunner
Seward SuUllffe
SeweU—SewaU Sutherland
Sexton
Seymour
Shar(f)er
Shannon
Sharp <e)
Shaw •
Shay
Shea
She(a)rer
Sheldon

Wales
Walker
Wan
Wallacc
Walter
WaUls
Walsh
Walter (a)
Walton
Ward
Warden
Ware
Warficid
Worincr
Warner
Warren
Warwick
Washbam(e>
Waskinffton
Waterboose
Waterman
Watson
Wat<t)enSuttoa

Swain—Swayno Watt(s)
Sweet
Swett
Swift
Sylvester
Symons
Taft

Talbot(t)
Taliaferro
Tall(«)y
TaUlJmadge

Talm&ge
TftKOioan
Tanner
Tate
Taylor
Teagoe
Temple . .
Tenn(e)y Wbeder
Terrell—Terrill Whlpple
Terry Whltcomb
Tha(t)cher White

Wayne
Weaver
Webb
Web(b)er
Webster
WedcB
Weir
Welch—Welsh
Wellman
Welb
Wendeld)
Wentwortb
Wesley
West
Weston
Wetznore
Whaley
Wharton
Wheaton

Mann
Mannlnsr
Maples
Mar(a)ble
Markham
Mark(s)
Marley
Marsh
Marshall
Marston

Kane-K.in(,)
Kearney
Keeler
Keen (c)

Keftn(e)
Keith

Marvin
Mason
Masters
Masterson
Mather

Keller-Kellar
Kell(e)yfancock

Hand
Ian (d) ley

. (\riiuaiiHartIn-Harden Kendriek
Hartlnff KennardH.rty-Hardl. Kenrj^y

Kenn(e)y

Harinff
Harmon

Harman
Harper
Harrington
Harris
Harrison
Hart
Hartley
Harvey
Harwood
Haskell
Haskins
Hastinn
Hatfield
Hathaway
Hawkins
Hawk<s)
fawley

Knowlcs•layncs
layward
fasfs>ard

Heal<e)y
feard
leath

Hedffe(s)
Henderson

Ketloss
Kemp

. Kendall

Kent
Kem(s)
Kerr
Ketcham

Ketchum
KeyCe)s
Kidder
Kimball

KImble
King
Klngsbury
KTnney
Kirby—Kerby
Kirk
Kirkland
Klrkpatrick
Knapp
KniRht

Knowlton
Knox
Kolb
Kyle

Ladd
Lacy—Lacey

Hrnkel—HcnWe
Henry
Herbert
Herman
Herrlck
Her(r){ng
Herrinttton
Her (r) on
Hersey
Hess<e)

Lamb
Lambert
Lamont
Lamson
Lancaster
Landis—Landes
Landon

Langdon

rtvMw Lane
Hewitt—Hcwett Lallwm
HIbbard " —
Hlbbert
Hlckman
Hicks
HiKglns
Hill
Hilton
Hin(e)kley
Hlnd(s)
HineCs)
Hlnkle
Hinman
HlUhcock

Hoar(e)
Hobson
Hodge (s)
Hodgson
Hoffman
Hogg
Holbrtwk ^
Holcomb<e)

Holllng^orth
Holloway
Holt
Hooker
Hooper
Hopkins
Hopper
Hopson
Hom(e)
Horton
Hoskin(s)
Houghton
H<o)uston
Howard
Howe(B>
Howland
Hubbard
Huhbctl
Hudson
Hushes
Hulbert

HurlbuCrVt
Hull
Humphrey (s)
Hundley
Hunt
Hunter
Huntlngton
Huntley
Hurd
Hurst
Hutchin(g)a
Hutchi(n)aon
Button

Lothrop
Lothrop'

Latlmcr
Law
Lawrence
Lawson
Lftwton
Leach—Leech
Le<a)vitt
Lee
Lefe(b) vrc
Lcland
Len(n>ox
Leonard
Leslie—Lesley
Lewis
Ushtfoot Mius
Liri(e)y—Lillle "
Uneoln Mitehe!<l)
Und(e)

Lynd(e)
Lindsay

LIndsey
Linn
LInton
Lippincott
Llttell
Little
Livingston
Llewellyn
Lloyd
Lock(e>
Locket <0
Lockhart
Loekwood
Logan
Long
Loomis
Lord
Love
Loveioy
Lovett
Low(e)
Lowell
Low(e)ry
Lucas
Luce
Lucy
Ludlow
Luther
Lyle(s)
Lyman
I^eh
Lynn(e)
L:^n
Macaulay

Macauley
M(a)cDonah)
M(a)cDougatt

Maxwell
Hay
Mayer
Mayhew
Mayo
MeAdam(s)
McAltisUr
McCall
McCart(h)y
MeClain
McClure
McCormack

McCormick
MeCune

McEwen
McEwan

MeDaniel Cs)

McGee
MeGill
McGlnnls
McGowan

McCowen
McGuIre
Mclntosh
Mclntyre

HclnUre
MeKean
MeKee
MeKinley
McKinney

McKcnney
McLaIn

McL^ne
McLaughlin
McMaster(s)
MeNamara
McNeil (I)

McNeal
Mead (e>
Metlen

Mellon
Mellln

Melvln
Mercer
Mercier
Meredith
Merrlam
Merrill
Merriman
Merritt
Messinger

Messenger
Metcalf(e)
Meyer<s)
Michel (l>

Millard
Miller
Mlltigan
Mlltiken
Mills

Moffat(t)
Moffltt
Moffett

Monroe
Munro(e)

Montague
Montgomery
Moody
Mooney
Moore—More
Moran
Morehoote
Morey

&

ke
.* Ilsburv
Plnkerton
Piper
Pit (t) man
Pitt(s)
Plaee
Plant
Platt
Plummer
Plunkett
Poe
Poindexter
Polan<d)
Polk

Morell-Morrill Pollard
Morris PolkMk
Morrison Pomeroy

Ramiey. Ramtayshelton
S<">d Shepherd
S»n3«JI Shep(p)ard
aSSfcfi"'' SheridanganUn Sherman
Ranney Shield (s)
Ransom. RansonehtniMP

ihifSRatcllff(e)
Rathbun
Bawlln<ff)s
Rawson
Bay
Raymond
Reading
Redld)ing
Rcdfield
Reed

Reld
Read

Rldg(e)way

His*
Ripley
Rl(t)ehle

Rl<t)chey
RIttenhouse
RItter
Rivera
Roane
Robbins
Roberts
Robertson
Robin (s)
Robinson
Rockwell
Rockwood
Rodman
Ro(d)sers

Rose
Ross
Rosser
Rossiter
Round <s)
Rowan
Rowe
Rowell
Rowland
Rowley

gSg'"
Ruueld)
Rust
Rutherford
Rutter
Ryan
Ryder
Ryerson
Sabin
Saekctt
Sage
St. John
Salisbury
Salter
Sam <p) son
Sanbcrn
Sanderson
Sanford
Sargent

Shoemaker
Slm(m)onds
Sim(m)ons
Sims—SImms
Simpson
Sinclair
Singleton
Sinnott
Skinner

Mcaa gfeSu
Rees(e)—Reece ciJfS.

Reynolds 2®^
Rh«a

Rlchardu
Richardson Snodgrass
Ricker
^E^T^Riddell
Rider

Thayer
Thomas
Ttwm<p)aon
Thorn (e)
Thornton
Thorp (e)
Thannan
Thurston
T!bbet(t)s

Tibbit(t)s
Tiffany
Tllley
Tlndall

Sn^r—Snider Tinker
8om<m)erville Todd
Spafford

Spofford
Spangler
Sparks
Spa<a)tdln9
Spear
Speed
Spence
Spencer
Spcngler
Spieer
Spooner
Sprague
Springer
S^ire(s)
Staat<s>
Stafford
SUndlsh
Stanford
Stanley

Rooks—Rook (e) Stanton
Staples
Stapleton
Star(e)k
Starkey
Starr
Stauffer
Stearn (s)
Stebblns
Steel (e>
Steen
Steriittff
Stetson
Stevens

Stephens

SUckney

Stlllman

StirUng
Stockton

Stor<e)y

Tomllnson
Tompklns
Torrey
Tower <8>
Towne
Townley
Townsend
Trec(c)y
Trask
Traver(s>
Travis
Tro(a)dweU
Tripp
TroifKrldge
TrumbuU
Tryon
Tnbbs
Tucker
Tudor
TufU
Tumbull
Turner
Tumey
•Tuttie-
Tyler
Tyrrell

uSdCThlll .
Underwood
Upham
Upton
Usher
Vail
Van Buren
VanD<e)usen Woodwortb
Van Dyke WooKDay

Van Rom(e)
Van Meter
Van Ness
Vauffh(a>n

Vlnton
WaddeU
Wade

Whit (e) ford
Whitchcad
Whltiiekl
WhIUnff
Whltloek
Whitman
Whltmer
Whitney
Whlt<t)akcr
Whit (te) more
Whlttlesey
Wiekham
Wilbur—Wllber
Wlkler
Wiley ^
Wllk(e)a
Wllkins
Wilkinson
Willard
WiKOoox
WllleU
WiU(e)y
Williams
WiHiamson
Willis
Wtlkyoghfay
Wills
Wilson
Winchester
Windsor
Wins
Wlnn(o>
WInslow
Winston
Winter
Wise
Wiseman

. Withera
•TtithlH WItherspoon

Witt
Witter
Wolcott _
Wolf(e)—Wolff
WoodbuiT
Woodcoek
Woodman
WoodrolT
Wood(s> .
Woodward

Wren<n)
Wright
Wyatt
Wyllc

Wynn(o>

^wEJ<B)oncr YatL
Wagener Yeopianfs)

Waito York
Wakefl^
Waldo Youngman
Waldron Slmntenxian (n)

MEDIA HBSBARCH BUREAU, Dept. 1412
1110 F Street, Washington, D.C.

Please send me postpaid the manuscript (or manuscripts) in
dicated below. I enclose $2.00 (or $3.75 for any two, $5.00 for
three) as payment in full. It isunderstood that if I am not fully
satisfied I will receive an immediate refund of their cost.

Your namc..~ —

Address.

Cily.

Champion
Chandler
Chapin
Chapman
Chappcll
Charles
Chase
Chester
Chew
Child (9)
Chiles
Chlsholm
Church
Churchill
Clark (c)
Clement (s)

Clemens
Clrm(m)ons

Cleveland
Clinton

A Coat of Arms for any family listed here,
designedfor an 11 x 14 inch frame, can be
accurately and expertly hand painted in
vivid colors by our heraldic artists for only
S9.S0. Allow six days for completion.
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Family names of manuscripts desired-

• "check Lrc if you are ALs6"McloiTng $9;5bTor a hand-painted
Coat of Arms for the foItawinK family
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December, 1936

te:*:

'^0 ^11 Clfesi—(^reetinssi!

My dear Brothers:

The Christmas Season is upon us.
Elkdom with its definite place in the
scheme of life can once more make

for a joyous and happy Christmas
Season.

Let us be thankful to Almighty
God that we enjoy the priceless priv
ileges of American citizenship, and
that as patriotic Americans, who
believe in our country, our flag and
our government, we will do our part
as members of our great Fraternity
to make our Cities and States finer
and better places in which to live.
Let us do more this year than we
have ever done before. Charity, Jus
tice and Brotherly Love—a time when
we can best exemplify these beautiful
mottos.

A word of remembrance, too, for
our brethren at the Elks Home at
Bedford, by sending books of fiction,
useful and practical things. They,
too, welcome Christmas. Let us have
community Christmas trees in every
City of the United States, so that we
may hear again the joyous laughter
of the youngsters.

May this be one of the happiest
and most blessed Christmastides you
have ever experienced! Humble in
our appreciation of things American,
let us do unto others as we would
have them do unto us.

Cordially and fraternally,

David Sholtz
Grand Exalted Kuler
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'THHE inanimate, zig-zagging red line of the sales-

I graph became animate. Twisting in sinuous
convolutions, it crawled across the white paper

and continued along the polished top of the mahogany
desk.

John Sparks closed his eyes to shut out the phantasm.
"I'm dizzy, that's ail," he thought. "Just mentally
tired."

He combed trembling fingers through his hair and



December, 1936

r./ A
' /^A

mm

iir

inger
slowly opened his eyes. The red line, once more in
animate, was now an accusing trail of blood on a cabin
floor.

"No! No!" he groaned. "Not murder. It was self
defense."

Miss Bobbins appeared in the doorway. Did you
call, Mr. Sparks?"

The trail of blood turned to red ink marking the
disappointing sales of the western division. "I—I'm

Flem Willitson stood in the
doorway, his head swinging

like a rattler

A Story of

the Ozctrks

By Roy James

Illustrated by

AMOS SE WELL

• sorry—" He brushed a handkerchief
across his forehead.

Miss Robbins regarded him with
j appraising eyes. "You're working

too hard, Mr. Sparks. You should
? take a—" Abruptly she changed

the thought. "Have you looked over
your mail yet?"

* "Not yet. I'll call you when I'm
ready. Thank you."

He felt an unaccountable impulse
to confide in this understanding
secretary, but when he looked up sheII was gone. He turned to the morning

. - mail. A series of brightly colored
vacation circulars caught his atten-
tion. "So that's what she started to
say. Well, she's right. I certainly do
need a vacation." He picked up one
of the circulars. The printed words

HjjjK ripped into his consciousness like a
lancet opening an old and unhealed
wound.

ImK The Ozarks Are Calling You.
mHy Fish For Bass From An Open Boat.

You'll Never Know Peace and Con-
tentment Until You Visit

The Ozark Country. . . .

He tore the circular to pieces and
tossed it into the wastebasket.
"Peace! Contentment! Damn that
circular ! Work! That's the answer.
It's the only way to forget."

He turned to the sales-graph and
tried to bend his tired mind to its
problems. The irregular lines were
strangely like miniature mountains
descending to quiet valleys. The out
line of the highest peak, marking
the holiday business upswing, looked
remarkably like "Smokey Blue ,
against whose rugged, flinty si(^a
nestled the cabin in which John

Sparks had been born Johnnie Spalding. Damn that
circular!

The secret chapter in his life, long stored on the
book-shelf of his subconscious, lay open before him;
as vivid now, at forty, as it had been at eighteen.
The years in between, filled with ambition, struggle
and success, became a confused blur as his memory
flew down the corridor of years.



The Shelton cabin was filled with a noisy whirl of
bobbing, weaving, lean, brown faces, and the stamp of
broganed feet. Jim Randolph's fiddle plaintively
whined the strains of "Arkansas Traveler". Abner
Holt's twangy, young voice called the dance.

"Swing yore pardners round and round
Make that big foot jar th' ground

Swing yore pardners DO-SE-DO,
Grab yore gal an' away we go. . .

Sarah Payton sat alone in a corner, her troubled blue
eyes reflecting the red glint of the bow in her hair.
For two hours her eager, young feet had tapped the
puncheon floor to the tune of Jim's fiddle, but not once
had she been invited to join the dancers. She was Flem
Willitson's best girl. Flem had brought her to the dance
and left her in the corner while he joined the group be
hind the smoke-house over a jug of "corn".

Sarah pretended she didn't care, but her eyes fur
tively watched the cabin door; at first, expectantly;
later, with proud indifference.

Johnnie Spalding's wandering gaze met her look and
barriers were swept away. He crossed the room and
bowed before her elaborately. "Will you accept me?"

She shook her head in startled fright.
The explosive laugh of big Rose Shelton crackled on

the humid air of the cabin. "Look at Johnnie Spaldin',
a-gittin' brave! He ain't afeered to ast Flem Willit
son's gal to dance."

There was no backing out now. Abner Holt raised his
voice. "Choose yore pardners."

"I'd be right pleasured if you would," whispered
Johnnie desperately.

They joined the noisy circle, her eyes thanking him
from behind a chalky mask of pride and fear.

The tuning "plink-plink" of Jim Randolph's fiddle
stopped with the squeak of a mouse. Silence covered
the room like the sinister shadow of a storm cloud.
Flem Willitson stood in the doorway, his head swaying
like the head of a rattler, his heavy lidded eyes blink
ing venomously. He drew back, as if coiling to strike,
and disappeared from the black orifice in the cabin
wall. The crowd breathed once more.

Sarah, still facing the door, screamed shrilly.
Johnnie saw the upswinging flash of Flem's arm,

against the velvet night, and jerked sideways. A flint
rock crashed through the crochetted wall motto "God
Bless Our Home". Flem followed the rock through the
door, the lights reflecting a glint of steel in his right
hand. Johnnie fell away from the knife's vicious sweep.
His hand darted to his hip.

Two flashes, like spring lightning on the crest of
"Smokey Blue", followed by two thunder claps which
died away in diminuendo against the cabin walls; a
storm was rolling away in the hills.

From Flem's prostrate body, a thin line of red, fol
lowing a depression in the floor, curved into a rainbow.

The calm after the storm was brief. Murmuring voices
were rising like wind in the oak trees.

Johnnie turned to Sarah and was thrust back, as if
from a physical blow, by the hate in her eyes. Abner
Holt shoved him through the door. One backward
glance left the picture of Sarah moaning in tearless
sobs over the lifeless Flem, his head pillowed in her
lap.

He became aware of Abner's voice. "You git out,
now, like I tell you. Don't be a fool. Them Willit-
sons air too much fer you, since yore paw was killed.
You ain't got nobody to back you up. Them Willit-
sons air pizen. Take my horse. Leave him tied at
the Wayne Creek bridge. I'll get him tomorrer. Here's
a dollar and four bits—all I got. Hurry!"

Dazed by the look in Sarah's eyes, Johnnie Spalding

c -r-j
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Jangle—jangle—jangle—jangle—jangle—jangle—jangie

cAn Old-'^ashioned
(jhristmas

By Robert Benchley

Illustrated by Marshall Davis

SOONER or later at every Christmas party, just as
things are beginning to get good, some one shuts
his eyes, puts his head back and moans softly: "Ah,

well, this isn't like the old days. We don't seem to have
any good old-fashioned Christmases any more." To
which the answer from my corner of the room is: "All
right! That suits me!"

Just what they have in mind when they say "old-
fashioned Christmas" you never can pin them down to
filing. "Lots of snow," they mutter, "and lots of food."
Yet, if you work it right, you can still get plenty of
snow and food today. Snow, at any rate.

Then there seems to be some idea of the old-fashioned
Christmas being, of necessity, in the country. It doesn't
make any difference whether you were raised on a farm
or whether your ideas of a rural Christmas were
gleaned from pictures in old copies of "Harper's Young
People," you must give folks to understand that such
were the surroundings in which you spent your child
hood holidaj's. And that, ah me, those days will never
come again! Unquestionably, the Three Wise Men spent
Christmas Day of the year 5 A.D. bemoaning the pass
ing of the good old-fashioned Christmas.

Well, supposing you get your wish some time. Sup
posing, let us say, your wife's folks who live up in East
Russet, Vermont, write and ask you to come up and
bring the children for a good old-fashioned Christmas,
"while we are all still together," they add cheerily with
their flair for putting everybody in good humor.

Hurray, hurray! Off to the country for Christmas!

Pack up all the warm clothes in the house, for you will
need them up there where the air is clean and cold.
Snowshoes? Yes, put them in, or better yet. Daddy
will carry them. What fun! Take along some sleigh-
bells to jangle in case there aren't enough on the pung.
There must be jangling sleigh-bells. And whisky for
frost-bite. Or is it snake-bite that whisky is for? Any
way, put it in ! We're off ! Good-by all! Good-by !
JANGLE - JANGLE - JANGLE-Jangle-Jangle-Jangle-
jangle-jangle-jangle-jangle-jangle-jangle !

In order to get to East Russet you take the Vermont
Central as far as Twitchell's Falls and change there for
Torpid River Junction where a spur line takes you
right into Gormley. At Gormley you are met by a
buckboard which takes you back to Torpid River Junc
tion again. By this time a train or something has
come in which will wait for the local from Besus. While
waiting for this you will have time to send your little
boy to school, so that he can finish the third grade.

At East Russet Grandpa meets you with the sleigh.
The bags are piled in and Mother sits in front with
Lester in her lap while Daddy takes Junior and Ga-Ga
in back with him and the luggage. Giddap, Esther Girl!

Esther Girl giddaps, and two suitcases fall out.
Heigh-ho! Out we get and pick them up, brushing the
snow off and filling our cuffs with it as we do so. After
all, there is nothing like snow for getting up one's
cuffs. Good clean snow never hurt any one. Which is
lucky, because after you have gone a mile or so, you
discover that Ga-Ga is missing. Never mind, she is a
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self-reliant little girl and will doubtless find her way
to the farm by herself. Probably she will be there
waiting for you when you arrive.

The farm is situated on a hill about eleven hundred
miles from the center of town, just before you get into
Canada. If there is a breeze in winter, they get it. But
what do they care for breezes, so long as they have the
Little Colonel oil-heater in the front room, to make
everything cozy and warm within a radius of four
inches! And the big open fireplace with the draught
coming down it! "Blow, blow, thou winter wind! Thou
art not so unkind as man's ingratitude." If it's all the
same to Shakespeare, however, I'll take a chance on
man's ingratitude until I get back to a steam-heated
house.

But this is out of order. You are just driving up to
the farmhouse in the sleigh, with the entire right leg
frozen where the lap robe has slipped out. Grandma is
waiting for you at the door and you bustle in, all flow
ing with good cheer. "Merry Christmas, Grandma.
Lester is cross and Junior is asleep and has to be
dragged by the hand upstairs, bumping against each
step all the way. It is so late that you decide that you
all might as well go to bed, especially as you learn that
breakfast is at four-thirty. It usually is at four, but
Christmas being a holiday every one sleeps late.

As you reach the top of the stairs you get into a
current of cold air which has something of the quality
of the temperature in a nice well-regulated crypt. This
is the Bed Room Zone, and in it the thermometer never
tops the zero mark from October 15th until the middle
of May. Those rooms in which no one sleeps are used
to j^tore perishable vegetables in, and some one has to
keep thumbing the tomatoes and pears every so often

%

to prevent their getting so hard that they crack.
The way to get undressed for bed in one of Grandpa's

bedrooms is as follows: Starting from the foot of the
stairs where it is warm, run up two at a time to keep
the circulation going as long as possible. Opening the
bedroom door with one hand, tear down the curtains
from the windows with the other, pick up the rugs from
the floor and snatch the spread from the top of the
bureau. Pile all these on the bed, cover with the closet
door which you have wrenched from its hinges, and leap
quickly underneath. It sometimes helps to put on a
pair of rubbers over your shoes.

And even when you are in bed, you have no guarantee
of going to sleep. Grandpa's mattresses seem to con
tain the overflow from the silo, corn-husks, baked-
potato skins and long, stringy affairs which feel like
pipe cleaners. On a cold night, snuggling down into
these is about like snuggling down into a bed of damp
pine cones out in the forest.

Then there are Things abroad in the house. Shortly
after you get into bed, the stairs start snapping. Next
something runs along the roof over your head. You
say to yourself: "Don't be silly. It's only Santa Claus."
Then it runs along in the wall behind the head of the
bed. Santa Claus wouldn't do that. Down the long
hall which leads into the ell of the house, you can hear
the wind sighing softly, with an occasional reassuring
bang of a door.

The unmistakable sound of some one dying in great
pain rises from just below the window-sill. It is a sort
of low moan, with juft a touch of strangulation in it.
Perhaps Santa has fallen off the roof. Perhaps that
story you once heard about Grandpa's house having
been a hang-out for Revolutionary smugglers is true,

m



The Elks Magazine

mm

\
^ -'>^1 \

tMr---

When you have seen one horse or cow you have seen them all

and one of the smugglers has come back for his um
brella. The only place at a time like this is down under
the bedclothes. But the children become frightened and
demand to be taken home, and Grandpa has to be
called to explain that it is only Blue Bell out in the
barn. Blue Bell has asthma, and on a cold night they
have to be very patient with her.

Christmas morning dawns cloudy and cold, with the
threat of plenty more snow, and, after all, what would
Christmas be without snow? You lie in bed for one
hour and a quarter trying to figure out how you can get
up without losing the covers from around you. A
glance at the water pitcher shows that it is time for
them to put the red ball up for skating. You think of
the nice warm bathroom at home, and decide that you
can wait until you get back there
before shaving.

This breaking the ice in the
pitcher seems to be a feature of i
the early lives of all great men
which they look back on with tre-
mendous satisfaction. "When I —
was a boy, I used to have to break
the ice in the pitcher every morn-
ing before I could wash," is said ^
with as much pride as one might ••
say, "When I was a boy I stood at
the head of my class." Just what « 'A
virtue there is in having to break
ice in a pitcher is not evident, un- /
less it lies in their taking the W
bother to break the ice and wash
at all. Any time that I have to ' ' iKm
break ice in a pitcher as a prelim- M
inary to washing, I go unwashed,
that's all. And Benjamin Franklin ;
and U. S. Grant and Rutherford •,
B. Hayes can laugh as much as ' <
they like. I'm nobody's fool about
a thing like that.

Getting the children dressed is

a lot of fun when you have to keep pumping their limbs
up and down to keep them from freezing out stiff. The
children love it and are just as bright and merry as
little pixies when it is time to go down-stairs and say
"Good morning" to Grandpa and Grandma. The entire
family enters the dining-room purple and chattering
and exceedingly cross.

After breakfast every one begins getting dinner. The
kitchen being the only warm place in the house may
have something to do with it. But before long there
are so many potato peelings and turkey feathers and
squash seeds and floating bits of pie crust in the kitchen
that the women-folk send you and the children off into
the front part of the house to amuse yourselves and
get out of the way.

Then what a jolly time you and
the kiddies and Grandpa have to-Fgether! You can either slide on the
horse-hair sofa, or play "The Way
side Chapel" on the piano (the pia
no has scroll-work on either side of
the music rack with yellow silk
showing through), or look out the
window and see ten miles of dark
gray snow. Perhaps you may even
go out to the barn and look at the
horses and cows, but really, as you
walk down between the stalls, when
you have seen one horse or one cow
you have seen them all. And be
sides, the cold in the barn has an
added flavor of damp harness
leather and musty carriage uphol
stery which eats into your very
marrow.

Of course, there are the presents
to be distributed, but that takes on
much the same aspect as the same
ceremony in the new-fashioned
Christmas, except that in the really
old-fashioned Christmas the pres-

1
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ents weren't so tricky. Children got mostly mittens and
shoes, with a sled thrown in sometimes for dissipation.
Where a boy today is bored by three o'clock in the aft
ernoon with his electric grain-elevator and miniature
pond with real perch in it, the old-fashioned boy was
lucky if he got a copy of "Naval Battles of the War of
1812" and an orange. Now this feature is often brought
up in pi'aise of the old way of doing things. "I tell
you," ,s<iys Uncle Gyp, "the children in my time never
got such presents as you get today." And he seems
proud of the fact, as if there were some virtue accruing
to him for it. If the children of today can get electric
grain elevators and tin automobiles for Christmas, why
aren't they that much better off than their grand-
fathsrs who got only wristlets? Learning the value of
money, which seems to be the only argument of the
stand-patters, doesn't hold very much water as a Christ
mas slogan. The value of money can be learned in just
about five minutes when the time comes, but Christmas
is not the season.

But to return to the farm, where you and the kiddies
and Gramp' are killing time. You can either.bring in
wood from the woodshed, or thaw out the pump, or read
the books in the bookcase over the writing-desk. Of
the three, bringing in the wood will probably be the
most fun, as you are likely to burn yourself thawing
out the pump, and the list of reading matter on hand
includes "The Life and Deeds of General Grant," "Our
First Century," "Andy's Trip to Portland," bound vol
umes of the Jersey Cattle Breeders' Gazette and "Dis
eases of the Horse." Then there are some old copies
of "Round the Lamp" for the years 1850-54 and some
colored plates showing plans for the approaching
World's Fair at Chicago.

Thus the time passes, in one round of gaiety after
another, until you are summoned to dinner. Here all
caviling must cease. The dinner lives up to the adver
tising. If an old-fashioned Christmas could consists
entirely of dinner, without the old-fashioned bedrooms,
the old-fashioned pitcher, and the old-fashioned enter
tainments, we professional pessimists wouldn't have a

turkey-leg left to stand on. But, as has been pointed
out, it is possible to get a good dinner without going up
to East Russet, Vt., or, if it isn't, then our civilization
has been a failure.

And the dinner only makes the aftermath seem worse.
According to an old custom of the human race, every one
overeats. Deliberately and with considerable gusto
you sit at the table and say pleasantly; "My, but I won't
be able to walk after this. Just a little more of the dark
meat, please. Grandpa, and just a dab of stuffing. Oh,
dear, that's too much!" You haven't the excuse of the
drunkard, who becomes oblivious to his excesses after
several drinks. You know what you are doing, and yet
you make light of it and even laugh about it as long as
you can laugh without splitting out a seam.

And then you sit and. moan. If you were having a
good new-fashioned Christmas you could go out to the
movies or take a walk, or a ride, but to be really old-
fashioned you must stick close to the house, for in the
old days there were no movies and no automobiles and if
you wanted to take a walk you had to have the hired
man go ahead of you with a snow-shovel and make a
tunnel. There are probably plenty of things to do in
the country today, and just as many automobiles and
electric lights as there are in the city, but you can't call
Christmas with all these improvements "an old-fashioned
Christmas." That's cheating.

If you are going through with the thing right, you
have got to retire to the sitting-room after dinner and
sit. Of course, you can go out and play in the snow if
you want to, but you know as well as I do that this play
ing in the snow is all right when you are small but a bit
trying on any one over thirty. And anyway, it always
began to snow along about three in the afternoon of an
old-fashioned Christmas day, with a cheery old leaden
sky overhead and a jolly old gale sweeping around the
corners of the house.

No, you simply must sit indoors, in front of a fire if
you insist, but nevertheless with nothing much to do.
The children are sleepy and snarling. Grandpa is just
sleepy. Some one tries to start {Continued on page 50)
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I AIN'T knowed of but one man who couldn't
walk into any house in the Canyon and get a
taken in like he was kinfolk, and that was ^

old Jeb Prouty. This Prouty just wasn't wel- ^
come nowhere, and that's a mighty serious thing
up here in the North country, where, as the '1
feller says, we got nine months of winter and ^
three months when the sleighing ain't so good. U
Up here, folks just got to help each other or i
they don't last long. I

This Jeb was on the road most days, hauling /I
cord wood to town from the old Swanson place U
at the head of the Canyon, which he was work- b
ing on shares. When meal time come along there •
wasn't nobody who'd ask him in to take on a l
feed, and no matter how cold it got there wasn't kl
no place he could stop off and thaw out. m

Folks'd all lay quiet when he went by, hiding ^
away from the windows and whispering about >
how he sure enough had killed his woman and ^
about how he was getting to be plumb loco.

Maybe they'd allow that the rest of the story
was true too, that Mrs. Prouty had never been
nothing but trash and that the pneumonie
wouldn't have put Jeb's boy in the grave if she'd
gave him proper care. Maybe they believed it
but they sure never acted like they did.

I tell you all of us on Ole Larsen's place felt mighty
low-down to see him and his team go plodding by
without no greeting, and us his nearest neighbors Of
course, Ole's house set back from the road a piece
and a person ain't expected to be cordial to someone
who's half a mile away. But we knowed that if he
drove up to the house we'd treat him just like the
other folks did, and that's what made us feel bad.

And this killing business wasn't the real reason Jeb
Prouty was poison. When he first come to the Canyon
folks took him in even when the story was that he
had high-tailed it outa the Jackson Hole country just
about two spits ahead of a posse. Then the posse didn't
come and didn't come and finally we begun to hear
about how his cub had died and how no account his
vvoman had been, and the last story was that folks down
there had joined up and got rid of what little evidence
they was. So us in the Canyon showed Jeb a lot of
pity and treated him real neighborly for a spell.

We all helped him set the Swanson cabin to rights,
and I seen right away how handy he was with tools!
I also seen a little wooden horse that he had whittled
and I tell you it was real good. I don't know what
the art fellers would say about it, but what I mean it
looked plumb like a horse and that's enough for me to
say it's good. And I was thinking even then that he'd
ought to be down in town follering a trade he was
good at, but I figured if he wanted to batch it out here
it wa'n't none of my business.

He might have done pretty good at that, but I guess
he had too much on his mind to stand the lonesomeness,
and there didn't seem to be no way of easing his
memories excepting to moisten them down with corn
liquor. He took to real heavy drinking—he'd get all
plowed up every time he took a load of wood to town,
and he'd bring home enough to keep harrowing himself
for days.

That still ain't enough to stick a man in the hog
pen, as most folks hereabouts ain't agin taking a
healthy nip now and again when they figure they
might be running onto a rattlesnake. But when this
Prouty got loaded up, he got plumb crazy. He'd back
you into a corner and fix them spooky eyes on you—
sometimes they was filled with tears and again maybe
they'd be burning bright like they had the fever—and
he'd talk to you in such a way that a man couldn't
make head nor tail of what he was getting at. Some
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of it was words that didn't make sense, and some of
it was just a mess of funny sounds. And he got to be
pretty near as bad when he was sober, because he'd
just sit around grousing and acting ornery.

So folks stopped going up to see old Jeb, and pretty
soon they took to hiding when they seen his outfit
coming down the road. They dusted off the old story
about his being a killer and acted like they just
couldn't have nothing to do with a man who done such
a thing. But I know derned well they was just saying
that to hide that they was scared of him. And I admit
them eyes of hisn was the only things that give me
the creeps worse than a cougar scream.

That don't go for Ole's cub, little Frankie. This
Prouty took a shine to Frankie the first time he seen
him, and I might say it went both ways. Just after
Jeb moved in he come down to our place looking for
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As winter come on, it
a mighty lonely sight to see
Jeb Prouty driving a sled-
load of wood down the road

hay, there not being more than a shirt-tail full on the
Swanson place. Ole had a stack to spare, but all the
time we was measuring it out and fixing on a price,
Jeb was a heap more taken with little Frankie than he
was with the hay.

They made friends in a shy kind of way and then
they set about playing Fi-ankie's favorite game, which
was pretending he was a car stuck in the mud. Jeb
would get down beside him and jack up first one leg
and then t'other, sticking a rock or a board under each
one until Frankie was free of the ditch. Then Jeb
tied a rope onto the head end and, making out he was
the team and the skinner at the same time, he'd grunt
and strain and haul Frankie out onto dry ground. Then
Frankie would laugh and go weaving up the meadow
until he picked out another spot to get hisself stuck,
and they'd do it all over again.

Jeb stayed for dinner that day, and all the time he
sat there talking to Frankie quietlike, answering a
couple of million questions, while Ole and the Mrs.
like to burst wondering when Frankie would ask some
thing he hadn't ought to.

Well sir, they got to be real pals; Jeb come down to
the ranch every once in a while to chin with little
Frankie, and whenever the kid was missing we could
be mighty sure he was with Jeb, setting by while he
felled dry timber, or up to the house, playing with the
wooden horse. Frankie loved that horse more than any
thing he ever seen.

Looking back on it now, I think that if everybody
treated Jeb like Frankie did, maybe he would have
come out all right. Because even when Prouty was
getting to be real locoed, he always acted more like
hisself when Frankie was around. The creepy look
would go outa his eyes and he'd talk quiet and nice
like he used to.

I will say this for Ole and the Mrs., that they did
tolerate Jeb a sight longer than most folks, but then
like I said, Jeb wasn't so bad when he was with us.
But after a piece, when the stories about Jeb's spells
got wilder and wilder, Mrs. Larsen begun to worry
about it, and she wouldn't let Frankie go up to Jeb's
no more. It made her oneasy to think of Frankie up
there with Jeb, and I can't say I blame her none.

Frankie sneaked off once in a while, but not very
often, for like as not he'd catch a tanning when he
got home. And this Jeb, he knowed folks was fixing
to give him the cold shoulder, and little by little he
stopped visiting around.

As winter come on, it was a mighty lonely sight to
see Jeb Prouty driving a sled-load of wood down the
road, knowing as we did that he'd be facing that cold
wind for nigh onto twenty mile before he'd have a
pl^e where he could go in and get warm.

By that time I think we all begun to see that the
lonesomeness was getting him for fair. That living
alone and working alone is a mighty scant diet for
a person without he's used to it, and if his mind has
got any likelihood of coming onhinged, that'll do her.
Sure, Jeb made a mistake in moving out there, but
that don't entirely excuse folks for not trying harder
to help him when he begun to go loco. But then, like
the feller says, a man can look backwards a heap
further than he can see ahead.

So Jeb made a mistake and we made another—and
the weather man didn't help none. Man. it was cold
that December! For weeks it never got above zero
even at noon with the sun shining bright, and every
night it went down to thirty and forty below. The
roads was as good as blocked; Jeb got his Model T
through to town and back the day before Christmas,
but he had to do a mighty lot of shoveling, and ten
minutes after he passed the wind had filled in his
track again.

By Christmas Eve the inside parts of the door
knobs and hinges was beginning to frost up, and the
cold was working into the house, with us having a
struggle to keep it back out.

We had a fight getting {Continued on page 48)
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Pupils of Residential Open Air School of the Tuberculosis and Health Society
of St. Louis going through their routine

By A* K. B. Hollinshead

I ^HE twelve o'clock whistle had blown. Ordinarily
1 this time the old rafters of the recreation hall

rang with the spontaneous laughter and good-
natured back slappings of men resting from a good
niorning's work at the machines. But today little quiet

of them gathered and talked in subdued voices,
were stunned. It was so hard to believe that

tills could have happened to Jim Sullivan—big, strap
ping, curly-haired Jim. Why, Jim was strong—Jim
was powerful—the best shot putter at the plant!

'They found him on the floor, white as a sheet.
Hemorrhage from the lungs." This word had passed
the rounds of the men. And their annual Field Day
only a fortnight off! How they would miss seeing his
inasterly strength and hearing his merry shout of
ti'iumph as he scored for his team!

"TB, of course," they whispered. "The doctors are
sending him to the sanatorium at once."

And when after their day's work, they were back in
their homes, they told the news to their wives in the
same hushed tones they had told each other. "Poor
Mary," the women said. "Poor Mary and the two
boys!"

But over in Jim Sullivan's home there was no time
for gloom and long faces. The neighbors had taken
the boys in and Mary went about packing Jim's grip,
calling cheery gi-eetings into the bedroom as she did so.
Under her breath she kept repeating over and over
again, "My Jim has got to be a well man again." At
first she had felt that he had received a prison sentence,
but after the first terrible news of what had happened,
she began to believe her words might come true.

When they carried him out on the stretcher, into
the ambulance that was to take him to the sanatorium,
she waved goodbye bravely, saying over and over to
herself the words that had now become for her a
prayerful chant, "My Jim has got to be a well man
again."

Today the Jims in this country who fall victim to
tuberculosis are far too many—too many in view of
the fact that the presence of tuberculosis can be dis
covered long before the hemorrhage stage. Modern
science has placed excellent methods of detection in the
hands of physicians. If only the everyday man and
woman would do his or her part, no such record as the
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present could be chalked up for
that tiny germ only one ten-
thousandth of an inch in
length. Think of it! Tuber
culosis is today the second
greatest cause of death among
our employed men, heai't dis
ease coming first.

And yet Dr. Thomas Par-
ran, Jr., Surgeon General of
the United States Public
Health Service, says, "Tuber
culosis can be wiped out in our
nation!"

The records show that 70,000
are dying each year from this
scourge — a scourge which
Egyptian mummies prove ex
isted 1600 years before the
Christian era and which
Chinese history actually men
tions around 550 B.C. Another
fact that impresses one is that
more than 500,000 persons are

sick with tuberculosis in the United States at this
very moment. And yet Dr. Parran says it can be
wiped out.

How? That is the question that each one of us
raises who is at all concerned for the welfare of his
children, of husband or wife, or of his fellow men.
How can we get rid of this plague that knows no
favorites but strikes rich and poor, strong and frail
alike ?

We can answer this question with words, with
firstly's, secondly's, thirdly's and fourthly's, but it can
really only be answered with deeds.

A PERIODIC physical examination, the doctors tell
us, is an excellent way to uncover trouble. And it is
the tuberculin test which discloses actual infection.

"Gosh,' it didn't hurt at all," our seven-year-old
Johnny tells us after the school doctor has given it to
him. "Just a drop of some liquid that he puts between
the layers of our skin. No, it hasn't any color. And
in two days he wants to see us again to see if a
red spot is there."

If there is a red spot it indicates that the person
has been infected. This is not necessarily a sign that
the individual has tuberculosis, however. X-ray pic
tures are therefore made at this point to determine
definitely whether tuberculosis is present.

Jim Sullivan's two boys and Mary were all tested
with tuberculin the day after Big Jim was taken to
the sanatorium. They were what is known as contact
cases; that is, they had lived with someone who had
tuberculosis.

But tuberculin testing is advised not only for those
who are known to have been exposed to direct contact.
It is advised for all. This has become in many schools
and colleges a recognized procedure in determining the
health status of the students. Miss Jessamine S. Whit
ney, statistician for the National Tuberculosis Asso
ciation, said recently that "tuberculin tests of school
children have disclosed that sometimes as high as 40
percent of those reacting positively have no known
contact nor have ever had any."

How essential it is then, not only to do the detecting
of tuberculosis with such devices as the tuberculin
test, the X-ray, and the stethoscope (that fascinating
instrument which all physicians carry and which has
intrigued us since childhood), but also to emphasize the
prevention side by enforcing some of the excellent com
munity legislation we have been writing on our statute
books for the last fifty years, and not without avail.

Left: Receiring the tuberculin test
thai will reveal whether or not he
has been infected with tuberculosis

Tuberculosis pa
tients taking sun
baths at Adam Me
morial Hospital at
Perrysburg, N. Y.

Keystone Co



No better laws were ever passed for our general
community welfare than our "Anti-Spitting Laws."
Today there is no excuse for not understanding the
warnings we read in the cars and it is the duty of
each of us not only to obey their commands, but to see
that others obey them as well.

Some of us can recall the days when these placards
were not always as intelligible to the public as they
are today. Boston had a warning in the cars that
brought puckering brows to many who read it: "Dis
position of sputum on the car floor is a menace to the
health of the public and is therefore prohibited." To
day we read: "Spitting on the car floor is not allowed,"
and we all know what it means.

No Mercy" was the battle cry of the hordes of
barbarians who swept down upon Rome centuries ago.
'No Mercy" should be the battle cry of all of us today

in our fight against tuberculosis. We must be in deadly
earnest with this enemy of our people. Each year
it takes its toll from the flower of our young manhood
and womanhood, taking its greatest toll chiefly between
the ages of 15 and 45—the very years when men and
women are the most productive and when they are
of the greatest economic value. Aside from the hu
manitarian point of view, we cannot afford to lose our
workers of the nation, to sacrifice our fathers and
mothers of today and tomorrow to this microscopic
monster, the tubercle bacillus.

After Jim Sullivan had been taken to the sanatorium,
there was the usual gossip among his friends about
^e tragedy that had overtaken the Sullivan family.
Une of the women gave Mary strange consolation: "If
you weren t poor, this wouldn't have happened to your
man, she said. It was no comfort, .of course, but in
ner limited way this woman had made a rather accurate
observation.

For many years it has been known that tuberculosis
IS a disease which is more prevalent among the poor
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than the rich. ^ An actual study recently made of the
employed men in ten states shows that the tuberculosis
rate in the lowest economic class is six and one-half
times higher than that in the highest economic group.

But every state contains more people in the lower
income groups than in the higher!

JIM SULLIVAN went to the modern sanatorium,
evolved from the primitive one that Dr. Edward Living
ston Trudeau had built in the Adirondacks in the 1880's.
The biography of this young society physician is not
only fascinating reading, but it is one of the most
stii'ring studies of courage and thoughtfulness for
others. As a young man in his early thirties, he was
declared tuberculous, and in those days this was equiva
lent to a death sentence. Trudeau determined to spend
his last hours in the mountains he loved so well. One
day while leaning on his gun and waiting for a fox
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Above: This Little Red Cottage !s the
first place in America where open-air
treatment of tuberculosis was practiced.
It was erected by Edward Livingston

Trudeau in 1884

To show their appreciation of what
Christmas Seal funds have done to bring
them back to health these boys and girls
at Miracle House, Claiborne, Maryland,
fold sheets of seals that go into the mails

Thanksgiving Day

to appear, he suddenly realized that he felt better when
he rested. And he saw, too, that instead of dying, this
life that he was leading, playing and sleeping in the
out-of-doors, was restoring him to health. When suffi
cient strength came back to him, he decided to build
the "inside-out" houses he had dreamed of, so that
others might come and rest and regain their health.
Friends became interested and Trudeau Sanatorium
came into being at Saranac Lake.

Today there are 1200 sanatoria and other institutions
in the United States providing more tlian 95,000 beds
for tuberculous patients. Some of these are operated
with state funds; others are city and county sanatoria;
still others are maintained by private funds.

Readers of this Magazine know that the Elks are
themselves much interested in the fight against tuber
culosis. The Arizona State Elks Association operates
a sanatorium of forty beds at Tucson and is doing a
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it only went

to the sanitorium; he re
turned from it, an arrested
case, in two years. He had
had the best of care, good
food, rest in bed, fresh air
sunshine, and because it was
discovered that in his partic
ular case only one lung had
been infected he had been
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given artificial pneumothorax
treatment.

'Sounds like a mouthful,
honey, doesn't it?" he told
Mary afterwards. "But all it
means is collapsing one lung.'

Since 1912 this treatment•^S?; ^. .
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work until both organs can again be restored to
their normal functioning.

The battle against tuberculosis is being waged
on every front—community precautionary mea
sures, detection and cure. But no story of the
fight against this deadly germ is complete until
the great part played by the Christmas Seal has
been told. For this bit of gaily printed paper
appearing on our holiday gifts and messages has
made it possible for knowledge about tuberculosis
to be disseminated among all classes of people, and
in many places has actually paid for the tuberculin
testing of children, and for X-rays.

The Christmas Seal first made its appearance in
this country in 1907. The idea had originated with
Einar Holboell, a postmaster in Denmark in 1904,
who raised money in this way to combat tubei'cu-
losis in his own land. The first year they were
on sale in the United States $3,000 was secured.
Every year Christmas Seals have raised funds that
are used to help in the great fight.
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Imagination

I'VE seen some youngsters here and there in my time
as a peace officer that were pretty cool hands for
kids, but this young Troy Michaels had me beat

both ways from the jack. At my age it isn't the most
pleasant thing in the world to have some twenty-five-
year-old cub tell you how to conduct your own business;
and, although I may be one, I still resent being treated
like a hick constable. Maybe there "is something in this
statement that "pride goeth before a fall."

I didn't know him very well because I hadn't been
home much, running around the county the way I was,

by D. D.

Beauchamp
Illustrated by
Gilbert B u n d y

trying to find out who was doing the stick-up jobs on
the little banks back in the smaller towns, but he had
been calling on Sue quite often, which was all right
since I didn't have anything on him at the time. I
didn't object just then because Sue can usually pick her
own friends, and I wasn't considering the possibility
of having him as a son-in-law. But I did object later,
after I realized that he might be a whole lot smarter
than I'd given him credit for being.

He was a writer, and he'd come out to Benito for the
Summer because this section of the hills is pretty
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I saw him every day
taking her to lunch
when she was through

work

isolated and it was a good spot for the accumulation
of local color; or at least that's the story he told, and a
man's word is usually sufficient for me, until he proves
himself a liar. But when I happened to see him over
in Denton about an hour after the bank job there, and
four weeks later over in Fort Custer when the Cattle
man's National got knocked over it began to look like
something more than a mere coincidence.

Understand that 1 didn't have anything definite on
him, but I decided that he'd bear watching because
those jobs didn't have any of the earmarks of local

talent, and under the circumstances I decided that sus
picion of any stranger was justified, which of course
included young Michaels.

He knew it, too, but as far as I could see the only
effect it had on him was to amuse him. I resented that,
naturally. And it was just about that time when it
struck me how smart he really was, because getting
engaged to the sheriff's daughter is a fine way of avoid
ing suspicion, and he and Sue had managed to get them
selves engaged by that time without my finding it out
until later. Right then I started objecting.

I couldn't blame Sue very much, because he was a
nice looking boy, and well educated, and amusing, I
suppose; but I Imew it had to stop. If it went on I
could see that the people of Benito County would be
accusing me of misuse of public office and complicity in
crime if I had a bank robber in the family. I'd hate to
go out of office with people thinking that. And besides,
with all suspicion of crime aside, I wasn't just sure that
he was the person I'd approve of for Sue, not knowing
him any better than I did.

But he was a cool hand for a youngster. He came
into the office on Monday. Outside it was raining, one
of those slow, thin rains we have here sometimes in the
Fall, not heavy enough to get you really wet, but just
heavy enough to make it damp and uncomfortable. I
had a fire going and was sitting at the desk looking
out the window when he came in.

He was a tall boy with good shoulders, and a pretty
good build altogether, although I prefer them a little
heavier and built closer to the ground; but he was a
nice husky looking kid. He had light hair, and blue
eyes, and he had a way of looking at you with a sort of
constant curiosity through the glasses that he wore.
That was enough to make you nervous, but it was the
talking to him that really bothered me. He looked at
you all the time in a serious way as though he were
carefully considering everything you said in regard to
what value it might have; and when he talked himself
he sort of rambled on, yet using the same care in speech
that you might use in walking over rough ground, with
interjections of irrelevant things, and observations that
made his conversation hard to follow.

He was wearing riding boots, and one of those short
oiled-silk jumpers that he'd slipped on over his shirt
against the rain. He sat down in a chair and fished
out tobacco and papers and started to build a cigarette.
He was good at it, too.

"I've been practicing this all Summer," he said. "I'm
a conformist. Riding boots hurt my feet though." He
crimped the end of the cigarette, and lit it, and let the
smoke come out while he talked. "The bank at Ross
was held up this noon, wasn't it?"

I'm not usually surprised, having almost outgrown
that capacity in ten years of being a sheriff, but that
surprised me, because as far as I knew only three depu
ties and myself had any information about it. I'd been
busy for three hours with calls from Ross, and posting
men on the roads after I'd heard it, but there was no
reason on earth why he should have known.

"Son," I said, "you know too damned much."
He said, "No. As a matter of fact I don't know

enough. I just think things. You think I'm mixed up
in this some way, don't you, sheriff?"

I said, "I don't think anything. You seem pretty well
informed for an innocent bystander."

He said, "I don't blame you, looking at the facts and
considering everything. I'm a stranger. I have no
known source of income. I don't work. I was on the
scene of robbery at least twice. And I carry a gun."

He reached inside the jumper and took a gun out of
a shoulder rig he was wearing. He laid it on the desk.
It was a .45 Colt automatic, Army issue, and it had a
full clip of shells in the magazine. Then he reached
in a pocket and laid a pistol permit beside it.

I said, "Son, I don't quite get you. You're either the
damnedest fool I ever saw, or you have more nerve than
any two people I've ever seen. What am I supposed
to do?"

"Nothing. I just wanted you to know where I stand."
He put his feet up on the desk and started blowing



smoke rings at the ceiling. "I have a theory," he said.
"You can keep it," I said.
"I was just coming to that. I'm not a criminologist

and any ideas I have might not be worth a damn. I
might even be trying to mislead you. It's a good
theory, too."

"I don't want your theory," I said. "But just as a
matter of curiosity you might tell me why this sudden
interest in the whys and wherefores of bank robbery,
when according to your own admission it's a little out
of your line."

"My duty as a law-abiding and public-spirited citi
zen."

"Come again."
He took his feet down from the desk and went over to

stand looking out the window.
"Two thousand dollars reward

would attract anyone." Then he said,
' 'Set a thief to catch a thief.' I
write books. They're lousy books, but
that's beside the point. Imagination
IS niy stock in trade. The person that
engineered these hold-ups has imag-
ination. That makes it simple."

"That's what I think," I said.
Only I can't prove it. You don't vjjM

catch criminals with imagination."
"I suppose not."
"You know too much," I said. miT

th you'll get in trouble over WU
He didn't pay any attention to me. U

Jle stood at the window and talked II
as though he were talking to himself, If

i there was something he |p
vu settle in his mind so that all Vthe fragments of what he thought ^
would come cleanly together into a j
definite pattern. 1

Each robbery has certain points m
01 similarity in relation to the pre- m

Time and method. V
Weather conditions. An indication m
01 a foreknowledge of the construc- A

routine of the individual V
?u" The procedureis exact in that mthe employees are found locked in the W
vault, and the getaway is made in a
stolen car that is later found aban
doned at a distance varying from

thirty miles from the scene
of the robbery. . . He looked at
me over his shoulder. "That doesn't

your imagination, does it?"

aamp°So'"i^ said. "Maybe you'll tell me now that the
What ^ that already.
SaLl 5 ^ a time innSsary furnishes all the information

^ it? I'm the
fii fV, -f the bank and arranges

1®* • • 1 ^t ever occur to you that the
? j aspects of the country where the getaway
tound abandoned in each case bear a certain

t^t that fact might be significant?"
said ^ significant that it's raining outside," I

That surprised him for some reason. Not that he
snowed it in any way. It was just that I got the im-
piession that he hadn't expected it. It was an impres-
sion as plain as though he had started and turned to
looK at me, although he hadn't. He hadn't moved at all.

So you thought of that, too?"
Thought of what?"

"The rain."
"It's pretty obvious," I said.
The rain was coming down harder just then. You

could hear it in a long muffled sound on the roof, and
it came down in a twining fall from the eaves. But he
wasn't talking about that rain. He'd lost me some place
along the line, and he was back in that abstract mood
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again, fashioning something in his mind that I couldn't
understand.

"A necessary adjunct. The time element. If condi
tions exist concurrently on three occasions you can
pretty well eliminate the possibility of coincidence, and
the conditions themselves immediately become impor
tant. If you take all the things involved there is only
one conclusion that will fit them all. That has to be the
right one." He turned around and said, "I beg your
pardon, sheriff, that's a digression. . . . Have you ever
worn a derby hat?"

"I'd look like hell in a derby hat."
"That's just the point."
He was looking down at something in the street and

I got up out of my chair to see what it was. There was
a big red sedan with Illinois plates parked at the curb
just below us. It was completely covered with mud.

"Looks like tough traveling," I said.
Then I knew where he got the remark about the

derby. Three men and a woman were standing in the
entrance to the Club Cafe across the street. They were
standing in out of the rain talking to Chub Towner.
When they were through talking they came out of the
doorway, almost running through the rain, and came
across to the red car and got in. The men had on dark
overcoats and two of them wore derbies.
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"Just to be consistent/' Troy Michaels said, "why
not check on the new arrivals? I hate to be the only
stranger under suspicion."

Of course he didn't live around here and couldn't ap
preciate the condition that these country roads get in
during wet weather, but it did me good to be able to
take him down on that.

"That's just routine," I said. "They left Ross at
seven o'clock this morning. That's a hundred and
ninety-five miles over the damnedest, muddiest roads you
ever saw. They got in here at four. The bank was
held up at noon. You don't know these roads very well
do you?"

"It was just an idea."
"Imagination," I said. "I don't write books, but I'm

still capable of checking up on anything that might con
cern this office without any outside suggestions."

He said, "Sort of the idea of every shoemaker to
his own last. Excuse me."

"Why don't you come clean, son," I said. "You know
a lot more than you're telling."

"I can't."
He picked up his hat and started for the door, stop

ping about half way across the room.
"You don't trust me do you, sheriff?"

"And I carry a gun." He reached
inside the jumper and took a gun
out of a shoulder holster he was

wearing

"Not as far as I could throw
fl / 4 this desk," I said. "You know

\ J He said, "I'm sorry about

1 started for the door again,
I ^ stopped him. I still had
I one thing I wanted to say.
1 "Just in view of everything,"
j I said, "I'd take it as a personal
j favor if you didn't come around

to the house any more. I don't
^ ^ imagine Sue will want to see

^ He didn't get mad at that the
y!va.y I had expected. He didn't
even act very surprised. He just
stood there and looked at me
through his glasses. Finally he
said, "You don't do that right.

^ It has to be dramatic. You
should say, 'Never darken my

I said, "Never mind the way
Wl I do it, it still means the same

M l He put his hat on and said,
m.\ "All right." He went out the
» I door and I thought he'd gone, but
1\ I he put his head back in the door

again. "Sheriff," he said, "If I
ever do engineer a heist you can
rest assured it will be a success
ful one. I have vision."

I didn't see any need to tell
him about it, but just at the mo
ment that was what I was
afraid of.

I looked out the window and saw him come out the
stair entrance down below, and go up the street with
his head bent against the rain. I put on my hat and
a slicker that was hanging on the door, and walked
through the mud across the street to the Club Caf6.
Chub Towner was still standing there.

"Chub," I said, "What were those people talking to
you about. The ones in that red Illinois sedan."

"You mean those gents in the derbies," Chub said.
"Seems funny seein' one of those hard hats in this
town. Sort of extreme you might say. Those the ones
you mean?"

"What'd they want?"
"Nothing," Chub said. "The big one gave me a cigar.

He wanted to know where the best hotel was, and^ a
good garage. Seems they're interested in some minin
property and plannin' on stayin' two, three weeks. I
sent 'em down to Johnson's. He owes me some money
and I push trade his way when I can. Seems to be the
only way I'll get paid. What's wrong, Fred?"

Right then I knew the kid had it on me. Here I was
asking for information about something without the
least idea of what I was trying to find out; and knowing
even that the information I wanted couldn't be impor
tant. You just can't drive a {Continued on page 42)



Three Men on

and One on a
by Walter Schmidt

Director mervyn leroy, "boy" genius of
Warner Bros., is wondering what to do about a
sift pony just sent to him by an admiring friend.

All boys are supposedly fond of ponies, -but Mervyn has
too vivid a memory of another pony that featured in his
earlier life.

. Bros, studio was making a picture called
Little Johnny Jones" and needed a jockey. Mervyn

beii^ small and looking like a jockey, asked for the job.
^^Can you ride?" Jack Warner asked.
I said sure I could ride and he tells me to report next

Mervyn. "That afternoon I went out to
the Beverly Hills Riding Academy and took a couple of
lessons. My instructor couldn't have been so good, be
cause in the first scene I fell off. But it was called an
accident and I managed to play the part with no more
mishaps."

A rough way to get started on a movie or any other
^reer, but Mervyn has been riding that old bucking
Hollywood nag ever since with the greatest of success.

Mervyn LeRoy's childhood has been cluttered up with
much busier pastimes than riding about on dapple gray
ponies.

''Pastimes" in the form of selling papers to help
^ destitute by the San Francisco earthquake.There was plenty for me to do," recalls Mervyn. "I

bad a magazine route with 1,300 customers and I had
my papers to sell. And when I wasn't doing anything
else I would go down on Harrison Street and watch
Charlie Chaplin, G. M. Anderson, Ben Turpin and Leo
White make motion pictures.

The Elks Magazine
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"I knew then what I wanted to be. I wanted to be
another Charlie Chaplin, so I studied his mannerisms
and after a while I knew them all. That was in 1915,
the year of the Panama Pacific Exposition. I got to
gether a Chaplin outfit and went over to the Motor
drome. The man who ran it gave me a job. I had tc
stand in front as a sort of shill to draw the people in. I
was Charlie Chaplin for weeks and when they had a
Chaplin contest at the fair I won a gold cup. I still
have it somewhere, and it must be gold because it
hasn't turned green yet.

"There were posters in the lobby of the Alcazar Thea
tre and on them were the names of Frank Bacon, Mar-
jorie Rambeau, Bert Lytell, Virginia Brissac, J. An
thony Smythe and Theodore Roberts. I used to stand
in the lobby and look at the names and dream about
being an actor. I sold papers in front of the theatre
and the actors and actresses used to be my customers.
Another customer was Milton Stollard, the stage man
ager, and I kept pestering him, telling him maybe he
could give me a liUle part. And finally he did. It was
the part of a newsboy in Wilson Mizner's 'Deep Purple.'
Then later he gave me a part in 'Barbara Frietchie.'
All I had to do was climb a tree and shout 'The Yankees
are coming!' The first night I fell out of the tree and
they had to ring the curtain down to stop the laughter."

There were other pastimes that figured in Mervyn's
life: Teaming up with another adventurous youth for a
barnstorming vaudeville act billed as "LeRoy and Cooper
—two kids and a piano," traveling up and down the coast
playing the Pantages circuit and later the Orpheum cir
cuit ; working as a wardrobe moth chaser for his cousin,
Jesse Lasky; playing comic in one of Gus Edwards' kid
acts, "Country Kids"; singing songs like "See—Saw—
See—Saw" and "Down on the Farm," and sleeping five
in a bed to save hotel expenses; lugging cameras over
his shoulder for William DeMille under the official plume
of "second cameraman"; writing gags at First National
Studio, where Colleen Moore was the biggest star of the
moment. All these were to be entered on the ledger of

t, McHwg'*'

^'^'1 -Three

time before the name of the producer of "Five Star
Final," "I Am a Fugitive From a Chain Gang," "Tug
boat Annie," "Little Caesar," "Anthony Adverse," be
came a name worthy of any producer's salaam.

Director Mervyn LeRoy believes in thorough re
hearsals. He uses the master shot rehearsal method.
That is, he takes a long scene and rehearses it first. Then
he breaks it up into shorter scenes and rehearses each
one before he shoots it.

Let's drop in on the "Three Men On a Horse" company
at Warner Bros, and watch him—

For the role of Erwin Trowbridge, the writer of greet
ing cards, who has an uncanny knack of picking horse
race winners, Director LeRoy selected Frank McHugh.
Carol Hughes was chosen to play Audrey, Erwin's wfe.
Paul Harvey got the part of Clarence, Audrey's brother.
Joan Blondell got the part of Mabel, Patsy's girl. Teddy
Hart and Sam Levene, who played on Broadway, were
drafted for the film. Allen Jenkins won the part of
Charlie, and Edgar Kennedy became Harry, the barkeep.

The set is a bar-room and not a high-class one. Prob
ably, when you come through the stage doors, only the
electricians are on the set, getting the lights rea^.
Director LeRoy and his script girl are studying the
script. , 1 . -L

LeRoy looks up. "Let's run through this, he says.
The electricians get off the set. The actors take their

places—Kennedy behind the bar, McHugh in the wash
room, Hart at the top of the stairs, and Levene and Jen
kins at one of the tables, covered with racing forms.

"All right, Frank, you come out," LeRoy says. Now,
Sam, you go over to him and ask him if he feels all
right," the director says. v •

Levene does just that. He leads McHugh to a chair
and puts him in it. McHugh is supposed to be very
drunk, and he slumps over the table.

"Now, Teddy," the director calls._
Down the steps comes Hart, making a clatter.
"Now what do I do?" Levene asks.
"Let's see," says LeRoy. He sits down and studies the

script. Then he looks around the room. ui ®
Jenkins by the arm and lead him away from the table a
bit. And you say to him: 'Erwin's a genius. And
Jenkins says; 'I think he's screwy.'" ^

They do as they are told. LeRoy shakes his head. It
isn't so good. We'll have to do it a different way.

"This is how we did it in the play," Levene says. He
was a member of the original New York cast of the show.
He demonstrates.

directs

I
• W \

"Not bad," says LeRoy.
They try it Levene's way. .
Over and over the scene is rehearsed until it is per

fect. Finally LeRoy motions to Sol Polito, the camera
man. Polito and his crews put the cam-era in place.

"Ready?" LeRoy asks. Polito nods.
Then there is another rehearsal—this time just Mc«

Hugh's entrance.
"We'll take it," says LeRoy,



Like the poor, Dick and
Joan (Blondell) Powell,
tastefully photographed at
right, are always with us.
After a quiet little honey
moon in the East the

happy couple are now ap
pearing in a JVarner
Brothers confection known
as "Gold Diggers of
1937." 'Below, inset, are
Victor Moore, who lends
comedy to the super-epic,
and Mr. Powell playing
games, while, inset at ex
treme right. Miss Glenda
Farrell, also present, hears
the suave Osgood Perkins
contribute acting of a
wise and charming quality.

Beloiv, John Gielgud, the
Britisher, currently dis
plays what will probably
be elected the season's
finest performance in a
restrained and thoughtful
interpretation of "Ham
let." Judith Anderson
and Lillian Gish lend a
rich support in the two

feminine roles.

V
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Right are the principals ofNewYork s
reigning stage success, "Tovarich,"
adapted from the French by our Mr.
Robert Sherwood. The comedy is a
sophisticated bit of fooling around
starring Marta Abba, the celebrated
Italian star, and Robert Halliday,
who is as familiar to movie-goers as to
theatre fiends. Playing a Russian
prince and princess forced to accept
the positions of domestics in a French
household, the stars extract every

ounce of fun from the play.
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NBC, with wholehearted en
thusiasm, has leaped aboard
the aviation bandwagon with
its program, "Flying Time,"
heard weekdays at 6:45 P.M.
Colonel Roscoe Turner, be
low center, fainous for his
colorful aviation exploits and
his equally colorful musical
comedy uniforms, is the star.

V,

Marlyn Stuort, left, the pro
gram's featured canary, is one
of those who get a laugh with,
or at. Ken Murray each Tues-
day eve at 8:30 over WABC.
Miss Stuart is restful to the
ear and a solace to the eye.

Above, NBC's Ranch Boys,
a very fancy little group
of cowboy singers fresh
off the range. You can
believe it if you want to.

Above, Floyd
Gibbons is again
Jieaving jouriial-
istic thunder

and lightning
for CBS.

This Depart
ment is still dog
gedly plugging
its adopted ten
or, Nino Mar
tini, below left,
despite the over-
whehning assist
ance offered by
opera, the cine
ma and the

C h e s terfield
Hour. We have
now named our

favorite cock
tail after Mr.
Martini, and
it has swept
the country.
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^elected
(jhristmas ^ooks

For Elks and Their Families

by Claire Wallace Flynn

AROUSE AND BEWARE—bi/ Mc-
Kinlay Kantor. (Coward-Mc-
Cann. $2.50.)

/ m -

seech their favorite gods to
deliver, postpaid and pronto, the gift
of imagination. They must have
this—or perish.

And, whether he was just born
that way or was kissed on the brow
later by the Olympians, you'll agree
that there's no perishing for Mr.
Kantor. This new book of his, and
definitely his most important work,
snatches you up into the spell of
one of the most galvanic imagina
tions on the loose among young mod
ern fiction writers. Mr. Kantor dis
played this talent in both Long Re
member and The Voice of Bugle
Ann, but in this romance of the Civil
War it shows itself as a superb gift.

The tale covers the escape of two
Northern soldiers from the Rebel
prison at Belle Isle. In their fugi
tive dash across Virginia they are
joined by a young woman fleeing
from her own private assortment of
dangers. Their tortuous flight is
charged with hair-trigger hazards
and with that hot human element
which is bound to spring to life dur
ing days and nights of such peril
and intimacy.

The plot though unique is simple
enough. The strength of the book
lies, I think, in Mr. Kantor's ability
to evoke in his readers a complete
association with time, place and
mood. It is we ourselves who make
that dash for freedom. The starva
tion and fatigue are ours. We
hear ourselves crash panic-stricken
through the leafy undergrowth and
plunge in the streams. Suspense
quivers along every line of the book,
and across its dark desperation flash
moments of unsuspected tenderness.

As swell a piece of creative writ
ing as the winter, so far, has offered.
It will be tops on any Christmas
book list. You can't go wrong.

SAGITTARIUS RISING—bij Cecil
Letvis. (Harcourt, Brace. $2.50)

Cecil Lewis, British ace at seven
teen and senior Flight-Commander
at twenty, was born under Sagit

tarius Rising, ninth sign of the
Zodiac—the one governing weapons,
voyages and all swift things. Mr.
Lewis has lived up to his stars!

In this book, just published in
America after making a great hit in
England, he tells the story of his
thrilling youth. School—the World
War and the Royal Flying Corps.
France—photographing the German
lines from the air while his glass

CECIL LEWIS

The young British ace who is the
author of "Sagittarius Rising," pub
lished by Harcourt, Brace & Co.

windshield was shattered by enemy
bullets. Duels at eighteen thousand
feet with gallant German planes.
Meeting his shadow on a cloud. . . .
The Armistice—then off to China to
teach the Chinese how to fly and to
acquire a rather neat philosophy of
life and "a little love, a little kiss"
among ancient courtyards and tem
ples. An amazing bag of memories
for one still in his thirties.

GREAT LAUGHTER—Bj/ Fannie
Hurst. (Harper. $2.50)

Hollywood paid one hundred thou
sand good golden dollars for the
picture rights of this novel, so you
may be sure that it is no weak sister

of a story. It carries enough drama
to supply very good theatre to the
countryside for a year.

Great Laughter recounts the his
tory of a riotous Scotch-American
family, the assorted members of
which run the gamut of most of the
human emotions. "Gregrannie",
presiding autocratically at the head
of the clan, knows her men and wo
men and so, though of great wealth
herself, insists that all the Neales
work for their living. That takes
them out into the open.

Sardonic matriarchs are the rage
in books and plays at the moment.
"Gregrannie", still fearlessly gov
erning her private universe at one
hundred, is a noteworthy addition
to the group. She's a wise old wo
man. Cruelty—terror—frustration
— ambition — foolishness — bright
honor—tender childhood—dark pas
sion—all sweep her brood and leave
her occasionally up against the
ropes. But "Gregrannie" can take it.

Miss Hurst's characters are
abundantly alive, and are faced with
so many of the problems of the day
that some readers look upon the
book as a rather important com
mentary on what is grandly referred
to as "our contemporary social
scene." Here I became so entranced
with the tale as sheer entertainment
that I forgot to tag it.

Recommended for those who like
a good deal of human dynamite in
their fiction—and which of us
doesn't!

NO HERO—THIS—by Warwick
Deeping. (Knopf. $2.50)

Pressure of public opinion, often
applied with horrifying casualness,
drove many a peace-loving man un
willingly into the filth and foolish
ness of the World War. The draft
and the recruiting officers accom
plished it more honestly.

Warwick Deeping, author of that
widely-read romance Sor7-el and Son,
takes one such man as the pro
tagonist of this war-time record.
Stephen Brent had no lust to kill.
He hated violence. He was a doctor
in a small English town, and in love
with his wife. He had no urge to
leave her and be shot to death in the
mud of Flanders. He decidedly was
no hero, but he joined the army.
He was scorned into it. At least
Mr. Deeping assures us he was no
hero. But we have our own ideas
about that.

After a year in Gallipoli he re
turned home convinced that he was
a coward and a failure. Later he
went once more to the front, this
time ardently, and in France found
his own new levels of spiritual con
tentment.

This is not a great novel, but it
is a well-written book, warm in hu
man relationships and presenting
some unusual glimpses of the great
conflict. More than all that, it is
a timely plea for world peace.
Recommended for that bookworm
friend of yours.

{Continued on page 53)



OUR EMBLEM OF JUSTICE

^ PON every altar formally arranged for any session
I of a subordinate Lodge or of the Grand Lodge, or

^ for any Elk ceremonial, there lies an open Bible,
symbolic of Justice, one of the cardinal virtues of the
Order. This has been true from the earliest days of its his
tory. It has become a fixed fraternal tradition, familiar to
all members. Yet there is an even broader significance in the
use of this particular altar decoration.

The choice of Justice as the virtue the Bible should sym
bolize may have been an arbitrary, though a very happy,
selection. It might well have been adopted as emblematic
of other of our fraternal virtues. But the use of the Bible
upon the altar of an Elks Lodge was inevitable.

From the very beginning of man's building of altars as
sacred places before which he invoked his particular deities,
it was customary to decorate them with objects which were
most revered and which typified his highest aspirations. It
js obvious that in accordance with the idea involved in this
custom, the Bible would find a place upon an Elks altar; for
•t has held the most exalted place in the minds and hearts of

n IW'
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our people and their progenitors for hundreds of years, as
the greatest moral influence in their lives.

It is frequently said that the Order of Elks is not a re
ligious organization, and this is true in the narrow technical
sense as involving sectarianism or denominationalism. But
in the broad sense that religion is that universal tie which
binds man to God and through him to his fellow man, the
Order of Elks is a religious organization. And it is in this
aspect that the Bible, as representing that universal religion,
assumes its great significance.

Only recently, in speaking upon the four hundredth an
niversary of the first printing of the Bible in English, Presi
dent Roosevelt said: "The time is propitious to place a fresh
emphasis upon its place and worth in the economy of our
life as a people. . . . Its refining and elevating influence is
indispensable to our most cherished hopes and ideals."

This influence is, of course, exerted by the reverent study
of its contents, not by merely looking at its covers or re
garding it as a physical symbol.

Our emblem of Justice has a greater significance upon
our altars than as a mere reminder of one of the four

cardinal virtues of our fraternity.
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DECEMBER, 1936IN "Revolution and Freemasonry," arecent book which
has attracted much favorable attention from the critics.
Prof. Bernard Fay, the author, quite convincingly sup

ports his thesis that the American Revolution, the French
Revolution, and the readjustments which followed, looking
to the preservation and protection of liberty and equality
not only as natural human rights but also as civil rights of
citizenship, were very largely influenced by the Masonic
Fraternity. The members of that great organization, imbued
with its teachings, eventually and inevitably became opposed
to the old existing conditions; and the change of those
conditions in the manner which history records was affected
and speeded thereby.

The arguments advanced are in line with what has been
repeatedly suggested in these columns. The membership
of a great fraternity, drawn from all classes of a country's
Citizenry, and whose trend of thought is directed by its
fundamental purposes, necessarily exercises a powerful in
fluence upon the national attitude toward the rights, priv
ileges and opportunties which should be accorded and in
sured to the whole people. That attitude. In due course,
always results in efFective action.

It is in this manner that fraternalism generally, embody
ing a higher and more generous concept of human rights
and the duties of man toward his fellows, has materially
affected the course of history and the development of our
present civilization.

Our own people are more socially conscious today, more
firmly impressed with their humanitarian obligations, than
ever before. This is true generally with all civilized peo
ples. And it is due largely, in this country at least, to the
influence exerted by members of fraternities whose teach
ings have been reflected in their own social viewpoint and
sense of personal responsibility. Among these the Order
of Elks has been a consistent and substantial contributor to
that result.

Thus far the influence of fraternalism has been wholly

for good. With a full recognition of its potency, every care
should be exercised that it should continue to be thxxs exerted.

A GRATIFYING TRIBUTEIN an article published in an issue of the Martinsburg
(W. Va.) Journal, James Wallen referred to the fun
damental principles of our Order, and made a sugges

tion as to their wider adoption which amply justifies its
quotation here. He said:

"If the industrial world should adopt as its motto, and
mean it, the initial phrase of the first sentence of the pre
amble to the Constitution of the Order of Elks, there would

never be a moment of strife or discord in any place where
men toil.

" 'To inculcate the principles of Charity, Justice, Broth
erly Love and Fidelity,' reads the opening declaration of this,
one of the classic documents of fraternal history.

"The author of the preface to the Constitution of the
Order of Elks concentrated the essence of all religion, san
guine philosophy and constructive economics, into a tabloid
doctrine.

"The phrase stands as an acknowledgment that mankind
recognizes the source of all human misery in the opposite
traits of selfishness, injustice, hate and infidelity."

It is true, perhaps, that the constitutions of most fraternal
organizations contain similar declarations of exalted pur
poses. But It is gratifying that the phraseology of our Con
stitution should have been selected as the most suitable upon
which to base the suggestion which the writer makes.

Of course the mere pronouncement of ideals and the
formal declaration of principles are not sufficient of them
selves. They must be applied as the rules of every day con
duct. And it is with just pride that the assertion is here
made that the members of no fraternity accept its funda
mental principles as a guide to their daily lives more con
sistently than do the Elks; and that the adoption of Brother
Wallen's suggestion for a wider observance of the Order's
tenets would bring about the happy results he predicts.



North Central Indiana Elks Hold
Convention

Approximately 150 Elks from the
various Lodges in the North Central
District of Indiana gathered at
Warsaw, Ind., recently to attend the
semi-annual business sessions of the
organization. A feature of the so
cial activities of the meeting was a
dance held the previous evening.

Among the officers elected at the
business meeting on Sunday were
Dr. R. M. Barnard, Garrett, Presi
dent; F. L, Cook, Huntington, First
Vice-President; C. R. Zimmerman,
Warsaw, Second Vice-President, and
Dr. Edward D. Sell, Fort Wayne,
Third Vice-President. E. J. Ehr-
man, Fort Wayne, was reappointed
Secretary-Treasurer. He has held
the office since the organization was
formed.

Initiation rites were held for
three candidates, with the ritualis
tic work being exemplified by mem
bers of Warsaw Lodge, No. 802. A
buffet lunch was served to the Elks
at the noon hour.

On Saturday night 75 couples en
joyed the dance at the Lodge Home.
Refreshments were served during
the evening and a floor show was
presented.

Prominent members of the Order
who were present at the gathering
included State Pres. A. Gordon Tay
lor, D.D., Dr. R. M. Barnard, State
Vice-Pres., Glenn L. Miller, State
Treas., LeRoy E. Yoder, State Trus-

R. j. Stetter and Past State
Pres. 0. Ray Miner. Members of
the following Lodges attended: Fort
Wayne, Garrett, Goshen, La Porte,
Kokomo, Logansport, Huntington,
Columbia City, Wabash and Warsaw.

District Deputy's Visit to Crisfield,
Md., Lodge a Gala Event

The meeting of Crisfield, Md.,
Lodge, No. 1044, on October 14, was
a gala occasion, honoring P. E. R.
Alfred W. Gaver, of Frederick, Md.,
Lodge, making his official visit to
the Lodge as District Deputy for
Maryland, Delaware and the District
of Columbia. An elaborate dinner,
at which the finest Tangier Sound
oysters were served, preceded the
meeting. Initiatory work was put
on for the benefit of the distin
guished visitor who congratulated
the officers on the impressive man
ner in which it was done. The mem-

UNDER THE

'.Slews of Subordinate

Lodges Throughout

the Order

bership welcomed the many excel
lent suggestions contained in the
District Deputy's address.

A departure from the usual form-
of entertainment proved to be de
lightful as well as novel. Mr. Gaver
was escorted by the members to sev
eral places of amusement in Crisfield
after the meeting had concluded.

Ct.
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Elks National Home Voices
for Books

The Elks Magazine has received
word from the Elks National Home
at Bedford, Va., that the institu
tion's library is in need of more
books. It is suggested by Rob
ert A. Scott, Superintendent of the
Home, that subordinate Lodges ask
their members to donate books,
principally fiction, for which they
no longer have a use. The Lodges
in turn are requested to send the
books to the Home.

Once before the National Home
sent out a call for books and the
library was augmented by a large
quantity of volumes.

murals in the Elks National Memorialtieaaquarlers Butldtng, by Edwin Howland Blashfield

Exalted Ruler of Tyler, Tex., Lodge
Passes Away Suddenly

The Elks of Tyler, Texas, Lodge,
No. 1594, were shocked and saddened
by the death of L. T. Shamburger,
Exalted Ruler of the Lodge, who
passed away suddenly on the night
of October 6. Elaborate funeral
services were held for Mr. Sham-
burger, whose vast popularity in
Tyler was indicated in that the ser
vices were more widely attended
than any ever held in the city.

Blashfield, Mural Painter, ^
Eighty.five ut

Members of the Order at the
the nation will be saddei^®^ Edwin
news of the recent death painter,
Howland Blashfield, jnaif
and former President of
tional Academy of Design. f
Mr. Blashfield who painted many oi
the distinguished murals in the
National Memorial Building in
cago. He was 85 years old at tne
time of his death.
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Among the most notable of Mr.
Blashfield's works were the decora
tions on the walls and dome of the
Congressional Library in Washing
ton. In 1893 he was commissioned
to do the murals for the World's
Fair in Chicago. In the Elks Na
tional Memorial Building one of Mr.
Blashfield's works adorns a lunette in
the west corridor, called "Fraternal
Justice." A larger mural panel is
called "Fraternity" and another is
called "Charity." Through all the
work of this master painter ran a
unifying theme, American inspira-
tionalism in terms of Greek allegory.
Edwin H. Blashfield had no patience
with the notion that a mural should
be mainly decorative; instead he
sought to stir the emotional con
sciousness, and in this he was pre
eminently successful with his work
for the Order of Elks.

Results of Fall Golf Tournament at
Elks National Home

Twenty-seven residents of the
Elks National Home at Bedford, Va.,
qualified for play in the Fall Tourna
ment which was hotly contested from
start to finish. A tie resulted be
tween Dr. George W. Hoglan, of
Columbus, O.. and Isadore Spiro,
of St. Louis, Mo. In the play-off Dr.
Hoglan won by a single stroke. John
H. Burden, of Rochester, N. Y., was
the winner of the third prize, and
Peter J. Malott, of Columbus, 0.,
won the fourth.

Prizes in the Tournament were
given by members of Queens Bor
ough, N. Y., Lodge No. 878, who had
been recent visitors at the Home,
and the Home Superintendent, Rob
ert A. Scott. Past State Pres. Sam
uel H. DeHoff, of Towson, Md.,
Lodge, acted as Chairman of the
Tournament Committee.

Hoboken, N. Lodge Entertains P.
State Pres. William H. Kelly

Past State Pres. William H. Kelly,
P.E.R., of East Orange, N. J., Lodge,
No. 630, was a guest of honor of
Hoboken, N. J., Lodge, No. 74, on
October 16, and acted as Exalted
Ruler in the initiatory ceremonies.
A large class of candidates was
admitted. Mr. Kelly was assisted
by E.R. Richard A. Fowler, State
Pres. Arthur Schefiler, Charles Molz
and Henry J. Camby, P.E.R.'s of
Hoboken Lodge, and P.E.R. Frank
E. Walsh, of Newai'k Lodge.

One of the events of the evening
was the presentation by P.E.R. John
J. Fallon of a framed group of life
membership cards dating back over
25 years, representing the period of
life membership of P.E.R. Molz. Mr.
Molz has always been one of the
Lodge's most active members. He
has served in all the chairs and on
practically every important commit
tee, frequently acting as chairman.

The meeting was well attended.
A large delegation accompanied Mr.
Kelly from East Orange Lodge, and
delegations came from a number of
other Lodges in northern New Jer
sey. The evening closed with a re
past and entertainment in the grill.

A memorial tablet honoring the late August Herrmann, Past Grand
Exalted Ruler, of Cincinnati, O., Lodge, which was presented to
Cincinnati Elks by the Grand Lodge. Plans are under way for an

elaborate dedication of the tablet

Berkeley, Calif., Lodge Participates
in Fire Prevention Week

Conspicuous in promoting Fire
Prevention Week was Berkeley,
Calif., Lodge, No. 1002, with its ad
dresses to children in different

Memorandum to Subordinate
Lodge Secretaries from the

Grand Exalted Ruler

It has been my belief for many
years that new initiates should
on the night of their initiation
be given a copy of The Elks
Magazine in addition to the other
material which is now provided
in accordance with our Ritual.

With this thought in mind, I
discussed the matter with the
Editor of The Elks Magazine
and it has been arranged to send
every Secretary a sufficient num
ber of copies to meet with the
requirements of the classes ini
tiated during the month in every
Lodge.

Therefore, if on the first of
every month the subordinate
Lodge Secretaries will write
The Elks Magazine stating the
number of initiates that are an
ticipated for the coming month,
the Magazine's Circulation De
partment will forward the re
quired number of copies for the
purpose of distribution at the
initiation ceremony.

DAVID SHOLTZ,
Grand Exalted Ruler.

schools of the city. To quicken in
terest and to create enthusiasm by
competition as well as to get its mes
sage of fire prevention into the
homes, Berkeley Lodge has been
sponsoring an essay contest on the
subject of fire prevention. The win
ner is presented with a large silken
American Flag and standard to be
held in trust for one year for his
school. Any time a school has won
the flag three times, it becomes the
permanent property of that school.
This year the children and teachers
of Jefferson School were called into
assembly, and in the presence of
Mayor Edward Ament, Fire Chief
George Haggerty and city, school
and civic representatives, P.E.R.
Louis B. Browne presented this flag
to Miss Xenia Boodberg as the win
ner of the 1936 essay contest. The
city of Berkeley has received the
efforts of Berkeley Lodge in this
project with great interest.

"Fall Roundup" of Jacksonville, III.,
Lodge Attracts 300

The annual "Fall Roundup" of
Jacksonville, 111., Lodge, No. 682, at
tracted more than 300 Elks to the
premises. A Western atmosphere
prevailed, with the club rooms dec
orated with bridles, saddles, chaps
and wild game trophies. The main
entrance was converted into a fac
simile of a Western corral. Each
member received a ten-gallon hat
and a red bandanna.

The celebration featured a fried
chicken dinner. Axel Christensen.
of Chicago, who made the Tour with
The Elks Magazine Good Will Cars,
entertained.



Lodge of Antlers Instituted in Ho-
boken, N, J., Lodge

On October 7, a Lodge of Antlers
was instituted in Hoboken, N. J.,
ijodge, No. 74, by the oificers of the
1 . ^ by E.R. Richard A. Fow-
+v, '̂ u- "tbe official ceremonies
nf oiinitiated a class
A Zi members into the newAntlers Lodge. The meeting was
then opened to the public. A record
attendance of 250 guests included
t'j Stilwell, of RidgewoodLodge D.D. for N. J. Northeast;
Mate Pres. Arthur Scheffler, Ho-
bokw Lodge; State Vice-Pres. Wal-

F Schifferli. and E.R. W. George
Dencker, both of Rutherford Lodge;

Antlers Lodge of

1 J" Lodge, No,1357, led by E.R. Eugene G. Mc-
Dermott and P.E.R. William C.
Kronmeyer; the Antlers of Ridge-
field Lodge, No. 1506. in the
on/fM M i;?' J. Hitchmanand H N. Matthesen, and the Ant-
lers of Iryington, N. J., Lodge, No.

in the care of P.E.R.'s Wil

liam J. Wind and William H.
Franke. .

The installation ceremonies weie
handled by the officers of the Union
City Antlers Lodge. Exalted Antler
Martin V. O'Shea, of Hoboken, de
livered a stirring acceptance speech.
The Exalted Ruler of Hoboken
Lodge of Elks, Mr. Fow er, then
expressed his delight that his wish,
expressed on the night
lation, that a Lodge of Antlers be
formed in Hoboken Lodge, had come
true. After he had congratulated
the members of the Charter Class
and promised them full cooperation,
Mr. Fowler turned the chair over
to P.E.R. John Roeder, Jr., who had
organized the new Antlers Lodge.

This Section Contains

Additional News of

Eastern Lodges

I® Chairman of the N. J.State Elks Assn. Antlers Movement

u "ITi «5 Addresses were made
"mentioned aboveand by Mrs. Edward Kellv renre-

rovs"GeorL"oH HobokenfaTheiS, '?nd '̂'£.'3 representing the
speaking for the citize^Ii
boken. One of the ponular • ^ ?
tions of the evenin?"was
Henry Cumber, Jr of TiV
Lodge of Elks, who LV Ju"
Exalted Antler in New T
the first Npw t ^ Jersey and
become an m R^h 'h
entertainment followed th" meeting
Newark N Y., Lodge Celebrates
Stiver Jubilee

Three hundred members of New-
ui i t;' No. 1249, assem-bled on the evening of October 27

^ banquet to cele-brate the 25th Anniversary of the
Lodge. Past GrandExalted Ruler Judge James T. HalU-

nan__was the guest E.R.-

pic^iiiea i^ewis A Gilbert Coun'-^
Ju^dge Surrogate of Wayne County

Judge Hallinan was neJrt 'tlm
duced and received an nation
the assemblage. Brief vemaV^^ Ji
also made by James H
Oswego Lodge, Pacjt Prps. of

PhUin'̂ rfPhihp Clancy, of Niagara f/'/®
Lodge, Secy, of the New York State
Elks Assn. Twenty-four charter
members of the Lodge were
duced to the gathering and i*eceived
a cordial welcome.
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Left and on opposite page: Chil
dren who attended the annual parly
given by New Smyrna, Fla., Lodge

Distinguished Elks Speak at Butler,
Pa., Lodge's Annual Banquet

Under the efficient guidance of
Chairman Zeno H. Henninger, But
ler, Pa., Lodge, No. 170, held its
annual banquet at the Nixon Hotel
on Thursday evening, October 15.
The attendance was larger than any
of the previous ones in years. The
peak of the evening was reached
when Past Grand Exalted Ruler
John K. Tener, of Charleroi, Pa.,

Below: Past Grand Exalted Ruler
James T. Hallinan and distinguished
Queens Borough Lodge Elks, on a
visit to the Elks National Home at

Bedford, Va.

e-PO,E.l5q3.

Above: A class of candidates initiated into Concord, N. C., Lodge

Below: Grand Exalted Ruler Sholtz and Elks of Panama City,
Fla., Lodge, photographed during his visit there.

Lodge, former Governor of Pennsyl
vania, delivered the principal address
on the speaking program. D.D. J.
Austin Gormley, a Past Exalted
Ruler of Butler Lodge, also spoke.
The Lodge was honored by the pres
ence of some of the most prominent
Elks in the State, among them being
State Pres. William D. Hancher,
Washington Lodge; State Trustee
Ralph C. Robinson, Wilkinsburg
Lodge; Past State Vice-Pres. Clark
H. Buell, New Castle Lodge, and
P.D.D.'s Howard Ellis, Beaver Falls
Lodge, L. D. Gent, Franklin Lodge,
and John T. Lyons. Sharon Lodge.

North Carolina Elks Meet with
Goldsboro, N. C., Lodge

On October 28 at the Home of
Goldsboro, N. C., Lodge, No. 139,
about 150 Elks of Eastern North
Carolina met together. Delegations
were present from New Berne, Wil
mington, Fayetteville and Washing
ton Lodges. The visitors were en
tertained with a barbeque, a busi
ness meeting and a social session.

Among the speakers were D.D.'s
George W. Munford and L. P. Gard
ner, and visiting Exalted Rulers and
Past District Deputies.

Knoxville, Pa., Lodge Receives D.D,
Lippert's First Official Visit

The first official visit of Leonard
M. Lippert, of McKeesport, Pa.,
Lodge, No. 136, District Deputy for
Pennsylvania Southwest, was paid
to Knoxville, Pa., Lodge, No. 1196,
on October 6. The officers and mem
bers of the Lodge thoroughly ap
preciated the honor of being the first
to entertain Mr. Lippert in his of
ficial capacity. An initiation was a
feature of the evening.

News of Sistersville, W. Va., Lodge
Sistersville, W. Va., Lodge, No.

333, was visited by Leslie N. Hem-
enway, of Parkersburg Lodge, No.
198, District Deputy for West Vir
ginia, North, late in October. A
class of 17 candidates was initiated
and a banquet enjoyed at the con
clusion of the ceremonies.

Early in the Fall Sistersville
Lodge sponsored a musical comedy—
"Forward Pass." The receipts were
used for the Thanksgiving baskets
it distributed to the needy in the
community. Extensive repairs have
been made on the Lodge Home in
preparation for a busy winter sea
son.

Bradford, Pa., Lodge Honors D.D.
J. Austin Gormley

Initiation ceremonies, splendidly
carried out, were witnessed by
D.D. J. Austin Gormley, of Butler,
Pa., Lodge, No. 170, when he vis
ited Bradford, Pa., Lodge, No. 234,
on October 19 in his official ca
pacity. The class was known as the
"Professional Class" and was made
up mostly of physicians, ministers
and lawyers. After the ritualistic
work, Mr. Gormley addressed the
large representation of the member
ship present on the Grand Exalted
Ruler's program.
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Grand Exalted Ruler David Sholtz leaving the streamlined "City of Denver on
hts visit to North Platle, Neb., Lodge with Past Grand Exalted Ruler Frank L.
Ram, Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight H. B. Brewer, State President G. T. Ion

Velle, and others who met him.

Grand Exalted Ruler David Sholtz the speakers, besides Governor
spent his fifth consecutive birthday, Sholtz, were Caspian Hale, of New
on October 6, as the guest of Panama Smyrna Lodge, Chairman of the
Oity Lodge, No. 1598. The program Grand Lodge Activities Committee,
started at 4 P. M. with public flag and the Grand Exalted Ruler's sec-
raising ceremonies on the green retary, J. P. Newell, Fort Pierce
lawns. Governor Sholtz was intro- Lodge.
auced by P.E.R. J. G. Mathis, and Automobiles loaded with Elks
alter his stirring speech officers from every section of Georgia
rrom the destroyer, the U.S.S. Barry crowded the plaza of Terminal Sta
rred a salute. At dusk the local tion in Atlanta Tuesday morning,
•C'lks and those who had come from October 13, to welcome Governor

^ Florida enjoyed a fish fry Sholtz who had come to install, in
>7 served in the open, nearby Decatur, the first Lodge toAt 7:30 a meeting was held in the be received into the Order since he

which a special "David became Grand Exalted Ruler. Ac-
r 5 initiated. The companied by Mr. Hale, who wasUrand Exalted Ruler was the chief traveling with him to Lodges in the

officer. Twenty members various States, and another promi-
01 the class were citizens of Panama nent Florida Elk, Judge George 0.
^ity and seven were from Pensacola. Weems, of Tallahassee. Governor

birthday cake with Sholtz stepped from the train to be40 candles was placed on the Grand greeted by the Elks' reception party,
^xalted Ruler's table at dinner, headed by E.R. Frank M. Robertson,
^vernor Sholtz was presented by of Atlanta Lodge, Dr. S. L. Thread-
w. A. Look with a handsome pig- gill, of Decatur, and members of the
Skin traveling bag embossed with Decatur Post of the American Le-

S'old seal of the Order. F. A. gion. They were escorted to an
oiacK men presented him with a automobile which headed the parade
special Elks' edition of a local news- to headquarters in the Candler Hotel

^ rnemento, every page of in Decatur. There the Grand Ex-
y J^oi^tained expressions of alted Ruler was guest of honor at a
inendship and good will. Among breakfast given by the Legionnaires.
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A variety of entertainment was pro
vided throughout the morning, and
at a noon luncheon Governor Sholtz
spoke before the Decatur Civitan
Club.

At 6 P. M. T. J. Woods of the
Candler Hotel gave a formal dinner
for the Grand Exalted Ruler and
about a hundred leading Georgia
and Alabama Elks. Toastmaster
John S. McClelland, of Atlanta
Lodge, Vice-Chairman of the Board
of Grand Trustees, introduced Gov
ernor Sholtz, who spoke to the
diners.

At the meeting Decatur, Ga.,
Lodge, No. 1602, was duly insti
tuted, and the officers installed. Dr.
S. L. Threadgill is the new Lodge's
first Exalted Ruler and E. H. Cham
bers its first Secretary. The first
class initiated numbered 89 mem
bers. The floor work was put on by
the officers of Atlanta Lodge. In
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addition to Governor Sholtz, Gov
ernor Eugene Talmadge of Georgia
was one of the speakers. A fine
lunch was served. Clarence M.
Tardy, Pres. of the Alabama State
Elks Assn,, and P.D.D. Harry W.
English were members of the Birm
ingham delegation who were present.
Others participating were Mayor
Scott Candler, of Decatur, Sheriff
Jake Hall of DeKalb County, and
Congressman Robert Ramspeck.

-After attending the 60th Anni
versary Celebration of Chicago, III.,
Lodge, No. 4, the Grand Exalted
Ruler, accompanied by Grand Secre
tary J. Edgar Masters, of Chicago,
Past Grand Trustee John K. Burch,
of Grand Rapids Lodge, and P.E.R.
Joseph M. Leonard, of Saginaw
Lodge, D.D. for Michigan East,
journeyed to Detroit Lodge, No. 34,
on Tuesday, October 20. E.R. Leon
D. Barlow headed the welcoming
delegation. At the banquet held that
evening James A. Kier, the oldest

Above and on opposite page, those
who attended the banquet for
Governor Sholtz given by Detroit,

Mich., Lodge.

Past Exalted Ruler of Detroit
Lodge, was introduced and given a
seat at the Grand Exalted Ruler's
table. Governor Sholtz spoke briefly
but made his principal address fol
lowing the initiation of 25 candi
dates. All the Lodges in the East
ern District of Michigan sent repre
sentatives. P.D.D. Ward E. Fulcher
and State Vice-Pres. Thomas P.
Gillotte, both of Pontiac Lodge,
were among those present. P.E.R.
Irvine J. Unger was General Chair
man in charge of the reception.

The Grand Exalted Ruler and his
party were joined on Wednesday
morning by Mr. Unger and Inner
Guard Edward Morgan, of Grand
Rapids Lodge, and with police es
cort left Detroit at 10 A. M. for a
noon luncheon engagement with the

members of Pontiac Lodge, No. 810,
stopping en route to pay a visit to
Royal Oak Lodge, No. 1523. Over
200 Pontiac members turned out for
the luncheon at their Lodge Home,
giving Governor Sholtz and his
traveling companions a rousing re
ception. The Grand Exalted Ruler
spoke briefly to the gathering and
then left at 2 P. M. for Flint, Mich.

Gov. Sholtz and his party arrived
in Flint on the afternoon of October
21, and they were met at the city
limits by the committee, headed by
Mayor George E. Boysen, chosen to
greet them. Practically all the civic
leaders of Flint are members of the
Order, and they turned out to give
the Grand Exalted Ruler a splendid
welcome. A reception was held in
the Home of Flint Lodge, No. 222,
at 5:80, attended by the officers of
the Lodge, P.D.D. Paul E. Phillips,
P.E.R., and delegates from Pontiac,
Fort Huron, Saginaw, Owosso, Bay
City and Grand Rapids, Mich.,
Lodges. P.E.R. Henry Cook was

General Chairman.
Gov. Sholtz, introduced by Toast-

master C. J. Lynch, was the main
speaker at the banquet, and also ac
the evening meeting when initiation
ceremonies were held for a special
class of 20 candidates. An orchestra
and the Elks Quartet furnished en
tertainment. A buffet supper and
social session followed the formal
meeting.

The three-day celebration of the
Golden Jubilee of Grand Rapids,
Mich., Lodge, No. 48, was climaxed
on Thursday, October 22, by the
visit of the Grand Exalted Ruler ac
companied by Grand Secretary Mas
ters, and Grand Treasurer Dr. Ed
ward J. McCormick, of Toledo. The
Grand Lodge officers were guests
and Governor Sholtz the speaker at
the Rotary Club luncheon held at
noon in the Pantlind Hotel. At 3
P. M. the Grand Exalted Ruler held
a meeting with over 70 Exalted
Kulers and Secretaries and many
other representatives of Michigan
Lodges in the Lodge Home. On the
long list of dignitaries present were
State officers. Past District Deputies
and present and past officers of the
following Lodges: Battle Creek, Bay
City, Benton Harbor, Big Rapids,
Cadillac, Detroit, Dowagiac, Flint,
Grand Haven, Grand Rapids, Hills-
dale, Ionia, Kalamazoo, Manistee,
Mount Pleasant, Muskegon, Negau-
nee, Saginaw, Sault Ste. Marie,
South Haven and Traverse City,
Mich., and Toledo, Ohio. The Dis
trict Deputy for Michigan East, Jo
seph M. Leonard, of Saginaw Lodge,
acted as Chairman of the meeting
and introduced the various Grand
Lodge officers. D.D.'s William T.
Evans, of Muskegon Lodge, and C.
J. Howe, of Hillsdale Lodge, were
present from the West and Central
Districts i-espectively. At 6:30 the
Grand Rapids officers were hosts at
a formal dinner for the distinguish
ed visitors.

The Grand Exalted Ruler, intro-
(Continued on page 54)

Grand Exalted Ruler David Sholtz, Governor Ed C, Johnson, of Colorado, Past
Grand Exalted Ruler John R. Coen, Lloyd Maxwell, Chairman of the Board of
Grand Trustees, Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters, Grand Esquire Joseph P.
Shevltn and Caspian Hale, Chairman of the Grand Lodge Activities Committee,

during their meeting at Denver, Colo., Lodge.
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the handsome Home of Monrovia, Calif., Lodge, front which a notable delegation attended the State Convention at Oakland

News of the
State Associations

California
hundred Grand Lodge

altpriaV officers, delegates,members and ladies at-

nf n Annual ConventionCalifornia State Elks Associa-
Pnil, 24-25-26. The
enrp was honored by the pres-

Exalted Ruler David

thp n- +'̂ '̂ 4. ^ conference with
w P®P^ties of California,

iS Washington, Arizona, Utah
f of Oakland
navf f' u ' ^ prominent
HnrVc ?u ^"siness and social func-

rL+" I Convention program.
T •Pai-ticipated in by theJ-odges are important events at every

meeting. This year
tpi. ° exception. The Bowling Con-
of flo A""?, in the basement
PMf ^ Oakland Lodge Home. The
n«l Vplace at the

Club, the Pistol
Veterans of

RHi Range, and theRituah^ic and Glee Club Contests
in the Oakland Lodge room. Bands

competed at Lakeside Park on Lake
Merritt, Drill Teams in the Arena
of the Municipal Auditorium, and
Drum and Bugle Corps at East Shore
Park. A spectacular fireworks dis
play on Lake Merritt attracted hun
dreds, and the Annual Hi-Jinks
crowded the Municipal Auditorium
Theatre where it was held through
the courtesy of the Oakland City
Council. Card parties and teas for
the ladies and dancing each evening
were among the many popular
amusement features. The Grand
Ball, held in the ball room of the
Lodge Home, was a beautifully
planned and executed aiTair. The
Ball is an annual one honoring the
newly elected State President, and is
the closing event of the Convention.

The opening business session was
called to order on Thursday, Sept.
24, at 10 A.M. by Pres. George M.
Smith, of San Jose Lodge, who intro
duced the State officers and the fol
lowing Past State Presidents: L. E.
Chenoweth, Dr. Ralph Hagan, Past
Grand Exalted Ruler William M. Ab

bott, James M. Shanly, John D. Saxe,
Richard C. Benbough, Howard B.
Kirtland, Mifflin G. Potts, John J.
Lermen, Grand Esteemed Leading
Knight Fred B. Mellmann, Horace S.
Williamson, F. E. Dayton, Horace H.
Quinby, J. Thomas Crowe and Milton
R. Standish. E. R. Joseph A. Cian-
ciarulo of Oakland Lodge addressed
the officers and delegates and wel
comed them to the Convention and
the city of Oakland. Reports were
received from the Board of Trustees,
the Vice-Presidents of the six dis
tricts, and several of the standing
Committees. Memorial services were
then held with Past Pres. Standish
acting as Chairman.

The Annual Ritualistic Contest on
that day resulted as follows: Bakers-
field Lodge, 98.6621; San Diego
Lodge, 98.5846; Pasadena Lodge,
97.9555; Salinas Lodge, 97.5559; San
Francisco Lodge, 97.5293. Bakers-
field Lodge won the State Associa
tion Cup and $100, San Diego Lodge
the James M. Shanly Cup and $50,
and Pasadena Lodge the M. E. Hoer-
lin Cup. A banquet and a ball at the
Lodge Home followed the fireworks
in the evening, with an attendance
of about 500.

On Friday morning Grand Ex
alted Ruler Sholtz arrived and was
met at the depot by Past Grand Ex
alted Rulers William M. Abbott of
San Francisco and Michael F. Shan
non of Los Angeles; Grand Esteemed
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Leading Knight Mellmann, and E. R.
Cianciarulo and many other officers
and members, who escorted him to
the Oakland Lodge Home. All Ex
alted Rulers, Past Exalted Rulei-s
and officers of the different Lodges
had breakfast together in one group,
the Secretaries formed another, the
Social and Community Welfare Com
mittee formed another one, and the
Past Presidents had a breakfast
meeting. These were joined by Gov.
Sholtz and the Grand Lodge officers.
Each Past President made a short
speech of welcome and the Grand
Exalted Ruler thanked all present
for the work they were doing for the
Order in California.

At the second business session on
Friday morning C. Fenton Nichols of
San Francisco Lodge, Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Antlers Council,
made his report for the Big Brother
Committee. The reports submitted
by other State Committees showed
that all were doing good work. Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Abbott gave
an interesting talk, touching on the
proceedings of the Grand Lodge, and
the condition of law and order in
jurisdictions of various Lodges. The
business session and the Grand Ex
alted Ruler's District Deputy Con
ference were held simultaneously.

About 1,000 Elks and their ladies
took advantage of the opportunity
provided in the afternoon to visit
points of interest on San Francisco
Bay. A large ferry boat passed un
der the new San Francisco-Oakland
Bridge, which was opened last

month, and proceeded down the
water front and out to the ocean,
passing also under the new Golden
Gate Bridge now under construction.
The return trip was made past the
Marin and Alameda County shores.
Previous to the Hi-Jinks in the eve
ning, the Grand Exalted Ruler and
Past Grand Exalted Rulers Abbott
and Shannon, together with the offi
cers of Oakland Lodge, their ladies,
and many visiting State officers, were
guests of Mr. Mellmann at dinner
at the Oakland Lodge Home. A ball
for visiting Elks was held at the
Home after the Jinks.

Friday was also the day for the
Glee Clubs to compete in the annual
contest. The Chanters of Los An
geles Lodge, under the direction of
J. Arthur Lewis, won first place.
The Glee Club of Berkeley Lodge
was awarded second honors.

On Saturday morning the follow
ing contests were held or completed,
resulting as follows; Band, Class A,

won by Los Angeles Lodge, Class
B, Richmond Lodge; Drum and
Bugle Corps, Anaheim Lodge first,
Long Beach Lodge second; Drill
Teams; Huntington Park and Sacra
mento Lodges tied for first place, di
viding first and second prizes; Pistol
Shoot, Huntington Park Lodge, first
prize} Mark Wheeler, of Los Angeles
Lodge, winner of the individual pis
tol championship with a score of
1,127 out of a possible 1,200; Bowl
ing, 875 Class, Monrovia Lodge first;
825 Class, San Mateo Lodge first;
Golf, winning team, Long Beach
Lodge; Low Gross, Richard Russell
of Huntington Park Lodge.

The closing business session
opened at 10 A.M. After a hearty
welcome from State Pres. Smith and
the large number of Elks assembled,
the Grand Exalted Ruler was es
corted to the rostrum by the Los An
geles Lodge Drill Team and Past
Grand Exalted Rulers Abbott and
Shannon. The District Deputies of
the States heretofore mentioned
were introduced at this meeting.
Mr. Shannon gave a strong talk
which was given a rising ovation,
and then introduced the Grand Ex
alted Ruler. Gov. Sholtz's address
on this occasion delighted and in-

spired his listeners with his fervor.
The Convention voted to meet in

Pasadena on October 7-8-9 in 1937.
The officers who were elected and
installed at the final session are:
Pres., L. A. Lewis, Anaheim; Dis
trict Vice-Pres.'s: North, W. J.
Shaltz, Chico; Bay, Edmund Hor-
winski, Oakland; W. Cent., M. N.
Watters, Watsonville; E. Cent., Ben
jamin F. Lewis, Fresno; S. Cent.,
Glenn W. Dorsett, Pasadena; South,
Lee Nuffer, El Centro; Trustees,
2-year term: North, Fred Mispley,
Sacramento; E. Cent., Frank H.
Pratt, Porterville; South, Morley H.
Golden, San Diego; Secy, (re-
elected), Richard C. Benbough, San
Diego; Treas., E. M. Porter, San
Jose. The officers who were appoint
ed are; Chaplain (reappointed), the
Rev. David Todd Gillmor, Los Gatos
(San Jose Lodge) ; Tiler (reap
pointed), Thomas S. Abbott, Los
Angeles; Sergeant-at-Arms, Lloyd
Leedom, of Long Beach Lodge.

The Richmond,
Calif., Lodge "Gut
ter Band," Class B
winners at the State
Convention in Oak
land this year and
also winners in
1934 at Sacra

mento

Nevada
At the annual convention of the

Nevada State Elks Association held
in Tonopah Thursday, Friday and
Saturday, September 24-25-26, W.
C. Draper, P.E.R., of Ely, Nev.,
Lodge, was unanimously elected
President. The following officers
were elected to serve with him:
Vice-Pres., T. L. Withers, Reno
Lodge; Secy., Lawrence J. Allen, Ely
Lodge; Trustees, Herman D. Budel-
man, Tonopah Lodge, and Frank
Gusewelle, Las Vegas Lodge. The
1937 Convention will be held in Ely.

The Association was honored by
the presence of Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Walter F. Meier, of Seattle,
Wash., Lodge, representing Grand
Exalted Ruler David Sholtz. Mr.
Meier spoke at the business meet
ings and at the Friday evening meet
ing when a class of 28 candidates
was initiated. The class paraded
up and down the main streets, lined
with hundreds of people, before be
ing taken to the Lodge meeting for
the ceremonies. The new Elks were
welcomed into the Order by Mr.
Meier and by retiring State Pres.
Dr. J. C!. Cherry, of Goldfield Lodge.
P.D.D. Harley A. Harmon, of Las

{Continued on page 56)
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Trigger Finger

Hank took a generous chew of to
bacco and motioned John to the fold
ing camp-chair in the bow.

A tired, scrawny woman, in a blue
sunbonnet, holding a baby on her
hip, watched their preparations with
stolid indifference.

As the boat swung away from the
bank, the jovial man waved goodbye
from his wagon.

Hank dipped his paddle with a
dexterous flirt, heading the boat to
wards mid-stream, and called casual
ly to the woman who had not moved.

"Sarah, you make Ed feed the
hog. I'll be back in a week, if nothin'
happens."

They caught the current and
moved on the black shadow of the
railroad bridge. A curling wave
smacked the boat's flat bottom with
a "plop" and they sprinted into the
white water of the rapids, missing
submerged rocks and destruction by
the thickness of Hank's inspired
paddle.

John sat lost in thought. "Sarah.
That was odd. - That awkward, tired
looking woman with the same name
as the blue-eyed Sarah. Wonder if
she is still alive? I could find out.
Hank has lived around here all his
life; he will probably know. I must
be careful. Let him do the talking.
Never let him suspect that I am a
native. Just a city man on a vaca
tion."

He turned to look back over his
shoulder. The sun-dappled town had
gone into total eclipse behind a low,
willow-topped island.

The boat veered again, around a
sharp bend, into smoother water.
John picked up the bait-casting rod.
The wooden minnow dropped four
inches from the shore line, came

up to a drift log, gave a
deft flip to clear the log and settled
again for its run of forty feet to the
boat.

Hank watched the cast with veiled
eyes. Here was one city feller who
knew enough to cast close to shore
tor bass. "Fished out along here
close to town. Waste of time,"
drawled Hank, who wasted neither
time nor words.

John replaced the rod on the cross-
board and relaxed to the murmuring
swish of Hank's paddle.

Across the boat's bow moved a
panorama of familiar scenes which
^oked memories long suppressed.
Even the sounds from shore brought
reminders of the simple years.
^ A water moccasin, his sunny siesta
mterrupted by their approach,
dropped from the low-hanging
branches of a willow with a loud
"plop".

"Frawg," said Hank in his reas
suring drawl. John remembered he

(Continued from page 7)

was a city feller who might be afraid
-The ^word brought memorises of

twitching white legs m
grease. "Many frogs around here I

"We-l. have a

mess of frawg legs afore we git
^^John's eyes drifted to the water'sedgfwhere dozens of frogs sat with
their white throats shining. To
Johnnie Spalding, Ozark born these
were merely maple leaves, diifted
against the bank, their silvery un-
dfrsides simulating.the grey-white
throats of frogs. His eyes still fol
lowing the shore line ahead of the
boat focused on a leaf that was too
obviously a leaf. He spoke fpftly and
reached for the rifle. Hank s paddle
bit deep in a gurgling backward
sweep. The heavy-laden boat checked
slowly. John fired.

"You got 'im!" Hanks tone was
edged with admiration and a thin
note of puzzled mystery. Plunging a
stringy, sun-browned arm elbow-
deep in the water, he pitched the
ffreenbacked bullfrog into the boat
at his feet. Blood oozed from a hole
squarely through the head.

"Mighty purty shot from a mov-
in' boat," said Hank. "Takes a good
eye to spot 'em agin that bank with
ail them maple leaves. Most city
folks cain't even see 'em after I p'int
'em out." His heavy-lidded eyes
seemed to be concerned with a prob
lem, the solution of which escaped

'̂̂ My first mistake," thought John,
alarmed "I must not forget I am an
outsider. I've got to keep Hank be
lieving I'm a city fellow."

As the long afternoon brought a
steady procession of changing shore
line, John cannily planted his alibis.
Half a dozen times the sharp bark of
his rifle cut the brooding silence and
each time a maple leaf jumped in
surprise.

"Guess I was lucky to get that one
frog," John laughed ruefully.

Hank spat deliberately over the
side of the boat.

"Them leaves air lucky they ain't
frawgs, or we'd be eatin' 'em fer
supper. Every one plugged right
through the middle!"

"I—I do a lot of target practic
ing," said John. "Hand me that box
of catterges." He wanted to bite his
tongue for using the Ozark word for
cartridges. It was his most serious
slip, but if Hank noticed it he gave
no sign, as he tossed the box for
ward.

"Here's where we camp. Good
spring," said Hank. He nodded at
the formidable grey wall opposite,
evidently deciding to make a conces
sion to his position as a paid guide
"Virgin Bluff. No turnin' back now.
Cain't paddle against them rapids.
Eighteen miles to the nearest house
or road that way." He turned to
face the sinking sun. " 'Bout forty
that way." Having exhausted his
professional conversation, he began
to unload the boat and methodically
organize camp.

John was lost in a conflict between
two distinct personalities. An inde
finable uneasiness marched at his el
bow, refusing to take recognizable
form. It was a primitive instinct
which the civilized John Sparks re
fused to accept. But Johnnie Spald
ing, struggling under years of civili
zation's veneer, vaguely, persistently
sensed a warning of danger as truly
as he sensed the impenetrable wall
between himself and Hank. It was a
wall invisible, mysterious, born of
unseen forces, yet as solid as the
grey face of Virgin Bluff.

"Psychic nonsense," argued the
skeptical John Sparks, as he stooped
to pick up a ragged, sweat-stained
envelope lying in a splash of blood
from the dead frog. It was folded
through the center, the upper por
tion bearing the name of a mail or
der house. "Probably Hank's," he
thought as he turned it over. Fear
ran over him like an icy wave, freez
ing him into immobility.

Through the smear of blood he
read the name—Henry Fleming Wil-
litson—and through that, and years
beyond, he saw "Flem" Willitson, in
a pool of blood—his head cradled in
the lap of a weeping Sarah.

The steady stroke of Hank's ax,
chopping firewood in the forest,
came like ghostly rappings.

It had to be true. Numberless lit
tle characteristics came crowding
back. Like pieces of a jig-saw puz
zle they dropped into the pattern; no
longer meaningless, now that the
key picture had been discovered in a
sweat-stained envelope. Even the
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Any bird can see

what's going on-but

it's a rare bird tiiat can tell it all to you, quickly and clearly,

and make you remember it.

That's what Time does. Time's job is to cull for you each

week the important news of all the world, to organize it intel

ligibly, to present it with the least waste and most interest.
And 600,000 subscribers say TIME succeeds, again and again

vote Time their first-choice magazine.

Time saves your time, gives you in short order the high,

spots of the world's goings-on. Time makes the news stick.
(Men who read TiME, surveys show, are 46.3% better in

formed on current events than their TiMH-less' neighbors.)

Time costs $5.00 a year (52 issues) in the U.S.A.; $8.00
for two years. For Christmas, a year's subscription to people
on your $5.00 list wiir prove an all-family, year-around hit.

TIME
The Weekly Newsmagazine
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Trigger Finger
picture of the drab woman stolidly
^tching their departure fitted in.
That was Sarah. Sarah, of the once

proud head and disdainful eyes.
Twenty-two years."

Conviction that Flem still lived
flooded John's heart like a shaft of
sunlight flooding a dank and musty
room. The dull blow of Hank's ax
came from no ghostly hand. That
was Flem sending out a message
Yt into John's brain.ALIVE!

A shadow lifted from his soul and
went soaring away. He even

it go, sliding across the
white gravel; a black silhouette in
the form of a gigantic bird. He

back his head to shout—
Flem! This is Johnnie! Johnnie

Spalding!"—but the impulse died in
1 throat. The black shadow circled and was coming back. It passed

over his upturned face and contin
ued on; a huge buzzard heading for
Its nest on Virgin Bluff. In the si
lence of its passing he heard the
voice of Abner Holt: "Them Willit-
sons a,ir pizen. They'll git you soon-
TM °^lfter~" The code of the hills.Blood for blood, life for a life.

John remembered now, and re-
^®™bering, was aware that Flem
Willitson, alive, had become a new
and greater menace than Flem Wil
litson—dead, and only a haunting
memory.

J OHN sat with the rifle across his
knees. Hank dropped the armload of
nre^od and drove the shining blade
ot the ax into the end of a log.

somethin' to shoot

gave a start, searchingl^nks face for hidden meaning.
Has he guessed? Does he feel there

u ®o,"iething between us?" But
® ® guileless.I was just cleaning the gun—"

He stopped abruptly, on the point of
adding, "Flem."

tried to
make his voice casual, "I found this
^ the boat. It's addressed to a
Henry Fleming Willitson." He held
^ ®^velope and Hank took it.Hits mine. Much obliged."
xiank was shoving it carelessly into
a pocket.

Opportunity was slipping away,
and John grabbed for its coat-tails.

1 must be mixed up on your name.
^Sr®^stood it as Hank Willson."

Folks around here call me Hank
Willson, but hit's spelled Willitson.
Full name Henry Fleming Willit
son."

John's hand tightened convulsive
ly around the barrel of the rifle.

Hank busied himself with the eve
ning meal, seemingly absorbed in his

(Continued from page 38)

activity. John, his mind grappling
with the developments of the last
hour, sat staring at the grey face of
Virgin Bluff as if it were a movie
screen against which his jumbled
mental pictures swiftly unreeled. No
words passed between them until
Hank called, "Grub's ready. Pull
up a chair and pitch in."

John felt he couldn't swallow a
bite of food, and was surprised to
find himself eating heartily. "Like
a condemned man at his last meal,"
he thought, and was angry at the
disturbing simile.

"You eat them frawg laigs," said
Hank.

"We'll divide them."
"No, I get 'em regular. Ain't no

treat to me. You go ahead. Be a
long time afore you get the chance
agin." Hank took a deep draft of
coffee from his tin cup, wiped his
moustache, and added, "After this
trip's finished."

Twilight, forerunner of night,
slipped through the trees and sur
rounded them. The sycamores, at
the edge of the gravel bar, stood out
like ghostly sentinels, their white
robes showing patches of orange re
flection from the flickering fire.

Hank washed the dishes at the
river's edge and night, black-
frocked, followed him back to the
camp. He squatted on his heels in
front of the fire, and lit a cob pipe
with a glowing ember. John sat
across from him watching the flick
ering flames play over Hank's in
scrutable features.

A stinging pellet struck the back
of John's neck like a bean shot from
a bean-shooter. Startled, he wheeled
to face the dark, momentarily. He
turned back in time to see Hank,
with one swift movement, rise to his
feet, reach for the ax and start for
ward, his face grim.

"At last he knows—" John kicked
over the camp chair and backed into
the darkness, slipping the safety
catch on his rifle. Hank grabbed a
bucket of water and threw it on the
fire. The flames died in hissing pro
test. Hank scattered the smoking
logs with his ax; sparks flew like

tiny meteors.
The explanation occurred to John

as he backed behind a tree. "An
ax is more effective than a rifle in
the dark."

Hank's activity ceased. Dark
ness and silence, broken only by the
gurgling river and the night sounds
of the woods, lay thick about them.

"Where air you at?" Hank's voice
came out of the blackness to the left
of the few glowing embers of the
fire. John was not to be so easily
trapped. Scarcely breathing, he
listened for footsteps on the gravel.
No sounds came. Then he remem
bered Hank's rubber-soled shoes.
From out of the darkness came a
sudden laugh, and the very casual-
ness of it sent a shiver up John's
spine. But what was Hank say
ing? . . .

"Guess I skeered you. Them
danged wilier flies begin to come in,
an' I had to put the fire out afore
they did."

"Of course," thought John, lean
ing against the tree, relieved. "Why
did my memory fail me?" He was
angry at the absurdity of his fear.

"Willow flies?"
"Come here, I'll show you some-

thin'. They jest fly over the water
unless there's a fire to draw 'em."

John's eyes were becoming accus
tomed to the starlit darkness, and
objects were becoming visible as
blobs of shapeless shadow. He mov
ed towards the blob that was Hank.
At the edge of the water he could
vaguely see one of Nature's mira
cles. Millions of large snowflakes
fiying back and forth, up and down,
weaving in a mad dizzy whirl over
the surface of the river. Hank
spoke:

"We don't know where they come
f'om or where they go to. They'll
fly right up to the land, but never
over it, 'less they's a fire to draw
'em. I seen 'em put out a roarin'
fire in five minutes. Wait, I'll show
you." He disappeared and returned
with some crumpled paper from the
supply box. He touched the paper
with a match and ran headlong out
of the spreading circle of light. A
white snowstorm descended, as if
propelled by a howling gust of win
ter wind, the flakes hissing as they
hit the fire. The whirl of death in
creased in a mad fury and the
flames disappeared, leaving behind a
pungent odor.

"Kinda like some folks," said
Hank reflectively. "They'll fly right
into danger with their eyes wide
open. No more lights or fires to
night. We might as well turn in.
Have to feel our way in the dark."

The crowding sides of the tent
closed in on them, shutting out the

(Continued on page US)
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When Doctors ^^Feel Rotten
—This Is What They Do!

ARTIE McGOVERN

Formerly Director of
Nczv York Physicians'
Club. National Ama
teur Cliampion Boxer
at 161 Leanicd science
of training in prize
ring days, but realized,
after opening first gym,
he should know more
ahciit workinga of hu-
m.m body. So he stud
ied at Cornell Univer
sity Medical Clinic,
where he was also phys
ical director for S y'rs.

Today, at 44, he is a
model of physical per
fection—stronger and
more active than the
average college athlete.

HOW can many of New
York's busiest physicians
stand up under their gruel

ling duties ? Why are their nerves
so steady, their minds so clear
after nights of broken sleep and
days of fatiguing work?

The answer is simple. They
follow rules for health described
by Artie McGovern in his new
book. Many not only go to Mc-
Govern's famous gymnasium in
New York, but asked him to be
come Physical Director of the
New York Physicians' Club!

The exercise shown abote {which may be done while you are lying in
bed), is one of the best you can do! On the other hand, such stunts as
bending over and touching your feet with your hands are some of the
worst you can do^on a par with trick food fads and crazy diets.
McGovern's book shows you how to keep fit without such drudgery cr

exhausting exercise!

Artie McGovern 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 bas^ 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 Se
cret of Keeping Fit"—the very same method relied upon by thou
sands of doctors and men important in public life.

SEND NO MONEY
TRY THE McGOVERN METHOD ON THIS

30-DAY DOUBLE GUARANTEE

The McGovern Method has worked for thousands and can there
fore l>e sold to you on the following terms:

1 Send no money with the convenient coupon
• " below. When postman hands you your copy of

PDI^C -Artie McGovern's new book. THE SECRET OFrKlwC KEEPING FIT, deposit with him the Special Of-IAO fer price of only $1.98, plus few cents postage. If,
after five days' reading, you are not convinced that

the McGovern Method is just what you need
and want—you may return it and your money

will be refunded at once.

O If. after applying for 30 days the prin-
ciples clearly given in Mr. McGovern's

book, you don't feel like a new perssn, vibrant
with glowing health and new-found "pep"—if

you aren't thoroughly convinced by actual
"results that it is working wonders for

YOU—you may even then return the Ixjok
for a full refund.

Clip and mail this coupon—witliout money
NOW! SIMON AND SCHUSTER.
Inc., Dept. 512. 386 Fourth Ave.. N.Y.C.
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sity Medical Clinic" Tliese doctors are too wise to fall for
where hcwas'alsoi>hys^ work-outs that leave the "patient"
icd director for s y'rs. gaspiiig, dizzy, exhausted, the kind of
model ^of physi'caT per exercise that does more harm than good,
feetion—stronger and .-\.nd not only doctofs have benefited by
more active than the McGovern's safe, sane methods. Among
average college athlete. nationally known people who have

used them are: Grover Whalen, Walter
Lippmatin, Vincent Richards, Babe Ruth, Gene Sarazen, Rube
Goldberg, Frank Sullivan, Paul Whiteman, Isaac Marcosson.

America's Greatest Trainer at Last

Reveals His Secret of Keeping Fit!
In his new book .Artie ilcGovern gives you the "dc-bunked"

truth al>out exercise. He explodes popular fallacies. He shows
you how to increase vigor, feel better, end constipation, and
either lose weight or put on solid pounds—how to get more en
joyment out of life. Your particular problem (depend
ing upon the type of person you are) is treated as such.

Here is a book of unvarnished truth about your
body, your health, your living habits. It shows the
ONE safe way to control weiglit (the way doctors and ^
athletes do) ; how to eliminate nervousness, sleepless-
ness; how to correct constipation without laxatives;
how to tone-up your entire system, and build reserve
vitality to resist sickness. And all with simple, easy «
exercises you can do at home—without apparatus! —IF You

decide

Are You Overweight—Run Down—
Constipated?

Do you feel run-down? .Are your muscles flabby?
Are you overweiglit or underweight? Do you take
laxatives? Do you sleep poorly? Do you wake up
tired? If your answer to one of more of these is "Yes"
then you owe it to yourself and family to try the Mc
Govern method.

BABE RUTH
What the

McGovern Method

Did for Him

Before After
Weight 256 216
Neck 171/2 151/2
Chest 43 40
Expanded .... 45V^ 47
Waist 49% 38
Hips 47 41
Thigh 25 23
Calf I6I/1 15

WOMEN

Some of the famous women ivho
have taken the McGovern course
are Maureen Orcutt, Julia Hoyt,
Babe Didrickson, Mrs. Morgan
Bclmont, Hannah Wiliinms.

GENE

SARAZEN

Says:

"McGovern's Course of Health

Building is the most effective, val
uable exercise system I have ever
experienced. In previous years I
have tried various methods to keep

in good trim, but none compares

with yours for getting results.

"Your health-building program

has hecn of untold value to me. I

heartily recommend it to golfers,
both professional and amateur, and
I flm nlso convinccd that it will

prove a blessing for any average

man or woman."

IM.
SIMON and SCHUSTER, Inc.. Dept. 512
386 Fourth Ave., New York City

Send me a copy of Artie McGovern's new illustrated hook, "'The
Secret of Keeping Fit." which tells in complete detail the methods
Artie McGovern uses in keeping doctors and famous men in all
walks of life up to par. When postman delivers it. I will pay $1.98.
plus few cents postage charges. .

It is distinctly understood that, if T care to. I may return the
hook within 5 davs. It is al.«o undcr-itood that, if puttnin Mr, IMc-

Covern's method into pr.-ictiee does not, within one month, iirodnce
the actual results 1 want, 1 ani to have the privilege of rcturnnig
the hook. In either case my $1.98 is to be refunded at once.

• Check here if yon are cndosinff SI,9S herewith, thiis .«avinu
pDstage charges. Same letiind privileges apply, of coiiise.

I Outside U. S. $3,25 cash with order.)

When un'itiii// to adrvrtinvrs mcntio)! The R\};n yfoiinziiir.
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Imagination

hundred and ninety-five miles in
four hours over the muddy roads in
this hill country. Those people were
clean by a good five hours, and here
I was making a damned fool of my
self because that kid talked about
something that didn't make sense any
way you looked at it.

"Anything wrong?" Chub said.
"No," I said. Up the street I could

see Henry Wells' old car churning
through the mud with the side cur
tains flapping and water spinning off
the wheels. "When a man shows you
his hole card, Chub," I said, "and you
still don't know what he's holding it's
time to quit. I guess I'm getting old.
. . . Hey, Henry. . .

Henry Wells put on the brakes and
herded his car in as close to the curb
as he could without getting stuck in

^^tter. I jumped across a puddle
at the curb and waded out through
the mud and got in.
,, "Hsnry," I said, "do you have any
thoughts about the fact that it's
raining?"

"I just came in from the farm,"
Henry said. "What I think about it

'to print. It came just three
® the farmers."That s what I think," I said.

1 merely wanted to check up on my
intelligence. It seems to be still
normal. You can take me home,
Henry."

^<^ss later in the

a r+4.1 roads had dried outa little. That's over in Patterson
^ounty, and out of my jurisdiction,
the Miller, the sheriff
inK rnine, and the
ViaH there sounded as though it
thai- same parties
T jobs in my county.

K ^^ybe that between us we
clusio-n^^w®elusions that might be helpful.

(Continued from page 21)

That was a pretty forlorn hope, I
knew, and as it turned out I might
just as well have stayed at home. All
I got out of it was a four-hundred-
mile drive over some very rough
road; and some useless information
that I could have collected by asking a
few questions in Benito. That was
in connection with the party from
Illinois. I wasn't sure at the time
why I inquired about them, and the
knowledge I elicited was just what I
expected. They were from Chicago,
and were making a tour of the sec
tion inspecting mines with a view to
development. They were apparently
circumspect and respectable. They
had taken an option on some prop
erty, had hired an engineer to take
samples for assay, and to estimate
the amount of ore blocked out for
immediate production; and had made
plans for the installation of a mill.
The construction was to start in the
Spring. It sounded like a fine thing
for the town, but it certainly didn't
help me any as far as the investiga
tion of the robberies was concerned.

"That left me with just one person
to consider, and that one person was
Troy Michaels. His actions didn't do
anything to allay any of the suspicions
I may have had, and from all outward
appearances his affections were just
about as stable as his conversation.
He hadn't tried to see Sue, and it
wasn't over a week later I began see
ing him with Lou Ann Gage. That
looked like a matter of combining
business with pleasure, because Lou
Ann's father is president of the
Benito National, and Lou Ann works
at the bank. And if young Michaels
needed an excuse for hanging around
the building he certainly had it there.
I saw him in there every day for a
week, before noon usually, talking to
Lou Gage and taking her to lunch
when she was through work.

I stopped him on the street one
afternoon. "I wouldn't imply any
thing," I said, "but it seems to me
you're taking a very active interest
in one of our public institutions. Not
that Lou Ann isn't a nice looking girl,
but it seems like too good a set-up
to be coincidence."

He got that far-away look in his
eyes and said, "Contacts are neces
sary to the success of any enterprise."

"I'll grant you that," I said. "Only
don't you think there's such a thing
as overplaying a hand?"

"Not if you have the right cards.
Some day, Sheriff," he said, "I'll sur
prise you."

I said, "No you won't, son. Noth
ing you'd ever do would surprise me.
You go ahead and have your fun, and
bury your own dead."

That was the year we had so much
rain in the Fall. Not that the amount

of precipitation itself was so unusual,
but most years in late Autumn it
comes down in the form of snow.
But that year it rained.

And it did keep on. It was
coming down in that steady deter
mined fall when I went home, and
that night when I went to sleep I
could hear it on the roof, and splash
ing off the eaves on the ground.

It had stopped by morning though.
The sky was still heavy, but the rain
had stopped. I was glad of that be
cause I had a trip to make in the
country, and the roads would be bad
enough as they were without any
more rain to contend with. I ate
breakfast and put my slicker on and
started down town for my car.

It was still early. A whole lot
earlier than I usually made it down
town. About six-thirty I suppose;
and it surprised me that anyone was
on the street at all. But just as I
got to Johnson's garage I heard a
horn inside, and stopped, and that
big red sedan pulled across the walk
in front of me. The big man wear
ing the derby hat was at the wheel.
There was a man beside him in the
front, and another man and the
woman in the back. They stopped
just across the walk while the boy
cleaned the windshield.

"You picked a bad day for travel
ling," I said.

"It is pretty bad," the big man
said.

"Going far?"
"Venida," he said. "It's a bad day,

but I have an appointmet there at
five o'clock this afternoon. I was go
ing to postpone it but the roads won't
dry up this kind of weather and I
can't afford to lose too much time. I
guess we'll make it."

"You can make it all right," I said,
"but it's an awful trip."
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The boy had finished polishing the
windshield. The man in the derby-
gave him a dime and pulled the car on
across the walk in the street. I stood
and watched them go away churning
through the mud. I started on into
the garage and as I passed the inner
office door somebody yelled, "'Hey,
Sheriff."

I turned around and there was
young Troy Michaels. He came up
to me and said, "It rained last night."

"I heard rumors to that efifect," I
said. "I wouldn't argue the point
with you."

He was looking at me through his
glasses the way he always did, but his
eyes weren't cool the way they usually
were. They were eager as though he
were excited about something.

"Checking up on a process of ratio
cination," Michaels said, "is like
drawing to an inside straight.
You're afraid to look. I need the
money, which makes it worse. . . .
The road to Venida will be pretty
muddy. How long would you say it'd
take to make that trip?"

"Ten hours anyway."
He acted as though he was thinking

that over in connection with some
thing that was already in his mind.
Finally he said, "You think I'm a
damned fool, don't you?"

"Yes."
"That's too bad," he said. "Maybe

I am." Then he walked away.

I GOT up to the office a little before
noon. I had just taken off my hat
and coat and sat down at the desk
when the phone rang. I picked it
up and said, "Hello?"

"This is Lou Ann Gage, Mr. Pear
son. Dad wants to know if you can
drop in for a few minutes before
lunch."

"You tell him I'll be right down."
I called Sue to tell her that I

wouldn't be home for lunch, but she
wasn't home. I put on my hat and
coat and started down the street. It
was pretty cool after the rain.

It's just two blocks from my office
to the bank. Just as I was crossing
the street at the end of the second
block I saw Henry Wells' ear draw
up alongside the curb. There were
three men in it. The side curtains
were up and I couldn't see Henry, but
I knew the car well enough. It's one
of those unmistakable things. He
didn't answer when I said "Hello,"
but I thought he couldn't hear me
with the wind blowing.

I went on across the street and
into the bank. The entrance to the
bank is on a corner, not setting paral
lel with the streets on either side, and
when you go in you see almost the
whole interior with the exception of
the two corners at the side of the door.
There's a public phone booth in one
corner. I went in through the door
and up to the railing, and when I was
far enough in I turned my head to
look at the phone booth, not for any
good reason, but just the way you do
things like that. Through the glass
of the door I could see Troy Michaels

Y.mcmiljwe/J7/iore/ears
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AN exhaustive fact-finding inquiry con-
Jl\. ducted on behalf of the House of
Seagram by a group of impartial re
search men has proved Seagram's Crown
Whiskies, blended the special Seagram way,
to he the form of whiskey most likely to
agree with the average, moderate man.

Seagram's Crowns, already enjoyed by
millions for iheir fine, rich taste, were
thus given the highest possible rating

The average Ameri
can's life-span has in
creased by 11 years
since 1900. But these
extra years are not a

gift—you can earnand
enjoy them only by sen
sible, moderate living.
Rest. Relax ojtener.
Watch what you eat.
And, if you drink,
choose a whiskey that

AGREES with you.

for kindness: they were accorded the right
to be called "a most wholesome form of
whiskey."

Therefore, in seeking fine-tasting whis
key aod whiskey most likely to agree
with you, follow this guide to whiskey-
kindness. Serve Seagram's Crowns regu
larly at home —your guests will appreci
ate your thoughtfulness.
© Seagram-Distillers Corp. Executive Offices: N. Yi

f®
Seagram's Five Crown Blended Whis
key. The straight whiskies in this product
aie 5 years or more old, 25% straight whis
key, and 75% neutral spirits distilled from
American grain. Bottled under this for
mula since May 1936.

Seagram's Seven Crown Blended
Whiskey. The SKaight whiskies in this
product are 5 years or more old,
sttaiehtwhiskies, and 62H% neutral spirits
distilled from American grain. Bottled
under this formula since May 1936.
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GIRLS CALLED HIM

'BLUEBEARD^'

because every tinie lie let out a
Wast of murderous tobacco from bis
never-cleaned pipe tbey couldn't belp
tbinldng of tbe famous gent wbo as
sassinated six wives. A pity, too—
"wben women love pipe-smoking done
in the rigbt way, Wbich is? i. Keep
your pipe tidy. 2. Switch to tbe to
bacco tbat burns cleaner and smells
more fragrant. We modestly admit

Sir Walter Raleigb Smoking
Tobacco an uncommonly mild blend
of Kentucky Burleysdelightful to both
smoker and audience. How such su
perlative tobacco can be only i5jf is
ourworry. Try a tin. You'll bless us.

SIR WALTER

RALEIGH

IJOWLrrrutn^Jto rjctifae^

booklet tells how to make
your old pipe taste better, svreet-
w: how to break to b new pipe.
Write for copy today. Brown &
W.il.amaon Tobacco Corporolion,
l«uiavillc,Kentucky.Dept.E-612.

/^Pipe '

almost hidden way back in a corner,
looking at the directory. I didn't
think anything about it then. It was
almost time for Lou to go to lunch
and he'd been there every day that I
knew of. I went on across the floor,
and through the gate in the railing,
and up to John Gage's desk.

"I came down as fast as I could,
John," I said. "Lou Ann said you
wanted to see me."

He looked up as though he were
surprised to see me. He started to
say, "I didn't want . . but that
was just as far as he got.

I heard the front door open and
saw John's gaze sort of freeze on
something just behind me, and some
body said, "Stand where you are
Sheriff. Put your hands up, every
body, and don't move. This is a
stick-up."

I had my gun under my coat, but
before I did anything foolish I
wanted to know exactly what I was
up against. I put my hands in the
air and looked at John Gage.

"John," I said, "what's he hold
ing?"

He sat there and shook his head
at me. "Ail the aces. There's two
of them. One's got a pistol, and the
other's got a machine gun."

"That beats me," I said.
If it had only been one man with a

pistol I might have tried it, but I had
to get my gun and turn and shoot, and
it's too hard to miss with a machine
gun. I didn't want to go out of office
full of bullet holes.

I kept my hands up and didn't turn
my body, but by twisting my head to
one side I could see that telephone
booth. Troy Michaels was still in
side, looking out through the glass in
the door. At first I judged that the
bandits hadn't come far enough in
side to see him, and then I had another
idea. He'd given the tip-off over the
phone, but naturally he wouldn't take
any active part in the hold-up, and
without that I could never in the
world pin anything on him.

While I was watching he unbut
toned his jacket and took that auto
matic out of the shoulder holster and
pulled back the action to throw a shell
into the chamber and cock the piece.
He didn't even wait to open the door.
He broke the glass out with the muz
zle of the gun and started cutting
loose.

He got the machine gunner the first
crack. I heard the gun hit the floor
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and I started turning and going for
my gun all at the same time. The
guy with the pistol had time for one
shot at the phone booth, and then I
was turned around and had my gun
clear, and I cracked down on him;
and I don't miss much at twenty feet.

The first shot knocked him down.
That's the part I like about a .45. It
may not have the muzzle velocity or
the penetrating power of some other
guns, but at short range it's very
effective. When you get hit you stay
hit. The first slug took him in the
shoulder and spun him and he went
down on his face. The pistol was
still in his hand. John Gage leaped
out of his chair, and vaulted the rail
ing and kicked that gun half way
across the bank.

Outside the window I heard a car
roar. Lou Ann Gage was already
calling for the police and an ambu
lance. I shoved my gun in the waist
band of my pants and started running
for the door. Troy Michaels was just
coming out of the phone booth. His
face was white and there was blood
on the shoulder of his jacket. He was
swaying on his feet and I could see
he was getting sick, but he was grin
ning. There were people jamming in
the door by now and I could see some
one pushing through the crowd, and
then Sue was running across the floor
yelling, "Troy! Troy!"

Young Michaels said, "Good hunt
ing," and I caught him just as he fell.

I had business outside though. I
let him down easy to the floor and ran
for the front entrance. Henry Wells'
car was a block up the street and
making tough going of it in the mud.
Joe Everson came out of his hard
ware store carrying a carbine and I
yelled, "For God's sake get that guy."

"Henry . . ."
"Henry, hell. Get that guy."
Joe's the best offhand rifle shot in

this state. He put that carbine up
and emptied it so fast it sounded like
one report. Henry's car slewed
crossways of the road and stopped,
and the man that was driving it came
out with both hands in the air.

That was a busy day for me, but I
finally made the hospital about three
in the afternoon to see how young
Michaels was coming along. Sue was
there with him. The first thing he
said when I came in the room was
"You'll get the woman in the red car
about twenty or thirty miles this side
of Venida around four o'clock."

"I got smart, son," I said. "There's
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two guys in the hospital and two in
the county jail. We got the pilot of
the plane where he set it down two
miles off the road, and there's a re
ception committee waiting for the
lady in Venida. How you feeling?"

"All right. Only," young Michael
said, "I can't roll cigarettes one-
handed."

I rolled a cigarette for him, and
Sue held a match. "How did you get
there so quick?" I said.

She said "I knew it was going to
happen."

"I seem to be the only one that
didn't know it. Son," I said, "I owe
you an apology, but would you mind
telling me just how you figured it
out."

He let smoke come out his mouth
while he talked, "The rain was what
convinced me."

"My reasoning is vague and imag
inative. It rained three times in suc
cession so that feature had to be im
portant. I started thinking about
that and how it could be important,
and then I saw it. The time element.
The longer time it took to make a
trip from one town to the next the
better alibi they had. These muddy
roads were perfect."

"That led me up to the derby hats.
Look, Sheriff, I couldn't say any more
to you because I didn't know any
thing. I just thought it. And I had
to have that reward."

"Have you ever worn a derby?" I
said.

He started laughing. "That's im
portant. . . . Ostentatiousness is a
form of vulgarity. They had to be
noticed leaving one town and enter
ing another. If I wanted to be con
spicuous in this country I'd wear a
derby hat and spats."

"And drive a big red car/' I said.
"I'd leave a town and then stop and
get out and let the woman drive on
through. I'd steal a car and rob a
bank. Then I'd drive to some pre
arranged place and get picked up by
a plane and fly to within twenty or
thirty miles of the next town, where
I'd pick up the car with the woman
and come on in easy like."

"That had to be it," Troy said. "A
lapse of time was necessary. That
was the important thing. The rain.
That's what made me suspicious in
the first place. Why would a man in
tent on making a getaway pick a day
with wet roads if it didn't have some
connection? It had to be right. When
it rained and they left town this morn
ing I knew. There weren't many
people in the bank at noon. I had
Lou Ann call you. . . . That's my
imagination. It has its points. . . ."

"Yes," I said.
He said, "About that reward. . . .

Sue and I decided we'd get married
if you didn't mind."

"You won't mind, Pop," Sue said.
I said, "No. I know when I'm

licked."
"About that two thousand dollars,

Pop . . ." Sue said. "With election
coming and everything. . . ."

I said, "I'll make it four thousand."
THE END.
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Trigger Finger
(Continued from page hO)

stars. They groped for the two cots,
separated by a narrow passage,
through darkness so thick they could
almost feel its texture. Careful to
make no betraying sound, John
laid his rifle on the gravel at the
side of the cot—away from Hank.
His mind, trained to do the work
for soft-flabby muscles, exhausted
by the day's exertions, went back to
its ceaseless round of speculation,
"Does he know? Is he waiting for
a chance to catch me asleep? . . .
Indians put stones under their blan
kets to make them sleep lightly . . .
I read that somewhere. Must stay
awake ..."

From the top of Virgin Bluff, the
long lonesome cry of a timber wolf
splashed through the fluid darkness.
John sat up, startled.

"Danged ole owl," said Hank's
voice.

Dawn sent a beckoning finger of
light through the tent flap. Hank,
answering the summons, arose and
began to dress silently. Pretending
sleep, John watched through slitted
eyelids until Hank tiptoed out. He
wearily slid a hand under his shoul
der blades and dropped two sharp
cornered -rocks into the gravel at
the edge of his cot. Tired muscles
and weary brain shuddered at the
prospect of five more nights of tor
ture.

"Fight it out," whispered the
primitive Johnnie Spalding. "There's
just one Willitson against one Spald
ing. He'll kill me, or I'll kill him."

The civilized John Sparks re
coiled. He saw a vision of Hank's
head cradled in the lap of the tired,
broken Sarah of the river bank.
"No. I can't go through that hell
again. That's done with. The code
of the hills means nothing to me."

"You're forgetting Flem," whis
pered Johnnie. "Them Willitsons
are pizen. They carry a grudge to
the grave. Eemember how they
waylaid Cash Norton that time?"

"There was no proof."
"He's dead, just the same."
"I don't believe he suspects. I'm

just imagining things."
"Them Willitsons always was sly

as hell," argued Johnnie. "They git
you when you ain't lookin'. You
could beat him to it. Pretend the
gun went off accidentally."

A wisp of wood smoke curled un
der the tent, carrying with it the
tantalizing odors of frying bacon
and boiling coffee. The very smells
seemed warming, revitalizing. John
began to dress.

Hank's greeting was almost jovial.
"How'd you sleep?"

"Not very well."
"Folks never do the first night

out." Hack straightened up from
the sizzling bacon. "But you'll sleep
like a dead man tonight!"

John stared into Hank's beady
eyes. "It's a familiar mountain ex
pression," he rationalized, "but has
Hank endowed it with a deeper sig
nificance? If so, starvation has no
place in his plans."

"I et," said Hank, pouring a cup
of steaming coffee. "Take yore time
while I load the boat."

A nimbus of light spread over the
shaggy head of Virgin Bluff as they
moved into the stream. Beyond the
Bluff's chill shadow a vermilion sun,
cut from cardboard, peeked at them
over a lavender ridge far to the east.
Ahead lay a stretch of sun-dappled
water, from which twining tendrils
of mist arose like steam from a lazy
kettle.

"Put on one of them red-headed
minners, an' you'll git a bass along
here," said Hank.

The minnow splashed water at the
side of a drift-log and started back
to the boat with a skittery flirt of
its tail. A silvery streak flashed
from under the log. The rod nodded
curtly, as if not quite sure, then sud
denly bent double in a graceful bow
of recognition. The reel shrilled ex
cited confirmation.

"Take yore time. Don't give him
any slack," said Hank, almost ex
cited.

He added, in his slower drawl:
"When you got yore fish hooked, hit
don't pay to be in a hurry to land
'im."

"What does he mean?" For a
fraction of a second, John's atten
tion wandered. It was enough. The
line went slack and the red-headed
minnow returned to the boat shame
facedly alone.

"What'd I tell you?" chuckled
Hank.

John whipped the rod forward,
casting the minnow viciously from
him, and with it went his interest in
double meanings. He was an angry
fisherman now; the problems of life
and death were petty and unim
portant.

The vermilion disk had become an
orange ball of molten metal in an
inverted blue bowl, dripping liquid
fire.

Hank mopped his face with a blue
bandanna and lifted a calculating eye
from shore line to sun. "Quarter
to 'leven. They won't bite in the
heat of the day. We'll stop a spell
an' eat a snack."

The boat shot through a narrow,
twisting channel, following an invis
ible course marked only on the chart
of Hank's memory, and rounded into
the quiet water at the mouth of a
crystal creek. The tails of the flap
ping fish beat a salvo of applause.
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They ate their cold lunch under
the spreading shade of a maple,
washing it down with hot coffee
from the thermos jug.

Hank made a little pyre of the
paper and refuse and squatted
against the maple to watch it burn.
John reclined against a moss-covered
log, his rifle, resting lengthwise
along its broad top, within easy
reach. Weary from loss of sleep
and the morning's exertions, he bat
tled with all his will against we
lulling murmurs of the creek. He
wrenched open his heavy eyelids,
realizing he had momentarily slept
and dreamed. Again he felt him
self slipping over a precipice into
bottomless depths, and saved him
self by the flutter of a tired eyelid.
He decided on conversation as a
safeguard. "What's the name of
this creek?"

Hank, whittling a stick, took a
chew of tobacco and spat into the
fire. "Spaldin' Crick." His heavy-
lidded eyes regarded John enigmat
ically.

At the sound of his own name on
Hank's lips, John sat up, wide awake.
"A trap. It must be a trap," he
thought. "This is Wayne Creek.
Must not let him trick me ..."

"Indeed! Named after some local
family, no doubt."

Hank, his eyes still on John, con
tinued to whittle mechanically, the
razor-like edge of his knife stripped
long curling shavings from the
stick. "After a feller named John
nie Spaldin'."

John's glance flicked sideways, as
suring himself that the gun was
within easy reach. "Who was John
nie Spalding?"

Hank wriggled into another po
sition. "Well, sir, hit's a right
interestin' story. He was a young
hellion that used to live on the
far side of Smokey Blue Mount'in,
'bout twenty-two-three year ago.
Great hand with a gun. He was
'round eighteen year' old at the time
this happened. Got into a scrap
one night at a dance. He shot one
feller, an' holp hisself to another
feller's hawse to make his git-away.

"A brother of the feller he shot
set out to look for 'im. Well sir,
'long 'bout dusk the next evenin',
he ketched up with 'im. Hit was on
this very crick. They'd been a heavy
rain an' the crick was ragin' full.
Hit had washed out the Hawk's Hill
bridge on the east fork, an' this
Johnnie Spaldin' had to turn back
only to find the bridge on the west
fork—that's this'n—was washed
out, too. There he was, trapped, in
between—when the feller that was
huntin' 'im come in sight. He knowed
the hawse an' yelled fer Johnnie to
give hisself up, but he wouldn't do
hit. He jumped his hawse, sprang
into the crick an' swum fer t'other
side. Hit was put-near dark, like
I say, an' the feller couldn't tell if
his bullets hit 'im or not, but the
hawse come home riderless, so folks
allus figgered Johnnie's body was
washed away by the flood.
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John sat rigid, white-faced, as he
saw Abner Holt go to his death in
the muddy waters of Wayne Creek.
"Abner! My friend, killed by one
of the Willitsons, when he went to
get his horse tied at Wayne Creek
bridge. He was the same size. In
the dark. . .

"It was murder—plain murder !"
His voice was barely audible.

Hank's knife shaved another sliver
from the stick. "I reckon hit's a
good thing hit happened that way.
You see, this feller Johnnie shot got
well, and he'd a been bound to shed
Johnnie's blood." He spat into the
ashes of the dying fire, sending up
a little cloud like a bullet striking
a dusty road. "Hit's a kinda rule
folks has got here in the hills, an' a
feller's got to live up to hit whether
he wants to or not."

John visualizing Abner struggling
in the whirling waters, was conscious
that something eluded him. "How
did they account for Abner's disap
pearance?" he asked.

"Abner who?" ,
He had made a fatal slip. Hank

rose slowly to his feet, the knife
swinging in a slight arc at the end
of his pendulous arm. He spoke,
and his voice was almost regretful.

"Johnnie, hit seems like you ain t
changed much. You never did have
the sense to let well enough alone.

John reached quickly
sideways for the rifle. It slid oit the
log into the tangle of grass on th^e
far side. His groping fingers search
ed frantically as Hank started to
ward in a long, feline stride, the
knife waving a glittering menace.

"Drap it, Johnnie! Drap it, i
say!" _

A thorn jabbed John's finger
painfully as he jumped to meet
the charge. A tremendous weight
dragged at his numbed right hand.
A three-foot snake, its fangs buried
in the tip of his index finger,
writhed and twisted at the end of
his arm. , tt i

"Cottonmouth!" yelled Hank.
The knife flashed in a murderous

swing. The snake's headless body
fell to the log and rolled off onto the
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gi'ound in a coiling paroxysm of
death. Hank grabbed John's arm
and stretched it lengthwise along
the smooth top of the log. Their
eyes met and held momentarily in
complete understanding,

"Hit's the only way, Johnnie,"
said Hank, almost apologetically.

"Go ahead—Flem."
Hank's knife flashed again, and

the snake's head dropped away to
join the wriggling body. John's in
dex finger was still clamped in its
fangs.

"Well, Johnnie—" said Hank, a
queer whiteness in his leathery, sun
burned cheeks, "that kinda squares
things up accordin' to the rule, for
hit shore looks like I spilled some
of yore blood." He ran to the boat
and returned with a first aid kit and
a bottle of pale amber-colored fluid.
"Here, put some of this under yore
belt. Real home-grown corn, from
my own still. You might leave a
drap or two in the bottom of the
bottle fer me."

"You think it's ..."
"Shore I" interrupted Hank. "You'll

be all right. Might make you a lit
tle sick." He unrolled his bandages
and grinned sheepishly. "Doggone
hit, Johnnie, I don't see why I didn't
think of cuttin' off yore trigger fin
ger yesterday. You've had me so
doggone scared, the way you been
fingerin' that gun, that I'pi jest 'bout
wore out. I figgered if I told you
that fool story 'bout you bein' dead,
you'd kinda take it easy the rest of
the trip."

"Then Abner wasn't—?"
"Shuckins, no! He's the postmas

ter over at Little Baldy. Come on—
git in that boat. I'm goin' to hussle
you to a doctor."

"What's the use? If your oper
ation is not a success, I'll never
finish the three-day trip."

"Three days nothin'!" chuckled
Hank. "We'll flag a car an' have
you back in town in a couple o' hours.
They's a new concrete state highway
'bout a mile down the river. Yes
sir, Johnnie, this country has been
gittin' plumb civilized since you left
hit."
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(^Continued from page 13)

Frankie to bed that night because
he knowed we was going to set up
the tree and he was being ornery
just to tease us. But finally he got
out his sleeping suit and set it in
front of the oven to warm it.

Like he was still stalling he says,
"Could we have old Jeb down to eat
goose with us?"

"I don't guess he'd be able to
come," says Mrs. Larsen, maybe
thinking of the store of corn liquor
Jeb'd laid in.

Then Frankie says, "Gee, I wisht

we had something to give him, don't
you Ma?"

Well, there ain't nothing you can
do when a kid says something like
that—it kinda makes you feel you're
lower than a gopher. So Mrs. Lar
sen just told him to quit his stalling
and she hurried him off to bed.

Then we turned the radio up a
little louder than usual and set to
work on the tree. Of course Frankie
knowed what we was doing and we
knowed that he knowed it, but we
always get a lot of pleasure outa pre-

tRAISE GIANT FROGSstart Backyard! We Buyl Dr,cl-, l3>» lo.-
000 csci ytarly. 1ruj. iip i., J5 doii-n Sm
what othcrn nlri-=(ly doiiis. "FREE FROG BOOK"
cjDiaitir. Wriic todsyi American Free Cannins
Company. (Dept. Isa-X) NowOrloans, La.
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tending we're fooling him.
Then we got out all the toys we a

bought for Frankie and wrapped
them up—after we'd showed them
around and played with them for a
spell. Most of the stuff come out
of the catalogue and we sure kiwvea
it was going to make a hit. There
was a wagon and a b-b gun irom
us hands, and his ma got him a cow
boy outiit—everything from the hat
right down to the boots and it sure
was a daisy. But Ole had found the
best of all, a model of one of them
wreckers that garages has; almost
two foot long it was, and all shiny
red, and it had a derrick and tow
chains and little jacks and Lord
knows what all. We sat there on
the floor and worked her for almost
an hour before we let Ole put the
paper back on.

Frankie sure had a time with that
wrecker the next morning. He was
up even before I went out to do
the chores, and he had that stufi
all over the kitchen before you
could say "Sacajawea".
he was mighty pleased with the
other things—he put on the cowboy
outfit right off and then picked oti
a lamp chimney with the gun—but
just like we figured that wrecker
was the real strike. He was all over
the floor with it, getting hisself
stuck under the table and behind
the chairs and then pulling hisseli
out with the derrick. Then he
worked out a better game, getting
the wagon stuck and coming to the
rescue, yelling orders like he was
a section boss.

It must've been a couple three
hours before he could be drug to
breakfast, but he finally got fagged
out and calmed down some. Then
he seemed to recollect something
and he begun to look all around the
kitchen. He looked just a mite dis
appointed, and he had something
on his mind but it took him a long
time to say it.

But finally he says, "Didn't Jeb
bring. . . . What was Jeb down here
last night for?"

We all looked kinda puzzled and
Ole told him Jeb hadn't been down.

"I heard his flivver bucking the
drifts," Frankie says. "Just before
I went to sleep. He said he'd come."

Ole kinda laughed at him and says,
"You was just dreaming. You was
asleep and you didn't know it."

"I heard it clear as anything and
I could hear the radio, too," Frankie
says.

None of us said anything more
about it. We was thinking maybe
the kid was right and we couldn't
hear it because the radio was on
loud and the windows was closed.

But all through the day I couldn't
get old Jeb off'n my mind because
every once in a while I'd look up
and see Frankie standing by the
window with a kinda weepy look.
And while we taking on the
roast goose Frankie says, "I wisht
we could give old Jeb some of this."

During the afternoon I slipped
(Continued on page 52)
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now expired . . . only actual cost plus a ve^ nar
row margin, which is as it should be. Blades
today are daily staples and must sell close.

10 DAY FREE TRIAL
Try Marlin Blades for the next 10 days at our
risk. If you don't get the finest shaves from the
keenest blades you have ever used, I am the loser.
Marlin refunds double the purchase price. 1
personally give you this guarantee.

FRANK KENNA, President

W PRICE I LAST CHANCE
4M0TO.T 11 Before

ENCLOSED —, .

I Christmas

I SEND
I NO MONEY
I pay the postman
I plus 18c C.O.D.

fee; or, send check,
I money order,

ite for Catalog.) I stamps, or a bill.

ORDER TODAY AT THIS LOW PRICE I
The Marlin Firearms Co.,
2112 Willow Street. New Haven. Conn.
Please sead me as marked below:

Christmas Gift Box (180 blades).

Regular Package (80 blades).

Regular Package (40 blades).

Address
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An Old-Fashioned
Christmas

(Continued from page 11)

the conversation, but every one else
is too gorged with food to be able
to move the lower jaw sufficiently to
articulate. It develops that the
family is in possession of the loud
est-ticking clock in the world and
along about four o'clock it begins
to break its own record. A steno
graphic report of the proceedings
would read as follows:

"Ho-hum! I'm sleepy! I shouldn't
have eaten so much."

"Tick-tock-tick-tock-ti ck-tock-tick-
tock "

"It seems just like Sunday, doesn't
it?"

"Look at Grandpa! He's asleep."
"Here, Junior! Don't plague Grand

pa. Let him sleep."
"Tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-took "
"Junior 1 Let Grandpa alone! Do

you want Mama to take you up
stairs?"

"Ho-hum!"
"Tick-tock-tick-tock-tick-tock "

Louder and louder the clock ticks,
until something snaps in your brain
and you give a sudden leap into the
air with a scream, finally descending
to strangle each of the family in
turn, Grandpa as she sleeps. "Then,
as you feel your end is near, all the
warm things you have ever known
come back to you, in a flash. You
remember the hot Sunday subway
to Coney, your trip to Mexico, the
bull-fighters of Spain.

You dash out into the snowdrifts
and plunge along until you sink ex
hausted. Only the fact that this
article ends here keeps you from
freezing to death, with an obituary
the next day reading:

"DIED suddenly, at East Russet,
Vt., of an old-fashioned Christmas."

H(See the New Marlin Guns at your Dealer. Write for Catalog.)

When toritinff to advertisers plcaae mention The Elks
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Arise!
You cannot afford to miss this opportunity ... a
glorious lioliday in the Southland . , . and for so
little money , . . send in today, the coupon below
and descriptive pamphlet will be sent you, ccvcring
all details . . . shine up your golf clubs, get the
summer flannels out of the moth balls and prepare
for this smart holiday party.
Get aw.iy from the frozen northland, with its sleet,
ice, and cold . . . get away from colds and doctoi
bills . . . you owe this to yourself.
And what a trip it will be . . . relaxation and rest
in the siimmerland of America . . . palm trees,
rose.*;, ficautiful gardens of tropical and sub-tropical
shrubbery.

Bring the Ladles!
Glorious days of sunlight and grand nights of
dancing and gaiety under a tropic moon—every
hour rich in new sights, new surroundings, a
changc needed to make you feel new again. Be
low is an abstr.act of the itinerary.
Sun. Jan. 24—T.v. New York and Chicago in

spccial de luxe air-conditioned
Pullmans. The Pullmans from
Chicago will pick up at Indian
apolis, Cincinnati, where those
from Toledo, Detroit, and Cleve
land, will join. The Pullmans
from New York will pick up at
Philadelphia, New York, and other
points. . , . All Pullmans will be
consolidated at Palm Beach.

Tues. Jan. 26—Palm Beach—George Washington
Hotel. We are way down south.
Now warm tropical breezes greet
us everywhere. Wonderful pro
gram has been arranged . . . sail-
fish derby . . . golf . . . dancing,
etc.

Thurs. Jan. 28—.\nother never-to-be-forgotten day
at this great resort ... in the late
afternoon we go by motor along
the Ocean Boulevard to Miami
where we make our headquarters
at the Baronial Everglades Hotel.
For three days we rest and recre
ate at this wonderful resort, and
what a program has been arranged
. . . More about it our January
issue.

Sat. Jan. 30—.At 7:00 p.m. we leave Miami by
steamer for Havana.

Sun. Jan. 31^Havana, the gayest city in the
world ... it is truly like taking a
trip abroad to see Havana—ttop-
ica! gardens, sidewalk cafes, an
cient cathedral.s, seventeenth cen
tury scenes. Stroll the Prado,
fashionable promenade where ce
lebrities from the world over love
to parade. Our headquarters will
lie at the Plaza Hotel in the cen
ter of things.
Sunday and Monday, Havana.

Tues, Feb. 2—r,v. Havana by steamer in the
morning, arrivi'ng Key West in
the afternoon, where a short stop
will be made, then to St. Peters
burg ... a night of gayety anil
dancinjc on the steamer under a
tropical moon.

Wed. Feb. 3—.\rrive St. Petersburg, where we
spend 3 days seeing Florida's west
coast . . . golf, deep-sea fishing,
etc. One day there will be a
mc'tor trip to all points of inter
est. . , . Tampa, the cigar facto
ries, thence to the Bok Ti)wor at
Lake Wales, known as the Taj
-Mahal of America. We then turn
northward and after a short stop
at Ocala. viewing the subterra
nean gardens, etc. . . . then home
wa rd.

The api)roxitnate cost of this trip will be $208,
covering every item of expense . . , Pullmans,
three meals a day for the entire trip, hotel acconj-
niodations, rooms with private bath, motor sight-
•secing, handling of baggage ... in brief, every
thing !
Sp.ice does tiot i)erniit us to elaborate on the pro
gram being arranged I>y the F.Iks of Florida, the
home of our Grand Exalted Ruler, Dave Sholtz.
whom we will all have the privilege of greeting
personally.

I L

The Elks Magazine Travel Dept.
50 E. 42nd Street
New York City, N. Y.
Please .send me descriptive folder covering Elks
Mid-Winter Pilgrimage to Florida and Havana.

ADDRESS .

CITY

The Elks Magazine
Winter Vacation Trips

fRO/u uf/ZV;-
CHlCAdO

•W

^0.

NEW YORK

CINCINNATI

\laACKSONVlLLE

? SILVER SPRINGS

ST.PET£RSBimC V BEACH

m #

^^HAVANA

writiiiy io adrcrti-icrs iilcanc tncution The Elks Mayaziiie
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The Pariah
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(Continued from page A9)

NOVEL « ^
STANDARD \
SHAPES >

^f>tvpities.
tt-m finest Vila
^ • briar

• MONEV \lv\ VS
CAN BUY

UNHEARD OF VAlUg
for Pamphlet K. ^

S.M.Frank&Co.,ii,c^^ \
Elf. J900 '133rirrBAVE..N.Y.C.

^SO CIGABETTg flM» ccflR
^m3TI^7rnv?rur.

I HOLDERS

I got to feeling queerer and
queerer. I been hearing the coyotes
sing since I was a yearling, but I
never felt it go through me like it
done that night. And if that wasn't
bad enough, the old granddaddy
cougar that lives up in the pass,
come out and let fly with one of
them bloodcurdling screams of hisn,
and man, right then you coulda
bought me for a nickel.

The ponies got plenty spooky too,
because if there's one thing a horse
wants to get further away from than
anything else, it's one of them big
cats. We had quite a chore calming
them down.

About a mile and a quarter we
went, seeing nothing, and not say
ing a word, and then we come around
a bend and seen some queer tracks
in the snow. We hopped down for
a peek, and with the moon shining
down we could see where a man had
been coming down the road on foot
and then turned around and went
back. The trail was crooked as an
election promise, like he'd been
awful drunk or awful tired or both.

We followed the trail afoot, lead
ing the horses. We seen places
where he had fell onto his face a
time or two, and as we plodded along
listening to them mournful coyotes,
we knowed blamed well what we was
going to find.

And right around the next bend
we found him stretched out in the
snow, just a couple of rods from
where his Model T had died in the
ditch. He was froze solid as a
rock.

Now that we knowed it was all
over, I got to thinking maybe it was
a good thing. He no doubt had too
much corn in him to know rightly
what was happening, and in cold
like that it musta come mighty fast.
Going like that was maybe easing
him outa a pile of suffering.

We histed him onto the roof of
his car until we could get back with
a wagon, and then we noticed a
package in his arms. We pried them
open enough to get at it, and we seen
it had "To Frankie" wrote onto it,
so Ole stuck it in his saddle pocket
and we headed back.

Folks in the Canyon felt mighty
low-down when they heard about it,
and I expect it'll be a heap of years
before any of them leaves oif doing
everything they can to help a neigh
bor again.

But we only told Frankie that Jeb
had went to live with his boy for a
spell. Frankie was sorta blue to
think old Jeb had went off without
saying good bye. But he knowed Jeb
still loved him because when he
opened the package we brung home,
there was the little carved horse
he liked so much.

on a pair of skis and sashayed down
to take a peek at the road. There
wasn't no tracks at all. Of course
the tracks Jeb made the day before
was filled in by the wind, but if he'd
went down again after the wind died
down, the tracks would show. And
I couldn't recollect when the wind
died down.

It was getting towards dark so I
headed back to do the chores.
Frankie was pretty miserable by
now, and that wasn't like him be
cause he wasn't a kid to ask for a
lot and then cry when he didn't get
it.

I got my lantern and went up to
the barn. I set down the milk pan
and walked up the little rise behind
the barn where you can look over
the timber into the clearing where
Jeb's cabin was. I couldn't see noth
ing but dark, and that was some
thing to worry about. Because it
there wasn't no light, maybe there
wasn't no fii'e, and when it s oO 01
40 below a man don't last very long
if he ain't got a fire.

So I cut straight back to the house
and told Ole about it. It appeais
that he done some scoutmg his^ii
because he says, "Must be some
thing the matter. Maybe Frankie
heard Jeb's car but am t been by
here—nothing been through
the wind fell at sundown. 1 went
down to look."

"Yeah, I did too," I says.
Ole looked at me a minute and

then he says. "We better saddle a
couple of horses. Ike can do the
^^So^^ike took the lantern while I
and Ole got ourselves aU bundledjip
in sheepskins, and just as w
going out, Frankie come „over-

"You ffoing up to Jeb s, ne sdy»."YoS betf but you're staying
here," Ole says. "It's too cold for
^°Well Frankie hemmed and hawed
a minute and when Ole reached for
the door the kid suddenly shoots out
his hand and says, "Will you give
this to him and say Merry Chiist-
mss

We looked in his hand and there
was a shiny new pen-knife like they
sell in the dime stores. Ole said,
"Sure," and put it in his pocket
and we went out. And I tell you
that little thing made us both teel
mighty choky. .

Well, we got our ponies and went
down the meadow and out onto the
road. The moon was coming up
across the canyon and it give every-

5 thing a bright blue light. But it was
a heap too cold to set thinking of
how pretty it was.

:: I was feeling right queer in the
t- middle of my stomach, and when the
Y. coyotes begun to sing at the moon,
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pays t"s $3000
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niay ^ob°tain3 month you
SS ~ ? oVs-ors-MlS
No Red Tanp^" Medical Examination.
Sold By Man 'nJi« Features,
buy so much llf Thaes why you can
month. protection for only $1.00 a

To'̂ ?e«i?e AGENT WILL CALLsend a post card'witi!®*" INSPECTION,
at nearest birthdav address, age
not satisfied you beneficiary. If
satisfied with^he thoroughly
?1.00, -which pava for
of sccond month fn?i«until first
cation is approved Reeistration, if Mpli-
TION offer maT7 FREE iNSFEC-
J?r.-S^-^RANTY TTNTriw write today
COMPANYrDent iNSURANCE
— Lr^Pt. F Beverly Hills, Calif.

\ "amo tor fr.c i R""l> • •X
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♦° S2100 year
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oopt Taaa'̂ '̂ '-IN INSTITUTE"op*. T.223 RMhe,ter, m. V.
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Selected Books
For Elks and Their Families

(Continued from page 27)

GREAT-AUNT LAVINIA—Z)?/
Joseph C. Lincoln. (Appleton-
Century. $2.50)

Now we come to a Joseph C. Lin
coln romance which is practically
like sitting down to a dish of clam
chowder or a plate of whole wheat
biscuits—a remark that springs
from a hearty and recurring appe
tite for both of these things.

As usual this popular New Eng
land writer donates a native tale,
salty with Cape Cod breezes and
full of the vitamins of good nature
and homely wit. And what did we
tell you about old ladies having star
parts this year! Great-Aunt La-
vinia, crusty and understanding,
dominates the plot of this likable
story. And there is her nephew, a
happy-go-lucky lighthouse keeper,
and her great-niece who falls in love
with a double blighter in fine city
clothes, and an unexpected inheri
tance, and a tidy lot of complications
—all of which go to build up a re
freshing fireside tale. Bound to be
a hit as a gift for "the little wo
man," or Aunt Minnie, or practi
cally any nice person you know.

SCORPIO N—by Will James.
(Scribner's. $2.50)

Lovers of Smoky and other horse
stories by Mr. James will welcome
this new volume by the man who
brings the cattle country right into
the home.

Scorpion is a Jekyll-and-Hyde of
a horse, a chestnut "bronc" of the
utmost unreliability. But just be
tween ourselves, we don't have to
bother too much with Scorpion as
a hero. What one goes after—and
gets—in a Will James story is his
slow, speculative comment on life
in general, his interesting illustra
tions, his sincerity and that "home,
home on the range" atmosphere so
popular at the present time.

He-men, from coast to coast, will
form in line for this one.

GOLDEN WEDDING—by Anne
Parrish. _ (Harper. $2.50)

Meet yourself somewhere in this
book.

Fifty years and over in the fam
ily of Dan Briggs—poor boy in the
80's, and in 1933 one of the richest
men in America. Money and its
effect on character is the theme of
Miss Parrish's novel—a colorful,
moving narrative which might, with
surface changes, be the record of
thousands of Americans. That is
its great appeal.

There is rich material here, and
the author has done a noble job

W-- "'-.la-v

The

HALVORFOLD
PASS CASE, BaL-FOLD, CARD CASE, NEMO
New streamlined HaUorfold—wftat crcry FJfc fwrcds. Nofumblingforyouttpasscs—Just
snap open your Halvorfold and tliey all show; each under separate celluloid face, protected
from dirt and wear. Palcnted windoics enable vou to show 4, 8 or more passes, membership
cards cic. H.os 2 roomy pockets for cards, checkbook or memoranda. Large currency fold.
Made of high grade genuine black CALFSKIN. Toush—durable. Haa beautiful soft tex
ture—all silk stitched. Expertly flDished. l-IO I4-K Gold Comers and Snap. Size3Io.x5in.
closcd. Fits flat Id pockct. You can't wear out a Halvorfold.

Tho UQIVnOTID/fit'HHI VI IK a llr t«r2weelcs'trial, your money
mnBI' IIIILW llllJ-lr wlilibc cheerfully refunded.

^/ame, address and fraternal
emblerri engraaed in S2-K Gold

wMW J m FREE. (Il.so extra valuel)

WV'j
i^HflLVORZIP
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HIGHEST QUALITY

BLACK

CALFSKIN

$^95

POSTPAID

Pass Case,Bill-fold andCardCase
Embossed Ship0' Dreams Design
The very latest in Halvorfolds. Pass case, blll-fold
and card case ... nil In one. Made of genuine Brotcn

WE TRUST ELKS!
Da n»t tend one penny In advance unim you wish. Pfty
after 2 weeks'trlaH Simply mall coupon TODAY c^eftiljy
checked as to Initials, emblem and namefor FREE ii-K uoia
enRTavlng. 1/ you do not enclose ntoney uou MUbT flu in tne
foUowtne:

Sleerhidc. rich and lustrous. Embossed
Ship O' Dreams design. SlUt stltehcd.
TALON Zipper Closure.4-pa8S capao- No. and Name or My Looge..
ity. Full size currency and check pock-

M et. 2 card pockets. Size 3H x 4H
closed. Extra thin model. Will last .qwrptarv

/§'• a lifetime. 22-K Gold name, ad- Name ofsecreiary
f ll dress, lodge emblem FREEI (A _____________________ _ _ _I J1.50estravalua)^g^p^^j^ rLANDON &WARNER, Dept.H-.124

360 North Michigan Ave., CHICAGO, ILL

Name of Secretary.

' I—I Sendme the famousGenuine Black Calfskin. Gold' LJ Mounted HALVORFOLD, «4.95, 8-puss capacity.
B I—I Send metheNEWGenuine Brown StccrhMe,-^ LI Ship O- Dreams HALVOllZIP. S3.90. 4-pass capacity.
j rm ordering iuio-^nclude FREE $2.00 KEY CASE. I—I
I TcDcloscS with the eleaVunderstandlngthatlmuirt
I be more than pleased — otherwise I

• I once for Immedlute and undisputed refund of my money.

• •• Emblem desired.FREEto ELKS!
Brown Stecrhlde. Ship .
C Drc.itns key case—
Gold Engraved—In-
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ders for 2 Halvorfolds
(your seJection). Get ex-
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bine order with that of a |^H^H
mend. A $2 value FREEI

I NOTICE! If the Halvorfolds are for
! include proper Instructions for Gold Engraving on eeparaw
I sheet of paper.

To All Members

/^ONGRESS recently enncted a law making if eotnpulsory for postmasters to eharfle publishers two cents for every
change of address filed witii the Post-office. ve magazine unless every

Tills law will ploea an annuni expense of several thousanrts dollars on THE ELKS MAOA address,
member will Immodiatoiy notify THE ELKS MAGAZINE or his Lodoo Sotrelary as to his changc of aanre

Please cooperate wilh your Lodge Secretary in this reoard, and notify him at once of your
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UndenvrUcrs- approved safety . J
estimated more than five millioniii u^se.m ^
so to train for County Biii V
patented and cxciiisivc safety, l--\icc. °!(, V
profits from both scrvicc and "'.'L" I
Write details .ibout yourself. r,,v
G. S. M-, Dept. 7-12. Factoo'. !'• O. Bon
983, Dayton, Ohio.
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COOL & SWEET
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design makes a happy smoke acertamty. Study diagram. Note these features:
^ T 2-Upper cell forcoolness.

smoke—catches all

Selected ri^-n T balanced ease. Airflow is made of

Smoke for 10 Days on Trial
ufart?i^/S'® Airflow is thefinest pipe man-
liberai an^nn5! '̂̂ introductory trial offer is a
yourself Wn?H proving that statcraent fopSine inade^uat®. The proof !• inthe
trial offer 'vvRITE

iOlJAY—use coupon below.

• on no-risk, no-obligation, |
I Ifame.
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PLUTO WATER

pOtTORS DO
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SulisCTlDtloni.'*" "^TO anil tmlnintt
Sample copy aOc.~ year; gg for two yeara.
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Michigan Boulevard, Chicago

with it. Dan, Laura his wife, their
children and grand-children; their
attempts to bargain with the gods,
the masks they wear before each
other, the inextinguishable love that
survives so many onslaughts, the
cavalcade of their lives sensitively
and beautifully drawn.

Mother and the girls will adore
this one.

Add These to Your Shopping List

AUDUBON—6y Constance Rourke.
(Harcourt, Brace. 53.00).
Grand biography of the French
boy who became America s most
famous naturalist.
lovers and those keen about the
early life of our country.

NINE OLD MEN—Drew Pearson
and Robert S. Allen. (Doubleday,
DoraN. $2.50). The Amos and
Andy of political commentat(^s,
authors of Washington Mer^-Go-
Round, get to work on the bu-
preme Court and its personalities
with their usual inside iniorma-
tion and lack of respect. For
father—and he'll eat it up.

SCHOOLDAYS WITH KIPLING—
bv G. C. Beresford. (Putnam.
$3.00). Sidelights on the real
people whom Kipling popped into
his beloved story Stalky & Co. For
the Kipling fan—as if you had
to be told!

The Elks Magazine

AN AMERICAN DOCTOR'S
ODYSSEY—&2/ Victor Heiser,
M.D. (Norton. $3.00). A best
seller. About the most humanly
exciting profession in the world.
For that good friend, the family
physician.

'T AIN'T SO—by Westbrook Pegler.
(Doubleday, Doran. $2.50). A
tornado of a newspaper writer
cries "Off with their heads!" to
all stuffed-shirts, egoists, hypo
crites and idiots in general. For
the man who likes good straight
talk.

DANGER IN THE DARK—Mig-
non Eberhard. (Doubleday,
Doran. $2.00). Crackerjack tale
of murder and mystery. For the
amateur detective of the family.

VALIANT TiOGS—Compiled by
Frances E. Clarke. (Macmillan.
$2.50). Some great stories by
some great writers. For practi
cally anyone.

LITTLE TIM AND THE BRAVE
SEA CAPTAIN — by Edward
Ardizzone. (Oxford, $2.00). Oh,
to be a little chap of about six
or seven and find this under our
Christmas tree!

LISTENING—by Kate Seredv.
(Viking. $2.00). With love and
Christmas wishes to any good
little girl of seven to eleven.

Visits of

The Grand Exalted Ruler
(Continued from page 35)

duced by Past Grand Trustee John
K Burch, who was Jubilee Chair
man and had himself been intro
duced by E.R. Willard Mclntyre,
spoke at length over 6,000 peopb
that evening in the
ium. The Governor of Michigan
was represented by Attorney-Gen
eral David H. Crowlcy. Others on
the speaking program Were Mr.
Masters, Dr. McCormick, Mayoi
Tunis Johnson and Gcorffe c. i^ps-
tock who has served Grand Rapids
Lodge as Seeretai'y for 41 years.
Governor ShOltZ'S talk waa pi-eceded
bv a monster vaudeville and P^^tri-
otic program. The 126th Infantry
Band gave a concert, the presenta
tion of the colors was made by
American Legion members, and the
Pledge of Allegiance was repeated
by all present. Open House was held
later in the Home of the local Lodge.

The visiting Grand Lodge officers
expressed themselves as being de
lighted to participate in at least a
part of the magnificent celebration
that Grand Rapids Lodge staged in
connection with its 50th Anniver
sary. The committees had been or
ganized months in advance, and.

with the names of their chairmen
were as follows: Official Guests'
State Senator Earl Munshaw;
Finance and Budget, Trustee GilHs
Van Sluys; Civic Auditorium, Est.
Lead. Knight George Bremer; Of
ficial Dinner, P.E.R. Gerald R. Ford;
Civic Features and Auditorium
Show, John McKay; State Lodges,
state Pres. G, A, Kuatorer; New
Members, P.M.rt. U. M. Lowing*
oid-Tlmers, Chaplain Frank Gird-
ler; Fublicity, Fred E. Hamlin. A.
P. Zoelluer acted as Ilecording Sec
retary and Mr. Hamlin as Secre
tary.

The Jubilee had begun on Tues
day with the initiation of the Anni
versary Class of 82 new and rein-
tated members. The ceremonies
were conducted by the prize-winning
Degree Team and officers of Kala-
mazoo Lodge, No. 50. Wednesday's
activities had featured Open House
and a reunion for the Old Timers
and the new members. An elabo
rate 100-page Golden Jubilee Anni
versary book, depicting in story and
pictures the history of the Lodge
and containing sketches of the
Lodge's outstanding personalities.

When writing to a(lvertiner$ please mention Tl\e Bits Magazine
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was widely distributed and highly
praised.

The Grand Exalted Ruler made
TWO important visits in Ohio—one
to Bucj'rus Lodge, No. 156, on Fri
day, October 23, and the other to
Youngstown Lodge, No. 55, on the
following day. In company with
Grand Treasurer Dr. Edward J.
McCormick, of Toledo, 0., Lodge, he
arrived shortly after noon and was
escorted to the Lodge Home by the
committees that had been appointed
for the occasion by E. R. L. T. Kin-
nett. There a luncheon was in
progress.

D.D, Charles A. Michael, of
Bucyrus Lodge, acted as General
Chairman. The luncheon was fol
lowed by a meeting at 2 P. M.
Twelve candidates were initiated,
the ritualistic work being performed
by the Team of Newark, 0., Lodge,
No. 391, Ritualistic Champions bf
the State. The evening session was
preceded by a parade. Elks from
all over the State marched in the
procession with bands and drum and
bugle corps. Columbus, 0., Lodge,
No. 37, sent a large delegation. The
Ladies' Team of Lorain Lodge, No.
1301, gave a demonstration on
Washington Square. The Fremont
Ross High School Band, an organi
zation of 85 pieces, and the Bucyrus
High School Band occupied prom
inent places in the parade.

The testimonial banquet was held
in the Lodge's ball room. The Ex
alted Ruler, Mr. Kinnett, introduced
Toastmaster J. D. Sears who in turn
introduced Governor Martin L.
Davey of Ohio. After speeches by
Governor Davey and Dr. McCor
mick, Governor Sholtz delivered the
main address. The Glee Club of 40
voices from Delaware, 0., Lodge,
No. 76, and a number of local en
tertainment acts were featured on
the banquet program. During the
evening the Grand Exalted Ruler
took the time to visit P.D.D. 0. L.
Bradley, a valued member. Past Ex
alted Ruler and honorary life mem
ber of Bucyrus Lodge. Mr. Bradley
had been confined to his home for
the past three months after a
serious operation.

Governor Sholtz's visit to YoiniKS-
town, Ohio, Lodge, had been so ar
ranged that it waa held in coimGC-
tion with the LikIks's Goltlen Ju
bilee. The NpGakinj? program {it the
banquet waa climaxed nt; tho end by
the Grand Exalted Ruler's speech.
E.R. George J. Renner was Toast-
master. First introduced were five
charter members. Introductory re
marks were made by Mayor Lionel
Evans. William Stark was the solo
ist, accompanied by Wilfred Stone.
P.E.R. R. C. Huey had as the sub
ject of his talk "1868-1886-1936."
Past State Pres. Norman C. Parr,
of New Philadelphia Lodge, then
spoke, and after a selection by the
orchestra Grand Secretary J. Edgar
Masters made a brief speech. The
Grand Exalted Ruler then delivered
his address, inspiring his hearers
with his patriotic and fraternal zeal.
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BRADIEY'S FAMOUS
SUPER-QUALITY
ENGINEER'S WATCH
NOW ONLY^2,97

CHAINS^'»

ACCURACY BUaranlecd by 200-year-old-raillion dollar
factory. Solid GolJ effect case, guaranteed 25 years.

It has a iiandsonie locomotive crown, time-keeper dial,
railroad back. Compare wUh a $20 watch.

SEND NO MONEY
posiauc) lixamiiio watch carefully. Your money back if
not amazed at the value. If you order at once, you can pet
a second watch for only $1 more. Sell it to a friend
for $3.07 rcKUiar pricc and your own will cost you nothing!
No strincs to this offer, no catch in It! But you must
act AT ONCE during this special Expansion Sale. Send
coupon or postal today! FREE knife and chain to match
with every Hatch 1

r^BRADLEY BLDG. TTe^TO^nTmASS
I V"FQ I i > one i;. K. model wutch at $2.97.
' ^ -L-O . ( ) Ship two R. K. watchcs for total $3.97.
1 I will pay on arrival. Nothing more to pay. Money
I back if not dcllRhtcd. 1 RISK NOTniNG.
! NameKNIFE

REBl
GOUP BOND
GUAR.ANTE

Address

New York State Cancer Committee

165 East 91st Street New York

• For the $1 attached, send me 10 labels and 1 year's
subscription to the Committee's new publication, "The
Quarterly Review."

If a resident of New York State outside the City, write to:
New York State Cancer Committee, Rochester, New York

If outside the State, write to:
American Society for the Control of Cancer, New York

Name

Address

UP TO $Z5.D0 DN ONE ORDER

CUMJHAT ADVERTISES!

FREE
SAMMiS

Coiinilrf Pi
Onus o«oy

ullh Aoi'llll
etillrplj-—Just
place nn F h u
Copnrlty Aurlnl
Klliuhmtor
ly, in. S ^ In.)
wllMlii your sot
Simple iiistriietiuti;:
furnished with iinit.
Easily connected by
anyone to aerial and
graund of sot, Vour
radio will thun oper-
ato and tune In tho
same ittnnnur iis if it
were cohhi'ctcd to an
•erlal. Operates on hoth
ihort and ions waves

WHAT USERS SAY
San Antonio, Tex. It micht interest you to kno« that
w«h the Capacity Aerial Eliminalor I sot European sta
tions easily and in the winter got Australia, Russia,
Honolulu and many Jap Shurt Wave Stations. I get all
Pacific Coast Stations on tho broadcast band.

Bioncd:
Davenport, la. Becoived your Kadlo Aerial Eliminator
and it sure works fine. Also works swell on Short wave
band. Wish I had found" it long ago. SJpjlcd."

Get Into the BIG llONEYl
Kvery lllling station, coffee
shop, movio house, tailor,
gar.iRe. barber shop, in fact

every merchant In your elty needs
this unique advertising. Mer
chant's name and ad printed on
each chewing gum wrapper. Costs
le.'fi tlian ^c. You take orders and
pocket ciisU on the spot. Slnsle
orders run intn thousands cf sticks.
You make (he prolits.
"KKEl Complete seliinB outfit,

tnicllniis mid ncliiiil siininlei) of
I'hcivlnff k'um sent free! Husli
nniiio an(i iuldress for FHEE
olilllt. Uct3 you money Urst

NATIONAL AD-GUM CO.
Dept, E-iaS. Cincinnati, O.

LEARN AT HOME
Are youadult, alert, ambitious,willingto study:
InvestigateLAW! We guide you step by step—
furnish all texts, including14-volumeLaw Libra
ry. Xraining prepared by leading law professors
and givenby membersof bar. Degree of LL. B.
conferred. Lowcost, easyterms. Send NOW
forFree,64-page"La\vTrainingforLeadership."
LaSalle Extension University, OepLlZ328L,Chicago

DISCARD YOUR OLD AERIAL
It Is Most Likely Corroded and Has poor or Loose Noisy Connections• ' • • --'-It"! iriinr ntlrl

atirlul "SNO MonE HiiZZES. nURKS ntit! ihcivl?
aleiH when Ujlim Uh' r. ii H. I'aparlty Aorlnl Kllmlnuior. Kqiinls on

im.B. siiimu f.(i (f. hiiih, yft omiine^ only IV. iiu'li 4 lm;li
t«» kJvo ymi rjntlnnwUIo riM'Opi 1«mi

BETTER TONE AND DISTANCE GUARANlEtD
Siuii»m\Ur. aol.u'Urlty. liitu' nn.i roUiiiii' liiii'i'"''''- t*'" l^irnrt

iKhtly k'liil-in nn<l iieilal wlros. Mnhcn .vour set i-i.mplcto In i urgw
nurlnl wln'< !ind lrt<nhh?>i—mcivo your set iinywher^

NOT NEW—VALUE ALREADY PROVED
On eiio mnvkct nvo yeara. Irto.ooo fius(omors In
rountrlea. Intise from the ArcMc UrElon of Norwny to tho actors
Chosen by Goveri;me.u_for _uce _onNnval^eospltaJ^^^^^^^^^
tcsteil on actual lone distance reception. Cannotharm set ""."--i, ". .griai.
to nnv radio. InchKlinB radios having no Rround "jl nlus a5r»AVQ XPTAI ^f3ll cfiwon at once. Pay postman SI.00 pus BUATJ) IKIAL. pMiape on f "fnSe o"

s and vourdnllnr will bornfundcilwithout aucst
fnTTTe ^satisfied, return within flvcday.i

J0ST MAIl THIS COUPON—
IF.&H, Radio Laboratonos, Dept.io, , „ius|
ISend F. &H. Capacity Aerial. Will pay "7,'""'\vfthln l|
I few cents postaKC. If not pleased will ...uhl
Idays for J1 refund. Phcck
jorder—thus saving postage cost—-^anle I
I Check hero • if interested in dealers proposition. I
1.VAME I
lADDItES.S

STATE I

IF/icJi writivg to advcrliscra pl'-'ose mention- The Elka Mai/azina
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News of the State Associations

Vegas Lodge, called attention to the
growth of the Order in Nevada
since 1913. At that time there were
but three Lodges in the State. The
number has been increased to six.
Brief but interesting speeches were

E.R.'s Roger H. Downer,
Goldfield; Walter Inwood, Ely; T. L.
Withers, Reno, and Frank Gusewelle,
Las Vegas, P.E.R. Joseph M. Pu
tsch, Tonopah, and Bill Lewis,
Warden of the State Prison.

At the final session it was an-
Reno Lodge had won

« Ritualistic Contest, placing sixofficers in the aU-star list. Las
Vegas, Ely, Goldfield and Tonopah
Lodges also competed. This year's
convention was pronounced by all
who attended to be the finest the
Association has ever held.

New Hampshire
l?our hundred Elks and Emblem

{Continued from page 37)

led the delegation from Keene
Lodge and at the business meeting
presented retiring Pres. Hopkins
with a handsome basket of flowers
on behalf of the Lodge of which he
IS a Past Exalted Ruler. Memorial
services were conducted, the address
being delivered by P.E.R. Fred A.
Tilton of Laconia Lodge.

The convention banquet was held
on Sunday evening at the Mount
Madison House with nearly 400 Elks
and ladies in attendance. Conven
tion Chairman Patrick J. Hinchey,
Secy, of Berlin Lodge, was Toast-
master. The principal speakers were
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Nichol
son, the Hon. H. Styles Bridges of
Concord, Governor of New Hamp
shire, and Congressman William
Rogers, a member of Rochester,
N.H., Lodge. City Clerk Gaston A.

nimared Elks and Emblem Cournoyer, acting for the Mayor,
^lUD members from the 11 Lodges welcomed the visiting Elks to Ber-

® New Hampshire, and Vocal selections were rendered
i States of Maine, during the course of the banquet

^^4 Massachusetts, at- by Secy. Bernard J. Gilbo of Keene
nf XT annual meeting Lodge, and Secy. Frank N. Tucker

Hampshire State Elks of Claremont Lodge. E. R. George
Berlin, N. H., on Sat- A. Bell, Berlin, and P.E.R. Carl A.

Tliit Sunday, September 26-27. Savage, of Nashua Lodge, were in-
aiiPooJIt®! finest and most troduced and spoke briefly.
+in«'o Associa- Mr. Savage was unanimously
tVia n high lights of elected President of the Association

were a golf tourna- to serve during the coming year.
OnnT,+^ rn Androscoggin Valley The other officers elected are: 1st
a Club, a tea for the ladies, Vice-Pres., John M. Guay, Laconia;
TVift Ti convention ball. 2nd Vice-Pres., John A. Mclnerney,
BprliS T the Home of Rochester; 3rd Vice-Pres., Patrick
beautifiiiiJ No. 618, which was J-Hinchey, Berlin; Secy-Treas., Wil-
sion ^ decorated for the occa- liam J. O'Grady, Nashua; Trustees
duri'-no" were distributed and for three years, Garrett A. Cushing,
show*^ * evening a spectacular Franklin, and Ralph McCarthy,
aSr thf baUooM floated Portsmouth.

A excellent conduct of the con-
Moun+ai^o the White vention activities was credited to the

for the General Committee of the local
the o-fti-F T take part in Lodge, with Mr. Hinchey serving as
afternonn on Saturday Chairman, and E.R. George Bell,
97 wm?' Lodge, No. Henry M. Moffett, Albert N. Morris,
which -nyanA AR^t^aHstie Contest Thomas F. Houlihan, Edward Tous-
noon hnoitic, ®^ Sunday after- saint and John L. Ordway as mem-
sented +vf P^e- hers. Chairman of the sub-commit-Cup ^th the President Hopkins tees included Warren E. Oleson,

Pre«» T> ^ Frank Goodridge, Banquet; E.
Keene Hopkins, of Frank Bailey, Reception; J. Wilson
day aftert^S»« ^t the Sun- Gonya, Housing, and George U. Du-
spLSra meeting. The val. Golf. P.E.R. William E. Heth-
of Grand representatives erman, of Keene Lodge, a former
Sholtz and -D David Secretary-Treasurer of the State
alted Rn?Pr« rilL Grand Ex- Association, won the prize offered
John F M^n I ^^^holson and for low gross honors in the golf
Crke P- toumameit.
State E^« a«'c Missouri
man of Tanrmfif T*',^ ^^^t- A special mid-season session of
utt fnr w District Dep- the Missouri State Elks Association
L rvnvM <5? J®' '̂̂ ^i^Arthur was held at Jefferson City, Mo., on
thp Saturday and Sunday, October 3-4.
Pvor;® ^ H? 1 ®Assn. Mayor It was called by State Pres. Dwight^ lancis P. Mu^hy was a member Roberts, of Kansas City, Mo., Lodge,
01 the delegation from Nashua a member of the Grand Lodge Com-
ijOdge. E. R. Russell F. Batchelor mittee on Judiciary, for the purpose

of changing parts of the constitu
tion of the Association. One im
portant change was that two meet
ings be held annually, and that the
jjQjuber of Vice-Presidents be in-

^^^ast Grand Exalted Ruler Bruce
A. Campbell of East St. Louis, 111.,
Lodge, delivered a splendid and in
formative speech on the Order at
the banquet which was the principal
social event. Other distinguished
Elks present in Jefferson City dur
ing the special session were Past
(^and Esteemed Leading Knight
Bernard F. Dickmann, Mayor of St.
Louis; the Hon. Guy B. Park, Gov
ernor of Missouri; Presiding Judge
of the Supreme Court Robb Ellison;
Supreme Court Judge C. A. Leedy,
Jr and the Hon. R. Emmet O'Mal-
ley Superintendent of Insurance of
Missouri. St. Louis Lodge, No. 9,
sent the largest delegation, with the
second largest hailing from Kansas
City Lodge, No. 26. Washington,
Sedalia, Warrensburg and Spring
field Lodges were well represented.
Entertainment was furnished by
Prof. E. Harry Kelly, who is him
self a well known Missouri Elk.

An executive session was held at
8 P. M. on Saturday. Among those
present were Pres. Roberts; State
Secy. Joseph N. Miniace, Kansas
City; Past Pres.'s Dr. M. E. Gouge,
Sedalia, E. J. Martt, St. Louis, and
Otto C. Botz, Sedalia; D.D.C.
X noHQTif Sf T.miiQ' Rfo+zi

ingxon; j-v. o v Kansas
City, and Otto H. Rottmann, St.
Louis, and P.E.R. R. E. O'Malley,
Kansas City. Pres. Roberts ad
dressed the meeting on contemplated
changes in the Constitution which
were approved, and were passed at
the meeting held on the following
morning. . , , . ,

The Sunday session, at which
much additional business of im
portance was transacted, was at
tended by large delegations from
many Lodges of the State. Plans
were made for the re-establishment
of a Lodge at Jefferson City, the
city in which the special meeting
was being held. The outlook for a
successful Lodge there was consid
ered especially good. The sponsor
ing by the Association of a State
wide Ladies' Auxiliary, to be organ
ized so that the first meeting could
be held during the annual conven
tion of the State Association at
Washington, Mo., during the early
part of June, 1937, was another mat
ter that received serious attention.

The State Association hopes, with
the aid of the District Deputies, to
make a substantial gain in member
ship in the State during the year.



WILL

YOU
GET i

^MiSome of fl>c FealiircsMH
of Tbis Policy

No IMedical Examiiialion
IVo Dues No Assessments

men and woivien
16 to 19 Years Accepted

$10,000 principal sum
AAA Loss of hands,

feet or eyesight

Weekly Benefit

for Stated Accidents and Sickness
Doctor's Bills. Hospital Benefits, Emergciicy
Bencfit and '>tlicr liiieral features to hclii in
time of need—all dearly shcnyn in policy.
Tills is a simple .ind iindcrstancliifilc i)nlicy—
without complicated or misicadinK clauses.
You know cxactly what every word means—
and every word means exactly what it says.

Over 922,000,000
in Claims

SicnmM-

$10,000
PRINCIPAL SUM
LIMITED SICKNESS and ACCIDENT POLICY

Suppose yon meet with an accident or
sickness tonight—will your income con- TtlXAL

tinue? Remember, few escape witliout acci
dent—and none of us can tell what tomorrow
holds for us. The newspapers are filled with
hundreds of accounts of tragedies and mis
fortunes. Automobile accidents, particularly,
are growing more freciuent every month. It
is unwise to gamble with fate, when the next
moment may bring disaster.

NOW IS TllE TIME TO

PROTECT YOURSELF!

If you suddenly became ill—would your in
come stop? What if you sutTered from lobar
pneumonia, an appendicitis operation, or any
of the many common ills which are covered
in this unusual policy; wouldn't you rest
easier and convalesce more quickly if you
knew that our company stood ready to help
lift from your shoulders the distressing finan
cial burdens in case of personal tragedy?

SPECIAL AUTOMOBILE CLAUSE
Included WItfaont Extra Chartfe

Pays $25 Weekly Benefit for stated dis
abiing injuries sustained while riding in or

TOTAL PllEMIL'xM

ONLY § A YEAK

rnn be Paid :»IoiUltiy It Oeslred

driving a private automobile or by being struck
by any moving conveyance.

A SUDDEN ACCIDENT!
A SUDDEN ILLNESS!

Can you say neither will happen to you?
Then don't delay another day.

and Sickncris Policv.

Under Direct Supervision of 47 State Insurance Departments

Largest and Oldest Exclusive Health and Accident Insurance Company of America

north AMERICAN ACCIDENT
INSURAl^CE COMPANY OF CHICAGO

606 Title BIdg., Newark, New Jersey

I North American Accident Insurance Compnny
• 606 Titre Bldfl.. Nowark. N. J.
m Cjciitlctticn» coiTir
I At no cost to me mail "P^.^^^here if no
I booklet, "Cash or bympathy. There is

iiblisation.

I City State_^-__
Established I886~^0 Years AGENTS Wanted for New Territory



At your dealer's you'll
find this Christmas
package—the Camel
carton—200cigareltes.

Another Christmas special-4boxes
ofCamels in"flatffties"-wrapped
mgay holiday dress, (right, above}

frintcWbcrt
Tt's easy to please all the pipe-smokers on

TZt ^nst sive them the same meUow,
Crant-.oWo they choose foj
Ipriace Albert - the National Joy Smoke.
"P A" is the largest-selling smoking tobacco

not bite the S Prince Albert

«eads'a„d relatives the n.e,nest
Christmas ever.

I

Xn. with the checty sP'»t o „
eating - aCamel. Camelsy^u

One full pound of mild, mel
low Prince Albert~the "bite-
less" tobacco—packed in the
cheerful red tin and placed in
an attractive Christinas gift
package, {far left}

Here's a full pound of Prince
Albert, packed in a real glass
humidor that keeps the tobacco
in perfect condition and be
comes a welcome possession.
Gift wrap, (near left}

CopyrlRhl, isao. H. J.RoyaoldB Tobacco Company. Wlnaton-Salem. N. 0,


