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I from the
GRAND EXALTED H

My Brothers:
As I write this monthly message to you I

am driving between Galveston and Houston,
Texas, enjoying the hospitality of fine people
and the excellent Elks of this great State.

On the evening of January 24th I witnessed
a very impressive event in the lodge room of
Houston, Texas, Lodge No. 151. One hundred
and six fine young Americans were initiated
into the Order. The officers and members of
Houston Lodge are setting an example that
can be well followed by Elk lodges every
where. Its growth during the last few months
has been phenomenal.

How important these endeavors are can best
be appreciated when one travels from State to
State and learns from various authentic
sources the great number of subversive and
undemocratic activities that are being pro
moted. One cannot have this experience with
out thinking of the great importance of in
creasing the growth of Elkdom.

I am very happy because of the fine re
sponse that I am receiving from subordinate
lodges in answer to my request for special ac
tivities during Americanism Week—March
1st to 8th. It is evident to me that the officers
and members of subordinate lodges are fully
aware of the growing threat to democracy and
that Elks everywhere are rededicating them
selves again to the preservation of the Ameri
can Flag and all that it represents.

Let me urge you at this time to a continued
effort against lapsation and a vigorous drive
for reinstatement and new members. Every
addition to the Order at this time means an
other soldier in the ranks of the Army of
Democracy.

Let your activities during the first week of
March'be so outstanding that all citizens in
your community and surrounding communi
ties shall realize that Elkdom will never "give
up the ship". I am pleased to tell you that
civic projects in subordinate lodges are in
creasing in number and reinstatement com
mittees are active and that a large number
will be initiated into the Order during Ameri
canism Week. Let every Exalted Ruler in
every subordinate lodge take an active part.

I remind you once again of my request for
outstanding Flag Day ceremonies this year.
I hope that every Elk lodge in America will
hold special ceremonies, outdoors if possible,
and enlist and interest all patriotic organi
zations.

Sincerely and fraternally yours,

Grand Exalted Ruler
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Traveling
Elks

Will find splendid accommo
dations, hospitality, friendli
ness and reasonable rates in the
Elks Clubs listed here.

MAKE THEM YOUR HEAD

QUARTERS WHEN TRAVELING

Arkansas

Fort Smith, No. 341

California

Bakcrsficld, No. 266
Grass Valley, No. 538
Los Angeles, No. 99
Pasadena, No. 672
Sacranicnto, No. 6
San Francisco, No. 3
Santa Ana, No. 794

Colorado

Florence, No. 611

Florida

Arcadia, No. 1524
Lakeland, No. 1291
Fcnsacola, No. 497
Tampa, No. 708

Hawaii

Honolulu, No. 616
Idaho

Blackfoot, No. 1416
Illinois

Aurora, No. 705
Canton, No. 626
Lilchfield, No. 654
Rock Island, No. 980
Springfield, No. 158

INDIAKA

East Chicago, No. 981
Indianapolis, No. 13

Kansas

Pratt, No. 1451
Kentucky

Louisville, No. 8
Maine

Portland, No. 188
Massachusetts

Haverkill, No. 165
Pittsfield, No. 272

Michigan

Jackson, No. 113
Minnesota

Braincrd, No. 615
St. Cloud, No. 516

Montana

Missoula, No. 383
Missouri

Joplin, No. 501
Nebraska

Omaha, No. 39
Nevada

Elko, No. 1472

New Hampshire
Rochester, No. 1393

New Jersey
Bridgeton. No. 733
Passaic, A'o. 387

(New Jersey—Cont.)

Phillipsburg, No. 395
Trenton, No. 105

New Mexico
Albuquerque, No. 461
Silver City, No. 413

New York

Albany, No. 49
Amsterdam, No. 101
Cohoes, No. 1317
Freeport, No. 1253
Hempstead, No. 1485
Neiv Rochelle, No. 756
Plattsburg, A'o. 621
Port Chester, No. 863
Poughkeepsic, No. 275
Queens Borough

(Elmhnrst), No. 878
Roehestcr, No. 24
Statcn Island, No. 841
Troy, No. 141

Ohio

East Liverpool, No. 258

Oregon

LaGrande, No. 433
The Dalles, No. 303

Pennsylvania

Bloomsbxirg. No. 436
Lancaster, No. 134
Milton, No. 913
Scranton, No. 123
Tamaqua, No. 592
IVilkes-Barre, No. 109
Willia)nsport. No. 173
York, No. 213

Rhode Island
Newport, No. 104
Providence, No. 14
JVoonsocket, No. 850

South Dakota
Huron, No. 444

Texas
El Paso, No. 187
Fort Worth, No. 124
San Antonio, No. 216

Utah
Salt Lake City, No. S5

Washington
Aberdeen, No. 593
Bremerton, No. 1181
Ccniralia, No. 1083
Hocjuiam, No. 1082
Fort Angeles, No. 353
Seattle, No. 92
Wcnatchee, No. 1186

West Virginia
Grafton, No. 308

Wisconsin
Fau Claire, No. 402
Kcnosha, No. 750
Mikvaiikev, No. 46

Note to hodges-. If you are not listed above—
advise the Elks Magazine and i/our lodge name
will be added in the next issue.
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^the MILDNESS
of fine old
Kentucky Burley
aged in wood

—tfte FLAVOR
of pure maple
eugar for extra
good taste

Velvet packs easy in a pipe
Rolls smooth in a cigarette

Better tobacco

for both
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Lee is in retreat. The Confed-
erocy is doomed. And in
burning Richmond town two
men fight for glory—and a girl.

by Moran Tudury

The first time it happened the girl merely glared
at me out of her tawny eyes. But the second time,
she said in a low, fighting voice, "Will you stop

that—you're annoying me dreadfully!" and everybody
turned around to stare at me. I could feel my face
on fire.

, ^ couldn't explain that my sword had prodded
ner because the crowd was pressing me in that jammed
station, and I could see Colonel Trafford—who was
standing at the President's side—trying to catch my
eye. The train would pull out any minute now, and I
had to get my orders from him.

My cousin Fitzroy said to the girl, "Something the
matter. Miss Rodney?" and that tawny-eyed girl looked
daggers at me.

She said something about "Southern chivalry—non
sense!" and it would have been funny, if this moment
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hadn't been a very sad one, indeed, for all of us. Be
cause this morning the President had received General
Lee's telegram that his lines were broken at Peters
burg, and we had all better get out of Richmond at
once. Everyone in that crowd was solemn-faced, still—
except the girl. And it came to me what a fine thing
it would have been to have had her up to the Point
when I was a cadet. But the Point was four years and
more in the past.

I took one look at that girl's face before I pressed
on to the Colonel's side. It wasn't a Southern girl's
face—she was too fair, with hair like red flame, a flam
ing mouth, too, and those amazing leopard's eyes.

"The President wants to thank you personally," the
Colonel's voice was telling me. "He asks only one favor
more."

Before he could continue, another man was at his
side, with his hand out—and it gave me a mournful
feeling to see Mr. Davis standing there. He looked
very tired, except for his eyes which were kindly and
twinkling still.

"You young men mustn't be downcast. Captain," he
said, shaking my hand. "General Lee thinks it best for
us to give up the Capital—but that doesn't mean we've
lost. Right now, I want to thank you—to thank all my
aides. Goodbye—for a little while."

I felt very proud, and wished my father had been



there to see it all, because—before his death at Chan-
cellorsville—he had been a very great admirer of Jeffer
son Davis. Colonel Trafford drew me aside and gave
me ny^ last instructions. First he handed me a long,
folded envelope I knew what it was, because I had
been told I was to hold it until it was called for. It was
the Confederate cipher code, and they had apologized
lor asking a soMier to wait the coming of the spy to
whom It was to be turned over. But there really wasn't
any choice—very few members of the administration
would be left in Richmond.

I stuck it under my jacket and the Colonel nodded
approvingly.

"The favor for the President is quite simple," he told
me. First let me give you an order. Before this train
trip IS over we 11 take to the road. I don't have to tell
you what it would mean to the Federal Government to
capture Mr. Davis. For a long time there has been a
very active Yankee agent in Richmond. Too many of
our plans have beerf revealed to the enemy for us not
to know that. If you can, find that agent. We don't
want him to set anyone on Mr. Davis' trail."

I saluted carefully.
Then a slight touch of amusement came into his face.

"The President's favor is really a favor to you, Carey.
It's that young Yankee girl whose carriage was appre
hended on the Plank Road. She had no business there,

•i'w v.

Then he lost his head and swung his
blade to finish me. I sate the slash coming.

and she had seen a great deal. So we brought her into
Richmond. She is a distant relative of Mr. Lonsderry's,
so we've given her every courtesy. But we can't, obvi
ously, take her with us."

An exciting idea was beginning to come into my
mind, but I said nothing.

"Take her back to the President's house. Keep her
there until you can turn her over to her own side—
gracefully." ^

I said, "She is—?" and stopped.
Even then I knew what was coming before he spoke.

"Miss Rodney," was what he said. "Honora Rodney.
Over there, standing with your cousin Fitzroy. Be
tween you, you ought to keep her from boredom."

I cursed Cousin Fitzroy very soundly, and the impulse
that had brought him from his Border State home in
Kentucky to serve at Richmond.

Colonel Trafford returned my salute, and I heard his
last words, "Remember the code. Someone will call for
it. He will say 'Stonewall'. That will identify him.
And remember to overhaul that Yankee agent, too, if
you can. Nobody must spoil the President's plans now!"

Then all at once the locomotive was puffing out of the
station, and by contrast the crowd seemed more hushed



and mournful than ever. I knew there was a lump in
my throat, too, but at least I had a distraction. Be
cause now I was walking toward that tawny-eyed girl,
and it didn't please me, the familiar way Cousin Fitzroy
stood there, gloves in one hand resting on his sword.

The girl had a small, beribboned hat box in one hand,
and I decided to act as if nothing had happened between
us. So I saluted, clicking my heels the way we'd been
taught to do at the Military Academy.

"I am instructed to escort you to Mr. Davis' house,"
I said. "My name is Richard Carey. May I carry that
hat-box for you?"

I reached for it. Reached—and that was all, be
cause, with flashing speed, she snatched it away, her
clenched fingers white as she gripped it. All the color
had whipped from her cheeks and her parted lips were
moist and red.

I was shocked. It was so odd the way she had done it.
Then that accursed Fitzroy only added insult to injury.

"Dick," he said in that arrogant way of his, "be a
good fellow and find a carriage, will you? I'll stay here
with Honora till you return."

I REALLY did not expect it of him, but he insisted on
driving the carriage for us when I had found one with
no coachman. He may have wanted to show off, be
cause he drove the horses at a hell-bent speed, turning

11 back and note the effect on the girl and talkingall the time. But it was worth it to me to be sitting
side. I had seen Cousin Fitzroy drunk before.

She was preoccupied, staring at the streets flashing
past, and, indeed, there was much to stare at. It made

packing-cases on the sidewalk,
and the way every possible vehicle was being utilized
in the flight before the coming of the Yankees. What
people couldn't take they were destroying. All the way
up Capitol Hill, on that wild, rocking ride, we saw the
noisy, crowded exodus.

"I'm glad of the chance to explain," I told the girl,
but ^om the blank look in those striking eyes I could
see she hadn't heard me. So I yelled it over the uproar,

I wasn t being rude! It was my sword!" I tapped
the saber I held across my knee.

But even then she couldn't have heard me, because
she said impatiently, "Nonsense—it's too late for that
now. All the fighting's over." She thought I was play
ing tin soldier, too.

So I relaxed, feeling rather helpless. And it didn't
^prove matters to hear that drunken Fitz yelling, "The
blackguards! If I lay my hand on that Yankee agent—"
Colonel Trafford had asked him to be on the lookout,
too, then.

He was lashing the horses like mad now, scattering
pickaninnies right and left. I was about to yell to
the fool when something changed my mind. It was at
the corner that the inside wheels grazed the curb, flung
the carriage around and just as abruptly threw that red-
haired girl into my arms. I grabbed her, and she clung

I felt her body close and warm. She was not
frightened, only annoyed again, and I knew then she
was like no girl I had ever held in my arms.

She was still against my side when the carriage
lurched to a halt before the President's white-columned
house. She drew herself away slowly, and when I looked
at her left hand, I began to laugh at what it still held.

That hat-box means a lot to you, doesn't it?"
I don't know why, but she lost some of her assurance.

She paled a little as I handed her down to the carriage-
block,

Fitz came around, tying the horses to the post. Then
he pulled off his hat and swept the plume low.

"Welcome," he was booming it out. "What's the
matter, Dick—can't you carry the lady's baggage!" He
reached over for it, but she snatched it back, as she had
from me.

A certain owlish wonder distorted his expression.
"Allow me," he insisted.

There was nothing to do but step between them. I
told him, "You're annoying Miss Rodney."

He looked at me, and I could see his careless mouth

twitch. "No," he said. "You were the one annoying
her." He repeated it with a certain clumsy astuteness.
"It was something about a hat-box."

There was no further need to argue, because she
swept past up the broad steps; and I could see we were
both a couple of fools. I swung away, following her,
to bang the knocker. I didn't look at her, because I
didn't want to fight with this sort of girl.

They were a long time answering the door, those
inside. I was a bit nettled when old Caesar's cotton-ball
hair and white rolling eyeballs showed around the door.

"Let us in!" I snapped. "What's the matter with you?
Can't Mr. Davis leave his house for a few days without
the place going to ruin? When he comes back—"

The girl stood at my side, and her leopard's eyes
looked at me as she said softly, "Oh, no—he won't come
back. All that's over."

Then she walked in ahead of me, still clutching that
damned, beribboned box. Behind, I could hear Cousin
Fitz as he staggered up the steps.

"That damned Yank agent—I'll cut his heart out!"
We dined late and it was a devilish meal, with the

roar of the panic out there in the streets, and the flut
tering candlelight falling over the ghostly, covered fur
niture and the flushed face of Fitz staring at the girl.
Now and then, somewhere outside, sounded dull ex
plosions, and I knew they were firing the powder maga
zines. By midnight Richmond would be hell itself.

I wasn't thinking of General Lee any more, or the
Army of Northern Virginia. But I was doing a lot of
thinking about the Yankee secret agent I was to look
out for, about the cipher I must give the unknown who
would come with that one word, 'Stonewall'. And I
was thinking about the girl, Honora Rodney.

Fitz sat opposite her, slumped heavily into himself.
He had found more liquor somewhere, and he was
drunker than I'd ever seen him. He roused suddenly
and tried to get hold of himself. He said to the girl,
"Carey and I are looking for a damned Yankee spy."
He hiccupped. "I will cut his heart out."

The girl's eyes met his scornfully. "You said that
before, sir."

Fitz blinked, taken aback. His flush deepened. "I
forgot," he said with inane dignity. "I forgot—you are
a Yankee." But he checked himself quickly enough.
He was taken with the girl and didn't mean to be offen
sive. "Of course, you aren't a damn' Yank." He picked
up his glass, lurched to his feet and stood swaying over
the table. "Drink a little toast. Y'don't mind?" He
bellowed at me, "Drink up. Cousin Carey. Up, man!"

There was nothing for it but to stand.
He held his glass. "To our guest. To the one who has

won—won Cousin Fitz's heart. To Honora—to her
charms and"—he added brilliantly—"her arms!"

"Fitz!" I said between my teeth.
The flush on him was something bad and vicious now.

"And to her white neck—"
Then I threw my glass in his face.

H Ewiped his sleeve across his eyes; there was a spot
of bright blood where the glass had cut his cheek. He
drew himself erect, very ludicrously, indeed. Then he
bowed low and perilously to the girl.

"Little joke—^just a little"—he groped for a word—
"pleasantry. Offer—every apology." Then he turned,
gave me a befuddled glare, murmured, "Damn you.
Cousin Carey," and went reeling over to the staircase.
Once more he bowed toward the girl, then went lurch
ing and stumbling up the stairs, clinging to the rail.

For a few minutes neither of us spoke. Caesar was
getting the broken glass up, and I stood and watched
him stupidly.

When he was gone I looked at the girl. She had not
returned to her seat, but stood in -the candlelight, cool,
undisturbed. She was not alarmed, but rather proud
in the way she held herself. And, as I stood there, she
put one hand, slim and white, on my arm.

"It was nothing," I said lamely. "He was terribly
drunk. He didn't really mean . . ."

But those tawny eyes were full on mine now, and she



knew that I lied in my teeth. She knew he had meant
it, but she wasn't afraid, only a little amused.

I dropped my hand over hers, and she didn't mis
understand that, either. It wasn't simply protective,
that gesture. It was because her warmth drew me to
her. I was saying something absurd about her not be
coming afraid of Fitz . . . and then, suddenly, I was
kissing her.

She didn't fight me. It was her limpness, and my
returning sensibility, that made me release her. When
I raised my eyes she was standing there, one hand be
hind her—as if she braced herself against the table. I
could see the rise and fall of her breasts, and when I
met her gaze, mine faltered.

Anger was in those eyes, but not anger alone. They
mocked me, and saw through me, but they did not
despise me.

"It's all right," she said in a low voice. "Let's not
have any more scenes. I'm not—very angry."

I went up the staircase with her, and she didn't make
any protest about that. And, a man being what he is,
my self-reproach began to leave me.

"I love you," I told her quickly. "Such a thing has
never happened to me. I want—"

She had her back turned to the bed chamber, her
hoopskirts flattened against the panels. She was look
ing at me, in a different way now. For the first time
I could see a question there in those yellow-brown
eyes.

"I think you do," she said levelly. "And I—"
I came toward her instantly, but she held me off with

the other hand. A slight smile curved her lips.

He teas lashing the /torses like mad
noiv, scattering pickaninnies to right

and left.

IHusfrated by NORMAN PRICE

"Not now, Carey, I'll see you again in the morning."
"But we can t stay here, if the Yankees come to

night!" I cried.
"They won't hurt me," she said, laughing at me, "be

cause I am a Yankee. We'll celebrate together!"
That hurt, but I let it pass. "Couldn't I talk to you

for a minute—"
"In the morning," she repeated. Behind her, in the

room, I could see the hat-box. She looked up, caught
my gaze, then whitened again in that odd way. Next
instant, she had whirled and shut the door. I heard the
inside bolt slide to.

Then I went up the corridor to my own room, to lie
down for a couple of hours. And until I fell asleep I
could hear the dull, booming explosions of the maga
zine.

It couldn't have been later than midnight when some-

thing—I have no idea what—brought me suddenly
awake, sitting up in bed. But, once awake, my hand
went instantly beneath my pillow to reassure myself
that the Confederate cipher was still there. My hand
went there, but it did not reassure me at all. The sheet
was cold and smooth—and bare. The cipher was gone.

I was out of bed with my heart beating wildly.
Vaguely it came to me that the night was red with fire.
But I didn't dwell on that, either. I was scrambling
across the floor, finding a candle, lighting it feverishly.
I kept telling myself the cipher had fallen to the floor,
that I would find it—all I had to do was look for it!

And I did look, for ten terrible minutes, but I did not
find it; and I stood there in the middle of the floor,
cursing the fate that had ever brought me into this
world.

It was when I was pulling on my trousers and boots
that I found my pistols were gone, too. I didn't even
wait to pull on my jacket then, but I was buckling on
my sword belt as I ran out into the hall. For a minute
I stood there listening. Then I went down the stairs
hurriedly.

I don't know what I expected to find, but what I did
was a surprise. The front door was still bolted, from
the inside. So were the rear doors. It didn't take five
minutes to discover the truth—there wasn't a door or
window that wasn't securely locked.

I thought, "It's that Yank agent . . . and he's in
here. He hasn't gotten away."

And then I stumbled over the body on the rear stairs.
I scrambled to my feet, my hands wet with blood. I

was trembling when I lurched across the pitch-black

kitchen, groping for a candle. God knows I had dis
honor enough on my hands now, but in my heart was
only one pi'ayer . . . that the body would not be
Honora's.

The candlelight broke warm and golden over what lay
there, and I looked down at the black man, Cssar. He
was covered with blood, and I could see it on his lips.
The whites of the eyes that rolled back were yellow-
amber in the candle-glow.

His thick lips twitched faintly, and he said two words
before he died.

"Up dere," was what he said.
I stood up, and slid my saber out, then, with the

candle in my left hand, I went slowly up the stairs.
I came to Fitz's room, found it unlocked and went in.

He sat up, as I entered, and blinked confusedly. *
"Get up,"I told him. "There's {Continued on page 41)
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business
Above is a new Glamour

Girl for Hollywood's collec
tion, Isa Miranda, as she ap
pears in "Hotel Imperial"
with Ray Milland. "Hotel
Imperial" is a story which
takes place in 1916 while the
armies of Russia and Austria
are locked in struggle. Miss
Miranda is out for vengeance
against an unknown man, but
she finds love ivith a man
she should hate. Whee-ee!

Right: Ethel Merman makes
a violent attempt to vamp Rich
ard Carlson, a new juvenile, in
the musical, "Stars in Your
Eyes", in which she and "Schnoz-
zle" Durante are starring. Miss
Alerman is her usual rhythmic
self and Mr. Durante is more
strident than ever. The 7}iusic

is good, the sets are fine and
Miss Tamara Toumanova, the
ballet dancer, lends tone and
class to the entire proceedings.

Below are Fredrlc March
and his wife, Florence Eld-
ridge, in a scene from "The
American IFay", a play
which is packing them into
the immense Center Thea
tre at Rockefeller Center.
"The American IVay"
deals with an humble Ger
man immigrant who comes
to this country and by hard
work becomes wealthy and
respected. He dies valiant
ly fighting against the
menace of fascism and to
save the American way of

living.



Right are George Cou-
louris, Thomas P. Dillon,
Jessica Tandy and Liavi
Redmond in "The White
Steed", a gay and wann
ing play about the Cath
olic Church and the prob
lems it faces today in Eire
(Ireland to us). Barry
Fitzgerald gives a mag
nificent performance in
the starring part, as a
lovable and earthy Pastor.

t

Right: Gene Lock hart,
Don Ameche, Charles Co-
burn' and Henry Fonda iti
the Twentieth Century-Fox
film, "Alexander Graha?n
Bell", an autobiographical
motion picture of the life of
the man who invented the
telephone, thereby adding im
measurable complications to
an already over-complex civi

lization.
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Right: Basil Rathbone, Nigel
Bruce and a dead body as all
three appear in a film made from
the famous Sherlock Holmes
story, "The Hound of the Basker-
villes". Mr. Rathbone is this
Department's idea of a perfect
choice for the slightly sinister

Mr. Holmes.

Left: James Stewart, Joan
Crawford and Lew Ayres in
M-G-M's picture, "The Ice
Follies of 1939", a gay and color
ful ice-skating extravaganza. Miss
Crawford is a dream skating and
Messrs. Stewart and Ayres, while
not precisely dreams, are hot stufj
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A deep-sea diver with a feeling of
responsibility for wild life can go
a long way — almost to Alcatraz!

by M. O'Moran

WTvr^iJ sardine reduction industry came to
^ Spanish capital of the Cali-

i"ubbed out the romantic traditions
tincr fr. f>,1 there and brought its own set-
Alvaradn « brought the dark Sicilians to
onto thp hfi ^ picturesque fishing boats
lanop nf +V. horizon the sharp surveil-
Ga^ LanSt 1 cutters. And it also brought^eep-sea diver, to repair its sub-
Sfd hrnSf^^" •° bottom for lost anchors
knowlpHo-p Langard, with a sailor's
of the 6M a diver's experience
stood anJvf Jh^^flow-moving, slow-thinking Nordic
fave Ms hnA Italian-Slavonic surroundings. He
& on ar?Pwn?T, Spindrift, and
bov Thvnn u ex-soldiers and a tall, gangling
d?ver sunshine alike, the
whpn tViP >iq \ riiuddy inshore waters, and
Sncr off the abalone
work AnH of«, • 'if coast, invariably a diver's
Knottv Palm nights down at the
of sun'ken
deS-Sa^ditpi® ^^ttle need for the
The Coa-^t- government's sleuthing, too.
the pnimt-*r ftogether with the city police,
could dn thnf game commission,
came wh^n hp thought there was. For the day
reSJ)rf- ^ ^ ^is idea of a
Too oftPn\«S evidence before he spoke,
had nn PviSf^ 4- doubted because he
hfm thnt rf "P- Who had believed
sp^pnt? a sea
t^p IcnnH p" 1 '̂-I, u of
!ivL?p!i K) related an episode with thedieaded black fish, and they had all grinned over the
10

glasses of the whiskey he was paying for and said,
"You're goofy." Okay. Why tell them about the sea
otters then, that he had found dovi'n in the abalone
fields off Point Sur? Ask them, and he'd find out that
they knew all about them now. They'd know that the
Russians had exterminated the sea otters all of a hun
dred years ago, had killed them off by the tens of
thousands, and when the last brown pelt was gone, the
Russians, too, had left California, left it to the
Spaniards as you'd toss over an empty bottle to a thirsty
enemy and then go away. And knowing this, the
Monterey waterfront would know it all. You could tell
them nothing. The sea otter vi^as gone, exterminated,
wiped out as surely as the sperm whale from the Cali
fornia coast, the Atlantic salmon,the stellar sea cow. But
show them the sea otter coat that that lady who drove
to church was wearing; show them the man who had
killed the sea otters to sell her the skins, and who was
still killing them to sell the skins to other women; find
the furrier who had made the skins up into a coat, get
all this evidence first and then give out the information
that the sea otter was breeding again down at the Point
Sur abalone fields a hundred years after their extermi
nation. Gar breathed heavily and decided to sleuth be
fore he spoke. That his sleuthing would fit into abalone
fishing made it all the easier for him.

The peremptory blasts from the packing sheds cut
through the cold air of a crisp October morning When
Gar took the wheel of his boat, the Sjiindvift and
turned her toward the open sea. His square' face,
weathered to a coppery gold, looked back for a brief
glance at the long line of smoke-stacks on Cannery Row.
Gar had lepaired every submarine pipe, every purse
seiner's moorings so solidly well that he had worked
himself out of all jobs for the season. There was noth
ing left now but abalone fishing.

The Spindrift rounded Point Pinos, and Monterey
faded from sight. With the wind in his face and the
rismg sun beginning to glint the water, Gar's thoughts
went out to the sea otters, and the man who was pick
ing them off. Fifteen fathoms down in the cold water
off Point Sur he had first noticed the sea otters They
came around the diver to get abalones. In the'begin-
nmg Gar had tossed several to them, and since then
they clustered around him like tame chickens Although
he knew they could not hear him, he called them to him
by name. There were Sophie and Elsa and Hilda They



came closest and got most. They took the abalones to
the surface to eat them. And when they weren't eating
abalones they wei*e floating on their backs fast asleep.
To the casual eye they were just some more sea lions,
but to Gar who saw them with the knowledge acquired
in years of diving, they were the supposedly extinct sea
otters, the hardy survivors of a long-past massacre.
And over and above that, they were underseas com
panions to him in an element where everything else was
fiercely antagonistic.

The diving boat ripped through the water with the
sound of tearing silk. On the one side of it, a low hank
of fog lay along the horizon and completely blotted out
the Coast Guard cutter, if indeed there was one around
that morning, and on the other side, the Santa Lucia
mountains rose massive and tawny from the water, and
the surf creamed over the black rocks at their base,
a lonely, desolate coast with only the new San Simeon
highway cut into its bare, precipitous slopes. Gar's
eyes swept over the clear, sunlit waters. Where was
the hunter, and where was his boat—the man who was
killing off the sea otters and selling the pelts at the
back doors of Monterey homes? Gar saw the Point
Sur shoreline, saw the sea otters playing in the water
and the gray pelicans brooding on the rocks. But
nowhere did he see a lone fisherman with a rifle.

His three tenders, red-headed Snort and black-browed
Mike, and the boy. Alec, watched him
curiously. The Spindrift dropped

Gar tcorked down to fifteen fathoms
in the cold, clear, green water off

Point Sur.



anchor in the shelter of the Point Sur Rock. Mike and
Alec turned to lay out the diving gear, but Snort spoke
to the diver.

"You lookin' for something, Gar?"
"Yah, I'm lookin' for something." It occurred then

to Gar that a sleuth invariably has an assistant. He
turned a contemplative eye on Snort. It was Gar who
had made Snort into a tender, a good tender, second
only to Ivan, gone to Alaska now. Why couldn't he
make Snort into a good assistant? A man who had
spent three years in the Eleventh Cavalry up at the
Monterey Presidio ought to be something of a sleuth
already.

"I'm lookin' to see a man in a boat shootin' at sea
otters." Gar's voice came slow and heavy over the soft
wash of the water and the low rhythm of the air
compressor.

"Gosh," said Snort. "You are, are you?"
"Yah."
'Why?" asked Snort. "Why would you want to see

that, seein' there's no man, no boat, nor no otters?"
Because there yoost is," corrected Gar. And then

he showed Snort the little colony of sea otters that was
drifting through the kelp beds, and which Snort had
taken to be sea lions. He told him about the lady who
was wearing the sea otter coat to church every Sunday,
bnort listened attentively. The sun beat down on his
face and brought out fresh and larger freckles on a
P'nk and windburned skin, while Mike and the boy

^other end of the boat relaxed to the low drone
stretched out into a restful slumber,

"^•u true as you make it sound," said Snort,there d be a reward from the government. Did you
think of that?"

No, I didn't," Gar scratched his head. "Yoost what
would the reward be for?"

For gettin' the man," said Snort. "If them animals
^ extinct there's bound to be a law protectin' them.
There always is. We'll look that up first, and then
when we know how we stand, we'll go ahead. I'd go
a long way for a little ready cash."

' "Okay," said Gar.

o
ATISFIED to let the first day's sleuthing rest there:

with the abalone fishing. It was aong day without incident. Except tnis: Hilda, the
igest and the tamest of the sea otters, was absent

underseas largess. Hilda was gone. Gar
orked down in sixty feet of water in long periods of

11 om one to two hours, pried the big shell-fish loose
irom tneir hold on the rocks and sent up basket after

he chafed under the
that Hilda was gone. Tomorrow, perhaps,e would miss Elsa. And then the others. One by one.

And one by one, more ladies in Monterey would be
wearing sea otter coats. The Presidio bristling with
bayonets, the Coast Guard cutters hot on the trail of
dope, the police raiding vice dens, and the fish and
pme commission busy computing the tax on fish land
ings. But no one concerned with the sea otter, and their
strange and secret return to their place in the sea. No
one but Gar Langard, the deep-sea diver. Yah

bnort proved himself an able assistant. Within
wenty-four hours, and without incurring the expense

ot even_ a drink, he dug out the fact that there was a

its wide wording andcairied a fine of a thousand dollars. The deep-sea diver
Pn.f.. tender went down to the patio of the oldCustoms House to discuss it. The pepper trees scratch-
luf adobe wall made a pleasant shade from
SJ I of flavored with
Itl' Diesel oil, kept them safe from the spell ofsiesta that hangs over this spot. Snort,

background, was quick in taking over
sleuthing. He, Snort, having had asoldiei s experience with women, would trail the lady

and secure the coat. Gar, meanwhile, would catch the
^ shadow him to his hide-out,wherever that may be.

"I'll get the coat. You get the man," said Snort. "As
for findin the furrier what made up the coat well, let
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the cops do something. We'll leave that job to them."
Gar stared out the open side of the patio to the scene

it framed—the old, wooden wharf with its ramshackle
sheds, and the huddle of fishing boats bobbing on the
blue water.

"Maybe ve don't need the coat," he said after a
thoughtful pause. "It could be enough to get the man.
Not the coat, and not the furrier. Yoost the man."

"No, we got to have the coat, too," insisted Snort.
"To show that you caught the man shootin' at a sea
otter is not enough. He could claim that he thought
it was a sea lion that he was shootin' at, seein' there
ain't no sea otters. Nor no law against shootin' sea
lions. But if we prove, by the coat, that he's sellin' the
pelts and that people is wearin' them, that don't leave
him no alibi at all. No, to get the coat is more im
portant, and maybe harder, than to get the man."

"Okay," said Gar. After all, Snort was smart. Snort
should know. And having seen the lady once, having
followed the coat on her back to the very doors of the
old Mission San Carlos de Borromeo one Sunday morn
ing, Gar was glad enough to turn that part of the iob
over to Snort. She wasn't the kind of lady one talked
to. You might see her picture in the society page of
the Peninsula Herald, or you might see her dog taking
up the whole back seat of a big car, or you might even
know the girl who cooked for her. But you wouldn't
know her. And if you were to step up and speak to
her, however politely, she was as likely as not to call
a cop and cuddle her dog while she watched vou being
jerked off to jail. Okay, let Snort get the cok.

Knowing the hunter would never operate while the
diving boat was around. Gar halted his abalone fishing
and took his old Ford down the San Simeon highway
in the late afternoon of the following day to a point
that overlooked the Big Sur beaches. He parked his
car in the cui've of the road where it would be concealed
from the uneasy eyes of anyone down below, and, walk
ing out to the edge of the cliff, threw himself fiat into
the thick growth of furze. Here he commanded a sweep-



ing view of the beaches and the water, and of the little
colony of sea otters, gentle and playful as porpoises in
the shallow, inshore waters. Ignoring Snort's advice,
he carried no weapons, not even his diving knife. His
two fists had always served him in all topside emer
gencies, and could continue to serve him.

He lay there for a long time watching the sea otters.
There were not many, hardly more than ninety, but he
knew that each day now there was going to be less The
brave little sea otter, which the Russians had so thor
oughly shot from the sea, was facing a second and
perhaps complete extermmation at the hand of a furtive
fisherman and the vanity of a few women This stupidity
of his own generation in upsetting the balance of life in
the sea filled Gar with a vague trouble. He looked into
the years ahead and saw the beaches strewn with rotted
fishing boats, and the sun beating down on lifeless seas.
His breathing deepened over these probabilities, and
while he lay there hour after hour without seeing any
thing of unusual interest, his resolve to stop this new
slaughter <>.£ the sea otters hardened into a stronger
urge than either the desire to e.stablish his own veracity
or the hope of securmg a reward

The light faded out over land and sea, and when he
could no longer distinguish objects below. Gar rose
heavily to his feet and went home. The second and the
third day he took up his watch again. But however he
searched, there was nothing beyond the customary
solitude of th^e Point Sur coast—the long, blue roll of
the Pacific, the outlying bank of fog, the bay pelicans

/ the twilight. And always the sea otters.With the dogged patience of his race. Gar came down
again on the fourth day. And on the fourth day he at
last saw all he had been waiting to see—saw a man
dragging a small boat down over the sand, launching
it and taking the oars. Gar sprang to his feet His
first impulse was to plunge in after him and haul him
back. But even if he had been on the beach he could
not have reached him. The boat shot out into the water
and approached the little group of sea otters floating

*'You kidna
Alcatraz for

kidnaped me," she screamed. "It's
as for that and I'll not raise a finger

to stop it

on their backs. Gar watched and waited. Had the
hunter looked up, he might have seen the diver standing
on the cliff, and paused. But he didn't look up. He was
too intent on reaching the sea otters without alarming
them. As he neared them, he shipped his oars and let
the boat drift.

There he was, just as Gar had known he would be—
a man in a boat with a rifle to his shoulder. The long,
blue barrel gleamed in the low light of the setting sun!
Fisherman or hunter, he was a good marksman. He
picked off his sea otter with one shot, secured the
carcass and towed it in. The rest of the colony sounded,
and were gone. Gar, wondering if the fellow really
knew what it was he had killed, clambered down the
side of the cliff and was standing on the beach when
the boat came in.

"Give me a hand with the boat." There was a rich,
ringing quality in the hunter's voice that Gar would
have warmed to under different circumstances, at the
Knotty Palm, say, or chewing on old yarns out in the
sunshine on Fishermen's Wharf. But this was a poor
time for friendliness. Nevertheless, Gar came forward
and helped him pull the boat up on the beach, the
carcass of the sea otter dragging behind it.

"Yoost what have you got there?" asked Gar.
"A sea lion." The man, like Snort, might have been

a soldier at one time. He was lithe and quick, and
looked Gar directly in the eye when he spoke.

"That ain't no sea lion," said Gar.
"It might be," replied the hunter carelessly.
"It ain't," said Gar, "and you know it ain't."
"What's it to you what it is?" All the pleasantness

went suddenly out of the man. He shot a quick, pene
trating glance at Gar and his voice dropped to a growl.
"Who the hell are you, anyway?"

"Me, I'm Gar Langard, the {Continued on 'page 42)



DON'T sell rattlesnakes short.
I That's the advice of W. A. (Snake) King,

who might be termed the Babcock and the
Morgan of the rattlesnake world, since he is

the biggest dealer in this odd commodity, and an au
thority on its business trends.

The rattlesnake business is on a definitely upward
swing right now. King says, as he sits in his office at
Snakeville, down at the southern tip of the Nation
in Brownsville, Texas, and opens the morning orders
from the gekes throughout the land.

A few years ago it looked like the geke had counted
out his string of beads and run his bag of tricks.
But, like labor trouble, he is having a revival. With
the first upward surge of stocks on the market, the
geke found to his joy that a handful of spectators came
around once more. He quit force-feeding and nursing
his ancient rattler and financed a new one. He invested,
in other words, in his business future.

^The geke, in case you don't know, is the man in the
pit. The pit in this instance is not a place where they
sell grain, but a place where they keep snakes in side
shows. And as long as there is a pit, there's going
to be a rattlesnake in it, for the dry, sinister whir
of his rattles is what fascinates the customers and
brings them thronging to watch, wondering whether
the snake is going to bite the man, or the man bite
the snake.

It's an old game, but it has a crop of new fans each
year.

if the Chinese market for rattlesnakes, to be
boiled and packed away in bottles to make medicine,
IS definitely shot to pieces by the war, the sudden de
mand from gekes throughout the country has brought
a revival in rattlesnakes, King reports.

It's hard on the snakes, but nobody seems to worry
about that. The steady search for new material has
cleaned^ out the supply of rattlers in so many of the
domestic producing areas that the foreign article is
now supplying the bulk of the trade. King says. So
far, no effort to produce the rattler under cultivation
has been started, but it may be next on the list.

Ki.ING broke into the snake business about the turn
of the century in California when he and George Blanch-
ard struck it rich in a Chinese lottery. That was in
'Frisco, and the prize they got was $18.75. They in
vested in a den of snakes, Blanchard becoming the Aus
tralian wild girl, and King, the banker. They have
each had a finger in snakes from that day to this, and
Blanchard has_ operated in Brownsville also for most
of the past thirty years. He and King were partners
for a time.

For thirty years King has been supplying a large
part of the Nation's demand for rattlesnakes. He was
attracted to the southern tip of Texas by the fact that
you could go out in the back yard and whistle up a
couple of dozen rattlers almost any morning.

That condition is no more—due largely to King.
But the location still is satisfactory, as it is a logical
point for importing stock from Mexico.

If you think handling rattlesnakes is just a cold
blooded business without its human side, you are mis
taken. King points to the softer moments in the busi
ness. He was particularly touched during the first
Depression by the letters that came in from gekes of
the country.

'We would get a pitiful order for one snake from a
geke who used to have a standing order for a new
den every month," King says. "Or perhaps a man
who had stood high in the profession would write and
plead for a dozen assorted on the cuff. It was touch
ing, and we carried some of the boys through."

He doesn't say what happened to the others. Maybe
they %yent out and ate their lean rattlers before going
on relief. At any rate, they didn't have to worry about
feeding their brood, for a rattlesnake in captivity does
not eat. Long ago gekes tried to feed them, sometimes
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"'You 90ttcc be corcful in
Texas," says Mr, "Snake"
King. " 'couse there's a rat
tler in 'most every woodpile."

by force. But the snakes didn't respond. They just
got a far-away look in their eyes and went right ahead
and died after a month or six weeks. That's why
thei-e is such a steady demand for new ones.

The suicidal fast which the rattlesnake starts the
day he is captured is due partly to the removal of his
fangs, but not entirely to that. He would probably
eat in captivity if he were placed in a large cage where
the natural conditions of his former home were dupli
cated. Such handling is not practical, however.

It's touching, if you look at it from the rattlesnake's
point of view. But most people don't. There has been
no record so far of the Society for Prevention of
Cruelty to Animals taking a hand in the matter, in
spite of the fact that thousands of rattlers starve to
death in captivity every month.

Most of the rattlesnakes used in shows today have
their fangs removed. In many States laws require it.
Such laws came into being a long time ago, after a
few rattlers with their fangs in working order slipped
out and nailed a customer here or there.

'The removal of fangs is a delicate operation which
at first was not thoroughly understood. Also it is
dangerous. Blanchard did it for years, and was bitten
only four times, partly due to his own carelessness.



The rattler has an active or functional pair of fangs,
then a half-developed pair just back of these, and then
SIX sets of rudimentary fangs. If he happens to sink
the big fangs in something and can't get them out, he
jerks them off, and the next set start to grow up to
proper size for business operations.

In the early days of defanging, snake men didn't
know about all these little fangs. The results were
sonietimes fatal, for snakes would grow another set
of fangs and piomptly hit a geke, who would usually
die because he didn t bother to treat the wound.

At Snakeville, King gets all sorts of orders for snakes,
fill fu'' be versed in the lingo of the businessto fill them. You have to be careful in filling rattle

snake orders. Men have died because of mistakes
(not on the part of Snakeville)

You will perhaps get an order saying, "Rush ten dol-
lar den glommers.' Well, glommers aren't a kind of a
snake, ^ey are a size of snake—little fellows suitable
for swallowing. The glommer is at once the most re-
pulsive (to the average person) and the most re
markable of the gekes. He is the man who swallows
snakes. And without exception every glommer has
at one time been a glass blower, at which trade he
developed a vast pocket or air pouch in his throat.

Ulack Star

The glommer will hold a tiny snake up over his head
and slowly let it slip down his throat. Then he will
swallow, pat his stomach, smack his lips and look
around for applause. The snake is in his air pouch.

The original Snako, first man to do this trick, at
times used small rattlesnakes and didn't bother about
their fangs. One of them bit him in the throat one
day and he came near dying from the swelling, which
threatened to cut off his breathing. He had his snakes
defanged after that.

With the fading of glass blowing, the glommer is
becoming a rarity. He will soon follow the spitball-
pitcher into oblivion.

At Snakeville orders are watched carefully. A tele
gram came through one day from a small town in
North Carolina. It read, "Send fifteen dollar not fixed
snakes."

"Fixed" means defanged.
The telegram was read, the order filled, the tele

gram read again and the order shipped. Along with
it went a letter explaining what was in the box. This
is an invariable rule.

The geke received his letter with his supply of snakes.
But letters from Snakeville were such a routine with
him that he thrust this one unopened into his pocket.

15



He tore the lid from the box of snakes and began
rud-ely jerking them out. One of them reached out
and smacked him on the arm. The geke paid little
attention to the bite at the time, thinking it was just
the harmless teeth of the rattler that had cut into his
arm a little. But shortly afterward he began to feel
sick, and by the time he realized what had happened
he was too far gone to be saved.

Lawsuits followed, and out came the telegram. As
originally written it read, "Send fifteen dollar lot fixed
snakes." As received at Snakeville it read, "Send

.U
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Above: This rattler 'dr/iic blood on Joe
Hing when the picture was being taken.

Right: Rattlers thrive best in the rough
cactus country.

fifteen dollar not fixed snakes." And so it goes in the
life of a geke or a glommer or a snake dealer.

As I mentioned just before, the rattlesnake has teeth
in addition to fangs. Teeth are necessary in swallow
ing, and are harmless. When the geke lets the snake
bite him on the wrist and then shows the tiny wounds,
it is the teeth, not the fangs, that make these skin

1*0sicS

The life cycle of a rattlesnake from the time it is
born until it dies in a geke's den is-frequently an
eventful one, and should probably be traced briefly
in order to cast more light on the tricks of this odd
profession. .

Rattlesnakes are born alive, the number m a litter
ranging from forty to a hundred and lifty. This is
about five times as many young as there are in the
average litter of non-poisonous snakes, the larger num
ber of rattlers being necessary to perpetuate the species
in view of the heavy toll of young taken by enemies,
particularly the chaparral cock and hawks.

At certain times of the year females shipped to
Snakeville give birth to young there. The young snakes
are promptly killed, otherwise they would cause no end
of trouble. King estimates a hundred thousand of
them have been killed at Snakeville in his thirty years
there.

In his native state the little rattler is a frequent
feeder. He eats mostly small bugs, seeking larger game
as he grows. When he nears maturity he eats with
less frequency, but bolts larger meals.

Finally, when he reaches a sedate maturity the year
becomes as a day with him. After a long night of
sleep which may last from November through part of
March, he comes out in the morning of early spring
for breakfast. He is thin and fairly active, and may
seek his breakfast by stalking.

The rattlesnake can travel in two ways. If he is
stalking and wants to move cautiously, he travels in a
perfectly straight line by moving his ribs, which act
as "feet" for him. He will, however, wiggle his body
if he is in a hurry.

When he is stalking, he eases up, looking like an
old, dead stick, to a small bird, sitting on a low limb.
The bird sees the snake, but instead of flying, remains
motionless, no doubt figuring his protective color
ing will save him. Maybe he is "charmed", as some
people will insist. At any rate, by the time he
finally starts to fly away it is too late, for the
rattler has coiled his body under him without moving
his head, and now he flashes that head out with the
speed of an arrow and picks his prey off the limb.



"Snake*' King, a veteran handler, demonstrates
the proper procedure in moving rattlers around.

The rattler coils clockwise from his tail up to within
a foot or two of his head, and this latter part reverses
itself in a sort of an S. If he continued to coil in
one direction his entire length, he could not strike. It
is the reverse coil that strikes, with the other part of
his body as a base from which to operate. It will be
seen that the distance he is able to strike depends on
his length.

The length of time it takes a rattler to strike, sink
his fangs, inject the poison and return to his coiled
position is estimated as the length of time it takes an
apple to drop from your hand to the floor when you
are standing. Those who have witnessed the strike
say the head is only a blur as it flashes through the
air. I failed to see even a blur.

Two or three birds, with perhaps a rat thrown in, and
the snake has had his breakfast. He then finds a cool
spot and settles down to the job of digesting it, which
may take five or six weeks.

About the time the meal is digested, the rattler sheds
his skin, which permits additional growth. Then he
probably takes a stand under the shade of a cactus bush
and waits for his noon meal, along in June or July.

Patiently he waits for something to hop,' run or
crawl by him. And his patience is rewarded. A young

cottontail comes hopping along, nibbling a blade of
grass here and there. Closer he comes until finally he
is within reach. There is a flash, then the rattler recoils
to watch the results of his work. The rabbit hops
along a few feet, and nibbles another blade of grass.
Then he loses his appetite and just sits there. Soon he
becomes sick and dizzy, and finally he topples over, dead.
The snake leisurely makes for his meal and starts the
slow task of stretching himself around the young rabbit.

This is a big meal. This will carry him on through
the afternoon and well into the evening of the year,
until he finally moves out in search of his final big
repast, to carry him through the long winter night.

Along about this time, Pedro is out in the brush
country. He has a stick in his hand. The stick is
perhaps four feet long, and on the end of it is a loop
made from a section of yucca leaf. Pedro's cautious
old eyes peer through the little opening in the cactus
and spot the rattler, just as the snake sees Pedro.

The snake rattles viciously, trying to scare off this
thing that he sees at once he cannot eat. But Pedro is
not to be frightened. He thrusts the stick close to the
rattler, and the snake strikes. Then, as he recoils, Pedro
presses the stick close once more, and the snake strikes
again. Pedro then works the loop over the snake's head
and tightens it. He raises the snake and drops it into a
sack, an ordinary burlap sack. Then he cuts off the piece
of yucca and an entirely new phase in the rattlesnake's
life has started.

I asked King if rattlesnake catchers ever get bitten.
He said they seldom do. It is the man who is not
hunting snakes who gets bitten—not the man who is
looking for them. The catchers are hardy fellows. They
carry a sharp knife with them. If they are bitten thev
cut out a chunk of flesh and then burn the wound. It
is a drastic remedy. But it seems to work.

Snakeville the rattler is put in a small cage
along with a lot of other snakes. For a time he is
vicious. He coils and strikes every time anything
moves near him. The handlers watch him with a wary
eye, for they know snakes.
But the fight quickly leaves him. Soon when he

is approached he puts his head down on the ground
and tries to slink away. He is whipped. The handler
then picks him up by the tail as though he were a
length of rope. The handler is no longer afraid of him,
whether he has fangs or not.

The repeated striking at sticks, wire doors and other
hard objects which merely hurt the rattler's head and
break his fangs without bringing results, whip him down.

In the old days, most rattlers used by gekes had their
fangs intact. They were simply whipped down. The
snake men were always careful not to make a sudden
pass near the head of the snake. Otherwise there was
not much danger.

Blanchard demonstrated this once. In a big pen
there were a dozen or more rattlers—all of them
whipped, but all with fangs. Blanchard walked slowly
through the pen and no rattler made a pass at him.
Then he put on heavy leather chaps and walked through
the pen, swinging his heels just over the snakes as he
did so. Almost every one of them struck at him, many
of them sinking their fangs into the leather chaps.

Most of the rattlers have been caught out of south
Texas, which was one of the last frontiers for snake
catching in a big way in the United States. The bulk
of those sold by King into the trade in this country
come from Mexico. When Mexico noted the increasing
shipment of rattlers, she decided to put an export tax
on them and required inspection at the point of export

When the inspector opened the first box of snakes a
rattler promptly ci*awled out and created wild confusion
around the station until King put him back in. No box
of snakes has been opened since then, and Mexico soon
took off the export tax. The rattler is the only article of
commerce now moving out of that Nation without duty.

So the rattler holds his own, and may even be gaining
a bit insofar as the demand for him is concerned.

Still the whole world is his enemy. And if he ever
bites you, the reason will be {Continued on page 49)



H Armstrong Roberts

Unfortunately, too many
dogs are bought on the im
pulse of the moment. The
puppy was so appealing. It

was such a bargain. These and other
ill-considered reasons too often
prompt the purchase of a dog. When
you consider that the life of the
average dog is from ten to twelve
years, you can better understand why
the purchase should be a matter of
careful deliberation and selection.

Thinking of buying a dog? Then
it is well to ask yourself the follow
ing questions and if you can answer
'yes" to them—and mean it—then
get your dog.

1. Do you really iuant a dog?
2. Why do you want one—for

guardian, pet or field work?
3. Are you prepared for expense

of up-keep: sufficient and proper
food, adequate housing, medical at
tention if needed?

4. Can you give the time, or pro
vide the means necessary to train
and educate the dog?

5. Are you willing to give a fair
return in kindly understanding for
the dog's devotion—which is said to

be the only love that money can't
buy?

Before buying your dog it would
be well for you to read one or two
good books about the breed you se
lect. You will be better prepared in
such matters as the breed's charac
teristics, its good points and its fail
ings—no dog being perfect. You
will also learn something about the
standard of the breed which will help
you pick a much better specimen for
your money.

It is well to consider before buy
ing the temperament of a breed and
its characteristics. A retiring, nerv
ous type of individual may find a
rollicking, boss-of-the-house Terrier
a bit more than can be lived with
in comfort. A gentle, quiet Spaniel,
Beagle or one of the Toy dogs would
be the better choice. But the family
that wants antics and action will get
these from the Wirehaired Fox Ter
rier, Welsh Teri'ier or any breed of
this variety of dog.

If you want a dog as a body-guard
or policeman for your property, then
the big dog—Dane, Shepherd, etc.—
should be you choice. He'll make a

by Captain Will Judy
Cdifor, Dog World Magaxins

formidable opponent if properly
trained. But for any purpose, in
cluding companion, watch-dog, guard
ian or just plain dog-around-the-
house, you can safely choose any one
of the 107 thoroughbred breeds.

Assuming that you have given the
foregoing some consideration, then
give thought to the matter of pur
chase. As this article is intended for
the buyer who goes to the open mar
ket, and not one who may buy from a
friend or acquire a dog as a gift,
we 11 discuss the two commercial out
lets for dogs—the kennel and the pet
shop. Generally speaking, it is best
to get your dog from a reputable
kennel. With few exceptions, most
of these are kept scrupulously clean,
are regularly serviced by competent
veterinarians and only sell pedigreed
dogs bred_ to conform to a standard.

Something likewise may be said of
the well conducted pet shop, but, un
fortunately, not many such exist.

Having determined what breed of
dog you want and what you want
him for, the next step is selecting
the puppy. Choose the dog that

{.Continued on page 51)



In which Mr. Frank de
cides thot boneheads are

more memorable than
paragons — and muchi

much funnier

m
Mr. JOSEPH V. McCarthy is afabulously

fortunate fellow whose passion for perfection
has been satisfied at least half the time in the
last ten years. This is a highly elegant bat

ting average in any league and particularly in the major
leagues, where our man McCarthy has won four pen
nants with the Yankees in the American League and
one while laboring in the vineyard of the Chicago Cubs
of the National League.

In the last ten years Mr. McCarthy probably has told
at least ten thousand stories, some of them even true,
for among his other talents he is an accomplished
raconteur. Since baseball perfection makes the world
go 'round for Mr. Mac, it might be expected that most
of his yarns would concern the stars who have played
for him in the near and dear, dead past. What amazing
anecdotes he can tell of such mighty Yankees as Ruth,
Gehrig, Lazzeri, Dickey, Ruffing and Gomez! What en
grossing tales he can spin of Wilson, Stephenson,
Grimm, Hartnett, Root and the celebrated Cubs of a
decade ago! What a cockeyed notion !

You know who McCarthy's favorite baseball character
is? Jay Kirke, that's who, and you wouldn't know him
unless you were a baseball fan "fifteen years ago, lived
in the Middle West and had an elephantine memory.
Kirke played—and not too well—for McCarthy while
Joe was managing at Louisville in the early '20's. In a
pithy, well-chosen word, jovial Jayson was a screwball,
but he had one slightly terrific season in 1921 when he
got 282 base-hits, which still stands as the all-time
record for the American Association.

The Cleveland club purchased chattel rights to Kirke
in 1922 and for a brief period he got on splendidly. He
was knocking down fences and maiming infielders with
vicious line drives until the pitchers began to curve
him to death, the bums. Presently, and not very much
later, Kirke was back at Louisville, where he was wel

by Stanley Frank

comed with loud, gladsome cries because American
Association pitchers were throwing nothing but a fast
ball, which Jay always could belt a short country mile.

The first time Kirke went up to bat upon returning to
Louisville there were two out and men on first and third.
Knowing Kirke's power, and knowing their own pitcher
even better, the enemy infielders moved back until they
were playing in the laps of the outfielders. Ever on the
alert to take advantage of an opening, McCarthy flashed
the signal for a double steal. With the pitch to the
plate, the man on first base dashed for second. The
catcher fired the ball to second and the runner on third
cut loose for home. He had a nice break on the play
and the shortstop intercepted the throw in an effort to
choke off the run. The shortstop threw a perfect strike
across the plate; the umpire and catcher crouched
tensely for the play—and Kirke hit the ball over the
fence!

As soon as the umpire recovered his voice and poise,
he called Kirke out for interference, for striking at the
throw and for every crime in the books. The run, of
course, did not count and the Louisville side was retired
without a run.

They thought McCarthy would bust a blood vessel
first, then go out of his mind.

"For goodness sakes," he screamed at Kirke, "why in
the world did you do that?" (McCarthy screamed;
that part of the dialogue has been reported faithfully,
anyway.) "Why, you dumb, no-good . . ."

"Gee, boss, that was the first fast ball I seen in a
month," Kirke answered. "It looked too invitin' to let
it pass."

'That's McCarthy's favorite gag and you will please
note it does not deal with a hallowed hero of baseball
or an incident upon which a pennant hinged. It doesn't
even take place in the ninth inning and, as a matter of
fact, Louisville won the ball {Continued on page 48)
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by Allan Swinton

He was just a green
kid with o dream in his

heart and the call of

the wild in his ears.

flluifrated by HARRY MORSE MEYERS

SAM BOSTOCK went to Smoky River to prepare for
opening up a camp that had been three years closed.

The camp stood where it did because the railroad
looped to dodge a muskeg and came almost to the river,

whence a two-mile haul along an iced road took the log sleighs
to the loading platform. It was this proximity of steel that
brought the kid there, too.

The first day, Ole Petersen, the bull-cook Sam had with
him, motioned up the river where, above the pines, hung thin
blue veils of smoke.

"We got some neighbors."
"So I see."
Next day, the maker of the smoke came warily to visit them.
He was a skinny youth in breeches and a checkered

mackinaw and a mop of yellow hair. His face was delicate and
although he'd been out there three months, he had been

working in the timber, where sun does not penetrate. But
what Sam noticed was his eyes, big, blue and intent with a
burning eagerness.

"Hullo!" said Sam.
"Hullo!" replied the kid, elaborately nonchalant. "You

openin' up?"
"Yep! Ties are high. We've a stand of jackpine down

stream we can take out in a winter's haul."
"Ah!" said the kid portentously. "Downstream."
He had an air of mystery that puzzled the old lumberman.

It intimated that had Sam's activities been up the river, that
would have made a different tale.

"What are you doing, 'way out here?" asked Sam.
The air of mystery intensified "We're—campin'."
Sam bowed to the rebuff. "Well, glad to see you. Stick
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Johnny liked the nights best, with the stove red hot
before he went to bed.

,ck to back to my paraner. x. juot odw ^ omuivc.
Ole who had strolled up curiously, whipped somethingfrom

the kid's hip pocket. It was a peeling, nickel-plated pistol of
"Hal" grinned the Swede. "A stick-uncheap Belgian make.

man."
The boy blushed ^scarlet.

^ Ole ffuffawed, which made the kid's jaw set. Sam Bostock
had a poet's heart—%vhich was the reason why he'd stayed a
woods-boss, when he'd had his chances for far better jobs—
but in the town. Also, he remembered boyhood. He had
noticed that the pistol had no trigger, he had read the
youngster's face and he began to see. Ole," he told the
Swede "go check how many we can bunk in number two."

He said to Johnny, "You're darned right. You got to be
prepared. Well, any time you fancy-, bring your pardner
down and eat with us. I'm busy now. So long."

Sam's preparations for the winter kept him hustling but
he used to look out for the kid's smoke in the western sky
and grin and shake his head. One day he went down-river
to inspect the stand. Half way, there lay a forest-cradled
swamp where he had seen moose feed among the water lilies.
On the' shingle-bar 'twixt swamp and river there was some
thing moving 'round a dark prone object—it was Johnny,
with a moose he'd shot. , + n ^ xr

Sam beached the skiff and strolled across. Knee-deep in
guts and gore, Johnny was butchering. He was wet breast-
high from wading through the swamp, whose weeds festooned
his legs. Blood smeared his face, down which ran sweat in
long white veins. With a small, dull knife he labored at
the stubborn hide. Hearing Sara's steps crunch, he looked up
and grinned ecstatically.

"Hullo!" said Sam. "Good huntin', eh?"
"Yeah! My first kill. There was a bunch of five. I got

the biggest bull."
"I've seen that bunch about here, on an' off. You should ha'

dropped the yearlin' cow. This here old bull will eat like
string."

"Oh!" said the kid, crestfallen, but then looked do\vu at
his regal kill and his eyes shone again. He bent and resumed
hacking at the hide, which slipped in his thin, eager clutch
Sara said, "Don't bother skinnin' hira. Just slit the hide''

The kid stood up, incredulous. "You got to take your skin
ain't you?"

"For why? You couldn't carry it. And s'pose you could
what good is it without you get it tanned? And you can
buy your buckskin cheaper than you can do that."

Such blasphemy of holy writ appalled the kid, which fact

'I'm no thief.

A stick-up

You got to be
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his face betrayed, and Sam said hastily, "Look. Lemma
in on this. I ain't had any fun for years."

The youngster would not fail in courtesy. "Why sure.
Dig in. Sure fun, ain't it?"

"You bet your life. Look, all the eatin' meat on these
old busters is the saddle, sirloin, tenderloin, nose, tongue
an' liver. Lemme show you. Drag these guts clear . . ."

When the meat lay in a steaming heap, they sat down
on the log and mopped their brows. Save for a ripple
on the stones, silence was absolute. The autumn sun
was dust of gold. Whenever he was off his guard, Sam
eyed the boy. Seventeen, maybe, undernourished, ner
vous as a cat. Town-bred—his hands had not yet
hardened and were scratched and blistered.

"Grand in the woods, this time of year," said Sam.
"Sure is."
"You done a lot of it, that's clear," Sam continued.

The kid's eyes lit delightedly. "Not much. It's my
first trip. I've picked up all I know from books. I
handled groceries in town"— he whipped around —"but
that ain't no life for a man, is it?"

"No," said old Sam, "it ain't."
"And Mother died and I had no responsibility, so

I saved up an' broke away,"
"You're glad?"
The kid's gaze went around the stately river with

the woods beyond, the sunny bar, the deep-green swamp,
the blue rise of the distant hills—the space, the awesome
calm, the loneliness. He filled his flat chest with the
autumn scents.

"Sure am!"
They sat some moments while the shallows rippled

and the earth breathed 'round them.
"Kind of hard to.make a livin' in the woods," Sam

said.
"Well, them old pioneers, they didn't have it figured

how they would make out, did they? They just come in
an' scratched."

"That's what they did. Pardner an old hand ?"
It seemed that all was not well with the 'pardner'.

"N-o. He stays in camp, mostly. He's frightened 'case
he might get lost."

"You're not?"
"Me? Huh! I got a compass and I always know

which side the river is. If I ain't sure, I head for the
stream and work along." He stood up. "Well, it's time
I mushed. I got to get in with a load 'fore dark."

"Look. Why not put your stuff into the skiff? I've
got to run down to our timber, then I'll take you back."

The youngster's lips closed and he shook his head.
"No thanks. I'll pack my meat. I've got to learn to
keep my end up just as if we was alone. But half's
yours, mister. Got to share yore game."

Sam accepted gravely this old woodsman's courtesy.
The youngster halved the meat and helped to put Sam's
in the skiff. Then he produced a tump-line and strapped
up a load, caching the balance in a tree.

He'd made himself a pack-load he could barely lift.
Sam helped him back it and it bowed him low. The
brow-strap strained across his forehead, over the eyes
that met Sam's with their wistful zest. "Well, so long,
mister. See you sometime." Sam watched him, totter
ing now and then, trudge down the bar, wind through
the alders and climb to the deep-green spruce.

The leaves had fallen and the land lay whitened with
the first thin snow; the river ran, a swiftly-narrowing.

M.
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black race, between shelves of encroaching ice, the crews
were in the jackpine, felling, when to Sam came a
bovine youth with fluff-clad chin and empty eyes. "Are
you the boss?"

"Yep."
"How's for a sleigh-ride to the railroad?"
"Sure. But who are you?"
"Been campin', up the river."
"Oh? You're pardner of that other kid."
"Yeah."
"Where is he?"
"He's stayin' in,"
"You mean he's wintering alone?"
"That's what he says. He's nuts. Give you the creeps.

An' one more week and I'd'a been as nuts as him. He
had me for a sucker with his tales about prospectin'
and we'd sure find gold, an' how we had to look out
in case anybody jumped the claim. He's worked me sick
on lousy grub an' says there's plenty signs of gold, but
all I ever see was dirt. And now he says we'll trap
fur for the winter. Blah! He don't know more of
trappin' than he does of minin'. Me, I'm through. I'm
off to town to git a job."

That afternoon Sam quit his work and walked upriver
till, at Bad Heart creek, he found the camp. The boys
had worked, all right. The little stream had been turned
from its course into a dug-way; in the bed was sunk
a string of test-holes, 'round which, where they'd washed
their grit, lay heaps of tailings. Sam had a funny feel
ing in his in'ards. The Smoky Valley had been combed
by experts, years ago, and shown no gold.

Back in the timber stood a shack. Beside it, slamming



with more energy than skill into a log, was Johnny.
When Sam hailed him, he started like a deer. Sam

crossed the channel. "Hullo, son."
His hair was shaggy, his face pinched from labor

and atrocious cooking, but his zest burned still.
"Good work you've put in here," said Sam.
"Yeah! Sure have sweated."
"I can see. And how's she comin'?"
"Pretty good. No color yet but plenty signs. When

we get to bottom, higher up—"
"Oh, sure." Sam pointed to the creek-mouth, where

were raised two earthworks, looking up and down the
river, and on one of which was laid a rifle. "What are
them trenches?"

Johnny reddened. Then, deiiantly, he said, "They're
in case we had to fight. The claim ain't registered.
Just suppose some fellers tried to jump us."

"That's right. You can't be too careful. Pardner out
of camp?"

A shadow settled on the meager face, and the young
ster's gaze went soberly across the stream. "He's gone
to town. He—" with a burst of inspiration "—went to
register the claim."

"Then he'll be back?"
"Well—no. Not—till the spring. We'll soon be froze

up now and he don't like the woods like me. Look,
mister. I'm gonner boil the pot and have some tea. I
never had a guest before."

The shack was a little bigger than a hen-house, a
depressing den, pole-built and chinked with moss and
mud. There was no table. Two bunks of boughs, to
gether with the sheet-iron stove, all but monopolized it.
There were some stores, tin plates and cups, a green
deer-skin hung on one wall. On one bunk lay some
reading matter and Sam looked it over: 'pulp' maga
zines of backwoods tales, Tom Sawyer, a dog-eared
copy of Scott's last Antarctic diary, Jack London's
Call of the Wild. They, and his eyes, told Johnny's tale.

Over some tea and leaden bannock, Sam said, "Look,
son. I can use more men. How about a job—drivin'
a team? Dollar a day, an' found."

The youngster looked at him, his face a study of
surprise, delight and something else Sam could not read
but which pulled at his heart. It was a while before
he answered. Then he shook his head. "I never had a
break before I didn't have to fight for, mister. Thanks.
But I don't need a job. I'm fixed up here. You can get
men from town, can't you?"

"Oh, sure. Just thought I'd mention it. If you should

change your mind, come down, and I can take you on."
As Sam walked back to camp, his mind was busy.

He was a lonely man. In the same grave he had buried
his wife and new-born son. This kid had guts, and
quality. By and by he'd get enough of being there alone
and come to camp. He'd see him through the winter and
in summer put him at the mill in Rennick, 'twixt the
woods and river, where he'd work among the things
that drew him and put on some beef. Then, maybe,
later . . .

The river froze. The first thick snow-fall came. The
hauling started—teams on the river-ice from timber
to the shelving bank at Bostock's camp, then up the
made ice-road to steel. Each morning Sam looked out
to see the youngster's smoke rise bravely in the western
sky but those weeks' story is best told by Johnny's
diary, which Sam brought from the shack after they'd

It was a peeling, nickel-plated pistol of Bel
gian make. "HaT' grinned the Stvede. "A

stick-up man."

found the kid face-downward in the drifted snow and
which he'd kept through all privations, neat and regu
larly, in a style he'd copied from the travel books.

•'Nov. 5th: This day Chai-ley quit and I am left alone.
Partly I'm sorry cause it's going to be lonely but
another way I'm glad because he wasent fitted for this
life the way I am and grumbled and it helps the gro
ceries and they were worrying me.

"Nov. 6th: The ganger from the lumber-camp was
here and wanted me to work for him because they are
short-handed. He is a nice guy and I'm sorry I can't
help him but life is like that and you have got to be
severe and he can get some men from town. If it was
emmergency, of course I'd help.

"Nov. 12th: This day I finished setting out my traps.
If I get good catch that will be fine but if I make enough
to carry on next summer I'll be satisfied. Check up the
grub. Theres something wrong. That Charley must
have et the groceries when I was out. If they are
going to last till spring I'll have to go allmighty slow
but with more meat I figure I can just get by. I've got
smoked moose for 3 months, but I'll have to get a deer
after that. Split up the groceries to last 6 months.
Looks mighty little for 1 mth.

"Nov. 18th: The first big snow to-day. Had to dig out.
The woods look grand, all thick and white. It seems to
make them quieter. I'd been {Contimied on page 46)
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T EADING Elks and prominent citi-
zens and business men of St.

Louis, Mo., have accepted membership
on the Executive Committee for the
75th Grand Lodge Reunion of the
Order to be held in St. Louis during
the week beginning July 9, 1939.
Mayor Bernard F. Dickmann, Past
Grand Esteemed Leading Knight,
and Past Exalted Ruler of St. Louis
Lodge No. 9, is the Executive Chair
man of the Committee, the other
members being Exalted Ruler
Thomas F. Muldoon; P.E.R.'s Dr.
Carroll Smith, Past Grand Esteemed
Leading Knight, E. J. Martt, Past
President of the Missouri State Elks
Association, D.D. Joseph H. Glauber,
Walter C. Gaels and Oliver F. Ash,
Jr.; August A. Busch, Jr., Morton
J. May, Thomas N. Dysart, Sidney
Maestre, David R. Calhoun, Jr.,
Raymond R. Tucker, Frank M. May-
field and Edgar H. Wayman.

Tentative plans were made at a
meeting of the lodge early in Janu
ary for the purpose of making the
1939 Convention of the Order of
Elks one of the greatest meetings
of its kind ever held in St. Louis,
known all over the country as a "Con
vention City". The Grand Lodge
has been entertained heretofore by
St. Louis Lodge, the 35th Annual
Session having been held in St.
Louis in 1899.

With the formation of the Execu
tive Committee completed, the Jef
ferson Hotel at 405 N. 12th Street
was selected as office headquarters,
to open some time around February
1. In the process of organization, at
the time the March issue of The
Elks Magazine went to press, were
Committees on Publicity, Budget,
Concessions, Decoration, Distin
guished Guests, Entertainment, Fi
nance and Auditing, First Aid and
Hospitals, Halls and Seating, Hotels
and Housing, Registration and In
formation, Parade and Traffic, Ser
vice, Transportation, Trophy and
Awards. Elks attending the Con
vention are urged to bring their
families along, as every provision
for the entertainment and comfort
of all visitors is being made.

A Minstrel Show in the Municipal
Auditorium followed by a Mardi Gras
Dance was one of the first events
given by St. Louis Lodge to raise a
portion of the funds with which the
Convention will be financed. Leading
acts from local hotels were featured
on the program, and a cast of 150
persons was coached to take part in
the Minstrels.

A statue of Saint Louis
in Forest Park, St. Louis.



by Harry Hansen
There is so much gusto and

good healthy writing in the
pages of Edna Ferber's auto

biography, "A Peculiar Treasure",
that it suggests the gusto and health
of the author herself, who is a small
town girl who made good. Joy in
being alive, in functioning—that's
what Edna Ferber has had during
this busy life-time, and she's hardly
half way now. Born in Kalmazoo,
she lived in Ottumwa, la., and Ap-
pleton, Wis., where her father had
a little store; she became a girl
reporter and then began writing
stories, and from stories, she went
on to penning novels and plays.

But all that's in newspapers; what
we have here is Edna Herself. Her
earliest girlish hopes, the things she
took pride in; her ambition and her
capacity for work; her joy in getting
things done, in making friends, in
finding America unroll before her
eyes, east, middle-west. Pacific coast.
Here we have her joy in attending
rehearsal of two plays at once—
"Show Boat" and "The Royal
Family", though the hours were long
and the routine was killing. "It
doesn't seem possible that anyone
ever had so much sheer fun, gaiety,
novelty, satisfaction and money out
of the writing of any one piece of
work as I have had out of 'Show
Boat'," says Miss Ferber, and when
you have read Chapter Fifteen you'll

Highlights in New Books

believe every word of it. Those who
have never had the thrill of seeing
their own plays evolve before their
eyes may here enter vicariously into
the whole experience. Edna Ferber
did not write with a detached second
self she was all feeling—she wrote
her books because she "wanted ter
ribly to write them", and she is glad
to know that the public has read and
enjoyed them.

So this is not a review, this is a
boost for a good story. Edna Fer
ber's autobiography is an American
story—it is full of the. possibilities
of American individualism. It is a
record of hard work, high courage,
and a fine spirit. Edna Ferber says
exactly what she thinks about things
and people. She is open about her
own feelings and hopes and she ex
pects no less from others, "A
Peculiar Treasure" tells how a
writer made good in the last twenty-
five years, and incidentally, how she
continues to make good in 1939.
(Doubleday, Doran, $3)

•THEY'RE still reading "Gone With
the Wind"—in fact, it sold more

copies in 1938 than any other novel,
old or new. That shows that the
public is not afraid of big, bulky
books, provided they contain a good
story. Another novel of 973 pages
is ready this month, "The Tree of
Liberty", by Elizabeth Page, and the
reason it is so long is because most
of the growing pains of the early
American republic are packed into
it. For the author decided to start
her story in 1754, on a tobacco farm
in Albemarle county, Virginia, and
to carry it on for fifty years—and
think of all the events that occurred
in those fifty years!

Matthew Howard lived through
them all. He was a lad on the farm
in 1754—the next year the Virginia
militiamen went with Washington to
fight for Braddock against the
French and Indians, and were badly

J^jtthew was a schoolmate
of Tom Jerrerson, and as time went
on he went to Williamsburg and met
the Virginians of the Tidewater,
who were not common people but
aristocrats—at least so they believed.
One of them, Jane Peyton, he mar
ried, and that's why the story deals
with the everlasting fight between
the commoners and the masters, be
tween those who, like Jefferson,
trusted the people and distrusted ir
responsible rulers, and those others
like Jane, who thought the rabble
too dangerous to be given power.

Fifty years—that means through
the Revolution, the building of the
Nation, the march into the North
west Territory, the purchase of the
Louisiana territory, the push of the
frontier westward to the Rockies
There is a vast amount of history iii
this book, and perhaps this is an

{Continued on page 50)
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Guy GHpatric, author of the
"Muster" Glencannon stories^
photographed as his oion chief
character, the Gentleman with

the Walrus Mustache,



Drawingi by Marshall Davi.

editorial

board of grand trustees
MONG the agencies through which the Grand
Lodge operates in handling the affairs of our
Order none is of greater importance than the
Bo^rd of Grand Trustees. It discharges its

mam o and highly important duties with discriminative
care and sound business judgment. It is the fiscal agent of
•̂ 1 Lodge and as such handles its business and finan-cia a airs. Each year it makes a survey of the various

activities of the Grand Lodge and submits an itemized
budget making appropriations for the ensuing fiscal year.
When this budget is adopted by the Grand Lodge all ex-
pen itures must be kept within the several appropriations
t us made. This is a statutory requirement and cannot be
departed from without violating Grand Lodge law.

The budget always carries an appropriation for contingent
purposes to cover any "unforeseen emergency" that may arise
uring the fiscal year. No expenditures can, however, be

made from this fund except on recommendation of the
Grand Exalted Ruler and on the approval of the Board
with which final responsibility rests.

Included m the important duties of this Board is the con
trol and management of the Elks National Home, the final
determination as to whether charters shall be issued to subor-
dmate lodges and the establishment of districts for District
Deputies. It contracts for and has charge of all expendi
tures in connection with the annual sessions of the Grand

Lodge, is the repository of bonds which certain Grand Lodge
officers are required to give, and has the custody and control

of all Grand Lodge funds and property except where control
has by statute been given to some other agency.

Those who follow the affairs of the Grand Lodge and who
hear or read the annual reports of this Board cannot fail to
realize its responsibilities, a few of which we have mentioned,
and to be appreciative of the splendid services it is rendering
the Order.

AN IMPORTANT RULING

HE Federal Social Security Act Imposes a tax on
employers of eight or more individuals based
on a percentage of the salaries paid. The Act
provides that the term "employer" includes an

otticer of a corporation and that the term "corporation"
includes an association.

A number of subordinate lodges have made inquiry as to
whether their officers are to be counted in determining the
number of their employees.

The wording of the Act being such as to leave room for
doubt on this question, we addressed a letter of inquiry to
the Commissioner of Internal Revenue. A reply has been
received from which the following is quoted:

"It is the view of this office that ritualistic services, as such,
of an officer of a fraternal lodge do not constitute 'service'
within the meaning of that term as used in * * * defining
'employment' for purposes of * * * the Social Security Act.
Such officers, whose duties and activities are exclusively
ritualistic, are not, therefore, in an 'employment' within the
meaning of such titles * » *. In determining whether or not
services are exclusively ritualistic within the meaning of this
rule, incidental non-compensated administrative services may
be ignored. It is, accordingly, the opinion of this office that
the so-called officers of a fraternal lodge, whose duties and
activities are exclusively ritualistic, are not in an 'employ
ment' within the meaning of such titles. It follows that only
the wages of those officers of a fraternal lodge whose services
are not exclusively ritualistic are subject to the taxes imposed
• • •, and only such officers (irrespective of whether they are
remunerated) are to be counted for the purpose of deter
mining whether the lodge is an 'employer' within the meaning
of • • • the Act."



The asterisks indicate the omission of titles and sections

of the Act which are not necessary to an understanding of
the ruling.

The law exempts from the payment of this tax associations
organized and operated exclusively for religious, charitable,
scientific, literary or educational purposes, or for the pre
vention of cruelty to children or animals, no part of the
net earnings of which inures to the benefit of any private
shareholder or individual. Under this provision each lodge
must be judged by the facts as to how it conducts its affairs,
if it has eight or more employees, the number to be deter
mined agreeable to the above ruling. Obviously it is impos
sible to lay down any rule applicable to all. Where doubts
arise, the facts should be submitted to a lawyer for an
opinion, or to the Commissioner of Internal Revenue for a
ruling.

AN INVASION OF THE RITUAL

T is to be regretted that some members of our
Fraternity in public addresses and some editors

lodge bulletins in print make use of certain
portions of the Ritual of our Order which

comprise, as they do, a part of the secret work of the Order.
We suggest that these well-meaning but misguided Brothers
commit to memory the obligation they took on joining the
Order and observe it as they promised.

Generally, those who thus offend quote, among some
other passages, the Tribute to the Flag. They doubtless
justify themselves with the thought that these excerpts from
the Ritual are beautifully expressed sentiments, and that
their public use can do the Order no harm, but on the
contrary may do it good. This is wholly aside from the
fundamental and controlling consideration. By the same
process of reasoning the whole Ritual might well be pub
lished to the world. There is not a line in it, nor is there
a response, sign, token, instruction or emblem of which
we are not proud. But it is ours. It does not--belong to the

fW .em?,.

public. It all goes to make up our secret work, and as
such must be held in secret and thus reserved exclusively
for the eyes and ears of our members.

ATTACHMENT TO FOLKLORE

^jw^Ju^LWAYS someone seems to delight in taking the
joy out of life by arraying cold historical facts
against warm bits of narrative which we learned

childhood. Folklore is common to all coun

tries, also to half-civilized and even to savage tribes. We
hate to contemplate.what the world would be without it.
All romance and poetry would either be destroyed or lose
its charm. Imagination would no longer take wings, but
would wallow with swine. We are unwilling that all things
should be proved. We prefer to hold fast to that which
is idealistic, beautiful, charming and appealing to our
better angels.

They tell us, for example, that Columbus did not discover
America. So far as we are concerned, he did discover it.
They tell us that the pilgrims did not land on Plymouth
Rock. So far as we are concerned, they did land on it.
They tell us that Washington did not hack the cherry tree.
So far as we are concerned, he did hack it. They tell us
that Paul Revere did not make the ride. So far as we are
concerned, he did make it. They tell us that Betsy Ross
did not make the Flag. So far as we are concerned, she did
make it. They tell us that Barbara Fritchie did not wave
the Flag, that the troops did not march under her window
and that Stonewall Jackson was not even in Frederick that
day. So far as we are concerned, it all happened just as
Whittier says it happened.

We have mentioned only a few of the things learned in
childhood which they now seek to break down as clay idols
into dust at our feet. What good, pray, can come of this
vandalism? So far as we are concerned, none, absolutely
none. The multiplication table recites facts to a nicety,
but, so far as we are advised, it has never been made the
theme of a poem, nor set to the music of a symphony.



I " of the JSetc York World's Fair Advisory Committee on Fraternal aud Service Organisations at a
thf Among those seated are John K. Tener, Past Grand Exalted Ruler; John A. Morison, of

''®i Past Grand Exalted Ruler Charles S. Hart, Chairman of the Advisory Com-
standing Ylh tV Director of the Division of Advisory Committees for the Worlds Fair. Among thosea ng behind them are Past Grand Exalted Ruler James T. Hallinan and William T. Phillips, member of the

Board of Grand Trustees.

tSowlmg Tournament at Toledo

Exi?tpri month, Grand^xaited Ruler Dr. Edward J Mc-

SrXp 22ni ""f open-
Bowlincr T National
Thr p^ Tournament at Toledo, 0.ihe Governor of the State citv ami

diffnif^ officials and numerous Elk
The ^^®,0Pening ceremonies.
Hatpffv T\ K bowled at theHageity Interurban Alleys within a

lUews of Subordinate

Lodges Throughout

the Order

short distance of the downtown hotels
and the home of Toledo Lodge No.
53. The lodge officers and the Tourna
ment Committee headed by Arthur

il* r r

% 9'

Ziegler, General Chairman, have
made every effort to make the meet
the greatest in the history of the
Elks Bowling Association.

Various committees are ready to
care for the visiting Elk bowlers, see
ing to their comfort in the way of
transportation, reception, hotel ac
commodations and entei'tainment.
The 32 alleys on which the games
will be bowled have been resurfaced
and conditioned and are in fine shape.

Judge George W. Bruce Is Honored
By Delta, Colo., Lodge

When Delta, Colo., Lodge, No.
1235, initiated the "Judge George W.
Bruce Class" made up of eleven of
Delta's outstanding citizens, P.D.D.
George W. Bruce of Montrose was
present to enjoy the honor shown
him. He addressed the new members
upon the principles and work of the
Order which he himself has served
so long and so well. The Delta mem
bership is kept to the high standard
established when the lodge was in
stituted. During the meeting the an
nouncement was made that a large
class would be initiated in the near
future. A sandwich supper was
served during the social session.

Left: Elmira, IS. Y., Elks entertain
the football squads of the high
schools in their jurisdiction. This

is an anniud custom.



Widow of Past Grand Exalted
Ruler Henry A. Melvin Is Dead

Mrs. Henry A. Melvin, widow of
Past Grand Exalted Ruler Henry A.
Melvin, died at the home of her son,
Bradford M. Melvin, in Hillsborough,
Calif., December 13, 1938. This was
sad .news to a host of friends
throughout California for Mrs, Mel
vin was one of the best beloved ladies
in the State. Funeral services were
held in San Francisco December 15
with interment in Mountain View
Cemetery in Oakland where Past
Grand Exalted Ruler Melvin lies
buried.

Brilliant, beautiful and of unusual
charm, Mrs. Melvin was the perfect
helpmate to her husband who was
not only a Past Grand Exalted Ruler
of the Order of Elks, but a Justice
of the Supreme Court of California.
Since the death of Judge Blelvin,
Mrs. Melvin has lived in the house
hold of her son. She has been quiet
ly and effectively active in charitable
and church work.

A native of Portland, Ore., Mrs.
Melvin was the daughter of Oregon
pioneers, Mr. and Mrs. S. Bradford
Morse. Her father went West around
the Horn and her mother crossed the
plains. In addition to her son and
his two children, Mary Louise and
Bradford M. Melvin, Jr., Mrs. Mel
vin leaves two sisters, Bliss Mary A.
Morse and Mrs. Jenkin B. John.

Dr. McCormick Speaks at Wooster,
O., Lodge Dedication Meeting

The dedication of the new addi
tion to its home and the initiation of
the Dr. Edward J. McCormick Class
of 72 candidates made January 16 a
memorable day in the history of
Wooster, 0., Lodge, No. 1346. The
Grand Exalted Ruler attended the
various functions in connection with
the occasion, including the meeting
at 4 P.M. of the officers of the Ohio
State Elks Association. The dedica
tion banquet was held at six o'clock,
with the big meeting being opened
at 7:15 by P.E.R. Judge Walter J.
Mougey who made the introductions
and Mayor William Long, a member
of Wooster Lodge, delivering the ad
dress of welcome. The dedication
ceremonies followed, after which the
candidates were initiated by the
State officers. State Pres. Charles L.
Haslop of Newark was the next
speaker on the program, and the
closing address was the principal one
of the evening, the inspiring talk
given by Dr. McCormick.

The Building Committee was ap
pointed by E.R. James E. Kardos
last Fall. P.E.R. Paul K. Weitzel was
made Chairman. The plans and speci
fications were drawn in keeping with
the lodge's immediate finances. The
building is now adequate for all lodge
purposes and presents a handsome
appearance both within and without.

Right: The Boise, Ida., Elks Band
iohich recently entertained in
honor of the Lodge Secretary,
John Case, on "Jack Case ISigkt",
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At top: Three 50-year members
of Youngstown, Ohio, Lodge icho
were entertained recently at a tes
timonial dinner in their honor.
They are Past Exalted Ruler Ed
win D. Haseltine, John Ramsey

and Chester Little.

Anaconda Lodge Holds First
Americanization Meeting in Montana

The first Americanization Meeting
in the State of Montana was held
under the auspices of Anaconda,
Mont., Lodge, No. 239, in the audi
torium of th& local Junior High
School. The attendance was so large
that seating facilities were inade-

m

Above: Football coaches Andy
Kerr, Colgate; Percy tocey, Ore
gon State; Bernie Biermann, Min-
nesota, and Biff Jones, Nebraska,
broadcasting over Station KCO, San
Francisco, on San Rafael, Calif.,
Lodge's Father and Son !>/ight.

quate. By order of Mayor T. J. Mc-
Carvel, a member of No. 239, the
streets of the city were decorated
with flags and the day proclaimed
"Americanization Day." U. g. Sena
tor Burton K. Wheeler, of Butte
Mont., Lodge, No. 240, made a spe
cial trip from Washington, D. C to
participate as principal speaker at
the Anaconda meeting and a similar



i i:
f

At top: Old Time Elks of Warren,
Ohio, most of whom are 30-year
members. Warren Lodge mourns
the death of E. A. ISeal, tcho is

standing farthest left.

one at Butte. Other speakers were
Congressman-elect Dr. J. Thorkel-
son; Ed Johnson, Pres. of the Mont.
State Elks Assn.; Oscar Johnson,
Grand Master of the Masons of Mon
tana, and Harry M. Johnson, imme
diate Past National Vice-Commander
of the American Legion, all of whom
are members of Anaconda Lodge of
Elks; Prof. W. K. Dwyer, Superin
tendent of Schools; the Rev. Father

#

f

D. B. Harrington, Butte, represent
ing the Knights of Columbus, and
Frank Finnegan, Legislator and Act
ing Postmaster.

Anaconda Lodge recently initiated
a large class of candidates in honor
of Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. Edward
J. McCormick.

Sunday Radio Broadcasts Are Given
by Kansas City, Mo., Lodge

Weekly Sunday afternoon broad
casts from four to four-thirty are
given by Kansas City, Mo., Lodge,
No. 26. The programs were formerly

Below: The Boy * Scout Troop
sponsored by Great Bend, Kans.,
Lodge at a party held for them.

i

Above: Officers aud members of
Renovo, Pa., Lodge with members
of a class of candidates recently
initiated in honor of Past Grand
Exalted Ruler John K. Tener.

broadcasted over Station KITE, but
the first of the year a change was
made and they are now sent out at
the same time from the lodge home.

Howard Wade Kinney, formerly
with the Dr. Cadman program in
New York City, is in charge. Con^
munity singing, a five-minute speech
by one of the lodge niembers wjios
talk pertains to the Order,
by Esquire A. P. Nilles and otners



Top: Officers of Marion, Ohio,
Lodge with Miss Marilyn Meseke,
who teas "Miss America" of 1938.
The occasion teas that of the
Lodge's annual "Frog Leg Dinner",

selected every Sunday are presented.
E. Harry Kelly, one of the best
known band and orchestra leaders in
Kansas City, is the pianist. E.R.
Joseph N. Miniace, without whose
unceasing efforts the broadcasts
would never have been originated,
also gives a five-minute talk every
Sunday. This is a permanent pro
gram and broadcasts will continue
until Summer. They will be renewed
in the early Fall, and the lodge ex
pects to present even bigger and
better broadcasts than those which
at the present time are bringing
letters and messages expressing
popular approval.

Memorial Plaque Dedicated at
Mahanoy City, Pa., Lodge

A large and beautiful bronze
plaque, the gift to Mahanoy City,
Pa., Lodge, No. 695, by P.E.R. Lloyd
W. Fahler, in memory of his wife,
Mary Kaier Fahler, and his brother-
in-law, Charles F. Kaier, was dedi
cated by Past Grand Exalted Ruler
Charles H. Grakelow, of Philadel
phia, during the annual Memorial
Sei-vices held by the lodge. Mr.
Grakelow, introduced by Secy.
George J. Post, delivered an address
of great eloquence. E.R. Herbert C.
Noakes, expertly assisted by his
officers, performed the ritualistic

Above: A happy student of the
Crippled Children's School in
Buffalo receives toys and candy
from E.R. John J. Love and
Charles W. Reis of Buffalo Lodge.

work, and a beautiful musical pro
gram was rendered. D.D. Scott E.
Drum, of Hazleton, was the princi
pal speaker at the formal presenta
tion of the tablet.

Marion, Ind., Lodge Active in
Fraternal and Charitable Work

A venison dinner was given by
Marion, Ind., Lodge, No. 195, on
December 7 in honor of D.D. Carl
T. Bartlett of Muncie. The venison
was obtained by several of the mem
bers while on a hunting trip in north
ern Michigan. Special entertainment
was presented. The banquet was
followed by a meeting, one of the
largest ever held by Marion Lodge.

As its main charitable activity
of the year, the lodge is again fur
nishing every needy, deserving child
in the local city schools with new
clothing. As a result the most favor
able publicity has been received, and
the Elks find that they are regarded
by the children who have been
"dressed up", as real, year-round
Santa Clauses.

Houston, Tex., Elks Prepare to Bid
For 1940 Grand Lodge Reunion

At the Grand Lodge Convention
in St. Louis next July, Houston,
Texas, Lodge, No. 151, will submit

an invitation to the Grand Lodge to
hold the 1940 Reunion in Houston.
Anticipating a favorable decision,
the lodge has spent $11,101.45 for
improvements during the past year
and a half. E.R. M. A. deBettencourt
has stated that the first half of the
job is finished and that with a few
more changes, which include the air
conditioning of a large part of the
building, one highly important part
of the arrangements will have been
completed; When the invitation is
formally made, Houston Lodge will
have at its disposal every facility
for the dispensing of hospitality and
performance of the obligations of
a lodge acting as host to a national
convention of the Order.

Figures in the records show that
the amount of $5,210.39 has been
spent for redecorating and repairs
and almost five hundred on machin
ery improvements, with new equip
ment added at a cost of $5,426.99.
The sum of $1,604.97 was spent in
the athletic department to improve
the bowling alleys, swimming pool,
gymnasium, handball courts and
locker rooms, and $1,323.69 was ex
pended in converting an old dining
room into one of the smartest cock
tail lounge and dining rooms in
Houston—"The Orchid Room." Mr.
deBettencourt emphasized the fact
that all of the improvements were
paid for promptly upon completion,
thus enabling the lodge to take ad
vantage of sizeable discounts in
almost every ease.

Kansas Elks Provide Eye Glasses
For Needy Students

For almost two years the Kansas
State Elks Association, through its
member lodges, has been supplying
eye glasses to indigent students. The
work was adopted as one of its
major activities in May, 1937, and a

Miss Eleanor Fox of Van Wert,
Ohio, who was awarded the yearly
scholarship to the Karr Business
University by Van Wert Lodge.
Each year the Lodge gives a
worthy student of the local high
school an opportunity for higher

education.
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At top: The Harrison C. Eacho
Class recently initiated into Rich

mond, Va., Lodge.

Above: The prize-winning band of
Great JSeck, !^. F., lodge and the

Lodge officers.

Above: Standing, a class of candidates which was inUiated into BeUevilje,
III., Lodge recently by the championship Ritualistic Team of Lincoln, III.,

Lodge, seated.

Children's Welfare Committee was this activity and voted its continu-
formed to assist in carrying on the ance. In furnishing
work. Past Exalted Ruler William member lodges ?f the
J. Duval, of Hutchinson Lodge, was cost, and the Children s Welfaie
appointed Chairman. Three hun- Committee pays the remainder.
dred students in the State of Kan- One of the most enthusiastic sup-
sas received glasses the first year porters of the project has been Hut-
The various school authorities have chinson Lodge No. 453. In 1937-38
since repoi-ted that all have shown this lodge provided eighty pairs of
an improvement in their school eye glasses for students and from
work. At its 1938 annual conven- last September to the middle of De-
tion, the Association again endorsed cember, it supplied thirty-six more.

Telluride, Colo., Lodge Dedicates
Its New Home

Members of Telluride, Colo.,
Lodge, No. 692, joined by Elks from
Ouray, Colo., Lodge, No. 492, held
dedication ceremonies on December
1 for the new home recently com
pleted by Telluride Lodge. D.D. Al
bert H. Diemer, of Leadville, made
his official visit that evening, and,
assisted by Grand Lodge members
from Ouray and Telluride lodges,
dedicated the home.

The ceremonies were preceded by
a turkey dinner attended by over
100 members and visitors and were
followed by a meeting featured by
the initiation of 13 candidates, ine
class was named for and initiated m
honor of P.D.D. Judge Geo|-|e^ Yci
Biu(^, of Montrose. In talks
the District Deputy's address,

-were made by Past State ^re^-
Henry B. Zanella, Ouray, and
Charles J. Schuler, Tellunde.

Spokane, Wash., Elks Burn Mortgage
and Bonds on Lodse Home

The $355,000 home of Spokane,
Wash., Lodge, No. 228, an Italian
Renaissance structure of great archi
tectural beauty, is entirely free oi
debt, the last mortgage amounting
to $120,000, and redeemed bonds,
amounting.to the same sum, having
been burned with ceremony on last
November 2 before a crowd of 3,000
spectators. The ceremony opened
with the march of the members
through the door of the home to a



brilliantly-lighted and appropriately-
decorated incinerator, which had
been set up on the street. They
marched two by two, each bearing a
bond on the issue of which the lodge
had never defaulted a payment and
which was paid up two years before
the due date. P.E.R. Dr. John
H. O'Shea, Chairman of the origi
nal IBuilding Committee, assisted by
P.E.R. Nave G. Lein, Chairman of
the Mortgage-Burning Committee,
and E.R. Walter R. Horn touched
a torch to the mortgage. The bonds
were added to its embers, almost fill
ing the large screen incinerator,
which was resplendently painted and
surrounded at the base by torches of
vari-hued light.

The nearly 2,000 Elks assembled
in the auditorium later heard P.E.R.
R. W. Nuzum, a charter member, re
view the lodge's history. Senior
P.E.R. W. F Connor, Secretary for
31 years, was paid high tribute, and
Fred M. Skadan, who was Exalted
Ruler in 1919, when Dr. O'Shea pre
sented the new building resolution,
was presented with a watci'i by
P.E.R. C. Clare Cater. The Elks
Quartette figured in a fine musical
program and refreshments were
served. The festivities were resumed
the next evening. Banquet reserva
tions were made for 2,500 Elks, and
their ladies, most of whom remained

At bottom: The orchestra and cast
of the Minstrel Shoto recently
given hy Salida, Colo; hodge^
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Above: Officers and Past Exalted Rulers of Ely, I>/ev., Lodge photographed during
the course of a banquet given for D.D. Doctor J. t. Cherry.

for the dancing, cards and supper,
which concluded the two-day cele
bration.

"Charter Members Night"
Observed at Pulaski, Va., Lodge

The meeting of Pulaski, Va.,
Lodge, No. 1067, on December 2,
was outstanding from several stand
points. D.D. Charles W. Proffitt, of
Clifton Forge, made his official visit,
the R. R. Moore Class was initiated
by the local officers, headed by E.R.
H. R. Inboden, and the Treasurer
announced the final payment on the
Pulaski Lodge home, which is valued
at nearly $75,000.

The meeting was designated
"Charter Members Night" and 10 of
the 14 surviving charter members
were present. Each was presented
with a silver dollar of 1907, the year
of the lodge's institution. During
the evening the lodge voted $50 to
help in the purchase of an artificial
limb for a young resident of the city,
and a $50 donation to the Police De
partment's Empty Stocking Fund.

Elks of Houston, Tex., Lodge un
veil a plaque to the memory of
Sergeant Ernest D. Shock, a
Houston Elk killed in France.
American Legion Posts of Houston

furnished a guard of honor.



Two Recent Events Held by San
Francisco, Calif., Lodge

A large attendance greeted D.D.
Sherwood Jones, of Alameda, on the
night of his official visit to San Fran
cisco, Calif., Lodge, No. 3, among
those present being Past Grand Ex
alted Ruler William M. Abbott and
many other Past Exalted Rulers of
San Francisco Lodge. E.R. John J.
McMahon extended a hearty wel
come, and a large number of candi
dates was initiated. Talks by Mr.
Abbott and the District Deputy con
tained messages of import and in
spiration and were well received.

Preceding District Deputy Night
by a few weeks, a-joint celebration
by San Francisco Elks and Legion
naires from Zane Irwin Post, No. 93,
brought an immense crowd to the
lodge home. The Legionnaires
brought with them their national
championship brass band, which, led
by Ralph Murray, Conductor, enter
tained their hosts with a choice pro
gram at the close of initiation cere
monies, in which a large class was
initiated into the Post. Commander
Royal E. Handles, who is also a mem
ber of the local lodge of Elks, was in
^arge. Henry Wurkheim, Inner
Guard of No. 3, was a member of

class. Dr. John P. O'Brien,
Dr. John L. Murphy and Anthony
Boicelli assisted in the initiatory
work. Reuel Pomeroy delivered a
spirited address on Americanism,
and U. F. Stewart, a member of both
organizations, acted as master of
ceremonies.

Elks of Kansas West District Meet
With Augusta, K'ans., Lodge

One of the largest meetings ever
held in the Kansas West District was
5^®}° recently at Augusta Lodge, No.
1402. It was attended by represen-

of Winfield, El Dorado,Wichita, Newton, Hutchinson, Pratt
^'ttsburg, Kans., and Bartles-

ville, Okla., Lodges, and brought
out a fine percentage of the local
membership.

The evening began with a dinner
served at the Pollock Cafe to 42
visitors and the Augusta officers. A
concert was given by the Elks Band.
Lodge convened at 8 P. M. A class
was initiated and a number of inter
esting talks were given, among the
^eakers being the two District
Deputies of Kansas, Ben W. Weir
Pittsburg and S. E. Patterson!
Augusta. A Dutch Lunch was served.

An Inter-City Meeting Is Held at
Wapakoneta, O., Lodge

Winter activities in Wapakoneta,
O., Lodge, No. 1170, were given a

Rtght: Elks of Kansas City, Mo.,
Lodge and ladies who participate
tn the broadcast each Sunday
over Station KITE by Kansas City
Lodge. Community singing and
*jj* heard and a five-minuteaddress pertaining to the Order,
'he program .sponsors relief for

the needy.

decided impetus at an inter-city
meeting held in the lodge home re
cently, attended by 400. Elks of
Western Ohio. Lima Lodge was rep
resented by 50 members, and smaller
delegations attended from Green
ville, Sidney, Van Wert, Kenton,
Fostoria and Piqua. Forty members
of Cincinnati Lodge made the 130-
mile trip by motor bus.

A class of 20 candidates was initi
ated into Wapakoneta Lodge by
officers of Cincinnati Lodge headed

by E.R. Jacob Auer. A miale quar
tette, accompanied by electric organ
music, sang during the ceremonies.
P.E.R. Harry Kahn of Wapakoneta
was Master of Ceremonies. Charles
L. Haslop, Newark, Pres. of the Ohio
State Elks Assn., Past State Pres.'s
John F. Fussinger and Ernst Von
Bargen, Cincinnati, P.D.D. 0. J.
Shafer, Elyria, Chairman of the
State Membership Committee, and
James Armitage, Chairman of State
Activities, addressed the meeting.
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Above: Afloat entered by Springfield, Mo., Lodge in a recent parade.

Above: The Dance Committee of Washington, D. €., Lodge which has done
much for the successful social season of the Lodge.



Waterloo, la., Lodge Buys Artificial
Hand For Accident Victim

Sympathy for the victim of a
tragic accident and the desire to
help him in the reconstruction of his
life, led the Elks of Waterloo, la..
Lodge, No. 290, to purchase for Jack
Greenley, a student of the East
Junior High School, an artificial
hand of the latest and most ingenious
type. With it the lad has mastered
the use of table silver. He can write,
carry things and even take off his
shoes. After a few hours' training
at the Des Moines establishment
where the hand was bought, the
delighted boy was surprising his
friends with his skill.

Returning from the Municipal
Bathing Beach last July, young
Greenley fell under a switching train.
He lost his left arm near the shoulder
and his right near the wrist. Cour
age and a good physical condition
won the battle for recovery. Now,
aided by this remarkable device, he
is able to help himself, and is plan
ning enthusiastically to earn his liv
ing when he finishes school. He has

Above: Officers, P.E.R.'s and Old
Timers of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge
on the occasion of the reunion of

the **Twenty-five Year Club".

expressed his determination to re
pay the lodge for what it has done
for him. The Elks, however, are not
thinking about that. They are en
joying the grateful handshake with
which they are greeted, for shaking
hands is another of the accomplish
ments the boy has attained, and
there seems to be no limit to what
he will yet do with the aid of his
new right hand.

New Hampshire Night Celebrated
at Newton, Mass., Lodge

More than 500 Elks gathered in
the home of Newton, Mass., Lodge,
No. 1327, when "New Hampshire
Night" was celebrated by Newton
Lodge with a dinner and meeting.

Belotv are children of St. An
thony's Orphanage tcho have been
entertained several times by /Vctc
Kensington, Pa., Lodge. Standing
behind them are some of the local

Elks.

.

Among the New Hampshire lodges
represented were Portsmouth, Dover,
Rochester, Manchester, Concord and
Nashua. The delegations were
headed by D.D. Ralph G. McCarthy,
of Portsmouth, and their respective
Exalted Rulers. E.R. Douglas D.
Furbush, of Newton Lodge, who con
ducted the meeting, announced the
presence of a group from Newbury-
port, where the next Convention of
the Mass. State Elks Assn. will be
held. Also present were 25 Exalted
Rulers of Massachusetts lodges, in
cluding Waltham Lodge, headed by
E.R. J. Arthur Burke.

The principal speakers were P.E.R.
Harry 0. Mudgett, Framingham,
Mass., Chairman of the State Ritu
alistic Committee, and Arthur J.
Harty, Winchester, Mass., 3rd State
Vice-Pres. P.E.R. Edwin 0. Childs,
Mayor of Newton, made a short wel
coming address. After the dinner,
a boxing program was directed by
"Doc" Almy, sports writer and mem
ber of Newton Lodge. Professional
entertainment was in charge of
Joseph Delaney.

I



Social and Charitable Activities of
Alatneda, Calif., Lodge

Headed by Est. Lead. Knight
Owen White, the Social and Com
munity Welfare Committee of Ala-
meda, Calif., Lodge, No. 1015, has
for several months been providing
shows for "shut-ins." This is the
first time such a plan has been tried
out in the locality. The Elks pre
senting the shows have exhibited
moving picture films in the homes
of well over 50 families, meeting
so much success that they have in
creased their efforts. More numer
ous and varied programs are being
given, with the Elks providing their
own films and projectors.

Two big "Nights" took place at
Alameda Lodge before the close of
the year. The ofiicial visit of D.D.
Sherwood Jones, P.E.R., was fea
tured by the Initiation of a large
class of new members. An excep
tional dinner on Ladies Night was
followed by the presentation of
"Rhythm in Rhyme," an amateur
production put on by Alameda Elks
and their ladiea. Original music
was written for the show by a mem
ber, Russell J. Franck. Over 700
persons crowded the lodge rooms
where the performance was given.

Or. McCormick Is Entertained
by Fort Wayne, Ind., Lodge

Fort-Wayne, Ind., Lodge, No. 155,
entertained Grand Exalted Ruler Dr.
Edward J. McCormick on December
17 at one of its famous chicken pie
dinners. Later members and guests
adjourned to the lodge room where
the Grand Exalted Ruler was intro
duced by E.R. Lynn A. Fonner.
Mayor Harry W. Baals, who had re
cently been initiated into the local
lodge, welcomed the distinguished
visitor to the city. P.E.R. Louis F.
Crosby, P.D.D., spoke briefly.
TV patriotic address.Dr. McCormick declared that "we
mu^ continue to keep America and
Its I'lag safe forever." He mentioned
the American Legion a number of
times and spoke of the fight against

being carried on by
both the Legion and the Order of

Grand Exalted Ruler is
himself a member of the Legion and
many Elk-Legionnaires were in the
audience. A record crowd of Elks

cities in the tri-State area of
northwestern Ohio, southern Michi
gan and northeastern Indiana as
well as the Indiana North Central
iJistrict in which Fort Wayne is

Ji. Th^ Crinnled Children's Committee of Paterson, N. J., Lodge on theof .he Ja.ne, E. Taylor plague by ,l.e Co...n,,„eeoccasion oj m memorr of their former Chairman.

before the home

I /Vc6., Lodge arelocal Elks celebrating the visit of
^rand Exalted Ruler Dr. Edtcard
J. McCormick. In the front row
IS Doctor McCormick tcith Past
Orand Exalted Ruler Frank L.
Rain, to left of him, and E.R. Dr.
Carroll Evans, to right of him.
•State Pres. J. C. Travis of Omaha
stands behind and bettveen Mr.

Rain and Doctor McCormick.

located was in attendance. D.D.
Harry D. Forney of Warsaw was
among the prominent Elks of the
State who were present.

Numerous Special Nights Held
by Bluffton, Ind., Lodge

Bluffton, Ind., Lodge, No. 796, IS
carrying out a full winter program.
Family Nights are popular. On one
of these occasions a turkey dinner
was served for 410 Elks and thenwives IftLnoon bridge parties
for the ladies and social sessions
L Saturday Nights for which no
charge is made are also on the pro
eram. The meeting on District
Deputy Night, December 7, was

r\

given over entirely to Americanism.
D.D. Harry D. Forney of Warsaw
made his official visit and Past State
Pres. 0. Ray Miner, also of Warsaw,
was the principal speaker. A steak
dinner was served.

A new bronze Memorial Tablet
has been installed in the reading
room along with pictures of the
lodge's Past Exalted Rulers. After
the Holidays, the popular plan of
showing moving pictures, and pro
viding a good speaker on every
regular meeting night, was adopted.

Below: A float, enterefl in a recent
parade by Marion, Ind., Lodge,
which, tvith the marching delega-

tion, won first prize.
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Above: The Double Quartette of
Santa Aua, Calif., Lodge which
tvon recognition in the 1937 Elks

JSatinnal Glee Club Contest.

I ^

Beloic: Oncers of Council Bluffs,
la.. Lodge at a stag party held in
honor of the official vinit of D.D.
Robert C. Turner of Sioux City,

Above: Toledo Elks as they
honored Grand Exalted Ruler Doc
tor Edward J. McCorinick at a
dinner. Fifty-three candidates

and their sponsors attended.

Leechburgy Pa., Lodge Gives a
Dinner for P.D.D. C. O. Morris

A Testimonial Dinner was given
on January 11 by Leechburg, Pa..
Lodge, No. 377, in honor of P.E.R.
Clarence O. Morris, P.D.D., Past
Pres. of the Pa. Central District
Assn., and present Chairman of the
State Board of Trustees. Mr. Morris
has been made a Life Member of
Leechburg Lodge which he has
served faithfully in many capacities
since his initiation 37 years ago.

The dinner was held in the social
rooms of the First Presbyterian
Church and attended by 150 Elks.
P.E.R. J. A. Bowers acted as Toast-
master and brief speeches were made
by Exalted Ruler Parker D. Baker
and many other members of the
Order. Esteemed Loyal Knight T. E.
Tench presented Mr. Morris with a
diamond-set Elks charm and chain
as a gift from his lodge.

Belotv: Ofiicers of lola, Kans.,
Lodge and part of the Melvin
Fronk Class. Seated center is
Mr. Fronk and behind him is his
son, Hoicard, who was a member

of the class.
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Ski Tournament Sponsored by
Aspen, Colo., Lodge a Big Success

Aspen, Colo., Lodge, No. 224, spon
sored the first big ski tournament
of the year held on the famous Roch
run at Aspen. The tourney was open
to entries from all parts of the State
and was witnessed by a crowd in
excess of 1,500 persons. The lodge
hung up a beautiful ski trophy for
the winning team and also provided
several attractive medals for indivi
dual contestants. Although the As
pen team placed first, the Grand
Junction Ski Club received the Elks
trophy as winner among the six out
side teams on hand for the competi
tion. First place among the visit-

Above is a group of distinguished
ISeic Jersey Elks tcho attended an
annual party to Crippled Children
given by Trenton, IS. J., Lodge.
Past Grand Exalted Ruler James
T. Hallinan, center, presented

gifts to the children.

ing skiers went to Ed Grant of. the
Grand Junction Club. Jerry Hiatt,
of the Aspen team, was high man of
the tournament, making the
hill race in the thrilling time of 38
seconds, and the slalom in 1:14:1.
The Grand Junction skiers turned m
remarkable times, all the more sen
sational because the course was new
to them and there had been no time
for practice runs.

The Aspen Elks held open house
after the meet. Members of Grand
Junction Lodge No. 575 had been
specially invited and a large delega
tion attended. The local and visiting
Elks also participated in the festivi
ties the preceding night when the
Aspen Ski Club gave a dance in the
local armory.

Cumberland, Md., Lodge Holds a
Mortgage-Burning Celebration

On January 4 Cumberland, Md.,
Lodge, No. 63, celebrated the burn
ing of the mortgage on its beautiful
home and also the tenth year of occu
pancy of the building. P.E.R. Lewis
M. Wilson, who was the Exalted
Ruler presiding at the first meeting
in the new home, was the principal
speaker. Baltimore, Frostburg and
Hagerstown, Md., Washington, D.C.,
Martinsburg and Elkins, W. Va., and
Johnstown, Pa., Lodges were repre
sented in the crowd of 250 Elks who
attended the ceremonies which were
arranged by P.E.R. Arthur B. Gib
son. A floor show and a pig roast
were features of the social session.

Left: The Police Force of Bis
marck, !\. D., who are all Elks.

Belotv: The Doctor Edtcard /• Mc-
Cormick Class which was initiated
into Saginaw, Mich., Lodge not

long ago.



At top: Officers of Concordia,
Kans., Lodge and a class of cnn-
didates which they recently ini

tiated into Salina Lodge.-

Chicago Lodge No. 4 Celebrates
"Mayor Edward J. Kelly Night"

The Hon. Edward J. Kelly, Mayor
of Chicago, was given an ovation by
300 of his fellow Elks on January 12
when his lodge, Chicago, III., No. 4,
celebrated "Mayor Ed Kelly Night."
The event took place in the lodge
home. Mr. Kelly was introduced by
Isaac A. Doff, Chairman of the Testi
monial. Mr. Doff called attention to
the fact that the Order of Elks is
non-political, and his invitation to
join in acclaiming Mayor Kelly was
met with a wholehearted enthusiasm
that left no doubt as to the affection
with which the Mayor was regarded
by every Elk present. In his remarks
Mr. Kelly ignored political issues,
dwelling upon the pride he had felt
when he was initiated 21 years ago
and the thrill he was experiencing
that night in being so honored.
Among the speakers, all of whom
paid high ti-ibute to the guest of the
evening, were Frank J. Jacobson,
Chicago, Chairman of the Legisla
tive Committee of the Elks National
Bowling League; P.E.R.'s Archie H.
Cohen, Federal Referee in Bank
ruptcy, former Representative Sid
ney Lyon, Harry Eugene Eckland
and Irving Eisenman, and many

others prominent in the civil life of
the city. It was declared in more
than one speech during the evening
that no call from Chicago Lodge for
aid of any kind had ever gone un
heeded by Edward Kelly.

The Exalted Ruler, Arthur H.
Gunther, presented Mr. Kelly with
an engrossed and handsomely framed
membership certificate, which now
occupies a prominent place in the
Mayor's office. The festivities were
concluded with entertainment from
the 606 Club, Chez Paree and other
local Night Clubs, and a buffet
supper was served.

Gratifying Progress Reported
by Janesville, Wis., Lodge

Fourteen leading citizens of Janes
ville, Wis., were initiated into Janes
ville Lodge No. 254 recently and
eleven former members reinstated.
It is expected that numerous class
initiations will take place during the
year for the lodge has gone forward
at a rapid pace for many months.
Plans call for the initiation of a
large class early this month, dedi
cated to Americanization.

Additional improvements on the
lodge home are to be made in addi
tion to those already completed and
paid for. New furniture has been
purchased for the club rooms, all of
which have been remodeled and re
decorated. A new cocktail lounge

Above: Some of the 500 persons
who attended the sixth annual
banquet held by Muskegon, Mich.,
Lodge. Football coach Lynn Wal
dorf of I\orthtvestern University is

shotvn speaking.

has been installed. Janesville Lodge
has an excellent record for civic and
charitable achievements and its
financial condition is better than it
has been in many years.

Anaheim, Calif., Lodge Honors
Grand Lodge Officer, L. A. Lewis

For the first time in its history,
Anaheim, Calif., Lodge, No. 1345,
has issued a life membership card.
As a mark of regard, and apprecia
tion of his long and unselfish work
on behalf of the Order as well as
his lodge, P.E.R. L. A. Lewis, P.D.D.,
Past Pres. of the Calif. State Elks
Assn., and a present member of the
Grand Lodge Committee on Judi
ciary, was chosen for this honor at
a meeting attended by 250 members.
The vote to grant a life membei'ship
to Mr. Lewis was unanimous.

Mr. Lewis was born and brought
up in Anaheim. Following his gradu
ation at the University of California
in Berkeley, he was admitted to the
Bar and has become one of the most
widely known attorneys in and
around Los Angeles.

(^Continued on page 52)



Dixon. Illinois, Lodge Presents a
Candidate for Grand Exalted Ruler

Dixon, m., Lodge, No. 779, in regular session
on January 23, 1939, adopted the following Reso
lution :

"It is hereby Resolved that Dixon Lodge INo.
779 of the Benevolent and Protective Order ot
Elks, present Henry C. Warner of Dixon, Illinois,
for the office of Grand Exalted Ruler and
its officers to arrange for his nomination at the
75th session of the Grand Lodge to be held at bt.
Louis, Missouri, in July, 1939, and that tne
Exalted Ruler appoint a committee of members
of the Lodge to effectuate this Resolution.

With the unanimous adoption of the Resolunon,
such committee was appointed, headed
Exalted Ruler the Hon. John P. Devine as Chair
man and the Exalted Ruler, Mayor William v.
Slothower, Vice-Chairman. _

Henry C. Warner was initiated into Dixon
Lodge in 1920. The crippled children program
carried on by the Elks of Illinois attracted Ifi™,
membership in the beginning and has held nis
interest and benefited from his efforts throughou
the years of his service in Dixon Lodge aM m
the wider activities of the Order at ^arge. He is
the present Vice-Chairman of the Crippled Chil
dren's Commission of the Illinois State
Association and, appointed by Governor Henry
Horner, is Chairman of the Illinois State Crippiea
Children's Commission. One of Dixon's
prominent attorneys, Mr. Warner is a Past
dent of the Lee County Bar Association and of tne
Sixth Supreme Court District Bar AssociatiOT.
He has served two terms as a member of the
Board of Governors, Illinois Bar Associ^ion.
Locally, he is President of the Dixon Water Com

pany, a director of the Dixon Home Telephone
Company, a director of the- City National Bank
in Dixon and of the Dixon Theatre Company.

The long list of offices which Mr. Warner has
held as an Elk is most impressive. Having served
as Esquire, then as Esteemed Loyal Knight, Es
teemed Leading Knight and Exalted Ruler of
Dixon Lodge, he was appointed in 1927 to serve as
District Deputy for the Illinois Northwest Dis
trict. In 1930 he became a member of the Grand
Lodge Committee on Judiciary, serving until 1982,
when he was appointed Grand Esquire at the
Grand Lodge Convention in Birmingham, Ala
bama. In 1933-34 he served another year on the
Grand Lodge Committee on Judiciary. In 1935
he became a member of the Board of Grand Trus
tees, serving that year as Secretary, and in 1936-
37, 1937-38 and the present year, 1938-39, as Ap
proving Member of the Board.

Mr. Warner has always been in demand as a
speaker at public meetings, at meetings of sub
ordinate lodges both within his own State and
elsewhere, and has delivered numerous Memorial
Addresses. He has given the Illinois State Elks
Association ardent and continuous cooperation and
has been responsible for the success of many of its
projects. In 1926 he acted as Exalted Ruler of the
State Association's All Star Ritualistic Team. He
was elected to the State Presidency in 1929.

Dixon Lodge is rightfully proud of the honor
of being able to present as a candidate for Grand
Exalted Ruler one of its own members—a man
whose reputation for integrity and outstanding
ability as a leader is nation-wide—Henry C.
Warner, Grand Trustee.

Charleroi, Pa., Lodge Presents Grand
Secretary J. Edgar Masters for Reelection

At the 75th Session of the Grand
Loage in St. Louis, Mo., this coming
July, Charleroi, Pa., Lodge, No. 494,
will present Grand Secretary J. Ed
gar Masters, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler of the Order, and a Past Ex
alted Ruler of Charleroi Lodge, as
its candidate for reelection as Grand
Secretary. The intelligent and suc
cessful performance of his important
duties as Grand Secretary since his
40

first election in 1927, has proven Mr.
Masters' special fitness for this im
portant Grand Lodge office. Charleroi
Lodge has been happy to endorse his
administrations by presenting him
as a candidate for reelection at each
subsequent Grand Lodge Convention.
Each year his election has been
unanimous.

Since 1911, when he was Chair
man of the Grand Lodge Auditing

Committee, Mr. Masters has served
on various Grand Lodge Committees.
He was Chairman of the Board of
Grand Trustees for three years. At
the close of his term as Grand Ex
alted Ruler in 1923, he was appointed
a member of the Elks National Me
morial Headquarters Commission, in
which capacity he served until he
took up his duties as Grand Secre
tary.

^1



Night of Swords

a Yankee in the house. He's stolen
my cipher and killed Caesar."

It shocked him fully awake, and he
started to ask questions as he pulled
on his boots.

"What cipher?" he asked.
"Trafford gave me one," I said

shortly. "But don't talk. Just come
along. He's still in here, because
everything is locked."

He was at my heels when I stepped
into the hall again. We passed the
girl's door, and I told him, "Take the
top floor—I've covered downstairs."

His voice faintly mocking, made
me turn around and face him,
"What're you going to do, cousin?"
he said.

"You fool!" I ground out. "I'm not
love-making. I want to see if Miss
Rodney is—"

"Is in there?" he asked innocently.
"Is safe, blast you!" What ailed

the jackass, anyhow?
His short laugh grated on my ears

as he stumbled away, and I began to
knock on the door.

I heard her voice, almost instantly,
sharp and distinct, and I wasted no
time. "I've got to speak to you—
hurry!" I called.

I could hear her run to the door
and unlock it. Then I was talking
confusedly, telling her of what had
happened . . . until I saw her left
hand. And what I saw there, at this
frightful hour, made the cold sweat
stand out on my brow.

She was holding tightly to that
accursed hat-box!

I_ WANTED to laugh. Some terrible
curiosity made me study that box
hungrily. But I checked myself be
cause it was no time for foolishness.

I told her, "Bolt your door and
stay here. Don't open it until I come
back."

And the first thing tliat happened
when I reached the bottom of the
stairs was that I collided head-on
with Fitz.

"Did you find anything?" I de
manded.

He didn't answer that. Instead, he
said something that made goose-
pimples rise on my skin.

"Did youV was what he said.
I swung away from him, cursing

him to hell, and began to comb the
ground floor again.

The thudding of the explosions
were like gunfire, riddling my heart.
I was turning over those words of
Fitz's, telling myself it couldn't be
. . . yet, she was a Yankee, the only
Yankee here in this securely locked-
up house. Why had she clung to that
damned box so fiercely? And a wo
man with that fire and courage,
driven into a corner, could even have
killed old Caesar!

{Continued from page 7)

I could see Mr. Davis' tired face;
I was trying to force myself to re
member those ragged men in the
soaking rifle-pits at Petersburg. My
father had died for the Confederate
cause, and I, his son, had betrayed
my trust.

My feet were wooden, dragging as
I turned toward the stairs and heard
Fitz's insane roar, "You damned
Yankee! I'll clip your wings!"

I heard it dully, nauseated, until
Honora's screams came.

Then, God help me, damnation was
on my soul for what I next did.

I reached the landing, in that
red glare I saw Fitz grappling with
her, half dragging, half crushing her
in his madman's hold. He was slob
bering in mixed anger and passion,
and she was fighting like a tigress,
clawing, biting.

"Fitz!" I yelled at him. "You—"
He turned to me, cursing. I grabbed

him, tugging, and he threw me off.
I tripped, rolled down the stairs,
came up again blindly, the candle
out, and my sword in my hand.
In the hall's red illumination he saw
me. There was something deadly
about the way he drew his saber.

He came at me like a thunderbolt,
plunging down the stairs, slashing
and swinging the blade like an
avenging fury.

"You spy lover!" he screamed at
me. "You damnable traitor!"

I slipped on the loose carpet,
struck one knee and felt an explosion
across the back of my head that half
blinded me. I could feel a wet smear
where his saber had bitten in. I had
to get up those stairs to the top; he
would kill me if I remained below.
So I slashed at his legs, and he went
back up slowly, his blade whistling
and zinging about my ears.

Step by step, I made him give
ground. I knew I was fighting for
my life now, and I fought as a man
does at such a time. I blinked as his
sword flashed under my eyes, but I
never stopped swinging. I made it,
at last, and we stood there, on a level,
amidst that clangor of ringing steel.

He was strong, and such human
fury I had never seen, not even on
that bloody day at Cold Harbor. That
saber came at me like death's own
windmill, and he drove me against
the wall before I could collect my
senses. Then I began to push off the
wall, and my own blade leaped at his
like a live thing. I drove him clear
back into the girl's room. In a blur,
I could see her crouching against
the great four-poster.

Suddenly Fitz lost his head and
swung to finish me for good. I saw
the slash coming, and when he moved
his shoulder back for the attempt,

I stepped in. It was a short thrust,
but it was enough. My blade went
deep into his throat.

I lighted the candles before I bent
to look, I kept telling myself I was
glad he was no near cousin, but
Border State kin. Still I felt like a
murderer, until I saw that which
told me he, too, had been a murderer.
For, despite the blood that drenched
his chest, I saw the folded, saturated
envelope sticking out of his jacket.

It was my Confederate cipher, and
sight of it told me that Cousin Fitz-
roy had answered for a great deal,
I had got the Yankee agent at last.

When I stood up the girl's eyes
held terror and pity, but I was still
too near my recent distrust of her
to relax all at once. I walked over
and roughly snatched that damned
box from her hand and tore the lid
off. I could see her wide eyes on me
as I hauled out the flimsy thing in
side,

"A Yankee flag!" I snorted scorn
fully. "A schoolgirl hiding a silly
flag." I laughed out loud at her,
bitterly, "And just a few minutes
ago I thought you were a cat from
hell!"

Then I realized that in the flag some
thing was wrapped—several things
had been wrapped, in fact. They lay
now, scattered on the floor. I stooped,
picking them up—an officer's gold,
dress-parade sash, a few brass but
tons. They had been clipped from a
Union soldier's jacket.

I didn't have to ask her what they
meant, because she told me—stand
ing there, meeting my stare levelly.

"They were my brother's," she
said slowly. "He was killed at Shiloh.
Please give them back to me."

W:E rode out of Richmond at day
break, when the first of Weitzel's
Yankee troopers cantered into Capi
tol Square. We were going to Dan
ville, to join Mr. Davis, and we rode
hurriedly through the wrack and
ruin of the smoking city. The lonely
chimneys stood up out of the charred
timbers, and the molasses ran in the
gutters. Negroes crowded the streets,
awed and wide-eyed before the
Yankees' coming.

We left the dead city behind, and
my heart was sick with it all. I had
no word, or look, either, for the
woman who rode beside me. This
had been my land and my people,
and it had been ruined by hers. I
had held in my arms the woman I
wanted most, but what she stood for
was too much to put aside now.

She said, "I said I'd tell you my
answer in the morning,"

I told her bitterly, "I wasn't think
ing of that, I was thinking of one
more thing I made a mess of, I was
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waiting for a man. I won't be there
when he comes. I had orders to give
him something."

"A man?" she repeated, her eyes
on me queerly.

I did not tell her of the agent to
whom that cipher should have gone,
or the manner in which he would
identify himself, either. She had seen
and heard too much already.

Then I started, because a strange
sound had fallen on my ears.

"Yes," she said. "That's right. I
said it."

"You said what?"
" 'Stonewall'—^that was the word,

wasn't it?" She went on, "My in
structions told me that a captain
would be there at the President's
house last night, with the cipher. I
was to say 'Stonewall' to him, and he
would give it to me. But somebody
must have made a mistake. You and
your cousin were both captains. So
I had to wait and try and figure out
which of you was the one."

I stared dumbly.
"Oh, I did my share," she told me,

nettled by my incredulity. "Our
family was divided when the war
came. I was for the Confederacy,
and worked for it. But I wanted my

The Sea Otters

deep-sea diver." Gar looked it.
Dungarees and sweater could not
hide the great bulge of his muscles,
and his square, bronzed face had
seaman written all over it.

The growl gave way to a grunt of
relief. "Then you're not a game
warden. For a minute I thought you
might be. My name's Steve Hanna,
and what's this thing I got here, I
don't know. Maybe you do,"

"Yoost what are you goin' to do
with it?" asked Gar.

"Skin it, and throw it back into
the water. It's got a good fur, and
I can get a nice price for it. I call
it sea lion. What's wrong with
that?"

"You do it like you don't vant to
get caught at it."

"Sure I don't. For all I know there
may be a fine tacked onto it. You
bet I don't want to get caught. Come
on, give me a hand with it and I'll
take you home to dinner. I live in a
shack close by here. And there's al
ways something to drink in it." His
full wink and his wide, expansive
smile again brought Snort to mind.
"Shoot first," Snort had said, and
nothing about drinking. But for all
that omission. Gar gulped and shook
his head.

(^Continued from page 13)

N O." Gar was a long way from
Monterey and the refusal was not
easy. "Not that I don't never drink,
but—" He looked away, and his
glance fastened on the sea otter. It
struck him that this one might be
Elsa. In the water he would have
known her without hesitation, and
she would have known him. Elsa,
who had rubbed her sleek little head
against his helmet more than once.
But here—well, here she was killed,
and the man who did it was offering
him a drink on it. No, he'd better
get away before this fellow made
him forget what he was here for.

"Me, I got to get goin'."
"Sure, suit yourself." The man
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turned abruptly and bent over the
sea otter. Gar crossed the sands
and pulled himself up the steep clitf.
He stopped once to look back. Steve
Hanna was skinning the sea otter.
Gar nodded. It was all as it should
be. He was ready to make his report
to the sheriff. He'd got his evidence.
He'd seen the man kill the sea otter,
seen him skin it, heard him say he
was going to sell the skin. He had
his name—Steve Hanna. ^1 to be
done now was to see where he live^
When Gar reached the top of the cntt
he walked along to where a small
waterway had cut a depression in
the coast, and there searched tor
sight of the shack. It did not take
him long to find it. He saw the root
through a small thicket of willows
and knew it would be easy to find
it again when he wanted it. T^en
he walked back to his car and started
the engine. The sleuthing was done
and he was relieved to have it over
with. He'd made a neat, compact,
little job of it. A good job. And
now his sea otter story was almost
ready for the telling. It needed only
the action of the cops to complete
it. But as his car nosed into the
long lonely miles ahead of him he
missed the glow of accomplishment
that should have been his, and
thought it was only a drink that he
missed.

"That was yoost all there vas to
it," Gar, leaning back against the
adobe wall of the old Customs House,
bared his head to the morning sun
and watched the seagulls wheeling
over the wharf. "I got him now. To
night ve go out there with the cops.
Yah, Where's the coat?"

"That wasn't so easy," said Snort.
"I spotted the dame at the church
like you told me, and followed her
home. But that's as far as I got."

"It don't matter, Ve got plenty on
him without the coat."

"We got nothin' on him without
the coat," snorted the ex-soldier.
"Didn't he say it was a sea lion he

dead brother's Yankee flag, too. Now
—^well, I'm sick of war and of being
a spy and —"

I leaned over and took her hand,
silently.

"It's all over—all this," she said,
looking up at me through her tears.
"I told you the war's over. I want to
go west where there won't be any
more North and South, only Ameri
can land."

Then we rode on, cantering a
little now, as we left that blackened
city behind, and began to pass the
flowering dogwood and fresh, dew-
wet laurel along the dusty road.

shot? There's no law against
shootin' sea lions. We got to have
the coat to prove he knowed
different."

"But ve got no coat."
"If you'd saw the house!" said

Snort. "All red tiles and white
plaster spread out over an acre. I
looked around for someone to talk
to, but the cook was a Chink and the
maid was a Filipino houseboy."

"Then there von't be no coat."
"Nor no thousand-dollar fine with

out it. And we get half the fine.
Remember that. So there's got to
be a coat, and there will be. I said
I'd get it, and I'll do it. I'll get it
if I have to steal it."

"Best to forget it," advised Gar.
"But I'll be goin' down this after
noon and leavin' word for the cops
to follow me. Ve'll tell them yoost
what for when they get there. Meet
me here at the Customs House at
two."

"And if I ain't here, go without
me," directed Snort.

"Okay," said Gar.

ONORT was not around at the ap
pointed time. Gar had not expected
him to be. The trouble with Snort
was that he hated to acknowledge
his mistakes. He'd rather lose out
on the reward than admit he was
wrong. And he was certainly wrong
in thinking that they needed the
coat.

Gar drove the twenty miles down
the San Simeon highway as before,
and parked his car in the same
shoulder of the road. He did not go
near the beach. This time he went
directly to the shack. If Steve Hanna
were home he'd try to hold him there
until the cops came. Or if he
shouldn't be home. Gar would have
a chance to look around and see how
many pelts there were on the place.
And in either case. Gar had brought
his own whiskey along. No scruples
should keep him thirsty today.



man I will certainly see to that I"
"No, madam." Snort winked at

Gar. "It's you who's goin' to jail.
Goin' just as soon as the cops come.
And they'll be here any minute now.
It was your swell car, coupled with
my swell drivin', what beat them
down. Gee, what a honey!"

"You kidnaped me," she charged
passionately. "It's Alcatraz for that,
and I'll not raise a finger to stop
your going there."

She looked from Snort to Gar. Her
eyes began to darken with new
doubts and distrust.. "This isn't the
man who sold me the skins. I'm sure
it isn't. You aren't, are you?"

Gar thx-ew out his chest and the
words fairly exploded from him.
"Me, I'm Gar Langard, the deep-sea
diver."

"And this is Mrs. Jewel Pem-
brook," said Snort. "And she come
along with me forcibly because she
wouldn't come no other way. I picked
her up at the church—gosh, but she's
hell for church—she thought she
knew me, she thought I was the
garridge man got nervous over some
bum repair on her car, and I strung
her along until she found out differ
ent. It was too late then. We was
streakin' down the highway. So I
brung her along inside the coat.
There wasn't no other way to do it,"
he finished up. "And now we'll wait
inside, madam, if you don't mind."

PRESCRIPT lOMS

The shack was a ramshackle affair
built mostly of driftwood. A pro
fusion of pink and purple morning
glory covered up the sides, and a
wide chimney of stones from the
beaches gleamed whitely against the
background of green willows. Gar
tried the door. It was unlocked, and
opening it, he found the inside as
simple and orderly as the outside.
An iron stove, a table, chairs and a
cot—there was the cleanliness and
economy of a ship's cabin to it. But
from the poverty of the place it was
obvious that the man who lived here
could never pay a thousand-dollar
fine. Gar took the flask from his
pocket and uncorking it, drank from
it. Tomorrow's whiskey would be
pledged for on his share of the re
ward money, and Gar had a feeling
that it wasn't going to taste any too
good.

He sat down on the nearest chair
and looked around. He saw the cedar
chest under the cot—that would be
for the cured pelts. It could be
locked or it could be open. He stared
at it without touching it, and then
sat down on another chair where he
couldn't see it. The cops, he knew,
would see it the first thing. After
that Gar took another pull from his
flask, and it came to him that sleuth
ing had angles to it that were decid
edly unpleasant.

A shout from the outside brought
him upright to his feet. That would
be the cops coming now. He hoped
Snort was with them.
Things were always i
better when he had
Snort's ready tongue at
hand. A second shout,and he ^recognized the

to th^dojr

It^was the same coat BSo
he had followed

little frightened, a slen-
der, handsome \voman,

with' large hazel eyes [IIHIB
and hair that lay black

She' was walking ^in

square, weathered face,

mental calm, seemed^to

chSks, stopped

Snort, with _ blazing
eyes and a voice sharp "Wf,,
with fury. "You'll go
to jail for this, my

"Wortnan seems to have his oivn theory about filling
prescriptions."

Mrs. Pembrook stepped into the
cabin and sat down. Gar and Snort
followed her, but both remained
standing. Gar regarded Mrs. Pem
brook with the same detached in
terest he might have given to a
captured octopus, or a manta ray
writhing on the wharf instead of in
the water.

"Ve're only clothes to them kind
of vimmen," he remarked. "They
never see no further than the clothes.
She vouldn't know her butcher from
her baker vas she to see him on the
street, nor you nor me from neither."

"Her mistake," grinned Snort. His
smiles were slipping across his face
like intervals of sunshine on a gusty
day. "I figger she's in for a fine, too.
I told her all about it on the way
down. She kind of shivers at the
thought of jail. But that's where
you'll be, madam. First you go to
jail, and then you pay your fine to
get out."

"And you'll go to Alcatraz." Mrs.
Pembrook's fear had given place to
a cold rage. "And you'll never get
out. You and your waterfront
friend!"

^5aR looked startled, and stared
uneasily back to Snort. "Maybe you
made a mistake, Snort. She's right
about the kidnapin'. You was to
bring yoost a coat here, not a
voman."

"And you was to bring a man," re
torted Snort. "Where
is the man—where isMthis Steve Hanna?"

"I vas vaitin' for
him," said Gar simply.

"Oh, you was, was
' '' you? Leavin' me all

the real work to do,"
accused Snort, "like

iS you always done. And
BSrj suppose he don't come?
••I Did you think of that?"
H|| "Ve'll stay here till

he do come," declared

Mrs. Pembrook's
eyes levelled from Gar
to Snort in one sweep-
ing, contemptuous

7 glance. "Just exactly
^ l what are you two men

"You said you tol^

• "Don't she know vy
"I'll tell her again,"

we're doin' nothin' but
what is right and legal.
We plan to collect our
half of a good-sized
fine from you for buy-
in' sea otter skins like

' you did. A thousand-
Bl. dollar fine. And an-

• -mP i w^ays, our share of
that, too—from the
feller what sold them

filling to you, Jl,st that."
"And to keep the sea



otters from being viped out again,"
added Gar. "To prove that there is
sea otters, and Gar Langard, the
deep-sea diver, don't never talk
goofy. Yah, yoost that. That's what
I want to prove."

"The man who lives here couldn't
ever pay a fine," scoffed Mrs. Pem-
brook. "Can't you see that? Resold
the skins for whatever he could get
for them. And he didn't get much—
not from me, at any rate. And why
shouldn't ! buy them? If I didn't,
someone else would. But if you think
I'm going to pay any fine"—she
snapped her fingers at them—"that
for your waterfront brains!"

G AR squirmed back from her
scornful eyes, and eased his discom
fort by glaring at Snort.

"I wish he'd come," said Snort
irritably. "It's a very good thing we
got the coat—seein' we got nothin'
else."

"You have me, too," reminded Mrs.
Pembrook, "and it's Alcatraz for
that. No doubt you'd be glad enough
to let me go again. But being here
now, I choose to see this affair
through. I don't want any repercus
sions from it later on. I want it
settled now."

"You hear her?" asked Gar help
lessly. "She don't vant to stay, and
she don't vant to go. What does she
vant?"

"That's the woman of it," ex
plained Snort. "They're always like
that."

"The coat vas a mistake." Gar
shook his head regretfully. "I yoost
knowed it vas that all along. Snort.
But you couldn't miss no chanst to
show off about vimmen. Yah, you
alvays show off."

"I done my part," said Snort sul
lenly, "You didn't. Where is this
Steve Hanna?"

"I vait for him," replied Gar
"He'll be here."

"To send him to
jail!" exclaimed
Mrs. Pembrook.
"To send a man to
jail for that. A
thousand days —
three years. For

"For killing sea
otters it is not too " 1
much," said Gar. ' • -
"In three years he
vould kill them all
—him and others. WWgB tC
This matter vas
not for the man, it
vas for the sea
otters. They must
not die."

"You can think
that over in Alca-
traz," snapped Mrs. K
Pembrook. "Things •
may look very dif-
ferent to you over

"I hear someone
coming now," cried
Snort. "If it is the

cops — if it isn't the man—"
But it wasn't the cops who en

tered. It was Steve Hanna. He
stood on the threshold, speechless
with surprise.

"You see?" Gar's voice broke the
silence. "I told you. It vas best
to vait."

"You're waiting for me?" asked
Steve Hanna. "Why?" There was
no cordiality in his manner, nor any
smile on his tanned, hard-featured
face.

"It is something—something—"
Gar's brows knotted up painfully as
he struggled to find the right words.
Steve Hanna turned to Mrs. Pem
brook, and Gar's words sank down
again in his throat.

"You're the woman who bought
the skins of me," said Steve Hanna
slowly.

"Yes, I am," replied Mrs. Pem
brook. "And you're the man who
told me very definitely that they
were sea lions."

"What if I did? You knew they
weren't. That's why you bought
them. Did you come for another
coat?"

"No."

S TEVE looked at her a little puz
zled, and after a moment he looked at
Gar. "And you, you're the deep-sea
diver. I remember you. But this
other"—he scowled at Snort—"no
body asked you here, nor wants
you. And the quicker you scram—
the both of you—the better I'll
like it "

"Too late now," said Gar. "Through
the window I yoost see the cops
a-comin'."

"The cops?" cried Steve Hanna.
He whipped around and peered out.
When he turned to face his visitors
again his jaw had tightened and his
eyes narrowed. "So that's it, is it?"
he snarled. "You're all here to rat

'm

on me? Well, that's a dirty trick."
"It vas the sea otters, not you,"

explained Gar.
"If you could hide somewhere,"

said Mrs. Pembrook to Steve Hanna,
"they couldn't—"

"Too late," repeated Gar. "The
cops is here."

They were. In another moment
they were in the room. There were
two. Gar knew them both. One was
the sheriff he had telephoned to
earlier in the day, and the other was
one of the head commissioners from
the fish and game office who was
known around the wharf as "Chief".
But Gar doubted if his knowing
them was going to count in the mat
ter of a kidnaping charge. For Mrs.
Pembrook was right. She could send
both him and Snort to Alcatraz. At
the moment Gar's many encounters
with the deadly carnivores in the sea
became dwarfed before this en
counter with a woman from the up
per classes. Her shallow sympathies
included neither sea otters nor men.
Gar folded his arms across his chest
and stared at her.

W HAT'S the trouble?" barked
the sheriff. He was a big man with
the cold eyes and the grim mouth that
the duties of his calling had fixed on
him. He came in with his right hand
thrust into his pocket. The "Chief"
was a smaller and less aggressive
counterpart of the sheriff. He too
had his hand in his deep coat pocket.

Before any of the three men could
answer him, Mrs. Pembrook spoke.
"You're late," she said to the sheriff.
"We'd almost given you up for
lost."

"What's the trouble?" the sheriff
asked her. His eyes searched the
cabin for signs of disturbance and
turmoil.

"It isn't ti-ouble," said Mrs. Pem
brook. Her eyes sparkled, and her

bright smile rested
on Snort and Gar
and Steve Hanna.
All the scorn and
hardness had un-
accountably gone
out of her. Gar

amazement. Was
she trying to fool

she changed her
, mind about' Alca-

traz? Whatever she
meant he found her

fe smile as warm and
comforting as that
drink of bonded
whiskey the man

mfK' out at Pebble
Beach had once
given him in a tall

i ^̂ "Not trouble,
sheriff," said Mrs.

'• • Pembrook. "It's a
♦ discovery."

"It's what?"
"We've made the

most wonderful
'i heard a deep aigh—and il just collapsedl"



bent over them both and studied
them carefully. For a few moments
nobody spoke. Steve and Snort stood
well back against the wall, and Gar
found himself gulping at Mrs. Pem
brook wordlessly. When it came
right down to it she was a faster
talker even than Snort. Presently
the "Chief" raised his head and
looked at them.

"She's right," he announced. "They
ai'e identical."

"But what's all this business got to
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cutter there vill that make them
stop shooting."

"You're telling me," grunted the
sheriff.

discovery. Wait until you hear it."
"You've what?" scowled the

sheriff.
"We've found something."
"What have you found—a corpse,

a skeleton?" His eyes bored into
hers, and then he turned to Gar.
"What's the racket?" he snapped.

"We've found the sea otters," Mrs.
Pembrook hurried on before Gar
could answer.

"Sea otters?" asked the sheriff
blankly.

But the "Chief's"
head jerked forward in
sudden excitement.
"Sea otters ?" he
shouted. "Not sea ot
ters !"

"Yes,sea otters." Mrs. ^
Pembrook gave him a S
radiant smile. "We"— K
she nodded at Gar and w
Steve and Snort— "the . 1
four of us have been jg
finding them for some
time. There is no mis- ^
take about it." Her ' ^
eyes rested on Snort. ^

"You bet," said Snort 1 Ek:
weakly, "It's sea ot- 3

"Where?" cried the
"Chief". "I cannot be- *>
lieve it. It couldn't be.
You must mean seals.
Not for a hundred
years have there been ^ A
sea otters. Where did ^8
you find sea otters?" i'-

"In—in the water,"
replied Mrs. Pembrook.

"Off Point Sur here,"
said Snort quickly.

"Why didn't you re-
port it to us before?"
demanded the sheriff,
satisfied to have at last ^
found a misdemeanor.

"But that's what \
we're doing now," said m
Mrs. Pembrook. "We ^
had to be sure first.
And it took time and
money to get proof. I
had to go to Scotland—the north of
Scotland—you know they have sea
otters there—" she paused and
looked at the sheriff. He nodded
wisely. And then the "Chief"
nodded, too. "I bought some skins
there for a coat. This coat. Look."
She stood up, and slipping out of
her coat, passed it over to the sheriff.
He took it awkwardly. It was warm
from her body, and delicately per
fumed. "I brought the coat home,"
she said, "and we compared it to the
skin of those animals the deep-sea
diver said were the sea otters. The
pelts were identical. Hanna, if you
have one of the skins, bring it out
and show it to the sheriff."

Steve pulled out the small cedar
chest from under the cot, and took a
dressed skin from it. He handed it
to the sheriff. The sheriff held the
coat in one hand and the sea otter
pelt in the other, and the "Chief"

m,

And we want one other thing,"
concluded Mrs. Pembrook. "Steve
Hanna has given over the last year
to—to research on this matter. It
has taken up a lot of his time. We
want Steve to have a job—a good job
with the fish and game commission.

Is that all right?"
"That could be fixed,

too," said the "Chief",
bending favorable eyes
on Steve. "We'll need a
special land patrol on
the sea otters to see

' that nobody takes a
W shot at them from the
W- shore. You could do
m that, couldn't you?"
^ "Yes," stammered

, S Steve. "Yes."
f ,B "Is that all?" asked

^ j g the sheriff. "This other
\1 • fellow"—he jerked his^ • thumb at Snort —

I "what does he want?"
^ S. "Nothing," said Mrs.

VS Pembrook quickly.
. I jB "Nothing at all. What
I / could he want? And

I 1 take my coat
I I home. Sheriff,
jf first and
' I fi^ your car out of my
/ // - , way?"

'/ 7 ' The sheriff, who had
I / come to make an ar-
yj rest, looked somewhat
rQAi\l foolish. Nevertheless,

/fHiil Chief pre-
ceded her as she

/ wished, and Gar and
Snort left, too. They
watched the sheriff's
car shoot out into the
highway and then saw
Mrs. Pembrook's follow
it in a swirl of gray
dust.

Snort took his seat
beside Gar in the old Ford and spat
out in disgust. "So that's all we get
out of it," he said bitterly. "The dust
from her car. Nothin' but that."_

"Ve saved the sea otters, didn't
ve? You heard it. A cutter on
patrol, and fix some goot new laws
vith teeth into them. You call that
nothin' ?"

"And what of it?" asked Snort
sourly. "What are we goin' to do
now?"

Gar checked his car on the edge of
the cliff and looked at the water be
low. The silver sheen of twilight lay
over the ocean, and the pelicans
had started fishing. Through the
line of white surf there was a joyous
leaping and diving of the small, dark
sea otters. Gar heaved a gusty sigh,
and glowed down on them. "Now
I think ve go down to the Knotty
Palm and I tell them and vithout
payin' for no drinks, vunce, tvice, ten
times I tell them that there is sea
otters right here. Yah. Yoost that."

'Where teas you last night?'

do with me?" growled the sheriff.
"You represent the law, and

you're the one—"
"If it's a law you want," said the

"Chief" to Mrs. Pembrook, "there
has always been a law in the books
on sea otters."

"But not on sea lions," boomed
Gar.

"No, not on sea lions, never any
law on them."

"Then that's what we want," cried
Mrs. Pembrook. "A law on sea lions.
Don't you see, the sea lions have to
be protected, too, to avoid the evasion
that one was mistaken for the other.
Isn't that so?" she asked Steve for
confirmation.

"You're right," admitted the
"Chief". "If we got to protect one
we got to protect the other, too."

"Ve vant a sea patrol—a Coast
Guard cutter," broke in Gar. "Vunce
this gets out, the whole county vill
vant them a sea otter. Yah. And
only that they see the Coast Guard



waiting for the snow to pile around
the shack and stop the drafts. They
was no joke, once it got cold. Am
warm to-night.

"Nov. 20th: This day completed my
first round of traps. No catch, and
I have pulled a nasty boner. Some
of the blazes marking where the
ground-sets are were cut too low and
they are drifted up and I can't find
my traps. I dident have enough be
fore and now I've lost some. But the
tree-sets are O.K. I wonder what
I'll catch first-off?

"Dec. 25th: Sure queer, out here
alone on Christmas. Not that Christ
mas ever done a lot for me but still
it's Christmas. I had a notion I'd
go to the lumber camp but dident.
I am kind of sorry that it's there
because it is temptation to be weak
and not go through with what I've
started. But I dident figure I would
be near people and must act as
though I wasent. 7 weeks since
Charley quit. Seems like 7 years.
It's been a grand time, pretty lonely
but I don't mind cause I'm living a
real life and not rotting out my man
hood in the city. Mornings are best,
when I come out, the woods all still
and fresh. I like the nights too, with
the stove red hot, before I go to bed.
The day is worst. It's sort of fright
ening, so awful long and empty,
nothing moving or a sound. I ought
to had a dog. I never thought of it.
A cur dog don't cost much and would
be grand to have. I wisht I had more
candles, too, so I could read. Funny,
how a book you've read a lot of times
comes fresh again. But if they are
to last I got to watch the candles
close.

Integrity
{Continued from page 23)

tree-set that I bated with that rotten
moose. Sure did look dandy, brown
against the snow and eyes so fierce.
Hated to kill it. Skinned it careful.
That's twelve dollars sure. Bated all
traps with Charley's moose meat.
Sure does stink. Maybe it was my
bate was wrong, which goes to show
what mother used to say, you cant
tell if your luck is good or bad till
afterwards, when Charley spoiled the
meat, so you must keep right on.

"Jan. 11th: Five more days hunt
ing deer but had no luck. Seems they
ain't none around. Shot big white
rabbit. Some shot too, I'll tell you.
And did he eat good. I got to get
th&t d6€r

"Jan. 12th: Round traps. No fur,
but whiskey-jack in mink-set. Stewed
him with rice. No taste.

"Jan. 13th: 13 ain't unlucky cause
I found a swamp where deer feed
regular. All filled with tracks. A long
way but, and come on it too late to
hunt. Will start out early in the
morning. . ^ ^ ^ 4.

"Jan. nth: Hooray! Got deer at
last. Nice doe, like the old guy told
me. Tracked her half the day and
knocked her over in some hazels.
Lucky it is moonlight else I'd had to
left her. Made fire and got warm
and got meat into tree-forks. Cooked
and et some liver and brought in light
load so I could travel fast and get
in before moon set. Fine, coming
home had luck and steak fof dinner,
with dried unions. Boy! And fresh
meat now for good. Sure had enough
smokemoose. , .v..

"Jan. 15th: Cutting wood. All this
time hunting finished up the pile
and that is dangerous. Have used up
all the handy stuff and have to drag
it in. Takes awful long. I've got to
get reserve again. It's danger^s.
Wisht I could use an axe like that
big Swede down at the camp. You d
think the wood was butter.

"Jan. 16th: Went clear round
traps. 1 wesel and 1 whiskey-jack.
That makes 3 wesels. Caught finger
setting trap. Somejob, getting it out.
Spring sure is strong when you got
one hand caught. Lucky my left
hand, little finger. Sure did hurt and
got the cold in it, working around.

"Jan. 17th: Cutting wood but
dident get much done because my
hand hurts. I had better spend the
day going for meat.

KJAN. 1st. All round the traps
again. No catch. What is the
matter with them ? I done everything
the way they tell you. 2 months now
and nothing, and I've got to make
some money to get grub and kit.

"Jan. 2nd: Spent all day picking
out new sets and setting different.
Started on the second lot of moose
meat, the lot Charley smoked. All
bad, and full of maggats. He must
of let the smoke do down and flies
get at it. Tried to eat some but it
made me sick. This is bum luck. It
means I'll have to kill a deer right
quick. Can't eat my groceries or they
won't last.

"Jan. 5th: 3 days been hunting
deer. Not even tracks. Must try new
ground, much further out. Have not
been round the traps, nor cut no
wood. The pile is almost done. Now
that the cold's so fierce it sure does
eat the wood. If I got caught with
out none and it blue a 3 day blizzard
like that other one I would be in a
spot.

"Jan. 6th: Cut wood all day.
"Jan. 7th: Hoorav! Mink in a
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Jan. 18th: I ought to kick myself.
Yesterday took meat down from
the cache to cut a bit and left it down.
Something—a lynxs I guess—has got
all but a little bit. Why don't they
come into my traps like that? A
lynxs would be a catch. The winter's
getting on and I ain't done so good.
That Charley letting flies get at the
moose-meat was the start of it. And
then I lost them traps and what I

got left havent done so good. 11
weeks now and just 1 mink and them
3 wesels. 18 dollars maybe. Not
enough. My finger sore and throb
bing. Ought to gone for meat but
that and wind right in my face I
stayed at home and worked at wood.
Pain spoiled me doing much.

"Jan. 19th: Something not right
with this finger. All swelled up and
throbbing. Kept me awake. Tried
cutting wood but was too painful
and no good to go for meat against
north wind. This will not do. Meat
almost done and short of wood and
now this hand. Soaked finger in hot
water. Sure did hurt.

"Jan. 20th: No sleep. My hand too
sore and all swelled up. It must be
poisoned. Some job, lighting fire
one handed. Soaked hand some more.
Pain made me dizzy. No more deer
meat. Must get out for some. Can't
use my groceries or they wont last.

"Jan. 21st: No sleep. Sure do feel
lousy. Shooting pains way up my
arm. Time I'd made fire I felt too
sick for anything. Spent whole day
soaking finger, laying down between.

"Jan. 22nd: No sleep again. Night
sure is long when you don't sleep and
sick as hell. Hand hurt so much I
dident know what I should do but
soakfiing it saw yellow spot where
trap pinched it and stabbed it with
my knife. You ought to seen it. Made
me feel faint but I sure fixed it. The
pain drained out with yellow stuff.
To-night feel better. Tight feeling
gone from arm.

"Jan. 23rd: Better. No more throb
bing. Slept a bit. All day laid up
not fit for much except to keep fire
going. Sure eats wood and day is
long. Reading Scott's Antarctic
journeys mostly. They sure was
men. Captain Scott and Oates. I
wonder will I ever get to go on
expeditions with fine men like them.
I wisht I had an education so that I
could be a scientist. But I can sure
be a good bushman and I'm going to
when I got my experience.

"Jan. 2Uh: Much better but still
feeling wobbly. Hung around and
rustled wood by pulling off dry
branches. No meat 4 days and am
eating up my rice and raisins. It
won't do. But now am better and can
make fresh start. Must get my
strength up and get in my meat and
cut reserve of wood and then get
down to trapping. There is time to
make a clean-up 6 weeks yet while
fur is prime. If I can catch 4 why
can't I catch 40? Must be system-
matic, have plan of campagne. First
—tomorrow, go out, travel easy and
bring in small load of meat."

JL HE dayhad started still and grey:
at ten, a norther rose, with snow;
by noon it was a blizzard. At three,
Sam Bostock watched the last team



loom up through the grey wrack from
the river and creak into camp. A
man jumped down, dragged some
thing off the load and, shouting, ran
with it to the bunkhouse. Sam hur
ried over.

The youngster's eyes were closed,
face blue like watered milk. "The
team stopped and I found him under
neath their feet," the teamster said.

They took him to the corner
farthest from the fire and stripped
him. On hands and feet were dead-
white patches which old Sam ex
amined. "Only skin froze" was his
verdict.

"He can't have been there long or
he'd have drifted up," remarked the
teamster.

They rolled him in hot blankets
but put his hands and feet into cold
water. Then they laid him on the
table and poured rum between his
teeth, while horny-handed lumber
jacks rubbed his extremities.

After a time his eyelids fluttered.
His eyes opened and went wonder-
ingly around the low log building
with the box-stove and strung lines
of clothing. "All right, son," said
Sam. "You made it."

"I wasn't coming here. I didn't
quit. I was going home along your
track. You lemme up. I got to see
my traps."

It was four days since he had
collapsed while struggling down the
ice-haul, after he had lost direction
and made for the river. The crews
were at their supper in the mess-
house and Sam sat beside the bunk
on which, his hands and feet in oily
bandages, lay the kid. "It's mighty
white of you to offer, mister," he was
saying, "but I got to get back to my
trap-line."

"Well, I'm disappointed. It's
darned hard on me. I'd figured, now
I had you here, things wouldn't be
so tough. But I guess there ain't no
call for you to bother with my
troubles."

The kid stared. "I don't get you."
Sam looked harassed. "Can I trust

you with a secret?"
"Sure can, mister."
"You won't mention it to anyone?"
"Not if you say."
"All right. You been here with

the crews a lot. Have you heard
talk?"

The kid's reply came not too will
ingly. "Well—yes."

"What sort?"
Again reluctantly, "Last night,

this morning too, they was all cursin'
at the work, the grub, the pay—at
everything. And that big Irishman,
O'Shay, said how you was a—a mer-
cen-ary lumber king, grindin' their
faces. I had a mind to tell you but I
didn't want to tattle-tale. They've
all been mighty white to me."

Sam nodded solemnly. "Don't
worry. I was on to them. But what
I mean," his voice dropped and he
glanced around, "you ain't heard any
hint they might be fixin' up to rob
the safe?"

The blue eyes met his, wide and
kindling. "Say! Now that you men
tion it, last night a bunch was whis-
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perin*, off in the corner, and I see
'em watchin' me like they was scared
I'd hear. You don't think—?"

"Yes. There's bad eggs in this
camp, real ugly guys who'd stop at
nothing. That's why I felt better
when I thought you'd stay. I ain't

so young as what I was. 'Course, if
you got to go, you got to go. But if
I had you here to tip me off if they
planned anything, why, I could sleep.
The trappin's almost done and I
thought, seein' I took care of you
when you was froze, you wouldn't

leave me in the lurch. How about it?"
The crews were finishing when

Sam walked in, and all heads turned.
He grinned, reached for the coffee
pot. "It worked. He'll stay. But
keep it up. You be as mutinous as
hell till he decides he likes it here.'*

A Pox on Perfection

game in spite of Kirke's bright idea.
It's just a simple story of a simple

guy who pulled a boner. That's all;
but as McCarthy tells it, the yarn
breathes more life and human inter
est than any gripping recital of stir
ring derring-do achieved by a cele
brated star.

The Jay Kirkes are not enshrined
in the Hall of Fame at Cooperstown,
N. Y., where the names and deeds of
baseball's immortals are to be kept
green forevermore. Similarly, no
niche is reserved for the Fred
Merkles or the Babe Hermans in the
Hall of Fame, and more's the pity.
This tendency, and it is not confined
to baseball, to take official cognizance
of sheer technical ability alone is
priggish and undemocratic. It es
tablishes an Aristocracy of Artistry
which of necessity is limited to the
superlative few. It autocratically
bars those who have made more
humble and human approaches to
enduring fame.

Who is the more renowned citizen
in your set, the gent who bids and
plays faultlessly a small slam or the
oaf who had a brainstorm and
trumped his partner's ace, thereby
losing the hand? All of us have a
deeper understanding of the divinely
human error than the precise, per
fect performance because it is closer
to us. By the way, what ever hap
pened to Mr. Howard Hughes and
his magnificent flying laboratory
after the Corrigan boy set out for
California in an old vegetable crate
and wound up in Ireland, much to
the astonishment of everybody but
himself? A gloriously silly stunt will
run the planned perfectness of the
wonder worker out of the news
papers and man's memory every
time. It always does in baseball.

A few weeks ago George Sisler,
Eddie Collins and Willie Keeler were
elected to canonization in the Hall of
Fame, making a grand total of twelve
ball players so honored. Every one
of the twelve titans was a great star
for years, a very jewel of a ball
player; their epic achievement al
ways will be an intrinsic part of the
legend and lore of the game. But
the point is that not one of them
ever was the central figure in a single
incident which provoked half as
much discussion as Fred Merkle's
failure to touch second base, the
prize boner of all time. Merkle's
mistake cost his team the pennant
in 1908 and very possibly the win-
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ner's share of the World Series. The
details of the play are familiar to
day to every kid in America, but
only one in five knows, or cares to
know, that Johnny Evers, a star in
his own right, was the smart aleck
who was quick to realize a blunder
had been made. . n ti n

Connie Mack, who is in the Hall
of Fame himself, has known every
one of the twelve immortals en
shrined in the Cooperstown Cathe
dral. Mack has handled more famous
players than any manager ever con
nected with baseball, but when he
takes down his hair, puts his feet
on the desk and reminisces, he will
inevitably tell anecdotes by the hour
about Rube Waddell. The Hall of
Fame does not include Waddell and
it never will because the narrow, un
imaginative restrictions of perfec
tion brand him an eccentric, a pixil-
lated party. Measured by Mack s
standard, Waddell was the greatest
pitcher who ever lived.

Waddell chased fire engines. He
disappeared for days at a time and
would be discovered tending
a fly-blown joint with himself his
own best customer. Once he was
missing for ten days in the thick
of a pennant race. He turned up as
suddenly as he had left and blandly
explained he had been pitching for a
semi-pro team, just for the hell oi
it, and had won eight games in the
ten days. Mack immediately threw
him into an American League
as a disciplinary measure. The Ki^e
casually pitched a shut-out. He
drove Mack crazy, but of all the
men who have played for the
Athletics, Mack remembers the
screwball southpaw most fondly and
vividly.

The marvelous technical skill of
the expert is impressive, of course,
but it simply hasn't the emotional
appeal of the goofy and gauche antic
pulled when everybody is up to the
eyebrows with the importance of be
ing earnest. The two best left
handers who have appeared in the
American League in the last ten
years are Robert Moses Grove and
Lefty Gomez. Of the two. Grove is,
or was, the much better mechanic,
but all he has ever done is to pitch
in most exemplary fashion, which
was all he was asked to do. A zany
like Gomez, though, usually gives the
customers a little extra something,
as he did three years ago in the
World Series against the Giants.

Gomez is nuts, among other things,
about air-planes. During the second
Series game of '36, he was in a tough
ball game the Yankees needed des
perately, when a plane flew over the
field. Gomez was about to pitch to
the batter when he spied the plane.
In his time he had seen hundreds
of animated bugs in the sky, but
he had never seen that particular
one. So he held up the game and
watched the plane while 50,000
fascinated people watched him. Go
mez merely obeyed a natural impulse,
but he'll be remembered for it when
all his low-hit shut-outs have faded
into obscurity.

A perfect performance in any line
of work can be admired from the
distance, but it is too cold and for
bidding to permit the average citizen
to get very warm about same. Miss
Katharine Cornell is the most emi
nent actress of our time and a very
lovely Juliet, but wouldn't she be
the darling of her public if she
bounced a prop flower-pot off Romeo's
noggin one night, instead of throw
ing the same, old, soft words of ever
lasting endearment to the love-sick
youth? Miss Cornell knows her busi
ness and may resent the suggestion,
but she would sell out any theatre
for a solid month, and at carriage-
trade prices, if she departed from
the script just once. This is a guar
antee; the customers lap up a devi
ation from the normal and the ex
pected.

If the sober gentlemen want to go
the whole hog and carry the Hall of
Fame idea to a natural conclusion,
a wing, to be known tenderly as the
Hall of Frenzy, should be added. And
it should be made large and com
fortable because the rubber-necking
visitors will spend many happy hours
there in rapt admiration of the ball
players who were muggs, not
masters.

At a conservative guess, there have
been 13,471 ball players who have hit
a two-bagger with two colleagues on
base in the century-old history of
baseball. But there was only one
Babe Herman who ever doubled into
a triple play. If that madcap mo
ment, when Herman and two other
Brooklyns slid into third base simul
taneously, could be arrested in en
during marble, the resultant work
of art would belong to the ages.

In the World Series of 1923 Casey
Stengel, our captain, manager and
clean-up hitter for the Hall of Frenzy



team, walloped home runs which de
feated the Yankees in two games.
This is a world outdoor record, but
the boys in the cheap seats are pro
foundly disinterested. All they care
to remember is that Casey thumbed
his nose at the Yankees as he trotted
around the bases after his second
belt over the fence. The brass hats
of baseball were shocked; the man
in the street was delighted by Casey's
finger exercise because he could ap
preciate an exuberant contempt for
an opponent who had been given the
business, but good.

Hack Wilson holds the National
League record for homers hit in one
season and the major league record
for runs-batted-in. So what? These
are achievements measured by the
mind, but for a tug at the heart
strings the fan goes back to the
delirious day in the World Series of
1929 when Hack lost a fly ball in the
sun and the Athletics, trailing the
Cubs by 8-0, went on to score ten
runs in one inning. That's life. It
also is human weakness with which
all of us are on such intimate terms.

A pox on perfection. It makes no
allowance for errors and foolish
foibles. If, as the psychologists tell
us, most activity and ambition is an
attempt to escape from the boredom
of ordinary living, the screwball
savants should be perpetuated in
marble or ivory—most appropriate
media—to go with the indelible im
pression they have made upon the
hearts of their countrymen. Some
times it seemed they were fugitives
from a strait-jacket. But aren't we
all—sometimes?

Snakes in

the Grass
{Continued from yage 17)

clear. The poison of the rattlesnake
reacts on the blood, causing it to
coagulate, in contrast to the poison
of the cobra or other "Old World"
types of snakes, which act on the
nerves.

The danger of a bite from a
rattler is determined by a definite
ratio between the amount of poison
injected and the weight of the per
son—assuming the person has a
normal heart and normal health
generally.

A bite from a three-foot rattler
might kill a child in short order,
while it would not be fatal to a man.
Or a bite from a snake might kill a
woman weighing a hundred pounds,
while a man weighing two hundred
might easily survive.

Doctors have developed anti-venom
which will counteract a certain pro
portion of the poison, usually from
ten to fifteen percent. This anti-
venom is developed in horses. A horse
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is injected each day with a certain
amount of rattlesnake poison which
has been extract-ed from the snake,
treated and diluted. The amount in
jected is increased from day to day
as the horse builds up resistance.
Finally the daily dose is sufficient
to kill probably a hundred horses
which have never been injected.

The blood of the horse is then
extracted, a small amount daily, and
the poison-resistant substance in it
is used in making the serum.

Most important of all, in the event
of a rattlesnake bite, medical men
agree, is to immediately lacerate the
wound and to remove as much of the
poison as possible by suction, follow
ing this by tying off the bite from
the blood stream, if this is possible.
Bites on the hands or legs are seldom
fatal if handled properly, while bites
on the neck or chest frequently are
fatal, regardless of how they are
treated.

A bite from a huge old rattler.

a seven- or eight-footer, may be
fatal, regardless of lacerations and
anti-venom, for the big fellows have
fangs long enough and poison suf
ficient to inject deeply a dose that
can hardly be counteracted.

But in spite of the ever-present
threat of death that lurks in the
rattler's fangs, there are many quiet,
unobtrusive fellows who spend their
lives hunting him out and captur
ing him and handling him, just as
there are men who fly the ocean.

What America Is Reading

excellent way to get it—^not just
about battles, but about arguments,

1^. powerful lot of arguing and
* went into those first years
A-iV American republic, and it isstill going on. Perhaps the author

had in mind our debates over taxa-
tion, centralized government, the

of the states and the powers
«:• ^ judiciary, when she wrotethis. For those have always been
great problems in the United States,
and weve done a lot of fighting over
them, as "The Tree of Liberty"
shows. (Farrar &Rinehart, $3)

Many people are avid readers of the
stories about Colin Glencannon, the
noisy first engineer of the Inchcliffe
Castle, who talks a Scottish lingo
and exclaims "Woosh!" and "Poosh!"
and "Great Swith!" whenever he's
bowled over. A lot of stories about
Glencannon have been put into a

"The Man With the
Walrus Mustache", by the author,
^juy Gilpatric. Glencannon is noisy,
Pi scrapes, yells a lot, andtakes ^e minds of a lot of business
men off their worries. (Dodd, Mead,

K Signal" is a new novel
Bottome, who wrote

Private Worlds" and "The Mortal
otorm . This time she is dealing
once more with psychiatry. Hilda,
a girl who feels that she has been
badly treated by Ronnie, thinks she
wants to poison him. Dr. Silla, a
woman who lectures on psychology,
learns about it, cultivates Hilda, and
influences her thinking. The story is
m the change in Hilda's character
through the application of the
methods of Dr. Alfred Adler, and the
tear that she throws into Ronnie. It
IS for those who enjoy following the
development of a psychological ex-
Periment. (Little, Brown, $2.50)

There is also a little of this psy-
chological writing in "The Death of
EP ^ by Elizabeth Bowen, anHinglish author whose excellent com
mand of her medium was apparent
in earlier books such as "The Hotel"
and "The House in Paris". Here we
follow the sensitive reactions of a
girl of sixteen, Portia, who is or
phaned and lives with her brother and
50

{Continued from page 25)

sister-in-law. We see the effect of
Anna's ways on the girl, and in turn
the girl's effect on Anna and her
brother. Portia endeavors to capture
the attention of one of Anna s ad
mirers, Eddie, with indifferent suc
cess, but the development of Portia s
feelings makes the book something
more than mere entertainment.
(Alfred A. Knopf, $2.50)

By this time Bess Streeter Aid-
rich's farm story, "Song of Years ,
is being widely read. This is ro
mance, the traditional American
kind, in which a stalwart young fel
low stakes out his claim in Iowa just
before the Civil War and interests
Suzanne, one of the seven daughter
of Jeremiah Martin, a leader in
public affairs and a hard man to deal
with. Dealing with about a decade,
from 1854 to 1865, it shows the im
pact of the Civil War on the middle-
west, with duty and honor playing
counterpoint to love and hope, and a
sturdy Americanism and faith in the
future coming to the fore as is usual
in novels of this genre. (Appleton-
Century, $2.50)

There must be an immense chasm
between readers of Bess Streeter
Aldrich and William Faulkner. I
can't imagine that those who get
excited over "Song of Years" will
care for Mr. Faulkner's latest novel,
"The Wild Palms", nor that those
who read Faulkner avidly will want
romance and forgetfulness. "The
Wild Palms" is characteristically
Faulkner and will be excellent read
ing to those who admire his books.
There are two major tragedies in it,
and though the stories do not really
belong together, they hardly clash.
But make no mistake about it—here
is strong meat. Here is the groping
of half-witted minds, found in more
exaggerated form in "The Sound and
the Fury"; here is love enchained in
sensuality, as in "Sanctuary"; here
is a desperate attempt to hold on to
security and integrity, as in "The
Unvanquished"; here are the flat,
almost bestial vulgarizations of life
found in "Pylon", and here is the
author, trying to express the appe
tites, the mental twists of simple
people who have hungers instead of

emotions and fill them the best way
they can. The story, first, of a
couple trying to love and get a living
by honest means in desperate jobs;
secondly, of a convict who is sent out
to help fight a flood, gets away and
puts in his time trying to get back
to the shelter of the prison, since
life outside is too much for him.
(Random House, $2.50)

Memoirs of Exciting Years
Of all the memoirs of newspaper

men published in the last ten years,
that by Pierre van Paassen, "Days
oY Our Years", is the most highly
spiced and arresting. This is partly
because van Paassen reacts imme
diately to brutality and inhumanity
and becomes violently angry at what
he sees. Hence his account of thir
teen years as a roving correspondent,
chiefly for the New York Evening
World, is electric with feeling.

Born in Gorcum, Holland, in 1903,
he grew up in a community that
practically lived the Old Testament;
hence today he feels a kinship with
the Jews and abhors their perse
cutors. In 1914 his family went to
Canada, and, though a Hollander, he
was practically forced to enlist. His
newspaper service, after the war,
took him to Abyssinia, where he
found ignorance, filth and misery;
to Palestine and Spain and all the
bleeding countries of Europe. With
gusto and a flair for story-telling he
reports an interview with Clemen-
ceau in his Paris house, an argument
with Marshall Lyautey on religion
at Vincennes, and a lecture by
Ludendorff, who told him just why
and how the pagan Germans had
been made into fools by Paul's
Christian doctrines.

There are enough brutal pictures
in "Days of Our Years" to make
your hair curl. Some of these things
van Paassen saw—including the ter
rible slave caravan of boys in Africa.
Others he reports. That the French
shot some of their own soldiers to
force discipline is a matter of record
now. Van Paassen says that he has
never met a man or woman who
wanted war, yet today everyone is
arming. But in his book neither



masters nor men are glorified. Ap
parently life is too complicated, too
bewildering for the human race,
which, when pushed into a corner,
knows neither pity nor forbearance.
(Hillman-Curl, $3.50)

The Man Who Killed Lincoln
The story of how John Wilkes

Booth, the deluded, twenty-six-year-
old actor, sneaked up behind Abra
ham Lincoln and killed him is one
of the most dramatic in the annals
of America. It has been told many
times, but Philip van Doren Stern,
recognizing the drama of the whole
action, from the assassination to the
death of Booth on the Garrett farm,
has now told it in logical order in
"The Man Who Killed Lincoln". It
is startling to find how young the
conspirators actually were. Not only
Lincoln but Stanton, Johnson, and
Grant were marked for death. Booth
alone succeeded, got out of Washing
ton and started his long and painful
journey into the farmlands of Vir
ginia. Mr. Stern has supplied dia
logue to build the mood of that night

of Friday, April 14, when Booth
went to Ford's theater with hate in
his heart. What Booth heard and
saw, how he felt, what he did, what
men he met, and what they said, is
here recorded. We cannot be sure
that this is just what they said in
each instance, but what they might
have said, for the author has gone
carefully over the testimony and
checked his facts. Now and then he
draws his own conclusions—for in
stance, he assumed that there is
reason for believing that when Booth
was trapped in the Garrett barn he
shot himself, and that Boston Cor-
bett did not actually shoot him. The
author has been over every foot of
the ground traversed by Booth in his
flight. Yet in spite of his research,
and that of many others before him,
certain details have never been dis
covered and some problems of the
conspiracy will never be cleared up.
Mr, Stern, however, is certain that
Booth was shot at the Garrett barn
and that the legend of his survival
is unauthenticated folklore. (Ran
dom House, $3)

Your Dog
{Continued from page 18)

shows high spirits, not nervousness;
one that is lively, bold and enterpris
ing Watch him as he plays with
other puppies. Does he outwit them,
is he able to do more than hold his
own in a rough and tumble, is he
unafraid when you handle him? If
so, these are signs pointing toward
good health. See that his eye is
bright and clear, that his tongue is
a healthy pink (except for the Chow,
which should be black) and that his
breath is clean. Look for strong,
rugged bone structure. Examine his
skin, under his elbows, inside his
thighs and on his abdomen. Beware
of any i-ash or skin eruption. Never
select a moping, dull, stomach-dis
tended puppy or one with a luster-
less coat. The swollen abdomen may
indicate a surplus of worms. Of
course, very young puppies, after a
full meal, will for a while carry a
balloon tummy, which must be al
lowed for if the pup has just been
fed. But the listless, dull-coated
dog with a foul breath had best
be rejected. However, after you
have taken your lively puppy home,
don't be disappointed if for a few
days or even a week, he turns shy;
this is merely a period of readjust
ment for him, a time to get ac
quainted with his new, and for him,
strange home.

When selecting your dog do not
despise the female. Experienced dog
handlers will tell you in all truth
that she will make a better com
panion, be more gentle, more obedi
ent and less inclined to roam from
her home. She'll possess as much
dauntless courage and be just as

good a guardian and watch-dog,
perhaps even better, because the
female has a keener sense of posses-
siveness about her home than the
male.

It is best not to buy a puppy less
than eight weeks old. Even at that
age the pup is still very much a
baby, subject to the hazards of ill
ness just as is the human baby.
At the age of three months a dog is
usually ready to leave the kennel.
Of course, for obvious business rea
sons, kennels have to charge in pro
portion to the age of the dog: the
older the pup, the higher the price,
and this is understandable when
you consider that every day the
pup remains in the kennel is an
added cost for food, etc. But the
extra few weeks growth that you
pay for by not buying a puppy
that is too young is well worth the
price. It means weeks wherein the
kennel assumes the risks of raising,
and not you. Beware of the kennel
that is anxious to sell no matter how
young the dog. Such a kennel has no
real interest in dogs and in conse
quence is likely to be maintained at
a low standard.

Be sure to get all necessary papers
with your dog. This not only
means a three-generation pedigree,
but also the dog's registration proof
and transfer of ownership signed by
the kennel owner.

If you have been told that the
puppy has been inoculated for dis
temper—one of dogdom's deadliest
illnesses—ask to see the veterina
rian's certificate to that effect. If
your puppy has not been inoculated,
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be sure to have this done by your
own veterinarian within a few days
after you take the dog away from
the kennel and into your home.

It is important, before you take
the dog, to inquire as to his present
diet and that which is to follow as he
grows older. If you can, get these
instructions in writing; you may
forget an important part of them.
If you arbitrarily change the diet,
don't blame the kennel if the pup
fails to thrive.

Last but not least is price consid
eration. No set price can be named
here; these vary throughout the
country and with the breed and the
quality of the dog. The larger breeds
naturally cost more, the cost to the
kennel for feeding and maintenance
bemg greater than for the smaller
breeds. But the general average for
breeds other than the largest is
about $35 to $45 for the female, and

, to $50 for the male. These, how
ever, are prices for pet stock only—
dogs that are pedigreed but not up
to show calibre. But the difference
in appearance between the average
show dog and the average pedigreed
pet dog is sometimes only noticeable
to dog judges or those with much
experience with the breed. To the
untrained eye there is slight differ
ence. Those who may consider the
prices here named as being excessive
might well consider that the better
kennels invest much time and money
to produce good dogs and, having
done so, naturally are compelled to
charge a decent price for their stock.
When one takes note that the dog, if
properly cared for, will live for ten
or twelve years, or more, such a price
spread over the period of the dog's
life is very small. Where else could
you buy the devotion, companionship
and protection you get in a good dog

for as little as $5 a year or less?
Prices for fair specimens of show

stock range around $200, and from
there go into the thousands. If you
are a novice and are thinking of
buying a show specimen, first at
tend several shows, study the win
ners of the breed you prefer, make
some acquaintances among breeders
and exhibitors of that breed, read a
good breed book or two, study the
standard for the breed, and then
carefully, very carefully, shop
around.

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, IS. Y.

Under the Antlers

A List of Veteran Elks, by Louis M.
A r Lodge No. 4

n A 1 veteran members of the^™®^,,has been received by The
^Ifcs Magazine from Louis M. Cohn,
a member of Chicago, 111., Lodge,
K V 1' publishing it in thebelief that it will be of great inter-
^t to readers of the Magazine. Mr.
^onn s compilation is as follows:

The 50 Living Veterans op Elkdom
October 1st, 1938

CompUed by LOUIS M. COHN
Chicago Lodge No. 4

York No. 1, Jan.

Md.. No. 7. Feb.

Boston No. 10, Aug. 22nd,

^^78^' ^yward. Boston No. 10, Oct. lOth,
Lo^iyjf^cftJhn' No. 10, Oct. 31st, 1878.
John W" No. 4, Aug. 7th. 1879.

nth; IMO Baltimore. Md.. No. 7, Oct.Charles Koester, Chicago No. 4, Mar. 13th,

Md.. No. 7.

NO.

^°No"'ro?i. PMadelphla
Hen?v Indianapolis No. 13, 1881.

SSf, fssf '̂̂ ^ladelphia No. 2, Jan.

^82 Philadelphia No. 2. Mar. 26th.
^^*1882 '̂ Denver No. 17, May 7th,
^*^1882^" Chicago No. 4, May 19th.

Denver No. 17, Dec. 31st,

N- J- NO.

1M3 Wheeling, W. Va., No. 28,^°|||gStem. Richmond. Va., No. 45, Oct. 14th,

^ im^" Kinney. LouisviUe No. 8, Jan. 20th,
Smith. New York No. 1, Feb. 3rd,

Lucien Franck. LouisviUe No. 8, Feb. 27th,
loo4.

'̂24th™ H^^Leyden. New York No. 1, Mar.
Griffin, Cincinnati. O., No. 5, May

25th, 1884.

52

{Continued from page 39)

Charles B. Ott, Wheeling, W. Va.. No. 28.
Louis"A.^hiiiips.^Brooklyn No. 22. Nov. 16th,
William S. McLean. Chicago No. 4, Nov.

Robert G.^Watt, Chicago No. 4, Feb. 6th, 1^.
Samuel B. Ray, P.E.R.. Rochester. N. Y., No.

24 1885
S. G.' Kleinmaier, P.E.R., Marion, O., No. 32,

A. W^^Bryant.^Marion, O., No. 32, Mar. 3rd,
1885

C. Fred Haberman. Sr., Marion. O.. No. 32.

WiUiam pffilies, Utica. N. Y.. No. 33.
Ch^f^ N.^^ancher, Wheeling, W. Va., No.

28. June 22nd, 1885. ^ .
H. S. Cawthorn. Columbus. O.. No. 37. Sept.

C. Sherman" Shafer. Columbus. O.. No. 37.
Sept. 18th. 1885. , _ „

Dr. W. W. Freeman. Columbus. O.. No. 37.
Sept. 18th. 1885. _ „

Charles M. Morris. Bridgeport. Conn.. No. 36.
Sept. 20th, 1885. „

J. W. Martin, Norfolk, Va., No. 38. Dec. 27th,
1885

Alfred Sorenson. Omaha. Neb., No. 39, Feb.
7th 1886

James' B. Duggan, Utica, N. Y., No. 33. Feb.
9th 1886

E. C.' Snyd'er. Omaha, Neb.. No. 39. Feb.
28th 1886

Robert'J. Frick, Louisville No. 8. Mar. 10th,
1886.

M. H. Collins, Louisville No. 8, Mar. 14th,
1886.

John Kelly, Cincinnati, O., No. 5, Mar. 26th,
1886.

Sol. C. Wallach, Washington, D. C., No. 15,
Aug. 1st, 1886.

Dr. Auguste Rhu, P.E.R., Marion, O., No.
32, Aug. 26th, 1886.

Robert L. Queisser, Sr., Cleveland, O., No. 18.
Aug. 30th, 1886.

Tri-City Meeting of Antlers Held
At New Smyrna Beach, Fla.

Ritualistic work, a business ses
sion and initiation, and talks by
prominent Elks were balanced by
lighter entertainment including a
parade, a banquet and a dance, at
the tri-city meeting held at New
Smyrna Beach, Fla., on the after
noon and evening of January 7 by
the Daytona Beach, Sanford and
New Smyrna Beach Antlers. Arrange
ments were in charge of the Antlers
Advisory Council of New Smyrna
Beach, Fla., Lodge, No. 1557, of

which P.E.R. W. M. Miller is Chair
man.

Grand Esteemed Lecturing Knight
I. Walter Hawkins, of De Land
Lodge, was the principal speaker at
the banquet held at the Woman's
Club and attended by Antlers and
their young women friends, Elks and
their ladies. Richard Jensen, Lead
ing Antler of the local lodge, pre
sided at the banquet during which
R. L. Bohon, Jacksonville, a member
of the Grand Lodge Antlers Council,
M. Frank O'Brien, Jacksonville,
President of the Florida State Elks
Association, and the Rev. F. W.
Peck, Chairman of the Sanford
Antlers Council, were speakers.
All dwelt upon the fine effect that
Antlers Lodges have on their respec
tive communities and called atten
tion to the fact that the junior or
ganization teaches young men to be
better sons and better citizens.

The initiation of five local boys and
one from Daytona Beach took place
at the Elks Home. The New Smyrna
Beach Antlers opened and closed the
meeting, and the Daytona Beach
Antlers Ritualistic Team conferred
the degrees on the candidates.

East Chicago, Ind., Lodge Gives
Iron Lungs to Local Hospital

Sunday, December 18, 1988, was
a gala day for the members of East
Chicago, Ind., Lodge, No. 981, which
on that day made the presentation to
St. Catherine's Hospital of two Iron
Lungs for community use—one for
adults and one for infants. The as
sembly room at the hospital was
filled to capacity in the afternoon
when Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. Ed
ward J. McCormick, introduced by
E.R. A. L. Zivich, made the presen
tation speech on behalf of East Chi
cago Lodge. Dr. F. F. Boys, heading



the medical staff of the Hospital, ac
cepted the "Lungs" in well chosen
words. A reception followed after
which a demonstration of the work
ings of the respirators was made.
Tea and refreshments were served
by the Elks ladies. Mrs. Richard
Davis was Chairman.

At seven P.M. a banquet honoring
the Grand Exalted Ruler and his
party was served to 300 Elks and
their ladies in the ballroom of the
Elks Home. Dr. McCormick made an
inspiring address. He gave great
praise to East Chicago Lodge for the
motive which actuated the donation
of the wonderful machines as a hu
manitarian project in keeping with
his established program of each sub
ordinate lodge performing some
good deed for its community. Dr.
A. G. Schlieker, a charter member
and Chairman of the lodge's Physi
cians Committee, explained the many
uses which can be made of the
"Lungs." During the banquet, P.E.R.
A. P. Twyman, Chairman of the
lodge's Civic Projects Committee,
tendered a check for $500 as a sub
scription from East Chicago Lodge
to the Elks National Foundation.
Trustee J. L. J. Miller, P.E.R., pre
sented the Grand Exalted Ruler with
a beautiful Telechron clock as a gift
from the East Chicago membership.

Among the distinguished Elks
attending the hospital ceremonies
and banquet were Grand Secretary
J. Edgar Masters of Chicago; Grand
Trustee Henry C. Warner, Dixon,
111.; Joseph B. Kyle, Gary, Ind., for
mer Chairman of the Grand Lodge
State Associations Committee; D.D.
L. E. Yoder, Goshen, Ind., and
Special District Deputy W. M.
Frasor, Blue Island, 111.

The community reacted most favor
ably to this humanitarian act on the
part of East Chicago Lodge, and the
members feel that a worthwhile
objective has been attained. The
Trustees and members of the Civic
Projects Committee who handled the
details of securing the Iron Lungs
for the Hospital, were J. L. J, Miller,
Richard Davis, James Johnston, A.
P. Twyman, Z. B. Campbell, John C.
Siriskey, A. L. Zivich, Exalted Ruler,
and John E. O'Neil, Secretary.

Handsome New Home of Oroville,
Calif., Lodge Is Dedicated

A class of 55 candidates was ini
tiated at the first meeting held in
the new home of Oroville, Calif.,
Lodge, No. 1484. A dinner was held
that night in connection with the
dedication which was attended by
over 350 Elks-. The dedicatory cere
monies were conducted by D.D.
Frank L. Reese of Woodland, as
sisted by P.D.D. W. T. Baldwin,
P.E.R. of Oroville Lodge, P.D.D. R.
B. Mueller of Susanville, and other
officers. P.E.R. Alex Ashen of Sac
ramento Lodge, and present Trustee
of the Elks Hall Association, was the
principal speaker He complimented
the Oroville membership on their
fine new building, declaring it to be
one of the most soundly financed in

the State. A musical program was
another feature of the ceremonies.

The lodge received many hand
some and useful gifts from groups
of Elks from the Valley lodges, near
ly all of which were represented by
delegations. A walnut table for the
library was the gift of the Oroville
officers. Past Exalted Rulers gave
the flag pole to be installed on the
roof.

P.E.R, W. A. Ackerman, Aberdeen,
Speaks at Hoquiam, Wash., Lodge

Reduction of traffic fatalities and
accidents through a county-wide
safety drive involving a strict en
forcement of traffic laws and regula
tions, and by instituting a vigorous
safe driving campaign, was ad
vocated recently by P.E.R. W. A.
Ackerman of Aberdeen, Wash.,
Lodge, No. 593, speaking at Ho
quiam, Wash., Lodge, No. 1082. Mr
Ackerman is a prominent Aberdeen
attorney. He stated his belief that a
motorist could get to any desired
destination between Aberdeen and
Hoquiam practically as fast by ob
serving all traffic rules as by break
ing every one of them. In their ef
forts to make the streets and high
ways safe, the two lodges are co
operating splendidly and doing a fine
work.

Three Half.Century Members
Honored by Youngstown, O., Lodge

More than 130 members of
Youngstown, 0., Lodge, No. 55,
gathered recently at a testimonial
dinner to honor three fellow Elks
who had just completed fifty years
of membership. They were P.E.R.
Edwin D. Haseltine and John Ram
sey, both 82 years old, and Chester
Little, aged 72. Common Pleas Judge
J. H. C. Lyon, a m%mber of the lodge,
made a speech congratulating the
veterans on their service. Eugene S.
Rook and Dr. H. E. Nixon, who be
came 50-year members two years
ago, were special guests.

Gold badges marked with the em
blem of the Order and carrying the
inscription of their initiation dates,
were presented to the three for
whom the testimonial was given, at
the lodge meeting which took place
after the dinner.

Bristow, Okla., Lodge Initiates
Class Honoring Governor Phillips

The youngest lodge in Oklahoma,
Bristow No. 1614, staged the biggest
"Elks Meeting" that has been held
in the State for several years when
it celebrated the 48th birthday of
Governor-elect Leon C. Phillips, a
charter member, by initiating a class
of 29 candidates in his honor. The
"Red Phillips Birthday Class", as it
was designated, was headed by Con
gressman Lyle Boren of the Fourth
Oklahoma District.

The festivities took place in the
local American Legion Hut, begin
ning with a banquet at which the
Governor cut his huge birthday cake,
and coming to a climax with the
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initiation ceremonies conducted by
the championship ritualistic team of
El Reno Lodge No. 743. Special drills
were given by the crack drill team
from Tulsa Lodge No. 946. State
Trustee Floyd H. Brown, of Black-
well Lodge, spent five weeks in Bris-
tow assisting E.R. Lawrence Jones,
Secy. Tom Newcomb, the other of
ficers and the committees in the pre
liminary arrangements. All of Okla
homa's 19 lodges were represented in
the attendance and 14 Exalted
Rulers were present. Among the
leading Elks participating were
State Pres. E. A. Guise, Tulsa; Past
State Pres.'s: George M. McLean,
El Reno, Grand Esquire; Judge
Bert B. Barefoot, Oklahoma City, a
former member of the Grand Lodge
Committee on Judiciary; H. I. Aston,
McAIester, E. B. Smith, Sapulpa,
and Ralph K. Robertson, Sapulpa;
D D Maurice J. Schwartz, Musko-
gee, and D.D. C. R. Donley, Wood
ward, who is also a Past State Pres^
dent. All rode in the parade in which
the Governor-elect was escorted by
delegations of Elks, State police,
bands and drill teams, from the
Roland Hotel to the scene of festivi
ties.

Death of P.E.R. R. C. Muey
Saddens Youngstown, O., Elks

Youngstown, 0., Lodge, No.
has suffered a severe loss in the
death of P.E.R. R- C. Huey, a mem
ber of its Board of Directors. Mr.
Huey was one of the organizers of
the Ohio State Elks Association, was
active in all of its activities and
never missed an annual meeting, xle
was also the first President of the
State P.E.R.'s Association and Chair
man of the Visitation Committee,
originated by him. Mr. Huey was one
of Youngstown Lodge's long-time
members.

Civic and Social Activities of
Sault Ste. Marie, Mich., Lodge

Sault Ste. Marie, Mich., Lodge, No.
552, engages actively in the civic
and social life of the community. An
Elks committee on juvenile delin
quency cooperates with the County
Juvenile Court in guiding young pro
bationers. The juvenile hockey team
sponsored by the lodge has been
prominent in the juvenile hockey
league for five consecutive years, and
early this year the 1939 team was be
ing primed for the league champion
ship. The Sault Ste. Marie cham
pion cribbage team for 1988 was
made up of Elks from the local lodge.
The team not only won the honors
on the American side of St. Mary's
River but went over into Sault Ste.
Marie, Ontario, and took the inter
national championship. Elk bowlers
participated in the city league last
year and have another team ready
for competition in the 1939 meet.

The lodge holds a social meeting
night with a banquet every other
Tuesday of the month and gives
numerous Saturday Night parties.
Its charitable work is extensive. The

membership is growing, and a num
ber of candidates was initiated re
cently, the class being named for
Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. Edward
J. McCormick.

State Secy. Jeremiah J. Hourin,
of Framinghant, Mass., Lodge

When the Massachusetts State
Elks Association holds its annual
meeting this year, the familiar figure
of its long-time secretary, Jeremiah
J. Hourin, who for more than 20
years never missed a State conven
tion, will be missed. Mr. Hourin was
elected Secretary in 1919 and was
continuing his service in that capac
ity at the time of his death which
occurred last December. He had
been a member of Framingham,
Mass., Lodge, No. 1264, for 22 years,
had acted as Lodge Secretary for 11
years, was a former Chaplain and
had given valuable service as Chair
man of the Auditing Committee. He
was known as one of the hardest
workers in the interests of the Or
der in the entire State.

Past Grand Exalted Rulers James
R. Nicholson and John F. Malley, of
Springfield, Mass., Lodge, led a dis
tinguished group of honorary pall
bearers at Mr. Hourin's funeral, held
at St. Bridget's Church. The State
officers, the Framingham Lodge of
ficers with a large representation of
the membership, and hundreds of
other New England Elks, were in
attendance. Officials and employes
of the Boston and Worcester Lines,
for which Mr. Hourin had been
Claim Agent for more than 30
years, attended in a body. Inter
ment took place in St. Mary's Ceme
tery in Maiden, Mass.

State Officers Hold Mid-Winter
Meeting at Oregon City, Ore.

The officers of the Oregon State
Elks Association held their mid-win
ter business meeting in Oregon City.
Exalted Rulers, Secretaries and Es
teemed Leading Knights of the sub
ordinate lodges were invited to meet
with them, and many attended.

A great deal of business was trans
acted, a part of which was the com
pletion of plans for the Association's
Americanization Program. All mem
ber lodges conduct oratorical and
essay contests in the various high
schools for appropriate prizes. The
winners will meet at the State Con
vention to be held in June, and those
winners will be awarded additional
prizes, and probably trips to the
Grand Lodge Convention in St. Louis
the following month.

Burlington, Vt., Lodge Sponsors
Luncheons For School Children

For the past four years, through
the sponsorship of Burlington, Vt.,
Lodge, No. 916, between 250 and 300
undernourished school children have
been provided with noon luncheons.
Perfectly balanced meals are served
to public and parochial students who
for the most part are of graded
school age. A dietician is in charge.
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The fifth season was inaugurated on
January 17, the luncheons to be
served for 100 days in the basement
of the Municipal Auditorium. Aid
in the way of transportation was
proffered by the Vermont Transit
Company in offering the service of
its buses to convey the children each
day to and from the Auditorium.

P.E.R. F. L. Linsenmeier is Chair
man of the Elks Committee. The
necessary funds for carrying on the
work are procured partly by sub
scription; the lodge contributes the
rest.

Noted Radio Commentator Lectures
in Home oj Auburn, N. YLodge

In the home of Auburn, N. Y.,
Lodge, No. 474, the noted radio com
mentator, news correspondent and
world traveler, H. V. Kaltenborn,
spoke recently before 300 local citi
zens. Mr. Kaltenbom's talk carried
his listeners on a world tour of troub
led Europe and the Far East as he
told of conditions which he had ob
served and reported in 102 broad
casts over a period of 20 days before
and during the great Munich crisis.

After the lecture Mr. Kaltenborn
answered questions submitted in
open forum. This portion of the pro
gram was in charge of P.E.R. Benn
Kenyon, Chief Justice of the Grand
Forum of the Order of Elks, and
William O. Dapping.

James Taylor Memorial Plaque
Presented to Paterson, N. J., Lodge

The Crippled Children's Commit
tee of Paterson, N. J., Lodge, No.
60, has presented the lodge with a
plaque in memory of James E. Tay
lor, a former Chairman of the Com
mittee, the last of the charter mem
bers and a diligent worker on many
of the other committees of Paterson
Lodge throughout his long member
ship. Mr. Taylor died on January 22,
1938.

P.E.R. John C. Wegner, P.D.D.,
and himself a former Chairman of
the Crippled Children's Committee,
presented the plaque to the present
Chairman, Fred E, Hoelscher who
in turn presented it to the lodge
through E.R. Theodore Tallon. The
Paterson Committee is one of the
most active in the State.

Military Academy Cadets Are
Guests of Chicago Lodge No. 4

Members of the drill team of the
Theodore Roosevelt Military Acad
emy of Aledo, 111., were guests at one
of the largest parties given during
the winter by Chicago, III, Lodge,
No. 4. After the short lodge session,
the cadets engaged in a competitive
drill so perfectly executed that until
the end it looked as if the contest
would result in a tie. Cadet William
Morgan of Chicago was the winner
over John Lauterbach of Oak Park
in a long drawn out finish. Both
young men were presented with
prizes, and each cadet participating
received a remembrance of the occa
sion. A large crowd of members and
their ladies and friends were present.

Kingman, Ariz; Lodge Loses Two
Valued Members Through Death

Kingman, Ariz., Lodge, No. 468,
has lost through death two of its
most valued members, Secy. J. S.
Hulet and P.E.R. K. W. Davidson.
Mr. Hulet was formerly a member
of Winslow Lodge No. 536, but
joined Kingman Lodge 14 years ago.
He had served as Secretary for the
past four years.

Mr. Davidson was killed in an
automobile accident last November.
He was one of the best known Elks
in the State. At the time of his
death he was Chairman of the Ant
lers Council. He served as District
Deputy for Arizona North in 1937.

Long Beach, Calif., Lodge Organizes
First Aid Corps

Long Beach, Calif., Lodge, No.
888, has organized a First Aid Corps
with a personnel of 50 members. In
view of the appalling number of acci
dents on the highways, the Elks of
Long Beach decided upon this worthy
movement in the desire to serve
humanity in a manner befitting a
member lodge of the Order. The
organization has the approval of
Grand Exalted Ruler Dr. Edward J.
McCormick and of the District
Deputy for California, South Cen
tral, James J. McCarthy, of Santa
Monica Lodge.

Members of the corps received
their full first-aid course under the
supervision of qualified First Aid
Instructors, with the approval of five
physicians who are members of Long
Beach Lodge. The equipment re
ceived by them after final instruc
tions consists of modern first-aid
kits to be carried in their automo
biles, and plates which read: "This
Car Equipped for First Aid, Long
Beach Lodge of Elks."

Old Line Legal Reserve

LIFE INSURANCE

ONLY77
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HERE ARE LOW RATES AT YOUR AGE
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1 Monthly Premium less the 9'/s% Guaranteed I
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Cash and loan values; Guaranteed Divi
dend; automatic premium payment clause aiid
all standard provisions.

OVER $48,000,000.00 PAID OUT
by POSTAL LIFE OF NEW YORK to Its policy holders
and bcneficiarics during thirty-three successful years.

Send coupon for full details.

Postal Life Insurance Company
Jitl Fifth Ave., Dept. M-304
New York, N. Y.

Send me without obligation com
plete information about your low-
cost Jloclifled "4"policy at my age.
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Pass Case, Card Case, Bill Fold, Check Cover

MEW STYLE extra thin model. Just what every
man needs. Made of hiBh-grade black, genuine

catfakia, specially tanned. Tough, durable. Beautiful sou
texture, shows real quality. Silk stitched, 1/10-14K Gold
Fiiled corners. Size 334 s 5 closed. You simply can t wear
out this quality product. 22-karat gold name, address, imkoemblemfree.ThlsengraTlng ordinarilycost8»^5^*tra.

Direct-To-You ONLYH®®
Enclose $4.95 Money Order or Check. Sent
if you prefer. State "lodge emblem wanted. All arti
cles fully guaranteed. Your money cheerfully refunded iinot thoronghly sa^fied^vo weeks trlaK
Sdea£ Gift^
insurance men, tailors—with preferred customers prontoy
oorauantitydiscounts on personalizedjfiftgood-willDUiiaor"-
• S ftlBVMKI O llfMBMCD 360 N. Mtchigan Avo.
LANDON & WARNER Dopt.p-29,chicago. m.

SOUTH BEND

FISH-OBITE,.^^
INSURED /A

TO CATCH FiSH/^

FREE! 128-PAGE BOOK ON FISHING

D.D., L)r. Henry G. JVatters Honored by
in of Watsonville, Calif., Lodge
ittee, Two hundred and fifty members
esent of Watsonville, Calif., Lodge, No.
who 1300, assembled in the lodge home

lodge on December 7 to honor Dr. Henry
The G. Watters, present Commander of

• the the American Legion, Department of
California, and to answer to the
annual roll call. The evening was
begun with a seven o'clock dinner

^ served by the House Committee. The
f the Elks Orchestra played selections,
^cad- As Dr. Watters took his place at
t one the side of E.R. Carroll G. Sand-
n-ing holdt, at the opening of the lodge
odge, session, 40 members of the Edward
ision, H. Lox*ensen Post stood at attention,
bitive P.E.R. Robert H. Hudson introduced
until Dr. Watters, who expressed his ap-
ntest preciation to the lodge, of which he
lliam has been a member for many years,
inner and made a patriotic talk. P.E.R.
Park John Kirkland was chairman of the
Both roll call. P.E.R. William Theile, of
with Salinas, Calif., Lodge, an old friend

ating of Dr. Watters, was one of the
occa- speakers, and Sophus Dahl, who was
5 and in charge of the Legionnaires, con-
!sent. ducted part of the program.
T77ic« tvritinu to udrvrlixvi'ii lUca.sc inciilion The Elks ^luyazine



Six Sons of Six Bedford, Ind,,
Elks Initiated at Meeting

A class of 12 candidates was in
itiated in honor of D.D. Dr. A. A.
Pielemeier of Vincennes when the
District Deputy paid his official visit
to Bedford, Ind., Lodge, No. 826. Six
of the candidates were sons of Bed
ford Elks, and the occasion was cele
brated as an impromptu "Father and
Son Night." The six new Elks, whose
fathers became "old" Elks for the
duration of the evening, were as fol
lows : Robert H. Burton, son of
Robert C. Burton; John W. Horn,
son of Erban H. Horn; Herman
Splitgerber, son of Fred Splitgerber;
Kenneth Foddrill, son-in-law of
P.E.R. L. R. Carter; Warren V.
Glover, son of P.D.D. Wilbur V.
Glover, and William T. Fuller, son
of P.E.R. John D. Fuller and grand
son of David S. Fuller.

The Degree Team of Bedford
Lodgeperformed the initiatory work,
being highly commended by Dr.
Pielemeier. A turkey dinner and a
social hour were features of the fes
tivities.

^xth Annual Harvest Festival Held
by Oxnard, Calif., Lodge

Lodge, No. 1443,with its Sixth Annual Harvest Fes-
t^al, raised one of the largest char-
Q? district, Californiabouth Central. The festival began
with an illuminated night parade.
Later a crowd estimated at 7,000,

over the county,thr^ged the festival grounds, where
concessions,dancing and free vaudeville attracted

children's pet and vehicle
^^ter which the sev-

taiiimltll treated to free enter-
evenTrf^ ^ refreshments. Theattendance was again numbered in the thousands.

about ^e two days grossedabout $6,000. But a small fraction

nn/q 1 went for expenses,and a large sum was laid aside for
^nristmas charities and those which
are carried on throughout the year.

Pa., Elks Act in
t^stabltshing Boys' Safety Patrols

Boys' School Patrols in
P®. ^reeland, Pa., Borough andr oster Township schools was in-
galled last winter by a combined
V j Civic Officers Committee,Headed by Chairman Steve Pavlo-
vich. This was in line with the Elks
iNational Safety Campaign as carried

Freeland Lodge No.
1145.

Thirty-six boys from six schools
were chosen to start the work. The
Social and Community Welfare Com
mittee of the lodge furnished 36
belts and badges purchased through
the Keystone Motor Club and 18
pairs of safety flags secured from
the Governors Safety Council at
Harrisburg. In addition to safety on
the highways, playground patrol is
56

a part of the safety program. For
this purpose 20 safety guide badges
for children have been obtained from
the Keystone Club.

Ritualistic Contest Committee
Visits Hackensack, N. J., Lodge

A large attendance was present at
a recent meeting of Hackensack, N.
J., Lodge, No. 658, including visiting
Elks from many Bergen County
lodges. D.D. Walter F. Schifferli of
Rutherford and State Vice-Pres. Ed
ward Griffin of Bayonne made their
official visits that night and both ad
dressed the meeting.

The feature of the evening was the
judging of Hackensack Lodge by the
State Ritualistic' Contest Committee,
present for that purpose, and the ini
tiation of several candidates was per
formed accordingly. Another inter
esting item on the program was the
recognition by the lodge of the record
of Michael Corbo of Hackensack who
celebrated his tenth anniversary not
only as a member, but as one who
had not missed a meeting in all that
time.

Annual Reunion of 25-Year
Club of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge

On the night of its Second Annual
Reunion, the Twenty-Five-Year Club
of St. Louis, Mo., Lodge, No. 9, ex
panded to the extent of 27 new "Old
Timers." Eighty-seven quarter-of-a-
century Elks were present at the
dinner and reception given for them
by the lodge. Dr. Ralph B. Wagner
headed the Committee on Arrange
ments and D.D. Joseph H. Glauber
was the speaker. After the dinner
appropriate and impressive cere
monies were held in the lodge rooms,
the ritualistic work being conducted
by P.E.R.'s E. M. Guise, W. C. Guels,
A. H. Kuhlmann and 0. H. Rott-
mann. E.R. Thomas F. Muldoon de
livered the main address. Refresh
ments and entertainment followed
the meeting, with _"New Timers,
those recently initiated, acting as
waiters. The evening was officially
closed with an "Old Timers Toast"
at eleven o'clock delivered by Dr. M.
P. Morrell, Tiler.

The rules were changed some time
ago so that any member of St. Louis
Lodge who has been twenty-five years
an Elk is eligible to join the Club.
Any part of this period spent as a
member of some other lodge is count
ed into his service record.

Mid-Winter Meeting of Wash. State
Elks Assn. Held at Port Angeles

Port Angeles, "Naval," Wash.,
Lodge, No. 353, was host at the mid
winter session of the Wash. State
Elks Assn. on January 7-8. Satur
day, the first day, was given over
to registration, pre-convention com
mittee meetings and a dance. A spe
cial meeting of Exalted Rulers,
Leading Knights, Secretaries and
Trustees of the lodges on Sunday
morning preceded the actual con
vention session which was opened at

10:30 by State Pres. V. N. Christian-
son of Longview. Included among
the 150 Elks present were delegates
from the 22 member lodges of the
Association and visitors from other
lodges. Among the prominent guests
were Grand Inner Guard Harrie O.
Bohlke, Yakima; P.D.D.'s John J.
Langenbach, Raymond, Robert
Storey, Hoquiam, and Vice-Pres.
George Newell, Seattle; Past Pres.
H. Sanford Saari, Port Townsend;
Pres. Arthur Barnes and Secy.
Arnold Henzell of the Idaho State
Elks Assn., Lewiston, and Trustees
A. S. MacDonald of Oregon City, rep
resenting the Ore. State Elks Assn.

Reports showed that much work
was being done by all the State Com
mittees, and that the sponsorship of
Boy Scout Troops and an educa
tional program for juvenile delin
quents were included in Youth Acti
vities Work. As a feature of State
Social and Community Welfare
Work, the collection of tinfoil was
urged for the Seattle Orthopedic
Hospital for Crippled Children. A
survey was conducted last year for
the purpose of locating and tabulat
ing the helpless cripples in the State,
I,500 in number, with the idea of
working out some organized method
of relief in their behalf. The Amer
icanization Oratorical Contest for
students, one of the Association's
major projects, is being held again
this year. Vice-Pres. Edwin J. Alex
ander of Aberdeen, who for the past
two years has conducted the Con
tests, delivered a magnificent patri
otic oration.

Berkeley, Calif., Elks Aid in Fire
Prevention Education

Berkeley, Calif., Lodge, No. 1002,
has done much to bring about the
low fire loss ratio in the city, which
has an outstanding record in this re
spect. Through the cooperation of
the local Superintendent of Schools
as well as the managements of paro
chial and private schools, an Elks
Committee is permitted to address
the fourth, fifth and sixth grade
pupils during Fire Prevention Week.
The pupils are invited to write essays
on Fire Prevention, and the winner
receives a large American Flag to
be kept by his or her school for the
period of one year.

The 1938 presentation was made
to the winner, Miss Patricia Mar
shall, of the low fifth grade, Co
lumbus School, in the presence of
the Mayor, the Superintendent of
Schools, City Manager Hollis Thomp
son and Fire Chief John S. Eichel-
berger, both of whom are Elks, and
P.E.R. Louis B. Browne, Treasurer
of Berkeley Lodge and Chairman of
the Elks Fire Prevention Commit
tee. All Berkeley pupils were called
into assembly for the ceremonies. It
has been possible for the various
committees to observe the beneficial
effect of their training in this impor
tant phase of civic responsibility, as
many of the children who have re
ceived instruction are now grown.



-.-^1

„,e Convention CitySt. Lo""*' '

, „ aala Holiday to®

Tout iamilY ^isit
Come to the Conv^G„,e Inte--

San Fi-anciscos Go York
Vional Exposiuon and
World's Fair. .ranspottatioa

With special reduce ihis
,ates. all and come to t e

trsrirS-"—-

LET'S MAKE THIS YEA R—1 9 3 9—A YEAR OF TRAVEL!



SKmuBifmnniM
MILES up!

MAae MWiaiN was on her job atthe infor-
(VWnON COUNTER OFA COLUM6US,OHfO HOTELIVHeW-;

AOARie, HERE'S THAT
INQUIRING REPORTER
AGAIN. WHATS THE

QUESTION FOR
TDDAV?

WELL, I'LLASK THE
yoUNG LAPy. WHAT

WOULD VOU LIKE TO

DO THATS DIFFERENT?

3000 FT. OP-_LA!WRje IS TERRIFIED
yooNT

FORGET

THE RIP
cord!

oer eoiNG—we cant
DISAPPOINT TWO THOUSAND

HERE
I GO/

I TELL you

I CAN'T DO

20,800FEET. ship WON'T
<30ANV HIGHER BUT
rOUXL MAKE A NEW
ReCORD FROM HERE!

MAR16 JUMPS FDR A WOMEOfe
RECORD AT4 MILES UP
(NOTE CURVE Otr^p^RTI^

HOIV ^ FORMER INFORMATION CLERKJUMPED
20,800 FECT TDA NEW RRX)RD

/VWRIE W^MILLIN,
RecORD-HOLDINO

WOAAAM MRACHUTE
JUMPER

NEXT MORNING MARIE FELT PRETTY SCARED BUT

LIKE TO FALL
OLJT OF AN

OKA-A-y_ I'LL FIX THAT» ,
RIGHT AWAY. WE'RE RLINNINS
A STUNT PROMOTION AT THE

AIRPORT TOMORROW.

you GO UP FOR A
PARACHUTE JUMP

OH-H_IJUST CANT GO
THROUOH WfTH THIS .i^y—AND SHE LOOKS

AEROPLANE.
// k SO NICE.TDO!HA! HAlHAl

TDOLATE

NOW—

UP WE

GO

Oo-o-
/MARIE /VWKES A PeRFECT LANDING

LANDS (3 MIIES AWAV

CONGRATULATIONS
MARIE-AFOUR-

MILE JUMP MUST

BEA Bie STRAIN
ON THE NERVES

{Ujt) WIIEN BUSY, STRENUOUS days
put your nerves on the spot, take a tip from
the wire fox terrier pictured here. Despite his
almost humanly complex nerve system, he
ruickly halts in the jiiiclst of any activity, to
relax—to ease his nerves. So often, we humans
ignore this instinctive urge to break nerve
tension. We may even take pride in our will
to drive on relentlessly, forgetting that tiring
nerves may soon be jittery nerves! Yet the
•welfare of your nerves is vital to your success,
your happiness. Make it your pleasant rule to
pause reg-ularly —to LET UP—LIGHT UP A
CAMEL. Start today—add an extra comfort to
your smoking with Camel's costlier tobaccos.

WONDERFUL, AWie

WU'RE A BORN
PARACHUTE JUMPER

« WHO'S eoiO '
fcl ACAMEL

C7-
YES, LONG RARACHOTE

JUMPS AAE ROUGH ON THE
NERVES/ BUT I DODGE NERV
TENSION ev LetTING UP-

LIGHTING UP A
CAMEL WHEN

EVER I CAN.

I FIND CAMELS
SO soothing!
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CAMELS ARE MADE

FROM FINER, MORE
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...TURKISH AND

DOMESTIC

^/e^rifpA CAMBi./
SMOKERS FIND CAMEL'S COSTLIER TOBACCOS ARE SOOTHING TO THE NERVES


