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You e^/et need to change oil in

THIS EXCITING 1937 STUDEBAKER!
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ACTUAL PHOTOGRAPH

AUTOMATIC OVERDRIVE SAVES GAS REMARKABI.Y!
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LOOK ATTHK ROOM IN THAT 1937 STUDE-

BAKEn TRUNK! Pile in thv svilcases and all

the other travelino gear! There's plenty of space

for loads of family lugoage in the Sludebaker

trunks! Compare the crihic inches in Slvdebaker

trunks iinth what you get tH other cars! You'll like

Sludebaker's pinch-proof, hold-fast hinges, too!

Gleaming with twelve enduring coats
of paint . . . from its silvery "winged

victory" front end to air-curved rear
deck . . . this big, new Studebaker easily
holds the beauty spotlight!

But even more remarkable than its

style distinction are features it has that
you seldom see. Its sensational new Fram
oil cleaner cuts your oil bill ... its auto
matic overdrive, available at slight extra
charge, cuts your gas bill . . . and both
save your motor! Owners of 1!)37 Stude-
bakers enjov e<'onoinies that match and
often better those of lowest priced cars!

Studel^aker doors close tightly—with
out slamming—on revolutionary and ex
clusive rattle-proof rotary hitches! Stude
baker prices are ju.st a little above the
lowest—with the Studeliakcr C.I.T. budget
plan as.suring low cost time payments!
Studebaker Corporation, South Bend, Ind.

Costs
Lirri-^oHiy^ fflAtf
pRlCf,

CARS

\

WORLD'S FIRST CARS WITH BUILT-IN

AUTOMATIC HILL HOLDER

PLUS HYDRAULIC BRAKES

WORLD'S LARGEST ONE-PIECE STEEL TO?
AND STRONGEST

STEEL-REINFORCED-EY-STEEL BODY

*

EXTRA ROOMY INTERIORS WI-TH
CHAIR-HEIGHT SEATS AND

SMART HELEN DRYDEN STYLING

*

BUILT BY AMERICA'S LARGEST GRQup
OF VETERAN MOTOR CAR CRAFTSMEN
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The Elks 73rd Convention Bulletin
-̂ O* 3 L- ^

No state in the Union has such a diversity of magnificent
scenic attractions in such close proximity to metropolitan
areas as Colorado. Within a half hour's ride from the central

business district of Denver is the municipal park system con
taining 44 mountain parks embracing 10,240 acres. This
wonderland is located in the eastern front of the Rocky
Mountains and is traversed by wide, paved highways making
motoring a pleasure and safety assured. The most recently
acquired and one of the most priceless possessions of the
Denver Mountain Parks area is the "Park of the Red Rocks."
Here you will see cathedrals, ships, castles and grotesque
animals hewn by the deft hand of Nature from the red
sandstone.

A natural amphitheatre in this recreational spot is now
being developed for open-air opera and other musical events,
the sandstone formation acting as a natural sounding board.
In fact, the opera star, Mary Garden, sang in this stadium and
declared it to be without equal from an acoustical standpoint.

Only two hours' distance from downtown Denver are Estes
Park and Rocky Mountain National Park, easily reached by
fast, comfortable and safe auto stages of the Rocky Moun
tain Transportation Company. Coupons covering comprehen
sive trips through these great scenic areas can be included in
roundtrip tickets at .the time of purchase. Ask your railroad
agent for full information.

Rocky Mountain National Park includes within its boun
daries 405 square miles, or 258,411 acres, of the Front Range
of the Rockies in north central Colorado, about 50 miles in a
straight line northwest of Denver. Its eastern gateway is the
beautiful valley village of Estes Park, from which easy and
comfortable access is had up to the noblest heights and into
the most picturesque recesses of the mountains.

For many years the Front Range of the Rockies has been
the mecca of the mountain lovers of this country.

It is splendidly representative In nobility, in calm dignity,
in the sheer glory of stalwart beauty, there is no mountain
group to excel the company of snow-capped veterans of all
the ages which stands at everlastmg parade behind its grim,
helmeted captain, Longs Peak, 14,255 feet.

As a fitting finale to the great Convention next July the
Executive Committee has contracted for the presentation of
the finest rodeo ever staged in the West. This unique and
spectacular entertainment feature is to be presented in the
stadium of the Denver University with comfortable seating for
30,000 persons. The greatest aggregation of daredevil cowboy
and trick riders, the wildest horses and the most vicious
Brahma steers ever gathered for one roundup have been
signed for this event. As a climax to this -stupendous show
a mighty chorus headed by one of moviedom's greatest sing
ing stars will feature songs of the range terminating with a
beautiful rendition of the Eleven O'Clock Toast.

You'll want to come to Denver.

Fraternally,

EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE ELKS

73rd NATIONAL REUNION, INC.

A view in Rocky Moun
tain National Park

Above: Chiefs Red Tail
and Young Sitting Bull,
who will accompany Chey
enne, Wyo., Lodge to Den
ver. Left: "Going Vp."

A real bucking horse

Creation Rock in Red Rocks Park, one of
Denver's system of mountain parks
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TjOest
by M. O. Moran

That one with the white crow's nest is Lafe Rod
ger's boat—the 'West Wind'."

The speaker turned away and strolled down the
wharf, but Alan stood looking at the boat. He knew
little of boats, and had never seen a purse seiner before,
but the fact that this boat belonged to Lafe Rodgers
was of deep concern to him. For whatever Lafe Rodgers
had Alan was here to take it away from him. A blond,
mild-looking boy just out of college he had been taking
honors in mathematics, but taking boats was something
else again, and no one knew that better than Alan. It
was a gray, fog-shrouded day, and as he stood forlornly
on the Monterey wharf he contemplated with hopeful
eyes the sturdy fishing craft riding out the swell beyond
the breakwater. The'West Wind'! A kindly, pleasant
wind, thought Alan. What a haven for a jobless, penni
less college graduate. He would turn seaman for the
time being, and fish for sardines. And Lafe Rodgers—
The 'West Wind' was a smaller boat than he had ex
pected to see. He wondered what Lafe Rodgers looked
like.

It was late afternoon and the activities on the City
wharf were at their lowest ebb. Dark and heavier banks
of fog swept over the Gabilan mountains until they
seemed a continuation of the bay. Alan looked around.
The man who had pointed out the boat to him was gone.
A group of Sicilian fishermen leaning against some oil
barrels were shouting in heated argument over the
merits of a new kind of webbing; a Japanese was paint
ing a small skiff with orange paint; a flock of seagulls
swooped and wheeled alternately over bits of dead fish
floating around the wharf. Alan shivered. He turned
up the collar of his coat and thrust his hands into his
pockets, and walked over to the fishermen.

"Where will I find Lafe Rodgers?" he asked.
Although he was sure they had all been talking Eng

lish a moment before, they now dropped into Italian.
Unable to understand them he repeated his question, but
they shook their heads and continued to address him in
their own tongue with a strong savor of raw garlic. He
turned away, and tried the Japanese. The Oriental
smiled, said pleasantly. "Oh yes," and continued slapping
orange paint on the skiff.

"Do you know Lafe Rodgers?" persisted Alan.
"Oh yes," replied the Japanese with the same bright

smile.
"Do you know where I will find him?"
"Oh yes."
"Where?"
"Oh yes."
"Oh damn," said Alan. He walked dowri the length of

the wharf, past the cold, empty looking fish shops, past
the small i-estaurants with their allure of fish foods.
The aroma of hot coffee and abalone fried in butter filled
him with hunger. He had spent the little money he had
had in getting to Monterey. Whatever he needed now
he must get from Lafe Rodgers.

He left the wharf and crossed Alvarado street. The
old Custom House drooped back from the railroad track,
and an art store, relic of an earlier epoch in Monterey,
held its head valiantly against the tide of canneries. A
fisherman's supply shop caught his attention, and he
went into it. It was dim and dusty, and contained a
wide assortment of fishing and boat gear even to second



April, 1937

IsOind
"Throw him out." The man
pointed his thumb down at the

truck driver

hand clothing. A very old, very withered Spaniard came
forward.

"Do you know the town here?" asked Alan.
"I was born here," said the old man. "I have been

here so many years I know everything. I am Pablo
Serranto."

"Do you know Lafe Rodgers?"
"Yes."
"Where can I find him?"
"Ah," said the old man. He fumbled in his pocket

for a tobacco pouch and a packet of papers, and then in
the Spanish way rolled himself a cigarette with one
hand. Alan waited. "So you want to find Lafe?" he
said at last.

"Yes," replied Alan.
"Are you a friend of his?"
"What does that matter?"
"Lafe is a quick man. If he wants to see you that is

all right. But if he don't want to see you you better go
away now."

"No," said Alan. "I came to Monterey to see Lafe
Rodgers, and I'm not gomg away."

The Spaniard shrugged his shoulders. "He come in
from the Oregon fishing only this morning. You should
find him on Cannery Row. He mentioned the names of
three places where Lafe might be found—Wong's Quick
Lunch, The Knotty Palm, or the Constellation. Then
on learning that Alan had no money and furthermore
that he was going to remain in Monterey, he suggested
that he trade his good blue suit in for some second hand
dungarees and a sweatei. And I could throw a couple
of dollars in," said the old man generously. The two
dollars decided the deal. Alan was hungry.

Alan's white face contrasted strangely to the outfit
that Pablo rigged him out in from boots to beret. The
clothes smelt of the fish vats in the fertilizer plant, but
Pablo insisted that that was a good smell and very
Montereyan. "Now Lafe wojit think you no stranger
You go get you a dinner and then find Lafe. But get
the dinner first." , . ^

Alan pulled the beret low on his forehead, and giving
attention to Pablos directions left the shop. The foe
was lowering and a cold wind pushed against his chest
as he turned up Cannery Row to find Wong's Quick
Lunch. It was a long narrow street that cut through
the fish sheds. Tall smoke stacks stretched cold and
black to the drifts of fog passing over them. The can
ning season was not yet open. He could hear the lap of
the murky water below the sheds, and the scream of the
seagulls waiting for the fishing boats to come in
Through the clammy damp of the twilight a few lights
streamed out from the low buildings crowded amontj the
canneries. For ever since the days of the driftwood
shanties at China Point the Chinese have clung to Can
nery Row where they still figure largely in the exnort of
squid to the Orient, and in the eating and gambling
house business.

Wong's Quick Lunch, a small room full of greasy va
pors, was starkly illuminated from a center light above
the oil-cloth covered tables. The stools at the counter
were all empty, but the half dozen tables held a few
diners. Alan scanned them eagerly. Could any of these
men be Lafe Rodgers? Two negroes were chuckling
over a comic strip spread out on their table. A man
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now. Place plenty cleanee. You go 'way please."
The truck driver had raised his head and was listen

ing to this conversation. He now laid down his spoon,
and began to remove his coat.

"Whaddye mean by skunks?" he growled.
"You know what I mean all right, and you know who

I mean, too. Do you want to make a run for the door, or
do you want me to kick you out?"

"Yah," howled the truck driver. "Try it." He rose
to his feet, kicking his chair behind him, and curved for
an attack. The seaman took a running jump at him.
They both crashed down on the overturned chair which
splintered under their weight, and as they rolled over

I-afe Rodgers was
lying on the berth
and he was wide
awake. "You're
lote," he said. His

eyes smouldered

the table tilted back and an avalanche of dishes in
creased the confusion. The minister crouched against
the wall pulling Alan with him, and holding on to his
arm with a hard, pinching grasp. The two negroes re
treated to the open door, leaving only their heads inside,
and Wong and his helpers huddled close together behind
the counter.

Alan's interest in the fight was tinged with disgust
for it was waged according to no rules, and a blow be
low the belt was more sought than not. The truck driver
used his feet and teeth as effectively as his fists, but the
seaman smashed straight from the shoulder. So far as
Alan could gather from the occasional imprecations
choked out of the principals the quarrel was something
of long standing. But it was not of long duration. They
had scarce fought the length of the room once when the
truck driver's head was wrenched back and he fell heav
ily to the floor, the seaman with him. He made a
move to recover himself, but the man kneeling on top
of him seized his right arm, and with a sickening crack
snapped it across his knee.

"Something-to-remember-me-by," he gasped, straight
ening up. But the truck driver did not hear him. He
had fainted. The victor rose to his feet. He wiped
the sweat from his face back into his disheveled black
hair, and looked around for his cap. The girl pointed
it out to him with a vapid smile. The negroes had dis
appeared. The minister sat down at his table again,
but Alan remained standing.

"Throw him out." The man pointed his thumb down
at the truck driver, who had opened his eyes, and was
blinking in bewilderment. Two of the Chinese stepped
out from behind the counter, and took the truck driver
by the shoulders and feet. They carried him with a
slight swinging motion to the open door where they
pitched him out into the street. The minister's face
whitened, and Alan felt cold with hatred at the brutality
of the whole episode. His half finished dinner had
coated over with grease, and a cockroach was crawling
toward the biscuit he had been eating. He turned away
feeling for the money that Pablo had given him. Al
though he could not finish the dinner it must be paid for.

"Wait," said the gray-eyed man to Alan. "You got
to celebrate with me. Wait here a minute, you and
him—a preacher, I take it. I'm setting up the drinks. I
have much to celebrate tonight, and I can't start too
soon. Three whiskies, Wong. And quick. I'm burning
up."

"No whiskey for me," said the minister. His cough
was a mild apology.

"Okay. What'II it be?"
"Water. And I have a glassful here."
The man gaped at him for a moment. "Why, so you

have." he exclaimed. "That is water, ain't it? Sure it
ain't gin?"

The minister smiled weakly and shook his head, and
the stranger stepped closer to the table. "Yes. so it is.
It's water. Here, let me jazz it up for you." He picked
up the cockroach from the biscuit plate, and dropped it
into the glass of water. "Now drink," he ordered
"Drink that, and drink it damn quick."

The minister shrank down as if expecting a blow and
his shaking hand reached out for the glass with the
struggling cockroach in it. But before he could lift it
Alan's arm shot out and sent the glass crashing to the
floor.

"You can't do that, you big bully," he shouted "You
can't do that to a white man."

"I can't—WHAT?" The big man gaped at Alan in
astonishment; and then broke into a loud guffaw "Why
you little devil you," he chuckled. "You smell like the
fish vats, but you look like you come out of a hospital
You trying to suicide yourself?"

Alan looked at him steadily. "You can break me over
your knee, too, if you want to," he said. "You're big
enough, and you're mean enough. But you can't make
him drink that cockroach."

"What's he to you—your brother, your daddy, your
uncle?"

"He's nothing to me," said Alan.
"Then what matter if (Continued on page 86)
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ONE morning lately, Iwas awakened with afeel
ing of deep dread. It was five o'clock, and dark,
and it was some seconds before I could gather

my faculties concerning what had startled me out of
sleep so unpleasantly. In those few seconds, the sound
of a multi-motored aircraft struck my ears—and I
knew the Germans were about to bombard the city—
that I must get my family into safety, before death-
dealing pi'ojectiles fell on London I

B'v Maurice E» Fox

Then, with the full return of consciousness, 1 real
ized I was in New York City, in 1936, in peace-time;
that the sound disturbing me was merely the noise of
the peaceful Airship "Hindenburg" on her regular trip
from Europe, going towards her terminus at Lake-
hurst, N. J., filled with cheerful passengers, traveling
in comfort overhead; that the sound meant no harm
to me or mine.

And I lay in bed, and reflected what a queer thing



April, 1937

is the human memory; for this
reminder of the war years in
London had reacted upon me—
had frightened me, in fact-—
in a way that the actual air
raids had not been able to do.
It was evident the emotions
aroused nearly two decades or
more ago had lain dormant in
the sub-conscious portion of the
brain, until the familiarly
characteristic explosions of the
dirigible's engines had revived
them with horrid vividness. Is
there, then, such a thing as
being afraid without knowing
you are? If that be so, I must
have experienced keen appre
hension unconsciously under
those London air-raids; and it
occurred to me to recall those
experiences and tell how they
felt.

It was afine sunny morning in
London as the city workers came
in from the suburbs by trains,
tubes, and omnibuses for their
day's work. In our own office,
we had just got settled for the
tasks before us when word
came over the telephone from
some unknown source to tell us
to be prepared for a raid by
German airplanes presently, for
the first time in the war.

Then everybody congregated,
became excited—thrilled, in
fact—at this break in the com
monplace routine of the day

"What will they do?" asked a
girl. "Drop bombs on us'"

"They won't have that luck "
answered a man, confidently
"Our planes will meet them be
fore they can get this far!"

Then the bookkeeper, who
was a man of precision, spoke
up,

"There are probably only one
or two machines, anyway. But
if they do get through, they'll
probably drop some incendiary
bombs, and we'll see flames in
this city."

In none of us, I think, did
this coming raid produce actual
fear. The city looked so solid.

On the opposite
page are several
striking photo
graphs taken in
London during
the air raids. At
top, the city's
search for aerial
invaders, a night
ly scene on the
Thames. Center,
women ambulance
drivers running to
their posts during
a raid, and below,
scenes of terrible
destruction after a

raid.

the buildings so imposing. It seemed impossible that
a comparatively tiny machine could bring any sort of
destruction to it. And so we all went up on the flat
roof of the building to get the best view of the spectacle.
That is the way we thought of it, something new—
interesting.

Soon the Germans hove into view—high up, a splen
did sight. We had not seen formation flying before
this, and here was an astonishing demonstration, more
than twenty machines, in careful lines, like a huge V,
like a flock of wild geese. Majestically, they flew over
the city, wheeled about slowly, and disappeared from
sight. Just a few explosions, sounding weak from
where we stood, marked their passage; and we took
these to be the sound of anti-aircraft guns. We did
not know there were no guns mounted to repel aerial
attack at that time. And probably the Germans were
themselves surprised at the ease with which they could
invade the enormous city. Had they been on a pleasure
visit, they could not have been received more inoffen
sively ! But the detonations we heard were the sound
of bombs dropping on a distant part of the city.

Certainly, not everyone took the raid as jauntily as
our ofiice force. My wife, for instance, told me what
happened to her. Walking along Oxford Street, near
the Marble Arch, on a shopping expedition, she was
stopped by a small newsboy.

"Look, lady," he said, pointing upward. "Them's
Germans!" he added, cheerfully. She gave one hasty
look, and then ran at speed to the underground station
at Marble Arch, fortunately near; and she disappeared
into the earth, so that—in the words of the poet
"The subsequent proceedings interested her no more".
She did not come up until they had been gone more
than an hour.

In the afternoon, various rumors reached us by word
of mouth that both explosive and incendiary bombs
had been dropped that morning, and that the damage
had been considerable. But it was impossible to as
certain anything definite, the newspapers stating lacon
ically that a German squadron had flown over the
city. They were not giving details to the enemy! It
was only years later that we knew certainly the extent
of that morning's destructive work.

But if the object of the raid was to strike terror to
the population, it failed signally. The results of a
contested football match produced more excitement. It
was a warning, though, that London was now at the
war front. No longer, for the first time in history,
could the civilian, many miles behind the battle lines,
feel he was in security. If fathers and sons had gone
away to fight for their country, those exempted—the
munition-workers, the old, the young, the women, the
children—all would henceforth have to bear some part
of the danger of warfare and feel the hand of the
enemy upon them. England was no longer an island,
protected from invasion by the largest fleet in the
world. It connoted a change in the meaning of the
word "non-combatant"—all over the earth!

Actually, from the declaration of war, the authorities
had counted on the possibility of air-raids, and precau
tions had been taken to darken all towns at night. It
so happened that I had been absent from England since
war was declared, and when I returned there in Octo
ber, 1914, before the raid just described, it was a very
different London from tl^ one I had left a few months
previously. The first thing that struck me, with a
depressing effect, was the enforced darkness of the
streets at night. • 4. j ,

All the street lamps were painted a deep blue, the
liffhts in the street cars and omnibuses were dimmed
and similarly colored, while shop windows were kept
from showing any light that might shine on the pave
ment or be thrown upward. Dark shades were on all
windows of private houses, and they had to be kept
down at night, cutting off all illumination. Thus, one
had the aspect of a city of shadows, a place from which
all gayety had vanished. We were, in fact, back to
the conditions of Elizabethan days, before street light
ing existed.

In deep contrast to the shrouded streets was the



lighting of some of the large parks. Hyde Park had
a double row of lamp standards running right across
it, which were kept brilliantly lighted at night. The
idea, of course, was to simulate a highway at that point,
so that bombs might be attracted to that spot, and fall
harmlessly on the grass. The scheme had its merits,
but it is doubtful if it deceived the raiders.

Thousands of citizens had been drafted into a special
constabulary to patrol the streets at night and see
that no infraction of the strict lighting rules occurred.
So well was this done that we once inadvertently
switched on a light in our bathroom, forgetting to draw
down the blinds first. Within two minutes, there was
a ring at the door, with a zealous special constable ask
ing us if we were trying to help the enemy? He evi
dently suspected we were spies!

The first Zeppelin raid was a comparatively mild
affair. The airship appeared in broad daylight over
the East Coast of England and cruised casually inland.
It appeared over the Rolls Royce works, at Derby
where war work was going on; and spectators natur
ally thought this factory the objective and expected
it to be bombed. No bombs were dropped, no hostile
action manifested. But when the ship appeared over
the small town of Melbourne nearby, a warlike action
did occur—but not on the part of the Zeppelin. A
patriotic saloonkeeper, seeing it approaching, ran into
the house, and seizing his shot gun, emptied both bar
rels at the invader. At this deed of wanton animosity,
the on-lookers were horrified, for they imagined it
would result in a deluge of bombs from overhead
wiping out the inhabitants. But not so! The sports
manlike publican was either unseen or scorned, and
the dirigible calmly disappeared from view.

Shortly after this, Zeppelin raids began to be made
in earnest. Dark nights, when the moon was invisible,
were their favorites. To those nervously inclined, the
waning of the moon now became a period of dreaded
anticipation.

From their bases in captured Belgium, the airships
would be launched, and, being observed perhaps by
British spies living right near the German hangars,
or by the fleet units operating in the channel, their
ascent and general direction of flight would be imme
diately signalled to England. Maroons—a sort of giant
fire cracker—would then be exploded as a
warning in the English towns likely to have
the visit; and, let me tell you, the sound of

In a factory there was an air raid prac
tice every day. Here are some of the
girls and the foreman down in the base
ment which the employees have strength'

ened with bags of sand.
Keystone Vietu Co.
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Above, the corpse of an apartment
house, showing graphically the effects

of Zeppelin bombing.

those maroons was not in any way comforting to the
population! Visions of homes razed, of fire, of annihila
tion would come to mind; for few of us have the desire
to die.

The Zeppelins travelled quickly; and soon, if it were
the object of the attack, London would hear them over
head, a curious droning sound, rising and falling in a
regular beat, and caused by the several engines with
which each ship was equipped. It seemed to fill the
air—that sound—not to come from one direction; the
diapason of those machines of destruction, nosing then-
way high over the house-tops, with no other desire than
to vomit several tons of dynamite on people sleeping
below, and then return without being caught. At the



Above, a street in New Cross where much damage
was done and many lives lost in a bad raid.

Below, the effect of Zeppelin bombing on the
wooden block pavings of London's business streets.

tnternaiwnai Ncuis Photos. Inc.

height they were forced to fly, in black night with the
towns below purposely darkened, it was 'obviously
absurd for the Germans to pretend, as thev did that
they were bombing only "points of strategic imnort
ance," for it was quite impossible to take any sort of
aim, or locate any particular building. They were for
tunate if they knew they were over a town at all and
not wasting bombs on open country.

Now, however, they were not allowed to do damage
unmolested. The city had been furnished with a larep
number of anti-aircraft guns, while intercepting nlanes
would fly around to locate and engage them a iob of
some difficulty in the inky darkness. Hundreds of
searchlights would play across the skies, trying to tret
the dirigibles in their rays and keep them there until
either the airplanes or the guns could converge on those
moving targets. The sound of the shooting was ter
rific; and between the reports one could hear in the
streets and on the roof-tops the clatter of falling pieces
of shrapnel from the defense guns—for what goes up
must come down. The noise of the bombardment and
the probing beams of those hundreds of searchlights

the occasional ringing of a pass
ing fire-engine, made a scene
that was unforgetable — yet
superb, in its way. It was like
a Fourth of July celebration
on a giant scale.

It was one such night as this
that I actually saw a Zeppelin

ihe brought down. At the time, I
had a house in Ealing, a suburb

rI western part of London.
maroon's usual warning,

\ "P attic, where
'th® windows commanded a good
v\ew in several directions, to see

"ifc.,,-' what was visible. Searchlights
** darting about and the

.-x--.' -blasting of the guns was enor-
^ mous, they seemed to be firing
w from all around. It seemed im-

possible that some of those
1 shots should not find the target

• • •; " • —until one remembered that

e,-national Nctvj Fiwtos. Inc. ft was^burning." ^It^had^becn
set afire by the defenders'

Slowly, as seen from that distance of several miles'
it began to descend. The agony of those on that craft
at that awful moment may be imagined- death hv
burning or by falling, that was their choice Suddc^nlv
the flames became visible, and the whole massive
structure went down swiftly and was lost to sieht
by the intervening buildings. And one of Count
Zeppelin's masterpieces of engineering became a con
fused mass of twisted girders and molten metal
with somewhere in the wreckage the calcined remains
of what were living men a few minutes earlier

The ethics of air-raids on unfortified cities, such as
London, is a matter of dispute, and I do not attempt
to condemn or defend that peculiar form of warfare
But one thing we can all allow, now that the passage
of years has softened our prejudices, the officers and
crews of those graceful machines were brave men. Th'^
navigation, even in daylight and unmolested, was dif
ficult and dangerous, for it was something new; but
add to that a cruise in the black night, far into the
territory of a dogged and resourceful antagonist,
intent on your destruction, {Continued on 2)aae 35)
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He stared at mc for
a moment and then
said, "You're doing
all right. Buddy.
Don't pay no
attention to them."

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
June 16th

Mr. Joseph E. Burns
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Joe:
I guess I should have warned you

before sending a wire like that, but I
was pretty excited. I knew you'd
think I was crazy, too. Well, Joe,
I'm not, and what I'm going to tell
you is the honest-to-God truth.

Bill Slocum and I come down here
a few days ago to do some fishing
and we happened into the'drug store
to get some smoking tobacco and
odds and ends one day. That's when
I first saw this kid. You've probably
heard, Joe, the same as me, about
that stunt of catching ordinary
house flies on the wing, with just a
finger and thumb. Well, I never be
lieved it before, and I wouldn't yet
if I hadn't seen this kid doing it. I
was standing there pop-eyed watch
ing him while he picked them out of
the air, let 'em go, and then caught
'em again without hardly making a
move, when a fellow standing beside
me, a native, explained that there
was something screwy about the
kid's eyes. He explained it to me—
something about split-vision and
something else—but what happens is
that the kid sees things in slow mo
tion, sort of. At least that's what it
amounts to. He's been written up in
medical journals, I guess, because
this fellow told me that when there
was a convention of eye doctors in
St. Louis one time they paid the kid's
expenses up there just to examine
him.

I guess I stood there and watched
him for fifteen minutes. I just
couldn't take my eyes off of him. And
I kept thinking about what this fel
low says—that he sees things in slow
motion—and I begun to wonder. I
figured he might see them that way,
but he certainly didn't move that way.
So the next day I talked to the kid.
He doesn't do much but run a turkey
farm, and I asked him if he'd ever
played baseball. He knew what I was
talking about, he'd seen it in the mo
vies once. But nobody around there
ever played it and he'd never actually
seen even a sand-lot game. There
wasn't enough kids in that neck of
the woods to get up a game, I guess,
and there wasn't a baseball or bat
in the whole town. I had to drive
twenty-five miles to the next town to
get one bat and a couple of balls, but
I got them. I was curious to see
what the kid could do.

He was willing, all right. I warmed
up, throwin' a few against the barn
and then I rigged up a plate and a
pitcher's mound and told him what
the idea was.

"You just swing the bat and hit
the ball," I said.

"Where shall I hit it?" he asked
me.

"Any place. Right back at me, if
you want to."

I showed him how to hold the bat
and he swung it a few times just to
get the feel of it. Then I got on the
mound and threw one in there. He
didn't get his bat around in time on
the first one. He turned around and
stared at it as it banged into the
dirt and then up against the barn
and said, "Boy, you sure can throw
that thing. Let's try again."

He was ail set for the second one.
He .lust seemed to be watching that
ball coming down the alley and then
he winds up and smacks it. I just
bai^ly had time to get the glove up
in front of my face. He'd smacked
it right on the nose. Of course, that
was my "nothin' " ball, my fast one,
but I ain't lost all my speed, Joe, you
know that. I struck out eleven in
one game just two years ago, you
remember. Next I gave him a curve
and I had to duck that one, too.
Right then I decided it wasn't safe
to be the target no more, so I told
him to bang them out into left field,
center, right, and every place I could
think of.

Now I know for a fact, Joe, that I
ain t lost all my stuff. Them curves
was workin' pretty good, and the
fast ball had a lot of zip to it. But
get this—he didn't miss a onel He
could just about drop a Texas
Leaguer in a bushel basket, his aim
was that pod. He didn't hit any
home run balls, but neither did Cobb
when he was placing them. And if
I ever saw a kid that was a born
hitter—no 111 go further and say
there am t never been nobody who
could hit like this kid.

•^u can get him for practically
nothing, I think. I sounded him out.
Offer him two hundred dollars bonus
for signing up and he'll jump at it
Even if he never figures out what the
idea of the game is he'd be worth a
fortune as a pinch hitter. Just think
what it would mean to have a guy on
tap who could guarantee to pi-oduce
a single every time he went to bat.
Boy. think of the games he could
bust up.

As I said before, everything I'm



telling you is the honest-to-God truth,
and I'll even pay the kid's railroad
expenses to New York. If he isn't
as good as I say he is, I won't ask
you to pay me back.

Yours for the pennant,
GEORGE.

From the New York Bulletin
New York, June 20. Elmer

Peters, of Tiddlew-aite, Ark., has
just been signed by the Giants.
Indications are he will be used
largely as a pinch hitter. Peters
has had no previous major
league experience.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
June 20th

Miss Mary Carlisle
Fayetteville, Ark.

Dear Mary:
Well, Mary, the strangest thing

has happened, I hardly know where
to begin. The New York Giants,
which is a baseball team way up
there in New York, gave me two
hundred dollars and a job at thirty-
hve dollars a week to play baseball
tor them.

• I know you will think this isjust another one of my hairbrained
Ideas and you will ask what will be
come of the turkeys, but Jim Lester
IS going to take care of the turkeys
tor a share of the profits, and besides
mat. i get all my expenses paid while
Im In New York, or at least while
we travel. So I can't lose. They're
even paying my way there on a Pull-

^ sleep in whennight comes, you know—and I got
a contract. It's sort on an option, I
guess, instead of a contract, but I
had Judge Bowman look it over for
m^iust to make sure everything was
U.K. and to make sure I wasn't sup
posed to pay them thirty-five dollars

th^t^m^ch them paying me
^ sti-angestthings, though, Mary? I guess it's

an awfully niceman that was down here fishing—
that It was pretty hard for the aver-

to hit the ball when they
siimnYo pretty
K l He said I didn't
a17tm I, play the game,
fhivi to do would be to get up
o Anrr'' they Ml me

a couple of hours
wv. ^^teinoon to get all that money.vVhen you figure that I ought to be
able to save at least half of it, inside

months we ought to have

wW , married on,
SrLT fromteaching school this year.

WelK Mary since I'm leaving for
/'doesn't that sound im-

poitant?) tomorrow, you'd better
send your next letter care of the New
xork Giants, New York, N. Y.

Yours,
ELMER.

P.S. I put the two hundred dollars
in the bank so they couldn't change
their minds. That makes three hun
dred and forty-three sixty in the old
balance column. Yours,

ELMER.

P.S. (again) I'm pretty excited, so
if this letter sounds kind of funny,
you'll know why. Yrs., E.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
June 24th

Mr. Elmer Peters

c/o New York Giants

New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:

I hope this letter gets to you, and
that it isn't read by everybody else
on the team first. It certainly doesn't
sound like a very definite address,
just the New York Giants.

The minute I got home, and you
can bet I came as soon as I could, I
went to see Judge Bowman and he
told me you really were going to get
thirty-five dollars a week, and that
it wasn't a scheme of a lot of swin
dlers trying to take the turkey farm
away from you.

I guess, in a way, everything is all
right, Elmer, but I can't help worry
ing about you. Away off in New
York, with gangsters and all that
traffic and everything. Since I got
your letter, I have been reading
everything I could get my hands on
about baseball, and I must say the
players lead a prettj' off life. Travel
ing from city to city and living in
hotels and only working about two
hours a daJ^ It sounds sort of im
moral, but if you're strong you can
come back to Tiddlewaite the same
as you were when you left it.

But I don't see why you left the
farm in Jim Lester's care, when you
know that Jim Lester is the laziest
boy in Tiddlewaite. I went out there
this morning to see if everything
was all right, but, of course, it's too
early yet to see any change for the
worse. I wouldn't stay a minute
longer than you have to in New York,
however, if you still expect to have
some turkeys by the time you get
back.

I'm too upset to write much today.
I still can't see why anybody would
pay you thirty-five dollars a week
just to hit a ball, but Judge Bowman
says baseball players sometimes get
even a lot more than that. So maybe
they're not paying you enough, and
before you sign anything else, you'd
better investigate and find out what
some of the other players are get
ting.

Write me often, Elmer, because
I know I'll worry every minute with
you way off in New York and nobody
to look after you.

Love,
MARY.

P.S. Don't catch cold, and be sure
and change your shoes the minute
your feet get wet. You know how
your colds hang on. Love, Mary.
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To my amazement he walked
right past me and up to a
girl who I found out was

Marie Turner
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Miss Mary Carlisle,
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

New York
June 28th

Dear Mary:
Well, here I am, a member of the

New York Giants, with a suit and
everything. I would of sent you a

picture of me but the suit has short
pants and I thought you'd laugh. 1
don't look very dignified in them, but
that's what everybody else wears and
they just looked at me funny when I
asked for a suit with long pants.
Anyway, nobody knows me up here,
so I guess it don't make much dif
ference.

Well, Mary, I've got a lot to tell
you, but I hardly know where to
start. They took me out to the "field"
—that's what they call the place
where you play, but it isn't really
a field because the grass is cut and
there are paths where you run—the
first day I got here and introduced
me to a few of the players and then
they gave me a bat just like Mr.
Wasey did and had me stand up at
the "plate" while the pitcher threw
balls at me. This pitcher threw them
a little faster, even, than Mr. Wasey,
but the only difference was that they
seemed to go a little farther when I
hit them. He threw ten or twelve
at me and I hit them wherever they
told me to and pretty soon the whole
team was standing around watching.

Then they got another man to
pitch, and before they finished, I
guess they had seven different guys
out there throwing at me. One at a
time, of course. But it didn't make
any difference, I could hit them all
Then they put a lot of players out
m the field and told me to hit the
ball where they weren't, and I did
this for a while. They couldn't ever
get to the balls in time to catch
them. But there wasn't anything
peculiar about that, because where I
was hitting them—in the "out" field
—there were only three men, and it
was easier to hit the balls where
they weren't than where they were.

Well, about this time everybody
was ^ getting pretty excited—they
didn t yell or carry on or anything
but they would sort of look at each
other and shake their heads, and then
they would stare at me with their
mouths half open, like I wasn't hu
man. And every once in a while
three or four of them would get to
gether and I could hear them say,
"Well, that's the gol-dangest thing
I ever seen," and such expressions.

Finally I turned around to the
"catcher"—that's the man they had
standing behind the plate to catch
the balls the pitcher threw when I
had to step out of the box to get a
drink of water, or something—and

11™'* I ''o'lK this
r,® i at melike that I

He stared^ nie for a minute and
"You're doin' all right

attention^ to
We had a fine lunch after that af

a big hotel and then we wentto the field and got into ou? suTts
again because that afternoon
vvere playing a team from St. LouTs
One of the men told me that the St"
Louis team comes to New York everv
once m a while to play the Giants,
and that we even go to St. Louis
Imagine that, Mary. Think of the
expense.

^ P^^ce calledthe "dug-out," while the game was
being played—and you wouldn't be
lieve it, Mary, but there were thou
sands of people there just to watch
the game—and first our side would

(Contmued on page 40)
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By Fairfax Downey
The extraordinary possibilities

and implications of this trailer
^ffair are hard to realize, so

®^oden and swift has been the growth
° 1. 1 popularity of these houses onwheels. Upon the best authorities
available, it is estimated that there
™-e from 20,000 to 30,000 built in
1935, the first year of large produc-

further estimated that the
•350 companies making them today
will manufacture in the neighbor
hood of 90,000 to 100,000 in 1937.

It is said that more than 100,000
families today are motoring along
with trailers hooked on to their cars
and parking their portable homes all
over the face of the nation. That
means that a new race of nomads has
been born; that Americans without
the bother of folding tents or being

silent, are stealing away like the ']
Arabs. Our history is repeating its
covered wagon days, except that it is
now a case not only of westward-,
but of southward", northward- or
eastward-ho. As the Indians tol-
lowed the buffalo and the frontiers
man the beaver, so the trailer pio
neers are following weather, whims
or whatnot. , . ,

Before our eyes are taking place
myriad migrations no longer left to
the birds. Trailers have lent us
wings. These trailer travelers, mov
ing sometimes in tribal groups, are
modern Mongols, present-day Cimbri
and Teutoni, leaving, one trusts, less
devastation in their wake, but moti
vated by the same primitive impulses.
The effect on traditionally restless
America is no light matter, and at
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any moment now we may expect a
flood of editorials on our auto-em
bodied spirits demanding: Whither
Are We Trailing?

A change of season, and the trail
ers go rolling along in numbers
which, it can be safely predicted, are
nothing to what they will be in the
near future. Except for the jour
neys of the well-to-do to winter and
summer resorts, distinctly a minor
movement, there is in the world to
day no human counterpart of these
increasing trailer migrations. For

of

something comparable, one must turn
to the birds, as mentioned, or to the
lemmings, those strange little Eu
ropean rodents which periodically
rush across country to swim to death
in the ocean in search, so it is said,
of the lost Atlantis. However, the
trailerites apparently are safely find
ing their several Atlantises and lik
ing them—at least until they feel the
need of a change.

Though the trailer has the aspect
of an innovation, it is nevertheless a
logical bit of native American evolu
tion. First, the Indians with their
h'ameworks of bound saplings
dragged by a pony to transport te
pee and contents and perhaps a pa
poose. Then the covei-ed wagon or
the pack train. Next the "tin can"
tourist with everything loaded into

a small automobile and depending for
night's shelter on a tent jammed in
with the family, or upon roadside
tourist cabins. Lastly the trailer
which is just the cabin put on wheels
and hooked on behind the car, an
infinite advance.

You had only to visit the 1937
automobile shows to see that the
trailer has come a long way from the
early homemade make-shifts. Al
ready there are about fifty different
models. Some of them are as long
as 25 feet, and an old favorite song

rr/,
Dome schw''
lefl.

may have to be revised to run:
"There's a long, long trailer winding,
into the land of my dreams." Even
such length is not always enough, for
caravans of a motor car with two
trailers have been seen on the road.
New trailers embody all the latest
wrinkles in house construction: air-
conditioning, structural insulation,
all- or part-steel frames. Also, of
course, transportation's inevitable
streamlining.

The compactness and conveniences
with which the apartment house land
lord catches his clients are amply
and alluringly provided. Disappear
ing, collapsible or concealed seats,
tables, beds (twin or double), bath
tubs, showers and refrigerators. In
genious and practical kitchens make
their appeal to the lady of the house

—or rather, of the trailer. One or
two complete electric systems fur
nish the current for cooking, light,
heating, refrigeration, ventilation
and communication. The last men
tioned comprises a telephone con
nected with the driver. While that
seems a slightly disturbing feature,
back-seat driving thus far removed
may lose some of its menace. In
stallations of a speedometer and an
altimeter also assist trailer occu
pants in keeping tabs. Besides the
phone, only one other disquieting
note in trailer equipment is to be
noted—the windows in one model,
which are described as Pullman type.
Yet it may be possible to open them
without the aid of that ax in the
glass ease one sees on railroad trains.

There are sleeping accommodations
for as many as six persons in some
models. Sliding doors divide one
type into three rooms.

Designers, aware that no woman
ever yet agreed to the buying or
renting of any kind of a home with
out inspecting for closet and storage
space, have done their best under
cramped circumstances. They have
supplied wardrobes, cupboards, bag
gage and storage space, built-in
trunks, vanity cabinets. Other ac
cessories are studio couches, bridge
tables, foot-rests and radios. Toilet
facilities, always a motoring problem
in pre-trailer days, have been given
the considerable attention they de
serve.

And trailers have proved to be just
one more field day for the interior
decorators. In some models they
have wreaked their will in chromium
trimmings and pastel shades. They
have been lavish with ivory and black
tiles for kitchens and bathrooms.
There is nothing to prevent their do
ing period interiors—early Ameri
can, for instance, with a maple fin
ish and a sampler on the wall read
ing, "Home is where the car is."
However, special jobs are an optional
luxury, since the trailer purchaser
finds a good deal of latitude of selec
tion in standard colors and fittings.

Engineers have not neglected the
ridmg qualities of the vehicles
Spring efficiency has been carefully
attended to. So has the elimination
of side-sway. Sturdy braking sys
tems, automatic and synchronized
with the car brakes, reassure a driver
agamst his trailer's piling up on the
back of his neck. In some cases
window frames are set in sponge
rubber to prevent rattling.

One of the neatest of all tricks in
trailer construction is adjustable
road clearance for wilderness road
driving. It rather gives a non-motor-
ist pause to think that even roads
may soon no longer be the limit of
where the things can go. At any
rate, they are still not amphibian.

Built-in jacks take care of un
coupling and parking the trailer at
rest. While most of the trailer
models are self-sustaining for fairly
extended periods, they also are
equipped to be connected up with
community lighting and water ays-



Power of the Bureau
of Standards, recent
ly asked,

"What will happen
if millions of workers
with their families
are free to slip away
on a moment's notice
and seek new employ
ment one hundred or
three thousand miles
away if they are not
satisfied with condi
tions where they are?
Such freedom and ease
of motion may have
revolutionary effects."

In the labor unions,
the controversy may
come to be, not
whether they shall be
vertical or horizontal,
but whether motor
ized or stabilized.

Trailers, as they
already have done to
some extent, may fur
ther revive those per
ipatetic callings
which were common
in the United States
fifty years and more
ago. The journeyman
printer, for one, who
now may carry his
type case and hand-
press along in his
trailer. The tinker
and the peddler, too.
They and their wag
ons were our nearest
approach to the Euro
pean Gypsies, always
rather scarce in this
country. Trailerized,
they and their wares

terns. The trailer camps springing
up in increasing numbers through
out the country are prepared to fur
nish such service.

The cost of a trailer, according to
recent quotations, runs upward of
$3,000 or down to as low as $275.
As with autos, there are various
price groups.

Take, say, a $275 trailer—and
quite a few people are doing just
that—let it loose and what will be
the general effect? It multiplies up
into rather far-reaching and start
ling potentialities.

The manner in which the Ameri
can stage has been set for the en
trance of the trailer is nothing short
of amazing. Our vast and growing
network of roads spreads out over
a land whose natural barriers have
been overcome, when artificial bar
riers do not exist. The Mexican and
Canadian borders halt the motorist
only briefly. As tourists and motor-
bus passengers we have become ac
customed to long trips. Statistics
show that the bulk of our travel is by
motor; that we average 3,000 miles
per capita annually; that the average

• American travels twenty times as
far by automobile as he does by
train and aircraft combined. The
part which the trailer has played in
setting these records is large, con
sidering its novelty, yet small in view
of the part it is due to play hence
forth.

Not only the vacationists tookearly
to trailers. Other pioneers were the
itinerant laborers who drive from
one seasonal job to another—to the
wheat fields, the fruit orchards, the
fish and vegetable canneries, all the
various harvests. Their first trailers
were improvised from trucks or an
cient limousines. Nowthey are buy
ing the standard product. More than
a minor effect on the labor situation,
not only in the classes just men
tioned, but in others, can be foreseen
as laborers become more and more
mobile through trailers. By no means
does the appeal of the trailer confine
itself to one class of labor. It reaches
out into scores of other crafts and
trades, normally static, and uproots
them, at least temporarily. Last sum-
rner a woman hairdresser and her
electrician husband, both employed
in New Hampshire, bought a trailer
with which they drove south this

in it whilethey fill the jobs they had arranged
for in Florida. That is one of many
such instances.

effect of this novel mobility
ot workmen on the labor situation
bids fair to be startling. The fate
of industries, of localities may hang
upon this unprecedented fluidity. The
economic dams which stand against
the fickle current—the price of a car,
a trailer and a little extra—are not
nigh. As a flood to a glacier may be
such displacement to, for example,
the gradual shift of the textile in
dustry from New England to the
bouth. In an article in the New
York Herald Tribune, H. C. Dickin
son, chief of the division of Heat and

or services may be welcomed in a
community, according to local wants.
The traveling salesman, whose trail
er is his showroom, is a present
fact, and an unhappy one for town
hotels. Mobile retail salesrooms are
only a step further. Might they be
adjunct or competition to the great

k fi
mrn-i
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mail order houses? Trailer vs. cat
alogue.

Back from the past, too, has been
hailed the circuit-riding preacher of
yore, his trailer a chapel. The cir
cuit-riding country lawyer, whose
oflice was once his saddle-bags, may
follow the clerical example. Doctors
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have done so. Needs of isolated dis
tricts now are being satisfied by
trailer caravans employed by medi
cal groups as traveling clinics. And
for some time, the circulating li-
brary, motorized, has been circulat
ing as never before.

With members of families or
groups of friends traveling together
in their several trailers as they now
do, it is no wild flight of fancy to
visualize veritable tribal treks
carrying essentials of community
life along. The little red school
house, meeting-hall, hospital, library
—all on wheels. Such caravans would
be units self-sufficient in many ways •
forced to buy food, gasoline and oil'
of course, but perhaps able to pur
chase cooperatively and economical
ly. (Watch the evolution of filling
stations and the further development
of trailer camp grounds, as those
vehicles begin to swarm even more
thickly.)

The entertainment industry has

in «7 ^|,jch
c-'"

is\^W

been quick to take advantage of
trailers, especially the chautauquas
and country fair attractions. For
the theatre, the trailer may mean a
renaissance of road companies, just
as it may broaden the scope of the
summer theatres, bearing troupes
from barn to barn when formerly
they were confined to one. Circuses
will find the transition easy. It
holds promise for the motion pic
tures. Movie stars now are using
trailers (de luxe models, character
istically) as di'essing rooms when
working "on location."

In the 1936 political campaign, a
Democratic candidate for Congress
made clever use of trailers. With
two of them, gaudily placarded,
hitched behind his car, he toured his
Connecticut district. He lived in
the first trailer and hospitably show
ed voters through it at every stop.
The rear trailer had a platform with
loudspeaker for exhorting the elec
torate. Inside it was a political

headquarters where
henchmen, their
chief modestly ab
sent, extolled his
merits and passed
out "literature."
The trailer cam
paigner won handi
ly. It might be ar
gued that he would
have won anyway in

I the landslide, yet his
V Republican opponent
K long had been the
A incumbent and
B might well not have
H been dislodged with-

out the unique meth-
ods used against
him. Forthcoming
campaigns are
bound to see much
more of such motor-
ized electioneering.
Returns may report
of losing candidates,
who failed to cover
their districts in the

HHRR modern manner,
that they are trail-

Ik-SKai trailers.
The kind of trail-

er that has wilder-
ness road clearance
is being employed as
a hunting lodge.
They are fitted up
as gun or rod rooms.
Using them as a
base, sportsmen
make more exten,ded
trips during which
they sleep under
tents which are part
of the trailer's
sporting equipment.

For the rolling
stone and the foot
loose, trailers are a
godsend. They are
diminishing provin
cialism to a degree,
for they are induc
ing to travel thou
sands of previously

stubbornly-settled people. They have
lowered amazingly the bars of ex
pense—cost of transportation and
cost of accommodations. Travelers
who roll along under their own roof
and park by roadside or in camp
escape tipping, for one thing, and
are rid of the annoyance of baggage
checking it and packing and unpack-
ing. The trailer is not good news
for the railroads, for hotels and re
sorts or even for overnight tourist
cabins. Nor, for that matter, for
housing in general. Not long ago
a New York family moved out of its
apartment (rent $125 a month),
bought a trailer, moved into it, and
rented space in a parking lot for
$25 a month.

The economies of life in a trailer
are so attractive that owners, believ
ing them too good to last, must be
feeling some apprehensions. Justi
fiably so, it may be ventured. More
than a few townships must already

{Continued on page 52)
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^^3~Cave
to

'T^oliteBy John Paine

Illustrated by

John J. Flaherty, Jr,

JESSIE was sitting on the bed, holding the telephone.
I won't go," I said. "Tell them that."

Jessie pushed back her hair and looked sore. "Don't
said. "We have to be polite."

them your Uncle John is coming."
Uncle John," she said.

A them it's your long lost Uncle John from•^stralia. Tell them you have to be nice or he'll cut us
oir without a single sheep."

bathroom and slammed the door.
iN ext day Chet Healey caught me on the station

^ ^ dark morning.
lations^^^ for you, Charlie," he said. "Congratu-

"Thanks," I said, "Bank's decided not to foreclose.
How did you know?"

w Jessie's uncle. I hear he's rolling."
woman, my wife, but too literal.

Oh, that, I said. "I really don't know." I could feel
myself getting red.

"You wouldn't kid a guy," Chet said. "Hank Watter-
owns most of the sheep in Australia."

. \ said. "Yes. I guess he owns a lot of them alliignt. But you know what sheep are." The train was

^ ^^s looking for a crowded car.
arm. "Look here, Charlie," heaia. jj he wants to make any investments I could put

onto something good."
To. + ^ "Sure. I bet you could at that." Then1 got away.

I stopped for a drink in the station. Stu
nollabird was there. "Have one on me," Stu said. "This
IS,getting to be a habit."

S'" ^ said. It had been a habit with Stu for

him^^ y®a^s, only now he didn't have to carry it with
Th^ commuters' hour," he said and laughed. There

checks in front of him.
• li. » ^ mine Scotch and soda," I said. "It eases thejolts."

"Sure," Stu said. "And dulls the faculties. That's
what we need—duller brains for riding trains. But
what do you care? You're on easy street now. With
Jessie's uncle—"

"Good old Uncle John!" I said. I was commencing to
believe in him myself.

"I suppose you'll stop commuting."

"Oh, I don't know," I said. "I rather like it."
"That's it," Stu said. "It wouldn't be so bad if you

didn't have to. What's he worth anyhow?"
"Plenty," I said. "So far as I can find out."
Stu laughed. "That's right," he said. "Don't let any

thing slip. You always were a close one."
At the Junction, Clare Andrews gave me a lift; Bob,

her husband, had missed the train.
"How long has Jessie's uncle been with you?" she

stslccd*
"He hasn't come yet," I said.
She turned around and looked at me. I saw I'd made

a mistake.
"You and Jessie ought to get together," she said.
"Well, you see—" I began.
"Oh, you don't have to explain," Clare said. "If you

and Jessie want to keep him to yourselves—"
"You don't understand, Clare. The old gentleman

wasn't feeling very well and he said—"
"So he's old," Clare said. "Jessie didn't tell me that."
"Maybe not so very old," I said, "but he's feeble and

he looks—"
Clare turned around again and looked at me while a

truck ran off the road and through a fence to avoid
hitting us.

Clare paid no attention. "Do you think he'd be able
to come to dinner with us on Thursday?"

"I really don't think he'll be with us that long," I
said. "And how are the children, Clare?"

There was a tincture of arsenic in her eyes when she
looked at me again. "But Jessie said—"

"Let me out here, please," I said. "I've got to stop at
the drug store. No, thanks, I'll walk the rest of the way.
My best to Bob."

When I got home Jessie was poking around the guest
room closet with a broom.

"Looking for Uncle John?" I said.
She turned around with a start. "I don't care," she

said. "It makes me nervous. There might be somebody
here in the house."

"Sure," I said. "There's got to be somebody here in
the house, and it's got to be Uncle John, and it makes
me worse than nervous. Let's have a drink."

We had a couple. Then Jessie said, "We've got to
get him away. I can't stand this."

"Sure," I said, "but how? There's always someone at
the station. And Mrs. Rumpson across the street—"
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"Tell them it's your long lost
Uncle John from Australia!
Tell them you have to be
nice to him or he will cut us
off without a single sheep."

"You got us into this," Jessie said.
"I never said he had come. I just suggested "
"Oh, shut up," Jessie said.
She's a wonderful woman, but temperamental
"I've got it " Jessie said "We'll get him oft'on the

midnight tor Washington. Business "
"Good," I said. "And if he shows his mug around

here again— ®
"You don't have to swear at me," Jessie said.
After that we went to bed.
It was dark again next morning. Chet Healev cauffht

me on the station platform. "About those invLtmelts
for your uncle,'' he said. "I've prepared a list."

Sorry, I said, the old gentleman's gone. Washing
ton. Business. He caught the midnight'' ^vasning
fi ^ away. It's the

anyone.

Ti! ? "P ine about thewreck. The track had been tied up and there hadn't
been any trams through since ten last night. That was
bad.

"How's the uncle?" he asked.
On, Uncle John?" I said. "He left last night.

Motored. Unexpected business."
In the smoker I heard Chet saying, "And he told me

he hated the old bird."
"Sure, there's something darned fishy about it," Stu

said. Then they saw me and shut up.
It was late when I got home that night. I put the car

in the garage and went into the house the back way.
Jessie was in the kitchen. She seemed to be having
hysterics. I pushed back my hat and watched her a
while. Pretty soon she quieted down and said, "There's
someone to see you in the living-room." I said, "Who'"

"Go in and see," Jessie said.
I went in. There was Officer O'Kelley, looking un

comfortable.
"Hello, O'Kelley," I said. "How's tricks?"
"Take it easy," he said. "This is no laughing matter "
"What isn't?" I said. "What's the gag?" ^
"Where's your wife's uncle?"
"See here, Officer." 1 said. "She hasn't got any uncle "
O'Kelley looked worried. "That's what she said. Only

it won't go. There are people here who've seen him, and
Mrs. Andrews wants to know what happened to him
You've told too many stories and they don't fit together
What's more we found red stains in the garage—"

"For Pete's sake, Officer," I said. "That's red paint
from the time the house was painted."

"We'll find out about that," he said. "Only you better
watch what you say."

So while I'm here in jail, and they're trying to find
the body, I thought maybe I'd better write the whole
thing down the way it happened.
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cAmerica Is '̂ ^^ading
Highlights in New Books

Reported by Harry Hansen

I STILL hear people debating
whether novels ought to be long or
short, and I don't think it matters at
all. A novelought to have a good story,
or a good idea, and hold your interest
mm beginning to end. If the story
lingers on in your mind after you
put down the book, if it makes you
go back over the episodes, then it

,, qualities worth recognizing.
tT-i^ ®precisely the case with JamesHilton s "We Are Not Alone." This
IS a short novel, 229 pages, about
the size of "Goodbye, Mr. Chips."
out remember what a lot of human
insight and feeling Mr. Hilton packed
into that fine book which made his
reputation. Well, "We Are Not
Alone IS more of a story, less of a
biographical essay, than that, but
there are points of resemblance. Its
central character is a small-town
surge^ in England, a quiet, helpful
man, David Newcome, a meek fellow
like the schoolmaster, to whom things
just happen and who can't do much
of anything about it. Dr. Newcome
gets involved in a crime case by
circumstantial evidence. He is not
one to make a great stir in the world

takes things as they come, answers
® is interestedchiefly in the welfare ofhis little boy.

lo tell what happens to him would
spoil your enjoyment of a good story

It should

PvH.^ 5,^ say that James Hilton is
nSf his tech-ni^cal handling of a story. His sus-

readerexcellent; he keeps the
hp and yet, at the end,
ove,, all the loose ends. More-

that

th^oMQ.?, spirituality that runs
amount f I- right
"S w P^ '̂Pose. Mr. Hilton's
in been released

A the most ex-
b^F^nS directed
been ^^^^on has also

^ Hollywood, but—as this
to spoilDon t miss "We Are Not Alone"
evening.(Little, Brown & Co. $2)

Somerset Maugham Portrays an
Actress

What W. Somerset Maugham does

James Hilton, author of "We Are
Not Alone," (Little, Brown & Co.)

to an actress named Julia Lambert
in a new novel called "Theatre" is
something to talk about. He says
she's invented—no real person por
trayed in this book—and she ought
to be, for his sake. He describes an
English actress aged 46, whose hus
band, Michael Gosselyn, thinks her
the most wonderful actress in the
world, and pretty catty when she
wants to be. She plays around with
a young author aged 23, flattered at
what she can do to his emotions.
She tries to capture an elderly ad
mirer, Sir Charles Tameiiey, so that
she may become Lady Tamerley, but
he doesn't fall for her, and she rea
sons that it must be his age, poor
fellow. She dominates everybody,
plays havoc because people believe in
sincerity, whereas she is the epitome
of insincerity. Here is no question
of art versus life. Here is only life,
the lady acting, acting, acting, and
only her youthful son sees through
her. "You don't know the difference
between truth and make-believe," he
tells his mother. "You never stop
acting. It's second nature to you.
You act to' the servants, you act to
Father, you. act to me. You don't
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exist, you're only
^T°r,'t®as^ margarine is buttertiuth. Hnn't know what butter

s°"Toes ?ulfa wilt at that? Well,js. Does for long, because
S is' In acbess! BIr. Maugham
?s a story-teller who makes no bones
about human ^ehavioi. No gloss
finish for him. This, he
is the way it happens, this what
she savs to vou aloud, and heie is
the plain, vulgar truth she says
to herself. And it's all theat^ Any
one who enjoys Mi- Maugham s
hard, cruel ways with women will
enjoy "Theatre." (Doubleday, Doian,
$2.50)

Forgotten Heroes of America
Many great names are recorded on

patriotic monuments of the United
States, but many others have been
omitted. A nation does not always
pay its just debts. Such reflections
come upon reading "General Wash
ington's Son of Israel and Other
Forgotten Heroes of History" by
Charles Spencer Hart. Mi. Harts
brisk and colorful writing is well
known to readers of this Magazine,
for his articles have appeared in
these pages. Now, _m book form,
they are an impressive reminder of
the forgetfulness, if not ingratitude,
of nations. Here is the story of
Haym Salomon, whose well nUed cof
fers were so thoroughly at the com
mand of Washington and the new
republic that he died without funds.
Although Congress and individual
Presidents made efforts to repay the
debt, even as late as 1925, Salomon's
contribution to the success of our
country—he even underwrote most
of the expenses of Lafayette s ai*my
—was never returned.

The roster of forgotten men is
large. Mr. Hart recaUs the valiant
service of Major William Dawes,
whose exploit in arousing the patri
ots on the eve of Concord and Lex
ington has been obscured by the
publicity given Paul Revere by
Longfellow. Sam Davis, 21-year-
old Confederate spy, died bravely
without giving information—his
fame is as dead as his cause. John
Fitch ran a steamboat as early as
1787, but Robert Fulton gets the
laurels. In 1733 John Peter Zenger
made his famous fight for freedom
of the press. Amerigo Vespucci, Mr.
Hart feels, should have the real
credit for discovering America. John
Sevier, governor of the unrecog
nized state of Franklin, had a pic
turesque career. Squire Boone,
brother of the widely known Daniel,
was important and is unknown. Jean
Ribault, who settled Parris Island
before St. Augustine was settled;
James Shields of Illinois, who once
challenged Lincoln to a duel; J. A.
MacGahan, war correspondent, who
helped win freedom for Bulgaria;
Charles Goodyear, who made rubber
a useful product after long defeats
—all these are remembered by Mr.

(Continued on page 49)



Above is (i shot of Kate
Smith exercisitiff her talents
into a Columbia mike. Miss
Smith is still one of radio's

biggest names

Right: JV est brook Van
Voorhis, whose ominous war
cry, "Time Marches On!"
for the March of Time pro
gram has brought him more
attention than anything else

—1*1 ^

Above: Edwin C.

mentator, is cur

rently broadcasting
two worthwhile

programs for
NBC, "The Hu
man Side of the
News" and ''The
Spectator," two
evenings each week

i

Below you see a harassed
crooner, Bing Crosby, cen
ter, with Burns on both
sides {something could be
done about a pun here
were we in the mood).
Left is Bob Burns, the
trombonist of Jimmy Dor-
sey's band, and right. Bob
Burns of Arkansas and the

bazooka
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Right: The incredible little Freddie Bartholomew and
Spencer Tracy play together in, at last, "Captains
Courageous, a vehicle which has been screaming for
the talented little Britisher these long years. He
does handsomely by it, zuhile Mr. Tracy is, as usual, a

tuarm and convincing actor of no little charm

V

T>onai exc .

of u.
, is, flS tell

Right: Katherine Locke and Jules
Garfield have the leading roles in
Marc Connelly's production of
"Having a Wonderful Time," a
comedy by Arthur Kober, which has

recently come to Broadzvay

Left: Broadiuay's Below: Clark Gable
otily crook drama,
"The A mazing
Doctor Clitterhouse,"
features Sir Cedric

Hardzvicke {left)

and the charming
Myrna Loy play lead
ing roles in M-G-M's
adult film of Irish

politics, "Parnell."



GRAND LODGE REPRESENTATIVENearly all subordinate Lodges realize the impor
tance of sending a Representative to the Grand
Lodge, yet at every such meeting a few Lodges are

found to have failed in the discharge of this duty to them
selves, to their sister Lodges, and to the Order in general.

The Constitution provides that each Lodge shall be entitled
to one Representative who shall be its Exalted Ruler then in
office. Formerly it provided that such Representative should
be elected from the Past Exalted Rulers.

The office of Representative to the Grand Lodge being
regard^cd as one of great importance, the Constitution was
amended to provide that the Exalted Ruler ex officio
should represent his Lodge as such an official. The underlying
purpose of this was to give the Exalted Ruler the benefit of
^us becommg familiar with the governing body of the
Order and of contacting Exalted Rulers of other Lodges. In
t IS way as m no other can he gain inspiration and learn of
what other Exalted Rulers are doing to build up their Lodges
and simulate interest in the membership to the end that the
principles of the Order may be carried out in actual ac
complishment. Thus enthused and enlightened, the Exalted

u er returns to his Lodge encouraged and better equipped

f responsible office,hen the Grand Lodge enacted the statute providing that
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each subordinate Lodge should pay the expenses of its Repre
sentative to the Grand Lodge, it did not feel it was placing
a burden, but rather that it was opening wider the door of
opportunity to do what would ultimately prove beneficial
from every standpoint, even including dollars and cents, in
increasing membership with resultant added revenue from
initiation fees and dues.

While imposing this duty on the subordinate Lodge, the
Grand Lodge also imposes the duty on the Representative
to attend every session of the Grand Lodge to which he is
accredited and to submit a full and comprehensive report to
his Lodge not later than the first regular meeting in the next
succeeding October.

A subordinate Lodge is derelict in its duty when it fails
to send its Exalted Ruler to the Grand Lodge and that official
is derelict in the discharge of his duty when he fails to attend
every session, unavoidable absence excepted, and to make a
comprehensive report to his Lodge as contemplated by the
statute.

While strict compliance with these Constitutional and
statutory requirements is of great importance at all times, it
is of special importance now that the Order is on the up
grade and is making such splendid strides in recovering from
the dispiritedness which followed in the wake of the depres
sion from which the country is now happily recovering.
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THOMAS JEFFERSONF'EW, if any, more noble, stately and majestic char
acters have crossed the stage of American history than
Thomas Jefferson.

He was born in the Old Dominion State on the 13th of

this month (April), 1743, and came on the scene of action
in the perilous and formative period of the history of the
Colonies then smarting under the galling yoke of British
oppression.

From early manhood Jefferson was marked for distinction.
He served his Commonwealth as a member of the House of
Burgesses, was a member of the Continental Congress, Gov
ernor of Virginia, a member of the United States Congress,
Minister to France, Secretary of State, Vice-President, and
the third President of the United States.

He revised the laws of Virginia and wrote Into them the
famous Statute of Religious Freedom. He founded the Uni
versity of Virginia, an accomplishment of which he was
perhaps more proud than any of his many achievements.

On retiring from public life he returned to Albemarle
County, the place of his birth, and spent his remaining days
as a farmer. He died on July 4th, 1826, just fifty years
to the very day after the Declaration of Independence, his
greatest contribution to our country, was adopted and
promulgated. He was a great patriot, religionist, lawyer,
scholar, philosopher and statesman.

He is buried at Monticello near the stately residence
which he erected, which stands as a Shrine to his memory.
As one stands at the modest shaft which marks his grave,
one instinctively uncovers.

The inscription on the shaft, as he had requested, reads:
Author of the Declaration of Independence, of the

Statute of Religious Liberty in Virginia, and Founder
of the University of Virginia."
One is left to wonder at the brevity of the inscription

and to speculate as to the absence of any reference to the
fact that he was President of the United States.

Prompted by patriotic sentiment and in recognition of
one who had played such an outstanding role in the early

history of American independence and in shaping the des
tiny of the United States, the Grand Lodge of our Order
recently erected and dedicated a monumental flagstaff at
Monticello from which now floats the Stars and Stripes,
replaced from time to time as the winds fray its silken
folds, by the Virginia State Elks Association.

You will be interested to read of philosophers and econo
mists who came from all over the world to visit with and
take counsel of him; how he came to be known as the Sage
of Monticello; how he, although a slave owner, favored the
abolition of slavery, and to learn how, with all the wealth
of accomplishment about him which made him a man
fabulously rich in the affection and esteem of his people,
he died a poor man as judged by financial standards.

STABILITY

r I <HERE are innumerable words in our language end-
I ing in "bility." That suffix is used to convert an

JL adjective into a noun, and connotes capacity as re
lated to the word to which it is appended.

Perhaps the most significant of all such words which
relate to human attributes is "STABILITY." It means the
capacity or ability to be stable. In the language of the
day it is the disposition and capacity to "stay put." It is
akin to our cardinal virtue, Fidelity.

There is no human trait that is more commendable. It
does not involve stubbornness. But it implies mental sound
ness and honesty. It suggests firmness of character and the
purpose to maintain an attitude thoughtfully assumed, an
opinion intelligently formulated. It includes mental and
moral, as well as physical, courage.

How frequently one hears the comment: "You can't
depend on Jim. He changes with every wind of influence
that blows on him." And how much more pleasing it is
to hear the tribute: "You can count on old Bill. His word
is his bond. He stays put."

Character is builded on stability for it necessarily implies
fundamental soundness. Like all true virtues, it may be
cultivated and developed.
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ONOER THE

News of Subordinate
Lodges Throughout

the Order

The late Dr. John Dysart, Grand Chaplain Emeritus

Dr. John Dysart, Grand Chaplain
Emeritus, is Dead

The Rev. Dr. John Dysart, of
Jamestown, N. Y., Lodge, No. 263,
the only Grand Chaplain Emeritus in
the history of the Order, died in a
private hospital in Flint on Febru-
ai'y 26. He had been in ill health
tor a number of years. Dr. Dysart
was born August 28, 1865, in
Springhill, Iowa. He was educated
at Olathe College in Kansas, Woos-
ter College in Ohio, Monmouth Col
lege in Illinois and the Virginia The
ological Seminary in Alexandria. He
was ordained by Bishop Henry Y.

in Washington, D. C., in
I" was on thebtatf of Bishop Saterlee at Washing-

dysart was Rector of St.
Fa^ s Episcopal Church in Mayville,

"/II Assistant Rec-of St. Stephen's Church, Olean,
Trih '̂' Hector of St.John s in Dubuque, la., 12years. He
PanI'? • become Rector of St.
sevpn V" S remainedSteven years and later was Rector of

? i ®Church in Council Bluffs,
forced to re-sign on account of his health. He

a Past Grand Chaplain of
the Masonic Order in Iowa

Grand Chaplainof the Order of Elks for more than
^5 years, Ijeing first appointed by
Grand Exalted Ruler John K Tenerin 1907. The title of Grand Chat
lain Emeritus was bestowed upon
him in 1935. The Order was repre
sented at the funeral services by Past
Grand Exalted Ruler J. Edgar Mas

ters, Grand Secretary, of
Chicago ; Past Grand /Tm/
Trustee John K. Burch, of
Grand Rapids, Mich.,
Lodge; D.D. Joseph M.
Leonard, o f Saginaw,
Mich., Lodge, and Adam
Zillig representing Dubu- ^
que, la., Lodge. The serv- ^
ices were held in the
Algoe-Gundry Chapel in E.R. L
Flint which was filled Lodge,
with Dr. Dysart's friends. winner
The Episcopal Funeral
Service was conducted by
the Rt. Rev. Herman Page, Bishop
of the Michigan Episcopal Diocese,
and the Rev. Lane W. Barton who
succeeded Dr. Dysart at St. Paul s.
The eulogy was pronounced by the
Rev. Dr. Ralph D. Kearns, pastor of
the First Presbyterian Church, a
friend of many years. Cremation
took place at the White Chapel in
Birmingham, Ala.

Dr. Dysart is survived by a cousin,
Mrs. J. W. Griffin of St. Petersburg.
Fla. To her and to Dr. Dysart s
many friends and his associates in
the church. The Elks Magazine con
veys the sincere sympathy of the Or
der which has itself sustained an
inestimable loss in the death of its
Grand Chaplain Emeritus.

J. Edgar Masters Again
Presented for Grand Secretary

The candidacy of Grand Secretary
J. Edgar Masters for reelection at
the Grand Lodge Convention to be
held in Denver, Colo., this coming
July, has been endorsed by Charleroi,

, C. Leedom, of Long Beach, Calif.,
presents the Model Boat Trophy to the
of the Tenth Annual Long Beach

Model Boat Races

Pa., Lodge, No. 494. Mr. Masters be
came a member of the Order in 1903,
and took an active part in Lodge
activities from the beginning. In
1908 he was elected Exalted Ruler of
Charleroi Lodge. He was a Repre
sentative to the Grand Lodge in 1909.
In 1911-12 he served as Chairman of
the Grand Lodge Auditing Commit
tee, three years later becoming a
member of the Board of Grand
Trustees. He was Chairman of the
Board for three years of his term.
In 1920-21 he was Chairman of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Social
and Community Welfare.

In 1922 Mr. Masters was elected to
the office of Grand Exalted Ruler.
From that year, when he was a mem
ber ex-officio, until 1927, he served
as a member of the Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Commissiop.
He was elected Grand Secretary in
1927. Mr. Masters has beeen unani
mously reelected to that office at
each subsequent Grand Lodge Con
vention. {Continued on page 29)
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THIS IS THE STORY OF M EIR

WHO MADE A UFEiONG MEAM COME TRUE



t

1. It was hack in the days when the motor car was young
that tlie dream took sliape in my mind. I promised my
self that when I grew up and had made my mark inthe
world, I, too, would ride around in a Packard.

2. As the years went on, I never forgot that early resolve.
I did well enough in life, hut my obligations seemed to
mount with my income. So I tried to put Packard out
of my mind and be content with lesser cars.

5. Tlie small car I used to drive more than
coveicd the down payment on this Packard.
I vo never driven a car that cost less to run.
And my monthly paymentsai-e only a little
more lliun $30 a month."

0

6. Well, that drive liomewith Tom certainly opened my eyes.Shortly
after I went to a Packard showroom, drove a Packard, and got the
thrill of my life! And they showed me actual figures which proved
that the Packard Six, for example, costs little more to own and
operate than the cheapest car you can buy.



3. Oddly cnougli, one of my employees
Iielped me to realize my dream. He oftered
to run me home, anrl I could liardly liclieve
my eyes when he drove up in a Packard.

3

7. So today, I own my Packard. I'm as proud
as a sc]iool]>oy with his first long trousers.
And I've proved the trutli of ihe old state
ment, "You are paying for a Packard—why
not own one?"

r

4. "Tom," I -saifl, "you must be a better manager than I am. I've
never felt I could afford a Packard.

"I don't see how you can say that, Mr. Ryan," he replied. "Why,
this Packard Six is a cinch to own."

And leiiiemkr....
eveiT Paclard lias two lives
One of the most vital points to remember about the
new Packard is that it has not one life, but two.

First, long mechanical life. You can keep your Packard
for years"and it will still deliver new car performance.
It will still have reaily acceleration, velvet-smooth brak
ing, and delightful case of control. The car is built to
stay new - built to stay outof the shop.
Second, long appearance life. Because Packard adheres
to its famous radiator design, Packard motor cars have
enduring identity. APackard stays looking like a Pack
ard. Its"long mechanical life is never cancelled out
by lines that^ quickly lose their beauty and smartness.
rrhy not take the first step to Packard ownership-ivithout
stirring from your home? On the next page you will find
a coupon; simply fill it ifi and mail it to Detroit. Then,
tvhen you receive the facts, make up your ojvn mind
ivhether any other car in Americahas so much to ojffer you.



PACKARD OFFERS A

OF FOUR FINE CARS
THE PACKARD TWELVE • • • THE SUPER EIGHT • • - THE ONE TWENTY • • • THE SIX

Sho^vn above is the Packard Twelve Touring Sedan for seven passengers

Shown above is the Packard Six Touring Sedan for five passengers.

Don't guess aUut tlie cost of PackaiJ owiiersliip! Find out!
You are paying for a Packard

—why not own one?" Get the

actual facts, applying to your

case, which prove it. Find out

how easily you can own one.

Absolutely no obligation. Fill

in and mail this coupon today!

CUT ON DOTTED LINE

PACKARD MOTOR CAR CO., DETROIT, MICH., Dept. EM

My preseni car is a _

Of your four cars, my choicc would be a Packard Twelve ( ) Packard Super
Eight ( ) Packard 120 ( ) Packard Six ( ) (check one).
How mucli would you allow me on my present car toward the purchase of the
Packard checked above?

Assuming ibal I prefer to buy my Packard out of income what, then, would be
the required cash down payment, if any?
How much would my monthly payments be?

Name

Address.
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Toledo, Ohio, Lodge Presents
Edward J. McCormick for
Grand Treasurer

Grand Treasurer Dr. Edward J.
McCormick will be presented by
Toledo, Ohio, Lodge, No. 53, for re
election to his present office at the
73rd Grand Lodge Reunion at Den
ver. Initiated on August 7, 1913, Dr.
McCormick took immediate interest
in Lodge affairs. He became Es
teemed Loyal Knight of Toledo Lodge
in 1925, Esteemed Leading Knight in
1926, and Exalted Ruler in 1927. He
served the Northwestern District of
Ohio as District Deputy in 1929.
After that there was never a year that
he did not hold some important Grand
Lodge office. In 1931 he became
Grand Esteemed Leading Knight and
was a member of the Grand Lodge
Activities Committee in 1932-33-34.
He was then appointed Grand Es
quire, serving in that capacity at the

Columbus Grand Lodge Convention
in 1935. The death of W. C. Robert
son, immediately after he had been
elected to the office of Grand Trea
surer, occurred in Columbus during
the Convention, and Dr. McCormick
was unanimously elected to succeed
him. He has performed the duties of
that office so successfully that Toledo
Lodge will present Dr. McCormick's
name to the Grand Lodge this sum
mer with his record as his best
recommendation.

Aberdeen, S. Dak., Lodge Presents
J. Ford Zietlow for Grand Trustee

Aberdeen, S. Dak., Lodge, No.
1046, has announced that it will pre
sent the name of Past Grand Es
teemed Lecturing Knight J. Ford
Zietlow, Past Exalted Ruler of
Aberdeen Lodge, for election to
membership on the Board of Grand
Trustees at the 1937 Grand Lodge
Convention in Denver. Mr. Zietlow
was initiated into Watertown, S.
Dak,, Lodge, No. 838, on January 4,
1907. In April of that year he
dimitted and became a Charter Mem-

ber of Aberdeen Lodge when that
Lodge was instituted. He served as
Esteemed Loyal Knight, Esteemed
Leading Knight, and Exalted Ruler
for a term of two years, and was a
Trustee of Aberdeen Lodge for six
years. He is also a Past District
Deputy. At the Grand Lodge Con
vention held in Rochester, N. Y., m
1913, he served on the Grand Lodge
Credentials Committee.

Mr. Zietlow's activities in the work
of the South Dakota State Elks As
sociation were soon recognized by
election to important offices.^ In a few
years he became State President and
then a Trustee of the Association, in
which capacity he served six years.
For two years—1934 and 1985—^he
was State Chairman of the Associa
tion's Committee on Lapsation and
New Members.

Mr. Zietlow was elected Grand Es
teemed Lecturing Knight at the

- - Left: Governor R. C. Stanford,
of Arizona, purchases from Mrs.
E. J. Brennan the first ticket for
the Arizona Elks' Hospital Bene-^
fit Dance given by the Ladtes
Committee of Phoenix Lodge

Below: Officers of Biddeford-
Saco, Me., Lodge, winners of the
Maine Stale Ritualistic Cham

pionship

8>igi

Grand Lodge Convention in Colum
bus, Ohio, in 1935. He holds voluntary
membership No. 4, Elks National
Foundation, and has served as a
member of the Advisory Committee
of the Foundation. From the time of
his initiation he has labored dili
gently and effectively for the good of
the Order.

Memorial to Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Rupp Dedicated at Allentown,
Pa., Lodge

Past Grand Exalted Ruler Charles
H. Grakelow, of Philadelphia, Pa.,
Lodge, No. 2, was the principal
speaker on February 9 at ceremonies
in the Home of Allentown, Pa.,
Lodge, No. 130, dedicating a memo
rial altar honoring the memory of
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Lawrence
H. Rupp. Mr. Rupp was a Past Ex
alted Ruler of Allentown Lodge. Al
most a thousand men and women
were present including the Ladies'
Auxiliary of the Lodge. The Penn
sylvania State Elks Association was
represented by Past State Presi
dents S. Clem Reichard, Harry I.
Koch, Howard Davis, Daniel J.
Miller and Louis N. Goldsmith, and
Treas. Henry A. Sholm. E.R. Theo
dore R. Gardner introduced the
speakers.

{Continued on page 34)

A class of candidates recently initiated into Florence, Colo., Lodge, pictured
with the Florence Lodge Officers who initiated them
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Freeport, N. Y., Lodge Inaugurates
Silver Jubilee Celebration with
Dinner

With high ranking State and Na
tional officials of the Order among
the 500 guests present, Freeport,
N. Y., Lodge, No. 1253, inaugurated
a series of events celebrating its 25th
Anniversary with a Silver Jubilee
dinner and entertainment in the grill
room of the Lodge Home. Every
Lodge in the metropolitan district
was represented, with large delega
tions coming from Hempstead, Lyn-
brook, Glen Cove and Queens Bor
ough Lodges. P.E.R. Peter Stephen
Beck, P.D.D., Chairman of the An
niversary Celebration Committee,
opened the program. E.R. H. Alfred
Vollmer welcomed the guests. P.E.R.
George Morton Levy was Toastmas-
ter, and Mayor Robert E. Patterson
and Presiding Supervisor A. Holly
Patterson made welcoming speeches.

Gannett Publishing Co., Inc.

The Eleven o'clock Toast, broadcast
over Station WMCA, was given by
P-D.D. Lester G. Brimmer, of
Wueens Borough Lodge. Brief ad
dresses congratulating Freeport
i^odge on its anniversary and its
achievements were made by Charles
bpencer Hart, Mount Vernon, N. Y.,
^odge, former Chairman of the

Activities Committee;btate Vice-Pres. Dominick Guando,
Lodge, and Senator

William Gleason, of Brockton, Mass.
w. Home was al-by bunting, and the
mam floor was decorated with silver
^id purple. The Committee Chair-
P arrangements were
P Winne, Reception;

Glynn, Relations
7 Lodges; P.E.R. WilliamJ; Murphy, Banquet and Reserva-
Uons; James E. Stiles, Publicity,
and Harry Apeler, Advertising.

Right: The hand
some Home of Al
bany, N. Y., Lodge
as it appears today

Below: The Grand
Exalted Ruler's
Class which was
initiated into Port
land, Me., Lodge,
recently. One hun
dred visitors from
neighboring

Lodges attended

Pittsburgh, Pa., Lodge Holds Spe
cial Initiation

On Sunday afternoon, January 31,
Pittsburgh, Pa., Lodge, No. 11, in
itiated a fine class of candidates,
among whom were Senator Thomas
E. Kilgallon, and the famous local
radio announcer known as the "Globe
Trotter and Town Talker," Attorney
Louis Kauffman. Present on the ros
trum were such distinguished visit
ors as D.D. Leonard M. Lippert,
several Past State Presidents, and
Judges of the Allegheny County
Courts. The Lodge room was filled
with local and visiting Elks of the
Pennsylvania Southwest District.

A venison steak dinner was served
from 4:30 to 6:30 P.M. The large
deer was presented to the Lodge by
C. B. Kissinger, of Georgetown, Ky.,
upon his return from a recent hunt
ing trip. A beautiful cocktail set,
presented to the Lodge by Julius
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Cohen, a member, was raffled off, and
the proceeds were turned over to the
Red Cross for the benefit of flood
sufferers.

Many remained in the Lodge
Home after the raffle and dinner to
be joined later in the evening by
their ladies for the usual Sunday
evening dancing and show.

Past State Pres. Frank
of Warren, Pa., Lodge,

News of the unexpected death, on
February 1, of P-E-R- ^i-ank J.
Lyons, of Warren, Pa., Lodge, o.
223, was received with expressions oi
sorrow by the members of the
and by Elks throughout the otate.
Mr. Lyons was a Past District
Deputy and Past President of the
Pennsylvania State Elks Association,
and one of the most popular as well
as prominent Elks in the Northwest
District. He had been ill for two
weeks, but at no time had his condi
tion been considered serious.

Mr. Lyons was a well known at
torney and had served in public
office as District Attorney and Bur
gess. He was regarded as one of
Warren's most useful and dependable
public servants. His funeral at St.
Joseph's Church was one of the
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largest ever held in the city, and was
attended by scores of members of the
Order. The State Association was
represented by most of its officers.
Past Presidents Max L. Lindheimer,
Howard R. Davis and John F.
Nugent, P.D.D.s Larry D. Gent, John
F. Lyons and Howard Ellis, and
officers of Warren Lodge were among
those present. Mr. Lyons was a mem
ber of the State and County Bar
Association and of the Knights of
Columbus, both of which organiza
tions were represented at the funeral.
Interment was in St. Joseph's
Cemetery, with past and present
officers of the State Elks Association
in charge. Father J. H. Diamond, of
Warren Lodge, who was celebrant of
the Solemn Requiem High Mass at
the Church, acted as Chaplain.

A Memorial Service was held in
tribute to Mr. Lyons on February 14
at the meeting of the Elks Northwest
District Association at Franklin. Mr.
Lyons was 56 years old. He is sur
vived by his widow, Mrs. Bertha E.
Lyons, his mother and two brothers.

Record Crowd at Queens Borough,
N. YLodge for Class Initiation

Queens Borough, N. Y., Lodge, No.
878, held its "Grand Exalted Ruler's
Anniversary Class" initiation on

Right: Moses E.
Biair applying a
match to the
mortgage on the
Gettysburg, Pa,,
Lodge Home at a
dinner given to
celebrate the
event. The Lodge
has already
$3,000 set aside
for a general
improvement pro
gram for its prop

erty

Right: PX.R.'s of
New London,
Conn., Lodge who
occupied the
Chairs of the
Lodge on P.E.R.'s
Night recently

Below: Some of
the 150 members
of Vniontown.
Pa., Lodge who
attended a large
dinner recently

Tuesday evening, February 16, in
the presence of 1,200 members of
the Order. Fifty new members were
admitted into the Lodge. There were
two reinstatements. Past Grand
Exalted Ruler John K. Tener, of
Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, No. 494, was
the guest speaker. Upon the com
pletion of the impressive initiatory
ceremonies, he delivered a stirring
and eloquent speech, stressing the
charitable, fraternal and patriotic
activities of the Order.

During the evening Gov. Tener
was greeted by Mickey Walsh, an
Elk for 51 years and an Honorary
Life Member of Holyoke, Mass.,
Lodge, No. 902, who was present to
witness the initiation of his grand
son, Joseph C. Weiss. Mr. Walsh
was the famous National League
pitcher of the pennant-winning
Giants 46 years ago. At the Queens

Borough meeting, he had the oppor
tunity of greeting the also famous
pitcher of the Chicago Club who op
posed him in the series—none other
than Gov. Tener himself.

Both Gov. Tener and Mr. Walsh
spoke on the activities of the early
days of baseball, and every one pres
ent voted it one of the most interest
ing evenings of the year.

District Initiation, New York, East
Central, Held at Newburgh Lodge
Home

In accordance with a plan to hold
"District Initiations" proposed early
in the year by State Pres. Leo W.
Roohan of Saratoga Lodge, 74 can
didates for membei-ship in Lodges
of the New York East Central Dis
trict were initiated recently in the
Home of Newburgh, N. Y., Lodge
No. 247. D.D. Myron C. Alting, of

I

Port Jervis Lodge, presided. The
Chairs were occupied by Exalted
Rulers of New York East Central
District Lodges.

In his address Mr. Alting spoke of
the plaque he was presenting to the
Lodge havmg the largest number of
candidates present at that night's
meeting in proportion to its member
ship roll. The final figures gave the
plaque to Port Jervis Lodge, No.
645. Mr. Alting also drew attention
to the fact that Newburgh Lodge's
class of 36 initiates was dedicated
doubly to the Grand Exalted Ruler
and to the late P.D.D. Henry Kohl.
Others who spoke were Philip Clancy,
of Niagara Falls Lodge, Secy, of the
New York State Elks Assn.; State
Pres. Roohan; State Viee-Pres.
Arthur Johnston, of Haverstraw
Lodge, and the Exalted Rulers who
officiated.



The arrival of Grand Exalted
Ruler David Sholtz in Hagerstown, ^
Md., on Tuesday, January 19, was a
the signal for the opening of ser- ^
vices and celebrations that came to ^
an end one week later with the dedi- j
cation of the newly completed addi- ^
tion to the Home of Hagerstown
Lodge, No. 378. A party of local
Elks, led by P.E.R. E. Leister Mob- ,
ley, State Trustee, had met Gov. ,
Sholtz in Washington and escorted
him to Hagerstown. A dinner in his
honor at 6 P. M. at the Hotel Alex
ander was attended by about lOU
members of the Order.

The Lodge session opened prompt
ly at eight o'clock. A class of 39
candidates was initiated by the offi
cers at the meeting presided over
by E.R. J. Morris Guider, Past
Pres. of the Md., Del. and D. C. Elks
Assn. The handsome new Lodge
room, 37 by 100 feet, was filled to
capacity. The Grand Exalted Ruler's
speech made a deep impression on
the more than 300 local and visiting
Elks who attended. After the meet
ing one of the Lodge's famous buffet
lunches was served and an informal
reception was held during which
Gov. Sholtz met every Elk present.

Grand Exalted Ruler Sholtz was
met at the Terminal Station in At
lanta, Ga., on January 28 at 7 *.55
A. M. by a crowd of Atlanta, Athens
and Decatur, Ga., Elks. He break
fasted with Grand Trustee John S.
McClelland, Charles G. Bruce, D. D.
for Ga., North, and P.D.D.'s J. Bush
and J. 0. Perry, Jr. At 10:30 a mo
torcade left for Decatur Lodge, No.
1602, instituted only last year. The
party was met at the State line by
E.R. S. L. Threadgill and Jake Hall,
Sheriff of De Kalb County, and es
corted to the Lodge Home where
Gov. Sholtz addressed the Decatur
Elks and enjoyed coffee and sand-

Above: Mr. Sholtz
and many Grand
Lodge officers anddistinguished Ohw
Elks attend Toledo
Lodge's Golden
Jubilee

Rieht: Grand E*-
alted Ruler Sholtz
received the key to
Hackensack, JV. J.,
^hen he vtstted
Hackensack Lodge

wiches with them before returning
to Atlanta. Ruler

^ at a surprise luncheon at thewas given a p
Fulton CountyCounty
the ^ oil of whom are
Sr"" He" was'introduced by Grand
?™stee McClelland. Alter his speechTrustee i by J. A.
short and Dr. C. R.
Ragsdale, pgorge F. Longino. Jr.,
Adams an Commission. Among

fttending were E.R. Frank M.
Atlanta Lodge, George

Wnmilton Treasurer of the State?Ciia Frank R. Fling, Secre-
f the Commission, J. L. Gillis,^ '̂'̂ .mber of the State Highway
liA?rT Mr Threadgill, Mr. Bruce,S? Bush and Mr. Hall. At 3P. M.
Gov Sholtz was the principal speaker

meeting of hotel men from all
sLtioTof Georgia and the South
at the Hotel Henry Grady.

The House Committee of Atlanta
Lodge No. 78, headed by Chairman
Phil H. Crowder, gave a banquet in
the Grand Exalted Ruler's honor at
the Lodge Home at 8 o'clock, after
which Gov. Sholtz made his official
visit to the Lodge. Delegations from

SllDlly J

many Georgia Lodges came espe
cially to hear his speech. Among
the visiting Elks present besides
those heretofore mentioned were the
Hon. E. D. Rivers, Governor of
Georgia, who was escorted by Aaron
Cohen, a life member of Athens
Lodge' E.R. Thomas L. Moss, Jr., of
Columbus, Ga., Lodge, and P.E.R.
Samuel Scott, of Lowell, Mass.,
Lodge. A delegation from Elberton,
Ga., through their Chairman, Joseph
Allen, presented a petition to the
Grand Exalted Ruler for a dispensa
tion for a new Lodge in Elberton.
The meeting was followed by a buffet
supper spi'ead for all the members
and visitors, and a reception.

More than 100 members of Ke-
nosha, Wis., Lodge, No. 750, attended
a dinner on February 1 at noon in
the Lodge Home honoring the Grand
Exalted Ruler and Grand Secretary
J. Edgar Masters when they stopped
at the Lodge en route to Milwaukee,
Wis. E.R. Bert A. Thompson pre
sided at the dinner and extended the
welcome of the Lodge to the distin
guished visitors. City Manager H.
C. Laughlin presented the greetings
of the city. Gov. Sholtz's address
while brief was a splendid one, and
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has done much to increase the in
fluence of the Lodge in the better
ment of the community. A large
delegation from Kenosha Lodge, in
cluding all the officers, went to Mil
waukee for the evening meeting.

On that evening, in the Home of
Milwaukee Lodge, No. 46, the Grand
Exalted Ruler attended the banquet
and initiation ceremonies held as a
memorial to the late Chauncey
Yockey who for 17 years was the
Lodge's Exalted Ruler. The class of
58 candidates included a nephew of
Mr. Yockey, Edward Yockey, Jr.,
who is a law student at Marquette
University, Police Chief Joseph T.
Kluchesky and Police Inspector Hugo
Schranz. Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Floyd E. Thompson, of Moline, HI.,
Grand Secretary Masters, E.r!
Thomas F. Millane, of Milwaukee
Lodge, P.E.R.'s Howard T. Ott and
Julius P. Heil, Oscar Greenwald, and
many leaders of the Order in the
State of Wisconsin were among the
500 Elks at the banquet and meet
ing. A majority of the Lodges of

the State were represented by dele
gations. The nature and character
of Gov. Sholtz's address did much to
stimulate interest among those pres
ent in the patriotic and fraternal
life of their individual Lodges.

A special delegation of Illinois
Elks met the Grand Exalted Ruler
on Saturday, Feb. 6, and escorted

him to the Home of Champaign
Lodge, No. 398, where he took part
in business meetings during the aft
ernoon held in connection with the
Midwinter Meeting of the 111. State
Elks Assn. Together with Past
Grand Exalted Rulers Bruce A.
Campbell," of East St. Louis, 111.,
Lodge; Floyd E. Thompson, of Mo-

Above: The key
to Toledo, Ohio,
was presented by
Vice-Mayor John
Q. Carey at a re
ception honoring

Mr. ShoUz •

Left, Mr. Sholtz.
and Grand Trus
tee John S. Mc-
Clelland at lunch
eon in Atlanta.
Ga., when the
former Governor
visited Atlanta

Lodge

Above: Enjoying dinner at Cham
paign, III., Lodgeare: Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Floyd E. Thomp
son; Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Britce A. Campbell; State Presi
dent J. Pat,I Kuhn; A. C. Wil-
lard, President of the Umverstty
of Illinois; Grand Exalted Ruler
Sholtz; Bert S. Walker, E.R. of
Champaign Lodge, and Grand

Trustee Henry C. Warner

line, 111., Lodge, and Grand Secre
tary J. Edgar Masters, of Chicago,
he remained in Champaign for the
Sunday business meetings, and en
joyed the social affairs that took
place on both days.

A 6 o'clock dinner was held on
Saturday for the Grand Exalted
Ruler and the Exalted Rulers of the
State. Gov. Sholtz delivered the
Eleven O'Clock Toast at the Grand
Exalted Ruler's Ball that night, and
was an honored guest at the Family
Dinner served at noon on Sunday in
the gymnasium of the Junior High
School. His speech was broadcast
over Station WDWS together with
those delivered by Grand Lodge of
ficers and prominent members of the
State Association and of Champaign
Lodge. This was Gov. Sholtz's first
visit to the Lodge, and his presence
during its "Annual Roundup," inau
gurated last year when the State
Association held its midwinter meet
ing there, was extremely gratifying
to the membership.

The gayest of the pre-Lenten par
ties given by Toledo, O., Lodge, No.
53, was the formal dinner-dance held
in the New Secor Hotel on Febru
ary 9 in honor of Gov. Sholtz. The
event opened the five-day celebration
of the Lodge's Golden Jubilee. P.D.D.
John C. Cochrane, Master of Cere
monies, introduced the Grand Ex
alted Ruler, who was the sole speak
er at the dinner. He confined most
of his remarks to business of the
Order. The ball room was filled with
flower-decked tables, which were
later cleared away for dancing. The
"Golden Jubilee Ball" was the most
lavish social event in local Elk his
tory and was attended by several
hundred members and their ladies.
The Lodge's anniversary celebration
continued through Saturday, Feb.

13, and featured the initiation of a
large class of candidates, and sev
eral business sessions. On Wednes
day 150 Exalted Rulers, Secretaries
and officers from Lodges in north
ern Ohio and southern Michigan
gathered for a conference with the
Grand Exalted Ruler. On Thursday

{Continued on page 55)
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40th Anniversary of
New London, Conn>,
Lodge: Mayor Cruise
Dies

The 40th Anniver
sary of the founding
of the Lodge and the
69th Anniversary of
the founding of the
Order were celebrated
by New London,
Conn., Lodge, "No. S60,
on February 16, with
more than 400 mem
bers and visiting Elks
present in the Lodge
Home. The banquet
was held at 8 P. M.
E. R. Jacob Sherb
presided as Toast-
master at the after-
dinner program. Mayor Edwin
Cruise, introduced as the first speak
er, made a fine address. Among the
other speakers were Grand Trustee
William T. Phillips, of New York
Lodge, No. 1; Past Grand Trustee
Edward W. Cotter, of Hartford,
Conn., Lodge; Past Grand Esteemed
Leading Knight Martin J. Cunning
ham, of Danbury, Conn., Lodge;
Charles Spencer Hart, of Mount
Vernon, N, Y., Lodge, former Chair
man of the Grand Lodge Activities
Committee; D.D. Francis W. Hogan,
of Torrington, Conn., Lodge; D.D.
Henry L. McGuire, P.E.R. of New
London, Conn., Lodge, and. P.E.R.
Harry C. Brogan, who delivered the
Eleven o'clock Toast.

The pleasure of the occasion was
^rned into sorrow when Mayor
Cruise, who had excused himself
irom the banquet hall, died of a
heart attack. He had given no in
dication of not feeling well, and his

1 came as a severe shock. Theelaborate entertainment, planned for
the occasion, was called off, and the
fif soon dispersed, leavingthe Home, which was to have been
the scene of merrymaking, darkened
and silent.

Mayor Cruise was born in Lis-
ifi^o ' ^fvonshire, England, June 7,
ifk/' United StatesWhen he was 18 years of age. He
became a successful builder and con-
^actor. He served in the World

& t ®"thu-Biast. Although not an Elk, Mr
esteem bythe members of New London Lodg^

his /unerar^''
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Under the Antlers
(.Continued from page 29)
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The handsome new Home of Merced, Calif., Lodge

Shade, Jack Kirk-
patrick and Kenneth
Nevina. P.E.R. John
Alexander headed the
Committee that
planned the event.
A regular Lodge ses
sion was held during
the evening presided
over by E.R. Orva
Phelps.

The Elks' Troop
was organized in No
vember, 1931, with 12
members. Its present
quota is 36. During
the period 62 boys
have "passed through"
the Troop. One has
received the Eagle Sil
ver Palm award, two
have received the
Eagle Bronze Palm

award, and eight have been advanced
to the Eagle rank, 11 to life, 20
to star and 41 to first class. The
first Court of Honor was held in
February, 1932, with 20 boys receiv
ing ranks. In 1936, 20 of the boys
organized the Explorer Scouts, the
first organization of its kind in Col
orado. Twenty overnight hikes have
been made and 40 day hikes. The
Troop has attended Camp Burch
four times, and was instrumental in
organizing the Boy Scouts at Wiley
and Granada.

Elks Assn. at Bismarck. A decision
was made at the meeting to lend
support to the work of the State
Welfare Board in rehabilitating
handicapped children in North Da
kota. The Elks of the State have
contributed $10,000 yearly for the
past 10 years to crippled children
work. Mr. Stern made it clear that
the Association will not decrease
these activities but in addition to its
cooperation with the Board, will
handle such cases as are ineligible
for Welfare Board help under State
and Federal rule. Clinics were re
ported scheduled as follows: Willis-
ton, March 8, Dickinson, March 29,
Mandan, April 12, and Devils Lake,
April 26. Dates for six other clinics
to be held in leading cities of the
State were to be announced later.

The important announcement was
made that the Annual Convention of
the N. D. State Elks Assn. would
be held at Jamestown on June 7-8.
State officers attending the Bismarck
meeting besides Mr. Stern were
Secy. E. A. Reed Jamestown; Treas.
Alex Rawitcher, Williston; Trustees
A. C. Pagenkopf, Dickinson, and
Frank V. Kent, Grand Forks. Judge
J. D. Harris, of Dickinson Lodge,
Chairman, and Judge I. C. Davies,
of Bismarck Lodge, member of the
State Elks Crippled Children's Com
mittee, were present.

Lamar, Colo., Lodge Honors tts
Scout Troop with Banquet

Scout Troop No. 223, sponsored
by Lamar, Colo., Lodge, No. 1319,
was, honored at a banquet and meet
ing recently at which a number of
Scout officials were special guests

Midwinter Meeting oi N n Lodge. Eagle Scout Jimmy
Elks ^ L McMillin read an interesting paper

I u entitled "What the Elks' Troop Hasin the absence of Pres. L. B. Done" and also expressed apprecia-
rtanna, Vice-Pres. Sam Stern, of tion of the help, cooperation and sup-
i'argo Lodge, presided at the mid- port given by Lamar Lodge. Talks
year meeting of the N. Dak. State were made by Eagle Scouts Harry

Gary, Ind., Lodge Honors Horace
Mann High School Football Team

The Indiana State Championship
Football Team of the Horace Mann
High School in Gary was given a
banquet on Jan. 13 by Gary, Ind.,
Lodge, No. 1152. Thirty-one mem
bers of the team and coaches of the
various High Schools in Gary, of
which the Horace Mann is the
largest, were honored guests. P.E.R.
Frank J. McMichael, Past Grand Es
teemed Loyal Knight, was Toastmas-
ter. John E. Gilroy, Director of
Physical Education, was the princi
pal speaker. Coach Harry Kipke,
of the University of Michigan, also
spoke, paying a fine tribute to the
local Lodge. William E. Wirt, Su
perintendent of the Gary Public
Schools, and Walter E. Hadley, Su
perintendent of the Carnegie Illinois
Steel Company, were present. Two
hundred and ten men attended the
banquet from Hammond, Gary,
Whiting, East Chicago and Michi
gan City, Ind.

A testimonial from the Lodge to
the players inscribed in white let
ters on a purple background was
presented to the Horace Mann
Team. It occupies a place of honor
in the trophy cabinet of the High
School.

(Continued on page 52)
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Flames in the City
and you can gauge the degree of
skill and courage that such a
venture called forth. Not that I felt
at the time of the war any senti
ments of sympathy for the bomb-
droppers ! Too close to me was the
thought of wrecked homes, en
tombing mutilated women and ba
bies, all quite defenseless against
this pitiless use of one of Man's
most wonderful inventions. It seems
so one-sided—aerial warfare—when
directed against unarmed civilians.
It shocks the sporting instinct that
we Anglo-Saxons like to believe is
highly developed in us.

Let me tell of two incidents
known to me, that will bring home
to you what a Zeppelin raid can
do to the individual. One night, a
flight of several Zeppelins came over
London; and this particular time,
they had succeeded in escaping the
vigilance of the authorities, so that
we were unwarned of their approach.
As there was a wind blowing, they
took such position that they could
stop their engines and drift silently
over the city.

A friend of mine was walking
with a companion down one of the
main streets, Holborn. Suddenly a
bomb, with no preliminary warning,
dropped about one hundred yards
in front of them, with tremendous
report. When my friend became
conscious of his surroundings, he
found himself on the platform of one
of the underground railway stations.
He did not remember how he got
there. His companion assured him
he had run there—a distance of
about an eighth of a mile—and that
it had been impossible to keep up
with him.

That frenzied flight, though, was
to him a blank. His body func
tioned automatically, but his mind
had gone to sleep. Thereafter, for
many months, the shock had been
so great with its element of sur
prise that my friend was a shaking,
neurotic man, whereas before its oc
currence he had been calm and de
liberate.

I had another friend whose wife
was desperately afraid of these raids.
Their house in the south of London
had been flown over so often by the
enemy that her nerves had gone to
pieces. He knew that if he did not
do something, she would become un
hinged mentally; but he was not
wealthy and his work necessitated
his presence each day in the city.
Moreover, she refused to go out into
the country alone, in her neurotic
condition. At the end of his wits,
he finally promised they should take
a house somewhere outside London,
even if it meant a long rail journey
for him each day and added expense
that he could ill afford. So he rented
a house on a farm at a place called
Potter's Bar, north of the city.

{Continued from page 11)

Now, at last, he thought, his wife
would lose her dread. Wide open
fields, a sparsely inhabited region,
there was no fear of Zeppelins drop
ping bombs out there, for there was
nothing worthwhile. He hoped, then,
that his solution of the diiflculties
was a happy one. But Fate willed
otherwise.

About one week after they were
settled in this country place, there
was another raid. The defending
airplanes chased the German north.

r \( \ ]
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caught up with it and brought it
down at Potter's Bar, in a field about
three hundred feet from my friend's
new home. The Zeppelin fell in
flames, some of the crew diving over
board—shrieking—as they fell, to
escape cremation; and the whole
fabric, after it landed, lighted up
the countryside for miles, all in the
sight of the agonized woman. The
next day, an ambulance took her to
a sanitarium, completely out of her
mind.

At one time the Germans decided
to make a really grand raid on Lon
don. Hitherto the attacks had been
by one or two machines; and it was
thought if a large number should
carry out the work, the damage done
would be proportionately great and
the morale of the British so shaken
in consequence that their conduct of
the war would be aflrected.

So, one dark Saturday night, a
flight of eleven machines set out
from the base in Flanders, to give
the Islanders a full dose of the bad
medicine. The departure was noted
as usual and communicated to the
British headquarters for air defense,
and all was in readiness to give a
warm reception. At this time, the
defense had been much strengthened,
both with airplanes and guns; but

a further item unknown to the Ger
mans was the perfection of a cer
tain type of incendiary bullet. It
had only to perforate the gas bags
of the airships to set them afire, for
it became incandescent in an atmo
sphere of hydrogen, with which they
were distended.

That night, we had a glimpse of
Inferno! The firing of the cannon
was the most intensive ever experi
enced. They set up a wall of shrap
nel around the city, through which
the Germans tried time and again to
penetrate. Dozens of airplanes
drove them to altitudes such that
their aim for bomb-dropping was
more defective than usual. The bat
tle went on for hours, with the air
ships returning again and again to
the attack, first from one direction
and then from another; and although
a few ships had pierced the wall of
bursting shrapnel and dropped their
eggs on the houses below, the great
er part of them dared not attempt
it. Reluctantly, then, they decided
to retreat. But they had delayed too
long. Daylight came before they
could regain their bases; and the
pursuing English planes were joined
by the French, who got between the
Germans and their hangars. This
forced them to detour, and, no long
er protected by darkness, they pre
sented a much easier quarry to the
planes. All that Sunday a mad hunt
took place, the planes chasing them
all over France—one, I believe, go
ing nearly to the Mediterranean to
escape. Several times, a well-directed
incendiary bullet got home and that
particular dirigible was finished.
More would certainly have been de
stroyed were it not the object of the
pursuers to bring them down intact;
but no Zeppelin surrendered. Four
in all were destroyed, and the rest
arrived at their starting point with
great difficulty.

This was about the last Zeppelin
raid attempted against England. It
was evidently realized that the de
fense had now become too strong,
the percentage of casualties too high.
Something else must be done, there
fore, to strike terror to the non-
combatant population of the British
Isles. Thus, the phase of massed
airplane raids commenced.

Now, whereas the Zeppelins had
invariably attacked only during dark
nights, the airplanes chose the moon
light ones. We Londoners began to
look askance as the moon came closer
to the full, for we knew the night-
hawks would soon be upon us. Bright
moonlight — traditionally associated
with pleasant themes—was no long
er welcome. It brought the thought
of death, mutilation, agony to many.

And all this was really so futile!
Granted that the raids kept a certain
number of men from the front to

{Continued on page 47)
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The West Wind

he drinks it or if he don't? Anyway,
he'd ought to drink it. He's snooping.
Can't you see that? But you—say,
there's no man stood up to Lafe
Rcdgers these many years. Not since
—well, never mind that. But you, as
big as a two bit piece and as white
as a girl, you done it. You little
devil, it gives me a kick. Why you
got guts, kid. And me, damned if I
don't like you for it. Who are you,
and how come you smell like the fish
vats?"

Wong had placed three whiskies on
the table, and padded away again,
and while Lafe's attention was fixed
on Alan the minister had got up and
effaced himself so quietly that no
body except the blonde girl who took
the money for his meal noticed his
going. Alan struggled for the right
w'ords. So this was Lafe Rodgers,
^e man he was looking for. Lafe
Rodgers who had been his father's
partner, and who since his father's
death ten years ago had sent thirty
dollars monthly and regularly
through the bank, accompanied al
ways with the same note, "For the
keep of Pete Scott's kid from his
father's estate. Signed, Lafe Rod
gers, Administrator." This was the
man of whom Alan on his twenty-
first birthday had come to demand
restitution and accounting of an es
tate whose extent he had no knowl
edge of, but which he suspected had
l^en unjustly drained until it had
dwindled down to but little more than
^e purse seiner 'The West Wind'.
But this seemed hardly the time or
the place to call
for such explana
tions, and having
seen Lafe Rod-
gers for himself '
Alan now decided
hia business had
be St be done ~ :
through a law- B
yer. •

"But maybe V
>oure drinking L
water, too," add- W
^ Lafe mildly. H
He picked up two

glasses of
whiskey and bal- — —
anced them on his
hand.

I'm drinking Bu
nothing," said ? Ill
Alan. '

Then he r e's ' III
-down the hatch I*"
^^»th all three.
And while I'm do- ^
'iig that you get
your name ready
for me. I have a ,
mind we'll travel
together, you and

You out of a
.lob?"

(Contmued from page 7)

"Yes," replied Alan.
"Then come along with me. I'm

stepping out for a big night. I come
in from the Oregon fishing today,
and my roll ain't been tapped yet.
Six weeks in the rough water, and
never once in a town. I'm making
up for it tonight. I'll be nicked good
and plenty along the line. Not that
I mind spending, but when I'm
drunk, damned if they don't gyp me.
What's the matter with you keeping
my roll for me tonight, and checking
up on what's fair and right to pay.
There's a job for you. What s the
matter with that?"

Alan hesitated at this naive demon
stration of trust. How could a scoun
drel like Lafe Rodgers be so simple?

"Well " repeated the big man. 1m
w^aiting. What's the matter with
that, I said." ^

"Nothing," answered Alan.
"Okay. Nowhow about the name
"Bob Brown."
"Bob Brown will do. Easy to re

member. All set? Come along.
We'll look in at The Knotty Palm
first. And when you see a man
whose face you don't like you up and
tell him so. And I'll back you up.
Let's go." He tossed the Chinaman a
bill. "That pays for everything," he
said. "The drinks, the kid's dinner,
the chair. The arm I broke I don t
have to pay for. He owed it to me."
As carelessly as he had passed the
bill to the Chinaman he now gave his
bulging purse over to Alan. "That s
for you to do the rest of the night,
he grinned. "Okay, kid?"

This

Unfair
. n"

fl

"Okay," said Alan mechanically.
He slipped the purse into his pants
pocket.

Out on the street Alan looked for
the truck driver. He was gone. The
street was deserted. The bell buoy
wailed dismally, and a sea was rising.
Lafe Rodgers beat out into the wind
with Alan at his heels. A tangle of
dark unpaved street wet with sea
fog and tainted with the odors of
stale fish brought them onto a lighted
thoroughfare, and they entered the
Monterey night club known as "The
Knotty Palm." There was an Ameri
can bar there, and a space for danc
ing, and the tablcfi were all occupied.
Lafe lounged against the counter, A
fine mist rose from his damp clothes.
His salt bitten hand smoothed back
the shocks of black hair from his
forehead.

"There'll be a table in a minute,"
he said to Alan. "When the music
starts up they'll begin dancing, and
we'll grab the first empty table. And
then whoever wants to get it back
will have to fight for it." A man and
a girl stepped out on the floor, and
stood waiting. The musicians took
the hint, and started playing.

"That table will do," said Lafe. He
walked over to it and sat down, and
Alan followed him. Two spirals of
blue smoke rose from the stubs in
the ash tray. The girl's glass was still
half full of a yellow colored drink,
and a little of it had spilled on the
table. Lafe sniffed at the glass.
"Gin," he said. "She's all right." His
eyes followed the two dancers, and

after a moment he
said to Alan, "I
like the way that
girl dances. But

•Uie I don't like the

1^ feller. See how
I9 he grins down at

her. Now there's

smash. And
—— d a m n ed if I

don't." He walked
out among the^ dancers.
wait to see what

•N happened. He had
> j seen enough of
^ Lafe R od g e rs'
y \ ways for one
' \ He felt
—- > again in his pock-

ets to assure him-Lselfthat the purse
was still there. It
was. Then with
out another

7" glance at either
' Lafe or the dan-

was inter-
~ rupting, Alan

walked out of The
Knotty Palm.
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He found the street he was on led
directly back to the wharf. A quar
ter of an hour's walk brought him to
Pablo's shop. A light still burned at
the back, but the door was locked.
Alan rapped several times before
Pablo's cracked voice called out, "Go
away. The shop's not open now."

"But I want to see you," cried
Alan. "Let me in. I want to see
you."

"You want to buy something?"
shouted back the old man.

"Yes, yes," said Alan. "I want to
buy something."

Pablo, with the uncertain jerks of
the aged, came toward the door with
a lighted candle in his hand. He
fumbled at the lock, and opening the
door a half inch, peered out.

"Oh, so it's you," he said. "You
ain't looking for Lafe here, are
you ?"

"No."
"Did you find Lafe?"
"Yes, I found him."
"What do you want now?"
"I want to see you," said Alan.

"Let me in."
"You want to buy something?"

Pablo repeated.
"Yes, I want to buy some informa

tion."
"Sure," said Pablo, "come in."
He took Alan into the room at the

back of the store. It had a sleeping
cot in it, and a table with some cards
spread out. Pablo had been playing
solitaire. Alan seated himself on a
roll of canvas against the wall.

"Now what do you want to know?"
asked Pablo.

"I want to know the name of a good
lawyer."

"Ah," said Pablo, "we have a good
many lawyers here. Where there is
an eight million dollar fishing profit
there is always many good lawyers.
That is funny information you
want."

"Not that kind of a lawyer," ex
plained Alan. "I couldn't pay a big
lawyer." His hand again sought the
bulging purse in his pocket. "I mean
I wouldn't want to. But another—
surely there must be someone who
would take up a small piece of busi
ness for me."

"What do you want to know? May
be I could tell you without a lawyer."

"I want to know what Lafe Rod-
gers did with his partner's money."

"You don't need no lawyer then.
I can tell you that."

"Did you know his partner? He
has been dead many years."

"Lafe had only one partner—Pete
Scott."

"Yes," said Alan eagerly. "You
knew Pete Scott?"

"Sure I knew Pete Scott. Wasn't
nobody in town who didn't know him.
And Pete Scott never had no money."

"The Pete Scott I'm speaking of
had money."

"He was a deep sea diver?"
"Yes."
"And him and Lafe Rodgers

worked together. Lafe Rodgers was
tender for him. Pete Scott drank

hisself to death."
"No, he was drowned while div

ing."
"He was drowned because he was

drunk. He come in here that.morn
ing and he had his airhose with him.
It was a good hose, and he wanted
money on it. And I says to him,
*Pete, you can have money on the
hose because it's a good hose, but
you know you can't dive without no
hose, and how are you going to get
it out again?' 'That's my business,'
he says. And I says 'Pete, you bet
ter not leave your hose here. You
better keep it. You can do without a
drink, but yon can't do without a
hose.' 'If you don't want to lend me
money on it,' he says, 'someone else
will.'

So I let him have his way. He
took the money and he must have
got crazy with drink. For that af
ternoon he made a dive. And not
having no hose what did he do but
rig up a garden hose for his air. An
old hose out of someone's garden.
Of course it bust when he was
down.

And that was the end of Pete. No
body was held to blame. It was some
thing he done himself. He'd got
drunk once too often. No, Pete never
had no money. The County buried
him. Lafe took it hard at the time.
He liked Pete. But Lafe had no
money neither. It done Lafe good,
though. It straightened him up con
siderable. He went into fishing, and
he's doing fine now. He's bought him
self a share on the 'West Wind,' and
he's engineer on it."

"You mean he doesn't own the
'West Wind'?"

"There's seven of them—and he's
one."

"Then why—if there wasn't any
money—^why—" Alan checked him
self. He wanted to know why for ten
years Lafe had been sending thirty
dollars a month from a fictitious es
tate. Would Pablo know that, too?
He doubted it.

"Why what?" prompted the old
man.

Alan was silent. Pablo shuffled the
cards, and wheezed a cough. "Is that
all you wanted to know ?" he asked.

"Yes," said Alan heavily, "If you
are sure that what you have told me
is all fact."

"It's all truth. It's all and more
than a lawyer could have found out
for you. And it won't cost you near
so much."

Alan pulled out from his pocket
the two dollars that Pablo had given
him a few hours before, and placed
them on the table beside the cards.
"Is that enough?" he asked.

Pablo looked at the money, and
then at Alan. "Didn't you have no
dinner?" he inquired.

"Yes," replied Alan.
Still Pablo did not take up the

money. "Compared to a lawyer two
dollars is cheap," he said. "But now
you answer me a question, and I'll
give you one dollar back. Why do
you want to know about Pete Scott?
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Ain't nobody spoke of him these
many years."

"I'm Pete Scott's son."
"Ah," said the old man, "so he had

a son. Then that's why you want to
see Lafe Rodgers."

"Yes," said Alan again.
"What made you think Pete had

money ?"
"You are quite sure he didn't?"
"He never had no money, boy. He

come here with a diving outfit, and
it wore out piece by piece, and he let
it wear out so as he could have his
drink. I watched him go down day
by day. And Lafe's got no money
neither. And if he had you'd never
get it from him. He'll kill you just
for trying. He's killed more than
one man, has Lafe, and for less than
that. Where are you sleeping to
night?"

"Can I sleep here?" asked Alan.
"If you would lend me a blanket I
could curl up under the counter."

"Yes, I could do that. Your
father's hose lay curled up there
many a day before I sold it. Sure,
you can sleep there. And tomorrow
you go away."

Alan heard the foghorn all night.
Its dreary blasts seemed like a
requiem for the father he had never
known. He thought of the diving
gear wearing out piece by piece, and
the airhose coiled up under the coun
ter full of dust and spider webs. He
thought of Lafe Rodgers at The
Knotty Palm without his purse. And
when he shook the spiders out of his
blanket and folded it up in the morn
ing he knew that however much he
feared him he had to find Lafe Rod
gers again. He had to know whj*^
Lafe Rodgers, who had broken a
man's arm purposely and brutally
across his knee, who had tried a des
picable trick on an inoffensive min
ister, had been sending thirty dollars
a month from an estate that did not
exist.

The early morning sun had turned
the bay into a shimmering sheet of
splendor. The hills rose sharp and
clean against a blue sky, and the
black wharf was still wet from the
previous night's fog. Alan turned
hungrily into the first restaurant, full
of the odors of fresh coffee and
browning hot cakes, and ate a sub
stantial breakfast. He learned there
that Lafe Rodgers had passed down
the wharf a half hour earlier, and
had gone out to the 'West Wind.'
Alan paid for his breakfast out of
the dollar that Pablo had returned to
him, and found that he still had
enough to hire a skiff to take him to
Lafe Rodgers' boat. So far he had
not opened the purse entrusted to
him.

What it contained he did not
know. It was all in bills, and he
knew it was a considerable sum of
money. And Lafe Rodgers would
use it to plaster the saloons and
gambling houses of Monterey.

Disturbed by this thought Alan
walked down the length of the
wharf. The salmon and mackerel



boats were unloading their catches
in heaps of silvered gasping fish,
and the trucks from the San Fran
cisco markets were beginning to ar
rive on the wharf with an ascending
volume of noises. Alan grasped at
the chance to delay the fateful meet
ing with Lafe Rodgers, and sat down
to watch the loading of the trucks.
Every now and then he felt for the
purse in his pocket, and assured it
was still there, he would look out at
the 'West Wind.' It lay light as a
gull on the water, rising and falling
with the pulsations of the sea. But
there was no sign of life on it. Lafe
Rodgers was probably sleeping.

When the last truck was gone and
the wharf was comparatively quiet
again Alan approached a fisherman
and a.sked to be taken out to the
'West Wind.' It cost him his remain
ing half dollar. He boarded Lafe
Rodgers' boat, and stood by the rail
while he watched the skiff pull away.
He felt a little sick at the prospect
of what lay before him. But he swal
lowed his fear. He could not run
trom Lafe Rodgers now. He walked
over to the cabin, and stepped in. It
smelt of tobacco and whiskey, and a
beam of sunlight flickered over a sea
man's small chest. Lafe Rodgers was
lying on his berth, and he was wide
awake.

You're late," he said. His eyes
smouldered like gray fires, but his
voice was slow and casual.

Yes," answered Alan.
'Sit down." Alan sat on the chest,

hand '̂̂ " felt comforting on his
"What did you do last night—run

away?"
;|Yes."

^ of ^ way to do.Why did you want to do that?"
''Well, I had your money. And I

to see it spent that way."
Where is it now?"
Here." Alan pulled the purse out

T * pocket and handed it over.
^ its bulge, and then laid iton the table beside the pint of

whiskey.
you spend any of it?"

^Wo, I haven't opened it."
T t. ry" -wrong idea about it.f. told you what to do with
It. You understood me

right. But you ditched
me. Ŷou're not a thief, and
you re not a fool. You
J^ad a reason. I give you
wy purse to take care of
Tor me, and you walked
out on me. After the fight
: look for you, but youwas nowhere. And I says
to myself, 'Lafe, this time
you made a mistake.' But

L. ^y man jbefore, and I d
(-ouldn t puzzle it out. It m
spoiled the night for me. fl
1 was going to show you A
a good time, and you H
walked out on me, and my V
money with you. And
when all the night I ^
should of been laughing I

was thinking now why did the damn
kid^^do that? And why did you do
it «

"I'll have to tell you who I am first."
"Okay. Who are you ?"
"I'm Pete Scott's son."
Lafe jumped to his feet, and grasp

ing Alan by the shoulders stared into
his face. "For the love of Mike!"
he cried. "Yes, it's right. It's
Peters eyes. But not Pete's eyes.
Pete's eyes was never sober eyes.
But what the hell are you trailing
me for? Ain't I done enough for
you?"

"That's it," said Alan. "That's
why I'm here. I was twenty-one
yesterday. And today I want to
know why for ten years you sent
thirty dollars a month for me, and
where it came from."

"Where it came from? That's a
funny thing to ask. It come from
me. And last night—last night I
was out to celebrate. Didn't I know
it was your twenty-first birthday?
What else was I celebrating? Be
cause last night I was set free. You
was twenty-one and that was my out.
And to think that of all people in the
world it was you I palled up with!
And like always you spoiled it for
me."

He sat down again on the edge
of his bunk, and reached for the
whiskey flask. He did not offer
Alan any, but took a long pull at it
himself.

"I don't understand you," said
Alan. "If I had a claim on you I
want to know what it was."

"You had a claim on me all right
. . . But it was of my own making.
Your father and me worked together
—you know that?"

"Did my father leave the money
for me?" asked Alan eagerly.

"Skip it, kid, skip it. That thirty
a month was my own heart's blood I
was sending you. Don't think it was
nothing. There was times when I
went hungry to send you that. I was
turned down by the one girl I wanted
because the thirty was for you and
not for her. So if I was out to cele
brate last night because you was
twenty-one, believe me I had reason
for it."
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"If you sent me thirty a month—"
began Alan.

••If!" interrupted Lafe hotly.
"There was no ifs about it, kid. I
did send it, and I sent it regular."

"But why?" insisted Alan. •'Can't
you tell me why?"

"No, I don't know that I can. I
never told nobody why—no one ex
cept the girl. And she laughed at
me. If you laugh at me, by G— I'll
kill yciu. It was because of that last
dive Pete took. That was why. I
was his tender. And we was both
drunk. And when the hose busted
I didn't know it. I didn't see the
bubbles coming up and I thought
they're probably coming up under
the boat and that's why I don't see
them, and I took another pull at the
bottle. When I brought Pete up he
was stiff as a board. That sobered
me. I busted open his face plate,
and his eyes rolled up. And they was
dead eyes. Roll your eyes up, kid.
More higher. Yes, them is Peter's
eyes all right. Nobody held me to
blame. Pete was dead, and I went
scot free. There was something not
right about it. I couldn't go scot
free. It didn't make sense to me. So
I set my own punishment. I knew
Pete had a kid somewhere, and it
made the way for me to square my
self.

-And I set that load on me of
thirty dollars a month. But only
until you was twenty-one. Not for
life, mind you. You was twenty-one
yesterday. Now you can clear out.
I'm shet of you. For them is dead
eyes you have in your head, and I
don't want to see them no more. So
—well, get the hell out of hei'e."

Lafe threw himself down again on
his bunk. His boots were still on,
his clothes crumpled, his face dark
with a two days' beard. He clenched
his fists and waited.

Alan stood up and turned his
hands over in his empty pockets. He
looked down into Lafe Rogers'
scowling face.

"I—I didn't know where the thirty
came from," he stammered awk
wardly, remembering the purpose
of his trip to Monterey, "I — I
thought—"

"Well, you know now,
and you know, too, that
there's no more com
ing. That's flat. And
so far as my purse goes,ryes, it was safe with you.
I see that. You was Pete
Scott's son. I must of
knew inside of me who
you was all the time. It
just goes to prove I ain't
never got my man wrong
yet. And that's some
thing. Now scram!"

"Thirty dollars a
1- I month," said Allan slow

ly. "That was a pretty
wonderful thing for you
to do.

"It kept me out of the
orphan asylum. It sent
me to school. It enabled me
iConti7iued on page 51)
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Peter Ballantine
lifted his glass 3 times

>//-

^ I ^IME: 1840. Place, Peter Ballan-
X. tine's brewery in Newark.
The founder and brewmaster him

self had just completed his three
fold test of a keg of his ripened brew.
He pursed his lips, and pronounced
it "per-r-r-fect!"

Being a Scot, he trusted his
taste beyond that of any man. "It
ha' the PUR-R-R-ity, it ha' the
BODY, and it ha' the FLAVOR-R-R,"
was his verdict, and no judgment
of the Court was ever more final.

On the scoured oak of the table,
his eye chanced on three interlock
ing moisture rings left by the tum
bler used in the tests—one dev^^ ring
made each time he lifted the glass
for a drink.

"Thr-r-ree tests—thr-r-ree rings
—the sign of good brew," he mused,
"standing for pur-r-r-ity, for body,
for flavor-r-r. See the rings on the
board, lads —I ha' my trademark!
Ye'll put the rings of quality on
every ale and beer keg."

ON DRAUGHT—IN BOTTLES—IN COPPER-COLORED CANS
(12 ft 32 oz.)

Ballantine's ALE &

BEER

Copr., I937i Ballantine & Sons, Newark, N. J.

^ 11^

When wrltiiif; to adrcrtixcrs pieasc mention The Etka il(iga::ine
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The Great Eye Am

go to bat and then the other side.
But not many of the men could hit
the ball very well. I guess they all
had poor eyes.

But what I started to tell you was
that when the ninth inning came
along—^that's the last inning of the
game^ although why they don't stop
at an even number like ten I don't
know—our team had a man on sec
ond base and a man on third and we
were behind, two to one. Then the
manager came up to me and said,
"Elmer; go in there and hit that ball
between those two fielders out there,"
and he pointed to the center fielder
and the right fielder.

I picked up a bat and walked out
and a great big loud speaker boomed
out, "Attention, please." So I
stopped. "Peters, batting for Hardy.
Peters, batting for Hardy." Believe
me Mary, I certainly blushed. In
troducing me like that to thousands
of people.
, „ ^ sot up there and hit the
baU where the manager told me to,
and both those other men on the
bases ran home while the fielder was
chasmg the ball I hit. You never
heard so much noise in your life,
^verybody in the stands rose to their
leet and yelled and screamed and
It was deafening. Somebody said
that was because my hit won the
game, but I didn't know they took
it so seriously. Such a
roar!

But the funny thing was,
all the rest of our team
acted like I'd done some
thing wonderful. They
slapped me on the back and
shook hands with me and
were all feeling pretty good
because we'd beat the St.
f-ouis team and that put us
in first place instead of

ft* ^ game ahead
ask mehow they counted it only

T game, becausei don t know, but one

me lesLnT^n s^o'ma/-
Plain that^the next^time^"
MarT\ me,
a w' I'm having
pre?tv^lT/^li^® is
will hi turkeysTure make

happens to

Yours,
ELMER.

iContinued from page 15)

I can go to bat four or five times a
game, like the rest of the players.
Yrs., E.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
July 3rd.

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:
Your pinch hit in the ninth inning

with two out not only won the game
for the Giants, but it was also hit
against Dizzy Dean, who is one of
the best pitchers in the National
League. Judge Bowman and I read
all about it in the St. Louis papers
the next day and we were terribly
excited. The Giants are a half game
ahead of the Cardinals because they
have won one more game and have
lost the same number. That makes
a half game difference. And also if
the Giants can keep their present
lead and win the pennant, it will
mean from four to six thousand dol
lars extra for the players in World
Series money. . , , ^

I suppose you are surprised that
I seem to know so much about base
ball all of a sudden, but Judge Bow
man has been explaining the game
to me and he got me rule books,
year books, and a lot of other things
to read. So now I at least know what

I

T?" ^ to askBurns to let me play
on the regular team, so "That's funny! I would have sworn somebody

slid in!"

it's all about. Judge Bowman also
told me that if you can really make
a hit every time you go to bat, you'll
soon be famous.

And that is what is worrying me,
Elmer. If you ever got famous, I'm
afraid yon would forget all about
me and Tiddlewaite, and the turkeys.
Of course, you'd make a lot of money,
but remember that money isn't every
thing, and that a baseball player can
never have much of a home life. So
make all the money you can and save
it and you won't have to be one very
long.

Don't worry about getting a reg
ular position on the team so that
you could bat four or five times in
eveiy game. Even if you should
learn to catch the ball and throw it
well enough to play, you still might
be more valuable to the team as a
pinch hitter. As long as you are a
pinch hitter, the manager can send
you to bat whenever there are men
on bases, while if you were in the
regular line-up, they might have to
waste your hit when there was no
body on base and two out. At any
rate, he knows best. Listen to him
and do whatever he says.

The weather has been fine here so
the turkeys are doing all right. But
I don't think they are as well as
when you left. At least, Jim Lester
doesn't keep things very clean.

Get plenty of sleep, El
mer, and be sure and eat
enough. You know how
proud I am of you.

Love,
MARY.

New York,
July 15th.

Miss Mary Carlisle
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

just

Dear Mary:
You will be glad to hear

the latest news from me,
and to know that I am eat
ing and sleeping okay and
all that.

Well, since I last wrote
you, I been to bat six
times and got five hits.
Naturally, people around
here are beginning to sit
up and take notice, and the
enclosed clippings will
show you what a big shot
the New York sport writ
ers think I am.

They still won't let me
play on the regular team,
though, and although I
can't throw the ball very
far I can catch it all right
and think I would be pretty
good in, say, the infield.
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But they tell me they need me as
a pinch hitter, so I guess I won't get
the chance vex'y soon.

The way it happens that I got only
five hits out of six times at bat is
like this: Mr. Burns decided maybe
I was getting too much attention, so
he had me strike out yesterday. We
were playing Brooklyn and were
ahead seven to three, so I guess it
was all right. Anyway, that's the
reason you saw me draw a blank in
yesterday's box score. I didn't like
to do it because nobody applauded,
but Mr. Burns explained that if I
got a hit every time I went to bat,
pretty soon the pitchers would begin
to walk me, and that would defeat
our plan. He says we got the World
Series to think of. Don't tell anybody
about this, because it is a secret. But
he says I'll have to do this pretty
often from now on, and maybe once
in a while even hit into a double play,
or anyway hit the ball where the
fielders can catch it.

I don't like this idea much, because
I had to let my public and the sports
writers down, but I guess I'll have
to do it for a while.

I haven't gained any weight. In
fact, I've lost a little, because I can't
get used to the noise at night, and
this food—well, you know.

I'll be making a hit tomorrow,
probably, so be sure and read the
papers.

Yours,

ELMER.

P.S. Don't worry about the turkeys
(except Nell and Thelma). After
I get my World Series money, I'll
have enough so I won't have to worry
about them. Yrs., E.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
July 20th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:
I thought maybe you'd be losing

weight, eating strange foods and
sleeping in hotels. You're too thin
now, Elmer, so you must watch your
self. Maybe a glass of warm milk
before you go to bed would help. Do
you get to bed early every night?

Don't worry about your public,
Elmer. I'm sure Mr. Burns knows
what is best. The other baseball
players, remember, aren't hitting
much better than three hundred, and
they're not worried about their pub
lic. You just do what Mr. Burns
tells you to and be grateful for all
the money you're making.

I'm going to worry about the tur
keys whether you do or not. Your
mother left them to you, and since
you've taken care of them for five
years it certainly would be heartless
of you to forget them now. What if
something should happen to your
eyes and you weren't able to get a hit
whenever you wanted to? And re
member, you haven't got that World
Series money yet.

The clippings are nice and I'm ter-

V--'

[-COOLED PIPE

APIPE 12 FEET6INCHES OHVES
LOMS ? GO OM aUDSE- Jtwere 19. I
STOP KIDDINQ ME -r-f HAVE IT
TWERE ain't no WGWT HERE
SICH AMIMAL/ ^ IN MY COLLECTION

WELL, SEEIMG IS
BELIEVIMS. I'LL
BET IT COMES /
FT50M AFRICA k
OR SOME SUCH
PLACE/ J

r NOPE-FROM
COMSERVATIVE OLD
ENSLAMD - AMD
Wl-LAT'S MORE.
IT'S MADE OF

7 PORCELAIN I

SEE THE STEM IS CURVED AND INTERTWINED IN AN INTRICATEIaWeIn%TRE?CMED OUT STRAIGMX it WOUUD MBAggE
twelve and a malf feet
THE SMOKH AND SAVE THE SMOKEGS TONGUE FK-OM BITE

WELL,IT'S CERTAINLY
THE LON6 WAY

AROUND TO COOL
"Biteless'smokims.
HERE'S THE SHORTEST
WAY I KNOW— ) ^
PRINCE & ^

you're IOOXRISHT
ALLOFU9 STEADY
PIPE SMOKERS
HAVE REASON
TO THANK PA.-

_ first for introducing the
SCIENTIFIC XRIMP CUT'AND
again for DEVELOPING THE '

'• . I 'no-bite'process
COME TO

THINK OF IT RA. STANDS /
FOR the PERFECTanswer

—7/—-I—\TO WHAT A PIP'S

FRINCE ALBERT (^RINCE ALBERf
] AftONEV-BACK |S SWELL

GUARANTEE! (mAKIN'S'TOO'
Smoke 20 fraerant pipefuU of Prince
Albert. If you don't find it the mellow
est, tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smok
ed, return the pocket tin with the rest of
the tobacco in it to us at any time within
a month from this date, and we wiU re
fund full purchase price, plus postage.
(Stffned) R. j. Reynolds Tobacco
Company. Winston-Salem,
North Carolina. V*.

Cowyrixht.19S7. R. J- Roynold» TobaccoCompnnj

Prince
Albert

TH€ NATIONAL JOY SMOKE
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Here's Why Shaves
are Velvet-Smooth

when you use the blade
that was madefor your razor

V amazed todiscover how muchshaving is when they use
a ^Jillette Blade in their Gillette Razor.

If you could visit the Gillette factory,
you would understand the reason. Here
millions of dollars' worth of exclusive
equipment is used to produce this world-
lamous shaving combination. You would
marvel at the precision with which razor
and blade are matched. Everystep in their
manufacture is designed to make them
function smoothly as a unit.

Germ-FTee Shaves
Furthermore, to insure perfect shaving
cleanliness, every blade is sprayed with
a special antiseptic before it is Wlv se-

r-[f ®a"'tarywaxed wrapper.Thus,iilette Jilades reach youabsolutely germ-
ree sterile as a surgical instrument.

Thisextraordinary care inmanufacture,
Ki'̂ j perfect teamwork of razor anda istherealsecretofthesmoothshaves
j ou get wlien you use the GiUette Blade

Bi'.V a package
tom^ Gillette Razor
insisiV ^ ^hy millions of meninsist on an "All-GUlette" shave!

adea. Alioaua ask for them by name!

Z'' otherOrigJno, Communify

ribly proud of you, but don't take
them too seriously. Just work hard
every day and forget what the news
papers say. And write oftener.

Love,
MARY.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
August 10th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

^AppaiSSy you're still able to cut
out clippings about yourself even n
you can't seem to take time enough
to write a letter. And whi e its
nice to know that you re still win
ning ball games for the Giants, 1d
like to hear how you are, not just
what you're doing. So please write
me at once and tell me if you re well,
or caught cold, or what.

Jim Lester, as I suspected all along,
isn't taking care of the turkeys at
all the way he should. Nell has been
laying eggs all over the place andJiS !anfeven find half of them
And you know that if Nell isnt
treated carefully, she won t set long
enough to hatch out a brood. Hes
also not careful about feeding the
poults. Tuesday I caught him giving
them cracked corn without soaking
it first. Fortunately, we haven t had
any rain for two weeks, so none ot
them have caught cold. But that is
more a lucky break than any credit
to Jim.

I see that the Giants are now on
a Western trip. Eating m strange
hotels and on trains doesn t agree
with most people, and so I am natur
ally worried about whether you le
continuing to lose weight or not. Be
sure and get all the sleep you can.

Please try to write me oncea week,
if that isn't too much to ask.

Love,
MARY.

Cincinnati, Ohio
August 17th

Miss Mary Carlisle
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

Dear Mary:
Here we are in Cincinnati for a

four-game series. We dropped yester
day's game because Mr. Burns
thought it was about time I didn t
get a hit, so he had me bounce one
down to the first baseman. We were
behind five to nothing, anyway, so I
guess it was all right. Especially
since we now have a four game lead
on the Cards.

Jim Lester never did know how to
handle Nell, but I guess it's all right
since I'll make as much money this
summer as I usually do all year on
the poults. And that's not counting
the World Series cut, either.

I didn't get much of a break in the
Cincinnati papers. Just a line say
ing, "Peters grounded out to first."
I guess they don't know who I am
yet.

Oh, well, we'll be touring the sticks

Gillette Blades
CiUette Razor
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for another couple of weeks and then
we'll be back in New York, where the
sports writers know what's what.
Don't bother to save those clippings
for me. They are for you. Pve got
duplicates for myself.

Well, don't take in any wooden
nickels (ha, ha).

Yours,
ELMER.

P.S. I've lost a couple more pounds.
I guess I miss home cooking. Yrs., E.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
August, 19th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
St. Louis, Mo.

Dear Elmer:
I am sending you a cake today to

St. Louis. That isn't the sort of
home cooking you should have, of
course, but it was the only thing I
could think of that would go through
the mail all right. I hope you like it.

I wish you wouldn't call St. Louis,
Cincinnati, Pittsburgh, and such
cities the "sticks," Elmer, because
what does that make Tiddlewaite?
It was always good enough for you
before you went off to New York, and
it still is good enough for me.

And don't worry so much about
your publicity! Mr. Burns knows
he can't let you hit every time you
go to bat, and he also knows that
too much publicity would be very
bad. It appears that getting your
name in the paper is all you care
about lately.

There isn't much news here. Mrs.
Blagdon fell down the steps and al
most broke her leg, but didn't, and
the Appleton's cow, Bess, died last
week. Outside of that, things have
been pretty quiet. I am going to
the dance at Grove Center with Mor
ris Wilkins, Saturday, but I wish
it were you instead of Morris.

Love,
MARY.

P.S. I hope the cake is good.

Pittsburgh, Pa.
August 23rd

Miss Mary Carlisle
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

Dear Mary:
This is a picture of the ball park

here in Pittsburgh where I knocked
in two runs yesterday to beat the
Pirates. The cake was 0. K.

Yours,
ELMER.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
August 25th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:
It's nice to have post cards of the

various places where you play, but
I can read in the paper what you do.
The main thing that interests me is
whether you're well or not.

I'm glad the cake was good. Or was

TT/ich Kriting to advertisers pleane mention The Elka Mugasijie
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APPBAI. of 9

• We say "after the seventh drink"—because at
first acquaintance you might not fully appre
ciate Bushmills' unique flavor.For, Bushmills is
maltier —and 9 years old! Its distinctive taste
"grows" on you to an irresistible degree. After
the seventhdrink—vou toowill regard Bushmills

the whiskey to be preferred aboveall others!

XoffiSi iU
HUttaufoi GBsl

Q&l ScoioU

BUSHMILLS

April. 1937

it? "O. K." is a little vague. Now
that you're back in New York I hope
you can tear yourself away from your
scrap book long enough to write me
a real letter.

Love,
MARY.

New York, N. Y.
August 25th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o The New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Mr. Peters:
I am the girl who sat right behind

the Giants' dug-out today with the
red hat and yellow dress on, the one
that was so excited when you came
in after hitting that double in the
eighth inning.

Mr. Peters, I have the strangest
feeling that I have seen you before
some place. Were you ever in Chi
cago? If you are interested, why
don't you meet me in my hotel lobby,
the Hub, tonight at eight o'clock. FlI
be wearing a black dress and blue
hat.

Until tonight, and please don't dis
appoint one of your most ardent
fans, Mr. Peters, I am,

MARIE TURNER,

Tiddlewaite. Ark
September 17th

Mr. Elmer Peters
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Elmer:
Have you hurt your hand, or what?

You have been back in New York
for three weeks now and I haven't
heard a single word from you. Nat
urally, I am wondering what has
happened. If you are mad because I
intimated that you were getting con
ceited, I'm sorry. I didn't mean to
hurt your feelings.

I know you aren't very sick be
cause I see your name in the line-up
every few days. But I can't help
worrying a little.

Tiddlewaite, by the way, is very
proud of you, and a lot of people
who never heard of the game before
are taking quite an interest in you,
and baseball.

I suppose Jim Lester has written
you that eight poults hatched out
last week and that three of them died
two days later. I didn't get out
there until it was too late to save
them, and it never occurred to Jim
to put a little ginger or pepper in
the water to help them fight the cold.

Please write me. Elmer. It's not
fair to have me worry like this.

Always yours,
MARY.

P.S. If you're really sick, please
have somebody else write and tell
me so. Love, Mary.

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
September 25th

Mr. Joseph E. Burns
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

SHAWJ NATIOHAL DISTILLERS PRODUCTS CORP., SHAW IMPORT DIVISION, N. Y.
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_ "Thecarldrive
must be easj'

on gas and
easy on my

pocketbook in
other waye,"

^ says I. J. Boul-
^ ware, Chicago.

"That's why I'm
driving Dodge—and

I switched from a
smaller carl My

Dodge hasn't given
me less than 19 miles

to the gallon and it
uses 20% less oil I"

..S\oCO'̂ e^e

\ L /

You can'tbeatDode*
for economy," says Jim-
mie Huakisson, Valley
Park, Mo. "I'm getting 21
miles to the gallon of gas
which is? miles more than
my old cargave me. At the
rate we drive it, that will
mean close to $100 saved
by the time I have had
this new Dodge a year."

My dear Mr. Burns:
I am writing to you for informa

tion about Elmer Peters. When El
mer left here in June we were en
gaged to be married. Now I don't
know whether we are or not, as I
haven't heard from him for nearly
five weeks.

Elmer started to change almost as
soon as he got to New York, Mr.
Burns. The only thing he seemed
to be interested in once he began to
play was what the newspapers said
about him. He was more interested
in his publicity than anything else,
I'm afraid. He used to write and
send big stacks of clippings, then he
just sent clippings, but now for five
weeks I haven't even gotten a clip
ping. And that is what is worrying
me. I'm afraid he must not be feel
ing very well if he can't even get
around to sending me clippings.

I wouldn't bother you, Mr. Burns,
except that not hearing from him
like this is nearly driving me crazy.
If he is seriously sick will you let
me know at once so that I can come
to him. If he isn't sick, though, don't
say anything about this to him, be
cause a girl has sonpe pride.

If you'll only tell me he's well and
getting enough sleep I'll try to feel
better.

Very sincerely,
MARY CARLISLE.

New York, N. Y.
September 27th

Miss Mary Carlisle
Tiddlewaite, Ark.

Dear Miss Carlisle;
I am glad to inform you that Mr.

i Elmer Peters' health is satisfactory,
" although I believe he has lost a little
- weight. But it is his head that is

bothering him, and us, just at pres
ent It has grown with such phenom
enal speed that when last measured,

- it was somewhere between a Rocky
^ Ford Melon and the Goodyear blimp
s in size. , ^
" You have my sincerest sympathies,
n Miss Carlisle. Judging from the
^ trouble I have had with him I can
•" imagine what yours have been. Of
" course, Elmer's case is unusual. When
il he says he's good, he's only halfI right—he's sensational. I guess all
I geniuses are hard to handle, but
4 lately things have been getting se-

^̂ "Not really serious, you understand,
not for you, at any rate. With El
mer it's pure, home-spun puppy love,
so I don't think you have to worry
on that score. Besides, Mane Tur-

; ner is just one of those girls who
^ can't resist a man in a uniform-

especially if he's in a basebal uni-
' form She's been through half the

league already, and Elmer is merely
her current idol. A couple of months
ago it was Socker Seaver, of the
Yankees, and a couple of months
from now it's liable to be somebody
on the Dodgers.

Elmer will undoubtedly come hob-
bling home to you when this thing

. The Elks Magazine

runs its course. But the combina
tion of his thirst for headlines and
his desire to please Marie Turner has
me as dizzy as a caterpillar crawling
ux> a barber pole. Marie, just simply
ffaga over Elmer's ability to get base
hits whenever he wants to, tells him
to hit one along the right field foul
line just for fun, when I've already
told' him to bounce it back to the
Ditcher for an easy out. So far, the
score is tied; half the time Marie
wins, half the time I win. But the
result is getting more in doubt each
day Since we've already got the
pennant cinched, I'm sticking Elmer
in there just to pull down his bat
ting average, so the Yankee pitchers
won't be afraid to pitch to him dur
ing the World Series.

If you have any influence over him,
it might be a good idea to come on
to New York and try to pump some
sense into his head.

Anyway, good luck and best
wishes.

Very sincerely,
JOSEPH E. BURNS.

From the New York Bulletin,
October 3rd

CAPACITY CROWD WATCHES
YANKS TAKE SERIES OPENER
FROM GIANTS 4-0.

From the New York Bulletin,
October Ath

yanks TAKE SECOND
STRAIGHT BEATING GIANTS
2-1.

From the New York Bulletin,
October 5th

YANKS WALLOP GIANTS 9-3
IN THIRD.

From the New York B^dletin,
October 6th

GIANTS FINALLY WIN 4-2 IN
NINTH INNING.

From the New York Bulletin,
October 7th

GIANTS COME FROM BEHIND
WIN 8-7.

From the New York Bulletin,
October Sth

PETERS TENTH INNING
PINCH HIT LEVELS SERIES AT
THREE ALL AS GIANTS WIN.

New York. Elmer Peters, the
sensational pinch-hitting rookie ac
quired by the Giants in midseason,
again pulled a game out of the fire
and put the Giants back in the Series
as he lashed a single just inside the
left field foul line to score Rip Ellis
from second base with the winning
run. Peters, who has batted 1.000
in the Series, was the hero for the
third consecutive time as the Giants,
battling gamely against terrific oddsi
won their third straight game to pull
up even with the Yankees, after
dropping the first three games.

Until Peters' tenth inning single,
today's game was an air-tight pitch
ers' battle. . . .

DODGE
DELIVERS NOW FOR JUST AFEW DOLLARS MORE THAN

THE LOWEST-PRICED CARS!
Easy terms gladly arranged tofit your budget, at low

cost, through Commercial Credit Company.

w;ic» wyiting to adicrtiscre please mention The Elks Magazine



is here!

TIME TO CHANGE

• Your car, too, feels the stir of

Springand needs a change. Give
it the best Spring tonic possible
... drain the worn Winter oil and

fill with Quaker State Motor Oil
of the correct Summer grade . ..
and you will go farther before
you need to add a quart. Quaker
State Oil Refining Corporation,
Oil City, Pennsylvania.

GO F/IRTHER,
BEFORE YOU NEED A QUART

TimPrtwiiimmiinimfWi

QUAKER
STATE

MOTOR OIL
CERTIFIEO

<5U APANTEED
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MAN'̂ PIPE

• then he switched

to the brand of

grand aroma

I "'HAT'S news, all riglit—and a
dirty trick to Fidol Pipes need

a good Spring cleaning now and tlien
to cure their bite. And for your
throat's sake—if not for Fido—try
switching from your old hot-and-
teavy brand of pipe tobacco to mild
Sir Walter Raleigk. It ismilder.That's
no idle boast—it's a cool-burning,
fragrant-smelling, Kentucky Burley
/act! 15^ for two full ounces buys
you and Fido a million dollars' worth
of fine, full-flavored smoke aromaI

ISLAND
WORTH IT/

how tobreak ma new pipe. Write
«°day. Brown & WiUiara-

l obacco Corporation, Louis
ville, Kentucky, Dept. E-T-l,

^OWTO
c/we

it, you could get a head start and be
there waiting for the ball and maybe
in that way you could make a double
play and Elmer would be the goat
of the Series. Then maybe he
wouldn't be so conceited and would
go back to Tiddlewaite with me and
take care of the turkeys.

I am doing this for his own good.
It will break my heart to see Elmer
hit into a double play at a crucial
moment, but it's the only way I can
think of to bring Elmer back to me.
Please don't fail me, Mr. Seaver.
My future happiness depends on you.

Yours very sincerely,
MARY CARLISLE.

Ladies and gentlemen of the radio
audience, please forgive us if we have
been a bit incoherent just now, but
this last game has been the wildest
of this wild World Series, and the
tension is almost unbelievable. We'll
go over that once more. With one
out and Wheeler on second base and
Trask on third, the pitcher is now
delivering an intentional walk to
Williams in order to get at Billows.
The score is seven to five in favor
of the Yankees, and this is the last
of the ninth with the Giants at bat.

There's the fourth ball and Wil
liams goes trotting down to first.
That leaves the bases loaded, and the
strategy, of course, is to try to make
Billows hit into a double play.

Wait a minute ... we believe
there is going to be a pinch hitter
for Billows. There is! The loud
speakers have just announced that
Peters will bat for Billows. Peters,
you know, is the sensation of the
Series, winning, practically singk-
handed, all three of the Giants
games. , 1 .

Will they walk Peters, or let him
hit? If they walk him, it will auto
matically force in a run, but if they
let him hit, it will probably mean
two runs and the ball game will be
tied up at seven all. Socker Seaver
comes running in from second base
to talk to the pitcher, the catcher
joins them, and then two or three
more Yankees. They're havmg a con
ference to decide whether to walk
Peters. Socker Seaver seems to be
doing most of the talking, finally
they agree and the players return to
their positions, and ... I believe
they're going to pitch to Peters. Yes,
they are! The catcher is giving the
signal, the pitcher nods, starts his
wind-up, and just as he throws the
ball Socker Seaver turns and runs
straight back toward center field in
an attempt to cut off the hit. Peters
meets the ball squarely and it goes
out toward Socker Seaver, but over
his head and on into the outfield.

• The center fielder goes back for it,
way back against the wall, turns, but
he can't get it and the ball sails over
his head and out of the park for a
home run!

Ladies and gentlemen, this sensa
tional young Elmer Peters comes

r through with a home run with the
! bases loaded and wins the game, the

— IfTONE IN JACK PCARL (BARON MUNCHAUSEN) NBC
blue network, now FRIDAYS lO P. M., E.S. T.
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Series and the world championship
for the Giants. The crowd has gone
absolutely mad. They're insane, hys
terical! , 4. . ,

If you'll be patient a moment we re
going to try to get the microphone
down on the field and get Elmer
Peters to say a word or two. Take
it away, John. ... ^ ,

Ladies and gentlemen, this is John
Enders, and we're down here on the
field now trying to fight our way
through this crowd to get the hero
of this Series, Elmer Peters, to say a
word or two. Peters is being mobbed
by his own team-mates and well-
wishers, and although we're pretty
close, we can't quite make it yet . . .
Elmer! Elmer Peters! Will you say
a word into the microphone? . . .
We're still trying to get to him,
ladies and gentlemen . . . there's a
girl trying to kiss him, a girl calling
him "Sugar Plum," but . . . ha, ha,
I guess Elmer isn't much of a ladies'
man. He doesn't even speak to his
feminine admirer. The girl is per
sistent, we'll say that for her. She
seems to be asking him something—
apparently they know each other—
but Elmer doesn't pay any attention
to her. Yes, just then he turned his
head and said something about "dou
ble crosser," but ... ha, ha, maybe
we were wrong.

There's another girl trying to fight
through to him, and Elmer suddenly
sees her and calls her name. "Mary!"
he said. We're getting closer, now
There's Socker Seaver, of the Yan
kees, and just that minute he turned
around to the last girl, the one called
Mary, and said something to her that
sounded like "double-crosser." i
think we must be hearing things, or
else this is too deep. . . . Oh, Oh!
Ladies and gentlemen, Elmer Peters
apparently resented that and he
swung on Socker Seaver. The crowd
is separating them now but it looks
like it will be several minutes be
fore we can get the microphone
through to Peters. . . . Here's Larry
Ford, of the Yankees. Larry! Will
you say a few words, please? . .

Tiddlewaite, Ark.
October 12th

Mr. Joseph E. Burns
c/o New York Giants
New York, N. Y.

Dear Mr. Burns:

Just a line to let you know where
to send Elmer's World Series check
The address is Tiddlewaite, Ark., and
since we'll be there for some time,
there's no great hurry, I guess.

You may want to know the inside
story •of Elmer's home run, since we
left New York in such a hurry, so
here it is.

First I must confess, Mr. Burns,
that I did my best to make Elmer hit
into a double play and lose the game,
because I thought that if the crowd
booed him once instead of cheered
him, he'd come to his senses and go
back to Tiddlewaite. So I wrote a
note to Socker Seaver of the Yankees
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and told him I overheard Marie Tur
ner telling Elmer to hit one over
Socker Seaver's head (this was
true), but of course I forgot, and
I guess Socker Seaver did, too, that
with his eyesight Elmer could see
him running back as soon as the ball
left the pitcher's hand.

Elmer usually doesn't think fast,
but with Socker Seaver knowing just
where Marie Turner had told him
to hit the ball, it did look to him
like Marie Turner had double-crossed
him. Especially since he was jealous
of Socker Seaver because a lot of the
Giants had kidded him about her and
Socker. That's the reason he hit
the home run. He was mad.

Then when Socker Seaver accused
me, rather harshly, of double-cross
ing him, Elmer realized that he had
loved me all the time and not Marie,
and that's the reason he tried to hit
Socker Seaver.

When I finally told Elmer that
Marie hadn't double-crossed him, he
was sorry he had wrongfully accused
her of it, but he didn't care about
her any more anyway. In fact, he

didn't care about anything but get
ting back to Tiddlewaite in a hurry.
Because by that time I had told him
that Nell, his pet broody hen, was
seriously sick, and Elmer knows no
body can handle Nell like he can. So
that explains it, in case you were
wondering, Mr. Burns.

Nell got all right, incidentally, and
we're going to buy some more land
and more turkeys and make a lot of
improvements with the World Series
money.

Very sincerely,
MARY CARLISLE PETERS

(Mrs. Elmer Peters)

P.S. I don't think Elmer will be
back to play baseball next year, Mr.
Burns, because I had to tell Socker
Seaver about Elmer's eyes, and now
I guess you can't keep it a secret
any longer.
P.P.S. We're going to send you a
nice turkey for Thanksgiving, be
cause we both feel we owe you so
much. Her name is Marie, and she's
one of our best hens, but we won't
miss her.

Flames in the City
{Continued from page 35)

work the anti-aircraft guns and the
searchlights; yet as a means of in
timidation, as far as the bulk of the
English people were concerned, they
were, I am sure, not worth while.
In fact, they had an effect contrary
to that intended. Those who leaned
towards conciliation, who were hop
ing that somehow a compromise
might be reached to end the War,
now went violently in the other di
rection. They were determined that
an antagonist using what they con
sidered an unfair method of attack
should be fought to the bitter end.
Perhaps with some other race—I do
not pretend to know—the raids
might have been more effective; but
history has shown that the British
are not easily intimidated.

But nevertheless, intensive air
plane raids now became the order
of the day—or, rather, of the night.
Fleets of Gothas, in orderly forma
tion, with fighter planes on their
flanks to repel hostile machines,
swept over; not comparatively slow
ly, like the Zeppelins, but swiftly,
so that a raid seldom lasted more
than half an hour. That half-hour
was filled with lively incident for the
people underneath, however.

As we had a small child, my wife
and I gave up our house in Ealing
and moved into a hotel in the heart
of London; but it had an attraction
for her greater than one in any
other part of the city—its situation.
It was directly opposite the deepest
Underground Railway station in the
city. Netting Hill Gate. The tracks
there must be about 300 feet below
the street. And having invariably
some previous warning of an im-

pending raid, it was possible to get
under this impregnable cover of
earth before the bombers arrived.

Many a night, after a hard day,
I have been awakened from a sound
sleep. "Come, get up," my wife
would say. "The maroons have
sounded. They're coming. Wrap up
the baby well—it's a cold night."

Then we would cross the street to
the Tube, which, if it had already
been closed for the night, would now
be re-opened; and the lifts would
take the crowds of people down to
the underground passages. Down
there, the sight was a pathetic one.
Families would be sitting on the
cement floor of the station plat
forms, holding hastily and incom
pletely dressed youngsters, comfort
ing them as best possible for this
disturbance of their regular sleeping
hours. Now and then could be heard
the cry of a young baby, or the
hacking cough of a child, echoing
along the curved roof; but no dis
order, no panic, no useless complaint
against circumstances marked this
assemblage. There they would pa
tiently wait throughout the bom
bardment, glad, indeed, that by this
means the young ones might come to
no violent harm. It looked like the
Exodus! And, when bugles sounded
the "all clear" throughout the city,
the Tube would disgorge its emerg
ency population, tired, sleepy—and
hoping that another raid might not
be staged that night, anyway.

Incidentally, it was curious to note
the number of uniformed soldiers at
home on leave that could be seen
down there. From their experience
at the Front, they had a lively re-
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spect for bombs and were the first
to take cover. There was no false
modesty about it.. They were not
going to have their precious leave
spoiled; they were quite willing to
postpone exposure to explosives un
til they got back to France.

I well remember a raid one night
when I was working late away from
home. Knowing my wife's nervous
ness, I had promised to come im
mediately if warning should be re
ceived of the planes' coming over.
When, therefore, I heard the warn
ing maroons go off, I turned out
the lights, locked the door and
mounted a passing omnibus, secure
in the knowledge that twenty to
thirty minutes would elapse—time to
get to the hotel—before the visita
tion commenced. As I mounted the
stairs to the open top-deck of the
omnibus, I noticed casually that only
five passengers were on the vehicle,
and that they were all men.

On this particular night, some
thing must have gone wrong with
the stage management, for scarcely
ten minutes had passed before action
commenced, with the guns spouting
and the searchlights playing across
the skies. And all at once, I realized
our driver had lost self-control.
Egged on by the detonations and the
clatter of falling shrapnel around
him he got obsessed with the idea
that he must go somewhere quickly.
Madly, we raced along, cutting
across intersecting streets at a speed
that would have been disastrous if
we had met passing vehicles. Know
ing that the fire-engines, ambulances
and police cars were moving about
freely, I began to get concerned,
in this heavy vehicle rocking violent
ly from side to side. I never thought
it was designed to go so fast! In-
iury from the air was now a remote
contingency in face of this more im
mediate danger; and I saw visions
of our piling against a house-front
or ramming some other car.

That the driver was not completely
bereft of his senses was evidenced
by his excited honking of his horn
at every crossing, but
he did not let up. I
tell you, that was a v ^
ride! I banged the p/
signal bell for a stop y /
I wanted to get down— f/
but he paid ^

he was going, he '
wanted to get there
quickly. Curiously
enough—perhaps from
force of habit—he did
not diverge from his
regular route, but fol-
lowed all-its usual .HnHHA
turns and twists across
the city, thus giving . TOlil
us our full money's
worth; but some of
those corners were
surely taken on two
wheels

Presently the firing
stopped; the raiders ^
had been driven off for

CIVIL SERVICE
COLUMBIAN COR^PONDENCE COLLEGE.
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the time being. Immediately, our
temperamental driver regained poise,
and we slackened speed to the regu
lation fifteen miles an hour. I looked
across to a man on the opposite seat,
though the dim lighting made it
impossible to judge if his face was
as white as mine felt.

"We must have an airplane pilot
as chauffeur," I remarked.

"Well, it .iust goes to prove that
airplane raids are really dangerous—
one way or other," he replied, laugh
ingly.

Courage and Fear are queer things
and affect humans without logic. I
think it has been said that Marshal
MacMahon of Napoleon's army was
afraid of the dark. And Lord Rob
erts of the British Army was said to
be fearful of cats. Thus these two
brave men had their phobias, which
in no way affected their demeanor in
actual fighting.

If my memory serves me, it was
this particular raid that caused a
tragedy that shocked us at the time.
The cellars of a magazine called
"John Bull" in Long Acre had been
assigned by the authorities as one
of the air-raid shelters, on account
of the height and solidity of the
building over them; and on this par
ticular evening, a considerable num
ber of people had sought refuge un
der there. A bomb from a Gotha
hit the roof, went crashing through
all the floors into the cellars, where
were stored several tons of ink. The
containers were broken, and 41 peo
ple were drowned in the sea of ink
Somehow, this death strikes the im
agination as being particularly hor
rible.

Now, as time went on, the defense
against air-raids got stronger. Lat
terly, it had been found possible to
throw up a controlled barrage of
projectiles almost impossible for the
Germans to penetrate with impunity
Also, means had been found of sus
pending huge nets of light steel from
captive balloons, providing a curtain
disastrous to that plane whose pro
peller touched it. The casualties of

the raiders became
greater with each expe
dition, yet the moraletof the civil population
seemed not to be appre
ciably affected. Conse
quently, this means of
warfare became more
and more infrequent
toward the close of the

But those aviators
of both sides—were
stout lads! They prob
ably experienced in
those moments of air-
combats a zest of living
such that forever after,
if they survived, the
pursuit of an ordinary
livelihood in times of
peace would seem flat
and monotonous. We
cannot eat the food of
the gods as a regular
diet; it is too rich.
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What America Is Reading
{Continued from page 22)

Hart in his chronicle of American
leaders and forgotten heroes. (J. B.
Lippineott Co., $2)

Just 186 Pages—But What a Story!

There are only 186 pages in John
Steinbeck's novel, "Of Mice and
Men," but there is magic in its prose.
Here is a story about plain ranch-
hands, with pity and compassion in
it—something unusual for these
days, when authors so often think
that all workers have to be hard-
boiled. Two characters stand out in
this little story. One is Lennie, a
giant of a man with a child's mind,
who lets himself be guided by George.
Lennie can't control his hands—he
loves to fondle soft objects, like mice
and rabbits, but often his hands are
too strong and the mice have their
necks broken. They get a job on a
California ranch tossing grain sacks
into wagons. ']?heir hope is a little
place of their own, where they can
raise their food and enjoy life—"An'
live off the fatta the Ian', an' have
rabbits," says Lennie.

But before that can happen events
at the ranch change the course of
their fortunes. At the ranch we meet
a curious group; Curley, the boss'
overbearing son; Slim, the handsome
mule skinner; Crooks, the Negro
stable buck who isn't wanted in the
games; Candy, the old fellow who
cleans out the bunkhouse; and
Curley's wife, who plays with fire.. ,.
Here John Steinbeck, who wrote
"Tortilla Flat" and "In Dubious
Battle," shows again that he is a
natural born story-teller. (Covici
Friede, $2)

A Well-Written Love Story

There is no reason whatever why
romantic love stories should not be
well written. There is also no reason
why characters in novels should not
have good manners, speak intelli
gently and act like normal human
beings. "The Prodigal Nurse," by
Teresa Hyde Phillips, answers these
requirements and offers at the same
time a lively stox'y of the adventures
of a registered nurse whose tact,
ability and good looks make her
especially attractive to the male sex.
Celia Landis' romantic career begins
when she enters the home of Carleton
Daklin to take care of his wife. Dak-
lin introduces her to Vaski, the pho
tographer, who is making a series
of illustrations for a health campaign
and needs a nurse in uniform to pose
for him. But Dr. Anthony Starr is
even more seriously interested in her.
The story moves forward swiftly to
a climax. As the wife of the late
Coles Phillips, Teresa Hype Phillips
posed frequently for his famous
drawings; in her own right she has
written stories for Saturday Evening
Post, Collier's and other national
magazines. (J. B. Lippineott Co., $2)

Several More Good Novels

The Grown-ups" by Catharine
Whitcomb is the story of a sensitive
child whose parents are divorced and
fighting for her. This is a real
American dilemma and few know
what such dissension does to a child;
here the result is eloquently shown.
(Random House, $2.50.) Clarence
Budington Kelland, whose "Opera
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Hat" was the basis for the famous
movie, "Mr. Deeds Goes to Town,"
has written a similar tale in "Spot
light. This deals with a young and
lovely heiress who rebels against her
surroundings, with the sympathy of
her lively grandfather. She' turns to
Broadway night clubs for release and
as an entertainer has no end of
baffling adventures, in which love
plays a part. Mr. Kelland keeps
his story moving with spirit and in
terest never flags. (Harper & Bros.,
$2.) I had a good time reading "The
Sisters," by Myron Brinig. This
deals with the three Elliott sisters,
who grew up in an apartment over a
drug store in Silver Bow, Montana.
The story opens in 1904 before the
automobile was in general use, and
as it progresses we get interesting
glimpse of the manners of thirty
years ago. The girls marry, for dif
ferent reasons, and the story deals
with their married lives. It's Amer
ican family life in the days of Theo
dore Roosevelt. (Farrar & Rinehart,
$2.75.)

The Nile in History

As the flood waters of the Ohio and
the Mississippi rivers were pouring
through the streets of Cincinnati,
Portsmouth, Cairo, Louisville and
dozens of other towns, and the fields
of the south were inundated, I was
reading Emil Ludwig's story of how
another great river affected the lives
of men and was finally brought under
control. He calls it "The Nile, the
Life-Story of a River," and describ
ing it from source to mouth as it
flows from the lakes and cascades of
Uganda, far in the interior, to tra
verse the Sudan and then water the
Nubian desert and the fertile fields
where the great populations of Egypt
were its victims and its beneficiaries
through centuries.

The Nile did as it pleased and
human beings, taking strength from
its waters, developed a civilization
along its banks. But the time came
when the British, more skilled in
engineering and better equipped
with money, were to build the great
dam at Aswan and restrict the
waters of the Nile, at the same time
introducing better conditions for the
plain farmers and workers along its
banks who had been exploited for
ages by their masters.

Emil Ludwig interprets this surg
ing life; he comments on historic
episodes as well as on the living
conditions of tribes and communities
that grew up along the Nile, for
"Egypt is the one land on earth in
which every inhabitant lives at all
times in sight of the river. Dynasties
came, used it, and passed, but the
river, the father of the land, re
mained." For the Nile traverses the
land that "has seen the longest of
all human histories." Today it works
for man—but it took the money, skill
and despotic power of an outside gov
ernment to bring that change about.
(Viking Press, $5)
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New Essays by Aldous Huxley
Aldous Huxley has done much to

stir thought in our modern world.
His diagnosis of civilization is cruel
—and generally deserved. His man
ner of writing is vivid and stimu
lating to the intelligence. In "The
Olive Tree" he presents a book of
essays. You don't pick up this book
to find out something about Thomas
H. Huxley, or D. H. Lawrence, or the
olive trees in the Provence—you read
it to discover what Aldous Huxley
has to say and to follow his logical
ideas. His text is sprinkled with such
statements as that on war—war is
mass murder, but in order to make
use of it we disguise it with words,
"When we talk about war we use a
language which conceals or embel
lishes its reality. . . . We protect our
minds by an elaborate system of
abstractions, ambiguities, metaphors
and similes from the reality we do
not wish to know too clearly." About
knowledge, "We are provided with
a vastly greater supply of facts than
our ancestors ever had an opportun
ity of considering. And yet our
knowledge of other peoples is prob
ably less thorough and intimate than
theirs." He explains that the minds
of other generations were moulded by
the same literature, the Bible and
the classics, and hence, through in
trospection, men understood one an
other. Of our daily life, "Time is
our tyrant. The time of which we
have knowledge is artificial, machine-
made time. Of natural, cosmic time,
as it is measured out by sun and
moon, we are for the most part
almost wholly unconscious." "The
Olive Tree," containing sixteen
essays, is published by Harper &
Bros, at $2.75.

Gold Mining in South Africa
Wherever men dig for precious

stones and rich ore the ground is
stained with the sweat and blood of
workers and adventures. The story
of the South African gold fields is
filled with incredible episodes—
fighting, cheating, suffering and
death. The greatest mines in the
world lie in the Witwatersrand,
whence the gold "which was once
used to glorify the palace of King
Solomon is now packed and shipped
to the dank vaults of the Bank of
England." So writes Adele Lezard in
"The Great Gold Reef." the history
of that fabulous stratum in which
the richest gold has been found
through many years. Today men go
down 8,500 feet to gather gold, work
ing in ledges with only 18 inches of
headroom. At that depth "the heat
is terrific. It clutches at you in a
hungry, vicious way. There is an op
pressive melancholy down here." At
the fifty-ninth level of Robinson Deep
the temperature of the rock is 104
degrees; the air is 93 degrees; the
humidity is 100. A miner has to be
"a working Houdini." The author
describes a miner sitting on the edge
of a slit; "He is trying to decide
whether he wants to work on his
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stomach or his back. Once he has
wedged himself into the fissure he
cannot turn round. He cannot move.
He cannot sneeze. He will have some
eleven of fifteen inches in which to
work. He must drill the hard rock
with a jackhammer. He must operate
the instrument with his feet." A
nightmare ? It makes me shiver to
read about it.

Because South Africa went off the
gold standard the metal is worth
enough today to make mining in
difficult places profitable. The mines
have yielded $5,000,000,000 worth of
gold since 1885. But every year men
die from the lung diseases that come
from working down there. The story
is an exciting one. It makes one won
der about the greed of man. To pro
duce an ingot of gold, about the size
of a loaf of bread, 8,000 men have to
work one whole day in the mines. The
pure gold is so heavy that one man
can't lift the ingot. (Bobbs Merrill,
$3)

The West Wind
(Continued from page 38)

to work my way through college."
"Shut up. It's done, and I'm

through. Shut up and get out."
"You've got the name of being a

hard man," continued Alan. "You
are a hard man. I saw that last
night. But now I wonder how much
of that is bluff. I wonder if it isn't
B. front put up to hide something
soft within you—something mild
and beneficent. Like—like the west
wind."

"The west wind?" repeated Lafe in
surly tones. "Whaddye mean? Why
ain't you gone?"

"I can't go," said Alan truthfully,
"I haven't a cent in my pocket. And
I'm not going to swim. And besides,
[ like the west wind wherever it
blows—or whether it's a boat, or
whether it's something hidden down
in the heart of a man. See here, last
night you gave me a job."

"I did? But last night I didn't
know who you was. What was it?"

"Sticking around. And today I'm
keeping it."

Lafe Rodgers' scowl gave place to
a slow grin. He heaved himself to
his feet in slow rises. "Okay," he
said. "Okay, my boy. But it'll be
the toughest job you ever tackled.
For tonight we got a different kind
of a party. We're heading out into
the sardine run, and if it don't lay
you out before your first pay day
it'll be only because you got the guts
your father had. My partner. Pete
Scott. Him what—" Lafe gulped,
and then finished up lamely, "And
so you'd ship on a boat under me!
You—you little devil you." He stood
towering above Alan, and his big
hand dropped heavily on the boy's
shoulder. Alan covered it quickly
with his own hand.

"You bet," he said.
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hllmg as in cheap shoes. No nails—sturdily
stitch^ throughout. Light spring steel shank
in arch preserves shape, lends support. Ample
toe room, smooth, clinging heels. Guaran-

accurate sizing and fit for men or wom
en.- Highest quality at an amazingly low
price.

by Celebrated Foot Specialist
' providing an adequate and balanced
tr^d-base for the foot these shoes have con
tributed materially to the elimination of foot
?? 5.® Name of this famous or-
tnop>eaist on file in our office.

SEND NO MONEY
unless you wish to

FiW in and mail the coupon. 1*11 send the
shoes postpaid. Examine them carefully, try
them on, compare with other shoes that cost
much more. Then send my low price or re-
turn the shoes at my expense. I can recom-

these shoes because I wear them my-
self. You cannot lose and you may make a
valuable discovery. Act today

$•^95 $065
MEN'S O WOMEN'S W

^ SENT TO YOU ON Free Approval!
\ Here's a guarantee of perfect comfort, perfect

fit, and long wear in sport shoes—a shoe of new
design and quality that helps keep sport a

Ov pleasure!

Let me send you a pair of NEW COLBEY
CUSHION SPORT SHOES on free approval.
You'll be surprised at their glove-like softness

and their trim, stylish fit. Prove for yourself that
tiere is something unusua/ in shoes for sport, hiking,
or around club or summer home and that you save
money through buying from me direct by mail.

LEARN AT HOME
Are youadult,alert,ambitious,willing tostudyi
InvestigateLAWl We guideyou stepby step—
furnish alltexts,including14-volumeLawLibra
ry. Training preparedby leadinglawprofessors
andgivenby membersof bar. Degree of LL. B.
conferred. Low cost, easyterms. Send NOW
forFree,64-page"LawTrainingforLeadership."
LaSalle Exiension University, DepL4328-L, Chicago

in V'/ '•'•^•''"1' I'nsls. riiuri'lics, Lodncs and Promoters of1 unuc Kveius nn>v tarry "K:iia Insurniice" indemnifying
aisiiliist loss of iiiroma or expense.

^TNA INSURANCE COMPANY
INSURANCE COMPANY OF NORTH AMERICA
SPRINGFIELD FIRE & MARINE INSURANCE

COMPANY

ApDlications must tie Uled scrcn dnys prior to OTcnt.
tieu Loriil ARcnt in your town, or address
Rain Department. 209 W. Jackson St., Chlcaoo. Illinois.

Represent nationally known line of low
priced slicing machines needed by every
Restaurant, Butcher, Lunch Counter.
Road Stand, etc. Slices meats; breads,
fruits, vegetables like $260 machmc, yet
sells for oslow nsS9.95. Used by over 100,000,
including bis chains. Territones open. Op
portunity for large, steady income. Write.
GENERAL SLICING MACHINE CO.
100 South 3rd St.. Dpt. ZIO Brooklyn, N.Y.

! CIRCUS DAYS ARE HERE !
CASH IN—PUT ON A COMEDY CIRCUS

All Rnrls can be performed l)y loc.il talent—Comploto,
lllustrnted script—"HOW TO PltODUCE A CIRCUS"
only SI.00 iiosip.iic).

OGOEN, 130 FOREST, KEANSBURG, N. J.

ARTHUR COLBEY, The Colbey Co., Dept. 210,
Manchester, Mass.
PlcnsD send postpaUl (ho Colbcy Cushion Sport Shoos
chocked below. At the oncl of 10 <lavs FflEE EXAMINA
TION I'll return thorn charges collocc or send your low
price.

Which color (PJonso check) • While • Tan

Women's-Only $3.65
Check Width

(AA) (A) (Bt (C)
Chock Size Below

(3) (4) (4i/<i) (51
(5i/S> Itf) <Ol/i) (7J avii
(8)

Men's—Only $3.95
Cheek Width

) (B) (C) <D)
Chock Size Bolow

Bank Reference
No reference required If yo\t send chock or money order.
Your money instantly refunded if you are not pleased.

with a Trotwood
A wonderful trailer, Ei^peclallv Ideal for sports

men. Light and roomy. Two t>e<iroom8. Buill*ln
trunk. Ample stomco. All'Sleel chassis. 12" road
clonronco- TnHo a Trotwood anywhere. New models
completely cqiilppctf, $420 to S^JIU.

Write for FULE Cntulog and iinmc of ne(jr€9t Dealer

• TROTWOOD TRAILERS. INC.
_ I e04 Main St., TrotwoQd. Ohfo
r\J <5 nJiles N. W- Pf Onyton)

LOSS OF HAIR
The hair restoring Formula 37 is now
available to the general public for home
use. Full particulars sent upon request.

DERMAGENIC LABOR.\TORY
728 Anglo B.^nk Builtling
San Francisco, California

YourFeet
When all else fails end your sufFer-

with the flexible, "no metal"

HEEFNER ARCH SUPPORT

V Write for FREE Booklet—Gives
Relleve^^^^^^^^ anatomicalfacts—Surgeons

Pain advice for aiding nature.

Heefner Arch Support Co. 55 Commerciat Bldg.LoDlsville.Ky.

RAISE GIANT FROGS
Easy 10 ^hip. U'i, tiUVI Sen uSit oili-tfl Qlrc;iilv

dninc. Free book. AMERICAN FROq
» CANNING CO., (138.Di New Orleans. Ui.

TT^ioi to advertisers plcatso mention The fHkn Mtiijuzine
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On The Trail
{Continued from page 19)

be glancing from its diminished tax
rolls to the transient trailers and
trying to add things up. Toll gates,
higher parking space rentals, trailer
licenses that cost money—these may
be the answer. Life is like that.

One of the most striking points
of all about this trailer business is
the age groups to which they are be
ing sold. One company reports that
the average age of trailer buyers is
between forty and fifty, with many
sales being made to people up to
seventy-five. In many a household,
"The Old Folks at Home" is not
the favorite theme song, either of
the young or of the old. Often the
aged have sat by the hearth only
because they could not afford to fare
forth. The Townsend Plan may have
waned, but the Trailer Plan is wax

ing. In numerous cases, trailers are
furnishing the solution to the prob
lem of what to do with oneself after
retirement, and the solvers are go
ing places and seeing things.

Such are some of the conse
quences, actual or potential, of the
Rise of the Trailers. Will they con
tinue to alter the mode of American
life as radically as they have begun
to do? It was Roger Babson, whose
record as a prophet is fairly high,
who predicted that Americans are
increasingly becoming a nomadic
people. If that is so, trailers are
speeding the trend immeasurably.
In any event we have taken these
trailers for better or for worse. Shall
we live in them happily ever after?
After all, aren't some of us going
to have to stay put? Whither are
we tx-ailing?WE WANT yJCW I

/WU TO TEST
t/ic V/ei/ Belt at our Expense]
DON'T let a"bay window" make you

the^ butt of locker-room jokes!
Weil Beit does not take inches off

wat paunchy waistline ... 3 inches in 10 days to

i'j" *j" cost you a red cent!ibe Old adage» "Nobody loves a fat inaQ*\ may
• an exaggeration, but nobody admires his figure.

^ ^3nt to have that well-set-up appearance get
nd of the fat this easy way! No starvation, diets or
^tenuous exercises . . . just get into a Weil Belt

appear inches smaller at once!
you will feel as though you were rid ofa Uuge load when your sagging abdominal muscles

properly supported. With the loss of burden-
^ Vitality and pep will come back and youwill reel, as well as look, like a new man. Many

j when the digestive organs areleturaed to a more normal position indigestion and
wuMipauon are greatly relieved.

don't have to take our word for it... and it
will cost you nothing to make us prove our claims!
"you are fat can you really afford NOT to take
aavantage of the liberal proposition we offer below?

this unconditional agreement,.»
IF YOU DO NOT

REDUCE YOUR WAIST
) inches in to DAYS
I •. . if wfi/ cost you nothing I

would take a whale of a lot of nerve to make
Hq agreement if we didn't believe you would
hunHrnU» know from the experience of
tive W "a® j claims are very conserva-
W L A'̂ '̂ erson writes, "I lost 50 pounds";
Fred'Wnif Mywaist is 8 inchessmaller";
I Thcsp m j *^®"ainly feel like a new man",
over thn o^ers are so enthusiastic
it' And results that they write us about
you see « keen when» u see what the Weil Belt wiU do for you.
DON'T WAIT, FAT IS DANGEROUS!

before they
overweiohf warn against
with su?nlV.c c feelings tell you that
lose not, i J • stored around your abdomen you
• and tire easily. *
pressurf^ '̂J QUICK. Its gentle
while vni, raassaee-like action work constantly
eliminir^rT? ' "^2^ Pcsistcntly andsurelynating fat with every move you make.
• frovc It to yourself with our Free Trial Offer!

Under the Antlers

THE WEIL COMPANY, INC.
794, HILL ST., NFW HAVEN, CONN.

Gentlemen: Send me FREE, your illustrated folder
in jiplain envelope, describing TheWeil Belt and giving
full details of your TEN-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER!

rJa»M —

Addreu
Ute Coupon or Send Name and Address on Penny Post Card

{Continued from page 34)

Billings, Mont., Lodge Holds "Old
Timers' and P.E.R.'s Night

Eighty-one members of Billings,
Mont., Lodge, No. 394, who were in
itiated 25 years or more ago, or naa
been Exalted Rulers of the Lodge,
were honored recently on Old
Timers' and Past Exalted Rulers
Night." Special honors were shown
the following surviving charter
m.embers: P.E.R.'s F. B Connelly,
S G. Reynolds and W. B. George, W.
M. Johnston, George M. Hays, 0. M.
Hair, Thomas Chappie and J. vy.
Gardner. Mr. Gardner assisted in
the institution of Billings Lodge on
December 11, 1897.

Honorary Life Memberships were
bestowed upon P.E.R.'s Charles J.
Carroll and Everett M. Baker for
the distinguished and meritm'ious
service they have rendered the Order
and the local Lodge. Many of the
Old Timers made talks, and letters
and telegrams were read from th^se
who were unable to be present. The
meeting was presided over by P.E.R.
C C. Bever. The announcement was
made that a 40th Anniversary of the
founding of the Lodge would be held
on December 11, 1937.

Champaign, 111., Lodge Holds
"Roundup" During Midwinter
State Meeting

Champaign, 111., Lodge, No. 398,
was host on February 6-7 to more
than 1,000 Elks who came to Cham
paign for the Midwinter Meeting of
the 111. State Elks Assn. and the
Second Annual Roundup held by the
Lodge. Grand Exalted Ruler Da.vid
Sholtz was an honored guest, parti
cipating in the business meetings

and enjoying the social functions on
the program. Numbered among the
distinguished visitors were Past
Grand Exalted Rulers Bruce A.
Campbell of East St. Louis, 111.]
Lodge, Grand Secretary J. Edgar
Masters, of Chicago, and Floyd E.
Thompson, of Moline, 111., Lodge;
Grand Trustee Henry C. Warner'
Dixon, 111.; Joseph B. Kyle, Gary]
Ind., Chairman of the Grand Lodge
State Associations Committee; D
D.'s of 111. Joseph M. Cooke, Har
vey, Otto J. Ellingen, Mendota, C.
E. Duff, Lawrenceville, and T. d!
GradinarofF, Granite City; Pres. J*.
Paul Kuhn, Aurora Lodge, Secy. Al
bert W. Arnold," Lincoln, Chairman
of the Membership Committee Earle
L. Thompson, Galesburg, Chairman
of the Ritualistic Committee R. L.
Earl, Champaign, Secy, of the Crip
pled Children's Committee Frank P.
White, Oak Park, Vice-Pres.'s Jack
Martin, Urbana, and P. H. Ward,
Sterling, Past Pres.'s W. J. Grant,
Danville, Albert W. Jeffreys, Herrin,
Dr. J. F. Mohan, Pontiac, and Dr.
F. C. Winters, Monmouth, all of the
State Elks Association.

All of the details from bulletins
to broadcasts, were carefully planned
in advance with the result that the
event marked a new high for State
meetings. E.R. Bert S. Walker sel
ected the Committee Chairmen and
worked tirelessly with them. P.E.R.'s
Frank B. Leonard, Past Pres. and
former Chairman of the Grand
Lodge State Associations Commit
tee, and Past Pres. Dr. J, C. Dallen-
bach acted in an advisory capacity
to Dr. N. J. Krabbe, General Chair
man. Mrs. J. E. McGinty was Gen
eral Chairman of the Women's Com-
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mittees. Publicity was planned in
cooperation with P.E.R. Jack Martin
of Urbana Lodge, and J. A. McDer-
mott of the Champaign News Gaz
ette. William H. Matlack was Chair
man of the Publicity Committee.
Distribution of a special 16-page
edition of the Neivs Gazette, printed
in purple ink, was made to 19,000
regular subscribers and 4,500 copies
were mailed to Elks in various parts
of the State. The Champaign Elks
Glee Club contributed much to the
general pleasure.

One of the popular fe'atures on the
program was the Bowling Tourna
ment which began Saturday at noon.
A dinner for the Grand Exalted
Ruler and Exalted Rulers of the
State was held at 6 P. M. The Grand
Exalted Ruler's Ball beginning at
nine o'clock was followed by a floor
show. Committee meetings were in
session at the Lodge Home on Sun
day beginning at 10 A. M. At noon
459 Elks and members of their fami
lies were guests at a Family Dinner
held in the gymnasium of the Cham
paign Junior High School. Speeches
by Gov. Sholtz and other Grand
Lodge oifiicers were broadcast over
Station WDWS. Ninety young wo
men from the Junior and Senior
High Schools assisted in serving.
While the Sunday afternoon business
sessions were in progress a Ladies'
Bridge Party was held.

Plans were formulated during the
meeting for the coming annual con
vention of the State Association
which will open in Danville on June
4, continuing through three days.
Reports were made on the four
clinics held during the past year at
Burnham Hospital at the request of
Champaign Lodge. Crippled chil
dren work is one of the most im
portant of the activities carried on
by the Association through its spe
cial committee.

Champaign Lodge has reported the

initiation of the 27 candidates who
made up the Lodge's Grand Ex
alted Ruler's Anniversary Class. The
ceremonies were performed during
the meeting on Past Exalted Rulers'
Night.

Marion, O., Lodge Officers Initiate
Class for Willard, O., Lodge

The officers of Marion, 0., Lodge,
No. 32,. performed initiation cere
monies for Willard, 0., Lodge, No.
1370, when they visited that Lodge
on February 4. The class numbered
14 candidates. Eight former mem
bers of Willard Lodge were rein
stated. A buffet lunch was served
and the inter-Lodge visitation was
voted a great success.

Kingman, AriZ', Lodge Honors Past
Exalted Rulers

Members of Kingman, Ariz..
Lodge, No. 468, and visiting Elks
from Needles and Oatman, enjoyed
the Past Exalted Rulers' Night held
by the Lodge. The meeting was pre
sided over by P.D.D. Charles A. But
ton. P.D.D. W. 0. Ruggles gave a
talk on the early history of Kingman
Lodge, P.D.D. Paul H. Morton spoke
on a later period of its activities,
and P.E.R. K. W. Davidson, of the
Ariz. State Elks Assn., discussed the
Lodge's present status in the com
munity.

Fife and Drum Corps of Union City,
N. J., Lodge Wins Prize

The Fife and Drum Corps of
Union City, N. J., Lodge, No. 1357,
was awarded first prize, a silver lov
ing cup, in a recent contest held in
Brooklyn, N. Y., in which 60 Corps
competed. Elk Lodges, Veterans'
groups, and other New York, New
Jersey and Connecticut organiza
tions were represented among the
entries. Drum Major Anthony Zahn
was in charge of the Union City
Lodge Corps of 20 members.

Call the emergency squad, Parkhurst—we've been having a taffy pull!"

GREASELESS POTATO CHIPS
Here's 7our opportunity to m :j
net in business for yourself.
Turn pouitocs into cash by gmm x
makinff powto y

Makes doll- 'lis
clous, crispy, tasiy. suoerlor -"trrpftseloasj' chips at a sur-
&oui;tmutH and Saltcil Nuts.
Very little cash noednd. No provlous
experience required if you follow the
instructions and Eolllns plans I furnish.
Be^ln In any location, vlllnfrc, city or
suburb. An opportunity Is w.iitin^.
Steady year 'round business. Groceries.
<lctlcatDKHcns, rcstnurnnts. tavemH do ^
the rotaume for you. Merely Keep them
suppl led.

WE HELP START YOU IN BUSINESS
Ila%v material plentiful and low
priced. Simplliicd process and •
contidontial plans- Proftt larpe— •Complete lt>-
tinusually so. Knormous qiiantl- • Outfit Inclu
ties of Potato Chips are bouffht • new type w
dally. • vitreous cnn

Complete lf>-unit
Outfit Includes
new type white
vitreous cnamol

WE HAVE A CREDIT PLAN v^tY^Direc^fto^m
Find out how you can buy oqulp* hitjh spood slicer;
mcnt on u monthly payment plan. centrifuffnl Greasy
llct us tell you what others say r.xtractor; Thor-
at>out the Putnto Chip business. inomctor — Posi-
Get all the iacts. Get into this tlvoly cverythinsr
di?T;it)eclr yonr 'ro^ind business nocossary to start
with its monej^Tnakinu oppor- —alt at new low
tunity. Scttd for TREE booklet en- price.
titled. "'How to Start a Factory.'*
Do this AT ONCE.

LONG-EAKINS COMPANY,
486-S High St., Sprmgfieldi Ohio

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

"jSjEW STYLE extra thin miDdel. Just what every
man needs. Made of high-grade black, genuine

calfskin, Bpeeiallp tanoed. Tough, durable. Eaa beautiful
Eoft te:(turc, shows real quality. Silk stitched, 14-karat gold
corners. Size 3!^ x6 closed. You simply can't wear out this
Quality product. 22-karat eold name, address, lodge emblem
free. Xms ensravlnsr ordinarily costs $1<50 extra.

Direct-To-You ONLY ®4—
Enclose $4.95 Money Order or Check. Sent C. O. B.
if you prefer. State lodge emblem wanted. All arti
cles fully ^aranteed. Your money cheerfully refunded if
Dot thoroaghly satisfied, two weeks' trial.

rt « yl . Write for FREEcard cnta-
\\rw£)fay §ggrfjL lo^of novel, useful gifts.

Merchants,manufacturers,
insumnee men, tailors—with preferred customers—proRt by
ourquantitydiscounts on personalized^ft good-willbuilders.

LANDON & WARNER D*Bt 'h142

START A BUSINESS
IN YOUR HOME

MaJhe A^one4f^iA:£.
H.E. BOWMAN OP TEXAS

f —who earned up to STOOD.OD in 1936.
^ Exceptional earninga like this show the

possibilities of the profitable business opportunity I
now offer you iviihoul any invcslmcnl on your part. Our
new "DEALERSHIP" PLAN_will appeal to the man
who is looking for a greater income. Write details
about yourself and past experience and we will mnil
you our "DEALERSHIP ' PLAN which is now
providing excellent incomes for many reliable men. .\
fine opportunity for retired business man or salesman.

ER COMPANY Dept. 7.16 DAYTON. OHIO

^ ^ ^

Here's an Idea !!
Btly

BOSTONS ON CREDIT
Hast/ Mondili/ faymentx

"SENTREE BOSTONS"
World Faniims Stock

Sbtppccl Snfel.v Anywhere
Soil/ di'iio /or picturei

and lifts.

"Scntree" 406E Gnrdenia
Koyal Oak, MU-hisnn

DOG WORLD
Ediltd by CAPTAIN WILL JUDY

Subscription—S2 per year; sn for tsvo years.
Sample I'np.v 2(lc-.

JUOY PUBLISHING COMPANY
3323 Michigan Boulevard, Chlc-igo
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FREE BOOK

BALDNESS!
N after five years of countless laboratory

^®st8 by 7 leading universities

aboiit^hafj^growfh"^" discoveries have been made
® known that when you create
tenii tn oM ?T^® blood to the scalp roots—you
nSw sclenrlT'"? '"e hair growing tissue,
'lalr to K?w believed will cause
is done dead. ThU
Piled dir<!it?w!l 1^® e'«trle magic of Infra-Rcd rays ap-alrcctly to the srnlp In the privacy of your own home.

A STARTLING NEW DISCOVERY

• caaM®nf®K»??' e'ldonce that In many so-calledare only dor^ln?®"T. . ®l!®'"' dead—
ordinarv 1 when you try to reach them wltb

SUBPACE SKIN

magic of infra>red rays
® dee'pl^^^ous^hiim'' ray penetrates mor«
ray known to spiilJi? ' e L*^®" ®"' other harmless
creates a hrai-f»mir^h . reaches the hair root and
growth. "fsfemla that nourishes and stimulates hair

^ Thi. " CALLED CEL-O-RAY
• ® <=»"«<' CEL-O-
fifteen minutM etJh ,iL "hu"' '""°® eiectrlcitj.
»" ">0 time required ® Is

• «^d^h?trle'rrnm'.K®" ^ free trial. Ifyoq
"lent of baldness business ombarrass-
ouf own rUlt. if iftl dlsoovory absolutely st'he rcsults-the trial Jn you «re not dellBhtod with"o inai ttiu ha^e y^j nothing

Whllo testrmcacy^f CEL^-oVav"nl?®"' e'alms In regard to the
so nstoundlnK that wo RtBdW ^®rlment8 have been"fee trial. You arn .hi . , R anyone on 30 days'
o"n mirror must furnish thl® merit—your't- No rcsults-,,0 pay.' V'o"u7a^rSo rKhSf.
• explained• "Plnluna" of'''Lthor!tlcs '̂'„nrt®"®*'i''''''!®. discovery,
cJvDn in ouf booklfit P.^. cvldonco are
kat,dness'\ discoveries in"•u'llJlDs. mall the co'̂ pVb^lr^^^5^vf°

®®®'' now!-»*w«?|"-o.ray. Ltd.
New York City

^SStcM'Sf

Mon/. 5fa/e Convention Discussed at
P.E.R.S Night Held at Red Lodge

Reminiscences of early days in
Montana, incidents relating to the
Mn?f T 2 T?T "Beartooth,"Mont., Lodge. No. 534, and plans for
the entertainment of the 1937 Con
vention of the Montana State Elks
Association, to be held July 22-23-24
at Ked Lodge, were the highlights

the Lodge onits P.E.R. s Night, Feb. 3. E.R. Leo
i turned the meeting overto P.E.R. J, E. Mushback who was
assisted by Dr. George Dilworth,
liler of the Lodge in 1900, and
Treasurer of the Lodge Fred H.
Alden, who was a Trustee in 1900.

:i on Feb. 2, that
S® instituted with Mr.Mushback, who is now 85 years of
age, acting as Exalted Ruler at its
charter presentation and being elect
ed to that office for the first year of
the Lodge's existence. Rich stories
well told by the veteran Elks made
splendid entertainment, and the eve
ning was voted one of the most ex
citing and enjoyable in years.

At the business meeting the Gen
eral Committee on Entertainment
for the coming State Convention,
which closely follows the National
Convention at Denver, reported that
extensive plans for taking care of
the comfort and pleasure of the visit
ing Elks and their ladies were going
along splendidly. The business ses
sions will be held so as to allow time
for interesting motor tours through
the rugged canyons in the adjacent
Beartooth Range, and to the pic
turesque Cooke City mining camp.
The Camp is reached over the new
park approach highway from Red
Lodge to Yellowstone Park. Partial
duplication of stirring scenes of 37
years ago will give color to the fea
tures on the entertainment program
that are expected to surprise as well
as delight the visitors.

MM

J
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Washington, Mo., Lodge Has
Successful Year; Prepares for
State Convention

A review of activities and events
of the past Lodge year has brought
a sense of satisfaction to the officers
and members of Washington, Mo..
Lodge, No. 1559. The administra
tion of E.R. Ernest W. Baker and
his staff has been most successful.
Eighteen Lodge dances have been
given since last April, including the
Elks' Festival of last June, which
Elks from many Missouri Lodges at
tended with their ladies. Two shows,
one in November and one in Janu
ary, were presented. Chairman Floyd
Vandegriffe, of the Social and Com
munity Welfare Committee, was in
strumental in their success. Christ
mas baskets were given out not only
locally, but in Union, Becker, Sulli
van and St. Clair, Mo. The current
welfare activity of the Lodge is the
furnishing of radios to schools and
to families who cannot afford to pur
chase them.

When St. Louis, Mo., Lodge, No.
9, celebrated the 69th Anniversary
of the Order, Washington Lodge
made a fraternal visit and co
operated with St. Louis Lodge in ini
tiating candidates from both Lodges
in honor of the Grand Exalted Ruler.

Washington Lodge will act as host
on June 5-6-7 to the Missouri State
Elks Association at its annual Con
vention. Enthusiastic communica
tions have been received from prac
tically all of the Lodges of the State
and the Meeting promises to be one
of the best. P.E.R. J. H. Dickbrader
is First Vice-Pres. of the Associa
tion, E.R. Baker is Chairman of the
Convention, and P.E.R. Adolph To-
ben is Secy.-Treas. All three are
hard and systematic workers and are
being ably assisted by the various
committees engaged in perfecting
details ahead of time.

"He got tired of pushing it.'
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Hagerstown, Md., Lodge Dedicates
Addition to its Home

As the result of the efforts of its
Building Committee and the cooper
ation of its membership, Hagers
town, Md., Lodge, No. 378, now pos
sesses one of the finest and most up-
to-date Lodge Homes in the countrj'.
The celebration of the completion of
an addition to the building was car
ried out during the week of January
19, the dedication ceremonies proper
taking place on Thursday, January
28.

Grand Exalted Ruler David Sholtz
was entertained at a dinner at the
Hotel Alexander on the 19th, and
was the principal speaker at the
meeting held in the new Lodge room.
No function took place on Wednes
day when the last of the new equip
ment was being installed, but on the
next evening a dinner for 500 mem
bers and their ladies was served by
Albert A. Beck, a member of the
Lodge. It was followed by a pro
gram of music by Howard Gale's or
chestra and George Emmons, organ
ist, broadcast over Station WJRJ.
The broadcast was concluded with
the delivery of the 11 o'clock Toast
by P.E.R. Calvert K. Hartle, Treas.
of the Md., Del. and D.C. Elks Assn.
On Friday evening the festivities
were continued with community
singing led by Amos Harper, a mem
ber, and a floor show and music by
the orchestra with George Buys, a
local Elk, at the organ. A dance
was held on Saturday night.

On the following Thursday the ad
dition was dedicated with the beauti
ful service prescribed by the Ritual.
Mr. Hartle presided at the cere
monies assisted by the Lodge offi
cers. The dedication addx-ess was
delivered by State Trustee E. Leister
Mobley. Full use will be made of
the addition as a meeting place for
Elks. Members of the Building
Committee were Past Pres. J. Morris
Guider, Chairman, E. Leister Mob-
ley, Secy., Frank Suter, Frank Gal
lagher, and P.E.R.'s Douglas A.
Fletcher, F. M. Hoffhein and E. K.
Bachtell, Treasurer of the Lodge
who also acted as Treasurer of the
Committee. Members of the Dedi

cation Committee which planned the
entertainment for the week were
Chainnan P. Parke Geiger, Jr.,
P.E.R., John C. France, Charles
Newbraugh, G. Ray Bolinger, Clar
ence Eldridge and Mr. Hartle.

Dr. John r. Ready, P.E.R., Mourned
by Washington, D. C., Lodge

Washington, D. C., Lodge, No. 15,
has never lost a more beloved mem
ber than Dr. John T. Ready, P.E.Rm
who passed away on January 10
after a brief illness. Dr. Ready was
initiated in 1916. He served through
all the.chairs and on June 5, 1935,
the night of his retirement as Ex
alted Ruler, he was awarded an Hon
orary Life Membership by unanim
ous vote.

Elk services, held at the famib'
residence on January 12, at 8:30
P. M., were participated in by the
largest gathering of members that
ever attended such a service in the
history of Washington Lodge. Dr.
Ready was a member of the Board
of Governors of the Boys' Band at
the time of his death, and the pres
ence of the entire band was a fur
ther evidence of the love and esteem
in which he was held. A beautiful
eulogy to their departed brother was
delivered before the members at the
Lodge session of January 13 by
Philip U. Gayaut, Trustee of the
Md., Del. and D. C. Elks Assn.

"Athletic Night" Observed by
Milford, Mass., Lodge

"Athletic Night" was held recently
by Milford, Mass., Lodge, No. 628,
featured by the presence of baseball
celebrities, and many others famous
in the athletic world. A spaghetti
and meatball supper was served and
a general good time enjoyed. William
R. Summers, American League
umpire, was presented with a gift
on behalf of the Lodge by P.E.R.
William J. Moore, Chairman of the
Committee, who acted as Toastmas-
ter. Numerous tributes were paid Mr.
Summers, who is a popular Milford
Elk, by the speakers, among whom
was Irving Bump Hadley of the
New York Yankees.

Visits of the Grand Exalted Ruler
{Continued from page 33)

Gov. Sholtz delivered a speech broad
cast over Station WSPD at the Civic
Luncheon sponsored by the Toledo
Chamber of Commerce.

The Grand Exalted Ruler had re
ceived a tremendous welcome upon
his arrival at Union Station. Many
Elks coming to the city for the
Lodge's celebration were on the
train. Grand Treasurer Dr. Edward
J. McCormick, P.E.R. of Toledo
Lodge, headed the Committee that
met the party, which included Grand
Secretary J. Edgar Masters and

Grand Trustee Henry C. Warner.
Gov. Sholtz was immediately taken
in a gold-painted automobile to the
Hotel. The visitors were directed
into autos and a long parade, led by
a motorcycle escort, wound its way
to the Hotel for a reception. There
the Grand Exalted Ruler was pre
sented with a gold key to the city
by Vice-Mayor John Q. Carey. The
key was engraved with the nota
tion that it was a presentation by
the Lodge of Elks and the city of
Toledo.

REDUCE
4 fo 6 Inches

NEW

EASY WAY

NO DRUGS

NO DIET

"1 wore the Director Belt and reduced
my waistline from 42 to 33 Inches. Prac
tically all adipose tissue can surely be
eliminated by its faithful use. I have
recommended it to many ofmy patients.'*

(Signed) R. A. LOWELL
Physician and Surgeon

How DIRECTOR Works
Director is fitted to your individual

measure without laces, hooks or buttons.
Its elastic action causes a gentle changing pressure on
the abdomen bringing results formeriy obtained only
by regular massage and exercise. Now ail you have to
do is slip on Director and watch results.

Improve Your Appearance
This remarkable belt produces an instant im
provement in your appearance the moment you put
It on. Note how much better your clothes fit and look
without a heavy waistline to pull them out of shape.

Restore Your Vi^or
received my belt last Monday," writes S. L.

Brown, Trenton, N. J. "I feel 15 years younger; no
more tired and bloated feelings after meals."

Director puts snap in your step, helps to relieve
"shortness of breath." restores your
vigor. You look and feel years
younger the moment you start to
wear a Director. il

Break Constipation Habit ^ |l
"I was 44 inches around the I I
waist—now down to 3714—feel bet- H - I
ter—constipation gone—and know •
the belt hasadded years to my life." H
D. W. Bilderback, Wichita,Kans.^^^^^^^g M

Loose, fallen abdominal ' iJ
clesgoback where they belong.#.1 ^ ^ fc A R9due9
The gentle changing action of Lik* This
Director increases elimination Letua
and regularity in a normal way% prove our
without the use of harsh, irri- We'll
tating cathartics. iTyou

• LANDON & WARNER Deph B-87 •
I 360 N.Michigan Ave.,Chleago,lll. I
I Gentlemen: Without cost or obligation on |
I my part please send me details of your trial offer. |

City. Stale .

ir/ieji to advertisers please mention The Elks Maga::iiie



Three Coldrvater, Mich., Elks are
Local National Guard Officers

Interesting to note is the fact that
several popular members of Cold-
water, Mich., Lodge, No. 1023, are
officers in Post A, 126th Regiment,
of the Michigan National Guard.
The Post is captained by Frank M.
Murphy. E.R, Leland E. Wheeler is
also a captain on the staff of the
Regiment, and Secy. Jack C. Elliott
is a Corporal. On a recent five-
weeks' duty tour they were stationed
in Flint, Mich., during the General
Motors strike. Mr. Wheeler was the
supply officer.

Leominster, Mass,, Lodge Makes
First Flood Relief Contribution
in Community

Leominster, Mass., Lodge, No.
1237, was the first organization in
its community to vote a contribution
to Flood Relief in the Ohio Valley.
The Lodge acted on the matter im
mediately after the disaster occur
red.

. The Debating Team of No. 1237
IS the champion team of Mass., West.
Its members were chosen and tutor
ed by Trustee John H. Coburn, sub-
master of the local High School.

Ticonderoga, N. Y,, Lodge Stages a
Pinochle Tournament

To brighten up the dull winter
months, Ticonderoga, N. Y., Lodge,
No. 1494, staged a Pinochle Tourna
ment in the Lodge Home to last
seven weeks. The prize, a handsome

cup, was donated by Esquire
Albert Macauley.

Old Timers" of Brooklyn, N. V.,
Lodge Give a Dinner-Dance

The "Old Timers" of Brooklyn, N.
Y., Lodge, No. 22, staged a success
ful and thoroughly delightful Din
ner-Dance at the Lodge Home in late
January that brought out a gratify
ing attendance. Several hundred
members and their ladies were pres
ent. A splendid floor
show was present
ed. Several acts
were brought over
from Jimmy
Kelly's Paradise
^rough Manager

DeJiuli who is
a member of the
Lodge. Music for
the dance was fur
nished by Frank
Scott, another /
Brooklyn Elk, and
his orchestra.

The affair was
purely social and
no speeches were
made save a short
welching address i

Anthony * '
De Lisio who also
delivered the 11
p' c I ock Toast.
Michael J. Zaengle
was Chairman of
the Dinner-Dance
committee, and
Edward J. Mooney "Paw wan

was Chairman of the Old Timers
Committee.

Extensive Welfare Work Carried on
by Wheeling, W. Va., Lodge

After a review of its charity work
during the past eight years. Secy.
Adam Martin announced officially
that during that period Wheeling,
W Va., Lodge, No. 28, has expended
the sum of $77,910.04. With the
opening of the Lodge's three-day
Minstrel-Frolic, the Secretary called
attention to the fact that the entire
proceeds would go into the Charity
Fund. Through the Social and Com
munity Welfare Committee of the
Lodge milk is delivered daily to
homes where children are in need
of it, and no one knows anything
about it except the recipients and
the Committee.

In addition, Wheeling Lodge fur
nishes medical supplies in six clinics
of the city where they are conducted
each week. The physician in charge
prescribes for the children and Red
Cross nurses handle the checkup
with the aid of the Service League
and the Warwood Woman's Club, in
charge of two of the clinics. In
1936 a total of 623 children, both
white and colored, under two years
of age, were treated at the various
clinics.

P.E.R. Enzensperger of Salt Lake
City Lodge Dies in California

After a prolonged illness P.E.R.
Joseph G. Enzensperger, aged 76, an
Elk for 42 years and a life member
of Salt Lake City, Utah, Lodge, No.
85, passed away in San Francisco,
Calif., on December 15, 1936. Mr.
Enzensperger was born in Fremont,
Pa. He was initiated into the Order
in 1894 and had the distinction of
holding Card No. 1 in Salt Lake City
Lodge. He held the office of Exalted
Ruler in 1901-02. Mr. Enzensperger
is survived by his widow, three sons
and three sisters.

The Elks Magazine

Varied Activities of Birmingham,
Ala., Lodge

The Life Members Club of Birm
ingham, Ala., Lodge, No. 79, held
its annual meeting at the Lodge
Home and elected the following of
ficers: Pres., Clarence M. Tardy
(State Pres.) ; Vice-Pres.'s: Gus Rot-
holz, John H. Taylor, John F. Ant-
wine, Carl Steiner; Secy., Harry W.
English; Treas., Ben Mendelsohn;
Chaplain, W. T. Harrison; Organist,
Prof. Fred L. Grambs; Sergeant-at-
Arms, George M. Howie; Inner
Guard, Fred Conradi; Executive
Committee: Chairman Dr. J. W.
Perkins, M. H. Barr, John W.
O'Neill, Edgar Adler, Leon W.
Friedman, Herbert J. Baum and L.
R. Sebastian. Buttons will be pre
sented to the life members as a mark
of 25 years of membership. Pres.
Tardy announced that he was giving
a banquet to the Club in March.

At a meeting presided over by
P.E.R. R. M. Montgomery, with the
chairs occupied by P.E.R.'s of the
Lodge, Robert L. Simms was named
chairman of a committee to arrange
a show with juvenile performers.
The show was given for the benefit
of flood sufferers and to assist in
the maintenance of the Bayview
Camp where refugees from the Mis
sissippi River flood were being cared
for. The fund was turned over to
the Red Cross.

Alva, Okla., Lodge Initiates Class on
P.E.R.'s Night

Alva, Okla. Lodge, No. 1184, held
its Past Exalted Rulers' Night on
February 22 and initiated its class
honoring the Grand Exalted Ruler at
the same meeting. The Class num
bered 30 candidates and was the
largest that has been initiated in
northwestern Oklahoma in several
years. Past Exalted Rulers, headed
by Roy C. Lane, occupied the chairs.
Past Pres. George M. McLean, of
El Reno Lodge, a member of the

Grand Lodge State
Associations Com-

short talk on the

in Denver in July.

derfer and' Past
TObJIB State^Pres. Harold

Woodward Lodge,
:l gave short talks on^ Sta^te Association

the Okla. State ElS
Assn. which will be

May
• Twenty - eight

former members
- were reinstated.

Approximately 150
Elks were in at
tendance. A Dutch

the holler!" Lunch was served.Paw wanti his gloves. Maw—he's rasslin' a b'ar down in the holler!"



Bead's uiekii^ iou^i
Men who are exposed to all kinds of weather, who have tough
skins and wiry beards, shave quickly and easily \vith the Schick.
Yet a boy, just starting to clean the down from his tender checks'
finds the Schick as gentle in action as if he rubbed his face with
his finger tips.

A totally blind man could shave in pcrfect safety and comfort
with not the slightest danger of cutting or hurting himself.

Pioneer in painless shaving
Not since savages scraped off the hair witK cK^ii i
there been a radically different methnd f k •^
invented the electnc kaver
I. dees away ,vi,h all discomfort-„i,h blades, water, soap
cream, lather, brush or the necessity for lotions or powder. l[
gives jou a new sk.n to replace the hardened tissue Nature has
built up ]fyou have used lather and blades.

Why Schick above all
Tor a working lifetime Schick studied hair, faces and mechanical
ways to shave. He experimented with cutters of many construc
tions and shapes. He found that aflat cutter with an extremely
thm slotted plate, nestled closely into the skin, depressed the tiny
mounds and enabled the mner cutter to shave off the hairs more

efficiently and closer than any other shape of cutter shaved
them.

All our past and present research convinces us that this patented
construction is still the most efficient of all.

Shaving at its lowest cost

The life of a Schick Shaver is not known. Shavers we made five

years ago are still performing satisfactorily. (We have made many
mechanical improvements since then.)
There are no blades to buy, no parts to sharpen—and none to
renew for an indefinite time. You need no soap, cream, brush
nor lotions. The cost of electricity for a year's shaving is so small
that a dime would cover it easily.

How, then, could you shave at a lower cost per shave?

See a dealer

E Schick dealer to show you the
shaver and demonstrate how simply and
quickly you could learn the new way of
shaving which is revolutionising the shav-
ing habits of the world. Be sure that he is
an authorized dealer through whom we

AC and DC | guarantee and service Schick Shavers.

SCHICK DRY SHAVKR, INC.. STAMFORD. CONN. WesternDistributor: Edises. Inc.,SanFrancisca

In Cmada. Henry Hirkj &Sons, Ltd.,andotlier leading stores. (Canadian price. S15.50.)



'Thafs what I do —and my digestion
goes along O.K./'says Glenn Hardin,

world's champion hurdler

"I'M A GREAT BELIEVER in the way Camels help
to ease strain and tension," says Glenn, one ofto ease strain and tension, says Glenn, one

America's great athletes. "It's no wonder Camels
are the favorite cigarette ofathletes. Take my own
case. It wouldn't do me much good to eat and
not digest properly. So I smoke Camels with my
meals and after. Camels give me an invigorating
'lift.' And you'll notice, the same as I do,
that Camels don't get on your nerves." Camels
set you right! Choose Camels for steady smoking.

COSTLIER
TOBACCOS

Camels are made from finer,
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS
... Turkish and Domestic...
than any otherpopular brand

VKXISBS> DOMESTIC
si BLEND

ClGARgTTES

CopyriBht. 1037, R. 3. Reynolda Tobucco Company, Winotin-Salcm, North Caroli:

A feeling of well-being comes after a good
meal...and plenty of Camels

Forthat luxurious feeling of ease so worth-while at meal
time— light up a Camel. Fatigue and irritability begin to

fade away. The flow of digestive fluids—alkaline digestive
fluids —speeds up. You get in the right mood to enjoy eat
ing. Camels at mealtime and afterwards help to keep diges
tion on its proper course. You'll welcome Camels between
meals too! They are milder—better for steady smoking.

MRS. ANTHONY J. DREXiL

3rd, of the famous Phila
delphia family, has won
international recognition
for her charm and grace
as a hostess. "Camels are

a bright spot in my enter
taining," she says. "I think
a meal is not complete
without them. And Camels

are so mild —so gentle on
my throat that I smoke
as many as I like. They
never get on my nerves."


