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Official Circular No. 4

Los Angeles, Calif.,
August 1, 1931
To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

Through the medium of grafting (the term being employed solely in its horticultural or flori-
cultural sense) the late, lamented Luther Burbank of California, internationally known as the
“plant wizard,” was enabled to develop the most mediocre varieties of plants, flowers, fruits and
vegetables to such an extent that even the thorny cacti of the desert wastes became edible for
livestock, drab flowers took on spectral hues and exhaled exotic fragrance, bitter fruit became
luscious and palate-tickling, and even the lowly tuber developed into an aristocrat of the table.

Analagous to the remarkable scientific work of Burbank has been the development of the
“Better Parades’” Movement in Elkdom, an idea formulated, promulgated and nurtured by the
New Jersey State Elks Association under the leadership of Brothers Wibiralski and Hirtzel and
first exemplified at the Atlantic City Convention.

With the Seattle conclave now history, a retrospective analysis of the Grand Lodge parade
held in the northwest metropolis indicates that the good brethren of Jersey builded, perhaps,
better than they knew, for, from a standpoint of strict decorum, kaleidoscopic color, modernistic
pageantry and esprit de corps, “Better Parades” has been taken out of the category of slogans
and has become an actuality, or may we say, an institution in Elkdom.

While not as large, in point of numbers, as the Atlantic City parade, the Seattle procession
constituted one of the best in the history of the Order and redounded to the great credit of our
fraternity. The costuming was colorful, the floats magnificent, the music of high order and march-
ing alignment perfect. In fact, according to the Grand Lodge officers who reviewed the pageant,
not a single criticism could be leveled, and every unit was greeted with tumultuous applause by the
300,000 persons who thronged the line of march.

As this final circular comes somewhat in the nature of a valediction, I would, indeed, be remiss
in my duty did I not take this opportunity of expressing to each and every Lodge and member
participating in the parade sincere thanks for the splendid cooperation. The loyalty displayed by
those organizations traveling across a continent for the glory of Elkdom was inspirational, and T
am deeply grateful for their support.

To Bert Swezea, Chief of Staff, his assistants, Brothers Chad Ballard and Charles Gant, and
Brother Monroe Goldstein, my Executive Secretary, I want, particularly, to convey appreciation
of their untiring efforts in making the parade the great success it proved to be. To the Seattle
Convention Executive Committee I also extend grateful appreciation. To the brothers, who
acted as my aides and admittedly constituted the best uniformed and best marching aggregation
in line I can only say, inadequate as it may seem, “I thank you from the bottom of my heart.”

“Finis” now having been written to the 67th National Convention I retire to the ranks, grate-
ful for the recognition accorded by Brother Rupp and glad to have had the opportunity of serving
our beloved Order.

Sincerely and fraternally,

Grand Esquire.
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finds. Thus matters stood with Shore’s Caro-
lina Jack’s performance still to come and
hence an unknown factor. The other un-
known factor was the interpretation of the
judges upon the work they had seen. All this
gave keen speculation fertile ground to work on
and caused much anticipation as we were laid
up with no activity on Sunday, January 25th.
. All week there had been a good gallery follow-
ing the dogs with much interest. Many of these
were old-timers to whom it was not new. Others
were seeing their first field trial. These were
constantly asking questions of those of us who
are supposed to know. Some of these ques-
tions were trivial. Others showed deep apprecia-
tion of what it was all about. There are a num-

ber of wild deer on the Ames preserve and some

of these were seen each day on the afternoon
course. These constituted quite a hazard for
the dogs and it required quite some handling to
keep keen canines from chasing this loping and
- graceful four-footed game. Some parts of both
courses are open where a dog may stretch out
wide to the very limits. In other places the
courses wind about through deep woods where
it takes matchless handling—and dogs that will
handle—or they will go out of judgment and
hence out of the stake. But, be it ever remem-
bered, this is the National Championship, where
the dog that wins must do everything to prove
h.nmself, or herself, worthy to wear the proudest
title that the realm of bird dogs has to bestow.
One handler, who was making his first visit
to Grand Junction, likened it to a miniature
golf course where every kind of conceivable
hazard has been devised.

. .Sunday, January 2s5th, was a long day of
idleness, especially for those handlers whose

entries were known to be in for consideration.
But Monday finally came and Shore’s Carolina
Jack began the long grind at promptly nine
o’clock that morning—and three hours is a
long grind in a field trial with weather as warm
as it was during the entire running of this cham-
pionship of 1931.  This warm weather had
affected the setters more than it had the short-
haired breed, which is one reason this has been
‘“‘another pointer year.” But, too, of course the
setters were outnumbered in entries more than
two to one—there being but seven setters com-
peting against 18 pointers. The record to date
over thirty-five years of competition shows
21 National Championships won by setters
against 14 won by pointers. But here is another
interesting comparison: 18 setters have won the
title 21 times; and 1o pointers have won it 14
times. The setters piled up most of their wins
in the early years of the Championship event.
Since 1914 the pointers have been doing most of
the winning, except for the three wins of Feagin’s
Mohawk Pal. Prior to 1909 no pointer had ever
won the title. Since 1914 only two different
Setters have won it.

But to get back to the conclusion of the
championship this year. Monday morning
came and .Shore’s Carolina Jack went the long
route alone as the bye dog. For two hours it
looked as if he might win the title outright,
without any second series being needed. But
this is an endurance stake and during the last
hour this good pointer let down in his speed and
range to such an extent that, when his heat
was over, the judges announced that they wanted
to see Mary Blue and Yankee Doodle Jack in a
second series heat together at one o’clock Mon-
day afternoon, January 26th. Thus it lay be-
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tween thesé two to fight it out for the title.
Mary is seven years old_and this would make
her second win of the National Championship.
Jack is still a young dog. - But Mary Blue is the
hardest canine alive to beat in a three-hour race
and the younger dog was not quite equal toit. In
a shorter heat he might have done it, but Mary
Blue gets better the longer she runs. This can
besaid of no other field trial dog running to-day.

THUS when the smoke of battle had cleared
away, it was Mary Blue which the judges named
as L{e National Champion for 1931." Yankee
Doodle Jack had outbirded her, but he could not
match her wonderful endurance. This hap-
pened to Be one of the few sporting events when
age conquered youth. This makes the second
win of the National Championship for Mary Blue
for she had previously captured the same crown
in 1929. She is owned by W. C. Teagle of New
York City, President of the Standard Qil Co. of
New Jersey. She was handled by Chesley
Harris of Hayneville, Alabama. The runner-up,
Yankee Doodle Jack, is owned by Jewell Hicks
of Oklahoma City and was handled by Pete
Dixon of Catoosa, Okla. -

- Mary Blue is now a double National Cham-
pion. The question before the field trial world,
therefore, is whether or not she can make it
three before she is retired from competition.
On three previous occasions it has been done.
Can Mary Blue tie the great record? We
wonder—but we wish her well. Truly she is a
great pointer and her name will go down in field
trial history as one of the mighty field trial
competitors of all time, whether she ever wins
again or not. :

Millions for Deﬁance

“I can’t understand your view-point,” said
Colin.

“I don’t expect you to,” she returned, calmly.
““You never could—you, or the Senator either.
But it doesn’t matter whether you do or not.
It’s of no importance.”

“That’s just your opinion.”

“ 1\"Iy opinion’s the only one that counts, in this
case.”

‘““How about the Senator’s? Forgetting that,
arcn’t you?”’

“When the time comes,”” said Hope, confi-
dently, ‘“the Senator will do exactly what I
want him to.” .

. “I wouldn’t be too sure of that. He might
listen to a recommendation from me.”

Hope laughed lightly and ran her finger up
and down the ridges in the steering wheel.

“I think you also will do what I want you
to,” she saig.,

“You do, eh?”

_“Ido. Anyhow, I refuse to worry and I ad-
vise you not to, either. You're much too young
to be so earnest. Young men who are too earnest
come to bad ends. Look at these empty lots—
sidewalks and hydrants and bee-yootiful plaster
gate posts—all going to pot. Laid out by men
who were so earnest they couldn’t see they were
only blowing bubbles.”

“You blow a few bubbles yourself, occasion-
ally,” Colin reminded her.

“But I'm not earnest about it. I don’t fool
myself that I'm being constructive. Blowing
bubbles amuses me. I like to watch ’em burst.”

“You certainly are incorrigible,” he said:
“I don’t get you at all. You seem intelligent,
but you do the damnedest things. That parade
—was that your idea?”

“All mine. It was a riot, too.” She chuckled
reminiscently. “Too bad you missed it. You’d
have had the time of your life. Tell you what—
I'll organize another. In your honor. You'd
look rather imposing riding in state iri a pair of
blue rompers.”

“Not for me, thanks,” he said. “And no
more parades for you, either.”

[ No?,)

o NO."

“Who says so?”

((I d°‘¥)

Hope laughed.

“What a man! How would you stop me?”

“Try to put on a parade and you’ll see,” he

- (Continucd from page 20) .

promised grimly, without the faintest notion,
actually, as to what he would do.

“I’ll' have one on my birthday,” she said.
““There's part of the program settled right now.
You shall have a milk-white donkey to ride on,
for suggesting it. How’s that?”

“It’s out.”

“All right, we’ll see.” She set the car in mo-
tion again. “You know,” she observed, “I
rather like you in spite of everything. You say
what you think. You must let me find you a
rich girl to marry while you're down here.
Give you something to keep you out of mischief.
No use wasting your time entirely.” .

“I'm not in the market for a wife, thanks.
And I don’t expect to waste my time, anyway.”

THE conversation ended there, as once more
the car gathered speed. In a little while they
reached Hollywood, where the road to the south
splits, one branch leading to Miami direct, the
other by way of that gilded foundling, Miami
Beach. Hope chose the latter, and for the next
few miles their route skirted the sea, on the left,
and on the right a dismal, swampy waste. .

Then came houses, at first isolated cases in
somewhat arid developments, then more houses,
closer together, and the celebrated canals, with
their pseudo-Venetian bridges and gondolas.
Next came the Beach Club and the hotels, with
their phalanxes of parked cars and groups of
loitering, bored chauffeurs. At length Hope
turned into a broad street, of ugly stores and
restaurants, that gave onto a causeway with a
magnificent view of the Miami skyline at the
distant end.

“Are we headed for anywhere in particular?”’
Colin inquired. .

“Going to see a big snake and snail man,”
said Hope.

“A what?” .

“ A specialist in snakes and snails.”

“What for—lunch?”

“Information.”

¢ About snakes, or snails?”’

X 5]

“Neither.

“Indians?”

‘“Indians. I—n—d——"

“Why do you want
Indians?”’

“I'm going to get some.”

“What for—to stuff?”

““Oh, for Pat’s sake——"" :

“Well, how should I know what you want
Indians for?”

“Lord preserve us!” exclaimed Hope. “Lis-
ten to the man! Why do I want Indians? Why
does anybody want Indians, stupid?”

“I'll bite. Why?”

“I want some for my parade,” said Hope
blandly.

‘“But you're not going to have a parade,” he
flssur,ed her. ‘““So you won’t have any use for
em.’

“You’re a pretty tiresome fellow, O’'Rourke,”
she remarked. “I'm likely to lose my temper
with you any minute.”

“Go ahead. Lose it. I’m not afraid of your
temper. I've got one myself. It’s worse than
yours. I know. I’ve seen yours.”

At this reference to their first encounter,
when he had been playing the piano and she had
commanded him to stop, it seemed to Colin that
Hope winced.

‘“What’s the matter with ¢ Clair de Lune,’ any-
way?” he went on. ‘““Why was I ordered never
to play it in your house again?”’

“I'd rather not answer that,” she replied
soberly.

‘““‘Don’t you think you owe me an explanation,
at least?”

She was silent.

“Don’t you?” he urged.

“Please—"’ she begged. In her voice was a
note of distress that made him feel a sudden,
wondering pity for her.

“Sorry,” he said. ‘‘Question withdrawn.”

But as he said this, he was conscious, deep
down, of a little thrill of triumph. For, as the
Senator had suggested, there was, after all, a
chink in Hope’s armor. She was not invulner-
able.

About Indians.”

information about

CHAPTER XIV

MR. ALONZO HORNSBY, the snake and
snail man, was not at home. Pressed for sug-
(Continucd on page 40)
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(Continued from page 41) It was a magnificent night, soft and warm.

“Youre a skilful driver,” he blundered on, The moon had risen spectacularly out of the sea,
“but not a good one. There’s a difference. It’s. only to be enfolded, soon after, in 2 heavy mantle
notaquestionof speed. Areally gooddriver——""  of lace-edged cloud. At one.point,.a fine spray
She interrupted him with a gesture of impa- from the surf was blown across the road. It
tience. ‘“Pay the check, please,” she said made a film on the windshjeld. But though her
stifly, “I’d like to go now.” She got up and vision was materially impaired thereby, Hope
went out, walking very erect. While he waited did not slacken speed. With a last-minute call
for his change, Colin watched her through the on the brakes, she.slithered round the right-

window, by the light of a street lamp under angle turn leading to Hollywood at a rate that -

which the car was parked. She took her place would have spun a lesser car like a top. If they
at the wheel and sat there staring straight ahead.
“Wouldn’t you rather go by train?” she in- steering knuckle had broken, or a tire had burst,
quired frostily, when he rejoined her. “You nothing could have saved them. .
could get a taxi to the station.” For a time a succession of towns slowed the:
His answer was to advise her not to be childish. down. But- there was little traffic. Soon they
It quickly became apparent that his criticism had covered two-thirds of the run to Palm Beach.
of her driving was going to have the- effect of Neither of them had said a word since starting
making -her more reckless than ever. Leaving away from the restaurait. They sat rigid as
Miami Beach along the shore road, she cut in statues, Hope gripping the wheel, Colin clasping
and out of traffic in a manner to make the other his knees, both looking grim. The great motor,
drivers profane. Then, with the road open before urged to its utmost, responded valiantly, cleav-
her, she jammed her foot down on the throttle ing the darkness. :
and kept it down. The dash light was not on, Then, with appalling swiftness, the thing
so that Colin could only guess at their speed; he happened. They were rounding a curve, a right-
judged, however, that it must be nearer ninety hand curve. As usual, Hope was.on the wron,

than eighty. . .side. Suddenly, without warning, there loom

Kickapoo Charlie to the

(Continued from page 13)

opened again, I found myself on a bed of soft “Ixacihuatl, the magic remedy! .Perhaps the

skins in what was plainly an Indian tepee. very elixir that enabled the ancient p'rgphets
“A wave of thankfulness washed over me, of [ i

but all ftoo sl;oog it was liollowed' by one of sick

terror, for the first weak groping movements of  edly—that Ixacihuatl will not cure. And only a

my hands told a story of tragic change. My dollar a bottle, my friends. Practically the ci)st

head was as naked as that of a new born of manufacture, Right down the aisles to the

babe’s, the bones were ready to burst through stage, and carry health home with you.”

my tight-stretched skin, and out of my know- :

tcl ) The men and :
ledge of medicine and anatomy, I realized that illed and agonv‘-fn%ﬁn ,ﬁ,fedz?eif, ?,ff&'s;
heart, lungs, liver and kidneys were diseased urging, and while the two others exchanged

to a point where death would be a blessing. bottles for dollars at t z inging Wind
‘“Even as despair possessed me, I looked up to  coaxed gay melodies fl‘o?!ll) lfi;s)egg.t’ljg.mg&?%ast l&e
see the bronzed face of an old squaw, and as if crate was empty, and Kickapoo Charlie; after
reading my thoughts, she smiled encouragingly, assuring the audience that the mext e:rening
-and pointinz to a bowl containing some dark-

would discl i -
colored liquid, gave me to understand by signs enterta.inmeoxfe o supply aid a brand-new

thai: I would be wegsin less th!a.n ﬁ moon;1 And  of the curta.h:.’ gave the signal for the descent
so I was, my friends. I was. air and flesh “What did I tell you, boys?” Gaily jinglin
returned within thirty days, aches and pains a canvas coin sack. snd the bis o EnE
left my body, every organ resumed its normal more rakish angle, he handed Broken Branch a
fulg.cno(;:sl; a.fnd I knew hial{-h l?fudl as I had never gﬁg},ty slap on the back. “She’s goin’ to be a
enjoyed before in my whole life. ig week. ’ i i

“ag thﬁ %ﬁys d‘fent byf’ {ﬁ:axr?\e t;}, some farili- bugrg P thé‘i“;lg’” you can’t see the ribs of this
arity with the dialect of the Tarahumaris, and “Let’s hope s0.” Singi r ;
I learned that the name of the wonder working contented e;:e oi'zr hisS]l?ugmcksgl;i\gsmd“ia:ughgltsc;
potion was Ixacihuatl. By no means, how- :

have a new sui i i
ever, was I able to gain the secret of the formula, ragged T S harlie. These things are so

g 1 8ot to wear regular pants under ’em.”
for it had been handed down from generation “Tf 3 : H
tg generation. al’:d was so closely j<1>ined iy you paid more attention to your banjo
their ancient religion that any disclosure was wouldn’t bother »  Kick: li
looked upon as blasphemy and profanation, obse Yo ickapoo _ Charlie
quick death the penalty, s rved austerely. ~ “Give your whole soul to

yaur music, Davy, and le won’t care what
you got on.”’ Y peop

33 : “S = .
W HAT 1 am about to tell you now, my Praking Of attire,” remarked Broken

. Branch, « ]
friends, may turn you against me, but I ask you Charlie: ywhat about my wardrobe? Honest,

;;Jo believe tcll.l::it I wasfmtgved ll:y no base motive, a Siwash fﬁnﬁffg 'lynave swiped this outfit from
ut proceeded out of those humanitarian prin- “You’ . ”
ciples that I learned at my mother's l?nee. th ou’re a fine one to bellow about clothes,

e f : d . . .
I stole the formula.” For a long moment Kicka- to hi(l;:n hisoixs:st;f)ee?;% humaaity took no pains

poo Charlie stood .with bowed head, and then, on. *Say, when I took

L you out of Haskell, i
by a powerfu! effort, resumed his narrative. ootball suit for unfl]irw)gs)i.ll'l i ere Wearing your
““True,” he cried, “the Tarahumaris had been “All right.” The bfg Indian shrugged

kind to me, but what must be said of their sel- resignedly. “It" i ’
fishness in refusing to let the world share in a longgrl!)efo);e I’l}filsasgtt;ngos}tll?;. dfl'}lc?tt)fw Iglliln‘;li):
})lmsing their lfhadc(l)l\svy an?cestors had been a barrel.”
ortunate enouch to discover “Let’s see.” S i i

“I thought it cruel, my friends, and on that Charlie gave the taﬁggggbu::ll(::k?ﬁs El‘;::l:;gf(:ﬁ
thought I acted. As custodian of the sacred examination. “They are pretty bad,” he ad-
formula, however, I have tried to conduct mitted grudgingly. “Well, if these rubes give
myself in such manner as to justify that mid- down like they ought to I'll send to Chicago
night theft. Millions have been offered me for for a couple of brand-new outfits. Does that
the secret, but knowing full well that such a make you two young collegians feel any better?”
sale would mean exorbitant prices, putting Carrying their -instruments, and chatting
Ixacihuatl out of the reach of the great mass of animatedly on highly professional topics, the
plain people, I refused, and have gone about the three made their way to Wheat Centre’s one
country as you see me now, preferring small and only hotel. A slip of a girl, not more than
profits and a happy heart to fortune and the nineteen at the most, handed them their keys,

sting of my conscience. . and Singing Wind, as he climbed the stairs,
“Here it is, fellow Americans.” At the was frankly guilty of various backward glances.
majestic wave of his hand, two muscular darkies “Say,” he exclaimed, dumping his banjo on

came upon the stage, pushing before them a the bed. “Did you ever see a prettier girl in
huge crate filled to the brim with quart bottles. “all your life? Goshl”

had met another machine on that turn, or if a -

Israel to live a hundred years. There is no ill :
to which the flesh is heir—and I say this advis-

playin’, and quit thinkin’ about girls, clothes .
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up dead ahead that ever-present menace of
southern highways—a farm truck, without lights,
without even a windshield that would have re-
flected theirown. . . . .

Hope held her course as if hypnotized. There
was but one chance for them—a slim chance.
Colin took it. He seized the wheel. With a
screeching of tires, the car swerved, half-tipped,
then righted itself and shot across the road. An
instant later it had come to rest, brought to a
standstill by hub-deep sand. It was a miracu-
lous escape. .

Colin relinquished his grip on the wheel.
Now that it was over, he felt a trifle shaky. But

" more than anything he was desperately angry.

For a moment he sat motionless, struggling for
control. His rage got the better of him. »

“You priceless little fool!” he stormed. You
scatter-brained, selfsatisfied little tin despot!
You—you—" . .

As he groped for epithets, a timid negro voice
sounded at his elbow. - .

“’Scuse me boss,” said this voice, *“is you-all
all right? Is de lady all right? Gawd A’mighty,
boss. We sho’ come mighty close to de pearly
gates dat time. A-men.” :

' (To be continued)

Rescue

“That’s a trifle strong,” commented Broken
Branch, his tone judicial, “but I'll go part way
with you, Wonder what she's been crying
about?”’ ,

“I noticed that myself.” The boy’s ingenuous
face took on a worried look. ¢I’ll bet she’s nli:
trouble of some kind, Bill. What do you thi !
of me going down and finding out if tlhere’s
anything I can do?”’ .

“Take her a bottle of Ixacihuatl,” grinned the

‘Indian,

13 .

Now is that nice?” Kickapoo Charlie
looked up quickly from his ccunt of the eve?d-
ing’s proceeds. “IHonest, Bill, I wish you
cut out those cracks at our product. How ca}nht
work myself up to the proper pitch every ng
if I know you're sittin’ there handin’ me t_hlf
horse laugh? And it isn’t as if we weren’t givin
the rubes a lot of value. Why, not countin
the bottle and the label, there's thirty cents
worth of raw alcohol and capsicum in every
darned quart.” o

“All.right, old man, I’ll quit kidding. A,'}Y"
way, that spiel of yours is worth the money.

“It oughta be. I give that newspaper bum
fifteen bucks for writin’ it. Say, Bill, don’'t you
think it’s a bit high-brow for the sticks. 'I;.!ICI'C s
words in there I don’t understand myself. d

“Not at all.” The Big Indian shook his hea
vigorously. “There’s nothing that pleases the
rural mind more than to have its_erudition
assumed. Wonder what the devil Dave's
doing?” .

Tallapoosa the Singing Wind furnished the
desired information himself, opening the door at
that precise moment. His eyes blazed angrily,
and after him he half-dragged the girl, the marks
of tears still plain on her face.

“Say,” he exploded. ‘I just want you to
listen to what Mary’s up against. Her name's
Mary Ferrall. Of all the rotten tricks you ever
heard of.” 3

“Take a seat, girlie.” _Kickapoo Charlie
pushed forward a chair. *Now quiet down,
Dave, and tell us the trouble.” _—

“See if it don’t make your blood boil,” ex-
claimed the boy, making no secret of his rabid
partisanship. “Mary’s father died about three
months ago and left her this hotel. He owgd
some money on a note, but he told Mary he'd
fix it all up, and everything was jake. And:
almost before the funeral’s over, t}}e banker
comes 'round with a talk that nothing’s ever
been paid on the note, and telling her she’s
either got to raise the cash or hand over the
hotel. The dirty bum!”

“That right, Mary?” .

“Yes, Mister Charlie,” gulped the girl.
“Just before Daddy passed away, he patted my
hand and said he’d settled with the bank. I
know exactly what happened. Daddy was so

(Continued on page 44)
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(Continued from page 44)
laughed and sang as they sat behind the hotel

~ desk or took buggy rides into the country;

Kickapoo Charlie and Bill Broken Branch, like
Jeshuran, waxzed fat on choice victuals and
kicked up their heels, and even Banker Cobb’s
sole-leather face, seen through the window, bor:
a look of joyous expectancy. -

Saturday came in due course, and the Hummer
again disgorged the weather-beaten Westerner
of the high hat and straggly whiskers. This
time, however, he walked straight up Main
Street to the bank where Mr. Cobb met him at
the door, quite obviously fighting a desire to
enfold the stranger in his arms. After a stay
of ten minutes, perhaps, the Old Prospector
came out again, with an air that was almost
jaunty, and clumped briskly down to the hotel.
There he seated himself in a far corner of the
office, lighted a large cigar, and composed him-
self with the air of one awaiting developments.

They were not long in coming. Heralded by
a clatter of feet, Mr. Cobb burst in the door,
panting, agonized and generally deporting him-
self as though robbed of his young. Pushing
through Kickapoo Charlie, Bill Broken Branch
and Dave, all of whom were massed about the
desk, he flung down a folded paper and reached
at Mary with a clawing hand.
. “There’s your fake stock,” he screeched.
“Give me back that note and that five hundred
dollars. Try to swindle me, will you?”’

“Why, Mr. Cobb!”? v

“One moment, please.” Kickapoo Charlie,
thrusting his tall figure in front of the frightened
girl, took charge of the situation. ‘““What seems
to be the trouble?”

“None of your business!” The maddened
banker darted frantically from side to side in a
passionate endeavor to get by the obstruction,

.

“What right have you got butting in anyway?’

““The right of any decent white man to help.a
fatherless girl,” rasped Charlie. ‘Miss Ferrall
has told me all about that sale. You rushed in
here the other day an’ fairly begged to buy the
stock. What’s wrong with it now?”’

“It’s not worth the paper it’s printed on,
that’s what. You give me back my money,
young lady, or you'll find yourself in jail, see if
you don’t.” .

“Come on,” Charlie ordered roughly. “Get
down to brass tacks.”

‘““Maybe I can explain.” It was the Old

- Westerner who spoke, and the whole crowd

turned sharply at the sound of his voice, Mr.
Cobb, particularly, betraying an excitement that
bordered on hysteria. : .

“That’s one of the gang,” he bawled, turning
to the crowd that now filled the office. ‘“‘He’s
one of the girl's confederates. Somebody go
and get the town marshal right away. The
derned sharper! Came into the bank and
claimed he was foreman of a gold mine out
West, and told a cock-and-bull story about
how he’d discovered a rich vein and wanted to
buy up all the stock he could lay his hands on..
Said he’d heard there was a block in or around
Wheat Centre. And when I located it, and
bought it for him with my good money, he
wouldn’t take it.”

“Of course not,” calmly admitted the alleged
foreman. “I asked you to get me Rio Arriba
Gold Mining Company of New Mexico, an’ you
tried to hand me stock of the Rio Arriba Com-
pany of Arizona, an out-an’-out fake that they
closed down five years ago.”

“That’s a lie,” foamed Mr. Cobb. “You
never said nothing about any New Mexico or
Arizona.”

“Shut up.” Kickapoo Charlie, fixing iron
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fingers in the banker’s lapel, shook him into
silence. ‘“An’ may I ask, friend, how much you
offered for the stock you wanted to get.”

“Ten dollars a share. It’s worth it, too.”

“An’ Cobb paid this orphan one dollar a
share. Why, you darned old horned toad!”
Charlie’s wrathful bellow was instantly followed
by exclamations of rage from Dave and Bill
Broken Branch, and the crowd, given this au-
thoritative leadership, also broke out in groans
and murmurs,  ‘“Out with you, an’ go into
court if you dare.”

The indignant head of the Magic Remedy
Company, propelling Mr. Cobb to the door by
the scruff of the neck and the seat of his breeches,
threw him into space and then dusted his hands
with a dramatic flourish. “If there’s anything
I can’t stand,” he announced loudly, “it’s dis-
honesty.”

ONE by one the townspeople dispersed, carry-
ing the news that Banker Cobb had been trying
to swindle Mary Ferrall; Andy Bowen, the Old
Prospector, departed to catch his train after
frank expressions of pleasure at meeting a man
of Kickapoo Charlie’s calibre; and at last Mary
was left alone with the members of the Magic
Remedy Company.

“I never heard anything like it,” she breathed
ecstatically, collapsing into a chair. “To think
of that old mining man coming along just when
he did, and looking for the stock of a company
exactly the same name as mine except for the
State.”

“What a break!” Dave sighed blissfully.
“You can’t beat luck like that.”

“No indeed!” Bill Broken Branch fixed
Kickapoo Charlie with a knowing eye. “You
can’t beat luck like tkat.”

Speed and Temperament

to win when 3'to 1 as when he was 1 to 3. Even
the great Man O’War never equalled his time
for one mile and a quarter—2:00%/s, the time he
made in the Third International Race between
himself, Epinard, the imported French horse,
Mad Play, Altawood, ans several other speed
marvels. .

Sarazen gloried in doing the thing his jockey
or his trainer didn’t want him to do. The
gelded son of High Time-Rushbox almost
wrecked the health of Max Hirsch, who trained
him for Mrs. Vanderbilt. Hirsch tried—and
often succeeded in—outwitting Sulky Sarah. He'd
make the gelding think he didn’t want him to do
the thing he wanted him to do. That was the
way Hirsch found to handle the speed marvel.
But in spite of the contrary streak in Sarazen’s
nature he went out and won more than $200,000
for his owner, more than paying back the
$35,000 she paid Colonel Phil T. Chin for him at
Saratoga. ’

OFTEN trainers and jockeys become past mast-
ers at the art of outguessing these temperamental
thoroughbreds, just as Gatti-Casazza of the
Metropolitan Opera learns how to soothe the
temperamental prima donnas in his care when
they go off on an emotional spree.

Much has been written about the late Sam
Hildreth’s horsemanship, but it is doubtful if
“Uncle Sam” ever proved his greatness more
convincingly than in the way he handled Mad
Hatter when that magnificent son of Fair Play
and Madcap was making history on the Ameri-
can turf.

Mad Hatter was one of those horses that try
men’s souls. He had a contrary streak in him
as wide as Broadway. He could give Farrar,
Garden,and Galli-Curci lessons in how to display
temperament. Yet he was one of the most re-
markable thoroughbreds that ever broke a
punter’s heart.

In his heydey, the Rancocas star was capable
of taking the measure of the best horses in train-
ing—if he chose to run. Back in 1924 when
The Hatter was eight years old, and followers of
the sport of kings were saying, perhaps hope-
fully, that he was through, Mad Hatter demon-
strated his greatness by shouldering 125 pounds
and galloping to victory in the Suburban Handi-
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cap at Belmont Park. Furthermore, he stepped
that mile and a quarter in the good time of
2:03°f/s. That same year he annexed the Queens
County Handlcag, carrying 127 pounds, and
beating such good racers as Rialto and Dunlin,
both four-year-olds. Earl Sande rode The Hatter
in both of these races.

Hildredth once said, “I don’t know which
deserves the most credit—Sande or Mad
Hatter!” B
. Other trainers, who knew rider and horse, were
inclined to give Sande the major portion of the
credit. But it is certain that Sande, great rider
that he was, couldn’t have ridden a winning race
on The Hatter in the Suburban of 1924 if
Hildredth hadn’t found out a lot'about the son of
Fair Play when Mad Hatter wasa four-, five- and
six-year-old. It was while training him in those
days that Hildreth learned the horse’s peculiari-
ties. He discovered that the best way to make
The Hatter run fast was to have his rider pre-
tend he wanted him to ease up, and vice versa.
He told Sande to let the horse believe he was out.
witting him, and in this way, he would get the
best the old fellow had to offer. .

Although Mad Hatter failed his backers in
many races in which he was the logical favorite,
he also made a remarkable record. His two- and
three-year-old records are nothing to .hoast
about, but as a four-year-old he won the York-
town Handicap over the mile and a quarter
route at Em}})‘u'e City, toting 126 pounds, and in
the-fall of the year beat Sir Barton and Billy
Kelly, two great horses, in the Serial Weight-for-
Age race over the mile route. Asa five-year-old
he stepped up still another notch by annexing
such important events as the Kings County
Handicap, the Metropolitan, the Jockey Club
Gold Cup (a two-mile event), and the October
Handicap at Jamaica. He continued his winning
ways in his sixth year, repeating his victories
in the above first-mentioned three events, besides
accounting for the Pierrepont Handicap, and the
Champlain at Saratoga.

In his racing career this temperamental speed
marvel started in 98 races, winning, 32, finishing
second 22 times, third 15 times, and being un-
placed 39 times. His winnings totalled $194,525,
2 nice sum for a horse that was considered a
bad actor and a bad gamble.

Old-timers in the racing game will recall

Eurus, by the imported Mortimer, which ran
in the colors of the late A. J. Cassett, whose
statue stands atop the Pennsylvania Station
in New York City. Back in the ’eighties Eurus
was a name to be conjured with on any man’s
track. Like his illustrious successors, Mad Hat-
ter and Sarazen, he had all the good qualities
that make for champions, and one or two of the
bad traits that make of horse racing the uncer-
tain game that it is.

Eurus was accused of being a sulker, but he
wasn’t. True, he often flattered his backers by
getting off in front and just galloping ahead of
his competitors for a half, three-quarters, or a
mile, only to stop suddenly and loaf to the wire.
The next day the sport writers would say that
Eurus, the favorite, sulked and finished "way
back. There were times, however—many of
them~—when the son of Mortimer lived up to
and even beyond the expectations of his owner
and those who believed in his ability. One of
these was the day in 1887 when he won the
Suburban Handicap at Belmont Park. That
day he felt like running, and he showed the way
to the wire to such good horses a5 Oriflamme, 2
three-year-old, and Wickham, a five-year-old
that was highly regarded by his ownerand
trainer. -

In spite of his great speed Eurus failed his
backers often and at the most unexpected times.
Oddly enough, he séemed to fail on those days
when huge dmounts of money were bet on him,
and it has been said that no horse that ran in the
‘eighties ever burnt up the money that hedid
in 1886-87.- Even with the Suburban victory
to his credit he was reviled by sporting editors
and the general public, called a quitter, a sulker
and a rogue. Never was a good race-horse so
unjustly libeled. Only his owner believed in
him. Cassett believed in him even when he lost
races which he should have won with ease. .

The greatness of Eurus was not fully appreci-
ated until the day he died. It was then that
Cassett decided to find out if there wasn’t some-
thing organically rather than mentally wrong
with Mortimer’s son. An autopsy revealed
that Eurus had a tumor as large as a football!
The veterinarian who examined the horse said
that the tumor had been developing for years,
and that it undoubtedly caused the animal great

(Continued on page 48)
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with him that was a good time not to bet on him.
He appeared to like big fields where there was
a jostling and kicking and yelling at the post.
In these races he was likely to get off well and
come mighty close to equalling the track record.

Tom Walsh, his trainer, once said, ‘‘Naturalist
thinks too much. If he’d stop thinking he could
beat any man’s horse in this country at any dis-
tance from six furlongs to 2 mile and an eighth.
But his thinking makes it bad for us.”

Naturalist’s most famous stunt was pulled at
Jamaica back in 1919. He and a horse named
Hannibal were the only starters in a handicap
at a mile and a furlong. Naturalist was the
favorite, a ton of money having been bet on him
to beat the poorly regarded Hannibal. The pair
broke together and Naturalist took it easy to
keep apace of his opponent. The fact that he
got away from the barrier was enough for his
backers. They figured that was the only gamble.
As the pair went into the back stretch it seemed
just a question of how far off Hannibal would
be beaten.

The Saturday crowd was shocked to see
Naturalist, half-way up the back stretch, pin his
ears back, dig his fore feet into the soil and come
to a stop so suddenly that he almost unseated
his jockey. In vain did the boy flail him with
his whip and kick spurs into his sides.

Finally, a stableman came along on a pony
and caught Naturalist’s bridle. He pulled and
yanked but the horse refused to budge until his
head was turned around. Then he trotted
quietly back toward the paddock. i

In the meantime Hannibal galloped.along
alone. He had reached the stretch and was
straightened out for home when he began
bleeding from the nose and mouth. He too
came to a halt about a furlong from home. The
jockey remained on his back, however, and
walked him across the finish line, completing the
race.

Naturalist gave his followers another terrific
wallop in the Arverne Handicap at Aqueduct
the same year. Again he was the favorite to
win from Borrow and High Cost. He was an
odds-on choice, and evidently didn’t like that,
for he broke slowly, sulked all the way up the
back stretch, and when Jockey Knapp, still
confident of winning, started to give him a hard
ride home, the strong-headed horse thought of
something else. He decided it would be a good
stunt to run to the outside of the track when
he reached the head of the stretch. He did just
that and ““finished nowhere.”

DESPITE his bad manners Naturalist won 29
of the 79 races in which he started, beating such
stars as Billy Kelly, Lucullite, Roamer, and
Exterminator.

Whenever old-timers get together to talk
about the glories of the American turf, and the
subject of eccentric horses comes up, somebody
is sure to ask, “Do you remember old Cardinal
Sarto?”

Cardinal Sarto was a brown gelding by Reggy
from Tyrona, and a faster plater would be hard
to find on the “leaky roof” circuit. He was
owned by L. C. Williams, who raced him on the
Western tracks about 1go8-o9. He, like Care
Free and Naturalist, was a bad post actor, but
he had a world of speed when he got started.
Williams said the Cardinal was opposed to
gambling, therefore often tried to teach his
backers a lesson by refusing to run just when
they had bet on him.

It was getting along toward the end of a fall
meeting out in Montana, back in rgog, and the
Williams stable was in need of get-away money.
The Cardinal had disappointed them three or
four times at that meeting, but they knew he
could win a race he was entered in on September
oth, if he would only break from the barrier.
Furthermore, they knew he would pay a long
price, as the bookmakers had about come to the
conclusion they had rothing to fear from Car-
dinal Sarto.

The Cardinal’s trainer sat up nights trying to
figure out a way to make his charge run. Then
the day before the September gth race he had an
inspiration. Filling an old shotgun with rock
salt he took Cardinal Sarto to the schooling post,
where bad-acting horses are schooled in breaking
from the barrier=and held a conference with
his friend, the assistant starter who was school-
ing a half dozen bad actors. Then he told the

boy who was riding the Cardinal to put on a
heavy leather jerkin over his sweater and take
the horse to the barrier. The boy did, and the
trainer took a position about fifteen feet behind
the horse, cocked his old shotgun and waited
for the signal which he had arranged with the
assistant starter. An instant after giving this
signal the starter sprang the barrier and yelled,
“Come on!” As the command was given the

trainer took careful aim and fired the charge of
rock salt. It hit the contrary old fellow squarely
in the spot where it would encourage him most.

In accordance with the
directions of the Grand
Lodge, at Miami, Fla., in
1928, the illustrated vol-
ume descriptive of the Elks
National Memorial Head-
_quarters Building has been
published and copies are
now available to members
at the office of the Grand
Secretary, Elks National
Memorial Building, 2750
Lake View Avenue, Chi- .
cago, Ill. The price per
copy is two dollars and
mail orders will be filled
post-paid.

This handsome volume,
a splendid example of the
art of printing, contains
74 pages of text and illus-
trations, including a de-
scription of the Memorial
Building and its art fea-
tures, a brief history of the
Order and of its patriotic
services during the World
War; reproductions in
full color of the mural
paintings by Edwin H.
Blashfield and Eugene
Savage, and more than
thirty lovely duotone
prints, showing exterior
and interior views of the
building and details of its

decorative embellishments.
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With something that sounded like a snort of
anger, Cardinal Sarto gave a lunge that almost
unseated the boy, overtaking the other horses
before they had gone a hundred yards.

The following afternoon just before the race
upon which so much depended for the Williams
stable, the trainer got down the old shotgun
again and sitting where Cardinal Sarto could
see him proceeded to fill it with rock salt.
When The Cardinal went to the barrier .the
trainer, carrying the shotgun, took a position
near the fence just behind his horse. Old Sarto
looked around at him twice, cringed a bit, then
put his mind on the business at hand. When

.the barrier went up old Cardinal Sarto was the

first to get away. He was out in front before
they had gone a dozen lengths, and he stayed
there until he had crossed the finish line. He
paid ten to one, and the Williams Stable left
Montana well heeled, financially, and with a
horse that later gained considerable fame on the
outlaw tracks for his speedy getaways.

We all know that some of our most famous
stars of the opera as well as the screen and so-
called legitimate theater have had a weakness
for looking upon the wine especially when it sent
little bubbles upward. There are prima donnas
of the turf who are equally fond of the giggly
water, and not a few who have a decided weak-
ness for good old lager beer. Whether their
numbers have increased or decreased since the
dawn of Volsteadism, it is impossible to say.
But in the “good old days” the equine world
boasted of some good, four-hoofed drinkers. ~

There was, for instance, Prince Brutus, a
chestnut gelding, owned and raced by Bill Caine,
out California way, back in the days when Emery-
ville was enjoying its greatest popularity. The

g to be coddled.
If nobody made a fuss over him before he went

- to the post, he was likely to run a dull race or

refuse to run at all. One day the stableboys
figured he had a good chance to win a heat and
were going to bet all on him. Therefore, in order
to get him in a good mood, they gathered in his
stall and made a fuss over him. To make the
occasion more festive, somebody went to a saloon
Just outside the track and got a big can of beer—
real beer. They were just about to drink the
Prince’s health when Caine summoned them.
Forgetting the beer, they left it in the stall.

"hile they were gone, the Prince stuck his muz-
zle into the can, and, tasting the suds, decided
it was good. He was just licking his chops when
the boys returned.

_The Prince went out that afternoon and won
his race in a canter. The moment he got back
to the stable, however, he made straight for the
can that had been used for the beer and showed
keen disappointment when he found it empty.
To em(f)ha_swe this disappointment he kicked,
bit,and raised a general rumpus. Puzzled, his
trainer asked the boys if they knew what ailed
the temperamental fellow. One of them told
of the beer incident.

“Ah-h-h!” exclaimed the trainer who knew
a lot about horses. ‘“Here, boy; go get this filled
}Vlth good. beer!” When the beer was brought
in The Prince guzzled it with great satisfaction,
and immediately became as gentle as a child.
Thereafter, whenever he won a race he was given
a can of the amber fluid. One day something
happened to the corner saloon and no beer was
avatable. The Prince raised cain. He kicked
and bit until in desperation the trainer sent
out and got some near-beer. This Prince Brutus
scornfully—if a horse can be scornful—refused.
And he didn’t quiet down until, at great pains,
the trainer got some real beer for him.

The history of the turf is dotted with stories
of temperamental horses. They have caused
many a trainer no end of sleepless nights, and they
have cost the punting public millions of dollars
In wagers. What makes ’em that way? The
wisest horsemen say too much work is the prin-
cipal cause. Some dislike training, and when
forced to exercise become irritable. In that
respect they are not much different from prize-
fighters. Others become temperamental from
tender mouths, whippings, bad handling by
ignorant stable hands, or too much racing.

If the right man gets hold of them before
they become too set in their ways many of them
are cured of their eccentricities.” The best medi-
cine is kind treatment, gentleness,and under-
standing. A prima donna of the turf is just as
s;zsceptlble to coddling as a prima donna of the
stage.


















56

Would you prefer. . ... $25
Weekly or SYMPATHY?
In case of accidental death
would you give your family
....$10,000 Cash or....
SYMPATHY?

Sympathy will not pay b'ills!

A $10 BILL

will protect you for a whole year’
under our limited

ACCIDENT
SICKNESS

POLICY
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
Anyone 16 to 70 Years Accepted

Oldest and Largest Exclusive Health &
Accident Company in America.

—

$10,080 Principal Sum
$10,000 Loss of Hands, Feet or Eyesight
Weelly Benefit for Stated
Accidents or Sicknesses
DOCTOR’S BILLS, Hospital Benefit and
other attractive features to help you in
time of need, all as shown in policy

GET CASH—Not Sympathy!

in case of automobile, travel,
pedestrian and many other com-
mon accidents. Can you afford
to have your salary stop, pay

doctor and household expenses, ‘

in case of illness such as lobar
pneumonia, appendicitis opera-
tions, etc., or any of the many
common sicknesses covered in
this strong policy? Protect your-
self! Get Cash instead of Sym-
pathy!

Don’t wait for misfortune
to overtake you.

=="MAIL THE COUPON NOW===

: North American Accident Insurance Co. [cxZas0) i
| 143 Wallach Bldg., Newark, New Jersey.

1 Gentlemen:
At no cost to me, send-copy of your booklet
FREE:
“CASH OR SYMPATHY"”’

AGENTS WANTED for Local Torritory

(Continued from page 55)
two fields, perhaps held up briefly because of bad
weather.

More and more, the pilot has come to be de-
pendent on expert ground men. Through their
swift calculations and gathering of data, he is
kept informed of weather ahead, the “ceiling”
above the airport where he wishes to land,
whether there is any tendency to mist, rain, or
snow, the direction and force of the wind, the
temperature, barometer reading, and anything
else that he needs or desires. It is a long step
from the day when Fobert Fatt used his powerful
lungs to be{low down through a fog to an air-
port hidden beneath his plane:

‘“Hey, what’s the ceiling down there?”

The airport men heard him, but none of them
had strong enough lungs to answer. Finally
one of them found a megaphone and shouted
the information up into the mists so that Fatt
could chance a landing.

With the perfection of the field localizer radio
beacon, a short-range device to guide pilots
straight down through fog to airports, the
services furnished by ground forces will again be
expanded. This has been proved possible by
Major James Doolittle, now of the Army Air
Corps Reserve, but formerly the Army’s star
acrobatic pilot.

Flying with his cockpit completely hooded,
Doolittle made an entirely blind landing with a
standard type two-seater, using a localizer beam
to guide him, and other instruments to show him
when his plane deviated from the correct balance
or speed. This required special skill, but with
the improvements of instruments and radio
localizers it will be less difficult in the future.

TO ASSIST pilots further, whether they are ex-
perts or beginners, the Department of Com-
merce has published small bulletin-type charts
of every recognized town, the size and shape of
the field, direction of runways and their size,
the prevailing wind, the number of hangars and
shops and the services rendered. Other details
are mentioned when of special importance,
such as the altitude of the field, which is
something to be carefully remembered in high
altitudes. .

An airplane which lands at forty-five miles an
hour at sea-level must be landed much faster at
5,000 feet above sea level, or the thin air at the
higher altitude will not support the wings.
This was brought forcibly to the attention of
two pilots who flew to Cheyenne, Wyo., some
years ago. These pilots had been accustomed to
operating at sea level. When they arrived at
Cheyenne, which is more than a mile above sea
level, they glided to land at the usual speed.
They lost their flying speed, the plane settled
swiftly—and they were carried out of the
wreckage. . . . .

Study of the airport bulletin before landing will
prevent such an accident, if the pilot is new toa
field. He may also find other information from
the Department of Commerce, such as airway
maps showing beacon lights, fields, radio beacon
courses, landmarks, compass courses between
cities, and other data. A semi-monthly bulletin
lists new airports and gives changes—so that in
the unlikely event that a modern airport or
even a small field were turned into a pasture the
pilot would know it in short order. .

Across the network of American airways flies
a growing fleet of planes, both private and com-
mercial. Huge passenger air-liners which carry
thousands of passengers monthly, on both short
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" and long flights. Transcontinental ships of the

air, spanning the nation in little more than a
day, in speed and comfort and safety. Student
pilots trying their wings, guarded by experts
until they are ready to soar alone.. Air ferries
shuttling back and forth. Aerial ambulances on
emergency calls. A cargo plane loaded with
perishable fruit; another with fresh fish packed
in ice. Valuable mail and express, weird loads
of every kind of commodity except those of
large bulk and small value.

The air transport system has come to have its
recognized place. Without it American business
would now seem to crawl at a snail’s pace. The
air mail has long ago become routine. Business
men count on it, realize it has speeded up affairs.
And now there has come a sudden increase in air
travel, partly because of increased safety,
guarded airways, and Governmental care—but
mainly because of lowered rates.

More and more, Americans will fly. Tri-motor
passenger planes are common sights along the
Atlantic seaboard. Three hundred passengers
and more are carricd daily between New York,
Philadelphia, and Washington. Along the
Pacific coast the numbers are even greater.
Across the continent more and more transports,
are operating,

With it all, the airport continues to expand,
to become a scientifically operated  air. station
that will equal and perhaps surpass the railroad -
station of the average city within.ten. or fifteen
years. At the present rate of traffic.growth,
large planes will run on the half-hour, all day,
and at less frequent intervals through the night,
between all large cities—and that will be within_
the next three years, according to Government
and private authorities.

_The terminals of the future will be enormous,
W:If.h two, three, or more divisions of the main
airport; a sub-field for cargo planes, a division for,
schedule passenger ships, and one for private
owners, flyers for sport. In some cases there will
be storage fields a few miles from the embarka-.
tion point, like train yards and round-houses for
locomotives and Pullmans in the case of rail-
roads. .

The large mass of travelers by air will attract
storekeepers, drug stores, souvenir shops, news
stands, cafés, barber shops, beauty salons for
women, and the others now to be found within
the walls of the huge railway stations of New
York and other metropolises. The traveling
public will expect to find every accessory and
convenience at the airport which has been avail-
able at the railroad terminal—and they will be
found there.

Passenger air-liners will be dispatched with
the precision of trains. Even now planes are
being built with berths for night flying. In a
few years the air traveler will be able to board
his plane at an early hour, go to bed, and be
asleep before the plane takes the air. He will
awake in the morning to partake of a good break-
fast, _ﬁndm;?7 himself a thousand miles from his
starting point—for modern transports will fly
at 150 miles an hour or more. Even 140 is not
unusual to-day.

Other planes will pass his ship as he sits at
breakfast, glancing out of the window. Mail
planes, racing at 200 an hour; slower cargo ships;
passenger planes like his own; private sportsters.
All following the great airways, their routes de -
termined, marked out for them; their location
known by an invisible but watching ground
force; safe havens below, and enormous terminal
ports, seething with activity, awaiting at the end
of their flight.

The Social Side of the Convention

(Continued from page 3r1)

in the other events were: for the best ap-
pearing band, the Band of Los Angeles, Calif.,
Lodge, first place; the Band of Spokane, Wash.,
Ladge, second place; for the largest delegation
coming from outside the State of Washington,
the delegation of Los Angeles, Calif., Lodge;
for the best-appearing uniformed body, Roches-
ter, Minn., Lodge, first place; Dillon, Mont.,
Lodge, second place; for the largest delegation
in proportion to the size of the Lodge, Ellens-

&

burg, Wash., first place; Everett, Wash., second
p]?.ce; for the most original costume, Wenatchee,
Wash., Lodge, whose members were dressed as
apples, first place; Billings, Mont., Lodge,
second place. Special mention was given the
Alaskan Lodges, whose marchers were dressed
as totem poles, The judges who made these
awards were Joshua Green, Berman Schoenfeld,
J. W. Spangler, Frank W, Hull, Col. Wilmer B.
Brinton and P. E. Sands.
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