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Office of the
Grand Exalted Ruler

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

Official Circular Number Six

March 10, 1932
Sterling, Colorado

To the Officers and Members of the
Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks:

My DEAR BROTHERS:

I have been touched indeed by the enthusiastic response to my appeai to the rank and file of our membership
to “Pull for Prosperity in Elkdom.”

The Honor Roll contained in this issue of THE ELxs MacazINE and other reports concerning February activi-
ﬁes, disclose that over twelve thousand men were affiliated with the Benevolent and Protective Order of Elks
during the month. Other thousands were reinstated or placed in good standing by payment of dues.

It is now an established fact that depression has no place in Elkdom, and that every Lodge in the Order can
hold its numerical strength and increase in prestige and influence if its officers and members have the desire.

One of my predecessors, James G. McFarland of South Dakota, had a slogan: ‘Let’s Do,” and then: ‘“Let’s
Do Some More.” This slogan aptly fits the situation confronting us. It having been demonstrated that serious-
ness of purpose and sacrificial service can bring about tremendous accomplishment, “LET’S DO SOME MORE.”

The impetus gained by the activities incident to the promotion of the ‘“ George Washington Prosperity Classes”
should carry us on to greater achievement, and I therefore ask that the officers installed the first meeting in April
immediately plan on securing a class of candidates to be named after the incoming Exalted Ruler, and that said
class of candidates be initiated the first meeting night in May or as soon thereafter as practicable.

I take this opportunity of extending my sincere appreciation to the officers and members of every Lodge in
the land for the support given me during my administration, and to ask the retiring Exalted Rulers to co-operate
with the newly-clected officers in the performance of their duties.

Let us remember that the First President, George Washington, was a Fraternalist; that he recognized the
value of fraternal connections; that he accepted leadership in his Lodge and discharged the duties of leadership
with fidelity of purpose. There are none of us so fine, so big, so great, that we cannot benefit by an emulation
of the fraternal activities of George Washington.

Faithfully yours,

Grand Exalted Ruler.
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North Central

. Lee M. Boxwers, District Deputy
Logansport, 30; La Fayette. 1o; Fort Wayne
31; Kokomo. 18; Peruy, 21; Wabash, 4; Warsaw,
2; Huntington. 12; Columbia City, 1; Garrett,
1; District total, 139. ’

Central
William H. Gardiner, District Deputy
Marion, 11; Muncie, 15; Elwood, 2; Alex-
andria, 2; Crawfordsville, 9; Noblesville, 2;
Hartford City, o; Portland, 8; Tipton, 2;
Union City, 3; District total, 63.

South Central
A. E. Schumaker, District Deputy

Indianapolis, 9; Terre Haute, 8; Conners-
ville, 7; Bloomington, 3; Shelbyville, 7; Greens-
burg, 3; Newcastle, 2; Columbus, 3; Richmond,
5; Brazil. 3; Greencastle, 1; Rushville, 4;
Martinsville, 1; District total, 38,

South
J. C. Heidenreich, District Deputy

Evansville, 7; New Albany, 14; Mt. Vernon,
23; Vincennes. 3; Madison, 7; Princeton, 10;
Bedford, 5; Linton, 4; Sullivan, 7; Washington,
4; Boonville, 2; Bicknell, 5; District total, 93.

Towa

Northeast
Leo J. Duster, District Deputy
Clinton, 13; Cedar Rapids, 31; Waterloo, 30;
Dubuque, 22; Webster City, 4; Marshalltown,
4; Mason Citr 5; Charles City, 3; Decorah, 21;
Boone, ¢; Oelwein, 17; District total, 150,

Southeast
Harry C. Phillips, District Deputy
Burlington. 1; Des Moines, 21; Keokuk, 21
Muscatine, 76; Oskaloosa, 2; Ottumwa, 4;
Fort Madison. 8; Towa Clt){, 7; Fairfield, 7;
Grinnell, 14; Newton, 17; District total, 178.

West
A. R. Perasso, District Deputy
Sioux City, 8; I't. Dodge, 107; Perry, o; Le
Mars, 35; Atlantic, 2; Estherville, 12; Council
BlufTs, 7; District total, 150.

Kansas

North
J. J. Ryan, District Deputy
Concordia, 1; Lawrence, 1o; Junction City,
2; Manhattan, 14; Goodland, 18; District
total, 45.

Southeast
E. W. Patterson, District Deputy
Pittsburg. 0; Ft. Scott, 82; Independence, 3;
District total, g1.

Southwest
W. B. Greenwald, District Deputy

Wichita, 19; Hutchinson, 6; McPherson, 2;
Winfield, 1; Great Bend, 2; Wellington, 7;
Garden City, 30; El Dorado, 3; Pratt, 2;
Augusta, 2; District total, 74.

Kentucky

East
William M. Sellmeyer, District Deputy
Ashland, 25; Newport, 2; Covington, 2;
Cynthiana, 1; Richmond, 8; Somerset, 10;
District total, 48.

West
Leland O’Callaghan, District Deputy

Henderson, 2; Paducah. 4; Bowling Green, 4;
Frankfort, 2; Hopkinsville, 2; Madiscaville, 7;
Hickman, 2; District total, 23.

Louisiana
North
A. J. Manheim, District Deputy
Shreveport, 46; Monroe, 7; Alexandria, 215
Jennings, 6; Natchitoches, 23; District total,
103.
South
Sidney Freudenstein, District Deputy
New Orleans, 22; District total, 22.

Maine
_ East
Albert C. Jones, District Deputy
Houlton, 1; Millinocket, 3; District total, 4.

AY I express, at this
time, my great personal
appreciation of the

energy, enthusiasm and loy-

alty displayed by the District

Deputies, the State Associa- .

tion officers and the Exalted
Rulers and other officers of
our subordinate Lodges in
this splendid achievement—
the George Washington Pros-
perity Class.
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Grand Exalted Ruler.

West
Albert I.. Skinner, District Deputy

Portland, so; Lewiston, 14; Rumford, s;
Bath, 6; Rockland, 6; Sanford, 6; District
total, 87. .

Massachusetts

Central
William E. Earle, District Deputy
Milford, 2; Cambridge, 3; Somerville, 1;
Waltham, 2; Hudson, 1; Marlborough, 1;
Framingham, r; Newton, 2; Arlington, 3;
Winchester, 1; Watertown, 4; Maynard, 5;
District total, 20.

Northeast
Robert M. Dowe, District Deputy
Lowell, 3; Lynn, 1; Haverhill, 3; Everett, 2;
Salem, 3; Gloucester, 2; Woburn, 3; Medford,
2; Malden, 3; Revere, 7; Wakefield, 2; Peabody,
2; District total, 33.

Southeast
Leo T. Donovan, District Deputy

Boston, 6; New Bedford, 4; Taunton, 3;
Brockton, 3; Quincy, 25; Attleboro, 2; Nor-
wood, 2; Hyannis, 7; North Attleboro, 2; Fall
River, 12; District total, 66. :

, West
Frank J. Lawler, District Deputy
Leominster, 3; Adams, 7; Fitchburg, 17;
Webster, 2; Clinton, 5; District total, 34.

35
Michigan
Central

Deland A. Davis, District Deputy

Batt[e Creek, 5; Lansing, 3; Owosso, 2;
Dowagiac, 6; Coldwater, 1; Mt. Pleasant, 3;
Three Rivers, 1; Niles, 16; Sturgis, 2; Alma, 1;
Hillsdale, 2; District total, 42.

East
W. Dickson Brown, District Deputy
Detroit, 9; Saginaw, 8; Bay City, 89; Flint,
3; Ann Arbor, 30; Port Huron, 2; Adrian, 1;
Alpena, 25; Pontiac, 17; Monroe, 10; Royal
Oak, 11; Ferndale, 5; District total, 210.

. North
Joseph Thomas, District Deputy
Escanaba, 4; Hancock, 2; Calumet, 1; Mar-
quette, 16; Ishpeming, 3; Sault Ste. Marie, 11;
Manistique, 1; Iron Mountain, 5; Negaunee, 3;
Ironwood, 2; Bessemer, 1; District total, 51.
West
Lec J. Wykkel, District Deputy
Grand Rapids, 33; Kalamazoo, g; Manistee,
6; Muskegon. 12; Travers City, 1; St. Joseph,
12; Beqton Harbor, 135; Petoskey, 5; Cadillac,
1; Ludington, 5; Big Rapids, 4; Grand Haven,
4; Holland, 5; South Haven, 1; District total, .
113.

Minnesota
North

Jobn S. Siverts, District Deputy

Minneapolis, 50; Crookston, 2; St. Cloud, 4;
Brainerd, 6; Willmar, 4; Virginia, 2; Hibbing,
42; Bemidji, 6; Fergus Falls, 25; Eveleth, 2;
Thief River Falls, 8; Chisholm, 4; District
total, 15s.

South

C. A. Ingerson, District Deputy
St. Paul, 8; Winona, 1; Austin, 2; Red Wing,
6; Rochester, 16; Faribault, 2; Owatonna, o;
District total, 44.

Mississippi
North

Ben Wilkes, District Deputy
None reported.

South
C. A. Carrier, District Deputy
Vicksburg, 11; Meridian, 1; Hattiesburg, 81;
Biloxi, 15; Gulfport, 10; Pascagoula, 10; Dis-
trict total, 128.

Missouri

East
W. B. Shea, District Deputy

St. Louis, 14; Poplar Bluff, 1; De Soto, 4;
Hannibal, 4; District total, 23.

North
C. B. Burns, District Deputy
Kirksville, 42; Lexington, 4; Maryville, 4;
Brookfield, 8; District total, 58.

West

Harry R. Garrison, District Deputy
Kansas City, 1; Sedalia, 16; Springfield, 5;
Warrensburg, 6; Webb City, 1; Clinton, 10;
District total, 39.

Montana

East
Arnold Huppert. District Deputy
Great TFalls, 18; Livingston, 13; Bear Tooth
{Red Lodge), 14; Miles City, 26; Havre, 1;
District total, 72.
(Continued on page 54)
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all the aces, but strictly none of my affair, If
you get me.”’

“I get you,” Taylor said.
Afraid to stand out against him.”

Oakland stood on the other side of the fire,
looking down at both of them sulkily. He
listened, without interrupting.

“Is that quite a fair way to put it, Mr.
Barnett?” asked Dean. “I’m not one of these
altruists who go around butting in. That
doesn’t get a fellow anywhere, and he’s apt to
die of lead poisoning suddenly. So I paddle
my own canoe.”

“You can’t beg out of this, Texas Man,”
Oakland said brutally. “It's going to be my
say-so.”

Taylor did not even look at him. He spoke
to Dean, coolly, as though it were a business
detail, though he knew that his suggestion
might bring a bullet crashing through his brain.

“There's one point, that three thousand
reward for my arrest. It would split nicely
three ways.”

“Three ways?” Dean asked.

““I'm not counting Oakland. He’s out, since
he took me from the officers. But the rest of
you. Why don’t you take me to Tincup and
collect? I'll back your play to a fare-you-well.
It’s a lead-pipe cinch.”

“And how would we arrange this with

‘““No nerve,

Clem?” Dean wanted to know, blowing out a -

fat smoke wreath.

Oakland glared angrily at both of them,
uncertain as to what effect this proposal would
have on his confederates.

“Pay no attention to him,” Taylor advised.
“If he objects, bump him off. Unless Flanni-
gan is so fond of him that he can’t bear to
have his pal hurt.”

“That’ll be enough from you, fellow,” the
big man roared in fury. ‘Say any more and
T'll gun you now. Listen. You’re the one
that’s in a jam, not me. The boys:aren’t

But on the long road, sliding past the endless
line of traflic on the highway, nosing into one
burg after another, out again, and on along the
crowded boulevard, the Big Fellow had figured
out what was happening to him. He didn’t
blame Kelly Walker—he knew that Kelly was
caught, and couldn’t do anything else—but he
figured that Kelly would have to spread the
story that the Champ had taken the powder.
Kelly would have to call it a run-out. Every-
body else would call it a run-out. Nothing that
the Big Fellow himself could say—no wild
cock-and-bull -story about a kidnapping—
would be believed, ever. It would go down in
the books that he had taken a Micky Finn,
because he was scared to get in the ring with
Tiger Jack Mahler. Because he wouldn’t
take a dive, he was going to get charged with
a run-out.

““And a champion of the world can’t do that
way, either,”” he had figured to himself.

So the Champ just looked at the big man
with the gat. Then he sneered a little bit.

“You yellow dog!” he said, and made
as if to turn away.

Out of the corner of his eye, warily, he saw
the big man relax for an instant and lower his
gun. The Champ timed every move, down to
the last split fraction of a second.

Long Jawn whirled, snaked his right hand
out at the other man’s left, spun that gun out
of it, and smashed his own left hand across to
the jaw. It was a long, flashing, murderous
punch, coming from nowhere, with two hun-
dred-odd pounds of championship bone and
muscle behind it. The knuckle of the Champ’s
left hand wrenched and split, but the big
thug’s jaw cracked, too. The thug jerked once
and fell forward with a crash. The Champ
switched out the single incandescent.

In the black room, the two squares of the

taking any orders from you. When I get good

and ready I’ll rub you out. Don’t make any

mistake about that. But first you’ve got a job

to do. Soon as it’s dark enough.” :
“Which is?” Taylor asked.

L)
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ou’re going to blow up the Featherhead
”

dam.

So that was what the villain was saving
him for,

_‘c‘lNever in a thousand years,” the prisoner
said.

“We’ll settle that right damn now,” Oak-
land shouted, and he dragged out a .45 Colt’s
revolver,

Dean moved a little farther out of the line

Run-Out

(Continued from page 1r1)

double window glowed suddenly from the
night sky outside. .

Outside the room in the bare hallway of the
cottage, there were sudden shouts and a tram-
plingoffeet. Somebodybanged and hammered
on the door. Somebody began clattering at
the lock.

But Long Jawn Keran, champion of the
world, was on his way.

He took the middle bar of the right-hand
window, wrenched at it in a fighting fury, and
half scrambled, half dived, through a racking
of wood and the crackle of shattered glass.

He floundered on soft ground, fought the
stabbing branches of the shrubbery, and
staggered out across a gravel driveway into
a sparse row of bushes on the other side. He
hit the white palings of a low fence, plunged
over it, and found himself in some kind of a
dark field. "

The hue and cry burst out behind him. The
house was miles from any other, evidently, and
the boys did not care how much noise they
made. Someone took a pot shot at him from
the broken window. He heard the flat bang of
the gun, sensed thé flash of flame behind him,
but the shot was not even close. There were
lights behind him, too—maybe the boys had
more than one car, back there.

There were the shapes of trees, a grove of
trees, on the dark horizon over to his right.
The Champ bore away toward them, plodding
brokenly over the heavy ground. Ie was on
his way.

One idea stirred in him and kept him going—
the idea that he had to get away, get across the
long miles of country, get through the dark,
and hammer with his own two fists against
everything that was trying to lick him. It
was not a smart idea, like Kelly Walker’s.
The Big Fellow did not understand’ half the

43

of fire. “Just a moment, Clem,” he suggested.
“Not butting in or anything, you understand.
But no harm in making your proposition clear.
If Barnett blows up the dam you send him to
kingdom come. If he doesn’t, you do the same.
Jus% ’}vhat does it buy him if he does as you
sa;

‘It buys him about five more hours of life.”

“Five hours,” Dean repeated, with a lift of
the shoulders. ‘“Not so much. You’re bar-
gaining like a tightwad.”

“I'm not bargaining. I’'m telling him.
Which is it to be, fellow? Will you take orders
from me? Or shall we finish this right here?
Take your choice.”

The bowlegged man watched the Texan,
his impassive poker face veiling the interest he
felt. He had never seen this outlaw before,
but the man’s self-containment amazed him.
The prisoner’s cool gaze did not waver, though
he looked straight into the barrel of the re-
volver. Though his heart must be hammering
fast, no hint of fear lay in the steel-gray eyes.
Much more than his swaggering enemy, he had
the assured poise of victory.

Mosby interrupted shrilly. “Hold your
horses, Clem. No hurry about this. Let me
talk to him.”

For purposes of avoiding possible legal com-

- plications later, Dean filed a formal protest

against the murder. “I wouldn’t do that,
Clem. We'll talk this over reasonably.’”’

‘“He’s making his choice now,”” Oakland said
obstinately.

“Which is it, fellow? Will you blow up the
dam or won’t you?”’

Taylor leaned forward a little, to make his
refusal more emphatic. ‘‘T’ll see you in hell
first, you scoundrel.”

“Look!”’ Flannigan warned.

Someone was riding down the slope toward
the camp. It was Molly Prescott.

(To be concluded)

things that Kelly Walker had explained to him.
He knew only that they—the wise money and

" the millions that Kelly couldn’t buck—were

trying to lick him, and that he was Champion,
and that before they licked him, they were all
going to know they had been in a fight.

ALL night long he plodded stubbornly
across country-in the dark. He took open fields
at a jog trot. He crawled through hedges,
climbed fences—lay hidden in a ditch, once,
when he saw a car coming up a lane, flashing
a spotlight. He stayed away from roads and
highways, as much as he could. He knew that
if a gang car caught up with him in the dark,
it would be the end.

The Big Fellow was on his way when the
gray of morning came—the muggy, hot gray
that promised a sweltering Fourth o’ July.

He hit State Highway, going south, and kept
close to the fences and hedges in the early
hours, coming out to the road only to bum a
ride when he saw a chance.

He hurried steadily south—a tall, hard,
gaunt-looking tramp in an open shirt and torn
trousers stained with mud. His one idea kept
him going. His left hand—the hand he had
hit the big gunman with—hurt him, and he
held it cocked high because it ached when he
swung it naturally. His legs were heavy with
the night’s roadwork.

“They’re gonna have t’ lick me, first!” he
kept saying to himself, and he kept on
going.

Everything had happened to him that a good
manager would have prevented—-sl'eeplpssness,
fatigue, injury, worry—but down in his heart
of hearts the Big Fellow was a fighting man,
and he wanted to fizht. He plodded along

(Continued on page 44)
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(Continued from page 45) .
Champ, crouching, jammed the Tiger’s head
back with the long left. . He saw his chance.
He came out of his crouch like a catapult,
whipping over the right hand. .o

The C%lamp stepped back, shaking his head
against the fog, watching the Tiger slide down
the ropes to the floor. He circled back on un-
steady legs, watching, waiti

Tiger Jack Mahler got to his hands and
knees. The Champ saw him staring up, sav-
age, astonished. The Champ saw that Mah-
ler’s face, too, was smeared with blood. He
watched—- :

And then, back of the ring post behind
Mahler, the Big Fellow saw a man making
motions to him. Qut of all the fogged and
crazy mob, the Big Fellow saw that one man.
And in that second the Champ knew that there
was one man in the mob who was not fogged,
not crazy—one man who was watching things
for him, helping him, giving him the office.

e man was Kelly Walker, cold-eyed and
poker-masked again, and he was giving the
Big Fellow the office to hold everything, mea-
i‘a‘::r{m man, make his one next punch do the

ess:

. Tiger Jack Mahler got to his feet and came
in like 2 wild man. -

But the Champ stepped back out of the
smother of the Tiger's Eammering fists. He

stepped back, threw in his left, threw it in

again. Out of the high uproar ’
noise and frt_)m.somewhell':: beyzildth ihr:ofl;s
that ‘ﬁras (li)elg{mlllnn%‘ ’:.cl)k blind him, the Cha.mxf
pion hear e ’s. i

pion heard I y er’s. fist thumping the

Swiftly then, like a Champion—like g great:

workman—the Big Fellov
Tiger with bis lef Y measured " the
e stepped in short, hooking his ri
}ihftw in h;shtiwo (}mng;id and te&; pouggh;f
ghting weight and smashed Tj k
on Ttﬁe %oint of the jaw. *ge Jack Mahler
e Big Fellow himself reeled back from th
impact. He caught himself i ing
He looked at the Tiger. < egainst falling.
%e "II\‘iger fell forward.
e Tiger’s right hand went out
clutching, no longer clenched. OEEI'JI‘?;;g
ba’?‘%ed on thelcaélvas, rolled over——
e ring tilted crazily, and the ¢ i
of the World saw a line of treees \1;:?;%32
against’ the horizon. He saw figures of men
blurred and moving. He heard them shoutiné
at him, felt them clutching at him. He shoved
at them, hit out as hard as he could at them
and found that his arms would not work. His
left arm ached. He could not see very well.
“John! You damn fool! You damn fool!”
So_mebod_y was holding him up, wrestling
at ]l;m;, c];xll-mg %’um a damn fool.
ut when at last the ring was cleared a littl
and the crowd was milling back of thearépegi
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and Kelly Walker was where the Big Fellow
could see him again, the Champion went over
to Mahler’s corner and shook his hand. The
Big Fellow remembered then what he had
wanted to say, but he remembered, also, that
it was not Tiger Jack Mahler he had wanted
to say it to.

The mob yelled and milled, but Long Jawn
Keran went up to the ropes, held himself up
while his knees trembled, and made a speech.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” he said, and the
mob, curiously, gave him quiet. - He looked
out from the ring at the mob’s dusty huddle,
and the gaunt fences, the training shed and the
straggle of trees. The millions and the wise
money had shut him out of the Lincoln Sta-
dium, the purse of six hundred grand, and the
crowd of a hundred thousand cash customers
piled high on towering bleachers. But some-
how, blindly, doggedly, driven by that notion
of his, the Big Fellow had won this dusty mob
and this dusty lot, instead.

He made his speech.

“Tadies and gentlemen,” the Big Fellow
said, “My name is Keran—John Keran—and
T’m still Heavyweight Champion of the World! ’

He saw Kelly Walker hugging at a ring post,
and when he looked at Kelly he saw that
Kelly turned his face away and hugged that
ring post and cried like a lost kid.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” the Big Fellow
said, “I thank you one and all!”

By Special Permission

pluggers, were grateful for the free ballyhoo
g given their tunes by this strange new

- toy, radio. Buck visioned the wireless as a

threat to his members’ incomes, and, even
though the publishers couldn’t see Buck’s
{:&y, the more numerous composers and lyric-

ts could. So they passed a resolution for
another court fight.

Stﬁatlmn WOR in New Jersey, a pioneer in
. : eld and one of the best known at the time,
) s ieaected for a test case. Some undoubted-
1\5/’[ rmless tenor had sung ‘Mother
evemhlr ee” with no intention of offense what-
castfnso“the ASCAF sued WOR for broad-
sio i{v “ Mothe; Machree” without permis-
gl'onl;n d ith Justice Holmes’ decision as a back-
go M 1t was ruled that radio tenors couldn’t
With Otltl)er Machreeing without permission.
trol tcl; a;;t‘ssi:ntgall:otels already under con-
stations unde: thumbe.rs now had the radio

But nobody knew, in 4 j
» in dollars and cents, just
\{f);:'vAmFucl? broa.cjcastmg was worth. Station
tantly 4 iggest in the field with WOR, reluc-

Y. took out a license for permission to use

cog‘);r%ft‘,'hted music for one year. It paid $500.
are that%:'};vsigm’soo a year, and the chances

. have to pay much more.
ne}x“‘l; WOR and WEAF in line, Gene Buck
i ment after the Radio Corporation of
station” which was (:Eerating six or seven
o exa,ctmm W]Z as the key. Not knowing
tosell 5 commercial value of the license he had
tion ¢ fl.uczk offered to give the Radio Corpora-
tablich %;3 license for six months, just to es-
Sarnoft otff{ principle of the thing. David
offered gy tz;ls' A at first refused, and then he
vears. € out 2 license for a number of
Govlgt%t:‘ing doin;g," said Buck. “Why, the
icense £ el’it won't give you your operating
e Go ‘z:' onger than ninety days at a time.
lead mment doesn’t know where radio will
oursel] and neither do we. We won’t tie
Eve\;% up for a long term.”
é?l-day the Government, watching
all licenges t5.570W by leaps and bounds, issues
Samosgs for Dinety-day periods.
enough o refused Buck’s terms. “There are
domain tg)el‘a_s and symphonies in the public
We just satisfy our listeners,” he argued, “so
But he w‘;: t use copyrighted music at all.”
Wwrong; the public wanted new

(Continued from page 1 3)

music. The first break into the R. C. A. chain
came when an advertiser who was offering a
program in ?lttsburgh insisted upon new music.
Buck’s Society sold the Pittsburgh station a
one-hour broadcasting license for $20. And
for the $20 the station could have its pick of
musicC.

AT PRESENT some 500 stations pay license
fees ranging from $25 a year to the $37,500
each paid by WEAF and WJZ, and the Society
tells each station what can and what cannot
be played. Once a month the Society sends to
all stations and program-makers a list of music
titles. “The following,” says the list, ““have
been withdrawn from use by all stations. . . .
Performances of the following compositions
from the musical-comedy productions indicated
are restricted, but on request in writing,
specifying the name, date and hour of the
program, occasional -special permissions wiil
be granted.”

Each new list always includes the musical
shows running on Broadway. In addition the
restricted material includes ““Peter Ibbetson,”
“The King’s Henchman,” and the “Through
the Looking-Glass” suite by Deems Taylor;
?‘11 of HMarry Lauder’s songs, Gershwin’s

Rhapsody in Blue,” and music from such
former successes as “The Desert Song,”
‘““Show Boat,” “Rose Marie,” ““Sally,” “Sun-
ny,” and ““The Student Prince.”

. Think back over your last few nights of radio
listening. How many times have you heard
“QOlI' Man River” or “Indian Love Call” or
“One Alone”? Not many, and the reason is,
not that these songs are outmoded, for you
probably would enjoy hearing them again; they
are on the restricted list, and the society is
trying to keep them alive and popular as long
as 1t can.

But even this protection is not considered
complete by the songwriters. They complain
that they get little income from foreign rights
to their music; that radio, movies, and all the
other new channels for music are not- paying
enough, and that the songwriters don’t get
their fair share of the proceeds that do come in.

When the announcer says “by special per-
mission of the copyright owner,” he means the
publisher. It is the publisher who has the final
say as to disposition of songs: it is he whose

permission is necessary for a broadcast. And
that, says Billy Rose, is sometimes a shame.

Rose, songwriter who turned producing
manager, presented a revue last. season en-
titled “Sweet and Low.” In it were scveral hit
songs by Rose—* Cheerful Little Earful” and
“Would You Like to Take a Walk’ among
them. “Cheerful Little Earful” in particular
was popular, and the publisher saw in it a gold
mine. Broadcasters clamored to use it and the
publisher, inspired with the urge to make the
nation cheerful-little-earful conscious, per-
mitted almost unrestricted use of the song.

What happened? On New Year’s Eve, 1931,
not long after Rose’s revue had opened. the
song was broadcast twenty-two times. For a
week or two the song was heard on the radio
ten or twenty times a night. The result, ac-
cording to Rose, was a swift, nation-wide
nausea. The song that stopped the show less
than a month before was now greeted coldly
by the audiences. Furthermore, only 100,000
copies of the sheet music were sold, when, ac-
cording to Rose, it should have sold half a
million.

LAST spring Rose turned out another show,
“Crazy Quilt,” which is touring this season,
and in it he was lucky enough or smart enough
to have another hit song—*“I Found a Million
Dollar Baby in a Five and Ten Cent Store.”
Having learned his lesson, Rose made a con-
tract with his publisher that this song should

o on the restricted list. Consequently you

aven’t heard it often; just enough, perhaps,
to whet your interest, and if “Crazy Quilt”
should come your way on its tour you’ll greet
the song with something warmer than apathy.
Sheet music sales, says Rose, indicate that the
million-dollar-baby song will far outsell all the
others from his previous revue.

Two years ago a song hit of first water would
sell 2,000,000 sheet-music copies and 2,000,000
records. Nowadays the profession regards a
song as a terrific hit if its sales in sheet music
reach 250,000 and its records 200,000. I am
informed that every publisher has lost money
during the last year and a half, and writers’
incomes, according to Rose, have dwindled
75 per cent.

_ So the songwriters have decided something
further must be done about it. One contract

0
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music—Tir(x Pan Alley songs and ope.ra;; pub;
lishers of popular songs and publishers fh
standard music. These twelve men sit I?enqad :
a bust of Victor Herbert and judge their kind.

The directors class members as A writers,
B writers, C and D writers; there are also
lower classifications described as 1, 2, 3 claises.
The lists are set for one year, and every three
months members receive checks that are large
in proportion to the members’ c‘lassnicatmne;

Cohan, because songs like his “Over There’
have endured, is an A writer, even though his
only recent song is something he wrote t{)
frighten gangsters in an anti-gang mass meeci
ing in New York. Gershwin, Youmans a.nf
Berlin are in the A class. But a full list o
the classifications has never been given out,
and there is no appeal from the directors
decision. These twelve men are the Judg‘es of
what music is popular, whether it be Ths
Peanut Vendor” or “The King’s Henchman.
An A writer receives about $6,000 a year.

Even after the classifications are established
the division of money is complicated. An A
writer may do business with a D publishe, or
vice versa. A lyricist may provide words for
the music of a D composer. The system of
Payment is highly flexible, and apparently
satisfactory to everyone concerned.

“Thar’s

the shore of Great Bear Lake knew that what
felt so heavy in his cold, unmittened hand was
pitchblende; but he was too experienced a
Prospector to become excited. Before he re-
turned to tell his snow-blind partner of his
d he searched out a second vein.
is was no freakish little hunk such as he
treasured back in Ontario; the veins were
as wide and wider than his two feet encased in
heavy, elk-hide boots. Three days they re-
mained there until St. Paul once more could
see and help to stake the property. Between
them they had licenses for staking rights to
thirty-six_claims, each fifteen hundred feet
square. The fact that they staked but two
C fore they started on for Hunter Bay
is clear proof that they were far from fully ap-
preciating the richness of their find.

THF:Y thought they might find even better
OWIngs somewhere in the thirty miles. More-
over, they had a rendezvous at Hunter Bay
with a party of men including LaBine’s brother
arles, with whom their fortunes were as-
Sociated. These men were coming north by
at in order to study the water route from the
end of the railroad at Waterways far to the
South in Manitoba; at Hunter Bay they re-
celved word that the party would be delayed.
€ weather was moderating. Some of the
Prospectors at Hunter Bay were striking into
5 e bush, They heard men discussing Echo
- They wished themselves back on those
Yeins of pitchblende but they could no longer
travel over the ice and a heavily laden canoe
WVas hardly g safe craft on that inland sea
called Great Bear Lake. Then, in mid-July,
%? airplane swooped down out of the clouds to
unter Bay, It belonged to a free lance pilot,
:-J- McDonough. Promptly LaBine engaged
him for 5 trip back to Echo Bay.
th en they arrived there for the second time
€Y SaW a group of prospectors camped right
gil the spot where they had found tﬁe pitch-
ende. Now LaBine began to know the taste
: ne of this group was a geologist;
liwas hardly to be expected that 4 man so
ghoroughly  trained would fail to identify
€ ore which showed in that place LaBine
and St. Pay] haq staked; but he did fail and

goundl.s party moved on to look for better

jipihereafter LaBine and St. Paul staked to the
Ml of their licenses; and when they were

In addition to the broadc
ments, the public performan,

are levied u][jmn dance halls, hotels and boats,
Dance-hall licenses are based upon surround-
ing population and floor Space, and the fees
run from $5 to $350 a year. The maximum
fee for a hotel is $400 a year, and is based upon
the number of orchestras

. employed and
whether or not radio service is prov?deg inevery
room. The matter of hotel radios went to the

Supreme Court before the A. S, C. A. P. won
its point—and the Society, incidentally, hag
never lost a suit. :

A few years ago the menace of lyric boot-
legging cost the music industry an estimated
$10,000,000 in loss of sheet music sales, and
occasionally it recurs. In 1929 one Harry Segal
innocently started this expensive racket.
Segal was known as the Shakespeare of the
Bowery. A genial soul who expressed himself
in verse, he published a green sheet called
“Harry Segal’s Lat:est Popular Songs” 1t
contained no music; just verse, and the
hx::js weren’t written fo fit any particular
m .

Y.
Segal had unburdened himself of every type
of dltlty—mammg‘r‘ Ts<])1ngé.“nut” song, Yiddish
song, love song, € City of Happi isi
the State of Your Mind,"iy o e

said one. “Twee,
Twee, tweel, I'm a daffy daffydilly,” said

asting establish-
ce for profit fees

Radium in Them
(Continyed Srom page 8).

joined by three associates still mor,
o e ground was

It was not until a Year later, in Ma 1
that silver was first disco ' St ot

; scovered at a point six
miles from that first rich find of pitcrl)lblende;

piece of ore that was so nearly a solid b
native silver as to make beholders gasp. - If

aBine were ever disposed to make-siich use
of 80 grand a souvenir that single block might
be minted into s g silver dollars enough to
fill a stout canvas bag.

More than silver was shipped out; something
vastly more impressive, At a cost of about
$400 a ton, twenty tons were shipped by
water, across the lake and up the Mackenzie
to the end of the railroad at Waterways, This
shipment consisted of twenty tons of hand
sorted pitchblende ore. From it, experts have
estimated, about two and a half grams of
radium can be concentrateq, For an under-

-standing of the insignificant bulk of two and

a half grams heap as much granulated sugar
as can be piled on a base the size of a silver
dime; but if you want to buy that much ra-
dium prepare to write a check for $125,000.
The current price of radium is about $50,000
a gram. Under the stimulus of those pitch-
blende deposits at Great Bear Lake the price,
it seems certain, will come down somewhat,
but it is never going to be cheap. In all the
world there is considerably less tgan a pound;
yet in the hospitals of the United States alone
there is a distressing need of the equivalent of
several pounds. It is employed in the treat-
ment of cancer,

It is no wonder that Western Canada Air-
ways had difficulty that summer in roviding
sufficient planes to meet the demancP of geolo-
gists, mining engineers and prospectors who
wished to be transported forthwith to Great
Bear Lake. By the time the winter freeze-up
came bringing December temperatures of
forty degrees below zero an area of about forty
or fifty square miles in and around Great
Bear Lake had been staked. Much of this
ground betrays evidence of mineralization but
to what extent it is mineralized and with what
kinds of minerals is a secret not likely to be
revealed until there is intensive prospecting this
summer. Dynamite, diamond. drilling ma-
chinery and much back-breaking toil with
picks and shovels will tell more about the
quantity and quality of the wealth that is
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. N ime in May-

nother. “Night time is date time in 3
?.ill?e," said agthird., Harry al§o wantc('lhetg
know who washed Wasl\x\lpgl;on s wash w

i n’s wife went West.
W'si'(‘jilllensglggkespcare of the Bowery gave thclsg
green sheets to Coney Island venders w h(; S?c
them in bales. Other pitchmen not cmp O%nd
by Harry looked with envy. Unable tc:)t e
another Shakespeare to write some compe ls ve
verse, they decided to reprint the Cho-l:ulsction
all the Broadway song hits in flagrant vio Iathis
of copyright. The nation-wide spread o e
lucrative racket nearly ruined the sheet-ml;l]»e S
business before the courts could be persua
tofrtoglétéimple old days, before the two re:] o:
lutions of radio and talking-pictures, a spoit;e
writer’s life was not complicated. He w rSic
his piece, the publisher sold the sheet mlfl lt};
and the phonograph companies paid a (oz'é -
of two cents a record. But now a plethree
music must be jealously guarded by ks
powerful organizations, a complicated sys er
of licenses, and the constant effort to 1¥§p gn]y
with the advancement of science. thevoice
reminder you have of these things is the
ion announcer: .

of ‘E}ll;ys?;::%ial permission of the copy&‘i‘%:;
owners.” It is a warning, in the Broa
argot, to lay off.

Hills”

i he in-
hidden there. Roughly speaking, all t e I
te;iating claims around Echo Bay lie \ut}g:
the borders of anB encircling ;g::n;%zpoint
ion; but Echo Bay is a m ¢
;n;gng 'the possibilities of the Northwest Ter:
ritories.

All told probably no more than ﬁfLy Ilnacsri
managed to get to Great Bear Lake dast
summer. This year it is expected by men
familiar with the situation that a thousan d or
more will find the means to have themseu e
transported there. Mere wishing is not eno tgn.
Last summer the cost of flying from Ldmgn o
Alberta, to Great Bear Lake was figured 0 2
basis of $1.50 a pound. From Wa.terwayéi <
the end of the railroad, the cost was e
pound. Since each passenger had to carry Si] ifh-
cient food and other supplies to malnt%m bim-
self it was well rglgh émposs;bﬁa;o gu
round trip at less than $2,500 N )

Most oI; the planes and flyers are In tht(:i ser
vice of Western Canada Airways, sub}?} }llall'z
of a larger air transport company whic h
turn is controlled by two of t_he largest gl
road systems of Canada. This compan)i has
established a series of stations on the la o
and rivers in the thirteen hundred mile Il:mll;e
between Edmonton and Great Bear I?ché
This is important because gasoline on ho
Bay becomes a fluid worth more than “}rlme o
whiskey. The problem of refuehn_g is the (;)e e
thing which serves to keep the region fron.} e
ing overrun with free lance airplane pi of -
There are some; that chap McDonough, b?e-
example; and McDonough has suddenly
come rich,

THERE is an ironic flavor to the luck of
McDonough, which is bitter medicine to cg;e
of the big exploration companies of Cana o
This outfit in recent years has spent hundre

of thousands of dollars on airplane expeditions
into the Northwest Territories, each of which
was a hunt for mineral wealth. In the same
year that LaBine found pitchblende at Ec'ho
Bay this company had had a prospector ta.l\]en
into the same region. The company’s geolo-
gists had determined that those rusty gossans
were worth careful investigation. The man
they sent to make the investigation was an
experienced prospector, but as he was being
flown northward, just under the clouds, he
saw some greenish stone shining on the land
below. It suggested gold to him; he had seen
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may be tlge stain of copper; and the Copghe;
may carry gold. Most easily seen are
& i ded, rusty-

“What we call a gossan is a rounded, y
colored, knob-like hilltop. The color is afsgau;
of rust, caused by the decomposition of iro
ore. Since iron ore is often found in ass?aa-
tion with other minerals, the gossans seen from
the air are like signal flags to the prospectors.
There are gossans around Echo Bay and as
we now know there is not only the iron ore
there which made the rust but there is likewise
a variety of other minerals—pitchblende, sil-
ver, a lesser amount of gold and more thla.n
a score of other minerals as well. The jungles
along the equator may hide equal qua.ntxtéhes
of mineral wealth; but the advantage of the
north country to the prospector is that the
rocks are exposed. Fully eighty-five per cent.
of the country over which I flew was exposed
rock, covered neither by forest nor §ravel nor
moss. It is a prospector’s paradise. 0

The minute the prospectors come to earth,
however, the region ceases to bear any rela-
tion to a paradise. In the summer the con-
stant, unrelieved daylight seems to emphasize
the brooding loneliness. There is little plea;
sure in any companionship because swarms o
bloodthirsty insects, mosquitoes and black
flies sour all tempers. There are no shelters.
The prospectors must sleep in tents or build
cabins. As for food, it would bring joy to the
heart of any woman to see and hear how men in
the bush bemoan the chores of housekeeping.
In the north a man who can—and will—cook
is a jewel without price; but who wants to
cook when others are hunting buried treasure?

Miles Flynn told me an old yarn of the Yu-
kon that is being repeated nowadays at
Hudson’s Bay Company posts and other
frontier places where men are buying solid
grub to be carried into the bush. There were
six of them in the camp and none of them
viewed cooking as other than slavery. _So the
six agreed to choose a cook by drawing lots
and the one chosen should be released from his
bondage and supplanted by the first one to
complain of his cooking.
. A youngster called Slim was the loser. For
SIX weeks he rolled out of his sleeping bag an
hour ahead of the others and prepared break-
fast; then saw them go into the bush_with
bundles of grub of his fixing for their midday
meal; and in the evening had their supper
ready for them and lingered over the pans
after his companions had turned in. Skim’s
disposition at the end of six weeks was like
that of a wolverine. Bad as his cooking was no
one had uttered a word of complaint; not,
at least, within sound of his ears. But the
supply was running low and so was the pa-
tience of Slim’s companions.

One night there were only beans and ban- -

nock for supper and the bannock was burned,
Four tired prospectors atein a brooding silence,
squatting on the floor of the lean-to because
there was no table. One man was late and
Slim banged pans about and stabbed vicioasly
at the fire. When the four had finished with-
out any having uttered the criticism for which
Slim longed he did not bother to put the beans
back on the-fire for the still absent member of
the camp. At last about nine o’clock this one
staggered wearily up the trail. He had gotten
lost and his dolour was apparent. He squatted
wordlessly and Slim dropped a pot of beans in
front of him. The beans were cold. This
W?Cto?dmg(:h‘ 17 excl

) eans!™ exclaimed the la 3
clutching his hands into six ot o}

weeks’
whiskers to show his despair. Theﬁr(ﬂ;’?pﬁ!f:
a bannock with his knife, “And burned

ba’rll'.;i)s(.:k’ the inlllside of it cold dough!”
Was only a start, but as the late diner
glanced up and saw Slim taking off his apron,
resigning his office with a light of thanksgiving
in his eyes, he changed his tone abruptly.
“Yes, sir,” he went on, “cold beans and
burned bannoch! Dash, blanked Slim he
knows that’s the way I love ‘em.” ’
. There will be a lot of bannocks burned by
inexperienced male cooks around the shores of
Great Bear Lake this summer; but there are

men going into the region who know a better
kind of bread. They are men who learned in

Alaska years ago that a baking powder ban-
nock is not half so palatable as the easily
digested and well-flavored bread made with the
natural yeast that grows in sour dough. Those
old sour doughs are veterans of more than the
iuaseléathml?mg i}eldi.l fsomih of them have fol-
ow e lure of gold from ther ine;
then on to Australia, to the P ippepne;

g Philippines and
South Africa. There are men among? tl:)hem who

irksome years the:

lacked the further patience to aw%t the dg:
velopment of a mine. Next time, they tell
themselx:es, they won’t sell out so easily,

Enshrined in their hearts as an icon are
names of prospectors who became fabulously
rich from the exploitation of something found
in the bush. Harry Oakes is one of these. He
found some quartz gleaming with gold at
Kirkland Lake on Ontario about ten years ago.
Instead of selling his claims Oakes worked in
the mines of other men as a laborer until at
last by selling a minor interest in his roperty
he had enough money to develop it. To-day he
is the principal owner of that mine and has so
many millions of dollars that he is rated one of
the richest men in Canada; and the lesson of
his career for any prospector is that you only
have to find one mine to make your dreams
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come true. The trouble with too many of them
is that the horizon is always beckoning. )
Some of the old-timers will possess and s..g
implements this summer that would astounS
the ghosts of men who died on Chilkoot pa'sé .
There will be tons of outboard engines to (}ﬂ;
canoes on the northern lakes. There \\gd ni
plenty of cameras and films, for the m eles
prospector takes pictures as well as ore sa'r_rlnlpbe
of nge ground he stakes. Also there wi be
many varieties of an instrument called a spt)é n
thariscope. This is a device used to ] ;t
samples of radium ore. It is a tube ﬁtt: 2t
one end with a magnifying glass and at. he
other with a disc of glass coated with par l‘;ed
of zinc sulphide. This is the substance u‘der
to make luminous paint, a crysgallu}e 'Po"l‘arly
that glows when exposed to sunlight; sxrqli.l tly
it glows when exposed to the ordm? yrder
visible rays emitted by radium ore. In (i:l der
to use it the prospector must find sonlll(’:n i
retreat, not an easy matter up there whe A
sun for days does not sink below the h(j)inﬁonéts
There will be other contraptions, 1S nets
for example. Lake trout wc;ghmg as r:ilu:very
sixty pounds can be taken in nets a?f A
pound of fish caught means a pound o too o
which the prospector does not ha\"e tor [3‘
air-freight costs. Moreover, next w in efor a
see a number of men settling dox\n. o
permanent residence. They will have ; ti?e
teams, and frozen fish is the usual dletlalo the
north woods dog-teams. _Incidenta );; Lo
scene of the strike is the region already chrri-
by the government of the x\orthwesth e,
tories on which to establish a greati) eerﬁt o
reindeer, bought from Alaska for the ben efit of
the Coppermine Eskimos, ar}d already 'so s
the prospectors are considering the adv agss es
of using one sleich deer that eats tmdevour
against a pack of wolfish dogs thg
h and, occasionally, an unwary ow ger. orth-
Not all will be veterans who join the n b
ward rush this summer. In the I’rc?\ mcccnt
Ontario during the winter months Goy crnn:"ho
geologists conduct free classes for those —_—
aspire to become prospectors. Many 1yo e
sters thus trained to recognize mme;‘a s “e hen
they see them will be scheming for the mhave
to join the rush. But they will have tohitch-
cash. There is no such thing as an aerial ey
hike in Canada; too many men are eager ;)ges
for the limited space in the a_vallz_xble plal orl:.
Only recently one of the big air \?ranS\I]Jork
companies received an inquiry from New X
concerning reservations to Great B%are A
for a party of forty men. None of tdotscchni-
be ordinary prospectors; geologists an e
men most likely going north as the r I;ey
sentatives of big money; and when big 11'100 po
begins to take an interest, thatisa prt:itt} gium
sign that there really is silver, gold and ra !

in them thar hills!

Pop Time Plays Ball

lead off the bag of from six to eight feet. And
kewise he goes down not with the actual
Pitch but with the beginning of it. .

“Ten bases are stolen on the pitcher to
One on the catcher,” McGraw told me when
we discussed this phase ot the game in con-
hection with time. ‘““The catcher gets the

lame, but it is nearly always the pitcher’s
fault, The good base stealer knows his pitcher
and knows when he is beginning a pitch. He
Boes down with the motion and has the ball
eaten before it leaves the pitcher's hand. As
You have shown, it takes a certain amount of
time to g0 to the catcher and another instant
to travel to first, Added to this, the catcher
Must whirl with the ball, knock off his mask,
and make the throw, and there is the added
1me of the pitcher's motion, which he cannot
5t0p once he hag started it. That is where the
SMArt base.runner scores. He feels that the

itcher s about to pitch to the plate, digs in
EIS ‘ipikes and is OJ.)" P °

(Continued from page 18)

During the world series games in Philadel-
phia, I was lucky enough to be able to put the
watch on Pepper Martin, the world series
hero and the chap who ran the Athletics
ragged on the bases, as he made two attempts
to steal second. One succeeded and the other
failed. His time was practically identical. In
each case he stole on the pitcher, but the time
he failed he was cut down by a perfect throw
from Mickey Cochrane.

The Pepper had a lead of six or eight feet off
the bag. T had a hunch he was going to steal,
and held the watch ready, He started down
with the backswing of Earnshaw’s arm, and as
he broke I thumbed the button. With the ball
at the plate he was half-way down. He made
a belly-dive for the bag and his outstretched
hands crossed it in 3.13 seconds. As he did so,
the ball was whistling into the second base-
man’s hands, waist high. There was no time
for him to make the touch-out. Martin was
under him and safe. One or two-tenths of a

second was needed for Bishop to get th'f t;‘l‘llé
down to the runner’s body. He didn’t ha;i e e
time because Martin had stolen it o
beginning of Earnshaw’s pitching motlog. .
But the second time that he went owh(,:
under the same conditions, Cothane caugle
him. Earnshaw’s pitch was easier to hzmt &
it must have been a tenth of a second fai er,
and Cochrane’s throw was right to the l;lgt
Martin, this time, was down in 3.1 seconds, :jl
the ball must have been there in 3 sc.conli(sl
flat. Bishop never had to move. Martin s
into the ball and was called out. A }1ttle latex(-j,
Watkins broke for second, made it in 3.2, an ¢
was called safe, Cochranc's throw was jus
too late. Close? They don’t come any c]oIs)QI('i.
I am still fascinate(f' by the mystery. dl;
Abner Doubleday figure this all out? Di ]e
dream that his arbitrary distances would resu. c'l;
in these thrilling races between runner an
ficlder, that only the fastest stopwatches,
product of a later civilization, could success-
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fully analyze? In one more scering play did
I clock the fiery little Martin. He stood on
third and waited until a sacrifice fly settled in
the hands of the center-fielder. Then he lit
out for home. He made the go feet from a
standing start in 3.9 seconds. He beat the
ball to the plate.

McGraw expressed himself as surprised that
the men were not faster on the bases. He has
never held a stopwatch on any of his men, but
said that from some of the times recorded in
baseball field events,-that he imagined that a
man would get down to first-base in around 3.4.
The closest anyone approached that time
in the World Series plays I clocked, was
Pepper Martin. I didn’t get Pepper, but I did
get the time of the play, a smart rap to the
third baseman, who didn’t have to move to
scoop it up and rifle it to first base. The ball
got to the bag in 3.4 seconds. Martin still had
his last step to take to the bag, and was called
out. He must have been there in 3.6. But
the manner in which the ball is hit and the
balance that a player retains after connecting
with the ball must have a lot to do with the
speed with which he gets down to first, because,
in another game, Pepper Martin was thrown out
at first in 4 seconds flat. The ball beat him to
the bag, and he went down there a-hustling.

A series of tests of time-plays around
first base indicates that all business must
be conducted inside of 4 seconds. Let us
examine some of my

fielder, the runner has no chance at all unless
there is a bad misplay. Hence the development
of the buqt, the object of which is to waste the
fielder’s time and make him exceed the four-
second limit within which he can work safely.
While he pursues a slowly trickling ball,
precious tenths of seconds are whizzing into
limbo, never to be reclaimed. The average
third baseman or pitcher knows when he is
licked. They develop a sense of time in them-
selves. You will see -them pick up a bunted
ball and hold it rather than risk a wild throw
to first. Too late is too late, and they know it.

As McGraw points out, double plays in
World Series must be tenths of seconds slower
than during the ordinary league games of the
long summer season, because the players
squeeze the ball. The series is short, the stakes
high, and the price of error practically pro-
hibitive. No ?layer cares to shoulder the
responsibility of tossing three thousand dollars
of his team mates’ as well as his own money
up into the grandstand or letting it trickle
through his legs, and so the boys make certain
that they have the ball before they throw it.
Throwing baseballs that haven’t yet been
caught is what leads to most fielding disasters.

notes on what oc-
curred around that
bag. Bing Miller hit

to the shortstop and
was thrown out in 3.7.
(In each case the time
here given is of the
ball from the time of
being hit until it
reached the first base-
man). Dykes hit a slow
hopper to the second
baseman. If it had
been to the shortstop
or third baseman, he
would have been safe.
But Frisch of St. Louis
had only a short dis-
tance to throw. He
got the ball to the bag
in 3.9, and Dykes was
out by two steps.
Jimmy Wilson, St.
Louis catcher, was out

. . N
in 3.0. Al Simmons ‘\\\\\\\\\\\\\\“

was thrown out in
3.72. Frankie Frisch,
one of the fastest men
on the Cardinal team,
was thrown out in 4
seconds. In my notes
I recorded ‘‘Loafed,
going down.” Mule
Haas went out on a
grounder to the pit-
cher, Grimes, in 3.81.
Mickey Cochrane
couldn’t beat the time
of 3.750n a play from short to first, and wasout

Let the fielders complete their handling of
the ball inside of four seconds, and, with the
exception ot extraordinarily fast men or left-
handers, who have a step less to take, the
batter will be out. But let the boys hold that
ball a few tenths of a second too long and
run over four seconds, and the man is safe.
Here is a double play, third to short to first,
that got the ball to first base in 4 2 seconds,
Just too late to catch Bing Miller, who went
scratching down the baseline like a scared
cottontail. A few innings later, Dykes was
guilty of being slow, and a double play was
completed on him in 4.3. But this in itsclf
was an exception, because later, three at-
tempted double plays in a row failed, and all
of them were clocked in 4.3 seconds.

Single plays in the infield are, of course, much
simpler of execution. Only one man handles
the ball. Where the ball is hit directly at the

“Sis says keep your shirt on, she'll
be down soon”

Squeezing the ball slows the play up. Any
infield that can complete a double play in 3.8
or 3.9 need never have to worry about the
second man. In nine cases out ot ten he will
be out. It is puzzling to me why baseball
men to date have failed to put this time meas-
ure on their infield plays as a matter of train-
ing combinations to speed up their work.

It takes between 6.5 and 7 seconds to get
the ball back to the infield after a safe hit,
which is, of course, why the base-runner is
invariably safe at first when he bangs a ball
out of the infield. Once in & great while, a fast
right fielder might throw a slow runner out at
first from short right, but the play is as rare as
the triple play in which, inside of four seconds,
a play is made at three out of the four bases.
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The only time I was able to clock the time to
second base was when Roettger hit a long line
drive out into the outfield. It looked like a
single, but he rounded first and lit out for
second, and slid into the bag in 8.5 seconds
from the time that he hit the ball, and was
ahead of the throw-in, making his double. It
was excellent time considering the slowing up
necessitated by rounding the corner of first.
He averaged 4.25 for each base. A slower man
would have been thrown out at second, try-
ing to stretch a hit. :

Once, a batted ball hit the pitcher and
caromed off him, rolling wild into deep infield.
It was 8.2 seconds before it was retrieved. A
man who had been on first steamed into third,
safe by a mile, and, of course, the batter made
his base, but was held there.

The consequences of any error in handling
the ball are intensified by the distance of the
fielder away from the first baseman. Thus, the
second baseman can juggle the ball longer
than the shortstop and twice as long as the
third baseman, and get away with it. I caught
Frankie Frisch frantically trying to extricate
a ball that seemed somehow to have leaped
into his hip pocket. He
seemed to play with
it for hours, but yet
managed to whip it to
Bottomley in 3.8, and
got his man. A third
baseman has no such
grace. Whereas the
second basemen has a
toss of from 20 to 45
feet, the third base-
man must average
around 120 feet. If he
doesn’t field the ball
perfectly, he might as
well stick it in his
pocket, because it will
be too late.

Where a game is
played in terms of
tenths and hundredths
of seconds, it is easier
to comprehend the im-
mense skill and physi-

to play it. The average
life of the major league
ball player is seven
years, because any-
thing less than perfec-
tion will not do in the
big leagues. There the
T~ game is played at its
best. There, the play-
ers must be able to get
down to first base, the
Open Sesame to a
score, in their four
seconds or better.
There, the infielders
must have that speed
and precision and
judgment which will
enable them to cut off
that tenth of a second
in the handling of the ball and keep men off
the base paths. There, the outfielders must
have the speed and judgment that will enable
them to get in position to catch line drives
and fly balls that stay in the air but from
three to six seconds.

What happens to a great shortstop when he
begins to slip? He looks the same. He has the
same easy motion, the same sure judgment of
the speed and the bound of the ball, the same
accurate throw into the first baseman’s mitt.
But he’s through. Released, traded, sold,
banished to leagues and teams where they play
slower ball. Perhaps his legs have begun to
go. Perhaps his arm. He is no longer within
the time peak. A tenth of a second lost here,
another tenth there, is translated on the otl}er
end into time for an extra step. 'l‘he‘ba_tter digs
his spikes into the bag and the umpire is kneel-
ing with his palms to the ground. ‘Safe!’
Only the physically perfect can execute these

cal perfection it takes .




- other he came to America. . .
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Continued from page 51)
maneuvers.( Sometimes when- the body ha.:.
gone, the mind will prevail a few years,l bu
once the physical peak is past, the pagrer
moves on and makes room for a(.i ygﬁ;xg;i irﬁ

S| not as experienced,
?l?: :isnewmag’at will whip that ball across
the diamond in 1.3 seconds and nip 2

r%;'mer by the length of the stubble on his
chin. .

The same thing happens to the great hitters,
eventually. They can no longer time the
speeding ball. The fine sensitivity of physi-
cal reaction to mental stimulus becomes
dulled. Balls they would have knocked out
of the lot, whiz by them or foul up off bats

The Elks Magaszine

: 3 .. o . ds.
too late, and fall into waiting han

Swili?rgrything is’Time in the mlrapulous gam;s:
Beat Time! Partition Time! Split up seccg;a :
into little pieces and steal half of them, tf e
Time with arm and limb and wind and br: o
Beat Time and you win. Let 'I}me beat yte
and you lose. Baseball is Time’s own private.
little game. . . .

Answers to Your Radio Questions

Mrs. I. E. Madding, Shreveport, La. About
the Mills Bros. who sing on the Vapex proci
gram over C. B. S. The boys are colore
and their voices are colorful and their ages
range from seventeen to twenty-one. Using
a guitar as their sole instrument these four
Negro brothers simulate with their voices the
sound of such instruments as the French horn,
trombone, bass, and trumpet to the amaze-
ment of the listeners. They hail from Piqua,
Ohio . . . and they hold a record by getting
their first radio engagement within a few days
of their first audition. .

‘Marjonea Kuhar, Cleveland, Ohio. Many
for your letter about the television
broadcast over W2XAB of the Columbia
System on which Anton Schubelj sang. . . .
It is interesting to know that both the sound
and the vision came over so _clearl){. .. A
few years ago we thought radio was impossible
and now it is the fourth biggest industry in the
land, and who but a Jules Verne would have
dreamed of television, and yet it is with us and
progressing by leaps and bounds . .. you
will hear Mr. Schubelj again on that same
program. . . .

Ada Levy, Philadelphia, Pa. - Dave Rubinoff
was born ya’xt a vergirJ early age in Grodna,
Russia, and at the age of five was able to play
the balalaika, and what's still more marvelous,
to pronounce it! By the time he was fifteen
he had won a scholarship at the Royal Musical
Conservatory of Warsaw. .- - With his
scholarship in one hand and his violin in the
. He likes
America and America likes him. . . . Fine
violinist, first-rate conductor, and composer of
no mean talent. . ... Rudy Vallée gave him
his first chance in radio. . . .

Collette Golden, Staten Island. Genial Uncle
on Carney of WOR is just as nice off the air
as he sounds, and his smile is just as kindly and
infectious as that famous chuckle of his sug-
gests. . . . He’s the sort of person you just
must call Uncle, and you couldn’t be blue with
im around. . . . That etiquette club for
ies of his has around 300,000 members,
and if they all follow Uncle Don’s advice the
world will certainly be brighter. . . . He's
a happy-go-lucky guy that everyone loves. . . .

Charles H. Vellott, Pleasantville, N. Y.

1 for your.pleasant letter from Pleasant-
ville. Glad to know you enjoy Tam Erks
AGAZINE. You certainly have written a
first-class sales talk for General Electric
Refrigerators, and it is really too bad that you
are not on the air with it. It was merely a
slip of the typewriter, and there’s many a slip
Vetween the typewriter and the printing press,
as you know. Your refrigerating letter warms
our hearts, Charles, and when we are waxing
Witty again . .. as we sometimes do . . .
we will have you and your Associated Dealers
In mind. . .". Write us again . . . and no
hard feelin’s you know.

Grace Rosinsky, Manitowoc, Wis. Apparent-
ly you are desperate for help!—and want an-
Swers to FOUR questions, each one of which
Tequires in itself quite a lot of answering. Well,

ere we go: Question No. 3. How many in the
cast of “The Goldbergs,” and who are they?
Rosalyn Silber plays Rosie; James Waters plays
Jake;” Alfred Corn plays Sammy; Gertrude

Berg plays Mamma Goldber and i
authoress and producer of l:heg s i v oo

a_r;n ox('ichestra. of his own. {-Ihe is exclusively
signed up, as a singer, with the Columbia
Artists’ Bureau, and Freddie Rich conducts for
him. ~Art can be heard over C. B.S. five times
weekly—Mondays and Wednesdays at 6:45
P. M., Tuesdays at 6 P. M., Fridays at 3:30
P. M., and Saturdays at 945 P.M. Iamun-
able at this Jooment to answer your other
questions which concern loca] programs over
WGN. " Thanks for your interest,

Edward F. Linderman,
ways glad to hear from yor
is The Barbasol Man,

Shamokin, Pa. Al-
u, Ed. Singin’ Sam

and he is a duct of
that fertile field for talent the googrgldufnig-

strel show. He comes from the Middle West.
Sterling Jack Turner sang for The Sterling Oil
Corporation at WHAS and WLW in Ken-
tucky, and was.under contract for WHAS for
many years. His vacation from the air was
due to an accident to his hand, but while he
was away through the courtesy of WHAS he
was transferred to WTAM., His age is about
thirty. I wish we had a

lot more correspon-
dents like you who would send s information
once in a while.

Mrs. ’H - Wester, Elizabeth,"N. 7. Raymond
Knight’s picture has already appeared in our
paper, and it is not really sage to let these

Cuckoos out of their radio clock too often.
Paul Dumont is a radio favorite and the end-
man of the Dutch

Masters’ Minstrels. The
Cuckoos have gone commercial in answer to
your wish and can be heard on Saturdays,
N. B. C. network. Naturally, being all luna-
tics they have gone lunar . that is, The
Blue Moon Cheese Company has signed them
up . ..on the dotty lines ... which is
fitting . . . it’s only once in a blue moon
you can find anything so cuckoo. .

Henrietta Furcotte, “Cyr's Ranch,” North
dams, M ass. Your curiosity will, I am afraid,
have to kill you for the time being, as T am
unable to send you the photographs you wish.
However, I will try to publish them in an early

issue and let you see if the radio stars you like
look the way they sound. '

Doris Sﬁy'th, Burnstad, North Dakota. Gladys
Shaw Erskine appears in the KUKU hour, over
the Columbia Broadcasting System. She goes
under the aliases of Dolly Gray, and Miss
Eugenia Skidmore, Station KUKU’s Own
Poetess. .As Miss Erskine is no longer con-
nected with Tae Erks MagazinE, and doesn’t
happen to be writing this, I can tell you that
she is very, very good, too. Baby Rose Marie
is off the air at the present time, so I am afraid
that you will be unable to hear her until her

mother or her sponsors decide to put her
back again.

Miss E. C. B., Cape Girardean, Mo. The
charming lady with the lovely voice and the
melting Southern accent, as you so graph-
ically describe her, is Miss Betty Council, who
appears with Leo Reisman on the Ponds Hour.
The name of the theme song for the Gold-
bergs is Serenade, if that is any help to you.
There are so many pieces called Serenade that
they get me all confuddled, ersonally, so I
could not possibly tell you wiich one of the
thousands that particular Serenade is.

Fred Caldwell, Seguin, Texas, You're wrong
although it may have seemed like a good ’Igdga
at the time. Tony Wons’s real name 1s 0f°¥
Wons, believe it or not—Anthony \\{onsY o
long. But you win the round for Cheerio. % .
guessed right on his name, though I believe
still keeps it a dark secret.

Vood
Alan Arthur, 28 Charter Oak Slred, Wo

Ridge, N. J. There are three radio ,sc11119015_
that I know of. There is a school in Was }tnfe
ton called Floyd Gibbons Radio School,,t e d
is R. C. A. Institute here in New York, ano
then there is the Broadcasting Insl:ltul:e,tli;;t
West 42nd Street, New York. I suggest 2
you write them and find cut what it 1 t
about. For an audition, the man to see &
N. B. C. is Mr. Leslie Joy.

Lenore H. Gray, Waco, Texas. Answerng
these letters isn’t}a burden, Miss Gray, sO yg;
may never apologize for asking too méli R4
questions. The young lady you.menglon,B ¥ it
the sugar and butter accent, is Miss e]‘te)x,'
Council. You see, it isn’t a state secret, 2 o]
all. Mary and Bob of True Story fame 3
broadcast as ever over WEATF on Tuesday
nights at 8:30 P. M.

2 dar
Jane Meyer, 2715 Dale Wood Aue., Ce
Rapids, Iou%:z. 1 Zouldn‘t find out \\rhcthe:hor
not Helen Dumas has a sister named Do:;)) l_())"-
I am awfully sorry. Why don’t you askh gn,t
thy if she has a sister named Helen, or an .
you ever thought of that? Julia Sanderso =
really Mrs. Frank Crummit now. She was on
the stage at the age of thirteen, then she l;:a o
to New York and worked for the Shuber >
She went on the air by accident, and has nov
decided that she likes it a thougand times
better than the stage. James Wallington was
born in Rochester, N. Y. Went to s_chool al:) d
college there. Was a singer for a‘whgle but 1:g !
sick of that, hooked up with Eddie Cantor,
and now he is one of our favorite announcers.
He is twenty-two, six feet tall, has blue eyes,
brown hair and—a wife.

Mrs. Frances Fahey, 110 Willow Ave., Sus-
uehanna, Pa. Lannie Ross, whose real name,

lieve it or not, is Lancelot Patrick RosTs, }:
twenty-four years old, a graduate of Ta
Prep School and Yale University. He was a
big man both in college and school, and very
popular. Ross has made two European t%xlrsy
one of which, as a soloist for the Yale Glee
Club, he chose in preference to going to .zm&
sterdam with the Olympic Team after he ha
already qualified for it. I call that knO'ivmg
what one wants. So far as I have been able to
learn, he still appears in the Maxwell House
Coffee Hour over the N. B. C. network.

Mrs. E. C., ryor Columbus Ave., Waco,
Tecxas. The Gt;ldb7erg family, composed of Mr.
and Mrs. Goldberg, Sammy and Rosie, are
made up, respectively, of Mrs. Gertrude Berg,
alias Mrs. Goldberg, who writes all the acts
and is the true boss of the whole shebar}g,‘
James Waters, a veteran stage actor, alias
Mr. Goldberg, and Alfred Corn, also seen on
the stage, is Sammy. Rosalyn Silber is Rosie.
Mrs. Berg has written some Jewish plays and,
as she is Jewish herself, she really knows her
way around when it comes to writing and
arranging stories for the Goldberg family.
The program is one of the most popular on
the air and was an instantaneous hit when
first produced.




















































