






































Custer himself might have shrunk from such odds.
Thought of Wally’s telegram bit Eddie again and urged
him on. Three suckers, in succession, picked the wrong
shell and New York drew sixty-odd miles nearer. A
loud voice said, “Clever? Crooked. He has to be.”

Dread stirred in Marvin’s midriff. His defamer was
big and red and scornful. Eddie looked from him to
the girl beside him and forgot fear.

Her head scarcely reached her escort’s shoulder, yet
she had poise that gave her the look of height. Miriam
Norcross of the summer stock company whose collapse
had brought its juvenile lead so low, bore herself with
the same deerlike grace, but Miriam had sent no such
thrills along Marvin’s spine. Miriam’s eyes were not
so bright a blue. Their regard never had robbed one

gflbreath nor had made suffocation’s prospect delight-
ul.

QHE watched him, with neither suspicion nor avarice,
.) but friendly interest, and her eyelids crinkled with
the faint foreshadow of a smile. He glanced at the man
beside her and liked him still less. Something tre-
mendous and dazzling had happened to Eddie. He had
no time to examine its unsettling splendor. There was
new strength in his voice, new sureness in his fingers
as he spun the pellet and picked up the shells. The
ruddy intruder shouldered through the little crowd.

‘“That’s right,” Eddie sang, lifted by obscure defiance.
“The closer you come the more you’ll see—maybe. And
here she comes and there she goes.”

He set the shells down and withdrew his hands. Faint
rancor spiced his chant. “And where the pill may be,
who knows? Simple skill, folks. Nothing more. Who'll
be tl‘17e sharpshooter? Maybe this near-sighted gentle-
man?”’

It was joy to fling even a question into that sullen
face. Someone tittered. The sound heartened Eddie
and made him immune to the slit-eyed regard of the
stranger who smoothed a bill flat on the table top.

“Dollar bet?” Marvin asked, looking at it.

The other shook his head with bull-like force.

“The five—all of it.”

Eddie moistened his lips.

“Brother, this is a mild game. Just for fun.”

“Just for fun,” the man grinned. “Crawling, eh?”

“Buck,” the girl begged. He did not heed, but stood
waiting with an ominous air. Eddie drew breath. He
said, “Pick your bet for five.”

Buck’s thick fingers lifted a shell. The table was
blank beneath it. Marvin picked up the five-dollar bill.
Buck told him at last, ‘“Accidents will happen,” and
managed to make that sound insulting.

C“Isn’t it the truth?” Eddie asked. Glee unsettled
him. The girl had come forward. She was even lovelier
than he had thought. She stood beside the glowering
Buck, and Marvin felt that she strove to avert some-
thing. She whispered urgently in the man’s ear. He
shook his head and muttered reply from a mouth corner.
Their intimacy throttled Eddie’s elation. It wasn’t right
that Buck or any man should oppose her. The thought
startled him. He must watch himself.

He resumed his chant. The shells rattled. Buck said
sharply, “Hold it.”

Again the girl whispered. Her escort told her, “Wait
and you’ll see.”

His green eyes were malicious.
“What’s the limit?”

Marvin sensed impending trouble. Wisdom urged him
to be careful. The girl was looking imploringly at
Buck. Eddie forced a smile. He answered, “Isn’t five
plenty, brother? We're here for fun, sport and amuse-
ment, not to hurt anyone. I—"

“What I thought,” Buck told the girl. “A heel.”

It would have been pleasant to drive those even,
yellow teeth inward. It would be sweet to humble this
lout before the girl whose only visible defect was the
company she kept. Two shells in Eddie’s hands beat_
a crazy rhythm. With awed admiration, he heard him-
gelf say, “We aim to please. Shoot the works. mister.”

“Fifty,” said Buck and tossed a wad of bills on the
table with studied carelessness.
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He asked Eddie,

Silence welled and spread. Eddie heard the girl draw
breath. A tom-tom in the Nautch pavilion thumped in
time with his own heart.

“Your grief,” he told Buck. “Make it fifty.”

He was in for it now. His hands lent the walnut
halves the look of independent life. They clacked and
leap-frogged, settled and shifted again. Marvin, all at
once, was immune to dread. A slip, a lucky guess would
brand him cheat and welsher. He had less than fifteen
dollars to meet a bet of fifty. This did not worry him
as it should. He had his chance for reprisal. He would
overthrow his opponent while the girl looked on. Once
men had cased themselves in armor and had ridden at
each other for a no better purpose.

T(lile shells rattled, were still. Eddie withdrew his
hands.

“Well?”” he asked Buck, but he looked at the girl. She
stood with fingertips pressed against her mouth. Her
escort said, “The middle one.”

“The middle one,” Eddie repeated and reached for it.
The other snarled, “Get away.” .

Marvin halted. Buck’s green eyes brooded on the
shells. He spoke to the girl, but loudly, so that he
included the whole, still group.

“I’'m no sap. I've led this lug along. With a big bet
on the table he wouldn’t dare play fair. They're all
alike, these shell-game crooks. They palm the pea when
the going gets tough. I've been around.”

Eddie met the girl’s unhappy eyes. He smiled. Buck
saw him and clapped a hand over the middle shell. A
murmur rose from the staring folk about him.

“T’ve been around,” he repeated. ‘“You’ve all been
gypped. Tll show you. Fifty says the pea is under
this shell.”

The voice scored like sandpaper, predicting disaster
so clearly that for an instant Eddie thought of flight.
He was in a jam. A wise man would run.

But he didn’t run. He glanced again at the girl and
cleared his throat. He said, “Why not—"

“Why not,” Buck jeered, “pick up the shell? That’s
The pea is under one of ’em, eh?”

a joke. Listen.

“Obviously.”

“Obviously, eh? A dollar word. It isn’t in your
palm or your pocket? It’s under a shell? All right,
I’'ve picked the middle one. If it isn’t under either of
the others, the pea must be under my choice—and you
pay me fifty. We'll hold the middle one down and lift
the other shells. Any objections?”

E waited, vainly, for Eddie to answer and then went
on with heavy malice.

“That’s settled, then. Mary, I'll keep the pea from
crawling away. You pick up the other shells.”
The girl breathed loudly. She did not stir.

bade her, “Go ahead. Pick 'em up.”

“Mind your business,” Buck growled.

“It sort of is my business,” Eddie answered mildly.

Her hand crept forward. It lifted one flanking shell.

“Nothing under that,” Buck gloated. “Now, the
other.”

She raised it, and revealed the pea.

The tom-tom pounded. The merry-go-round organ
wheezed. For an instant before the table no one stirred
or spoke. The girl’s eyes moved from the shell in her
hand to Marvin, who drew the roll of bills toward him.

“Accidents,” he told her gravely, “will happen.”

Buck’s eyes shone, cold and bright as the badge dis-
played by the turned-back lapel.

“It’s a pinch,” he said.

The crowd about him uttered hollow sound. The girl
laid a hand on his arm. He went on, with relish,
“Gambling’s a crime and I’'m a deputy. That fifty won’t
begin to pay your fine.”

“Okay, brother,” Eddie answered, and overthrew the
table. Its edge smote the other’s chin as he lunged.
Eddie turned and ran. A bleat of pain, following him
into the gloom, was a cheering sound. He dodged
through a canvas-walled alley, circled a parked van,
paused and then stepped, a calm, shabby figure, into
the brawl and glare of the carnival. Outwardly idle,
inwardiy vigilant, he let a slow current of the noisy,
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He rebuilt the house himself, and
it was such a house as you wouldn’t
see many of in those times, with
great, squared logs for the walls, and
a hearth that could roast a whole
deer at once. But before he built
the house he planted the seeds, care-
fully, in a long line from the front.
When people asked him who would
live in the house, whether he would
take another wife, and what he was
planting, he answered, “It’s a chore
for Johnny Appleseed, I guess.”

Most people thought he had be-
come a little mad from all the time
he had been alone in the wilderness.
And my grandfather’s grandfather
let them think that, for he wasn’t
at all certain that he was not be-
coming a little mad. Boone begged
him to take another wife, knowing
that a man shouldn’t live alone. But
Richard Hammond said, “We’ll see
when the appleseeds sprout.”

And then he waited.

Now, I do not doubt that it was
a terrible thing for my grandfather’s
grandfather to be waiting that way,
and if you think of how it was, you
will see why. For here was a man
of action, a hunter and a ranger of
the wilderness, tied down by the
word of a man who might very well
be mad.

But Richard Hammond waited.
Through everything, he had that pic-
_ ture of a man of peace, a ragged,

Lum Williams sat very still. What
he had seen in the kid’s face might
have been portent. Bradley blood
was wild as it had ever been. Lum
arose, went into the house, buckled
his heavy revolver about his waist
and made a pack.

The kid couldn’t run away from
Smokey. He could run for days, or
even weeks, but he couldn’t hide
from the dog that worshipped him,
and for him had become the perfect
thing that he was. Lum dragged
Smokey from the kennel by the
scruff of his neck and on the end of a
rope took him down to Sarneci’s
cabin. . From there on the tawny pup
was Wllc! to go. He picked up the
kid’s trail, danced a moment on fran-
tic .feet. that wanted to run and un-
hesitatingly struck up the mountain
in back of the cabin.

Lum followed. After seventy-
three years in the Wabatasa hills he
could get around almost as well by
night as by day. He could hear
Smokey snuffling in the brush ahead,
but he couldn’t see him. When they
were half-way up the mountain he
called Smokey in and again tied the
rope about the dog’s neck. Lum knew
well that Smokey might run to the
kid and he couldn’t take chances with
the only instrument he had that
would bring a killer to justice.
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bearded man, unarmed, yet free to
go among the tribes and _preach his
message of peace. He waited and he
watched the seeds he had planted,
and while he watched thus, seeking
a sprig of green from where the
seeds lay, he had a picture of what
might be some day in this wilder-
ness. He had a picture of a great
civilization, many thousands of men
living in peace, and everywhere was
the ruddy fruit cl)f '%hg seeds Johnny
Appleseed had planted.

plli): seems to rge that this was the
hardest time of his life, yet in that
time the hate was bred out of his
heart.

T last a day came when a tiny
sprig of green poked up where he
had planted an appleseed, just a tiny
sprig, almost like a blade of grass,
nothing more than that. Yet t’hat
night he slept with a'peaceful heart.
‘After that, the waiting was harder.
Days passed, and the summer drew
to a close. He took in the crops he
had planted, and he lined the walls
and floor of his (;:atilr} with the skins
easts he had slain.
of ’IPh:n there was an afternoon, whgn
his work was done, and he sat in
front of his cabin—and he saw come
out of the forest two ﬁgureg, one of
them bearing a child in his arms.
And that figure who bore the child
was a bearded man, clad in home-

Trail's End

(Continued from page 23)

knew grimly that he would
UMbring thegkid back if he got;ld. of
course, if he wanted to let his imagi-
nation run away with him, he might
have started thinking how the man
who had three hours start on him
was only the kid who had lived with
him all winter, and a kid who was
kind to hounds and had a way with
them. Lum was the law in Wab-
atasa, and few criminals had ever

caped him. .

& Hle) traveled until one o’c_lock in the
morning, then camped until daylight.
The kid would probably run a}l night,
but he was young and didn’t know
any better. There wasn’t much sense
in running when you figured that
you might have to run a thousand
miles if you ran all the way, but no
kid would think of that.

‘As soon as it was daylight Lum
rebuilt his fire, ate breakfast, gave
Smokey as much as he himself ate
and started on again. He didn’t need
a leash on the hound when he could
see him. If Smokey started to break
he could whistle him back. Lum
wondered if the pup would be so
eager to run if he knew to what they
were going to bring the kid back. It
was funny in a way, but it didn’t
ever make any difference to a dog
what its master had done.

At noon Lum came to the ashes

spun, and the other was a woman.

Nowadays, the red man and the
white live together, and old legends
are forgotten, so who is to say how
Johnny Appleseed found the wife of
my grandfather’s grandfather? It
is enough that he found her. Per-
haps the birds told him, the same
birds that spared his appleseeds for
the fruit they would bring.

There was much the man and wife
had to say to each other, and while
they spoke, Johnny Appleseed played
with the child. And when at last
they tried to thank him, he was pre-
paring to go. It was not easy for
them, my grandfather’s grandfather
and his wife to pour out their
thanks; words came hard. But they
made him understand that the debt
was great. Then they begged him
to stay with them—at least for the
night.

He shook his.head. “There is much
planting to do,” he said. Then he
stared at the child, smiled, and con-
sidered; then he said, “When he
comes of age and the fruit is ready
for the picking, let him do a chore
for me. Let him plant the seeds of
an apple.”

Then he shouldered his bag of
seeds, smiled on them and went his
way.

And my grandfather’s grandfather
watched Johnny Appleseed disappear
into the forest.

of a fire where a rabbit—probably
killed with a stone—had been cooked.
The ashes certainly were not more
than three hours old. Lum shook his
head. The kid had traveled and he
had rested, and still the kid was just
about as far ahead as he had been
when they started. Smokey whined
in protest when Lum stopped again
to eat. But Smokey was young, too,
and didn’t know much about a real
test of endurance. This might be a
long trail.

Lum rested that night among some
wild bluffs that marked the deep Wa-
batasa wilderness. He wouldn’t have
stopped at all if he hadn’t been so
weary. There was deep magic in
campfires. They were likely to con-
jure up visions that an officer on the
trail of an outlaw was better off
without. Such visions only hurt, and
Lum wouldn’t have known how to
do anything except what he was
doing. It was simple. The kid was
a killer and Lum was an officer.
Therefore he would bring the kid
back to justice if he was able to catch
him. If the kid was able to get away
that would be all right and the kid’s
good luck.

When he was rested, Lum went on
again. It lacked some hours of day-
light, but an old man who knew how
to conserve his energy didn’t need as



much sleep as a young one who
wasted it. Smokey was more rest-
less now, and more anxious. During
the night they must have gained -
some on the kid. Lum walked stead-
1ly, and the revolver at his side was
tightly buttoned into its holster. The
kid didn’t have a gun.

Lum wasn’t tired when night
came, so he walked on into the middle
of it. Then, with Smokey tied to a
tree, he made his camp as before.

Having made camp at midnight,
he slept well into dawn. Smokey
started out on the morning of the
third day with his nose in the air,
instead of to the. ground, and a
frown of worry creased Lum’s brow.
He had gained considerably on the
kid. Smokey was following body
scent now instead of trail scent. But
the kid had made a good run, and he
had showed sense in one respect: he
hadn’t wasted any time trying to
hldg his trail. Nothing that left a
trail could hide it from Smokey, and
the kid knew it as well as Lum.

UM.spec_ulated idly on what the

kid might have done. He might
have walked a long way in water;
that would have covered his trail for
the time being, but nobody can walk
forever in water and Smokey would
have. found where he came out.
Nothing the kid could dust on his
tracks would stop Smokey. There
was only one thing the kid could do
that vyould definitely put an end to
pursuit. He could wait until the dog
was almost upon him and fire the
woods. If the smoke didn’t ruin
Smokey’s nose, the flame would for-
ever put an end to it. Fire would
wipe out the kid’s trail completely.

The

Got all that? Okay. Now we ge
to something that has a lot to gdci);
with baldness, more directly.

Each follicle is provided with a
twisty little bunch of cells known
as a sebaceous gland, that produces
afine (or, if diseased, inferior) grade
of hair-wax. Don’t forget the
set{%%q?us fgll:it(nd !

ite folks and Negroes have
about 1,000 hair-follicleg to every
square inch of scalp. Monkeys, about
the same. Chinamen, God bless ’em,
have less. With the average scalp
having about 120 square inches, that
means about 120,000 hairs to a white
man’s head of hair, with all sails set.
Beautiful blondes have 140,000, or
even better. Redheads have the least
of all, with counts running as low as
90,000. The origin of redheads is
regarded as somewhat questionable,
anyway. The tendency is to point a
finger at their far ancestors as ad-
venturous fellows, who wormed their
way into distant lands and either

. with eloquent muzzle.

Lum came to a long, natural
meadow. that. was knee-deep in
stunted laurel and sweet fern. There
was a small grove of stunted jack-
pines at the farther end. Smokey
danced at the edge of the meadow,
and with pleading eyes looked back,
begging for the word that would let
him plunge ahead. The kid might
just as well have left a sign saying
he was in the jackpines. Holding the
dog close, Lum plunged into the
meadow.

The kid would be his prisoner in
fifteen minutes, and Lum would take
him back to answer for the thing he
had done. They didn’'t hang every
killer, of course, and old Charley Ma-
ginnis’ testimony might get the kid

‘off with a term in the pen. But Sar-

neci had a lot of friends and . . .

The meadow was a fine place for a
fire. If it started now, neither Lum
nor Smokey would get away without
burns, and Smokey would never
again trail the kid or anything else.
Lum looked at the jackpines, and
brushed a hand across his eyes. The
damn fool kid. . . . Oh, why didn’t he
have sense enough to start it!

The kid leaned indolently against

‘one of the jackpines when Lum came

up. Whining with joy, Smokey flung
himself on the kid and caressed him
He raced
around the kid, barking happily.
Then he threw himself across the
kid’s feet and stared into his.face:
“Don’t run, kid,” Lum said.
" “I'm not runnin’,” the kid said,
still bashfully.
The kid stooped and took Smokey’s
long ears in his left hand. It was
only then that Lum saw what the

other held. It was a-match, a half-

burned match, and it had burned it-
self clear down between the kid’s
scorched fingers.

HREE days later old Lum Wil-

liams reappeared in Wabatasa,
alone. He was not inclined to talk,
and even Sarneci’s closest friends did
not press him too far. Lum -gave two
efficient men in uniform of the state
police a sketchy account of what had
happened.

“I caught him,” Lum said. “But
he got my gun, took the hound and
they went off together.”

“Where was it?” the police in-
quired.

“About twenty miles south of-
Alder Springs on Cherry Ridge,”
Lum lied. “I’'m resignin’ as con-
stable. Too old, I guess.”

Because the kid had made a good
run and led him as far or farther
than any other man he had ever
chased, Lum was tired. Jude, his
old hound, came to sit on the porch
beside him as the shadows of twi-
light again brought memories of
what had been in Wabatasa. Lum
pulled the old dog’s ears and stroked
her neck. t T

“He ain’t really bad,” Lum whis-
pered to Jude. “He’s jjust a Brad-
ley an’ he needs room.” B

Jude thrust her velvety muzzle
deeper into Lum’s cupped hand.

“He wouldn’t burn out Smokey’s
nose,” Lum continued. ‘Not even to
save hisself from hangin’. He did
get the gun, but I sort of made him.
They lit out for the big woods; all
hell can’t catch ’em now. But he
ain’t really bad. Sarneci kicked
Smokey an’ shot at him first. That’s a
killin’ offense in any man’s country.”

Fate of Yoﬁr Pate

(Continued from page 17)

slugged or seduced the ladies of their
enemies.

Until recently, it was supposed that
hair grew out to its full length, what-
ever that might be, and then hung
on like a sailor. We know better than
that now. A succession of hairs come
from the same follicle and no one of
them lives for more than a few years
anyway. After growing to full
length, at the rate of about half an
inch a month, each hair presently
falls out, and, if all is well, is re-
placed by its successor. Even a
healthy scalp sheds normally from 30
to 100 hairs a day.

The big trick is to keep the new
hairs coming along. Boy! If we
could only do that! If we could only
keep our thousands of follicles from
going out of business! Then no one
could ever say, “How thin your hair
is getting on top!” But the sad fact
is that one follicle after another
quietly decides to start a sit-down
strike, and never works again. There

are few men (or women, either) in
America today who have not some-
thing like twenty-five percent less
hair on their scalps at thirty than
they had when they were twenty.

To prevent these follicle-strikes
we try tinctures and tonics and scalp
rubs and vibrators. They all guar-
antee miraculous results; few, if any,
ever produce them. Little by little
the hair thins out, regardless. From
1,000 active follicles to the square
inch, the number can shrink to 250
or less, before the change even be-
comes particularly noticeable.

No one knows, yet, just what
causes baldness. Different books on
hair give you conflicting theories.
Underneath these theories, fortu-
nately, there’s a certain amount of
known fact.

The easiest theory of baldness is
that it’s hereditary.

Monkeys, according to an English
scientist named Edward Lawrence,
show unmistakable traces of the
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is_clean, rinsing it thoroughly with
still more water, and then rubbing it
gsome more until it is dry, is uni-
versally agreed upon as good scalp
business.

ULE Two: Give your scalp plenty
of exercise.

Brushing is excellent. Mother’s
a§v1ce to daughter in the gay nine-
ties—100 brushings, morning and
night—is sound. Rubbing and mas-
sage—provided you observe the pre-
caution given in the next paragraph
—are splendid. It is usually con-
sidered better to brush your hair or
to rub it with the grain rather than
against it. From the top of your

head downward, that is, rather than
from the sides toward the top. The
shorter your hair is cut, the less
attention you need to pay to the
direction of the massage, and the
more brushing and rubbing you need.

ULE Three: Don’t be too rough.
Avoid subjecting your hair or

scalp to too great shock or strain.
Pulling hair violently, yanking
through snarls with a fine-toothed
comb, may cause some follicles to go
out of business before new hairs are
ready to come along. In the same
way, an unaccustomed scalp may be
shocked by too great changes in
temperature, such as taking a cold

shower when you’re heated. That’s
one reason doctors recommend using
luke-warm water first and changing
to cold gradually. In the matter of
massage, the more the better, pro-
vided your hair and scalp can stand
it without damage. Don't start in any
violent rubbing or massage treat-
ment too suddenly. In rubbing,
brushing and everything else, give
your scalp only a little more than it’s
been accustomed to. Then gradually
work up to the degree of treatment
that will insure a good, healthy scalp
and produce the exclamation that,
when overheard, makes you feel so
warm and sheepish:
“He has such lovely hair!”

Get-away Money

You lose the man that took it. You
lose him twice. I don’t like carnivals
an‘d I'm going home.”

‘T'll have your money for you in
the morning, Mary. Honest. Along
w1‘f;h the crook that’s got it.”

Won’t that be nice?” she an-
swered and threw in the clutch. The
car lurched and rolled. Eddie lay
still. His dazed mind offered no bet-
ter plan. If he rose, the girl would
surely scream and perhaps in her
terror, wreck the car. If he spoke,
ever 8o reassuringly, it probably
would be as bad. The door beside
him rattled. The girl asked in a
quiet voice, “Would you mind shut-
ting it? I don’t think it’s latched.”

‘I‘Ie,coulgi not move or speak.

v Jts quite all right,” she told him.
8saw you get in.”

Eddie shook off amazement’s palsy.
He rose and slammed the door. Then
he sat, still speechless, behind her
and watched the bright road run to-
ward them. All he could say, after
tremendous groping, was, “Thanks.”

Maybe he had hit his head. Maybe
this was delirium from which he
would emerge to find Kalmus shak-
Ing him and Buck bawling in his ear.
He watched the dark outline of her
head against the windshield, fixing
it forever in his memory.
hi he had spoken again.” He cleared
hls throat and answered as lightly as

e could.

h Hurt? Just my ankle. Your—”

fe gagged over the fateful word and

bOrced_ himself to utter it—“your
ox-frlend plays rough.” '

He’s my step-brother,” she said
eagerly. “He’s married. We run the
fa}"m on shares. I'm Mary Walker.”
I had half of that already,” he
told her. “I'm a quick study.”

Her small laugh took his breath
again. He watched trees whirl
through the light beam’s rim and
found he had so much to say that he
. could not speak at all.

They halted where a stone house
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erowded the highway. Across the
road were monumental barns.

“I live here,” she told him, and got
out. A streak of pain ran up his
leg as he followed. She was taller
than she had seemed beside the hulk-
ing MacPherson. She said, “It’s only
a mile to the junction. The limited
stops there at midnight.”

Eddie answered hoarsely. .

“You’ve been—swell. Sometime,
1'd like to try to thank you. Good-
bye.” . .

He took a limping step. She got in
his way. Her face shone in the car’s
reflected light. Her speech was
blurred by haste.

“T could drive you down later. If
—if you’ll come in, we’ll see to that
ankle.”

HE turned and switched off the
S lamps. Marvin’s heart had lodged
in his throat. .

“You’ve done enough—" .

An approaching car spread light
about them. Brakes squealed as it
drew abreast. A voice called, ‘“Hi,
Buck. Goin’ in to the carnival?”

After a brief silence, the ques-
tioner said lamely, “My mistake.
Well—g’night, Mary.” .

He drove on toward town. The girl
told Eddie, “Come in before there
are more mistakes.”

“]__" he began, and gagged. De-
rision marked her voice.

“You needn’t be so noble. The
hired man and his wife sleep in the
ell. They’'ll hear my very first
seream.”

Coffee bubbled on the stove and
filled a shining kitchen with comfort-
ing fragrance. Eddie looked up from
his half-bandaged ankle. Mary sat
with her hands locked on the table,
watching him. )

Strangeness had fled. It was
wholly right that he should be here
with the smell of coffee in the air
and a table between them. He bent
to his bandaging again and forced

himself to pick up the half-uttered
story her shy questions had incited.
Already, with wry brevity, he had
spread before her most of the shabby
tale—his parents’ death, his boy-
hood on circus and carnival lots, his
graduation into four-a-day vaude-
v111‘e,. his fight for foothold in the
legltlmatq theater.

“So I signed up with this summer
theater company. We aimed to ele-
vate the drama in a cowbarn while
the cattle were in pasture. We should
have waited till they had come back.
Then we’d have had an audience.
Well, we didn’t last long. I wag
thumbing it back to New York when
I found Kalmus. He ran a shell game
himself before he got cash and
morals. Then, today, comes this
wire from Wally Flint. There's a’
spot for me in the ‘Happy Days’ pro-
duction if I can get to Manhattan
quick. Will Kalmus stake me? He
will ngt. So I try for get-away
e ehecked hi 1f :

e checke imself, grunted
fumbled in his pocket. g and

She qaught his hand as he began
to lay bills upon the table. The pres-
sure of_her palm set his heart to
hammering on his ribs.

“No,” she said. ‘“Please, no. 1t
was milk money. Let Buck pay for
his fun. You won it fairly.”

She added as though the question
were hard to utter, “You did, didn’t
Yohe look

e look on her face shook him.
He began slowly, “It’s a crookgld
game, but I played it straight. My
hands were too stiff for monkey
business. I took MacPherson because
he was too smart.”

“I shouldn’t say so.”

“But he was. It’s the dumb ones
who’re hardest to fool. It’s hard to
leadL’em.”

“Lead them?” She seemed to have
forgotten that her hand still rested
on his. He spoke quickly, lest she
remember. “Indirection does it. You






. “If it’s right,” she said, “and
it seems to be, we must go. We can’t
afford to have you miss the Limited.”

He limped after her into the dark
front hall. . Beside the door, she
turned. Light from the kitchen
dvx:flt upon her.

“ Tell’ me goodbye,” she whispered.
There’ll be people at the junction.”

Feet clumped on the porch. Some-
one lgn?cked. The sound beat on
Marvin’s heart. He stared at Mary.
Sh‘t‘e asked, at last, “Who’s there?”

It’s Buck. Let me in.”

She searched Eddie’s stricken face
as though she hoped to find an an-
swer there.

“It’s—it’s late, Buck.
you If,oglight.”

“Late,” MacPherson snorted. “Too
late, b’God, to hav ival
in there, Mary.’a} e a carnival crook

Marvin felt cold i
along his spine. sweat prickle

I can’t see

dr:;gllcl.(’:’k’” the girl said, “you’re
“Drunk,” he bawled. “Ask the
sheriff. He’s with me. We know

that rat is here. Randy Wilson saw
hll‘}% and you gettin’ out of your car.”
M d(’he said, his mouth close to

ary’s ear, “I’ll ease out the back

way. I can’t have you smeared
Mary. Keep ’em i ,
My D talking for a

He touched her cheek with his li
an‘c} ho’l’)bled toward the kitchen. P
No,” she called and halted him.
Tl}ngoorlllcnob rattled.
. €’s here yet,” Buck L
Just spoke to )lrxim.” vek called. “She
ary clung to Marvin’s sleeve.
She whispered, “Even if you get

2:1?1%_ 3’79u’11 miss the train. That
“What else?” he asked and

shrugged. She went on, in a sibil
s ant
rush of speech. The front door
f:‘lj'(gak,ed. Eddie gave a wan grin.
limou (xl'e the tops,” he muttered and
b ped away. A calmer voice beyond
e portal counseled, “Have some

sense, Mary. Fella’s been gamblin’
and that’s against the law. We got
a warrant for him, swore out proper
and legal by this carnival pro-
prietor.”

“Have you?” the girl asked, and
scanned the now empty hall. “You
gentlemen think of everything, don’t
you?”

Buck roared.

“Will you open that door or do
T bust it in?”

“T’ll open it,” said Mary.

'_I ER slippery fingers fumbled with
the key. Buck’s weight thrust the
portal inward, almost oversetting
her. She fled and stood at the foot
of the stairway to the upper floor,
looking from MacPherson’s glower-
ing bulk to the smaller, dry man in
black beside him. The intruders
blinked in the light from the open
kitchen door. .

“Buck,” Mary said in a clear voice,
“he’s been hurt. »

“Where is
blurted.

“Buck,” she begged and backed up-
stairs, spreading her arms to block
the way. “You won’t—"’

“Won’t 1?” her stepbrother asked
with a wide grin. “Get off those
stairs before 1 haul you.j’

MacPherson plodded ominously up-
ward. The sheriff followed. Still
pleading, the girl retreated. At last,
she wheeled and ran. Buck pursued.
At the stair top he found and turned
a switch. In light that poured down
from a chandelier, Mary stood before
a closed door in the upper hall. The
sheriff thrust her aside and turned
the knob.

“T,ocked,” he said.

“Gimme the key,” Buck bade her.
She smiled into his swollen face.

“No. Wait till morning. He—-"

He bared his teeth.

«All right,” he told her and threw
his weight against the door. Be-
neath his shoulder, a panel gave

he?” MacPherson

inward with a creaking crash. The
sheriff flinched. Buck shouted
through the breech, “Coming out, or
dorghdrag you?” ’

e sound of a starting motor
reached Mary. She clenched her fists
and waited, but the two who stared
at the shattered door did not seem
to hear.

“No real call,” said the sheriff,

awed by the wreckage, “to b
things up like this, Buck.” ust
MacPherson snorted. “My house

as much as hers.
I I;f.vektoi(”

le icked at the shattered lo
until it burst, and thrust the dof)lxf
n!ward with a grunt. They heard
him flounder about the chamber. At
last he said blankly, “He ain’t in
heﬁ.”

ary turned on the room’s ligh
Her face was haggard but her geyt:s'
gparkled. She said in a mild voice

I told you, but you wouldn’t listen.”

Buck cx:led, clutching the frag-
ments of his fury, “He’s downstairs.”

Sﬁe shookbher head. )

‘“He was, but he isn’t. I gave hi
coffee and he left—some tigne 32:9

Buck plunged down the stair. She
followed more slowly. He stood in
the empty kitchen. Midnight’s air
blew cool and fresh through the open
backl d(;)or.Y Buck (f;lﬁred at her. He
snarled, “You sai ew i
Wh?qt for?}’l’ as upstairs.
_“ o,” she answered. Her voi
lilted and there were small l;r;:;gg
of mirth about her eyes and lips
“No, Buek. I said he wasn't. Just
a matter of indirection, Buck, but
you wouldn’t know about that.”

He breathed hard. Behind her, the
sheriff asked dryly, “What's ’ the
m%l}?y for;.?” N
_The girl picked up the sh
bills, She answered as she ef%tl.dgg
them, “It’s twenty-five dollars that
belongs to me. It’s get-away money,”

They heard the Limited’s shril]
whistle, hooting for the junection,

I’ll tear it down if

Tricks of the Trade

Since victories and championships
lgave a definite trade-in valge at tﬁe
iox—ofﬁce, his incentive for winning
tgi all the more urgent. Circumven-
lon of the rules—all right; foul play
gannot be condoned, but it can be un-
erstood when a pro is in a_tough
’Srpl:)t and he is losing his livelihood.
e amateur has absolutely no ex-
cuse for attempting to win illegally,
no matter how high the prize at
stake. Theoretically, he should be
magnanimous and the soul of honor.
Sure, he wants to win; that’s the big
idea. But the fate of nations does not
h'fmg upon an international golf, ten-
nig or yachting trophy, and is not
the exercise just as exhilarating in a
lost, but well-played game?
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It was most refreshing to hear Mr.
Joe Jacobs bleat, “We wuz robbed!”
into a microphone several years ago
after his man, Max Schmeling, lost
the heavyweight championship and a
potential half-million dollars to Jack
Sharkey on a questionable decision.
Far better than listening to the
thinly veiled insinuations of pam-
pered, pompous amateurs—men and
women—that their opponents were
lucky stiffs to win.

This is not to imply that profes-
gionals are not above pulling a fast
one. It is the spirit in which their
tricks are done, and accepted, that
makes the amateurs look like such
shoddy sportsmen. Let’s take identi-
cal instances of sharp practices.

A dozen years ago the Pitt
Pirates were suspected of ta.kisri:)glr1 {1%1}1
fair advantage of visiting National
Leagu_e teams. The gag was that
the Pirates, with the fastest team in
the league, sprinkled their infield so
excessively that an ordinary ground
ball was retarded by the wet grass
and a perfect play was required to
throw out a swift Pittsburgh player
at first base. The stratagem probably
helped Plttsbt]rgh win two pennants
but the opposition lodged no protest:
The opposition, in fact, regarded it
as a pretty smart stunt, although it
might have meant a difference of
$200,000 to a contending ball club
a_nd its players. No other team, in-
cidentally, went to the trouble of let-






What America Is Reading

two other parasites go gallivantin

glﬁzs;-ngnes h’atl}sm distinct echoes ogt:
mi in it. i

Schuster, $2) it. (Simon &

There’s a new Marge Sha
story—she is the Eng%isli]y authzg
\n;]ho made a great many readers
c ee1,"ful by writing “The Nutmeg
Trge . Heﬁ' new novel is “Harle-
gﬁm House”. The question whether
qu?ny;hc;]le world is a sort of harle-

ouse, or whether on
characters in this novel ar% lryr’le:?;
;na%caps, can best be settled by the
aea. fer, }{o; this, too, is a book about

o orthright and unconventional
%r 1;ng woman who managed to col-
icl some extraordinary friends, or
at least find them in odd situations
(Little, Brown, $2.50) ]

HEN, of course, there’
; y s the st
:I_vye re all reading these dayg2
Wickford Point”, by John P. Mar-
g_uand. Teasing New England tradi-
10ns seems to be an American herit-
3ge;1 _No one can do it as well as a
azg -Hrz;}ilzge-vlgoolM New Englander,
bt hoy . arquand certainly
He ties the Brills into a knot, b
, but
I%Qt }?lso makes us well acquainted
WL‘ hthe members of this family,
¥ 1ch may best be described as ra-
1(;;-act1ve, throwing off sparks but
not necessarily moving from a given
%c;}llllf Jim Calder is cousin to the
tho 8; he enjoys them, ridicules
th r;n, {l_’s bored by them, escapes, re-
creag o them. Bella Brill is a catty
creat ure who wants attention from
o :Tthere ought to be insurance
x 8t her kind. Cousin Clothilde
tule'lceless; full of amusing plati-
oveesﬁ she_ exercises light authority
ther er circle, and in her we behold
ol satisfied leqder of an introspec-
s dg;roup, quite oblivious of the
e ul e world. In some of the minor
E%l ll'es Marquand has pilloried New
. gland phenomena, especially in the
ase of Allen Southby, who came to
E a;'vard from Minnesota and enters
wx; n the study of New England
w r}t':s w%h the enthusiasm of the con-
yert. e have to thank Marquand
e mlqny amusing lines, for captivat-
whog Impses of eccentric Americans
iy are ]1v1ng on the legacy of an-
ot :}1" generation; in general, for one
o € most entertaining families in
ton, (Little, Brown & Co., $2.75)

A Powerful Redlistic Novel

th Of suffering there is enough in
stl{_Skmad world. But if any should
& 1ke us dumb, it is the misery of
l}Sgossessed American farmers.
B ain people, workers on the earth.
hetyveen the buffets of nature and
their own kind, they stand bewil-
dered, like honest men outlawed by
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fate. Here, of course, is a great
theme for the American novelist who
can feel their misery in his bones.
John Steinbeck has called the turn
in “Grapes of Wrath”. It is his big-
gest, most powerful book; it may
well be the most powerful novel of
American life today. It strikes with
force; it compels the most intense
attention.

HE story of what happened to the

Joads can’t be put into a para-
graph. The account of their fight
against the dust storm in Oklahoma,
and their long, hard trip in an old
jalopy to the green fields of Cali-
fornia, can hardly be discussed calmly.
They are not amusing Americans, or
smooth-speaking ; they have a flow of
homely anecdote and profanity. Their
migration is the impulse to survive—
to get away from the stifling dust
which has killed their crops and made
it impossible to repay the bank loan.
The counter offensive comes from
the people of the coast who don’t
want their gardens overrun by
strangers. Over 300,000 swept into
California—not a mere handful. Who
were they all? We meet some of
them — tough eggs, honest men,
squatters, roamers, parasites, farm-
ers, migrates like the Joads. And
as the tale unfolds, the old die, and
new life comes into the world. A
story about a great tragedy, a real
American problem, by one of the
most unflinching realists of our day.
(Viking Press, $2.75)

Katharine Cornell’s Career

Two new life stories have an un-
usual interest for us, because they
deal with highly respected contempo-
raries who have influenced many
others.

One is “I Wanted to be an
Actress”, the autobiography of Kath-
arine Cornell, which has a warmth
and whole-hearted eagerness about
it; the other is “Autobiography with
Letters”, by William Lyon Phelps,
who taught several generations of
Yale men a deep love of great litera-
ture.

Katharine Cornell’s book is so free
from self-importance, so generous in
its estimate of others, that it reflects
the fine personality of the actress
herself. It proves Miss Cornell’s
statement that “acting is in my
blood. The feeling for it was abso-
lutely born with me”. But the woman
who portrayed Candida and Eliza-
beth Barrett of Wimpole Street with
such grace and beauty, did not get
her laurels without hard work. Her
husband, Guthrie McClintie, works
hard, too, and between them they
have made notable contributions to
the American theater. Best of all,
Katharine Cornell has not been limit-

ed to appearances in New York Ci

Althoug}l the movies never seemt;y(i
the medium for her, she has traveled
widely with road companies, playing
beforg immense audiences, such as
that in the Civie Opera House at
Chicago, and small audiences in little
old theaters elsewhere. When she
alternated “The Barretts of Wim-
pole Street” with “Romeo and Juliet”
she would play to capacity ($3,000)’
the first night and take in only $700
the second. But eventually “Romeo
and Juliet” became important even
to the box office. There are some ex-
cellent photographs in the book, and
by reprinting reviews this becomes
a comp]ete_ history of a great and
heartwarming theatrical career. 1t
is stirring stuff. (Random House

William I.fon Phelps’
Autobiography

A few weeks ago I had
pleasure of hearing Wi]]itz.;}rlr‘xa %r;:;
Phelps at his best, giving a lectur
on the.beauties of literature before
an audience of men at the Universite
Club 11121 }I)\Iew York. Many of thosz
%zﬁz?n ad been his students gat

Now, at 74, he is as wir
Y, alert
eager as ever. Thous .
the whole United Statesaﬂgse ai:::: 83
him lecture. Two generations rf
Yale students have been electriﬁod
by him. When we recall that he mag
even jfootball players cheer £ :
Browning and Wordsworth we Sor
the extent of _his influence. Hig hee
been an amazing vitality and he has
used lt.to the best possible advaas
tage. HlS. great forte is clearness g né
}nformaht:y. Wlth Dr. Phelps nearﬂ,
;?ligr{)irqt it, literature becomes wamg
ving, an inti i
and g timate friend for

HUS his book, “Autobi

Tmth Letters”, offers somt(e)go:fiEl I:;}}:y
most welcome reading in autobio :
raphy that we have. This is notg-
study of inner torment, but of richa
mtelhg:ent living, ceaseless activity.
eager interest in people. Dr. Phe] o
has always.. enjoyed human coni:acli)ts
and there. is the legend that he ¢ >
call all his students by name Ha_n
bpok Qea]s_ with boyhood, schooi da, 1ss
bicycling in Europe, teaching vis?t'
with Thomas Hardy, Henry ’Jamess
G. K. Chesterton, Edith Wharton,
Thomas Edison, George Moore, Helen
Wills Moody, Joseph Conrad, Lord
Dunsany, Dorothy Canfield and man

others, anecdotes about lecturiny
from Maine to California. Even Gen%
Tunney, who lectured before Dr
Phelps’ class at Yale, gets a chapter'
This is enjoyable reading, a friendb;
2‘?0#5.) (Oxford University Press,
Rl






short, except for the upper part of
the ears, where it is long and silky.
The hair is longer on the legs and
underparts than on the top of the
body: There are no weight or size
requirements, but he is about the
size of the English variety. Black
on coat disqualifies; a small amount
of white does not. GORDON
SETTER—Origin Scotland—named
for the Dulge of Gordon. A sturdy
dog of medium size. A methodieal,
although not fast, field worker, and
a one-man dog of great loyalty whose
color is rich black with vivid chest-
nu% (1;}:%1 'in‘:arks.

ERS—One of the oldest
field bl:eec_ls, and a Spaniard, whose
game indicates the purpose of the

ogs —to point the quarry. His
glflci[stry contains strong infusion
o ound, with a dash of Setter,
Eoth derived from his sojourn in
dng'land. an of our finest field
;)vgi'fs, . energetie, courageous and
) 'tht In action. Very “masculine”
Z;l a will of his own, yet amenable
trammgz particularly for fun pur-
_}piosesg. His uncanny instinet for
Sll;ntmg makes him a superb worker.
ows strong allegiance to his
master but is quietly reserved with
others. Marked by long skull and
muzzle, proud carriage and short
coat, all of which accentuate his
finely chiseled body. Colors are black
liver, l(_amon_ or orange on white and
the weight is from 45 to 50 pounds.
POINTER (German short-haired)
—A rather scarce, all-purpose dog
that can point, retrieve or trail. Web-

footed, he has a dense, water-resis-
tant coat. He is from 21 to 25
inches high and is colored solid liver
or liver and white, spotted or ticked.

RETRIEVERS (Chesapeake
Bay)—One of the two dogs this
country has produced (the other be-
ing the Boston Terrier). His origin
is a romantic story. Two dogs, prob-
ably Newfoundlands, were saved
from an English ship wrecked off the
Maryland coast in 1807. These dogs
were bred to local dogs of uncertain
lineage. Resultant generations de-
veloped into one of the greatest
swimming breeds in the world. . A
powerfully built, steady dog, cheer-
ful, intelligent and a good watchman.
Not unduly noisy. He is double-
coated, with the inner coat thick,
woolly and oily, which keeps water
from his skin so that he can swim
in the coldest water for rema}rkab]_y
long periods. Maximum height is
26 inches. His weight is from 55 to
75 pounds. His colors are tan to
dark brown. The chest should be
deep and wide, with plenty of lung
capacity, and rear quarters should
be powerful.

LABRADOR RETRIEVER—
Origin Newfoundland. A hardy,
working, water dog, developed by a
frugal, sea-faring people with whom
the dog had to earn his keep. He
combines unusual loyalty with dig-
nity and is steadfast and quick to
obey. Should have short back, short
coat and be colored black, with other
colors allowed. He is an energetic
worker in roughest water. Other

members of the retrieving family are
the GOLDEN RETRIEVER, o¥igin
Russia—color, deep gold. A dog
weighing from 55 to 68 pounds,
whose maximum height is 24 inches.
The coat is flat or wavy. He is
quickly taught, an excellent comrade
and a good worker. FLAT-COATED
RETRIEVER—This chap works well
on land or water. He is strongly
built and weighs from 60 to 70
popnds. Standard calls for . . . «3
bright, active dog with an intelligent
expression.” The coat is thick and
flat with colors black or liver.
CURLY-COATED RETRIEVER—A
Spaniel-descended dog with probable
admixture of Setter and Newfound-
land. Devoted to home and owner
and has exceptional endurance in
water. Coat is tightly curleq
colored black or liver. Hig height’
is_about 25 inches. GRIFFONS
(Wu:e-hau’ed, pointing) —The grif-
fon is a good worker in swamp-
land and a good retriever. He 11)
well dispositioned. He has a roy }?
coat and is from 19% to 2314 inchi
high. His colors are mixed gre iy
chestnut or a dull white and chestnu{'

(To be continued) )

It };ou want further detaile
g:rmcm‘on as to the care of c;,::;
og, enclose stamp for rep]
we will be glad to answgy nd

£ r
questions or will send le: ou;
pamphlet at no cost to yoy

Address The Elks Magazine,

East 42nd St., New York, N 4

Y.

Under the Antlers

Sout'h Haven, Mich., Lodge
Dedicates New Lodge Rooms
S The first large function held by
outh Haven, Mich., Lodge, No. 1509,
ter moving into its new quarters,
was attended by 300 members and
v:s1.t1ng Elks. The lodge rooms were
dedlcate.d that night, and a class of
?5 candidates initiated for the local
doedggri . b{ea'the fSti}e championship
m o u i
Logge, é\lo. s skegon, Mich.,
Grand Trustee Henry C. Warner of
Dixon, Ill., Lodge, spoke on Amer-
1canism. Grand Secretary J. Edgar
Masters and his Assgistant, F. J.
Schrader, Chicago, John Wilson, Jr.,
oEf Lansing, Pres. of the Mich. State
lks Assn., P.E.R. Jack Van Peenen,
Lal}&upg, Chairman of the State Rit-
ualistic Committee, and P.D.D.’s W.
T. Evans, Muskegon, and Frank
Small, St. Joseph, spoke briefly. The
speakers complimented South Haven
Lodge for winning fourth place in
the national contest for high percen-
tage in new membership the past
year. The lodge session was preceded
by a dinner in honor of the candi-
dates and visiting Elks.
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State Association Convention
Dates for 1939
ASSOCIATION CITY ™ D7A-8_Tg
Alabama Mobile ay
Iilinois Galesburg May 12-13-14
Missouri Sedalia May 19-20-21
Kansas Pittsbur, May 21-22
South Carolina Greenville May 24-25
Texas Waco May 26-27
Georgia Brunswick May 28-29-30
West Virginia  Sistersville May 28-29-30
Kentu Bowling Green May®
Iowa Fort Dodge une 3-4-5-6
South Dakota  Aberdeen une 4-5
' Indiana Evangville June 4-5-6-7
New York Saranac Lake  June 4-5-6-7-8-9
Utah Price June 9-10
Wyoming Laramie June 9-10-11
Mississippi ﬁckson June 14
Michigan uskegon une 15-16-17-18
Massachugetts Newburyport  June 16-17-18
North Dakota Valley City June 21-22-23
New Jersey Long Bran June 23-24
Maine Portlan June 24-25
QOregon Klamath Falls June 30, July 1, 2
1da Coeur d’Alene  June®
Nebraska Fremont une*
Minncsota Duluth August 3-4-5
Washington Everett August 34-5
Pennsylvania  Bethlchem Aug. 21-22-23-24
Colorado Salida Aug. 24-25-26
Montana Livingston Aug. 24-25-26
Wisconsin Wausau Aug. 24-25-26
Maryland,
Delaware and
Districtof Co-
lumbia Crisficld, Md.  Aug. 27-28-29-30
Ohio Cedar Point
(Sandusky) Avgust®
Vermont Bennington Sept. 30, Oct. 1
DATE NOT YET SET.

OId Timers Night Observed by
Satatogq Springs, N. Y., Elks

. Old Timers Night, a real instit
tion in Saratoga Springs, N ]}1 -
Lodge, No. 161, was celebrated pe’
cently by almost two hundred of 1;}?~
members. The guests included 1'?
Past Exalted Rulers, nine chart
members and others who were ie'r
tiated more than 25 years ago -

So that the latter part of th
evening could be given over tq 'che
social program, the lodge meetine
was he]d first. The Ritua] Wag
impressively exemplified in the initi :
tion of a class by Jose a};
L. Kiley and his officers, assisted g
P.E.R. George O. Tuck. The dininy
recom was filled to capacity late%
when a fine squab chicken dinner
was served. P.E.R’s Dr., Leo W
Roohan, Past State Pres, P.D.».
Walter M. Stroup and Mr. Tuck
were the principal speakers. Dr A
J. Leonard acted as Toastmaster.
Est. Lead. Knight Carleton J. King
was Chairman of the affair. Enter.
tainment included instrumental muy-
:}c, acts of magic and vocal selec-
ions.






Winchester, Mass.,
Lodge Holds Success-
ful P.E.R.'s Night.

A remarkable fea-
ture of the 1939 Past
Exalted Rulers Night
held by Winchester,
Mass., Lodge, No. 1445,
was the one hundred
per cent attendance of
these former officers.
The lodge was institut-
ed in 1922 and all of its
Past Exalted Rulers
are living. Special trib-
ute was paid Senior
P.E.R. John McNally
who was present after
a lengthy absence from
meetings due to illness.
Several Past Exalted
Rulers of other Lodges
were guests, among
them being Michael H.
McCarron, Woburn, a
Past President of the
Mass. State Elks Assn.,

During the meeting
the “Old Timers” gave
a flawless rendition of
the . ritualistic cere-
monies of initiation,
and after lodge ad-
Journed, a talking pic-
ture was shown
through the courtesy
of the District Man-
ager of the New Eng-
land Telephone and
Telegraph Company. It
depicted scenes of the
damaged areas in New
England visited by the
recent hurricane. The
Board of Stewards

served a delicious sup-
per.

{.i_tﬂe Falls Officers In-
itiate Class For llion,

ELKS 75th NATIONAL CONVENTION CONTESTS
NATIONAL GOLF TOURNAMENT
Monday, July 10th—after 10:00 A. M.
- dal Play...c.cceecsencscenccccenns Handicap Tournament
gpﬁﬁﬂ:oMa%; Elka¥or 18 holes, as determined by Handicap.

18 holes only can be counted in this competition. Handicap as
attes‘;ed by tyhe contestant’s Club Secretary or Club Professional.

" i Class “B”..... 9 to 16, inclusive
Class “A"..... 0 t%sésins‘l(%f‘.’i.l'l to 24, inclusive
Entry Fee $2.00 for each 18 holes.
T Prizes
Low Gross—Second Low Gross Low Net—Second Low Net
SKEET SHOOT TOURNAMENT
Monday, July 10th—at 10:00 A. M.
TRAP SHOOT TOURNAMENT
ion Handi t—Tuesday, July 11th, 10:00 A. M.
50 %aerg;zlgh:{: 16 Yacll':ic: P Even50 Targets—’Handlcaps as determined
Five-Man Team—Tuesday, July 11th, 2:00 P. M. 100
Many valuable Prizes in all Shoot events. Targets $4.00 per
NATIONAL BAND CONTEST
Class “A” (Minimum 35 Musicians)

First Prize..cc..cocveeen- $150 Second .Pfize ............... $75
Class “B” (Minimum 25 Musicians) -
First Prize.......cccceue-n $150 Second Prize...............

NATIONAL DRILL TEAM (;ONTEST
Class “A” (Minimum 25 Men in Ranks)

............ $75
i 1Z€. evnriaearannns $150 Second ?nze. ..

First Prize Class “B” (Minimum 16 Men in Ranks) -
First Prize.......coconeese $150 Second Prize.....cocvvnn.n. $

Open (Winners of “A” and “B”) Prize......... $100

DRUM AND BUGLE CORPS CONTEST
150

First Prize.......ccc0neet $ Second Prize......c........ $75
- PAR‘.;\DE PRIZES 100
-appearing all-Elk Band......... eeeeeeeaee e
Bh?ls'tgegpael]afmlgc Band from greatest dxstan(cle. A g%
Largest number in Parade uf:'gfn; rg:;t%sgdylstanm TR
First Prize. e s 100 Second Prize............... $50
B - -st-decorated Float in Parade
First Prize....... B ? ...... $200 Second Prize............... $50

Parade Novelty Prizes
Elks Only)
Thinnes(tlroglo Tallest: $10 Shortest: $10
is necessary in competition for prizes
d Drill Team Contests.

Fattest: $10 *
Minimum of three entries

i . ust conform to the general
theme, “Americanism”. All Floats must be approved by their
gum State Asmocistion and 1he Ree L Savance us pos
Reservations and inquisies are invited 38 far 1o Hivanes 16 P0G
%ﬁhnce;ent will be put out shortly by the National Grand

and John M. Neagle,
Treasurer for the past
16 years.

Falls City, Neb., Lodge .
Entertains High School
Basketball Team
Falls  City, Neb.,
Lodge, No. 963, gave a
banquet in the lodge
rooms in honor of the
Falls City High School
Basketball Team which
for the sixth consecu-
tive year had gained
the championship in
Southeastern Nebras-
ka. The Rev. Edward
Hutchinson, Rector of
St. Thomas Church and
Chaplain of the lodge,
E.R. Harry Simon,
Secy., B. G. Shields,
P.E.R. B. F. McDonald
and Fred Zorn were
the members of the
committee in charge,

Fa}ther Hutchinson
premdegi over the meet-
ing which followed the
banquet. The welcom.
ing address was given
by Frank Hebenstreit
of Falls City Lodge.
Coach ‘“Jug” Brown
was the Principal
speaker. A, B, Gel-
wick, Superintendent
of Schools, spoke on
sportmanship angqg
scholastic requirement.
Father Hutchinson
summeqd up the varioys
talks with an appeal
for more interest and
help in the encourage-
ment of the loecal team
and all high school ac.
tivities. A program of

Lodge officer in charge.

vocal and instrumenta)
music was rendered by

N. 11': Lodge
a special meetin
held by Tlion, N. Yo

Lodge, No. 1444, on March 7, State
Vice-President Ford Trask of Little
Falls, N. Y., Lodge No. 42, paid_an
official visit, and the Little Falls De-
gree Team, composed of the regular
officers, initiated a class of candi-
dates. E.R. James W. Bennison, Ilion,
Wwas in charge of the opening exer-
cises.

Mr. Trask spoke on the activities
of the N. Y. State Elks Association,
and was assured that large delega-
tions from both Ilion and Little Falls
Lodges would attend the State Con-
vention at Saranac Lake this summer.
The Hon. Edmund A. MecCarthy, of
Little Falls Lodge, present Juvenile
Court Judge of Herkimer County,
dellvered'a stirring address. Theo-
dore Fallis was the oldest Elk pres-
ent. He became a member of Little
Falls Lodge, one of the first 50 lodges

of the Order, shortly after its insti-
tution.

Several Special Nights Held by
Santa Monica. Calif., Lodge
Irvin 8. Cobb, internationally

56

known writer and humorist, was the

- principal speaker and a guest for

ing of his personal frle_nd,
%cle%.e%eg Ag: W. Kosky, at a meeting
of Santa Monica, Calif., Lodge, No.
906, held in observance of National
Defense Week. Mr. Cobb recounted
some of his experiences as a_war
correspondent during the World War,
and also spoke on Americanism. .Al-
though he resides in Santa Monica,
he is a life member of Paducah, Ky.,
Lodge, No. 217. Before the meeting,
the distinguished guest joined those
members born in February, at a

irthday dinner. .

bt éisit?ng Elks and Old Timers
Night and Past Exalted Rulers
Night were each attended by up-
wards of 400 Elks. On the first oc-
casion, Secy. Thomas Robinson,
P.E.R., read excerpts from the min-
utes of meetings as far bac}( as 1904,
about the time Santa Monica Lodge
was instituted. Parchment scrolls,
testifying to their loyal service,
were presented to Gordon Hoyt,
Chaplain for 13 consecutive years,

the students ang fac-
ulty members of the Falls City High
School.

Several Special Nights Featured
by Ashtabula, O., Lodge

An audience that filled the large
lodge room of Ashtabula, O., Lodge
No. 208, at a public meeting held
by the local Elks, heard a stirring
address by Lewis D. Williams, State
Chaplain of the American Legion.
Music was furnished by the local
Harbor High School Band. The nine
flags used in the Flag Day Ritual
were presented by E.R. Thomas
Bailey during the course of his brief
but impressive speech. Boy and Girl
Scouts participated in the brogram,
and the meeting was attended not
only by Elks and Legionnaires with
their ladies, but by members of the
Veterans of Foreign Wars, their
auxiliaries, The Daughters of th- .
American Revolution, The Catholj.
Daughters of America and others,

Ashtabula Lodge initiated a fine
class on March 10 and observed
Old Timers Night on March 30.









