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The District Deputies Appointed by
Grand Exalted Ruler Charles Spencer Hart

ALABAMA, NORTH
ALABAMA, SOUTH
ALASKA, East
ALASKA, WEST
ARKANSAS
ARIZONA, NORTH
ARIZONA, SOUTH
CALIFORNIA, Bay
CALIFORNIA EAsT
CENTRAL
CALIFORNIA, WEST
CENTRAL
CALIFORN1A, NORTH
CALIFORN1A, SOUTH
CALIFORNIA, SOUTH
CENTRAL
CANAL ZONE
CoLORADO, CENTRAL
CoLoraDO, NORTH
COLORADO, SOUTH
CoLoRADO, WEST
CONNECTICUT, EAST
CONNECTICUT, WEST
FLORIDA, EAST
FLORIDA, WEST
FLoRIDA, NORTH
GEORGIA, NORTH
GEORGIA, SoUuTH
GuaM
Hawan
IpAHO, NORTH
InAaHO, SouTH
ILLiNOIS, NORTHEAST
ILLINOIS, NORTHWEST
ILLINOIS, EAST CENTRAL
ILLINOTS, WEST CENTRAL
ILLINOIS, SOUTHEAST
ILLiNols, SoUuTH
ILLINOIS, SOUTHWEST
INDIANA, NORTH
INDIANA, NORTH CENTRAL
INDIANA, CENTRAL
INDIANA, SoUTH CENTRAL
INDIANA, SouTH
Iowa, SOUTHEAST
IowA, NORTHEAST
Jowa, WEST
KANsas, EAst
KANsaAs, WEST
KENTUCKY, EAST
KENTUCKY, WEST
LouisiaANA, NORTH
LouisiaNa, SouTH
MAINE, EAsT
MAINE, WEST
MARYLAND, DELAWARE
AND DISTRICT OF
CoLUMBIA
MASSACHUSETTS,
NORTHEAST
MASSACHUSETTS,
SOUTHEAST
MASSACHUSETTS, CENTRAL
MASSACHUSETTS, WEST
MicHIGAN, WEST
MicHIGAN, EAsT

George Ross

C. L. DeBardeleben
M. E. Monagle
Francis E. LaRue
A. L. Justin

K. W. Davidson
Henry M. Beard
Sam J. McKee

James O. Reavis

J. A. Greenelsh
R. B. Mueller
R. J. Asbury

George D. Hastings
Robert G. Noe
Arthur C. Mink
Howard B. Bloedorn
R. P. Lewis

0. A. Ehrgott
George W. Hickey
John E. Lynch

I. Walter Hawkins
R. Vivian Lee

C. L. Johnson
Frank M. Robertson
T. L. Moss, Jr.
Albert L. Kerner

D. A. Devine

John A. Bever
Milton E. Zener
Frank W. Tracy
George H. Lindburg
Phil Wendel

A. J. Fish

Irvin Lloyd

Marion P. Boulden
Wm. D. Peel

James S. McCarthy

Carl G. T. Monninger

Byron L. Jones
P. H. Logan
Fred Riggs
George A. Beck
James A. Ryan
Robert C. Turner
John E. Larson
Harold_Schafer
Clyde R. Levi

E. C. Walker

J. S. Mallett

J. Clarence LeBlunc
Ralph C. Ketchen
Arthwr J. Lesieur

N. Bosley Hoff man
George Steele

Francis J. O'Neil
Francis S. O’Connor
George Connors
Frank 4. Swmall
Irvine J. Unger

Bessemer, No. 721
Selma, No. 167
Juneau, No. 420
Anchorage, No. 1351
Little Rock, No. 29
Kingman, No. 468
Douglas, No. 955
San Francisco, No. 3

Bakersfield, No. 266

San Luis Obispo, No. 322
Susanville, No. 1487
Riverside, No. 643

Glendale, No. 1289
Cristobal, No. 1542
Canon City, No. 610
Fort Morgan, No. 1143
LaJunta, No. 701
Delta, No. 1235
Willimantie, No. 1311
Winsted, No. 844
DeLand, No. 1463
Fort Myers, No. 1288
Tallahassee, No. 937
Atlanta, No. 78
Columbus, No. 111
Agana, No. 1281
Hilo, No. 759
Wallace, No. 331
Pocatello, No. 674
Blue Island, No. 1331
Moline, No. 556
Ottawa, No. 588
Macomb, No. 1009
Robinson, No. 1188
Carbondale, No. 1243
Belleville, No, 481
Whiting, No. 1273
Logansport, No. 66
Lebanon, No. 635
Richmond, No. 649
Princeton, No. 634
Fort Madison, No. 374
Clinton, No. 199
Sioux City, No. 112
Ottawa, No. 803
McPherson, No. 502
Ashland, No. 350
Frankfort, No. 530
Jennings, No. 1085
Donaldsonville, No. 1153
Oldtown, No. 1287
Biddeford, No. 1597

Towson, Md., No. 469
Gloucester, No. 892

Attleboro, No. 1014
Hudson, No. 959
Clinton, No. 1306
St. Joseph, No. 541
Detroit, No. 34



MICHIGAN, CENTRAL
MICHIGAN, NORTH
MINNESOTA, NORTH
MINNESOTA, SOUTH
MIsSISSIPPI, SOUTH
MississipPl, NORTH
MisSouRl, EAST
MissouRri, WEST
MONTANA, EAST
MoNTANA, WEST
NEBRASKA, EAsT
NEBRASKA, WEST
NEvVADA
NEw HAMPSHIRE
NEW JERSEY, NORTHEAST
NEw JERSEY, NORTHWEST
NEw JERSEY, SOUTH
NEw JERSEY, CENTRAL
NEw MExIco
NEw York, EasTt
NEW York, EAsT
CENTRAL
NEw YoRK, NORTHEAST
NEw York, NorTH
CENTRAL

NEw YoRK, SouTH CENTRAL

NEw YorRK, WEST
NEw York, WEST CENTRAL
NEW YORK, SOUTHEAST
NoORTH CAROLINA, EAST
NorTH CAROLINA, WEST
NorTH Daxora
OHIO, NORTH CENTRAL
OHI0, NORTHEAST
OHIO, NORTHWEST
OHIO, SouTH CENTRAL
OHIO, SOUTHEAST
OHIO, SOUTHWEST
OKLAHOMA, EAST
OKLAHOMA, WEST
OREGON, SOUTH
OREGON, NORTH
PENNSYLVANIA,
SOUTHWEST
PENNSYLVANIA,
NORTHWEST
PENNSYLVANIA, CENTRAL
PENNSYLVANIA, NORTH
CENTRAL
PENNSYLVANIA,
NORTHEAST
PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTH
CENTRAL
PENNSYLVANIA,
SOUTHEAST
PHILIPPINE ISLANDS
PuerTo Rico
RHODE ISLAND
SouTH CAROLINA
SoutH DAkora
TENNESSEE, EAST
TENNESSEE, WEST
TEXAS, NORTH
TEXAS, WEST
TEXAS, SOUTH
TEXAS, EAST
UTAH
VERMONT
VIRGINIA, WEST
VIRGINIA, EAST
W ASHINGTON, EAST
WASHINGTON, SOUTHWEST
WASHINGTON, NORTHWEST
WEST VIRGINIA, NORTH
WEST VIRGINIA, SOUTH
WISCONSIN, NORTHEAST
WISCONSIN, NORTHWEST
WISCONSIN, SOUTH
WYOMING

C. L. Stebbins
John G. Stenglein
T. C. Bailey

Otto Baudler

Fred J. McDonnell
I. J. Scharff

B. L. Ellis

Walter Meierhoffer
H. C. Oleott
Ernest A. Peterson
Lloyd E. Peterson
Paul N, Kirk

A. W. Ham
George Y. Emerson
John C. Weqgner
Orville V. Meslar
Alfred P. Michell
Harold W. Swallow
B. B. Ginsberg
Hon. J. Gordon Flannery

Bert Hayes
Raymond P. Madden

Archie E. Morrison
Martin Purtell
Albert L. Kleps, Jr.
Hugh E. Hamilton
George I. Hall
Charles 1. Morton
William F. Duncan
Rev. Father P. McGeough
L. H. Whisler

C. R. Francies
John H. Neale
Rudd B. Gue

Ralph C. Benedum
Glenn B. Rodgers
George F. Miller
W. S. McAtee
Harry B. Ruth
John E. Allen

Frank S. Rode

Wilbur P. Baird
Edward J. Linney

C. D. Keefer
J. P. Fitzpatrick
Thomas Z. Minehart

G. Russell Bender
Samuel N. Schechter
J. A. Bezouska

John H. Greene, Jr.
Henry Tecklenburg
H. Glee Tarbell

Joe W. Anderson
Robert D. Conger
J. B. Heister

H. V. Tull, Jr.
Harry A. Nass

J. A. Bergfeld

John Beal

Lawrence F. Edgerton
I. Hubert Early
Charles O. Thayer
Joe T. Webster
Robert T. Storey
George C. Newell
Charles C. Robison
Wm. T. Lovins
Jacob F. Federer
Joseph W. Selbach
John C. Fay

Harry G. Theede
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Lansing, No. 196
Marquette, No. 405
Bemidji, No. 1052
Austin, No. 414
Jackson. No. 416
Corinth, No. 1035
‘I'renton, No. 801

St. Joseph, No. 40

Red Lodge, No. 534
Bozeman, No. 463
Nebraska City; No. 1049
Grand Island, No. 604
Las Vegas, No, 1468
Rochester, No. 1393
Paterson, No. 60 .
Morristown, No. 815
Mt. Holly, No. 848
Bound Brook, No. 1388
Roswell, No. 969
Beacon, No. 1493

Catskill, No. 1341
Schenectady, No. 480

Malone, No. 1303
Elmira, No. 62
Batavia, No. 950
Watertown, No. 496
Lynbrook, No. 1515
Wilmington, No. 532
Asheville, No. 1401
Valley City, No. 1110
Willard, No. 1370
Ravenna, No. 1076
Upper Sandusky, No. 83
New Lexington, No. 509
East Liverpool, No. 258
Washington, C. H., No. 129
MecAlester, No. 533
Oklahoma City, No. 417
Eugene, No. 357
Pendleton, No. 288

Jeannette, No. 486

Greenville, No. 145
New Kensington, No. 512

Sunbury, No.- 267
Pittston, No. 382
Chambersburg, No. 600

Pottstown, No. 814
Manila, No. 761

San Juan, No. 972
Newport, No. 104
Charleston, No. 242
Watertown, No. 838
Chattanooga, No., 91
Jackson, No. 192
Ranger, No. 1373
Plainview, No. 1175
San Antonio, No. 216
Tyler, No. 215

Cedar City, No. 1556
Springfield, No. 1560
Harrisonburg, No. 450
Portsmouth, No. 82
Walla Walla, No. 287
Hoquiam, No. 1082
Seattle, No. 92
Morgantown, No. 411
Huntington, No. 313
Sheboygan, No. 299
Eau Claire, No. 402
LaCrosse, No. 300
Greybull, No. 1431

The Grand Exalted Ruler has appointed these men as aids during his term in office















University Punch

is a tall thin guy with stringy arms
and legs and a face like a horse who
does not look like much but who can
tear your head right off your neck
with each hand. I am gaping around
until I spot Rose in a good place just
back of the press seats. She waves
her hand at me and smiles, friendly.
Well, it is queer how the same old
feeling comes up automatic. It does
not last long, though, and there is
nothing I can do to make it stay.
Anyway, I think, bitter, she will
probably go on being a sister to me
and after awhile she and Benjamin
will ask me to come over and eat,
so the kids can call me Uncle Sam.

By now the ring is cleared. Dinky
pats Benjamin on the shoulder and
we crawl out between the ropes as
the bell clangs.

“] do not want to look,” Dinky
says to me.

I can’t tell him not to worry, so I
don’t open my yap.

Our Benjamin is no more afraid
of Honeyball than if he knew that
it is all to be polite and harmless.
He winds up and Honeyball almost
goes out of sight there is so many
gloves aimed at him. The crowd is
all set for plenty of action and this
looks like something real. Only a
few see that Honeyball is nothing
from the waist up but gloves, and
elbows. Benjamin realizes this so
he steps back and looks him over
cool. At this Honeyball uncurls a
left arm and snaps six or seven jabs
on our college boy’s map. All hands
stand up yelling, but I know none
of them blows would bend an eye-
lash.

Benjamin starts mixing it again,
and Honeyball does some infighting
that is perfection. You can hear his
gloves slap on our boy’s ribs and
it is so convincing that the crowd
is upright to be sure and see
Benjamin fall. Even Dinky laps it
up like the rest. The bell clinks and
Benjamin walks over to us. Dinky
says, unbelieving, “That’s our
round.”

Benjamin is fresh as a daisy. The
next round is like the first; our boy
takes the fight all away from Honey-
ball. The third is more even. The
fourth Honeyball puts on steam, and
pulls out.

Dinky is fit to be tied. He looks
at Benjamin with awe and respect.
I feel sort of sorry for Dinky. My
admiration is all for this Honey-
ball. It is the smoothest phony show
on which I have ever laid an eye.

Benjamin has not said much dur-
ing the fight. Only once he remarks
to Dinky, “I thought this Honeyball
was a puncher!”

The fifth round opens like the rest
and goes on for a minute. Honey-
ball misses a left hook and clinches.

(Continued from page T)

The ref slaps both of them, and they
unwind.

It is then that Benjamin makes
what is called “history.”

He turns his back on Honeyball
and walks deliberately to his corner.
The next ten seconds is like every-
body has died. I think Honeyball’s
jaw will be dislocated it hangs so
far open, and the ref just stands
rubbing his lamps. Then our college
boy remarks in a voice which car-
ries out to T7th Avenue.

“This guy is stalling. He is pull-
ing his punches. He is faking. This
bout is fixed. It is crooked, and I
am through.”

After that comes what is called
chaos. Benjamin starts to climb out
of the ring and Dinky tries to head
him off. Honeyball’s manager crawls
under the ropes, yelling. The 15
thou. who has paid good jack, roars
with laughter, rage and disgust. The
timekeeper bangs the gong like a
four-alarm fire. Ten or a dozen cops
jump into the ring. It is all so cock-
eyed that nobody knows just what
kind of a row to start.

Fortunate, the ref keeps his head,
and drags Honeyball over to our
corner.

“Now,” he says, “let’s get this
straight.” He looks at Benjamin.
“You claim Honeyball is not trying?”

“] do,” says Benjamin.

“Well, what about it ?”’ the ref asks
Honeyball.

Honeyball tries to speak. He is
thinking he has been double-crossed
in a new way and he is crazy mad.
I get in back of a cop so he will not
have a look at me.

“That mug’s goofy,” he says finally.
“He will get plenty fight before this
eve is over.”

“All right,” says the ref. “When
the bell rings, you fight one minute
and twenty seconds to finish the
round. And if I see one phony move
neither of you will ever put on a
glove in New York again.”

The ref signals the timekeeper to
pick up the fight and Benjamin
dashes at Honeyball. Honeyball sticks
out one long arm and our boy stops
as though he has met up with a
truck. I can see him shake all the
way down to his socks. Then Hon-
eyball crosses his right and Ben-
jamin shakes again.

Honeyball steps aside so Benjamin
has room to fall, which he does with-
out hesitating. I am half in the ring
so as to be ready to carry him out
when I see his back quiver and he
rolls over. The count is at six and
Benjamin claws at the rope and gets
his shoulders off the canvas. I can’t
believe my eyes, for two punches
like them is enough for any evening.
The ref bellows “eight!” and there
is Benjamin standing upright. He

slides along the rope, and, as Honey-
ball comes in fast, grabs him around
the neck and hangs on. It takes the
ref some struggling to get him loose,
and Benjamin promptly grabs again
and is still erect when the bell rings.

Dinky and me worked on him
proper, for he is a long way from
feeling like he did only one minute
before.

“For Pete's sake,” 1 say. “Stay
away from him.”

The bell rings and he rushes out
just as if I had not spoken.

Honeyball jabs him six in a row,
socks him twice to the heart and
then settles down to work. I turn
my head away. ’

The crowd is going crazy and 1
hear a great yelp go up, so I open
my eyes in time to see Benjamin
falling backwards.

“This time,” I think, “we are done
for the evening.” .

At seven there is a sign of life
in Benjamin, and at nine he stag-
gers up somehow and pokes a feeble
left at Honeyball. There is three
punches and Benjamin is down again.
Benjamin gets up and is knocked
down at once. I ask Dink to motion
the ref to stop it, but he won't listen,
so I just watch and feel rotten.

This time Benjamin comes up at
six. Honeyball is sore, as he thinks
maybe he is being kidded or some-
thing, )

He sets to work with a lot of jabs
and hooks, none of which miss
Benjamin. He is still at it when the
bell rings. I have to go out and lead
our college boy to his corner. The
ref comes over and asks shall he
stop it, but Benjamin shakes his
head.

“I'll let it go one more round,”
the ref says. .

Dinky says nothing. He is working
hard over Benjamin.

At the bell the glassy look has left
Benjamin’s eye, he is breathing
easier, and his legs don’t shake. He
gets up by hisself and walks toward
Honeyball,

Well, I have knocked around a bit.
I have been here and there and 1
see plenty game guys. But I never
hope to see anybody go into a beat-
ing as eager as our college boy.
“Kid,” I think, “you deserve any-
thing you can get outta this lousy
game and I do not blame Rose for
being crazy over you.”

This round is the worst of any.
Honeyball is wild to think he can’t
put this kid away. He don’t ease up
from gong to gong.

Benjamin has just about strength
to reach us. I take one look and see
he is on queer street and can’t tell
one house from another. The ref
comes over and fusses around.

“I’'m gonna stop it,” he says. “This

(Continued on page 46)
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boy is gonna be hurt.”

“He’s 0.K.,” Dink snarls.
him a break.”

“I oughta stop it,” he says, but he
is undecided and does nothing.

The whistle blows and we put an
arm under each of Benjamin’s arms
to get him on his feet. My head
is close to his and I hear him mum-
bling something I don't get. It
sounds like ‘“Come on, Yale,” only
that don’t make sense.

“Lissen, kid,” Dinky says. “Get in
and punch his belly.”

Benjamin does not seem to hear.
We give him a start, and he ploughs
into Honeyball. Suddenly I see his
right sock Honeyball just under the
ribs. It is a wow, and Honeyball’s
breath comes out in one gulp that
you can hear in row J. Before he
can get it back, Benjamin has
slugged him with another right and
a left. He is near broke in half with
them punches, and he backs away
pawing in Benjamin. The quiet
which has been hanging over the
crowd explodes in one roar and it is
bedlam on all sides. All but ten or a
dozen is now pulling for Benjamin.
They is standing on chairs and each
other’s shoulders begging our college
boy to take Honeyball apart so he
can’t be put together again. Honey-
ball, is back on the ropes and
Benjamin is loosening all his ribs.
It does not last long for Honeyball
is tough and wise. He gets out in
the ring again and begins to jab
Benjamin. But he has been shook
up good. I can see he is not so easy
in his mind, and he begins to miss
punches. Just as the bell rings
Benjamin clouts him two more that
sounds like a horse had kicked him,
and Honeyball’s knees buckle.

“Give

WE get our college boy on the
stool and start to work on him. He
is muttering and mumbling, and I
hear him talking about Yale, and I
guess he is goofy and thinks he is
back in Yale College.

Well, just as he goes out, he sort
of comes to for a second, and he
turns toward Dinky and tries to
grin. For a minute I think Dinky
is gonna bust out erying. He smacks
Benjamin on the back and croaks,

“We're all with you kid,” which
sounds funny coming from Dinky,
only I feel the same way.

Well, Honeyball finishes him in
this round. We pick him up, and he
is like a sack of flour. Dinky is cry-
ing, now, and nobody laughs. We
don’t try to bring him around, we
just pick him up and cart him up
the aisle to the dressing room. And
the hand he gets is the kind you
don’t never forget, even when you’re
an old name which nobody can re-
member.

(Continued from page 44)

I stick around only long enough to
see Benjamin come back to this
world, and then I make a break for
the door.

I drag it open and Rose near falls
into me. She is pale like a ghost
and her face is all running with
tears. She gives me one look, says,
“You are a liar, and I never want
to see you again,” and goes over to
Benjamin.

I do not claim to be extra bright
and I know when I am through. It
is not the words Rose uses but the
way she says them. All at once I feel
tired. It is as if everything has
stopped and will not start going
ever.

So I open the door again and in
the corridor something looms up. I
take only one look—which is plenty
—then, I pull the door closed quick
behind me.

“Well,” I remark affable, “you got
a tough break, Honeyball.”

He puts that long pan of his close
up against mine and talks without
moving his lips much.

“Listen,” he says, “I don’t get this,
fellow. But I know one thing. I
got another half a grand comin’ to
me and right now is when I want it.”

1 step aside before I answer, so
Honeyball has to turn his back to
the door I have just come out of.
That way I have a little elbow room.

“Honeyball,” I say, “I admit you
got a lousy deal. And I won’t welsh
on the extra jack. Only I ain't got
it on me. If you meet me tomorrow
p.m. I'll have it.”

“Now,” says Honeyball, “or I take
it outta your hide.”

“0.K.,” 1 say.

Then I socked him. I am pretty
hefty myself and have picked up a
little about socking here and there. I
do not sock him just with my mus-
cles. I put into it everything that
has been boiling in me for a long
time. It is a sock such as I never hope
to land again, for I never wish to
feel like I feel at the moment my
sock lands on the point of Honey-
ball’s chin. Honeyball rises sudden
like he is on a spring and smacks
back against the door of Benjamin’s
dressing room. The door flies open
and Honeyball falls into the room.
I hear a roar from Dinky; Rose
screams and one or two others make
different sounds.

I turn around and go down the
corridor. I am not sore anymore,
only empty inside, and not thinking
about much except that my hand
hurts from the sock I gave Honey-
ball.

WELL, it is two days later and 1

am sitting in a place just off B’'way. 1
am trying to read dope sheets but I
keep thinking about Rose and Ben-

jamin and if they is on the way to
Niagara Falls when the door opens
and who comes in but Benjamin his-
self. He spots me and comes over
grinning, with his hand out. There
is nothing to do but appear friendly,
and really I am not sore at our col-
lege boy. In fact there is only ad-
miration for him, even if the green
devils are keeping me awake nights.
So I say, “Hello,” and push out a
chair. He does not look so bad out-
side of a beautiful pair of black
lam{as.

“l wanted to see you,” he says,
“and thank you from the heart i};r
giving me the chance you did.”

I gulped at this one, for it is not
often that anybody gives thanks
after being led into a fight with
Honeyball Johnson.

“Yes,” he goes on. “Thanks to
you I have collected enough jack to
put my folks back on their feet.”

“Oh,” I say, not knowing what
to say.

He sits looking at me and then he
grins sudden.

“When this Honeyball gets over
your sock the other eve,” he says,
“and what a sock that was—Dinky
puts the screws on him and he comes
clean. While I do not approve of
what you did, I see why you did it,
and so I don’t feel sore.”

“It was not so much for you,”
I say. “It was most for Rose.”

“I get that, too. And so does
Rose. Sam,” he says, “I did not
know how things stood between you
and Rose. She is the swellest girl
I have ever met, and I .. 1 ...
Well, I would like to marry her.”

This is too much, I think. Wh
does this kid have to come and bla%
about Rose to me? I say, very short,
“Well, who’s stopping you?”

“Rose,” Benjamin says, sighing.
“She will gotkmarry me. She ga)lrsgl
must go back to Yale CoJ d
finish my education.” ege an

My heart gives three thum d
then almost quits for good. ps an

“So I am going back”—he pulls
out a watch—"“in one hour and
twenty minutes.”

And somehow, I feel he ig 0
broke up about Rose, and alrelgzlgrtge
is thinking most about this Yale
College and how crazy he is about
it. He gets up and puts out his hand
and grins that nice kid grin,

“Rose says to tell you she is home
most every eve,” he remarks. “I
told her if you and she happen to be
around New Haven in the spring,
you could drop in for commencement,
maybe.”

We shake hands and Benjamin
goes out. I wait a minute so I won’t
trample him when I make a preak
for a taxi.






Violet and the Keeper

tell them so Schlemmel knows? No.
You make it like in letters telling
you your husband is fooling with a
bloqde. You say it’s from A Friend,
see.”

The dealer looked at her curiously.
“Schlemmel is the famous hippo man,
isn’t he?”

“Famous! Dirty old mud hog! You
say it’s from A Friend. Never mind
Schlemmel, young feller.”

Bennelli went away. In a few min-
utes he came back, smiling benignly.
“The Director will be happy to accept
our fine young hippo,” he said. “We
can make delivery immediately on
receipt of the money.”

Mrs. Schlemmel mopped her face
and twisted her handkerchief into a
soggy wad. “So soon as I drawr the
money from the savings bank out, I
will bring it to you,” she said.

It was past lunch time when Mrs.
Schlemmel let herself into her own
apartment. She was limp and bedrag-
gled and dripping with sweat, the
chill, clammy sweat of terror.

“Ach, Gott,” she wailed as she put
away her finery and pulled on a cot-
ton house dress, “three thousand dol-
lars for a dirty old mud hog! Better
I should of talked to Schlemme] once
more. But no, he was like crazy.
Proud like a fool he was.

“Now we can’t never buy the farm.
Now we ain’t got nothing laid by for
our old age. Twenty years work and
savin’. Twenty years I washed and
cleaned and kept things nice. And
what do I do? Yeah, what? I throw
it away on a mud hog—because
Schlemmel makes of hisself a fool!

“Maybe I should try to get back
from that fella the money. But he
wouldn’t give it me back. Not him.

“Anyways, my Hansl is worth more
to me. That dirty old Violet won’t
make a fool of him now, I bet you.
She’ll like a hippo better. Of course
she will. Oh, Gott, you wouldn’t let
me throw away all that money on a
hippo she don’t like, would you?”

She tried to tidy up the parlor. But
all she could see was a jumbled pano-
rama of Schlemmels and Violets and
hundred dollar bills. Three thousand
dollars!

She got out the ironing board and
worked mechanically. But she was
seeing the farm they had dreamed
about—a little white house, all clean
and neat, and white chickens strut-
ting, and a soft-eyed cow, and a big
sunny kitchen, and Schlemmel whis-
tling as he chopped stove wood. And
then the cow turned into Violet, and
the chickens into hundred dollar
bills. It was unbearable. She paced
the floor and wrung her hands and
sobbed.

“If he didn’t make of hisself such
a fool,” she moaned.

But at last the day was done.

(Continued from page 23)

It was late when Schlemmel came
home. He hung up his hat and
washed his hands and brushed his
hair; but he didn’t take off his coat.
. Mrs. Schlemmel bent over the fry-
ing pan, every nerve taut, waiting
for his kiss on the back of her neck.
It didn’t come. She brushed the back
(_)f her neck absently as though shoo-
ing a fly. She took a handkerchief
from her apron pocket and wiped her
face, and, elaborately, the back of
the neck. She said, “Hello, popa.”

Schlemmel said, “Hello, moma,”
and stared out the window. He was
pale and he couldn’t keep his hands
still. His Adam’s apple bobbed up
and down as he swallowed nervously.

She set the supper on the table,
and they ate in silence.

“How was things today?”
asked at last.

“All right.”

“Ain’t you got nothing to tell me?”

Schlemmel pulled a long black
cigar out of his pocket and lighted
it with a great air of nonchalance,
though his hands shook. He inhaled
deeply, and blew out a noisome cloud
of smoke. “Moma,” he said, “I
think we will buy that farm.”

‘“You think—we—buy the farm!”
Her voice was shrill with pain, and
agony was in her eyes. “Oh, Hansl!
Hansl! What have I done!” She
clutched the edge of the table, sob-
bing desperately, not even covering
her face. “And now we cannot!”

“Sure we can.”

“We cannot. We cannot!”

“Anna!” Mr. Schlemmel stood up
and banged the table with his fist.
“Anna! You listen to me! You stop
that bawling and I tell you.”

She gulped down her sobs, but the
tears still streamed. “I will listen,”
she said. “But then I will tell.”

“First you listen. Near five o’clock
it was, and a truck pulls up. What've
they got but a big male hippo. A
brute he was. Seems like some mil-
lionaire give him to the Park to keep
company for Violet, see. The minute
I seen him I spotted they was trouble
in that baby....”

“Do you know—who—give him?”

“They say he’s from A Friend.
Think of it, moma—three thousand
smackers if he cost a cent!”

She shuddered. “Go on, popa.”

“Well, he takes one look at Violet,
and he thinks she’s nuts. But Violet,
she don’t know what to do. She likes
this bull, but it'’s me that feeds her,
see.

“And then the newspaper fellas
show up—the Director’s told them
about Violet’s husband. You don’t
get a hippo anonymous so often, see.
The newspaper fellas want I should
pose in the pen with the two of them.
But the bull rushes me like—a hippo
can be awful quick when he’s mad.

she

An’ he gives Violet a poke in the
side when she tries to come over. If
she sticks out her tongue he pokes
her, too. So I say the hell with
them.”

Relief and misery chased each
2ther across Mrs. Schlemmel’s face.

Oh, popa,” she wailed. “I gotta . ..”

“Hush while I'm telling you, Anna.
The newspaper fellas ask a lot of
questions. How does it feel to be
jilted by a hippo? And will I try
to win her back? All such foolish-
ness. I thinks to myself moma’s
right—if I ain’t careful a fool I
make of myself . ., .”

“Hansl, I gotta tell you...”

:“Anna, will you leave me talk!”

“No, I will not. I cannot let you
thm;( a lie, Hansl. The truth I must
tell if you kill me. It was me bought
the hippo. It was me was A Friend.
Three thousand dollars already I
paid for that hippo .. .”

“WHAT!”

“It’s true, Hansl. As true as I'm
alive. But so worried I was. Violet,
Violet, nothing but Violet. And a
fool you was makin’ of yourself. And
now we won’'t never get the farm.
Never.”

Mr. Schlemmel’s jaw hung down.
His eyes had a stricken look. “You
paid three thousand dollars for a
bull hippo!” he said in an unbeliev-
ing voice. “All the money we had in
the world!”

“I did. Oh, I did.”

And, amazingly, Mr. Schlemmel
laughed, a high laugh that had a
hysterical catch in it. “We will tell
them to put up a bronze plate, which
says that the bull hippo is a gift
f‘rom Mrs. Hans Schlemmel,” he said.

That’s a good one, that is! And
now, Anna, maybe you will read
this.” H_e handed her a telegram.

She wiped her eyes on her sleeve,
and read:

Hippepotamus Keeper Sch l
ParhCpot eper Schlemme

Cosmic-Wide Films offers you five
hundred dollars a weegF fory twejgve
weeks to appear in magnificent stu-
pendozﬁs picture “Lightning Over the
Congo” in role of native trainer of

hippopotamus. Come at once. Our
expense.
JOE SCHWINDLEBAUM,

President.

“Popa, this is a joke! in’t so.
Not the pitchers, pg)pa!" e

“Take it easy, moma. Lookit, the
telegram come from the New York
office. I been there and signed the
contrack. The expense money we will
get tomorrow. Six thousand ka-
plunks they’re paying us for twelve
weeks. I want you should get a new
dress for the train .. .”
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bers of Grand Lodge Committees.
Major Ralph Robart, a member of
Cambridge Lodge, represented Gov.
Charles F. Hurley. Mr. Malley read
the report of the State Elks Scholar-
ship Committee. It was announced
that the officers of Somerville Lodge,
No. 917, had won the Ritualistic Con-
test and the James R. Nicholson
Trophy. The report of State Secy. J.
J. Hourin was most gratifying. All
of the State Committees reported on
their activities. On the motion of
State Secy. Bernard E. Carbin a ris-
ing vote of thanks was given Glouces-
ter Lodge for its hard work in

What

works. One of his most interesting
experiences occurs during a stay in
Coudoyer, Brittany, where he makes
friends with the fishermen and has
a love idyll with Jeanne, the daugh-
ter of Papa Le Forgeron, who keeps
the inn, but Jeanne is only one of the
girls who help him on his way until
that time, in San Francisco, when a
girl with book learning decides to
teach him how to write. A lively,
adventure-filled tale, “The Anointed”
is a sea yarn with a new slant.
(Farrar & Rinehart)

Lehmann Describes the Zeppelin

It is horrifying to think that some
of man’s greatest inventions are also
instruments of destruction. Of these
the airplane and the Zeppelin seemed
to offer such opportunities in war
that some authorities expected them
to end European civilization. Fear
of their use in the next war is un-
necessary. The airplane has proved
to be the enemy that can conquer the
gas bag and the role of the latter
hereafter is commercial.

The Zeppelin has made slower
progress than the airplane and many
a costly tragedy has been chalked up
against it. But its improvement is
steady. Some of its feats are in-
credible; they are recorded in ‘““Zep-
pelin,” the story of lighter-than-air
craft. written by Capt. Ernst A.
Lehmann, commander of the Hinden-
burg, which was destroyed by fire at
Lakehurst, N. J., May 6, 1937. Capt.
Lehmann did not survive that dis-
aster. He had already written this
book. Commander Charles E. Rosen-
dahl added a postscript describing
the loss of the Hindenburg. .

Capt. Lehmann was already in
command of a Zeppelin when the war
broke out. Germany had twelve and
Capt. Lehmann had charge of one
of three used for commercial trips.
Nobody knew how the Zeppelin coul_d
be used; its inventor hoped to use it
on reconnaissance, but even the_ Ger-
man soldiers shot at it when it ap-
peared over their lines. Eventually
the Zeppelin was used to bomb Lon-
don and other cities; Capt. Lehmann
tells the story of all the ships, espe-
cially those that were destroyed; for

preparing for the convention and for
its delightful hospitality. Past State
Pres. William J. Moore, of Milford,
moved that a Committee be appointed
to select a gift for the retiring
President in appreciation of his ad-
ministration which had been out-
standing and extremely successful.
The Convention voted to accept the
invitation of E.R. John J. Murray of
Fitchburg Lodge, No. 847, to hold
the 24th Annual Meeting there in
June, 1938.

E. Mark Sullivan installed the
newly elected officers who are as fol-
lows: Pres., William B. Jackson, Sr..

Brookline; 1st Vice-Pres., William J.
Durocher, North Adams; 2nd Vice-
Pres., William F. Hogan, Everett;
3rd Vice-Pres., Daniel J. Honan,
Winthrop; Secy., Jeremiah J. Hourin,
Framingham—20th consecutive year;
Treas., Bernard E. Carbin, Lynn—
18th consecutive year; Trustees, Ivan
D. Servais, Concord, Leslie W. Sims,
Maynard, John J. Ward, Medford,
Michael J. Cuneo, Woburn, John G.
Hedges, North Attleboro, Alexander
C. Warr, Wareham, Dr. L. J. Pereira,
Holyoke, and Robert E. Comiskey,
Fitchburg.

America Is Reading

(Continued from page 19)

Germany built eighty-eight during
the war.

The story of what happened to
those ships is exciting, perhaps even
more than the account of commercial
flying across the Atlantic, which re-
dounds to the glory of man. Yet it
is the latter chapter that deserves to
be emphasized. As Capt. Lehmann
wrote before he died, thirty-six years
of airship experience lay behind the
Hindenburg, which landed its pas-
sengers without a trace of airsick-
ness. “World traffic via airship has
begun,” he wrote. Its story is just
opening. (Longmans, Green & Co.)

Two Remarkable Books on Spain

Many Americans look back on
happy vacations in Spain in better
days. Not all of them knew the Span-
ish people as intimately as Elliot
Paul came to know them in five years
passed off and on at Santa Eulalia,
on the island of Ibiza. Paul, an
American writer resident in Paris,
has faith in simple people; he enjoys
their songs, loves to hear talk of
their occupations and the lives they
live. In “The Life and Death of a
Spanish Town” he describes them all
with the generosity of a friend;
fishermen, innkeepers, carpenters,
mechanics, men of all factions,
though his sympathies are with the
Spanish government. What sort of
men are fighting in Spain? Here
they are, workmen and peasants, who
for a brief space enforced republi-
can rule on the island and then gave
way to the fascists, Italian and rebel
troops. Before that the anarchists
executed all the fascist prisoners;
after the troops landed they cut down
all the leading republicans. Paul
knew them personally; to them they
were human beings with no desire
to get engulfed in a general war. His
book reconstructs their society, the
loss of which he mourns. (Random
House)

OF a different nature is “The
Siege of Alcazar” by Major Geoffrey
McNeill-Moss. Major Moss talked
with the survivors of this famous

siege in Toledo and reconstructed its
events in the form of daily reports,
describing the gradual destruction
of the old fortress and the incredible
heroism of the soldiers and women
cooped in its tunnels and passages,
holgling out for seventy days until
relief came. The shells burst amid
the wails of women and children:
the dead were hastily buried in
shallow graves inside the Alcazar.
Three mines were exploded under
the castle and the towers were de-
stroyed. Again and again the gov-
ernment troops tried to enter the
Alcazar through breaches in the
walls, but the defenders picked them
off as fast as they came. Sometimes
they worked close to the walls; at
other times they threw canisters of
petrol over the defences and set them
on fire with bombs, to no avail. Five
mules and one horse remained in the
Alcazar at the end of the siege;
tl;nere was enough wheat left for just
six days. Major Moss’ book is a docu-
ment of originality and importance.
Here, in a nutshell, is the whole ac-
tion, described for posterity. (Al-
fred A. Knopf, Inc.)

Sea Stories and Articles

There must be many readers of this
Magazine who enjoy sailing, rowing,
cruising in motor boats and fishing
in brooks and in salt water; for them
Eric Devine has compiled an anthol-
ogy of articles and stories that will
hold them for some time after the
season closes. “Blow the Man Down”
is filled with exciting and ex-
hilarating yarns. Everybody has
heard of Zane Grey’s exploits; here
he describes big-game fishing in the
South Seas. Here is Ernest Heming-
way telling what a great sport game
fishing in Florida waters can be-
come. The story of the America’s
cup is told by Herbert L. Stone;
Capt. Abildgaard describes “Ber-
muda Fever”; Archie Binns tells
about sailing habits in Long Island
Sound; Capt. Joshua Slocum writes
about the building of the Spray.
Thirty-five contributions, grave and
light, none too serious, make this
an inviting anthology for sailing
men. (Doubleday, Doran & Co.)









