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By Damon Runyon

Ilustrations by George Shanks

the snap throw. Roger Bresnahan, Ray
Schalk. Any of them. Cochrane is a great
backstop—a marvel at handling his pitchers.
He is a smashing hitter, and a good base
runner. He’s got it all, as they say. Foxx
and Simmons, of the Mackmen, are great
hitters, but scarcely outstanding stars, as
we rate outstanding stars.

I say you cannot judge a ball club in the
matter of greatness on one season.” I hold
that a truly great club will repeat not less
than three successive times in its ‘pennant
races. I take no account of the World’s
Series. Great ball clubs have been whipped
in the series by mediocre outfits. No one-
time pennant winner can be rated great, and
there is an enormous gap between a great
club and just a good club. It is possible—
aye, it is quite probable—that the impending
years will prove Connie Mack’s present-day
Athletics a truly great club. His players
are young, and youth improves, and comes
on. :

They will not head the Grand Old Man of
Shibe Park in 1930, in my opinion, and per-
haps not in 1931.  Then we’ll all have to give
in. The Athletics will be entitled to Grade
AA rating, which means great. But Connie
Mack will have to dig up at least one more
top-notch pitcher. I wonder how Earn-
shaw, and Groves, and Rommel of his present
staff, stack up in the old gentleman’s memory
alongside Bender, and Plank, and Coombs?

By way of disposing of the pennant in the
National League with swiftness and dis-
patch, I beg leave to state that Joe Mc-
Carthy, and his Chicago Cubs, are appar-
ently much stronger than last season, and
on that basis how can they miss? Which
gets us into the World’s Series in no time
at all, does it not? I think I have explained
how that will come out.

The Cubs’ new strength will be in spots

where they were rather feeble last season, at
¢« Gabby ”»

third base, and back of the plate.
Hartnett, a voluble but
valuable catcher, is back
on the job. “Gabby”
was an invalid most of
the season of 1929, and
the Cubs missed him
sorely. I think if Hart-
nett had been doing
their catching in the
World’s Series, the
Cubs’ showing would
not have been so dreary.
It is remarkable how a
brisk maskman can en-
liven a ball club.

Lester Bell, the third-
baseman acquired for
1930 consumption by
Joe McCarthy, was one .
of Rogers Hornsby’s ’
boys when “The Rajah” was in command
at St. Louis, and subsequently in Boston,
and Lester seems to be unhappy except
when he is playing with Hornsby. With the
great slugger to the loo’ard of him again in
Chicago, Lester is apt to cheer up, and plug
an aching cavity in the Cubs’ infield. Other-
wise McCarthy’s club will be about the

same as the one that went down to inglori-
ous defeat before the Athletics. Good
enough to win again in the National League,
though I have asterisked for your attention a
rank outsider in the general calculations
that may sneak up on the Cubs.

I refer to Cincinnati. Dan Howley,
former manager of the St. Louis Browns,
in the American League, replaces Jack
Hendricks as leader of the Reds. Cincinnati
is a tough town on baseball managers. Old
Pat Moran went there in 1919 and won a
pennant, and a World’s Series, though the
series victory was somewhat sullied by the
well-substantiated. charge that the Chicago
White Sox tossed it to the Reds, but Moran
is the only man that ever carried a flag to
“Cincy.” The best other managers got
around there was plenty of abuse from the
fans. They take their baseball mighty
seriously in Cincinnati. Maybe that is
because they have had it longer than most
folks.

BUT Howley is quite a fellow handling a
ball club, and he has a fair-looking out-
fit. Also hé has a new owner behind him, a
gentleman entitled Weil, who is said to have
plenty of money, and the disposition to let
it go. I think Howley will thrive under that
combination. Dan has that quality vaguely
described as ‘““dynamic.” He can get work
out of his ball players. As a matter of fact,
I am picking the Reds as my “dark horse”
mainly because of Dan Howley. His ball
players are ordinary, and he has but one real
good pitcher in “Red” Lucas, yet I believe
Howley will be the surprise of the season.
My contender to the Athletics in the
American League is Howley’s old outfit at
St. Louis. In giving the Browns an outside
chance, I admit it is Vvery outside indeed.
“Reindeer Bill” XKillifer is the leader at
St. Louis in the American League this year,
and he has rather a solid looking club. The
’ law of average ought to
be getting in its work
on the Browns. This is
_ the only club in either
the American League,
or the National, that
hasn’t won a pennant
in the past thirty years,
or since the formation
of the present circuit.
'Way back in the
Eighties, the Browns
won pennants under
Charley Comiskey, but
not until the National
League Cardinals won
in 1926 did the Mound
City see the shadow of a
baseball flag.

The season of 1930
introduces no less than seven new managers
and the era of the $80,000 ball player, at
which price I consider George Herman Ruth
a bargain to Colonel Jacob Ruppert, and the
New VYork Yankees. Tt is a big sa.laljy, to be
sure, but the mighty Sultan of Swat is worth
it. He pulls in the clients. If the great
Babe got a tenth of the percentage that the

You are not to in-
fer that managers
really wear spurs
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average prizefighter demands of a gate, he
would cost Colonel Ruppert a lot more than
$80,000 per year. It is impossible to esti-
mate the amount of money that Ruth has
drawn in through the gates during the years
of his baseball service, but taking him off
mere exhibition games as evidence of his
individual draw, the total must be away
up in the millions. .

He has only a few years more of active
baseball before him. The Babe isn’t as
young as he used to be, and the old under-
pinning has been bogging down on him in
late years. So no one can begrudge him the

- highest salary ever paid a professional

athlete, though 1 doubt that he will be able to
lift the Yankees above third place this season
even though he hits ninety home runs. The
death of little Miller Huggins during the
winter removed one of the greatest managers
of all time, as his record of flags won must
prove, and you cannot replace that kind very
easily. In Huggins’ place is Bob Shawkey, a
high-class right-handed pitcher, through
years of service with the Athletics and the

If Bill McKechnie can

get the Braves out of
the cellar this year—

Yankees, and Shawkey has yet to win his
Spurs as a manager. :

You are not to infer that managers wear
spurs, though some feel they could use ’em
at times. 'Tis but a way of saying. Shaw-
key is a fine chap, of cordial address, and a
keen eye to the sartorial, and he seems to
enjoy the respect of his fellow pastimers. His
selection by Colonel Ruppert to succeed
Huggins was a tremendous surprise, but
then so was Huggins’ selection by the Col-
onel some thirteen years back, and Huggins
made good. Maybe the Colonel is a natural-
born selector of managers.

SHAWKEY at New York, then, Howley at

Cincinnati, and Killifer at St. Louis are
new managers, and besides them we have
Jewel Ens at Pittsburgh, “Gabby” Street,
also at St. Louis, with the Cardinals, Bill
McKechnie at Boston with the Braves, and
Heine Wagner at Boston with the Red Sox.
Finally there is Donie Bush at Chicago with
the White Sox, though Bush must really be
assigned to last year.

Jewel Ens, who never played a whole lot
of major league baseball, but was a star in the
minors for years, was coach at Pittsburgh
under Donie Bush. The latter was doing
all right with the Firates, but he apparently
couldn’t get along with some of the lads on
the club, and finally he quit, and took
“Lena” Blackburn’s job at Chicago.
“Lena” and Arthur (The Great) Shires
enlivened the tedium of the White Sox
season by a little impromptu biffing at each
other, which subsequently inspired Arthur
(The Great) Shires to take up pugilism as a
winter occupation. '

Bush seems to be a capable fellow running
a ball club, but with the White Sox he will
always have the president, Charley Comis-
key, to reckon with. Barely did I escape!
making it “to contend with.”” Commy has
seen his managers come and go—mainly go—

(Continued on page 64)
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The Grand Secretary Tours the South

While the Grand Exalted Ruler Convalesces, Mr. Masters Visits Lodges

LTHOUGH Grand Exalted Ruler Walter

P. Andrews, who fell il of pneumonia

at the conclusion of his visits in February

to Lodges in New York, New England, New
Jersey and Pennsylvania, was well upon the
way to recovery in March, his physicians deemed

it inadvisable for him to fulfill the schedule of

calls arranged for that month. He therefore
remained in Florida to continue the rest de-
manded for his recuperation. In Mr. Andrews’s
stead, Grand Secretary J. Edgar Masters and
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Fred Harper volun-
teered to make the visits planned for March.
These were nineteen in number and all, except
the initial one to Savannah, Ga., Lodge, No.
183, were to Lodges in the Carolinas. Mr.
Masters, accompanied by Past District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler Florence J. Schrader,
carried out the first part of the schedule alone.
At Durham, N. C., he was joined by Mr. Harper,
who continued with him thenceforth.

Met at the Savannah station the morning of
March 11 by a committee of welcome from
Savannah, Ga., Lodge, No. 183, Grand Secretary
Masters was escorted directly to the Hotel de
Soto for breakfast, and thereafter conducted to
the country home of Col. William L. Grayson at
Isle of Hope. The party returned to’ the
Savannah Oglethorpe Hotel for luncheon. At
the meeting of the Lodge in the evening, Mr.
Masters delivered a stirring address to the host
of Savannah Elks assembled, including members
of the class just initiated; and to their many
guests. These included members of Brunswick,
Ga., Lodge, No. 69r; Charleston, S. C., Lodge,
No. 242, and Green Bay, Wis., Lodge, No. 259.
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Charles
E. Traynor, presiding over the session, in-
troduced Mr. Masters. Others who spoke were

District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers

It affords me extreme pleasure to advise
Elkdom, generally, that we have had, during
my administration, a superfine body of District
Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers, who have served
the Lodges, in their respective districts, with
extraordinary diligence, devotion and loyalty.

I thank each one for his service to me, in my
administration, for his great helpfulness to the
Order, and I wish to assure them all that I shall
ever regard them with esteem and affection.

I am particularly pleased with the support
and co-operation they have given to THE ELkS
MacaziNE and the Elks National Foundation.

Mother’s Day

The second Sunday in May is observed
throughout America as Mother’s Day.

The Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
heartily and soulfully joins in the celebration of
this day, made sacred to Mother. Our Grand
Lodge has adopted and promulgated a beautiful
and sweetly touching ritual for the use of all
subordinate Lodges upon this hallowed occasion.

A loving thought of Mother furnished the
first suggestion for the establishment of Mother’s
Day; but it has since expanded into a nation-
wide inspiration, that stirs the hearts of men and
women throughout America.

I urge every subordinate Lodge of Elks to
celebrate Mother’s Day, in accordance with our
beautiful ritual, preferably in public, otherwise
in your Lodge room. .

This is not only an Elk duty, but likewise a
cherished personal privilege.

The Elks National Home

We have been constantly on the alert this
year in the interest of this Home. It was our
first big effort upon behalf of benevolence
toward our own members.

Colonel Grayson, former Mayor Themas M.
Hoynes, Exalted Ruler Diemmer and Louis
Ludwig, Past President of the Georgia State
Elks Association; and Exalted Ruler T. A.
Pamperin, of Green Bay Lodge. The sincere
regret expressed at the enforced absence of
Grand Exalted Ruler Walter P. Andrews was
mitigated to an extent by the reading of a tele-
-gram from him in which was word of the im-
provement of his health. The adjournment of
the meeting was"succeeded by a program of
entertainment and a sea-food supper in honor of
the Lodge’s notable visitors. Mr. Masters re-
mained in Savannah overnight, spending the
following morning in the enjoyment of a sea
trip tendered by the courtesy of a member of
the Lodge there, Captain LeRoy Reinburg,
commander of the Coast Guard cutter Yama-
craw; and departing later under the escort of a
delegation of Charleston, S. C., Elks.

Grand Secretary Masters, arriving the after-
noon of Wednesday, March 12, in Charleston,
was the guest in the evening of the members of
No. 242 at a dinner given at the Lodge Home.
The following afternoon his hosts conducted him
upon a tour of the chief points of interest of the
city and in the evening welcomed him at the
meeting of the Lodge, where, in the principal
speech of the occasion, Mr. Masters took occa-
sion, after dwelling upon the work of the Grand
Lodge, to compliment those gathered to hear
him upon the firm financial health of their
Lodge and upon their buoyant morale. E. M.
Wharton, member of the Good of the Order
Committee of the Grand Lodge, who accompanied
the Grand Secretary to Charleston; and District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler William H. Moore,
of South Carolina, also spoke and won a cordial
response. After resting overnight in Charleston,

(Continued from page 5)

It has wonderfully grown and splendidly
demonstrated the wisdom of its establish-
ment, . .

‘We must very soon provide another building
for the accommodation of a large waiting list
of our aged and indigent brothers, entitled to
-residence there.

The Elks Magazine

It is timely to call attention of the new officers
to the supreme importance of their whole-
hearted co-operation with our Organ—THE
ELKS MAGAZINE.

The Magazine must constantly have informa-
tion of changes of addresses of our brothers.
This will impose some work upon the Secre-
taries, but it is vitally important that the officers
of every subordinate Lodge render to the Maga-
zine co-operation to the fullest extent. Brother
Joseph T. Fanning, the Editor and Executive
Director, will be delighted to co-operate from
the standpoint of the Magazine.

The Elks National Foundation

I am exceedingly proud of the progress made
this year by the Elks National Foundation. I
traveled through New England with Brother
John F. Malley, the Chairman of the Board
of Trustees of the Foundation, and I can assure
all our. brothers that he is devoting his whole
heart and a great deal of his time to this work,
with marked success and {arogress. .

Some day the Order of Elks will point to this
Foundation with exiltant pride as its greatest
aclievement upon behalf of charity and human
welfare.

I have constantly urged my District Depu-
ties to render every possible aid to this great
work, and I am much gratified to know they
have done so.

Grand Secretary Masters and his party left the
city Friday morning for Orangeburg. = -

Members of Orangeburg, S. C., Lodge, No.
897, entertained Grand Secretary Masters,
together with Mr. Wharton, at a luncheon in
that city, a little after noon on Friday, the 14th.
The visiting Grand Lodge officers were welcomed
to Orangeburg by Mayor R. H. Jennings, speak-
ing for the municipality; and by Exalted Ruler
C. C. Stroman, extending greeting in behalf of
the Lodge. Presiding over the affair, as toast-
master, was Colonel Thomas F. Brantley, a
charter member of Orangeburg Lodge. Before
Mr. Masters spoke a telegram of greeting was
read from Grand Exalted Ruler Walter P.
Andrews. At the suggestion of John Cart, of
Orangeburg Lodge, the entire assemblage rose to
its feet for a moment in token of wishing him a
prompt and complete recovery. There followed
addresses by the Grand Secretary and Mr.
Wharton; and talks of lesser length by Mayor
Jennings, Exalted Ruler Storman, Julian™ S.
Wolfe and Dr. T. A. Jeffords.

Traveling by motor from Orangeburg to
Columbia, S. C., Mr. Masters and his party late
in the afternoon of the same day were met at a
point ten miles from their destination by a
delegation of officers, past and present, of Colum-
bia Lodge, No. 11go. This committee of wel-
come, whose numbers required twelve auto-
mobiles, comprised five Past Exalted Rulers of
No. 1190, Exalted Ruler Robert W. Leonard, the
officers-elect for the coming year, and a group
of other members, Mr. Masters’s suite included
Mr. Wharton and District Deputy Grand Ea-
alted Ruler Moore. The guests were escorted
first to the Lodge Home for dinnerand thereafter
attended the quarterly meeting of the South

(Continued on page 60)

Office of the Grand Exalted Ruler

Official Circular Number Seven

Appointments

I announce the reappointment of Brother
H. M. Cavender of Manila Lodge, Number 761,
as District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler for the
Philippine Islands.

Also the appointment of Brother John S.
Beck, San Juan Lodge, Number 972, as District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler for Porto Rico.

Ritualistic Contest at the Grand Lodge
Convention in Ailantic City

The Ritualistic Committee will hold its first
national ritualistic contest of subordinate
Lodges at Atlantic City upon the occasion of the
Grand Lodge Reunion. All Lodges desiring to
enter this contest should file their entries prior to
June 1st, 1930, with David Sholtz, Vice-Chairman
of the Ritualistic Committee, at Daytona Beach,
Florida, from whom the rules governing the con-
test and entry blanks can be secured. I would
urge your attention and active participation in
this very important activity of the Order. The
proper exemplification of our ritual is essential
to the work of all of our subordinate Lodges.

Conclusion

T regard every word I have written in this
circ as very essential to the officers of our sub-
ordinate Lodges as well as of the Grand Lodge.
I hope that the Secretaries of the subordinate
Lodges will read this message in full to their
respective Lodges. Iam supremely interested in
the welfare of our great Order and this circular
goes from my heart to all the brothers in Elkdom.

Cordially and fraternally,

Grand Exalted Ruler.
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Office of the
Grand Secretary

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks .
of the United States of America

Railroad Rates to Grand Lodge Convention
inv Atlantic City

Elks National Memorial
Headquarters Building,
Chicago, 1.

- May I, 1930

DEear BroTHER EIKS:

. 1 return limit of thirty days from date of sale. Chil-
dren over five and under twelve vears, one-half the excursion fare for adults. These round-

trip tickets will be honored going and returning via the same route only. It will be neces-
indicate which is desired, the one and one-half fare

sary, when purchasing said tickets, to
or the one and three-fifths fare ticket.

A lowel: basis than a fare and one-half applies from the Pacific coast and other far
western points, and therefore, it would be more advantageous for those from this territory
to purchase Su.mmer Excursion Tickets, with a return limit of October 30, good going and
returning by different routes and carrying libera] stopovers. Following are typical Summer
Excursion Rates from the cities indicated to Atlantic City and return: San Diego, Los
Angeles, San Francisco, Portland, Tacoma and Seattle, $1 53.34. Spokane, $148.03. ,

No matter in what territorv you reside, it
agents at once and obtain detailed information

is suggested that you see your local ticket
in respect to:

A—Specific round-trip fares under the Iden

i A e I tification Certificate and Summer Excursion
Plans. B—Selling dates. C—Final limit, D—Stopovers en route. . .E—Routes over

which tickets will I'(?ad, including also diverse routes, that is, going one route and returning
another. F—Sleeping-car charges. G—Train schedules. H—Other advice desired.

Sincerely and fraternally yours,

Grand Secretary
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Grand Esquire

Benevolent and"Prétective Order of Elks
of the United Stazes of America

Official Circular Number One

Atlantic City, N. J.
May 1, 1930
To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elhs—

My BROTHERS:

By and with the consent of Gfand Exalted Rul |
hereby inform you that the parad €d Ruler Walter P. Andrews, I

: rade which will be held at Nati -
tion of the Benevolent and Protective Order of Iks, at Anpional Conven

Elks, at Atlantic Ci LT
will take place Thursday afternoon, July tenth. Iks, at Atlantic City, N I,

It is the desire and wish of the Grangd Exalted Ruler that this parade be the
finest and largest in the history of Elkdom, The reviewing stand, where the
;ﬁalﬁade will be review ﬁtihge grafn;ih E{J?.lted Ruler, all Past Grand Exalted

ers, cials of the United i i
the Athantic City haptot ed States Government, will be in

um, the largest f its kind i ;
will be provided for forty thousand, = O ' kiod in the world, where seats

, interesting, and
At least two hundred and fifty
the sidewalk§ of Atlantic Cit;
particularly those who are nop-
they may properly visualize us,
fitting this great American Order
May we not hope to have

the hearty cooperation of

» Dot only numerica]l but i
manner that all Elks will be proud of itp Yo e

your prompt attention.

. Trus:cing that your Lodge will be with us upon this splendid occasion to assist
In making it the great success we all anticipate, I am,

Sincerely and fraternally yours,

WWGrand Esquire.
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The

Quest of the Thunderbus

(Continued from page 13)

“Yes, yes, I see,” said Jerry hastily. “Very
nice, too. A beautiful bathroom.” .

“The water runs kind of slow, sometimes,”
admitted his landlady, “but it’s always good
and hot, except in the early morning and at
night. You’ll find it’s nice and hot now.”

“Don’t think I'll bother with a bath now,
thanks,” said Jerry, a little defensively, “but I
would like to clean up a bit.”

“Say, Mister,” said a voice from the hall.
‘“Where’s my ten bucks?” . .

“Ah, Hi ,’ said Jerry, taking out his
wallet,. “I’d forgotten about you. Here you
are.” He handed him a bill.

Mr. Gay inspected it, front and back,and
stowed it 1n his pocket.

“0. K.,” said he.

- “Henry Gay,” boomed Mrs. Carey, fixing
him with an accusing eye. “Did you charge
this gentleman ten dollars to fetch him here?”’

“Oh, no,” said Jerry, “it’s all right. Henry’s
no bandit. That’s a little bonus.”

“I was goin’ to say——" began the lady.

But Mr. Gay, catching Jerry’s eye, grinned
and took himself off.

“Well,” said Mrs. Carey, when they were
alone, “I guess you have everything. There’s
towels on the rack. If you want anything, just
ask for it, Mister—you didn’t tell me your
name.”

“Maxwell,” said Jerry, after a moment’s
hesitation. “Jeremiah Maxwell. I'm a nov-
elist.”

“A which?”

“A writer.”

“You write stories?”

“Y&-"

Mirs. Carey looked at him with great earnest-
ness. She opened her mouth as if to say some-
thing, but changed her mind and shut it again.
Jerry felt extremely uncomfortable under her
scrutiny. He wished she would leave him. For
he had told her two lies, one after the other.

He was not a writer and his name was not
Jeremiah Maxwell.

4.
RELIEVED at last of Mrs. Carey’s presence,
Jerry availed himself of the hot water she
had boasted of to the extent of removing from his
face the stains of travel and of his encounter
with the dog. All in all he felt well pleased
with his situation and with himself. e had
found an attractive billet, in 2 room with an
unsurpassed view of the sea. He was in the
neighborhood of the object of his mission. He
had told, with apparent success, the two chief
untruths necessary to explain his advent to the
locality. And, as far as he knew, there was no
one in the vicinity who would recognize him.

He still harbored certain niisgivings as to the
wisdom of his challenge to his father. Consid-
ered soberly, the whole scheme seemed absurd.
Yet it did promise to be entertaining, even
hazardous. More, it would call on all his re-
sources of ingenuity and possibly require no
little courage. Even the comparatively simple
matter of remaining incognito might present
unforeseen difficulties. He would have to be
constantly on the alert, to guard against un-
consciously dropping the casual word that would
show him to be sailing under false colors.

At any rate, he reflected, leisurely drying his
face, he had plenty of time and would take ad-
vantage of that. His father had wanted to
Impose a ninety-day limit on his undertaking,
but he had refused to be so restricted. He would
proceed slowly, reconnoitering by easy stages
in a way that would arouse no suspicions. In a
place as small as Waterboro, he and his affairs
would certainly be discussed among the citi-
zenry. The first step would be to establish his
status in the local mind so that he would soon
cease to be a curiosity. He had chosen the pro-
fession of writer as one ideally suited to his pur-
pose. It could be used to cover a multitude of
eccentricities; it would assure him the privilege
of undisturbed solitude; it would give him a
legitimate excuse to enter into conversation with
anybody and to ask questions under the guise of
gathering material. If necessary, to preserve
the illusion in the household, he might even try
to write a novel. It probably would not be
worse, he reflected, than many he had read,

and it would help to pass the time. He would
schedule his daily routine and gradually make
himself as familiar a part of Waterboro as was
Henry Gay at the wheel of his hack. Then,
when he had all the information needed he
would make his plans carefully, carry them out,
and make off.

These cogitations passed through Jerry's
mind as he surveyed the placid scene commanded
by the bathroom window. His eye roved con-
tentedly over the trim vegetable garden and the
rambling outbuildings, and he congratulated
himself on the luck which had brought him to
this admirable retreat. From the rear, as from
his own room in front, every prospect pleased.

It was not until he thrust his head out of the
window and craned his neck to see what lay the
other side of the low, connecting shecs leading
to the barn that he beheld a disquieting sight.
‘What he saw was a clothes-line, exposing feminine
undergarments to the breeze. Now there is
nothing extraordinary about a clothes-line bear-
ing the average feminine undergarments. But
those on this line, though undeniably feminine,
were anything but average.

“My word,” he exclaimed to himself, ‘‘these
can’t be real.”

He thought the light must be playing tricks
with his eyes; ‘and looked again. Then sud-
denly the truth struck him. There could be but
one person big enough to wear garments that
size, viz. the girl he had seen at the station—the
human blimp. That vast creature must be the
daughter of whom Mrs. Carey had spoken so
mysteriously—the Queenie, to whom Mrs.
Carey had said she would speak and “try to
make her understand.”

“Good Lord,” murmured Jerry, gazing in awe
at the flapping lingerie. Remembering the
positively abandoned manner in which, without
provocatien, this Queenie had smiled upon him
u%on the platfrom that morning, Jerry guessed
what the nature of her mother’s remarks to her
would be. The girl evidently consicered herself
a charmer of.no mean order and needed to be
told that the family boarder was taboo. Jerry’s
guess was correct, so far as it went, but, as he
later discovered, it did not go nearly far enough.
Queenie was not only an incipient vamp, to coin
a term, but she had other idiosyncrasies. If
Jerry had known all about her, he would cer-
tainly have moved from under Mrs. Carey’s
roof-tree without delay. As it was, however,
though he had a vague premonition that the
girl might somehow complicate his existence, the
feeling was not strong enough to act on. He
::vlfirrlnt to his room and set about unpacking his

gs.

CHAPTER II

JERRY’S real name, as has been said, was not

Jeremiah Maxwell. His real name was Jerome
Marshall. He was the son of the one and only
Joseph P. Marshall. Every American old
enough to eat spinach knows of Joseph P. Mar-
shall, Jerry’s father, and father, likewise, of the
Comet Automobile—*‘A Good Four at the Price
of a Bad Six.”

Now, Mr. Marshall had realized most of his
heart’s desires during an active and predatory
life. He had become a Captain of Industry.
He was so prominent financially that newspapers
valued his views on anything from commerce to
infant feeding. Yet, despite these triumphs, he
was not content. Two of his supreme longings
were still unsatisfied. First, he wanted Jerry
to go into his factory and learn the automobile
business. Second, he wanted to present “Old
Thunderbus,” his first motor-car, to the Smith-
sonian, as a permanent memorial to Joseph P.
Marshall. With Jerry safely installed as Presi-
dent of the company—he, himself, to be Chair-
man of the Board, of course—and with “Old

Thunderbus” in the National Museum, ade- .
quately labeled—he felt he could be at peace .-

with the world. e .

There were, however, two major obstacles to
the fulfilment of these dreams. One was Jerry.
The other was Mr. Carmichael. .

Jerry was fond of his father, in a casual, un-
demonstrative way, but he was also an indi-
vidualist. He had firm views as to the inalien-
able right of free men to live their lives. More,

The Elks Magazine

he had ideas regarding some of the things he
would like to do with his own. Going to work
in the Comet factory and learning the business
from either the bottom up or the top down was
not among them. He wanted an occupation
more adventurous and more romantic than carry-
ing on a thriving concern created by some one
else. By talking Mr. Marshall into sending him
to Oxford, after taking his A.M. at Michigan, he
had postponed the hour of reckoning for two
years. But his father’s letters had expressed
an increasing impatience with his absence, an
impatience which at length stirred him into
candid rebellion. He wrote frankly how he felt
about the automobile business, stated that he
would never go into it, and intimated that
helping to clog the nation’s highways with added
thousands of cheap cars could hardly be con-
sidered a service to the public. Mr. Marshall,
who believed that for giving the Comet to the
world he deserved to be ranked as a great
humanitarian, retaliated by cabling him to sail
for home on the next steamer. He had returned
some two weeks before this story opens.

On his arrival had begun a glorious row. Mr.
Marshall shouted, pounded his desk, tugged at
his mustache and chewed up expersive cigars.
Jerry countered by keeping his voice down and
his hands in his pockets and adopting a bantering
tone. On the verge of thundering an ultimatum,
the older man suddenly realized that to do so
would be to play his last card—possibly in vain.
He changed his tactics, He became concilia-
tory.

“ GEE here, son,” he said, “what’s the use of us
fighting?” ] .

“None at all,” said Jerry, suppressing a smile.

“You think I’'m an old crab,” said Mr. Mar-
shall, breathing a little easier. «

“Not at all,”’ said Jerry, generously. “But
you think I'm a damn fool.”

“No, I don’t,” denied his father, not to be
outdone. .

“That makes it unanimous, then,” said Jerry,
lighting a cigarette. . -

Mr. Marshall’s eyes glittered with suspiclon,
but, detecting no sign of levity on Jerry’s face,
he kept himself under control.

“I sometimes have a short temper,” he went
on, “but I don’t mean to be disagreeable. And
when I say I want you to go to work in the
plant it’s only because I’'m naturally anxious to
see you get started right. It means a lot to me.
Understand?” He lighted a cigar and forced
himself into a position of rigid placidity. -

“Of course,” said Jerry, matching his father’s
tone. “I understand your point of view. You
get a kick out of being the head of a big business
and you want me to carry it on. But you get &
kick out of it because it's your baby. You
started it and built it up. You fought for it
and put it over. I could never feel that way
about it because I'd be stepping into sometl.‘mg
ready-mace. Not only that, but I’d be no goo
at it. I'm not the type. Why, some of those
wolves you’ve got in the company would get
the whole thing away from me in a couple 0
years.” :

“No, no,” protested Mr. Marshall, shocked.

“Oh, yes,”” insisted Jerry.

“Never,” asserted Mr. Marshall. ‘The men
who’ve grown up with me in the company are
absolutely loyal” bt not o me

“To you, perhaps,” said Jerry, ‘but no g
If you )vaalkl;d oulzsfto-morgow yand I w:a.lked in,
they’d all be figuring how to put the skids under
me. And they’'d do it. They’ve got sons, too,
don’t forget.” )

“ OCI;, no. You're wrong.”” His father looked

ained. ) -

“I'm right, sir.” Jerry.got up and walked

* about the office, looking at the photographs on

the walls. One picture there caught his eye.
It was a faded enlargement featuring two gentle-
men in the tightly-buttoned jackets and shallow-
crowned derbies of 1goz, perched like proud

-8quirrels on the seat 6f a spindly, buggy-wheeled
‘horseless carriage: the Old Thunderbus. One of

the pair, easily recognizable despite the years,
was Mr., Marshall._s%‘zhe other, whose hand
gripped the steering tiller, was a large man wit
bushy eyebrows’, ang' a. spade-shaped , beard.
When the phofograph was taken, the two were
partners. A week later they quarreled and
parted company. They had never spoken to
each other again. '
(Continued on page 50)
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(Continued from page 48)

Jerry turned to his father and indicated the
yellowed picture. . . .
“There’s an example,” he said. ¢ Carmichael.
You’d have said he was loyal. But see what he
did to you, first chance he got.” "
“We will not talk about that, if you please.
Jerry looked surprised.- )

“Didn’t you ever get the old car away from
m? ” . .

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Jerry looked thoughtful. An idea began to
trickle into his mind. .

‘“But, the last I heard, you were going to oger
to buy it from him, and bury the hatchet—

“I don’t want to talk about it.” =~

The idea took definite shape. He smiled.

‘“Tender spot, eh?” .

His father drew in a deep breath and his eyes
glittered. : i .

“Leave Carmichael out of this,”” he said,
formally. ‘“He has nothing to do with our con-
versation.” . .

“But I want to talk about him,” persisted
Jerry, evenly. ‘‘He interests me. . You’re sore
because you think he did you in the eye—"

“Think!” exploded Mr. Marshall. “Think!
I know he did. The car was mine.”

“But he coppered it,” said Jerry. “And kept
it. Results, you know.” : -

He referred to Mr. Marshall’s motto, tastefully
spelled out in nickeled motor parts on a blue
velvet easel and reading: RESULTS ALONE COUNT.

The older man swallowed hard.

“What the devil are you getting at?” he de-
manded. ‘Come to the point.”

“T was only thinking,” said Jerry slowly, “I'd
like to get the old bus away from Carmichael
for you.” .

“Don’t be a fool,”” Mr. Marshall said. But
there was a gleam of interest in his eye.

“I bet I could.” .

“Not a chance. It’s been tried.”

“I bet I could.”

“How?”

“Never mind. But I bet I could.”

There was a moment’s silence.

“You think you could, eh?” mused Mr.
Marshall.

Jerry experienced that leap of the heart that
(];omfs to every angler when his fish takes the

ook.

“I’ll bet you five years of my life,”” he said
deliberately, ‘“‘againt a hundred thousand
dollars.”

“What do you mean?” Mr. Marshall could
not wholly conceal his excitement.

“I mean,” said Jerry, ‘“that if I lose, I'll go
into the plant for five years and do my damndest
to master the business. But if I win, you will
give me a hundred thousand dollars outright
and allow me to pick any career I choose.
Sporting proposition.”

Mr. Marshall looked from Jerry to the faded
?hotogra.ph of the old car, and back again to

erry.

‘“Crazy proposition,” he said. “But I'll take
you on.”’

Solemnly they shook hands.

All of which explains why Jerry had journeyed
to the remote hamlet of Waterboro, Maine, and
why he was anxious to keep his identity a secret.
For it was here that Mr. Carmichael! lived and
here, presumably, he kept the Old Thunderbus.

2.

FROM time to time, as he passed the windows,

en route from suitcase to dresser, Jerry stopped
to look out at the scene below, and to breathe
in the soft spring air, so fragrant with scents of
pine and sea. The temptation to leave his un-
packing until later was strong, but for a while he
resisted it.

The land in front of the house, after its first
sharp drop away from the road, undulated
gently for about a quarter of a mile, down to the
shore of a wooded cove. To the right, beyond
the two zoological islands that were the delight
of Henry Gay, lay a small archipelago of others,
varied in size. Beyond these, against the most
distant of which the surf was breaking, glittered
the opalescent ocean. Only Monhegan, plainly
visible though eighteen miles out, stood between
the mainland and the coast of Spain.

Jerry gave thanks again that circumstances
combined to bring him to this spot. Uncert%ag
though he felt as to the outcome of his adven-
ture, he determined to let nothing mar his en-
joyment of his surroundings.

On his fifth halt at the window, he noticed
something that made it impossible to stay in-
doors any longer. Off to the right, near the

Drinking in the lavish beauty of these sights,

“shore, at the extreme edge of his range of vision,

was a patch of green, surrounded by sand and
punctuated by a tiny spot of red which fluttered
in the breeze_. If those unmistakable signs had
not caught his eye, he would probably have kept
his resolution to finish unpacking before going
out. But golf was one of his passions, and sea-
shore links another. He had brought his clubs,
trusting Waterboro would boast a course, if
only a scrubby nine-hole affair. And here was

a course not more than half a dozen full jron- -

shots away. -Only one green of it was visible
from where he stood, but the way that single
example was trapped, and its rich, even color,
gave promise of general excellence. Jerry could
not wait to find out what his chances might be
of playing there. Dropping an armful of shirts,
he dashed downstairs and burst in on Mrs,
Carey, in the kitchen. )

. fg”say," he said, “that golf course—what
isi

“Hey?” _The lady, busy with a lemon
meringue pie at its most critical stage, was
flustered by this sudden question,

*“What'’s that golf course you can see from the
upstairs window—down by the water?”

‘““What is itp”

‘lYes.”

“It’s a golf course—ain’t it?”

. “Yes, I know, but what isit? I mean to say,
is it the Waterboro course, or a private course,
or what? Is it a country club, or what? That’s
what I mean.”

Mrs. Carey looked a little helplessly from
Jerty to her pan of frothy white of egg.

... Wait a minute, Mister,” she boomed. “Wait
till T get this here in the oven. I got to get it in
quick, before it all goes flat. Just a minute . . .
Now,” she said, her concoction safely shut in,
“what was it you wanted to know?”

Jerry repeated his question, this time more
slowly and clearly. A gleam of understanding
lit up Mrs. Carey’s genial countenance, to be
dispelled instantly by a look of horror. She
whirled to the stove. .

‘“Wait,” she boomed again. ““Wait till I get
this meringue out of the oven. It’ll be burned
to a crisp.” She flung open the iron door and
gingerly extracted the meringue, baked to a deli-
cate brown. “Just in time,” she chuckled, a
smile of satisfaction spreading over her moist
red face.

“Now, then,” she said; wiping a spangle of
perspiration from her chin with the edge of her
apron, ‘“‘ask me that all over again.” Her voice
made the floor vibrate.

Patiently Jerry repeated his question.

“Golf courser”

He nodded. .

“That one you can see from upstairs?”

“The same.” .

“Why, that there belongs to Mr. Carmichael.”

“Mr. Carmichael!” exclaimed Jerry, momen-
tarily forgetting himself.

“Yes. You know himp”

“No,” he said, hastily. “No. I don’t know
him. Who is he?”

Mrs. Carey told him.

“A queer fish, what?” he commented, when
she had finished. .

““A holy terror,” she roared, complacently.

“Well, that’s that,” said he, resignedly. “‘I’d
hoped that golf course might be a club. Not
much chance my playing on it if it’s private.”

“Guess not,” agreed Mrs. Carey, adjusting the
dampers of her stove.

Jerry thanked her and left the kitchen. He
would have liked to ask more questions about
Mr. Carmichael and his household, but he did
not wish to seem unduly interested, and besides,
he found his landlady’s voice, in allopathic doses,
a fearful strain on the eardrums. He returned
to his room and tried to go on with his unpack-
ing. His mind was too occupied, however, with
the information he had just received, and its
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bearing on his undertaking, to concentrate on
the task. And when he caught himself absent-
mindedly putting a pair of shoes into a drawer
containing clean shirts, he gave it up.

He leaned against the window sash and looked
out at the view. Down near the shore the little
red flag fluttered provocatively in the breeze.
The sight of it made him want to ramble down
in the direction of the Carmichael estate and
reconnoiter. It also made his fingers itch to
swing a golf stick. He decided against the first
impulse. There was plenty of time for recon-
noitering. To start so soon might arouse sus-
picions.  Selecting a mashie from his well-worn
bag, and putting a few old balls into his pocket,
he went downstairs to practise chip shots in the
level field adjoining the front yard.

3 .

HE HAD not gone more than a few yards from
the house when he was joined by Lance-
lot. That remarkable edition of man’s noblest
friend, who had been skulking under a bush since
Mrs. Carey had made a pass at him, now forgot
is wrongs in the excitement of a prospective
rough-and-tumble with the newcomer. It is 2
curious fact, but a fact nevertheless, that even
though a dog may never have had golf explained
to him, he senses at once that a club holds possi-
bilities for entertainment. In this, Lancelot
was no exception. Upon sighting Jerry’s mashie,
he emitted a series of pleased yelps, wrenched t};e
implement out of Jerry’s hand and raced Ip
circles, holding it in his mouth. Appeals to
him to stop were of no avail. Suddenly, after
some twenty laps of the yard, he slumped down
and tried out his teeth on the shaft. Fortu-
nately this was of steel. Finding he could not
dent it, the frivolous animal lost interest in the
thing and allowed Jerry to repossess it.

One of the drawbacks to practising golf alone
in a field of stubble is the ease with which a ball
can be lost. Though you keep your eye on it
and see it come to earth, half the time, on.reach-
ing the spot where it ought to be, you dlscove:
that it isn’t. There are a number of occul
matters concerning which man is as yet in dark-
ness; and among them is the power of golf balls
to disappear completely.

No less than gg-ouseyshooting, meadow golf,
where one is in the perpetual rough, requires
the services of an active and enthusiastic dog. In
fact, there should be millions in store for the maan
who first produces a reliable breed of golf houn ol
that will point a ball, or retrieve it, on Slgnh-

Jerry soon found that Lancelot possessed the
necessary activity and eagerness, plus the eye
and the nose, but that he was deplorably lacklI!§
in training. The moment he dropped a ball aI{
began to address it, Lance crouched expectantly
in front of him, shivering and whining with ex-
citement. As he raised his mashie in the bar(.:ll:-
iwliFg, the tense dog darted in and picked up the

all.

“Drop it, you brute,” commanded Jerry,
sharply. h

Lancelot, expecting applause, rather than
abuse, was startled into dropping it. » H

“Now then,” said Jerry, ‘“‘stand back.” Hl€
brandished the stick, and Lance, remembering
other brandished sticks, retreated to 2 58;1]‘13
distance. This time Jerry swung and the b] 3
flew, in a gentle arc, to the other end of the field
with Lancelot in hot pursuit. .

“ Here, Lance,” shouted Jerry, * bring it here.
Good dog. Bring it here.” :

To his surprise, the dog trotted back to him,
huge tail carried high in triumph and waving
widely.

“Now drop it,” he ordered. And the dc{g
dropped it. He stooped to pat him, and tol
him, again, how good a dog he was. _

The second attempt, however, was less s“ﬁ
cessful. In fact, it was not successful at a ad
Lancelot chased and found the ball, but, inste
of bringing it to him, flopped down and began 1t.°
chew it. When Jerry started after him, he
loped off, deaf to"all ‘entreaty, taking the
‘with him.

Jerry shrugged. A repetition of the first flaw-
less performance had been too much to hope.
He laid down another ball and made_ his shot.
He made a number of shots. That he lost a ball
or two did not ruffle him. It had been two
months or more since he had lifted a club, and it
was good to feel one in his hands again. He
was glad to find he had not entirely lost the old

(Continued on page 52
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touch. Over in England, where he had de-
veioped his game to its highest pitch, some
experts declared that Jerry’s mastery of the
mashie was equal to Bobby Jones’s. Certainly
it was a thing of beauty to watch.

‘While he was standing with his back to the
road, occupied with his practise, a large open
car came silently to a stop in front of the Carey
house. At the wheel was the girl of the train.
Beside her was the tall, dark voung man who
had met her at the station. From the tonneau
stepped a redoubtable figure in pink—Queenie.
The slamming of the door attracted Jerry’s
attention. He paused in the midcle of his
swing and looked around. As he stood there,
staring, Lancelot, who had buried the first
golf ball in a secret cache, bounded up to him,
seized the one he had been about to hit, and
galloped off with it.

A peal of shrill laughter burst from the
balloon-faced Queenie, joined by harsh guffaws
from the dark young man. The girl of the train
merely smiled. Jerry felt obliged to smile, too.
Then, conquering his desire to go up to the car
and smack the dark young man, he dropped
another ball and lofted it down the field.

When he looked around again, the motor had
rolled away. Queenie, however, had not. She
was leaning against the stone fence, watching
hixiwith undisguised interest. Jerry went over
to her.

when he’s figured Charlie was O. K., and mebbe
he’d been wrong himself all the time! Old
Tomp’s heart sank. He stuck the letter in
his pocket, and crept out of the building, to
find a car for the track. :

Turning into a cold anger that crystalized
as hard as diamonds, he gave his attention to
business. He rubbed, walked and then har-
nessed young Chimes for his warming-up. His
crucial race approached. Homeward Bound
and Smarty Dillon must be beaten. Cox and
Murphy must be matched and mastered—and
so must Charlie Mosiman! Lunch the old man
disdained. He was busy planning, hoping.
His heart was heavy, so heavy it might handi-
cap his black baby trotter, but he harnessed
and blanketed and hitched. Old Lloyd walked
the colt while he put on his new jacket and cap.

“Like yo’ colt to-day, old timer?” asked
Kentuck.

““This way, Lloyd,” Tomp replied. He pulled
out his roll, and with a steady hand, counted
out two hundred dollars. *“Get me win tickets,
will you? They’ve been in four hard races in
three weeks, Cox and Murphy’s colts have.”

KF:NTUCK did not know old Tomp was stak-
ing almost his last dollar and all the rest
of his life on this one struggle.

“Luck, old timer,” he said, and hurried away.

Out on the track, Tomp lifted a leg over
the bike seat, and climbed aboard. Calmly, he
turned for the word. Facing front, the way he
wanted to go. Not Charlie Mosiman’s way.
Damn Charlie Mosiman! Show him.

Now, this was a three-heat race, and only
one counts in Todd’s adventure. But the first
two came before the third—which—they’re
off! Old Tomp, grim and cold, went away with
the rest, and held young Chimes up in the bunch
the whole mile. Homeward Bound trotted the
sorrel Smarty Dillon to a break in the stretch,
and Todd rode up to challenge, but had to be
content with second place. In the second heat,
old Tomp kept tight hold on his colt’s head, and
let Dillon and Homeward Bound battle it out
for the lead. He sat in behind them, all the way,
young Chimes trotting steadily but pulling hard
against the bit. Straightened out past the last
turn, Cox and Murphy set fire to their mounts,
and Tomp rode right along. This time the bay
Homeward Bound went up in theé air, and Tomp
chased Murphy home. Second, again; hard
held, both times, most of the way. The crowd
roared its approval of the keen duel between

(Continued from page 50)

““Hello,” he said.

::ﬁdlo, mister,” i}id she.

y name 1s Maxwell,” he volun .
“T’'m going to board here.” ’ unteered

“Pleased to meet you,” averred Queenie, with
an expansive grin.

“Pleased to meet you,” said Jerry.

Ih&eze was a pause.

you in the pitchers?” inquir
girl hopohully. pitche quired the large
_“No,” said Jerry. “‘Are you?” This was a
silly thing to say, but he was thinking about the
girl of the train.

“No. But I'm going to be, some day.”

“Good for you.”

Another pause.

“Bet a cookie you ere in the pitchers,” said
Queenie, knowingly. “But you don’t want no-
body to know it.”

““No, I'm not. Honestly.” -

From her expression he could see she was un-
convinced.

“‘By the way,” said he, casually, “who was
your friend in the car?”

“Him or her?”

‘lHer-”

““She’s Miss Sheila Carmichael,” said Queenie.

Jerry’s heart did a double somersault and fell
heavily in his chest. )

“My God,” he murmured, under his breath.

““What say?” -

Horse for Todd

(Continued from page 33)

Cox and Murphy, Homeward Bound and Smarty
Dillon, but overlooked the grizzled old man and
the sturdy, black colt.

“Nice trottin’, Tomp,” said Lloyd. They
walked up the track.

“Next time we'll trot our race,” Tomp re-
plied, quietly. Together they rubbed the colt,
scraped him, blanketed him and walked him
to keep him warm. As time approached for the
final heat, they returned to the stall.

‘“Kentuck, take this other hundred, will

ou, and get it on, to win the race?” asked old

ompkins Todd. He drew out all that was left
of his roll.

“But, old timer,” Lloyd protested, “they’ve
beat you twice.”

“Cox and Murphy have got a first and a third,
apiece,” said Todd steadily. “I’ve got two
seconds, and I'll get my first, now. They've
beaten each other—now I'll beat ’em! We can
do it. Not all out yet, by a jugful.”

Lloyd stared. It seemed crazy—and yet old
Tomp had been out there ridin’ against ’em. He
should know. “Mind if I put on fifty of my
own?” asked Kentuck, suddenly convinced by
Todd’s confidence.

“Help yourself. Price will be plenty long
for both of us,” said Todd.

His last cent! Maybe Charlie wouldn’t like
the gold horse! Didn’t like betting, or racing.
Charlie could jump in Minnehaha Falls. This
black colt would keep him. And the gold horse
—he could pawn that. He should worry about
winter.

Gambling? Wild, long chance gambling?
Perhaps—but not as Todd saw it. When a
man has fed, watered, worked, trotted and
driven, yes, slept beside his colt for months,
he may know what he is doing. Old Tompkins
Todd did not feel he was gambling. He had
confidence in the colt, and he knew the baby
trotter held a world of sure confidence in him.

But he made one overture to the Great God
Chance! When Lloyd had gone, the old man
called a boy to help him hitch McKinney Chimes
and then, as the boy held the colt’s head,
went into his stall. He opened the trunk and
took out the little gold horse. After looking at
it a moment, he tried to put it in the pocket
of his jacket. It was too big. He tried to push
it into a trousers pocket, but the pocket was too
small, In despair, he looked about. A piece
of string hanging on a nail solved his problem.
He tied the string to the gold horse, mace a
loop, hung the piece ahout his neck under the

“Nothing.” He turned away to conceal his
agitation,

“But the gentleman with her,”” Queenie went
on, importantly, “know who he is?”

“Who? »

‘“He’s a lord.”

Jerry started.

“A what?”

“A lord.”

I‘NO!,,

‘“He is, too.”

“What’s his name?”

‘““He calls it Bogard, but—"

‘“Bogard!” .

“But he don’t spell it that way. He spells it
B-e-a-u-r-e-g-a-r-d. Can you beat that?” :

“Bogard,” repeated Jerry. ‘‘No, you cer-
tainly can not.” .

“T’ll be damned,” he said to himself.

For he knew very well that the dark young
man was not Lord Beauregard. The real Bogey
had been a pal of his at Oxford. This fellow
was obviously an impostor—another impostor,
like himself. He wondered what his game
might be.

Jerry suddenly felt that the presence of
Queenie was oppressive. He wanted to be alone.
He wanted to think. With a muttered excuse,
he left his vast informant and went quickly to

his room.
© " (To be Continued)

jacket, and buttoned the jacket over it. Then
he hurried out to take the reins and follow behind
the sulky out upon the track. Young Todd and
old Todd against Mosiman, Murphy and Cox—
yes, against the world! ,

“Qld Todd’s young horse, and young Todd’s
gold horse,” he muttered. “If that ain’t a
winning combination ”

Two warm-ups down the stretch, and they
wheeled for the word. Two trotters and Charlie
Mosiman to beat. Make him leave an old
man _be! "

“They'll take it slow to the stretch,” thought
old Tomp.

“Go!” and they were off to an even start,
Dillon, Chimes and Homeward Bound abreast.
Old Tomp had come up smartly to get in line,
and instead of watching the others, he let young
Chimes step right along. Murphy and ?ox
chuckled to themselves as the old man went
out for a ride, thinking he would merely play
into their hands. Both took back, to let him
set the pace. Each feared to ;nake a race of it
with the other all the way. Neither dreamed the
old man and his colt could last the distance.

“Let's go, boy,” chanted old Tomp. ‘‘One
good even mile! Get in front, stay th’ere. Last
dollar down. Little gold horse! We'll not eat
off Charlie!” . .

Young Chimes, reveling in his first chance to
be free, hiked the quarter in thirty-two seconds.
He led by two lengths. Cox and Murphy, fear-
ing only each other, rode along behind. In
the backstretch, old Tomp took ahold of his
black baby and eased the gait, though thmgs
struggled for his head. But he held his two
lengths. Passing the half-mile post, in I1:05,
Murphy and Cox decided this thing was not
so good. Had no idea the old fool up there
could keep his colt on the trot. Better go get
him! Old Tomp read their minds from the
back of his cap, for he loosened his grip on his
black colt’s head ever so slightly. Racing before
these two sharps were born, he merely figured
what he would do in their place, and anticipated
it. So they whirled past the three-quarters
faster, despite the turn. And still two lengths
to the good.

Old Tomp carried no whip. Bludgeon a baby
that would do his best, long as you were decent
with him? Not Tomp. But he carried a voice.
So when, heading around the turn for home,
with the crowd and Murphy and Cox all wonder-
ing when that old fool out there in front would

(Continued on page 54)
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crack, Tomp called on his only.resource aside
from his hands and his brain. - - .
Murphy came fast, inside, calling for the rail.
Old Tomp could feel the sorrel Dillon’s breath-
ing, over his left shoulder. Outside, on his right,

he could hear the pounding, pelting Homeward .

Bound as, under urging: by the fast finishing
Cox, he charged on-to make his challenge.
They came, the pair of them, smart colts, smart
drivers, to pinch off the .old man—down the
stretch. And . .
“Ho-0-0- BOY!” yelled old Tompkins Todd.
“Hi-i-iCH!” . .
Firm old hands grasping the reins, seeming

now to tighten a pull, now to_push.at.the. colt’s...

head, Tomp screamed encouragement to his
baby Chimes. ‘‘Gold horse, baby,” he shouted.
He had to pull out slightly to let Murphy in
upon the rail. And did so, gingerly, carefully,
to avoid upsetting Chimes. Yet enough -to
force Homeward Bound out with him, at the
precise instant Cox least wanted to go wide!
Trotting true, the black colt thrust ahead, long
striding, and steady. Old Tomp’s heart beat
faster——home now, just ahead! Not for nothing
had he tended and babied his black colt.
Trot was all he wanted—trot, and fight!

The sorrel Dillon came fast to the young
Chimes shoulder. And hung there. The bay
Homeward Bound, Cox driving all he knew,
reached the other shoulder, and also hung. But
only an instant. Rattling his whip, Cox urged
his colt up, inch by inch, hair by hair, until
Homeward Bound was nose and nose with

Horse for Todd
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McKinney Chimes. His eyes on the bay colt’s
head, old Tomp saw Cox’s colt was flattened out.
If -Cox held him there——

“Now, boy, BOY!” shouted Tomp. And in
the next instant loosened his reins until they
lapped, trusting only in his baby colt’s racing
sense and fighting heart. At once the answer
to his desperate gamble floated back to him.
For McKinney Chimes, wild to get away from
these colts about him, fairly flew at an even
longer and sharper stride. And Tomp smiled.

. Homeward Bound’s head went up, despite
Cox, and the bay colt broke to a bucking, plung-

ing run. And Smarty Dillon faded rearward, *

plainly outtrotted by.the new black colt brought
from nowhere by a foolish old man! McKinney
Chimes was trotting for the little old man that
fed him and rubbed him. McKinney heritage
of trot, Chimes heritage of fight—these, and
Todd’s fifty *years of horsemanship, sped the
battle down to the wire! In a rush as swift as
the flight of eagle wings. .

A roar of disappointment as Homeward
Bound broke, and a roar of surprise as Dillon’s
vaunted speed failed to bring him up to this
flying black cloud. But as both roars died away,
a new and greater uproar of welcome greeted
the despised old man and his fiery-eyed colt.

‘“Horse of gold himself,” thought old Tomp,
taking his colt in hand as they flashed under the
wire. “Two gold horses!” Then, and only
then, did his cold old fighting heart warm to
excitement. His face flushed in a grin, as he
came back and saluted the judge. Licked ’em

Blazing the Backward

the shirt as a mattress, until gradually it became
comparatively soft through constant use. The
balance of the hides I 'made into a sleeping-bag
by lashing the bottoms and sides together. The
deer-skin served as a blanket until the time came
to cut it up into clothing; after that I slept in my
clothes.

It was not until the third day that a rabbit
strayed into one of the four moosehide loops.
Food! And, to a limited extent, clothing. My
spirits rose at sight of the limp form, although
a pound-and-a-half cotton-tail contains little
nourishment and no fat whatever. But the
moral effect of the catch was of incalculable
value at the moment.

A little weak, but triumphant, I walked back
to camp, skinned my first rabbit and took up the
task of creating fire. Before undertaking my
trip into the woods, I chose for my purposes
the bow-drill method. But in order that my
newspaper articles would not lack the quality
of freshness, I purposely refrained from trying
out the system in advance. As a result, my first
attempt ended, after an hour’s strenuous effort,
In complete failure! A cold sweat broke out
on my forehead; my cave-man experiment
seemed about to fail at the outset. In the wil-
derness, one’s world centers in the camp-fire.

JFor perhaps an hour I rested. Two days
without food had left me a little weak. Then,
heartened by the indisputable fact that thou-
sands of my prehistoric forebears had built
fires by the friction method, I examined my
paraphernalia to see what the trouble could be.
My ten-inch poplar spindle seemed to be
thoroughly dry; my poplar plank, seasoned
and of the proper thickness. The permanently
bent bow, with the moose-hide bow-string
wound once around the spindle, seemed to rotate
the latter well enough. But the hand-socket of
sandstone, which I used to press the spindle
into the poplar plank, so that its rapid revolu-
tions would create enough friction to ignite the
dust ground from the two pieces of soft wood,
vas a weak point in the fire-making apparatus.
The sandstone generated too much friction—
in the wrong place; and the depression was so
shallow that the spindle kept slipping out at
critical moments. This I remedied by making
a new hand-socket of moose-horn.

With the new equipment and a determination
born of desperation, I scon had the poplar

(Continued from page 29)

dust smoking. At the end of perhaps a minute
the smoke spirals became thicker; in less than
three minutes I had transferred the smouldering
dust to a handful of carefully dried grass,
shredded birch-bark, and wisps of jack-pine
moss. Fanned by every cubic inch of lung-
power I could muster, the handful of prepared
tinder burst into flame—and was in turn trans-
ferred to larger strips of birch-bark and fire-
killed jack-pire shavings.

The rabbit was cooked, rétisserie fashion, and
eaten slowly and carefully. The lack of salt
was not a serious deprivation; salt was merely
one of the luxuries of civilization that I missed.

I might not have been so pleased with myself
that September afternoon had I known that for
the next five days there would be no food what-
ever.

During the first week I was never idle a
moment during the daylight hours. There .was
the making of birch-bark buckets, cups and
other utensils; the sewing of moose-hide boots
and clothing; a daily patrol of my traps, in-
creased eventually to twelve; the making of
photographs and . the writing of newspaper
articles; the keeping of a diary; a trip to the
birch-bark ‘“mail-box” once a week; the ex-
ploration of the surrounding country; the
cutting and carrying of wood; the chinking of
my cabin roof with moss; the search forrocks
for the fireplace, and a dozen other tasks.

MY INVOLUNTARY fast was broken at the
end of the seventh day when I discovered
a pike swimming lazily about in the compara-
tively warm waters of the lagoon. Earlier in the
day I had considered myself too weak to essay
the trip to the lake, a distance of a mile and a
half, in search of pike, but the instant I sighted
this particular one I was galvanized into ac-
tion. Dropping my birch-bark pail, I rushed
to the narrowest part of the slough, about
twenty feet distant, and blocked the exit with
a partly decayed tree. As quickly as my
waning strength would permit, I climbed the
hill to my jack-pine shelter, grasped my walking
stick, which was about six feet long and pointed
at the end, and ran down to the spring. The
pike, unaware that danger thrcatened, still
swam lazily about. .
Descending into the pool,--with its--sandy
bottom, I approached as cautiously as possible,
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all, including Charlie Mosiman. Guess he’d be
independent now—as a hog on ice! Long odds,
awfully long, on $300. Purse money, too. Find
a rich buyer for the colt. Show them—but
when Kentuck quit trying to bring a rebel yell
out of his old throat, and came out on the track
to beat Tomp on the back, all that Tomp said
was this: .
- “He ain’t got no use for a horse.” He said it
sadly, ruefully. .

Next day Kentuck understood for, having
collected big winnings, and advised in a hand-
some sale of young Chimes, who was too valua-
ble for a poor man to keep, he went )vﬂ:h old
Tomp to the postoffice. He read Tomp’s letter,
as it was written:

“Dear Judie, I am sorry I can not come up
this fall to see my grandson. It is awful cold
up there, and besides he will not be ready for
work before next summer. Then maybe I can
come and walk and jog him. Anyhow, I'm
sending a money order for one thousand dollars
(81,000), for his savings account. And also I
am sending the little gold horse for Todd. I
hope Charlie will like it, but if he don t—

“Damn him,” spoke up Lloyd angrily, “80
ahead and say it!” . < » old

“Let him lump it. What I mean is,” ol
Tompkins Todd’s now softening heart madlel
him explain, ““let him melt it in a lump and seI
it for gold. Be good to him, young Todd, .
mean, and give him plenty to eat but nod
too much. Rub him regular, exercise him, an
keep him warm.”

Trail

hoping to make the battle a short one. But thg
1;:ikc: sensed that something was wrong, 33
eaded westward, blindly. That was exli:cblf
what I wanted him to do, since the sloug A e
came shallow at that end. I splashed, almos ‘;’g
to my boot-tops, after him. The water was :0
coming muddy, and [ feared that he would gob
the bottom and sulk, so I forced the issue ! y
beating the water on each side and forcing t
nearer shore. This ruse worked, and in a mot
ment he was floundering. On the fqurth thrus
with my improvised spear, I got him througs_
the gills. Flipping him out onto the g}"a f
covered ‘shore, I dealt him a blow on the ear—
with the walking-stick, picked him up, and ca!
ried him in triumph to camp. . sthout
Food! After seven days, practically wit °n_
anything to eat! According to popular 1‘1:0 e
ception of men in such straits, I should iZn
bitten into the fish, scales and all, and ea
my catch raw, then and there. As a matt:}: 0e
fact, after a person has gone for two or rg-
days without eating, he loses all desire for f(t)g ;
all he craves is warmth. Besides I knew iad
after abstaining from food for so long, it wou o
be highly dangerous for me to start 1n a'gamtioe
solid food; that it would disrupt my digesttv
tract. .
As I set about scaling the pike, which Welgl:ie?.
about a pound and a half, I began to wont }fe
how I would cook it. Roasting it over t/&
coals would be the easiest way—but not ted
easiest on my stomach. I had always det&; i
boiled fish of any kind, but boiling seemed to
be the safest method.

RETRACING my steps down the hil, 1{

brought a container of water, with muc
effort, to the top. Picking up four of the stones
with which my outdoor fireplace was lined,
dropped them into the water, amid a great hiss-
ing and rising of steam. They didn’t quite brm%
the water to a boil, so I took them out and pu
in four more hot stones. That set the water
bubbling. By suspending the birch-bark bucket
just out of reach of the flames and adding 2 hot
rock now and then, in half an hour my *fish
chowder” was readl)]/.

Here again, I should perhaps have gulped
down a quart of the liquid and eaten the whole
fish. As a matter of fact, I dipped out a small

(Continucd on page 56)
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Boland. And they’ll make it a bargain all
rizht—but the general feelin’ is that Little Go-
lizhtly had better start sayin’ his prayers.

“All right,” says Little Golightly, “it’s a
bet.”” He marches up to the tavern, all alone.
And the door swallers him, and they wait for
him to come out in pieces and start layin’ bets
as to whether he’ll only be crippled for life.
And meanwhile the steamboat man is movin’
among ’em, passin’ out cigars and winnin’ ’em
over to his side.

- But the minute Golightly’s inside the tavern,
he runs upstairs on tiptoe, makin’ no noise.
And in one of the upstairs rooms he finds Arna
down on the floor, with her ear at a chink in
the floor-boards.

“How’s it goin’?”’ she whispers, and he nods.

“All right—so far. Is your uncle gone?” he

whispers.

ARNA nods. “There’s nobody here but us
"~ and the nigger-boy-—and them,” and she
poiunts at the floor.

. Then Golightly kneels down and puts his

eye to the chink in the boards. And there in
the room below is Boland and Bender, each
with a bottle in front of him and each lookin’
suspicious at the other.

““You said you come here for a drink, Bender,”
Boland is growlin’, “dnd you’ve had three—cnd
still you ain’t startin’ to go.”

“You said the same yourself, Boland,” said
Bender, “and I don’t see no signs of your

leavin’.” Then they stare at each other again."

“I got an appointment here in this room—
at 3 P. M.,,” says Boland, finally. ‘“Not that
it’s any of your business.” ]

“That’s certainly funny,” says Bendcer,
scowlin’ at him, “for I got an appointment—
same place and time and mebbe the same girl.
And it’s past three—and I been hearin’ queer
noises from the river.”

“It's your crew cuttin’ up, I guess,” says
Boland, eager, “you better go out and calm
’em—I would if I was you.”

¢ out yourself and see if it ain’t your
crew!” says’ Bender. “Here’s where I was
told to be and here I stay.”

Then they walk around each other for a
minute like a couple of big mastiffs just before
a fight.

.But finally they both sit down again, znd
Little Golightly sees it’s just as he suspiciored.
Fither one is ready to fight his weight in wild-
cats—as long as he don’t have to fight the other.
They know each other by reputation too well.
And meanwhile, the time’s passin’. And Little
Golightly’s mouth sets down very grim, and he
takes a shinin’ thing from his pocket.

. Ama sees him and she just manages to hold
in her scream.

“You ain’t goin’ to shoot ’em, Joe—and them
unarmed,” she whispers, low and anxious, but
Little Golightly just smiles.

“Knowledge is power,” says he. “And I
never yet knew a man shot dead with a pea-
shooter.” Sure enough, he’s got a long tin

Little Golightly
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peashooter in his hand. And he loads it with
a pea, and looks into the room below again.

Bender’s over by the window, now, with his
back half-turned to Boland. And Little Go-
lightly chuckles to himself, and puts the tin
peashooter to his mouth and blows. .

Well, Bender jumps back from that window
as if a white-faced hornet had stung him.

‘“Frazzle your vitals, Hardaxe!” he roars at
Boland. “You slap me again and I'll give you
the fight you’re spoilin’ for!”

““What the blazin’ ‘thunder ails you, you
yeller-toed porcupine!” roars back Boland, sur-
prised and aggrieved. “I never hit you—if I
did you'’d be in the next county!”

“Well, who in the seven sad angels did, then!”
yells Bender. “You're the only other heap of
iniquity in this room!” "And they argue around
for a while, pretty mad at that. But finally
they start to calm down. Only.Little Golightly
don’t give ’em time, for he puts the peashooter
to his lips again. This time it’s “Hardaxe,’
Bolan that jumps as if he’d sat on a newhoned
cud rryadl-comb. He rises from his chair, slow and

eadly. . ‘

“I told you I didn’t hit you, you dish-faced
Fiece of misfortune,” says he. “And you acted
like you- believed me—and struck me unfair.
lsn? now I'll show you the difference when I does

t.Y’

He makes a pass at Bender, and Bender is
ready for him, and the fight begins. .

Well, they say they heard the noise of tha
fight as far upstream as Riverbank and laid
bets as to whether it was the powcer-mill ex-
plodin’ or just two outsize thunderstorms
meetin’ head on. But, be that as it may, that
fight was a fight to remember and recollect.
Down by the wharf the crews and the steam.
boat man stood frozen and gapin’—listenin’
to the shouts and the thumpin’s and wonderin’
when the tavern would bust apart. Not one
of ’em would have given a plugged nickel for
Little Golightly’s chances of even bein’ as-
sembled to show his sorrowin’ relatives—but
they had to admit that his death-agonies was
lastin’ somethin’ remarkable—though none of
’em hankered to get any closer to the tcene of

action for fear of bein’ dispersed to the four
winds.

FINALL_Y, however, the noise dies down and a

calm like Sunday mornin’ follows it. And
slow, very slow, the two crews begin to steal
up to the tavern, to hear the news and help
sweep up Little Golightly. They're gathered
in front of the door, all sort of awed and re-
spectful—and some of ’em have their hats off
already, for though they’s only rough river-
folks, they has respect for the dead.

Then the door of the tavern opens—and the
nearest man jumps back. And there’s Little
Golightly and Arna and the nigger-boy-—all
three pushin’ and tuggin’ at a limp mountain
of a man. They get him out on the porch and
prop him against the wall—and it's “Hell”
Bender all right, but he don’t look the same.
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No, you might say he was altered almost cvery-
where. And when they see how he looks—and
that Golightly ain’t even marked—a long sigh
of marvel and admiration goes up from the
crowd. .
When the three of 'em drag out “Hardaxe
Boland and lay him out beside B_ender——and
what’s happened to ‘‘Hardaxe™ is evident—that
sigh goes up again. .
l;Thgzen Lilt)t.leg Golightly steps forward, glustm’
off his hands, like a man who's had a_piece of
annoyin’ work to do and is glad it’s finished.

“Well, there they lay,” says he. “Do I
win my bet?”
There’s silence for a moment. And then a

slow, incredulous voice pipes up from the

-crowd.

“Do you mean to say you licked those two
—you, Little Golightly?” it says.

“Ask ’em,” says Little Golightly. perfectly
calm. He steps over to Bender and stirs him
to life. -

“Wake up, Bender!” he says, “I'm p‘uttln,
it up to you. Who licked you to-day, ‘Hell
Bender? Was it me?” .

Bender moves and tries to answer. He ain t
rightly come to his senses yet and there’s only
one eye he can open—but that eye ghtter,s,
with undyin’ hate and rancor against “Hardaxe
Boland. .

“If anybody licked me to-day, it was ,you,
Golightly,” he says slowly, “for there ain’t no
disgrace in bein’ licked by a scholard. But as
for that tub of tallow over there,” and he stares
at Boland venomous. “He couldn’t lick a
blind tree-toad with a blacksnake whip.”

“You hear him?" says Little Golightly. He
turns to Boland. ‘“And what about you,
Hardaxe, who licked you?"”

“It was you that licked me, Golightly,” says
Boland, takin’ his cue from Bender and llkc\vlsg
his hate, “for as for that giant skunk-cabbage
and he snarls at Bender, “he couldn’t lick
cream -from a dishpan if his tongue was nine
miles long.”

“Thank’ee for the testimony, Hardaxe,” says
Little Golightly, and he turns to the crowd
again. But this time, he don’t have to ask if
he’s won, for they’re all crowdin’ round an
wantin’ to shake the hand that licked the two
terrors of that time—and there’s a new boss on
the river and his name’s Little Golightly.

Only some folks never is satisfied. So now
the feller that piped up once before pipes up
again.

“I knowed you licked ’em,” says he, “for I
heard ’em admit it. But what I want to know
is—how? For it still don’t seem quite nat-
teral.”

Little Golightly glares at him mighty fjercg:.

“I licked ’em by havin’ knowledge—which is
power—" says he, “and do you think I'd be
such a dum fool as to hand you over that
knowledge free? No, sir,” says he. “I'm keepin
it for me and my home-folks.” And the man
wilts and Little Golightly puts his arm around
Arna and kisses her in front of them all.

"1 May Be Wrong—”

and T judge he is difficult to suit. Almost as
difficult as Sam Breadon, head of the St. Louis
Cardinals, who is giving “ Gabby ” Street a whirl
this year. “Gabby?” is called ‘“Gabby” for the
same reason that ‘‘Gabby’ Hartnett is called
“Gabby,” T believe. The same reason every
gentleman called ““ Gabby” is so denominated.
“Gabby” Street was a famous catcher with
the old Washington club, handling the cannon-
ball delivery of the then mighty Walter Johnson.
He gained added fame by catching a ball dropped
from the Washington Monument, a difficult
feat indeed. However, if the Cardinal owner-
ship runs to form, “Gabby” will find catching
a ball dropped from the monument a simple
little thing compared to managing the Car-
dinals. Bill McKechnie was largely responsible
for the Cuards winning their first pennant in
1026, and he suddenly found himself with

(C-ontinued Jrom page 25)

Rochester, said to be a subsidiary of the Cards.

Bill won with Rochester, and was called back
to the Cardinals to succeed Billy Southworth in
mid-season. Now McKechnie takes over the
Boston Braves. Judge Emil Fuchs, president of
the club, tried the unique experiment of manag-
ing the club openly and publicly, instead of sub-
terraneously, as is the custom of many club
presidents, but finally folded up in some disgust,
and perhaps chagrin. If Bill McKechnie can
get the Braves out of the League cellar this
season he is the legitimate successor to Houdini.

It is a toss-up whether his task is tougher than
that of Heine Wagner, who takes Bill Carrigan’s
place as manager of the Red Sox. Bill used to
knock off pennants for the Red Sox like breaking
sticks, and at the height of his career, he retired
from baseball to become a banker up in Maine.
This apparently palled on him after some years,

and he returned to Boston in the role of a baseball
Moses to lead the Red Sox out of the bulrushes
of the second division. As generally happens,
Bill found that the pastime had sneaked past
him while he was banking, so he has turned the
job over to Heine, who was one of his assistants.

Wagner used to play second base for the Red
Sox when they were larruping all comers. Never
a man lived who could block a runner off that
middle sack better than Heine. He was always
regarded as a very shrewd baseball man, but .he
will have to be more than shrewd to do-much with
the Red Sox this year. He will have to be slick.

I must dismiss the Washington club with short
shrift. Walter Johnson, greatest of thc great
pitchers of his time, was given a club to manage
that was commencing to slide, and it will prob-
ably continue sliding. The club went from third

(Continued on page 66)
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Under the Spreading Antlers

(Continued from page 71)

the barracks, the Binghamton Elks enjoyed
first a dinner served at noon; and thereafter a
rodeo given by fancy- and rough-riders of the
mounted State police unit. An incident during
the dinner was the reception of a message broad-
cast over the radio from Exalted Ruler-elect
William R. Canny, speaking through station
WNBF, in Binghamton. It was announced
in the course of the rodeo that the participants
in it, together with several other special per-
formers, will accompany the delegation of mem-
bers of Binghamton Lodge to the convention
of the New York State Elks Association at
Niagara Falls in June, and there engage in
another exhibition, under the direction of Cap-
tain Fox. The rodeo at Sidney was the second
event of unusual interest to Binghamton ‘Elks
within the recent past. It followed closely the
visit to their Home of the officers of Oneonta
Lodge, No. 1312, to exemplify the ritual.” Initia-
tion ceremonies and an entertainmernt subse-
quent to them were also part of the evenin

made memorable by this fraternal call. -

Wakefield, Mass., Elks Go in Force
To Install Haverhill Lodge Officers

In company with more than a hundred mem-
bers, including a2 number of other Past Exalted
Rulers, Past Exalted Ruler Paul W. Mortimer,
of Wakefield, Mass., Lodge, No. 1276, traveled
recently to Haverhill Lodge, No. 165, to install
the officers there for the coming year. Notable
among those to welcome the Wakefield Elks was
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Raymond
V. McNamara, of Haverhill Lodge. In his ad-
dress, the principal one of the evening, Mr.
McNamara commended enthusiastically the
manner in which the visiting officers had con-
ducted the installation ceremonies. At the
conclusion of the Lodge meeting a turkey supper
was served.

Robert S. Barrett Named Fellow of
Royal Geographic Society

For his distinction as a traveler and explorer,
Robert S. Barrett, Past Grand Esteemed Lead-
ing Knight and at present Chairman of the
Grand Lodge Committee on State Associations,
recently was elected a Fellow of the Royal
Geographic Society of England. He is 2 member
of Alexandria, Va., Lodge, No. 758. Except for
Admiral Richard E. Byrd, Mr. Barrett is said

to be the only native of his State to hold such a
fellowship.

Exaltgd Ruler’s Father Honor Guest at
Washington, D. C., Lodge Installation

Major George E. Strong, recently installed in
Washington, D. C., Lodge, No. 13, as Exalted
.Ruler, had the unique distinction of having for
the occasion his father, Representative James
George Strong of Kansas, a member of Man-
hattan.Lodge, No. 1185; and his law artner,
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Rush L. Hand,
as guests of honor. Spirited addresses on the
Order were made by both. Six hundred members
attended the installation ceremonies and the
banquet which preceded the session. The Boys’
Band of fifty pieces entertained the gathering
with a concert.

New York, N. Y., Elks Horior State.
Association President Phillips
President Edgar T. Reed, of the New Jersey
State Elks Association, five Past Presidents and
a number of other officers, both past and present,
of the New York State Elks Association, were
among the assemblage which gathered recently

to welcome the visit of the New York Associa-

tion’s President, William T. Phillips, to the
Home of New York, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1. In
honor of the presence at the meeting there of
this host of prominent officials, the occasion was
designated State Association Night. Addresses
were made by Mr. Phillips, Mr. Reed, and Past
President William E. Fitzsimmons and Vice:
President Thomas F. Cuite, of the New York
State Association.
ent were District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler
Fugene E. Navin, of New York, Southeast;

Other prominent Elks pres- -

Louis A. Fisher, of New York, East; Past
Presidents of the New York State Association
Dr. John E. Dearden, Joseph Brand, James A.
Farley and Philip Clancy.

Elks Bowling League Holds Dinner
At Yonkers, N. Y., Lodge

The annual banquet of the Inter-County Elks

Bowling League was held recently at Yonkers,

N. Y., Lodge, No. 707. Prizes were awarded to
the winners in the various classes of competition
and, for the first time in the history of such
affairs, members were permitted to invite ladies.

Merced, Calif., Elks Visit Modesto
Lodge and Conduct Initiation
Twenty-five members of Merced, Calif,,
Lodge,. No. 1240, headed by their officers, made
a trip a short time ago to their neighboring
Lodge, Modesto, No. 1282. The degree team of
No. 1240 conducted the initiatory ceremonies

. for their hosts in an impressive manner.

Many Crippled Children Treated by
Clinic of Rahway, N. J., Lodge

Some fifty-two crippled children were ex-
amined and nine operated upon recently at the
clinic sponsored by Rahway, N. J., Lodge, No.
1075, in the new Rahway Memorial Hospital.
Dr. Fred H. Albee, the internationally known
orthopedic surgeon, made the examinations and
performed the operations. The re-examination
of several children previously treated showed that
many heretofore unable to walk or use their
hands had been restored to normalcy through
the contribution of Dr. Albee’s services and the
support of Rahway Lodge.

Six Hundred Greet District Deputy
Creamer at Ashtabula, O., Lodge

To honor the official homecoming visit of
District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler J. E.
Creamer and to witness the initiation of a class
of forty candidates, some 6oo Elks, including
several prominent in the Order, gathered re-
cently at Ashtabula, O., Lodge, No. 208.
Addresses were made by District Deputy
Creamer, for whom the new class was named, and
by Past District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
Charles A. Booth, Blake C. Cook and James E.
Breen; President William G. Lambert and Past
President Fred W. Maerkle, of the Ohio State
Elks Association; and C. E. Richardson, a charter
member and the oldest living Past Exalted Ruler
of Ashtabula Lodge. During the ritualistic
ceremonies, which preceded a sumptuous dinner
in the dining-room of the Home, the Glee Club
of twenty-five members from Canton Lodge,
No. 68, provided vocal selections. Eight
vaudeville acts entertained the assemblage
after dinner. Many delegations came from
neighboring Lodges, including Lakewood, which
sent some seventy-five members; and those at
Canton, Cleveland, Warren, Salem, -Youngs-
town, Kent, Marion, Painesville and Conneaut.

Four Hundred and Fifty Elks Witness
Initiation at Liberty, N.'Y., Lodge

More than 450 members of the Order, repre-
senting every Lodge in the district, witnessed
the ritualistic ceremonies held a short time ago
in Liberty, N. Y., Lodge, No. 1545. Among the
distinguished guests present were District
Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler Jacob A. Decker;
and William F. Edelmuth, a Vice-President of
the New York State Elks Association. Preced-
ing the meeting, Liberty Lodge gave a dinner
at the Lenape Hotel for the visiting officers.
The ritualistic ceremonies were impressively
conducted by the degree team. A class of twenty
candidates was _ifiitiated. Their induction
marked an increase of 100 per cent in the mem-
bership of Liberty Lodge in’its first year. :

.Wilmington_, 0., Lodge’s Champion
Degree Team Perfofr%s at Columbus

After defeating the representatives of Dover
Lodge, No. 973, in the final round of the ritualis-
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tic contest of the Ohio State Elks Association,
the degree team of Wilmington Lodge, No. 797,
officiated recently at initiation ceremonies at
Columbus Lodge, No. 37, when one candidate
from each of thirty-seven Lodges in the State
was inducted into the Order. The conduct
of these exercises fell to the officers of Wilming-
ton Lodge in honor of their winning of the State
championship. Competition for this comprised
elimination contests in each of the six districts.of
Ohio and final contests thereafter among the
Lodges proving best in their districts. Eighty-
six Lodges, in all, entered teams. Direction of
the competition was in charge of a committee
chosen by William G. Lambert, President of the
State Association, and headed by James R.
Cooper, Past President of the Association. After
the initiation of candidates at Columbus by the
Wilmington officers, addresses were made by .
Thomas A. Jenkins, of Ironton Lodge, No. 177,
Representative of the Tenth United States -
Congressional District, in behalf of the newly
inducted members; Mr. Cooper, for the Ritualis-
tic Committee; Mr. Lambert; Clarence J. Browr,
Secretary of State of Ohio and a member of
Wilmington Lodge; and Blake C. Cook, Past
President of the State Association. An entertain- .
ment, including a recital by the Glee Club of -

.Columbus Lodge .and .a.humorous - talk: by

Thurman Miller, of Wilmington Lodge, followed.
More than six hundréd Elks attended . the
meeting. - et ) ~

District Deputy Anderson Visits
Aberdeen, Wash., Lodge R
When District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler
Emmett T. Anderson recently paid- an official -
call upon Aberdeen, Wash.,-Lodge, No. 593, he "
commended its members on the sound condition ,
of the affairs of their Lodge and upon the efficient |
way in which the officers had conducted -the .
session. In Mr. Anderson’s lonor, the "Aber- "
deen Elks orchestra provided a special ‘musical -

program. .

Baltimore, Md., Elks Broadcast
Eleven O’clock Toast from Ball

A large attendance and one distinguished by
the presence of Governor Albert C. Ritchie, of
Maryland, and of Mayor William F. Broening, of
Baltimore, made of the fiftieth annual charity
ball of Baltimore, Md., Lodge, No. 7, held re-
cently in the main ballroom of the Lord Balti-
more Hotel, one of the most successful affairs of
its kind ever to be arranged. Mayor Broening
who, as well as Governor Ritchie, is a member of
the Lodge, broadcast the Eleven Q’clock Toast
over the radio station WFBR. The outcome of
the ball from a financial standpoint was com-
mensurate with its brilliance as a social event.
Proceeds for the charities for which it was given
are computed at about $3,000. .

Prominent Elks Witness Initiation
At Cherryvale, Kans., Lodge

District Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler John W.
Cornell and Past District Deputy Grand Ex-
alted Rulers Emile Bouillet and Charles R.
Lodge paid a visit recently to Cherryvale, Kans.,
Lodge,. No. 989, to witness the initiation of a
class of ten candidates by the officers of In-
dependence Lodge, No. 780. Following addresses
by District Deputy Cornell and the two Past
District Deputies, the guests were entertained at
a banquet in the Home.

News of the Order
From Far and Near

Burbank, Calif., Lodge has purchased two lots
in the business center of that city upon which it
plans to build a new Home within the next two
years. The price paid for the property was
86,000.

Morristown, N. J., Elks have organized a new
degree team. For its members especial uniforms
have been ordered and a number of distinctive
maneuvers conceived.

S?lanish War Veterans held a bazar recently
at the Home of St. Petersburg, Fla., Lodge, the
proceeds from which were devoted to the care
of their disabled members. The Lodge cooper-
a%ed. actively in furthering ‘he success of the
affair.
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