

















































































































November, 1932

Mr. Nack struggled to appear indiffer-
ent, but something was worrying him.
“That ladder looked awiul high, Brother
Slade.”

“TFifty feets. I measured it myself. Nor
neither that ain’t all. I has worked with fire-
divers befo’, an’ I know just how the fire has
%})t ,Eo be fixed so it’ll go out as soon as you

t.

“S-s-sposin’ it don’t, though?”

“Shuh! You'd git a li'l burned, maybe.
But tha’s what the crowd comes to see. . .
always hopin’ you’ll git injured some way.
Funny, ain’t it?” ,

“Yeh. Awful funny.”

Mr. Slade asked a catch question: “What
sort of dive is you doin’ off the high board now:
back flip or front flip?”

Johnny walked.into the trap. *Sometimes

one an’ sometimes t’other, Martial. I never
hahdly know until I git ready to leap.”
Mr. Slade chuckled inwardly. “Gosh! he

“What's it gonna get you? . . . Plenty of
the same. The old man’s on our tails, now.
You'll cram baby food and bone-builder from
now on, all right, and work out like you never
saw before. . . . Cripes! you dumb clucks—
you got it comin’ to you.”

Shanghai bridled. “O.k., sailor, lay down
on us.”

‘“Me? I ain’t no sorehead.”

“Oh, no ...since you're
peen ”

“Lay off,” said Harp. Jones laid off.

“It ain’t my fault,” Harp said. “You
did it to yourselves, bein’so good at winnin’.”

“You most,” Pete accused—*‘sockin’ Carp
to sleep for enough points to cinch the Iron
Man twicet over! We others didn’t know what
we was gettin’ into.”

“Did I?” Harp passed the back of his hand
across his mouth and arose. ‘“Well, I canstand
the gaff if you guys can, but take it from me—"
he flattened his hand toward them—‘‘get that
paint off your shirts.”

the cham-

THE Iron Man stands almost to a man’s
middle and is cast silver. One arm uplifted
and outstretched he is set to hurl the classic
discus. Heis the prime athletic trophy of the
Battle Fleet, the cherished symbol of the
prowess of the ship that wins him. The men
of that ship are called ‘“the iron men.” On the
Montana his honored perch was a shelf spe-
cially affixed to the top of the engine-room
ventilator, on the starboard side of the quarter-
deck, aft the cage mast. There, on his mahog-
any pedestal, he poised, and was gazed at,
and pointed out to visitors. Also he made
trouble. . . .

Ordinarily possession of the trophy brought
no difficulty into the life of a ship, but on the
Montana circumstances combined to this
eventuation. Captain Wynn, unfortunately,
took the Iron Man to heart; he was enthusias-
tically proud of him, proud of the superiority
of his men. Two years running, now, the
Montana’s athletes had captured the games;
they would, by a third win, retain the Iron
man permanently.

This was Captain Wynn’s hope . . . his
intention.

Captain Wynn had not taken command of
the flagship till just before the last games.
Coming out from the Scouting Fleet he had
brought with him considered and inflexible
ideas of training for physical fitness—*fit men,
fit Navy.” He owned, himself, a rather thin,
though wiry, figure and it was as if he were
determined to supply this deficiency vicari-
ously, through the triumph of his men. It
was, apparently, difficult for him to compre-
hend a casual attitude toward the Iron Man,
or to suspect that the unremitting schedule of

told himself, “this feller not on’y ain’t Inferno
Dante, but he ain’t even a diver.”

Aloud, he said: “Been seein’ much of Miss
Brill?”

Johnny waxed enthusiastic. Graphically, he
described to the jealous Mr. Slade all of Grena-
dine’s perfections. Martial smiled through the
ordeal, that Johnny might not suspect the acid
which was eating at his soul.

It was readily apparent that Mr. Nack
had fallen for Grenadine most enthusiastically,
and Martial more than suspected that his de-
votion was not destined to go unrequited.
Wherefore, reflected Martial, it behooved him
to bring about the maximum discomfiture for
the impostor. - :

Exposure of the masquerade would discom-
fort Johnny most thoroughly, but Martial
had a better idea. Having satisfied himself
that Johnny was no part of a high-diver, Mr.
Slade planned to compel Johnny to climb the
ladder preparatory to making the leap. One

The Iron Man

(Continued from page 16)

training he imposed would inevitably, little
by little, sour the men’s pride in their own
achievements.

He was, as Moriarity had prophesied, even
more rigidly determined now than before that
the training should be adhered to, and by the
time the fleet moved south toward Panama, in
February, the state of mind of the athletes’
mess was one of acute martyrdom. Only
Moriarity still held aloof from this communal
complaint.

“You ast for it,”” he reminded the mess.
“You pulled that goofy business in Pedro and
thought you’d got away with it when the old
man let it slide. Well, I told you it was comin’
back on your own heads . . . and you got it,
ain’t you? You look like prize pink babies fed
up for a show. And you might as well make

up your minds to be champions. Take it from
i .

But Shanghai Jones said what he thought:
“You’re so stuck up about yourself it’s got into
your craw. Some day you’ll come to and real-
ize you’ve had your bellyful—and that bright
day I want to be around with a great big juicy
razz.”

“And me with its twin sister,” Pete chimed.
“T never expected to see a guy named Moriar-
ity trainin’ on condensed milk!”

Moriarity stretched, the tendons of his
muscle-rounded arms tautened like backstays
in a gale. He was immune to their chaff,
complacent, serene.

Shanghai Jones, whose slight head cold was
worrying Lieutenant Roper, the athletic direc-
tor, blew his nose. He nodded toward the
champ and quietly, with withering sarcasm,
said, “Look, the old Iron Man himself!”

IT was on the cards, however, that Moriarity
should be something less staunchly propped
by his reformation than he had thought; the
role of ““model citizen” was unnatural to him
and was, like all such arbitrary revampings of
human character due in the main to vanity,
subject to change. To reversion. Commander
Coverer, who was not, like Captain Wynn, an
idealist, had known this; Shanghai Jones and
Pete Campichini and Ernie Rasmussen, the
closest of the champ’s messmates, devoutly
hoped it was true. ‘It could not, they felt,
go on like it was. They waited for some sign

of betterment, some upheaval of the old Mori- -

arity—and in the meantime the Battle Fleet
arrived at Panama.

And at Panama, almost immediately, Mori-
arity himself began to feel the pinch of the
situation he had, to his messmates, belittled.

This was a morning early in March when,
led by the Moniana, the column steamed into
Balboa anchorage to find overhead a hard,
glassy sky bent like a reflector behind a flaming

* mess—Captain’s orders.

9

of two things would then happen: Johnny
would either renege in full view of eager
thousands and thus make of himself a ridicul-
ous and cowardly figure, or else he would make
the plunge in sheer desperation and be com-
pletely exterminated.

Mr. Slade rose to go. “Ise yo’ friend, Mis-
tuh Dante—an’ I crave to he’p you out. How
would you like to join a good lodge we got
heah in Bumminham?”

“S‘xell, »” agreed Mr. Nack. ‘“What lodge
is it?

“Yonder’s their card,” said Martial—‘an
I'll be glad to he’p you git elected.” He
pitched a bit of pasteboard on the table and
left the room. Johnny picked up the card and
read it thoughtfully. .

OvVER THE RIVER BURYING SOCIETY
Of Birmingham, Alabama

KEEFE GAINES—President & Underlaker.
(To be concluded)

sun. It was full morning and the heat shim-
mered in vertiginous waves over ships and
water and shore. It was a heat in which men’s
throats, goaded by imagination and fond
memory, ached for cooling draughts—and no
sooner had the flagship tied up at the Govern-
ment dock than Moriarity, a towering figure
in immaculate sea-going whites, double-timed-
across the quarterdeck to the men’s gangway
where awaited bitter disillusion.

“Sorry, champ . . .” Lieutenant Switzer,
the officer of the deck, spoke with smiling com-
miseration. ‘“No liberty for the athletic
Going to give you
all a workout in the whale boats instead. . . .”

The check was too abrupt for its full import
to sink instantly beneath the champ’s red top.
He stood, for a moment, balanced on his toes,
his eyes fixed on the line of green palms beck-
oning at the end of the pier, the green hump of
Ancon Hill rising beyond. Something inside
him went “Ugh!” The punch was low, a foul.

No liberty .. Panama, and no liberty!
It sank in, and he knew why. It was because
of that shindig at Pedro, but—cripes!—he
hadn’t been in on that. His mouth was parched.
Other gobs were leaping ashore with yells, but
no athletes . . . none of the Iron Men. Hang
all that! . . . Wordlessly, red with anger, he
spun on his heel. Not five paces away the
little silver discus-thrower held his hand to-
ward the sky. Moriarity glowered. . . .

In the bunk compartment the Iron Men had
assembled. They were not in foment. They
had notdonned whites. They wereplayingacey-
ducey on the deck. Moriarity stopped by
the scuttle-butt and grounded his fists on his
hips. His lips twitched. “You guys—" he
began, and held his tongue. He saw how it
was suddenly—they had known beforehand
and had not told him. They had pulled a fast
one on him, the champ. They were watching
him out of the sides of their eyes.

A sugared voice demanded, ‘‘’Smatter,
pop? - . . can’t you stand the gaff?”

The long blue chin quivered as Moriarity
gritted his teeth. He started, but did not
move. These were little guys. But an invis-
ible crack had opened in the welded shell of his
pride.

They trained as they were bidden, but with-
out interest. They manned the whale boats
daily. Every morning the baseball team was
taken ashore for pitching and batting practice.
It was like jail. No longer did hopeful sprouts
offer as sparring partners for Moriarity. His
fists were vicious, he cracked heads. Strangely
enough among the others of the squad the
grumbling died down; speculatively now they
watched the metamorphosis of Moriarity.
Now when the champ had occasion to visit

(Continued on page 40)
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“I’'m his friend,” murmured Vey. “The
only one he’s got, I guess. Once upon a time
I was his sort of a fellow.”

“The thing is settled, Tom.”

Vey’s tone was inexpressibly regretful.
“Men make a lot of unnecessary trouble for
each other.”

Kingman crossed the street and went to his
room. He strapped on his gun-belt, lifted the
weapon from its seat, dropped it lightly back.
He made one moody turn of the room, thinking
of the sadness of Vey’s answer, thinking of this
futile ending just ahead. And then he closed
his mind to thinking and walked out. Frances
Isom was on the shadowed porch, waiting for
him. She came forward, she touched him
gently with one hand.

“You're sure this is what you want to do,
Bob?”’

All the contradictions angered him. He was
sharp, almost severe. “Tell your dad there’s
other things besides a good mind.”

“That was his way of telling you he didn’t
want to lose you, Bob. This is my way—"

She lifted, kissed him. ¢ But I said last night
your way was my way.” She was crying.
Crying bitterly. He started to speak, and
found the porch empty. Frances ran down the
steps and into the crowd. Searching for her
with his eyes, he suddenly saw Pujo in the far
shadows, in that black niche he had been the
evening before. Covertly drawn back, the
lsittle man was again turned toward the Western

tar.

Kingman felt a sense of needed hurry, of
overhanging disaster. It came upon him
without explanation and carried him off the
steps into the street. He crossed, entered a
stable and passed to its rear; he cut through
another alley and placed himself to command
Pujo from a different angle. ‘‘LeTest,” he
thought, ‘“made a mistake hitting that
fellow.”

Some shift of Pujo's body warned him and he

looked around to discover LeTest striding along
the dust, bound for the Western Star. The
word was published, that much was plain from
the manner in which the edges of the crowd
recoiled. There was less noise in the saloon;
men hurried out and swiftly edged aside. Le
Test came slowly on and paused at the doors,
all his motions controlled by that weighted
care of one balanced on the fine edge of action.
Kingman watched him with a blacker and
blacker temper; and then he returned his hard
glance to Pujo. The little man had crawled

from the recess. He lifted his gun "with a’
strange, gliding sureness—setting its sights:
against LeTest who stood unaware sixty feet -

away. Kingman thought savagely, ‘“He’s not
intendin’ to give LeTest-a chance,” and-after-
wards his racing hand dropped and rose and
fired. The sound made a rending, crashing:
blast between the building walls. A worman
screamed. Pujo never let a word out of him,
but he staggered into a lane of light, quick.
agony slashing deep lines into his thin' face.
One arm hung broken and the fingertips-
turned to a flowing crimson. Victor LeTest’s:
voice rode the night with a fierce, bitter anger.

"“T’ll finish this—" SRR

“Shut up!” called Kingman. “You had it:
coming. Pujo, get out of town!”. © . ‘!

[

R X
MEN streamed from the ‘Western. S;ar.?
Howard Harpster’s giant frame laid ‘a’ great!
patch against the saloon’s glow and the dying:
fragments of talk struck unnaturally clear into
the pervading suspense. LeTest and Kingman
and Pujo formed a motionless triangle, but
Pujo was a limp, beaten man with a bleak fear .
on his cheeks and at that moment Kingman

" felt a pity—a remote pity. His own body

squared itself against the US foreman.

“Your ten minutes are up, LeTest. If you
are going to draw, do it now.”

LeTest’s face was dim. The hulking frame
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shifted. “You did me a favor,” he said in a
wondering voice.

“Never mind that.”

“You had no reason to step in here, King-
man.”

- Kingman said brusquely: “I don’t deal in
murder. The ten minutes are up.”

But LeTest was rooted and perplexed; and
Kin, got a faint view of that broadly
formidable face oddly cast. LeTest’s hanging
arms drew up, a motion of resignation. ‘“No—
you’ve done mea favor.” .

-“I don’t claim it,” said Kingman sharply.

“I never go back on my  obligations,”
grumbled LeTest. = . . - - .
- For a moment nothing was said; the ranked .
people were. rigidly absorbed -in "this .scene
turned strange beyond reason. Kingman’s hat .
brim jerked sharply upward and one hand.
described a final gesture. : ol

_“This thing has got to end here. T see.no.
point in a gunfight, LeTest. ‘But it is eithér -
that or no more talk of a quarrel between'us.” .

“Kingman,” exploded LeTest, “you’re a
damned sight better man than I figured!” -

Kingman shifted, moved forward. “We'll-

. drink on that, LeTest!”

.“T’'m your.friend,” said the US foreman.’
. Sudden motion swept the crowd off Fort-
Rock’s, walks. Howard Harpster emitted an-
Apache- yell and .came up to -strike LeTest -
soundly- on the back. Colonel Isom walked ;
out of the crowd and he said proudly:*“King-;
man, you never do the ordinary thing.” .Then;
he turned- to the crowd, deeply pleased. “The
men of my outfit are loyal. The drinks aré on"
me to-night!” , ey
Kingman looked across the street to Frances
standing straightly against the hotel wall, saw
the shining approval of her eyes. He extended
his hand to LeTest, a fine sense of ease and
recklessness running beneficently through him.
“Next year,” he drawled, “we’ll give those
horses a better ride.”

The Grand Exalted Ruler’s Visits

Lodge delegates was not requisite, inasmuch
as the Grand Exalted Ruler had conferred
with officers from their State at the convention
of the Ohio State Elks Association several
weeks before. Their enthusiasm for the better-
ment of the Order, however, prompted many
Lodges to volunteer to be represented at the
Elkhart conference.

New York Elks Assemble

PRESENT and former officers and commit-

teemen of the Grand Lodge, active and
Past District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
and officers of the Elks Association of the
State and representatives of subordinate
Lodges of New York conferred with the
Grand Exalted Ruler at the Home of Albany
Lodge, No. 49, on September 23. Before the
meeting, a delegation of welcame, headed by
President James H. Mackin of the New York
State Elks Association, met Mr. Thompson
at the station and conducted him to the Lodge
Home. Those who participated in the con-
ference included Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Murray Hulbert, Grand Tiler Henry Schocke,
William T. Phillips, Chairman of the Grand
Lodge State Associations Committee; Charles
S. Hart, member of the Lodge Activities Com-
mittee of the Grand Lodge; Past Grand
Trustee William E. Drislane; George J. Wins-
low, former Chairman, and Harry Nugent,
former member, of the Grand Lodge Creden-
tials Committee; George W. Denton, former
member of the Grand Lodge Ritualistic Com-
mittee; D. Curtis Gano, former member of
the Grand Lodge Good of the Order Com-
mittee; District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers
Joseph E. Vigeant, John W. Bierlein, Robert
J. Walsh, Samuel D. Matthews, Martin A.
Cameron,” Francis W. O’Donnell, P. W.

(Continued from page 33)

Devendorf and Gustav H. Papenmeyer; Past
District Deputy Grand Exalted Rulers Peter
Stephen Beck, Paul Van Wagner, Walter M.
Stroup, Leo W. Roohan, E. A. McCaffrey,
Peter A. Buchheim and Thomas J. Hanrahan,
Jr.; and President James H. Mackin, Honorary
President the Reverend Arthur O. Sykes,
Vice-Presidents William J. Malaney, F. Har-
old Loonam, Oscar E. T. Schonfeld, Edmund
H. Lawler, John M, Beck, William Magxon,
and Charles H, Abrahamson; Secretary Philip
Clancy and Treasurer John T. Osowski, of the
New York State Elks Association. At the
luncheon following the morning conference,
one hundred and ninety-three Elks were
present; and at the meeting which ensued in
the afternoon, five hundred were in atten-
dance. Lodges represented were Poughkeepsie
Lodge, No. 275; White Plains Lodge, No. 535;
Peekskill Lodge, No. 744; Yonkers Lodge, No.
707; New Rochelle Lodge, No. 756; Mount
Vernon Lodge, No. 842; Port Chester Lodge,
No. 863; Mamaroneck Lodge, No. 1457;
Ossining Lodge, No. 1486; Beacon Lodge, No.
1493; Mt. Kisco Lodge, No. 1552; Newburgh
Lodge, No. 247; Kingston Lodge, No. s5s50;
Port Jervis Lodge, No. 645; Middletown Lodge,
No. 1097; Catskill Lodge, No. 1341; Monti-
cello Lodge, No. 1544; Liberty Lodge, No.
1545; Albany Lodge, No. 49; Glens Falls
Lodge, No. 81; Amsterdam Lodge, No. 101}
Troy Lodge, No. 141; Saratoga Springs
Lodge, No. 161; Hoosick Falls Lodge, No. 178;
Gloversville Lodge, No. 226; Schenectady
Lodge, No. 480; Plattsburg Lodge, No. 621;
Hudson Lodge, No. 787; Cohoes Lodge, No.
1317; Mechanicville Lodge, No. 1403; White-
hall Lodge, No. 1491; Ticonderoga Lodge; No.-
1404; Watervliet Lodge, No. 1500; Utica
Lodge, No. 33; Rome Lodge, No. g6; Ogdens-

burg Lodge, No. 772; Malone Lodge, No.
1303; Herkimer Lodge, No. 1439; Ilion Lodge,
No. 1444; Saranac Lodge, No. 1508; Elmira
Lodge, No. 62; Hornell Lodge, No. 364;
Cortland Lodge, No. 748; Binghamton Lodge,
No. 852; Owego Lodge, No. 1039; Corning
Lodge, No. 1071; Oneonta Lodge, No. 1312;
Wellsville Lodge, No. 1495; Watkins Glen
Lodge, No. 1546; Buffalo Lodge, No. 23;
Rochester Lodge, No. 24; Jamestown Lodge,
No. 263; Niagara TFalls Lodge, No. 346;
Olean Lodge, No. 491; Medina Lodge, No. 898;
Dunkirk Lodge, No. 922; Batavia Lodge, No.
g50; Albion Lodge, No. 1006; Syracuse Lodge,
No. 31; Oswego Lodge, No. 271; Watertown
Lodge, No. 496; Oneida Lodge, No. 767;
Fulton Lodge, No. 830; Lyons Lodge, No. 869;
Seneca Falls Lodge, No. g92; Geneva Lodge,
No. 1054; Newark Lodge, No. 1249; New
York Lodge, No. 1; Brooklyn Lodge, No. 22;
Staten Island Lodge, No. 841; Bronx Lodge,
No. 871; Queens Borough Lodge, No. 878;
Freeport Lodge, No. 1253; Patchogue Lodge,
No. 1323; Glen Cove Lodge, No. 1458; Hemp-
stead Lodge, No. 1485; Great Neck Lodge,
No. 1543; and Huntington Lodge, No. 1565.

The New England Conference

FROM Albany, the Grand Exalted Ruler
proceeded to Worcester, Mass. There, on
September 24, at the Home of Worcester
Lodge, No. 243, he conferred with three
hundred New England Elks. Of this number,
more than two hundred attended the luncheon
between sessions. Upon his arrival in the city,
Mr. Thompson was welcomed by Mayor John
C. Mahoney, in a_cordial address. In the
evening the Grand Exalted Ruler was the
guest: of honor at a dinner given by the Past
' (Continued on page 46)
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Ringmastering for the Amateurs
(Continued from page 23)

of competition. It will also keep many a with from three to four extra pounds on him
tournament promoter out of trouble. It isal- to work off as the tourney progresses. He
ways a comfort to know that the fond parent must be the proper height for his age and his
is agreeable to the son’s bid for ring fame,and  weight, that is to say normal. A bantamweight

‘will not come screaming into court in the event over five feet ten or eleven would be an ab-

of some unforeseen injury, complaining that normality. Having grown too fast for his age
their offspring has been snatched to the arena or weight it is safe to assume that he is not
and cruelly massacred against their will and constitutionally sound enough to enter the
without their knowledge. ring. The doctor will have a scales at his side.
The tournament is now taken over by Dr. Every boy about whom he is in doubt will be
Blank, your Medical Director. Be sure that weighed.
he understands what is required of him. And Here too, stands the A. A. U. secretary, an
then gracefully bow out. The show is in his expert on amateur boxers and catches the
hands until the time when he gives you the fakers, the repeaters—boys who have been re-
list of men who have passed the preliminary jected and try again—the professionals, the
examination. Stay away from the examina- veterans trying to box in the novice and sub-
tions. You won’t hear the squawks of the re- novice classes, and twins such as the pair that
jected boxers, their piteous pleas (which are appeared for the novice eliminations in New
frequently hard to resist). And you will not Jersey duringa Golden Gloves a few years ago.
be tempted to make the mistake of trying to Twin A reported for examination and was
get the doctor to reconsider his verdict. If weighed in and passed at 118 pounds. Twin B
you go, you, as a layman, will see youngsters lurked in the offing. Twin A thén donned his
who look sound and physically At to you, clothing and Twin B removed his and entered
yanked out of line and rejected for no apparent the ring where he raised considerable havoc
reason. Army rules should prevail. These with the class until he was caught, because he
youngsters are asking to be admitted to the weighed 126 pounds. S
wars. None but the fit can fight. No weak- Once the boy has passed the chief examiner
ness is tolerated in those who are going to he is passed on to the staff of doctors who test
battle. his heart and reject him if it is in any way
The examination room should be large, abnormal, his blood pressure, his lungs his
light, airy and warm. There should be checkers reflexes and his pupilary dilation. Many a
at the door to receive the boys, examine their youngster walks in with a handsomely made
papers, direct them to the place where they glass eyes and intentions to box. He is caught
are to undress, to check them in for exami- and thumbed from the tournament. . . .
nation, and to answer questions of which there
will be a million. There should be men to
watch over their clothing and others to keep THE youngster who passes this physical test
order and guide them along. may be proud of himself. He is in perfect
When they are completely stripped and shape. He is fit to fight. The rest of the
ready they are marshaled in line at the end routine then depends upon the size of the
of the room, thirty or more paces from the tournament. ... If it is large enough, the
chief of the Medical Staff. A long strip of A. A. U. will set up the machinery to register
carpet extends down the room to where the boys who have not yet done so. On the way
Doctor is standing. He summons them up to out the youngster is routed through a final
him one by one. As they start the march, the clerk who takes up his tournament card upon
checker at the head of line who has examined which is now entered his medical history, and
the boy’s tournament card which he has been he is given a ticket bearing his tournament
given to carry with him calls out—“Novice number which he keeps throughout the meet.
Class, 118 pounds.” By the time he has Ifitisa small one-night show he passes from
reached the Doctor, this observant person has the doctor’s hands right to the dressing room
checked up on the following points: general where he dons his togs, draws on the leather
?hysique, carriage, condition of skin, height mittens and lies down to await the call to
or weight and age, green operation scars, arms.
general demeanor (whether he has anything to The medical supervision does not end ‘here.
conceal), broken noses or cauliflower ears, If it is a large tournament which requires sev-
which indicate the young man is distinctly no eral nights of eliminations—the eliminations
novice. Spinal curvatures, hernias and acute for the Golden Gloves require three weeks and
cases of flat feet will also have indicated them- some boys box as many as six or seven times
selves to the keen eye of the doctor as well as  before they reach the finals, each contestant,
ary number of other physical abnormalities, is reexamined by the medical director or a
slight or serious, which will be sufficient to staff representative before he enters the ring.
bar the boy from competing. The examination is not as far-reaching as the
In a large tournament such as the Golden entrance test. It embraces chiefly the heart—
Gloves where thousands of applicants are seen some boys overtrain between examinations,
by the examiner, more than so per cent. of the system—for colds or signs of approaching
those rejected are weeded out in this first illness, and the hands, face and bedy for newly
glance. The candidate comes to a halt before acquired cuts, contusions and abrasions. This
the doctor who continues his search for green double check weeds out the last possible
scars, and physical abnormalities. The boy’s ‘‘heart” case which might have slipped through
teeth are examined for sharp cutting edges or the first examination. Tournament directors
broken molars that will give him mouth may now approach the evenings of boxing
wounds in a bout. His hands are looked over with something approaching a clear conscience
f(_)r broken small bones, sprains or dislocations, —but with their fingers still crossed.
since no boy is admitted to the wars without a But the work of the Medical Director is not
perfect armament, any more than a soldier yet done. He still has preventive medicine on
would be permitted to go into the trenches his mind. He will examine the ring to see
with a broken rifle or without ammunition. that there is at least one inch of felt padding
His muscular tone and general condition are beneath the canvas and over the board floor—
scrutinized. If his skin is in poor condition more is desirable to lessen the chances of a
with pronounced acne, he is out since an in- concussion should the back of a youngster’s
fectl.on is liable to set in from slight cuts, and head strike the deck. He will see that the ring
the indications are that his blood stream is not extends three feet out beyond the ropes on all
up to par. If he is flabby he is rejected. If sides and that padding extends all the way out
he is down too fine he is rejected. If heisover- to the end and over the edge. He will be in-
weight he can not box. A boy expecting to terested in knowing that the ropes are taut
fight through a long hard tournament at 118 so that boys cannot slip through, and he will
pounds should appear before the examiner (Continued on page —563
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vious when you consider wo values you can try to ma

can offer Writton Guaranteo at fall 60% more. Offers
to Lend You an Amount backed by  written, legal,

Close to Our Selling Price. bindin; uarantees. v
Provides auick cash fn a1 | banker can tell you of our
mﬂiy:”ﬁ’)& GUARAN. | standing (hlg::eet financial
gs. tails in latest list. rating, over $1,000,000.00,

AAA-]).

UnpaldLoans—aslow as$60 per Carat;

also various finost quality gems. Now is the time, now the opportu-

nity to buy & at a perfoctly romar) o price. This world's

oldest, t diamond blnun&insdmdon of its kind, (loans

over $40,000,000.00) —offcrs tho forfeited pledge on

loangenn . Duo to oconomic condijtions, thore is an unusually largo

number of foreclosures this year which must bo sold promptly to re-
M based on amounts borrowed—A fraction

ot actual markot 5rlecs.

Axnd don’t forgot, ds aro lndcutmctiglu—thcr do not chango

throug] waar and n&o. ‘Uppaid loan gems hero, reset in brand new

mountings. Also other advantageous offers. Latest list coﬁt:x‘:s“:’lf

{tod “Writo ow. aiatlhdan

Name .

Address oo
For Frae List clip this od, 1) in abovo and mall to—

o Dokt 55508, Upp, P-O. 1332Dekor Bida., Pittsburgh, Pa.

urner, with automatic
features, simply sits in
fire box of any stove or
range. Silently turnscheap
oil into quick fire 3 times
hotter than coal—and
c;:letl;,per. Most. aconcl)lmicz;‘l
Ol urner to instal an
EARN $60 A WEEK! | operate, Burne withoue
Write for FREE Burner of- | Sil- No sneoke, nepdor.
fer and protected territary ;Be"'ﬁ{ cooking and_bak-

ng. ysafe.Guar-
Mon to dome d 10 years.
onstrote andtako ordors for thi
~wonderful inventlon. This yoar's 30 D AY .

sales are tramendous. Make big

monoy. Experiencounnecessary. TRIAL OFFER
and low introductory price to first users in each loc;
Write for free booklet. AGENTS: Oil heat sa.i'egox;go’xlxtey;;
this year; people buy 1o save! Write quick for free burner
offerand protected territory. Biggest season straight ahead.

U. S. OIL HEATING COMPANY
Dept.1911,Third andLynch Sts.,St.Louls, Mo.

HOME-STUDY

BUSINESS TRAINING

Your opportunity can never be bigger than your
preparation. Prepare now and reap the rgwards in
earlier and Inrger success. Free 64-Page Books Tell
How. Write now for book you want or mail coupon
with your name and address in margin foday.

O Higher A O Busi M *

[o] M‘gd. Salesmanship O Business Oo%‘.:

O Traflic Mam\gemins O Credit and_ Collection

mmercial Law O Modern Foremanship
O Industrial Mgm't O Personnel
Q Banking and Finance O ix%ert Bookkeeping
o Tclegmphf O C. P. A. Coaching
O Rail. Station Mgm't O Business Engllsh
O Railway A Ing O C clal Spanish
O_Paper 3al hip O Eff o
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
Dept. 11328-R Chicago

" Send sketch or
8 model. Booklet free.
Highest references.
Best results. Promptness assured.

Watson E. Coleman, Patent Lawyer
724 9th Street Washington, D, C, -
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