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COSTLY CARELESSNESS

HE statistics relating to fatalities and major in-
juries from automobile accidents in the United
States during 1934 present a shocking record.
For every fifteen minutes of that year, a life

was snuffed out. For every fifteen seconds, an injury
was thus inflicted. The facts constitute a grave indict-
ment against motorists generally; for a very large per-
centage of the accidents were due to the carelessness of
drivers.

Speed, as unnecessary as it was reckless, counted its
victims by the thousands. Disregard of traffic regula-
tions, as plain as they were reasonable, accounted for
additional thousands. Other accidents, comparable in
numbers, were ascribed to failures to observe the most
obvious requirements of courtesy and consideration.

It is quite likely that every reader of this editorial,
who drives a car, has been an offender, even if he has
been fortunate enough to escape a contribution to the list
of victims.

The subject is one which cannot be called too fre-
quently to the attention of automobile operators, with an
earnest plea for the exercise of greater caution, in the
interest of human life and of public safety. The dangers
involved are known to all to whom permits to drive are
issued. Realization of what is at stake should, of itself,
insure a ready response to such a plea. And the severest
penalties of the law should be imposed upon those who
persistently disregard it. o

The careful operation of an automobile is not only a
duty imposed by positive law, but a duty of good citizen-
ship; as much so as obedience to any'law enacted for the
protection of the public health, public morals, or public
peace. If that obligation be not more generally observed,
then drastic measures must be adopted to enforce it.
The cost of carelessness in this matter is too appalling
to contemplate as a recurrent item. Every motorist
should pledge his aid to reduce it to an unavoidable
minimum.

BOY SCOUTS OF AMERICA

T its last annual meeting, the National Council
of the Boy Scouts of America adopted a most
gratifying resolution, expressing appreciation
of the support and cooperation which had been

accorded to it in past years by the Order of Elks. And,

with the approval of the Grand Exalted Ruler, it has
recently issued a booklet, entitled, ““The Elks and The

EDITORIAL

Boy Scouts,” containing an appreciative Foreword and
numerous suggestions as to how Elks most effectively may
promote Boy Scout activities.

) The objects and purposes of the Boy Scouts of Amer-
ica must command the respect and sympathetic interest
of every true EIk, for, in the final analysis, they are simi-
lar to those of our Order. Both are seeking to build char-
acter and patriotic loyalty into American citizenship.

That Organization, having a membership of more than
one million American boys, is now engaged upon a
nation-wide celebration of its twenty-fifth birthday, with
a program of special events continuing throughout the
year. It would seem, therefore, to be a propitious time
for subordinate Lodges to give special and generous con-
sideration to the further aid of this foremost agency of
the Youth Movement in our country.

There are many ways in which an Elks Lodge may
gppropnatel.y encolirage and foster the Scout troops of
Its community. If it desires to engage upon such an
enterprise, a conference with the local Scout executive
will disclose what is most needed in its jurisdiction, so
that it may most intelligently cooperate in the accom-
plishment of the current local Scout objective.

At least, many of the Lodges can assist the local Scout
troops to finance their participation in the National Jam-
boree, to be held in Washington in August. This is
planned to be the greatest gathering of Boy Scouts ever
held in America. Every Boy Scout in the country is
dreaming about this wonderful demonstration and yearn-
ing to take part in it.

Here is a splendid opportunity for subordinate Lodges
to make boyish hearts happy; and at the same time to
assist in providing experiences which will be a lasting
inspiration to cleaner manhood and better citizenship-
Surely that is something well worth doing.

PUBLIC OPINION

UBLIC opinion is an intangible force. Some-
times it is developed from sources difficult to
trace.  Again it is the product of influences
; which all may recognize. Not infrequently it
is purposely fostered by obvious methods. But always,
when it is definitely crystallized and in operation, it is
an almost irresistible Power controlling human conduct.

In a recent public utterance Attorney General Cum-
mings referred to it as an essential element in the fields
of law enforcement. Ag he expressed it: “No sustained
movement to deal with crime can be initiated with real
hope of success unless there is an informed and aggressive
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public opinion supporting our law enforcement authorities
in their different fields.”

Since crime, in its modern phases, constitutes a peculiar
challenge to the combined agencies of our federal, state
and local governments designed to defeat it, it becomes
obvious that those agencies should be actively and con-
sistently sustained and supported by public sentiment.

The whole country has been gratified by the success
with which certain designated public enemies have been
eliminated as active criminals by the federal authorities.
It is conceded that their special activities have been stimu-
lated by the public demand therefor. It is equally clear,
from past experience, that such continued effective en-
forcement can be insured and a corresponding effective-
ness inspired in other agencies, only if the force of public
opinion be maintained in aggressive operation.

Law enforcement is something in which every good citi-
zen has an interest and as to which he owes a duty. And
any organization which may assist in moulding public
opinion into a definite demand for such enforcement is
performing a patriotic service by exerting its influence to
that end. .

The Order of Elks, through its subordinate Lodges and
their constituent members, is admirably adapted to the
fostering of such a public sentiment. The possession of
this capability creates a duty to exercise it; a duty which
should not be neglected but which should be faithfully
observed.

A GREAT PRO-AMERICA PARADE

, N his recent official Circular, Grand Esquire
McCormick announced that the annual parade

( at Columbus is to be a spectacular climax of

‘ the Grand Exalted Ruler’s program of Ameri-
canism, which he has so earnestly and vigorously con-
ducted throughout his administration. The plan is to
accentuate the patriotism of the Order in what he has
designated as a ‘“Pro-America Parade.”

The idea is one which lends itself readily to an effective
pageantry through which the Order may give an inspir-
ing demonstration of its power and influence as a great
patriotic Fraternity. It is hoped, indeed it is antici-
pated, that the State Associations and subordinate Lodges
will generously respond to the Grand Esquire’s appeal,
to the end that the parade may fully achieve this fine
purpose.

The fraternal importance of the subject justifies this
reminder; as it does the renewed suggestion that the
success of the plan involves preparations which should
not be delayed until the last few days before the Con-
vention. They should be promptly inaugurated so as to
insure creditable participation in what promises to be a
great American Pageant and Parade.
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AS THE TWIG IS BENT

i VIDENCES are continually cropping up, here

!’ and there, that many of the students in our
B public schools and educational institutions are

becoming imbued with unpatriotic and un-
wholesome ideas. The frequency and wide distribution
of these examples would be rather startling if they were
fully collated. They indicate that a teacher or instruc-
tor in one place, a college professor in another, is filling
the minds of those under his tutelage with unhealthy
doctrines, quite out of accord with American concepts.

The danger involved does not, perhaps, constitute an
imminent national menace; but it is aggravated by the
fact that the receptive mind of youth is fallow field for
such cultivation and is stubbornly retentive of early
impressions. To change the metaphor, the twig thus
bent is apt to grow into a tree of distorted shape.

Parents generally pay too little attention to the in-
struction which their children receive. It is so easy,
during eight or nine months of the year, to turn them
over to the school authorities as-a sort of relief from the
obligation of home training and influence. The respon-
sibility is shifted all too readily, without careful investi-
gation as to the atmosphere in which they spend so much
of their time.

It is easy enough to assume that the state and local
jurisdictions provide specially trained teachers, whose
qualifications are carefully examined. That may be
accepted as true, insofar as text boek preparation is con-
cerned and with respect to moral habits. But there is
much more than that involved in the proper training and
education of the young.

The obligations of parenthood are not fully met by a
mere provision of maintenance for the child. The watch-
ful supervision of his mental, moral and physical devel-
opment is no less a parental duty which cannot
conscientiously be wholly delegated to others.

Every father owes it to his child, as well as to himself
and to society, to know the training environments which
surround that child at school, the influences to which he
is being subjected. And failure to observe the obligation
to acquaint himself with these conditions, and to see
that they are kept wholesome and desirable, is neglect
of one of the most important of life’s duties.

The many Parent-Teachers Associations, all over the
country, are designed to provide that watchful super-
vision over the training of the young, which is the proper
function of both elements of such organizations. A
parent who does not avail himself of the opportunities
they afford, or who does not give the matter individual
attention, is not playing a proper part in community
life. The failure may prove a costly one, and one to be
bitterly regretted.
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(Continued from page 34)

waiting somewhere for news, and thought it
must be worse for them than for us.

Nine o’clock -went by. Ten o’clock.
Bleven. Cars entered the circle and left, but
nobody touched the money. “They’re wise,”
said Ryan in complete disgust. “A rat
never enters a trap once it gets a scent of
danger. You take the wheel a while, Ed.”

He got out and came around the car, and
I slipped across the seat behind the wheel
and got the car moving again to make sure
we didn’t fall down on our part of the job.
We hadn’t seen another scout car all eve-
ning except maybe a tail light from a dis-
tance, but I knew they were all around us.
Our instructions were to drive from a cer-
tain point to another point and then reverse,
timing it to a given schedule. We’d been
doing that all evening and would continue
doing it until other instructions came in over
the radio. . ,

I wanted to smoke, but I didn't. I'd
smoked when Ryan was driving and Ryan
was smoking now, while I kept both hands
clear for the wheel. Back and forth, then
into a short cut through an alley, then back
and forth again I went. Not fast, just
drifting along. Then, of a sudden, when
we’d about given up hope, everything was
different.

Headquarters called our car and you cogld
hear the announcer’s voice wabbling w:gh
excitement as he told us to watch for a big
black car with a dented right fender. He
gave us a license number but I did_n’t hear
any more because just then a big black
car came toward us traveling fast.

The license plates weren’t right but I took
after the car anyhow. Maybe I wouldn’t
have if I hadn’t had a quick flash of a
dented right fender as the car roared by, or
maybe it was a hunch. But any car making
such speed was suspicious and license plates
are never dependable as an identification be-
cause it’s too easy to drop one set of plates
and show others already in place beneath.

I followed this car and we went through
the edge of town plenty fast, heading toward
the country. I saw the needle on the speed-
ometer climb to 50, to 60, to 70 and won-
dered how fast the other car could go, and
whether they’d be able to leave us behind
once they hit country roads. Evidently that
was the plan and it was my job to keep
them from doing it. If I didn’t, and they
got away with the money, likely they
wouldn’t take a chance on returning the
baby. \

I made up my mind the car ahead wasn’t
going to give me the slip. We were out
beyond the town now and I hoped the road

was clear as I put on the police siren to
warn other cars from the road and began to
creep closer. Ryan had thrown away his
cigar and had his gun out. He was hanging
out the window aiming at their tires when
I heard another car back of us. I didn’t
know whether it was one of our cars or a
car belonging to the gang, but I hoped it
was one of ours.

Ryan fired and somebody in the car ahead
fired at the same time. The windshield
cracked in front of my eyes. Ryan cursed
softly, and a coldness flowed down my spine
as I felt my cap leap upon my head.

“Hurt?” I yelled at Ryan.

He yelled back it wasn’t anything. He
was firing again and I heard shooting from
both the car ahead and the car in back of
us. For a minute there was so much action
I couldn’t follow it because I had to con-
centrate on driving the car. I recognized
the thin dry rattle of machine gun fire, then
suddenly it was all over. The car ahead
lurched, slewed to the side of the road, and
stopped. I put on the brakes hard and
slammed to a stop. Ryan and I both
jumped out and ran to the other car.

Later on I saw how that could have been
plenty unwise, but as it happened, it was
safe enough. There were two men in the
car: Pete Morosco was slumped in the
seat stone dead with his face resting on a
machine gun in his lap, and as I opened
the door, Rocco Salvetti slid from behind
the wheel to the road.

“You got me, copper!” said Rocco, as I
knelt down beside him.

“Not me,” I denied.
driving.”

“Doesn’'t matter,” said Rocco, and you
could see he meant it. “My number’s up.”

The other car arrived, limping on three
wheels with the fourth tire flat, and it was
another scout car. Two men piled out, and
Rocco hurried with what he had to say.
“Tell Kitty I wasn’t in on this snatch busi-
ness. 1 was just driving for Pete tonight
because he asked me to. You’ll find the
baby in the back of the car.”

Maybe he was telling the truth and maybe
he wasn’t. Maybe Pete had asked Rocco to
drive the car picking up the ransom money
because he’d a grudge against him, or maybe
Rocco just wanted Kitty to think well of
him and he knew how she felt about the
kidnaping. I rushed over and opened up the
back to the car with my heart in my
mouth but everything was okay—the baby
was in a tin trunk with the lid open, full
of hop but otherwise all right.

When I went back to Rocco he was dead,
and I stood there looking at him, feeling

“I was doing the

Improvement of the

I have promised to tell you why Man o’

War, America’s fabled super-horse, failed to
win the Kentucky Derby. But I also must
tell you of specific instances where definite
harm has been wrought by the present sys-
tem of American racing if my premise is to
carry weight. We will begin with Man o
War. The Derby didn’t hurt him—because
he never ran in it.

BUT let’s start at the beginning. In 1917,
when Man o’ War was a yearling, he went
on the auction block at Saratoga and Mr.
and Mrs. Samuel D. Riddle bought him for
$5,000. They shipped him to Pennsylvania,
where the Riddle horses were in training
along with the stable of Mr. Riddle’s daugh-
ter and son-in-law, Mr. and Mrs. Walter
M. Jeffords. The Jeffords also owned a
colt they thought had championship possi-
bilities. His name was Golden Broom and

(Continued from page 12)

he was one of the most magnificent chestnuts
ever to look through a bridle.

As they grew toward racing age these
two, Man o’ War and Golden Broom, be-
came the stars of their respective stables and
a great though friendly rivalry developed
between them. On more than one occasion
the Jeffords colt (Golden Broom) outran
the Riddle hope. He beat him definitely at
a matched furlong, if camp whispers are to
be believed. But he never beat him again.

In their two-year-old form Man o’ War
went into leadership and won every race he
ran but one. And that one was questionable.
It was the historic sprint at Saratoga, when
Upset came in first, with Man o’ War
second. But they seldom met on the track.
The Jeffords were wai_tmg for the big shot.
The Derby at Churchill Downs, the Preak-
ness at Pimlico, the Belmont at Belmont
Park. In April of the next year 'they sent
Golden Broom to Lexington to train for the

The Elks Magazine

" sick and. queer and being glad I'd been driv-

ing because killing someone you've known
all your life would be plenty tough. Then
I wondered how I was going to tell Kitty.

A lot of cars had come up, so I turned
things over to somebody from headquarters
who seemed to be in charge, and took Ryan
home. Ryan had a shot through his fore-
arm, but otherwise he wasn’t scratched, and
I thought we’'d been lucky.

We drove back at a speed that seemed
like crawling after our wild ride. News of
the shooting had begun to leak out and the
whole town was standing on its ear. It was
after midnight but lights burned everywhere
and people were standing around in groups
waiting for further news. Our car, with its
cracked windshield and bullet holes, at-
tracted plenty of attention, but after I'd
unloaded Ryan, I drove to Kitty’s.

Lights were burning in her flat, but Kitty
was down on the steps outside. When I
j9ined her, I saw she’d been waiting a long
time and I thought maybe she was waiting
for Rocco. ““Take it easy,” I said. “I've
bad news for you, Kit.”

I told her about Rocco and told her what
he’d said to tell her, trying to act like I
believed it, but she didn’t listen. She was
staring so hard at my forehead that I put
up my hand and brought it away covered
with blood. Then I remembered the time
my cap had jumped on my head, and when 1
looked, sure enough there was a hole through
the cap.

“Yow're hurt!” said Kitty, and my being
hurt seemed to matter so much she wasn’t
even thinking about Rocco, though I knew
she’d be sorry about that later.

“Since when did my getting hurt mean
anything to you?” I said because I didn't
know what else to say.

She blushed the way only a redheaded
Irish girl can blush. “Since that other time
I waited on the steps for you,” said Kitty,
looking at me the way only a redheaded
Irish girl can look at the right man.

I knew she meant the night I'd kissed her,
and I put out my arms. She moved toward
me, we went into a clinch, but after a mo-
ment she pulled away.

“Take it easy!” she scolded breathlessly.
“We've a lifetime ahead of us.”

It came over me like church music then
that she was right. We’d a lifetime ahead
of us, only first there’d be a wedding at St.
Margaret’s, with her folks and mine sitting
in the front pews. Because I didn’t think
old Mike Connor would object to this wed-
ding, this being something Kitty’s old man
and my old man have planned almost from
the day we were born.

Breed

race. Many an April morning I spent on
the back-stretch fence watching him—and
he was breath-taking in his beauty.

But Man o’ War stayed in the East. Mr.
Riddle wisely decided that his colt cou]d
not stand the trip West, the hard race in
the first week of May and the rush back
to tidewater for the Preaknmess seven days
later. So Man o’ War stayed home to win
the Preakness in a common gallop and to
go on to become the champion of his year
and the picture horse of all American ‘tyrf
history.

Golden Broom went west to train for the
Derby—and broke down in the muck of ap
April morning, to pass out of the picture for
all time. He was never worth a tinker’s
dam as a race horse after that disastrous
effort to corral the first leg on the Triple
Crown.

Now the question is, what would have

(Continued on page 38)













































