












































Where a gangster slugged
his victim with the butt of
a gun, the sound-effects
man bashed in a grape-
fruit with a hammer.

renew; the FCC has a license to renew allowing the
radio stations to broadcast. And when option or re-
newal time comes around, networks and comedians bite
their nails and drink Sanka coffee. .(Advt.) A radio sta-
tion that offends the FCC will be called on the carpet to
explain why its license to broadcast should be renewed
::ht;l}:e }elglratlgn .of ;{;\s six-mon};h Ié:erm. This is precisely
W pened in the case of Eu ’Neill’s play,
Be{l«_)nd PthletHorizon”. gene O'Neill's play
is Pu itzer Prize drama was being aired over
NBC'’s blue network when Mrs. Grundy, gf the Minne-
apolis Gr}mdles, squawked to the FCC. As a result, the
local station WCTN was charged with disregarding the
ban on pg‘ofane, indecent and obscene language. The
grof%,ne, m‘flecent and obscene language was, “damn”,
hell” and for God’s sake”. Subsequently one powerful
newspaper which had previously accused the radio peo-

Radio rejects navel oranges
as bad taste, but broad-
casts embarrassing details
about the digestive tract.
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ple of “having the courage of jellyfish” advised the net-
works to get up and fight or be counted out. The net-
works decided to fight and the Commission proceeded tO
back down, voting to “reconsider” its order.

The Eugene O’Neill incident followed on the heels, OF
rather the skirts, of I'affaire West. Suggestive MisS
West swished into the Garden of Eden with smirks an
innuendoes and certain sections of the large audience
howled their disMae, if you’ll permit a pun. At the first
sign of the enemy, NBC and the advertising agency
that arranges the Chase and Sanborn show took to the
hills leaving voluptuous Mae deserted in the Garden
of Eden without so much as a fig leaf to stand on. After
calling both deserters “sissies” and other things that
would be censored in radio, mincing Mae swished her
hips once more and set out on a personal appearancé
tour with attendance boosted all along the line by her
skirmish with the censors. And when NBC had 2
humble announcement read over the air to apologiz€
for its scandalous behavior, 800 squawkers in Ne
York alone phoned to say that the announcer’s toneé
was not sincere! )

Although Mae West couldn’t get away with her skit
in the Garden of Eden, Charlie Ruggles told a border:
line story about fire-flies and hardly a voice was raise
in protest. The story concerns a squadron of fire-flies
making its way over a darkened city. The squadron
leader issues orders forbidding lights but one recalcl-
trant fire-fly turns on his lamp. “Hey, you!” shouts the
leader. “Didn’t you hear what I said about lighting up
over this city?”

“Yes, I heard you,” the fire-fly replies. “But when
you gotta glow, you gotta glow.”

RADIO never knows when Tweedledum will squeeze
through the same hole that stuck Tweedledee. Per-
haps that thought was running through CBS censor
Gilson Gray’s mind when he O.K.’d the “War of the
Worlds” by Orson Welles out of H. G. Wells. Columbia,
in deference to the supersensitive, had banned ‘“Hellza-
poppin”, but Wells was not supposed to pop. The “War of
the Worlds”, a pseudo-scientific story about interplane-
tary warfare, had been transposed to present day New
Jersey. Instead of dropping on a London suburb a
meteor was to drop on a place called Wilson’s farm near
Princeton, New Jersey. (Welles said after the broadcast
that he was not aware of the fact that such a place
really existed.) To allay the fears of the overly credulous
four announcements to the effect that the program was
make-believe were to be spaced through the broadcast.
This was to supplement the fact that no sane person
would believe that any Men from Mars would want to
stir up more trouble on our already turbulent little plan-
et aside from the fact that the mythical Martians would
have had to leave home in 1880 and travel at 2,000 miles
per hour to get here in time for the broadcast.

In sublime innocence Columbia sent the broadcast
over the air. A fake news bulletin announced that a
meteor had ploughed a furrow in Wilson’s farm, New
Jersey. The program faded back to dance music only
to be interrupted by further bulletins. The meteor had
become a flying cy'linder filled with invaders from Mars.
They were swarming over the country-side; towns were
being wiped out by poison gas.

Casual listeners and fear-mongers rushed to tell their
neighbors. “The Men from Mars are attacking us.
just heard it over the radio. Get away!” Hundreds of
motorists fled into open country. They sped past aston-
ished police cars screaming, “Drive like hell into the
country! We're being bombed by enemies!” One group
dashed all the way to Connecticut. A man from Newark
burst into a lunch-wagon on the Boston Post Road.
“Tt’s the end of the world!” he cried. “And I'm going to
die with my folks in New Haven!”

Two professors of Geology at Princeton, anxious to
secure a piece of the meteor, set out for the nearby
farm with hammers and flashlights. An anxious mother
phoned the University. “Hell has broken loose!” she
cried. “It’s hot even where I am!” She failed to say
where she was. (To make matters worse, the Princeton
football team, possibly affected by the disturbed state



of universal affairs, proceeded to blow its traditional
game with little Rutgers.)

When reports of the Martian invasion reached Reno
one husband cast caution to the winds and started
East to help the wife he had decided to divorce. 1’&
hedonist in New York answered his phone to say, “Don’t
bother me. The world’s coming to an end and I've got a
lot to do.” Effervescent Walter Winchell, on the air at
the time, asked NBC’s permission to pour oil on Col-
umbia’s troubled waters. NBC demurred at first, not
wishing to embarrass its arch rival, but later consented
and CBS phoned its thanks “for helping to comfort the
confused”. That, however, wasn’t the end of it. For
after Winchell had twice announced, “There was no
catastrophe in New Jersey as you may have hpard to-
night,” the NBC switchboard was flooded with calls
from new victims asking, “Where was that catastrophe
that Winchell mentioned ?” .

Of all the analysts who rushed forward with explana-
tions of the panic, psychologists were best prepared for
the subsequent brain-probe. While the victims of care-
less-listening and careless-reasoning were blaming it
all on CBS, acting on the theory that if they blamed
someone else quickly their own fear and stupidity might
be overlooked, impartial psychologists declared that the
incident set a new high in the tendency to misconstrue
facts through fast, uncomprehending listening. Ac-
cording to psychoanalysis the terrified listeners were of
the type inclined to listen without full attention or
understanding and therefore likely to garble the report.
What was brought out by the broadcast has already
been demonstrated by psychologists in laboratory tests.
Groups that have listened to and seen brief sketches
have varied widely in their reports on these same
sketches. Also involved in the radio broadcast was the
preparedness of the mind, the preparedness for the
kind of disaster the listeners thought they had learned
about. There had been so much talk of war over _t}}e
radio, so many news bulletins from Europe in a crisis
that many people were receptive to the idea of an in-
vasion which may have been suggested to them in
“gcientific’” Sunday supplements.

But the outstanding part of the whole mess was the
anxiety of the squawkers to have the FCC protect them
from bogeymen which their own brains should dispel,
while rational reasoning would reveal that the greatest
organizers of mass hysterias and delusions are govern-
ments in complete control of radio.

WEEK after the broadcast the head of the three
networks met in conference with the Chairman of
the FCC and agreed that the words “flash” and “bulle-
tin” should be used with discretion in dramatizing fiction.
NBC had to apologize for being seduced by Mae West;
CBS had to apologize for reminding people of their
hysterical gullibility, and the Mutual Network, while
so far unsmirched by any national scandal, has not been
allowed to forget for one minute that not all squawks
are static. .

Philip Thorne, the Mutual censor, is willing to let a
borderline joke go through once; if it gets by un-
molested it’s OK for future performances; for the same
joke with a slightly different twist, and sometimes just
the same joke, is used over and over again as you un-
doubtedly will remember. .

Thorne’s office is constantly running up against
squawks that leave the staff worried about the numl?er
of nuts at large. For instance there was the complaint
of an angry listener about the description of a pro
football game. “Religious diserimination!” he yelled.
“How?” asked the office. “Why, two or three times dul"-
ing the broadcast your announcer said there weren’t
any Protestants at the game.” Mr. Thorne puzzled over
this for a minute and then asked, “Do you by any chance
mean partisans?” Evidently he did, for the receiver
clicked at the other end of the wire. .

Another episode that left Thorne gasping for air was
the floods of squawks that poured in about the intro-
ductory sentence to Mutual’s news broadcasts. The
sentence read, “Here is the news from the four corners
of the earth.” Complaint after complaint pointed out

Scaring the brats into an
advanced stage of neurosis.

that the earth was round and could not possibly have
four corners. Finally a letter came to the censor’s office
with a notation pinned on by an executive. “You'd
better do something about this,” it said. “These people
are right; the earth is round.”

Thorne has been bawled out by the squeamish on
hundreds of occasions. One night an announcer was
doing a piano program called ‘“The Two Loose Screws
of Radio”. The “two loose screws” were “beating it out”
and the announcer so completely entered the spirit of
the thing that at the end of the program he cried, “You
have been listening to the two loose screws of radio who
hail from California where they put navels in oranges.”
Thorne, who had been listening to the program, rushed
to the studio. Throwing open the door he yelled, “For
God’s sake do you have to make announcements like
that? We’ll hear about this all( Continued on page 47)

You can wave a flag
or a baton, but you
can’t wave a seat.
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thought of Walter Houk inside, wait-
ing, with the thing that had hap-
pened to him long ago, the thing that
had shone in his eyes all evening, the
thing he had nourished and built up
within himself until in the end it had
become something more wonderful
there than it ever had been in truth,
as clear as ever in his heart. Maybe
it had been in his own heart, too,
McNulty thought; but it wasn’t now.
It was gone completely. What had
done that? The scream? The
money? The cab? Or was it what
Margaret had said—that when you

believed in anything like that, you
were semeone who had never grown

up.

When he thought of Walter Houk,
McNulj:y realized that it wasn’t
charming or whimsical when you
didn’t grow up. It was—

McNulty shivered. Someone
touched his arm and he knew it was
Margaret before he looked down at
her. “It’s funny,” he said. “It’s a
great world. She gave me some
dough for him. Screwy,” McNulty
added softly, and rubbed his head.
“Screwy, screwy, screwy!”

The doctor, Margaret said, was
inside now; he said that Walter had
a fine chance. McNulty said that
was good, and looked down the street,
after the taxi that was waiting at
the corner for the light to change.

He felt pretty swell suddenly, with
Margaret at his side. She was some-
thing, MecNulty thought, that he
didn’t have to imagine—something
that was true. Something that didn’t
live long ago, in his mind, but here
and now. Something, McNulty saw,
pressing her arm into his, that maybe
a man had to grow up to.

Manhattan Buckaroo

got all the elements.
It’s new, it’s different!”

For Ed possessed that valuable
quality in a journeyman novelist, the
ability to see each new project, no
matter how hackneyed, as something
bright and new and fresh, a great
discovery.

“Oh, darling,” Katie said. “Imag-
ine! Taking these people here and
changing them and making a story
out of them! You’re wonderful!”

“No,” said Ed, looking fondly at
her pretty, enthusiastic face, “it’s
you who are wonderful, Katie, bring-
ing me out here. The credit’s yours.
Look, I want to get on this while it’s
hot. Would you mind too much if we
cut a week off our honeymoon and
dashed back to New York?”

“Oh, no!” said Katie.

BACK in New York, Ed plunged
immediately into it. He had spent
the entire train trip in busy silence,
plotting. Katie had asked him why,
if he were in such a hurry, they
didn’t fly back, and he’d said a plane
might interrupt his thinking, he’d
never been up in a plane. “You under-
stand?” he’d said; and she’d said,
“Ye.s." On their arrival she’d said,
a bit wistfully, “It’s an odd sort of
hpmecoming, in a way, isn't it, dar-
ling?” But Ed had failed to note
the wistfulness and had said shortly,
“You don’t understand.” And she
had kept quiet, after that.

For ten days he worked hard,
reading newspapers for recreation,
and during that time he was aware
of Katie only as someone who, at
regular hours, put food before him,
and, at irregular hours, made coffee.
Occasionally she asked, “How’s it go-
Ing, darling?” And he would say
bluntly, “All right,” and refuse to be
drawn out on the subject. His pri-
vate opinion was that it was going
marvelously, that it was the best
western he’d ever written. Some-
times he would think that it was the
best western anyone had written.

.On the eleventh morning he hap-
pily dispatched fifteen thousand
words to Watson, and that night got
sllghply drunk, on confidence and
martinis, and told Katie how much,
how very much, he loved her. No
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(Continued from page 11)

more than she loved him, she said.

The next morning he phoned Wat-
son.

“Read my stuff yet?” he said.

“Why, yes, Ed. I read it last
night.”

“What’d you think?”

“How about lunch today?”

Ed thought later that he should
have known from that. But he had
been so sure of the stuff that Wat-
son’s evasion of a direct answer
had gone unnoticed. Watson wasn’t
evasive at lunch. He was sorry, he
said, but he was afraid Ed had got
off on the wrong foot this time.

“Is it the story?” Ed asked.

“No. The story’s good enough.
But as a whole, it’s not right.”

Ed nodded, and took out a ciga-
rette.

“You mean it’s not quite right, or
it’s not right at all?”

Watson lighted the cigarette for
him.

“Frankly, it’s not right at all. Not
for us. We're sorry, but the next
one—""

So that was that.

When he got home Katie asked
him what was the matter. He sat
down in the middle of the couch in
the living-room and stared at the
carpet.

“Nothing,” he said.

In a few minutes, when he hadn’t
moved, she asked him again.

And again he said, “Nothing.”

“Eddie,” she said, ‘“please talk to
me, won’t you? Please.”

“There’s nothing to talk about.”

“They didn’t like it, did they?”

‘lNo."

“Please tell me about it. You'd
feel better. I know you would, dar-
ling. I'm sure. And I might be able
to help, you know.”

“You can’t help. Nobody can. It’s
my own problem. It’s just not your
province, Katie, don’t you see?”

She sighed.

“T suppose I do.”

Ed looked listlessly around the
room, and suddenly said, “What’s
that thing?”

“What thing, Eddie?”

“That lamp.”

She laughed.

“Oh, you silly! That’s been there
for a week.”

“We didn’t need another lamp in
here, did we?”

“Parling,” said Katie, “see if you
can think of a reason for needing
that lamp. Try hard.”

“I can’t,” he said. “I don’t have
to try. There isn’t any reason.”

Her square little jaw was set.

“Some men,” she said, “might have
realized that there was only one
reading light in this room. When
you were reading I had to sit in the
dark and play Twenty Questions all
by myself. It got a little dull, even-
tually, so I bought a lamp. It’s a
nice one, isn’t it?”

E was forced to admit that this

was reasonable, but nonetheless,
he somehow resented the lamp. And
he found, during the next couple of
days, the first since their return
when he had leisure to look around,
that he resented other things, too.
He couldn’t see why she needed to
dry her stockings in the bathroom,
or why her shoes weren’t always out
of sight in a closet, or why it was
absolutely necessary for all those
jars of cosmetics to clutter up the
apartment, his apartment. His priva-
cy, he felt distinctly, had been vio-
lated by this woman. He couldn’t
help feeling that; but he said noth-
ing, for he did love her. That was
what was so strange. He did love
her, but her things irritated him.
He knew that he wasn’t well ad-
justed, and blamed it on worry about
his work. And their cash was get-
ting very low. As soon as things
got straightened out, he told himself,
he wouldn’t be so irritable, and then
he would talk to Katie and they
would put their life together on an
efficient basis. They had the love,
and that was the main thing; all
that was necessary was an under-
standing about the mechanics of ex-
istence, such things as stockings in
bathrooms. Ed didn’t realize that
this delaying of personal adjustments
was slumbering dynamite.

For several days he moped, re-
reading his old stuff, discarding new
plot after new plot, trying in vain
to visualize a set of characters which




didn’t bore even him beyond endur-
ance. And then Watson phoned.

“I’ve been thinking about that
book,” he said. “You know, you’ve
got a sound story there. Now listen,
we've been talking it over, and we
think you might take that story and
switch it a little to fit your old peo-
ple. The end of ‘Burning Mesa’, I
might say, was a great deal better
than we’d expected. What would you
think of that?”

“I’d think it
was fine.”

wrote and wrote and wrote. His en-
ergy was unbounded. He slept well,
ate well. He felt fine. And Katie
went around starry-eyed.

At the end of four days he sent

ten thousand words to Watson, and .

he and Katie went dancing.

But that night he didn’t sleep, and
in the morning he complained about
the coffee. The second morning he
took one sip of coffee and went out
for breakfast, alone. But the coffee

ness, Katie. You can’t rush a pub-
lisher. If I don’t hear tomorrow
morning, maybe I'll see him.”

And at ten o’clock the next morn-
ing he was sitting in a chair in Wat-
son’s office, feeling like a man on
trial for his life, and Watson was
saying, “We’ve been trying to figure
a way of fixing it up, Ed. There are
good things there, plenty of them. 1
don’t know. The stuff simply doesn’t
march. No pace, no form. Your de-

scriptions are
too long, for one

“Good. Let us
look at ten or
twelve thousand
words as soon
as you can. But
don’t strain
yourself. Good
luck.”

“Thanks.”

Ed walked
around his work-
room for a few
minutes, think-
ing about it.
Suddenly he felt
like a new man,
clear-headed, en-
ergetic. All the
fuzz was gone
from his brain.
It was wonder-
ful! He went
into the kitchen,
where Katie was
shelling peas.

“You see those
peas?” he said.

“Why, yes, I
suppose I see
them.”

“Willard is auctioning off his soul.”

thing. And the
people aren’t
right.’”” He
leaned toward
Ed. ‘“Are you
tired? What’s
wrong? Do you
know?”

Ed, it hap-
pened, did know.
He had known
for some time,
but had dodged
letting the
knowledge rise
to the level of
conscious recog-
nition. He knew
that we are, al-
most every one
of us, great ro-
mancers, day-
dreamers. He
knew that the
writing of fic-
tion was essen-
tially a kind of
day-dreaming.
Even in great
writing you had

“Throw them
out the window.”

(‘Why?”

‘“Because we're going to do some-
thing. Do you know what we’re go-
ing to do?”

“No, I don’t,” said Katie, continu-
ing to shell peas.

“Well, first, we're going to get
dressed up. Then we’re going to
dinner, and I don’t mean blue-plate
at the Greek’s, either.”

“That’d be sort of fun,” said Katie,
almost breathless. And then, for she
had, sadly enough, learned some
things recently, she asked, “What'’s
the catch?”

“Then we're going to a theatre.
Something with music and girls and
funny people. And then do you know
what we’re going to do?”

Katie, not trusting herself to
speak, shook her head.

“We're going to have supper.
How’d you feel about a fowl and a
bottle, Mrs. Yates?”

The crockery bowl containing the
peas crashed on the floor, and Katie
had her arms around him and she
was sobbing, hard, and she couldn’t
stop.

“Oh, Eddie, Eddie!” she said. “I
do love you so much!”

One thousand words. Two. Three.
Beginning the next morning, it
poured out of Ed’'s typewriter. He
didn’t pause to think, he simply

at the Greek’s on the corner turned
out to taste like bilge, too. He didn’t
tell Katie that. The third morning
he had to hunt for his shaving brush,
and finally found it behind a jar of
cold cream and a bottle of toilet
water. Deliberately he took them
one at a time, held them high, and
dropped them on the tiled floor of the
bathroom. Katie must have heard
the crash, but she said nothing.

EARLX that afternoon he found her
— crying, and he was so ashamed, so
sick of himself, that he slammed out
of the house. He went west to Fifth,
and up Fifth to the Park. He walked
through the Park to 110th Street,
and then took a bus back. On the bus
he decided that if Watson hadn't
phoned by the time he got home,
he’d go see him, at once, today. He
couldn’t stand this any longer.

When he got back he said, “I'm
sorry, Katie. I could kick myself
from here to Cuba.”

“You’re just worried, darling. You
poor thing. I understand.”

“Did—uh—"

“No, Eddie. No phone calls.” She
smiled at him. “Why don’t you go
see them? Then you’d know. You'd
know something, at least. Why don’t
you do that?”

“You don’t understand this busi-

much make - be-

lieve. Always
you had make-believe, in one degree
or another. And in Ed, a humble
and unpretentious practitioner of the
craft of writing for a living, the de-
gree was extreme, that was all.

Before he had seen the West he
had been able to create an ideal West
of his own, checking his sources of
reference carefully where necessary.
But now, after the visit to Mary’s
ranch, actuality impinged on this
ideal world, and shattered it. The
odors, colors, sounds of real life had
been always around him as he wrote,
torturing his stories out of shape,
spoiling their flow, ruining them.
And there was, for him, no cure. It
was the way he was, irretrievably,
and he might as well face it. That
he was capable, at this point, of per-
ceiving that the whole thing was
pretty funny, spoke well for him.

He smiled.

“No,” he said. “I don’t know
what’s wrong.”

Watson said, “Why not take a holi-
day? Forget writing for a few
months. Forget there are such
things as words. Go off somewhere
and stare at birds and flowers. Keep
a bee.”

“That mightn’t be a bad idea.”

“Try it. And then go after ’em
again. We’'ll be anxious to see what
you come up with. . . . Personally,
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mechanical means of putting the

. words down might in some occult

way be the seat of the whole trouble.

It did no good. And, what was
more, he knew now that even if
everything else had been all right, he
couldn’t have worked because of
missing Katie, too. The apartment,
now, was so empty that he hated to
be in it. He couldn’t eat at the
Greek’s because they had used to eat
there together two or three times a
week.

He knew where she was; she was
staying with a friend down in the
Village. He knew the address and
the phone number. But there
wouldn’t be any point in seeing her
or talking to her. There was nothing
to say. The marriage simply hadn’t
clicked, that was all. He did phone
her, finally, though.

“Katie?”

“Hello, Ed.”

“How are you?”

“I’m fine. How are you?”

“I’m fine, thanks.”

“You are?”

“Yes."

“How’s the work?”

“No good. But it’ll clear up.”

“I hope so. Ed, do you need
money ?”

l‘No.’,

“I have some.”

“No. I don’t need any. Thanks,
Katie.”

“That’s all right.”

“Thanks just the same. . .. Well,
I guess there’s nothing to say, is
there?”

“No, Eddie. I guess there isn’t.”

That, of course, served only to
make matters worse; he shouldn’t
have done it. They could never get
together. He wasn’t right for her;
and then she wasn’t right for him,
either. She wasn’t the proper sort
of wife for a writer. Not that he
was justified in considering himself
a writer any longer. Not that he
could have supported a wife even if
he’d had one. Not that—

It was all in circles. He didn't
sleep that night, and slept the next
morning only from sheer exhaustion.
At noon he awoke and made himself
a cup of tasteless coffee. He went

into his workroom and sat, doing
nothing, just sitting.

At three o’clock the doorbell rang
and he pressed the buzzer. Two de-
livery boys appeared carrying a
large package. He frowned, but it
was for him, all right, and he signed
for it and the went away.

He opened it. A note, on top.

“DEAR ED: You were right.

Your not being able to work was

my fault, And I hate feeling

guilty, so here is one last at-
tempt to help, for my own satis-
faction, just to round the whole
thing off. Just to finish it. Just
so my conscience will leave me
alone. It probably won’t help,
because I probably still don’t
understand, but I’ll feel better
for having tried. Goodbye.

o “KATIE.”

He examined the contents of the
box. Books and magazines. We—he
recognized that. nd Test Pilot.
Pylon. A history of air flight, with
a picture-of Leonardo’s bat-like con-
trivance on the jacket. An aeronau-
tical dictionary. - Aircraft and the
Air. A paper course in flying, pre-
pared by the Bureau of Air Com-
merce. A manual for meteorologists.
A treatise on aerostatics. One on
motors. Many. volumes of drawings
and diagrams and photographs. The
yearbooks of the Aeronautical Cham-
ber of Commerce. Some fifty mag-
azines—

HE glowered at the box. And then,
cursing softly, he took the books
and the magazines, one by one, and
flung them to all corners of the room.
This required three or four minutes,
but his zeal lasted.

Then he went into the kitchen and
made a drink of Scotch and water,
came back and surveyed, with satis-
faction, the wreckage. He stood
there for some time, looking and
sipping.

And then he picked up one of the
books, the dictionary. Contemptu-
ously, he began thumbing through it.

An hour later he couldn’t have
flown a plane, perhaps, but he could
have told you how. ‘“Zoom’” had be-
come a technical term; “egg-crate”

and “brass nut” and “conk” and
“goupy” were second nature. He
knew the difference between an Im-
melman and a chandelle; between
dihedral and cathedral. He knew
about cold fronts and inherent sta-
bility and radio beacons. He thought
in terms of chutes and props and
ships. ' .

Two more hours and he had his
plot, the whole thing. Like magic.
He had written the first sentence,
beginning, “Bob Hardwicke fish-
tailed - his sleek, low-wing job into
the,_,:" .~ N

Ther Ed picked up the phone and
called a number,

“Hello, Katie.”

“Hello, Ed.”

“Katie, listen. Thank you.”

“Did you get the books?”

“Yes. They're wonderful. You're
wonderful. Katie, listen. I've been
awful. I love you.”

“Yes, Ed?”

“Katie, I’'ve been mean. I've been
selfish, the most selfish guy alive.
I've been everything bad. But if
yow’ll come back—" .

“Wasn’t my note with the books?

I‘Yes.’, .

“Well, Ed, you read it.”

“But I'll be different. You can
have dozens of lamps. I've changed,;
Katie. All of a sudden, I've changed.

“Oh, Eddie! Oh, I do want to
think it’'d work.”

“You'll try it?”

There was a short silence.

“Ed,” she said then, slowly, “I
love you, too. And nothing on earth
was ever half this hard to say, but
I'm afraid, I’m terribly afraid—"

There was another silence. Ed felt
certain that the change in him was
real and lasting; but he knew at the
same time that he couldn’t prove it
by argument alone.

He said, “That’s final?” o

“Qh, Eddie, my dear, I'm afraid it
is. I—I don’t know.” ‘ .

“Listen,” he said. “Listen, Katie.
I need you.” .

And, of course, when a decision
between a man and a woman 18 In
the balance, and the man, v‘yhether
sincerely or in guile, says, “I need
you,” well. . ..

Words to a Song

her shoes and sat down. Mrs. Ken-
neth W. Stoddard of New York,
Southampton and places. She saw
herself next winter, wearing a long
velvet teagown the same shade as her
hair, sitting before an open fireplace
in a dim, warm room, with the cur-
tains drawn to shut out the early
dusk. Kenneth coming in at quarter
to five. She’d bring the whisky and
syphon for him, and they’d both sit
by the fire, and well, keep on sitting
by the fire until dinner.

She yawned and decided she’d bet-
ter get to bed. Here it was almost

(Continued from page 23)

morning and at eleven she had to be

a pair of legs wearing Moon-Spun

Hosiery.

The sudden ringing of the phone
startled her. Kenneth maybe, to tell
her a romantic goodnight, like some-
thing out of a book.

“Hell, Sugar-puss! Keep Ilate
hours, don’t you? I've been ringing
you since midnight,. every hour on
the hour.” )

“Qh, it’s you,” she said, but her
heart pounded. What did Cort want?
To see her before he went back to
Hollywood ? .

“How about the Library gteps
around three this afternoon?” he
asked.

IT was enough to make you cry—
thinking about standing on those
steps waiting, wanting to see him,
happy as a bird. C ,

“Library steps?” she said. “I
don’t live there any more.” .

“That’s too bad. It- was a nice
place.”

“Drafty, though, when you stand
around. Not like your California

climate.”
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the sensitive microphone both cocoa-
nut and grapefruit gave more than
adequate performances.

On one particular program, aired
at ten-thirty P.M.—when, quote, all
little children should be in bed, un-
quote—the network trotted out every
gruesome sound-effect in the studio:
cocoanuts, grapefruit, Sturm und
Drang. Bodies lay in pools of blood
and heroines let out blood-curdling
screams as hairy hands reached out
from behind curtains. When the
program ended in two murders and
a suicide the performers were as
exhausted as the audience—that is,
all but one female listener who was
busy dialing the studio’s telephone
number.

_“It's an outrage!” she cried. “My
little girl and I have been listening
and—why it’s positively disgusting!”

“What’s disgusting?” asked the
voice of radio anticipating the usual
complaint about a frightened child
and prepared to state in defense that
ten-thirty P.M. programs were not
intended for children.

“You know very well what’s dis-

Mz.

. There is a purpose in the profes-
sional’s emphasizing the importance
of form until he and the pupil are
jolly well fgd up. Form gives the
Pro a good living; it is the only com-
modity he has to sell and, to be fair
with an honest occupation, strict ad-
herence to form probably is the
surest approach to playing a game
fairly well.. This nebulous thing
called form is the talent for making
shots or plays in orthodox fashion,
accordmg_to Hoyle. Form is the
accumulation of basic principles
which have enabled the majority of
practitioners to win or to excel and
to make_ every move as pretty as a
picture in the process.

People who play just for fun and
their own amazement genuflect most
humbly at the altar of form. They
Imitate slavishly the style of the
masters, pay fancy fees for instruc-
tion, devote hours and effort to prac-
tice, which if applied to their busi-
ness undoubtedly would make them
bloated plu@o.crats, and achieve noth-
Ing but futility and frustration. All

of which is pretty silly, of
Form will i Y’ or, but
ftom ¥ improve the duffer, but

make a champion. For every
bure motion there is a classic
example of an outstanding performer
who did everything wrong and got
along famously just the same.
Jones was not the only top-notch
golfer who took the meticulous Mr.
Hoyle for a ride. Many years ago
there was a muscular Englishman
who lurched at the ball, hit his shots
when he was off balance and com-
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poet of

gusting. I just heard it in that
horrid play. I'll have you know that
I've taken great pains with my little
girl’s English and I won’t have it
corrupted by any such word as
‘lousy’. That’s all.”

“That’s enough,” said the network
representative reaching for the
smelling salts intended for use by
nervous prima donnas.’

ANY network would anticipate
trouble with a program called
‘“Your Lover”. Radio’s Don Juan
warmed the hearts of thousands of
maids and housewives lonely for af-
fection in the long afternoons. One
day “Your Lover” purred, “Put your
cheek next to my cheek and look into
my eyes.” Although“Your Lover” was
evidently assuming that his cooing
brood was cross-eyed, the most vio-
lent squawks came from jealous hus-
bands who threatened to shoot this
bold invader of defenseless domiciles!

At the same time that the Mutual
network was permitting Your Lover
(Tweedledum) to purr at housewives
it was banning this gag (Tweedle-

dee), “Hullo, wifie,” says the husband
over the phone. “Tell the maid I
won’t be home tpmghp.”

When the radio script of the play,
“Having Wonderful Time”, came
to the censor’s office a blue-penciller
on the staff suggested that one par-
ticular scene might offend because it
referred—just referred—to young
people living together without a li-
cense, civil or ecclesiastical. The head
of the department o’k.’d the script,
however, because the novelty of the
well-written dialogue appealed to
senses blunted by trite scripts about
eternal domestic difficulties. And up
went the squawks, loud if not clear.
The scene was well written, it was
not obscene but “the morals of our
youth might be corrupted”.

Up to the present radio has bent
over backwards in a vain attempt to
please a squawking mass of intoler-
ant magpies who are unwittingly
driving a wedge for government con-
trol. Right now would be as good
a time as any to_tell these self-ap-
pointed censors either to put up or
shut up.

Hoyle Takes a Ride

(Continued from page 19)

mitted several other atrocities on the
form beautiful. That woql(_l be Ted
Ray, who captured the British Open
in 1912, mopped up in the United
States Open in 1920 and between
times won almost every golfing bau-
ble worth the seeking. Ray knew he
was wrong, a fact which left him
profoundly unperturbed. In his case,
it was right to be wrong.

IT happens at least once every Sun-
day at almost any given country
club in the broad land. One of the
golfing gents finds his wood shots
are resembling nothing so much as
vultures in full flight. He denounces
his woods with great vehemence and
imagination and decides to use noth-
ing but irons. Other members of
the foursome (a) snicker, or (b)
admire the audacity of the unortho-
dox fellow, depending on the lengt’h
of his drives off the tee. Spre, it’s
against all accepted practice—but
Jerome D. Travers used the same
remedy when his woods were betray-
ing him and he won the United
States Amateur four times and the
once. .
Oplslgthing in golf lends itself to
more individual interpretation than
putting. Some folks go throug_h a
series of astonishing convolutions
before tapping the ball; the pretty-
as-a-picture school assumes a relaxed
pose, bends gracefully over the ball,
waggles the club a few times, then
makes the shot. What matter
whether you hang by the toes from
your caddy’s shoulder as long as the

ball drops? Nobody ever looked
worse on the green than Leo Diegel.
His elbows stuck out at right angles,
his feet pointed to quarter after nine
and his body was twisted in a man-
ner which positively hurt the spec-
tator. The man looked like the devil,
but he putted like an angel and won
most of his championships in the
department where he did everything
wrong—until the ball trickled into
the cup.

Tennis is another game in which
the parishioners render fervent lip-
service to form. With the possible
exception of their associates in golf,
tennis pros collect more five-dollar
bills for a half-hour’s instruction
than the teachers in any other sport.
The white-flannel brigade would pre-
fer, however, you didn’t mention the
most devastating backhand drive in
circulation often is made with the
author of same off both feet at the
finish of the shot. He happens to be
Donald Budge, the best amateur
player in the world last year, who is
currently discovering that the unor-
thodoxy of his best shot is no deter-
rent to a guarantee of $75,000 for
his first season as a professional.

AUSTRALIA is a red-hot favorite

to win the Davis Cup this year
and if the battered silver mug goes
on a long voyage in September two
young men who flout every rule in
the book will have much to do with
it. John Bromwich, a natural right-
hander, shifts his racquet from one
hand to the other with the dexterity







heard of Glenn Cunningham, the
master miler. Similarly, Harold Os-
borne was assured he would not soar
to giddy heights in the high jump
when he started to fool with the
“Western roll.” The unorthodox style
carried Osborne to an Olympic cham-
pionship and the world record.

UICK, now. Name the most cele-

brated jockey in the history of
the turf. The dear, old lady in the
back of the room, who never placed a
two-buck bet on a bangtail’s nose,
guessed it immediately. That’s right:
Tod Sloan. He, too, went against
all existing theories and ultimately
revolutionized the precepts of form
for riding a thoroughbred. Before
he came along, jockeys used long
stirrups and sat well back in the
saddle, just like any gentleman out
for a canter in the park of a Satur-
da.y afternoon. Sloan shortened his
stirrups, crouched so far over his
mount’s neck that he seemed to be
crooning in the horse’s ear. . The
English were properly aghast, called
Sloan’s style the “monkey on the
stick” seat. Today Sloan’s method
is strictly de rigeur everywhere in
the world and the old riding posture

appears to be awkward. This would
seem to suggest that form is predi-
ca_tegi largely upon custom and the
stifling of individual initiative.

The greatest fighter, pound for
pound, today probably is Henry
Armstrong, sometime holder of three
world championships, who got that
way by ignoring every canon of box-
ing. If Armstrong had tried to make
every move a picture, he undoubtedly
would be walking around on his heels
and double-talking himself into a
tin ear this very minute. Homicidal
Henry had succeeded because of his
complete lack of form. His plan of
action is disarmingly simple. He
merely tucks his head into his chest,
flails his arms and throws a furious
succession of punches until he or the
other guy drops. It may be super-
fluous to add that Henry has not
kissed the canvas yet.

THE grandfather of all boxing bol-
shevists, though, was Harry Greb,
the middleweight champion who fre-
quently had to engage muscular
meatballs outweighing him by fifty
pounds to get a fight. Greb’s stra;t-
egy was much like Armstrong’s,
only more so. He swarmed over or-

thodox opponents, who were greatly
confused and pained—but literally—
because the madcap did not fight
their way. Greb was a whirlwind,
frequently starting punches with his
left, then landing with his right. Re-
peatedly he blithely disregarded the
fundamental axiom scrupulously re-
membered even by cafe society belli-
gerents—“Never_ lead with your
right.” Such tactics are supposed to
result in quick and total unconscious-
ness for the ignorant iconoclasts,
but Greb heard the birdies sing as
seldom as he listened to the arch-
advocates of form. -

ONE night in 1922 Greb gave away
more than thirty pounds to that
celebrated Shakespearean scholar,
Mr. Gene Tunney, later world heavy-
weight champion, and won the deci-
sion after fifteen rounds of elegant
bar-room brawling. In the dressing-
room afterward, somebody made the
inevitable crack to the effect that
Greb did everything wrong.

“Yeah,” Greb answered carelessly,
“but I won.” :

The silence was deafening. No-
body had a comeback to that one. It
was the final word on the subject.

What America Is Reading

Homer,_ Thomas Nast, W. A. Rogers,
Frederic Remington, W. T. Smedley
and E. A. Abbey, and in the early
days, before the invention of the
electrotype, their drawings were
transfered to wooden blocks by
scores of skilled engravers, working
at great speed.

So today we have this inimitable
record and know that American
growth was not like a bridal proces-
sion down a lane bordered by prim-
roses. All through our history forces
have fought for mastery, one group
clashing  with another; a vast
amount of energy has gone into the

taming” of the wilderness, and

often a great deal more was needed
to tame the men. Though some men
built houses to stand for centuries,
they found their work crowded
aside in their own lifetimes by the
surge of population. Today “Ad-
ventures of America” provides both
delightful entertainment and food
for thought about American life,
and as books of this kind are pub-
lished but rarely and then never re-
printed, it should be bought quickly
by all who enjoy pictures out of our
iImmediate past. (Harper & Bros,,
$3.50)

Fine Biography of Leonardo

Don’t miss Antonina Vallentin’s
“Leonardo da Vinci” if you want a
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compact, well-rounded story of Leon-
ardo’s life, with a careful interlard-
ing of the Renaissance and a
brilliant analysis of his great paint-
ings. This is a full life, not a
fragment, and shows that Leonardo
had a hard time of it, partly because
he withdrew from activities and
cultivated ideas far ahead of his
time. Leonardo couldn’t flatter
people, and even the great masters
of his day gave him little attention,
including Raphael and Michael-
angelo. Madame Vallentin tells how
Leonardo worked for six years over
the Mona Lisa, a picture he loved
so much that he braved the anger 9f
his patron, Francis I of France, in
his last years, in order to retain
possession of it. She also describes
the painting of the Last Supper, in
Milan. A fine, intelligent study of
a great man, one that profits by the
scholarly research of our time and
therefore tells us more ahout Leqn-
ardo than even his contemporaries
knew about him. (Viking Press)

Mark Sullivan, American Journalist

Mark Sullivan has built up an
enviable reputation as the commen-
tator on public affairs who can’t be
stampeded. Whatever happens in
Washington, Mr. Sullivan is sure
to study it with a calm spirit, and
if it doesn’t square with his idea of

common sense he won’t endorse it.
He is not a visionary or an enthusi-
ast, but many of his points of view
have been proven fundamentally
sound. He has now written the story
of his career in “The Education of
an American.” Born in 1874 of Irish
stock, Mr. Sullivan entered big-time
journalism by writing the first ar-
ticle exposing corrupt politics in
Pennsylvania and later, on the staff
of McClure’s Magazine, was asso-
ciated with Lincoln Steffens, Ida
Tarbell, William Allen White and
other brilliant writers. Then he
transferred to Collier’'s and led the
crusade against patent medicine
frauds and began analyzing the acts
of Congress from a non-partisan
standpoint. His autobiography is a
story of achievement based on indus-
try and perseverance, typically
American, nowhere flashy, and ai-
ways interesting and valuable.
(Doubleday, Doran & Co.)

And Then There’s Coolidge

William Allen White is tremen-
dously interested in Calvin Coolidge,
wondering about this enigmatic New
Englander, trying to get at the root
of his strange personality. Yet
Coolidge had little to hide; his repu-
tation for inscrutability comes from
his own close-mouthed attitude. Mr.
White reveals this in “A Puritan in







then competes with all other winners
in his group; that is, a Best of
Breed Welsh Terrier would be
matched against all other Terriers
who have won best of their breeds.

Out of this matching comes a win-
ner for each of the six groups and
these in turn are matched against
each other to determine the best dog
in the show!*

No dog can be shown if less than
six months old. For show purposes,
a dog is considered fully grown at
twelve months, although many breeds
mature much later than. that. No
dog can be shown that is in any way
deformed, altered, sick or faked,
i.e., artificially colored or unduly
trimmed.

Many people frequently ask if the
judges are paid. Some are, and some
judge merely for the sport of the
thing, receiving only their actual
traveling expenses. Incidentally,
some of the larger shows think noth-
ing at all of. bringing judges from
Europe or as far off as Hawaii. For
every breed there is a standard which
allows so many points for head, coat,
color, etc. The judging does not fol-
low a scoring system, but is instead

- Your Dog- -
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based upon the judge’s opinion as
to how well each dog conforms to the
standard for the breed.

It may interest some to know that
a pedigreed dog’s name, once regis-
tered, cannot be changed.

When buying your pure-bred
puppy you should insist upon the
kennel's giving you his registration
paper, his written pedigree for four
generations, and the transfer of
ownership papers.

In back of all the smooth gloss of
a dog show there is much patient
drudgery which is not obvious to the
spectator but without which there
would be no show. It takes long
weeks of conditioning and training
to make a dog ready for the ring.
In many instances a considerable
amount of money is needed for
breeding stock and kennel main-
tenance.

You may, at your next show, see
one man at various times in the ring,
each time with a different breed of
dog. In all likelihood he will be a
professional handler who makes his
living breeding, conditioning and
showing dogs. These men often
gather a “string” of dogs and cam-

paign them on a given circuit of
shows. This they do for owners who
have not the time or skill for show-
ing. It takes a deep knowledge of
dogs to know how to bring out their
better points under the_eyes of the
judge, and even more skill to conceal
their defects.

The average kennel dog welcomes
the show as a break in the monotony
of kennel routine. And- there are
many dogs who keenly enjoy show-
ing, being natural show-offs. For
other dogs, the show is a nerve-
wracking ordeal, particularly during
shows that last for more than one
day® As a matter of fact, such shows
are as much a hardship upon the
exhibitors as upon the dogs.

If you want further detailed in-
formation as to the care of your
dog, enclose stamp for reply and
we will be glad to answer your
questions or will send you a
pamphlet at no cost to you.
Address The Elks Magazine, 50
East 42nd St., New York, N. Y.

Under the Antlers

Progress of Tacoma, Wash., Lodge
Continues from Year to Year

That the success or failure of a
fraterngl organization depends upon
the attitude of the membership to-
ward its precepts and principles is
clearly seen in the accomplishments
of Tacoma, Wash., Lodge, No. 174.
The lodge is the fortunate owner of
one of the finest homes in the coun-
try, and in it every type of fraternal,
social, civie and athletic activity is
fostered and carried on for the bene-
fit of the membership and the com-
munity. Most of the prominent busi-
ness, professional, civic and indus-
trial leaders of the city are members
of Tacoma Lodge which has an ac-
tive membership of 1,816, and is
known as one of the most progressive
lodges of the Order in the Pacific
Northwest.

Over a long period of years the
lodge enjoyed a steady, healthy
growth,' and its quarters finally be-
came inadequate because of the
greatly increased membership and
numerous activities. Plans were
drawn for_ an addition to the home
and a partial remodeling of the older
building, and an appropriation of
about $52,000 was made to finance
the work. The new quarters were
opened to the public in December,
1937, with a celebration which cov-
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ered a week. In addition, $3',50£r(v;::s
spent this past year on 1m -
nE)ents to the? gymnasium- and locker
and shower rooms, madg necessary
by a further increase in member-
ship.

One of Tacoma Lodge’s most ben-
evolent members, Tom Hurley, has
presented an Iron Lung to the lodge
which it in turn has. placed in the
custody of the local branch of the
Red Cross. The Lung 1Is ayallqble
to any of the local medical institu-
tions. A large delegation of promi-
nent Elks and other citizens was on
hand to receive the Lung from the
transportation company when it ar-
rived on Nov. 28, 1938, from Boston,
and hundreds inspected this life-
giving device at the lodge home
where it was on display up unj:ll Jan-
uary 1. In presenting the gift, Mr.
Hurley made the provision that the
cost of the operation of the Lung
be defrayed by the lodge. Steps were
immediately taken to establish a
fund for that purpose. This was
done by making a departure this
year in the use of the money which
is raised annually by the Christmas
charitable organization known as phe
“Elks Stocking Fillers.” Begining
early in October of each year, the
members of the group hold Mon@ay
night broadecasts from Radio Station

KVI in which they make an appeal
not only for cash but for discarded
clothing for persons of all ages.
Thousands of dollars have been
raised through this medium and
many thousands of articles of wear-
ing apparel have been donated. All
clothing is completely renovated and
repaired by the lodge, and distri-
buted to the needy of the community.
The money raised by the Stocking
Fillers has heretofore been used for
a huge Christmas party for the city’s
unfortunate children, but this year
a portion was put in reserve and
placed in the fund for the mainte-
nance of the Iron Lung. Mr. Hurley
received a fine letter of commenda-
tion from Grand Exalted Ruler Dr.
Edward J. McCormick, praising him

for the fine spirit in which the con-
tribution was made.

West Palm Beach, Fla., Lodge
Entertains Local Legionnaires
About 125 local members of the
American Legion were entertained a
few weeks ago by West Palm Beach,
Fla., Lodge, No. 1352, at a patriotic
celebration held in the lodge home
presided over by E.R. B. C. Simon-
son. The guests introduced were P.
C. Reese, Past Commander of the
local branch of the Legion and also







along the “99” Jesters, famed for
their amusing skits. The Jesters fur-
nished the entertainment program
for the evening. A buffet supper was
served by the host lodge.

Williamsport, Pa., Lodge Sponsors
Huge Parade for Children

More than 1,300 boys and girls in
costume took part in a gigantic
Ha}llpwe’en Parade sponsored by
Williamsport, Pa., Lodge, No. 173.
This was one of the ecivie projects
undertaken by the lodge, and there
are plans for others to follow in due
time. .

The three-division procession was
led by the high school band. The
Elks Band also appeared. The chil-
drgn_ d}splqyed a great deal of
originality in choice of holiday cos-
tun}e, and the wholesome fun and
excitement dispelled any desire to
play the usual pranks. As soon as
the parade disbanded, the lodge home
was thrown open to the masqueraders
and refreshments were served. In
addition to first, second and third
prizes for marching clubs, comic cos-
tumes, decorated bicycles and ve-
hicles, pets on foot, impersonations,
etc.,, 65 merchandise prizes were
given out.

Crippled Children’s Clinic Is Held
at I\forfolk, Neb., Lodge

Sixty-five children from various
parts. of Northwest Nebraska were
examined at the Crippled Children’s
Clinic held in the home of Norfolk,
Neb., Lodge, No. 653, on Oct. 18.
'.I‘he: lodge received cooperation from
mdnflduals as well as State and com-
munity organizations. Dr. E. L.
Brus}h was General Supervisor of the
medical corps in charge of examina-
tions, Members of the Elks General
Com_mlttee were N. P. Johnson,
(IEIhalrman, E.R. George W. Phelps of
D?rfolk Lodge, Secy. George Burton,

r. Brush, A. T. Hutchinson, Gene
Huse. and A. J. Gutzmer,

Crippled children work is a major
activity of the Nebraska State Elks
Assoc1at_lon. The subordinate lodges
have their own crippled children com-
r_mtteqs and handle the clinies held
in their respective jurisdictions. Fol-
low;up committees are appointed and
their work after the children have

€en examined is most valuable., Aug-
1(1:st _Schneider of Benedict, Neb.,
Bhalrman of the State Association’s
Benevolent Committee, cites a case
in VY_thh a young crippled girl, Miss
X ?(lile Byergo, who visited a clinic
held by Non:folk Lodge six years ago,
is ‘normal in health, has completed
er education, and is holding a re-
Sponsible position in New York City
as a dress designer with a leading

1m Miss Byergo underwent several
corrective operations.

Some Interesting Activities of Los
Anggles, Calif., Lodge

_ With the lodge room filled to capac-
1§y,_ the members of Los Angeles,
Calif., Lodge, No. 99, recently en-
Joyed a program long to be remem-
bered. State officers, visiting Ex-
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alted Rulers, and Past Exalted Rulers
of Los Angeles Lodge, were present.
The feature of the evening was the
presentation of 50-year golden service
buttons to the two charter members,
Harry J. Burns and C. A. F. Last.
The two veteran members assisted
in cutting a mammoth five-tier birth-
day cake weighing 350 pounds which
was decorated with 50 electric can-
dles.

Los Angeles Lodge won many hon-
ors at the State Convention at Mont-
erey. The “99 Chanters” was
awarded a first prize and the Sym-
phonic Band received the highpst rat-
ing and was awarded a beautiful cup
in addition to $100 for the best ap-
pearance in the parade. The lodge
held its annual family picnic at the
Riverside Breakfast Club. A ball
game between the girls’ softball
team, representing the Los Angeles
Brewing Company, west coast cham-
pions, and a team captained by E.R.
E. D. Doyle, was exciting and re-
sulted in a tie. The “99” orchestra
was a main attraction. The proceeds
of the outing, which was a huge suc-
cess, went into the lodge’s Christmas
Basket Fund.

Night Football at San Luis Obispo,
Calif., Sponsored by Elks .
Members of San Luis Obispo,
Calif., Lodge, No. 322, headed by
E.R. A. F. Fitzgerald, with P.E.R.
Dr. L. J. Nielsen as General Chair-
man, sponsored the first local foot-
ball game of the season. The”Cah-
fornia Polytechnic “Mustangs“ de-
feated the St. Mary’s of Texas “Rat-
tlers” 6—O0 before a crowd of 2,000.
This was the first night game ever
played in the city. Between halves
Pres. Julian A. McPhee led in the

dedication of the new playing field.

and lighting equipment. .

It vgas a ggre?at night for S_ap Lu}s
Obispo, with the Elks rejoicing 1n
the success of the advertising cam-
paign and ticket sale which they
handled so superbly, and the local
audience expressing its exultation
over the victory of their own grid
heroes. The California Poly Band
made its first appearance. A num-
ber of Elk committees attepded to
the parking of cars and policed the
sidelines.

Ladies Guest Night Observed by
Mount Carmel, Ill., Lodge

Ladies Guest Night was observed
by Mount Carmel, Ill, Lodge, No.
715, on Nov. 17. A banquet was
served to 144 members and guests
in the downstairs dining-room of
the home. E.R. R. L. Calverley pre-
sided, and at the end of the dinner
introduced the lodge officers. P.E.R.
P. J. Kolb extended a cordial wel-
come to those present and P.D.D.
C. M. Hesslin gave an interesting
report of the work the lodge had per-
formed for crippled children in Wa-
bash County.

The remainder of the evening was
spent in card playing and dancing.
The occasion was voted one of the
most enjoyable ever sponsored by
the lodge.

Sistersville, W. Va., Lodge Observes
State Association Night T
Sistersville, W. Va., Lodge, No.
333, observed State Association
Night on Nov. 9. Pres. John T. Pan-
cake, of Huntington Lodge, was the
guest of honor. Other State Officers
present were Secy. George Osgood,
Huntington; Treas. Don P. Fleming
and Trustee Leslie N. Hemenway,
Parkersburg; Vice-Pres.’s Cecil
Bond, Bluefield, and Adam Martin,
Wheeling; Tiler R. T. McCreary,
Wellsburg, and Sergeant-at-Arms
Roy C. Heinlein, Sistersville.
Wheeling, W. Va., Lodge sent a
special bus with 28 members, and
Bluefield, Parkersburg, Morgantown,
Wellsburg and Moundsville, W. Va.,
and Bellaire, O., Lodges were repre-
sented by delegations. A turkey
dinner was served at 6 P. M. and a
floor show and oyster fry followed
the regular lodge meeting. Pres.
Pancake was presented with a fitted
traveling kit by the host lodge.

Tyler, Tex., Lodge Donates $1,000
to Tyler Day Nursery

Tyler, Texas, Lodge, No. 215, has
given $1,000 to the Tyler Day
Nursery and has pledged another
thousand during the next two years
toward the $8,000 sought. The check
was presented to the Finance Chair-
man of the Nursery Board by E.R.
A. K. Thorndyke. The lodge voted
to make the contribution after an
appeal had been made in the local
press for a new building in which to
house children during the day while
their mothers are at work.

The Day Nursery was organized
in 1935, and Tyler Lodge was the
first organization to make a dona-
tion. Although they were busy in
building up their lodge, the Elks
gave the Nursery $10 a month the
first year, and raised the amount to
$20 a month the next 'year. They
have also offered their services in
raising additional funds on the out-
side. Bryan Payne is Secretary of
the Committee,

P.D.D. E. P. Greenwald, of Bay
City, Mich., Lodge, Dies

The death of P.E.R. Edward P.
Greenwald, for 31 years a member
of Bay City, Mich., Lodge, No. 88,
has removed one of the most popular
Elks in Michigan. Mr. Greenwald
served two terms as District Deputy
for Mich. East—1932-33 and 1933-
34. He was Exalted Ruler of No. 88
in 1921-22 and also in 1931-32.

During his long membership, Mr.
Greenwald worked for his lodge with
sincere devotion, and labored effec-
tively for the strength and better-
ment of the Order in Michigan. He
served as Executive Chairman last
April when Bay City Lodge cele-
brated its 50th Anniversary, and
was Chairman of the House Commit-
tee, taking an active part in the plan-
ning of the $15,000 remodeling of
the lodge home. Mr. Greenwald was
born in Adrian, Mich., Nov. 30, 1873.
His widow, two brothers and a sister
survive,






ﬁgmxsnittee, put over a fine evening’s entertainment. . . .

LODGE NOTES

& ITS major civic activity, HOQUIAM, WASH., Lodge has promised
to take an interest in and support the local Y. M. C. A., and will aid
In its present and future operation. . . . The officers of ATTLEBORO,
MASS., Lodge, assisted by a few of the members, have done a very fine
Job in the redecoration of their banquet hall. The room has been done
over completely; even the floor received a new coat of paint and dance
wax....In NEW YORK Lodge No. 1, the All-Elks Billiard Tournament
has been a successful fall activity, with a record number of entries. . . .
TOLEDO, OHIO, recently paid tribute to GRAND EXALTED RULER
DOCTOR EDWARD J. McCORMICK, at a civic testimonial luncheon in
the New Secor Hotel. Seated at the head table with Doctor McCormick
were civic, business, fraternal and religious leaders of the city.

BLOOMFIELD, N. J., Lodge recently went to the home of NUTLEY
Lodge with a large delegation and a 17-man shuffleboard team. Nutley
Lodge lost the tournament but the defeat was overlooked in the festivities
that followed. . . .. November 3 proved a “red-letter” night for WILLIAMS-
PORT, PA., Lodge when D.D. BOB BAKER paid his official visit. . -
Since Fathers and Sons Night proved to be so successful last year, PROVI-
DENCE, R. 1., Lodge staged a similar bang-up affair in December.

About 15 drum corps were present at the home of NEW ROCHELLE,
N. Y., Lodge at a drum corps cI())ntest held there recently. . . . GLENDA}I;‘E'
SOLIE Lodge recently went Italian in a big way on its “talian Night”:
JOE FORTUNATO, JOE BAUDINO and GENARO A. STELLA, as the

’ HAVERHILL,
., Lodge recently heard a discourse on Americanism by DAN%,EI;
J. DOUGHERTY, Assistant Attorney General of Massachusetts and Pas
National Commander of the American Legion. The talk was broadcast
Qver Station WLLH. . . ONEONTA, N. Y., Lodge held an elaborate
celebration recently to mark its freedom from debt. PAST GRANl
EXALTED RULER JUDGE JAMES T. HALLINAN made the I)l'mc“ié‘[
address before the ceremony of burning the mortgage. . .. AMSTERDAb .
N. Y., Lodge celebrated its Golden Anniversary with a banquet on Novem eg
12. To note the occasion Amsterdam Lodge presented a handsome anL
elaborate program for the occasion. . . . The official visit of D.D. SAMUE t
T. BOWMAN to CHATTANOOGA, TENN., Lodge' was an occaslon no
soon to be forgotten by the officers and membership. Mr. Bowman fvas
entertained at dinner prior to the regular lodge meeting at which a ¢ aﬁs
of 11 candidates was initiated in his honor. . . . Americanization wa%it’ ?
topic stressed by D.D. HOLLIS B. BREWER when he paid his o %la
visit to SHERIDAN, WYO. Lodge. The local branch of the Order
initiated 14 candidates in Mr. Brewer's honor.

At the Elks Charity Minstrel and Minstrel Revue held by STEUBEN-
VILLE, OHIO, Lodge those who. attended were olectrified b . the number
of local concerns who bought advertising space as a compliment t-'é the
local Lodge. Steubenville Lodge can feel highly complimented at this evi iated
of the esteem in which it is held. . . . A class of five candidates was lmtlatVeV
into ALBION, N. Y., Lodge in honor of the visit of D.D. KENNETH W.
GLINES.‘. - . Approximately $800 was cleared for welfare work amorfli%
underprivileged children by ONTARIO, CALIF., Lodge’s Charity Bene
vondeville Show recently. . . . READING, PA., Lodge's duck-pin league
Wwhich recently closed the last half of the season was surprised to fin
the left-handed team holding its own. The league notices that the southpaws
are doing a lot of bragging about it, too.

At CASPER, WYO., Lodge GENE TRALLOPE has submitted ]318 “hee!:
list for the past month. Every time Gene sits in a game of “Hearts”,
and loses, he issues a new list. . . . It is interesting to note, among those
:ﬁosen to fon}l a l_:w.tion-wide “Provisional Council Ag{%ﬁs{i Aﬂlta-seemlggsml.’

e names of the followin mbers of NEW 0 Py
GOVERNOR HERBERT H. LBRMAN, LIBUTENANT-GOVERNOR

CHARLES POLETTI, FORMER GOVERNOR ALFRED E. SMITH,
GROVER WHALEN and GEORGE G. BATTLE. . . . More than 100
Elks assembled in the lodge room of MECHANICVILLE, N. Y. Lodge
Tecently at a_reception held in honor of D.D. HOMER A. TESSIER and
STATE VICE-PRES. EDGAR D. DE LA MATER. . .. On November 16,
PEEKSKILL, N.Y,, Lodge held its 800th meeting.

At the District Deputy’s meeting at MINNEAPOLIS, MINN., Lodge
held in honor of D.D. IE’}LXRENCE gA ERICKSON, GRAND ESTEEMED
LOYAL KNIGHT D. E. LABELLE was the principal speaker. One of
the most striking of Mr. LaBelle’s statements was, “Elks should stop
living in the past and move up to the future”. . .. CHIEF OF POLICE
T. JOE CAHILL, of CHEYENNE, WYO., Lodge was a recent visitor to
the home of CASPER Eiks. . . . The Trustees of LINTON, IND., Lodge,
DR. BULL, T. S. MARTIN and L. W. WARNER, have announced that
they have the money to retire the mortgage indebtedness of the lodge.

Hallelujah! . .. VISALIA, CALIF,, Lodge had the pleasure of entertaining
D.D. JAMES A. JOYCE at its home recently. A dinner and initiation
followed. . . . Present to welcome D.D. A. S. BRAYMAN to KINGMAN,

ARIZ., Lodge were five P.D.D.’s, four of whom were from Kingman and
one from WINSLOW Lodge.
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“dropped out” were able to return
to their classes after being supplied
with these necessary articles.

The members of the Committee in
charge were E.R. Thomas F. Mul-
doon, E. J. Martt, Frank H. Niehaus,
Eugene M. Guise, Harry C. Lahay,
C. Lew Gallant, Foster L. Bennett,
and the Chairman, Mr. Schmelig.
Grand Esquire George M. McLean,
of El Reno, Okla., who was a guest
of the lodge, was an interested spec-
tator. The sight of so many children
being fitted with so many pairs of
shoes and stockings was indeed one
never to be forgotten.

P.E.R. W. H. Wright Honored by
Baton Rouge, La., Lodge

Baton Rouge, La., Lodge, No. 490,
voted a life membership recently to
P.E.R. William H. Wright for the
valuable service he has rendered dur-
ing his nine years’ membership. Mr.
Wright has held every office in the
lodge and is the only member who
has served as Chairman of the House
Committee twice.

A. dinner preceded the meeting
which was presided over by E.R.
Clarence LaCroix. D.D.  Otis J.
Bourg of Houma Lodge attended,
accompanied by P.E.R. G. S. Har-
mount.

A Boys Club Is Organized by
Delta, Colo., Lodge

A Boys Club has been organized
by Delta, Colo., Lodge, No. 1235,
with an initial membership of 27.
The Club meets in the basement of
the lodge home twice a month, and
after the business meetings is en-
tertained with a motion picture, re-
freshments or games. The boys were
guests recently of Ike Byrne, Man-
ager of the Egyptian Theatre and
himself an Elk, at a showing of
“Boys Town.” The lodge committee,
headed by P.E.R. Glenn Ellington,
Chairman, is receiving cooperation
from local school and Boy Scout offi-
cials. E.R. Richard Gray Sheek
stated that space in which to meet
had necessarily limited the member-
ship. However, only boys who are
working or who, for some reason are
denied the attention young boys
should have, are received into the
Club. In Mr. Sheek’s words, the lodge
expects “to watch over our boys, and
instill in them a deep and lasting
sense of Americanism, and a sincere
regard of right acting and living day
by day.”

Among their many winter activi-
ties was the banquet at which the
Delta members honored their wives
and other ladies of their families.
The banquet was followed by a dance.
P.E.R. Donald Cole was in charge of
arrangements and acted as Toast-
master. The lodge is in a better fi-
nancial condition than it has ever
been before, and many recreational
improvements have been made.



LET EVERYONE KNOW THAT

CANCER

CAN BE

CURED

BUT TREATMENT MUST BE
STARTED IN TIME

Pin $1.00 or more to the coupon below. It will be spent

1. To enable this Committee to maintain its offices, to distribute free
literature and exhibits in schools and other institutions, and to direct
annually thousands of sufferers to physicians and hospitals where
they can receive treatment, either free or in proportion to their

ability to pay.
2. To furnish you with a supply of labels for your packages.

3. To send you a new, highly informative magazine, the Quarterly
Review of the New York City Cancer Committee, containing valu-
able articles on the diagnosis and treatment of cancer.

Cancer now costs America 140,000 lives a year. You may save one of
these lives by sending your dollar today.

NEW YORK CITY CANCER COMMITTEE
130 EAST 66th STREET, NEW YORK

I enclose $1.00. Send me the Quarterly Review for one year, and also a supply of labels.
Please devote the remainder to your work.

Address eeeeeeeameaeeemsenteereseseeniasteereenenn
If you are not a residens of New York City or Long lsland, write for information to the American
Society for the Control of Cancer, 1250 Sixth Avenue, New York.







