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KISS VU J

Maybe "she" isn't the girl in
this picture, but somewhere,

someone thinks you're wonderful
—and likes to kiss you. But if
you show up with a"spotty" shave,
or stubble, you don't deserve to
be kissed. Girls want men to be
clean shaven! That's important to
them — and it should be to you!

Your "Millionaire" Shave

Even a young fellow trying to get
ahead can afford the best shave in
the world. Gillette Blades cost less
than Ji. a day—and a millionaire

can'tbuy greatershaving comfort.
Misfit blades that result in uneven
edge exposure in your razor, often
nick, scratch and scrape. Shave
with analwaysuniform Gillette and
your face will be clean, smooth,
relaxed, refreshed.

Gillette Blades are Best!

Gillette has spent more for pre
cision equipment, devoted more
vears to research—
^ Killeite,
Reputablemi^rchantsncveroffer j
siibslitiiles forGilleltc Blades, jj BLADES ^
Alivaysaskforthem byname! S.

Gillette
MORE SHAVING COMFORT f O R

produced more blades than all
other manufacturers combined!
Gillette Blades are made of the fin
est diamond-tested Swedish steel.
They're honed and stropped to
the world's keenest edges by
Gillette-designed machines.

When the best blade costs so little
and a good, clean shave means so
much—canyoui2j^<?rf2?touse misfits?
Get a pack of Gillette Blades
They'll give you more shaving
comfort for your money^ always f

YOU R MONEY



HOW TO WIN FRIENDS
«iDINFLUENCE PEOPLE

JOHN D. ROCKEFELLER, SR., once
said: "TheabiUty to deal with people
is as purchasable a commodity as

su^ar or coffee. And 1 will pay more for
that ability than for any other under
the sun."

Wouldn't you suppose every college
would conduct practical courses to develop
this "highest-priced ability under the sun?"
To our knowledge, none has.

Hew to develop that ability is the sub
ject of Dale Carnegie's book.

A few years ago Chicago University and
the United Y.M.C.A. Schools made a sur
vey to find out the prime interest of adults
The survey took two years, cost $25,000.
It indicated that their first interest is health
—and their second, how to understand and
get along with people; how to make people
like you: how to win others to your way of
thinking.

Wouldn't you suppose that after the mem
bers of this survey committee had decided to
give such a course, they could readily have
found a practical textbook? They searched
diligently—yet could find none suitable.

The book they were looking for was
published not long ago. Almost overnight
it became a best seller. It is today the
fastest-selling book published in the twen
tieth century. More than 600,000 copies
have been sold to date! It is outselling
any other book in America!

The Man Behind This Book
This book is called How to Win Friends

and Influence People—and is written by
the one man perhaps better qualified to
write it than anyone else.

Dale Carnegie is the man to whom the
big men of business come for practical
guidance on getting along with people
successfully. During the last 25 years he
has trained more than 17,000 business and
professional men and women—among them
some of the most famous in the country.

When he conducts his course on Public
Speaking and How to Influence People in
the ballroom of the Hotel Commodore, or
The Pennsylvania, or the Hotel Astor (the
second largest hall in New York) the place
is packed to capacity. Large organiza-
tions—such as The New York Telephone
Co., Westinghouse Electric and Manufac
turing Company, and many others listed
elsewhere on this page—have had this
training conducted by Mr. Carnegie in
their own ofiices for their members and
executives.

This new book grew out of that vast
laboratory of experience. As the panel at
the top of this page shows, it is as prac
tical as 25 years' success with the prob
lems of thousands in all walks of life
can make it.

The Case of Michael O'Nell
Michael O'Neil lives in New York City.

He first got a job as a mechanic. When
he got married he needed more money.
So he tried to sell automobile trucks. But
he was a terrible flop.

More than 600,000 peo-
pic have already in

vested in tills bool(. And out
of Its practical pages they have
received how-to*do-it heip that
is daily opening up to them
new avenues to happiness end
undreamed'Of succcss.

THIS IS A BIG BOOK
THIRTY-SEVEN

"chapters, INCLUDING:

The Big Secret ot Dealing with People
Six Ways to Make People Like You Instanlly
An Easy Way to Become a Good Conversa

tionalist

A Simple Way to Make a Good First Im
pression

How to Interest People
Twelve Ways to Win People to Your Way

ol Thinking
A Sure Way of Making Enemies—and How

to Avoid It

The Safety Valve in Handling Complaints
How to Get Cooperation
A Formula That Will Work Wonders for You
The Movies Do It. Radio Does It, Why

Don't You Do It?

Nine Ways to Change People Without Giv
ing Offense or Arousing Resentment

How to Criticize—and Not Be Hated for It
How to Spur Men on to Success
Making People Glad to Do What You Want
Letters That Produce Miraculous Results
Seven Rules lor Making Your Home Lite

Happier

DALE CARNEGIE
I'."'? "1®" of business come

DeoD^p n»Vi Bcttlne along with
mnrp li,,? he has trained
n nrp ii?nn JJ' ?, Professional men—ojore (hao any other living man.

^ari;e organizations such as
Westinghouse Electric & BrooklvnWanufacturine Co, Tom'mcreS "
New York Telephone Co. Philadelphia Chamber of
Bell Tolcphono Co of

Pennsylvania Philadelphia Elect'te Co.
Amcrieart Institute of PUNadolphia Cas Works

ElDcirieal Enamoen. ^ -• _
New york Carrier Engineering

hnvc! lind this tralnine comiuctetl in tlieir own
ofllces for llieir executives. "
This b(»k Is 3 direct result of Dale Carnesle-s ei-
pcr cnce. the only working mnniial of Us kind otct
lumir

Chamber of

An inferiority complex was eatmg his heart
out. On his way to see any prospect, he broke out
into a cold sweat. Before he could get up cour
age to open an office door, he had to walk past it
half a dozen times.

he finally got in. he would invariably
tind himself antagonizing, arguing. Then he would
get kicked out—never knowing quite why.

He was such a failure he decided to go back
CO work in a machine shop. Then one day he re
ceived a letter inviting him to attend the opening
session of a Dale Carnegie course.

"It may do you some good, Mike,
God knows you need it"

SEND NO MONEY
Try Dealing THIS WAY with Pcoble-

for Just FIVE Days!
This book is sweeping the country It i«

ing every best-seller list. The oress^'^i •co^nuo„.;y to turn out 25,000''c"opfesTw™er'°^
When you get your copy, aimply read

are no exercises" to practice Th,.r. t Vdays Dale Carnegie's simple'mIth,Jd S rt'
with people. Judge for voiifs».|f ^ dealing
life, how easily whatever you do
can win the friendship and heaS^ ^^.^ite
others—instead of arousing resSniSf^f
or no action at all. emment, friction,

Influence People" when if
the definite understanding that Ibf
only $1.96 will be refunded to vou " "u
It. If this book does what- i • ^

• mean more to you than ANY
ever read. If it doS we do ^
to keep it. Mail this coupon at onU.
SIMON and SCHUSTER. Dept. WIO. M6 FourlJ, Art, Ntw rort

J SIMON and SCHUSTER, Publishers
I Dept. C-SIO, 386 Fourth Avc., N. Y C '
I Please send me Hntc to ll'iti FrimtA. ^ •
I People. I "'111 pay postman only $1 as fill •• pos.age cb.ir«es. Ii I. ui.domo^ciSl.^f rmp/Tcid" ? S
I ror 5 days and return It lor refund If I then fee! iMnf f !
, docs nut in every way lire up to the claim made fi? it' !

He didn't want to go—was afraid
ne would be out of place. But his xr
despairing wife made him, saying, L X

It may do you some good, Mike,
God knows you need it."

He went to the meeting. Then ®
r ®"®"ded every other meeting Iof the course. He lost his fear, •

learned how to talk convincingly, H
how to make people like him at

flufnoe'o™he«.""
Today Michael O'Neil ia a star ^'

salesman for one of the country's , , —,
largest manufacturers of motor
trucks. His income has skyrocketed. Last year
at the Hotel Aston he stood before 2500 people
and told a rollicking story of bis achievements.
Few professional speakers could have equalled
his confidence—^r his reception.

Michael O'NciCs problem was exactly the same
as that of thousands in other fields—the funda
mental one of getting aJong with people. He
19 just one example of what Dale Carnegie's help
has meant to more than 17,000 others in all types
of endeavor. What D&Ie Carntgie has done
for ^hem he can do for you. Look at the chapter
headmgs, They indicate the amount of h^d-
hitting, priceless information this book contains.
But the subject is so intensely important that we
^y. look at this book without obligation. Then
decide whether or not you want to own it.

IF fou decide

to b««p il i

j Stato

' ° imif
Sa!^?Tpx. " "'•I 40 City

When writina to adi^ertiscrs plca.sc mention The Elks Maffazitie
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A Money-Making Opportunity
for Men of Character
EXCLUSIVE FRANCfflSE FOR

An Invention Expected to Replace
A Multi-Miluon-Dollar Industry

Costly Work Formerly
"Sent Out" by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves

at a Fraction of the Expense
This is a call for men everywhere to handle
exclusive agency for one of the most
unique business inventions of the day.

Forty years ago the horse and buggy business was supreme—today
almost extinct. Twenty years ago the phonograph industry ran into
many millions—today practically a relic. Only a comparatively few
foresighted men saw the fortunes ahead in the automobile and the
radio. Yet irresistible waves of public buying ^ept these men to
fortune, andsentthe buggy and the phonograph into the discard. So
aregreat successes made bymen able to detect theshiftin public favor
from one industry to another.
Now another change if taking place. An integral
and imporunt part ofthe nation'sstructure—in whichmillions of dollarschange hands
every year—is in thousands ofcases being replaced inven
tion which docs the work bettei—more ^ ^ OFTEN AS LOW
AS 2% OF WHAT IS ORDINARILY PA®' ^ has not required very long for men
whohave uken overthe rightsto thisvaluable invention to do a remarkable business,
and show earnings which m these times are almost unheard offor the average man.

EARNINGS
One man in California earned over $1,600per month for three
months—close to $5,000 in 90 days' time. Another writes
from Delaware—"Since I have be^ operating (just a little
less than a month of actual selling) and not the full day at
that, because I have been getting organized and had to spend
at least half the day in the oflice;counting what I have sold
outright and on trid, I have made just a little in excess of one
thousand dollars profit foronemonth." Aman working small
city in N. Y. State made $10,805 in 9 months. Texas man
nets over $300 in less than a week's time. Space does not per
mit mentioning here more than these few random cases. How
ever, they Me sufficient to indicate that the worthwhile future
in this business is coupled with immediate earnings for the
right kind of man. One manwith us has already over
a thousand sales on which his earnings ran from $5 to ^
per sale and mote. A great deal of this business was repeat
business. Yet he had never done anything like Ais before
comingwith us. That is the kind of opportunity this business
offere. The fact that this business has attracted to it such
business men as former bankers, executives of businesses—
men who demand only the highest type of opportunity and
income—ogives a fairly good picture of the kind of business this
is. Ourdoor is open, however, to the young man looking for
theright field inwhichtomake hisstart anddevelophisfuture.

Not a ''Gadget**—
Not a "Knick-Knack"—

but a valuable, provedde^ce
has been sold successfully by l^-

ivell as seasonedness novtces

veterans.

Make no mistake—this isno novelty^o flimw crcaWOT
which the inventor hopes to put on the
probably have seen nothing like it yet ^perhaps ne»
dreamed oftheexistence ofsuch adevic^yetit has already
been used bycorporations ofoutstanding prominence—by
dealers ofgreat corporations—by their branches-by
tors, newspapers, publishers—schools—hrapitals, etc., et^
and bythousands ofsmall business men. You don t have to
convince a manthat heshould use anelectric bmbto light
his office instead ofa gas lamp. Nor do you have to
the same business manthe ideathat some dayhemayneed

The need is already there—

part of this expense isobvious immediately,

Some of the Savings
You Can Show

You walk intoanoffice and putdown before your prospect
a letter from a sales organization showing that they did
workin theirownoffice for$11 whichformerly codd have
cost them over $200. A building supply corporaaon ^ys
our man $70,whereas the bill could have oeen for $1,6001
Anautomobile dealer pays ourrepresentative $15, whereas
the expense could have been over$1,000. A department
store hasexpense of $88.60, possible cost if done outside
tihc business Deing well over $2,000. And soon. We could
not possibly list all cases here. These are just a few of
the many actual cases which we place in your hands to
work with. Practically every line of business and every
section of the country is represented by these field reports
which hammer across dazuing, convincing money-saving
opportunities which hardly any business mancan fail to
snderstand.

Profits Typical of
the Young, GrowingIndustry

C^ing mto this business is not like selling something
offered in every grocery, drug ordepartmen? store. Fw

$1,167.00. The very least you cet mvoM w^f^e^ t burJensome. but unavoidable expense-a business that
dollar's worth of business yoif do is 67 cents—on Sn *I^s^t pracucally in every office, store, or factory
dollars* worth $6.70, ona hundred dollars' worth $67 00 k 'j" ^ setfoot—regardless ofsize—that isa
—in other words two thirds ofevery order vou eet is but does not have any price cutting to contend
yours. Not only on the first order-^t on rewat ISers rilr necessities do—that because you control
—and you have the opportunity ofeamine an wen lareer Ja , * exclusive temtory is your own business—
fjercentage. aneven larger thatpays mon on somt individual saUs than many mm mak*

tn a weikand somttimts-in a month's time—If sucha business
looks as if it is worth investieatins. tit in

This Business Has
Nothing to Do With

House to House Canvassing
anything about high-pressure

Vh!. J;,rA r^ IS unnecessary inthe ordinary wnse of
"r h«nmering away at the customer
II » dignified,buiness-like call, leave the installation—whatever size

^"""fr if?''® !l® accept—at our risk, let thecustomer sell himself after the dcvice isinand working.
This does away with the need for pressure on thecus-

handicap of trying to get the
V ? customer has really convinced himself100%. You simply tell what you offer, showing proof of

starts working at once, 'in aTwXott dayrtheTtalla-
tion should ac^ally produce enough cash money to pay
tor thedeal,with profits above the investment coming in
at thesame time. You then call back, collect your money.
Npthmg is soconvincing asouroffer to let results speak
tor themselves without risk to the customer! While others
tail to get even a hearing, our men arc making sales
running intothehundreds. They have received theatten
tion of the hrgest firms in the country, andsold to the
smallest businesses by the thousands.

No Money Need Be Risked
in tryingthis business out. You canmeasure the possi'
biliaes and not be out a dollar. // you art looking for a
iusituss that is not ovtrerowdti—2. business that b just
coming into its own—on the upgrade, instead of the

r"

s U It IS worth investigating, gtt in touch with us
at once for the rights in your territory—don't delay—
because the chances are that if youdo wait, someone else
will have written to us in the meantime—and if it turns
out that you were the better man—we'd both besorry.
Soforconvenience, use the coupon b<lou>~biit send it right
away—or wire if you wish. But do it now. A^st

F. E. ARMSTRONG, President
Dept. 407<5-K. Mobile. Ala.

FOR EXCLUSIVE
TERRITORY PROPOSITION

"I

mation on your proposition.

Name

Street or Route

Box No..~

I CUy...
State..

U c=
When ioriting to advertisers please mention The Elks Magazine
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For the First Time ,, ,The Whole Story of Our Nation ..,

Its Struggles and Triumphs • Its Builders and Heroes
and Rapscallions • Revealed from the Human Side!

as only^^m JEjWOOD
could Write

•

From the painting by Frederick J. Waugh, N. A. Copyright Detroit Publishing Co

Here, at last, is a true story of your
country which is so fascinating you will Canfafll Became a Pirate

forget you are reading a history—you will seem »»«|»i«iiii iviuu by Aceidentl
to be actuallv living through the tremendous He was hired by a British syndicate to
dramatic events which formed the America we 'f'i;- buccanecrs, but theSicea ot lus crew forced him to turn pirate
know. himself.

For this is a history written "without gloves." n-i||-J t • • n •
The author of "George Washington" and ".Meet «ailBO LinCOIn 3 DaD<
General Grant" has torn away historic myths, After Lincoln's inauguration, Edw
discarded hallowed legends posing as facts. You who later became a Secret;
will often be surprised, sometimes shocked to Hou«
find a traditionally great personage revealing
pettv and inconsistent traits of character. You EVfirV WnmaN Wae Fi
will be etiually amazed to learn that another char- „ ' C1
acter, fitted with a "dunce cap" by posterity, "1311 S WllGi
really had greater character and foresight than j Comnnmity'
his contemporaries ! callcd monogamy -'selfish love" and

Mr. Woodward has proved that it is possible woman was the wife of every man.
to write America's history as a tremendously ex- RE.AD THESE AND XfANY 01
citing narrative, crowded with vital, often heroic, AMAZING FACTS IN "A
sometimes rascally, always fascinating charac- AMERICAN HISTORY"
te,-s—and full of action, adventure and meaning.

And now, through a special arrangement, it ti i •
has been made possible for youto get this revoki- a®"}
ti.mary NEW AMERICAN HISTORY as A kce^Tonr ^ ^
JJipT-if you accept at once this offer of free ™embersh.p .n force,
membership in the Literary Guild. n.f. isavii

Guild Membership Is Free
The Guild selects for your choice each month the
outstanding new books before publication—the
best new fiction and non-fiction, "Wings"'—a
sparkling. ilKistrated little journal—comes free
each month to members, It describes the forth
coming selection and recommendations made by
the Editors, tells about the authors, and contains
illustrations pertinent to the books. This inval
uable guide to good reading comes a month in
advance so members can decide whether or not
the selected book will be to their liking. You
may have the Guild selection any month for only
$2.00 (plus a few cents carrying charges), re
gardless of the retail price. (Regular prices of
Guild selections rainre from $2.50 to $5.00.) Or
you may choose from 30 other outstanding books
recommended each month by the Guild—or you
may order any other book in print at the pub-

LITERARY GUILD OF AMERICA, Dept.

Called Lincoln a Baboon!
After Lincoln's inauguration, Edwin M.
Manfon, who later became a Secretary of
\Var, called him "the baboon in the Wliitc
House.

Every Woman Was Every
Man's Wifel
In the famous "Oneida Community" they
eallcd monogamy "selfish love" and every
woman was the wife of every man.

T'^ESE and many OTHER
amazing FACTS IN "A NEW

AMERICAN HISTORY"

hsher s price. But you need not take a book
each month. As few as four within a year
Kceiis your membership in force,

you Sove Up to 50%. Guild savings are
""^rely fractional savings. You get $3,00,

M.OO and $5,00 books for only $2.00; your
book bills are cut in half; you can afford to
buy more books this way than under anv
other plan. Free "Bonus" Boofcs Twice a

'^'^tails of this popular feature
will be sent to you upon enrollment.

Subscribe Now
Send No Money

Remember : You buy only the books you
want, and you may accept as few as four
books a year. The Guild service starts as
soon as you send the coupon. Our present
special offer gives vou the 895-page .A.
NEW AMERICAN HISTORY abso
lutely free. This book will come to you
at once together with full information
about the Guild Service and special
savings.

10E.E., 9 Rockefeller Plaza, N. Y.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY

I FREE—"A New American History"
The M(»rar5' Guild of Anicrica, Dcpt, 10 E E
9 Roi'kefeiler Plazn. Neiv York

Enroll me without charge as .1 tiieiiilier ot the Liter
ary (juild oi America. I am to receive free p.-icli
month the Guild MaRazine "WINGS" and ail other
membership privileses. It is understood th.it I will
purchase a minimum of tour books through tlie Liter
ary Guild uitliiii a year—either Guild Selections or
.nny oiher books of my choice—and you Bunrantee to
protect me aKninst .iny increase in price of (7iiild
selections during this time. In consideration of this
•iKrcement you will send me at once, KKKE n conv
oi A NEW AMERICAN HISTORY, by W. E, Wood-
w,*ird.

! Address,

• Occupation

2 Canadian Subscribers write direct to the Literary Guild
• In Canado. 388 Yonoo St., Toronto, Canadn.

TV'/ich writUif) to advcrti.fcrs plea^'e mention The I-Jlks Sfiigazino



Below: I'nie's head coach. Ducky
Pond, icith Larry Kelly, the Yale
Captain, who was the nation's out

standing player of 1936

•i-l

The most important figure in the average American
college today is the football coach. Educators

. a^-ee, and have stated publicly, that the football
coach in many instances exercises more influence on
the sttident body than does the college president. For
four months of each year he epitomizes the ideals,
character and traditions- of the institution, guides the
destinies of its eleven and impresses his own person
ality and principles on leaders of student life.

The importance of his position makes it imperative
that Ms conduct be beyond criticism; his outlook,
healthy ant^constructive; his judgment, sound and con
servative, artS his sense of values, constant and un-
warped. '*No one^ of course, would sugg'est for a moment
that the football coach be permitted to run the college.
But in our present scheme of things, he is a colossal
figure whos« jnfluence extends far beyond the football
team he coaoh'es, into the fibre of the college itself—into
the life and thoughts of the faculty and the alumni
body. ' .

A goodly ftumbei' of football coaches today are paid
higher salaries tean the presidents of the institutions
they represent. Sour-minded critics of the great autumn
pastime will tell you that this is so because the colleges
want winning teams, national publicity, and paid-up
mortgages on their gigantic stadiums.

There may be an element 6i truth in such a vie^oint,
but the situation is" broader and more comprehensive -
than that. American college football "(being what it is,
the normal student body is eager to have pride:jn the
team that represents it. -Loss of pride invariably Mads
to a decline in morale, a definite decrease in: iriteres"^'
and a dropping off of applicants for admission,

A successful football team, on the other hand, Ijuilas
up in the student body pride in their alma mate^,
confidence in the faculty and good feeling in the alumni
body. A dynamic, intelligent and talented coach is not
Tnpvftlv a cnmmereial asset, but an academic necessity.

l^ss than a decade ago. New York University was
notoriously unsuccessful on the gridiron. Known
throughout the world for its scholarship, its progressive
educational policies and its deep academic traditions, the
maiority of its students nevertheless were reluctant to
admit they went there. The college students of the big
metropolitan university had lost pride in their institu
tion and, in a lesser sense, in themselves. Unconsciously
they were humiliated by the trouncings their team took

cSne^ Ghtdi Meehan, former Syraciise quarter
back and coach. He was hired because he knew now to;
build winning football teams. More than that, OhiCK
knew how to build confidence. He was a master show
man a good teacher and a substantial citizen. He set
to work at once. Psychology was one of his fortes, and
he used it to fuse new life and new l)lood into the
student body. " ,, ,,

He ordered bright, new uniforms for the lootoau
squad, uniforms of violet hue with gay white epauIetS|
They gave the boys something to live up to. He organ^
ized a huge band, rich with the glare and blare
brass. He bought a powerful cannon to sound the com'?^
mencement of every game and signal the good news;
of a touchdown. '

Then he set to work. He fashioned a strong line an^
a hard running backfield. He convinced the boys they
were no different from other boys who were winning
games. He taught them the fundamentals of successful
play and iitibued into them the conviction that they
could go out and win just as readily as they used to go
out and lose. ;

• : Tiie results were almost incredible. Where in the past
- bhly a handful of students would attend a game and

cheer shyly and almost unwillingly for their team,
^thousands now poured into the stands every Saturday
to tdke pjft-t in the contest. In a fe':^'mGnths, the citj
was strewn vs^th .cars boldly porting N. Y. rtJi, peapaiits



Belolo: Head Coach Lou
Little coaching Colum
bia's linesmen during a
session with the line

machine

fthe students found a new pride in being part of an
[institution that could hold its own on the football field.
! A coach's value and importance do not depend entirely,
as many believe, on his ability to teach winning: football.
Jf they did, men like Alonzo Stagg, who taught the
game at the University of Chicago for forty years; Bob
Zuppke, who has long guided the moleskin doings at

Jllinois, and the late Dan McGugin, who gave the best
years of his life to Vanderbilt, would not have remained
where they were so long.

These men, like others, had their ups and down, de-
;pending, of course, on the material they had to work
;with. But always, down through the years, in victory
;or defeat, their value to the institutions they repre-
i^nted was so evident and the influence on the young
:men whom they coached, so evident, that they, were
•Reld in high esteem.

•McGUGIN was to Vanderbilt what Knute Rockne
fwas to Notre Dame. About twelve years ago, "Old
(Dan," as he was known to his friends, had a very bad
^season. Material was at a low ebb, and the Commodores
•Irom Nashville were booted around merrily by most of
'their adversaries. A group of scatter-brained student^
started to howl for Dan's scalp. They organized a com^
mittee and formally demanded that McGugin -re^n
Jrom the job of head coach. h? j * 4*
* Armed with a carefully worded resolu|idfi, they ap
proached the president of Vanderbilt. ^Hfs answer was
•cryptic and to the point. "Gentlemeh;" he said, "as
irepresentatives of the student body you have every
right to make yoyr deniand. I must, however, remind

oyou of one thiiil-s If, you insist on the removal of
'McGugin as he^ coacK I will have to exercise the pre-f')gat1ve which is given me in the charter, namely, close

anderbilt "L^iversity indefinitely." The students de
parted quietly and swiftly. McGugin's job was safe.

*

/imos Alonzo Stagg, grand old man of the Chicago
Midicay, rtoic 74 years old, started his 47th foot
ball coaching season as his College of the Pacific
Bengals lost to the University of Calif. 14 to 0.
He is shoicn on the bench with Silva, right guard
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• Three seasons ago, Columbia had a successful foot
ball team. It was not a world beater by any means.
Princeton tamed it at Palmer Stadium by several
touchdowns. Physically it was a small unit, with a light,
undersized line, and a small, fast backfield. It was a
colorful team, however, and Stanford, pride of the West
Coast, eager to play a good drawing card, invited
Columbia to go to the Rose Bowl.

The Ea^' was inclined to take the invitation as a
joke at first. So, too, did Columbia. The very idea of
Columbia'a' little team holding its own with the big,
bronzed giants of Palo Alto was almost absurd. To go
through with the formalities, Columbia's Athletic
Board called a meeting. The idea was to dispense with
the ques|:ion as quiclcly as possible so that Stanford
could be, given a formal refusal.

When'the Chairman put the question, someone threw
a monkey wrench into the plans by casually suggesting
that they ask Lou Little, coach of the team, how he felt
about it. Lou was sitting at the far end of the table,
and everyone expected him to reply in the negative.
Af^r all, there was no use putting his head on the
guillotine. "What do you say, Lou?" asked the Chair
man. "Do you think we should accept?"

"Why not?" came back the big Lion coach, in a voice
so full of confidence that one might have thought Stan
ford a pushover. "I'd like to play them."

Somewhat bewildered at such foolhardiness, the Board
hesitatingly gave its approval. One would have thought
they were signing their own death warrants. For years,
before the advent of Little at Columbia, it was a com
mon opinion on the campus that the Lions could never
have a first-class football team. Hadn't the renowned
Percy Haughton of Harvard memory failed? Hadn't
Charley Crowley, steeped in Notre Dame football, missed
out? Wasn't it an established fact that the many dis
tractions of metropolitan life, coupled with the strict
academic requirements of Columbia, made good football



almost an impossibility at Morninprside Heights?
Little, fashioned of sterner stuff, and possessed of

great confidence, paid no attention to such talk. He
knew that given a group of average young men he could
build a team that would hold its own with any in the
land. For several seasons he had labored to construct
the eleven which had won this invitation to the Rose
Bowl, and better than any other man, he knew its po
tentialities. He knew the strength and weakness of
every man on his team and every substitute as well,
and he was willing to put it to the test.

The story of how the little, outweighed, outmanned
Columbia eleven whipped Stanford is old now. But
those who know the facts will tell you that that game
was won by Little—by the power of his personality
and the sheer unconquerable c9nfidence he instilled into
his charges. Lou believed in his" players—believed in
them while all the world was getting ready to laugh
at the licking they would get. They could not and
would not fail him.

They didn't. That little, pint-sized Columbia forward
wall ripped into the Palo Alto giants like a mess of
wildcats. They bowled the big Pacific Coast boys back
on their heels with the fury of their low, head-on
charges, and then crossed them up with the famous
KF 79. It was not the play that did the trick. It was
the spirit, the approach, the knowledge that their own
coach believed in them.

The success of Columbia as a football unit in recent
years has been due almost entirely to the character,
ability and personality of its coach. The material
Little works with is not up to the standard, at least
physically and numerically, of that at other institutions.
But Little's methods, perseverance and talent make
up for that.

A great player afc Pennsylvania in his day, the Co
lumbia coach fairly breathes football. He has made it
his life's work to teach it intelligently and successfully.
He goes about the task of developing a team with the
thoroughness - of an engineer designing a battleship.
Not a gadget is overlooked. Not a detail is neglected.
Every candidate is made an intrinsic part of the enter
prise. A powerful esprit de corps is unconsciously de
veloped which eventually embraces not only the team
itself, but the entire student body.

Watch him at work any Fall afternoon at Baker
Field, and you get the secret at once. The old adage,
"Practice makes perfect," is his standby. Once, twice,
,even twenty or thirty times, a player, a backfield or the
team will rehearse the simplest assignment. It doesn't
matter. Simple or complicated, individual or collective,
iit will be repeated until it becomes second nature to
•the players. Every angle of the manoeuvre will be
worked out until the play functions smoothly and ef
fectively.

The result is high-class football—a winning team.
More than that, the whole college becomes suffuse^d with
a spirit of wholesome kinship. The students feel that
they are being properly represented on the field of play.
Instead of an eleven that is being whipped and routed.
;arid being held up as the gridiron door mat, they have
a unit of power.,^nd perfection, poise and ability that is
turning in one victory after another.

Indirectly, the studejut body benefits immensely from
a strong l^m. It need not be a winning team only.
So- long as it is a good team, a team that fights to the
last moment of play, that shows it has an intelligent
grasp of this complicated and strategic pastime of the
Autumn, that reflects truly the real spirit of the college
proper, the students are satisfied. It is one of the ad
mirable features of football that near victory is almost
as gratifying as victory itself. It is the manner in
which a team plays that counts. And the way a team
plays invariably is nothing more than a reflection of
the way it is coached.

The power and influence a coach wields over a team
is amazing. Stagg, the Grand Old Man of the game,
who served Chicago University for four decades, and is
now coaching the College of the Pacific, rendered ath
letics an invaluable good. He will' long be remembered
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for his stirring "fight talks". Into
them he injected all the courage, the
aggressiveness, the formidable re
straint and the crusading spirit that
were wrapped up in his own sound
heart and. mind.

He could take a mediocre forward
wall and whip it into a seething
barrier of impregnable strength. He
could transform a clumsy^ fumbling
backfield into a veritable tornado of
destruction. He could take a slug
gish team and by imbuing into it the
force of his own personality, fashion
it suddenly into an eleven of inspi-
ratioi)—relentless, unbeatable. Just,
the compelling tone of his voice,
against the background of his heroic
face, echoing in driving crescendo
the prosaic monosyllable, "Fight!",
was enough to send a team on the^
field ready to go so nothing could
stop it.

A few months ago I ran across ai
big cattle owner from the Far West,
who once played for Stagg. He told
me that in 1925 he ran into financial!
difficulties. He \vaa almost despon-j
dent over the fact that he could not'
meet the mortgage on his one hun-;
dred thousand acre ranch. It looked]
as though the work of a lifetimel
would go under the cruel hammer
the auctioneer. "M

Stagg, on a trip through the We^
at the time, happened to be hia
guest. They were sitting at the fir^
side one evening talking over oml
times. Conversation began to lag andi
the rancher's thoughts turned to the!
impending loss. Suddenly as
looked at Stagg's impressive facg,]
silhouetted against the - flames, he
saw a vision of., his playing days.
Stagg was-€t5ncling there before the
team in the field house, urging them
on to greater effort. Back across the
long span of years came the pene
trating war cry of the Grand Old
Man—Fight! . . . Fight! . . . Fight!_

He sprung from his chair andi
fairly shouted with his new-found
inspiration. He couldn't be licked
then; he wouldn't be licked now.
Somehow, somewhere, he would find
a way. His life's work would not be
in vain. He was a new man. Stagg's
message, forgotten for years, still
carried the same, inspirational
power.

There is no overestimating the im
portance of the man who directs the
destinies of -teams. The late Knute
Rockne was a master at keeping his
team at an emotional pitch over a
period of three months. Week after
week, his team ran into the strong
est opposition available. There was
not a" letdown, no chance for a brief
respite. {Continued on page 37)

Al top left: Dan McGugin, of
Vanderbilt, with his son, Leou'
ard. At bottom, left: Cnptain
Elwood Kalbaugh, of Princeton's
1934 eleven, loith Coach Fritz
Crisler. At top, right: Tad Jones
watches some of the boys at
practice. Center, the late Knute
Rockne giving his boys the low-
dotvn. At bottom, right: Chick
Meehan and Bob Zuppke show
a bunch of kids how it is done



SHE stirred on the turkey feather
mattress and sat up, letting
the warm September sunrise fall

over her face and bare arms, making
a pink V on her throat. Through the
open door of the cabin she could hear
her father's loud "G'long" as he drove
their cow in from the woods to the
milking shed. Her brothers were al
ready down at the salt well setting
up the drill. They would all be clam
oring for breakfast soon, and besides,
it was a husking day. She should
have been up before dawn.

Sudna's feet on the rough puncheon
floor found the deer hide moccasins,
and she slipped an old linsey-woolsey
gown over the cotton night shirt. She
went briskly out the front door, be
gan running down hill to the river.
As a child she used to race Jeff and
Randy along this slope that led to the
ford. With her long, smooth-muscled
legs under short skirts she could beat
them, for she was a year older than
the twins.

John McCorken had chosen the
location on Wild Turkey Creek be
cause it was the only shallows for ten
miles in either direction. Upstream
and down, the river rushed between
steep, rocky banks and churned over
a jagged, impassable bottom. The de
pression of 1837 had driven many
young men west from the genteel
confusion of the coastal cities. Great
droves of boys from Richmond, Nor
folk and Baltimore had taken their
girls and gone all the way to Texas
to join Sam Houston. But something
in John McCorken made him hate to
leave Virginia, and Susan felt the
same way. They had money between
them to buy land in Harrison County,
and to build and equip a comfortable
homestead. It was wild and free
enough out here to suit any pioneer.
You could shoot deer, bear and fowl
from the front door, John McCorken
judged that with railroads pushing
west from Washington through
Harper's Ferry, this country would
soon be clothing and feeding the eas
tern populations. He thought he had
been clever to take a thousand acres
by Shining Ledge Falls, for there
would be traffic through the ford
when highways came. He could not
have guessed that the Baltimore and
Ohio Railroad would build a bridge
and trestle at Roaring Gap thirty
miles down stream, thus recharting
the natural line of travel. For a while
John cheerfully cussed his luck, but
suddenly he ceased to care. Susan
died when she had the twin boys. The
girl who arrived first had been called
after her mother, but John changed
the s into a d and reversed the last
two letters of the name as it had been
written in the family Bible. He had
a parson come and re-christen the
child Sudna—which meant nothing.
He was glad of having done so. The
daughter was not pretty and petite
like the rather frail mother. True,
she had Susan's clear, white skin and
bright, canary-wing hair, but Sudna
grew up to be big as a man.

In the white, tent-like clump of
service trees beside the creek, she

\ \ \v

Sudnn allotted ticice as much
time as he could need before
emerging from her sultniarine

grot

Mermaid in

the Mountains
by Holmes Alexander

Illustrated by W. Emerton Heitland

kicked off the moccasins and drew
the two garments over her head.
Sudna always felt smaller without
her clothes, and she was a little
ashamed of liking her own nakedness.
Unmarried girls were supposed _to
wear a loose dress in bathing, pulling
it up as the water rose to cover the
lower limbs, squatting armpit-deep
with the clothing firmly clutched on
the shoulder. But Sudna took a secre
tive joy to feel the sun and air upon
her body. It was a lover's touch, the

only one she ever hoped to know.
Not that she lacked suitors. Sudna

knew what it was to have men stare,
and rip out oaths of admiration. The
mountaineers judged a woman's con
formation as they did a mare's,
purely for purposes of utility. They
wanted big "young uns" and lots of
them. Indeed, if John McCorken had
not brought his fine library over the
hills and taught his daughter to read,
she might have accepted one of the
matter-of-fact proposals and reared
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her foals like other mountain women.
But in those treasured volumes she
found words to identify that aching
hunger which sometimes made her
go to bed and weep. If only just once,
some man would forget her biological
possibilities and call her pretty, dear
God, she'd bear him twenty children
and be glad.

She stood on the bank and watched
the water flinging itself over Shining
Ledge Falls. "Foam of perilous seas
in faery lands forlorn." The current,
driven from behind by countless
mountain brooks, leaped high and
wide as it struck the natural dam.
Years ago Sudna had discovered that
by diving under the Falls you could
come up in an open space against the
lower wall of the Ledge. It was as she
supposed a palace might be. The air
was jeweled with flying spray. There
were great, wet rocks which glistened
like thrones. The cascade of falling
water was a tapestry showing more
colors in the sunlight than an autumn
forest.

Sudna never told her brothers
about the place. She used to dive
through the foamy spots and come
up into this room which was her very
own. And there she would sit, watch
ing and day-dreaming until numb
with cold and deaf from the roar of
the Falls.

Lately she had been there less
often. When the boys struck rock oil
in their salt well, they had to drain
the waste material into the river. It

was unpleasant stuff to dive through,
left you its smell and taste for a
week. Today the current was running
clean, but there were slimy little
ridges of scum along the banks. Sud
na stepped over these and waded in.
Here in the shallows were quiet pools
where she could look down and see
herself reflected. Except, perhaps,
for being too much of it, she thought,
there was nothing wrong with her
body. An artist or sculptor might
have called her beautiful, only there
were no such queer ducks in Harri
son County. She knew girls accounted
handsome whose hips were not so
round and boneless, nor breasts so
high and firm. Bigness did not mat
ter if you had the grace to carry it
and the aristocratic features to set
it off. She wasn't, believed Sudna,
man-like in her proportions. She was
statuesque.

Sudna had pushed off into deep
water and was swimming quietly,
hand over hand, toward the Falls.
She remembered the legend of how
the goddess, Diana, while bathing,
was spied upon in the woods. And
although it was unspeakably sinful
to have such thoughts, Sudna some
times pretended that the forest on
the opposite bank had eyes—yes,
masculine eyes. Those white and yel
low dogwoods—they were courtiers,
gaily-clad, peeping rascals, right out
of Lady Millimant's drawing room.
And the poplars, they of the long
golden tassels, might be some of Sir



Walter's highlanders in bonnet and
plaid. But the chestnuts—tall, brown,
solid—were more nearly her mates.
They were those giant thanes in Mac
beth, clanking over the heaths in
heavy armor, swinging swords as
long as a wagon tongue.

Sudna looked again toward the op
posite bank, and fear seized her like
a claw upon the heart. A horse was
coming slowly along the trail that led
into the ford. The rider was still
hidden among the trees, but those
were certainly a man's boot toes in
the stirrups. Her brave imaginings
quailed at the thought of a real crea
ture in breeches. Had he the brow
of Adonis plus the soul of Romeo, she
would scream like a stuck pig if he
saw her. Already her instinct of vir
ginity had measured the distance to
the spot where her clothes lay. Too
far! The man's head was dropping
into view as he neared the ford.

Sudna dived. Strong, frantic
strokes pulled her forward and down.
She was still some distance from the
Falls and swimming under the sur
face was something she had never
much liked. But now it was swim or
sink. To come up for air would plant
her right under the nose of the or
nery traveler. She groped panickily
in the direction of the Ledge. What
a blessing to feel that rough weight
of tumbling water on the small of her
back! The swirl of the dam caught
at her hair and broke the knots which
held it. Sudna went deeper to avoid
being pounded to death among the
rocks. Kicking hard, her lungs
throbbing with pain, she knew a
dreadful instant of fear that the surf
would catch her and kill her before
she could come up—drowned, like the
fair Ophelia, just outside the palace
doors. But then the pressure lifted
from her back, and she climbed up
ward through still waters.

The cavern was bright with filtered
sunshine. She had to blink several
moments before her eyes became ac
customed to the eerie glare. She sat
on a shining wet rock, using bent
fingers to comb the hair out of her
face. Breathing hard from excite
ment and sudden effort, she felt her
breast rising and falling in quick,
soundless pants. She leaned back
against the Ledge to rest, hair falling
like a cloak upon the shoulders.

When she could see clearly, she
began to take in her surroundings.
The curtain of water was thinner
where she had dived through than
it was farther up the Ledge. It
seemed to let in more light, though it
was quite impossible to see through.
If the man were crossing the ford
now, he must be no more than thirty
yards away. Sudna felt a hot spasm
of shame at the thought. What if
the water should suddenly cease to
flow? Oh, she must turn and hide
among the boulders! But then it
.struck her that such a natural in
consistency would not be her fault.
If rivers forgot to flow, who could
blame a girl for neglecting to keep

herself covered? How like an inno
cent mermaid she would look, sitting
here on the rock! It was a pungent
notion! Sudna closed her eyes and
sat as she imagined a mermaid would
sit down under the sea. She raised
the lids again. The waters were still
falling.

Sudna laughed aloud. She could not
hear her voice, but there came an
echo, elfin and haunting.

Probably the man would stop to
water his horse. Sudna allowed twice
as much time as he could possibly
need before emerging from her sub
marine grot. As she ran up the hill,
her hair flying, she saw John Mc-
Corken, wooden milk pail in each
hand, talking with a stranger. Tra
velers always stopped for a chat,
especially since the war had started.
Scouts of the Union and Confederate
armies were constantly poking
through the hills, spying on each
other, though there had been no actu
al fighting closer than Phillippi. If
the man were in uniform, his pres
ence would not have surprised her,
but it was difficult to identify him
from his garb. The hunting shirt,
belted at the waist, with a cape on
the collar, suggested his being a
trapper. But trappers wore mocca
sins, whereas this man was booted to
the knee. They carried rifles, not
pepperbox revolvers. They covered
their heads with squirrel skin caps,
not wide-brimmed slouch hats. She
looked more carefully at the head
piece. He wore it with a rnilitary air,
but there was no insignia—neither
U. S. A. nor C. S. A.—on the crown
or brim.

S HE dodged into the back door and
commenced frenzied preparations for
breakfast. The kitchen, better
equipped than others in the vicinity,
had a cast iron stove, lugged over the
mountains on pack saddles. She
shook up the fire and set on a kettle
of water. The McCorkens drank tea
brewed from the root of ginseng. She
made a flying trip to the meathouse.
If the stranger stayed for breakfast,
she must add cold venison to the
eggs and corn pone of the menu.

" 'Lo, Sis."
Randy, lean and blue eyed, came

slouching through the inner door and
dipped himself a drink at the water
barrel. His flannel shirt, made from
the wool of their own sheep, was
splotched with oil, though she had
washed it only yesterday. He drank
with a wrinkling of his long throat
and poured the rest of the water over
his hands.

"We're hittin' ile ag'in," he told
her. "Reckon you best keep outa the
o'ick fer a spell. We gotta bleed it
off."

She nodded as her hands flew
among the pots and pans. Randy and
Jeff had all but given up farming
for the business of dipping brine out
of the well and boiling it down to
salt. Striking oil was a necessary
evil of the work. The foul stuff could
be sopped up in rags and sold in the
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towns for medicine and lamp fuel, but
the process was too slow to be prof
itable. Both armies were buying
salt at top prices.

"Who's the stranger, Randy?"
"Says he come to buy salt, but I

dunno. How'd he git hyar is what
I'd admire to be tole."

"Why, on his horse, of course."
"Whar's iny hoss? Ef he's buyin'

salt, how's he gonna tote it away?
He come up with his boots soppin' so
I reckon he hiked it acrost the crick.
Did you see him down yonder. Sis?"

"No."
She was aware that Randy took

the word as an evasion rather than
an answer. In the mountains it was
bad form to ask for information not
volunteered. One who did so ex
pected a rebuff. Still, Sudna won
dered if she ought not tell all she
knew. Evidently the stranger had
tied his mount in the woods across
the ford. Strange goings-on since the
war began. Most of the hillfolk
scarcely understood the quarrel be
tween Yank and Johnny Reb. Few
had had occasion to take any sides,
though John McCorken had ridden
down to Clarksburg to vote against
Lincoln last year. Since then news
had filtered through that Harrison
County belonged to a new State called
West Virginia, but it made no dif
ference to the hill people. Jeff Mc
Corken came in. He was like his
brother except for the brown beard.

"Eatin's yit?" he asked.
"All right," said Sudna. "You call

pa."

John McCORKEN still had some of
his Richmond manners after twenty-
five years in the border land. In
broadcloth he would have been a dis
tinguished looking gentleman of fifty
with ruddy face, hard blue eyes and
chin whiskers. He stood aside to let
his guest precede him into the kitch
en as if it were the finest diningroom
in the Old Dominion. He made a
gesture toward the stove.

"Daughter, this is Mr. Peyton. Mr.
Peyton, my daughter, sir."

Young Mr. Peyton showed no sur
prise at the formality. He clicked
his heels and bent stiffly at the waist
fixing her as he did with a black, all-
seeing eye that made her wince. She
was abruptly conscious of presenting
a most slovenly appearance, hair
hanging loose, cotton nightshirt
showing its hem below the shapeless
gown. None of this would have mat
tered in the presence of a mountain
neighbor, but one could see at a
glance that Mr. Peyton was not long
separated from civilization. His hair,
black as midnight, was barbered, not
merely sheared. His clothes all had
a store-made quality. Moreover he
had shaved with a razor instead of

(Conti-nned on page 41)

He lowered his head as if to
charge but something detained
him. In Captain Peyton's free
hand suddenly appeared a large

!\avy revolver
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The little clipper biig, Dallia, rocked gently against
the jetty beyond Calcutta Road in the last light of
a day in 1821. From the dockhead two men

watched her final securing for sea. One of them was
the Parsee merchant-prince, Raddaboy Towamjee, Ox
ford educated, but Zoroastrian to the heart;'a huge
man who filled his gaudy sedan chair to bursting. The
other, standing beside him, young even in those days
of youthful shipmasters, was also the designer of the
Dallia, the first clipper lined ship the Hooghli had ever
seen. He was a man with a fixed idea, and they called
him Red Tom Blaine.

From the strangely narrow deck came old familiar
sounds: the carpenter's maul ramming battens home,
the mate's deep voice crying a quiet order in the gloom,
the caulker's hammer with its characteristic woodpecker
beat tightening the hatch against the expected green
torrents of the Bengal Gulf and the China Sea. The
Dallia was preparing to sail for China against the full
strength of the northeast monsoon—an unheard of,
an impossible thing!

The elegant Parsee's sedan chair groaned as he
stirred ponderously. "Once before, Captain Blaine," he
murmured in his heavy voice, "once before you did a
foolish thing. But that time when you brought me a
hold full of wild pepper from the Karimun Jawa Islands,
we made a Jac of rupees there. Eh? So? What?"

Tom Blaine did not stir. "I am not looking for lacs
of rupees, Raddaboy. or for chests of Sycee silver."

"No." The Parsee's heavy eyelids fluttered. He al
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most chuckled. "You arp cfni ,, . . Viang
Tao, the pilong raider of thp Ch- f And
he was not in the Java Sea"No, Raddaboy. He wasn't fh.L

Distantly a Hnidu wailed a r,v • + the com
ing night. The bra.s gongs toZT' river
caught throbbing echoes of it u captive,
sonorous above muddy water ^^all-sicled
Indiaman came hurriedirridint The tide,
up from Sanheads with signals flyw ^njher gunports
pwnmg wide ; tall canvas taut, he "courses shuddering'
in the lee of the point. You ckuU u ^^prl scram
bling for the pin rails at an ordp^ r aT ?ft And
her hand horn bawled for pa^sa^e seething
river craft. Aclap of thundef ^hPi rumb-
ling to stillness On the Dallia brig a Lascai- came along
and hung two lamps at the laddPvLti'

A strange quality came into Raddabov Towamjee's
black and gleaming eyes. "When you first came to see
me some years ago with a wild nouL about the pearl



shell business of the Persian Gulf, you were little more
than a boy, fresh from a Yankee privateer. And you
had the burning eye. I gave you a schooner because
of it, and I wasn't wrong. You have brought much
riches to my family, and your word, Captain Blaine, is
worth more to me than another man's bond. Along the
waterfronts of Calcutt', Bombay, Madras, there isn't a
sea cunny who doesn't know how Red Tom Blaine can
sail. Many of them curse your foolish daring. Yet all
of them pull off their stiff tarred hats when Captain
Blaine walks beyond the quays. Still, to me, when you
stand there glowering from under your brows, the wild
boy pops out again. You have still the burning eye.
We are friends. So I do not regret the many rupees I
loan you to build this foolish ship. Because my faith is
not in her. It is in you. Eh? So? What?"

Tom Blaine smiled faintly. Yellow beams of the
Dallia's lanterns caught his face. Raddaboy Towam-
jee was right. He had the burning eye.. And when he
smiled that way, with a wistful sternness at something
not forgotten, it brought youth back to his lean brown
cheek, and the tough strength of a seaman in the early
twenties. A surge of the river made a sudden gurgling
and sucking noise through the jetty posts beneath his
feet. He waited till it passed.

"Ylang Tao," he said in a flat hard tone, "sails a war
junk with red and yellow mats."

"So I have heard."
"And he flies in action a blue St. George's cross on a

pennant field of white."
"I have heard that, too. Even John Company ship

will run from it on sight. Where did he get such a no
tion for a Chinese pilong flag?"

"From the British, Raddaboy. And their charm
seems to woi*k as well for a China pirate junk as for
an English opium ship. 1 have wondered sometimes
where the difference lay." Blaine hesitated. His fist
clenched. "I want Ylang Tao's cross of St. George
nailed to the truck of my main!"

The Parsee's eyelids fluttered again. "Eh?" he mur
mured. "So?"

"For the next months he will be in China seas. Be
cause the northeast monsoon is at its height, and no
ship from the Bengal Gulf has yet gone through
against its strength to worry him."

"And so that is the meaning of this odd looking, nar
row waisted ship. You have put your fortune in her
and borrowed from me besides, so that you may chase

'I -€

Ylang Tao from the South Natunas to the Pratas
Reef?"

"Aye. And because the Dallia and I, we will show
you and all the country wallas how to blast a way
through the monsoon's wall of stone!"

"Many men have tried the eastern passage against
the northeast winds. They have all come beaten back
with exhausted, mutinous crews; with split sails and
broken spars. Like crippled birds. They—"

"Ha!" Tom Blaine's eyes glowed. "Because your
country wallas and your blasted Indiamen can't sail on
a wind. The Dallia can. I know! I built her just for
that. Close hauled she will lay on it stiff as a lady's
hoop, Raddaboy, tight on a tack in a reefed tops'l breeze
and clip her eight knots off. Eight knots, I tell you!
with the weather in her teeth. Let them laugh at her
and at Tom Blaine. They think I've built a toy. Narrow
as a sardine, they say, with spars dragging the clouds.
They ain't used to it. Forgot already what Baltimore
ships did in 1812!"

The head of the Towamjee Family looked up from
under his drooping lids. What Tom Blaine said was
true enough. For five months of the year the strength
of the northeast monsoon in the China Sea lay like an
impregnable barrier reef in the way of trade from the
Malabar coast to Kwangchowfu, that place the Portu
guese were calling Canton. No one had conquered that
inexorable wind, though many had tried. Not even
those massive, gun-tiered John Company ships who did
as they pleased wherever they went in the shadow of
England's Jack. They were anxious enough. Lord
knows. They were talking now at the New Howrah
Docks in Kidderpore of building a paddle-wheel tug
with a copper boiler to tow an opium barque against
the wind to get an off season lading into Whampoa
Roads, because it would mean a fortune that time of
year. The Chinese laughed at that "outside walkee"
ship. Even Raddaboy Towamjee knew it for a fantastic
idea. And here was Red Tom Blaine with a lean and
lofty brig called Dallia such as no one had ever seen be
fore on the Hooghli shores, swearing he could sail her
in the teeth of the wind through Malakka Strait and
up past the Pearl River shoals! The Parsee looked at
him again.

"And because Ylang Tao burns like a heated iron in
your brain, you carry a lading of black smoke for the
first time in your life?"

"And for the last, Raddaboy."
"Yes; I know. By your lights

opium is worse than the slave ship
trade. Why do you do it now?"

The young shipmaster's lips went
taut. "I carry the smoke this once,
Raddaboy, for two reasons," he said
quietly. "An India ship in China
waters will mean one thing to Ylang
Tao, and one thing alone. Black
rnud! Opium. If we come in his
sight, he will not let me pass with
such a prize cargo. It is good
bait. Secondly, because I can re
pay you in no other way. There
is no other lading will make any
eastern profit this time of year.
You've bought that prime Malwa the
Dallia has in her hold in the black
smoke mart for less than four hun-
dred rupees the chest at this season
of the year. I have six hundred
piculs of it, and I will lay it down
for you in Whampoa Roads seven
months ahead of the first country

' ship. I promise you. Seven months!
It will fetch you better than a thou-

mm. sand dollars there: two hundred

A huge yellow man came erect
from that dark form . . . tvith his
crooked stvord-blade in one
hand and something small that

glittered in the other.



pounds the case. Opium is scarce in China when the
northeast monsoon howls. You are my friend, Radda-
boy," he finished simply. "On my word alone you
have loaned me many rupees to build a ship in which
you have little faith. I promise you you shall not
lose by it."

"You must want this Ylang Tao very much. Eh?
So? What?"

"Very!"
The Parsee looked sharply at him. "Captain Blaine,

Sahib," he whispered after a moment of silence, "I will
ask no further questions. May the luck be yours."

He clapped his hands. Coolie chair bearers sprang
instantly out of darkness. Tom Blaine watched the crim
son and blue canopy of the sedan sway into blackness.
A murmur of Eastern tongues drifted to him, and the
confused babble of the river where the lights danced
like fireflies. The little brig heeled gently down and
came erect. He didn't notice it. He was
thinking of Ylang Tao and a Macao dawn
not many years ago. Raddaboy Towamjee
didn't know about that. He couldn't be
expected to; Red Tom Blaine never spoke

He was a youngster then, with two
years of the sea already in his throat that
wild daybreak when Ylang's savage raid-
ers swooped up the Praya Grande, looting
and murdering in that grim Macao raid. W '
He remembered the leaping flames crack-
ling high toward a dimly paling sky; the •: -
shrieks of wounded and the wild crying of ^ :
the yellow pirate men. He lost his ship- : v
mates somehow, and found himself racing J
alone along a cobbled road with his naked R t. «
dirk in his hand. There was a huddled l>'- »
shape far in front of him beneath gleam- m
ing stone balconies. And as he rushed
toward it a huge yellow man came erect
from that dark form. The Chinese roared
laughter out of a gaping mouth, with his
crooked sword-blade in one hand and
something small that glittered delicately
in the other. And he turned and ran oiT,
leaving behind the cold echo of that laugh-
ter and a black heap on the cobbled street.

Tom Blaine stopped, looking down at
what the Chinese had left. The man was
dead, a man with a fine aristocratic head
and a clipped grey beard. Cold rage
burned in the youngster's eyes at what he
saw, the icy, terrible rage of youth. And
then a girl came rushing out of that house
and fell to her knees, sobbing. She looked
up at last and saw him standing there, a
boy with a dirk in his fist, looking somber-
ly down on her. Her face was pale, and
she was very young. Tom Blaine remem-
bered that; there was something in her
eyes not easy to forget.

"They have killed him!" she moaned.
"He had not even a sword. He wanted
only to keep them away from me. And '
Ylang Tao murdered him. Laughing, he
murdered him and took from his throat
my chain with the little cross of St.
George. I loved it so. And 1 loved him,
too. He is my father. He harmed no one.
He . .

She was so small, so dainty, so helpless
and so full of grief. Tom Blaine touched
her shoulder. "It was Ylang Tao him- HP^HI
self?" he asked.

"Yes," she sobbed. "Yes."
"He will die for it," Tom Blaine said at B-U-i'

once. You can say such things at that age.

*'V(m aro nn insolent fellotc.
What do YOU tcish before I have

you throtvn out?^'

And mean them, too! "And I'll bring you back your
cross of St. George. I promise."

She sprang to her feet. They faced each other for
a moment in all that brutal din, in the lurid light of
the burning city of Macao; a girl barely fifteen, and a
youngster with red down on his cheek. ... A bos'un's
whistle started shrilling far in the distance.

"I promise," Tom Blaine said again. "You must wait!"
"I promise," she breathed simply.
"And your name?"
"Madeline. Madeline Bowers."
"I am Tom Blaine ... Go inside, Madeline. Go in

side."
He turned away, running quickly in answer to that

whistle skirling shrilly in the dawn. He looked back
only once, and he saw that she was watching him,
slimly erect, with wide eyes and a radiant face.

That was what Raddaboy Towamjee didn't know, that



night when he left the Dallia and her master to the
noisy suck of the river's flood. But Red Tom Blaine
remembered. Some men are that way; Tom Blaine
was one of them.

It was just before dawn when the Dallia dropped into
the stream to take the morning ebb. Those few who saw
her stopped to look again. She was well worth looking
at. Seen in that pearly light, she seemed a yachtsman's
dream, hulled as lean and narrow as a snake, with no
encumbering galleries. Built for speed, with a cut
water like a knife's edge and a sheer like a young
girl's waist. And above that slim black hull two masts
raking severelj' aft with spars unfolding canvas to the
sky. Forerunner, the Dallia, of those later true clippers
that were soon to stagger the imagination of men as
they raced for China tea and silk, Australian grain, and
California gold.

Opium, strangely enough, is what did it: black mud

for the Canton smuggling market where the price was
soaring heavenward. Out of that mud of misery fabu
lous fortunes were dug. And yet in its black smoke
was born—by that ancient law of irony—the most
beautiful thing ever fashioned by the mind and the
hand of man. The first true clipper ship. In that
black mud is twined the roots of modern merchant
lords, of proud shipping lines who would not care to
have it known where lay their birth and on what sub
stance was nurtured their early days. That same
black smoke twines in ghostly swirls across the house
flags of today, across the bright pennants of stately
twin screw liners who do not know or care what once
the season of the northeast monsoon meant.

But Red Tom Blaine, that early dawn on his ship, had
another thing in his brain as the Dallia brig made her
way to the Bengal Gulf. She passed the country wallas
on her way downstream.. They lay marooned along the
foreshores, useless for the Canton trade until the mon
soon changed. Small wonder! Built like square crates,
of Malabar teak throughout, with ponderous galleries,
it took half a gale abaft the beam to give them steerage-
way. On those high, ungainly poops the shipkeepers had
heard what Red Tom Blaine was about. And they lined
the rails, roaring laughter as that slim hull swept past.

That afternoon Tom Blaine picked up the Caspar
buoy; by nightfall, pilot-free, felt the first lowing of
the deep water wind. He stood peering aloft while two
Manila men, black specks on the royal" yard, cast the
gaskets loose and scrambled down, a little frightened
by that dizzy, rocking height.

"Sheet home," someone cried presently, "sheet home
to the fore royal, sir!" And a moment later, "Sheet
home to the main!"

Tom Blaine grinned. The Dallia, heeling down, jock
eyed for a moment in the lumping seas. Then she found
her pace. The first shot of spray leaped over her rail
and swept across to leeward. Outside she passed the
Royal George, proudest ship of the East India fleet,
wallowing off the heads for a slant like a tubful of
lathering suds. A red faced baronet, taking the air on
his stern gallery there, saw that leaning thing rush
past, and caught the gleam of sleek long-toms—twelve
pounders—in their lashings on the quarter deck. He
scowled at that, wondering what in blazes that ship
was up to, heading for China waters that time of
year. And in the waist of the Dallia a bos'un's
mate wondered, too, nudging a leather-faced gun layer
who stood at his side swaying to find the strange ves
sel's gait.

"What's he up to. Red Tom, this time?"
The gunner shifted his cud, spat leisurely overside,

and watched the brown blob dash by. He whistled
softly. Going some! he thought. "Red Tom?" he
growled then. "Same thing. Wants that Chinee thev
call Ylang Tao."

"Why can't he let him be?"
"That ain't no business of mine. I come aboard this

gal in Calcutt' 'cause she looks right spry. An' when I
ask Red Tom how it is for a berth, he wants to know
can I lay a gun." The leather-faced fellow snorted in
dignantly. "Can I lay a gun, he wants to know. Me,
who was quarter gunner for a year an' two month in
the Yankee ConHtitution! So he lets out that roar o' his
that I'm the man he wants. An' here I am . . . But
you take a tip, m'son, once we haul clear o' Malakka
Strait, keep your eye peeled good aloft for a junk with
red an' yellow mats. She'll mean extra play for your
drink in Old China Street. . . . Sa-ayf. Look at this
daisy kick along!"

No one thought she could do it. But fifteen days
later the Dallia stood north of Singapore, weaving her
needle bowsprit .against the northeast wind. Tack by
long tack, starboard and port, tight on the monsoon gale
she stretched it out to gain a little northing day Ijy
day. Red Tom Blaine drove her like a maniac, but it
was plain he knew what she would do. A grey headed
master's mate gave up his anxious worrying at the sight
of spars bending like whips, at the screaming drum of
wind and sea, at sheets of spray bursting high as the
topsail yards. He got used {Contiimed on -page 45)



Above: Garho appears as the Countess Jf'alezvska and
Charles Bayer as Napoleon in M-G-M's latest presenta
tion of the great Swedish tragedienne in "Conquest". Miss
Garho turns in a magnificent portrayal, ichilc Mr. Boyer
bravely sacrifices good looks for accuracy in depicting the
Emperor. As usual. Miss Garho Gives All For Love,
and gives it with her customary emotional intensity.

Hollywood has noiu teamed Burgess Meredith, the Great
White Hope of the American legitimate stage, with Ann
Sothern in a little number entitled "Don't Forget to Re
member". This strange bit of casting results in a story of
a rich young man trying to escape from the clutches of a
family of gold diggers {all except Miss Sothern, naturally)
and must have nigh onto turned Mr. Meredith's hair gray.
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Above is Marlene {Venus) Dietrich icith Herbert Mar
shall and Melvvn Doufjlns in an unmistakably Lubitsch
scene from Parainount's "An(/el". Since the film was pro
duced and directed by Mr. Lubitsch, it is shot with his
usual suave and faintly leering sophistication. Miss Diet
rich continues to be the ivorld's most beautiful ivoman, if
not its best actress. After all, you can't have everything.

I

groitP ^ is

s:'/'^S'
i sSi'i ;;;,.riDoor" - " o.f cU^

Peter Lorre, above, gets away with murder in "Look Out.
Mr. Moto!", another story of the dreadful little hero cre
ated by John Marquand. Mr. Moto waltzes himself into,
and out of, more jams to the minute than you could believe
possible, and he does it with Mr. Lorre's own macabre
charm. It's all in the spirit of good clean dirty work,
and ends up as a thundering good adventure story.
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What

America Is Reading
Highlights in New Books

Reported by Harry Hansen

F ROM now until Christmas new
books will come piling off the presses
by the thousands. Some will be con
tributions to learning and may be
sought after fifty years from now;
others will mei'ely be "reading mat
ter," memorials of a fine tree con
verted to pulp wood. A few will
create laughter and tears and may be
remembered in the bosom of the
family as good stories.

Amid this flood of books I am sup
posed to be a guide, but I feel more
like a traffic cop. There are so many
books rushing by that I have diffi
culty even catching their names. But
now and then I can put up a hand,
yell "Stop!" and get a closer look
at a few. For instance, I wouldn't
want to miss Walter Lippmann's
clear talks on politics and govern
ment in "The Good Society." Hav
ing enjoyed Hendrik Willem van
Loon's "R. V. R." the life of Rem
brandt, I shall want to get ac
quainted with his new survey of
cultui'e, "The Arts." The contro
versy over the methods of doctors in
England makes me want to read
A. J. Cronin's new novel, "The
Citadel." E. F. Benson's talents as a
writer make me welcome the four
short novels that have been put to
gether under the title of "Old Lon
don," and that will remind readers
of the format of Edith Wharton's
"Old New York." The prize novel,
"Katrina," by Sally Salminen, the
Scandinavian woman who worked as
a domestic servant in the United
States before she won the prize,
awakens my curiosity. And knowing
the beauty of Sara Teasdale's poetry,
lately admired by many who have
heard it for the first time on the
radio, I shall refresh my memory
and increase my pleasure by dipping
into the new "Collected Poems" that
bear her name.

Within a few weeks readers will
be asking for suggestions for gifts.
I am keeping my eyes open for the
coming of that full-color edition of
"The Birds of Audubon," which the
Macmillan Company is preparing
from the original plates. Last sea
son Constance Rourke's "Audubon"
gave an inkling of the beauty of the
plates. Audubon (1785-1851) was as
truly a discoverer as the men who

Walter Lippmann, who ejuleavors
to interpret the needs of modern
civilisntion in "The Good Society

(Little, Brown & Co., $3)

found rivers and mountains. He
found the birds of America, drew
them with the fervor of the artist
and the eye of the naturalist, peddled
his books from door to door for a
lifetime. The great elephant folio of
his drawings has been sold for as
high as $12,000 a copy in book auc
tions. Copies have been broken up
so that drawings might hang in many
homes. The new volume will have
color prints of all his birds. Keep it
in mind; it will make a fine gift for
Christmas.

From birds to beasts is but a
step. Once authors wrote at length
about bears and buffalo, now they
study the antics of curious, little-
known creatures. "Animal Treasure"'
by Ivan T. Sanderson, a young
British zoologist, describes animals
observed in the territory of Nigeria,
West Africa. Now they are frogs

and ants, now monkeys and gorillas;
horse flies, crocodiles and that curi
ous water antelope that gets only a
little bigger than a rabbit; the white
mongoose, the bush-tailed porcupine,
the python that lives in the ground.
Mr. Sanderson, who is 27, describes
his experiences and observations,
adding many chapters to our knowl
edge of jungle lore. Easy to read,
filled with adventures; to be enjoyed
by readers who follow William
Beebe's writings. (Viking Press, $3)

Walter Lippmann on Liberalism

F EW men in modern life are
equipped to understand and interpret
the grave problems of national and
international significance. The in
temperate debaters, the noisy men
with theories, hold the stage. But
through these years of turmoil Wal
ter Lippmann has held fast to his
purpose—to interpret and under
stand the needs of modern society.
The results of years of thinking are
placed before us in his lucid English
in "The Good Society." Here he ex
amines the passion for collectivism
that is expressed in Communist and
Fascist states. He traces the growth
of the confidence in liberalism and
the recurrent fight of mankind to be
free. He sees a strong tide carrying
men toward despotism, in the belief
that this will insure peace and plenty;
he also finds democratic states lean
ing toward a gradual collectivism,
"trying to determine whether a so
ciety can be planned and directed for
the enjoyment of abundance in a
state of peace." He says in his in
troduction that he came to the con
clusion that "a directed society must
be bellicose and poor. If it is not
both bellicose and poor it cannot be
directed. I realized then that a pros
perous and peaceful society must be
free. If it is not free, it cannot be
prosperous and peaceable." His book
explains how he reaches these im
portant conclusions. As always, he
makes no pretence to possessing ex
clusive knowledge. The very clarity
of his writing, its freedom from
technical terminology, is heartening.
Those who believe that liberty is not
a mere catchword, but a living idea
will be encouraged by this book to
go on hoping, and possibly working,
for a better world. (Little, Brown
& Co., $3)

Keeping Up with the Latest

^[!^UICK glances at new books:
What to give children to eat is the
subject of "40,000,000 Guinea Pigs,"
by Rachel Lynn Palmer and Dr. Isa-
dore M. Alpher. They believe that
malnutrition is responsible for
many childish ills. There is a lot
of sound advice here. (Vanguard
Press, $2) . . . How seamen amuse
themselves in port is responsible for
the exciting passages in "Harbor
Nights" by Harvey Klemmer. What
he tells about the waste of war sup
plies in France is a sad page for tax-

iContiniied on page 48)
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Marrying wealthy tcomen and getting
them to settle their fortunes on him

During the breakfast hour on Saturday, Decem
ber 8, 1821, a bold jail delivery was attempted
from the stone prison at Lechmere Point, Cam

bridge, Massachusetts. Although the fugitive managed
to escape beyond the walls and into an adjoining corn
field, he was speedily captured and returned to a
stronger cell. Some ten days later, he was taken to the
gallows, and, according to the judgment pronounced
upon him, was "hanged by the neck until dead".

This whole incident was pretty exciting, of course,
locally, because it was the first jail-break in that vicinity
for upwards of a score of years. But it achieved a
genuinely national significance within the week when
the prisoner, one Michael Martin, under the sentence of
death for armed robbery, confessed two highly impor
tant facts: (1) that he was known abroad as "Light-
foot," and was, therefore, recognizable at once as the
lieutenant of the most feared and infamous highway
man of that period in the British Isles—Captain Thun
derbolt: and (2) that his escape from Lechmere Point
Prison had been made possible through certain tools
recently and mysteriously smuggled to him there by
this .same Captain Thunderbolt who, from all reports,
should have been operating just then near Galway,
Ireland.

The realization that the internationally notorious
brigand, Thunderbolt, completely eluding the British
authorities, had slipped, undetected, into the United
States, threw the_ country into a panic. The further
realization that, since he had, quite possibly, made di
rect contact during the week with Lightfoot in the
prison at Cambridge, he was still probably lurking in

The Mysterious Case of

Captain

Thunderbolt

hy Trentwell Mason White

Illustrated Marshall Darts

the neighborhood, was enough to give New England an
attack of the jitters from which it did not recover for
the next quarter of a century. For the name of Captain
Thunderbolt was, on both sides of the Atlantic, a syn
onym for some of the most violent, daring and romantic
deeds of highwaymanry since the days of Robin Hood.
There was a price of 5,000 pounds upon his head in
Scotland alone, and the total of the rewards offered in
Europe sounded like a king's ransom. Yet no man could
ever be sure that he had seen the Captain's face, nor
could any two agree upon his stature or the details of
his dress. But his challenging command to a victim,
"stand still, you rascal, or I'll blow your head from
your body!" was virtually a household expression in

---Hh



these United States as well as in Great Britain.
Little wonder was it, then, that the polics depart

ments of New England, New York and other States
along the Eastern seaboard immediately sent out warn
ings of Thunderbolt's suspected presence here. "All
citizens are hereby informed (said one of the circulars
from Connecticut) that the desperate John Doherty,
alias Captain Thunderbolt, for whom rewards totaling
many thousands of pounds are being offered abroad,
is now in America. His aide, Michael Martin, also
known as Lightfoot, was, some months ago, captured
in _Springfield, Massachusetts, after robbing at pistol
point Major Alfred Bray in Medford. Martin was
hanged for this crime in Cambridge, December 18, of
the current year. Thunderbolt is, however, still at large.
Citizens are therefore requested not to ti^avel at night
except with arms or armed guards, and are to report
at once to local authorities any word of the appearance
of this highwayman. Do not offer
resistance to this man. He will be
carrying two brass-bound pistols and ^
will fire at a word. Keep your homes
and shops barred between the hours
of 6 P. M. and 7 A. M. Do not an-
swer knocks from travelers after -

warned to report any suspicious
characters or actions in their estab- |

The story of Captain Thunder- I
bolt's early life in Great Britain, of
his coming to the United States via ^
the West Indies in 1819, and of his |b
later activities until his death
in a little white farm house on the
banks of the Connecticut River in
Vermont, has never before been told
as a continuous narrative. The facts
of it gathered from Lightfoot's con-
fession, from a series of pamphlets,
Novels and Tales, published in 1847,
and from information drawn from
old diaries, courthouse records and
conversations with aged Vermont
residents, make up one of the most
amazing chapters in the annals of

He nl length wormed himnelf
into my confidencc and I told
him the history of my life

Muffled np to the eyes, heard the
horrified pupils' lessons

/ /Kfcd

American crime. For all its veracity it bears the ear
marks of prodigious fiction.

Captain Thunderbolt was born John Doherty on the
9th of February, 1784, in a tiny hamlet near the village
of Crawford, Scotland, a half day's ride from Glasgow.
His parents were hard-working, respectable folk whose
hope was that their son might grow up to take over
his father's occupation, blacksmithing. Such a trade
was clearly without appeal for the boy, however, and
when his father attempted to apprentice him, he replied
by running away and staying away for some four
months. John was rising eleven years old at the time
and his willfulness at such an early age made the family
shake their heads sadly. He returned from that first
trip with about eight pounds and a new gold watch in
his pocket, and he refused to explain how he had ac
quired the fortune.

Thereafter the youth did pretty much as he pleased.

sneaking off to drink beer in the cellar under the local
pub, disappearing when his father threatened him with
a cudgeling, coming back usually within a few weeks
with smart new clothes, a new horse and fresh money
in his purse. He continued to refuse to discuss the
sources of his income, and his mother, worried into a
fatal illness, at length appealed to the parson of the
kirk in Crawford to come and reason with the boy. This
the man did and received for his pains a roar of laugh
ter from young John who, when the preacher left,
handed him an old leather wallet which he had stolen
from the preacher during the lecture. Two days later,
on the morning of his eighteenth birthdaJ^ John Do
herty arose, left his home without a word to anyone
except his married sister in Crawford, and was never
after seen there again. From that time on until he left
the British Isles for the West Indies on May 13, 1819,
he made an annual visit, privily, to this sister and kept
her mouth sealed by generous gifts of money. But John
Doherty was dead so far as his family and the world
were concerned. In his stead came a person who was
to make Robin Hood look like a two-penny sneak thief,
and this was Captain Thunderbolt—the terror of two
continents in the early 1800's.

Thunderbolt was, in character, an extraordinary mix
ture. To begin with, he was essentially an exhibitionist.
He had from childhood up visualized himself as exactly
the sort of man he became—bold, unpredictable and
dramatic; an individual whose acts were to be justified
always by his economic philosophy. He believed, he said,
that property should be made equal; that if the rich
would not give their wealth to the poor, he would cham
pion the downtrodden and get the money for them. He



would stand against the economic royalists of that day
and win. And he did win vastly for more than a score
of years and practically without molestation. Now and
again he would leave the highway to get at larger
amounts of money by marrying wealthy women and
having them settle their fortunes on him. This he did
once in Scotland, once in England and twice in Ireland
—all without benefit of divorce. In each case he left the
new wife when he had secured all the cash and other
negotiable property she had, then shoved on to the next
opportunity. Some years after his arrival in America
he married his fifth wife—a Vermonter—but' she, ap
parently finding out about his past, divorced him a very
short time after the wedding.

From 1805 until July, 1816, Captain Thunderbolt
played a lone and colorful hand. During this period his
imagination, his gift for mimicry and his acting ability
had developed along with his technique as a highway
man to a point at which every resemblance to John Do-
herty had disappeared. He assumed a fresh role with
every hold-up and thus so befuddled the authorities that
no one had any reliable description of the man for
identification. His favorite expression, however, "I am
Captain Thunderbolt! Stand still, you rascal. . . .", be
came his internationally known trademark and was
enough to cause many a victim to faint dead away
when he heard it. One never knew in those days in
what fresh guise the Captain would appear. Sometimes
he was a priest, sometimes a pedlar. He arranged his
stick-ups in various costumes with the appropriate atti
tudes, gestures and speech of a Quaker, an army officer,
a beggar, a huntsman, a surgeon, a business man and
so on. One's traveling companion on a stagecoach might,
as likely as not, turn out to be Thunderbolt dressed as
a banker; even the stage driver was not above suspicion,
for the Captain played that part once, too, in the heart
of London, when he lifted the purse, watch and rings
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Sometimes he icas a
priest, sometimes a

pedlar

Kilkenney, Ireland. Thunderbolt,
with a companion, was seated at a
nearby table in the tap-room when

' i Lightfoot wandered in for a drink.
1' 1 Within a few moments Thunderbolt,

dismissing the man with him, in-
vited Martin to share a bottle of
brandy. Martin pictures his chief-
to-be as follows:

/ y i \ "An elegant, fine-proportioned
// man, possibly thirty years of age,
/ .J \! about six feet and an inch in height,

1 with an uncommon appearance of
ifmuscle and strength. He had black

eyes with a wonderful expression;

f1 and his face was rather strongly
^ marked than handsome. He was

dressed like a clergyman and, during

• > evening, talked as if he was a
§ ^ k priest of the Church of England. . . .I, m nV j#/ In the course of our conversation I
p thought there was something rather
• mysterious in his manner although

'li-alm M\ \ he appeared to me quite undisguised.
- " Mm / But he asked me many questions

^ about my family, myself and my
manner of life which I thought it

pgcted impossible for a stranger to be
acquainted with. . . , Doherty was
very earnest in all his inquiries and

was continually plying me with liquor. He asked me
then if my name was not Martin—if I was the young
man just returned from Dublin and who had been
obliged to run a\^'ay from there. 'You are a wild fellow,'
said he. *are you not?' I answered, 'Yes.' 'You are fond
of spending money?' 'Yes, when I can get it.' 'You don't
much care how you come by it?' 'No, if it doesn't cost
me much trouble.' He said it was a shame that such

Immediately sent out ivarning of Thunderbolt's suspected
presence

of the Lord Chamberlain who was bound for Sussex on was c
a visit._ then •

Precisely how Thunderbolt did look, talk and act, his man
lieutenant, Michael Martin (Lightfoot), describes in oblige
his prison confession. Lightfoot was, like the Captain, said l"
a great believer in sharing the wealth and he had just of spe
turned twenty and was ripe for stratagems and spoils much
when he came upon Thunderbolt in a little inn near me m



a smart young fellow as I was should be at any time
destitute of money. He at length wormed himself into
my confidence and I told him all the history of my
past life. . . .

"He then found me completely in his power and re
vealed to me his real character and profession. He said
he was a highwayman and that he was Captain Thun
derbolt. I was astonished and alarmed at this informa
tion. I had for many years heard of the daring exploits
of that man and his name had for a long time been a
terror to that part of the country. He had been often
advertised and but a few days before I had seen an
advertisement offering a reward of five hundred pounds
for his head. I then felt a little dread at being left
alone with a man of whom I had heard so many out-
I'ageous crimes and was anxious to get out of the room.
He took out two large pistols and laid them on the
table after cocking one of them and said, 'Martin, you
must stay with me, I cannot part from so clever a fel
low as you are.' . . . He touched my quality exactly. . . .
He offered me his purse saying that I was a lean pigeon
and that would help to oil my wings. I objected to
receiving the whole of it and took only six guineas.

"I remained until near midnight, hearing him re
count his adventures, and he persuaded me to embark
with him. At about twelve o'clock there was a great
tumult in the yard of the inn; he opened the shutters
to see what was the matter; he said it was a party of
dragoons probably in pursuit of him; told me to keep
quiet and meet him at a certain place which he desig
nated about three-quarters of a mile off. He had scarce
ly made the arrangements when I heard among the
confusion of voices in the lower room (for we were in
the second story) the name of Captain Thunderbolt
repeated by many of them. By this time he had made
his escape out of the window."

That this was truly the notorious Thunderbolt, Mar
tin then had no doubt. He went to join the Captain at

an appointed place, had a further talk with him and
within a week decided to become his aide. But this was
not done simply. Before Thunderbolt would accept the
youth, he made him pass through an apprenticeship
and initiation, characteristic of one with an eye for the
dramatic. Thunderbolt first gave Martin a long sermon
on the philosophy of robbery. "He would get as much
as he could from the rich (reports Martin) but would
never molest the poor . . . would never take life if he
could avoid it. If there was any danger of detection, or
any strong opposition, he thought himself justified in
taking life. . . . He said although he had been the terror
of Ireland and Scotland and traversed England in pur-
.suit of money he had never maimed anyone; and with
two or three exceptions only, had never drawn a drop of
blood." Next, Thunderbolt threw a glass of brandy in
Martin's face, giving him the title of "Lightfoot."
After that the Captain presented his assistant with a
double-barrel, brass pistol loaded with slugs and told
him that while he—Lightfoot—observed the Captain's
instructions, he would never be taken or die. Lightfoot
agreed willingly to all this for as he says, ". . . my
whole soul was with this man and I thought he would
stand a pretty good tug with old Satan himself."

Continuing the initiation and instruction, Thunder
bolt the next morning left the inn where they had been
staying and started off at an early hour—the Captain
on a smart bay horse, Lightfoot walking. Shortly Thun
derbolt dismounted from his nag which he called "Beef
steaks" and had Lightfoot ride a few miles to a spot
which Doherty had found out was to be a meeting place
for a great hunt. His object was to get Lightfoot a
mount of his own and he knew that since the gentry
seldom went armed to these hunts, the securing of a
horse would be quite easy. Having given Lightfoot
proper priming, Thunderbolt went out to hide near the

Picked up quite a hit of change from pas
sengers too sick to complain

roadside where some four well-heeled looking men pres
ently came jogging along on elegant appearing horses.
"I shall try your pluck," he muttered to Lightfoot as
he left. "You must go boldly up to the outside one,
present your pistol and demand his money." Lightfoot
demurred faintly on the ground that there were four of
the men and therefore a scarce equality in the situation.
Thunderbolt snapped, "You must not be afraid if there
was a hundred—none of them are armed and half of
them are cowards—I know {Continued on page 38)
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RESPONSIBILITY AND DUTY
'S our desire to impress the importance of the

office of District Deputy not only on those
holding this office, but also on the officers of
subordinate Lodges and the membership at

large. However, this would seem to be unnecessary when
it is considered that the District Deputy is the represen
tative in his district of the Grand Exalted Ruler. Notwith
standing this fact, the full significance and importance of
the office is too frequently overlooked.

The Grand Lodge Statutes make it the duty of the
Deputy officially to visit every Lodge in his district at least
once before February 1st, following his appointment. Early
visitations are necessary to a proper discharge of a Depu
tys duties. The Statute merely fixes a time limit by
which his first official visit is to be made, but it should
be made at a much earlier date.

Many Deputies who take their duties seriously, and con
scientiously discharge them, visit their Lodges more than
once, and this is highly desirable. In some instances sev
eral such visits are necessary, some being made with ad
vance notice and others without notice. Where the con
dition of a subordinate Lodge warrants, the Grand Exalted
Ruler may order a Deputy to make additional visits, sub
mitting a full report as to each. The purpose is obvious,
as only in this way can the Grand Exalted Ruler be fully
advised, and in position to take appropriate action cither
disciplinary or by extending a helping hand, as the facts

EDITORIAL
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and recommendations submitted by the Deputy may seem
to warrant or demand.

GRIM-VISAGED WAR

gentlemen may cry, peace, peace; but there
peace. The next gale that sweeps from

the north will bring to our cars the clash of
resounding arms."

The Honorable Secretary of State may cry, peace, peace;
but there is no peace. The next gale that sweeps from
the Far East may bring to our ears the clash of resounding
arms. Truly, "Mischief, thou art afoot."

The war cloud which spreads like a pall over the hapless
land of China and the adjacent seas is becoming ever
blacker, and more threatening to the peace of the world.

While we all stand in awe and amazement at the havoc
which is being wrought and are keenly sympathetic with
those, both combatants and non-combatants, now being
subjected to the devastations of war, our greatest interest
naturally is as to whether we are to become involved. That
this is a latent and ever-present possibility must not be
discounted.

That we abhor war and will make every effort to avoid
becoming involved makes not the slightest difference. We
cannot sit with folded hands while indignities and insults
are heaped upon us, our rights as a nation ignored and our
flag shot down in wanton disregard. Reckless and unre
strained military leadership may result in a situation involv
ing our national honor to such a degree as to demand action
for its protection.

As this is being written comcs word that the British
Ambassador has been shot down, seriously, perhaps fatally,
wounded by Japanese soldiers. It occurred when the Ambas
sador was on a peaceful mission journeying through what,
diplomatically speaking, is a country at peace with the
world. The ridiculous fiction is still being indulged that
China and Japan are not at war because, forsooth, war has
not been declared.
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What course Great Britain may adopt, and what course
the United States may ultimately be called upon to adopt
if the Japanese and Chinese purposely or with reckless in
difference shell our ships, missions and other buildings in
China flying the American flag, remains for the future to
disclose.

Contemplation of what lies within the range of possible
developments must cause us to realize that wc are near the
edge of vertiginous world currents.

AUTOMOBILE ACCIDENTS

loss of life in automobile accidents is appall-
nothing of the thousands who escape

with their lives only to languish in hospitals,
many subsequently to die from some disease

probably the indirect if not the direct result of injuries thus
received, and still others who are condemned to go through
life as cripples or mental defectives. Of less, but still of
great concern, is the cost in dollars and cents not only in

destruction of property but in doctor and hospital bills to
which must be added the cost of caring for those who be
come either private or public charges.

Much has been written and much has been said regarding
this loss of life and destruction of property but the records
do not indicate an amelioration of this shocking situation.

There are many contributing causes, but unquestionably,
careless and reckless driving is responsible for most traffic
accidents. In recognition of this fact stringent laws with
severe penalties have been enacted in an effort to stop or at
least curb the thoughtless and reckless driver. The deterrent
effect of such laws is not apparent by scanning the casualty
lists which appear daily in the public prints all over the
country.

The enactment of laws and their rigid enforcement would
seem, however, to be the most effective weapon of defense
available to the public. It cannot be denied that legislation
as to other matters has had the effect of causing many to re
gard seriously, rather than lightly, the rights of others and in

time this may prove to be true in the use of streets and high
ways by those who operate motor-driven vehicles.

We set down two or three things which it is believed
would be helpful in solving this very serious problem.

All trucks so constructed both in height and width as
practically to monopolize the roadway making it impossible
to see or get around them might be banished from the high
ways, or it might be well to construct separate roadways
for them. Of course, this would cost a lot of money but it
would save a lot of lives and a lot of suffering.

Speed maniacs ought to be put where they belong—in
maniac asylums. When the capacity of such asylums is over
taxed, as it probably soon would be, it might be a good idea
and even more effective to pillory them on the public square
for such period of time as may be necessary in each case to
insure recovery from the present epidemic of speeditis.

Then there is the fellow who loafs along in the center
of the road and refuses to give passing space to the driver
approaching from behind who is honking for dear life, and
also the fellow behind who, becoming desperate, proceeds to
pass the road hog notwithstanding the fact that he is unable
to see the road ahead. It is rather harsh to call a fellow a
road hog but it is difficult to choose a term more nearly
descriptive. If these two drivers survive the resultant acci
dent, they should have their heads bumped together until
they see stars of the first magnitude.

Some traffic accidents are classed, and rightly so, as un
avoidable, but they are few and far between. Most of them
could be and would be avoided merely by a proper regard
for the rights of others.

Uniform traffic regulations would be of great assistance
and reduce the number of accidents. However, accidents
due to the lack of such uniformity are generally of a minor
nature. Efforts have been and are being made to standardize
rules of the road and general traffic regulations. Though
not entirely successful as yet, it is not too much to hope that
eventually this desideratum will be attained and when it is
the motoring public will have cause for rejoicing.



ANNOUNCING STUDEBAKER'S
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STUDEBAKER, world's oldest vehicle manu
facturer, dramatizes its eighty-sixth con
secutive year with three great new 1938

automobiles . . . three glamorous newluxury cars
that emphasize low price!

Studebaker has spent millions to give you three
1938 Studebakers that are completely new inevery
vigorous, flowing line ... original creations of the
world's foremost designers and finest craftsmen
... strikingly different in appearance and appeal
... and brilliantly representative of the operating
economy for which Studebaker is famed.

In these newlow-priced luxurycars,Studebaker,
for the first time in the history of automobiles,
introduces solid, symmetrical, balanced design
that is as functional and devoid of meaningless
ornamentation as the rhythmical clean-cut archi
tecture of the modern skyscraper.

New Miracle Ride plus many
brilliant innovations!

You have more wonderful new things to see and
to try in these great new Studebakers of 1938
than you have ever found in any new automobiles.

All models combine Independent Planar Wheel
Suspension with finest Hydraulic Shock Absorb
ers to give you the unforgettably comfortable
Studebaker Miracle ride. All models have Excep
tionally WideNew Interiors, New Oversize Lug
gageCompartments, New Non-slam SafetyDoor
Latches, New Flat Transmission Gears, New
Acceleration and Hill-climbing Performance
and the Improved 1938 Fram Oil Cleaner. The
Automatic Hill Holder is standard on the Com
mander and President. The New Studebaker
Miracle Shift and Gas-Saving Automatic Over
drive are available on the Coinmander and Presi
dent at slight extra cost.

Cars that bring luxury down
to earth in price!

Only by seeing and driving these three great new
luxury cars of 1938 can you do justice to them
or to yourself.

In the face of rising prices, Studebaker has in
vested millions of dollars in dies, tools and new
equipment and succeeded in making these great
new 1938 cars the greatest dollar values that
have ever glorified the Studebaker name.

There's so much to discover, so much to ad
mire, you'll want to spend a lot of time getting
acquainted with everything they offer for so lit
tle. Purchasable on Studebaker's C. I.T. budget
plan. Studebaker Corporation, South Bend, Ind.

NEW MIRACLE RIDE ★ NEW FLAT TRANSMISSION GEARS ★ NON-SLAM SAFETY DOOR LATCHES ★ EXTRA ROOMY LUXURY INTERIORS

★ OVERSIZE LUGGAGE COMPARTMENTS ★ SAFETY GLASS ALL AROUND ★ IMPROVED FRAM OIL CLEANER ★ NEW SUPER-STRONG FRAMES

When icritiiio to advcrtixcru phaac mention The Klkn Maoazine



CROWNING ACHIEVEMENT!
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BRILLIANT NEW ACCELERATION ANB HILL-CLIMBING PERFORMANCE ★ AOTOMATIC HILL HOLDER STANDARD ON COMMANDER AND PRESIDENT

•k NEW MIRACLE SHIFT AND GAS-SAVING AUTOMATIC OVERDRIVE AVAILABLE ON COMMANDER AND PRESIDENT AT SLIGHT EXTRA COST

When writing to advertisers please mention The Elfca Magazine
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N. J. Elks Crippled Children's Com-
mittee Makes Impressive Report

Another splendid annual report
was presented this year to the officers
and members of the New Jersey-
State Elks Association by the State
Crippled Children's Committee of
which Past State President Joseph
G. Buch of Trenton Lodge is Chair
man. Crippled and afflicted children
have been benefited in all the various
branches of the work carried on by
the subordinate Lodges of the four
Districts, by the State Association
and by individual members. The
Betty Bacharach Home for Afflicted
Children, at Longport near Atlantic
City, and the Babbitt Hospital at
Vineland, are institutions sponsored
by the New Jersey Elks. The Babbitt
Hospital, opened last December, is an
experimental unit for the cerebral
birth palsy, or birth injured child.

The Betty Bacharach Home has
been rendered even more efficient by
the addition of the new physio
therapy pool which was dedicated
last Mother's Day, May 9. An item
about the event was published in the
July issue of The Elks Magazine.
Through the cooperation of the
Georgia Warm Springs Foundation,
the services of Miss Mabel Holton,
head physical-therapist, have been
secured for the Home. The pool was
originally scheduled to cost in the
neighborhood of $35,000, but due to
numerous changes it was erected at
an approximate cost of $75,000 ex
clusive of the land and equipment.
The equipment was supplied by Past
State Pres. William H. Kelly, East
Orange Lodge, at a cost of $5,000.
The amount pledged by the New
Jersey Lodges was over-subscribed.

Over a period of ten years the Elks
of New Jersey have expended for
crippled children work $1,384,304.29.
An idea of its extent can be obtained
from a perusal of some of the expen
ditures. The cost of braces and brace

&

repairs, crutches, artificial eyes,
arches, casts, artificial limbs and re
pairs of artificial limbs, strappings,
wheel chairs, shoes and shoe repairs,
dental work, eye glasses, food, cloth
ing, medicine, metatarsal plates and
other appliances, during the past
year alone, amounted to $17,628.69.
Treatments, hospitalization and gen
eral crippled children's work cost
$19,331.45. Salaries paid to welfare
workers, nurses, etc., amounted to
$30,743.38. The subordinate Lodges
expended $105,183.86, while the State
Association itself contributed $1,-
435.45. The best has been none too
good for those boys and girls, handi
capped by physical defects, in whose
behalf the Elks of New Jersey have
given of their time and money, re
ceiving the only reward for which
they labored—daily evidences of im
provement and, in hundreds of cases,
complete and permanent cures.

Fine Addition to Home of Tacoma,
Wash., Lodge Nears Completion

Construction of the three-story
addition to the Home of Tacoma,
Wash., Lodge, No. 174, is in an
advanced stage with visible indica
tions of completion in early Novem
ber. The structure will house four
new bowling alleys, with space for
spectators, on the first floor, two
modern handball courts with spec
tators' gallery on the second, and a
private dining room, new kitchen and
buffet, bar and new reading room
and library on the third fioor. The
present dining room will be i*emod-
eled and redecorated and a new
committee and radio room added.
The improvement of its quarters on
such a large scale is material evi
dence of the satisfactory condition
that has been achieved by Tacoma
Lodge through the efforts of an
active membership and a good set of
officers.

P.E.R. R. C. Slater, Hammond, Ind.,
Lodge, Dies in Calumet City

P.E.R. Richard C. Slater of Ham-

ST VIMCEf/T
LINOr CLUB

Boys at St. VincenCs Orphanage
display toys they have made under
the direction of Columbus, O.,
Lodge, which provided the tools
and materials. At the clone of an
8-week period of manual training,
the Elks awarded prizes for the
best toys made during the summer

mond, Ind., Lodge, No. 485, suc
cumbed to a heart attack on August
3 at his home in Calumet City, 111.
Mr. Slater was one of the best known
and most popular Elks in the Chicago
district. He was 61 years old. In
1914 he joined Hammond Lodge on
dimit and the next year was elected
Esteemed Lecturing Knight, becom
ing Exalted Ruler in 1919. In 1920
he was elected t® finish the unexpired
term of Secy. J. D. Smalley. He con
tinued to act as Secretary until 1926.

Mr. Slater was presented with an
honorary Life Membership last year
as a mark of honor for the disting
uished service he had rendered Ham
mond Lodge since the time of his
affiliation.

Electric Fans are Donated to Hos
pital by Harrisonburg, Va., Lodge

Upon learning that the Rocking-
ham Memorial Hospital in Harrison
burg, Va., was in need of additional
electric fans, P.E.R. Morris Spiro,
Chairman of the Social and Commu
nity Welfare Committee of Harrison
burg Lodge No. 450, brought the
matter to the attention of the Lodge
which promptly donated 18 new fans
to the institutien. The hospital's
thanks were conveyed by Superin
tendent S. G. Aldhizer to E.R. P. F.
Sowers, P.E.R. E. J. Lonergan and
Mr. Spiro in a letter and in an
article which appeared in a local
newspaper. The fans afforded great
relief during the heated term, es
pecially to the large number of char
ity patients.

The annual outing, sponsored by
the Lodge for underprivileged chil
dren of Harrisonburg and Rocking-
ham County was held in August at



Above: The "Thomas C. Mee
Class" recently initiated into
Wopnsocket, R. I., Lodge in hon
or of the then District Deputy

Ed's Park. Everything, including
amusements, refreshments and trans
portation, was absolutely free. The
outing was a huge undertaking and
was enjoyed by almost 400 boys and
girls.

New Philadelphia, O., Lodge Bene
fited by Will of Non-Elk

A tribute to New Philadelphia, 0.,
Lodge, No. 510, for the charity work
which it carries on every Christmas
was made by George J. Edwards, a
local citizen, when he drew up his will
as far back as 1924. Mr. Edwards
passed away on July 14, 1937. When
the will was read it was found that
he had named the Christmas Charity
Fund of the Lodge as sole bene-

-ficiary.
The will directed that his property,

The "Sam JF. Parhani Class" in-
itiated not long ago into Columbia,
S, C,, Lodge, to honor the Exalted

Ruler, Mr. Parhani

f

consisting of several residences
valued between twelve and fifteen
thousand dollars, be converted into
cash and the money deposited in the
Citizens National Bank. The Bank
was named as executor and trustee,
and directed to pay the interest and
$50 of the principal to the Christmas
Charity Fund on December 1 of each
year. The gift came as a complete
surprise. Mr. Edwards was not a
member of the Order.

Past Exalted Rulers' Association of
Alabama Elects New Officers

At its annual meeting on Septem
ber 1, the Past Exalted Rulers' Asso
ciation of Alabama elected the fol
lowing officers for 1937-38: Pres.,
Ben Mendelsohn, Birmingham; 1st
Vice-Pres., Frank A. O'Hear, Ens-
ley; 2nd Vice-Pres., Clyde W. An
derson, Florence; 3rd Vice-Pres.,
Fournier J. Gale, Mobile; 4th Vice-
Pres., James B. Smiley, Birming
ham; Secy., Harry W. Engli^, Bir
mingham; Treas., John W. 0 Neill,
Birmingham; Chaplain, Jim Sulli
van, Bessemer; Trustee, Albert
Boutwell, Birmingham; Organist,
Prof. Fred L. Grambs, Birmingham.
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Crippled Children Aid by N. Dak.
Elks Praised by Joseph Buch

The highest praise for the achieve
ments of North Dakota Elks in the
aid of crippled children was voiced
by P.E.R. Joseph G. Buch of Tren
ton, N. J., Lodge, No. 105, upon his
return from the Grand Lodge Con
vention. Mr. Buch was instrumental
in launching the activity in North
Dakota ten years ago.

P.E.R. Sam Stern, who has for a
number of years served the North
Dakota State Elks Association aa
Vice-President, and Judge P. M.
Paulsen, E.R. of Fargo, N. D., Lodge,
No. 260, were accompanied to Fargo
by Mr. Buch. A conference was held
at the home of former Governor L. B.
Hanna, Pres. of the State Association
which is the sponsor of the crippled
children work. Among others present
at the meeting were Past State Pres
ident C. P. Brown, W. H. Stern,
Frank V. Archibald, Secretary of
Fargo Lodge, and Past State Presi
dent Arthur Scheffler of Hoboken
Lodge, a member of the N. J. State
Elks Crippled Children's Committee
of which Mr. Buch is Chairman.

{Continued on page 53)



Right: Members of Woodward,
Okla., Lodge, icho participated in
the annual All-Elks Rodeo, held at

Woodicard

Right, belotv: The Des Moines
Lodge Baseball Team, champions

of the City and State

Annual Family Picnic Is Held
by Wooster, Ohio, Lodge

The Elks of Wooster, 0., Lodge,
No, 1346, entertained their wives and
children at a family picnic at Lake
land Beach on August 22. About 400
were in attendance. Conforming to
a yearly custom, the Elks had as
their guests the orphan children
from the county children's home.

The youngsters were given bal
loons, ice cream and soft drinks, and
prizes in the many kinds of games
provided for their amusement, while
the oldsters for the time being forgot
that they were grown up and took a
vigorous part in the various contests
in their efforts to win the cash
awards and groceries that went to
the winners. At the end of the after
noon a fish fry with all the trim
mings was served in real picnic
style. The outing is an annual event
put on by the Lodge without any ex
pense to the individual members and
their guests.

Pana, III., Lodge Sponsors Clinic
for Crippled Children

Pana, 111., Lodge, No. 1261, spon
sored a clinic at the Huber Memorial
Hospital in the late summer at which
40 children, crippled or otherwise af
flicted, whose families are unable to
provide proper surgical care, were
examined for treatment or hospital-
i^ation. P.E.R. Frank P. White of
Oak Park Lodge, Executive Secre
tary of the Illinois Elks Crippled
Children's Commission, was actively
in charge, and Dr. E. S. Leimbacher
of the Illinois Research Hospital,
Chicago, was the examining physi
cian. Nurses from the local hospital
and five other nearby localities, as
sisted. P.D.D. H. C. Hardy, Mat-
toon, and A, Jeffries, of Charleston,

L.- TJ

# /i'

/' --r/ ^

both of whom are active in Elks
crippled children's work, were pres
ent to assist the local committee.
E.R. H. 0. Sve, of Pana Lodge, and
Richard Rollo were also active in the
arra^igements and conduct of the
clinic. Valuable aid was given by the
Elks Ladies' Auxiliary Committee.

Although it has contributed to the
work of the Commission for some
time past, Pana Lodge has never

-V 'H -ti
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sponsored a clinic of its own. Due
to the success of the first one, how-
evei', the Lodge has signified its in
tention of holding others from time
to time.

Dr. Carl (rorbol presenting a cup
to Anthony Wayne IJrbine for
irinning on Essay Cont/'st fpon-
sored rrcfntly by Fort Wayne,

Ind., Lodge
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Above: The Grand Exalted Ruler,
photographed tcith District Depu
ties and distinguished guests, at

Boston, Mass.

Right: Some of those tvho partici
pated at the dinner given for Mr.
Hart at !Sew Haven, Conn., when

he visited there

Grand Exalted Ruler Charles Spen
cer Hart, of Mount Vernon, N. Y.,
Lodge, No. 842, paid his first official
visit to Connecticut on August 11
when a dinner was given in his honor
by New Haven Lodge No. 25 at the
Lodge Home. At the head table with
Mr. Hart were Past Grand Exalted
Ruler James R. Nicholson, Spring
field, Mass., Lodge; D.D.'s George W.
Hickev, Willimantic. and John E.
Lynch, Winsted; E.R. Gcortfe J.
Grady, New Haven, and Captfiin H.
Carter, Hartford, C:onn., Lodge. Ex
alted Rulers and Secretaries of the
25 Lodges in the State as well as ofli-
cers of the Connecticut State Elks
Association, were among the 100
guests present. A general meeting
and closed business session of the
executives were held after the dinner.
The Grand Exalted Ruler, introduced
by Mr. Grady, delivered an official
message of fraternal importance. The
plan of action for the Connecticut
Lodges was outlined for the coming
year. The other speakers included
those prominent Elks who had occu
pied places at the Grand Exalted
Ruler's table.

Grand Exalted Ruler Hart and his
official party arrived in Lancaster on
Sunday, August 22, to participate in
the Convention of the Pennsylvania
State Elks Association. They were
met at the railroad station at 12:35
P.M. by a committee from Lancaster
Lodge No. 134 headed by Heni-y C.
Carpenter, Chairman of the Recep
tion Committee, E.R. Jacques H.
Geisenberger, P.D.D. K. L. Shirk and
P.E.R. Harry M. Forrest. Led by a
city police escort, the party motored
to the Hotel Brunswick where the
local committee entertained the dis
tinguished visitors at luncheon. Ac
companying Mr. Hart were Past

A
V

The Grand Exalted
Ruler's Visits

Grand Exalted Rulers John K. Tener
and Grand Secretary Masters, both
of Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, and Charles
H. Grakelow, Philadelphia; and
P.D.D. Richard F. Flood, Bayonne,
N. J., Secretary to the Grand Exalted
Ruler.

Mr. Hart had called a meeting of
District Deputies, and during the
afternoon he discussed Lodge prob
lems with them and outlined a pro
gram relative to the affairs of the
Grand Lodge. The Districts of
Pennsylvania were represented by
their District Deputies as follows:
S.E., G. Russell Bender, Pottstown;
N.W., Wilbur P. Baird, Greenville;
Cent., Edward J. Linney, New Ken
sington; S. Cent., T. Z. Minehart,
Chambei'sburg; N. Cent., Charles D.
Keefer, Sunbury; N.E., J. P. Fitz-

patrick, Pittston; S.W., Frank S.
Rode, Jeannette. Charles C. Robison,
Morgantown, D.D. for West Virginia,
North, was also present. The Grand
Exalted Ruler was busily engaged
during the full time of his stay in
Lancaster and made a number of ad
dresses at various business meetings
and social functions. The Past Presi
dents' Dinner at the Brunswick on
Sunday evening was a sumptuous af
fair. It was in charge of Past Pres.
F. J. Schrader, Allegheny, Pa.,
Lodge, who is Assistant to Grand
Secretary Masters.

Also attending, besides Mr. Hart,
wei*e Past Grand Exalted Rulers
Tener, Masters and Grakelow, and
the following Past Presidents: Max
L. Lindheimer, Williamsport Lodge,

{Continued on page 50)
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MICHIGAN

The Michigan State Elks Associa
tion held its 32nd Annual Convention
in Traverse City on Friday, Saturday
and Sunday. June 4-i5-(), with the
luiKeHl: registration of delegates and
ladies in recent years. Thirty-four
Lodges of the State were represented
and a number of visiting Elks vaca
tioning at "Cherryland" took advan
tage of the opportunity to get
acquainted with their Michigan
Brothers.

Past Grand Exalted Rulers Floyd
E. Thompson and J. Edgar Masters
of Chicago, Past Grand Trustee John
K. Burch, Grand Rapids, and Joseph
B. Kyle, Gary, Ind., Chairman of the
Grand Lodge State Associations
Committee, arrived on Friday eve
ning and attended the business ses
sions and the banquet on Saturday
evening at which Judge Thompson
was the principal speaker. The dele
gates were informed by Mr. Masters,
Grand Secretary, that the Stat^ of
Michigan stood second among the
Lodges of the Order in net member
ship gain for the past fiscal year.
Detroit Lodge No. 34 carried away
State honors in membership gain
with an increase of 418. Muskegon
Lodge No. 274 gained 366 and Lans
ing Lodge No. 196 an even hundred.
The splendid team of Lansing Lodge
again won first prize in the Ritualis
tic Contest and was presented with
the new cup, emblematic of the cham
pionship, provided by the host con-

A unit of the delegation from Rea<U
ing. Pa,, Lodge, utarchitig at the
Pa. Slate Elks Cont'cniion in Lan
caster, Pa., rerpntlr. ReatUng
Lodge's marching group has taken
first [trisv in the auuuul parade

th rve tinn'R in Hurci'imion

vention committee. Ritualistic Ser
vices wex'e conducted by the Team of
Muskegon Lodge. Arthur E. Green,
of Kalamazoo Lodge, was presented
with an honorary Life Membership
in the Association in recognition of
his long service as State Secretary.
Mr. Green resigned recently.

The installation of the newly
elected officers, presided over by Past
Pres. Joseph Schnitzler, Mount
Pleasant Lodge, took place at the
Sunday afternoon session. They are
as follows: Pres., Thomas P. Gillotte,
Pontiac; Vice-Pres.-at-Large, John
S. Wilson, Jr., Lansing; Secy., Joseph
M. Leonard, Saginaw; Treas., James
G. Shirlaw, Battle Creek; Sergeant-
at-Arms, Matthew J. Engstler, De
troit; Tiler, Bohn Grim, Sturgis;
Chaplain, Benjamin F. Girdler,
Grand Rapids; Trustees: John 01-
sen, Muskegon; Louis A. Worch,
Jackson; Herbert A. Kurrasch, Al-
pena, and Norman D. Starrett, Han
cock. Alpena Lodge No. 505 will
entertain the Association next June
at its 1988 meeting.

The Convention Committee pro
vided many entertainment features,
among which were drives through
the blossoming cherry orchards, skeet

*

shoots, golf, shulTle board contests,
and a deep sea fishing contest won by
the Detroit delegation with a 16-
pound Mackinaw trout. The fiiah was
baked and served by the manage
ment uf the Park Place Hotel at an
inrormal dinner for visiting Grand
Lodge dignitaries.

CONNECTICUT
The Eighth Annual Convention of

the Connecticut State Elks Associa
tion, held in Waterbury on June 26
was attended by 224 members of the
Order. Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Murray Hulbert and Grand Trustee
William T. Phillips of New York
Lodge No. 1 were guests of the As
sociation. Officers for the coming
year were elected as follows: Pres
William S. Murray, Norwich; 1st
Vice-Pres., Robert P. Cunningham,
Danbury; 2nd Vice-Pres., William M.
Scully, Meriden; Secy., (reelected for
5th consecutive term) Archie J. Mc-
Cullough, Derby; Treas., (reelected
for 7th consecutive term) John F.
McDonough, Bridgeport; Trustees:
Chairman, Andrew F. McCarthy,
New London; Edward J. Creamer,
New Haven; Howard G. Mitchell,
New Britain; Renard L. Palatine,
Waterbury, and C. Irving Byington,
Norwalk. New Britain Lodge No.
957 will entertain the Association
next year.

The officers of Danbury Lodge No.
120 were presented with the State

{Continued on page 50)
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Grand Lodge Officers and

Committees 1937-1938

GRAND EXALTED RVLKti
Cbaolbs Si'E.vceu Hart, (Mount Veroon. N. Y.. No. 842) CbanlD

Buildlns:, ;j80 Lexineton Avonue. Now York. N. Y.

GRAyD ESTEKMED LEADiyG KXIGHT
JOHx K. Bckch. Grand Rapids. Jlich., No. 48, 219 Division

Avenue South

GRAXD EHTEE2IED LOYAL KXIGHT

Mii-TOX L. Axfexger, Denver, Colo.. No. 17, 322 Sj mas Building

GRAXD EfHTEEMED LECTURIXG KXIGIIT

M. II. KTAUKWEATHEn, TucsoD. Arlz.. No. 3So. 40 West Congress
Street

G HA X D S KVU E TA R1"

J. Eofi-Mt Masteus, (Clmrloroi. I'a.. No. Elks National
Memorial Headquarters Biiikllnf:, 2750 Lake View Avonue,
Chiciigo, 111.

GRAXD TUEA'SVRER

Dn. Edward J. McCoumick, Toledo, Ohio, No. o3, The Ohio
Buildiug

GRAXD TILER

Arxoi.d Westermaxx, Louisville, Ky., No. S. 705 M. E. Taylor
BuildinK

GRAXD IXXER GUARD

Geouce W. MuNfc-oiiD. Duriiam. N. C., No. SOS, P. O. Box G1

GRAXD CHAPLAiy

Bev. j. B. DoBBixs, Tenii'le. Texas. No. 138

GRAXD ESQUIRE

Thomas .T. Buady, (Brookline. Muss., No. {>96) 45 Summer Street
Boston, Ma.«s.

SECRETARY TO GRAXD EXALTED RULER
UicHAUD F. ri.ool), .Trs., (Ba.vonnc. N. J.. No. 4:-54) Ciianln Build

ing, 380 Lexiii^'ton Avenue. N<-\v York. X. Y.

BOARD OF GRAXD TRUSTEES
Hbsiiy a. CcBXTHEit, Chuirmuu iind Home Member, Newark.

N. .T.. No. 21. XOO Dil'ton Avenue
JoHX S. McPlei.i.axd, Vicv-f'huiyntait, Atlanta, tin.. No, 78. 202

Court House

William T. Svc>'ct<ii'.'/, New York. N. Y.. No. 1. 70U
Sevcntl) Avenue

Henry C. Wakxeu, Aiiiirot hif/ Mcinbcr, Dixoii, 111.. No. 779
J. FOHD ZiETf.ow, Aberdeen, S. D., No. 1040, P. O. Box 1480

GRAXD FORUM

("i.AYTON F. VAX Pelt. Chief Justice. Fond du Lar. Wis.. No. 57.
Court House

Hexn Kexyox, Auijurn, N. Y., No. 474.
MAKSHALf, F. McComu, Los Angeles, ('aiif.. No. 90. 110:5 State

Buildins

H. MAitK SVLLIVAX, (Brookline. Mass., No. SSG) 40 Court Street.
Boston. Muss.

James M. Fitkgekai-d, Omaha. Neh., No. 39, Court House

COMMITTEE O.V .}! DICIARY

I")ANiEL J. Keli.y, Chairman, Knoxvilie, Tenn., No. 100, 915
(4eni'i-iil Building

[,. A. Lewus. Anaheim. Calif.. No. 1345
MAitTix J. CvNXiXGHAM, Daubur.v. Conn.. No. 120
•!rv T. Toit Veij-e, Lincoln. Neb.. No. SO
llKiiUEUT B. FiiEUEiiicK, Da.vtoua Bearl). F!a., No. 1141

ton Avi'iiue. New York. X. Y.

C01I3IITTEE ON CREDEXTIALS

JOHx E. Duvmmey, Chairman, Seattle, Wash., No. 92. 1702 Broad
way

William A. Wolff, Rome, N. Y., No. 96
H. D. Ixgalls, Boulder, Colo., No. 560
J. Lixdley Coox, NVwtou. la.. No. 1270
William Elliott, Jit., Columbia, S. C.. No. 1190

LODGE ACTIVITIES COMMITTEE

J. Edward Oallico, Chairman, (Troy. N. Y., No. 141) Room 50t>.
122 E. 42n(l Street, New York, N. Y.

JosEi'H, M. Leoxaui), Sagiuaw, Midi., No. 47
Authdr G. Bauuett, Baltimore. Md., No. 7
Wade 11. Kei'xkh, Wiieeling. W. Va., No. 28
Jo.sEt'H G. Bu< H, Trenlon, N. J., No. 105

AIJDITIXG COMMITTEE

Georoe M. McLean, Chairman, El Reno, Okla., No. 743. P. O.
Box 167

Cuauleh j. Schmidt, TilBn, O.. No. 94
Roy M. Bkadi.ev, Jamestown. N. Y., No. 203

STATE ASSOCIATIONS COMMITTEE

JosKi'H B. Kyle, chairman, <«ary, liid., No. 1152, 039 Johnson
.Street

Fkaxk C. Winters, Monnioutli, 111., No. 397
lIowAUD U. Davi.s. Willianisport, I'a.. No. 173
John F. Btrke. Boston, Mass., No. 10
William II. Kelly. ICa.st Orange, N. J., No. 030

ASTLERS COUXCIL

C. Fextox Ni( iioi..s. Cliairnia)}, San Franoiseo, Calif., No. 3. 405
Montgoniei-y Street

tiEOUGE II. Llewei,!.yx, Salt Lake City. Utah, No. 85
Kaxi>om'h H. I'euuy, Charlottesville, Va,, No. 3S9

XATIOXAL MEMOIflAL AXn PUBLICATION
COMMISSIOX

BiiiM'E A, Cami'Iiell. Chairman, East St. Louis. Ill,, No. iHi4.
First National Bank Buii<liiig

RcsH L. IloLLAXD, yiL-v-Chairnmn, (Colorado Springs, Colo,, No.
30!() Metroijolitaii Bank Building, Washington, I>. C.

Jonx K. Tenbu, Srv'ij-Treai., and E:vrcutivc Director, (Cliur-

Fraxic L, Rain. Fairlmry, Neb.. No. 1203
William M. Auuott, Sau Francisco, Cal., No. 3, 58 Sutter Street

ELKS XATIOXAL FOUXDATION TRUSTEES

JoHX F. Mai.lkv, fli'iirmai), (Springfield, Mass., No. 01) 1.">
State Stre<'t, Boston. Mass.

Ravmoxi) Hkx.iamin. Mcf-Cliairmaii, (Nupa. Calif.. No. S32i
500 Siioreliani Building. Wasbington, D. C,

Fi.oYD E, Tiio.Mrsox, Sccrrtarii, (Moline, 111,, No. 556) 11 South
La Sulie Street. Chicago, Hi.

Ja.me.s <i. Ml-Faulaxd, Tren-iurcr, Watertewn, S, D.. No. fi3S
EinvAiti) Itifiii'i'int, New Orleans, La., No. 30, 1340 Canal Bank

Building
CiiAui.Ks H. 'JuAKEi.uw, Pliiladeli>bia, Pa., No. 2, Broad Street

at Cuiiibfrlatid

The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia
Tho Klk< Nallpnal Home ai Bedford, Vu., 1- in.iliitaiiicil as a ic'>icioiicf for ai-'K! ami
Imli^ciii nipmbors of Hic Onicr. It is neither an inHrmary iiur a hri.sitllal. Apiilicalluiis
for l« Ihc Huiiir must Ijc iniulc In wrlllrK, on hloiilts furnished by the
Grain! Secretary and slRiicd by llie applicant. All apnilcntiuns nnisl l)c approved l>y
Uif iuljordlnstc I,odge of whlcli the applicant U a inciiiher. ut u rceiilar iiivctinR, and

forwardtd to the h.rcictar.v of the lioaii] nf Grand Trustees. The Board of nrniid
r^u^.u•c:^ shall |ia»< nn all application'. For all laws iioicrninB the Klks NaHonal
Home, see (.rand Lodi:u Statues, Title I. fhnnter 9. Scntionn (Si to OOa, iiii'hi.^ivc.
For Infoniiatloii rcKaidina the Home addre.Hs Henry A. Ouenthur. Home Jlembtr,
Board of Grand Trustees. XcMark, .N. J., No, 21. 300 Clifton Ave.



The Men Behind the Game

At the time of the important game
with Navy at Baltimore a few sea
sons ago, Rockne was confined to a
hospital bed with thrombosis. The
players naturally were lost without
him. It was generally believed that
a team, so entirely dependent on its
coach, might go to pieces without
him on the sidelines.

Athletic authorities at Notre Dame
finally arranged to have Rockne ad
dress the team by way of radio, just
before the game. At the appointed
hour, the players gathered around
the radio to await with avidity the
final instructions of their coach.
Having been on the road, the players
had not seen Rockne for more than a
week. They didn't know what to ex
pect.

A less wise man might have re
sorted to soppish sentimentality in
the hope of getting the team into a
fighting mood. Not Rockne. Clear as
a bell, compelling as martial com
mand, direct as an arrow, his voice
poured forth over the air.

"You birds have got a tough one on
your hands today. You know that
as well as I do. Navy's been under
rated. They haven't clicked yet.
They're about due. You'll know
they've struck their stride once they
start backing you up against your
goal line.

"We can't afford to lose this one.
It's important. We've got to take
it. We're going to take it. Forget
those newspaper clippings saying
what a great team you are. Clip
pings never won a ball game. The
only thing that will win today is
the thing that won last week and the
week before, and that's the old Go!
Go! Go! Go! Go! That's what we've
got to have. Remember that. Just
the old Go! Go! Go! Get the jump!
Follow the ball! Be alert! You're
a good team. But no team's too
good to be licked. Stay in the game
every minute!"

There was a second's pause. One
might have heard a pin drop. Only
the heavy breathing of the players,
roused to an emotional pitch by the
magic presence of their coach, dis
turbed the absolute calm. Every eye
was staring at the radio. Rockne
was there. He was right in front of
them. They were sure of that. There
was his shiny bald head, his dented
nose, his warmly human eyes, his
animated countenance. Th-e voice
came forth again.

"Frank!" The player addressed
fairly jumped out of his shoes.
"You're playing back too far on
punts. Move up! Don't forget to
use your crossbucks to the weak
side. Build up to our reverse pass
for a scoring play! Keep the boys
on the hop! . . . Pete! Make your
charge lower! And come out of the

(Continued from page 9)

Andy Kerr, the veteran coach
of Colgate

line faster on the off-tackle play,
Harry! What did I tell you about
our pass defense in our own terri
tory? Don't commit yourself till you
see that ball in the air!"

The players were astounded, i hat
personal touch of Rockne's, talking
to them as though he were wii"
them, in the very room with tiiem,
did the trick. How could thej' help
but play their heads oflf when
ej'es were on them from afar ? They d
show Navy. They'd bring the bacon
home to the Old Maestro. They d
win for Notre Dame. And they did.

Fielding Yost, although no longer
officially active in the game, is still
an imposing figure in football ranks.
Fashioned like a Norse giant, he vi
brates with boundless energy, ^^loo
old now to get in the line and mix
it" with the young bucks, Yost is still
keenly interested in the gridiron
scene, and he will be remembered as
long as football is played.

Lunching with him in New York
one day, I was amazed at the lacility
with which he recalled the names ot
men who played for him two and
three decades ago, when the Michi
gan Wolverines were the scourge oi
the Conference, and the "point-a-
minute" machine of his construction
was making football history. He
fairly shook with laughter when I
complimented him on his memory.
"Names," he shrieked, a gleam of
uncontrolled mirth lighting up his
deep-set eyes, "why I can tell you

where every man who ever played
for me at Blichigan lives. What's
more, I can tell you what his busi
ness is and how he's doing."

Whereupon the huge ex-Ann Ar
bor mentor started to make good his
word by calling off a dozen or more
former players, telling me what
companies they headed, where they
taught, or in' what corner of the
earth they had finally been laid to
rest.

Most of the hundreds of football
players who imbibed of Yost's
health-giving personality still cor
respond with him, even though the
sound of the whistle and the scent
of resin have long since passed from
their memories. The image they
carried away from football was not
the victories won, the games lost, the
great plays or the tragic errors, but
rather the picture of Yost, of a man
full grown, with the heart of a war
rior, the mind of a teacher, the spirit
of a friend.

Ask any football player what
single individual made the most
definite, lasting and constructive im
pression on him in his college years,
and the chances are a hundred to
one he'll say his football coach. It's
not false loyalty, a puerile notion, a
boyish stereotype. 'The fact is that
in the vast majority of investiga
tions of higher education, a definite
effort is made to secure as football
coach a man who will measure up
to the highest standards. He must,
as it were, embody the pedagogical
qualifications of the professor, the
understanding of the physician and
the sternness of the militarist. He
must be one who will get results
without distorting values, shattering
ideals or dwarfing individuals. He
must teach men to strive for victory
without making victory a fetish.

All great coaches have not neces
sarily been successful in terms of
victory. Tad Jones, former Yale
coach, Bill Roper, former Princeton
mentor, and Dr. Mai Stevens, also
formerly of Yale, now coaching
N. Y. U., did not compile impressive
records. And yet, the men who played
for them will swear by them till their
last day. This because all three of
them, like many others, possessed
commendable personal qualities, in
spiring personalities, and a serious
ness of purpose and a sense of loyalty
which overshadowed their failure to
produce winning teams. They taught
football as it should be taught. While
they may have lacked the subtle com
bination which produces triumphant
elevens repeatedly, their charges got
h'om the game because of their tutel
age, the gratifying pleasures which
may be had from it, in defeat as well
as in victory.

The healthy status of the game
today is due largely to the fine type
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of men who are teaching it. Taken
as a group, the football coaches of
the country represent the highest
type of man in the educational field
today. They possess, with but few
exceptions, the sympathetic under
standing of the high minded pro
fessor and the strong moral fibre of
a successful soldier. They place in
dividual welfare before personal suc
cess, and reason before desire.

Recently at a student dinner at
Colgate, Andy Kerr, the veteran
coach, rose to speak. The reception
that greeted him literally shook the
rafters. Every man in the room was
a better man because Andy Kerr was
there at Colgate. They knew the way
he taught football—cleanly, grimly,
smartly. They knew he tolerated
only fairness in all things. They
knew he could take defeat like a gen
tleman and victory the same way.
They knew he stood for Colgate and
all Colgate stands for. Andy was
their hero. He was their conception
of what Colgate wanted them to be.

Andy has been known to deliver a

sermon from the pulpit in the chapel
at Colgate. From the cross-barred
field to the cross-starred church. The
transformation seems unnatural, yet
it doesn't take much imagination to
see a host of students drinking in
Andy's words from the pulpit in the
same way his team drinks in his
words in the locker room just before
the game.

Kerr is but one of the many gen
tlemen of the pigskin world who are
building men today. Turn anywhere
and you find others like him. Dr.
John B. Sutherland of Pittsburgh, as
fine a character as ever drew a
breath, a moulder of men, a leader
and an inspirational force, Earl
Blaik of Dartmouth, Gar Davidson
of Army, Ray Morrison of Vander-
bilt, Fritz Crisler of Princeton,
Ducky Pond of Yale, Ossie Solem of
Syracuse—not one among them or
their confreres with whom you would
not gladly trust your own son.

That a coach's influence is lasting,
that it lives after he is gone, is seen
in that group of stalwarts who

earned their spurs under the tutelage
of perhaps the greatest teacher of
them all, Rockne. Today Elmer Lay-
den is carrying on at Notre Dame,
where Rockne left off. Harry Stuhl-
dreher is directing the proceedings
on Wisconsin's gridiron. Noble Kiser
is head of Purdue's athletic depart
ment and coach of its team. Jim
Crowley is at Fordham. Frank
Thomas is at Alabama. And others
are in far corners of the land con
tinuing the Rockne tradition.

Every one of these men is cast in
the same mould. They admired
Rockne so much when he was living
and so much still, that they all have
common traits that remind you of
the Old Maestro. They teach foot
ball vigorously, yet never lose sight
of the fact that, after all, it is only
a game. A game to be won or lost
with all the cards on the table.
Strong, wholesome, fearless, confi
dent, like the leader from whom they
learned, they continue to develop men
in the same manner as their master
did when they wore the war togs.

The Mysterious Case
of Captain Thunderbolt

them all." The Captain, who had dis
guised himself as a pale faced, trem
ulous Quaker, then continued to a
bend in the highway where he sat
down as if to refresh himself from
a long walk. The riders soon ap
peared around the corner and Light-
foot charged out to meet them.
Upon his challenge, one of the four
spurred up his horse and disap
peared into the brush. The other
three with little argument delivered
their purses and jewelry and from
one of them Lightfoot also took a
coat and hat. This latter man. Lord
p , asked if he were Captain
Thunderbolt. Martin replied, "No, I
am his brother, Captain Lightfoot."
After the victims had hurried off
down the road, Thunderbolt arose
from his seat on the bank and con
gratulated Lightfoot on his success,
telling him that he had "taken the
first brush like a true game chicken."

From this moment on Thunderbolt
and Lightfoot were fast friends and
partners, although the Captain never
failed to make clear to his aide just
who was boss. Thunderbolt's instinct
for di-ama led him regularly to do
certain curious things simply to im
press Lightfoot with the solemnity of
his profession. For instance, after
the robbery recounted in the pre
vious paragraph and when the pair
had reached the seaport town of
Dungarven, some forty miles away
in the county of Cork, the Captain
sent Lightfoot to a tavern to pro
cure some liquor so that "the horse
I had taken should be christened in

{Continued from page 25)

due form." This was shortly done
not far from town. The Captain, go
ing through a regular christening
ceremony, named the horse "Down-
the-Banks," while pouring brandy in
its ears. Lightfoot then learned that
Doherty usually carried four or five
different disguises with him for
after this christening the Captain
changed his clothes to appear as
Lightfoot's servant—Lightfoot be
ing dressed just then as a gentleman
huntsman. The Captain was in a
good humor, and smacked his lieu
tenant heartily on the shoulder say
ing, "Lightfoot, only put on fine
clothes, have plenty of money in
your pocket, swagger a good deal,
but say nothing, and you may pass
through the world as a great man."

So for the next two years Thun
derbolt and Lightfoot were great
men. They swaggered up and down
the British Isles, plundering and
looting almost as they chose. They
stole and cached thousands of dollars
worth of money and jewelry, some of
which is still being brought to light
today, in Ireland especially, by some
householder casually grubbing in the
soil of his backyard. The pair dur
ing this period gayly posed as nearly
every important person in the coun
try—save the King—and their repu
tations and the price upon their
heads grew apace. They solemnly at
tended weddings and funerals and
picked up a tidy penny. They loved
and married—in their manner—
whoever took their fancy, and would
agree, and had the money. They even

at one time became bailiffs and were
paid well to try to track themselves
down. Now and then, however, they
were able to escape their infuriated
victims only by the narrowest mar
gin, and on one of these occasions
the Captain himself was winged by
a musket shot. They had been flee
ing a body of soldiery which had
been set on their trail, and had holed
up for the night in a small inn some
two miles outside of the city of Cork,
The next forenoon the company,
twenty dragoons strong, arrived,
having been secretly informed of the
culprits' presence by the landlord.
Thunderbolt and Lightfoot found out
about this just in time and made a
run for it over the fields behind the
tavern.

"The soldiers pursued and fired
upon us; one ball struck the Captain
in the calf of the leg and impeded
his running for some time. How
ever, we managed to get out of reach
of our pursuers and traveled over
the country about ten miles, when he
was so exhausted that it was impos
sible for him to go any further. We
concealed ourselves in a wood; he
fell down on the ground and, as I
thought, was a dying man. He had
sense enough, after a few minutes'
rest, to tell me that there was a
small bottle in his pocket which he
directed me to give him. He smelt of
it, swallowed a few drops from it
and rubbed his head with it. He was
soon revived and directed me to take
the ball from his leg with my pen
knife. 'Cut as near the lead,' said he.



'as you can; I can afford to lose a
little blood.' It was the first time
that I had ever officiated as a sur
geon, but I saw he was so resolute
upon the subject that I cut it out
without any fear. . . . Early the next
morning- we moved from the wood
... he leaned upon my shoulder and
hobbled along all the day. When it
was near night, we had got near to a
small village. He lay down in the
bushes and directed me to go to an
apothecary's shop for a certain med
icine which he knew would be ser
viceable, for he seemed to have
studied physics as well as everything
else but religion, and that, I am
sorry to say, he did not know much
of, although when occasion de
manded, he could talk a great deal
about it."

From this adventure, the two
moved to another—this time to res
cue, for the sheer fun of the thing,
a couple of Irishmen who, with a
dozen other criminals, had just been
sentenced either to execution or long
term imprisonment at Botany Bay.
They set the prisoners free and held
up the judge who had sentenced
them; they robbed the prosecutor,
Sir William Cotesworth, and they
rifled the home of another official by
the name of Wilbrook to the tune of
one hundred and sixty guineas be
fore the Captain would pause. Even
then, he decided that he and Light-
foot needed fresh horses and when
they saw three huntsmen galloping
thx*ough a nearby field Thunderbolt
rode up alongside and, drawing his
pistol, said, "Gentle
men we wish to ex
change horses with
you so the sooner you
dismount the better it
will be for your car- ^
casses." Lightfoot,
following the usual
technique, demanded Tffl
the trio's watches, but
Thunderbolt would
not hear of it. "No,
brother," he said, "we
have got enough for
the present." Light-
foot was not taken in ^ ^
by this apparent gen
erosity; he knew that
it was prudence on
the Captain's part to
avoid any delay that
might bring the rest
of the hunting party
within range.

Thunderbolt and Lightfoot contin
ued their merry association and with
a profit in gems, jewelry and cash
which has been estimated to total
well above a quarter of a million
pounds in value until early in the
year of 1819. Then it was that
Thunderbolt refused, because of the
tremendous hazard, to undertake the
job of robbing a shipment by stage
from the Bank of Ireland in Dublin.
Lightfoot decided to try it alone and
did eventually steal a trunk from the
stagecoach which was carrying a
large amount of gold to Kilkenney.
Lightfoot found to his chagrin, how

ever, that he had seized the wrong
trunk and had only a large assort
ment of clothing for his pains. On
his way back to Dublin, his trail was
picked up and in throwing off his
pursuers he spent so much time that
he missed Thunderbolt at the ap
pointed place. After wandering
about for a number of weeks in
search of his chief, Lightfoot found
that Great Britain was growing far
too warm for comfort; he was being
recognized nearly everywhere, and
for days spent most of his waking
hours fleeing from detachments of
soldiers or sheriffs. Thus on the 12th
of April, 1819, not daring to stay
longer without Thunderbolt's advice
and protection, Lightfoot signed as
a passenger on the brig, Maria,
bound for New York.

News of his departure came mys
teriously to Thunderbolt's ears the
very next day while the Captain was
rusticating in a quiet little inn some
ten miles beyond Dublin. Thunder
bolt hurried back to check up, found
it was true, and realizing the reason
Lightfoot had left, determined to go
himself. But not to the United
States. He decided to embark for
the West Indies where, he had heard,
money was becoming increasingly
easy to get hold of. Within a few
weeks he had settled up whatever af
fairs he was involved with in Great
Britain and had taken passage on
the merchantman, Donelan. On ship
board he struck up an acquaintance
with the owner, one Captain Car-
stile, and from him received a num-

Spent a great deal of time study
ing metlical books.

ber of letters of introduction and
credit under the name of John Wil
ton. He lived under this name for a
short time on the islands, posing as
a wealthy Scotch contractor. Then,
apparently eager to learn more about
the world, he booked passage on the
brig, ConsfaJit, which was to touch
Boston on its way to Halifax. Dur
ing this voyage, which was exces
sively stormy and uncomfortable, the
Captain managed to pick up quite a
bit of change from passengers too
seasick to complain. Thus he ar

rived in Boston feeling blithe and
hearty and ready for his next ad
venture.

From this point on, the life of
John Doherty as Captain Thunder
bolt is misted with much fancy and
siJeculation. Stories contradict and
the facts themselves appear para
doxical at times. One thing is clear,
however. That is that Captain Thun
derbolt's activities in America were
few in comparison with those for
which he was blamed, especially
after Lightfoot's jail escape and con
fession at Cambridge. But the drama
of them quite made up for their
paucity. On the 27th day of Novem
ber, 1821, Thunderbolt returned to
Boston, after some wanderings in
upper New England, to try to help
Lightfoot, whose predicament he had
learned of from the newspapers.
Disguised as the Reverend Father
McQuade of the Roman Catholic
Church of Cambridge (Father Mc
Quade really did exist and, except on
this occasion, was with Lightfoot
throughout his trial and imprison
ment), Thunderbolt visited Light
foot in his cell. There, after a long
talk, he left him with a caseknife, a
file, some brandy and an amount of
money. He promised to wait for
Lightfoot at a cer^in barn in Water-
town, Massachusetts—only a few
miles off—subsequently to help him
to Canada whence Lightfoot had been
bound when he was originally cap
tured.

With the tools Thunderbolt had
provided, Lightfoot did manage to

saw through his bonds
>31 and on the morning

of December 8, 1821,

F# to break out of his
cell and gain his free-

rJamm dom- But a gang of
laborers returning

their breakfast,
fiHPyBjjS* into him as he

was fleeing through
^ cornfield behind the
prison and, after a
terrific battle, over-

•b came him and
dragged him back to
j^il* It is certain that

idn from this point on
• Thunderbolt dared no
TO longer to try to help
"*r him, and, after Light-

foot's confession with
the obvious implica
tions that no one

else but Thunderbolt could have
helped just as he did in the jail
delivery, the Captain quietly re
turned to Vermont, never again to
leave that State. However, word of
Thunderbolt's highway-manry at
once began to spread across the
countryside. He was reported simul
taneously to have conducted rob
beries in Quebec and in New Haven,
Connecticut. He theoretically held
up a bank messenger in Atlanta,
Georgia, on August 2, 1834, while
working on a local loan shark in
Athens, Vermont.

These conflicting tales are difficult
to untangle, but it is known that it
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was about this time that Thunder
bolt did do a piece of business near
Newfane, Vermont. It happened like
this. A small farmer, living some
miles out of Newfane, the county
seat, had just finished up his work
at the barn one evening and was
walking slowly toward his cottage
when a tall, heavily-built man, his
face obscured by a muffler, appeared
out of the dusk and asked him for a
drink of milk. The farmer brought
him the drink, remarking at the
same time that that was the last
milk he or anybody else would ever
receive from there. When the stran
ger asked why, the countryman re
plied that the man who held the
mortgage on the farm was coming
that night for the sum due; that
since the money was not available,
foreclosure would certainly follow.
The farmer muttered about the gen
eral orneriness of the mortgage-
holder, of his persistent refusal to
extend the obligation, and so on. The
stranger asked sharply what the
amount was and, upon being told
that it was $165, demanded to know
how much the farmer could pay. "I
got jest $60," said the man. "Very
well," said the stranger, "you keep
ten of it for yourself. Here is $115.
When the mortgage-holder comes,
you give him this 'with $50 of your
own money. Have him sign a receipt,
whatever you do. Everything will
be all right. Good night." "Bu-bu-
but," stuttered the startled farmer,
"who be you that you'll trust me,
and help me—?" The stranger called
back over his shoulder as he walked
swiftly away into the gloom, "Cap
tain Thunderbolt helps everyone
who is poor and oppressed by the
rich."

N hour or so later, the mortgage-
holder appeared for his money and,
to his great surprise, received it.
When he asked the farmer how he
had managed to raise it, the farmer
answered evasively, "There's some
one around now who looks after the
poor and the oppressed." The mort
gage-holder shrugged his shoulders
and crawled back into his buggy.
Whipping up his horse, he was soon
rattling off down the road toward
Newfane. He did not get far, how
ever, when at a twist in the lane he
came upon a shadowy figure on
horseback blocking his way.

"What do you want?" he demand
ed nervously, pulling his nag up
short.

"Stand still, you rascal," the
mounted man growled, "or I'll blow
your head off. Give me your purse."

"But I'm a poor man," whimpered
the mortgage-holder.

"Give me your purse and be quick
about it. I am Captain Thunder
bolt!"

Thunderbolt! The little man in the
buggy fumbled in his coat, found the
soiled leather wallet with the farm
er's mortgage money in it and trem
blingly passed it to the highwayman.

Thunderbolt took it, wheeled about
on his horse and waved his pistol in
the direction of Newfane.

"Begone, now, you scoundrel," he
muttered, "and let this teach you to
be easier on honest men."

The victim chirruped to his horse
and made off to Newfane with as
great speed as possible. There he
told his story to the sheriff who im
mediately organized a posse to make
a search. But before the posse could
be assembled, a terrific thunder-
shower broke and the investigation
had to be postponed until the next
morning, by which time Thunder
bolt was presumably, many miles
away. Other incidents of a like order
were reported from time to time,
but they gradually became fewer,
and the authorities grew increasing
ly convinced that some of the sup
posed victims were the prey of hallu
cinations and of newspaper publicity.
Every story revealed a different de
scription of the highwayman and in
every case the man who claimed to
have been robbed was known to be
a skinflint or money-lender whom no
body liked. It was even felt by some
citizens that if a robbery had been
committed, it served the victim
right.

J.HE years went by and the tales
of the mysterious Thunderbolt be
gan to pass into local legend. A
small, one-story brick schoolhouse,
perfectly circular in shape was built
in Brookline, Vermont, and presently
became known as Captain Thunder
bolt's school because the money for it
had been furnished by an anonymous
donor who had also specified the
shape. The reason for its circularity,
gossip said, was so that if the Cap
tain chose one day to drop in and
teach a class or so, there would be
no corners in which an enemy could
secrete himself. Children still go to
school in the Captain's schoolhouse
in Brookline and they still enjoy re
peating the legend of the day the
Captain, muffled up to the eyes,
strode in, waved the startled teacher
to a rear seat, and, laying his two
brass-bound pistols on the master's
desk, sat down and for half an hour
heard the horrified pupils' lessons.

Now the narrative suddenly shifts
to its most astounding sequel. The
reader will please note carefully the
details of the following account,
all of which is a matter of public
record.

On March 16, 1847, after a brief
illness, one of Brattleboro, Ver
mont's, best known citizens—Dr.
John C. Wilson—died. He had been
a resident of the town for a number
of years, had married a Brattleboro
girl and had built a house just out
of the centre of the community on
the banks of the Connecticut River.
It appears that Dr. Wilson had come
to Vermont from the West Indies
about 1819 and had first settled in
Dummerston, where for several
years he taught in the district school.

In this profession he was singularly
successful for all the fact that he
apparently preferred medicine to
teaching and spent a great deal of
time studying medical books and
visiting libraries in the nearby
towns. He removed to Newfane, Ver
mont, about 1822, and in 1836, hav
ing built up a large and influential
practice in medicine, he took up resi
dence in Brattleboro. Dr. Wilson
seems to have possessed considerable
skill not only in medicine but in
surgery and he was not infrequently
called to other communities to .con
sult with the doctors there. One of
the Doctor's biographers says of
him: "In his practice he came by
many to be very much esteemed for
his professional skill and unremit
ting devotion to his patients. And
this devotion is said to have grown
more intense in proportion—not so
much to the prospect of a liberal re
ward—as to the amount of the fee
previously advanced (or promised)."
A rather peculiar incident occurred
one day while the Doctor was visit
ing the bedside of a patient in
Athens, Vermont. The patient had
just been reading the recently pub
lished confession of Michael Martin,
alias Lightfoot. When the Doctor's
eye fell upon this, he seized it with
a growl and flung it angrily into the
fire. Just what reason he had for
doing this no one ever learned. Cer
tainly the Doctor never explained his
action.

The Doctor was a commanding and
incalculable person in Brattleboro.
A man of florid complexion, he had
dark eyes and hair, a strong face,
barrel chest and stood just one inch
above six feet. His deportment was
that of an educated gentleman whose
manners could only have achieved
their polish by contact abroad with
men of breeding. Whatever the cir
cumstances of his background were,
however, he never saw fit to discuss.
He had certain eccentricities which
everyone marked and they included
his never appearing in public with
out a heavy muffler swathed care
fully around his neck up to his chin.
He never tried on his boots at the
shoestore, but always took them
home to fit them before making a
purchase. Large as his practice was,
it did not account for the amount of
money he appeared to have, and
medicine did not explain some of his
strange interests. He put $6,000 into
the erection of a mill for sawing
timber, with steam to be used as the
motive power. The unsatisfactori-
ness of the machinery and the tre
mendous cost of its repair and op
eration finally caused him to give up
the project and all his investment
which (his biographer says) was
"supposed to have been acquired by
his professional industry" was lost.
Romance entered the Doctor's life at
about this period and he was pres
ently wedded to the daughter of one
of the finest citizens of Brattleboro.
The marriage did not do well and in
a short time the wife petitioned for
divorce on the grounds of the Doc-



tor's tyrannical treatment of her.
Among the details of the divorce
there is a mention by her of her de
termination not to live with a man
who "had been a robber or some such
infamous character". The biographer
goes on in a manner typical of the
period to say: "Can we believe that
his treatment of her was cruel be
cause of the intimacy and confidence
of connubial life had revealed to her
knowledge facts and suspicions
which it was one great object with
him to conceal? . . . We say this di
vorce and its circumstances are mys
terious. But once let it be settled
that the husband of this amiable
woman was the dreaded Thunderbolt
of Lightfoot's confession, and his
conduct to her in the eye of reason
is no longer a mystery."

If this concealment of the real
facts of Dr. Wilson's past was signifi
cant, it became doubly so in his last
illness. "The indifference to tempo
ral things and confidential surrender
of the person in care of friends and
nurses which commonly attend the
last hours of the suffering, especially
whei-e there is a consciousness of
immediate dissolution, were not wit
nessed in the case of Dr. Wilson. But
on the other hand, his anxiety to
prevent exposure of his body to the
eye of his attendants seemed to grow
more intense. He refused to be un
dressed throughout his sickness, and,
even in the last struggles of his life,
continued to wear the same apparel
in which he was dressed at the com
mencement of his illness. Unnatural
as it appears in the light of civiliza
tion, nevertheless, of his own will,
he died with his clothes on. After
his death there were taken off,
among other things, his pantaloons,
three pairs of drawers, and a large
muffler from his neck. . . . The ap
pearance of his body after his de
cease seemed to reveal to many the
reasons for much of his conduct, be
fore inexplicable, in the scars and

defects found on various parts of it.
The scar upon the back of his neck
. . . was some inches in length. An
other, discovered upon the calf of his
leg, was about the size of a cent,
branching off in one direction nearly
an inch. This had all the appearance
of having been caused by a musket
ball as described by Lightfoot in the
case of Thunderbolt, which, he says,
he extracted with his knife. This leg
was a little shorter than the other
and somewhat withered. And to
avoid limping he had worn a cork
heel which enabled him to hide the
defect. . . . Bandages and wadded
cotton were wound around the leg to
give it the size of the other. . . .

"Among other things were found
in his possession three old English
double-barreled guns—^three pairs of
old English pistols, besides several
odd ones—a number of swords, one
of them a straight, sharp-pointed
blade, quite rusty, the edge much
hacked. ... It had the appearance of
having driven a brisk business some
time. . . . There were found some
eight or ten old watches of antique
pattern—some of gold, others of sil
ver ; also a very large clasp knife that
might have answered a good purpose
as a cleaver. We understand that
some of these guns were not only
charged at the time of his death, but
that his custom was to keep them so,
as a defense against the attacks of-—
what?—conscience? ... A diamond
necklace, which the Doctor exhibited
to a friend of his some years since
has not been discovered. . . . The cir
cumstances attending this singular
exhibition were as follows: The gen
tleman to whom it was made was one
of the Doctor's most intimate friends
whom he had invited to a convivial
entertainment subsequent to the sep
aration from his wife. After some
conversation with reference to her
he presented the necklace saying,
'Thank God! Here is a nest-egg she
never discovered, worth seven thou
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sand dollars, which she would be
proud to wear.' The question was
how he came into possession of such
a treasure. The Doctor replied that
it was his mother's. His mother was
the wife of an honest blacksmith 1"

The biographer then plays his
trump card: "We are now prepared
to submit to the candid reader on
the showing already made, not so
much whether the public is entitled
solemnly to pronounce Dr. John Wil
son, late of Brattleboro, Vt., to be
the John Doherty of the Confession,
the Thunderbolt of Irish memory, as
to whether there is not enough to
justify the suspicion and the wide
spread excitement which has so
clearly and loudly called for the
grounds on which these suspicions
rest. . . . The dead, we know, are
alike insensible to the voice of praise
or blame—to the injustice of false,
or the more withering rebukes of
veritable history. But as we have
already hinted, every act done in
public by any of its members, be
comes an integral part of the prop
erty of the public; and society has
the right, if it pleases, to a record—
a stereotyped edition of it. . . . The
feverish excitement, so widely per
vading the public mind as to the
identity of the late Dr. John Wilson
. . . with the notorious Thunderbolt
... is to us no matter of surprise.
It is natural that the feeling of in
security should cease with the re
moval of the causes which awak
ened it."

Thus, with typical caution, an
anonymous Vermont writer, through
the publishing house of J. B. Miner
of Brattleboro, Vermont, in 1847,
announces the point of view of most
persons acquainted with the tale of
Captain Thunderbolt who, born of
obscure parents in Scotland, became
the rogue of two continents, and died
in a little cottage on the banks of the
Connecticut, one of the great mys
tery men of America.

Mermaid in the Mountains

a bowie knife, and not later than
yesterday morning at that.

He straightened up from his bow
and Sudna became aware of his
height. He could, as the saying went
in the mountains, have eaten his
dinner offen the head of anyone in
the room. She was used to tall men—
broad, bulky, knotty fellows who
could stoop under a horse and lift it
off the ground. But Mr. Peyton was
all legs and torso—long and narrow
like a sapling. His shoulders sloped,
and his waistline entirely disappeared
at the hips. He looked like a man
who could ride and dance, if nothing
else. She was fascinated at the swift
silence of his stride as he crossed the
room in two steps. He laid a hand
on the back of a chair, turning again

{Continued from page 13)

with a smile that made the black
eyes sparkle.

"Do you sit here. Miss McCorken ?
Sudna felt a hot confusion in her

throat. She saw her brothers star
ing suspiciously at the stranger.
What kind of airs was he puttin' on .
Anyone knew that wimmen folk don't
have vittals with the men. Sudna
started to speak without knowing
what to say. She looked at her father.
John McCorken's red face twitched
painfully at the mouth. He had al
most forgotten that this big daughter
of his was Susan D'Arcy's child and
a lady. Sudna saw that he was
pleased and proud of Peyton's ges
ture, John McCorken half raised his
hand as if to motion her toward the
proffered chair. Then, as if coming

back to reality, he changed his mind.
His hand fell, not without affection,
on Peyton's shoulder.

"That's your chair," he said.
"Sit down."

Sudna fed the men and, when they
had left, she ate a little herself. She
scraped the dishes into a bucket and
set it outside where Randy could
carry it to the hog pen. Though the
day was only begun, she felt the drag
of nervous fatigue. If she had seen
Mr. Peyton's countenance at the ford,
she knew she could never have faced
him at breakfast. Even as it was,
the penetrating shaft of his black
eyes did queer things inside her. She
pulled the props from under the table
and carried them outside. The visitor
and her father were strolling back



from the salt well. Perhaps he was
a buyer after all. No doubt he would
strike his bargain and depart without
her seeing him again. Any other day
she would have been glad the huskers
were coming despite the extra work.
It meant dancing and song that eve
ning, but Sudna was not expecting
to enjoy it now. From a pile of pine
boards in the yard, she set up a long
table, benches on sawed-off stumps
along each side and end. Back in
the kitchen she just had time to mix
corn meal dough for the oven when
a shout announced that the first wa
gon was crossing the ford. It was
time to put on her red dress, with
the Indian beadwork. John McCor-
ken had bought it for her from a
peddler in Clarksburg.

Of course, the thing would be too
small. Store clothes never fitted her.
She pinned cotton stockings to her
underpants and drew on the one silk
petticoat which remained from her
mother's wardrobe. The lace fringe
barely reached her knees—a useless
luxury since it would be hidden from
the sight of man. She was braiding
her hair into tresses when the Casey
girls burst in the door. Chariety
was sixteen; her two sisters, each a
year older, and all were red-headed
with fresh pink cheeks and vivid blue
eyes. Their mother had sent them
all in spotless white dresses which
the missionary priest sold them for
their Confirmation.

"Oh," cried Chariety, "Sudna, will
thei'e be fiddlin'? Faith says there
won't, but ain't there?"

"Why, yes, Chariety. Pa got Old
Sam to come up from Hidden
Springs."

"Yah, Faith. I tole you so. I kin
dance hoe-down reels as good as you
kin."

"You kain't," retorted Faith.
"Who's else a-comin', Sudna? The
Neal gals?"

"And the Mor
gans too," said j
Sudna, putting on 1
the red dress. , y

"Them's Bap-
tists," chimed in
Hope Casey.
"They confess I; W
like we'uns—only
out loud at re- i :
Vi v a 1 meetin's. ^
Y e r shanks is
showin', Sudna."

"I know. The
skirt's too short."

"But it's prut-
ty. Ma dyed me a v\
brown dress out- i
na juice,

like um

A few minutes
later there were
five more girls in ^
the room as the I
Neals and the 1
Morgans made a f y
fiun'ied entrance. I ^ /
Sudna stepped f
out to let them
chatter in peace.

They were all in their teens and she
at twenty-two felt old and out of
place. John McCorken was sitting
on a kitchen chair still talking with
the stranger. Sudna heard Mr. Pey
ton say, "What about your sons?"

"Hard to tell. Born up here, they
never heard much politics talked, but
they're Virginians, of course. Put it
to them straight, I think they'll
fight."

"And the others?"

"JefF and Randy can collect some
friends."

"Good," snapped Peyton. "I'll stay
for the husking and wait for my
chance. With twenty boys who know
the mountains we can raise hell with
the Yanks."

"I'm for you, Captain," said John
McCorken.

Sudna slid out of the front door
unnoticed. So he was Captain Pey
ton and a recruiting officer. In the
yard the huskers were talking as they
unhitched their teams from the wa
gons. None more than looked up as
she went through the group to un
cover the barbecue pit where the
suckling pig, killed last night, would
be roasted. Galloping hoofs came up
the hill from the ford.

"Howdy, boys!"
"Well, if ain't Devil Bill. Howdy,

Bill!"
The man swung down from his

horse and emitted an ear-shocking
whoop that brought the girls tum
bling into the doorway. Bill Wagger-
man was the youngest of five fighting
brothers, all of whom stood six and
a half feet, scaling above two hun
dred pounds. Devil Bill's rollicking
and pugnacious ways made him both
bully and beau of the mountain side.
Tales of the man were legion. Once,
agreeing to fight a live bear. Bill
swung one of his ham-sized fists
against the animal's heart and killed
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'i wann't quite finished.'

it with a single blow. Again, having
defeated his opponent in a wrestling
match, Bill threw him over a fence
and then picked up the rival's horse
and tossed it over, too. He stood
now with arms folded on a massive
chest.

"Boys," he boomed, "you-all know
how tiz whin I come ter one of these
hyar huskin' bees. Who's evir gits a
red y'ar gives it ter me so's I kin kiss
the prettiest gal. Ef you doan, I'll
crack ope yer head lak a squashed
egg."

The girls giggled and the men
nodded gravely. No one ever disputed
his laws with Devil Bill. The huskers
started off in a crowd toward the
barn beyond the hill. Sudna saw
Captain Peyton press his way gently
through the doorway and follow
along. He smiled as he approached
her, showing strong white teeth, in
nocent of tobacco stain.

"Why, miss," he said, lifting the
slouch hat, "I hadn't to see you
dressed up. It's no wonder the large
gentleman spoke so feelingly about
kissing the prettiest girl."

Sudna nearly sank into the bar
becue pit. A man was actually paying
her a compliment. A warm flush
came up from her throat to cover
her face. Captain Peyton stopped as
if to admire. She could feel his eyes
walking down her body till they
stopped at the slight expanse of shin
bone where the dress ended. She
knew then how it would have felt this
morning if the Falls had really
stopped flowing.

"B-Bill," she stammered, "wasn't
referring to me. He meant one of the
Ca.sey girls. They're prettiest."

Captain Peyton looked quizzically
back at huddled groups and lowered
his voice.

"Buncombe," he whispered.
Sudna had read of swooning hero-

ines, but she
, th^^h

' ^ ^̂'̂ r
joy inside. No
flatter what

band^ie'̂ ^^
—T- - words with a hun-
Y \ clj'ed girls in the
^ Virginia valleys

,, .—. towns. He
might never so
iConti n ued on
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Mermaid in the Mountains

much as remember this trifling inci
dent, but it made no difference. If
she lived to be older than these eter
nal hills, it was something she would
never forget.

The men did not stop work for a
midday meal. They labored steadily
to finish before sundown. At four
o'clock the table in the yard sagged
with its load of hot bread and meats,
vegetables, jams, pickles and layers
of maple sugar candy. Old Sam, the
colored fiddler, arrived and took his
place beneath the big elm. Sheep had
been grazedon the yard for a week ^
clean and smooth it for dancing. Jeff
came down from the barn to give
notice that the huskers were nearly
finished. He helped John McCorken roll
two squat barrels, bound round with
hickory hoops, from the spring house.

The men came over the hill walk
ing fast and made for the kegs of
"mountain dew". Sudna saw that
Peyton lagged behind, his arm
around Randy's shoulders, talking
earnestly. Perhaps he would enlist
her brother for the Confederate
Army, and through Randy she could
hear news of her Captain after he
had gone out of her life. The girls
clustered at the table while the
drank. Old Sam began to move his
horse-tail bow over the fiddle for an
overture. He sang with a flapping
of his long feet while the girls joined
in the refrain.

"Did you eber see de Debil
Wid his ole wooden shubble
A-scratching up de grabble
Wid his night cap on?

"No, I neber seed de Debil
Wid his old wooden shubble
A-scratching up de grabble
Wid his night cap on.

"Did you eber, eber, eber
Did you eber, eber, eber
Did you eber, eber, eber
Cotch a whale by de tail?

"No, I neber, neber, neber—"

"Hush up!" It was Devil Bill. One
pint dipper of whiskey was already
down his gullet and another was
poised at his lips. ,

"Somebuddy ain't played fa r an
squar'!" he bawled. "Kain't tell me
thar warn't no red y-ar in all thet
cawn." .

Sudna sighed resignedly. Might as
well expect Bill to make trouble. He
always did.

" 'Fess up," he roared. "Gimme it
now and mebbe I forgit about the
lickin'."

"Have you ever traveled on a river
steamboat, Miss McCorken?" said an
amused voice at her elbow. "Wild
William there could make a fortune
by hiring himself out as a fog horn."

^Continued from page A2)

Sudna held her breath. Captain
Peyton had spoken loud enough for
several bystanders to hear. No one
to her knowledge had ever made fun
of Devil Bill. ,, , i.

"No doubt," chuckled Peyton in a
higher tone, "Wild William would
have been preferable to the ladies,
but luck, as it happens, waswith me.

His hand went through the rawhide
laces of his shirt andcame outwith a
bright red ear of corn. D^il Bill
sta?ed and came forward. His big
body rolled with a swagger.

'"?t'?m1ne,*wS' I found it and
^ was visible of Devil Bill sface beneath the whiskers turned red
enough to smoke and sizzle. He
hunched his shoulders, lowered his
hMd as if to charge, but somethingdetained him. In Captain Peyton's
frS hand suddenly appeared a large

stranger," com-
1 • Rill "thet ain t handsome,afn't hiWrfn- for no _shootin;^

Vm I man as likes a squar' up anddown ^fight. Will you put up yer
^""Don't''' whispered Sudna, shud-
j • ^ Shp realized that, with her
^fnH ®on hfs arm she had touched
5^ Pevton for the first time in
Sr We. "^"Hease, don't. The man's
^ Peyton ignored her. "Boys," he ad-

trbeSTevil BW?gu^^^^enough ^orth listening to. If
ri"iik hU wni you hear what I'll
'"'"£'/°yoS''Hck him!" guffawed one.
"I reckon thet's right funny.

Peyton handed the gun toJohn Mc-
Corken and the ear of corn to Sudna.

"Make a ring, boys!
It was over sooner than anyone ex-

nected. Bill had stripped himself to
thrwaist revealing biceps the size of
a torse's haunch. He came in behind
a right fist poised like a butcher s axe
and swung from the hips. Peyton s
feft hand moved scarcely eight inches,
but Bill stopped as if he had run into
a wagon pole. He bent double when
the same weapon went up to the hilt
in his midriff, and his head snapped
back as the fist jerked upward into
his beard. Captain Peyton did not
seem the happy craftsman at his
work A frown of pity and distaste
wrinkled his high forehead. His eyes
narrowed as if they were aiming
down a gun barrel. He seemed intent
on a single shot that would drop the
game with no more delay. It would
have been easier to see a copperhead
strike than to follow the quick squirt
of his right fist. Devil Bill hinged
at the knees. He sat down hard and
rolled over on his face.

Give him water, not whiskey,"
said the Captain coolly. "He may
have a slight concussion."

Sudna saw him blowing on his
knuckles as he came. He took the ear
of corn and tossed it high. One of
his arms went round her waist and he
pulled her forward away from the
table.

"Who'll say she isn't the prettiest
girl in sight?" he challenged gaily

His breath was on her forehead.
He was looking down into her eyes

something with his glance
^at she had no wits to understand.
His hps felt along her cheek till they
found her mouth Flame ran through
her veins. She clutched at his body,
sobbing in her throat with a deep!
sharp pain of ecstasy. Oh! It was
too much! God was too good that Hehad ghren her everything aVofone

still hold-mg her hands. His smile was gone.
The black eyes said someSg
serious and searching.

"Yow—ee-ee!"

sdJh Thich^^i^M' broke the
shrieked and the men^shout?d

"Mister, a man who kfn ^

If boyV'"'''foi wl'un"
aniv^tZTzrhites^ r"-"Friends, we'll eat .
dance alittle, and then Pi? hi""
thing to tell you. F^d iv
give us 'Dixie'?" can you

Sudna was sufficientlv j ^
marvel at the man's teeW
these highlanders with
music and mountain dew
could lead a whole reginfil^- f
the hills. The husker!
table, shouting between SthfJls

"I'll take my stanrt
Terlive and die foi Dixie."

asS°he'r I am?" he
"How should I*?"

AtS'̂ i t'oTh':u»
Early. Twenty-five Jubal
At sundown I must go » single.

She nodded and a snatch of verse
came to her tongue. verse

"A lightsome eye, a .
A feather of the biue ®A doublet of the Lincoln green-
No more of me ye knew, MrLove,
No more of me ye knew."

She was surpnsed at her own bold-
ness, but Luke Peyton gave another
of his quick smiles.

w' ll say that SirWalter Scott would be the ruination
of the South. Would a Yankee soldier
be risking his life to make love with



a girl? Chivalry, thy name is Dixie
—and there's the rub. We're all too
romantic with our plumes and our
trappings, and war is too real. Listen,
my dear. I'll be operating through
these hills. The railroad connects
Washington and the West. It's my
job to disconnect it. Quick raids,
burned bridges, torn-up tracks—I—"

Randy came flying. "Down at the
crick," he panted. "I was lookin' to
see if ile was still runnin' from the
well. The ford's full o' soldiers. Blue
uns."

Sudna heard the Captain catch his
breath. Horsemen rushed up the hill
in front of them. Others moved in
behind from the direction of the
barn. A man with chevrons on his
blue coat rode over to where the kegs
stood and fired a pistol in the air.
The riders drew closer till they
formed a tight circle, standing stir
rup to stirrup, cuddling their car
bines against their shoulders.

"You can pipe down that rebel song
now," yelled the officer. "It's guided
us very nicely and I thank you. Who's
in charge here?"

"I'm the host, sir," said John Mc-
Corken. "We call this a husking bee.
Mr. Lincoln hasn't passed laws
against it, has he?"

"There's a law against harboring
enemy spies, my clever friend."

"Spies? My dear Major, these are
(Continued on page 56)

Black Smoke
{Continued from page 17)

to it. He had to. He got used to
the sight of Elaine, too, pacing it off
on deck in all that howling noise,
hour by hour, day and night, with
haggard eyes roving the windy hori
zon.

The thirty-fourth day of the pas
sage found the Dallia west of Scar
borough Shoal, stretching the star
board tack with her lee channels
barely free of the cream and her
weather copper glittering in early
morning light. An old sea cunny,
aloft on the fore topgallant yard,
suddenly flung out his arm and
roared something down to the deck.

"Junk-o!" he bellowed.
Red Tom leaped like a cat for the

weather shrouds. When he came
down again he was not the same.
For the first time in the voyage a
cold calm settled his face. His eyes
were serene, untroubled. He stood at
the wheelsman's shoulder.

"Let her fall off a bit." The ship
rose, relieved of the press.- "As she
goes," he said.
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The mate crossed the deck. "Fish
erman, sir?"

Red Tom looked at him quickly. "I
think, Mr. Hawkin," he murmured,
"I think we have Ylang Tao to wind'-
ard there."

"Lord iove us, sir, we can run
him hull down before he's time to
square in his mats. No use to worry
the way this gal sails."

"That, Mr. Hawkin, is what I'm
afraid of."

"You—"
"Reeve lines to half a dozen empty

water casks. Lash 'em to the taif-
rail and fling the tubs overside."

"Water casks over the stern? Why,
bless us, sir, that'll cut her speed in
half!"

"Precisely! And without shorten
ing sail. The junk will think us a
slow old walla. Get that fellow down
from aloft. Keep the men out of
sight, except those you can't do with
out. Pass out muskets and cutlasses.
Here's the gunroom key. Draw the
tompions and charge those quarter
guns with solid shot. The swivels
with grape. Then get tarpaulins
over them. By heaven, I won't scare
him off! Pass the word. If we lay
Ylang Tao aboard, I give a hundred
rupees extra pay to every Dallia
man!"

The mate said nothing. He knew
there was nothing to say by the tone
of Red Tom's voice. Presently the
Dallia slowed, feeling the effect of
her stern drag. She started wallow
ing, straining against the weight.
She seemed a slow, tough sailor now,
battering wetly through running seas
despite topgallants set. She looked
an easy prey. That's what they must
have thought on board the junk, for
she came on steadily, a dark blob
growing larger and more ugly
against blue water and monsoon
cloud. Before long you could make
out plainly the dragon's eyes above
the white nose of water at her bluff
bows.

With wide braced feet, Red Tom
watched her. A feverish excitement
was on the little Baltimore brig. She
was like a wasp against that looming
hulk. Blaine alone seemed still and
calm. The junk bore down, towering.
He could see yellow faces, pig-tailed
heads with glittering eyes and gap
ing mouths beneath cone-shaped rat
tan hats; and the brass cannon yawn
ing on high poop and forward house.
He raised his glass and lowered it.
And suddenly to the peak of the
junk's after mast a tattered bit of
mat bunting broke loose. A blue St.
George's cross on a pennant field of
white! The Dallia's master let the
breath out of his lungs in a long, con
tented sigh. At that moment one of
the brass guns belched flame and
smoke. The war gongs clashed
stridently, and the wild beat of battle
drums. It was told the pilongs swal
lowed gunpowder mixed with their
drink when those tom-toms roared.
. . . Red Tom turned on his heel.

"All hands on deck!" he cried.

The men, held in leash till now,
sprang into sight. An opium hand
who didn't leap at. the sound of a
roaring China gun wasn't worth his
salt. Blaine flung his arm toward
the quarter deck where the tarpaulins
came tearing off those four long-
toms.

"You!" he shot out at the gun
layer with the lumpy cud in his cheek.
"Let me see you train guns now! .. .
Topmen! That big yellow devil on
her poop with the creese in his hand
—^you let him alone. Alone! There's
plenty of other game for your musket
balls. Stand by, you sea cunnies,
while I lay you aboard for a fight!"

His roaring voice was cut short by
the shatter of gunfire from the first
men to gain the tops. A wild, out
landish screaming exploded in the
China junk. This wasn't what they'd
bargained for. They wanted easy
prey—not a red headed devil with a
voice like that, and hawk-eyed men
spraying them with leaden hail. Red
Tom, cutlass in hand, hacked at the
taffrail lines. The water-filled casks,
released, let the Dallia shoot ahead.

"Down helm!" the master cried.

JL HE little brig, diving forward
swung sharply into and through the
wind's eye with everything shudder
ing alow and aloft. Down came the
topgallants, thrashing in their gear.
The Dallia, steadying, gained the
weather gauge. On the main deck
the gunner, calmly waiting his time,
put match to his powder train and
blinked his eyes. The long gun
roared, slapping back against the re
coil ropes.

"Hulled him!" he bellowed exul
tantly before the smoke had cleared.
"Hulled the beggar first pot, m'son!"

The Dallia drifted down. The two
hulls ground together. A spattering
of yellow men leaped for her narrow
deck, shrieking against the boarding
net. Red Tom let them come. They
were well met with musket, dirk, and
boarding pike, and went back howl
ing. He himself had only one man in
his eye; and he went for him, single-
purposed, grim.

By a coir rope he hauled himself
up to the junk's high poop. Half a
dozen followed him. That yellow fel
low, huge in the shadow of the mat
sail, with the crooked blade in his
hand and an ugly look in his oblique
eyes: Ylang Tao was the man he
wanted. He hadn't changed. He was
much the same. Red Tom Blaine
went straight for him. The pilong
leader lunged, roaring out of a gap
ing mouth. Red Tom grinned as he
caught the thrust with his cutlass and
turned it aside. This, he thought,
was good. This was what he'd been
waiting for for so very long. They
struggled chest to chest. In that mo
ment Blaine reached swiftly with his
free hand and tore the battle charm
from the pirate's bull-thick throat.
The Chinese bellowed and sprang
back, crouching. Red Tom felt the
sting of steel in his side, but had no
time to turn. The yellow man plunged

ahead again. Blaine parried and cut.
All he knew was that his cutlass steel
drove home and that quite suddenly
that ugly face wasn't there any
longer. It went down, toppling clum
sily from the high poop to the deck
below.

In all the savage din, he sprang
at once for the bamboo rail. His head
shot _^ck, gauging the halyard that
held Ylang Tao's homemade pennant
cross aloft. Slashing at it, it came
down on the run. He heard the wild
cheering of his own men as he waved
them back aboard the brig and then
leaped himself. The pilong junk,
grapplmgs loosed, drifted slowly off.
a battered wreck, her crew babbling
m terror. Red Tom Blaine, panting,
remamed motionless for a moment,
, aflame, the pirate flagclutched securely in his fist while the

long-toms spoke again
"Hold fire!" he ordered then. "Let

^e lipip their way to land.
Ready about!"

And the Dallia, with her littered
decks and nursmg her wounded men,
pirouetted, like a racing yacht and
® starboard tackwhile the strong monsoon ripped the

P^^der smoke to

laf il evening some
inYrf ffJhf' rushing in on a
nf Hip the coast out
Hp sea and sky-He had done the thing other men
thought impossible. He had beaten
tind^s walfnf the northeast
rinrfeve/L° h%he'lay
his how h Marao Roads. Inhis hold he had six hundred-odd hide-

season of that would
ll^e an? Towam-
trei'irMLo-e lfo^S whatever
by the silht P'®'.".
that triumph he tho'S.l';'' Trf
Hp told tv,o4- SO much oi-
fhort chooDv^t^® "luch betweenshmt choppy pacings of the quarter

"Mr. Hawkin," he hif "fbese
are my orders. You the
cargo over to Towam^^ i -i" fhe
moment the agent Famil^y t
The papers are^readv ^ -Vi^find
thom in good order Thp " ^ Ihlng
due me and the shinia rupee. I havlaL|°';
clear of charge." ®^®"ed it to him

"^u . dismay-
uprfver "^e smoke
promise to Raddabov ne
But so far as I am' ®mthy trade and lTa„?r'pToflt of

you. . . . What do you get out of it?



"I have enough. All I want."
"But—"
"Those are my orders!"
Mr. Hawkin, looking at him, knew

enough to hold his peace. "Aye, sir,"
was all he growled.

The Dallia came on, all towering
and white, carrying with her a great
rushing noise of wind and water.
And the mate, still growling, turned
as they closed the land.

"Pilots huggin' their bellies inside
over their fish an' rice. Eh? Who'd
expect an India ship this time of
year? Shall we lay her to till morn
ing, sir?"

"Lay her to be damned! Send a
leadsman to the chains. I'll take her
in myself."

And he did. With Ylang Tao's
pilong flag at the truck of his main
as the sunset flamed in the western
board. In the inner harbor he
rounded to and let his anchors go
while the dribble of coasters gaped
at that strange lean hull with the
raking spars and the canvas shaking
in the gear. A Chinese boatman spied
the tattered blue-white flag he flew
and let out a shrill high squeal. He
knew what it meant. The word went
round like fire. But long before the
Dallia's men had her canvas stowed
to the weird chanting of "Old China
Hand," Red Tom Blaine had his gig
in the water, making for Custom
Quay.

He went striding along the Praya
Grande as if he had been there only
yesterday and knew what he was
about. Till he came to a fine stone
house whose upper balconies, pale in
twilight, looked toward Nine Islands
and the Lintin Anchorage. He went
in, brushing the Chinese houseboy
aside. Because he saw a girl through
thick folds of hanging draperies,
standing against candle light with
the last bright gleam of sunset fall
ing just short of her through the
windows that faced the sea.

He went into that room and stopped
short, breathing heavily. She turned
at his entrance, startled, and uttered
a short gasp of surprise. She was tall
and slim and dressed in pale blue,
with some white flowers at her
breast, that filled the room with deli
cate perfume. Recovering her poise
almost at once, she eyed him with
haughty dignity. She saw a hatless
giant with flame red hair and still,
grey, haggard eyes in a wind-hacked
face. He stood motionless, looking at
her. He wore white drill and an open
deep water jacket, with his left arm
strapped to his chest by bandages,
and his right fist closed on something
at his side. A seaman, there was no
doubt. Her eyes flashed angrily.

"How dare you come bursting in
on me this way!"

"You are Madeline," he said, with
a slight hoarseness in his throat.
"You are Madeline Bowers."

"That gives you no right to charge
in here like a bull. How dare you—"

"I did not know you would be so
beautiful."

"I wish to know who you are. At
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once!" Her voice rang with anger.
"I am master of the brig, Dallia,

thirty-nine days from Calcutta Sands
against the northeast wind. No ship
on^ earth has done that before."

"And you are proud." Hfer full lips
curled scornfully. "With opium, I
suppose."

"Yes. Black smoke. Because it was
the only way."

"You are an insolent fellow." She
moved with quick grace toward a bell
rope, "What do you wish—before I
have you thrown out!"

"I came to tell you that Ylang Tao
is dead."

She stopped short quite suddenly.
Her small white hand fell away from
the silken bell pull. Outside, the mon
soon wailed. The faint crying of a
sweetmeat pedlar reached them, a
thin, pleading voice in the night. Her
eyes went wide. "You. . . ."

"He is dead," Red Tom repeated.
"I brought you . . . this."

He raised his good hand. As his
fist opened, something gleamed in his
palm, a torn, thin golden chain with
a pendant attached; a pendant set
with glittering blue stones in the
form of St. George's cross. Fasci
nated, she lifted it with fingers that
trembled a little. Her face was sud
denly pale.

"I brought it," he said, "because I
promised I would."

Her fine head came up swiftly at
that. "This," she breathed, "this be
longed to my father."

"Yes. I know."
"Ylang Tao took it from about his

throat after murdering him on the
Praya Grande before this very house
in the last Macao raid."

"Yes. That was almost seven years
ago."

"How do you know? Who told
you?"

"I was there."
"You. . . ." She rushed forward,

stopping directly in front of him to
peer intently into his eyes. The can
dle flames leaped up and fell again.

Her face, half in light, half in
shadow, glowed. "You are the red
headed boy who—"

"—who came running up to you
with a dirk in his hand that night
when you wept on the cobblestones.
You looked so small, so helpless, so
full of grief. I have never for
gotten."

"Tom Blaine!"
"Aye."
"And you swore to a fifteen-year-

old girl you would avenge the mur
der and bring her back her cross of
St. George."

"Aye. So I did."
"You weren't much more than a

boy."
"No."
Looking at him, she smiled at last.

It made her face come alight. "I had
almost forgotten. We say such fine
things when we are young. Such
very fine things, Tom." There was
something in her eyes now, some
bubbling memory. Her voice tinkled,
like merry bells from far away. "I
was a very romantic girl then, Tom.
I made a promise, too, that night.
Didn't I? To wait for the man who
brought me this."

Red Tom grinned, shifting his
feet. He tried to get his eyes away
from her. It was a difficult thing to
do. But he managed it at last. "I
was hoping, Madeline," he growled,
"I was hoping you might still be . . .
a little romantic."

"Oh, were you now?"
She laughed a low, soft laugh that

was good to hear. He could only grin
at her again. But Mr. Hawkin should
have been there. He should have seen
the way they looked at each other.
It might have made him understand
what Tom Blaine meant when he said
he had all he wanted out of his
dangerous voyage against the north
east monsoon. Something better than
a profitable freight out of the hated
black smoke of India. Because by the
grin on Red Tom's face it was plain
he was quite content.

What America Is Reading
{Continued from page 21)

written a new edition of her famous
"Etiquette" and that lots of ways,
once outlawed in good society, are
now permissible? The "bad breaks"
of 1890 become "the thing to do"
in 1937. (Funk & Wagnalls)

Problems of a British Physician

Everybody who has ever had
anything to do with doctors—and
that means nearly all of us—will
read "The Citadel", by A. J. Cronin,
for more than mere entertainment.
In England it's a sensation, because
it has hit home, bat even Americans
are not quite sure that doctors know
everything. Here is the story of
young Dr. Manson, honor graduate

payers. There was the gob who de- writte
cided to sell a new hawser, worth "Etiq
$500 to the French, and was caught once
by the mate as he lowered the rope, now j
"Give me a hand, Mate," he yelled, of 18
"I just caught one of the frogs mak- in 19e
ing away with this line!" (Lippin-
cott. $2.50) . . . Speaking of gobs, Probl
there's a hardboiled tale of an un- t7
lucky fellow in "He Swung and He X-^VE
Missed," by Eugene O'Brien. It is anyth
intended to show that life in the that
Navy is not all fun. (Reynal & Hitch- read '
cock, $2) . . . Do you enjoy biog- for m
raphy of American statesmen? Read In En
"Henry Clay: Spokesman for the it has
West" by Prof. Bernard Mayo, are nc
(Houghton, Mifflin) . . . And finally, everyt
did you know that Emily Post has young
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of St. Andrew's, who gets a small
job as assistant to a decrepit and
dying old doctor in the poor part of
Wales. Almost the first week he en
counters enteric fever, caused by
bad sewers, and another doctor, who
is turning to drink because things
are hopeless, tells him the only
remedy is to blow up the sewer. They
do so, with sticks of stolen dynamite.
Then he encounters no end of diffi
culties ; the provincial doctors are
either lazy or ignorant; the families
prefer the old ways. The doctors
work as individuals, competing when
they should be cooperating; when
Dr. Manson talks organization for
the sake of helping the sick, he is
told that it can't be done. Later in
London, he does something un
ethical: he takes a case out of a
nursing home to a man who is not a
registered physician and this man
cures a girl of pulmonary trouble by
induction of the pneumothorax. This
causes Manson to be cited before the
London board, where he is in danger
of losing his license. Thus Dr.
Cronin—for the author was a phy
sician before he began writing
novels—poses two questions: why
can't doctors organize; and why does
the profession outlaw certain men,
when Pasteur, Koch, Metchnikoff and
Haffkine were not licensed doctors?
The novel is by no means a contro
versial tale alone. It is also a good
story, filled with the fine character
of Dr. Manson, his wife Christine,
and a few loyal men; the author
makes Manson human, not super
human, and puts succinctly before
us the hard, endless fight society has
to wage to overcome ignorance, sloth,
greed and antiquated methods in a
profession meant to benefit mankind.
Dr. Cronin writes a story of action,
as those who enjoyed "Hatter's
Castle" know very well. (Little,
Brown, $2.50)

"Katrina" by Sally Salminen, is a
love story—the tale of how a girl
from Finland sails away with her
husband to live on the Aland islands,
how she tames her man, faces birth
and death, a novel filled with deep
feeling. A fine mature work, a book
that cannot be read without emotion.
(Farrar & Rinehart, $2.50)

Look Eleven Years Younger

Letting yourself get old is in
excusable. The years don't matter;
it's the way you meet them. Gelett
Burgess believes that we can do
much to keep youthful by avoiding
bad habits, wandering thoughts, lazy
ways. In "Look Eleven Years
Younger" he argues that old age is a
habit, that conscious control will en
courage flexibility, that a healthy
interest in life and people will keep
the mind from becoming stagnant
and create new points of view and
new desires. This book has a lot of
solid sense in it and none of those
exaggerated pep-talks that are put
out by professional glad-handers.
(Simon & Schuster, $1.96)
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Grand Exalted Ruler's Visits
{Continued from page 34)

Mr. Schrader, Chairman of the Ban
quet Committee, Dr. E. L. Davis,
Berwick, George J. F. Falkenstein,
McKeesport, James B. Sleeman,
Huntingdon, Dr. D. S. Ashcom, Alle
gheny, George J. Post, Mahanoy City,
Harry I. Koch, Allentown, Pember-
ton M. Minster, Bristol, Howai'd R.
Davis, Williamsport, John F. Nugent,
Braddock, M. F. Home, New Kens
ington, Dr. Daniel J. Miller, Reading,
and Scott E. Drum, Hazelton.

The Grand Exalted Ruler spoke
that evening of a meeting which he
has called for the first meeting night
in November of all Elk Lodges, at
which time city, county and State
clRcials and members of the various
safety councils throughout the coun
try will be invited to discuss this crit
ical situation and plan with members
of the Lodges to work for its elimina
tion. Another of his telling speeches
was delivered at the initiation of the
Convention Class when he spoke again
on the campaign to reduce heavy
traffic toll and called upon the sub
ordinate Lodges for cooperation.

Grand Exalted Ruler Hart was the
guest of honor and principal speaker
at the 35th Annual Convention of the
Wisconsin State Elks Association at
Madison Thursday, Friday and Sat
urday, August 26, 27, 28. At the
Convention Banquet, held on Friday
evening, the Grand Exalted Ruler
brought the large crowd to its feet
vvhen he spoke with vigor and con
viction on the evils of Communism.
In this, as well as his other speeches
made during his stay in Madison, he
explained his proposed safety pro
gram to reduce automobile fatalities.
Judge Clayton Van Pelt, Fond du
Lac, Chief Justice of the Grand

Forum, acted as Toastmaster.
Other talks were given by State
President R. W. Mills, Fond du
Lac; Past Grand Esteemed Leading
Knight Charles E. Broughton, She-
boygan; Past State Pres. Myron E,
Schwartz, Two Rivers, and William
F. Ehmann, E.R. of the host Lodge.
Madison, No. 410.

The Grand Exalted Ruler called a
noon-day meeting on Sunday, at
which he conferred with those Dis
trict Deputies attending the Conven
tion. With their Lodges and the Dis
tricts represented, they were as fol
lows; Jacob F. Federer, Sheboygan.
Wis., N. E.; Joseph W. Selbach, Eau
Claire, Wis., N. W.; John C. Fay, La
Crosse, Wis., South; T. C. Bailey.
Bemidji, Minn., North; Otto Baud-
ler, Austin, Minn., South; John G.
Stenglein, Marquette, Mich., North
and the Rev. P. F. McGeough, Valley
City, North Dakota.

The Grand Exalted Ruler arrived
in Sandusky Tuesday, August 31, to
take part in the Annual Convention
held by the Ohio State Elks Associa
tion at nearby Cedar Point. He was
accompanied by Grand Secretary J
Edgar Masters of Chicago and Grand
Treasurer Dr. E. J. McCormick of
Toledo. The party was greeted by
James S. Richardson, Cincinnati, for
mer Chairman of the Board of Grand
Trustees, on behalf of the State As
sociation, and during their stay the
distinguished visitors were shown
every attention. Mr. Hart addressed
the delegates at the Wednesday busi
ness session and that evening he spoke
at the dinner given at The Breakers
Hotel by Past State Presidents and
the Association officers headed by
Pres. Fred L. Bohn of Zanesville.

News of the State Associations
{Continued from vo-ge 35)

Ritualistic Cup, the Lodge having
won the State Contest for three con
secutive years. The Association
voted to establish another Scholar
ship Award to equal the amount re
ceived from the Elks National Foun
dation Trustees. The banquet and
entertainment held at the close of the
Convention were well attended and
many prizes were presented by
Waterbury Lodge No. 265.

RHODE ISLAND

The election of new officers of the
Rhode Island State Elks Association
took place on Sunday, June 20, dur-

ing the Association's annual meeting
held at the Plimpton Hotel, Watch
Hill, with Westerly, R. L, Lodge, No.
678, in charge of the convention ac
tivities. P.E.R. George A. Dolan,
Westerly, was elected President. The
other officers chosen to serve with
him are Vice-Pres.-at-Large, Thomas
C. Mee, Woonsocket; 2nd Vice-
Pres., Edward J. Bigoness, Paw-
tucket; Secy., Bernard J. McLaugh
lin, Providence; Treas., Dr. Edward
C. Morin, Pawtucket; Trustee for
five years, Thomas J. Flynn, Provi
dence. Mr. Dolan was Chairman of
the Convention Committee which was
made up of members of the local
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• What's so fascinating? Well, I'll tell
you, for I've tried it. The first drink
seemed rather surprising. It was so
dififcrent, so richly distinctive. After

week with Bushmills, I decided it
the whiskey I'd be happy to settle

down with. It has a rich, round body
and it is so soft and smooth. It is
certainly the de luxe ^vhiskey from
Ireland. Taste it—enjoy it for about

—and no matter how well

stocked your cellar may be—notice
how often you'll forsake all other
whiskeys when there's a bottle of
Bushmills around.

ROBUST AS OLD RYE

MELLOW AS OLD BOURBON

TANGY AS OLD SCOTCH

YOUR GUIDE TO GOOD LIQUORS

C 1087. N. D. P.O

BUSHMILLS
THE WHISKEY THAT HAS EVERYTHING
KUIONAl DISTILLEflS PROOyCTS CORP. • SH4W IMPORT DIVISION, K£W TORK

Lodge. The retiring President, Ed-
wai-d H. Powell, Providence, presided
over the installation ceremonies. The
ritual of initiation was exemplified
by the officers of Providence Lodge
led by E.R. John E. Mullen. Woon-
socket Lodge No. 850 was awarded
the 1938 Convention. This year's
meeting fulfilled all expectations and
was one of the most enjoyable ever
held.

The morning was spent in sports
and recreation. A dinner, attended
by more than 250 delegates, their
wives and friends, was followed by
the business session. The speakers
were Mr. Mee, Mr. Flynn, Superior
Court Judge Mortimer A. Sullivan,
and Mr. Dolan who made the speech
welcoming the delegates in atten- j
dance representing Newport, Wes- •
terly, Pawtucket, Providence and
Woonsocket Lodges. The presenta
tion of the $300 scholarship, awarded
by the State Association, was made
by Mr. Flynn, Miss Helen Teresa Ed
monds, a second-year student at
Rhode Island State College, being the
recipient. Miss Edmonds is studying
for a career as a laboratory techni
cian and doctor's assistant.

NORTH CAROLINA

It was announced at the Annual
Convention of the North Carolina
State Elks Association held last May
in Charlotte that the Elks of the
State had raised $1,000 as a contri
bution toward a national fund to be
used for furthering education. At an
informal session Pres. John J. Mor
ton named the winners in an essay
contest on the subject "American
Schools as a Public Safeguard." Cash
awards were made to Miss Emily
Patrick of the New Berne High
School, Randolph Denton of Gold
Sand High School, Wood, N. C., and
Miss Mae Wanda Miller of the Win-
ston-Salem High School.

The Association elected as officers
for 1937-38 John W. Caffey, Greens
boro, Pres.; C. M. Epting, Salisbury,
1st Vice-Pi-es.; C. A. Jurgensen,
Wilmington, 2nd Vice-Pres.; W. C.
Burns, High Point, Secy., and Tom
C. Daniels, New Berne, Treas. C. R.
Davis, Concord, was elected Trustee
for three years; J. J. Burney, Wil
mington. Trustee for two years, and
D. A. Morris, Durham, Trustee for
one year. Greensboro was selected as
the 1938 meeting place.

The Convention was declared to be
one of the best arranged ever held by
the Association, with one of the
largest attendances ever recorded. It
was marked by the presence of the
Grand Exalted Ruler of the Order,
David Sholtz, the Governor of the
State, Clyde R. Hoey, and other dis
tinguished Elks, among them being
Howard R. Davis, Williamsport, Pa.,
a member of the Grand Lodge State
Associations Committee, Henry M.
Durham, Greensboro, a member of
the Grand Lodge Auditing Commits
tee, and D.D.'s Leslie P. Gardner,
Goldsboro, and George W. Munford,
Durham. One thousand were present
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at the luncheon at the Hotel Char
lotte during which the Grand Ex
alted Ruler and Gov. Hoey delivered
outstanding addresses. The social
program was varied and the Home
of Charlotte Lodge No. 392 was the
scene of continuous entertaining dur
ing the two-day meeting, E.R. Ernest
D. Grady, the officers and the mem
bers of the convention committees
were constantly on hand to see that
everybody was well received and
taken care of. The first day featured
a buffet luncheon for arriving visi
tors and closed with a dance. The
second day's big featui'e was the
luncheon at the Hotel Charlotte with
the Convention Ball taking place in
the evening.

PENNSYLVANIA

Lancaster, Pa., Lodge No. 134 real
ized one of its most cherished am
bitions when it entertained the
Pennsylvania State Elks Association
at its Annual Convention beginning
Sunday August 22 and extending
through the 26th. This was the As
sociation's 31st meeting and one of
its greatest. The total number of
delegates attending was estimated at
186, with 72 alternates and 100 past
and present State and National offi
cers and committeemen. Prestige
was lent by the presence of Grand
Exalted Ruler Charles Spencer Hart,
of Mount Vernon, N. Y., Lodge, Past
Grand Exalted Rulers John K. Tener
and J. Edgar Masters of Charleroi,
Pa., Lodge, and Charles H. Grake-
low, Philadelphia, Grand Trustee
William T. Phillips, Secy, of New
York Lodge No. 1, Joseph B. Kyle,
Gary, Ind., Chairman of the Grand
Lodge State Associations Committee,
and many other dignitaries of the
Order. An account of Mr. Hart's ac
tivities is included in this month's
issue in the section devoted to the
Grand Exalted Ruler's visits.

Grover C. Shoemaker, of Blooms-
burg Lodge, was elected President
for the coming year. Serving with
him are Vice-Pres. Edward D. Smith,
Lewistown; Secy. (21st term) W. S.
Gould, Scranton, and Treas. Harold
A. Sholm, Reading. P.D.D, Charles
Hogan, Pottsville, was elected Trus
tee for a five-year term. The District
Vice-Presidents are : N. Cent., Joseph
Desmond, Renovo; S.E., George M.
Kirk, West Chester; N.W., R. D.
Rossiter, Ambridge; S.W., Walter
Dailey, Pittsburgh; Cent., Joy Swit-
zer, Indiana; S. Cent., Edward S.
Grim, Gettysburg; N.E., Alfred
Mitke, Freeland. The officers were
installed by Past Pres. Dr. E. L.
Davis of Berwick. The retiring
President, William D. Hancher,
Washington, Pa., Lodge, was elected
to life membership in the Associa
tion, and awarded the Past Presi
dent's jewel, with Past Pres. Harry
L Koch, Allentown, making the pres
entation. The 1938 Convention will
be held at New Castle.

The social events were many and
varied. Among them were the State
President's Dinner, with Past Pres.

F. J. Schrader, Assistant to Grand
Secretary Masters, in charge, and
the State President's Ball, both held
at the Hotel Brunswick; band con
certs; a cabaret dance in the Inter
national Room of the Lodge Home on
Tuesday, "Bohemian Night," another
on Wednesday, designated as "A
Night in Paris," and a third on
Thursday, "Oriental Night." A Tea
was given for the ladies by the
Junior League at Wheatland Shrine,
the home of Pennsylvania's Presi
dent, James Buchanan. The Golf
Tournament in which H. M. Sterner,
of Hanover, Pa., received the cham
pionship trophy, was held at the Lan
caster Country Club and the Trap-
shooting Contest at Oregon Manor.
Tours were made to nearby historic
spots and famous manufacturing
plants.

The parade took place on Thursday
despite a heavy downpour of rain.
Two thousand marching Elks re
ceived the applause of the 25,000
spectators along the route. York
Lodge captured the first prize for the
best band, a second for having the
most men in line, and tied with Leb
anon Lodge for the second best drum
and bugle corps, Pottsville Lodge
being the winner. Harrisburg Lodge
won a first prize for the best float,
Lebanon Lodge for having the most
men in line, Reading for the best
uniformed unit, and Wilhamsport for
the marching unit coming the longest
dis^nce. The Mounted Patrol of
Philadelphia Lodge accompanied by
the Elks Band occupied a prominent
place in the procession.

XWO liOdges competed on Wednes
day evening in the Ritualistic Con
test, Bellefonte and Ellwood City, the
latter winning the championship.
That same evening the Drill Teams
of Lancaster and Pottsville Lodges
gave exhibitions at Center Square.
Lancaster Lodge has held the State
championship for the past three
years, but was not eligible this year
to enter into competition due to the
fact that it was the host Lodge to
the Convention. The Pottsville Team
was declared the winner. The annual
Memorial Services were in charge of

Pi'es. Howard R. Davis
of Wilhamsport. The Secretary's re
port showed a good membership in
crease for the year.

Among the outstanding events of
me 5-aay meeting were the Gi-and
Exalted Ruler's meetings with the
Past feta^ Presidents and with his
District Deputies, a big class initi
ation of 46 members in charge of
Mahanoy City Lodge, which is fa
mous for Its ritualistic work and the
awarding of the 1937-38 college and
university Scholarships to the 12students of Pennsylvania highschools
chosen for their outstanding records.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Charles

i^^de the presentationsto the eleven winners who were pres
ent on the rostrum. One boy, who
was unable to attend, received his
award by mail.

W'lini trriihtfi tn a<lrrrli>irr>i plrasr niottion The F.U;« Afauazine



Under the Antlers

MilhUle, N, J., Lodge's Crippled
Children's Outing a Happy One

Millville, N. J., Lodge, No. 580,
gave its Fifteenth Annual Crippled
Children's Seashore Outing at Wild-
wood. The event proved to be the
largest and most delightful ever
staged by the Lodge. The gates of
the New Jersey resort were thrown
wide open to receive the long cara
van of buses and private cars when
they arrived under a double police
escort, both State and local. Mothers,
nurses and friends were with the
children. Most of the youngsters
left the cars at the cemetery
at Cape May Courthouse to place
flowers on the grave of the late for
mer Mayor Edward S. Culver who
had been their staunch friend. At the
Funchase Pier the youngsters found
the Jack Rabbit and other amuse
ment devices at their disposal. Those
children with casts on their limbs
were cared for in rolling chairs.
Treats had also been provided for
those in hospitals who could not be
moved.

T. M. Dauginas, owner of the
Blackstone Hotel, and a member of
Millville Lodge, gave the party of
more than 600 a fine dinner in the

★ * ★

{Continued from page 31)

Blue Gardens. A floor show, con
sisting of high class vaudeville, in
cluded an act by Neo, one of
America's great clowns and tumblers.
Frank J. Guiffra, prominent local
confectioner, donated a large
tity of candy. The Crippled Chil
dren's Committee of the Lodge was
fully repaid for its hard work and
full cooperation was given by the en
tire membership.

C. M. Tardy is Host to Life Mem
bers of Birmingham, Ala., Lodge

The officers of the Life Members
Club of Birmingham, Ala., Lodge,
No. 79, and several guest members of
the Order, were entertained at din
ner recently by P.E.R. Clarence M.
Tardy, Past Pres. of the Ala. State
Elks Assn., and President of the
Club. The enjoyable affair took place
at the Redmont Hotel and was at
tended by Harry W. English, Gus
Roltholz, John H. Taylor, John F.
Antwine, Dr. John W. Perkins, Matt
H. Barr, H. J. Baum, L. R. Sebastine,
Ben Mendelsohn, Prof. Fred L.
Grambs, Fred Conradi, W. T. Ham-
son and George Howie, life mem
bers, and E. V. Davis and A. B.
Bromley, guests.

Y
COGNAC BRANDY

The birth of the Side Car

Legend has it that this smartest cocktail of two
continents was created by accident. An innkeeper
in France, excited by news of damage to his side
car, combined separate orders of Cognac Brandy,
Cointreau and lemon juice into one. Yoila! . . .

What a happy error... what a delectable drink
for you... with the quality, bouquet and *'^clean"
taste of Three-Star Hennessy !

INSIST ON HENNESSY IN A

Brandy Sour
Brandy Flip
Brandy Fizz
Brandy Daisy
Mint Julep

Brandy-and-Soda
Old-Fashioned

Pousse Cafe

Stinger Cocktail
Brandy Cocktail

SIDE CAR
1 part Three-Star Hennessy

1 port Cointreau

1 part lemon juice

Shake well in broken ice and

strain into cocktail glass.

Mi

Quincy, Mass., Elks Give Their
Exalted Ruler a Unique Party

A "Bachelor Party" given by
Quincy, Mass., Lodge, No. 943, os
tensibly for Robert Butler, a member
about to embark on the sea of matri
mony, turned out to be something en
tirely different. E.R. George F. Mc
Laughlin, who had worked hard for
the party's success and had even
bought a ticket for himself, found
out as the evening progressed that
the testimonial dinner and other fes
tivities were in the nature of a send-
off celebrating his leaving for the
Grand Lodge Convention at Denver.
The Exalted Ruler had been chosen to
present the bridegroom-to-be with
what he thought was a check for $50.
After the presentation, Asst. District
Attorney George Arbuckle made a
speech calculated to further mislead
the real guest of honor, and then
suddenly produced a handsome trav
eling bag fitted with all the essentials
for a long-distance trip. This, with
great ceremony, he presented to Mr.
McLaughlin.

The next day a large and lively
delegation of Quincy Elks was on
hand at the South Station in Boston

(Continued on page 55)
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FREE 6B-PAGE BOOKLET TELLS HOW
Improve your game supply and have bet
ter shootias; ia your favorite cover by
adopting the ^>^estera-\^inchcster Game
Restoradoa Plan—based oa results ob*
tained in our own demonstrationt areas. Fully de

scribed in this
valuable 68-page
booklet! Tells
how to make a

game bird sur
vey. Tlie time to
start is now, thisII Fall! Mail the

KflanJ I Coupon today

Restoration"! ^

WESTERN CARTRIDGE COMPANY,
Dept. J'43f East Alton, Illinois
Send, FREE, your booklet, "UPLAND GAME
RESTORATION" that tells how to have bet
ter hunting.

Name
Address
Post Office State

Home-Study
Business Training

Your opportunity will never be bigger than your
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rewards o£
early success. Free 64-Patie Books Tell How. Write
NOW for book you want, or mail coupon with your
name, present position and address in margin today.

• HiiJhcr Accountancy DCredit and Gollcctloa
• Mod. Salesmaaship Correspondence
• Traffic Maaagcmcnt OModcrn Foremansbip
• Law: Degree of LL.B. • Expert Bookkeeping
• Commercial Law DC. P. A. Coaching
• Industrial M($m't •Business English
• Business Mgm't DEfTeccive Speaking
• Business Corres. DStenotypy

LASALLE EXTENSION buslnets training
Dept. 1032S-R Chicago

FREE ENLARGEMENT
Just to get acquainted with

new customers, we will beautifully en
large one snapshot negative (film)— to
8 X 10 inches—FREE—if vou enclose this
ad with 10c for return mailing. Informa
tion on hand tinting in natural colors sent
immediately. Your negative will be re
turned with your free enlargement. Send
it today.

GEPPERT STUDIOS

m
Here's an Idea ! !

Bny

BOSTONS ON CREDIT

Easy Mofithly Payments
"SKNTRKE BOSTONS"

Worlil Famous Stock

Shipped Snfely Anywhere
Send dlmu for Informalloti.

"Sentree" 405E Gnrdeniit
Koyul Oak. MiohiKun

Government Jobs
eXAMINATIONS SOON INFORMATION FREE
COLUMBIAN CORRESPONDENCE COLLEGE

WASHINGTON, D. C.

R;

Photo Doris Day

Dog Don'ts
Captain Will Judy

Editor of Dog World Magazine

The philosophers tell us that there
are only two basic conceptions of

any existence: a thing does exist; it
does not exist. In other words, yes
and no.

I presented some dog do's or some
yes's in my August article. This
month I turn negative and present
some dog don'ts, believing that some
times we can learn what to do by
learning what not to do.

fr{
li'clsli Terrier CliaTfipion IVartvell
IVanda—Best of Breed Morris and Essex
ShrKv. 1937—Courtesy IV. A. Chapman,
Slicrzi'ood Hill Kennels, Yonkers, N. Y.

However, do not make your dog's
life merely a constant succession of
don ts.

Many more dog don'ts could be
added to this list, but I think that
the following comprises the impor
tant ones.

DON'T permit a local police officer
to try his marksmanship if you must
dispose of your dog—be kind, call in
a vet—the cost is slight.

D^ON'T allow the dog to chill after
bathing.

SRS'.S ®^Periment on sick dogs.
• 7 1 worm medicine to asick dog.
DON'T exercise the dog within

has eaten,

the dog ^ strangers to chastise
^ because it isfishing at the mouth

^0^ to lie con-
time i-adiator in winter

vicious dogs to roamthe streets unmuzzled.

HAM'? pet strange dogs.

DON'T chairs,
i needlessly into

disSfe '̂ here is danger of
dog to roam by

siXf his master
a dog; a liffht whip-

^ loosely rolled sheets

When U'Viting to adrcrtiscfs pleaac mcntloii The Elks Maffazlne



DON'T forget to call a policeman
or the humane society if you observe
any ill treatment of a dog.

DON'T believe that meat will make
a dog mad.

DON'T give castor oil for all
forms of constipation.

DON'T neglect paying (and
promptly too) for damages your dog
may have done.

DON'T pour kerosene on your
dog's skin for fleas.

DON'T neglect calling a veterin
arian for your sick dog as both dog
and doctor want to live.

DON'T encourage needless dog
fights.

DON'T attempt to take a bone
away from a dog without first call
ing his attention to the act.

DON'i" feed any small bones.
DON'T let your dog sleep in a

draft or in a damp place.
DON'T let everybody pet your dog

if he is to be a watchdog.
DON'T shout commands to your

dog in an excited tone of voice.
DON'T kill your dog through

stomach troubles by overfeeding
him.

DON'T run the risk of losing your
dog by not having your name and
address on his collar plate.

DON'T try to avoid paying a
license fee.

DON'T let your dog cross the
street without being by his side or
without a leash unless he is trained.

DON'T believe everything poorly
informed people tell you about dogs.

If you w€inl further detailed in
formation as to the care of your
Dogf we tvill be glad to answer
your tjiueslions or send you a pam
phlet at no cost to you. Address
The Elks Magazine—50 East 42nd
St., New York City, N. Y.

Under the

Antlers
(Contimied from page 53)

to make sure that their Exalted
Ruler, his wife and his traveling bag
were comfortably established in their
Pullman quarters on the Elks' Spe
cial. Flowers for Mrs. McLaughlin
were presented to her by Est. Lect.
Knight T, Russell Hally not only
as a token of good will, but were by
way of being a "consolation prize,"
the party the night before having
kept Mr. McLaughlin away from
home at a time when he was, natur
ally, needed to assist in last-minute
packing. Mr. Butler also received his
reward. He was such a willing
"goat" and did such a good piece of
acting that plans began immediately
to be put in force for a bona fide
bachelor party to honor him all by
himself.

•^HALVORFOLD^p-q
PASS CASE, BItt-FOtD, CARD CAOTj^MO_New Btreamllned Halvorfold —jiufwAaf ^_" , ""T ^ POSTPAID

Tieeds. No fumbling for your pasBCB—just snap open • WE TRUST ELKS! —

eAip cards, cic.UaB 2 roomy pocketaforcards,c | 22-K Gold encraviiiB. If you do not enclose money you
or memornnda.Larite currency fold. Made othlgngraao MCST fill in tho foUowina:
genuine black CALFSKIN. Tough—durable. Has bean- I
tiful soft texture —all silk Btitched. Expertly, finished. • „ nnd Kame of Mv Lodee
I-IO U-K Gold Corners and Snap. Size 8 in. i Bfn. closed.
Fita flat In pocket. You can't wear out a Halvoriold.

SENT ON TRIAL
If not thorooBhly satlailed after 2 weeks'trial, your money
Willbe cheerfully refunded. address and fraternal
emblem engrafed in SS-K Chid FREE. ($1.60 extra valuel)

FREEto ELKS!
Brown Stccrhldc, Ship
C Dreams key ca^c—
Gol^E^n^ravcd—In-
ders lor 2 Halvorfolda
(.liour sclcctton). Get ex-
tra one (or a or com-
bine order with that of a

No. and Name of My Lodse...~.......„.>

I Name of Secretary,

r LANDON &WALANDON & WARNER, Dept. H-186
360 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, III.

I enclose S with the clear understanding that I
nnist lie more than pleased—otlierwi.su I may return the
goods at once for refund of my money. c—i
I'm orderine two—include FREE S2.00 KET CASJJ I—I

Alonoirnim • •• Emblem desired

'per
hour

HoiHiNG n mP Amazing new Radiant Heater. Boras
P6% air. Miikea its own «as. Nopipmjr
No inst.-illation. A few pints,of cheapliquid transforms ordinary air intomany
hours of clean, healthful, penetrating
heat like sunshine, for 1Hceptsan hour.
Hotterthan gas or ojectncrtv^at^e-
tcnth the cost. EASY TONoamoke,soot,ashesorodor. Jr-ortaoit..

30 DAYS' TRIAL!
iow-'pri"4^^Tp°^.T?v^^a^tou^"i^=1^. Prov
to yotiruclf that

BURNS 96*^4IRy°?,';?a"t':!'tT!?c"o'!^i AGENTS
Mt/u CiiEl 0" hour. No obli- Moke BigMoneyatUi/ ^/"rl/tL cation! Sendnow. NBW EASY PLAN1
AKRON LAMP & MFG. CO;.

980 High Street, AKRON, OHIO '

Whiitfvcr your interest in do;;i, wlitlluT oMiur.
lover or breeder, you will Bnd niurli help and many
prai'ticiii suggestions eoeh month in

DOG WORLD
£d»Gd by CAPTAIN WILL JUDY

M;iny service ilepnrtmcn(s. scores of pictures,
feature iirtick's by cniii»e exports- at>oiit aiJ
dops, espeej:illy their proper earc ami tr.iliinit.

Stib.^rriptluiis—$-2 per year: $3 fur two years.
Saiuplc copy 20c.

JUDY PUBLISHING COMPANY
3323 Michigan Boulevard, Chicago

NOTICEI If the HalTorfolds are for gift purposes, be
sure to include proper instructions for Gold Esgravlng
on separate sheet of paper.

I'LL NEVER BE WITHOUT A JUSTRITE
HEADLIGHT AFTER THIS, JIM. WE'VE
HAD MORE FUN ON THIS JAUNT...
EVERY SPORTSMAN SHOULD

SEND FOR THE NEW^*
Klfn JUSTRITE CATALOG

^ EVERY HUNTER.TRAPPER,^
froqgerand fisherman

. SHOULD HAVE ONE A

Now Super-Power Pcrfcotoil Justrltc [ I
Honilllfrht (tive.s you n pcrfocl litiuii I - , j J

a shnrp, brilllnni, spot. Fomovis for \C. 1
ilcponctalilllty. Ju.strllc Hcadlishls hi;- • -.t
nrc prcrcrrD<l liy Hunlci-s, Trapper.'',
Froini*^rs. FIsTicrmon, Foresters. A
complcio selection of Justrlte HeadllBhts for ovory outdoor
use. Be sure to gel a "Justritc."

New c.itnlofTtie and full clotoils on all
LL ' L L .Justrltc Kli'ctrle UcadllRhts. Be sure
I |\LL.to \vrlIo f'lr your copy T0DA7.

UIGOVTJOBS
Earn S1850 to S3000 a Year

Kx''elleiit oppiirlunitiis f^)r fili/ens Iff to 511. No spcoial
experli'iK'C neeiloil. U;uh\iiy i"o:ilal flcvl!-! liuiy riirn $1^5
llr-t month: ("iisloms ln,spc•(•tll^,^ hliih ii> S;i.OOII a ye;ir.
Semi for inv FREE BOOK "llim to Sccur.- a (luveinment
IVislliim" It tolU alimit iii:uiy booiI Kincrnini'iU juli- luui
liiiu my instruc-tioii helps to i|ll!illfy yiui for the joh you sviiiit.
U'ri(<' At ONCi;. Adilresi Arthur R. Patterson, PATTER
SON SCHOOL. 7010 KIcrcantiie BIrig.. Rochester. N. Y.

When wiitiny to advertisers please mention The Elks Ma!/a:i>ie
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Mermaid in the Mountains

my neighbors. Mountain farmers
and grazers, as you can see."

"All ? The gentleman in riding
boots, for instance."

"Allow me to present Mr. Dennis,
a merchant of Pittsburgh. Doubtless
you noticed my sons' salt well. Mr.
Dennis came to buy."

"'Tain't so!"
Devil Bill lifted his bulk from the

table and shoved John McCorken
aside. He pointed, trembling.

"Thet pusson—he came ter git us
fer Jeff Davis's army. He was feelin'
us out over ter the barn. He tole
the nigger to play 'Dixie.' Ef he ain't
a Sesh, I'm a rattlesnake."

"Well spoken, my friend," resumed
the officer. "Now, Mr, Dennis of
Pittsburgh, you can settle this inter
esting question. I am fortunate
enough to have spent several months
drilling troops in your fair city. Tell
me. What building stands next to the
Union Hotel?"

Sudna heard Luke's dry chuckle by
her side, saw him holding his other
pistol butt-forward.

"Major, it's a singular pleasure to
surrender, since surrender I must, to
a gentleman of such wit and travel.
My compliments, sir, and will you
accept my side arms?"

"Not from a spy. Naturally, you
are aware that the Articles of War
insist on a uniform even when blow
ing up bridges. We hang spies to
save powder. Take him, men."

He was gone before she knew it.
She heard the horses snort and saw
them shy as he dove between their
legs. The troopers whirled their
mounts bumping each other's knees.
The air smelt sweet with burnt pow
der as the carbines crashed. Luke
ran low to the ground. At the
second volley he sprawled full length
on the edge of the river bank.
He stood up again and lunged over
out of sight. When she caught up,
troopers were spraying the water,
their shots making greenish wounds
in the oily surface.

"Hold fire, you ninnies," yelled the
Major. "Down into the ford with you.
He can't swim over the dam."

Sudna ran down hill on feelingless
limbs. She splashed into the shallows
among the horses. The grease stank
and weighted her skirt. The Falls
caught the level setting sun and
looked red as flame or blood. The
carbines went off all at once again.

"That's him," yelled a trooper. "He
just went by full o' lead. I got him."

The man had dipped his gun into
the current and fished out the slouch
headpiece. Sudna saw something that
made her scream. She felt arms and
Randy was dragging her to shore.

She howled—a high, piercing
screech that was laughter and hys
teria. Randy made helpless noises of
comfort, but she scarcely heard. The

(.Continued from page 45)

Major came out of the ford, cursing
his men.

"Ha! Ha!" shrieked Sudna. "He
fooled'you. You wanted to save pow
der and hang him, but he fooled you.
Just like he did last night when he
blew up Roaring Gap bridge right
under your nose."

"Well, he's dead now. You saw him
go through the ford full of lead "

"Your lead, Yankee. Ha! Ha!"
"She's off her noodle," grunted the

Major. Were they sweethearts?"
"Naw," said Randy. "She never

seed him afore. Cum on. Sis."
He led her up hill behind the

tooopers. The sun was going down.
The soldiers made camp in the yard
and ate the barbecue. The huskers
drove off with the girls, hungry and
sullen. John McCorken's red face was
gaunt above his white whiskers.

"Come lie down on your bed.
daughter. You're not yourself."

"I'll take a walk, pa."
She wandered up to the salt well

a quarter mile above the Falls. Three
sentries were squatting.

"He fooled you," she jeered. "You
wanted to hang him."

The soldiers looked sorrowfully at
her. One tapped his head with a
finger and the others nodded.

"My brothers mine salt," she ram
bled on. "They drill a hole with a
long pole and dip out water. It has
salt in it—red salt, but it's not blood
that makes it red. It's iron ore.
Sometimes they strike oil. Then they
bleed the mine down this ditch into
the creek. Did you know that?"

"We didn't. It's very interesting."
"Have you read Sir Walter Scott's

Lady of the Lake? No? Well, when
Scotch highlanders have a war, they
take a stick of burning wood like this
only in the shape of a cross. A run
ner carries it through the hills. He
waves it—like this."

"Careful, miss. I wouldn't swing
that brand about."

It left her hand, sailing lazily.
Flame splashed when it struck the
oil in the drainage ditch. Fire began
to float and then to leap in little
spurts like red locusts.

"Say, miss, that's dangerous.
Should we call the sergeant, boys?"

She raced downstream along the
bank, clutching the heavy skirt above
the knees. There was another picket
at the ford.

"Halt! Who's there?"
"Shucks, Jake, it's only that looney

girl. No wonder she's skeert. Look
a-comin' down the river."

They let her slide over the bank
unnoticed. She saw black thunder-
heads of burning oil not two hun
dred yards above the Ledge. The
flames, shooting through, gave the
smoke clouds a weird rose-tinted lin
ing. As her feet touched water, her
hands ripped her clothing down the

front. Even the wild beasts of the
forest would avenge a mate. It was
dangerous to kill a bruin without
being prepared to meet the she-bear.
Something in nature fired the female
instincts to heroism just as the trum
pets of war fired men.

She swam with threshing limbs
and tasted the oil that splashed her
mouth. Oh, she knew now what his
eyes were saying when he had kissed
her there this afternoon. At sunrise
he had seen her sitting behind the
Falls just as she had seen him at
sundown. His looking upon her naked
body was the same as if he had pos
sessed it. That was what he had
tried to tell her. That was why he
had hidden himself under the Ledge
where only she, knowing where to
look, had seen him.

Sudna marked the spot to dive.
What if she never came up again?
What if he had died of wounds or fled
already without her? Or if, while
she searched in the darkness, suppose
the Falls went red with tumbling
fire, ând black suffocation filled the
magic grot? Diving, she thought of
Juliet drinking the potion which
would wake her in the tomb. The
weight of the Falls upon Sudna's
back seemed to scorch the skin. She
emerged from black waters into
black space. Her voice was soundless,
but she shouted for the pure joy of
usmg his Christian name for the
first time.

"Luke! Luke!"
Her groping hands touched him.

Not seeing or hearing, he seemed
to understand that no one but she
could have found him there. She led

stumbling and fumbling, along
the blind roaring canyon till they
reached dead end against the opposite
bank. Still holding hands, they dove
down under the surf. They were
within five yards of shore, but the
nrst naming locusts were just hop-
pmg over the lip of the Falls. A
moment later there was a black cur-
^in between them and John Mc-
Corken's side of Wild Turkey Creek.

No other ford for ten miles,' she
gasped. "They can't get horses across
till dawn. By that time we'll—"

«he remembered and cowered,
covering herself absurdly with hands

^I'ms. Luke laughed between
chattering teeth and turned away.

In my saddle bags—^there's a uni
form. This way."

He found the horse where he had
•ii morning. She dressedwith the steed between them. His

clothes—thank Heaven—were gro-
tesquely large for her, but he was
^ at something else.Dear, I jugt remembered the
general sent me out to bring in some
recruits."
,.."And all you have," she laughed,

IS a captive."



HOW MAIVV SHAVES IIV AlV

Electric Dry Shaver?

$15 AC aad DC

^hswISth'uur tH.SO»tST.ON
SCHICK SHAVERS have been used for more than five

years. More than a million-and-a-half men
shave with the Schick daily. Out of their day-by-day
experiences come the proofs of the lasting qualities
of this remarkable shaver.

No other shaver can possibly have this proof-
none has been in use long enough to demonstrate
that it can shave, day after day for years, with no

LAWRENCE ELLIS—/ and my brother-in-law have
used it every day. This totals about 2520 shaves-
cost me slightly above one-half centfor each shave.

W. A. N.—My shaver has been used approximately
2733 times at on average cost of 6HO of a cent.

ED ERIKSEN — / have now had over 1800 consecutive
shaves.

WILLIAM N. LEAF ... a daily user for the past
five hundred shaves.

CHARLES DIMMLIN G—Three ofUS used the Schick
regularly—a grand total of 4600 shaves. This has
been done without a single repair.

WILLIAM H. BIRD—/If Christmas. 1932,1 was pre
sented with a Schick. / have a son who also uses
it. / figure this razor has done 3000 perfect shaves.

Now when Mr. Bird and his son had 3000 shaves
from his Schick, he dropped it on a wash basin, broke
it and sent it in for repairs. He was curious to know
how much the cutter had worn. With the precision
instruments in our laboratory, we measured the cutter.
It had worn barely one-thousandth of an inch and
had metal enough left for thousands more shaves.

How could shaving be more economical?
The Schick was designed, not only to be the fastest,
closest-shaving instrument in the world, but to last
as long as human brains and skill could make it.

We do not know of any other shaver that duplicates
or approaches these qualities. So that your invest-

appreciable wear of the cutting surfaces.
From thousands of unsolicited, unpaid-for letters

we have chosen twelve extracts which speak for them
selves. These all come from men whose sincere en
thusiasm and gratitude impelled them to write to us
about their experiences. Such simple truths should
convince you.

DAVID LEWIS—7 have used my Schick every day
since 1932—more than 1500 shaves.

KENNETH C. MILLER—This morning I used mine
for the 1319th time.

E. D. NiiCHAiKt-On November 8, 1932, I bought
one of your shavers. My brother also used it for
two years, which means an average of 6 years' use
. . . It will probably last indefinitely.

DAVID SIMPSON—Torfay I have completed 1000
daily shaves with the Schick.

D. A. yMRNlK—Shaved every day for three years
(1095 times) without spending a pennyfor repairs
or replacements.

SHIDELER H.HARP I—He and a squad offifty-some
men used his Schickfor 10 days while onfiood duty.

ment in a Schick Shaver is a proved certainty, not an
experimental hope.

The Schick does pay for itselj over and over again
as many user witnesses testify.

Go to an authorized dealer today

Let him show you the Schick, tell you how you can
shave the toughest beard or the tenderest skin with
NO BLADES, NO LATHER and no possibility of cut
ting or hurting yourself.

SCHICK DRY SHAVER, INC.. STAMFORD. CONN.
Western Distributor: Edises. Inc., San Francisco

In Canada: Henry Birks & Sons. Ltd., and otiier leading stores

w
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Copyrfffht. 1937, U. J. Reyriolds Tobacco Co.»
WlrY><ton»SnI«m. N. C

LIKES a few fast rounds of

squash racquets during his
lunch hour. "When I'm

tired I get a 'lift' with a
Camel," says Theodore
Crockett, business man.

"A SALESGIRL can't afford

jangled nerves," says Max-
ine Hollen. "I've chosen

Camels—once and for all.

Camels don't upset my
nerves or irritate mvthroat."

Th9 scones above show Mulford Scull, the outboard motor boat

champion, as he hits it up to 40 m. p. h. Below he is seen enjoying a
quick lunch and • Cornel. AFter eating he says: "Cornels set me right."

I"N 1929, Mulford Scull became National
Amateur Champion. This year he made a

clean sweep of the Class "A" Outboard events at
the Miami Regatta. The trophies he's won in
his years of racing fill a room.

Jolts, vibration, nervous tension —are all part
oF what an outboard driver undergoes. In
Mulford Scull's own words:

"The way these outboards bounce knocks
the daylights out of digestion. Yet when chow
c<imes around, I'm right there —all set with
Camels. They help keep my digestion on an
eVen keel. And they never jangle my nerves."

jack OAKIE is back on the AIR!

Ti«ne the fun-making President of Oakie College
an^J his college variety show, including Benny Goodman's
Stfiuc Bund, this Tuesday night at 9:30 pm E.S.T.. 8:30
pn>C.S-T-. 7:30 pm M.S.T., 6:30pm P.S.T.-WABC-CBS.

Costlier Tobaccos

are Naturally Mild!

Camels are made from finer, MORE
expensive tobaccos . . .
Turkish and Domestic
••. than ony other
populor brand.

FOR DIGESTION'S SAKE — SMOKE CAMELS !


