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LDSMOBILE
THIS YEAR HOLDS
A HIGHER PLACE
IN PUBLIC FAVOR

THAN AT ANY TIME
IN ITS HISTORY

INCE the enthusiastic recepffon given the 193i Oldsmobile on the occasion of its introduction to the
S public in January of this year, Oldsmobile’s popularity has continued to increase, month after month
+ + Today, the decisions of thousands of men and women, heretofore unacquainted with Oldsmobile’s
good qualities, are adding impetus to this success + + As a result, Oldsmobile is now enjoying a greater
percentage of the business in its price class than at any time in its history. And new thousands of owners
are telling their friends of the pleasure and satisfaction of Oldsmobile ownership + + Many of the reasons
for this growing popularity are understandable upon examination of the 1931 Oldsmobile Six . . . for the
desirable features of the car are self-evident. But there are more fundamental reasons for the definite
preference being shown for Oldsmobile + + Four years ago Olds Motor Works adopted a policy toward
owners which has been followed to the letter, year after year, in the development of Oldsmobile motor
cars—and in the relationships of Olds Motor Works with the public. This policy took the form of four great
responsibilities, recognized by Olds Motor Works and willingly assumed in order that every owner should
become and remain a friend + + To design progressively . . . to build faithfully . . . to sell honestly . . . to
service sincerely . . . these are the four great responsibilities upon which Olds Motor Works has founded
its success. And these constitute the policy which the public has so wholeheartedly endorsed this year
+ + Olds Motor Works wishes to express its appreciation to the men and women throughout the country
who have made the 1931 Oldsmobile the car of their choice . . . and who, by sincerely recommending its
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TO SELL HONESTLY -

- TO SERVICE S'ﬂ\_‘cF.Rl.lL\' .
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to Oldsmobile’s steady advancement in public esteem.

When writing lo GENERAL MoTORS Co., please mention The Elks Magacine-—I1's your magasine
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(Condinued from page 43)
was only one who could throw hatchet. Wants
to hear full details why you ask.’

“Along about eleven-forty-five, I got a tele-
gram from Clell Howard. Here it is: ‘Hello
old neighbor regards to you. Am almost ninety
but recall perfectly how I lost five dollars betting
Eli Goble couldn’t stick hatchet ten times in
succession in big tree by Halsey blacksmith
shop.””

The room was perfectly still, except for the
hoarse sputtering in Eli Goble’s throat. “No,”
he whispered tremulously. “No.”

Doc Martindale pointed to the further corner
of the dusty old room. There was a table,
which none of us had noticed before, and on
that table was a white sheet, rumpled and
bulky. . . . “Eli,” said Doc, quietly. “They’re
over there. In the corner.” -

The aged man stiffened in his chair. His
back arched up, the shoulders quaking; his claw
hands seemed wrenching a chunk of wood from
the table in front of him,

;Eaa%l!” his son cried.

. El e shook his head, and dro back

in his chair, his deep-set eyes dull wIi)fkfda. flat,

blue light. ““The dead,” he whispered. “They

found me. . . . They’re here in this room. I

gl[onenlt‘ I killed them. Titus and Bill. Ves.
es.

_ Vincent Goble dropped down, his head buried

in arms, and began to sob—big, gulping
sobts. The sheriff twisted nervousl;r in his
seat.

“George. You—you gonna send me to—

p,nspn? You gonna have
I'mold...Idoneit. Ves.
Doc Martindale cleared his throat. “Yes,
f'ou areold, Eli. Lot older thanI am. It’s too
ate, now, to do anything about it. I told my

’them—hang me?

. Maxon. He—"

mother I'd get the man, and—B

b3 S t !
what good it would do, now, touseiga;otus:g
Ja.lé ]c;r rtiagethry you for murder.”

e laxon wiped his forehead. “Th
law,” he said shrilly, “the law must take itg
cogrﬁf! " Eh.(-iGgli:le, you must——”

. “No,” sai d Doc, decisively. “I'm run-
ning this show, Ed. Without mg, without my
;S)?x:]?;lg and thf g:alsl.e I've built up, there isn’t
a| ¢ i
o how em o I won’t prosecute him,

“But he confessed to this murder!” shrilled
Doc nodded. “Orally, Yes, b t i
\tg:fel?t and Dr. nPfatterggn and r’nys:lf aﬁh:vsezif

€ never confesse 1 —
the evidence!” What if I destroy
. E/Iﬁxon shoolii his head and bit his lips.
ow much is" your fathe »
D?Ic‘h ofbVincent Gogle. i worth? asked
e banker lifted his face, on which th
baffled tears were still wet. “Couple ofegfl?g’
I gluﬁls-" 4
yours,” whispered Eli, “All yours . . .”

“Maybe,”t Doc nodded. “Sevel}; thousand
dollars. Quite a nest egg, in those days. Like
fifty thousand, now. Or even more. . . . No,
gen!:lem(_en. Money won’t do me any good. It
can’t bring back Titus and my father. But it
can still do good. Yes.”

Eli Goble’s eyes had closed, like dark windows
on which ragged curtains had been drawn.

I've seen ’em—TI've seen ’em. Always. Since
I got old—they come back. . . . I had to give
in. Yes.”

“You'll go home,” said Doc. “T’ll give you
someth.mg to put you to sleep. Then, after you
have a little rest and get your strength back,
you'll have a lawyer up at our house. . . . You
will give, to this county in which you live, one
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million dollars for the purpose of founding and
endowing a modern hospital, where every m-
habitant can secure thc best medical and
surgical attention, free of charge. How does
that sound?” . . .

Head still buried in his arms, Vincent Goble
nodded drunkenly. His father had opened his
eyes and was shivering, §t111 staring through 'the
blank wall ahead of him. “Xlzes. Anything.
.. . I give—anything. But take me away.
want toglgo—home. .. .DImold. Idon’twant
to stay in—this room. I don’t want to stay
with—them.”

AFTER Eli Goble was in bed, and asleep, Doc,
and I came out into the damp warmth of the
spring afternoon. Martindale looked ten years
older than he did the day before. ‘After thIS;
he said, “after everything is taken care of, I
let things go. . . . You look after the practice
beginning next Monday.” . L

Our feet sounded flat and talkative, gchm‘l}g
on the long sidewalk. ““One thing,” I said.
can’t understand how you found the place. I
can see how you reasoned out the rest—about
that grove and about Eli Goble’s not wanting
the trees planted up there. But how did you
know where to dig? Wﬁ coullld’have been up
there for days, turning the soil.’ .

Doc felt iny his pocket for a cigar which w}'asn’t
there. ““Wind-flowers,” he said quietly. “They
were scattered all over that hill. ~Beautiful, like
you said. . . . But I knew enough to dig where
there were no wind-flowers. The grass on that
hill looked pretty much alike, all over, but there
weren’t any flowers growing in that place I
marked off. Those little purple flowers are
funny. They only grow on native soil. You
can’t get them to grow where the sod has ever
been turned.”

Shock Troops of Discovery

to be negotiated in the kayaks, a barren prom-
ontory clothed in an eerie mist showed for a
little while, until the mist shrouded it com-
pletely and it vanished like a mirage.

For two days the two men pushed their way
over broken ice and along irregular channels in
search of a phantom land. Early in August

ey came at last to a strip of open water across
which they could make out the glacier-covered
heights of four islands. These islands on which
they landed .offered them one piece of driftwood
:.1111 a quantity of boulders. With the driftwood
higzs made a ridgepole for a tent of walrus

With the boulders they made a wall d
:vi [tllfec;r and a crt\ﬁde chimng;r. By the t?x;e
Was upon them they had sh
a supply of bear meat, v ot and stored

.hey celebrated Christmas with a turned

shirt, a “bath in a tea cup,” a chunk
lirt, ath | of bread
fnesil in train oil, and a pie%e of chocolate. '
twil'OWIy the dying winter gave birth to a
tr ﬁlggf tlfla{:i l:a;mounced the coming of spring.
of little auks i
T!]e Blood of pears returned to the island.

camp, fastened their kayaks to eth
T
pa'rI? or an attempt toyreach gcivil?z;.lggg. pre

hree days later Nansen,
] , ,» who had d
a little way from where they were ’f.henw g;m;l;g

h Y : y
ag?xlxg 12.9. faint distant so like the bark of an”

Moving towards it, he made ou
:(l’illckd objects far away on the ice whic%xt::
s I\l'le themselves into a man and a dog. Sud-
! y the man took off his hat and waved it.
) Dsen waved his in return. Ag they ap-
gpg:ﬁhfghﬁh qth%- Nansen heard the man
og in Engli
call‘ed: “How d%) young::;}’!’. Then the stranger

“How do you do?” replied Nansen.

two shook hands, The

THE newcomer proved to be F. G 3

leadgr of the Jackson-Harmsworth ex:{:;cdxk:ilp;lr’l
to Iranz Josef Land. He could hardly believe
that the grimy apparition before him was the
fair, light-haired cxplorer he had once seen in
London. He tactfully refrained from inquiring
about the Fram, becausec he assumed that

(Continued from page 14)

Nansen was the sole survivor of the crew. He
took Nansen back to his camp, which was
nearby, and provided him with a bath and a
change of clothes. There he learned about
Johansen, who happened to be waiting for his
partner to come back for breakfast, and who was
shortly afterwards amazed at the sight of a
party of men arriving to fetch him.

A few weeks later Nansen sailed back to Nor-
way, arriving at Vardo on August 13, 18?6.

a week after that the Fram herself sailed
into Vardo with the air of a conqueror coming
home from the wars. She had drifted slowly
northwest until the end of February, 1896, when
the drift had stopped moving. In the middle of
July her crew had forced a passage through the
ice to open water and sailed for home.

Because this expedition failed to achieve its
object, the world recalls it only vaguely now.
But who can say how much Nansen’s great
ﬁioneering work, his mistakes, and his records,

elped Commander Robert E. Peary of the
American Navy to make subsequently his his-
toric journey to the North - Pole, which he
reached in 1gog?

Antarctica furnishes its own examples of un-
dying heroism. Not least of these is that of
Robert Falcon Scott, the memory of whose
tragic success deserves to burn everlastingly in
every mind that cherishes high adventure. Late
in 1910, Scott—with a party of men, dogs, and
ponies—sailed from Lyttleton, New Zealand,
on the first leg of a journey destined to bring him
to the South Pole.

In November, 1911, Scott left his base camp
at Cape Evans, where he had been wintering,
and began his actual march to the Pole. His
motor sledges lead the w?', followed by the
men and ponies, while the dogs brought up the
rear.

First the motors broke down. Then the ponies
began to fail. One by one they died or had to
be killed, and by early December none of the
original sixteen remained. Meanwhile about
nine of the men themselves were forced to turn
back. A violent blizzard had slowed up the
march and caused a food shortage. L.

On New Year’s Day, .1912, Scott was within
170 miiles of the Pole. Including himself only
five men rémained: Scott, aged 43; Wilson, 39;
“never wavering’—according to Scott’s diary—

“from start to finish”; Evans, 37, “a giant
worker”’; Oates, 32, “goes hard all the time ;
and Bowers, 28, “a marvel—he is thoroughly
enjoying himself.” .
As he neared the Pole, Scott began to be afraid
that Amundsen had already reached it. Amund-
sen had been wintering off the Bay of Wales,
and had made his dash for the Pole, relying en-
tirely upon his dogs to solve his transportation
problems. His Norwegians were completely at .
home on skis, whereas Scott’s men were only
mediocre performers. . .
On January 16th, within a few miles of his
goal, Scott became convinced that Amundsen
had arrived before him. Faint marks that might
have been the tracks of skis and sledges were dis-
cernible in the snow, extending incongruously
but steadily southward. Nothing else was vis-
ible in the endless white world that stretched
ahead of him, but some sixth sense told Scott
that human beings had recently passed that

way. None of his men could sleep that night.

And next day, exhausted, hungry, and dis-
appointed, they made a forced march of fourteen
miles which brought them to the Pole. But it
was an empty victory, for Amundsen in truth
had attained the great goal almost exactly a
month previous!

Nevertheless, Scott went through the formal-
ities. He built a cairn and hoisted the Union
Jack, which fluttered in mock triumph above a
shining domain that had already been conquered.
If perhaps it seemed to him that he and his men
deserved a better fate, he was at least unaware
of the destiny that was to hold out its icy arms
to them on their return journey.

The following day saw thém plodding back
the way they had come. Their rations were
almost gone, and one of the men—Evans—
was dangerously ill. They managed to replenish
their supplies at one of their depots, but Scott
was desperately eager to get off the plateau and
out of the extreme cold which aggravated the
torture of Evans’s lacerated and frozen hands.
Almost a month later, about thirty miles from
another depot, they ran into weather conditions
and surfaces that beggared all description.
Evans had reached the limit of human endurance.
He became unconscious and died very quietly
just after midnight on February 17th.

A little while later the four survivors reached
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(Continued from page 52)
bath, yassuh. Now ah’ll jes’ fix youa little night-
cap, an’ den ah’ll fotch up yo’ baigs. How you-
all take yo’ liquor, Cap’n—gingeale, White Rock,
oras de Lawd made it?”” The old retainer held
up a bottle for Colin’s inspection and smffgd
ecstatically. “Dat’s pure gold, Cap’n,” he said,
“pure gold.” .

Colin smiled. “As is, please, Wilson.” .

The butler beamed. He placed a tray, with
the whisky, glasses and other accessories, on a
low table beside an armchair and suggested that
the Cap’n set down an’ rest his coat. But while
Wilson went off to get his baggage, Colin, still
cramped from tedious hours of sitting in the train,
stood in the doorway and surveyed the patio.

THE gallery extended around the four inner
walls of the house and was sheltered by the wide
eaves of the tiled roof. No windows opened onto
it; heavy, carved doors, of some dark, weathered
wood, with grilles in the upper panels, made the
only openings in the white w of the second
story. The effect, of almost monastic severity,
was carried out in the bedroom.

On the lower level of the patio, four tile walks
led diagonally from the cormers to an eight-
sided sunken pool, around which rose a graceful
iron framework, topped with glass, forming an
octagonal table. About this table were a dozen
1ron chairs with tiled seats. .

Tt was all perfect, a little too perfect, Colin
thought.  Though undeniably beautiful, it
struck him as being artificial in the extreme.
Artificial and hard; more like a stage setting than
‘his first quick glimpse of Palm Beach itself. Even
the lighting, which at the moment came from
two torchéres flanking the glass double doors of
the lounge, and from the open doorway of his
room, seemed theatrical.

his, he thought, would certainly be an ideal
setting for the rest and change he had looked
forward to since the Senator spoke to him that
morning in the office. At the same time it would
ltzlllve him a glimpse into a life he had never had
d‘g time or the money to see. However, he
1d not include among these compensations the
partnership Mr. Carter had proffered as a re-
ward. He wanted the distinction of becoming
2 partner because he was a good lawyer, not
ecause he had been successful in a stunt,
. On bidding good-bye to the old gentleman,
e had briefly stated his position. He said he
{_hought Mr. Carter’s offer generous, but he dis-
iked to risk his prospects of an eventual part-
nership on so precarious a barque as Miss Mars-
dep s caprice.

course,” the Senator had said, “you ma
find her tractable. A day or two and 3);ou ma));
ave her eating out of your hand.”
reph;(\élé)re‘ k}{e{,y she’ll be biting it off,” Colin had
criterio’n."l er behavior toward you is any

He wondered now what sort of reception Hope
W:hlild accord him upon her returip from tll?le
B NEtrip. It would depend upon her mood; and
tentmood, doubtless, would depend to some ex-
b on what she had read into Mr. Carter’s
theeri d As to exactlﬁv what he had written her,
t(il gentleman had been singularly vague.

Ot having dictated the letter, he had no copy

News

at the Brown Hotel: sight-seei
) -se
delegates and the ladiesg; ansd etlll;g lsf,?llxlgscfoo;v«tag?

tion Handicap races at Ch i
silver cup was pr. y Aehland Todes Ne
Sver o ?)eing presented to Ashland Lodge, No.

represente i
the largest o P d at the convention by

e I umber of delegates. Durin
gnnmpal business session, hgeld on the sgc;:r}l‘g
ay of the convention, the members of the As-
;{)cmtlon electegl officers for the new term.
oger L. Neff, Jr., of Newport Lodge, No. 273
was chosel} President to succeed Henry E. !
tis, of Lexington Lodge, No. 89. Other officers
%amed were: First Vice-President Charles
epper, Princeton Lodge, No. 111 5; Second Vice-
Preslden_t W. T. Cox, Catlettsburg Lodge, No.
942;_Th1r§l Vice-President Richard W. Omer
Madisonville Lodge, No. 738; Secretary.
Treasurer Richard T, Slack, Ow. T

" | ) ensboro Lodge,
INO. 144; Trustees, Edwin N. Williams, Hender-

for Colin to read. He had thought it advisable,
he said, not to introduce him directly in the réle
of monitor, and had therefore simply told Hope
that Colin was one of his young men, that he was
badly in need of a vacation, and that it would
be a favor if she would please put him up at the

house. At any rate, that was the gist of it.

Though he!was forced to admit that Hope’s
attitude at first would probably be less hostile
than if she had known that he was coming as a
would-be reformer, Colin could not help {feeling
that he would have preferred it otherwise. ‘When
Zl[:'.[egfe found out, as before long she must, the

ul:lea:.lg why Mr. Carter had sent him, she
wo ost certainly resent the wa i
had been done. g ¢ wey things

Colin determined to tell her the fact frankly
as soon as possible. She would be furious, of
course. She might, perhaps, ask him to leave
the house. Well, he was not afraid of her anger.
And if she did order him out of the house, he
would refuse to go. Under the circumstances
she would be scarcely likely to summon the
police to eject him; he felt confident the rest of
the household would be unequal to the assign-
ment.

_For a moment Colin essayed to formulate in
his mind the phrases in which he would en-
lighten Hope as to his mission.

They all sounded pompous and offensively
priggish. When he heard the footsteps of
Wilson down the hall, he was glad for the inter-
ruption of these thoughts.

Upon the return of Wilson, Colin, his drink
still untouched, went into the bedroom.

“Don’t bother with those things” he said.
“I can unpack ’em. Pour yourself a snort. You
must be tired. Besides, I hate drinking alone.”

‘“Ain’ no bother, Cap’n, suh,” said Wilson,
unfastening one of the suitcases, but casting an
eye at the bottle. “Ain’ no bother. Senator he
say for me to look after you special and when de
Senator——"’

“What else did he say?” Colin asked.

The old darky shuffled. -

“He say for me to ack like you-all was him,
suh, Cap’n.”

“He did, eh. All right then, imagine I'm
the Senator telling you to help yourself to a
drink and go to bed.”

A slow grin illuminated the butler’s seamy
face. He saluted and without further hesitation
poured himself some whisky and reverently
zv:sallowed it, after waiting for Colin to drink

t

“What time’s breakfast?” asked the latter,
munching a sandwich.

“Any time you-all wants it, suh. Jes’ ring
dat bell an’ ah’ll come a-runnin’. Ain’ no use
for you to git up. Ain’ nobuddy aroun’ to git up
for. Princess, she don’ never take nothin’ only
grapefruit juice. How’ll you take yo’ aigs,
Cap’n?”

“Oh yes, the princess. I’d forgotten about
her. What’s her name?”

““Ah ain’ say her name, Cap’n, suh. Ah jes’
calls her Madam Princess.” Wilson jerked his
head toward the door and lowered his voice.
“You-all want to watch out for dat woman,
Cap’n, she’s a—she’s a—" he groped for a
descriptive word, but failed to find it.

Colin did not press him for an explanation.
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He was tired and sleepy and he wanted to be fit
in the morning in case Hope should return.
There would be glenty of other chances to hear

Wilson on the subject of the princess and besides
he preferred to form his own first impressions.

“Good-night, Wilson,” he said, turning to
one of his bags.

The old felﬁ;sw cleared his throat, shifted from
one foot to the other, twisted a button on_his
coat, gulped once or twice, then said good night
and went out.

Colin undressed rapidly. As he was about to
get into bed, there was a tap on his door. He
opened it.

“What is it, Wilson?” he asked.

“'Scyse me, suh, Cap’n,” said the butler
humbly, “ah wanted to say—” he stopp¢
abruptly and looked across the patio. Colin
followed his glance just in time to see a white
face disappear behind the quickly closed shutter
of the grille in the door opposite his own. He
motioned to Wilson to come into his room.

“What was it youwanted to say?” he inquired.

“Ah wanted to say, Cap’n, suh—" \Vll.SOI’l
halted, then blurted: “Senator didn’t say jes
why you-all was comin’ down, Cap’n, but ah
reckon ah can guess. An’—” he hesitated again,
“an’ please, suh, Cap’n, please don’ be hard on
Miss Hope. She de onhappiest girl in de worl’.

With that, the old fellow blinked, saluted and
hurried out. Colin followed him to the door and
stood there watching and listening. After the
butler’s suffling footsteps had died away, silence
seemed to shut down like a fog over the patio.
Above this silence, Colin’s ears gradually identi-
fied two sounds—the steady trickling of the foun-
tain in the pool begow t::nd the muffled beat of
surf on the nearby beach.

He went into )l,ﬁs room and closed the door.
For a moment he contemplated the stout bolt
which constituted the only lock. Then, advising
himself not to be an old woman, he climbed into
bed. But, though it was late and he was tired,
he did not at once drop off to sleep. He waS
thinking over what Wilson had come back to tell
him about Hope. And he was wondering about
the owner of the pale face that had looked at
him through the grille across the patio. After
all, why shouldn’t the princess—whatever her
name was—look at him through the grille? The
noise of his arrival had waked her up, probably,
and she had looked out to investigate. Der-
fectly natural. But Wilson had intimated that
the woman was a dangerous character. Oh, well,
darkies were full of fears and superstitions. . - -
So Hope Marsden was the unhappiest girl in the
world. . . . Maybe. ... She certainly had
a queer way of showing it. . . . Wonder when
she’d turn up. . . .

Colin drifted off tosleep. He slept very sound-
ly. He had learned in the army the art of sleep-
ing through noises of all kinds. When he awoke,
next morning, he opened his eyes slow]y,_closed
them again, stretched and yawned luxuriously.
Then he sat up with a start. For out of the
corner of his eye he had suddenly caught sight
of a surprising object. It was an object that
had not been there when he went to bed. A

It was the ivory handle of a dagger. And its
blade was imbedded to the hilt in the mattress
less than an inch from his pillow.

(To be continued)

of the State Associations

(Continued from page 30)

son Lodge, No. 206, and Clyde R. Levi, Ashland
Lodge, No. 350. Immediately after the election
the officers were installed by the retiring Presi-
dent, Henry E. Curtis. The delegates voted
that the selection for the meeting place for
next year’s convention would be decided by the
Trustees at a later date.

Indiana

"WO THOUSAND Elks, three hundred of whom

were delegates, attended the thirtieth annual
convention of the Indiana State Elks Association
a short time ago at South Bend. The gathering
assembled for a period of two days. Business
sessions took place in the Home of South Bend
Lodge, No. 235. The officers for the coming
year, elected upon the first day and msta.!le‘d
upon the second, were: President, Fran: I.
Coughlin, South Bend Lodge; First Vice-Presi~

dent, Lee F. Bays, Sullivan Lodge, No. 9o1I;
Second Vice-President, Joseph L. Clarke, In-
dianapolis Lodge, No. 13; Third Vice-President,
O. R. Miner, Warsaw Lodge, No. 80z2; Secretary,
W. C. Groebl, Shelbyville Lodge, No. 4575
Treasurer, Harry K. Kremer, Michigan City
Lodge, No. 432; and Trustee for five years, E.
J. Greenwald, Whiting Lodge, No. 1273. The
delegates decided during the initial session to
hold next year’s convention at Huntington,
under the auspices of Lodge No. 805 there. At
this same meeting, at which the retiring Presi-
dent, Fred A. Wiecking, of Bluffton Lodge, No.
796, presided, Mayor W. R. Hinkle, of South
Bend, spoke the greetings of the city; and
Exalted Ruler George I'. Eberhart, of No. 235,
extended the welcome of the Lodge. Early in the
afte-noon followinz this meeting, Grand Ex-
alted Ruler Lawrence H. Rupp arrived in South
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(Continued from page 55)
Pittsburg Lodge, No. 412, Third Vice-President;
Lou F. Goerman, Newton Lodge, reelected
Secretary; William E. Lawrence, Wichita Lodge,
No. 427, Treasurer; and I. M. Platt, Junction
City Lodge, No. 1037, William H. Hunt, Inde-
pendence Lodge, No. 780, and L. Timken, Au-
gusta Lodge, No. 1462, Trustees. The conven-
tion closed with a dance for the delegates and
their guests at the Community House.
Mississippi

THE annual convention of the Mississippi

State Elks Association assembled in the
Lodge room of Hattiesburg Lodge, No. 599,
on May 1g9th. The sessions continued through-
out that and the following day. The report of
the President was received with acclaim, as were
the reports of the Secretary and Treasurer.
Philip Clancy, special representative of the State
Association Committee of the Grand Lodge, ad-
dressed the assemblage. The delegates accepted
his recommendations and subscribed for a Foun-
der’s Certificate in the Elks National Founda-
tion. Much enthusiasm was created by the ac-
tion of Jackson Lodge, No. 416, in joining the
Association. It is the hope of the officers that
every Lodge in the State soon will be enrolled
in the Association. The election of officers
resulted as follows: President, William Esto-
pinal, Gulfport Lodge, No. 978, reelected;
Secretary-Treasurer, William W, Walker, Pas-
cagoula Lodge, No. r120; First Vice-President,
Samuel Albrecht, Vicksburg Lodge, No. 9s;
Sec01_1d Vice-President, Edward B. Causey,
Hattieshurg Lodge, No. 509; Trustees: W. B.

ilkes, Greenville Lodge, No. 148 and C. H.
E:stenerp., Gulfport Lodge, No. ¢78. Vicksburg

dge will be host of the convention in 1932.

Alabama

HE Alabama State Elks Association, upon
N the second and final day of its recent g)n-
V\c;nt.llgn at Birmingham, elected Dr. George
G andall, of Blocton Lodge, No. 710, its
c}llreSIdent for the coming year. Other officers
Nos,en were Bryant Goode, Montgomery Lodge,

0. 590, First Vlce-President; Dr. I. Silverman,

Birmingham Lodge, No. ,_Second Vi i
dent; S. B. Israel, Blocto7x§> Lodge,dT\llxligfl I{;i?;-
President; John W. Allen, Birmingham Lodge
Treasurer; Albert S, Eagar, Birmingham Lodge’
Secretary; Pat_J. Coyle, Birmingham Lodge,
Tiler; Joe K. Saks, Birmingham Lodge, First

Trustee; Sam Lefkovitz, B
721, Set,:ond Trustee; ; Sessemer Lodge, No.

Hugh MCcElc Talla-
dega Lodge, No. 603, Third Trus?gg;’ James
H. Sullivan, Bessemer Lodge, Fourth Trustee;
J. Crook, Bessemer Lodge, Sergeant-at-Arms;
the Reverend Richard ‘Wilkerson, Montgomer);
Lodge, No. 596, Chaplain; and H. W. English,
Birmingham Lodge, Press Representative. The

Association chose Bessemer as its 1 i
: 032 meetl
place. At the business sessions of the conver;g-

tion, the retiring President, E. J- McCrossin, of
Bu'mmghan} Lodge, occupied the chair. After
the conclusion of official business, the delegates
and other Elks, together with their families,
attending the gathering, motored to Cahaba
Beach for a barbecue dinner at mid-day. In
the evening a dance was held at the Lodge Home.
Maine

IN THE first ritualistic contest between the

champion degree teams of the States of Maine
and Massachusetts, held recently at the Home of
Lewiston, Me., Lodge, No. 371, the Degree
Team of Lewiston Lodge won the championship
of the two States by defeating the officers of
Natick, Mass., Lodge, No. 1425. The contest
was made possible through the efforts of Joseph
N. Shafer, editor of The Eastern Elk, who has
been prominent in affairs of the Order in both
States. It has been suggested that the event be
made an annual affair and the other Lodges of
the New England States that have won State
championships be invited to participate. Among
prominent Elks present upon the occasion were
Past Grand Tiler Thomas J. Brady; Arthur C.
Labbe, Member of the Grand Lodge Auditing

Committee; District Deputy Grand Exalted

Ruler Alden W. Allen, of Maine; Past District
Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers Michael H.
McCarron, B. E. Carbin, Frank B. Twitchell, of
Massachusetts, and L. Kenneth Green, of Maine;
President William E. Earle and Trustee Daniel
J. Honan, of the Massachusetts State Elks

Answers to Your Radio

Bertha Compton, M. emphis, T i
y y Tenn. You ask if
.5[22? N\{;ﬂﬁm}_and Paul é)liver are one and the
. immy is a South i
a New York’er, a.ndy the Civili \K;: g?otlﬁ.Pau‘ v

are both superb
dl‘scernment%n pi:l:.‘ii;blers and you show great

t
mix them up the nextg tilr:é? out: B et you don’t
L. W. Lowri
Andyugnﬁoi‘tllﬁi’ Bedford, Va. About Amos and

breach of promise suit. Both
cong: etl'nd Andy can lay claim to being the first
parts'r 1%msts of the ajr . . . they double in all

; But the honors go to Amos in the famous

suit for breach of : L
quadrupled himself inpll:i)s“:-loslz& He tripled and

I.G.vi :
has taken o Schencclady, N. 7. Nosir! Glen

: Y parts in his day, but onl )
a time. Gene and GJ Yy, but only one at
Jake and Lena, Gene ‘;’;3’&11 aéie and Lena, and

Mrs. G. Rehei
to find oy cheis

L Mrs. M. M. Worcester Seatlle
little kr‘)‘ew what you were ;a.sking ‘Jh?rllays;; w?'i:;l;
me to “tell you all about Tony Wands.” He'’s
been a butcher,.a baker, a chairslat maker . . .
z woodsman philosopher from North Wisconsin.
cow-puncher from Arizona. A wounded
vet(ira;n from the Great War, and he is now the
;;ror d’s c},mmplox} wielder of scissors and paste-
l.l'ush. I'll publish a picture of him later sur-
ounded by paste and fan mail. . . . By the
way. . . He is the M. C. on the Camel 4

hour (WABC) every night except Sunday,
+ + - So listen in.

Eunice A. Budelman, Lynbrook, N. Y. You
will already have seen answers to other readers
that covered most of your questions, but the
theme song to “ Moonshine and Honeysuckle” is
called “Moonlight and Honeysuckle.” By
Hollands Robinson, published by Carl Fischer.

_ Isabelle Larkin, River Falls, Wis. Such a lot
of questions about Tony Wands. He’d have to
have an even bigger scrap-bock than he has if he
kept count of them all. Do you mind reading
my answer to Mrs. M. M. Worcester about him
in this column? Snoop and Peep are played by
Charles Finan and Paul Winkop.

This is an N. B. C. sustaining program and
comes to you from their Chicago studios. . . .
Charley does the snooping and Paul does the
peeping.

Theora Belle Burns, Twin Falls, Idaho. A very
interesting question, Theora. ... I wish there
were heaps more listeners as keen as you are.
Lawyer Collins in the Amos and Andy program
is a white man, but Lawyer M. Smith is colored.
If at ten, Theora, you can fathom such a radio
secret, maybe at twenty you’ll be starring in a
Broadcast Studio.

Henry H. Gifford, Newport Beach. No Macs
ever need a middle name. You are wrong. . . .
Graham'’s second label is spelt McNamee, and
he has no middle monicker . . . but is often
called other things!

Helen M. Boevers, Galena, Ill. T’'m sorry, but
I’m afraid that you won’t be able to get a copy of
“Arabesque.” It was written specially for broad-
casting, and has never been published.

Viola Schricver, Sequin, Texas.

Thank you
for your letter.

You write, ‘ Just as there are

The Elks Magazine

Association; and President Wilfred G. Perry,
of the Maine State Elks Association.

Illinois

OTTAWA, Il., Lodge, No. 588, won the
ritualistic championship of the Illinois
State Elks Association at the final contest staged
at the Home of Streator Lodge, No. s591. The
team defeated Aurora Lodge, No. 703, which had
held the State title for two years, and Kewanee
Lodge, No. 724. Asan emblem of their victory,
the Ottawa team will be presented with the
Charles A. White trophy at the convention of
the Association, to be held August 6, 7 and 8,
at Springfield. There will also be held at that
time a memorial service for the late John J.
Faulkner, Past Grand Trustee, and a Past Presi-
dent of the Illinois State Elks Association.

Returns from the survey conducted by
the Illinois State Elks Association to deter-
mine the number of crippled children in the
entire State indicated the total to be about
15,000. Reports have been received so far from
65 of the 102 counties in the State. Within
these there are 10,000 youngsters under the age
of eighteen requiring treatment. An estimate
of the remaining thirty-seven counties places the
number within them at about s5.000. The
10,000 known cases are; now listed upon the
Association’s records, and will all receive atten-
tion at the earliest possible opportunity from
the Association and from the Lodges which are
members of it.

Massachusetts -

THIRTY-FOUR of the sixty Lodges in Massa-
chusetts have contributed to the fund es-
tablished by the Massachusetts State Elks
Association to enable worthy college students in
need of money to complete their courses. This
was announced in a talk by Past Grand Exalted
Ruler John F. Malley to the officers of the
Association whep they met a short time ago at
the Home of Winthrop Lodge, No. 1078. The
dispensation of the fund is administered by a
corporation known as the Massachusetts Elks
Scholarship, Inc. Fifteen Lodges have contrib-
uted $1,000 to it, and nineteen other Lodges have
given amounts ranging from $100 to $600 each.

Questions

art collectors, and antique collectors, so am I a
collector of pictures of radio stars.” And you
add that before seeing these ramblings of mine,
you had called your album “Radio Rambles.”
Do you allocate radio announcers to the art or
the antique department? Most all of those I
know, belong to the former. As for “Radio
Rambles” that must have been little old telep-
athy again, although, of course, there is that
saying about “ great minds,” etc.—but far be it
from me!

Mary Alice McGinnis, Baraboo, Wis. Dear
Mary, I always suspect letters written to me on
April 1st, but T'll assume yours was just a
happen-so, and not a meant-to-be. I thought
everyone knew all about Jessica Dragonette;
however, watch out for a picture and plenty
of news about her in a later issue.

Amnne Calill, Meriden, Conn. You want to
know all about Harry Reser. Big order, that!
Well, here goes. Harry has always been a hunter
and has captured time. First he kept it in books
as a railway clerk, and now he keeps it (and
doesn’t he?) at the tips of his fingers, and in his
band. He was born at Piqua, Ohio, and at the
age of five was an expert guitar player—at
seven, he learned the violin—during his high-
school days he conducted the school orchestra,
and filled in his spare time studying the piano.
He decided against clerking, and got a job
in the mountains of Tennessee—and two years
later decided that after all a banjo was really his
instrument. He knew. Now millions of fans
know that he was right—and he’s an awfully
nice person all the time.

A. L. Bardes, Staplelon, Staten Island. Lanny
Ross’s first name is really Lancelot, but his class-
mates at Taft School just couldn’t bear it, so


































