
































































































































“Don’t you know who they are?”

“Certainly not.” 4

“Mrs. Dixon,” said Stevens, “and
that terrible Deckard person. If
you'll examine the expression of the
feet, you can tell exactly. .. .”

“Great heavens,” gasped Plunket.
“You’re right!” :

“He wants to marry her,” S'gevens
said earnestly. “And he’s trying to
force me to marry Deborah.”

“Force?”  stammered Plunket.
“Don’t you want to marry Cub?”

“Never!” Stevens said firmly.
“She’s a very nice girl, but an artist
has no time for a wife. I want to
be a great photographer.” .

Plunket groped through a whirl-
ing universe toward solid ground.

“How can Cromwell make you

marry if you don’t want to?
“It’s a long story,” Stevens said.
rs. Dixon had promised to set me
up in New York. In the interest of
art, you know. This Deckard crea-
ture found it out. He says if I don’t
marry Deborah I won’t get a penny.
Mrs. Dixon, he claims, will do what-
ever he advises, Yoy can see what
a hole that puts me in.”

Plunket leaped to his feet and
waved the picture,

“Wait here,” he said grimly. “I1)
settle this.”

He drove the station wagon at a
crazy rate over to old Cotter’s, That
gentleman was in the shower, Also,

€«

Erickson made a freighting trip to
the railroad once in six weeks for
store supplies, and brought back the
mail. The trip was two days going
and three return, with g six-horse
team and two Wwagons in tandem. It
was in January, the deepest of the
winter, that the valley people heard
the plane throbbing above the clouds;
it was fifty miles or more from the
Reno-Salt "Lake route. They com-
bared notes in the store that night,
The next day Ned Kent, who was
homesteading with his brother Gil in
the Basin, came in for supplies and
reported the plane had ~ sounded
directly over the cabin, heading for
the peaks of 0Olq Baldy. That after-
noon—it was Sunday 3 young buck
from Gold Hill over to see g valley
girl brought news the plane was
missing. There was a telephone in
Gold Hill at the mine office. “From
all we hear, nobody caught sight or
sound of it east of the mountains,”
the young fellow said after a period
of discussion. “Chances are it’s
somewhere up around Old Baldy.”
Betty Ellen was in the store; it
was the common social center, “Why
don’t some of you men make up g
party and start out to search
for the plane?” she suggested.
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he was singing. The combined up-

roar was deafening, Plunket yelled,
“Come out!”

“Takin’ a shower!1”

“I don’t care. Come out!”

“No clothes on!”

Plunket tore aside the curtain and
held the photograph before Cotter’s
streaming face, He shrieked and
thrust the picture away.,

“Won’t look! Obscene!”

“Not the animal,” gaid Plunket,
“Down there, What do you see?”

“Boots,” said Potter. “Dress, or
something.” ’

“It’s Cromwell,” gaiq Plunket,
“kissing Mrs. Dixon!”

“God bless my soul!”

‘He’s going to marry her.”

“What? Let me see that,”

Cotter seized the picture. He
stood nude and dripping, inspecting
the photograph, owly a smile
curved his lips; then g blush strug-
gled violently to appear on featureg
dyed by forty years of wind and
whiskey. v

“Not Crom,” he said. “Me.”

Plun}(et reeled, uttering the horrid

out of ether,
“Goin’ to marry old Mazie,” saiq
Cotter. “Little move of my own.”
or an eon of sixty seconds Plun-
ket wavered on the thin line between

normality and neurosis, Then he
dashed for the door.

The Strong

(Continued from page 17)

Erickson broke a polite silence,
“Well, chances are ijt wouldn’t be
there.”

Betty Ellen turned to Ned Kent.
“But if it went over your cabin in
the Basin and didn’t get through it
would have to he up there around
Old Baldy somewhere.”

The homesteader shrugged. “It
can stay there. I'q think twice be-
fore tackling that country—with_out
ten-twenty feet of snow up high
there.”

“But there were passengers. They
might be alive, wounded! They
might be huddled up there freezing,
hoping help will come!”

“Sure, and there’s the thousand
dollars they always pay when some-
body finds a lost plane,” the young
fellow from Gold Hill said. “Me, I
could use that, and maybe I'll go_up
looking, myself—if the plane ain't
found come spring.” .

“Are you al] going to sit here
Wwarm and snug and talk about it?”
the girl demanded. “Doesn’t it mean
Something that people might be
dying up there in those peaks? Isn’t
anybody going to do anything?”

€re was another polite silence,
and Betty Ellen ducked her head and
urried across the snowy road to

“What’s the rush?” yelled Cotter.

“Cub!” shouted Plunket.

Cotter ran to the window and
flung it open. Plunket was leaping
at the station wagon. d

“She loves you!” he bel]ovyeI-
“Told me so when I asked her if
could marry Mazie. Said if you
hadn’t beenso bossy . . .” eared

The station wagon actually rear
as it departed.

THElclock struck ele\éen and sud-
denly Plunket gasped. "
“Whgt’s the matter, darling? Curz
asked, lifting her tawny head fro
his shoulder, hear
“Stevens—he’s waiting to hea
frorf me.”
“Let him wait.” )
“Oh, no. After all, if it had{l’lfli
been for him, I'd not be here.
phone.  Won't be a minute.’
“I'll go with you,” Cub said.
“Yes, sir,” Plunket’s man an-
swered. “He’s here. Actlr,l,g very
queerly though, I must say.
“In what way ?”’ .. With
“Lying in the fireplace, sir. k'l
a little camera. Says he's taking
pix, sir, of a cricket.” . .
h “G"tod,’]'l said Plunket. “Tell him
e gets the studio.”
) “%’es, sir . . . What did you say,

“.Nothing,” said Plunket.
Cub kissed him again.

her room, Within ten minutes Chuc]l;
g’nlton and Hod White arrived o
eir usual Sunda visit.
obody but the tywo men and Bettz
Ellen Smith know what was sachl{l
the Erickson parlor, but soon (;e
ang Chuck came out of the hou
and crossed to the store.
“ ’k need a little can(llled stuff for
a pack trip,” Chuck said.
Erickson filled the order, and Hod
said, “Give me the same.” 1 Ned
They stayed in the Basin }’Vlth | eﬁ
Kent's brother Gil that night, 'et
their horseg there and started m?
the mounfl;ains on snowl?hoes the nex
morning before da light. ’
“You're a couple )(’)f damned fools’!
Gil Kent calleq from the doorway.
They plodded side by side up thﬁt'
twisting ravine to where it ended ak
the hogsback, went up the hogsbac
through the aspens, picked a way
down a pitch and clumped upwards
again—steadily, side by side, silently,
neither making the concession of fol-
lowing in tandem to take advantage
of the other’s trail. It got blue and
then violet and finally white as day
came. It was very still and cold.
The snow wag fluffy soft where the
sun didn’t reach during the day, in-
clined to flow down steep slopes with







Hod said, “It ain’t far from heg'e,
straight down over the mountain.
We'll make the Kent’s place by sun-
down.” Then he added bleakly,

“Hell,” as a man might do who has

endured much and settled nothing.

They finished cigarettes, ate a
little frozen bacon, then crawled out
of the hole and began putting on
snowshoes.

“What the hell you doing?” Hod

asked.

Chuck was kneeling on his snow-
shoes, binding them around his fore-
legs. He said, “I’ll go this way. It’s
mostly downhill, anyhow.”

“You froze that foot. That's why
it got warm.”

“T'll get along.”

“The hell you say! I'll make a

sled and get you down!”

“No, you won’t, Hod.”

Hod said thinly, “You want to
argue?” )

Chuck paused, and then said very
quietly, “You win, Hod.”

THERE was some metal torn in a
flap; Hod bent it off, fastened a seat
cushion from the plane onto it. He
began pulling with the rope. Chuck
sat with all the blankets around him,
and his blackened face was beyond
emotion. Hod seemed to have some
new strength as he pushed on. They
followed a ravine down, and on the
steep pitches Chuck braked the sled
with the heel of a snowshoe. They
came out onto the bald surface above
the cliffs, and at the lip of the cliffs
Chuck said, “Hands and knees are
as good as anything, for a spell.”
Hod threw the sled over the cliffs,
and the two men crawled backwards,
with the rope between them. This
was long, slew work, inching down
rough, steep surfaces, following zig-
zag ledges. In the afternoon they
were still in the cliffs, and the sun
refracted hot from the bare rocks.
Chuck made no sound as small cir-
culation began coming into his right
foot, but he chewed his blackened
lips until they were puffed and gro-
tesque things. He had to have help
many times, and the sun was big

ours—down in black and white.”

The bellow, deep, mortal, broke
from Kopek’s thick lips. “It’s ours.
We got it in a contract. We got it
all—the collector’s paradise!” Rigid,
he eyed Tom obliquely. “You know
what we got, Tom Morgan? 1 tell
you. We got the collection of ‘Folly’
Lord—who wouldn’t even buy from
an agent, and was
crook dealer in the world! Now you
know what. We got a contract to
sell a palace full of trash!”’

Suddenly Tom knew what it wag
that he had tried to remember about
her family.

When Kopek next spoke it was not

44

gypped by every .

and red in the west when they had
dug out the sled below the cliffs and
were going down the long, bare slope
to timberline,

“We’ll stay here,” Chuck said in
Ehe timber, “and make up a good

re.”

“Better keep that foot froze until
we can stay somewheres.”

“I'll stay with the fire and you go
get the Kent boys to come up for
me.”

“I can take you in, Chuck.”

Again there were stars, and Hod
plodded on with some reserve of
power that comes to a champion.
Down through the timber, diagonally
up a ravine wall and onto the hogs-
back, into the beginning of the ra-
vine that led down to the Basin. Only
a few more miles.

And then there was one of those
ridiculous tiny accidents. In a
sheltered spot in the ravine where
the snow was thin there was an old
pine log with dead branches on it.
Hod caught the rear of a snowshoe
on a branch stump and went off bal-
ance heavily over the log, breaking
the right leg between ankle and knee.
Chuck crawled to him, straightened
him out, rolled a cigarette, lighted
it, put it between Hod's lips.

“Well,” Hod said huskily when he
had finished the smoke, “it’s poetic
justice or something. It just wasn’t
in the cards for me to fetch you in.”

Chuck said, “I'll try to make it to

the cabin.” There was something
in his sunken eyes. Some sort of
fire.

“lYou’ll never make it, you damned
fool.”

+ Chuck rolled Hod in the blankets,
broke off branches from the log,
started a fire under it.

“T'll make a try,” he said. “I’ll
borrow your snowshoes. They’re the
narrow kind.”

Kneeling on the snowshoes, thongs.
laced to forelegs, he started out. The
legs had to be spraddled wide for
the webs to clear, and the strain soon
was splitting him clear up to the
shoulders. One thing, it was down-
hill; another thing, it would be

Shock-Proof

(Continued from page 23)

with vindictiveness or reproach, but
as one who, from long and mournful
experience, has accustomed himself
to the blind disorders of a mad, man-
made world.

“You could not know, my boy,” he
said resignedly. “It was for this I
begged you on my knees to let me
see all the clients. I am a man who
knows what it is in every corner of
every house in New York. Now it
is too late. Well, we sell that junk,
and do our best. For the rest, we
will forget.”

Tom said slowly, “You don’t sup-
pose this girl knows she’s just got
a lot of truck, do you?”

hardly two miles. He wobbled from
side to side with his torso to lift
the snowshoes. He used his hands to
pull the points up and ahead, to
wiggle over rocks and pull himself
along with brush. .

Gill Kent was out feeding his stock
the next morning when he saw the
curious, moving, black spot at the
ravine mouth over at the far end of
the Basin.

Betty Ellen Smith came out to the
cabin to nurse them, and one of the
old married teachers took her place
in the school. Betty Ellen didn’t
have to be psychic to see the hopeless
love in the eyes of both men. She
was a bright girl.

CHUCK and Hod were up anﬁ
around together, come spring, Chuc
with three toes missing, Hod with a
bit of a limp, but essentially as
strong in all ways as before. Whe‘n
they weren’t together, they were
talking about each other. Dygg
know what that damned fool done?
Chuck would say. “He pulled mt;?
down Old Baldy on that piece o
tin....” And Hod would tell people,
“Listen, that customer crawled on
his hands and knees . ...” It gota
bit boring. .

The valley people began consider-
ing them not as two strong men,
but as a pair; they began yvonder-
ing what would happen if they
tangled with two brothers name.d
Morgan, over Ely way, who were
reputed to be a pair of holy terrors.
Say, that would be.a fight!

Chuck and Hod kept visiting Betty
Ellen Smith. On Tuesday nights
Hod would tell her what a swell guy
Chuck was, and of a Friday Chuck
would hint to her that a girl could
go a long ways to find a better man
than Hod. On Sunday when they
saw her together, they said little.

When school was out they took
her to the train and kissed her good-
bye. A new teacher came out in the
fall. Word came to the valley that
Betty Ellen Smith had married a
man named Whistleweight during
the summer.

“Of the girl I know nothing,” his
partner admitted. “Of her father,
I know plenty. A monkey-man out
of my own generation. He invented
a fancy kind of a coat—with the
pockets in the back. He took a bath
once in a tub of burgundy. All the
time the gossip papers had some-
thing screwy about him. He drove
his wife to an early grave. When
he died he was living with a Billy
Pilsky chorus girl from Tenth Ave-
nue. His race-horse was named
Anna Held. You see what kind of
a fellow. He didn’t know any more
about antiques than that!”

Tom roused slowly. “That’s what













He kissed her with equal care-
fulness and thoughtfulness—longer
than the other time, and saw that
she was not shock-proof at all—be-
cause she gasped as she had when
she tripped on the stairs.

Someone had come into the room,
because Tom could hear some kind
of exclamation.

But first Tom only said to the girl,
“Wait a minute—just a minute.
Don’t go away. I'll be right back.
I just want to go tell Joe Kopek.
He’s going to enjoy all this. He’s

most of the potential matches don’t
come to anything, and few of those
which do can stand the unmerciful
and entirely unromantic attitude of
New York toward lovers who walk
hand-in-hand off ships.

In the early advertisements of
short, popular cruises every effort
was made to show the prospect that
there would never be a dull moment
aboard the trim and. speedy (and
smart and huge and Old World) S. S.
Magnolia. Every minute of the day
was accounted for in long lists of
“activities” which the cruise pro-
vided. In an effort to draw trade,
they put in everything but the galley
stove. Even a bracing walk around
the deck was considered a special
feature worthy- of mention. As a
result, some people went on cruises
with the idea that they were going
to a circus which lasted about
twenty hours a day for ten days,
and were disappointed. They had
taken the trip because they had ex-
Pected a continuous round of plea-
Sure and they found themselves
spending half their time sitting in a
deck chair staring at the water.
Most of the boredom was self-
inflicted. They didn’t know how to
enjoy themselves; to spend leisure
time in a new environment. Men
who_were perfectly at home doing
not}ung on a motor trip or on a
train, in the country or at a golf
club were unable to adjust them-
selves to doing nothing on a ship.
Women_who had done nothing but
play bridge and direct a maid for
fifteen years couldn’t amuse them-
selves on a cruise.

If they had reported their re-
actions honestly and fully to their
frgends, the popular cruise business
might have died then and there. But
they kept the romantic illusion alive
and nowadays much less stress is
laid on “activity”. An effort is made
to keep the passengers amused and
entertamgd, but promises are seldom
made which lead the prospect to ex-
pect something which isn’t delivered.

The job of keeping the passengers
amused is entrusted to a cruise staff
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a great man in his line—but even
Joe never sold a house on Madison.”

Then he kissed her again, because
he had a pretty good idea who it
was standing behind them in the

~'doorway. Drew.

“Mary,” Tom said quietly, “shall
I throw this man out?”

Drew looked at him, for seconds,
his eyes cold with fury. Then he
said, trying to control his voice, “I
don’t suppose you'll care about see-
ing that show, Mary?”

The Cruise Craze

(Continued from page 11)

which may consist of anywhere from
one to thirty persons. The function
of these groups of energetic men
and women, aside from organizing
routine entertainment, is to “s‘r‘l_ax')’
the passengers out of it”. The “it
refers to boredom. Actually thls‘ is
a man-sized job, frequently calling
for quick-thinking and tact. Many
passengers don’t want to be snapped
out of it and not a few are having
the time of their lives when they
haven’t done anything for five days
and don’t expect to do anything for
the next ten. For a member of the
cruise staff to suggest a game of
chess or shuffleboard to someone who
is just snuggling down in a deck
chair in the pleasant anticipation of
letting the mind go blank for six or
eight hours, is_to commit a serious
tactical error. For almost.mvarlably
the mind, instead of going blank,
will spend the next eig}l’g hours re-
peating to itself the inciting phrase,
“Why can’t they let me alone? Why
can’t they let me alone?” Such a
passenger is not a happy one.

Back in the early thirties one of
the principal reasons for going on
cruises was to soak up a lot of good,
inexpensive liquor. So important
was this aspect that two-, three- and
four-day cruises were organized for
this purpose only. They were called
“Cruises to Nowhere”. Actually, the
ship put out to sea and went around
in circles slowly, while the pas-
sengers went on their own private
cruises to oblivion. The “Cruise to
Nowhere” was short-lived, however,
because somebody ruled that it was
illegal for a foreign boat to carry
passengers from one United States
port (New York) to another (New
York). It is said that the shipping
companies were somewhat relieved
by this ruling. No foreign ship, they
pointed out, was built to withstand
the terrific battering of a storm
caused by five hundred or more pro-
hibition-trained, inebriated Ameri-
cans. They just tore the ship apart,
rivet by rivet.

Drinking on cruise ships today is
moderate. Every once in a while a

And now Tom knew that Mary
hadn’t merely been reckless in her
reaction to Drew—she had been
afraid, too. What she said proved it.

“Not tonight, Rodney.”

“Or any other night,” added Tom,
and it sounded good to get it out.

So Drew left them, striding into
the hallway. He didn’t say good-
night, or anything—but he did fall
over a barrel in the corridor. And
that made Tom laugh. Mary seemed
to enjoy it a lot, too. : )

group of convivial souls will gét out
of hand, but eventually they .wil] 4]
be shooed off to bed by a steward
who is an expert at judging capacity.
Americans have grown accustomed
to good liquor and, while. the low
cost of drinks on a cruise provokes
in a few a tendency to overindulge,
generally speaking the cruise passen-
ger always has a little in him, but
only rarely does he have too much.

There are still the traditional
parties with paper hats, serpentine
confetti and noise-makers. These
produce much back-slapping  and
mild flirting, but the champagne
doesn’t flow continuously. By and
large, it’s not much different” from
a big party back home, except that
it’s on a boat and everybody feels

he has to enjoy it while the enjoy.
ing’s good. .

FOREI_GN boats attract the most

tourists not only because there
are more of them, but because they
are presumed to have “atmosphere”,
Usually they haven’t. A boat full of
Americans is a boat full of Ameri-
cans, and could be named in three
languages.and still have about as
much foreign flavor ag Kansas City.
There are touches of color, to be
sure—the food, the accent of the
stewards—but as for atmosphere,
it’'s purely American,

But just as they are in a more
advantageous position in the trans-
Atlantlc' field, foreign boats are
better situated competitively in the
cruise business. Aside from the much
discussed foreign subsidies, Ameri-
can ships must face the very real
problem of labor costs. In this coun-
try the lowest class of sailor, an
ordinary seaman, ig paid $55 a
month. In the merchant marines of
England, France and Germany he
gets considerably less. There is an
even greater spread in wages for the
next group, the able-bodied seaman.
An American ship operating with
three hundred seamen in these clas-
sifications alone must take in $9,000
more a month than its foreign rivals.
That is competition!



-heads.

There have been longer cruises.

There have been more expensive
cruises. But the climax of the short
Southern cruise business was reached
in 1938 with the first cruise of the
Normandie to Rio de Janeiro. When
worgl got around that the Raymond-
Whitcomb people were thinking of
ta.}(mg on the Normandie for a cruise
with a minimum of about $20 a
day, veteran cruise men shook their
It couldn’t be done. There
weren’t enough people left in the
vs:hole country with the money for
tips, entertaining and clothes that
such:..a trip would require. The

French Line people, anxious to make.
" money on the boat during. the dull

trans-Atlantic season, pooh-poohed
that.
mandie, the beautiful Normandie,
the largest and fastest liner afloat, if
it just took a jaunt around the
Caribbean.
ride around Manhattan Island. The
Raymond-Whitcomb people did their
own thinking and their own figur-
ing, checked sources of fuel and

Why, you could fill the Nor--

You could fill it for a’

water, checked entertainment facili-
ties, and finally came to the conclu-
sion that they couldn’t miss. Dis-
turbances in the Mediterranean
would keep many a de luxe prospect
away and not all of these would want
to go on some of the longer cruises
in this hemisphere.,

ALSO, they figured, twenty-four
days was not too long for a busi-

ness man to be away froni his office’

during dull February. Maybe they
could get him. And the Normandie

was the most publicized boat .in .

the world. ‘With' only the English

- building them,. it might be a gen-

eration before another.such highly-
promoted, super-super glamour liner
was built. It was a very real chal-
lenge.

They figured correctly. The Nor-
mandie sailed for Rio amid a fanfare
of publicity which set crujse men
back on their heels completely. The
cruise of the Normandie dwarfed
everything leaving New York that

~4: \“ V
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season. There were nine hundred
and fifty paying passengers—almost
as many as had crossed the Equator
in the decade before short cruises
became popular—and for every thirty
passengers there was somebody from
the cruise staff charged with respon-
sibility for their pleasure.

The cruise craze apparently is
here to stay. It has taken its place
in our national life, along with bingo,
bank night and trailers. The tourist.
agencies are constantly scrambling -
to unearth new places to send their
clamoring customers and even the
freighters have grown cruise-minded. .
Véteran sea captains who for years’

‘rebelled against passenger life in.

any form now see their old tubs de-"
seribed in colorful folders in a way-
which. astonishes them, and their.
“guest’”’ staterooms are always occu-’
pied. .Most freight lines are booked
solidly six months ahead. So you
are pretty safe in assuming that
the cruise business is not only here
to stay, but that it is in for a
boom. .

Art Fresh Off the Ice

rific and instantaneous success. Imi-
tators seemed to pop up out of every
snow-bank and most of them cle.ane_d
up handsomely. Still are; this 1s
the second winter of the professional
skaters’ great content and they are
enioyving undiminished popularity.

" Converting Mr. P. Morgan’s
magnificent library into a secopd-
hand book store would be as nothing
compared to the upheaval made by
Madison Square Garden last year to
schedule properly three elaborate
ice-skating spectacles. The six-day
bike riders, who always inhabited the
place early in December, were given
a date in the dead of summer. It
hardly paid to open the joint, but
the directors didn’t mind much. Pro-
fessional hockey, the Garden’s meal-
ticket for a decade, was manipulated
so that there was only one game in
two weeks—on a Sunday evening be-
tween the close of the Ice Follies and
the opening of the Winter Sports
Show. Ordinarily, six hockey brawls
would have been played during a cor-
responding period.

It was a sin and a shame, though,
the way the boxers, for whom Tex
Rickard built the Garden, were
thrown out on their cauliflower ears.
Some of the slap-happy gladiators
were shocked into articulate speech
when they were told they were being
given the old heave-ho for a stable
of guys and dolls who wore trick
costumes and skated to music.

They do say that on a quiet night
the ghost of a fighter who discov-
ered a pair of silk panties left
in a dressing-room by a chorus-girl

Continued from page 19)

skater, still stalks the Garden in be-
wildered anguish. And when Miss
Henie's troupe of itinerant skaters
sold out the house on five successive
nights last December, nobody lis-
tened to the fight mob’s plaintive
protests that: rugged individualism
in America was tottering. The bleats
couldn’t be heard above the clamor-
ous clicking of the turnstiles.

Can it be that this sudden preoccu-
pation with form and grace—which,
of course, are the pay-offs in fancy
skating—denotes a mass trend
toward the refinement of the public’s
taste, away from those sports with
strictly a primitive appeal? It can
be—but let’s not go overboard for
a theory teeming with sociological
implications just because several
hundred thousand clients are stam-
peding a new phase of streamlined
cntertainment. Vaudeville acts, floor
shows, ballets or tableaus on skates,
call them what you will, are making
hatfuls of money and a story for
only one reason, significant in itself.

The customers will support tem-
porarily almost any enterprise, pro-
vided it is loaded with hoop-la and
is presented with enough elaborate
window-dressing to choke a plush
horse.

Showmanship is the answer to the
jce-show vogue. When La Henie,
wearing a fetching smile and an ex-
tremely short ballet skirt, makes an
entrance in the grand manner into
a darkened arena, relieved only by
a spotlight which plays upon her
with breath-taking brilliance, it’s
easy to believe the night was made

for romance. She embodies all the
glamour of Hollywood; the dozen or
two dozen gentlemen skaters who
accompany her in top hats, white ties
and tails offer eloquent testimony
that elegance still lives. The mob
has paid carriage-trade prices to.
watch the identical routine it has
seen in the movies for a quarter, yet
it is positively enchanted by a girl
who is too ethereal to belong on this
earth. She’ll do it every time. The
people think she’s wonderful. Which,
of course, she is.

All the prima ballerinas of the
skating shows are wonderful and
very easy on the eyes. There are
Bess Ehrhardt, Evelyn Chandler and
Vera Hruba, in addition to Henie.
And the crown princess is thirteen-
year-old Hazel Franklin, an English
girl who skates like an angel and has
the personality of a minx.

«Qld-time skaters throw a fit when
they see what we’re doing now,”
Everett MeGowan, the male lead of
his own Ice Follies, says. “The
mere thought of performing modern
dances like the shag, big apple and
Suzie-Q on skates drives the techni-
cal experts nuts. They say we’re
profaning an ancient art.

“Nuts to them, too. They refuse
to realize that we're in the show
business now. Skating as a sport
never made a dime at the box-office.
Dressed up and made a spectacular
exhibition as it is now, figure-skat-
ing is doing all right.”

Sheer technical ability no longer
is the only criterion in commercial
fancy skating. If it were, Karl
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Schaefer would be the outstanding
star in the business. Schaefer is the
world’s most accomplished rider of
the steel blades; when there was an
Austria to be represented in inter-
national competition, he won the
Olympic championship in 1932, and
again in 1936, by the unanimous ver-
dict of the judges. Schaefer was the
head man of the Gay Blades show,
which flopped miserably and folded
somewhere in Minnesota. Men who,
compared to Schaefer, look like awk-
ward kids on double-runners stum-
bling around a mill-pond, are making
a comfortable living. Schaefer, the
master of them all, can’t get to first
base because he isn’t a showman, has
not the personal magnetism.

Any blighter who says La Belle
Henie isn’t an angel come to life
when she has skates on her dainty
dogs will have to eat those words
or step out into the alley with me.
But the very brutal truth is that
Sonja was a much sounder technician
‘'way back in 1928 when she was a
little . girl in pig-tails winning the
first of three straight Olympic cham-
glonships for Norway than she is to-

ay.

IF execution and gracefulness of
style were the only factors making
for public interest, fancy diving
would be fully as popular as fancy
skating is this very minute. Both
sports fundamentally are the same;
pure form is the single standard of
comparative excellence. Yet diving
contests draw as many spectators as
an exhibition of Egyptian hiero-
glyphics—or as many as figure-skat-
Ing did until someone saw the light.
lving was big stuff a quarter of a
century ago, when Annette Keller-
man surrounded herself with the first
one-piece bathing suit and a bevy of
personable young women who did a
trick disappearing act into a tank,
much to the regret of the male sec-
tion of the audience.

Showmanship in sports is not ex-
actly a new gag discovered by the
ice people. They have exploited it
more thoroughly and expertly than
most other promoters, perhaps, but
the sweet uses of extravagance and
circus features are getting a heavier
play all the time, all along the line.

Baseball has been given a shot in
the arm by night games and All-
Star contests. Embellish a post-sea-
son football game with a civic cele-
bration and a procession of elaborate
floats and you have a Bowl classic.
Getting the U. S. Military or Naval
Academy corps to accompany the
Army or Navy football teams is just
like money in the bank.

The skaters have prospered might-
ily because their presentations mark
an entirely new departure from any-
thing seen or attempted before. For
that matter, hardly anybody ever
saw a formal skating contest, even
when national or international cham-
pionships were at stake, and small
wonder. The purists’ idea of a
dandy time was to assemble a group
of earnest and obscure athletes and
turn them loose on the forty-one dif-
ferent school, or compulsory, figures
in the book. As each contestant
came up for his or her turn, the
judges drew six of these figures by
lot. Each maneuver had to be re-
peated in triple repetition, some
starting off the left foot, and others
off the right. After the school
figures, the contestant went through
a series of free figures, or original
variations to waltz music on the
classic patterns. It looked quite as
deadly as it reads. Friends and rela-
tives of the poets of pure motion
refrained from expressing enthu-
siasm, probably because they were
embarrassed by the resounding
echoes of applause which reverber-
ated from the top-most rafters of
the empty rink with practically no
obstructions.

PROFESSIONAL skaters tried to

forestall the day they would have
to go to work to keep body and soul
together by getting a few odd weeks
of booking during the year in vaude-
ville. Occasionally they would do a
five-minute turn between the periods
of a hockey game. There always

.were several coarse characters in the

gallery who hollered, “Let ’er go!”
when the gentleman grasped his
female partner by the feet and
whirled her through the air at a
terrifying rate. A skater could
bring down the house only by sit-
ting down, abruptly and without

premeditation, on the seat of his
pants. It is interesting, incidentally,
to find that the first written refer-
ence to skating was in connection
with an injury sustained through a
fall on the ice by St. Liedwi of
Scheidam, Holland, in 1396.  St.
Liedwi now is the patron saint of
skaters. .

Sonja Henie’s thumping success in
the movies swept the old concept of
skating into oblivion. An ice-show
now is nothing more than a well-
staged vaudeville revue in swing-
time. Heinie Brock, a first-class
figure-skater in his own right, panics
the mob with his take-off of a drunk
on skates. The Four Ice Manne-
quins do the Lambeth Walk. Everett
and Ruth McGowan tear off a violent
Apache dance. Evelyn Chandler
does every step, foolish or fancy, to
be seen on a dance floor, only better.
Eddie Shipstead and Oscar Johnson
lay ’em in the aisles as the head and
posterior ends of a prop horse.
Harris Legg leaps over seven barrels
and dives through a flaming hoop.
The chorus girls, dressed in all-re-
vealing, non-concealing costumes,
pirouette and prance through intri-
cate routines with a precision seldom
seen in a Broadway ensemble. And
the customers clap hands and cheer
fit to bust a lung. .

This sort of thing can’t go on in-
definitely, of course. It must be
classed as a passing fad—although
it’s taking its own sweet time in
passing out. As a sport, ice shows
lack the very necessary elements of
competition and the "unpredictable
which bring the patrons back more
than once a year. A baseball, foot-
ball, basketball or hockey fan will
see his heroes as often as his wallet
will bear the traffic, but once you’ve
seen a troupe of skaters, you've seen
them all for all time.

As a theatrical enterprise, the
overhead—chiefly renting a suitable
arena—is much too much for a long,
steady pull. Every right-thinking
citizen, however, should commend the
effort made to bring art and culture
to the great American public. And
all of us should stand up and cheer
the frost-bitten talent scouts who put
those lovely, leggy creatures of the
chorus on skates. Let’s have more
of that, by all means.

What America Is Reading

raphy and a book of tales—presum-
ably all these funny experiences hap-
pened to Bemelmans when he first
came to the United States as a lad
with a Tyrolese accent and had one
job after another as a busboy in
hotels. He knows he was a queer
fellow and has no regrets.

This youngster made the rounds
of the hotels in pre-war days, armed
with letters of introduction; when
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he was fired from one job for in-
attention or flagrant dereliction of
duty, he went to another. Thus he
came, eventually, to the great hotel,
here called the Splendide, where rich
men’s daughters were presented to
society, where males occasionally
met for noisy dinners and where the
tight-fisted head of a firm annually
entertained his employees with the
cheapest food he could buy and thus

eased his conscience. Here are
glimpses of the head waiters, the
maitre d’hotel, the musicians who
drank up the last punch, the scrub-
women who received a nip from the
cocktails left over from the big
party. The inside of a big hotel, of
which we know only the outside.
One of his best tales has to do
with the resourceful waiter who
financed a trip to Europe out of the







events into the ancient chronicle that
the characters seem less enchanted
than pixillated. There’s no telling in
advance how many readers will enjoy
this merry fooling, but the Book of
the Month Club has sent it to its sub-
scribers (100,000 at least) and so its
editors must have a high opinion of
it. (Putnam’s, $2.50) .. . Sylvia
Townsend Warner is an English
author with a reputation for novel
situations in her stories, original
characters and a discriminating use
of language. Therefore, her new
novel, “After the Death of Don
Juan”, will get a welcome automati-
cally from those who recall “Lolly
Willowes” and “Mr. Fortune’s Mag-
gott”. In this story Dona Ana, who
was wronged by Don Juan, gets mar-
ried and starts for Tenorio Viejo to
tell Juan’s father, Don Saturno, of
his son’s fate, and the events that
follow greatly distress Don Ottavio,
the new husband. To have Miss
Warner write about the eighteenth
century is delightful, but she seems
to have been affected by current
events in Spain and with this in
mind ended her story on a more
realistic note. (Viking Press, $2.50)
-. - . There is a typical robust and
rip-roaring Irish tale in “Sons of
the Swordmaker”, in which Maurice
Walsh describes the fighting and
loving of the sons of Orugh, who
made swords of iron in Long Bara-
vais, south of the Four Seas. If you
have read Walsh’s Irish romances

before, you know what to expect.
(Stokes, $2.50)

Life in Venezuela

.Erna Fergusson packs an extraor-
dinary amount of color, information,
reflection and thought into her book,
“Venezuela”. Here we find ex-
Pressed the tragic, difficult struggle
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Lewistown, Pa., Lodge Honors
P.E.R. E. D. Smith, State Pres.
Leading Elks from all over the
State of Pennsylvania met in the
home of Lewistown, Pa., Lodge, No.
663, recently to join the members in
honoring P.E.R. Edward D. Smith
who was elected President of the Pa.
Statg Elks Assn. at its 1938 con-
vention in New Castle. Mr. Smith
served two consecutive terms as Dis-
trict Deputy for the Pa. South Cen-
tral District, and Burt S. Burns, of
ngnq]dsvi]le Lodge, Pres. of the
District Assn., was present with
many of the district officers to pay
him homage. Mr. Smith was pre-
sentg:d with a silver card case, a
replica of his honorary life member-
ship card case, by immediate Past
Pres. Grover C. Shoemaker of
Bloomsburg, Chairman of the Grand
Lodge Committee on Credentials,
and a handmade gavel, cut from a
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of the people of this land to attain a
worthy civilization. Their history
was one of cruel exploitation. Their
climate is hard on man. But the
hope of the people is in the young
men, who have neither the political
cynicism of the middle-aged nor the
futilitarian attitude of the conserva-
tive. ‘“The miracle for which all
Venezuelans hope actually exists 'in
her young men and women,” says the
author. “Alert and intelligent, fully
aware of the backwardness which
hampers their every step, they are
bound this time to free their coun-
try and make possible her develop-
ment.” But Venezuela, which needs
help and can profit by foreign inter-
ests, actually fears foreign exploita-
tion in a way represented by the
hotelkeeper who advertised for tour-
ists and then denied them admission
to his hotel because he resented their
ways.

Here are stories of life in Vene-
zuela; tales about legends of hidden
treasure and terrible deeds, for “all
Venezuela’s history is a tale of hor-
rors and hatreds.” Here, too, the
traveler comes in contact with the
Andean highlands (where the vio-
lent presidents have come from) and
the oilfields of Maracaibo. The
author had a chance to talk with
many officials and her book reveals
the dominant needs and preoccupa-
tions of Venezuelans today. (Alfred
A. Knopf, $3)

AFTER this introduction to South
America the inquiring reader
may turn with profit to a more seri-
ous discussion of history, “Latin
America”, by F. A. Kirkpatrick, of
the University of Cambridge, author
also of “The Spanish Conquista-
dores”. Putting the history of all
the South and Central American

(Continued from page 37)

bullet-ridden tree on the Gettysburg
battlefield, by D.D. Herbert L.
Grimm of Gettysburg.

City Collector Harry L. Siegel
made the welcoming speech. Among
the other speakers were Past State
Pres.’s Howard R. Davis, Williams-
port, former member of the Grand
Lodge State Associations Commit-
tee; James B. Sleeman, Huntingdon,
and D.D. Scott E. Drum, Hazleton,
and D.D.’s Robert C. Allen, Union-
town, and Robert C. Baker, Blooms-
burg. The speaking program was
under the direction of E.R. Kelly
B. Pennebaker. Over 500 Elks and
their ladies werz served at the
banquet. '

S. Clem Reichard, Prominent Elk,
Dies at Wilkes-Barre, Pa.

Members of the Order in Penn-
sylvania paid honor to the memory

states into one book isn't so easy,
especially when you add Mexico,
Texas and California, but it provides
outlines of what occurred and may
help those who can’t go into details.
(Macmillan, $3.75)

THERE’S a new book on Mexico,
too, “New Designs for Old Mexi-

'co”, by Henry Albert Phillips, a

traveler’s record, which tells what
you may expect to find in the chief
cities of Mexico, describes the lives
of its people and attempts to give an
outline of the political and social
problems that have been making so
much trouble in the last ten years.
(McBride, $2.75)

The Eternal Hope for Riches

The mystery of how prbﬁts are ‘

made—and held—by trading in the
stock market tempts authors now
and then to announce that they have
found a solution. The latest is
“Profits Out of Wall Street”, by H.
Wilder Osborne. (Alfred A. Knopf,
Ine., $1.29)
Mr. Osborne has made his pile, but
his advice is sound—to study the
trend, buy when it is going up, no
matter what the day’s prices, and
sell when certain indications’ in
price, performance and volumeashow
that stocks are nearing their tops.
The only trouble with this and other
advice is that men are never able to
guess accurately when stocks have
reached their lowest points or their
highest, nor can they determine in
advance the effect of unforeseen
factors on the market. Yet books
like this are more interesting than
mystery thrillers, possibly because
every reader thinks of himself as the
lucky discoverer of how to get rich—
at a cost of $1.29,

of Past State Pres. S. Clem Reichard,
P.E.R. of Wilkes-Barre, Pa., Lodge,
No. 109, at the funeral services held
on November 9 at Mr. Reichard’s
residence. The Rev. Levi Lunn, a
member of Sayre, Pa., Lodge, de-
livered an impressive eulogy and
military honors were accorded by
Solomon  Post, Spanish-American
War Veterans.

Elk services were in charge of the
following members of Wilkes-Barre
Lodge: E.R. George Phillips,
P.E.R’s Dr. W. E. Davis and C. F.
Beck, and Robert Meehan, Jonathan
Valentine, Joseph Morrow and
Stephen Tkoch. Among those in at-
tendance were State Pres. Edward
Smith, Lewistown, D.D.’s Scott E.
Drum, Hazleton, and Robert C.
Baker, Bloomsburg, officers and Past
Presidents of the Pa. State Elks
Assn,, and leading Elks from prac-

I don’t know whether’
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LODGE NOTES

SAGINAW, MICH., Lodge held a professional boxing night recently in
honor of JIM LAVIGNE, youngest brother of the former “Saginaw Kid”.
A prominent guest was NORMAN SELBY, the original “Kid McCoy".
There were 21 rounds of good, fast mixing. . . . The basketball team of
SEATTLE, WASH., Lodge was so anxious to make-a creditable showing
in the presence of its Lodge officers that it got stage-fright and lost a

- one-sided game recently to the Rainiers. They fought hard, but their

passing just wouldn’t “click”. . . . MARION, OHIO, Lodge published as its

hristmas card one of the handsomest pamphlets, revealing outstanding
events of its year, that has ever been published by a lodge. The greeting
was compiled and arranged by Merle Winston Jones, one of the young
Elks. ... BALTIMORE, MD., Lodge claims it held the world’s largest Oyster
Roast last December for its Charity Fund. More than 9,000 persons
attended, consuming 200,000 oysters, 25,000 clams, 6,000 pounds of shrimp
and 2,000 pounds of “hot dogs”, and that, friends, is some feed! . . .
A. WARENSKJOLD sent an original Christmas present to OAKLAND,
CALIF., Lodge: fifty ten-pound boxes of prunes. Yes, prunes.

A distinguished gathering of Elks from all over New England was present
at NORWOOD, MASS., Lodge to greet D.D. WILLIAM DALTON on his
official visit, . . . The handball players of SPOKANE, WASH., Lodge are
festing their relative merits these days, preparing for the city’s first
handball championship contest. BILL FELTON, the athletic director, is
conducting an elimination tournament to pick contenders. . . . FREEHOLD,
N. J., Lodge held a stag dinner in honor of State Pres. HOWARD LEWIS.
The affair was quite a blow-out. . . . BISMARCK, N. DAK., Lodge recently
published its first Holiday edition of The Spreading Antlers. There were
35 pages in the publication and photographs of many of the prominent
members. It was dedicated to the sons and daughters of Elks. . ..

BELLINGHAM, WASH., Lodge enlivened the visit of D.D. PETER J.
SNYDER with a fine program of vaudevillee. An immense turn-out of

members greeted Mr. Snyder. . . . The bowling team of EAST ORANGE,

N. J, Lodge has been indulging in a number of red-hot matches. The
keglers are doing so well they must have put in a lot of practicing. . . .
District Vice-Pres. JOSEPH MISCIA came, saw and conquered the mem-
bers of NEWARK, N. J., Lodge one evening not long ago. Many dis-
tinguished New Jersey Elk officials were present to greet him. . ..
MEDFORD, ORE., Lodge observed Americanism Week with the initiation of
five new members.. The officers were assisted by R. R. EBEL, Commander
of the Medford Post No. 15. . . . Both the newspapers of Casper, Wyo.,
published editorials last December congratulating CASPER Lodge upon its
timely and appropriate Americanism program at which DEAN JEROME
FRITSCHE, national Chaplain of the American Legion, was the principal
speaker. This brought Casper Lodge’s program to the attention of the
local citizens with considerable force,

The Old Timers of BIRMINGHAM, ALA., Lodge enjoyed a red-letter
evening when the Life Members’ Banquet was held some time ago. A lot
of water passed under the bridge in no time at all. . . . Thirty-six silver
dollars, one for eyery year he has served his Lodge as an- officer, were
recently presented to JACOB COSEL by his feliow officers of NEW
CASTLE, PA., Lodge. Mr. Cosel, retiring as Lodge Secretary, was the
guest of honor at a dinner. . . . Several candidates were initiated into
HAVRE DE GRACE, MD., Lodge one night in December on the occasion
of the official visit of D.D. CHARLES BOYER. Havre de Grace Lodge had
a big week at that time. The next night the 8th Annual Charity Ball
was held in the Armory, and a very impressive Memorial Service took place
two nights later. . . . Twenty-five new and reinstated riembers affiliated with
IOLA, KANS., Lodge in a class initiated in honor of MELVIN FRONK who
1s serving his 35th year as Secretary of Iola Lodge. One of the members
of the class was HOWARD C. FRONK, son of the Secretary.

. A class of 13 candidates was initiated into NEW CASTLE, IND., Lodge
in honor of D.D. WALTER F. EASLEY at the Indiana South Central
District Meeting, to which New Castle Lodge was host. Mr. Easley was
not able to attend, due to injuries received in an automobile accident. . . .
Elks from more than half a dozen cities joined with NEEDLES, CALIF.,
Lodge to participate in a celebration marking the end of the first year that
the local Lodge had lived in its new quarters. A parade was held and the
30-odd candidates who were resigned to providing amusement for the boys
were delighted to find the tables turned and the Lodge officers herded into
a milk wagon and towed along the line of march. . .. In an editorial in a
PLATTSBURG, N. Y., newspaper, former Mayor WILLIAM E. CROSS was
felicitated on his having completed 50 years in the order of Elks. Mr.
Cross_had returned to his home town, AMSTERDAM, N. Y. where the
local Lodge was celebrating its 50th Anniversary. Mr. Cross is a charter
member of Amsterdam Lodge.

Station WCOU of the Mutual Yankee Colonial network broadeast the
excellent Memorial Services of LEWISTON, MAINE, Lodge. P.ER.
DAVID GREER, of NEWTON, MASS,, Lodge delivered an address.
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in its new home, a modern steel and
concrete fireproof structure, built in
ultra-modern but conservative style,
and richly furnished, at a cost of
$90,000. Every activity in which
the lodge engages was taken care of
in the planning. A gift of the Val-
lejo Police Department, a specially-
built clock, occupies a prominent
place on the main floor. It is so con-
structed that it strikes with chimes
every night at the Hour of Eleven.
- The official dedication took place
in November, with appropriate cere-
monies. The public was invited by
E.R. George H. Moran to attend the
Annual Memorial Services on De-
cember 6, at which time the building
was thrown open for public inspec-
tion. ’

37th Anniversary Celebrated by
Jacksonville, Fla., Lodge

Members of Jacksonville, Fla.,
Lodge, No. 221, assembled with their
ladies on December 12 to celebrate
the lodge’s 47th anniversary, were
joined in the festivities by many
visiting Elks from other parts of the
State. Edgar W. Waybright, Sr., a
well known local attorney, was the
principal speaker, and Grand Es-

.teemed Lecturing Knight I. Walter

Hawkins, of De Land Lodge, spoke
briefly. Introductions were made by
E.R. James T. Lowe.

Special tribute was paid during
the evening to Col. Frank M. Iron-
monger, Sr., as the sole surviving
charter member, and to Thomas W.
Haney as the dean of Past Exalted
Rulers of the lodge in point of ser-
vice. P.E.R. R. L. Bohon, a member
of the Grand Lodge Antlers Council,
was chairman of the committee in
charge. The birthday banquet was
followed by the presentation of spe-
cial entertainment.

Milwaukee, Wis., Lodge Initiates a
New Patriotic Project

Milwaukee, Wis., Lodge, No. 46,
passed a resolution last October re-
questing moving picture exhibitors
of the State of Wisconsin to open
and close their daily shows by flash-
ing upon the screen the words of
at least the first stanza of the Star
Spangled Banner. The response was
gratifying.

Warner Brothers has produced a
special technicolor film in sound
showing the American Flag fly-
ing from a staff and below it the
first stanza of the national anthem,
flashed two lines at a time. On
December 17 the film was presented
at 11 theatres in Milwaukee with
appropriate ceremonies under Elk
auspices. Other patriotic organi-
zations participated. It was shown
later in 12 theatres in Milwaukee
County and in several affiliated
theatres in other parts of the State.
The film opens and closes the daily
programs in the picture houses.









