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(Continued from page 39)

“Where’s he fum?” inquired Spasm. .

“I dunno. But he ain’t been in Bummin-
ham long an’ that’s gwine help.”

“Help who?” . i ,

“Us. Nobody ain’'t gwine know him, an
so they won’t be suspicious when he starts
suspectin’ ’em.” .

Mr. Johnson relented. “You got good sense.
Florian. Now you can let Yodel handle them
other cases an’ you can hunt fo’ our burglar.”

‘““We can,” amended Mr. Slappey._

The epsuing days proved conclusively that
Mr. Yodel Harris had all the qualifications of
a good detective. He was quiet, unobtrusive,
energetic and tireless. He spoke seldom and
then to the point. Florian was delighted
with him, but Spasm did not feel so enthusi-
astic.

‘““He’s got snake eyes,” declared Mr. John-

n.

“Tha’s what us craves: snake eyes is good
fo’ detectives. An’ besides, what he is lockin’
fo’ ain’t what us is seeking to discover. Some-
where in Bumminham is our man, an’ we got
to find him.”

“Well, if we do: what then?”

“We walk up to him an’ you clap him on the

shoulder——

““Who claps who on the shoulder?”

“You clap the burglar—" . .

“Florian, that is crazy talk. I ain’t gwine
clap no burglar nowhere—no time—never.”

A little car whirled up to the door and dis-
gorged the lithe, sinewy figure of Detective
Yodel Harris. Mr. Harris took the steps two
at a time; reported to Detective Slappey that
he was on the trail of a colored gentleman who
had forgotten to pay alimony or make his
whereabouts known, obtained three dollars
expense money and ‘sped downstairs again.

Spasm sauntered to the window and draped

imself against the frame. Staring down into
the street, he saw Yodel leap into his car and
shoot down the avenue.

Then, quite suddenly, Spasm’s languor. de-
parted. His huge figure tensed and he leaned
forward, straining his eyes after the car,

orian questioned:

{What’s the matter, Spasm?”

Mr. Johnson turned. His countenance was
wreathed in lines of colossal worry: his voice
was sepulchral.

“Florian Slappey—what was the numbers
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on the car the robber used after he burgled
Jasper De Void’s joolry store?”

Mr. Slappey did some thinking. . ,

“Le's see: The fust number was a Nine an
the secon’ was a Zero. The las’ one was a
Seven.” .

Spasm moaned loudly and collapsed into a
chair,

“I just looked at the license on Yode:
Harris’s car,” he announced. ‘ The ’fr}f
number is a Nine, the secon’ is a Zero an’ the
las’ is a Seven.”

For an instant Florian stared. Then dhe
leaped to his feet with an exclamation of de-
light. .

g“You mean you believe that Yodel Harris
is the burglar?” o

““Tha’s the most thing I got tohbeltleve.

Mr. Slappey gave vent to a shout.

“Hot z?ggii,y dam! Spasm—we has foupd
our man.” . .

But Mr. Johnson refused to share his chief’s
enthusiasm.

“Nossuh, Florian, you got that all wrong.
We ain’t found our man. Our man has foun
us!”

(To be concluded)

- Him ’nd Alexander

“You're tired,” I says.
too hard a clip.”

He gave me a funny laugh. “Yeah. Tired,”
he says, meanin’ plenty.

“We'll git on home,” T told him. “Beef
round-up’s on. Your apple trees 're loaded.

Pewee Harnden'’s at th’ ranch, ready to visit
a »

“You be’n goin’

1 said a lot more, speakin’ of things I figured
would interest him. Nothin’ did. Nothin’ a-
tall. He just set. He just set, slumped down
in th’ seat kind of glassy-eyed until I thought
about this Turkey Creek horse.

“By th’ way,” I says, “th’ boys spooked g
colonel yesterday.”

“Huh?” he says; 'nd: “Oh!”

But that was somethin’. I kept on. Bye-
’nd-bye he looks at me 'nd I goes on some more
about this horse.

“Colonel, sure enough?” he says. . . . ]

‘What’s a colonel? Well, mister, if you’d lived

here long enough you'd ’ve known without
askin’. Folks don’t talk wild horse like they
used.
The fort in town, see, used to be a cavalry
post 'nd one time they had an outfit in there
with a colonel who brought a Kentucky
stallion into this country that was the finest
thing ever stood on hoofs. What a horse!
Sorrel, white stockinged, with all the build
’nd coat a horse can get from generations of
careful breeding.

He had life 'nd meanness. Hard to handle,
Once he got away, run out the barn 'nd hit for
yonder at a clip which made it just too bad
for the coupla hundered soldiers that took
after him.

Well, we threw a dozen riders in to help
’nd old Dan went himself 'nd we got him, all
right, but he’d been gone seven-eight weeks,
runnin’ the range from hell to breakfast 'nd

in two-three years you commenced to see the
results,

THERE was some good mares on the range,
then; some of ’em ’d never felt a rope. Good
stock to start with ’nd tough ’nd smart from
years of rustlin’. Crossed up with colonel
blood, you had somethin’ real.

Well, away back a report from th’ boys of a
new colonel horse ’d always touch Dan off,
It was a challenge, see, ’cause they were all
smart. I mind once him leavin’ two big
bankers ’nd a judge danglin’ on th’ ranch

_ house porch for three days while he tried for

one. He run in several 'nd gentled them
himself. Sometimes he'd spook one that

(Continued from page 13)

didn’t ’look_good to him—they’d come in all
colors ’nd sizes, understand, dependin’ on the
mare—’nd then he wouldn’t make a try. But
if son}ebody else wanted the bronc ’nd made a
Ixﬁ:i nd muffed, then Dan’d bring it in 'nd

€ a present of it to whoever ’d missed.
Oh, a wild-horse man, Dan, 'nd no mistake!
. We hadn’t seen a real bang-up colonel horse
1n a long time. Strain like that’ll almost dis-
%plliaear, understand, 'nd then sho i

sort of got his interest; he had the old stud’s
coat, I told hlm,.even to the stockings; a mite
under him for height, the boys said, but with a
deeper chest ’nd a handsomer head ’nd neck,
accordin’ to western ideas. Pretty soon, Dan
was askin’ questions 'nd before we got home
be’d took another chew, which is always a
good sign.

,. Two days later he got a peek at him himself,
nd come tearin’ back to th’ ranch, wantin’
to know where the round-up was camped.
Sk‘unk creek, I told him.

‘Send down ’nd tell Six-Bits to send five
of his top riders in to-night,” he says. “Git a
wagon loaded 'nd we’ll make a ride.”

. *But what about the beef?” I asks, “Five
riders’ll—»

*“Hot place with th’ beef!” he says, bitin’ off
a good big chew. “This, Slim, ’s bmportant |

ngl', first we tried to catch him up by
runnin’ his mares in. Nothin’ doing. He
quit lghelbunch when he smelled danger. Then
we tried to get him into a herd of gentle stock,
but he Wwas t0o smart to go. Next, Dan tried
to run him down by baving riders haze him in
relays, the round-up bein’ all off by then ’'nd
everybody working on this stallion. No luck.
He refused to tire out. He wouldn’t follow a
ridden horse when crowded like most wild ones
will; he seemed to smell the rope snares Dan
set for him. He wouldn’t do anything you’d

a horse would. Last, they tried to
wear him down by keepin’ on his trail slow, day
’nd night, but it was just a picnic for Turkey
Creek,

.I'd never seen Dan in quite such a lather.
Like old times, sée; a wild job ’nd a hard one.
He took bigger chews than he had in years
which meant he had more heart in what he
was doin’.

The stallion quit the valley ’nd for two
weeks the boys rode far 'nd wide to head him
back. Dan fenced all the water-holes but one
’nd had wire around that ’nd the gate set to
shut on a trigger. Would he go in? He'd
dried up ’nd blow off first!

Dan, he got fat on these set-backs. He

loved hard chores. He’d wake me up at mg]}t
'nd talk over new schemes; that horse wasn
out of his mind a minute. Then one mornlgg
he says to me, “Slim,” he says, ¢ go to tov
’nd buy me five miles of red bunting. iced
“Five miles of which?” 1 says, surpris
some. .
“Bunting,” he says. ‘“Cloth. Like tl;ﬁ)é
trim town with on Frontier Day. B?’tter m
it five 'nd a quarter . . . or a half. der
I done like he told me but they had to orthe
special. It was ready though, time we got
corral built in the Neck. on
That’s where Dan’s valley shuts down
itself. The rims on both sides drop off g
'nd sharp, timber peters out fast 'nd then
you got’s the flat, Eroke up some by washes.

WE BUILT this corral against the south ;ll:‘
'nd run the wings out to the edge of tim tf}:l .
That done, we strung that bunting from ; on
west wing straight across the valley, hangin th
rush or layin” on the ground, to the ot
-side. While we did this old Dan’s eyes. i]lu "
glowed; glowed, if you understand me. Nei kle
him nor any of us figured but what Turkey
Creek would be trapped by next sundown. - oks
He was away down by Eight-Mile ta ht
’nd the boys swung in behind him at daylight.
They made a big V, the end of one leghm
against the north rims, the other ;;tre,tt(:i ge
out on the flat. They didn’t crowd him 'n ik
just traveled west, lookin’ back cuflous'h ‘:
as if he expected any minute to show ’em wt}?e
coverin’ ground was. The boys under t
rims rode a little faster, creepin’ up abreas

- of him but that didn’t worry Turkey Creek.

He had miles of valley ahead. . 6l

So he goes along easy seven-eight miles un '
Wham! “Up ag'in that bunting he gomlfsl:
He stopped dead still 'nd Six-Bits Whittake
swears he could hear him whistle where he
was, half a mile away. He stood there \vrmlzll_i1
his tail ’nd stompin’ 'nd then backed off. ‘13:
gives a look behind ’nd sees that the boys ou
on the flat are closin’ in at a high lope

All in a second he’s foggin’ it, helletylarrup
off to the south, skirtin’ along that b}uztlhﬂ_g
which was new ’nd fearful to him, goin’ hlS
best to get past the riders to the east so’s he
can make a swing that way. But those boys
were foggin’, too, 'nd other riders were poppin
up out of washes 'nd ridin’ abreast of him,
quarter mile or so away. < vht

Straight along that bunting he comes, rig
towards where old Dan was hid in a wash, not
far from the timber where I was, hid in the
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(Continued from page 41)
after I got the bags in but he just waves her
away.
“%Von’t take long,” I says. It was only
thirty miles down the pavement, see, to our
Valley trail. ‘“We’ll be home pronto.”

“Nothin’ takes long, no more,” says Dan,
like he regretted it.

She was comin’ daylight when we broke
down into the valley. Away went the pave-
ment, straight as a tight rope; to the left of us
was Dan’s fence with the wild country beyond
it ’nd he set with his eyes that way, kind of
avoiding lookin’ to the right, where civiliza-
tion was. Stars faded out, the east goes from
pink to silver 'nd then, all of a sudden, Dan
grabs my arm. - :

‘“Stop her!” he says. ‘“What'’s that yonder,
Slim?” )

I looked ’nd blinked ’nd looked again. I'm a
Chinese if it wasn’t the Turkey Creek stallion,
nosin’ along betwixt the fence 'nd the pave-
ment. :

“Sh!” says Dan. “Sh, Shim! Shut up!”

he whispers, even if I wasn’t even breathin’.:

“It’s him,” Dan says. “Him, cowboy! He’s
be’n outside, out in tame country, ’nd ’s lookin’
for a way back home.” ,

He reached back ’nd commenced to fumble
for a rope. I could feel him tremble. :

“Slim,” he says, “if we keep our heads he
ain’t got a chance!- He can’t beat wire fences
'nd pavements ’nd autos,” he says 'nd I
want to tell you his voice was like a young
man’s!

He rose up, cautious, so’s he could keep an
eye on Turkey Creek who was just goin’ over
a swell. : )

‘““Ease up on to him, now,” he says. “Push

im; run the vinegar out of him. Don’t let
him cross ahead of us; use the horn if he tries
to double back. ... It's a-goin’ to work,
Slim, it’s a-goin’ to work.” -

HE SCRAMBLES over into the back seat,
then, ’nd I step on it. We busted up that grade
’nd over the top 'and down on him. He threw
his head around 'nd his ears came stiff 'nd he
scrooched in his hind quarters ’nd hit for
yonder. Right at the pavement, he went,
aimin’ to get himself away from that fence,
you see, ‘nd I tromped on her 'nd come up
almost abreast of him 'nd gives him th’ horn
'nd he drops down off the shoulder of the
concrete 'nd streaks it along the fence, twenty
feet from us.
Dan was hangin’ to my shoulders ’'nd
in’ incessant. Turkey Creek was goin’
away from us at thirty-five, me havin’ set the
brake after I turned him. At thirty-eight he
was still movin’ off ’nd at forty-two miles an
hour he was still goin’ away. I had to go

forty-five to hold even ’nd, mister, you figure
that out ag’in’ track records! .

Well, he sees he can’t out run us; he’s afraid
to try to cross. He drops his head 'nd sets his
feet. I rise up on the brake 'nd give hlm_the
horn-again ’nd Dan comes sprawlin’ over into
the front seat 'nd the horse lets out a bawl
’nd goes on.

It was new stuff for him, see. This was some
infernal thing after him and, for all he knew,
with a scratch as bad as its squall.

.He commenced to sweat on the flanks ’nd

neck. His mane 'nd tail—nd wha! a mane . h

’nd tail that ist—just flowed out.
" The sun popped up ’nd you could see water
flip off his hocks. Hi
he was thinkin’ about nothin’ but that heart-
breaking pace. :
I dropped back to forty-two; to forty. You
could see lather run down his legs. His tail
wasn’t so_high; his mane flopped instead of
flowin’. Every time he hesitated I'd give him
the horn ’nd he’d let out a link. But those
bursts of speed were shorter, weaker. He was

bay, now, instead of sorrel.

OLD Dan didn't speak for a long spell. We
were dropping :{;ted all the time; down to
thirty-five, to thirty goes the speedometer.
Then Dan says: “Figure he’s done, Slim?”

“As good as yourn,” I says.

Dan ties down to the foot rest when Turkey
Creek drops into a trot for a minute. . You
could hear him breathe, He begins to gallop,
but it was heavy, lifeless.

*“Good as mine!” says Dan ’nd I never heard
a voice quite like that. Like it might be if the
gates of Heaven opened right in front of him!
His moment of glory comin’, I guess you’d say.
“Hold her over to the edge,” he says 'nd I
done so.

. His loop whispered over my head. He took
time. T could see in the mirror that he was

" standin’ on the back seat. He gives her a

dozen good whirls 'nd casts 'nd I set the brake.
A good, true throw, it was; out to the end of it
goes the horse nd over, clean over, wackin’
his back on the ground for full length.

He didn’t savvy rope, see. I started to git
out, grabbin’ for another to put on his front
feet but Dan stops me. Turkey Creek just
strains back, keepin’ her tight, chokin’ himself
down. He lays there, breath gurgling, eyes
bunged out, watchin’ us. :

“Well, Dan,” I says, “there’s your hoss!”

He.was standin’ there bareheaded, havin’
lost his hat miles back. What a figure he was|
Long ’nd gaunt 'nd gray, old-timer stickin’
out all over.

“Yes,” he says. “Yes, Slim . . . T heard
you,” like he only half had.

He gets down off the seat 'nd commences

ears was back, then; '
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pawin’ over tools. He finds the pliers 'nd gets
out. He walks around the stallion, careful not
to scare him too much. He sets the pliers on
the top wire ’nd she breaks with a ping; then
another 'nd another. He opens the whole
panel ’nd kicks the strands out the way.

I was mighty curious; shakin’ with curiosity.
But it wasn’t a time to speak, then. Dan, he
slips the pliers into his pocket 'nd ﬁsh?s out l'ns
knife. He comes around to the rope 'nd takes
hold of it with®ne hand. He goes down it
careful, makin’ little chirrupin’ noises to tha(tlz
orse, all sweat ’nd dirt, his mane all rumpltid
by the rope; breath gaggin’. . . . You CO‘Il-I
see the fright show orange in his eyes. e
starts to struggle again ’nd then, with the only
quick move he’s made, Dan cuts the rope,
three feet from Turkey Creek’s muzzle.

Did that horse get up? He got up, if you
understand me! He’s up ’nd backin’ nd.step.i
pin’ on his own hind feet ’nd twirlin’ on his tai]
'nd through that fence in a wink! Throug
'nd flouderin’ off, head comin’ up ’nd tail ;—
switchin’. He staggers once or twice _bl;lt, é’-
ain’t hurt permanent. He keeps goin’ ‘D
he’s a long ways off before Dan moves or
speaks. Then he feels in his pocket 'nd turns
to me. R

“Slim,” he says, “I’m plumb out o’ eatin
tobacco.” .

I'm so glad T hiccough. I hands him ng’
plug 'nd he gnaws off a chew; understand,
mister, a chew. Big as a hen’s egg; a sa’us-'
factory, might say almost a boastful chew!
’nd he has kind of a foolish look. _ s 't

{Slim,” he says, ‘“’t wa'n’t fair, 'T wa'n
fair to a creature like that to ring in extry
aces, fences 'nd pavements ’nd autos. , He’s ais
good as hosses git. He deserves ’n ev’n bre o
When we git home, now, we’ll put our hea, lls
together 'nd do some plannin’, we will! “;eb-
fool him yet but we won’t ring in no blo!
blinged progress on him, we won’t! 1

But I knew he was lyin’. He knew, Wekas
I did, he’d made his last play for Turkey
Creek. What was goin’ to satisfy him ‘é’:ﬁ
that there was another what you might 3
kindred spirit in these hills. Old D’an, he
wanted to be wild 'nd free, himself; 'nd he
didn’t want to be all alone, enjoyin’ life. ”

“Hot place, if that ain’t prime tobacco!
he says. “Step on that ting-daddled hoot-
neyanti 'nd git for home. I'm all holler inside.
¥Vcllm't I need’s a regular cow-hand’s breakfast,

o!

“Ob-h-h-h! Onct in th’ saddle
I used to go gaily-y-y. . . -

He begins to sing. I step on her. I knew
Dan Dade was all right again. All he had to
realize to be happy was that there was some-
thin’ of what he liked to do most left undone.
Understand? Him 'nd Alexander. . . .

Bargains in Wanderlust

Denver,. $67.20 to California and $72.46 to
the Pacific Northwest. These are the figures
given out as I write; they are low indeed, and
yet t}}ere are possibilities that even lower
éxcursion rates will be announced from the
Middle West to the Olympics at the last
moment.

Southern Californians can and will go on by
the hour, no doubt, explaining that the
Olympic Games are but the smallest reason why
you should come out there this summer.
There is Hollywood. A visit to the studios
would be fun, if you can wangle your way in.
And Aguas Calientes, that Deauville in the
desert, week-end refuge of talkie stars and di-
rectors, where you will see things you -never
saw l?efore. And the climate, which has been
described by better pens than mine, and per-
hap; enough. The most interesting thing to
me in Southern California was the old Spanish
Missions, and if I were going again I should
want to visit the California Institute of

(Continued from page 20)

Tgchnology at Pasadena, where distinguished
scientists and engineers are at work on the new
200-inch telescope that is to plumb the outer
realms of space and reveal new secrets of the
universe. Indeed Southern California does not
need the Olympic Games to draw you there.

But there are such a number of things from
the Rockies westward that it would be difficult
for me to decide whether the California at the
end of the journey, or the sights along the
route, are the more enticing.

I could put up a good case for the Grand
Canyon being alone worth a trip half round the
world, if you saw it and nothing else. For
sheer emotion, the moment at dawn when I
stole out upon Grandeur Point and looked down
beat Constantinople from the Golden Horn,
the Pyramids, Niagara, St. Peter’s and the
Alps rolled into one. Ishould prefer that such
wonders as the Grand Canyon always remain
a little inaccessible, things to be reached by
some privation and effort, a long lonely horse-

back ride atross the desert, for instance, and
that no hotels or rustic lodges ever be built
near them. I have a terror lest the Grand
Canyon and our other western marvels be
some day ruined as Niagara has been by fussy
tourists’ conveniences and curio claptrap.
But it would never do for me to say so. To-
day you can not induce people to travel to
far places unless they are assured that they
will find everywhere the ultimates of a metro-
politan hotel, and that everywhere they will be
protected surely against the unusual in food,
bed and transit, so that is that.

The side-trip to the Grand Canyon from
Williams on the main line can be covered for
about $135, if you stay at the Bright Angel cot-
tages. If you stay at the hotel it will cost you
somewhat more. That is one way to see the
canyon. Another way is from the north rim.
On the trip from Salt Lake City to Los Angeles
there is a station at Lund, Utah, from which a
branch line runs to the little Mormon town of






44

(Continued from page 43) .

York, and to people of Dayton and St. Louis
and Minneapolis for quick pleasure jaunts to
Chicago. And take such a thing as Estes
Park in relation to the Middle West. Estes,
a glorious playground, is the nearest Rocky
Mountain Park to the big Middle Western
cities. Why shouldn’t the business man of
St. Louis or Kansas City or Chicago put his
family in Estes for the summer, and hop back
and forth occasionally for week-ends? I offer
this idea free of charge to aviation.

Undoubtedly air will enter into our vaca-
tions more and more. Prices will come down
and speeds increase. An aeronautic engineer
suggested to me the other day that the time

will come when everybody will travel by air,
and only the rich can afford the leisurely and
costly luxury of motors and trains!

Yet there are many trips that I would never
want to take by air. For there is an intense
pleasure in the details of certain journeys, in
the things by the way. In fact, tomea vaca-
tion anywhere in America is a chance to relive
the scenes of our history. A drive down the
Shenandoah Valley brings to life the heroic
cavalry battles of Jackson and Sheridan. A
pause at lovely Deerfield revivifies the massa-
cre and the terrible march of the captives north
to Canada through the snow. A voyage on the
Great Lakes gives me the thrill of following
the route of La Salle and Pere Marquette
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and the couriers Du Bois. When I journey up
the Missouri, I think of the heroic adventure
of Lewis and Clark, and try, as I go, to pick

_out the landmarks that Meriweather Lewis

set down in his diary. When I scramble
through the cliff-dwellings of the Mesa Verde,
I am filled with fascinated wonder at the mys-
tery of the vanished people of the Southwest,
and I seem, on the spot, to cg,tgh a clue to
that mystery. I think that this is true of a
growing number of Americans. The summer
porch vacation is on the wane. We are fmd}lln%
out that the truest vacation is one tha
widens mental as well as physical horizons. ;

And what an opportunity there is for all
us in the summer of 1932!

Bostie Plays the Gam

that’ll make him look all the better when he’s
finally mounted and hung over my fireplace
a home. I tell you, boys, I’ll catch that old
dog if it takes me till doomsday!”

As T said, all this happened in June—the
early part of the month when the Esopus fish-
ing, generally speaking, used to be at its best.
But conditions that season were off balance;
the rain-maker was away behind in his dates,
and by the time Bostie’s ankle recovered
enough for him to get around fairly comfort-
ably the stream had dropped six inches and a
baking hot spell shut down on the mountains.
The trout went badly off their feed and, with
the exception of a brief rise just before dark,
you couldn’t stir a fin.

Yet the change made little difference to
Bostie, except in the continued emptiness of
his creel. When that young man sets out ona
campaign it takes a lot more than mere com-
mon or garden discouragement to stop him.
Having once decided to effect the undoing of
that particular old lunker by the artificial fly
route, and by that alone, he settled down for
along pull. Every week-end and odd day that
he could sneak away from his office he’d beat
it up to The Four Maples, climb into his fish-
ing duds and head for the Landslide Pool.

There existed among the rest of us a sort of -

tacit agreement that, when Bostie was on the
stream, he should have a clear field. To be
sure, we had designs ourselves on Big Bill, as
somebody dubbed Bostie’s friend—we were
only human, you know. But it is one of the
unwritten laws of the Dog-Catchers that the
man who discovers any particular whale shall
have prior claim whenever said discoverer can
beg, borrow or steal a chance to go after him.
On any and all other occasions it’s just a case of
let the best man win if he’s man enough to.

SO, AS the summer dragged on, I guess every
one of us took a few snipes at Bill, but that
was all the good it did.” When a socking old
brown trout like that decides to make himself
scarce he can do a mighty thorough job of it.

uly came and went, August drew toward its
close; the last week-end of the season passed
into history. Still no sign of Bill, no indica-
tion that he still remained in the land of the
living. Then, one late September Monday,
a letter from old Mrs. Derwent came in my
morning mail:

“Tell Mister Bostwick,” she wrote, “that
Ed Whipple he brung in a five-pounder the
day before the law went on, the biggest trout
1 ever see. He catched him on a Chub minner
so he says but you know how Ed is, near as i
can make out he came outn the land slide pool
S0 1 guess as How it was big bill like as not.
Well i must close now, when you boys coming
up for some huntin’?”’

It was just too bad, but that’s the way it
goes with those old whoppers—the other fellow
is always the one who horses them out on live-
bait. Bostie didn’t say much when he read

the letter, but his face showed how hard the
news hit him.

(Continued from page r7)

“Well, I hope they made a paper outline of

im so we can see just how big he was, any-

way,” he commented after a minute. “There’d
be some satisfaction in that, suppose.”

A couple of weeks later Tommy Wentworth,
Bostie and I got simultaneous chances to
play hooky from our jobs in order to tramp
uncounted miles and send sundry loads of

ed sixes tearing more or less successfully
after the grouse that haunted the mountain.
sides in the neighborhood of The Four Maples.
We went up there with feelings oddly divided
between regret for Big Bill's unworthy demise
and sheer joy over the prospect of getting out
into the country again,

Suppqr was ready for us when we arrived,
and while we ate, the coroner’s jury opened
with Bostie’s inquiry:

“ About that big trout of Ed Whipple’s, Mrs.
i)ifnr;v,?nt—dld anybody draw an outline of
“That I did, Mister Bostwick, for I knew
what store ye set by him. On the shelf here
I've kept it out of llllarm’s way—there, did ye
ever see a finer, with the length and weight of
him all wrote down under the date?”

Bostie :Eread the soiled sheet of yellow
paper on the table beside his plate and gazed
at it with a sort of *“Alas, poor Yorick” expres-
sion. “‘Twenty-three and a half inches long,
weight four pounds and two ounces,”’ he read
slowly. “Well, that’s that, I suppose.”

“You wrote that Ed caught him on a min-
now, didn’t you, Mrs. Derwent? "’ T asked after
a.pal_xs;. “What part of the pool did he hook

in. ”

“That T can't rightly say, sir; Ed was so
consid’able het up thet he couldn’t hardly talk
sense when he stopped in to show me thet trout.
Sakes alive, he was most too excited to know
which end he was a-standin’ on! But he'll be
here directly with the evenin’ milk from over
to Ba.xlpy’s farm, an’ ye can ask him yeself.
I'm thinkin’ 1 hear him now, the old clod-
hopper.”

A noise like unto that of a stumbling plow-

orse came from the kitchen, and we adjourned
the meeting to that primitive but superheated
sector of Mrs. Derwent’s domain. There,
In a general atmosphere of wood smoke, frying
ﬁ:tatoes and wet wash hung up on convenient
lines to dry, Ed Whipple leaned against a door-
jamb and described the capture with a glib-
ness which, in view of the customary rheu-
matic action of his mental processes, betokened
frequent practice:

“Turrible hot day, it was; water like to
biled in me bait bucket. Hedn’t only one
minrer left by noontime, but I throwed thet
in an’ let ’er sink good an’ after whiles I says
to meself, ‘By hickey,’ I says, ‘ thet gol-danged
minner’s gone an’ got hooked onto a snag,

" gosh-blast him,” an’ I gives a good yank to

git loose an’ wham, I knows it's a bit trout. So
I lays into him with the pole an’ hosses him
in to where I can git a-holt o’ the line an’
h’ist him ashore. He fell off’n the hook then
an’ like to flopped back into the crick, but I
fotched him a clip with me boot an’ he come

down in some willer brush an’ I'm tellin’ ye .
he stayed there ’thout no more funny business:
An’ so I shoved a stick through his gills an/
brung him in fer Mis’ Derwent to weigh an
she made thet there paper picture of him a.:
by hickey it ain’t a smitch too big—no sif,
not one smitch!” de-
We looked at each other sorrowfl{llyi;.u,s
pressed alike by the crudeness of Big “,‘
passing and the stark manner of its telling.
At last Bostie perked up enough to ask, Ed—
“Where was he when you hooked him, the
in that pocket among the rocks above
main pool?”’
“Huh?” _
“I said, was he in the rock pocket—the on¢
where he hung out last summer?” "
‘“Whut rock pocket? I didn’t see none-ken
ere was a moment of heavy silence, bro -
only by the simmer of kettles on the stove.
Then Tommy leaned forward. wWe've
“Listen, Ed,” he said impressively. ‘d e
heard you caught that trout in the Lan gee
Pool. "It’s the rock pocket above the deep
water that Bostie means.”

WHIPPLE’S moon face was a study in }i‘e“:slt
derment, but slowly it cleared and he a I'nrin’
grinned. “Wal, now I see whut yere driv a-
at, boys. I s’pose Mis’ Derwent’s beenhed
tellin’ ye as how she thinks I up an’ ketc it
Bostie’s pet fish—whut idees women do .gn,i
sometimes, with their guessin’ an’ ﬁggen__:
Wal, don’t ye worry no more "bout it, sonn}gﬂ
the place where I hooked into this old bus ot
is half a mile above Landslide, so he ju
couldn’t ’a’ been Big Bill!” led
I tell you, Old Man Gloom never tra\lf:‘e o
any quicker than he did out of The otie
Maples kitchen right then and there! Boﬁ ad
jumped from his chair as if somebody the
given him a shot in the arm, clapped Ed on
shoulder and exclaimed: inl
“Great work, old kid—you’re certain ¥
some fisherman!" I'll bet that was the biggest
darn trout that was ever brought mtof ‘”r
hogse. 0l Bill himself can't betn}uch heftier,
and nobody’s lugged him in—yet.”
“No, 1 leowgrtngobuddy hes, ner ain’t hkelx
to, neither, less’n they ketch him on a mmnil'-, t
Well, we tackled the birds next day, bu é
was pretty discouraging work, for the W%‘? s
were dry and as noisy as a threshing mac 1fne
under full power. There’d been no rain l(:r
weeks and the little feeder streams among ;.e
hills were positively dusty. Even the 'ltg
creek had dwindled to a mere ghost of its
normal self, yet as we looked down upon it a
noon from a jutting ledge on the flank of :r{ce
Mountain swift inspiration came to Bostlﬁ- ,
‘“Boys, there’s the Landslide Pool, and she’s
’most low enough to wade across. Let's take a
look and see if we can spot Big Bill.” L,
“Check!” Tommy agreed. ‘Though he’s
probably gone off spawning with his girl friend
by this time of year.” .
Ten minutes later we stood our guns agﬂ"?St
a log and crept on hands and knees among the
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grace of the same God who gave John Bunyan
a break, something in them better than mere
physical bravery, moral bravery perhaps, threw
them on the side of the righteous when they
got past the stage of adolescent unmora.hty.

QOre f the truly bravest boys who ever lived
in the West was Billy Simms, who had come
from the East. He was headed bad, but an
unquenchable fire of moral courage burned in

i He ran foul of the greatest gunman and
killer in the Southwest, Ben Thompson, a king
among killers, and ruler alike of order and dis-
order. . Ut .

Thompson played with him. He sent him
telegrams to Austin, where the boy had gone
to see his sick mother, saying that he would
kill him the minute he came back to San
Antonio. Then he sent him telegrams an-
nouncing that he couldn’t wait but was com-
ing to kill him. Others sent word to Billy to
make tracks, and on no account to come
to San Antonio. Billy Simms was scared to
death. Billy Simms went to San Antonio.
Ben Thompson happened to be away. The
terror-stricken boy had another chance to
clear out. He stayed. He went to the city
marshal and to the sheriff. Nobody dared
buck Ben Thompson and his band of gunmen.
The authorities left Billy as severely alone as
though he had the pest; absolutely alone to
face the thing that was moving on him. He
sweated with cold fear, and K::l he couldn’t
run away. He knew no man ever beaten
Ben Thompson with a gun. He knew twenty
good gunmen had tried it, and he knew he
had to face it out. .

He walked around town waiting for Thomp-
son. He walked to the Variety Theater. He
was met at the foot of the stairs by the bar-
keeper. The barkeeper jerked his thumb over
his shoulder. .

‘“He’s up there, Billy,” he said.

Billy paused, brushed by the barkeeper, and
forced gs legs to carry him up the stairs,
Ben Thompson was sitting in the back row of

‘the theater, opposite the bar, with King Fisher,

another killer. He heard Billy come. When
the boy reached the top of the stairs, Thomp-
Son was waiting for him. Just then another
brave man appeared at Billy’s side, a man
named Foster whom Thompson had also
sworn to kill.

“Ben,” said Foster, “this world’s not big
enough for both of us.”

Thompson rammed his gun into Foster’s
mouth. Billy Simms jerked out his pistol and
opened up. Thompson and Fisher got tangled,
and Billy kept after him, wildly pumping
away. Thompson, Fisher, and Foster were
down, and Bj y Simms’ gun was empty. He
'év::d alive, and all of Ben Thompson was

The West was full of boys wandering in
Seemingly aimless fashion here and there the
world for to see, and popping up when least ex-
pected and wherever excitement popped. With

€ remotest encouragement, or no encourage-
ment at all, one of them would step from a
Spectator’s stand into an actor’s réle.

At the top of a hill down from Red Bluff the
Shasta coach was held up in the ’50’s,

News

behalf of the Association. Features of the
Mmorning session, following the opening exer-
Cises, were an address by Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Andrews and the reading of the reports
of the Assoc_iation’s President and Secretary.
Among _the important matters pertaining to
the affairs of the Association was the ratifica-
tion of the action of the Executive Committee
In accepting the Harry-Anna Memorial Build-
Ing at Umatilla, a splendid building given to
the Association by Mr. and Mrs, H, R. P.
Miller for use as a home for crippled children.
The delegates unanimously approved of the

“Hands up! Keep your seats and we won’t
shoot.”

““Shoot and be damned!” said Billy Dobson,
the shotgun messenger, and planted a shot in
the bandit’s stomach.

The road agents let loose a volley of buck-
shot which killed an old Negress inside the
coach. Billy stood alone on the box, one
against five who were firing out of the: pro-
tection of the brush. Just when his pistol was
empty down the road charged a wandering
boy, a gangling kid not yet sixteen. That day
Clark Stocking fired his first pistol shot on the
side of the law in the Wild West, downed his
first man, drove the outlaws away, and saved
Billy and the stage,

In one of the fights of the Lincoln County
war, which featured Billy the Kid, a fifteen-
year-old boy strolled up from a near-by ranch
house and wiggled up to a position ‘along the
sink hole in which Frank Coe was cornered,
which was just about 2 lifetime nearer than
any of the thirty-five gunmen who had Coe
trapped would venture, He let fly with an

old Sharp’s singleshot buffalo gun and blew
Coe’s hat off,

THESE kids wiggled in and out of everything,
but when they became set they were not to be
trifled with. " They had all the old pioneer’s
Instinct to protect what they got. The out-
law Bob Costello, who had held off posses and
shot it out with experts in barrooms, was
killed by a small boy in a camp which he had
Jumped. ‘An Towa boy on the Kansas south-
western border was a buffalo hunter and
government scout at sixteen, and in time
became the dean of all the Ppeace officers of his
time, William Tilghman, When Willy was
seventeen he was out with a small party of
buffalo hunters around the Medicine Lodge
River. He'was guarding the camp alone dur-
ing an Indian scare. In fact he was in camp

abandoning their buffalo skins and returning
home to save their own. But William had
worked for those hides and he meant to keep
them. Seven Indians raided the camp. There
was a battle. Young Mr, Tilghman killed four
out of the seven, and the others went away
from that place,

There were dozens of boys in their teens
along on the ill-fated Miers Expedition, in
which three hundred Americans started out to
conquer Mexico. They wound up in Saltville

wing beans out of 2 jar for life or death,
After defeating three thousand Mexicans at
Miers, in December, 1842, they were sur-
rendered by their officer and imprisoned at
Haciendo Salado. Under the leadership of the

Ist cowboy of them all, Ewen Cameron, two
hundred and fourteen unarmed captives over-
Powered two hundred and fifty armed soldiers,
and set out for the border, four hundred miles
away. Mexico beat them. Granite mountains
and no water. Captured again, Santa Anna
ordered them all shot. A storm of protest
arose from prominent Mexicans, Santa Anna
changed the order to decimation. One out of
every ten was to be stood against the firing
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wall. They drew beans for the privilege. A
white bea.ny for life; a black bean for deatt]}ll
It was one of the grimmest gambles in the
world. i

A heroic boy, George W. Crittenden, of Ken-
tucky, thrust his hand in the jar. He drew a
white bean and was safe. He gave it to a
comrade. "

“You have a wife and children,” the boy
Szu:[flI (‘l‘lg’ll take another chance.”

e did, and won.

The fiber of the American boy ha?thby U‘;O
eans softened although, what wi le
passing of the frontier, the technical rigmarole
of steam and a mechanistic age, truant. Qfﬁcerrs‘
and Gary societies, a boy’s opportunities o
land and sea have become considerably re-

stricted. But even so, Boy Scouts accom-

panied the Johnsons to Africa and Byrd to the

Antarctic. © Kennett Dawson of Chi_)?a‘gv‘_’
signed as a ship’s boy at fourteen on the Bo v
doin Expedition, the youngest white boy %vel
to go into the far north, and was at tl;e W, ec s
when the Bowdoin broke through the ice pa
off Cape Harrison.

Howll)ever, the modern equivalent of ﬂ:g
prairie schooner is the airship, and it is to“éal‘ue
the high blue sky rather than the deepd X
sea that a young'lad’s fancy turns these ?ﬁ;:
Some stripling stows away on every O i
transatlantic plane and dirigible. 'Ever_)l' at-
port in the country has a flock of Juve’}‘lf b
tendants, and there is no more chance of ke ﬁ’{
ing them from trying forbidden wings thanlvolc-'
of forbidden jam, or keeping a Johnny ‘

Laughlin out of a war.

ONLY a little while ago the newipaipgl;s
carried an account of a pair of sucH ciille .
Every day Tommy Davis passed Ha th)é
Field, New Jersey, on his way to and frorll)‘l by
Plainfield High School. Some days he D‘l'o taall
never got past the flying field to school a niné
He noticed a plane parked in an angl nd
field. He had watched fliers long enough, 3’&
anyhow what was there to it? So one la.n)é
when no one was watching the sohtal’ybp t he
Tommy went up in it. Not only that bu e
came down. He went up again, 3ﬂd.&gthe
came back in a perfect landing. Then, wi teen-
sublime arrogance of youth, this sevegh his
year-old self-taught pilot offered to tea two
pal, Jack Kohler, how to fly. Jack wasking
Yyears older, and they went up, Tommyhtacon_
off perfectly. But when Kohler took the hed
trols he froze to them, and they cm‘ih a
Kohler was killed; Tommy escaped Wi da
couple of bruises. And just the other d Z;:
Joseph Sheehan, twelve years old, the ag o
whi?i: Farragut took over his first Cf”ﬁlt'nave ;
made a perfect ten-minute solo—ﬂlg}I c;vas
Roosevelt field in a Bird monoplane. ed as
so short a soap-box and cushions were use
raise the seat.

Well, Lindbergh wasn’t exactly _bowgg
down with years when he flew to Paris, 3a 2
what he had done in the air with a crate an 12
tin can before he reached his majority C’{‘éfn 8
well have sent cold shivers up Johnny nd
young back or down Buffalo Bill’s spine,
given even Mr. Farragut pause.

of the State Associations
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adoption of the plan to detail all the work
for crippled children through the Harry-Anna
Crippled Children’s Committee, Incorporated.
The first event to take place when the dele-
gates met again on Tuesday morning was a
ritualistic contest between the teams of New
.Smyrna Lodge, No. 1557, and Lake Worth
Lodge, No. 1530. This the New Smyrna
team won. The victors will probably represent

Florida in the National Ritualistic Contest at -

the Convention of the Grand Lodge when it
meets at Birmingham in July. Following his
contest, the delegates elected officers for the

d
ensuing term. L. F. Chapman, of De Lan

LOdEe,g No. 1463, was chosen to servl(:eﬁ cte};:
Association as President. Other ol e

named were: F. E. Thompson, Lal_(ew IPY
Lodge, No. 893; First Vice—Presldent,d \fice:
Moody, Miami Lodge, No. 948, Secon Vice-
President; George N. Bickner, St. P‘eters' i
Lodge, No. 1224, Third Vice-Presdent,__g.
Harold Hippler, Eustis Lodge, No. I 3 {);' ;
Fourth Vice-President; Alto Adams,F ot
Pierce Lodge, Fifth Vice-President; J. Ira )
Jsaac, Daytona Beach Lodge, No. 114f,

(Continued on page 52)
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Secretary-Treasurer; Carl Kettler, West Palm
Beach Lodge, No. 1352, Tiler; and A. C. Alt-
vater, Sebring Lodge, No. 1529, member of
the Executive Committee for three years.
After the elections and the installation of-the
officers, the delegates selected Daytona Beach
as the meeting place for next year. The social
side of the convention, as arranged by the com-
mittees in charge, provided much interesting
and varied entertainment. Among the many
events to choose from were band concerts,
baseball games, golf and other sports, dinners
and dances. Climaxing the three-day meeting,
the Past Presidents’ banquet and the Presi-
dent’s ball were held on the concluding eve-
ning at the New Fort Pierce Hotel. The
banquet, attended by 250 Elks and their

guests, was one of the outstandingevents among -

the social festivities that marked the con-
vention as being one of the best.ever held in
the State. The President’s ball, which fol-

lowed the banquet, was an equally brilliant .

affair. During the intermission of the regular
dancing a group of professional actors enter-
tained the guests.
Indiana

PREPARATIONS being made by all en-

tertainment and convention committees
of Huntington, Ind., Lodge, No. 805, for the
meeting there on June 15 and 16, of the
Indiana State Elks Association, indicate that
no expense or effort will be spared to make
the occasion one long to be remembered.
This is the first time that Huntington Lodge
has entertained the Association, but with the
broad experience gained from many other con-
ventions the heads of the various committees
are confident of success. Among the features
of the meeting will be the presence of Grand
Exalted Ruler John R. Coen and Past Grand
Exalted Ruler Joseph T. F anning. Business
sessions will be held each morning, starting
promptly at nine-thirty and continuing until
noon. On the afternoon of the first day there
will be held the ritualistic contest for the
Joseph T. Fanning cup, The banquet in honor
of Grand Exalted Ru‘laer Coen is scheduled to
follow that evening. Other events of interest
will be a grand ball in honor of all distinguished
Buests, a parade and a monster outdoor picnic
on the banks of the Wabash.

New Mexico

SEVEN Lodges were represented at the

fourth annual convention of the New
Mexico State Elks Association, held a short
time ago at the Home of Roswell Lodge, No.
969. The meeting extended over a period of
two days, the first of which was devoted princi-
pally to a hearing of the reports of committees
and to the nomination of officers for the com-
ng year. Presiding at the session was Presi-
dent J. P. Gribbin. The invocation was pro-
nounced by acting Chaplain 0. O. Stewart,
of Carlsbad Lodge, No. 1558. District Deputy
Grand Exalted Ruler Leland C. Fellows wel-

comed the visiting delegates to Roswell. The
following morning, at the second day’s session,
Mr.-Fellows, a-member of Roswell-Lodge, was
chosen President of the Association. Joseph
Wertheim, of Carlsbad Lodge, was elected
First Vice-President; Francis E. Wood, Al-
buquerque Lodge, No. 461, Second Vice-
President; W. B. Walton, of Silver City Lodge,
No. 413, Third Vice-President; Henry D.
Johnson, of Roswell Lodge, Secretary; L. J.
Benjamin, of Albuquerque Lodge, Treasurer;
and J. P. Gribbin, of Gallup Lodge, No. 1440;
Walter G. Turley, of Santa Fé Lodge, No. 460;
and C. M. Bueler, of Tucumcari Lodge, No.
1172, were named Trustees. Installation of the
new officers was conducted by O. R. Dibblee,
member of the Good of the Order Committee of
the Grand Lodge, and attending the conven-
tion as the special representative of Grand
Exalted Ruler John R. Coen., Before ad-

journment, Mr. Benjamin, Treasurer of the -
- Association, announced the presentation of a
. check for $100 to the Elks National Founda-

tion, in part payment of the Association’s pur-

of a Founder’s Certificate in the Founda-
tion. Gallup was chosen as the convention
city for 1933.

Arizona :
FROM “the Tuberculosis Sanjtarium near
Tucson, maintained by the Arizona State
Association, three patients already have
been discharged as cured. Two of these have
been able to resume active work. The third is
living in Tucson with his family. Announce-
ment of this was made recently by. Jacob Gunst,
President of the Association, and the principal
sponsor of its sanitarium for Elks in Arizona.
'he sixteen other patients in the institution,
cltizens of twelve different States, are all
showing improvement.

Texas

[UNDER the auspices of the Texas State

Elks Association, President Harry A.
Logsdon recently arranged and presented a
radio program in the interest of Elks through-
out his own and near-by States. The broad-
cast was made from station WBAP, operated
by the Fort Worth Star-T. elegram. Prominent
among the speakers on the program, besides
Mr. Logsdon, were Grand Esteemed Loyal
Knight P. I.. Downs and Secretary W. R. Dud-
ley, Jr., of Dallas Lodge, No. 71. Mr. Downs
spoke on the activities of the Grand Lodge;
Mr. Logsdon delivered a short talk on the im-
portance of the State Associations; and Mr.
Dudley upon child welfare and community
service. Since the broadcast many letters
have been received by the President commend-

ing him and those who assisted him in this
effort.

Massachusetts

PLANS to send the officers of Brookline
Lodge, No. 886, who compose the present
champion Ritualistic Team of Massachusetts,
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to the Grand Lodge Convention at Birmingham
for the national ritualistic competition, were
initiated recently at the sixth meceting this
year of the officers of the Massachusetts State
Elks Association, held at the Home of Boston
Lodge, No. 10. Other prominent incidents of
the session were reports of the giving of a
number of entertainments at Bedford, Chelsea,

and Rutland Hospitals. President
Charles S. Riley occupied the chair during the

.meeting,

North Carolina

AFTER a several years’ lapse of activity, the

North Carolina State Elks Association was
reorganized, a short time ago, at a gathering
held at the Home of Wilmington Lodge, NO‘;
532, of representatives of fourteen Lodges 0
the State.” The meeting was arranged by Dis-
trict Deputy Grand Exalted Ruler R. E.
Stevens. Officers elected by thosein attendance
were Grand Inner Guard Harry T, Patersor:i
New Berne Lodge, No. 764, President; an
T. B. Kehoe, of the same Lodge, Secretary-
Treasurer. These officers were empowered to
appoint a Board of Directors which, at a
meeting soon to be called, will establish by-
laws for the Association. Noteworthy among
the incidents of the Wilmington assembly was
an address by Judge I. M. Meekins, of tha‘i
Eastern North™ Carolina District Feder:
Court. A banquet, tendered by Wilmington
Lodge to the visitors, followed the business
session,

Scheduled Meetings

HE following State Associations have
Tscheduled a.nngua.l conventions to be hfld
at the places and on the dates named below:

California, at San Jos¢, October 13-14-15-

Colorado, at Aspen, August 18-19-20.

Georgia, at Birmingham, Ala., July 13-
(Business meeting only, during Grand Lodge
Convention.)

Idaho, at Blackfoot, June 16-17.

Ilinois, at Aurora, August 11-12-13.

diana, at Huntington, June 15-16.
Towa, at Sioux City, June 13-14-15.
Maine, at Rockland, in June. 2
assachusetts, at Northampton, June I

13-14.

Michigan, at Pontiac, June 20-21.

Minnesota, at Mankato, June 2-3.

Montana, at Lewistown, August 11-12-13.

Nevada, at Reno, in July.

New Jersey, at Asbury Park, June 23-24.

New York, at Schenectady, June 5-6-7-8.

North Dakota, at Grand Forks, June g-I0.

Oklahoma, at Pawhuska, September 11-12-

13.
Pennsylvania, at Greensburg, August 22-23-
24-25.
South Dakota, at Madison, June 5-6.
Utah, at Cedar City, June 4-3.
Vermont, at Brattleboro, October 2.
Washington, at Yakima, June g-10-11.
‘Wisconsin, at Appleton, in August.

Under the Spreading Antlers

Past Exalted Ruler C. H. Cosgrove,
Woburn, Mass., Lodge, Dﬁzg

Members of Woburn, Mass., Lodge, No. 890,
suffered a severe loss recently when Past
Exalted Ruler Charles H. Cosgrove died of a
sudden attack of pneumonia. He was sixty-
cight. Officers and other members of the
Lodge:, upon the evening before ‘they attended
ecclesiastical ceremonies at St.  Charles’s
Church and burial in Calvary Cemetery, gath-
ered at Mr. Cosgrove’s residence for the con-
duct of the Elks ritual. Mr, Cosgrove, promi-
nent in the business life of his city, was one of
the most energetic and devoted members of
the Lodge. It was during his term as Exalted
Ruler that Woburn Lodge won the trophy

(Continued from page 32)

awarded by Past Grand Exalted Ruler James
R. Nicholson, symbolic of the ritualistic cham-
pionship of Massachusetts. His widow, Mrs.
Ida-C. Ellsworth Cosgrove; three daughters,
two sons and three grandchildren, survive
him. To these members of his immediate
family, to those of his Lodge and the many
friends outside it who mourn Mr. Cosgrove’s
passing, THE ELks MacazINe wishes to take
this opportunity to extend its sincere con-
dolence.

San Francisco, Calif., Lodge Event
Reported Again After 25 Years

Many of the older members of San Fran-
cisco, Calif., Lodge, No. 3, found a pleasant

interest recently in a report of the aCtW;t‘es
of the Lodge of a quarter of a century bel ore.
In a special column in the San ‘?‘ranaic
Chronidle, of April 20, 1932, entitled TWEIZhX;
five Years Ago Today,” there appeared ul
notice: “Elks of this city made the installa-
tion of officers of San Francisco Lod(gf ba
special occasion because it was conducte ch’
Judge Henry A. Melvin, of Oakland, Grg:nt
Exalted Ruler of the Order. It was the firs .
time he had officiated at an installation fﬁnit
his election to the high office. W. M. Abbo
was the new Exalted Ruler of San Francisco
Lodge, Thomas W. Hickey the representatafle
to the Grand Lodge, and Percy V. Long the
alternate.”
(Continued on page 54)














































