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also, his hitherto uncontested right to the hearth
rug. Nancy began shooing him goodnaturedly
away from there, now, so she could put baby’s
pen before the fire. She did it gently enough but
still she was driving him out, and none gave the
dog enough attention to observe the slow but
steady kindling of orange flares in his brown
eyes.

Steve came in on this particular night to find
his wife disturbed.

“What’s up, Nancy?”

“T had a scare, Steve.”

Her mouth twitched.

“Seare? "—slowly. “What frightened you?”

“Jt was Ginkgo. He growled at baby!”

Pause. ‘‘The dickens you say!”

He looked over her shoulder at the pointer
lying on the hearth. His back was toward them
but the head was half turned as if he listened.
~ “I was putting up little Steve’s pen and
Ginkgo wouldn’t move at all. Just scrooched
down lower when I asked him to. So I left him
alone and set it up on the edge of the rug and
put baby down and he gave him a look that
was. . . . Why, it was terrible. . . . Oh, Steve,
it scared me so!”—in a whisper.

The maid was coming down-stairs with the
baby just then. At sight of his father he threw
out his arms and yelped, and Steve, solemn of
face, took his son and held him close. Walking
to the hearth he looked down at his dog.

“What the devil’s this mean, old timer?” he
asked severely.
 The head came up; dog gaze locked with man
gaze. Such a look had never passed between
them before. For a long moment it held and
then hair, indeed, rose along the spine; 2 ragged,
brown lip drew back from white teeth and from
the throat came a low growl. )

“Stop it!” So sharp were the man’s words
that the baby jumped. ‘‘There, there, son. . . .
It's all right. . . . Ginkgo, you rascal! Why,
Nancy, he's jealous! That’s all it is.”

“Ah? »

“Well , ..
with a frightened mother.
outside, now!”

And outside went the dog, down into the fur-
nace room for the night. A lengthy telephone
conversation ensued and early the next day
Steve and his pointer were in the car, driving
around the hill to the next farm where a chain
was snapped to the collar and plans for a kennel
and fenced run laid out and thus, into exile,
passed Ginkgo. )

“Of course, we can’t let him go completely,”
Stone told his wife. “We can’t have him around
the baby, that’s evident. At first I didn’t take
it so seriously, but it wouldn’t do to have a child
frightened. I want my boy to like dogs. Still,
I've a responsibility to the dog; to give him a
good home in return for the good times he’s
given me. Maybe when Stevie gets a little
bigger he’ll come around and be all right. The
crochety old rascal!”

Ted Dipley and the rest heard the story soon
enough, and for once their disparagement of the
pointer was downright serious.

“Tt’s the wise thing to do, all right,” Dipley
said. ‘““All fooling aside, that dog’s got the devil
in him. He’s a darned good field performer if
you like a machine, but to have him around
children!” He shrugged. . R

“You've got me down, now, so I'll have to
pass up this ‘machine’ thing,” said Steve. “I
don’t think he’d actually hurt the baby but . . .
a man doesn’t take even the outside chance with
his kids. I still believe he’ll come around; I still
think that, in the pinches, he’d take his place
with the best of dogs.”

But this faith in his pointer remained only a
faith. Little Steve grew larger but Ginkgo did
not change, as Stone had hoped. He took his
banishment stoically, settled down to long
periods of confinement. During hunting seasons
he worked hard but no more was he trusted to go
wearily to the hearth rug after a tough day
afield; into the kennel on Dobson’s farm, in-
stead, and without a whimper. Perhaps it was
Steve’s imagination which made him think that
at times he saw a glint of defiance in the dog's
eye. Anyhow, Ginkgo took his banishment with
that same callousness which marked all his re-
actions to life. : .

A boy must have a dog, yes, and a merry wire-
hair came into the house and suffered maulings
joyfully and did his best to be the center of little
Steve’s interest. But the lad was a worshiper of

He knew better than to argue
‘““Here, you . ..

his father; as soon as he could even vaguely un-
derstand he was all eyes and ears and questions
about this engrossing thing called up-land shoot-
ing, and his dad would explain gravely and'in de-
tail how Ginkgo smelled the birds and got all
stiff to point with his nose to their hiding place;
and how dad would walk in and b-r-r-r, up would
go the bird, making thunder with its wings, and
bang! would go the gun and down would come
the partridge, bouncing into bracken to be
brought home and cooked for a big boy to eat.
... And then he had to tell it all over again and
explain further about Ginkgo and the boy begged
to bring the pointer home to live. . . .

The primest thing that could happen to the
child was to be taken up the hill, through the
woods, across Dobson’s pasture to see the old
dog. Sunday morning was the established time
for these excursions, and on each visit Steve
would watch Ginkgo for some indication to
justify the hope that his animosity would wear
off. None came; he hated to abandon thinking
that his pointer was all that he had sostoutly
believed him to be. He wouldn’t give up yet,
he promised himself, but realized that this was
nothing more than stubbornness. . . .

More months; more strength in the growing
legs, more of the venturesome in little Steve’s
spirit, and Dobson found him standing alone
outside the dog yard, pointer lying in the kennel
glowering and growling. ’ '

“Ginkgo gowls!” the boy shrilled. ‘See?
Ginkgo g’owls!”

“You bet I seel” the man observed grimly.
“Come on, sonny, we better ’phone your paw
where you're at.”” And, rather hastily, he led
the boy out of the dog’s sight.

So over and over it was necessary to explain
to little Steve that he never must be near Ginkgo
without his father. When the three were together
it was all right, but sometimes old dogs didn’t
understand small boys. .. .~ °

The three were together often enough that
summer. Up along the fringe of hardwood to
Dobson’s, father and son would go; they’d open
the gate and call to Ginkgo and he would join
them. Down across the pasture to the woods
again, through the ribbon of swamp, dog ranging
out ahead, discovering this and that, looking
back as if he expected to find Steve watching his
every move. But, alas, for such expectations, if
they existed, the man had other things on which
to rivet his interest now. In the hardwood they
watched squirrels and song birds; in the swamp
stretch they saw rabbits and flushed an occa-
sional woodcock; and in the hay marsh-—ah,
that hay marsh!—were the nests of red-winged
blackbirds and the abode of bittern, rail and
black duck; muskrat houses were to be explored
and shells picked up and turtles captured. What
3 pélace for 2 boy to be with an understanding

ad! .

HE HAD large brown eyes, this little Steve,
with extraordinarily heavy lashes, and full lips
with odd ways of pursing and wreathing; and a
soft, tender throat. He would wade through
waist deep marsh grass behind his father, grow-
ing hot and red, sweat beading his lip but push-
ing on, heedless of fatigue.

What was this?s he’d be asked. Marsh

‘wren’s nest! he would declare, all smiles because

he knew. And this? Pine trees! Yes, but which
pine? . . . Then, perhaps a long look and a long
wait, with lips compressed as behind his back he
checked on his fingers the number of needles and
a nose-crinkling laugh if his answer were wrong.
. . . Or a wild guess as to something else and a
grin in which mischief tried to cover chagrin.
He had persistence and interest and enthusiasm
and now and again when he bent over a nest or
squinted against the sun to watch a bird flight
or gave a soft and long Oh-h-h of wonder his
father would lift and hold him close, silently,
looking far off. .

To the boy Ginkgo paid not the slightest at-
tention except, at widely spaced intervals, to
give him a passing glance which left in his eyes
that suggestion of an orarige flare. Then Steve

‘would feel a dullish pang of disappointment and

be uncomfortable when he remembered how con-
fident of the pointer’s dependability he had been
in an earlier day. . .

Little chance, now, that his dog would ever
justify his stubborn faith. His lower lids com-
menced to sag and a small wart appeared on one.
His coat lost some of its luster; teeth were wear-
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ing down and white hairs commcnced to appear’
in what had once been solid liver markings on
either side of his face. Old dogs and new tricks,
Steve would think. Still, he had been so sure
and he had thought he understood dogs. . . .

So little Steve was seven and the son of a bird
hunter and he had a gun. It was a double-
barreled twenty-gauge, out of the gun cabinet
in the back room; his very-very own, never to be
‘pointed at any one, to be kept clean and not
dropped or left out of its place after he was
through playing with it. When he had learned
by years and years of proper handling to respect
the weapon sufficiently he might have shells to
go in it. In the meantime . . .

“JIt doesn’t fit you yet, son, but here’s the
way. . . . So . . . Butt plate hard against the
shoulder, left hand on the fore piece just there,
with a little crook to the elbow to give your arm
strength; cheek tight against the stock. . . .
Tight! Eyes open, now; both eyes Stevie. .
There’s Jim Crow; pull on him now. ...
Swing. . . . Swing/  That’s right. . . . And
just as the muzzle opens daylight ahead of him
squeeze! That's the son!”

So the lad had long summer days ‘“hunting”
in the woods behind the house and admiring his
gun and waiting for October when, his dad had
promised, they’d have some hours together with
Ginkgo and he would see, at last, how this great-
est of outdoor sports went .

AL_L excitement, then, was little Steve and
wishing the weeks away. But when October
broke a stubborn case was holding Steve in a
court room and he could not go. Aspens and
birch went butter colored and maples flared
crimson and sumach maroon and oaks mauve.
It was dry, uncommonly warm by day for the
season, and now and then the haze of distant
forest fires drifted across the sun. The case re-
fused to give Steve respite and he ran out of re-
sources for placating his son. S

“And Ginkgo wants to go too, Dobson says,”
he told Nancy. ‘Every morning he’s standing
by the fence, nose up, smelling and sniffing. The
other day Dobson ran out with his gun to try for
a hawk and the old pooch actually whined!
That’s the first time his shell has cracked. Age,
likely.”

Then he promised the boy again that at the
very first chance . . .

But promises are no good at seven, and desires
are stronger than reason. So on this dry, wind-
lashed Saturday forenoon little Steve broke
bounds, unconsciously at first. Up across the
garden he went, gun on his shoulder, into the
fringe of pine and oak, on over the old rail fence,
not even remembering for the moment that he
was to go no further. It was just a little way to
the edge of Dobson’s pasture and when he
reached the opening he stopped, knowing that
he should certainly turn back. . .. But he
wanted to go on. Up there, where the wind
came from, were familiar places he had tramped
with his father; they called with strong voices.
He hesitated, half turned back; went on.

He stuck to the edge of the timber, pulled on
a woodpecker, ignored a bounding cotton-tail as
the son of a purist bird-hunter should. . . . Far
off a train whistled.

He looked toward Dobson’s buildings. He
had no impulse to go there; he still remembered
that Ginkgo growled at small boys. At that dis-
fance, of course, he could not see the dog stand-
ing rigid, ears at half cock, eyes fixed in wat¢h-

ing. . . .

He got through a barbed wire fence, tearing
his overalls and wondered what mother would
say. He swung to the left and followed a long
stringer of cedars where pin cherry grew with
the evergreens and went most slowly because his

father had said it was a surpassing bird pocket.

The gun was not so light as it had been and he
said Whew! to himself and wiped his face on his
sleeve. He crossed the creek on a mossy log and
drank from thé stream as his dad had taught
him to. The barrel of the gun showed drops of
water and he wiped it dry with his handkerchief,
saying Whew! again. :

‘And there, just beyond the swell, was the hay
marsh. It stretched away to the spruces along
the railroad track, tawny and rippling and
tossing under the high wind. He had not seen
a partridge in all this way and he knew there
would be none out there. But he might find the

(Continued on page 42
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‘Home.. There, at three o'clock, he delivered the
He was introduced by-

dedicatory address.
Exalted ‘Ruler A. A. Franzke. Early in the
evening Mr. Coen was guest of honor at a
banquet, at the beginning of which Mayor
Stewart McConochie greeted him in behaif of
the city. Judge Iidgar J. Baker presided as
toastmaster. Those who spoke, in addition to
the Grand Exalted Ruler, were District Deputy
Huppert and Exalted Ruler TFranzke. The

singing of songs of Colorado,-Mr. Coen’s State,

.and of Montana.enhanced, the pleasure of -the

occasion. At the subsequent Lodge meeting
Past Exalted Ruler George J. Weideman

presided. Besides the members of Lewistown
Lodge, there were present at the session delega-
tions from Great Falls, Livingston, Billings and
Miles City Lodges. Mr. Coen was later driven
to Moccasin, where he entrained for his home
in Sterling. .

Pull Out a Christmas Plum

(Continued from page 27)

most of that long period, but participator—he not
only watched a fire, so to speak, but hurled him-
self into it and practically burned up along the
edges. It all made splashing copy in the papers
and the magazines for which he wrote.

As always, in a book of such intense personal
reminiscences, the early chapters dealing with
his own childhood have a particular charm. A
man always loves, with a sort of tender jealousy,
the funny little chap that he was. No matter
how he may scoff at the idea, he is almost always
old Narcissus searching with kind eyes the pool
of his vanished years.

In these chapters of Steffens’ early days in
Sacramento the story of how he got his first
pony is little short of a masterpiece. Or am
I just heing sentimental> Well, anyway, you
will find very thrilling such pages as those de-
voted to the signing of the peace treaty at
Versailles, the McNamara dynamiters’ case, and
other things of as sensational interest and his-
toric value.

American Beauty

By Edna Ferber. (Doubleday, Doran & Co.
New York.)

ACKING something of the bravura quality

that lurks in both Skow Boat and Cimarron,
Miss Ferber’s latest novel, American Beauty,
depends on a far deeper, richer premise than
is contained in either of these popular examples
or her great talent. .
 American Beauly is, to crib from the hook’s
jacket, the cycle of a certain phase of American
life, New England life, which begins in the time
of the Indian Wars and ends to-day. The story
is, to concentrate the plot, the story of one
particular piece of Connecticut land, its decline
from its aristocratic first owner, down through
succeeding generations of rather run-out Yankees.
Land-poor—these later Oakes. Then come the
Polish immigrants, eagerly bringing their love
of the soil to a new country. One of them works
in the Oakes’s tobacco field—marries the last of
the family—begets a son who adds to the Oakes’s
blue blood a peasant’s passion for his own land.
At the moment when this boy, grown to man-
hood, is threatened with the loss of his inherit-
ance, another son of Connecticut, old True
Baldwin, returns home after a life spent else-
where. The circles meet—and join.

The construction of Miss Ferber's novel is
superb. All the usual ripe humanity found in
her writing is again present. To our way of
thinking, Awmerican Beauty places Miss Ferber
in a far more important literary light than any
other of her long list of books. And if, looking
the present troubled world in the eye, she
thought she should send out a cry of “Back to
the land!”’ she could not have found a finer, more
cl_:’on;incing instrument than her splendid new

ook.

_ Big-Enough
By Will James. (Scribner’s, New York.)

WILL JAMES possesses an irresistible

formula. He takes a boy and a pony,
puts them in the always glamorous (at least to
Eastern readers) cow country, makes them love
each other through thick and thin, and then
tells the story to go ahead and write itself.

Here we have Billy, son of Lem the rancher,
who was held on a horse by his father before he
was a year old; and Big-Enough, the colt that was
born the same night as Billy. Ambition surges
in the breast of Lem, whose son must have
something better than the hard-riding life he
himself has led. Book learning! But schooling
doesn’t “take holt” on Billy, who, fed up with
education at an early, almost wobbly date,
saddles his boon companion, Big-Enough, and

so off into the wide, rolling, familiar country
he was born to. He returns after he is a rancher
himself—which happens much more quickly
than anyone could suppose.

We have met Mr. James’s heroes, man and
horse, many times, and always with pleasure.
This latest book is steeped in the atmosphere of
the cattle country that is his own. His® rangy
English makes for a certain picturesqueness of
style, and ‘his pen-and-ink drawings enhance the

unique personality of the book. Recommended |

for all men, from ten to a hundred.
Mexico
A Study in Two Americas. By Stuart Chase,
in collaboration with Marian Tyler. (The
Macmillan Company, New York.)

STUART CHASE went to Mexico partly to

escape skyscrapers for a while and to get the
whir of Northern energy out of his senses. He
found Mexico a brilliant and fascinating adven-
ture. He liked the color and violence of its
scenery; the gentleness and courtesy of its people
{though he admits that the politicians are a race
apart); and above all he was deeply struck by its
‘““magnificent inertia.”

“Men in Mexico are governed not by clocks but
by the sun and the seasons. . . . ]

Taking the village of Tepoztlan, with its 4,000
inhabitants, as a sort or laboratory Jor his studies,
he discovered to his joy that the place was
practically seli-contained. It was the complete
antithesis of, for instance, Muncie, Indiana. It
was handicraft as against the machine.

“The individual, lo survive, must learn many
useful arls; he does not atrophy his personalily
by specialising on one.”

Mr. Chase became more and more enthralled
with his research; and on realizing what was
happening (bread lines and innumerable other
evils) in his own United States, and realizing
also that here in a “benighted” Mexican village
no one was starving “spiritually or physically,”
he began even more serious delving into the
existing social systems that function below the
Rio Grande, and comparing them wntl} ours.

His book, growing out of one startling maga-
zine article, is written in a sort of white heat of
discovery—the discovery that Mexico in many
respects has found a culture, a happiness and a
philosophy that we, with all our cleverness, have
not had the wits to gain for ourselves. The
volume is the work of an enthusiastic economist.
What it may lack in scientific value it makes up
for emotionally. It does not, indeed, cause us all
to yearn to live charming, lazy, open-air, lyric
and rather unwashed lives 4 la Mexico, but i,
by sheer contrast, calls startling attention to the
slavery, the crashing loneliness, that civiliza-
tion—poor old thing!—has laid upon our bodies
and souls. .

Mexico’s outstanding artist, Diego Rivera, has
contributed the illustrations.

Tales of Tahitian Waters

By Zane Grey. (Harper & Brothers, New
York.)

SOME of us may admire Zane Grey more as a

sportsman than as a novelist, yet it is
precisely because he looks back upon his sport-
ing adventures with the trained eye of the story-
teller that his books about hig-game fishing make
such good reading. .

Mr. Grey tells us that the idea of a white man
going all the way from the States to answer the
call of any lure except that of Irench liquors,
native beauties or tropic scenery is just some-
thing that the Gallic authorities down in those
distant parts of che globe never get in their heads.
Mr. Grey, however, passing up the softer en-

(Continued on page 60)
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Come
Elks —

Shake out of it, man! No use staying
in cold storage any longer. February
20th pranceup aNew York gangplank,
with joyous wife on arm—and with
friends—join your Brother-Elks
turned Pleasure Pirates for a cruise

- through the
West Indies
to South and
Central Am-
erica.

5274 miles of
adventure a-
head of you.
. ] You’ll bask
in tropical sunshine and Caribbean moon-
light. Swim in the beautiful open-air pool of
the RELIANCE. Go in for tennis and other
games on the fine Sports Deck. Attend par-
ties galore...dances of Pleasure Pirates. Feast
on the finest viands and vintages ever assem-
bled (You know Hamburg-American means
heaven for Epicureans.) And...and...here is
the unique Veranda Cafe where you sit at
little tables and watch the romantic scenes
drift by — blissful isles of the West Indies.

You visit San Juan..decide yourself, Brother,

There are 18 .

what the U.S. should do with this historic .

isle—go to LA GUAYRA of Venezuela and
explore the Andes...take a bit of a jaunt

around the don’t-cha-know KINGSTON...

meet the Dutch of CURACAQ...drop off at
COLON like an inspecting Congressman and
wind-up and unwind again in HAVANA be-
fore return- ,

ing to NEW N 3 chmgl
' d

YORK with
enough new
vigor and
vim in you to
knock all de-
pression end-
wise.
Come....with
friends..rates )
have never been so low, nor a good
time needed so much.

This boat—the RELIANCE is spec-
ially built and outfitted for explora-
tions de luxe, a vessel that triples the
natural joys of West Indies cruising.
Clip and Mail this Coupon—NOW

ELKS TOURS
HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE,
39 Broadway New York

Send me,without obligating me in any way, full in-
s formation on the Feb, 20 ELKS CRUISE on the
RELTANCE to the WEST INDIES and SOUTH
AMERICA. That means cabin plans, rates and
illustrated literature on the places visited.

Name,

Address.. .

When swriting please meniion THE ELKRS MAGazINE
























