














The Elks Magazine

Grand Lodge Officers and Committees, 1931-1932

rand Exalted Ruler—
John R. Coen, Sterling, Colo., No. 1336.
Grand Esteemed Leading Knight—
Edward J. McCormick, Toledo, Ohio, No. 53.
Grand Esteemed Loyal Knight—
P. L. Downs, Temple, Texas, No. 138.
Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight—
Fred A. Wiecking, Blufiton, Ind., No. 796.
Grand Secretary—
J. E. Masters (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494), Elks National

Memorial Headquarters Building, 2750 Lake View Ave.,.

Chicago, Ill.
Grand Treasurer—

Lloyd Maxwell (Marshalltown, Iowa, No. 312), 6 North
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill.

Grand Tiler—
John E. Lynch, Washington, D. C., No. 15.
Grand Inner Guard—
Harry T. Paterson, New Berne, N. C., No. 764.
Grand Esquire—
" John J. Doyle, Los Angecles, Cal.,, No. g9, 1227 Bank of
American Bldg., 650 South Spring Street.

Grand Chaplain—

Rev. Dr. John Dysart (Jamestown, N. Y., No. 263), St.
Paul’s Parish House, Flint, Mich.

. Secretary to Grand Exalted Ruler—

Joseph P. Sheviin (Denver, Colo., No. 17), Sterling, Colo.

Pardon Commissioner—
Wm. H. Beck, Griffin, Ga., No. 1207.

.Board of Grand Trustees—
Ralph Hagan, Chairman, Los Angeles, Cal., No. g9, 520 West
Seventh Strect.
James T. Hallinan, Vice-Chairman (Queens Borough, No.
878), 420 Lexington Ave., New York, N. Y.
James S. Richardson, Secretary, Cincinnati, Ohio, No. s,
N. E. Cor. ¢oth and Elm Streets.
John K. Burch, Approving Member, Grand Rapids, Mich.,
No. 48, 219 Division Ave., South. _
A. Charles Stewart, Home Member, Frostburg, Md., No.
470, 7 West Union Street.

Grand Forum—

Floyd E. Thompson, Chicf Justice (Moline, Ill., No. 536),
11 South La Salle Street, Chicago, Ill.

Dwight E. Campbell (Aberdeen, S. D., No. 1046), State

Capitol, Pierre, S. D.

Arthur S. Tompkins (Haverstraw, N. Y., No. 877), Supreme
Court Chambers, Nyack, N. Y.

John S. McClelland, Atlanta, Ga., No. 78, 202 Court House.
Michael F. Shannon, Los Angeles, Cal., No. g9, 1o17-21 Citi-
zens National Bank Bldg.

Committce on Judiciary—

Walter F. Meier, Chairman, Seattle, Wash., No. g2, 2307
Northern Life Tower. .

E. Mark Sullivan (Brookline, Mass., No. 886), 40 Court
Street, Boston, Mass. '

Henry C. Warner, Dixon, Ill., No. 779. ‘

John .J. Lermen, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3, Room 504,
Balboa Bldg. e

Daniel J. Kelly, Knoxville, Tenn., No. 160.

Committee on Credentials—

George J. Winslow, Chairman, Utica, N. Y., No. 33.
Richard M. Davies, Panama Canal Zone, No. 1414, Balboa
Heights. :

Frederick J. Wolfe, New Orleans, La., No. 3o0.

T'rank E. Coughlin, South Bend, Ind., No. 235.

Richard A. Cantwell, Worcester, Mass., No. 243.

Good of the Order Commitice—
Robert S. Barrett, Chairman, Alexandria, Va., No. 758,
404 Duke Street.
0. R. Dibble, Salt Lake City, Utah, No. 8s.
Charles S. Hart (Mount Vernon, N. Y., No. 842), 50 E.
42nd Street, New York, N. Y.
Sam Stern, IFargo, N. D., No. 260.
Charles E. Broughton, Sheboygan, Wis., No. 299.

Auditing Commitice—
William H. Albright, Chairman, Reading, Pa., No.
M. E. Gouge, Sedalia, Mo., No. 123.
Harley M. Kilgore, Beckley, W. Va., No. 1452.

State Association Committce—
William T. Phillips, Chairman, New York, N. Y., No. 1, 128
West 43rd Street.
William Conklin, Englewood, N. J., No. 1157.
W. C. Robertson, Minneapolis, Minn., No. 44.

Ritualistic Committee—
David Sholtz, Chairman (Daytona, Fla., No. 1141), Daytona
Beach, Fla.
O. L. Hayden, Alva, Okla., No. 1184.
Albert D. Pearce (Glendale, Cal., No. 1289), 1007 Van Nuys
Building, Los Angeles, Cal.
W. W. Bridgers, El Paso, Texas, No. 187.
Clyde E. Jones, Ottumwa, Iowa, No. 347.

National Memorial and Publication Commission—
John K. Tener, Chairman (Charleroi, Pa., No. 494), Oliver
Building, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Bruce A. Campbell, Vice-Chairman, East St. Louis, IIl,
No. 664, First National Bank Building. .
Joseph T. Fanning, Executive Dircector and Secretary-Treas-
urer (Indianapolis, Ind., No. 13), 50 East 42nd Street, New
York, N. VY. ’
Rush L. Holland (Colorado Springs, Colo., No. 3009), Metro-
politan Bank Building, Washington, D. C.
Fred Harper, Lynchburg, Va., No. 321.
Frank L. Rain, Fairbury, Neb., No. 1203.
William M. Abbott, San Francisco, Cal., No. 3, 58 Sutter
Street. . .
William W. Mountain (Flint, Mich., No. 222), 7209 Hillcrest
" Arms, Madison Ave., Toledo, Ohio.

Elks National Foundation Truslees—
John F. Malley, Chairman (Springfield, Mass., No. 61), 15
State Street, Boston, Mass. :
Raymond Benjamin, Vice-Chairman (Napa, Cal., No. 832),
416 Transportation Building, Washington, D. C.
Murray Hulbert, Secretary, New York, N. Y., No. 1, 551
Fifth Avenue.
James G. McFarland, Treasurer, Watertown, S. D., No. 838.
Edward Rightor, New Orleans, La., No. 30, 1340 Canal Bank
Building.
Charles H. Grakelow, Philadelphia, Pa., No. 2, Cumberland
Street at Broad.
Lawrence H. Rupp, Allentown, Pa., No. 130, 201 Allentown
National Bank Building.

I3

The Elks National Home at Bedford, Virginia

THE Elks National Home at Bedford, Va., is maintained as a residence for
aged and indigent members of the Order. It is neither an infirmary nor a
hospital. Applications for admission to the Home must be made in writing
on blanks furnished by the Grand Secretary and signed by the applicant. All
applications must be approved by the Subordinate Lodge of whlcg the appli-
cant is & member, at a regular meeting, and forwarded to the Secretary of the

Board of Grand Trustees. The Board of Grand Trustees shall pass on all
applications.

For all laws governing the Elks National Home, sec Grand Lodge Statutes,
Title I, Chapter 9, Sections 62 to 69a, inclusive. For information regarding the
Home, address A. Charles Stewart, Home Member Board of Grand Trustees,
Frostburg, Md., No. 470, 7 West Union Street.
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Office of the

Grand Exalted Ruler ‘

Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks

“é E’ of the United States of America \é E!

Official Circular Number Four

December 10, 1931
Sterling, Colorado
To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

My BROTHERS:

The closing year has in some sections of our country taken heavy toll of material property valuations,
and has, as well, dulled the spirit of optimism in many of our citizens.

Yet Irepeat the sentiment expressed in my November 1oth circular.

That “Isensea fine spirit in the minds and hearts of the membership of our fraternity—an indomitable
urge to overcome every adverse condition.”

From Montana in the great Northwest, afflicted by the devastations of drought, but where Elk popula-
tion was increased last year, to Alabama in the southland, where low-priced cotton and lessened demand

for iron-ore products have left their mark; from California on the west coast to New York on the east, I
have traveled and visited as your representative.

In every section, undoubtedly inspired by these times of trial, I find a keener appreciation of the value
of fraternal membership, an admitted recognition of the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks as an
agency for service; an organization, if you will, that at least in part assisted its membership in discharging
their obligation as an integral part of the universal Brotherhood of Man.

Under the leadership of devoted Elks who recognized the competitive factor of the age as a challenge
to their ingenuity and resourcefulness, I find subordinate Lodge units increasing in numerical strength,
gaining in spiritual value and broadening in influence.

Rededicating themselves to one of the cardinal principles of our Order—true Americanism—the rank
and file of our membership are reassured of the fundamental soundness and greatness of our country, are

proudly reviewing from time to time our sixty-three years of glorious fraternal achievement and are mili-
tantly determined that depression has no place in Elkdom.

The months just before us present an unparalleled opportunity for achievement. I'ebruary brings the
birth anniversary of George Washington—truly the greatest of the founders—and also of the martyred
Lincoln. Surely the merest suggestion of the courage and fortitude displayed by Washington and the
troops who so devotedly followed him through defeat, retreat and the hardships of Valley Forge, and the
recalling of the patient, patriotic devotion of Lincoln—that lead to death as its reward—will inspire our
membership to sacrificial service on behalf of the Order in 1932.

The Washington Bi-centennial

By recommendation of the Grand Lodge made at Seattle every subordinate Lodge is requested to ac-

tively and fully participate in celebrations held incident to the 200th anniversary of the birth of the first
President.
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now, sir. I’ll just mention that everyone who
rides a C O horse doesn’t have to be a C O man.’

““That kind of talk gets nowhere with me,
fellow,” Clint stormed. ‘You’re one of the
Oakland outfit or you ain’t. Which is it? If
you’ve got nothing to hide, why don’t you
come clean?”

The muscles in the lean face of the South-
erner went taut. “I don’t reckon I quite get
the idea, Mr. Prescott,” he said, his low voice
almost a drawling purr. “Are you God
Almighty in this neck of the woods? Do I
have to give my pedigree and show a passport?
I’'ve told you T don’t know this man Oakland.
Why should I keep on saying so?”

. “You haven’t told me how you come to be
riding his horse.”

“That’s only half of it,” Taylor said quietly,
looking straight at him. “I'm not going to tell
you. Maybe I borrowed the horse. Maybe I
bought it. Maybe I stole it.”

MOLLY appeared in the doorway. “Did I
leave my book here?” she asked of nobody in
particular, glancing first at her father and
then at Taylor. The former was flushed, she
observed, the latter coldly hostile. .

_“Just having a pleasant chat?” she asked
airily.

Walsh grinned. “Something like that.”

“I suppose Dad is thanking Mr. Taylor for
all his kindness to me.”

“You run along, girl,” her father ordered
curtly.

Molly’s decorous smile did not wholly con-
ceal mockery. “Am I to go to bed?”’

She was the one person who could banter
Clint Prescott and escape without a blast of
anger.

“’Course you’ve got to have the last word.
You always had. IfI had you to bring up over
again I'd see what a strap would do for you.
Of all the sassy young squirts ”

. He stopped, in despair of doing the subject
justice.

“Mr. Taylor thinks it isn’t too late yet,” she
said primly.

“What'’s that?” her father rasped.

The girl looked at the Southerner, and as
their eyes fastened she felt once more the drums

of adventure beat in her heart, a sense of sud-
denly stilled pulses followed by a clamor of
the blood.

“He gave me his ideas about women,” she
explained. “They are to be treated rough.
It’s the only way to keep them in their place.”

Walsh was interested and curious. He had
caught that battle of the eyes.

“What is a woman’s place, according to Mr.
Taylor?” he asked.

“You would probably call his views a little
old-fashioned. She is property, and naturally
she is to do as she is told. She is to be polite
and proper. When she is called she is to come.”

“Is she to go away when she is told?” her
father wanted to know.

Molly smiled in appreciation of the hit.
“Oh yes, Dad. And I think she is to curtsey
when she is given orders. I'm not sure about
that.” She turned to Taylor, her eyebrows
lifted in a question.

He understood that she did not intend to
make her indictment specific. She was not
going to tell what had taken place between
them. Perhaps her pride influenced her. She
might want him to know that she could fight
her own wars without calling in others to aid
her.

“Don’t ask me,” he said with a grim little
smile. “I can’t recognize this man you're
telling about.”

“No?” she said, scornfully incredulous.

Molly found her book and departed. Taylor
followed the girl from the room.

The owner of the Quartercircle X Y went
back instantly to the previous question. “You
noticed how he ducked out of giving any ex-
planation of himself, Steve. You’re easy satis-
fied if you think that fellow is here on legiti-
mate business. An honest man doesn’t have
to hide information about himself.”

“I didn’t say he was an honest man.”

“What d’you mean?”

“Nothing definite. I'm asking myself
questions, Clint. I've seen that man some-
where, but I can’t place him. Funny, too.
He’s not the kind you’d forget easily.”

“You've probably seen him with Clem
Oakland.”

“T don’t think so. I'd remember that. It’s
the association I don’t get.” Walsh looked
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with narrowed reflective eyes out of the window
into a white world. His mind was searching
for a clew that just escaped him.

““What's the sense in making a mystery
out of him, boy? He comes on my range riding
a C O horse. He can’t tell where he got it or
what he’s doing here. So he just throws a bluff
that it’s none of my damn business.”

Walsh shook his head. ‘“So that proves
him one of Clem’s men. No, Clint. I don’t
reckon it’s as simple as that. For one thing,
he’s riding Clem’s own personal horse. T’ve
seen it a dozen times, always with Clem in the
saddle. Take your Black Bart. Do you let
any of your boys take him on a long trip?
Clem wouldn’t turn over his sorrel to someone
else any more than you would Black Bart.”

“Then how did he get the horse?” Prescott
asked impatiently.

“He gave us three guesses, that he borrowed,
bought, or stole it. It's a cinch he didn’t
borrow or buy it.”

The cattleman’s thick body straightened.
“You think he stole it?”

“T don’t know. He's no common horse
thief. There’s more to the man than that.
I haven’t got him pegged, Clint. He may be
one bad hombre. He’s hard as nails. But heis .
strong and game. I can’t feature him playing
second fiddle to Clem Oakland or any other
man. He’s got all the earmarks of a leader.”

“You’re riding around in circles, Steve. He
bought the sorrel, it was loaned to him, or he
stole it. You're trying to tell me he didn’t do
any one of the three. All right. How did he
get it?”

“That’s what I'm going to find out. But it
will take time.”

“Personally I'm satisfied he’s one of Oak-
land’s warriors. Soon as the roads open I'll
expect him to vamos. Until then he’s a guest
of the ranch, but I’'m not going to be a liar and
pretend he’s a welcome one.”

Prescott rose, walked to the fireplace, and
knocked the ashes out of his pipe. He had
made up his mind. Since he was a stubborn
man, Walsh did not attempt to change his
opinion. Besides, there was always a chance
that Clint was right. Taylor might bea C O

rider.
(To be continued)

When Thrift Was King

he really dead; or merely stunned by his fall?
Who knows? But he or his ghost came back
for a brief visit in 1917. .

The World War was on. For two tiresome
years we glad spenders were forced to econo-
mize. We were forced to it by law and by
patriotism and by public opinion. We
stinted ourselves on sugar and the like. We
ate inferior grayish bread. We observed gas-
less Sundays, heatless days, a non-theatre
night per week. Out of our earnings and our
savings we were forced to “give till it hurt,”
for the upkeep of the War.

There were optimists—or cranks, if you
refer—who foretold that this hard two-year
esson, and the sight of nation murdering na-
tion, would sober us; that it would all turn us

back to Thrift, and to harder and steadier
Work. Did it?

The minute the immediate need for such
sacrifices was at an end we plunged into
wilder money-spending and longer vacations
and shorter work-hours than ever before in
our history. The attempt to restore King
Thrift to his throne had been a ghastly
failure.

Perhaps the lesson was not severe enough.
Perhaps two years did not suffice for its full
teaching. Perhaps the subsequent let-up was
too ‘exhilarating, too triumphal, too breath-
takmgli sudden. At any rate, the lesson in
Thrift had been a 100 per cent. failure. The
War had taught us nothing lasting—not even
how to keep permanently out of another one.

(Continued from page 20)

Its sequel and the new rush of money into
our pockets seemed to have wiped away the
last stern teachings of our forefathers. We
had lost something those forefathers had spent
centuries in building up; something that was
imparted to them, for generation after gene-
ration, in bloody sweat.

Could we afford to lose it? Up to the end
of 1029, we used to say so. We used to prate
of the new era which had dawned; the era in
which mankind would get richer by spending
more money and by fewer work-hours.

THE most rabid evolutionists do not claim
that any perceptible changes in biological
conditions can be achieved in fewer than
thousands of years. Yet, the new era aimed
to upset in a single decade the principles which
King Thrift had been teaching since the first
man shaped a wooden scoop wherewith to
plow a patch of clearing in the Neolithic
virgin wilderness.

On these old principles Man had crawled
up from the new-made earth’s slime. On them
he had wrought and progressed through the
ages. He who worked hardest and longest,
and who saved most wisely, had survived;
while the human drones had died off.

King Thrift had created mighty America
as the capstone-miracle of his long reign. By
obeying his laws, and in no other way, had we
become great.

But now, we were told, all such fogyish

laws were in the discard. Many an editorial
and wiseacre preachment did I read, to the
effect that mankind had learned at last the
true secret of living—of improving his financial
condition by shorter wnrk-hours and the -ore
lavish spending of money.

Joyously we listened to the New Philosophy
of life. It all seemed proved true. We were
spending more and working less than ever a
race had done. And we were more and more
prosperous. What nincompoops our an-
cestors had been to grub and to hoard!

(So might a moron rejoice in his sudden
pecuniary flushness during the first few months
after he had drawn his whole patrimony out
of the savings bank and stufied it into his
cash pocket. But we lacked the wit to think
of that simile.)

The crash came late in 1920. Fven then
we could see no flaw in our New Philosophy.
Tt was just a phase, this hard-up period.
Presently, by some simple miracle. the sun
would shine again. Soon we should have
money and leisure, as we had been having
them; and everything would be fine. The New
Philosophy could not err. We spoke of the
“suddenness” of the disaster; lacking the wit
to see we had heen busy for ten drunken years
in pulling down our ioundationless golden
edifice. .

Very slowly, by imperceptible degrees, we
are at last beginning to understand. It is not
a phase, this Depression. It is something we

(Continued on page 48)






January, 1932

that I ought to write to you three times at
once to try and make up for what seems to be
my negligence of the past. But there are so
many letters, and only so much space. I agree
with you that Ted Husing is one of America’s
best Sportcasters. . . . Heshouldbe . . . he’s
asportsman himself. He hails from that grand
state of the wide open spaces . . . New Mex-
ico . . . Sorry he got into that trouble with
Harvard. It’s difficult for an announcer, in

The Fourth Bullet

he had any idea who had rushed in before him

to take the crime off his hands, Steve ansvered

lghat he hadn’t an idea who it could have
een.

When he was asked to explain the contra-
dictions in his various statements, he said
savagely, “I lied. I was rattled and I lied.
You try walking into your own garage, some
night, and find a man you wanted to kill lying
there already killed for you, and see if you
won'’t be rattled, and lie, too.”

He insisted that he had no idea where Nat’s
money had got to, nor could they find it.
They did, however, find certain facts which
in some people’s eyes gave Steve justification
for shooting Nat Hillis as well as the motive.
Nat was well known for a usurer, and he had
been bleeding Steve for some time. Steve's
financial difficulties, which people had thought
came from his extravagance and tendency to
fast living, had really been due to letting Nat
get a grip on him, as he had on many other
people, who had been denied credit by the
bank, or wished to keep their borrowing secret.
Steve’s three notes which had been found
among Nat’s papers had been run up to more
than 38,000 from an original loan of $1,000.
At first Nat had encouraged Steve to default
on the interest, willingly making out new notes
for considerably higher sums, until he had him
in a vise. The last time he renewed his notes
he had simply doubled the amounts, without
giving Steve a single added dollar.

“" The trial took place in Phillipsport from
July 12th to 18th. Holzman tried to discredit
Walt Arber’s testimony on the ground that
Walt had virtually shown that he was an
accessory to a murder, and was guilty of per-
jury by certain variations of his testimony
before the coroner’s jury and the trial jury.
But everyone knew Walt from a child up, and
that he was a simple impressionable man
devoted to Gamble and completely under his
domination. Steve’s general character of reck-
lessness, his strange demeanor at the trial, and
his constant need for money, particularly his
obviously desperate straits on the eve of the
murder, told gea.vily against him.

Indeed, the testimony of the men who were
in Magan’s Inn that night practically sealed
Steve’s fate. They described Steve’s conspicu-
ous nervousness, his fitful conversation, his
insistence on going out into the storm to keep
his grim engagement. The mere recital of these
things made a deep impression. There was
something ominous in the exact setting of the
time by the flyer. Steve had come to Walt
Arber’s home about twenty minutes after nine,
which fitted in perfectly with the time of his
departure from Magan’s and the hour set for
his appointment with Nat Hillis. It now
seemed that every man in Magan's that night
had taken out his watch in order to fix the time
of a murder and a conviction, as surely as
though he had recorded the actual moment of
the shots, which no one had heard, probably
because they had been drowned out by
thunder.

v

WHEN the last word of counsel had been
spoken the crowded courtroom knew that it
was an open and shut case, There was a dead
silence as Judge Birdsall fitted his zlasses on

the stress of battle, when seeing a play which ;-

is undoubtedly “slightly off,” to have the nicety"

to choose a descriptive word that may not be,

considered completely off. . . . Perhaps the
trouble lay in the fact that Ted knew his foot-
ball too well!

Jeanne Lamm, ﬁ;ébkijm, N.Y. Thequestion
your friend asked “about Arabesque will be
answered in the next 4ssue, and I will send the

(Cantiuud from page 25)

his nose, cleared his throat, and prepared to
charge the jury. The tenseness of the moment
was unexpectedly broken.

“Jedge, hain’t nobody goin’ to ask me some
questions?” a drawling voice inquired.

The judge started, and every head turned
around to the speaker. It was old Lige Nevins,
standing up in the center of the courtroom.
The interruption was so startling that no
attendant had the self-possession to snarl
“Silence!” or “Sit down!” at Lige before he
continued. ’

“Jedge, I been coming here for a week by
request as a witness,” he said plaintively, “and
nobody asked me nothing yet.”

“Nobody’s asking you anything now, Lige,”
said the judge sharply but informally. Not
even he could be formal with Lige, who was
known by every man, woman and child in the
county, and with whom the judge himself had
gone on many a hunting trip.

“Sit down!” several attendants now barked
at Lige. He paid no attention to them.

(13 .

J EDGE, before you.tell that jury tosend that
boy to the electric chair I'd like to say a few
words,” Lige said, “that might make you see
things in a different light.” ’

“Now, Lige,” said the judge, still kindly,
“you will either have to-sit down or go out.
The evidence is in and the case is closed.

Anything you had to say you should have -

said earlier.”

“Nobody asked me,” protested Lige, “and
besides, I couldn’t rightly prove it till this
morning. Then when I come in all those
lawyers was so busy talking I couldn’t get a
word in edgewise. Howsumever, I'll sit down,
jedge. But before I do, I want to tell ye that
Steve Gamble didn’t shoot Nat Hillis, and I
can prove it.”

He sat down.

“Stand up!” thundered Judge Birdsall,
above the buzz that rose in the courtroom.
“Stand up, Lige Nevins! How do you know
Steve Gamble didn’t murder Nat Hillis?” .

“Because Steve left Magan’s house after the
rain broke, and Nat Hillis was shot before it
begin to rain.”

“Prove that!” said the judge sharply.

¢“Jedge, I knowed Nat Hillis, man and boy,
nigh onto sixty year, and I know that if this
minute Nat Hillis is standing afore his Maker’s
throne and there’s a window open behind
him raining on him, Nat’ll turn away from the
face of the Almighty and shet it. Walt Arber
told you he was lying in a puddle of water,
right under that open window, and he fell
where he was shot.”

“This is conjecture that requires proof,”
said the judge, but there was a strained
solemnity in his voice as he leaned forward.

“I’m acoming to the proof, jedge,” said
Lige mildly. “The man that shot Nat Hillis,
shot at him from near the office door, the way
it was showed right here. Outside that window
there’s a driveway, and across that driveway
is a fence nine and a half feet high, A new
fence, painted green. .

“Jedge, one of those bullets fired that night
flattened itself into the wall a foot from the
window, another one buried itself in the win-
dow frame. The third one hit Nat Hillis all
fair and square. But where is the fourth
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opening poem, which is so beautifully read by
David Ross. . . . Arabesque has been written
for the Columbia System now for over a year
by the lovely Georgia Backus, whose voice
thrills all of you as Myra . . . in that
sketch. . . .

To All of You. May the New Year bring
you full measure of Peace, Happiness, and
Prosperity. . . . G.S. E.

bullet? Nary hide nor hair of it was found.
Jedge, anyway you look out of that window,
that fence is dead smack up in front of you.
Jedge, I looked that fence over right careful.
There is nary hole, mark nor defacement on it,
along the whole side bordering Steve Gamble’s
driveway. Well, then, where did that fourth
bullet go? Bullets hain’t got wings. I said
that to myself all along, jedge, bullets hain’t
‘got wings, until jest yeste’day I slipped up and
says to myself, ‘Bullets hain’t got wheels!’ and
T had it. Jedge, there it was right up in front
of' me plain all the time, and I couldrn’t see
it!1”

“T still can’t see it, Lige,” said the judge. .

“Why, jedge, that bullet did have. wheels.
There was a car standing in front of thdt win-
dow. That bullet just went out of that window
and sat right in that car, and that car backed
out and wheeled right, and that bullet went
right off, too, a riding with it.” :

You could have heard a pin drop in
courtroom. .

“Did you find the car, Lige?” the judge
asked, alter a pause.

“Yes, jedge,” said Lige. ‘Bullet’s in it now.
Tt struck the front seat, and I reckon it got to
feeling around among the springs and stuffings
until it just got a comfortable place and stayed
there. It only made a little hole on the outside,
and the owner of the car patched it up so neat
you’d never notice it, if you didn’t know what
vou was looking for.”

_»“Whose car is it, Lige?” the judge asked,
after another pause.

Old Lige stared at the judge for a moment.
His right hand slowly rose, and a gnarled
finger pointed.

“Ott Oliver’s,” he said simply.

The courtroom rose in_ an uproar. The
judge’s gavel pounded against it ineffectually
for a moment before it died down. Every eye
in the room was on the sheriff. He had paled,
and started, as any man would have done
under similar circumstances, but he stood
erect, with a scornful smile on his face.

“He lies, your honor!” he said.. {‘I don’t
know what he’s talking about. He’s planted
something on me!” T

“Mebbe so, jedge,” said Lige placidly.
“Mebbe I planted that bullet on Ott Oliver.
But no man can’t say as how I planted some
sixteen hundred dollars of Nat Hillis’s money
under a cord of wood in Ott Oliver’s wood:
shed, because where would I agot it from?”

The sheriff’s face turned into a terrible con-
torted mass of crimson fury, as he glared at
the old man. A woman screamed. Two men
flung themselves on him, and wrenched a half-
drawn revolver away. A moment later he
stood handcuffed, swaying, the color drained
from his face. He gave a little hopeless nod,
and collapsed.

the
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I KNOWED Ott Oliver was lying the
minute he come into Magan’s ahead of the
storm that night,” said Lige afterward, ‘‘and
said he’d been held up to home because Hattie
Oliver was ailing. Girl and woman, I've
knowed Hattie Oliver nigh onto forty year,
and there hain’t a man alive, leastways her
own husband, could’ve got out of her house and
left her alone with a thunderstorm brewing.”






















































