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If Reading Were lllegal—

sharing with an author, between the

covers of a book, his delightful and youth-
ful adventures, his refreshing mirth, his wise
observations and advice, and that keen in-
sight into the life around us which gives to
all experience a deeper meaning, just what
would you do?

The first thing, of course, is that you'd say
such a thing couldn’t happen.

Perhaps it couldn’t. But, between you
and me, strange enough things have hap-
pened, haven’t they? It’s a mad emough
world to suppose anything in. So let’s go
ahead on that premise. :

First, of course, you'd sit tight and try to
be a good citizen and lead a readless life.
Then you would discover that something
was slowly dying within you; that you were
growing as dull as the dickens, with no new
ideas, no fresh impressions, no helpful sugges-
tions, no good stories to repeat, no bright,
keen light up above the eyebrows.

IF, FOR instance, there was a law against

Y_OU:D begin to grow desperate, and talk-
ing it over with your friends, you would all

agree that a few good books were an absolute
necessity. Give me something to read, or
give me death! That sort of feeling. Then
a little law-breaking would begin. And how
you'd hoard those illegal volumes! How
sparingly you’d lend them even to your boon
‘companjons! How you'd treasure every
brilliant little paragraph in them, and read
and re-read every chapter that touched your
heart! And all the time you’d have that
horrible realization of being more or less a
dastardly criminal to be reading at all. And
what a life that would be!

But on the other hand, just see what a
glorious life it 4s/
. Under the law as it stands now, each man
is practically an ijsland completely sur-
roundegi by books, and all he has to do is to
use a little discretion (which means that he
should read this Department carefully and
lovingly each month), go openly into any
library or book-shop and get himself a
perfectly swell piece of entertainment! . . .
T'hen he can come out and face his family and
his flag with clear eyes, knowing that the
more he reads the better off he will be in a
dozen ways, that he is helping support the
authors (as fine a race as ever saw the light of
day), and adding his bit to the stabilization
of trade in general.

Well, I do hope you've liked my fable, or
whatever it is. What I really meant to say

By Claire Wallace Flynn
Decoration by Henry B. Davis

and what took so long in the saying, is
simply this: We never know our luck!

New Worlds to Conquer

By Richard Halliburion. (Bobbs-Merrill,
Indianapolis, Ind.)
RAVEL, inspired by an unbounded
interest in the world that lies just be-
yond our own doorsteps, and adventures of
the most daredevil nature, have gone into
the making of this new book by Richard
Halliburton, whose ‘“The Royal Road to
Romance” and “The Glorious Adventure”
took his fascinated readers on breathless
journeys, full of the amazing projection of an
audacious young modern against back-
grounds saturated with history, and often

in the most inaccessible spots on the globe..

For instance, this Princeton man once
climbed Mt. Olympus, ran the original
Marathon, and swam the Hellespont as a
sort of personally demonstrated post-gradu-
ate classical course. And once, in the middle
of winter, he climbed ice-covered Fujiyama,
making the Japanese roll their slanting eyes
(if it can be done) at the mad American. .

Now, seated neatly upon two books which,
in turn, have created furors in the reading
world, he has dashed off another which re-
counts his exploits in following the trails of
the early Spanish discoverers and conquerors
in the lands directly to the south of us. And
it’s a grand book. L

Mouch research and a flare for digging deep
into the romance of past ages combine to
make Mr. Halliburton a unique historian.
A very unique historian indeed, for who else,
going into the jungly heart of Yucatan, into
the stronghold of the vanished Maya race,
would have become so completely drenched
with the exciting tale of the Maya’s Well of
Death, where—at some unearthly hour
before daybreak—a lovely young girl was
wont to be brought, garlanded with flowers
and to the chanting of thousands of wor-
shipers, was flung out into the great, dark,
spectral pool as a fitting sacrifice to the Rain
God who dwelt in its depths. And always
the bravest of the Maya youths was waiting
in gleaming armor to join the little victim on
her tragic journey to the Rain King’s court?

Mr. Halliburton evokes this surprising pic-
ture of the past with a poétic and mysterious

touch, and then this inquisitive young man
tne morning, while dawn was still some
minutes away, with his hair confessedly
standing on end and the parrots moving in
the tropical trees against which he leaned
panting, plunged from the rim, seventy feet
into the black abyss of the ancient pool.

He wanted to taste for himself, he explains,
the sensations of the shining Maya warrior.

If all historians followed such reckless
methods of checking up their facts, our book-
shelves, I fancy, would be considerably less
crowded, but heavens! how much more
dazzling our books would be!

In this same “New Worlds to Conquer”
is the author’s account of his swimming of
the Panama Canal, going through as the
S. S. Halliburton and paying thirty-six cents
tonnage and holding up the ship traffic in the
Gatun Locks for some three hours.

The authorities warned him that he would
meet alligators and sharks, but taking the
words right out of one Farragut’s mouth, so
to speak, he remarked, ‘ Damn the barracu-
das!” and’steamed ahead.

There has been, here and there, a little
laughter at this rather sophomoric exploit,
but after all a writer has to get his copy
where he can, and if Richard Halliburton
likes to get some of his in the Panama Canal
we all can stand the strain. Especially when
he has the good sense not to take the thing
seriously himself.

Then, there are those chapters about
Devil’s Island—terrible, black, sickening,
and meant only for those who have strong
stomachs and souls. We thought that Blair
Niles had written the last word on this de-
basing criminal colony, but Halliburton
appears to have found new ones to add,
words learned at tragic close quarters with
the hopeless French prisoners who suffer
there.

All in all, what can one do about so indom-
itable an author except read his books as
quickly as they come out, relishing them as
reflections of the inextinguishable spirit of
adventure.

Myron T. Herrick
An Autobiographical Biography. By
Colonel T. Bently Mott. (Doubleday, Doran,
New York.) )
THIS is the thrilling story of a great.
American diplomat.
Herrick, who began life as a farm boy and
once taught a little country school, ended
(Continued on page 58)
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foe, he charged more ferociously than before.
Callon bounded away in his chosen zigzag course.
As he ran he glanced back to make certain Thais
was on her way to the fence—yes, and to take
what might weﬁ' be his last look at the girl whose
love he had just learned was his. For he knew
well he could not hope to dodge indefinitel this
bovine engine of annihilation that pursued him.
Soon or late——

His toe caught in a hummock. To his face
he sprawled, with a shock that drove the breath
out of his lungs and half-stunned him—straight
in the newly-charging Holstein’s path.

The fight was over. The good fight. Now if
only Thais could crawl to the fence before the
bul{ should tire of goring and trampling him~——

“"Athwart Callon’s momentarily dulled vision
flashed a meteorlike thing, golden buff in color,
and traveling at the speed of an express train,

SEVENTH SON had galloped at breakneck

speed to the Rhodesian Kennels. There, at
the farmyard gate, he had been met by Milo
Rhodes, who saw the glint of white c})aper tied to
the dog’s collar, and had unfastened and read it.
His duty done, the collie cantered back to rejoin
his two good human friends—one of whom had
worried him by her evident pain—and to finish
his happy morning walk with them. At the
bottom of the ravine he had caught Callon’s
trail, and had followed it with entire ease
through the wet grass to the meadow’s edge.
There he wriggled through the fence just in time
to see his friend, Callon, lying helpless on the
sward, and a giant black-and-white bull bearing
down on him.

‘““Get him, Seventh Son!” shrilled Thais, in
agony of soul, as she caught sight of the dog.
“Oh, get him!”

Seventh Son

(Continued from page 52)

The command was familiar. Thus had Milo
Rhodes, fifty times, sent him to round up recal-
citrant and uncatchable cattle. But now, there
was real and terrible danger. Seventh Son
could have seen that, for himself, even if the
anguish in Thais’s loved voice had not sent him
{uriously into action.

The Holstein was all but upon his helplessly
prone victim, when he felt a horribly painful
slash on pl:g btyerégerh nostrils, aAs those nostrilg
were gri e-hot jaws. seventy-pount
weight J%rked viciously sidewise at his head.

The pain and the sharp leverage broke the
bull’s flying stride. It deflected his charge, if
only by a matter of inches.- Past Callon’s body
he rushed, the raking horns and the pronged
hoofs missing it by a matter of inches.

Callon staggered to his feet as the bull wheeled.

Between the man and the Holstein frisked the

gallant young collie.

Seventh Son was having a beautiful time.
He did not give the bull a chance, now, to
launch himself fully into another charge, but was
at him with a fanfare of barks and a lightning
series of agonizing nose-nips; dodging the horn-
thrusts and the hammering hoofs; darting under
the heaving. body and scoring therein a deep
slash; reaching the bull’s back in a scrambling
Leiap and digging his white young teeth into the

p.

Then.to.earth again, slashing at the under-
body, nipping the heels; biting the bloody nos-
; here and there and everywhere and no-
where at once, after the manner of a battling
collie. To the bewildered Holstein the dog
seemed to be a veritable pack of wolves sur-
rounding and tearing at him.
Yet the bull whirled on this new assailant of
his, savagely. He might as well have whirled
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upon a hornet-nest. Seventh Son was follow-
ing not only his own early training, but the
ancestral instincts of a thousand generations of
cattle-handling collies and the hunting instincts
of a million farther distant wolf ancestors.

Once, a miscalculation of distance let one of
the gouging horns touch him. Over and over
rolled Seventh Son, a gash in his side and two
ribs broken. But before the Holstein could
take advantage of the chance blow the collic
was up again and ravening to the assault.

After a minute more of the hopeless and con-
fusing and anguishing warfare, the bull turned
about, beaten, all the fight and murder-lust
slashed out of him, and galloped bellowing to
the farthest end of the meadow, Seventh Son in
joyous and punitive chase.

“THE horn-hole in his side is only skin-deep,”
reported Callon, an hour later, at the Rho_des
farm. “And I’ve strapped up the broken ribs.
They’ll knit, as firm as ever, in anczt_her two or
three weeks, at most. But he can’t go to' th’e
Tuxedo show, day af(tier to-morrow. 1 won’t
exhibit a sick or hurt dog.” "

“Never mind, you glorious old Seventh Son!
consoled Thais, stooping from the couch where
she lay, to pat the drowsily recumbent collie.
“I'd rather have a live chum than a dead charglé

jon. . . . You saved Harry’s life, you splendi

uff hero! Just as he saved yours, when you
were born. You and he are quits now. The
account is even. He——

“We’re going to start a new acccgunt, Sevegnt.h
Son and I,” corrected Callon. ‘Your da 1ts
going to give him to us, for a wedding prei}eln .
He just told me so. I'd rather have him ldi‘—l
every other wedding present in the wor
except youl”

The Sentimental Colonel

. I talked with the Colonel while the field were
on their way to the post. Telling him I fancied
his entry to win, he said, ““Son, I never felt more
confident of winning a big race than I do of
winning the one that is about to be run.”

Blue Larkspur got away badly and was out-
run for three-quarters of a mile, the speedy
Jack High and Beacon Hill setting a terrific
pace. As they turned into the stretch Blue
Larkspur’s chances appeared very slim. I
glanced up at Colonel Bradley to see how he
was ‘““taking it.” There wasn’t a trace of Wworry
on his dignified face. In fact, there was the
hint of a smile on his lips. ' :

When the field straightened out in the stretch
Blue Larkspur began moving up. He came
with a terrific rush, passing one after another
of those in front of him. African and Jack
High were running like a team. Fifty yards
from the finish it didn’t seem possible that the
Bradley horse could get up. There was a slight
opening between African and Jack High and
into this Mack Garner guided Blue Larkspur.
The three horses finished in a bunch. Nobody
in the stands could tell which had won. Then
up went the winning number and it was Blue
Larkspur’s. He had got up in the final stride
to win by a scant nose. African took the place
and Jack High, the favorite, was third. Colonel
Bradley backed his judgment with a substantial
wager and hit the price-makers a terrific wallop.

A few weeks later Blue Larkspur scored an
easy triumph in the Belmont stakes, and in a
race at Chicago beat practically the same
horses that finished ahead of him in the Ken.-
tucky Derby. Before the summer was over he
had redeemed himself in every way and estab-
lished himself the best three-year-old of 1929.

When Behave Yourself and Black Servant
finished one-two in the Kentucky Derby of
1921, Colonel Bradley fulfilled an ambition
which he had nursed for many years—to have a
pair of horses which he owned) and bred finish
first and second in the great American classic.
In 1919 Commander J. K. L. Ross earned the
honor of being the first horseman to have his
entry finish one-two in the Derby, when his

(Continued from page 15)

Sir Barton and Billy Kelly carried off the
honors, but the Canadian sportsman’s pleasure
was marred by the fact that he had bred neither
of the two horses.

Soon after the victory of the Ross entry
Colonel Bradley told f?]re late James Rowe
that the haglpiest day of his life would be the
one on which his colors were carried by
the horses which finished first and second in the
Derby. That he would live to see that very
feat ‘accomplished on two different occasions
was beyond his wildest dreams. After the 1921
victory, however, such an eventuality did not
seem so impossible. In the spring of 1926 with
Bubbling Over and Bagenbaggage showing such
great form he realized that he stood a splendid
chance of establishing a record which may never
be equalled. He firmly believed that either of
these thoroughbreds was capable of winning
the much coveted honor and he decided to send
them both after the prize, hoping to see them
come home in first and second places.

Bagenbaggage and Boot to Boot had finished
one-two in the Louisiana Derby earlier in the
year, and he knew Baganbaggage was ready
for a great performance.

EVERYBODY in the South was pulling for

Bradley not only to win the Derby that year,
but to run one-two. A great many bets ‘were
made that he would take first and second
money, but even the most optimistic turf
followers hardly believed that he could duplicate
the feat of 1g21.

When the word was flashed across the country
that May afternoon that Colonel Bradley’s
Bubbling Over and Bagenbaggage had taken
first and second money in the Kentucky classic,
Jimmy Davenport of the Morning Telegraph,
recalling the many events in which the Bradley
colors had been carried by the first and second
horses, nicknamed the Colonel “One-Two Ed,”
a name which will cling to the popular Ken-
tuckian as long as he lives. .

This sentimental horseman has many qualities
which endear him to followers of the American
turf. In newspaper offices he has the reputation

ing “print shy.” He is almost grufi in
ggs?’ifugsalspto talk }vlvith reporters who want to
interview him about himself. ioht

“Horses, yes. I’ll talk horses to you m%f it
and day, but not for one second_ about myself,
he told me when I went to see him at Baltimore
in October. .

Try to pin him down to answering a persona‘i
question and he is liable to get up and leave {lg
if he can do so without positively being dis-
courteous. .

But Bradley’s friends and admlrers;ang
they are legion—are not so reticent. Tu dm}fi
who have been acquainted with him and his
deeds since he first entered the racing g:'hmi
always are eager to relate some incident h.a
serves to illustrate the Colonel’s sportsmanship,

generosity, geniality or other quality in his char-

acter. . ¢

It was Harry McCarty, widely known tur
writer and sonyof the late “White Hat” Mc-
Carty, famous turf character, who_ told me
of an incident in Bradley’s life wl;lch‘lllustrates
the Colonel’s deep an&i abiding faith in the men
of the sporting world. .

Aboutpten ygears ago, according to Mc(;arj:ﬁ',
one of the biggest bookmakers in Louxs\g e
ran into a streak of bad luck. Day af’tell; a
the punters hit his bankroll and hit it hard.
Just when it was at the breaking point a gafng
of sharpshooters consummated the details o ;
plan to put over a long-shot at a winter }ra%l .
When the bets began rolling in the Louisville
layer believed the horse hadn’t a chance to v:/iln.
So sure was he that the punters had picked a
cold one that he held most of the wagers, making
no effort to bet any part of them with other
bookmakers. The result of the race proved he
had made an error in judgment. The horse won
and paid six to one. L.

Taiing stock of his assets the Louisville
speculator discovered he was $40,000 short of
tﬁe amount necessary to settle his obligations.
In the middle of his streak of ill luck he had
borrowed every dollar he could from Louisville
friends and had “hocked” his home, believing

(Continued on page 56)
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N Undern_thC | _Spreadi_ng A

Prior to the death of M_r.AMorel.and m 1913,
Mrs. Moreland was for a long period a regular
attendant at Grand Lodge conventions, accom-
panying her distinguished- husband who, follow-
ing an accident, spent the last twenty years of
his life in total blindness.

News of the Order
From Far and Near

The Elks Concert Orchestra recently organ-
ized by San Jose, Calif., Lodge, has arranged to
give three concerts during the coming season at
theatres in that city. Two of these will be of a2
popular nature. The third will be a symphony
concert.

Columbus, O., Lodge initiated a short time ago
Jack Cannon, guard of the Notre Dame football
team and all-American choice for that position.
A banquet in his honor, at which he was pre-
sented with a life-membership card, followed.

Three recent indications of the vitality and
enthusiasm of Havre’de Grace, Md., Lodge, were
fraternal visits, by its members, to both Towson
and Baltimore Lodges, and the fact, made known
a short time ago, that Havre de Grace Lodge
has doubled its membership within the last six
months.

For the benefit of the Crippled Children’s
Fund of Washington, N. J., Lodge, the minstrel
company of Morristown: Lodge gave not long
ago a performance at the Home of Washington

-Members of both

(Continued Jrom page 49

Lodge. " The cast of Moy
augmented by a few 0? r&seto%n members was

match game,

In response to an in

; vitation fi-o N '
N. J., Lodge, the o m Newton,
journeyed there rec Hheers of Dover Lodge

ently to conduct initiation

Bish

Brunswick Lodge, f:) . (1’1?5: g?ft member of New
fund of $25,000 to the cau:
children within the jurisd;

Berkeley, Calif., Lodge entertaj
of Alameda Calif., Lodge a shortl::liilelgg?girg
later Alameda Lodge returned the compliment
by inviting Berkeley Lodge to it Home
There was an unusually large .
att
Bound Brook, N. J -, Lodge regently?gzgc%g
trist Deputy Francis V. Dobbins made his
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ntlers

official visit. He was accompanied by a delega-
tion from Rahway, N. J., Lodge.

t and vaudeville program for the
mgnl[)):rgq:feOak Park, Ill., Lodge was arrange

recently for the celebration of its fifteenth anni-
versary.

¢, N. Y., Lodge will celebrate its one-
th(l)alf:;xi‘c’lth session on March 2oth. The Loc!ge
has been in existence for almost twenty-seven
years.

rt, N. Y., Lodge has issued an invita-

tioir::%?l its members who can play 1qstmmentf
to report for rehearsal for band practice. Free
port Elks hope to form a band of fifty pieces.

Grand Forks, N.D., Lodge sponsored recently
a concert by the Grand Forks Community Music
Association. e . ange-

T a, Wash., Lodge has made ar €
menaé'(;\trxi‘th the local broadcasting station to hat;lg
the Elks Band on the air once a month for
benefit of shut-ins. | ived

. Sweetwater, Texas, Lodge recently rec

an :%ecinl visit from District Deputy Grazrll;i
Exalted Ruler Harry A. Logsdon, of Texas,
West. . Gith

Brattleboro, Vt., Lodge celebrated its o
anniversary recently when 160 members g2 o
ered at the Home and enjoyed a thckenigl .
dinner provided by the ladies of Dennis Rebe
Lodge.

Visits of the Grand Exalted Ruler

Ruler. Present at the Lodge session was Past
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Harold
Colee, President of the Florida State Elks Asso-
ciation; and delegations from Fort Pierce, Fort
Lauderdale and Lake Worth Lodges.

Tuesday began Mr. Andrews’s journey north-
ward. The evening of that day he arrived at
Fort Pierce Lodge, No. 1520, to officiate in the
ceremonies of dedicating its new Home. To the
members of Fort Pierce Lodge and the more than
fifty Elks from neighboring Lodges, the Grand
Exalted Ruler was introduced by District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler L. F. Chapman, of
Florida, East. After congratulating the Fort
Pierce Elks upon the beauty and comfort of their
new Home, Mr. Andrews urged them always to
strive to place the Lodge in the position of leader
in affairs relating to the welfare of the com-
Munity. In addition to the Grand Exalted Ruler,
District Deputy Chapman, J. Edwin Baker;
Secretary of the Florida State Elks Association;
L. F. McCready, Secretary of Miami Lodge;
Exalted Ruler Leslie L. Anderson, of Cocoa
Lodge; and Past Exalted Ruler J. L. Reed, Sr.,
of Tampa Lodge, also spoke, and impressively.
The evening concluded with an informal gather-
ing in the lounge rooms of the Home.

To welcome Mr. Andrews to Arcadia Lodge,
No. 1524, where a joint meeting of its members
and those of Sebring Lodge, No. 1 529, was to be
held at noon, January 15, a delegation repre-
senting both units of the Order drove to Fort
Pierce and escorted him and his suite to Arcadia.
The party was met at the eastern outskirts of
the city by a group of other members and con-
ducted to the Arcadia House. There the Grand
Exalted Ruler was the guest of honor at a mid-
day banquet, attended not only by Elks but also
by members of the Lions and of the Kiwanis
Club. Those accompanying the Grand Exalted
Ruler to Arcadia included Exalted Ruler G. M.
Austin, of Arcadia Lodge; E. M. Wharton,
Member of the Good of the Order Committee of
the Grand Lodge; Florence J. Schrader, Secre-
tary to Mr. Andrews; and Past Exalted Ruler
Reed, of Tampa Lodge. .

At the Whitfield Country Club, accessible to
both Sarasota Lodge, No. 1519, and Bradenton
Lodge, No. 1511, the members of these two
Lodges, together with their wives, assembled in
the evening at a banquet in honor of the Grand
Exalted Ruler. He was welcomed officially by a
committee headed by John F. Burket, Past
Exalted Ruler of Sarasota Lodge and a friend of

(Continued from page 40)

Mr. Andrews’s for a score of
Ruler Lioyd M. Hicks of Bradentgflalr‘sc;clgt]a3 :;l‘l’:t;g
as toastmaster during the festivities.

The following morning, at Bradenton, a dele-

gation of Elks from St. Peter
1224, and Clearwater Lodge, Ns_l;ul;gs 215'0?5:{ 1\1\,110'
Andrews to conduct him on his trip r:orthwarl;i
to St. Petersburg. The Grand Exalted Ruler, his
escort and the committee of greeting arrived in
St. Petersburg just before noon. The official
party was welcomed to the city by Mayor
Arthur M. Thompson and, after a bricf interval
of rest, the Grand Exalted Ruler was con-
ducted to the Albert Whitted airport. From
there he went for a trip over St. Peter;sburg in
the blimp Vigilant, and after his return to the
ground and a brief time at luncheon, he was
driven to the Largo fair grounds and there ad-
dressed a large throng. So strenuous was this
program, one of unremitting activity during
both the morning and afternoon, that Mr.
Andrews begged,. on the score of fatigue and the
necessity of resting for his speech at the Elks
auditorium later in the evening, to be excused
from the dinner in his honor at the Don Ce-Sar
He was represented, however, by mem-
bers of his suite. Exalted Rulers A. L. Cusson,
Jr, of St. Petersburg Lodge, and Paul F. Ran-
dolph, of Clearwater Lodge, were the official
hosts of the occasion, The affair was informal
and brief, and immediately thereafter its partici-
pants repaired to the auditorium in the Home of
St. Petersburg Lodge to hear the Grand Exalted
Ruler speak.
. Still forging.north, the Grand Exalted Ruler,
In company with Mr. Wharton, Mr. Fernandez
and Mr. Schrader, traveled on the morning of
the 17th to Tampa, arriving about noon. At a
luncheon, at El Passaje restaurant, in his honor,
arranged by the members of Tampa Lodge, No.
708, he was welcomed by Past Exalted Ruler K.
L. McKay, Mayor of the city; Exalted Ruler
Lovick B. Sparkman and a special committee
delegated to greet him.

The demands of his schedule permitted the
Grand Exalted Ruler to pause at Lakeland
Lodge, No. 1291, only an hour. At Tampa,
shortly after noon of the r7th, a delegation of
Lakeland Elks et him and escorted him to the
Home of Lakeland Lodge. The arrival was at
four o’clock. There a majority of the entire
membership of the Lodge was on hand to greet
Mr. Andrews. At five o’clock the Grand Exalted
Ruler and his official party left for Orlando.

f
An official escort composed of a squad ©
motorcycle police and fifty automobiles ll?eeci
Grand Exalted Ruler Andrews as he approa.ctirlg
Orlando. A delegation of Elks 1'epl'6-‘if¢3“ther
Orlando Lodge, No. 1079, and a number o (:i his
Lodges in central Florida conducted him an aet
suite to the San Juan hotel where 2 bar;qthe
was given in his honor. At the Home 0f :
Lodge, later in the evening, 200 membel'il o ws's
Order waited to welcome him. Mr. An l'g the
speech at the meeting proved stirring; an ted
enthusiasm of the occasion was augm((‘:nan d
further by talks by District Deputy ) T da
Exalted Rulers L. F. Chapman, of F g{flest’
East; and James J. Fernandez, of Flom’ia, s
For all that the Grand Exalted Ruler’s Stﬁi’ief
Cocoa Lodge, No. 1532, was necessarily od
it was compact with event. Mr. Andrew; ane
his party were met, at midday, January I 1 otel
miles from the city and escorted to tht:i g
for luncheon, after which a committee hea g th)é
Exalted Ruler L. L. Anderson conducte :
Grand Exalted Ruler to the new and recen ez'l
dedicated Home of Cocoa Lodge. The ophis
meeting at which Mr. Andrews spoke aftfer e
inspection of the Home was noteworthy for 1
attendance. <4 now
The Grand Exalted Ruler’s party, jolne Ln F
by District Deputy Grand Exalted Ru_lerc - F.
Chapman, of Florida, East, were met in ocrga
by Exalted Ruler J. A. Rogero, of New Sn‘%l na
Lodge, No. 1557, and F. F. Bristley, Preside it
of the New Smyrna Chamber of Commerce, al\ST :w
escort of honor. The party arrived in 1 o
Smyrna late in the afternoon and was entertain d
at dinner in Mr. Bristley’s home. At the mee -
ing of New Smymna Lodge in the evemlng,
hundred members were in attendance to we comg
the Grand Exalted Ruler. He was mt:roducer
by District Deputy Chapman. A buffet Slll{plier
followed the meeting. The Grand Exalted t“ e
and his escort left latejin the evening for Day 03?-
In deference to the fact that the next da)gl : 3
2oth, was a Sunday and that the Grand Ex fe't
Ruler might have a measure of the benefit (:1 i
as a day of rest, the members of Daytona Lo Sei:
No. 1141, whom he visited then, made a point o
not making their arrangements for his r'eceptml:
ceremonies. Sunday evening he, and his escorl
were delightfully entertained at an informal
but thoroughly enjoyable dinner at the Claren-
don Hotel. Past Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight
David Sholtz and Exalted Ruler J. Frank
(Continued on page 74)
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Underground Heroes

hopes of the saddened watchers at the pit
mouth. Hasty conferences followed in which
the men- of the Rescue Car pored over maps
shoulder to shoulder with officials of the mine
company and mine inspectors of the state of

Pennsylvania. Then from the car came a weird; .

looking line of men suggesting in their fantastic
garb a delirious artist’s conception of a visita-
tion from Mars. .
Strange looking snouts of corrugated, flexible
pipe extended from their faces to heavy tanks
on their backs; their eyes were made monstrous
by goggles; and all wete clinging in the fashion
of mountain climbers to a length of rope.. Other
instruments in shiny cases-were secured to their
belts, and as if to give a final touch to-the
outlandish appearance, of the visitors .some of
Ehﬁ carried small .cages containing 'canary
These men walked boldly into the poisoned
atmosphere of the Mather mine and began their
rescue work. Were they braver than other men
who had been on the scene from the first?- Not
at all. Many miners had risked their lives in an
effort to save the lives of men disabled by the
explosion or by the after damp that came in its
e. There is an abundance of courage in
every mining commun.ig;. What is needed is
ial equipment and specialized wisdom.
ege the crew of the mine rescue car had to a
degree not possible to ordinary miners.
oon after they entered theyzlé%gan to brintg
out limp bodies that were sei upon wi
heart-rending cries by the bereft families as
soon as they were identified. Indeed, the
rescuers did better than this, for they succeeded
in bringing out of the mine some men who were
not dead. These were volunteers who had gone,
in spite of the risk, into the foul passageways
to try to save other lives, and had themselves
collapsed. SR '
In some coal mines there are stairways from
level to level; carefully guarded, air tight units
preserved against the possibility of contamina-
tion by bad atmosphere. Some of the volun-
teer rescuers had made use of these sanctuaries
to descend into the mine. As they rushed down
these staircases, knowing they were abandoning
safety for extreme peril, they had heard cries
for help. They had traced those cries into one

‘at Mather,

(Continued from page 79)

débris-strewn tunnel where they found a man
pinned to the tracks of the tiny railway by heavy
timbers and great chunks of rock and coal fallen
from the roof. Frantically, they had uncovered
him. - He was dead. Then they found another:
wlo was alive but unconscious. With him they
fled. back-into the comparative safety of the,
stairway. T C
- Thus a very fewlives were saved. But sup-'
pose the knowledge and equipment housed in:
the rescue car had been available from the
moment it was realized on the surface that there
had been an explosion. In that case many lives
might have been saved. Time is everything on

“such occasions, and that is one of the reasons

why the. government’s chief effort in mine
rescue work is expended in training the miners.
themselves’ and in encouraging the employers;
of miners to provide up-to-date rescue equip-
meht. o iy :

Each year about 40,000 men are being trained'

in the use of mine appliances for life saving, and
since the Bureau of Mines was established in’
‘1913, Over 400,000 men have received scientific ;

instruction in underground life saving. They:
are being taught not only what to do when an:
accident happens, but how to avoid accidents.:
For example, in the carefully protected mine
what had caused the explosion?
The official decision was that the Mather ex-
plosion probably ‘originated by ignition of me-
thane by an electric art from a non permissible
storage battery locomotive and that coal dust
aided in the extension or propagation of the
explosion, Not so many years ago such ex-
plosions were mysterious affalrs, regarded as
unaccountable. Grain elevators blew up from
time to time with a force that suggested
that a ton of dynamite had exploded. Similar
devastating explosions wrecked other kinds of
industrial plants, sugar mills, paper mills as well
as coal mines. At last, scientists found the answer
in dust. The dust of any combustible substance
is readily inflammable. . .
An exposed flame or even a spark is sufficient
under the right conditions to cause a blast as’
frightful as the explosion of a huge bomb. In
a coal mine the effect is even more dreadful
because of the confinement. It is likely that in
the Mather mine the flame from the explosive

gas ignited by the short circuit had flared along
the corridor as if following a powder train until
it came to a near-by tunnel where there was
rich food for an explosion, the food in this case
being finely divided coal dust.

- Probably a similar cause was responsible for
the "explosion at Bluefields, West Virginia.
Fortunately, though, these kinds of accidents
are no longer of such frequent occurrence. In
mills, dust is disposed of before it accumulates
in da.ngerpus quantities. In mines, since it is
not practical to disgose of the dust it may be
made innocuous by being diluted with dust that
is .not combustible. Dust is fought with dust.
Pulverized rock is blown onto walls, floors and
ceilings of mine corridors in such . quantity
that the inflammable content of any accumula-
tion is always less than forty-five per cent of
the total. ‘ RN

. Knowledge of this sort of prevention method
is of incalculable value in mine safety-work;

"and this is the kind of knowledge with which

mine operators are being indoctrinated. .For-
tunately, the individual mine official ‘rarely
encounters more than one or two disasters in a
lifetime; yet, this very fact leaves him more or
less inexperienced and confused when some
dreadful emergency arises. Each year now about
1,000 superintendents, foremen, fire bosses, shot
firers and inspectors are being given courses
of training that require from five to ten days’
time. In these courses they are not only taught
how to organize their forces into mine rescue
crews, but how to restore ventilation after an
explosion, methods of barricading, the usc of
gas masks and ogygen breathing apparatus, as
well as numerous devices and methods applicable
to the unusual conditions found in mines after
a fire or an explosion.

.In these intensive courses the students are
given the benefit of teachings distilled out of
grim tragedies that have destroyed tens of
thousands of lives in years past. %ut these as
well as the shorter courses in which the miners
themselves are taught by the Federal Govern-
ment how to conduct themselves in the midst
of danger, would be largely wasted energy if it
were not for the fact that there are heroes
underground. What the government is trying
to do is to make their heroism intelligent.

If Reading Were Illegal—

GARDEN BOOKS, AND SUCH
Garden Making and Keeping
By Hugh Findlay. (Doubleday, Doran & Co.,
Garden City, N, Y.)
TODAY’S methods for tomorrow’s results.
If you have a little place in the country

and long to be a gardener of the newer school,
this is the book for you.

Practical Gardens
By Hugh Findlay. (D. Appleton & Co., New
York.)

THE author, who is now conducting gardening

courses at Columbia University, assures
us that the road to success lies through a garden,
an orchard, and a berry patch. His advice on
how to make all these growand pay for them-
selves is invaluable.

Flowers and Ferns and Their Haunts

By Mabel Osgood Wright. (The Macmillan
Co., New York.) |
FASCINATING companion for those long
A’ walks in woods and !I)ields- to -which all of
us are already looking forward. o

The Cultivated Evergreens
By L. H. Bailey. (The Macmillan Co., New
York.)
A_NYONE who owns a place in the country—
from 2 mansion on a hill to a rough camp
in the woods—knows the beautifying value of
evergreens. This book, which is used as an

(Continued from page 60)
authoritative handbook in agricultural colleges,

is brimful of expert advice and wisdom.

Poultry Breeding and Management

By James Dryden. (Orange Judd Pub. Co,

New York.)

HOW about trying to stretch the family
income by becoming a successful poul ry-

man (even on a small scale) this coming summer?

Mr. Dryden’s book touches every phase of

practical poultry culture.

American Fruits ‘
By Samuel Fraser. (Orange Judd Pub: Co.,
New York.)

A SIMPLY written text and guide book

for ambitious growers, or for the man or
woman with one grecious apple tree in the back
yard. Tells you how to raise fruits successfully
and profitably. Teachers and students find
this volume exceptionally useful.

Garden Books, Old and New
Compiled by Mary Evans. (Pennsylvania Hor-
ticultural Society, Philadelphia, Pa.)
THE author has weeded-out, classified and
annotated the best of the garden books,
thus suggesting a wealth of material to the

gardener.

The Bird Book

By Charles P. Schoffner. (Richard Manson,
New York.)

APRICELESS book for bird-lovers. If you

want the meadowlarks, the tanagers, the
orioles, the starlings and the thrush brothers to
spend the summer with you on the “little old
place,” the five hundred questions asked and
answered in this volume will tell you how to
lure them to your garden. :

THE CHATTER BOX

The Tiger of France, in “The Life of G
Clemenceaw: As told by himself to }{is gecri%f';s
.l{iesan M ézrtet" (Longmans, Green & Co.,) speaks’

mind:

About Americans: ‘I want to speak to them
as one speaks to grown men. Nobody has ever
done that yet . . . You can never speak too
well of the Americans. What an example of
living, of will, of courage! But why must they
be so pleased with themselves?” -

About religion: “One day you will see me be-
coming a believer, just to show you how God
ought to be loved.”

About the War: “It was idiotic, mad, but there
was something . . . a little . . . magnificent
ﬁbou!g’ it. The times we are now living in are

ase.

An unfinished manuscript by Sir Walter Scott
entitled “The Siege of Malta,” has just come to
light after lying locked-up at Abbotsford for
over a hundred years. As the year 1932 will see
the centenary of Scott’s death, it is to be hoped
that this valuable literary treasure may then be
published as a tribute to the great author of
the Waverly Novels.










