





























































































































The Grand Lodge of Sorrow

the hour of eleven on Wed-
N nesday morning, July 12, the
Elks 75th Grand Lodge Convention
in St. Louis, Mo., put aside its busi-
ness and turned its attention to the
Memorial Service which is one of the
basic tenets of the Benevolent and
Protective Order of Elks.

Acting Grand Exalted Ruler James
T. Hallinan, of Queens Borough,
N. Y., Lodge, No. 878, made the re-
quest that the Grand Lodge delegates
stand .in silence for a moment as a
tribute to the: virtues of those mem-
bers who had passed on during the
year, after which he called on Grand
Chaplain J. B. Dobbins of Temple,
Tex., Lodge, No. 138, to lead the
Grand Lodge in prayer.

‘Then Judge Hallinan signalled to
the Elks Symphonic Band of Colum-
bus, Ohio, Lodge, No. 37, to begin
the stirring strains of “Onward,
Christian Soldiers”. At the conclu-
sion of this selection Benjamin
Vosik, of Omaha, Neb., Lodge, No.
39, sang “The Lord’s Prayer”. He
was accompanied at the piano by
Mr. Budd Elton. As the closing
straings of this solemn invocation
faded on the air, Past Grand Exalted
Ruler James G. McFarland, of
Watertown, S. D., Lodge, No. 838,
delivered before a silent and atten-
tive audience the following address:

“ ‘What thought can we give,
What inspiration live,

To lives whose service loyal,
Were in themselves a fit

memorial?’

. “The name of each Brother, in-
scribed on the tablets of love and
memory of those who knew him best,
and now recorded in_ the records of
this Grand Lodge, is that of one
deemed worthy by his fellows to lead
in service to his community, the
Nation and our Order. Whatever his
lot ‘in life might be, whatever part
had been assigned to him in the
drama in our country and in our
Fraternity, he was an influence in
the passing of a great era.

“A very few of these names may
serve as examples:

“John Deardon, Senior Past Ex-
alted Ruler and fine host of New
York Lodge No. 1.

“Henry W. Mears, Past Grand
Trustee, and the 90-year-old
friend of Baltimore, Md.

“John C. (Isley) Karel of Mil-
waukee, Wis., that lovable and
dynamic Past Grand Committee-
man and friend of my college
years. .

“And the prominent 75-year-old
Senior Past Exalted Ruler of

AT THE time which had been set,

Seattle, .Wash, Lodge, Senator

James Hamilton Lewis.

“Pause if you will for a moment,
my Brothers, at this tender hour of
rare significance, and -each of you
may find the memory of the kindly
act or loyal service of one of your
intimate Brothers who have left us
the tradition and the lesson of an
age, which we succeed and for which
we must carry on. “ ° .

“The first opus of our Nation was
one of construction, and the dedica-
tion of talents and ideals of a diverse
peoples. The era just closed was an
age of the worth of unity and under-
standing in service to our country.
These were their traditions and
especially do we inherit’ the ideals
of their later years.

“In a small city, nestling on the
river’s bank, in the very heart of a
nation at peace and with abounding
resources, every flag-st¥ff bore the
Stars and Stripes at hdlf-mast, the
gentle breezes of the June day rip-
pling the forty-eight white stars in
the one field of blue, an emblem of
our unity. As with one mind and
with a single direction each business
house was closed, and even the
children stopped their play as some-
thing seemed to tell them that this
was not an ordinary day and hour.
The members of every post of each
ex-service men’s organization, all of
the luncheon clubs; sponsors of each
political partyd Catholic and Pro-
testant, Jew and Gentile, marched in
line or stood uncovered as a very
simple funeral cortege moved away
from the Elks Club. This was no in-
dividual high in position, fraternal
or civicc who was revered and
honored on his last ride a short three
weeks ago. It marked the passing of
an era, the funeral of the last sur-
viving resident soldier of our Civil
War. His day was done; and for
at least a hundred miles around no
other lived who had offered him-
self to preserve the Union. And mes-
sages came from the but scattered
few of those who wore the grey, and
who, with their sons of the South-
land, had come to love and defend
the ‘government of the people, by
the people and for the people’, which
must not perish from the earth.

“With the echo of the last shot of
the firing squad and the tremor of
the last note of ‘Taps’ echoing in the
ear, the reflective eye saw the Star
Spangled Banner leap to the mast-
head; and in the quiet hour of the
early evening there was still peace,
comfort and a unity of spirit.

“And only last week on the grave
of this former Blue-Coat, was a
Fourth of July floral tribute ‘from

his Dixie friend’, whom he had met
in comradeship of mellow years. The.
scars of conflict and the early dif-
ferences of honest opinions were
wiped out in' an understanding of
and for the one America.

“This closing scene of the chapter
of American life in which our Fra-
ternity was born and in which our
beloved Brothers lived and served,
must have its sequel, supported with
all the force of loyalty, of justice, of
benevolence and of the brotherly
love taught at our altar. We and
those to follow us must carry on for
this unity of spirit and the blessings
of liberty, which this era preserved
to posterity. .

“Would it not be the wish and the
prayer—yea, the desire and passion
of these outstanding brothers that
always the traditions and ideals of -
the past era should be maintained?

_“Foreign forces may-seek to de-
stroy with insidious propaganda, but
with no avail. Internal controversy
may and will:occur, but never to the
point _of paxflict: Skepticism and
bigotry can ‘d4nd must be crushed in
a land where every creed and class
have equal rights.and privileges. But
all of this only when our Nation is
served each day by such ardent lead-
ers of community, thought and
action, as were these good Brothers
who rested their faith upon the
ideals of this great Fraternity. Let
oui* resolve be their further me-
morial.

“May our litany of America be:
‘America is a land of but one people
gathered from many countries. Some
have come for love of freedom and
some have sought opportunity. What-
ever the cause that drew them, each
has come bearing gifts and has laid
them on the altar of America. Some
have brought their music; some have
brought their poetry; some have
brought their art, and some their
Labor, Science and Invention. For
all of these gifts we thank Thee, our
God, and pray that we may show
forth our gratitude by our respect
for human personality and our con-
cern for human justice.’

“God give us strength of purpose
and of action!”

As Past Grand Exalted Ruler Mec-
Farland brought his address to a
close, the Aberdeen, S. D., Lodge,
No. 1046, Chorus rendered a moving
selection before Grand Chaplain
Dobbins once more offered a prayer
in memory of departed Elks.

The Grand Lodge of Sorrow came
to a close with the sad strains of
“Taps” which was rendered jointly
by the Aberdeen Chorus and the
Columbus Lodge Band.
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The District Deputies Appointed by

ALABAMA
ArAska, EasT
ArAskA, WEST
ARIZONA, NORTH
ARIZONA, SouTH
ARKANSAS
CALIFORNIA, BAY
CALIFORN1A, EAST CENTRAL
CALIFORNIA, WEST CENTRAL
CALIFORNIA, NORTH
CALIFORNIA, SOUTH
CALIFORN1A, SOUTH CENTRAL
CANAL ZONE
COLORADO, CENTRAL
CoLorADO, NORTH
COLORADO, SOUTH
COLORADO, WEST
CONNECTICUT, EAST
CONNECTICUT, WEST
FLORIDA, EAsT
FLORIDA, WEST
FLoRIDA, NORTH
GEORGIA, EAST
GEORGIA, WEST
GuaM
Hawan
InAaHO, NorTH
Inamo, Soutn
ILLINOIS, NORTHEAST
ILLINOIS, NORTHWEST
ILLINOIS, EAST CENTRAL
ILLINOIS, WEST CENTRATL
ILLINOIS, SOUTHEAST
ILLINOIS, SoutH
ILLiNoOIs, SouTEWEST
%gﬁl\h\, §ORTB
NA, NorRTH CENTRAL
%ggENA, gENTRAL
NA, SoutH C

INDIANA, SouTw ENTRAL
Iowa, SouraEAST
Iowa, NORTHEAST
Towa, WEsT
KANSAs, EasT
KANSAS, WEst
KENTUCKY, EAST
KENTUCKY, WEST

OUISIANA, NORTH

Louisiana, So
UTH
MAINE, EAST

MAINE, WEST

MARYLAND, DELAWARE & D. C
SSACHUSETTS, NORTHEAST

MASSACHUSETTS, SOUTHEAST

MASSACHUSETTS, WEST

MASSACHUSETTS, C
, CENTRA
MICHIGAN, WEST L

MICHIGAN, EAsT
MICHIGAN, CENTRAL
MICHIGAN, NORTH
MINNESOTA, NORTH
MINNESOTA, SOUTH
MIsSISSIPPI, SOUTH
Mississippl, NORTH
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J. E. Livingston
L. W. Turoff
Charles O. Fowler
w. C. Miller
Ralph E. Brgndt

hrig Frey, Jr. |
9oseph A. Cianciarulo
Edwin F. Pray
Lawrence T. Brazer
A. B. gnydmt-

. Bonna
ﬁazfmond C. Crowell
Robert W. Glaw
Jacob L. Sherman
W. B. Cooper
C. C. Bellinger
A. W. Luellen
Edward T. Cox
John P. Gilbert
Cullen H. Talton
J. B. McGuinness
Cecil H. Zinkan
C. Wesley Killebrew
H. 0. Hubert, Jr.
W. G. Johnston
Dayton A. Turner
W. W. Bolles
William Schlick
J. Leonard Townsend
A. James Breckenridge
H. B. Walter
C. Fred Smith
L. C. Martin
A. W. Jeffreys
J. Francis Walsh
Paul V. Gouker
Dr. Lynn A. Fonner
Leo J. Keim
John H. Weaver
Nelson E. Kelly
E. D. Horst
Howard M. Remley
A. D. Bailey
A. N. Yancey
Amos A. Belsley
James A. Diskin
Earl S. Winter
J. 0. Modisette
Elward Wright
John F. Ward

Walter S. Spaulding, Jr.

E. Leister Mobley
Warren M. Cox
Harold J. T. Hughes
George A. Underwood
Harold J. Field

John T. Hickmott

J. B. Cunningham
Harold A. Preston
William R. Davey
Dr. H. W. Schmitt
Dr. T. M. Pesch

L. A. Nichols

L. L. Mayer

Exalted Ruler Henry C. Warner
for 1939-1940

Tuscaloosa No. 893
Juneau No. 420
Fairbanks No. 1551
Phoenix No. 335
Bisbee No. 671
Texarkana No. 399
Oakland No. 171
Fresno No. 439

Palo Alto No. 1471
Grass Valley No. 538
Anaheim No. 1345
Pasadena No. 672
Panama Canal Zone No. 1414
Denver No. 17

Fort Collins No. 804
Pueblo No. 90

Grand Junction No. 575
‘Wallingford No. 1365
Danbury No. 120
Daytona Beach No. 1141
St. Petersburg No. 1224
St. Augustine No. 829
Augusta No. 205
Decatur No. 1602
Agana No, 1281
Honolulu No. 616
Moscow No. 249
Burley No. 1384
Woodstock No. 1043
Rockford No. 64
Decatur No. 401
Springfield No. 158
Urbana No. 991
Herrin No. 1146
Jerseyville No. 954
South Bend No. 2356
Fort Wayne No. 155
Marion No. 195

Brazil No. 762

Mount Vernon No. 277
Muscatine No. 304
Mason City No. 375
Fort Dodge No. 306
Lawrence No. 595
Wellington No. 1167
Newport No. 278
Owensboro No. 144
Jennings No. 1085
Houma No. 1193
Millinocket No. 1521
Portland No. 188
Hagerstown No. 378
Woburn No. 908

Fall River No. 118
Gardner No. 1426
Brookline No. 886
Kalamazoo No. 50
Flint No. 222

Mt. Pleasant No. 1164
Negaunee No. 1116
Hibbing No. 1022
Rochester No. 1091
Vicksburg No. 95
Greenville No. 148
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Missourr, EAST
MIssouRrr, WEST
MoNTANA, EAST
MoNTANA, WEST
NEBrAskaA, EAsT
NEBRASKA, WEST
NEvapa

NEw HAMPSHIRE

NEw JERSEY, NORTHEAST

. NEW JERrsEY, NORTHWEST

NEw JERSEY, SOUTH

NEw JERSEY, CENTRAL

NEw MEexico, NORTH

NEw MExIco, SOUTH

NEw York, EAST

New York, EAsT CENTRAL
NEw YORk, NORTHEAST
NEW YoRrRkK, NORTH CENTRAL
NEw York, SouTH CENTRAL

. NEW York, WEST

NEw York, WEST CENTRAL
NEw YORK, SOUTHEAST
NorTH CAROLINA, EAST
NorTH CAROLINA, WEST
NorTH DAKOTA

OHI0, NoRTH CENTRAL
OH10, NORTHEAST

OHIO, NORTHWEST

OHIo, SouTH CENTRAL
OHI0, SOUTHEAST

OHI10, SOUTHWEST
OKLAHOMA, EAST
OXLAHOMA, WEST

OREGON, SOUTH

OREGON, NORTH
PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTHWEST
PENNSYLVANIA, NORTHEAST
PENNSYLVANIA, NORTHWEST

- PENNSYLVANIA, CENTRAL
. PENNsYLVANIA, N. CENTRAL

- SoutTH CAROLINA -

PENNSYLVANIA, S. CENTRAL
PENNSYLVANIA, SOUTHEAST
PHILIPPINE, ISLANDS
PuerTO RICO |

RHODE ISLAND

. SouTH DAKOTA

TENNESSEE, EAST
TENNESSEE, WEST
TExAS, NORTH
TExAs, WEST
TEXxAs, SOUTH
TexAs, EAST

- UtAHn

VERMONT
VIRGINIA, EAST
VIRGINIA, WEST
WASHINGTON, EAST

. WASHINGTON, SOUTHWEST

.

WASHINGTON, NORTHWEST
WEST VIRGINIA, NORTH
WEST VIRGINIA, SOUTH
WISCONSIN, NORTHEAST
WISCONSIN, NORTHWEST
WISCONSIN, SOUTH
WYOMING

Ernest W. Baker
A. O. Nilles
Joseph Brooks

L. Ott Gordon

- Frank M. Rain

Earl L. Meyer

W. C. Draper

P. J. Hinchey
Russell L. Binder
Andrew F. Polite
Robert W. Kidd
Murray B. Sheldon

" Charles L. Berndtson

Abner S. Lipscomb
Ralph E. Becker -
Arthur H. Kimble
Golde H. Douglas
Thomas S. Leahy
Lewis M. Austin
Walter B. Coston
John A. Buell =~
Thomas F. Dougherty
W. C. Moore

Dr. D, A. Morris
P, J. McHugh

Jim Armitage
Harold P. Rosenberg
Charles E. Prater
Harry E. Foehr
Dr.V.E. Berg

Guy J. Snider

C. C. Armstrong
C. R. Donley

Fred McHenry
Frank J. Lonergan
John R. McGrath
Alfred A. McCabe
Fred Mac Gribble
John Niland

Fred McFarlin
Thomas B. Bradley
Mazx Slepin

E. Byron Ford
Chester W. Siegmund
John E. Mullen
Thomas G. Sharpe
Addison A. Harris
Ashley C. Pogue
Hugh W. Hicks

B. C. Morgan
Milburn Easum, Jr.
Thomas W. Hopkins
Ray J. Clark

Dean R. Daynes
John R. Hurley
Clifford J. Siegrist
Harry F. Kennedy
Walter R. Gehlen
George B. Simpson
Chester A. Steele
M. H. Porterfield
H. R. Harrison

Dr. C. O. Fillinger
Earl F. Otto
William J. Eulberg
M. J. Knight

‘Washington No. 1559
Kansas City No. 26
Livingston No. 246
Dillon No. 1554
Fairbury No. 1203
Alliance No, 961

Ely No. 1469

Berlin No. 618
Hackensack No. 658
Madison No. 1465
Penns Grove No. 1858
Elizabeth No. 289
Albuquerque No. 461
El Paso No. 187
Port Chester No. 863
Middletown No. 1097
Plattsburg No. 621
Ilion No. 1444
Cortland No. 748
Salamaneca No. 1025
Fulton No. 830
Freeport No. 1253
New Berne No. 764
Durham No. 568
Grand Forks No. 255
Elyria No. 465
Alliance No. 467
Kenton No. 157
Portsmouth No. 154
New Philadelphia No. 510
Xenia No. 668
Bartlesville No. 1060
Woodward No. 1355
Corvallis No. 1413
Portland No. 142
Sheraden No. 949
Easton No. 121
‘Woodlawn No. 1221
Kittanning No. 203
Ridgway No. 872

Du Bois No. 349
Philadelphia No. 2
Manila No. 761

San Juan No. 972
Providence No. 14
Greenville No. 858
Brookings No. 1490
Columbia No. 686
Jackson No. 192
Breckenridge No. 1480
Amarillo No. 923
Houston No. 151
Marshall No. 688
Salt Lake City No. 85
St. Albans No. 1566
Newport News No. 315
Alexandria No. 758
Ellensburg No. 1102
Vancouver No. 823
Ballard No. 827
Martinsburg No. 778
Princeton No. 1459
Marinette No. 1313
Wisconsin Rapids No. 693
Portage No. 675
Laramie No. 582

The Grand Exalted Ruler has appointed these men as his aids during his term in office
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what message could it carry of our
closeness and friendliness to the
Latin countries of the Americas?
Something to make us feel akin—
almost as brothers-in-arms?

It happens that there is an agree-
ment between the United States and
Brazil whereby Pensacola accepts
two Brazilian fliers a year for train-
ing. These men are generally the
pride of the Brazilian flying corps,
coming to America for final instruec-
tion that will make them super-aces.

The two Brazilians at Pensacola
when the picture company arrived
were Lieutenants Horta and Presser,

with 1,000 and 1,400 flying hours,
respectively, to their credit.

The script was changed to tell how
a young Brazilian officer wins recog-
nition and makes close friends and
buddies at Pensacola. Millions of
Brazilians and other Latin Ameri-
cans would see this, and it would
help the good cause of pan-American
friendship.

Greatly pleased, Horta and Presser
secured permission from the Brazil-
ian government to lend their hats,
wings and uniforms to the picture
company. Thus Albert Morin, play-
ing the part of Armando Costa in

this film, is dressed in authentic
Brazilian uniform and wears genuine
Brazilian wings.

The sequence wherein the wings
of the United States are pinned on
Costa’s breast beside the Brazilian
wings is a gripping one. Against a
background of battle planes and
bombers is written a story of inter-
national friendship and cooperation
no foreign propaganda can discredit.

So, while Hollywood shows the
world indisputable evidence of Amer-
ica’s strength and good-will, Uncle
Sam rolls up his sleeves and plays
ball with the movies.

Quiet! Spies at Work

men in the profession will explain,
cheerfully and candidly, their
schemes of operation.

Coaches and their systems are
more or less constant, but the cast of
characters changes constantly. A
new college generation comes up
every three years, in a football
sense, and it is the passing parade
of p}ayers which commands the at-
tention of the scouts.

For these reasons the scouts con-
centrate on the key men and recon-
struct the work of the other players
from diagrams which are open books
to them—no matter how much they
confuse the laymen. Individual teli-
tales are the scouts’ dish, and they
often come up with corkers.

Two- years ago Herb McCracken,
former head coach at Lafayette and
then a free-lance scout, was tabbing

Columbia at Navy for Stanford
which had a scheduled game with
Columbia ga;

nd did not want to go to
the €xpense of sending a man a%ross
the continent for all the Lions’ en-
gagements. McCracken wasg sitting
lél ;:he stands at Annapolis, watching
1oumbla In pre-game practice, and
almost turned a flip-flop in ecstasy.
H_e’saw that Sid Luckman, Colum-

18 8 one-man riot squad, took three
and a half steps before he punted the
bg.ll, or t0o much time in getting off
his k1ck§‘. MecCracken scarcely had
written, “Punts can be blocked,” into
his footnotes when Navy swarmed
all over Luckman and blocked his

second punt. A Naval intelli
man also had di r veak.
nown alse 1 %redlscovel ed that weak-

t k s3d3
win the game,alsi‘ee. Iped the Middies

HE forwa
Tﬁexes his fis d basser who, wets or

ngers bef i
the ball couldn’t tip o(i)il’.et}}llz t}slgc()):vt:

tem. The star ki 3
guddle and d cher wh
istance is begging to have hi

and himself flattened. Linenlllclei Iw}?g
run interference for the ball-carrier
must be careful not to betray their
teams with an unconscious give-
away. Inexperienced kids often go
42

(Continued from page 8)

into their crouch on the line with
both feet parallel when the play calls
for a straightaway charge, but they
draw back one foot for a faster
break when they are supposed to pull

- out and act as blockers ahead of the

ball. Scouts equipped with high-
powered field glasses will spot the
tell-tale during the first five minutes
and the following Saturday that
player and his colleagues may be
bowed down by furious futility. The
upset was set up far in advance of
the actual game.

NOWING the direction of the
play is a great help to the oppo-
sition. Some college backs cannot
break themselves of the habit .of
glancing at the hole through which

the ball will be carried, just before

the snap from center. And then he
wonders why he breaks his head try-
ing to gain an inch at that spot.
Herb Joesting, an All-American
fullback at Minnesota and the
scourge of the Western Conference
a dozen years ago, never was able to
shake a tell-tale. When he was about
to carry the ball, Joesting went into
his crouch with a supporting hand
on the ground. When he was to block
for a team-mate, he would squat
with both hands on his thighs.
Every scout in the country knew the
give-away, but nothing could be done
about it. Joesting simply had too

much raw power and too strong a -

line in front of him to be bothered
by such trivialities, but a less tal-
ented youth never could have gotten
to first base. .

Slick spying was the decisive fac-
tor in the disposition of the Big Ten
championship one year. Michigan’s
17-16 victory over Ohio State in 1926
was a thriller and a first-rate ex-
ample of the importance qf good
scouting. Michigan’s espionage
corps trailed -Ohio State for weeks
and was well paid for the time and
trouble. The watchful waiting dis-
closed that Elmer Marek, Ohio State
backfield star, would try to catch any
and all punts, no matter how tricky
same were. The guy had what prac-
tically amounted to a pathological

horror of letting a kick roll along
the ground. .
So they played the game and Ohio
State was leading by 10-3 toward the
close of the first half. Michigan had
the ball near midfield. Everybody in
the house expected Benny Friedman,
Michigan’s forward-passing genius,
to put on his specialty act. But
Friedman surprised one and all by
punting. Imagine the great conster-
nation in the Ohio State moaning
section when Marek attempted to
make a tough shoestring catch of the
low, hard kick. He missed, the ball
brushed him and Michigan recovered
on Ohio’s one-yard line. It meant a
touchdown and, as developments
presently proved, the ball game an
the title. .

LTHOUGH football scouting is

espionage in that its purpose is
to gain secret information, the un-
dercover phase of the work ends
there. The Hawkshaws of the grid-
iron do not invade the enemy’s camp
disguised as rather aged freshmen
nor do they slink furtively into the
stadium on game days lest they be
discovered and threatened with vio-
lence by supporters of alma mater’s
dearest rival.

Most scouts are personable young
gents who serve their colleges as
assistant coaches during the week,
then hop a train or a plane on Fri-
day evening for their week-end as-
signments. Upon arriving at his
destination, the scout casually and
boldly walks into the office of the
graduate manager, renews old ac-
quaintanceships and is offered the
pick of the seats in the house. The
tickets are free and are supplied in
required numbers to accredited
scouts.

After the game the scout may be
on the train with the team he has
just observed. He will drop in and
have a chat with the coach and prob-
ably will be invited to dinner with
the entire staff. And if the coach
has won the game and feels in an
expansive mood, he may set up a
round or several of high-balls.

Soon after McCracken was hired







the community by warning men
against an extremist, and he was
horrified at the result. (Farrar &
Rinehart, $2) ’

OMEBODY once spoke of William
Blake, the author of “The World

Is Mine”, as a modern Dumas, and
this seems to fit him after one reads
his new story “The Painter and the
Lady”. The setting, the characters,
the attitudes, are wholly French;
there is a flood of action, much
of it savoring of melodrama, as
the author portrays two brothers,
Stephane and Onesime Sabatier,
sons of plain people in the vineyard
country of southern France. Steph-
ane prides himself on his business
acumen and taunts Onesime, who
wants to become a painter, but cir-
cumstances lead Stephane to become
the painter and the champion of
soclahsm! whereas Onesime loses
touch with his art, and marries
wealth. Ironically, it is a socialist
government that carries out the
sentence on Stephane, after a bour-
geols government has condemned
him. The' scenes with women are
replete with passion; the tempers
of the characters lead to mad out-
bursts; there is a touch of Sardou
In some of the situations, and some
are funny enough to seem on the
verge of burlesque. The author is
evidently a man of varied talents
who can .Invent many intensely
dramatic situations with great ease
and who feels deeply on economic
Inequalities—the French popular
front affects events in the story.
Good entertainment, even if highly
spiced. (Simon & Schuster, $2.50)
‘T used to be said in France that
recl® king commanded the love and
Hspect of his people better than did
Hznry of Navar;'e, who became
bul?er}t’-lv: But his period was tur-
e nt; his career was affected by
theg{lious controversy inherited from
. - :YSkof the Valois; personally,
womn ns nown for his affairs with
with Galr)ld' for his long association
Mann ga. rielle d'Estrees, Heinrich
th" St of Thomas i,
A uth in a popular

novel called Young Henry %fp Na-

varre”’; he has now portrayed him
in middle age in “Henry, King of
France”. (Alfred A. Xnopf, $3)
A large novel with many scenes, it
describes Henry’s compromises in
love and politics; his long dalliance
with Gabrielle, who wanted to be-
come his wife; his marriage to
Marie De’ Medici, the Italian woman,
for reasons of state. Their relation-
ship was conventional ; Henry wanted
an heir, and Marie was willing to
bear one, but she was also an in-
triguant with small respect for the
king who had first supported the
Protestants and then become a
Catholic. Henry played for the favor
of the common people, put on a big
public works program, revised taxa-
tion and put more power into the
hands of the central government.
Here is-a novel about him as he was,
surrounded by wire-pullers, by de-
signing friends and cover enemies.
Mr. Mann sticks close to the historic
story, for there is enough of it to
make any novel exciting reading.

EVERYTHING that happens to us
as individuals seems important
and often earth-shattering; to many
it is more important than the catas-
trophes of nations. Vicki Baum
makes this clear in her new novel,
“Shanghai ’37”, which is liter:«}lly
packed with incident from beginning
to end. This is the story of nine
human beings, from birth to death,
each starting in different parts of
the earth and winding up in Shang-
hai during the crisis of 1937, when
an airplane bomb from unknown
aviators hits a hotel and wipes out
their lives. Miss Baum begins by
taking each individual separqtgly
and then describes their activities
in Shanghai, where the life lines
cross. There is a Chinese coolie who
becomes rich and the son of that
coolie who becomes an intellectual
and a doctor, with opinions that op-
pose his father’s. There is a tor-
mented Jew from Germany. A busi-
nessman born of an American father
and a Hawaiian mother, an adven-
turess of easy alliances, a girl from
the Midwest, are among the sub-
jects. There is plenty of story, for
Vicki Baum’s imagination is a fertile

one; her narrative speed is head-
long, and the reader can get out of
breath but is bound to be enter-
tained. (Doubleday, Doran, $2.75)

California’s Labor Situation

Ever since John Stejnbecls’s “The
Grapes of Wrath” achieved its wide
reading public, people have been ask-
ing whether his story exaggerates
conditions among the migrants and
immigrants now camping out in
California. A novelist may, for his
own purposes, dramatize h1§ story
as he pleases, but a scientific investi-
gator must give us the facts. Those
interested in the whole problem of
shifting populations, which is larger
than the California aspect of it, as
well as of migratory workers, who
are employed chiefly in California,
may find valuable information in
Carey McWilliams’ “Factories in the
Field”. (Little, Brown, $2.50)

R. McWILLIAMS has been ap-
pointed commissioner of immi-
gration and housing by Governor
Olson of California. As everyone
suspected, the problems of migratory
workers are not new; they go back
many decades and are caused by the
fact that California needs a great
number of fruit and trucl; workers
for a short time at certain periods
of the year and can’t use them at
other times. How to regulate this
labor problem so that the workers
won’t starve or de.velop. epidemics
the rest of the year is a big problem.
At one time California crops were
valued at $600,000,000 a year—they
still run close to that figure. On top
of these seasonal workers, California
has had to care for an army of im-
poverished farmers from the dust
bowl, who came in their jalopies and
announced, “We was tractored off
the farms.” Obviously this problem
can’t be met by tossing several hun-
dred thousand unwelcome visitors
over the border of the state. Mr.
McWilliams describes past and pres-
ent developments, including the fact
that the C. I. O. is today organizing
the fruit workers, and that in time
they may combine with all the other
labor groups to give California g
difficult situation.

Escape From Yesterday

as though they wer
A 1 'e we i
which Shfnﬂight defend ﬁffsﬁf with
. S, entering f )
front hall an i g rom the
said quickly, a ning her that way,

Xiously, ;
Ston, what’s wrong ?”’ Y, “Mrs. Mar

She turned and star
he“came no closer.

“What is it, Eve?”

He’s killed . . | again.”

Daniels’ gaze shifted quickly to
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ed at him, and

(Continued from page 13)

the radio. “I never should have
brought it,” he said. Then, apolo-
getically, “Look here, Eve, what dif-
ference does it make? You're not
his wife. You can’t think of your-
self as the wife of a man who isn’t
human! Let him go on killing. He’ll
be caught. He'll pay for it. It’s
no concern of yours!”

She took a backward step and sat
down, and then mechanically stooped

to pick up the sweater.
then did she look at him.

“] married him, Ed,” she said.

He scowled down at his clenched
fists and was silent.

He stayed longer than usual that
time, and was there when a car drew
up outside. Looking out, Eve Mar-
ston saw troopers talking to two men
in the machine; then a trooper came
to the door and rang the bell. Ed

Not until




Daniels answered the ring for her.

“Reporters?” she heard him say.
“How the devil did they find out .. .?
Well, I'll see, but . . .”

He came into the living-room and
said quietly, “A couple of newspaper-
men want to talk to you, Eve. I'd
better send them away.”

“] suppose it’s their job,” she said.

“You want to see them?”

“What difference does it make?”

They questioned her for an hour

and she wearily gave them the in-
 formation they wanted. Then Ed
-“ Daniels, scowling at her, put a stop
to_it. “All right,” he said, “that’s
enough, boys.”

They argued. Ed made fists of
his big hands and said again, firmly,
“That’s enough.” They went,

An hour later the radio supplied
further information about Joe.

“State police, answering a radio-
car summons from Captain Edmund
Aylesworth, are closing in on Joseph
Marston, maniac rn_urderer. Captain
Aylesworth, patroling lonely roads
in the King Mountain distriet, dis-
covered the hunted man cooking a
meal in a picnic-grove fireplace, gave
chase, but was unable to capture him.
It is believed, however, that Mar-
ston is hiding in the region, and will
not this time slip through the net
being drawn about him.”

The dispatch was from Green
Falls, just across the line in a neigh-
boring State. Would they succeed
this time? Would they get him, or
would he find some new way of elud-
ing them?

D DANIELS said, ‘_‘That’s that.
They’ll get him this time, and
your troubles will be over.” He sank
into a chair, stared at her, then added
gently, “In a way, I'm glad it’s out
of our hands, glad it’s happening
across the line. I wouldn’t know
quite what to do if it came my way.”
She knew what he meant, and
made no comment. .

«aAfter all,” he said gropingly,
“he’s your husband. If I knew bet-
ter how you felt . . . *

“1 don’t know myself.”

He went to a window and stood

there, looking out. After a while he
said, “I wish you did know.” When
she failed to answer, he turned,
glanced at her, then walked slowly
to the door.

She worked on the sweater. There
were no more news reports. Per-
haps this time, she thought, they
would catch him. He was clever, in-
humanly clever, but surely with the
odds so great against him he could
not go on forever!

Twice she went as far as the front
door, her mind half made up to go
out and ask the troopers if they had
heard anything more. Their cars
were equipped with radios, they had
told her, and they were in constant
touch with headquarters. But per-
haps they wouldn’t want to be both-
ered with her.

One car, she noticed, had left. To
join in the hunt, perhaps.

Time dragged on and on.

It was about nine o’clock when the
doorbell- rang, and as she put aside
the sweater to answer the summons,
the door opened and Ed Daniels’
voice shouted, “Mrs. Marston!”

“Yes?” she answered.

“Someone here to see you,” he
called from the hall, and she heard
the door close and heard him say,
“This way, Captain Aylesworth.”
And then he walked into the living-
room, trailed by a man in a dark
blue uniform.

Impulsively, Ed Daniels gripped
her arms and held her close. = “It’s
all over, Eve!” he said triymphantly.
“They’ve got him at last! Captain
Aylesworth drove over to tell us the
news.”

HE stared—not at him, but be-

yond him, at the man he had
called Captain Aylesworth. She saw
dark, glowing eyes in a handsome
face, loops of jet hair curling under
the close-fitting cap. She saw thin
lips drawn in a smile. Ed Daniels
had made a horrible mistake.

He must have sensed it when he
saw the sudden twitching of her lips,
the abrupt flow of color from her
stiffening face. He scowled at her
and turned quickly, releasing her.

The other man completed a for-
ward step and smashed a gun to the
side of Ed Daniels’ head.

It was so easy, so cold-bloodedly
matter of fact. The trooper had no
defense for it, no time even to thrust
up an arm to absorb some of the
shock. His eyes showed white and
hg, staggered backward, swayed on
one foot like a man losing balance
on skates.

He fell, and his outflung hand
pulled a bridge lamp over on top of
him. Its iron arm gouged his face.
His head struck a radiator.

He rolled over and lay still, very
still, while the radiator sang a low,
metallic dirge which died to silence.
Eve Marston gaped at him, stunned.
She might have screamed, but the
man in the blue uniform stepped
close to her, held her and cupped a
hot, salty hand over her quivering
mouth.

“Be quiet, my dear,” he said, and
looked down into her face and smiled,
showing his teeth.

She stopped struggling. Three
and a half years of confinement had
not robbed him of his strength.

“You see,” he said, “I got here in
spite of them. I look rather decent
in a uniform, don’t you think?”

He released her and she stepped
away from him, but the gun in his
hand was aimed at her and the sight
of it played tricks with her throat.
Something within her wanted to
scream, but she knew the penalty.

“I—I don’t understand,” she said.
“The uniform . ..”

“T had the good fortune, my dear,
to run across a certain Captain Ayles-
worth. He was kind enough to sup-
ply me with a car, a name and these
clothes.’”

“You .. . killed him?”

“Of course. He would have killed

me, would he not? But Captain
Aylesworth happened to be quite
alone in his car on a most out-of-the-
way road, and was repairing a punc-
tured tire when I came upon him.
Later, by means of the two-way
radio in his machine, I was able to
spread a false alarm. The police of
three States, my dear, are converg-
ing in that particular district, con-
vinced that I'm safely trapped with-
in it. And here I am.”

ERE he was. Here she was—

frightened, terrified, yet not
surprised. From the beginning she
had known he would somehow find a
way. The latest broadcasts of news
had heartened her, yet even then
some inner voice, refusing to be
silenced, had whispered a warning.
Now he was here, leering at her, ex-
ulting in her terror.

She threw a quick, desperate
glance at the door and edged toward
it, but he was too fast. A movement
of his long legs put him in front of
her again, and he said softly, “Don’t
be a fool.” T

“You’'re going to kill me?” she.
asked.

“That’s precisely why I came.”

She faced him, staring straight
into his bright black eyes, fighting
for courage in the face of his in-
human smile. She had everything
to gain, she told herself, and nothing
to lose, nothing at all to lose, by
matching his madness with a mad-
ness of her own.

Deliberately turning her back to
him, she walked steadily to the prone
form of Ed Daniels. Then she swung
about, head high, outwardly calm,
despite the wild racing of her heart.

“Doctor Marston,” she said firmly,
“this man needs attention!”

He had been fondling the gun. He
looked up quickly, scowled at her.
“What?” he said.

*“This man needs immediate atten-
tion, Doctor Marston!” Her voice
was a crisp command. ‘“He’ll bleed.
to death!” g

Joe paced forward, frowning. If he
expected her to retreat again, he was
mistaken. She stood stiffly beside
Ed Daniels, and for part of a second,
as he stopped beside her and looked
down, the gun was almost within
reach of her curled fingers. Almost,
but not quite.

“H’mm,” he said. “Bad. Needs
a tourniquet.”

“Yes, Doctor Marston.” . )

His head came up with a jerk.
“Well, make yourself useful! Get me
something to work with! Get a
towel !”’

It was almost too much to believe,
that her curt use of the word “doc-
tor” had jarred him from his pur-
pose and made him forget for a mo- -
ment the murder in his heart. She
snatched avidly at the opportunity
and flew across the room, not toward
the bathroom, but toward the front
hall.

His voice stopped her. “I said I
wanted a towel! Towels are usually
found in bathrooms, I believe!”
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She stopped, faced him. The gun
in his hand was aimed at her and
with it he motioned her toward the
bathroom door. The door was ajar.
An ugly fate had left it so, enabling
him to see the edge of the tub; other-
wise, her ruse might have worked.

She went into the bathroom and
snapped on the light. A moment
later, when she emerged, he was still
coldly staring at her. She forced
herself toward him.

He snatched the towel. “Stand
there,” he said, pointing.

She retreated. Satisfied, he knelt
beside Ed Daniels and placed the gun
on the floor within easy reach. Then
that ugly smile bent his lips again
and he looked from Ed’s face into
her own. “A tourniquet,” he said
gently. “Quite right. A tourniquet.”

BRUTALLY he lifted the trooper’s
head and slid the towel under it.
Thosg hands of his, she saw with
growing apprehension, were as
strong and supple as ever they had
been. His long fingers deftly twisted
the towel.mto a knot and drew it
tight. Tight around Ed Daniels’
neck, throttling him! .

She stifled a gasp of dismay, took
a quick, faltering step forward and
abruptly stopped. He was leering
at her, showing his teeth again. “You
aslfed for a tourniquet, my dear,” he
said. ‘“What more do you want?”
And then he laughed.

Uncouth and inhuman, his mirth
snapped something within her and
brought a flood of tears. All at once,
arms outstretched, she was sobbing
her heart out, begging him to be
mgrmful.

‘Be quiet!” he snarled.

he jsowel was tight around Ed
aniels throat, but was too bulky
to be entirely effective. He looked
around him in search of something
?lth which to apply more pressure,

n reach, on g low table, lay the cash-
mere sweater with itg steel needles.
it He pulled a needle loose and tested
15 strength by bending it between

lumb and forefinger. Lamplight
glﬁc%kﬁfils 2;%22' Fit and was deflected
enP‘irely, b gczl'glcleg.;mg Ed Daniels

ery mice,” he said. “Be
than a’ pullet, Much better. 'Ii‘:;csg
will prolong your dying, my dear,

(I)Ilellg?:t,)een anyone—where is the look-
Nobody answered that questio
Porter hastily ran up the lgdder tnc;
the fox:e(_:astle head. His flashlight
made v1_51b1e the swirling vapor that
poured in over the bows, Then the
light fell to something at his feet.
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face, so wide were they with pure
terror. Yet she had strength enough,
or was desperate enough to say,
“No!” and to thrust herself away
from him.

“Come here!”

“No!,,

He smiled. His gaze dr9pped to
the steel needle and he ran his thumb
along it as though testing the cut-
ting-edge of a knife blade. .He
chuckled and the sound was ice-
water coursing along Eve Marston’s
spine. He moved toward her.

She circled the table, moving when
he moved, stopping when he stopped.
Her hands, gripping the table’s edge,
were white and palsied. Her feet
seemed glued to the carpet, lead-
heavy. Her aching eyes tried vainly
at first to watch his every move,
and, failing in that, watched or’lly his
eyes. Was it true that a man’s eyes
forecast his movements? That by
watching them you could tell what
the brain behind them would scheme
next?

Step by step she circled the tq.ble,
desperately hoping he would continue
to follow her. His gun lay on the
floor beside Ed Daniels. If she could
reach it . . . if, just once, that dia-
bolically cunning mind of his would
overlook something. . . . .

But he made no such mistake.
Playing cat-and-mouse with her, he
let her get just so close, no closer,
and then reversed his direction.
Once, twice, three times he thwarted
her. The smile never left his lips.

Then he lifted the table off the
floor, turned it and flung it aside.

“Hold it, Marston,” Ed Daniels
said weakly.

Poised to make his final lunge,
Marston stiffened as though }assoed
from the rear. He lost his smile, lost
everything in his face that was even
remotely human. He turned, noisily
sucking breath through flared nos-
trils. . .
Ed Daniels was on his knees, hqld,;
ing the gun, aiming it. “Hold 1t,”
he said again. “You’ve done enough.

For an instant Marston stood mo-
tionless. Then he took a forward
step, another, slowly closing the gap
between him and the gun. He paused
after each step as though wonder-
ing how many he could take before
Daniels’ finger would squeeze the
trigger. His own hands were open-
ing, closing, and were wet with per-
spiration. His face was drenched.

Cargo of Fear

(Continued from page 21)

There was a huddled body near the
head of the ladder. It was the look-
out—a chunky, square-faced Cor-
nishman named Pendine. He lay on
his face. His skull just above his
broad forehead had been crushed.

Horrified, Neil Porter gazed at the
iron stanchion that formed the top

“You won’t stop me,” he said. “I'll
kill you.” )

He took another step. Ed Daniels
looked desperately at Eve, sweat and
blood tracing lines of frantic inde-
cision on his gaunt face.

Understanding his torment, Eve
Marston threw herself at him and
snatched the gun. And then the
room exploded.

It was not the weapon in her hand
which went off. She knew that, after
staring at it and staring at the
swaying, gasping shape of her hus-
band. Her finger was nowhere near
the trigger. Tne lethal bullet had
come from behind her, from the hall
doorway. .

A trooper pushed her aside, gently,
and strode forward to grip Joe Mary-
ston’s shoulders. When he did that,
Joe’s knees buckled and he fell with
a thud that shook the floor. Fell and
rolled over, groaning, and then was
still.

The trooper glanced at him, turned
aside and looked anxiously at Ed
Daniels. He said, “You all right?”

Ed nodded.

“And you, Mrs. Marston?”

She placed the gun on the table
and said, still staring at Joe, “Is he
...dead?”

“He’s dead.”

HE closed her eyes, swayed a

little, then walked to a chair and
sat down. The trooper helped Ed
Daniels to the couch. ‘It was just
luck,” he said, “that any of us hap-
pened to see that message. If you
hadn’t left the bathroom light on.
. . . Which one of you wrote it, any-
Way?”

“What message?” Ed Daniels said.

“Then you didn’t write it?”

“No.”

The trooper looked at Eve. “Then
you must have .. .”

“Yes,” she said, “I wrote it.”

“What message?” Ed Daniels
asked again.

“¢“She wrote “S. O. S.!” on the bath-

room window—backwards—with g
cake of soap. Listen, feller, you
ought to have a doctor. Shall I send
for one?”
. Eve Marston got out of her chair
and knelt beside the couch. Looking
into Ed’s face, she answered for him,
“Yes, he needs a doctor.”

“And a nurse, maybe?” the trooper
asked.

“No,” she said. “I'm a nurse.”

of the ladder. It was hard to believe
that a fall against that could inflict
such a terrible injury.

Mr. Porter leaned over the break
of the fo’c’s’le and called softly to
the mate. Mr. Garth came up in a
hurry.

From the bridge came the authori-



















The Social Side of the Grand Lodge Convention

pressive spectacle made up of the
cream of St. Louis’ crop of fascinat-
ing young ladies. Miss Virginia
1?t;eéloh was the winner of the con-
est.

Later in the afternoon the St.
Louis Browns played an exhibition
game with the Cards. The Browns
surprised everyone by winning with
the overwhelming score of 14 to 4.
After the game and in the evening,
St. Louis had many attractions for
hgr. visitors: a prize-fight between
Zivic and Burke; the musical comedy,
“On Your Toes”, at the Municipal
Opera; midget auto races, and last,
but not least, a tour of inspection of
the huge Anheuser-Busch Brewery

Plant.
WEDNESDAY
Early Wednesday morning the

News

to a hundred dollars, during the past
year, bringing the total to 148
scholarship loans made by the Mas-
sachusetts Elks’ Scholarship, Inc.,
8ince its inception. After careful
consideration, the Board awarded
the Elks National Foundation Schol-
arship of $300, allocated to Massa-
chusetts as an eligible State, to Miss

arion G. White of Wakefield, spon-
sored by Wakefield Lodge No. 1276.
Miss White is beginning her senior
year at Mount Holyoke College where
she has maintained an honor grade
thz'ﬁlllghout her course.

€ report of the State Secreta

showed that the lodges in Masslaz
chusetts spent in charity during the
year 1938-39 a total of $91,808.60.
Lowell Lodge No. 87 led the list with

an expenditure of $1 ,516. -
PR $10,516.25, Hav

. 165 was second with
$9,478.66, Lawrence No. 65, third

with $6,?22.98, Cambridge No. 839

odge contributing the largest per
capita amount for charity was Hav-
erhill with $18.05. Many lodges
th_roughout the State observed Safety
Night during the year. Everett
Lodge No. 642, through Grand Ex-
alted . Ruler Dr, Edward J. Me-
Cormy:k, presented the city of Ever-
ett with a beautifully equipped safety
car.

The election of officers resulted as
follows: Pres., William F. Hogan,
Everett; 1st Vice-Pres., Daniel J.
Honan, Winthrop; 2nd Vice-Pres.,
Arthur J. Harty, Winchester; 8rd
Vice-Pres., Francis J. O’Neil, Attle-
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Grand Lodge business session was
held at ‘the Municipal Auditorium
and just after it-the Glge Club Con-
test. The $100 first prize was won
by the thrilling singing of Omaha,
Neb., Lodge, No. 39, with Aberdeen,
S. D., Lodge, No. 1046, running very
close behind them to take the $75
second prize. At 2:00 the Elks ladies
held a tea and a bridge party in the
spacious ball room of the Hotel
Jefferson. .

At eight o’clock that evening the
Americanism Parade passed by the
reviewing stand on the steps of the
beautiful public library. Thousands
of brightly dressed Elks filed pasgti
Smart bands and uniformed dril
units vied in splendor with each
other. Every float seemed more
spectacular than the one before it.

The beauty of the Oklahoma float
left no doubt in the spectators’ minds
that it deserved the first prize of
$200. The second prize went to the
Massachusetts State' float and the
third to California.

At the finish of the Parade all who
felt the holiday mood went to the
Purple and White Grand Lodge
Ball and the Auditorium where the
Court of Beauty presided. The Ball
was an unqualified success from be-
ginning to end.

Thursday, after the final Grand
Lodge business session, the Elks and
their ladies spent the day viewing
the interesting sights of St. Louis
or going for a ride on the historie
Mississippi River boats, or saying
goodbye to new friends and old until
they meet at Houston next year.

of the State Associations

(Continued from page 36)

oro; 4th Vice-Pres., James A. Bres-
gah:m, Fitchburg; Trustees: Frank
T. Deery, Greenfield, Edward J.
O’Rourke, Worcester, Alfred A.
Blais, Pittsfield, George Wilson,
Lawrence, John W. Cussen, Boston,
and Thomas J. McCaffrey, Cam-
bridge. The Association voted to
combine the offices of Secretary and
Treasurer, and Thomas F. Coppinger
of Newton Lodge, who has been serv-
ing since the death of Secy. Jere-
miah Hourin some months ;:_gq, was
elected to fill the office. unani-
mous vote gave the 1940 State Con-
vention to Pittsfield. .
Golf, swimming, deep sea fishing
and social affairs afforded yecregtlon
for the Elks during their leisure
hours and entertained the members
of their families.

OREGON .

The Oregon State Elkg Agsoqla-
tion conducted an Americanization
oratorical contest on June 30—the
first day of its three-day annual con-
vention. The 14 contestants partici-
pating were the winners from the
various districts in the State. The
program was broadcast over the
radio at Klamath Falls where the
Convention was held, and the names
of the winners were :announced as
follows: first place, Miss Jean Denni-
son, Grants Pass; second, Miss Char-
lotte Von Volkenburgh, Portland;
third, Alan Zuerflueh, Tillamook. It
was estimated that nearly 1,500 peo-
ple heard the speeches. The Elks
themselves considered this the out-
standing feature of the Convent_lon.
The Association decided to continue

its Americanization program and to
broaden, if possible, the scope of this
activity.

The Ritualistic Contest was won
by Lakeview Lodge No. 1536 with a
score of 98.80. Ashland Lodge No,
944 was second with 97.63, Grants
Pass Lodge No. 1584 third with 96,
and Portland No. 142 fourth with
86.01. A rodeo, golf tournaments,
boating and automobile trips and
picnics were among the recreational
and entertainment features. A nine
o’clock Sunday morning breakfast,
served in the park, proved to be as
delightful as it was novel. The Con.
vention was one of the most success-
ful ever held, with the host lodge,
Klamath Falls No. 1247, and the city
itself extending a fine hospitality
that made everybody feel at home,
The: presentation of a key to the city
was made by city officials. More than
600 guests attended the Convention
as shown by registration. -

THE officers of the Association for
the year 1939-40 are as follows:
Pres., Oscar Effenberger, Tillamook;
1st Vice-Pres., J. E. Luckey, Eugene;
2nd Vice-Pres., Robert A. Thompson,
Klamath Falls; 3rd Vice-Pres., E. H.
Miller, Heppner; Secy., Ernest L.
Scott, Medford; Treas., H. L. Toney,
McMinnville; Trustees: William M.
Hartford, Portland, Harry Ruth, Eu-
gene, Charles J. O’Neill, Grants
Pass; Sergeant-at-Arms, Seymore
Friendly, Portland; Asst. Sergeant-
at-Arms, Howard L. Lowd, Grants
Pass; Chaplain, H. N. Butler, Med-
ford; Tiler, Harry Elliott, Tillamook.






reason need seldom if ever be washed
if given proper grooming. To a de-
gree this is true although the dog's
skin does possess perspiratory ducts
which play a minor part to its tongue
in this necessary function. Close ex-
amination of the dog’s arm-pits,
parts of its rear quarters and foot-
pads on an excessively warm day or
following violent exercise may re-
veal traces of moisture. Two of the
dogs-owned by the writer will under
such conditions leave clearly definite
wet foot-prints on the cement floor
of the verandah to which they are
usually confined,

‘Or purposes of cleanliness and
tonic-effect, if nothing else, all
dogs are the better for an occasional
bath at intervals more or less fre-
quent depending upon the conditions
under which they are kept, their-daily
habits, degree of activity and the ex-
tent of their natural cleanliness
some, like children, can become unac-
countably and astonishingly grimy
with no effort at all, while some
others, particularly those of the Toy
breeds, are as fastidious as a Hoi-
land housewife.

But in the main, dogs should
not be washed nearly as often
as 18 commonly believed. For the
average house-pet, a bath once every
S1x weeks in Summer is sufficient,
provided it is given frequent brush-
Ing and_combing in between times.
In the Fall and early Spring, once
every eight to ten weeks will do,
while in Winter, to minimize the haz-
ard of. dangerous colds, one good
scrubbing for the season should
suffice or certainly no more than one
every two months, Bear in mind that
these: Injunctions carry with them the
Proviso that the dog be regularly and
frequently groomed—once a day is
not too much. This is a schedule for
the dog that lives the comparatively
Inactive life of a family house-pet.

he active outdoors dog used for
hunting or on the farm may, by
nature of itg employment, require
more frequent bathing, although the
greater amount of fresh air and sun-
_sh1r_1e it gets will help keep its skin
Invigorated and free from odor.

O_ST dogs like water but many
view t}}e DProspects of a routine
b?th as an infliction by an otherwise
kmgi owner who is given to temporary
Periods of sadistic insanity. When the
dog develops an aversion to the bath
—and some loathe it—this nearly
alwa_yq back-tracks to the owner who
gdmu_usters the tubbing. There’s the
individual who approaches the task
In a do-or-die spirit or the one who
adopts a martyr-like attitude toward
it. Fox_‘ both, the ordeal results in
something resembling g domestic riot
from which the dog emerges a con-
firmed skeptic as to the benefits of
soap and water.

But there is a way to bathe a dog
and make it, if not a whole-hearted
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Your Dog
(Continued from page 53)

pleasure, at least an event that
carries a minumum of nervqus wear
and tear for both owner and dog.

First, always use a receptacle or
tub that allows ample room. To
crowd the dog into insufficient space
results in hasty, inefficient batl}lng.

Second, use one of the adveri_:lsed,
standard dog soaps, never .ordmary
soap which too often contains caus-
tics harmful to the dog’s skin and
coat. Next, provide yourself with
a large sponge and a fairly large can
or discarded kitchen pot to use as a
bailer for pouring rinsing water over
the dog. You do not neeq a bath
brush; your fingers can easily yub a
lather into the coat. If you dislike to
handle the dog when it is wet, keep
a pair of cheap rubber gloves for
this purpose. Have ready two or
three inexpensive rough bath towels
—the number depending upon the
size of your dog—which you can get
at any five and ten cent store. These
are for drying only. Have one or two
kept dry in reserve to pin.around the
dog following the bath, if thp day is
chilly. These help prevent his catch-
ing cold.

E sure the water is neither too

warm nor too cold; test this by
dipping your elbow into it. Lukg-
warm is about right, although if
yours is a large dog, water that may
begin by being warm may become
chilled before the bath is over, thus
it is well to have an ample reserve of
hot water to maintain an even tem-
perature—but don’t run very hot or
very cold water directly into the tub
while the dog is in it. Blend your hot
and cold water in a separate bucket or
two before pouring it in for renewal.

Fill the tub to about two inches
below the dog’s chest; if you fill the
tub higher than this it will will pre-
vent proper soaping of the chest and
abdomen.

At all times, handle the dog gently,

- particularly if it is its first bath.

Talk to it quietly and soothingly. If
it becomes unruly, speak more firmly
and sharply but do not shout at it or
hit it as both will only increase the
dog’s terror and confusion—and im-
plant in it a permanent dislike for
the tub.

Apply a heavy collar of _lather
around the dog’s neck; this will turn
back any unwelcome boarders which
it may have been harboring. Keep
this collar on until you thoroug}ﬂy
lather, rub and rinse the body twice.
Then soap its head, but be careful
not to get any into its eyes—hold one
hand over the eyes, or a soap f_ree
cloth will do. When pouring rinsing
water over the dog, do this gently as
the water coming from above will be
unseen by it and comes as an unex-
pected shock, especially if delivered
with any force. Be sure to thor-
oughly rinse every particle of soap
from the coat; any left to dry in is
not good for either coat or skin.

Repeat this whole procedure twice,
or more, if the dog’s condition re-
quires it.

Dry your dog thoroughly—right
down to the skin and particularly
under the arm-pits, abdomen, be-
tween the toes and inside the ears.
For the latter purpose use a soft
cloth or, better yet, before washing
insert cotton in the ears. Be care-
ful when wiping around the eyes,
also. Both eyes and ears are easily
damaged. Keep soap away from both
and use the cotton ear-plugs as
water-stoppers. When you are wash-
ing the ears be sure to use clean,
luke-warm water.

O not comb your dog immediately
D after bathing as this may pull
out live hair if it is still damp.

Next take your reserve dry towels
and pin them around the dog if the
day is sunless or chilly. Use large
safety pins that you are sure will
not come open easily.

After the bath, induce your dog
to romp with you or to play with any
toy it may have—a ball is excellent
as it requires more active movement
for the dog. This will promote better

" circulation and will hasten the dry-

ing process.

Most dogs will race around franti-
cally anyway which is to be en-
couraged. .

Never permit the dog to lie around
the house immediately after a bath,
particularly in a draught. Even if
you have no back yard and must keep
your four-legged friend indoors,
keep him moving for a while—at
least a half-hour. Inactivity at this
time may mark the beginning of g
cold and this sometimes becomes
a forerunner of that often fatal i])-
ness, distemper. .

The best time to introduce the dog
to his tub—yes, there is a best time
—is on a sunny day so that if and
when you are sure he is .dry, he can
be brought into the sunlight for hijg
after-bath play. .

Be careful of any disinfectants
you may wish to add to the bath
water. Use only those which are
advertised for dogs, and avoid home-
made preparations or those sug.
gested by well-meaning but unip-
formed persons. Do not use kero-
sene, turpentine, carbolic acid or
kindred products, some of which
when absorbed through the dog’s
skin can produce dangerous and pos-
sibly fatal results. Don’t apply
scented powders or perfumes to your
dog; most of these are particularly
offensive to him and, besides, even
for a Toy breed are unnatural to a
normal dog. If given regular and
thorough grooming he isn’t likely to
be afflicted with what the advertising
men call B. O. anyway. .

In a subsequent article we will
discuss the second step in grooming
which concerns the care of the coat,
trimming, plucking, etc.






Labor Day, because school begins
and the youngsters must answer the
roll call. Did it ever occur to you
that the fishes might have some un-
derstanding about this business of
rising to the surface waters in Sep-
tembgr after the crowd goes home?
It’s like our big game animals that
always stay within the bounds of a
protected area. They do it every
time. Somehow the grass tastes
bettgar within the limits of the
National Parks. It is agreed that
most of us go fishing in July and
August when fishing is not always
the best, and we return to the busy
city life when the fishing begins to
get good. It reminds me of my
£r1end, H. H. Shugart, who says,
Thanks to you for sending me to
such a fishing paradise as I found
the Chippewsa River to be. My daugh-
ter and I caught some large wall-
eyed pike, a muskellunge and some
bass. The muskie weighed 16 pounds
and the largest wall-eye weighed 5
pounds,. both caught by my daughter.
We ,bpaid no attention to an ex-
pert’s preqﬂect‘ion to a major and a
minor f_ishmg period each day, dur-
ing which fish catching chances are
alleged to be intensified, but rather
we adhered to our usual method and
socked away at the fish all day long,
every day, come rain or dry weather.

ost of our fishing was done on the
Chippewa River, near Ghost Lake,
a very beautiful and satisfying spot.
f course, the water was a little too
high one day, a little too low the
next, rising instead of falling one
day, and falling instead of rising the
next; and it was the full of the moon,
which is bad, so they tell me. Other-
\glse we would have slaughtered the
s};, I guess. When we caught the
wall-eyed prike, we caught the nieces
and nephews, rather than the uncles
and aunts. The next time you send
me to a place in the wilds of Wis-
gﬁnsm! blease tell me about a place
] n?t 18 rough, wild and woolly.

e é!.gme living in a cabin with two
witﬁogms’ a carpeted living room
oy our rockgng chairs (one over-
it ed), electric lights all over the
Dblace, a bathroom with all the usual
brerequisites, including hot and cold
running water and gz shower. But

the food wag extra goo
d,
hardened to the luxgries”.an d we got

Most men who i

. g0 on sta rt
gltt% the north country cogrrngabafli
fl boxeg of fish and a good coating
Ol sunshine. When the fish are
) g:(l)’l\:ieg t;l;ledy ax;'e tg'arnished with tall

ota

ave heard tI})liS oﬁ?'_ ! suppose you
Who’s the

Look he & stranger, mother dear?

NOWSs us; ain’t he queer?
Hush, my dear don’t ¢ i

, , alk ;

e’s your father, dearest Sc?hﬁ(ﬂd’

He’s my father? No such thing!
Father died, away last sprilnng;g.r‘

Father didn't die you dub!
Father joined the fishing club.

But now the season’s closed, so he
Has no place to g0, you see;
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No place left for him to roam,
That is why he’s coming home.

Kiss him—he won’t bite you, child,
All those fishing guys look wild!

It is at this time of the year that
we begin to think of the great fun
to be had in catching lake trout,
casting for them in the shallows
when they come out of the depths,
where they have been all summer.
Thousands of us have been trolling
big spoon lures this summer, and
thousands of lake trout have been
taken out of the waters of Lake
Superior, Lake of the Woods, Lake
Michigan and other cold water lakes
of the north. Lake trout are found
in summer where the waters are
deep and cold. Places to go for ex-
cellent fall fishing for the bigger
lake trout are Lake of the Woods
in Ontario, Crow Lake in Qntarlo,
Isle Royale in Lake Superior, St.
Ignace Island in Lake Superior,
Grand Traverse Bay and Lake
Charlevoix, Lake Michigan, the
Apostle Islands in Lake Superior,
and in all of the northern waters of
Lake Michigan. The fall run of lake
trout usually yields some big ones,
but it will be hard to beat the 39-
pounder that was taken out of the
waters of Lake of the Woods this
past summer. Those who have boats
for hire call it deep-sea fishing. In
a way it is that because you troll
in much the same manner as you do
in deep-sea angling. One of the first
boats to enter this sporting game of
catching mackinaw trout on spoon
lure was owned by the Smith Broth-
ers at Port Washington, Wis., just
north of Milwaukee. They converted
a commercial boat into a Lake Michi-
gan troller, which looks something
like the boats that ply the Gulf
Stream off Florida. The equipment
consists of swivel chairs for the
fishermen, husky trolling rods, reels
that hold 300 or more yards of
braided copper or monel line, lead
weights, triangles and an assortment
of salmon spoons. The salt water
trolling rods of steel or bamboo are
the best. The Winona Great Lakes
Trolling Reel No. 30 is the best I
have ever used because it holdﬁ
about 300 yards of copper llnq, it
has an automatic drag and it is l}ght
in weight. It’s good sport, especially
in the fall when the fish are not
very deep. They fight harder than
a muskie.

If you want to liven up a party,
you can do it by staging a fisher-
man’s quiz. It’s one thing to be able
to catch fish and another to know all
the answers about fishing and the
fish, so here are some good ques-
tions dand the answers —

What are the names of the three
fish that belong to the pike family?

Answer: Muskellunge, northern
pike and pickerel.

Do brook trout have scales?

Answer: Yes. All trout have
scales.

Do rainbow trout spawn in the
spring or autumn?

Answer: Rainbows spawn in the
spring. Brook trout spawn in the
fall.

Do fish detect sound through ears?

Answer: No, they do mnot have
ears, but fish feel vibrations through
a nerve system.

What fresh water fish resembles
the barracuda?

Answer: The muskellunge.

Do game fish close their eyes when
they sleep?

Answer: No. Game fish have no
eyelids.

To what family of fish does the
black bass belong?
~ Answer: The sunfish family.

To what family of fish does the
wall-eyed pike belong?

Answer: The perch family. It is
called a pike-perch.

Who wrote the fishing -classic
called, “The Compleat Angler”?

Answer: Sir Izaak Walton.

What is the world’s record muskie,
caught on hook and line?

Answer: 58 pounds, 9 ounces,
caught this year in Grindstone Lake,
Wisconsin.

So many of the readers have askeq
for advice on the subject of what
kind of an emergency kit to take on
trips into the woods that I have
consulted a sportsman-physician and
have come up with the following list
of items. Buy them at your drug
store and place them in a mety]
container. Here they are:

Small bottle of iodine, for wounds
sores, bites, injuries. ’

Aqua Forte Ammonia (% ounce)
to touch up insect bites or

Skeetostick (stops itching),

100 Bayer Tablets of Aspirin,

Tube of white vaseline.

- Tannafax, for burns or sunburn or

Unguentine, for burns or sunburn,

Absorbine Jr., for muscular aches
and pains.

25 Allophen pills (take one in cage
of ptomaine poison or constipation).

Can Squibbs soda bicarbonate, oy
gas or stomach upsets, one teaspoon.-
ful in Y% glass of water.

Three rolls of two-inch bandage.

Five yards gauze five inches wide,

Spool of adhesive tape—five-yarq
roll.

This is what the doctor ordereq,
so it must be good. If I were going
to add anything to this list it woulg
be: (1) A pair of small scissors. 2)
Toothpicks. (3) A bottle of Horlick’s
Chocolate Malted Milk tablets. (4)
A bottle’of Sta-way. If you use Sta-
way, you won’t need Skeetostick bhe-
cause the mosquitoes go elsewhere
when you have this on.

Thomas Shipp of Washingt(m,
D. C,, tells me that Fish-O hag pe.
come a regular feature of the roq
and gun clubs in twenty-five Stateg,
Fish-0 is the new casting game that
met with such favor when it wag
introduced a few months ago, byt
Fish-O will really go places when it
becomes a part of the physical edu-
cation program of the schools of
the country.









